*INDIA*

Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi (1869-1948), first called “Mahatma” (Great-soul) in 1914; also and
affectionately known in India as “Bapu” (father, papa); unofficially called the Father of the Nation
LITERATURE COMPOSED BY AUTHORS WHOSE BIRTH YEAR MAY BE CONFIDENTLY PLACED IN A DEFINITE TIME
FRAME (1870-1899)
1870

(Page 11)—231.25 Proposal: An Arts Association/A Woman’s Arts Association\fn{by Hiranmoyee Devi (18701925)} West Bengal State, India (F) 2
(14)—234.280 Excerpt from Hindu Widow: An Autobiography\fn{by Mrs. Parvati Athavale (1870-after
1930)}Devrukh, Ratnagari District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 10
1871

(24)—246.63 Excerpts from Some Eminent Indian Contemporaries: 1. Womesh Chandra Bonnerjee (18441906) 2. Motilal Ghose (1847-1922) 3. Sisir Kumar Ghose (1840-1912) 4. Pherozshah Mehta (1845-1915) 5.
Lal Mohan Ghosh (1849-1909) 6. Pandit Madan Mohan Malviya (1861-1946) 7. Sir Austosh Moukerjee
(1864-1924) 8. Tej Bahadur Swapru (1875-1949): Eight Biographical Sketches\fn{by Sachchidenanda Sinha (18711950)} Arrah, Bhojpur District, Bihar State, India (M) 27
(52)—78.152 & 269.167 1. Hira And Kuni 2. Excerpt from Carmel Doll\fn{by Abanindranth Tagore (1871-1951)}
Jorasanko, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 12
1872

(64)—237.200 Excerpt from The Fatal Rumour\fn{by Batlagundu Ramaiya Rajam Aiyar (1872-1898)} Vatalakundu,
Madurai District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 11
(76)—231.35 My Life Changes Track\fn{by Sarala Devi Chaudhurani (1872-1945)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West
Bengal State, India (F) 3
(80)—238.175 1. The Golden Bird 2. The Phantom Hour: Two Short Stories\fn{by Sri Aurobindo Ghose (1872-1950)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 6
(86)—246.49 Excerpt from Abdullah Yusuf Ali’s Lectures, Speeches And Addresses: 1. “Muhammad (PBUH):
A Towering Personality” 2. “The Essential Basis Of Religion” 3. “The Islamic World In And After The
War”\fn{by Abdullah Yusuf Ali (1872-1953)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (M) 8
1

(94)—242.22 Excerpt from The Journey Of My Life: An Autobiography\fn{by Tanguturi Prakasam (1872-1957)}
Vinodarayuni Palem, Prakasam District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 19
(113)—71.61 Excerpts from The Position Of Women In Indian Life: 1. “The Woman Movement” 2.
“Intellectual Callings”\fn{by Maharani Chimnabai Gaekwad II of Baroda (1872-1958)} Baroda, Vardodara District,
Gujarat State, India (F) 9
1873

(122)—264.58 A Hymn\fn{by Hemlata Tagore (1873- )} Jorasanko, Calcutta, Calcutta District, India (F) -1
(122)—78.156 The Beggar Sahib\fn{by Prabhat Kumar Mukherji (1873-1932)} nr. Shantiniketan, Birbhum
District,West Bengal State, India (M) 6
(128)—87.109 The Poet’s Lover\fn{by Panchkari De (1873-1945)} “His early education was in Bhawanipur”,
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
(134)—India 6 Excerpt from Rabindrasmrti\fn{by Indira Debi Caudhurani (1873-1960)} Jorasanko?, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F)
(163)—251.28 Why Mussalmans Should Oppose Pakistan\fn{by Husain Badruddin Tyabji (1873-1973)} Bombay,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 8
1874

(170)—71.63 Excerpt from The Stree Bodhe and Social Progress in India: “Stree Zarthosti Mandal: How We
Came To Form It”\fn{by Mrs. Dinbai F. K. Patuck (1874- )} Bombay?, Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
(173)—33.35 Excerpt from: A Garland From Great Women’s Life Histories: “Khana”\fn{by Bandaru Acchamamba
(1874-1904)} Nandigama, Krishna District, Andhra Pradesh, India (F) 3
1875

(176)—238.57 & 246.106 A. An Autobiographical Letter B. Excerpts from Vithalbhai Patel: Life And Times:
“Speeches Given In His Visit To The United States, November 1932-March 1933”\fn{by Vallabhbhai Patel (18751950)} “at his maternal uncle’s house,” Nadidad, Kheda District, Gujarat State, India (M) 2
(180)—263.50 Excerpt from A Look Before And After\fn{by Sailabala Das (1875-1968)} , Calcutta?, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 6
1876

(186)—78.162 & 241.63 1. An Unfortunate’s Heaven 2. Excerpt from Srikanta\fn{by Sarat Chandra Chatterji aka
Anila Devi (1876-1938)} Devanandapur, Hughli District, West Bengal State, India (F) 9
(196)—231.18 How To Establish Amity Among The Different Communities In Bengal\fn{by Anindita Devi
(1876-1941)} Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
(198)—263.56 Men And Women Should Have Common Goals In Life\fn{by Reba Ray (1876-1957)} Orissa State,
India (F) 1
(199)—250.47 Recollections Of Social Progress In Gujarat\fn{by Lady Vidya Gauri Nilkanth (1876-1958)}
Ahmedabad, Ahmedabad District, Gujarat State, India (F) 2
(201)—242.126 Excerpt from Eighty-Four, Not Out\fn{by Sir Raghunath Purushottam Paranjpye (1876-1966)} Murdi, nr.
Dapoli, Ratnagiri District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 18
(219)—252.14 Excerpts from The Music Of India: 1. “History Of Indian Music” 2. “Tales Of Indian
Music”\fn{by Atiya Begum Fyzee-Rahmin (1876-1967)} Bombay?, Maharashtra State, India (F) 6
1877

(224)—263.26 Literature And Womankind\fn{by K. M. Kunhulakshmy Kettilamma (1877-1947)} Kottayam, Kottayam
District, Kerala State, India (F) 1
(226)—234.57 Excerpt from Gopabandhu In Legislature: “Speeches Of Pandit Gopabandhu Dash In Bihar
And Orissa Legislative Council”\fn{by Pandit Gopabandhu Das aka Utkalamani (1877-1952)} Suando Village, Puri
District, Orissa State, India (M) 8
(234)—241.44 Excerpt from The Colony Of Harijans\fn{by Unnava Lakshminarayana Pantulu (1877-1958)} Vunnava
Village, Guntur District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 5
2

1878

(239)—238.47 Excerpt from Reversing The Gaze: Amar Singh’s Diary, A Colonial Subject’s Narrative Of
Imperial India\fn{by Amar Singh (1878-1942)} Jaipur, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India (M) 10
(250)—262.195 Excerpt from The Fire Within\fn{by Patricia Wentworth aka Dora Amy Elles (1878-1961)} Mussoorie,
Dehradun District, Uttarakhand State, India (F) 9
(259)—78.166 & 78.436 & 238.19 1. Ardhanari 2. The Nose-Jewel 3. Excerpt from Jail Diary: A Day To Day
Record Of Life In Vellore Jail In 1920\fn{by Chakravarti Rajagopalachari (1878-1972)} Thorapalli Agraharam,
Krishnagiri District, [some say Salem, Salem District], Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 13
1879

(273)—71.66 & 71.70 1. A Short Sketch Of Indian Women’s Franchise Work 2. Excerpt from Lady Dorab
Tata: A Book Of Remembrance: Letter To Miss Serenbai Maneckjee Cursetjee\fn{by Lady Mehri Dorab Tata (18791931)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 8
(280)—71.78 & 239.47 1. Excerpt from A Bunch Of Old Letters: “Letters To Jawaharlal Nehru” 2. Excerpt
from Sarojini Naidu: Selected Letters, 1890s to 1940s\fn{by Sarojini Naidu (1879-1949)} Hyderabad, Andhra
Pradesh, India (F) 14
1880

(295)—India 4 Excerpt from Banalata Debira Nirbacita Racana-samkalana\fn{by Banalata Debi (1880-1900)}
Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 19
(313)—231.22 The Worship Of Women\fn{by Begum Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain (1880-1932)} Bhagalpur?, Bihar State,
India. (F) 2
(314)—17.21 & 78.437 1. Sati 2.: The Shroud: Two Short Stories\fn{by Premchand aka Dhanpat Rai Srivastava (18801936)} Lamahi Village, Varanasi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 9
(323)—251.108 Excerpt from Indian Politics Since The Mutiny: Being An Account Of The Developoment Of
Public Life And Political Institutions And Of Prominent Political Personalities: “1919-1935: Non-Co-operation
And After”\fn{by Sir Chirravoori Yajneswara Chintamani (1880-1941)} Visakhapatman, Visakhapatman District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 26
(349)—262.35 & 265.2 1. On The Way To My Maher 2. Life 3. The Stone Grinding Wheel 4. The Mind 5. God—
The Magical Snake Charmer 6. There Is No Oil In The Lamp 7. Where Lies God? 8. The Line Of Fate Lay
Hidden 9. Now My Life Is My Own 10. Ah, The Married Life: Ten Songs\fn{by Bahinabi Choudhari (1880-1951)}
Asoda, Jalgaon District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
(354)—32.23 & 78.154 1. Blue Star 2. The Old Tom Cat: Two Short Stories\fn{by Rajshekhar Basu aka Parashuram
(1880-1960)} “at his maternal uncle’s home”, Bardhaman District, West Bengal State, India (M) 8
1881

(363)—234.95 Excerpt from Buried Alive: “Ancestry And Early Life”\fn{by Sardar Ajit Singh (1881-1947)}
Khatkarkalan Village, Jalandhar District, Punjab State, India (M) 4
(367)—109.8 The Birth And Marriage Of Siva: A Folktale\fn{told by Pratap Chandra Misra (1881-after 1947)} Damra
Village, near Asansol, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 1
(368)—251.69 Excerpts from Reflections Wise And Otherwise: 1. “My Younger Days” (December 1, 1959); 2.
“The Britisher In New India” (October 31, 1935); 3. “India And The War” (November 13, 1940); 4. “Some
Aspects Of The War” (June 24, 1941); 5. “Glimpses Of A Governor’s Life” (October 13, 1952); 6.
“Reflections On Independence” (January 26, 1955); 7. “The Ways And Woes Of The Indian Student”
(October 6, 1956): Seven Speeches\fn{by Homi Mody aka Sir Hormasji Peroshaw Mody (1881-2000)} Bombay,
Maharashtra State, India. (M) 17
1882

(384)—160.175 1. Freedom 2. Invocation to Freedom 3. Conch 4. Do You Think I Will Too? 5. Drum Of Victory
6. Indian Republic 7. Order To The Mind 8. The Eternal Himalaya Is Our Very Own Asset 9. The Jewel Of Stars
10. There Is No Fear 11. A Spark Of Fire 12. Song Of Unity 13. Peace Anthem 14. Wind 15. To Maya, Goddess of
Illusions: Fifteen Poems\fn{by Chinnaswami Subramania Bharati (1882-1921)} Ettayapuram, Thoothukudi District, Tamil
3

Nadu State, Inda (M) 6
(390)—301.35 1. Jaba 2. Champa 3. Bhoray 4. Padmar Proti 5. Jhorna 6. The Harvest Of Flower 7. Kon Dishi 8.
Ilshi Guri: Eight Poems\fn{by Satyendranath Dutta (1882-1922)} Nimta, 24 North Parganas, West Bengal State, India
(M) 5
(395)—263.20 The Place Of Women In Education\fn{by K. Chinnamma (1882-1930)} Attingal,
Thiruvananthapuram District, Kerala State, India (F) 3
(398)—231.20 What Women Should Do When The Motherland Is In Distress\fn{by Kumudini Mitra (1882-1943)}
Calcutta, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
(400)—India 9 Excerpt from Banga Mahila Granthavali\fn{by Banga Mahila aka Rajendrabala Ghosh (1882-1949)}
Banaras, Banaras District, Uttar Pradesh State, India (F) 25
(425)—India 8 Excerpt from Jyotihhara\fn{by Anurupa Debi (1882-1958)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 25
1883

(449)—83.124 The Pledge\fn{by Chandradhar Sharma Guleri (1883-1922)} Jaipur, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India
(M) 4
(453)—33.43 Excerpts from Elder Sister\fn{by Nirupama Devi (1883-1951)} Behrampore, Murshidabad District, West
Bengal State, India (F) 6
(460)—India 10 Excerpt from Rani Rasamani\fn{by Annapurna Debi (1883-1961)} Ganjam District, Orissa State,
India (F) 22
(479)—263.160 Excerpt from Web Of Deceipt\fn{by Muvalur A. Ramamirthammal (1883-1962)} Muvalur Village,
Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu State, India (F) 12
(492)—242.108 Excerpt from My Transportation For Life\fn{Vinayak Damodar Savarkar (1883-1966)} Bhagur,
Nashik District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 10
(502)—301.51 1. And The Heaven Cried 2. I Miss You 3. Why Should I Care For You? 4. Defeated Love!!! 5.
And … Tears Smiled 6. Friend! Even Then For You … 7. Not Anymore: Seven Poems\fn{by Kumud Ranjan Mullick
(1883-1970)} Kogram Village, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 4
1884

(506)—246.1 Excerpt from To A Gandhian Capitalist: “Three letters to Priya Shri Kishorelalbhai; eighteen
letters to Mohandas Gandhi (1920-1941)”\fn{by Jamnalal Bajaj (1884-1942)} Kashi Ka Bas, Sirkar District,
Rahjastan State, India (M) 13
(519)—245.151 Excerpt from The Science Of The Soul: “The Wonderful House In Which We Live”\fn{by
Maharaj Sardar Bahadur Jagat Singh (1884-1951)} Nussi, Jalandar District, Punjab State, India (M) 5
(525)—262.41 Who Will Care To Visit My Grave When I Am Gone?\fn{by Sughra Humayun Mirza (1884-1954)}
Hyderabad, Andhra Pradesh, India (F) -1
(525)—242.118 Excerpt from In The Legislature Of Those Days\fn{by R. V. Krishna Ayyar (1884-after 1956)} Salem?,
Salem District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 8
(534)—238.110 Excerpt from Autobiography\fn{by Rajendra Prasad (1884-1963)} Ziradei, Siwan District, Bihar
State, India (M) 9
1885

(544)—264.149 1. The Great Fire 2. Excerpt from An Honest Agenda: “Words Versus Work” 3. Peace And
Power 4. Our True Nature 5. What We Want\fn{by Mrs. Masuda Rahman (1885-1926)} Sherpur Village, Hooghly
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 7
(551)—244.191 1. An Autobiographical Sketch 2. The Christian Religion And The Jains\fn{by Manilal C. Parekh
(1885-1967)} Rajkot, Rajkot District, Gujarat State, India (M) 8
1886

(559)—85.6 Anadrita (The Unloved One)\fn{by Madhurilata Devi (1886-1918)} Jorasanko, Calcutta District, West
Bengal State, India (F) 2
(561)—264.36 Excerpt from Family History\fn{by Janaki Agnes Penelope Majumdar (1886-1963)} Calcutta, Calcutta
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 10
4

(575)—301.45 1. Kissan 2. Saket: Reply of Ram 3. Nar Ho Na Nirash 4. Matribhumi 5. Excerpt from Panchvati
6. Arya: Six Poems\fn{by Maithili Sharan Gupt Ji (1886-1964)} Chirgaon, Jhansi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 6
(580)—263.66 Excerpts from A Child Widow’s Story: “The Words Of Sister Subbalakshmi”\fn{by Subramania
Iyer (1886-after 1966)} Mylapore District, Madras, Tamil Nadu State, India (F)
(588)—71.91 Excerpts from My Experiences As A Legislator\fn{by S. Muthulakshmi Reddy (1886-1968)}
Pudukkottai, Pudukkottai District, Tamil Nadu State, India (F) 3
(591)—62.1 & 63.1 1. Our Village 2. Five Months And Twenty Days: Two Short Stories\fn{by Kanuparti
Veralakshmamma (1886-1978)} Andhra Pradesh, India (F) 7
(599)—246.57 Excerpt from Studies In Indian Philosophy\fn{by Ramchandra Dattatraya Ranade (1886-1987)}
Jamkhandi, Bagalkot District, Karnatka State, India (M) 6
1887

(605)—109.10 Akanandan:\fn{My title:H} A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Dimal (1887- )} Srinagar,Srinigar District,
Jammu & Kashmir State, India (F) 1
(606)—109.15 The Clever Boy Solves A Problem:\fn{My title:H} A Folktale\fn{told by Hamsheswar Sain (1887- )}
Silipur Village, near Durgapur, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 1
(607)—32.3 A Toposy-Turvy Tale\fn{by Sukumar Ray (1887-1923)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State,
India (M) 11
(618)—264.49 Quotations of Saroj Nalini\fn{by Saroj Nalini Dutt (1887-1925)} “at [her father’s] country house at
Bandel, near Hooghly,” Hooghly District, West Bengal State, India (F) 9
(627)—83.135 & 231.67 1. Jamuna In Spate, or The Yamuna In Spate 2. Jakshani 3. In A Hand-Cart 4. True
Dialogue 5 My Journey\fn{My title}: Five Short Stories\fn{by Ramnarayan Vishvanath Pathak (1887-1955)} Gujarat
State, India (M) 18
(638)—238.149 Excerpt from Selected Works Of Govind Ballabh Pant I: “Diary, 1 January-22 April
1908”\fn{by Govind Ballabh Pant (1887-1961)} Khoont-Dhaamas Village, Almora District, Uttarakhand State, India
(M) 26
(668)—239.1 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Swami Sivananda\fn{by Sri Swami Sivananda Saraswati (1887-1963)}
Pattamadai, Tirunelveli District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 10
(677)—231.58 Excerpt from Jaya Somanath\fn{by Kanaiyalal Maneklal Munsih (1887-1971)} Bharuch, Gujarat State,
India (M) 9
(688)—234.14 Excerpt from Mary Baker Eddy: Her Communications From Beyond The Grave\fn{by Ursula
Wyllie Roberts (1887-1971)} Meerut, Meerut District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 6
(692)—238.1 Excerpt from Memoirs Of An Octogenarian\fn{by Sushama Sen (1887-after 1971)} “at my grandfather,
Romesh Dutt’s house, 20 Beadon Street, Calcutta,” Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 9
(701)—33.49 Excerpt from Nabha\fn{by Nanjanagudu Tirumalamba (1887-1982)} Nanjangud, Mysore District,
Karnataka State, India (F) 2
1888

(703)—238.29 Excerpt from M. Asaf Ali’s Memoirs: The Emergence Of Modern India: “Barrack Life And
Reflections”\fn{by M. Asaf Ali (1888-1953)} Delhi, National Capital Territory, India (M) 18
(720)—86.122 Neela, The School Teacher\fn{by Godavarish Mahapatra (1888-1965)} Banpur, Khordha District, Orissa
State, India (M) 1
(722)—263.39 A Reply\fn{by Tottaikkattu Madhaviamma (1888-1968)} Ernakulam, Ernakulam District, Kerala State,
India (F)
(723)—245.49 Excerpt from Dream Half-Expressed\fn{by Nanji Kalidas Mehta (1888-1969)} Gorana, Maherwada
District, Rajputana State, India (M) 9
(732)—278.40 The Religion We Need\fn{by Sarvepalli Radhakrishan (1888-1975)} Thiruttani, Thiruvallur District,
Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 8
1889

(740)—245.124 Excerpt from The Christian Witness Of Sadhu Sundar Singh: 1. “Non-Christians Without
Christ” 2. “Non-Christians With Christ”\fn{by Sundar Singh (1889-1929)} Rampur, Rampur District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 9
5

(749)—262.41a I Remember The Days Of Love’s First Flowering\fn{by Janaki Bai (1889-1934)} Allahabad,
Allahabad District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) -1\fn{ Internet site Jankibai of Allahabad alias ‘Chhapan Chhurivali’ (1880-1934)
says she was born in Banaras, and later moved to Allahabad; it is also the authority which supplies the year in which she died:H }
(749)—301.28 & 85.42 1. The Local Tough 2. Woman You Are Love Incarnated 3. Himadri Tung Shring Se 3.
Kamayani 4. Main Hrydaya Ki Baat Re Ma 5. Arun Yeh Madhumaya Desh Hamara\fn{by Jaishankar Prasad (18891937)} Benares, Benares District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 6
(761)—234.99 Excerpt from Toward Freedom: The Autobiography Of Jawaharlal Nehru\fn{by Jawaharlal
Nehru (1889-1964)} Allahabad, Allahabad District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 11
(774)—250.16 To Women\fn{by Rajkumari Amrit Kaur (1889-1964)} Lucknow, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India
(F) 10
(784)—241.34 The Thief\fn{by Bhatta Mathuranath Shastri (1889-1964)} Jaipur?, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India
(M) 3
(787)—251.153 Excerpt from Looking Back\fn{by Mehr Chand Mahajan (1889-1967)} Tika Nagrota Village, Kangra
District, Himachal Pradesh, India (M) 10
(796)—301.27 1. Pushpa Ki Abhilasha 2. Excerpt from Ganga Ki Vidai: Two Poems\fn{by Makhanlal Chaturvedi
(1889-1968)} Babai Village, Hoshangabad District, Madhya Pradesh, India (M) 1½
(799)—85.48 The Sheltered\fn{by Vrindavan Lal Verma (1889-1969)} Mauranipur, Jhansi District, Utter Pradesh,
India (M) 3
(801)—87.6 Excerpt from On The Path Of Life: “The Birth Of Nationalist Fervour”\fn{by Rama Devi (18891985)} Muzaffarpur, Muzaffarpur District, Bihar State, India (F) 4
1890

(805)—139.66 Hanchi: A Folktale\fn{by Chennamma (1890- )} Kittur, Belgaum District, Karnataka State, India (F)
2
(807)—53.116 & 54.104 1. Excerpt from Rama, The Hero Of India: “The March To Lanka” 2. Excerpt from
The Chief Of The Herd: “How The Chief Was Chosen”\fn{by Dhan Gopal Mukerji (1890-1936)} Kajangal Village, nr.
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 3
(811)—263.44 Women And Literature\fn{by B. Bhageeraty Amma (1890-1938)} Kerala State, India (F) 5
(816)—241.37 Misjudgement\fn{by Pandita Kshama Rao (1890-1954)} Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India
(F) 4
(820)—251.141 Excerpt from A Greek Interlude: “The Political Theory Of Imperialism”\fn{by Kuruvila Zachariah
(1890-1955} Cochin, Ernakulam District, Kerala State, India (M) 12
(834)—72.56 Excerpt from Maharani: The Story Of An Indian Princess\fn{by Brinda, Maharani of Kapurthala (18901962)} Kapurthala, Kapurthala District, Punjab State, India (F) 4
(839)—85.50 Bangles On The Ears\fn{by Radhika Raman Prasad Singh (1890-1971)} Patna?, Patna District, Bihar
State, India (M) 4
(842)—246.14 Excerpt from Pakistan: Birth And Early Days\fn{by Sri Prakasa (1890-1971)} Varanasi, Varanasi
District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 11
(853)—250.51 The Sphere Of Indian Women In Medical Work In India\fn{by Hilda Mary Lazarus aka A. W.
Jagannadham (1890-1978)} Visakhapatnam, Visakhapatnam District, Andhra Pradesh, India (F) 4
1891

(857)—85.54 Tai\fn{by Vishwambharnath Sharma Kaushik aka Raqib (1891-1945)} Mirpur Village, Mirzapur District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 4
(861)—234.1 Excerpts from Paper Boats: 1. “The Indian Beggar” 2. “My Little Arunalam” 3. “My
Grandmother” 4. “My Neighbour”\fn{by Kaveripatnam Siddhanatha Venkataramani (1891-1952)} Tamil Nadu State?,
India (M) 9
(870)—85.58 With Whom Shall I Share My Sorrow, My Beloved?\fn{by Chatursen Shastri 1891-1960)} Chandokh,
nr. Sikandarabad, Bulandshahr District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 4
(874)—61.93 Weeds\fn{by Sripada Subrahmanya Sastry (1891-1961)} Kotipalli, East Godavari Disterict, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 11
(885)—61.104 The Chenchu Queen\fn{by Chinta Dikshitulu (1891-1961)} Dangeru Village, East Godavari District,
Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 6
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(891)—234.65 Excerpt from Memories And Reflections\fn{by Sampurnanand (1891-1967)} Benares, Benares
District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 14
(905)—India 7 Excerpts from Giribala Debira Rancanabali: “Three Short Stories”\fn{by Giribala Debi (18911983)} Calcautta?, West Bengal State, India (F) 21
(926)—250.70 Some Aspects Of Medico-Social Work In India\fn{by Dr.. Mrs.. Jerusha Jhirad (before 1890 (18911984)} “Born on March 21, 1891 in the state of Mysore”, Bene Israel Community, Karnataka State, India (F) 2
(927)—234.43 1. Ranga’s Marriage 2. Our Teacher 3. Jogyora Anjappa’s Chicken: Three Short Stories\fn{by
Masti Venkatesha Iyengar (1891-1986)} Hongenahalli, Kolar District, Karnataka State, India (M) 14
1892

(940)—238.10 Excerpt from Day-To-Day With Gandhi\fn{by Mahadev Desai (1892-1942)} Saras, Surat District,
Gujarat State, India (M) 9
(951)—India 3 Excerpt from Nurannecha Granthabali\fn{by Nurannecha Khanutna (1892-1961)} Murshidabad
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 22
(972)—246.25 Excerpt from Memoirs Of Huseyn Shaheed Suhrawardy\fn{Huseyn Shaheed Suhrawardy (18921963)} Midnapore, Midnapore West District, West Bengal State, India (M) 10
(983)—78.441 The Letter\fn{by Gaurishanker Goverdhandas Joshi aka Dhumketu (1892-1965)} Virpur, Rajkot District,
Gujarat State, India (M) 3
(986)—263.40 Our Women\fn{by Mrs. I. C. Chacko aka Nidheerikkal Mariam (1892-1966)} Alappuzha, Alappuzha
District, Kerala State, India (F) 3
(989)—61.110 The Unmentionable Hymn-Singer\fn{by Veluri Sivarama Sastry (1892-1967)} Andhra Pradesh, India
(M) 8
(999)—265.36 Quotations of Indira Raje of Baroda\fn{by Indira Raje, later Maharani Indira Devi of Cooch-Behar (18921968)} Lakshmi Vilas Palace, Baroda, Vadodara, Vadodara District, Gujurat State, India (F)
(1001)—62.100 & 62.97 1. The Basket-Weavers’ Heaven 2. Acharla, The Easy-To-Please: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Kavikondala Venkata Rao (1892-1969)} Srirangapattanam, East Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh, India
(M) 4
(1005)—62.92 Not In Our Stars?\fn{by Mokkapati Narasimha Sastry (1892-1973)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 3
(1008)—245.192 Excerpt from The Legendary Crusader\fn{by Baba Prithvi Singh Azad (1892-after 1977)} Lalru,
Mohali District, Punjab State, India (M) 13
1893

(1021)—111.111 1. Birbal Shows Akbar Something New 2. Sher Shah And The Skull\fn{My titles:H}: Two
Folktales\fn{by Baldeo Prasad (1893- )} Haliya Village, Mirzapur District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 1
(1022)—69.41 The Plot Of A Story\fn{by Shiva Poohjan Sahay (1893-1963)} Buxar, Buxar District, Bihar State, India
(M) 3
(1024)—234.264 Excerpt from Selected Essays Of Rahul Sankrityayan\fn{by Rahul Sankrityayan (1893-1963)}
Pandaha Village, Azamgarh District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 6
(1032)—India 11 Excerpt from Pancadasi\fn{by Santa Chatterjee (1893-after 1979)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West
Bengal State, India (F) 28
(1060)—263.59 Dilemma\fn{by Narmada Kar (1893-1980)} Cuttack, Cuttack District, Orissa State, India (F) 2
(1061)—264.59 Excerpt from An Inheritance\fn{by Dhanvnthi Rama Rau (1893-1987)} Hubli, Dharwad District,
Karnataka State, India (F) (10)
1894

(1084)—85.23 Amar\fn{by Jyotirmoyee Devi aka Sumitra Devi (1894- )} Jaipur, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India
(F) 4
(1087)—68.91 The White Horse\fn{by Ramesh Chandra Sen (1894- )} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State,
India (M) 3
(1090)—32.14 Excerpt from Father Panchali\fn{by Bibhuti Bhushan Banerjee (1894-1950)}, Muratipur Village, Nadia
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 9
(1101)—India 5 Excerpt from Saptarshi: “Two Short Stories”fn{by Mamlukul Fatema Khanam (1894-1957)}
Calcutta?, West Bengal State, India (F) 25
7

(1123)—251.21 Excerpt from Men And Thought In Ancient India\fn{by Radhakumud Mookerji (1894-1961)}
Berhampore?, Murshidabad District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
(1130)—263.199 Quotations of Uma Nehru\fn{by Uma Nehru (1894-1962)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh,
India (F) -1
(1131)—33.54 Sunset\fn{by Kalyanamma (1894-1965)} Bangalore, Bangalore Urban District, Karnataka State, India
(F) 2
(1133)—264.156 Destiny\fn{by Nurunnesa Khatun Vidyavinodini (1894-1975)} Shahpur Village, Murshidabad District,
West Bengal, India (F) 6
(1135)—238.181 & 241.25 Excerpts from Leaves In The August Wind: 1. “Shakuntala” 2. “Thy Name Is
Burden” 3. “Why Does One Go On Living?”\fn{by Narayan Sitaram Phadke aka Naasi (1894-1978)}Kolhapur,
Kolhapur District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 13
(1156)—263.174 Fundamental Rights And Directive Principles: Twin Pillars Of The Constitution\fn{by
Shrimati Ammu Swiminathan (1894-1978)} Anakkara Village, Palghat District, Kerala State, India (F) 1
(1157)—61.118 & 241.74 1. Widow 2. A Flower Blossomed: Two Short Stories\fn{by Chalam aka Gudipati
Venkatachalam (1894-1979)} Madras, Madras District, Andrha Pradesh State, India (M) 8
(1165)—234.79 Excerpt from The History of Guruvayur: 1. Sankaracharya’s Forced Landing 2: The Tree
Manjulal 3. Why Guruvayur Rose In Importance 4. The Devotion Of A Child Of Nenmini 5. Guruvayur Krishna
And Mammiyur Siva 6. Ambalapuzha Krishna vs. Guruvayur Krishna 7. The Coconuts With Horns 8. The Lord
As Assistant Cook 9. Kittai’s Coconuts 10. Mallisseri’s Onapputava 11. Anayottam, or Elephant Race 12. The
Lord’s Partiality For Poonthanam 13. Melpathur Humbled 14. Poonthanam And Kottiyur Siva 15. Surrender of
the Kudallur Ritualists 16. Poonthanam’s Last Dance 17. Kururamma, Villamangalam II And The Lord 18.
Kuruamma And Chammangat Amma 19. Villamangalam’s Visions 20. Villamangalam Outwitted: Twenty
Folktales Connected With The Guruvayur Sri Krishna Temple\fn{retold by K. V. Krishna Iyer (1894-1986)} Kerala
State, India (M) 9
(1174)—69.27 The Profit\fn{by Bibhutibhusan Mukhopadhyay (1894-1987)} Darbhanga, Daarbhanga District, Bihar
State, India (M) 2
(1176)—242.87 Excerpt from Desire\fn{by Gurudatta (1894-1989)} New Delhi?, National Capital District, India (M)
8
(1184)—244.80 Excerpt from My Life And Times\fn{by Varahagiri Venkata Giri (1894-1990)} Berhampur, East
Godavari District, Orissa State, India (M) 11
(1200)—245.1 Excerpt from My Encounter With Gandhi\fn{by Ranganath Ramachandra Diwakar (1894-1990)}
Belgaum, Belgaum District, Karnataka State, India (M) 25
1895

(1224)—246.169 Excerpts from Dear Mr. Jinnah: Selected Correspondence and Speeches Of Liaquat Ali Khan,
1937-1947: 1. “On Looking After The Interests Of Muslims In The Province” (March 28, 1938) 2.
“Opposing The Congress Plan For Salaries And Penalizing Absentees” (April 21, 1938) 3. “For A Clear
Agricultural Policy” (August 10, 1938) 4. “To The Memory Of Maulana Shaukat Ali” (November 28, 1938)
5. “Regarding The Release Of Makhan Singh” (December 15, 1938) 6. “On The Worsening Communal
Situation” (February 24, 1939) 7. “On The Denial Of Muslim Rights And Future Partition Of India” (March
25, 1939) 8. “On India’s Participation In World War II” (October 28, 1939) 9. “To The Students Of Aligarh
Muslim University” (September 22, 1945) 10. “The Poor Man’s Budget For 1947-48” (February 28,
1947)\fn{by Liaquat Ali Khan (1895-1951)} Karnal, Karnal District, Haryana State, India (M) 17
(1241)—62.82 Festival Of Lights\fn{by Adavi Bapiraju (1895-1952)} Sarepalle, West Godavari District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 3
(1244)—85.62 Kaki\fn{by Siyaram Sharan Gupta (1895-1963)} Chirgaon, Jhansi Distrct, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 1
(1245)—244.199 1. The Philosophy Of Love 2. Prayer Without Ceasing 3. Alone With God 4. Help Through
Prayer-Intercession\fn{by Dhanjibhai Fakirbhai (1895-1967)} Baroda, Baroda District, Gujarat State, India (M) 10
(1254)—India 2 Excerpt from Sabara Upare\fn{by Sita Debi (1895-1974)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 22
(1275)—61.122 What Affinity?\fn{by Viswanadha Satyanarayana (1895-1976)} Nandamuru Village, Krishna District,
Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 3
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(1279)—241.85 The Onion Thief\fn{by Vitthal Dattatrey Ghate (1895-1978)} Ghospuri, Ahmednagar District,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 3
(1282)—242.41 Excerpt from Looking Back: Memoirs Of K. Santhanam\fn{by Kasturiranga Santhanam (18951980)} Kummattithidal Village, Tiruvarur District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 8
(1293)—264.81 Excerpts from At The Turn Of The Tide: “Letters And Fragments Of Letters From
Childhood”\fn{by Setu Lakshmi Bayi, Maharani of Travancore (1895-1985)} Mavelikara, Alappuzha District, Kerala State,
India (F)
1896

(1298)—263.58 Bilasini\fn{by Kokila Devi (1896-1936)} Talapada Village, Bhadrak District, Orissa Staste, India (F)
2
(1300)—231.78 Excerpt from The Promised Hand\fn{by Jhaverchand Kalidas Meghani (1896-1947)} Chotila,
Surendranagar District, Gujarat State, India (M) 10
(1310)—61.125 Strange Divorce\fn{by Suravaram Pratapa Reddy (1896-1953)} Mahabubnagar, Mahabubnagar District,
Andhra Pradesh State, India (M) 14
(1323)—78.169 Bilesur, The Goatherd\fn{by S. K. Tripathi aka Nirala (1896-1961)} Midnapore, Paschim Medinipur
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 3
(1326)—245.39 Excerpt from An Autobiography\fn{by Kavalam Madhava Panikkar (1896-1963)} Kavalam, Alappuzha
District, Kerala State, India (M) 10
(1335)—160.181 The Morning Walks of May, 1973\fn{by Abhay Charanaravinda Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada (18961977)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 17\fn{ All subdivisions occur within the text. They indicate
changes of topic. Almost no diacritical markings have been reatained from the text in the interest of machine readability. I have used the
expression “unsourced internally” to indicate that while the title of the work in question has been quoted, either the quotation made or the
paraphrase derived from an alleged quotation, is not sourced to chapter and verse within the title. Untranslated material is not
reproduced:H}
(1352)—236.155 Excerpt from Thus Spoke Firaq … A Collection Of Interviews (1959 to 1976)\fn{by Raghupati
Sahay Firaq Gorakhpuri (1896-1982)} Gorakhpur, Gorakhpur District, Uttar Pradesh State, India (M) 14
(1367)—244.137 Excerpt from The Story Of My Life: “My Life In Detention”\fn{by Morarji Desai (1896-1995)}

Bhadeli, Valsad District, Gujarat State, India (M) 3
1897

(1370)—269.138 1. Excerpt from Musings From The Gallows: Autobiography Of Ram Prasad Bismil\fn{by
Ram Prasad Bismil (1897-1927)} Shahjahanpur, Shahjahanpur District, Uttar Pradesh (M) 11
(1382)—160.203 1. Excerpt from The Indian Struggle: “The New Awakeninig In India” 2. Fagment of a letter
to his older brother Sarat Chandra Bose of September 22, 1920 3. Fragment of a letter to Gandhi, March 31,
1939 4. Speech given to the Indian National Army at a rally of Indians in Burma in 1944 \fn{by Subhas Chandra Bose
aka Netaji (1897-1945)} Cuttack, Cuttack District, Orissa State, India (M) 8
(1389)—62.85 A Play In Ten Acts\fn{by Bhamidipati Kameswara Rao (1897-1958)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 3
(1394)—India 12 Excerpt from Sammohita\fn{by Usha Devi Mitra (1897-1966)} Jabalpur, Jabalpur District, Madhya
Pradesh, India (F) 39
(1425)—241.31 Birthday\fn{by Murlidhar Vyas (1897-1983)} Rajasthan State, India (M) 2
(1427)—India 16 Excerpt from Nirbacita Racna Sambhara\fn{by Manindralal Bose (1897-1986)} West Bengal
State?, India (M) 27
(1456)—244.140 Excerpt from Experiences Of A Pilgrim Soul\fn{by Shuddhananda Bharati (1897-1991)} Azhagar
Malai, nr. Madurai, Madurai District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 11
(1466)—71.94 & 251.86 A. Excerpt from The Baroda College Golden Jubilee Commemoration Volume: 1. “My
Reminiscences Of Student Days In Baroda College (1913-1917)” B. Excerpts from Indian Woman: 2. “Some
Reminiscences As A Vice-Chancellor”; 3. “Some Queer Experiences Of Office”; 4. “What Life Has Taught
Me”\fn{by Hansa Jivraj Mehta (1897-1995)} Surat, Surat District, Gujarat State India (F) 11
(1477)—72.34 Three excerpts from Purdah And Polygamy\fn{by Iqbalunnisa Hussain (1897- )} Bangalore,
Bangalore Urban District, Karnataka State, India (F) 15
1898
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(1492)—239.58 Excerpt from Leaves From A Policeman’s Diary\fn{by B. N. Lahiri (1898- )} Allahabad?, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 17
(1512)—241.83 Excerpt from Mee Kasa Zalo\fn{by Pralhad Kesav Atre (1898-1969)} Saswad, Pune District,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 2
(1514)—78.175 & 78.178 1. The Woman And The Serpent 2. The Hall Of Entertainment: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Tarasankar Bandyopadhyay (or Banerjee) (1898-1971)} “at his ancestral home”, Labhpur Village, Birbhum
District, West Bengal State, India (M) 12
(1526)—62.88 First Case\fn{by Munimanikyam Narasimha Rao aka Munimanikyam (1898-1973)} Tenali, Guntur District,
Andhra Pradesh State, India (M) 4
(1530)—70.80 & 241.18 1. The Young Coconut Palm In The Graveyard 2. The Stolen Food Packet: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Karoor aka Karoor Neelakanta Pillai (1898-1975)} Ettumanoor, Kottayam District, Kerala State, India (M) 7
(1538)—237.73 Excerpt from Yayati: A Classic Tale Of Lust\fn{by Vishnu Sakharam Khandekar (1898-1976)} Sangli,
Sangli District, Maharashtra State (M) 13
(1550)—265.1 1. Excerpt from The Theatre 2. Parasmoni 3. Samai Nai 4. True Traveler 5. Five Fragments Of
Prose\fn{by Nalini Bala Devi (1898-1977)} Barpeta?, Barpeta District, Assam State, India (F) 2
(1552)—250.67 Women And The Law\fn{by Miss Mithan Tata aka Mithan J. Lam (1898-1981)} Phulgaon, Pune District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
(1555)—84.145 Excerpt from Yaadon ki Baraat: “Back To Wilderness”\fn{by Josh Malihabadi aka aka Shabbir Hasan
Khan (1898-1982)} Malihabad, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 4
(1559)—239.75 Excerpt from Delhi-Chungking: A Travel Diary\fn{by Kumara Padmanabha Sivasankara Menon (18981982)} Kottyam, Kottyam District, Kerala State, India (M) 11
(1570)—239.189 Excerpt from Stirring Times: Memoirs Of Anand Mohan Sahay\fn{by Anand Mohan Sahay
(1898-1991)} Nathnagar, Bhagalpur District, Bihar State, India (M) 12
1899

(1581)—109.11 Forewarned Is Forearmed\fn{My title: H}: A Folktale\fn{told by Ratikanta Brahma “Member” (1899- )}
Jhargaon Village, Kamrup District, Assam State, India (M) 3
(1583)—275.109 Excerpt from Wives Of Famous Men: 1. Eleanor Roosevelt 2. Mrs. Churchill 3. Mrs. de
Valera 4. Kasturbai Gandhi \fn{by Ela Sen (1899- )} Calcutta?, West Bengal State, India (F) 19
(1593)—241.20 Excerpts from Madhabi\fn{by Lamabam Kamal Singh (1899-1934)} Langthabal, Imphal West District,
Manipur State, India (M) 2
(1596)—245.141 Seven Prison Letters Of Udham Singh\fn{by Ram Mohammed Sing Azad aka Udham Singh (18991940)} Sangrur, Sangrur District, Punjab State, India (M) 2
(1598)—261.42 Jailu Gadiyaramu\fn{by Tallapragada Viswasundaramma (1899-1949)} Undi, West Godavari District,
Andhra Pradesh, India (F) -1
(1599)—237.105 1. The Governor’s Visit 2. The Tiger King 3. The Rebirth Of Srikanthan: Three Short
Stories\fn{by R. Krishnamurthy aka Kalki (1899-1954)} Puttamangalam, Nagapattinam District, Tamil Nadu State, India
(M) 10
(1609)—78.187 The Divine Image\fn{by Saradindu Banerjee (1899-1970)} Jaunpur, Jaunpur District, Uttar Pradesh,
India (M) 6
(1615)—244.151 Excerpt from Sri Ramana Reminiscences\fn{by Gurram Venkata Subbaramayya (1899-1970)}
Krishnapatnam, Nellore District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 10
(1626)—85.70 Mithaiwallah\fn{by Bhagwati Prasad Bajpai (1899-1973)} Mangalpur, Kanpur Dehat District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 3
(1628)—160.211. 1. Don’t Be Afraid, O Human Soul 2. My Distant Friend 3. Come Hither 4. In Salutation Of
One God 5. In The Assembly Of Flowers 6. Save Me From All Pettiness 7. Sin 8. Resurrection 9. Memories Of
Liking 10. My Boat 11. Offering 12. Ever Unafraid 13. The Eternal Child 14. Faith And Hope 15. Help Me Do
The Crossing 16. Come My Wayfarer Friend 17. Purer Than Pure Gold 18. Come, O Guide Of The Age 19. God
Is My Most Dearly Beloved! 20. Bless Us O Lord 21. Secret Lover 22. Evening Star 23. The Wine Of God’s Love
24. Don’t Judge Me, O Allah! 25. God 26. You Are So Handsome 27. Human Being 28. You Are Always In My
Thoughts 29. Young Lover 30. The Egalitarian 31. Let’s Meet Hereafter! 32. Equality 33. Ghazal 34. The Ecstasy
of Creation 35. Fanaticism Is Not Religion! 36. The Rebel: Thirty-six Poems\fn{by Kazi Nazrul Islam (1899-1976)}
Churulia, Bardhaman District, West Bengal State, India (M) 33
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(1664)—65.112 & 241.68 1. The Lost Eyes 2. About Parul 3. A Lone Teardrop 4. Fulfillment 5. The Pebble And
The Taal Tree 6. In The Pond 7. Taj Mahal: Seven Rather Short Stories\fn{by Bonophool (or Banaphul) aka Balichand
Mukopadhyay (1899-1979)} Manihari, Purina District, Bihar State, India (M) 9
(1669)—72.65 On Being Ill\fn{by Vishnuprasad Sitaramaiah aka VeeSee, ViSi (1899-1983)} Kannada State, India (M) 2
(1671)—254.83 Excerpts from Profiles Of Lakshmi N. Menon: 1. “When I Was Sixteen” 2. “Pictures From
Memory” 3. “Kamala, Our Gift Elephant” 4. “A Strange Conversation” 5. “The Women Of Nahruj’s
Dreams” 6. “Pampered And Neglected”\fn{by Lakshmi N. Menon (1899-1994)} Trivandrum, Trivandrum District,
Kerala State, India (F) 9
(1681)—264.133 Excerpt from A Pattern Of Life\fn{by Shudha Mazumdar (1899-1994)} Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F) 12
†
1870

231.25 Proposal: An Arts Association/A Woman’s Arts Association\fn{by Hiranmoyee Devi (1870-1925)} West
Bengal State, India (F) 4
There are two objectives of setting up such an association: one is obvious from its name, to train up women in
arts and crafts. The other is to inculcate a love for our country among women. That such training would benefit
women immensely is beyond doubt, given the fact that the rich, the poor and the middle class all value beauty. It
is true that affluent households want for nothing, but the joy associated with using things handcrafted by women
of the family cannot compare with handicrafts bought from the market. Besides, enjoying art for art’s sake is only
possible in affluent households. For the middle class, the more the women learn to make things of utility at home,
the better. Our expenses have gone up because of various reasons these days, buying readymade garments being
one. If housewives learnt to tailor these, they would save expenses.
As joint families break up, quite a few widows of respectable families find it difficult to cope. It is essential to
arrange some kind of training for them. Women usually invest in gold the moment they are able to save some
money in the hope that it will come in handy at times of distress. Their training in arts and crafts should stand
them in better stead. When an ornament is sold off, the money that comes in is spent in no time, whereas their
training would be a lifelong asset. In good times this would make them and their homes look aesthetically
pleasing and in bad times it would help them fend for themselves. Though a few women are earning a living these
days as teachers, doctors and nurses, these are not suitable occupations in a culture like ours where ordinary
women are confined to the limits of the antahpur.\fn{The inner quarters for women in a household } Sometime ago we
held a week-long Mahila Silpasamiti conference at Rabindranath Tagore’s house at 6 Dwarakanath Tagore Street,
and arranged for the following types of training to be imparted there:
1. Needlework—starting from simple threadwork to intricate designs with jari, silk, wool.
2. Work with knitting needles—knitting, crochet, tatting, making other kinds of laces and ribbons.
3. Machine work—sewing machine, knitting machine, embroidery machine. We had also arranged for weaving;
women may not be able to weave on looms used for making saris but it might be possible for them to handle Assamese looms or those used by Bhutias to weave rugs.
4. Handicrafts—cutting, paper-making (for scrolls, etc), candle-making, pottery, wood carving and leather work.
5. Fine Arts.
6. Music, songs and their notations.
The women were also taught how to spin threads from charkas\fn{Spinning wheels} at the first session. The
trainees have promised to try and spin at least as much thread as required to weave a sari in a year's time. Some of
them have requested that they be given some education as well. The education imparted to our women these days
is not entirely suitable for them. We realize there is a need to educate them suitably but our financial resources are
very meager and we also do not have recourse to people who could teach them. So it is not possible to take on this
task at present. We haven’t been able to consolidate our efforts in the work already begun; god willing and with
the help of our countrymen, if we succeed in this programme, we might be able to extend our work to educating
women.
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Our experience, however, tells us that it is perhaps not advisable to mix two kinds of training—one as a hobby
and the other as a means of earning a livelihood. With this in mind we have made separate arrangements and
divided our association’s work. We are trying to set up a Nari Silpashala here\fn{ 6 Dwarakanath Tagore Street} or at
any other centrally located place in Calcutta where it would be possible to provide regular vocational training for
women. Besides, we shall also explore setting up technical sections in association with a couple of girls’ schools.
There will be weekly sessions in five or six places all over Calcutta held at the residence of some of the women.
These will be called Antahpur Kalabhavans. One must remember these kalabhavans will be set up not with the
sole aim of training in the arts. In the weekly sessions women will engage in art and crafts just as in a literary
session people engage in reading. It is always more attractive to come to a forum and listen to people read than sit
at home and read alone. Most women who will come to these sessions will be paying their bus fares not just to
acquire skills but also to get a chance to meet others. Just as Sangeet Samaj is not simply a music school for men
but a club to which they belong, our kalabhavans too would be clubs for women where they would also nurture
their artistic aptitudes. Till now such sessions are being held only on Thursdays at 25 Lansdowne Road. We will
try and see that such weekly meetings are organized in all the important neighbourhoods of the city. This will
enable women to choose if they wish to attend more than one session. At these meetings women will teach each
other arts and crafts and if necessary professionals will be appointed to teach cutting, tailoring and machine work
in particular. It is not possible to train women from house-to-house at present.
We are grateful to Rabindranath Tagore for giving us permission to start the Nari Silpashala at his residence. It
cannot be expected that all women from the antahpur will come together to acquire skills at the kalabhavans.
There are numerous problems that will keep them away—household work, looking after the children, conveyance
and the like. But there is no doubt that through those who participate we shall be able to reach many others in the
antahpur. We have noticed that women of a neighborhood usually flock to someone in the vicinity who happens
to be good with her hands because they want to learn from her. One of the main aims of the silpashala would be
to produce good art teachers. They would then be able to go house-to-house teaching women some skills.
In addition to the antahpur kalabhavans and the silpashala, we have taken on another task on behalf of the
association: that is to inspire women to observe matribratas.\fn{The ritual observance of service to the motherland} Our
intention is not to keep this limited to members of our association but to spread this among all women in the city
and the small towns. The purpose is to make the Indian woman realize that just as we have certain responsibilities
towards our parents, siblings, husbands and children, we have responsibilities towards our motherland too. The
ordinary women of our country are not used to meetings and speeches and do not respond particularly well to
them. If we are to involve them, then we need to think of ways which appeal to them and which are feasible for
them.
Bengali women have long observed all kinds of bratas.\fn{Folk rituals performed by women who take a vow for the
fulfillment of a particular desire that requires fasting and steadfast observance } If they took to worshipping the motherland in
the form of a brata, they would surely find it engaging. There are two parts to this brata: to start putting aside
some coins or small amounts of money separately and to offer tributes in the form of handcrafted items. The first
is to save a handful of money for the country every day and the second is to do some needlework or handwork
from time to time. They are used to both kinds of work and love doing it. Here is an extraction from Bharati
which carried an article on the usefulness of such a brata:
A few women have vowed to observe a brata and called it Lakhsmir Kouto.\fn{Lakhsmi, the Goddess of Wealth, is
imagined iconically as carrying a kouto (casket) that is always full} For this they do not have to do anything except save a
handful of rice in the name of Annapurna, the Goddess of Plenty.\fn{She is the Mother Goddess, who provides food for
the family} All they will have to do is place an earthen vessel or any vessel before the idol of Goddess Lakshmi and
save daily at least a handful of rice for Bharatmata. It is so simple that no one should find it difficult. We pray that
people realize the significance of observing this brata and start practising it. Not only will it raise funds for the nation
but also help women teach their children an important lesson. If a mother teaches her child that after praying to God
first thing in the morning, he or she should immediately afterwards pour in a handful of rice, for the sake of our
motherland, in the vessel kept for the purpose, then the child is bound to be religious as well as patriotic. This is very
important in the context of our country. In many countries they teach these values while children are being educated.
But in our country it is just the opposite. A child will never forget the motherland if after being born into a patriotic
family and fed on patriotism from the time he or she is breast-fed by the mother, knows the mother as well as the
motherland from infancy; and learns to love fellow countrymen as deeply as siblings. No amount of indoctrination later
will have a similar effect on him or her. We are indeed blessed and it is a miracle that today the wave of patriotism
sweeping us is making us feel stronger then ever before. This is rare and just as a river sustains its banks as fresh and
green forever, the lessons of childhood direct and influence our entire lives. If a mother sows the seeds of such an
attitude in her child and if this is nurtured and practiced in the household, then the child will not waver from this belief
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even under the most severe pressures. On the contrary; the obstacles will make him/her more determined than ever.
That is why I insist that such values should be imparted at home, and the concept of Lakshmir Kouto brata can only
further this cause. Even before attaining the ability to reason, the child will be attracted to and influenced by this family
tradition.
The woman who has vowed to observe the brata will thus reserve a few coins or a handful or two of rice every day
for this purpose, and the donations gathered in this way could be donated towards the worship of the motherland on
Poila Baisakh,\fn{April 15, the Bengali New Year} Bijoyadashami,\fn{The last day of the Durga Puja} or on a monthly basis.
Each woman should also take it upon herself to induct another woman into this practice, which if established in every
household then, just as Draupadi’s pot of rice never ran out (she could feed thousands of people from a few remaining
morsels)\fn{The Mahabharata relates that Draupadi, exiled in the forest with her five husbands, was blessed by the Sun God with a
magic utensil which would fill up with food, thus enabling her to provide for unexpected guests } the women will never lack
reserves. These funds can be contributed for various projects such as support of some local handicrafts or to help a
regional or national cause.
It is the women, however, who have primary claim on these resources that they have put together, therefore most of
them prefer to channel their contributions into supporting the work of Mahila Silpasamitis. Through this collection,
arrangements could also be made for widows from the antahpur of respectable households to learn handicrafts, thus
earng their own livelihood and lessening their sorrows.

The basis for national development is devotion to one’s country. We pride ourselves on being devoted to our
families, but until and unless we learn that the devotion we owe to our country is above what we owe to our
families, the country will not prosper.
Moreover this cannot be achieved by momentary enthusiasm—like a waterspout that suddenly spurts out
powerfully towards the sky and then falls earthwards again, destroying everything it encounters. Sudden,
momentary enthusiasm has much the same effect as the lava flow from a volcano that chars everything in its path.
But consider the myriad small streams that spring from the depths of such mountains and join together on their
way down to the plains—how much happiness and joy they bring us. If we want to generate patriotism for our
country; we must lay a strong foundation for it. We must instill this attitude in every household—and the means
for doing this are not the same for men and ourselves. We should concentrate on the lessons and values that can be
imparted by virtue of living within the antahpur and through the daily domestic chores.
I have spoken of one such instance, the Lakshmir Kouto brata. I now bring up another which is called
Shilpanjali. Whichever brata one decides to embrace, it should be followed with diligence—that is what brata
means.
In our country, all women are familiar with some form of handicrafts. If some of their spare time is used for
this purpose and the material thus produced donated towards the nation, it would help our cause immeasurably.
Many may ask, where do I have spare time in the midst of all the family chores? But what do “family chores”
entail? Looking after your parents, husband, children—the love and devotion we feel towards them has itself
taught us our duty towards them. So if we felt a similar love and devotion for our country, we would
automatically fulfill this additional duty as part of all our other “family chores”.
That we do not do it is owing to our shortsightedness, that is why our country’s troubles do not cease, our
children do not grow into well-rounded human beings. That is why, by society at large, they are looked down
upon as inferior and weak. If we are to develop our children into adult human beings, we must instill this sense of
love and devotion towards the country in them.
But if the mothers themselves do not experience this love towards the motherland, how are they going to pass
on this feeling to their children? In the span of 24 hours if we are not able to spare even half an hour or 15 minutes
to devote to some activity which will help the nation in some way, if we are hesitant to commit ourselves for our
country’s sake, how will our children imbibe the sense of staking all they have for the motherland? And who will
this work on our part benefit in reality? Will it not be for the sake of our children? Poor parents go without food
themselves in order to be able to bear the cost of educating their sons, but it is simply because we have not learnt
that institutional education does not transform a child into a well-rounded adult, that we do not make attempts to
instill other forms of learning in them.
We must understood that all kinds of learning are equally important; spiritual teachings and a sense of
patriotism contribute immensely to the Lakshmir Kouto and Shilpanjali, and are so simple that they will not
hinder any woman in any way when she takes them up.
I have described the former at length already. The second is as follows: a woman begins to make something
using whichever craft or art form she is comfortable with, and reserves half an hour or 15 minutes a day to work
on it. After completion she sells it and after having deducted what she would need to start on another similar (or
different) piece of work, donates the remainder of the amount to some worthy cause in the interest of the nation.
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This is how this project will continue.
The women of the samiti who choose to become involved in shilpanjali will be provided with the necessary
materials from the samiti. And the money that will be collected after the sale of items will be spent in the work of
the narishilpashala. Here, it is necessary to state the following with regard to shilpanjali. Today; since many
people will not use foreign materials, they have given up their crafts as local materials are not always readily
available. When it is necessary for this inculcation, we should include both the indigenous and the foreign. If our
women had not ceased to work on their arts and crafts, we would not be lacking local materials today. The women
of Bombay are skilled in arts and crafts—a lot of indigenous materials are found there. There are efforts on to
make local materials available here as well, but in the meantime, why refuse to use things foreign if they are not
available locally?
This year all those who have chosen to take the shilpanjali brata have been provided with new materials. Next
year, another scheme will also be implemented along with this. Old and used clothes will be collected, cut up and
sewn to make them usable. These will then be distributed amongst the poor, specifically to young boys and girls.
The samiti has one more objective: because of a mandate on using only swadeshi goods, we have suddenly had
to come face to face with many problems, two of which are experienced most acutely by women; we must try to
remedy this. One of them is that since we no longer know where essential everyday items are to be procured, a lot
of time and effort is spent in getting them. The samiti will prepare a list of where items are available so that
women will easily be able to procure whatever is necessary.
We are also faced with the unavailability of one other item: toys. Indigenous toys have all but disappeared and
even what is available is obtained with the greatest difficulty. The samiti will try and make some new toys and
also arrange to collect toys from various places. There will be a weekly meeting for teaching women art and craft.
Besides, all the women of Calcutta will be invited to the samiti’s quarterly meetings where there will be
presentations of music and recitation apart from the sale of toys and items collected from the shilpanjali
programme. There will be a display of articles of daily use and women weavers and confectioners will be invited
to bring their wares.
All the schemes that the samiti is trying to implement are dependent on funds, and the money that comes in
through observance of matribrata and from contributions of a few women will not be much. In particular, we
need a lot of money for setting up the narishilpashala. We earnestly request all people who wish to see our
country prosper to contribute in any small way to this cause.
234.280 Excerpt from Hindu Widow: An Autobiography\fn{by Mrs. Parvati Athavale (1870-after 1930)} Devrukh
Village, Ratnagari District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 10
1
I was born in the year 1870, in the little village of Devrukh, in the Ratnagiri District. The Ratnagiri District lies
in the Southern Konkan, which is the land south of Bombay, between the sea and the range of mountains running
parallel to the coast, and is about fifty miles in width. My father, Balkrishna Keshav Joshi, owned the home in
which we lived. Aside from cultivating a few acres of land, he occupied himself with petty trading. Our little
house was built in the style usual in the Konkan, with its thatched roof, its walls of reeds plastered with mud, a
little verandah, and a small garden in front.
We were altogether eleven children, of whom five are now\fn{ 1928} living, three sisters and two brothers. The
three sisters are Anandibai, (elsewhere called Baya) wife of Professor [Dhondo Keshav] Karve, Yashodabai, wife
of Mr. R. K. Bhide of Nasik, and myself. My brother, Vaman Balkrishna Joshi is a lawyer in the village of
Devrukh. My other brother, Narhar Balkrishna Joshi, lives at present at Bhavanagar with his son.
At the time of my birth there was no school for boys in the village of Devrukh. Of course there was none for
girls. At that time no one in our village discussed such a question as female education. If we girls learned how to
properly arrange for the worship of the idols, how to pound and sell the rice, how to properly remove the plates on
which the family had dined, and how to bathe and care for the younger children, we were thought to have
obtained all the education that was necessary for a girl.
Besides caring for us children out mother had to go and cut grass for our cattle. She had to work in the rice
field. She had to shell and grind the rice. She had to draw the water from the well. In doing all this she often
became very weary. At such times she was somewhat irritable, and we often came in for a scolding. She was a
very efficient woman, and we children never lacked the food we needed. There were eleven children to be fed,
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two cows, and three or four buffalos. We had only one servant, but his duties were confined to the care of the
cattle. The reader can thus judge of the burden devolving on our mother in caring for us.
Our mother looked after all our domestic affairs. Our father attended to his petty trading and the care of his rice
fields. Both were religiously inclined. The avatar Ram was the special manifestation of God whom they
worshipped. Although our father was engaged in petty trading, yet his heart was not set on worldly affairs. He
spent much of his time in repeating the names and epithets of God. When such outcasts as Mahars and Mangs
came by our house, carrying on their heads burdens of rice-straw or loads of firewood, and were thirsty, our
father, though a Brahman by caste, would give them water to drink, taken from the large earthen water-jar that
held the family drinking water. He would also give them buttermilk and popped rice.
The river, where these outcastes were obliged to procure their drinking water, was two miles from the village,
and lest their shadow should fall on them the people of the village would not let them stand near them. So seeing
their necessities our father finally placed a water-jar by our house, with the special purpose of relieving the thirst
of those outcastes! When these people came into the village with their loads on their heads, they used to pause
before our house, and enquire,
“Is Baba in the house?”
And our father, even if at that time he might be engaged in worship, would leave it half finished, and even in
his holy garments would take the drinking water to them. When asked how it was that when clothed in his holy
garments he, a Brahman, gave water to the outcaste Mahar, he would reply,
“We are all the children of God. So that if their spirits are cooled by the water, mine will be also by that act.”
After giving them water, he would sometimes give them sugar, roasted and popped grains, a handful to each.
He received from them fresh greens, and they conversed together on the joys and sorrows of life. Thus it
happened that if any of the outcastes coming into the village, asked for water they were told,
“Go to Baba’s house. He will give you water.”
My father’s giving water to these outcastes became in time a joke in the village. At the time of the
Muhammadan festival, the Muharram, the processions used to pass through our village, and even to them our
father gave very courteous treatment. He sometimes invited the players to come into his house, and gave them
sugared water to drink. The religious mendicants, when they came to the village, never left without visiting our
home. Our father would give them milk, and took great pains to show them hospitality.
Our mother was not especially pleased with our father’s open hospitality, but no opposition of hers was of any
avail. Our father had a very loving disposition, and he had the craze of taking to heart the needs of others, and
talking with them of their joys and sorrows. Indeed much of his time was spent in the giving of water, grain, and
in conversation.
The real burden of the household work, therefore, fell on our mother. Besides caring for her children she had
to. help in the rice field at the rear of the house, and even in the petty trading of our father. Thus our mother had to
work extremely hard. She also had the anxiety regarding the future of her daughters, and how to find suitable
husbands for them. From early childhood I used to think how I could relieve my mother from her anxieties, but
that thought brought her very little help.
2
I often used to think, that if I were married and went to live at my husband’s home, it would relieve my mother
of much anxiety. At that time Hindu girls were married as early as five years of age. I was now eleven years. of
age. My eldest sister had been married when she was seven years of age. My other sister, Baya, had been married
when nine years of age. Because I was now eleven years old, our neighbors would look at me and say,
“What a big girl she is, and not yet married!”
After my brother’s marriage, my father fell ill and could not take the time to hunt for a suitable family in which
to give me in marriage. From childhood I possessed a strong, healthy appearance and when eleven years of age I
seemed to others to be still older. So that the women who came to our house for work or otherwise would whisper
to one another,
“What a big girl she is and not yet a bride!” Overhearing these remarks my mother became more and more
anxious.
A neighbor of ours was Mr. Bhikaji Patvardhan, a government official in the revenue department and
belonging to a family well known and honored in the Konkan. My mother used to visit the wife of this official and
help her in doing her hair, for such was the custom in the Konkan. While helping her thus, the friend used to
broach the subject of my marriage. My mother would reply,
15

“My daughter is becoming over-age for marriage and the women make faces at her. But my husband has no
time to hunt for a suitable match.” The official’s wife replied,
“There is a man to whom we have given help. We have obtained work for him in the Customs Department at
Goa. If you will give your daughter in marriage to him, we shall assume the expense of the marriage arrangements
on both sides. You will not have to bear the burden. The only difficulty in the way is that the man is lame.”
After this visit, and when my father was about to begin his worship, my mother related to him the conversation
with her neighbor. My father replied,
“It is God Ram who has made the effort to bring the opportunity to our door. We must avail ourselves of it
without fail.”
When he had finished his worship, he at once went to the official’s house. He enquired into the ancestry and
family of the young man and examined his horoscope. He definitely agreed to the marriage.
I was not at all pleased with this marriage arrangement, but I said nothing. From the discussions that took place
in the family I learned that the man was lame. He received only fifteen rupees a month. He had no relatives living
with him. There would be no father- or mother-in-law.
Girls, eleven years of age, may perhaps feel a certain joy in the thought of the music and the glare of the
wedding festival, but I felt no joy. I became anxious at the thought of marriage. I did not have the moral strength
to say whether I wished or did not wish to be married.
The day for the wedding was settled and my young man, obtaining six days of leave, came to Devrukh. In
those days it was not customary for the bride to see the bridegroom before marriage. On the auspicious day the
marriage took place. The home of our neighbor, Bhikaji Patvardhan, then became in my mind the home of my
father-in-law. After my marriage, the women who used to speak slightingly to my mother about me, now began to
blame her.
“What a place to put your daughter! How is it you accepted such an opportunity for her! His home has neither
father-in-law nor mother-in-law for her. The husband is lame. His wages are only fifteen rupees a month. Your
daughter had no physical failings that would have prevented some better opportunity; so why did you give her to
him in marriage?” Hearing such talk my mother’s concern for me was not lessened; it increased.
3
As our neighbor Bhikaji Patvardhan’s home was for all practical purposes like the home of a father- and
mother-in-law, I used frequently to go there. They treated me as if I were really their daughter-in-law. When I was
fourteen years of age, I was sent to Veregav near Panaji, the town where my husband was employed, and there we
began our independent housekeeping.
We were not alone in our lodgings. A very close friend of my husbands, Balaji Bhaskar Joshi, and his wife
Ramabai, lived there also.
Both of us women cooked at one fireplace, and dined together. We lived like sisters-in-law. We never had a
quarrel. By both families living together we had less expenses and more comforts. Ramabai and I took turns in
cooking and other duties, and we lived together very happily.
In my fifteenth year I had a son born, but he lived only for a day. This first experience of mine when I was but
fifteen years of age, was a very difficult one, and a physician’s aid was required.
When I was eighteen years of age my son Narayan, who is still living, was born. He is now employed in
Professor Karve’s School for Indian Women as Registrar, and as Principal in one of the departments.
A year and a quarter after the birth of my son, a daughter was born, but she lived only for a day. Thus before I
was twenty years of age I had given birth to three children.
Soon after this my husband was sent to another post, to the village of Rai, near Bhaindar. This resulted in
separating our two families and from that time my husband and I lived by ourselves.
My husband’s life had been. spent mostly in the climate of Goa. Having become accustomed to the dry climate
of Goa the malarial air of Bassein was injurious to his health. He succumbed to malarial fever. Growing gradually
weaker, he died at my parent’s home at Devrukh, when I was but twenty years of age.
He had been employed at Goa from 1880 to 1890. From childhood he had a very benevolent character. He
looked upon kindness to others as the true worship of G()d. He never tried merely to please his superiors; instead
he fulfilled his duties, and often received commendation.
My husband left no property. He had no home of his own, and he had no relatives to whom I could go. Under
those circumstances I began my life as a widow in my parents’ home. At this time my eldest sister, daughter-in16

law of Mr. Paranjpe, was a widow, and being very seriously ill came to live at our Devrukh home. My other sister,
Baya, now the wife of Prof. Karve, had been a widow since her ninth year of age, but continued to live at her
mother-in-law’s home.
Thus with three widowed daughters our parents felt the burden of a deep sorrow. As I had no mother-in-law’s
home to go to, I became entirely dependent on my parents. It was not that I did not feel the sad lot of being a
widow, but forgetting myself I always tried to be cheerful in their presence.
According to the age-long custom of treating the wife on the death of her husband, I had to suffer that
ceremony. It was the common idea that along with the husband’s corpse should go the hair and bracelets of his
widow. At that time my son was three and one half years of age. Noticing my changed and odd appearance, he
used to say to me,
“Why are you wearing this reddish sari, and where has your hair gone?” Overcome with emotion I would
reply,
“My hair has gone with your father.” To this he would say,
“Then let us go where he is.”
At such times the condition of my heart was such as only those can know who are widows with children.
Others cannot know it.
Putting away as much as I could the sorrows of my widowhood, I did what I could for the happiness of my
parents. In this way five years of my widowhood were passed in my parental home, and I now entered on my
twenty-fifth year. An event now took place that changed the whole course of my life. This was the marriage of my
widowed sister, Baya, to Professor Karve.
4
My elder brother, Narharpant, and Professor Karve, having finished their University course, lived together in
Bombay. When my sister Anandibai (also called Baya) was twenty-two years of age, my brother had her come to
Bombay to obtain an education. Professor Karve had five pupils living with him. Narharpant and Professor Karve,
with their friends and relatives, made a household of about twenty-five persons.
After Pandita Ramabai had returned from America, she started the institution known as the Sharada Sadan.
And in this institution Baya was the first pupil. Baya had great love for Pandita Ramabai. And Pandita Ramabai
showed great love for Baya, her first pupil in the Sharada Sadan.
My elder brother used often to go with Professor Karve to his home at Murud. And occasionally Professor
Karve used to come with my brother to our home at Devrukh. Both my brother and Professor Karve were
widowers. Thus my father became acquainted with Professor Karve.
As both my brother and Professor Karve had attractive traits of character, my father did not think they should
remain unmarried. Once my father asked Professor Karve why he did not remarry. Professor Karve replied,
“If I can find a young Brahman widow, willing to live with me in my simple manner of life, I would be willing
to marry her. If I cannot find such an one I have determined to remain unmarried the rest of my life.” My father
replied,
“If such is your determination, why not marry our Baya?” Professor Karve answered,
“If your daughter is ready to marry me, I see no difficulty in the way.” Our father then went personally to
Sharada Sadan in Bombay and said to Baya,
“Professor Karve, a holy Brahman, is willing to marry you. If you consent to marry him, it will not be
displeasing to me.” Baya consented, and thus inspired by my father’s desire the widow remarriage took place.
The reason why our father became favorable to the idea of widow remarriage, was as follows. When Baya
became a widow at the age of nine, our father lost interest in all worldly affairs, and started on a pilgrimage to
Benares. On his way he stopped at Poona. It happened that a conference had at that time been convened at Poona
for the discussion of the subject of widow-remarriage. Our father was present at the conference, heard the
discussion by Shastris and Pandits, and became convinced that it was right for child-widows to be remarried. For
this reason our father was favorable to Baya’s remarriage and gave his consent. My brother was an educated man,
and aided the plan for my sister’s remarriage.
Baya was remarried at Poona. The press informed the public that the marriage had taken place with the
approval of the bride’s father and elder brother.
As soon as the news of this remarriage reached the village of Devrukh, our home experienced
excommunication. We were boycotted by even the barber and washerman. But our father was not at all troubled
by being put out of caste. He used to explain the matter to us thus:
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“All my daughters and sons have experienced and know the joys and sorrows of the married life. But Baya has
not fully experienced the married life. She has committed no sin in remarrying, nor we in consenting to the
remarriage. Let people blame me if they wish to.”
The boycott lasted for a year, and we had to suffer a great deal of inconvenience. Finally our father gave a
hundred rupees for the repair of the three temples in the village, fell at the feet of the citizens, and thus regaining
their good will, the boycott was lifted.
5
About a year and a half after the remarriage of Baya, my father and mother with myself started on a pilgrimage
to Benares. On the way we halted at Poona in order to visit Baya and see her little baby Shankar. Shankar was her
first child, a chubby little boy, strong and beautiful. Our father was full of delight on seeing the little boy. He took
the baby on his lap and tears of joy flowed from tis eyes. Said he,
“How wonderful are the deeds of God Ram. It is by His grace that Baya has this beautiful jewel of a boy. It is a
wicked custom to prevent child-widow remarriage, thereby depriving our country of those who might become
pillars of strength to her. Ram has certainly blessed my daughter.”
While we were in Poona Baya began to persuade my mother to let me remain in Poona and study under
Professor Karve. Her argument was,
“I am unwilling that my sister and her child should go with you to Benares, for at such places of pilgrimage
there is usually the epidemic of cholera, and many a pilgrim dies. I will not let Parvati go with you on the
pilgrimage. Among my sisters she alone has a grown-up boy.”
Our mother belonged entirely to the old way of thinking. She had not approved of Baya’s remarriage.
Moreover, she had this fear that one of her widowed daughters having remarried, the others might follow her
example. Her reply to Baya was,
“If Parvati should follow your example, it will mean a stain on our family. Rather than that, it would be better
for her to go on the pilgrimage and die of cholera. We are going to take her with us!”
This discussion sometimes extended to midnight, and took place every day. No one, however, asked me what I
wished in the matter under discussion. And because of my mother’s strong feelings I felt unable to tell her my real
wish in the matter. My mother said to me,
“Either go back to Devrukh, or come along with us to Benares. If you stay here with Baya, I shall commit
suicide.” And to Baya she said,
“If you really want us to go to Benares then see that Parvati is sent back to Devrukh.”
Finally Baya agreed to send me back to Devrukh, and helped our father and mother start for Benares. After
their departure Baya began to persuade me to remain with her and go to school. But in the presence of my mother
I had taken an oath that I would go back to Devrukh and not remain with Baya. So I succeeded in changing
Baya’s mind and, finding someone to go with me, I went back to Devrukh, taking my son with me.
When my mother and father returned from Benares and met me in Devrukh they were filled with joy. At that
time, my son Nana, was seven years old. My husband’s brother was living at Miraj. I asked him to come to
Devrukh and perform the religious ceremony of investing my son with the sacred thread, which he did. He was
employed on eight rupees a month in the Customs Department. I had lived five years at my mother’s, but I was
becoming dissatisfied to remain there longer. So gaining the consent of my husband’s brother, I decided to go
back with him to Miraj, and we three started on our way.
I had another reason for wanting to go to Miraj, which was that my son would have a better opportunity for an
education. On arriving there we hired a small room and lived as luxuriously as our poverty permitted. My son,
Nana, went to school. After about two months Professor Karve and Baya came on some private business to Miraj.
They urged me to come to Poona, that my son might have better advantages for his education. I also at that time,
like my mother, held the old orthodox views, so that at first I was not quite willing to go and live with those
known as Social Reformers. But because it would help the education of my son, I decided to accept any condition
of living. I sent my son with Baya to Poona, but I remained with my husband’s brother.
Five or six months after this I went to Poona to see my son. At that time the thought of starting a home for
widows and orphan girls was revolving in Professor Karve’s mind. One day he called me to him, and explained to
me his thoughts on the matter. He said to me,
“If I start a Home for Widows, what work would you be willing to do in connection with it?”
At that time I had not the remotest idea of what education meant. I did not even know what the meaning of the
word ashram (home) was. I replied,
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“If you start the Home I will accept the position of cook. I do not think I know how to do anything else.”
Professor Karve replied,
“There will be considerable delay before the Widows’ Home gets started. So in the meantime obtain a teacher’s
certificate. To obtain this attend the Home Class from tomorrow.”
I had no idea what “Home” meant or “Class”. Baya had to explain to me in Marathi the meaning of those
English words. Thus an ignorant woman, in my twenty-sixth year, I began to attend the Home Class in the
building near the temple of Gavatya Maruti.
This Home Class was attended by a considerable number of the wives of the wealthy citizens of Poona. I was a
shaven widow from the Konkan, and my clothes were none of the best. Such being my condition the teacher did
not give as much attention to me as she did to the rich ladies. I wearied of that treatment and began to remain at
home. I said to Baya that I preferred to occupy myself with the household cooking, and thus help my son in his
education.
But Baya would not assign any work to me. She punished me by making me sit doing nothing. But I wearied
of doing nothing, and pleaded with Baya to free me from this prison-like life. Baya replied,
“You must either sit in the house doing nothing or go to school and learn. We did not bring you here from
Miraj to do housework. We can get as many women to do our cooking as we want. If you want to become a
teacher, instead of sitting idly near the fireplace, you must spend your time in the school.”
By this time I no longer liked the punishment of sitting still and doing nothing. It now happened that the wife
of the late Professor Agarkar had a teacher from the Home Class come to her home to teach her. Mrs. Agarkar was
as ignorant as I was. So I began to go to her house to study along with her. I there learned the alphabet, read the
First Book, learned the multiplication table up to ten times fourteen, and to count up to one hundred.
Then I began to think to myself that if I must study, I might as well study so as to make it worth while. There is
no use in merely half-learning. But if I go to school people laugh at me. If I stay at home my sister punishes me
by making me sit still and do nothing.
By this time I began to feel that it was not quite right to put the burden of the education of my son on my sister.
Thus for many days there was a struggle in my heart. Finally after much thought I decided to enroll my name in
the school held in the Hujurpag, the horse stables of the old Maratha kings, and approved of the idea of entering
the boarding school connected with it.
I made my decision known to Professor Karve, and I saw he heartily approved of it. At that time widows with
heads shaven, and the other signs of widowhood, were not accustomed to go to school. So although everything
was settled, I began to be very anxious as to the result of my venture. All I knew was the multiplication table up to
fourteen, counting up to one hundred, and how to read such simple words as “dog”, “house” and “cart”. I could
not read the Modi alphabet of the current hand.
I was now twenty-six years of age, and my son seven. How was I to get an education at my age! When, indeed,
would I become qualified to become a teacher! How was I to become able to meet the expenses of my son’s
education! Such were the anxieties that, unthought of before, now stood before my sight. But Baya aroused my
courage, and took me to the school in the Hujurpag.
The teacher of the second division was a Mr. Gomate. My sister took me to him and requested him to take me
into his class. The teacher replied,
“She does not know properly the requirements of the first division. How can she come into this second
division?”
The girls in the class now began to look at me with curious glances. Girls who are now ih school can have no
idea of how I felt in that uncomfortable position. Baya finally prevailed with the teacher by her arguments in my
behalf, and I was enrolled in the second division.
The yearly examination was now near. In my class there were quite a number of unmarried girls of eight or ten
years of age. By special friendliness I was able to get their help in learning the multiplication table and the
compound letters. Altogether there were sixty girls in the Second Division. I was the only one among them with
the marks of widowhood, my shaven head, my widow’s sari, and the absence of ornaments.
Yet with all these difficulties I was able by hard work to pass the examination. From then on I had an easier
time with my studies, and passed every examination as it came along. Finally I received a scholarship for entrance
into the Teacher’s Training Class, and in the third year I received a Teacher’s Certificate of the highest grade. The
pleasure that my success gave Professor Karve, and the satisfaction felt by Baya, are beyond my powers to
describe.
While I was obtaining my education Professor Karve’s plans for a Widows’ Home were being realized. He had
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begun the institution at Hingane, a suburb of Poona, with eighteen girls. Professor Karve was anxiously waiting
for me to finish my examinations and come to Hingane. Having passed my examinations, steps were taken to free
me from the bond given to the Government, so that I might teach in the Hingane school.
Professor Silby was at the head of the Educational Department at that time, and I hear that he helped Professor
Karve in obtaining the freedom I desired. The Government authorities gave me permission to teach in the
Widows’ Home, without having to teach for three years in a Government School, and without any other
hindrance.
While completing my studies in the Teacher’s Training School I had frequently, on Saturdays, gone to Hingane
for short visits. We used to call Professor Karve, Anna, a word indicating great respect, and I often had the
opportunity of walking with him from Poona to Hingane. There was no made road to Hingane. We often had to
walk through the fields along the little irrigating channels.
While walking there Anna would spend the time talking with me. The subject of conversation that came
uppermost was the condition of widows in India, and what means should be adopted for their relief. Thus I heard
from him his settled opinions on these subjects. I was much instructed thereby, and my mind was prepared for the
work in the Widows’ Home. I think that the credit for my decision to give my life to the Home belongs to these
talks with my honored guru, Professor Karve.
6
I had a gradual change of thought during the period covering my coming to Poona and my entering on the
work for the Widows’ Home. While I was in my Konkan home at Devrukh, I had no conception of what education
meant. How far from my thoughts was that of service for my country! Like many another widow I would have
blamed Fate for my condition, and continued to live the rest of my life in my Devrukh home. Like them I would
have spent my life in religious worship and going on pilgrimages. But it was Baya’s remarriage that gave me the
opportunity to come to Poona to live there and gain an education. It was the education I received that made
questions revolve in my mind, as to the real meaning of “the country of India, her national life and what is needed
to be done for the national uplift.”
While thinking of these questions, I naturally began to think how sad the condition of the Hindu widow was,
and how her condition could be improved. These thoughts entirely changed my former thinking, and started others
in my mind as to the duty of widows, and how they should live from the religious point of view. I became
especially interested in the question of the shaving of the widow’s head.
When at Devrukh I thought of this shaving off of hair as a religious rite, and that it was my religious duty to
continue that practice. Even when I began to teach in the Widows’ Home at Hingane and saw a widow give up her
marks of widowhood, I thought she had committed a great sin. But as I thought further, I began to see that the
compulsory shaving of a widow’s head was not right. I thought, however, that a voluntary shaving off of her hair,
as an initiatory rite into the order of those who give up their worldly life, was a rightful religious act. I also began
gradually to realize that unless widows themselves protested against the compulsory shaving off of their hair, the
question would not be settled.
I came to this opinion very gradually. Just as after a child is born, its field of knowledge grows in extent, so my
education gave me as it were a new birth, and a wider field of knowledge. Indeed, this new birth gave me so wide
a field of knowledge that my opinions changed very rapidly. While my opinions thus rapidly changed, not all my
opinions corresponded with those of the “Social Reformers”. In regard to certain customs I felt that the old
fashioned ways of living, and the old traditions were the best for us. In later pages I intend to give my opinions on
social questions, from which the reader will see that I cling to many of the old ways and customs as desirable.
By having Professor Karve’s example always before me, I began to feel a special calling which, however, was
not on the lines of the Reformers’ doctrines of independence and equality. I began to think how I could serve my
motherland. I decided that the service I could render my motherland was service to her daughters, who had the
misfortune to become widows, and to bring into their lives the rays of hope. I determined to work for the
betterment of my motherland by my efforts for her widows.
As Anna (Professor Karve) and I frequently walked together on the path to Hingane, and conversed on these
subjects, my opinions became firmly fixed. I was, however, feeling the responsibility of caring for my own son,
and I was wondering how I would be able to assume responsibility for others. But I determined that while I had to
think of my own necessities, I would make it possible to accomplish my higher spiritual duties.
When Baya was remarried I was as pleased as my father was. But when people began to ask me what I was
going to do, I thought it strange. People used to remark that as I continued to live at Anna’s house, I should
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probably soon follow Baya’s example. But on that question I had no change of opinion. Anna’s ideals and his
simple manner of living affected me differently from what one would expect. Instead of being of use to one
family only, I determined to spend my life in service for widows.
And having once for all settled this question, I started on the path of its fulfillment. I felt that a widow who had
one or two children, and who had some actual experience of the happiness of domestic life, if she were able to do
some work of importance would not be tempted to enter again into the duties of a married life. In accordance with
this idea, I settled on my ideal of life.
Education awakened my mind. I determined on carrying out my ideal. And for this purpose I decided to give
my whole life to the service of the Widows’ Home. To help Professor Karve in his work I went to Hingane to live,
and set myself directly to work.
7
If anyone had told me at that time that I, who was ready to act even as a cook in that Home, would later spend
my whole life in a larger form of service, I should not have believed them. But life sometimes contains
experiences previously totally unthought of. It was really Baya’s remarriage that gave my life its special turn.
Many people, and even my mother, were wondering what I would do. I am now going to give in brief to my
readers an account of the service which, through the inspiration given me by Professor Karve, I have been able to
render the widows of the Home.
There is a very great difference between the Widows’ Home as it was in 1902, and as it is now in 1928. The
building for the Home in 1902 consisted merely of a hut. It was divided into three rooms. One room was for the
kitchen, one for studying and the third for sleeping. In this third room by a special arrangement of a curtain a
place was set apart where Professor Karve could spread his bedding and sleep. Water had to be brought from the
canal.
When I went to the Home there were in it eighteen young widows. Professor Karve and another teacher
instructed the girls. Baya remained in the house at Poona. From the very beginning, and continuing for a year, I
had the experience of a variety of duties, from that of the hired woman to that of Lady Superintendent. In 19051906, a verandah was added as a dining room. Soon after that, Shri Kashi Bai Devdhar, Shri Venubai Namjoshi
and Shri Banubai Deshpande joined the Institution for a life service. Through their coming the burden of
responsibility which I carried was lightened.
And because of the growth of the Home and its needs, I was assigned to the duty of collecting funds. I had no
idea at first that such work would be given to me, or that I could undertake it. But it happened one day that
Professor Karve, while riding in an ox-cart from Poona over a rough road, was overturned, and was considerably
hurt. We had to carry him into the Home and apply the necessary remedies. I went into the room where he was
lying and, in order to consult him, sat down by his side. The thought had come into my mind that supposing at
some future time another such accident should happen, it might be very serious and the Institution might suffer
widowhood. If such an event took place who, then, would care for us?
Thus far it was Professor Karve who had collected funds and had to endure all the hardships of travelling to
many distant places. So my thought was to lessen, if possible, the troubles he had to endure in this part of his
work. It was then April and it was necessary that as soon as Professor Karve sufficiently recovered, he should start
on his campaign of raising funds. Now was the time to show what I could do.
One of the girls going home on her vacation had obtained a railway pass to Khandva. The pass allowed the girl
to take a servant with her as far as Khandva. I decided to take advantage of this permission.
I had had no experience in raising funds, and I had no assurance that I should at first succeed in my attempt. So
in order that the Institution might not bear the expense of a journey that might be profitless, I begged the girl who
was going to Khandva to take me along as her servant.
I just then learned that Professor Karve felt sufficiently recovered to start on his fund-raising campaign and
was about to do so. I, therefore, immediately acquainted him with my plan. He approved of it and gave me
permission to go. It was with great joy that I decided to go.
But that very day my son, Nana, was attacked with fever with a temperature of 104 degrees. When night came
he was in delirium. The train left in the morning and because I must take it, if I were to go, I was in great
perplexity. At this juncture I put the question to Anna whether I should go. He replied,
“If you go, Venubai and Kashibai will take the same care of your son as you yourself would take.” Without
giving the question any further special thought, I gave my boy into the charge of Venubai and Kashibai, obtained a
servant’s pass, and started for Khandva.
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The above will show how in carrying out my work for the Home, if the occasion arrived,\fn{ I.e., arose} my
associates in the work were always willing to take charge of my boy, Nana, as if he were their own child.
On arriving at Khandva, I expected to call on the leading citizens and ask them to call a meeting, and that I
would explain the detail of the Home and ask for contributions. But no one paid any attention to me. Some
scoffed at me and said,
“What are you going to do? Give a lecture?”
I then understood that many felt a hesitancy about listening to a lecture by me, because I was a widow. Finally,
however, I heard of a landowner and went to call on him. He listened to my story and told me that every evening a
company of his friends gathered at his house to eat pan supan and have a jolly time.
“Come at that hour and give us a lecture. You will accomplish your purpose.”
I agreed and went to his house at the hour named. His company was there, about ten or twelve friends, having
a “jolly time”, as he said. The landowner asked me to begin my talk.
I began it. I thought they would turn their batteries on me but they did not, and I went on talking until I
finished what I had to say. After my talk I placed before them a subscription paper, and their donations amounted
to thirteen rupees. As I had no expectation of receiving that amount, I felt as if I had received one hundred and
thirteen.
From Khandva I took a letter of introduction, and going to the Native State of Indore, called on one of the high
officials. In accordance with the character of such State officials they would tell me to go to such and such;
tomorrow they would tell me to go to some other, and that they would help my undertaking. I called on these
several individuals but no one was willing to call a meeting, and I seemed unable to make even a beginning of my
errand.
Finally, I decided to appeal to the students attending the Indore College. Shri Garud and Shri Dev became very
active in my behalf and arranged for a gathering in the Prarthana Samaj. I gave my lecture, the students gave their
assistance and collected one hundred rupees for the Widows’ Home.
Encouraged by my experience at Indore, I took a letter of introduction from there and went to Dev. I called on
the chief official. Under the chairmanship of one of the Professors, I gave my lecture. There was a good
attendance at the gathering and after the lecture I received four hundred rupees for the Home.
Thus having started from Poona on a servant’s ticket, and then having traveled all alone to distant places, and
finally having brought back five hundred rupees for the Home, my success gave Professor Karve great joy. From
that day the duty of making the Home known fell upon me. I had had no idea that such a duty would ever come to
me, but by unexpected circumstances it came to me as my share in the development of the Widows’ Home.
8
From the year 1904 until now, 1928, I have been collecting subscriptions for the Widows’ Home. Aside from
three years spent in America, a three years’ furlough to study English, and a year of work as Lady Supervisor in a
girls’ school in Bombay, a total of seven years, the balance of twenty years have been devoted entirely to
collecting funds for the Home. To the North I have been to Saugar, Hushangabad, Delhi, Agra, Lacknow and
Conpur. To the South I have visited Ranibenur, Mangalore and I have been even as far South as Rameshvar; to the
West Ahmedabad, Nadiyad, Dholaka, Dhunghuka and Bhavnagar. Every year I have collected about three or four
thousand rupees, and I estimate that altogether I have collected for the Widows’ Home sixty or seventy thousand
rupees.
I have delivered many addresses to lay before the public the sad state of Hindu widows. I close my addresses
by describing what the Home does for widows, and making an appeal for help. When I speak in that part of India,
where the Marathi language is not known, I engage the services of an interpreter. I give my lectures sometimes to
students in schools and colleges, sometimes to girls and boys in the primary schools, and to gatherings of women
only. My custom is to begin with some useful topic. To the women I speak of “The Law of Regularity” or
“Woman’s Duties”. Near the close I tell of the Home and ask for funds to support it.
While doing this work I have had to suffer many difficulties. As a consequence I gradually gained courage to
face audiences. If anyone had said to me, when I was a young girl, that I would end in giving lectures, I should
never have believed them. I accomplished this, however, by habituating myself to public speaking. Although I am
not an orator, nor a learned woman, still I have been able to awaken public interest in widows through my
lectures.
In 1904 there was convened in Bombay a Conference on Social Reform. I was asked to speak on one of the
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resolutions. The President of the Conference was the late Sir Narayan Chandavarkar. In this address I advocated
that the women should not blindly follow the fashions of the West; that women who were poor should dress very
simply, and take pains that their clothes did not indicate frivolity.
It was evident that on the whole the audience was pleased with what I said. It was distasteful only to those
reformers who merely talk reform. While I was talking the enthusiasm of the audience so in- creased that young
men took off their caps and went around collecting money, resulting in a considerable sum.
The next day I returned to Poona, and started for Jarrtkhandi to obtain subscriptions in the Native State. While
I was gone a deputation of distinguished ladies called on Professor Karve, and advised him that I should be
removed from the work of collecting funds. Professor Karve told the deputation that he would consider the matter
and they retired. For some days also there was considerable correspondence between Professor Karve and certain
Reformers.
From some points of view I was a Social Reformer then, and still am. The fact that I left my home at Devrukh
and gave my life’s service to the Home is evidence that my own life has greatly reformed. The purpose in my
address at Bombay was merely that Reformers should not needlessly give opportunity for unfavorable comment
on their own lives. I still think the same. I found, however, that the effect of my speech in Bombay was helpful to
my work, and I was spoken of as “The lady who addressed the Social Reform Conference”.\fn{ A note reads: The
translator [one Justin E. Abbott or Summit, New Jersey] was present on that occasion and can bear witness to the eloquent appeal of
Parvatibai and the enthusiasm it aroused}

9
In my travels through the different Districts and Counties I very naturally learned the public opinion regarding
educated Indian women.
It was with very great hesitation that people of even high rank would admit into their household a female
teacher or a nurse, for even a short time. In carrying on my work of collecting money I had occasion to remain in
the house of an official in a town near Dharwad. I soon learned the point of view of the official and his wife
towards female teachers and nurses. Their idea of a female teacher was that she cared more for dress than work,
and that she had a dislike for any ordinary work. She was thought to be looking forward to her pension, and in the
meantime spent most of her time gossiping with the women of the house.
It was night time when I arrived at their home and they gave me a room in the house, but on the next day they
put me in a separate house near them, so that I might live by myself. They treated me as if I were a queen, and
would not let me help in any of the household duties. But I wearied of such a life, and by putting my hand to the
commonest duties I showed them that I wanted the official’s wife to treat me as if I were her sister, and that I was
ready for any kind of household service. After watching me the official said to me,
“You have passed your examination. I see a great difference between you and other female teachers.”
Having thus gained his commendation, I have had occasion to visit his home frequently, and he has in many
ways assisted me in my work of collecting funds.
In whatever town I went I had at first great difficulty in getting an audience. To listen to a lecture by a widow
was not considered respectable. When going from one town to another I was accustomed to carry a letter of
recommendation, but on one occasion I did not have such a letter with me and yet had to visit a town where I was
unacquainted with a single individual. I found it a very difficult task to go from house to house and make myself
known. At the same time it seemed to me an improper thing to ask a mere acquaintance to introduce me to others.
And how was I to know who belonged to the higher circles in the town?
Finally, I settled on the following method for accomplishing my purpose. The Postmaster of the town was a
Muhammadan gentleman. I obtained from him the names of eight people of high rank in the town, and at his
suggestion the postman on his rounds pointed out to me the houses of those whose names were given to me. He
seemed very pleased to give me this information. This enabled me to meet a gentleman sympathetic towards the
Widows’ Home at Poona, and he assented to gathering an audience, which he did, and I collected there a
considerable sum of money.
In my various journeys I saw for myself the condition of widows in those cities that are considered sacred.
Indeed, I went for that purpose to Gokarna, Mahabaleshvar and Udupi. Having accomplished my purpose in
collecting funds, I devoted the remainder of the time to an investigation of the condition of widows in those
places.
People in Poona and Bombay think that because schools are open to .girls, the condition of widows must have
been improved. But this is not so. Schools for girls exist in larger cities, but elsewhere only ignorance is to be
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found.
At Udupi, where the math (Religious House) of Madhva Swami is located, widows spend their time idly from
morn until night. In that town a widow is shaven even though she may be a mere child. Widows are not allowed to
eat the evening meal. Their clothes are hardly sufficient to cover themselves. The widows there have to expose
their bald, shaven heads, as do the mendicants, when they go on the street. The expectation of the people there is
that these widows will join some religious order and thus bring about their spiritual welfare. But it is a question
what good comes to them by it.
In that town it is the custom for all the widows to assemble in the Temple of Shri Krishna at the evening praise
service. After the service a favor is distributed amongst them consisting of sugar, parched rice and the like, a small
handful to each, which they eat in the temple precincts, and most of them sleep there. At night religious
mendicants also lodge in the temple precincts. There should be separate arrangements for widows in these
temples, but such is not the case.
In connection with the temples in Malabar, there is free distribution of food, and this induces widows and
mendicants to come from distant places. Their food costs them nothing and they spend their time in idleness.
Their minds conform to the English saying, “An empty mind is the devil’s workshop”. The condition of widows
who wander from sacred place to sacred place with a religious purpose is one that excites pity. They have neither
worldly riches nor spiritual riches. Just as Mahatma Gandhi, Mr. Andrews and the Honorable Mr. Shastri have
laboured in Africa for securing the freedom of Indians from slavery, so our Reformers must awaken to the task of
freeing widows from a slavery that exists in the sacred places of India under the guise of securing for them
spiritual riches. It is not sufficient to hold conferences and pass resolutions. The necessity is urgent for the
opening of homes of refuge for widows living in those sacred places.
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The first President of the Indian National Congress, whom it was my privilege to have known from 1889,
(when I was a college student, in Calcutta), and intimately from 1893, on my return form England after my call to
the Bar, till his death in 1906, was for over forty years an outstanding figure in the public life of the country.
Womesh Chandra Bonnerjee—popularly known throughout the country as W.C. Bonnerjee—is a great name in
the political annals of modern India, as that of a distinguished advocate, an erudite lawyer, a sagacious statesman,
a renowned public leader, and the first President of the National Congress.
Bonnerjee was one of the most successful Barristers of his time, and few Indians have attained to that
eminence, in the legal profession, which fell to his lot. For over three decades, he was justly regarded as one of
the acknowledged leaders of the Calcutta Bar. His services were equally eagerly sought on the appellate and on
the original sides of the High court, and he derived so large an income that he refused, on more occasions than
one, a seat on the Bench.
*
Since the establishment of the National Congress, he supported that movement with his whole heart, and with
his great resources. He was chiefly instrumental in the foundation, in London, of the British Committee of the
Congress, and in the establishment of its London organ, the journal named India, which was for some years edited
by Mr. Gordon Hewart (afterwards Lord Hewart), the Lord Chief Justice of England. His career can be justly
recalled as a most prominent example of that success which could be attained by an educated Indian in the
Victorian Era. And as he owed his great distinction and notable success entirely to himself, the incidents of his
life, which I learnt on many an occasion from his own lips, are highly interesting, and are worth recording for the
behoof of the Indians of the present generation.
*
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Born in a poor but respectable Brahmin family of Calcutta, on the 29 th of December, 1844, Bonnerjee evinced
in early life but little promise of his later phenomenal success. Being but an indifferent student—though clever
and amiable—he made but little progress in his studies. He early imbibed love for music and theatricals, and used
to perform in the latter—often taking female parts. Thus his career as a student being anything but satisfactory, his
father not unnaturally .thought it expedient to withdraw him from school—while he was in the matriculation
standard—and put him to some other work; and so he was made to join a solicitor’s firm, as an articled clerk, in
1862, at the early age of eighteen.
After serving for a time in that capacity he was lucky, in 1864, in securing one of the six scholarships offered
to Indian students by a wealthy citizen of Bombay—Mr. Rustomji Jeejeebhoy—for the study of law, in England,
and he left home with a view to qualify himself for the English bar. His departure for England was that turning
tide in his career “which, taken at the flood leads on to fortune; omitted, all the voyage of life is bound in shallows
and in miseries”.
*
By this time his character had evidently sobered and he laid himself out, in London, for regular hard work. He
had the inestimable advantage of the assistance in his legal studies of eminent tutors, and he not only studied law,
but learnt also drafting under famous conveyancers, with the result that he was justly regarded as an adept in that
branch of the legal work as well. Amongst his friends, in London, were Dadabhai Naoraji, Pherozeshah Mehta
and BadruddinTyabji—all great and distinguished names in the history of the National Congress as its Presidents.
He mixed also in politics, taking an active part in the establishment of the London Indian Society, and also
reading, in 1867, a carefully written paper on “Representative and Responsible Government in India”, before the
still-existing East India Association, which had just then been started mainly through the efforts of Dadabhai
Naoroji. In the course of it, he urged that there “ought to be a representative assembly and a senate sitting in
India”—an ideal, only attained in August, 1947, after the Independence of India.
He returned to India after his call to the Bar, and started practice in the Calcutta High Court, in November,
1868. He felt, as a struggling junior, that his only chance for achieving success in his profession was by means of
undivided attention to his work as a lawyer, and so he devoted himself absolutely to it for the first ten years of his
career.
*
Bonnerjee’s first brief was in a criminal case in the moffussil.\fn{The up-country} It was one of historic
importance, as it was a very sensational trial in which Mr. (afterwards Lord) Macdonnel—later, LieutenantGovernor of the then North-Western Provinces and Oudh, but then only a sub-divisional officer—had charged a
fisherwoman with having brought a false case against him. Bonnerjee appearing for the accused secured her
acquittal from the court of a British officer, which was a very notable triumph for him.
But he soon turned his attention from moffussil practice in criminal courts to civil work in the High Court. He
was retained as a junior in many cases on the original side of the High Court, and soon made his mark as a clever
cross-examiner and skilful debater. His practice began to rise, and he soon acquired a prominent position and
gained the confidence of the Bench, the Bar, and a large circle of clients.
He had a hard and uphill task before him, but his perseverance overcame all obstacles. He had no influential
friends to take him by the hand, and he owed his immense success to his own energies, talents and industry. At the
end of ten years his career was justly regarded as one of phenomenal success. He was the first Indian to attain that
distinguished and prominent position.
*
As an advocate, Bonnerjee used to go straight to the point, whether in argument or in cross-examination, and
his addresses were lucid and straightforward, and never prolix, irrelevant, or long winded. That tact in managing
judges and witnesses—which is among the first requisites of a great advocate—he possessed in a very remarkable
degree. And so within a dozen years of his joining the Bar, he had attained the highest success in the avocation he
had chosen and had reached the highest rung on the professional ladder.
He was the first Indian to be appointed the Standing Counsel to the Government of India—which was the
highest honor an Indian Lawyer could aspire to, at that time, apart from a seat on the Bench of the High Court.
The latter also was offered to him more than once, but he could not see his way to accept it in view of his
extensive professional and public activities.
*
Bonnerjee emerged into political life in 1883 by taking the chair at a great demonstration, held at the Calcutta
Town Hall, to approve of Lord Ripon’s policy in having been able to save at least the principle of the then famous,
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but now almost forgotten Ilbert Bill in the face of the most influential British agitation that had ever been
organized in India.\fn{Enacted in 1884, it amended existing laws in the country at the time to allow Indian judges and magistrates the
jurisdiction to try British offenders in criminal cases at the District level:H } Later, at the first sitting of the Indian National
Congress, held at Bombay, in the closing week of 1885, he was deservedly elected its President.
He was then forty-one. His Presidential address—so simple and straightforward—shows the great advance the
country has made since, if contrasted with the public utterances of present day nationalist leaders, which may be
summed up in the words “from demand for reforms to that of independence”. He presided over the Congress
again in 1892, at its seventh session held at Allahabad.
*
He was in the habit of spending during his later years at least one-third of every year in England, and during
these visits he organized meetings and demonstrations there on Indian questions. He was chiefly instrumental in
converting to Congress views that very influential Scotsman, Mr. George Yule, who presided over the fourth
session of Congress held at Allahabad, in 1888; and also the late Mr. Charles Bradlaugh, who attended the fifth
Congress session held at Bombay, in 1889, and sponsored an Indian Reforms Bill.
Bonnerjee worked vigorously for the propagation of Congress ideas among influential Britons. He had bought
an estate and built a fine house at Croydon—now the terminal aerodrome station—in the suburbs of London,
which he had named after his birth place, “Kiddarpore House”. He was until his death the right-hand man of Mr.
Hume in the propagandist work of the Congress, and had made towards its advancement princely contributions.
On the enactment of Lord Cross’s Reform Bill, in 1892, he was induced to offer himself as a candidate for a seat
in the provincial legislature, placed at the disposal of the Senate of the Calcutta University, and he won the
election against a candidate srongly backed by officialdom.
*
In Calcutta, Bonnerjee lived at No.6, Park Street, in the best residential quarter, in a palatial house situate in
large beautiful grounds. His fine presence—thin but tall, with a highly intellectual cast and flowing beard—lent
dignity alike to the court, the public forum and social gatherings. Socially he lived every inch the life of an
Englishman, from the wave of his hand to the lighting of his cigar.
But though he had discarded Indian clothes and affected European costume, ways and manners, he was
nevertheless one of the most sociable of men in his relations with his fellow-countrymen, and his unbounded
charities made him the support of many a poor and helpless person.
Even in his old age Bonnerjee reveled in music, which was his first love. He never renounced Hinduism—as
was wrongly stated (through ignorance of the facts) by Mahatma Gandhi at the second Round Table Conference—
and was proud of his being a Brahmin, and the monument (over his ashes, in Golder’s Green, in London) justly
describes him as a “Hindoo Brahmin”.
*
During the last four years of his life, he had successfully practiced in the Privy Council. He passed away in his
English home in July, 1906, and his body was duly cremated, in the presence of a large number of Indians, and his
many British friends.
His house was one of the best furnished in Calcutta. His crockery and cutlery were all especially made for him
in England, and bore his monogram in gold; while his napery was manufactured for him at Belfast, in Ireland. He
kept an open table, which literally groaned under the choicest and the most luxurious viands. Every Saturday he
used to invite to dinner a number of rising juniors (like the future Lord Sinha) to mix with seniors of his own
standing. But in spite of his seeming Anglicization, he possessed a true Indian heart.
*
Bonnerjee spoke most perfect English, not only in idiom and form but also in pronunciation. Though he
excelled in forensic eloquence, he was also a powerful platform speaker. I recall even now, his magnificent
peroration with which he .closed his speech in moving a resolution at the fourth session of the Congress held at
Allahabad in 1888, in a voice at once deep, sonorous and well modulated:
Now, brother delegates, do not be cast down, do not be disheartened, if immediately you put forward a request is not
granted by those who are responsible for the Government of the country. Be patient, be persistent, be true to your cause
and to yourselves. Remember that even now there are many reforms about which large majorities are agreed in
England; but which the English people have not yet got. If you are true to yourselves, if you are persistent, and if you
go on agitating, agitating, and agitating, you will be sure to get what you are asking for. Bide your time, and then give a
long pull, a strong pull, and a pull altogether, and you will unfailingly land yourselves triumphant on the shores of
victory.
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Reading this splendid peroration, in cold print, even today, after a lapse of over sixty years, one endowed with
some imagination may well visualize the enthusiasm and the storm of applause it evoked in the Congress, and
brought down the House, such as I have seldom seen.
*
Amongst the many tributes paid to Bonnerjee, but three need now be recalled.
Mr. (afterwards Lord) Sinha speaking as the Advocate-General before a full Bench of the Calcutta High Court,
said that Bonnerjee’s “career at the Bar was one of exceptional brilliance” and that “he was a sound lawyer, a
perfect draughtsman and a brilliant cross-examiner”. He added significantly that “in every phase of life Mr.
Bonnerjee had displayed equal prominence”.
Sir Lawrence Jenkins, the famous Chief Justice of the Calcutta High Court, said of him,
Mr. Bonnerjee was a powerful yet a graceful advocate, an enlightened leader or political thought, a man true and
upright, ever zealous for the progress of India, and possessed of an ardent and abiding love for his country and
countrymen.

Mr. Gokhale, who was then in London, pronounced a glowing pangeyric at the crematorium, on the deceased,
from which I may quote the following passage:
Mr. Bonnerjee was an ardent patriot, a wise and far-sighted leader, an incessant worker, a man whose nobilitiy of
mind and greatness of soul were stamped on every utterance of his life. His intellectual gifts were of the very highest
order. Endowed with an intellect at once critical, vigorous, and comprehensive, a truly marvellous memory, luminous
powers of exposition, captivating eloquence, great industry and a wonderful habit of method and discipline, he was
bound to achieve, in whatever field he chose to work, brilliant success. He had a wide outlook on life, deep and earnest
feelings, and a passionate desire to devote his great gifts to the service of his country. And added to these were that
combination of strength and restraint which made him one of the most manly man that one could come across. Such a
man must tower above his fellow-men wherever he was placed.
In a self-governing country, he would, without doubt, have attained the position of a Prime Minister. Till the
moment of his death, Mr. Bonnerjee (with two or three others) was the very life and soul of the Congress movement.
He ungrudingly gave to its cause his time and his resources, and this, far more than is generally known. He cheerfully
bore all its anxieties, his exertions for its success were unwearied, and no man’s counsel was valued higher by his
countrymen, where the Congress was concerned. His courage was splendid, and it rose with difficulties, and his nerve
and his clear judgement were a theme of constant admiration among his countrymen. With Mr. Bonnerjee at the helm,
everyone felt safe. His was the eloquence that thrills, and steers, and inspires, but his was also the practical sagacity that
sees the difference between what may be attained and what can not; and when the need arose, no man was firmer than
Mr. Bonnerjee in exercising a sobering and restraining influence.

It is impossible to improve upon this well-deserved eulogy on Bonnerjee by Mr. Gokhale. It is easy to belittle
now the services of those like Bonnerjee who ungrudgingly toiled and generously gave freely in the early years of
the growth of national consciousness in the country, and to exalt above them our own contemporaries whose
personalities naturally loom large on our mental horizon. But to obtain a correct perspective of Indian nationalism,
it is essential to keep in view the great deeds done by the departed stalwarts of the national movement, in its early
days.
And of the men who unselfishly served the country at that time, perhaps the memory of none is more deserving
of being cherished in love and respect by us than that of Womesh Chandra Bonnerjee, the first President of the
Indian National Congress.
2
Of the Ghose brothers—who founded the famous newspaper the Amrit Bazar Patrika—more than one was a
born journalist, and Motilal (who lived from 1847 to 1922) was for over fifty years a great political figure in
Bengal. I knew him intimately for the last thirty years of his life. The Patrika under his editorial guidance struck,
by its sturdy independence, terror in the hearts of even the greatest British officials in that province.
He was unable to graduate himself due to financial stringency, as his father died in 1863 when Motilal was
only sixteen. His eldest brother had, however, started, in their native village, a fortnightly journal, in Bengai,
which was the precursor of the now long since well-known and influential English daily, the Amrit Bazar Patrika.
On the premature death of the eldest brother the survivors—notably Sisir Kumar and Motilal—started in 1868 a
Bengali weekly, with the new name of Amrit Bazar Patrika, which was removed to Calcutta, in 1871. The struggle
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through which the Patrika had to pass in its early days is well known to all interested in the history of Indian
journalism.
*
But by 1878, it had come to occupy an influential position as a bi-lingual publication, with some columns in
English. It had succeeded in building up by then a fairly large circulation, and its constant carping criticism of
Government measures and activities had become not only highly distasteful but obnoxious to the British official
world. And as there were then other journals also in Benga1—mainly conducted in Bangali, and following the
Patrika in caviling criticism—the Anglo-Indian bureaucracy worked out a plan of repression by means of which
they thought they would be able to sap the very foundation of the Patrika and its prototypes, not only in Bengal,
but throughout British India.
And so on the 14th March, 1878, there appeared an announcement in the Calcutta press that a new Bill would
be introduced that very day in the Governor-General’s Legislative council for the better control of the
“Vernacular” press, and the Bill was passed into law at one sitting,
*
The Patrika which was still a weekly (appearing mainly in Begali and but partly in English) thus came under
the purview of the Vernacular Press Act. The proprietors of the paper were, however, quite equal to the challenge
of the Government, and they quietly dropped its Bengali portion, and it appeared entirely in English the next
week, on the 21st March, 1878.
They thus sprang a tremendous surprise upon the Government, just as the latter had tried to do on the Bengali
Press. The Government looked on agape, and the newspaper reading public of the day had a hearty laugh at their
stupidity. Thus Sisir Kumar and Motilal proved themselves equal to the task they had undertaken: to give battle to
officialdom in India, from the Governor-General downwards.
In 1891, they converted the Patrika from a weekly into a daily. There was then only one Indo-English daily in
Calcutta—the Indian Mirror. About the same time, the Hindu Patriot, a famous Indo-English weekly in Calcutta,
was turned into a daily. In 1900, Surendranath Bannerjee converted his English twice-weekly, the Bengalee into a
daily.
Thus at the beginning of this century Calcutta had four Indo-English dailies. But Motilal lived to see the
disappearance of the first two, while the last did not survive him long. And while its old contemporaries are long
since dead, the Patrika is still flourishing as a nationalist organ of public opinion, keeping up in its style and
standard the traditions of Sisir Kumar and Motilal Ghose, but considerably modernized and printed on linotype
machines—as befitting a journal, which not unjustly claims to be one of the leading and most influential Indian
dailies throughout the length and breadth of India. Since 1944, it is issued simultaneously from Calcutta and
Allahabad, being the first Indian daily to do so.
*
As the editor of the Patrika, Motilal and his elder brother, Sisir, wielded a tremendous influence over Bengal
public life for nearly half a century. A relentless critic of the Government, Sisir, and afterwards Motilal, often
came into collision with the Anglo-Indian bureaucracy, but managed to get off scot-free on each occasion. Wellread and well-informed, they carefully preserved in albums cuttings from books and journals for “crushers”.
One of their great scoops—perhaps the most famous—was in reply to the convocation address, delivered as
the Chancellor of the Calcutta University by Lord Curzon, in 1905. He had remarked:
I say that the highest ideal of truth is to a large extent a Western conception. Undoubtedly truth took a high place in
the moral codes of the West before it had been similarly honored in the East.

Commenting the next day on the speech, the Patrika, published the following extract from Lord Curzon’s
description of his visit to Korea, in his book called Problems of the Far East:
Before proceeding to the royal audience, I enjoyed an interview with the President of the Korean foreign office. I
remember some of his questions and answers. Having been particularly warned not to admit to him that I was only
thirty-three years old, an age to which no respect is attached in Korea, when he put to me the straight question
(invariably first in an oriental dialogue) “How old are you?” I unhesitatingly responded, “Forty.”
“Dear me,” he said, “you look very young for that. How do you account for it?”
“By the fact,” I replied, “that I have been traveling for a month in the superb climate of His Majesty’s dominions.”
Finally, he said to me,
“I presume you are a near relative of Her Majesty the Queen of England.”
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“No,” I replied, “I am not.” But observing the look of disgust that passed over his countenance, I was fain to add, “I
am, however, as yet an unmarried man,” with which unscrupulous suggestion I completely regained the old
gentleman’s favour.

I recall with delight the furor that the publication of this extract, in the Patrika produced at that time
throughout India, and the stunner it proved to poor Lord Curzon—the “superior person”—who had reckoned
without his host.
*
It was Motilal who wrote of Lord Curzon that he was “too superior a person” to talk directly to him. But he
had frequent interviews with his Private Secretary, Sir Walter Lawrence, who has left the following account of the
interviews.
Once a great Indian publicist who used to pay me surreptitious visits in Calcutta (his influence with his people
would be gone, if it had been known that he had been inside the Government House) was talking to me. He had a
genuine admiration for Lord Curzon, for his justice, strength and energy; he dreaded his craving for efficiency; for, said
this most interesting and patriotic Indian: ‘Every step in efficiency is another rivet in the shackles in which we are
bound.’
I went into the next room, where Lord Curzon passed his days and long hours of his nights and told him of my
friend’s plea. He listened with attention, for he had a high opinion of my visitor, who owned and edited the best Indian
paper of that time.

Similarly Motilal’s relations with a number of British officials and non-officials remained throughout happy,
and even cordial; and though an almost bitter critic of the Government, he had genuine regard and respect for
individual Britons. There can be no doubt that the Patrika, under his editorship, was the one Indian newspaper
which had a fair circulation, of the Indian dailies, amongst the then British residents in Bengal.
Though mild and loving, Motilal had in him something of the autocrat, and it was this which led to his
perpetually quarrelling in Public, with Surendranath Bannerjee—both fiercely attacking each other in their
respective papers, but curiously, generally the best of friends in their private relations. Motilal had probably a
“competitive” feeling against Surendranath. He admitted the latter’s superiority as a public speaker, but always
added, “It is all foam and froth”, and could not bring himself to acknowledge Surendranath as his superior, or
even his equal, so far as writing editorials was concerned.
The great disappointment Motilal was evidently obsessed with, which colored his editorial activities, was that
he could not emerge from his seclusion and become a public leader, such as undoubtedly was Surendranath
Banerjee. Strenuously as did the Patrika agitate and thunder every day against the Curzonian partition of Bengal,
it was Surendranath who was justly regarded as the great leader and hero of the anti-partition agitation in Bengal.
But for over fifty years, Motilal gave of his best to the Patrika, first as an assistant to his great brother, Sisir
Kumar, and later for about a quarter of a century, its editor.
*
The law in those days not making it compulsory that the editor should declare himself, the joke that Motilal
was the “ghostly editor of a paper that was a fortuitous assemblage of articles” started in connection with one of
his prosecutions in the Calcutta High Court. He never aspired to political leadership, except as the editor of his
paper. His failure in a municipal election contest, in 1892, made him give up forever the idea of seeking electoral
honors, and thus public leadership in Bengal passed on to Surendra Nath, possibly much to Motilal’s annoyance,
with the result that almost the whole of their working lives were spent in fighting each other, to the great gaiety
and amusement of the newspaper reading public.
Of such a prolonged rivalry, extending over half a century, there is hardly a parallel in any country other than
India. The difference between the two was more temperamental than political—as Surendranath, even in the days
of his youth, was a moderate critic of Government, who but occasionally adopted “extremist” methods; while
Motilal was a born extremist long before India had heard of extremism. His paper often not unjustly claimed him
as one who had preached non-co-operation long before Mahatma Gandhi, and it does redound to his tact and
shrewdness that he persistently propagated extremism for half a century, without once addressing a meeting, or
ever going to jail for his writings.
*
In spite of his extremism, and the ferocity, so to say, with which he assailed in his paper either racial arrogance
or official discrimination against his countrymen, Motilal had numerous and warm friends among the British, for
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he always insisted that it was “the system” that was to blame, and not the men who worked it. He used to expound
his journalistic principle as follows:
If Government decide upon opening a new hospital, we should be careful to see that it is not made for the purpose of
providing employment to British doctors and Anglo-Indian nurses, or pushing into India medicines manufactured in
Britain. If the Government are going to construct new bridges or railways, I can swear orders will be placed for
materials with British firms, thus providing employment for British engineers and contractors. I can never forget that
Britain is governing India, not for the latter’s interest but in the interest of the British. So measures appearing
beneficial, when viewed superficially, may be really injurious to our country.

That was Motilal all over.
*
As a journalist expounding policies unpalatable to the British powers that be, and perpetually railing at a
bureaucracy singularly intolerant of even the mildest criticism, and armed with formidable powers, Motilal had a
most difficult task. That he triumphed nevertheless was due to the fact that he had the wisdom of the serpent as
well as the courage of the lion.
He fought innumerable libel actions, and he invariably foiled the attempts to entangle him in meshes of the
press law. He made many enemies in high official quarters, but the poor and the oppressed, amongst his people,
found him an unwearied champion, and blessed his efforts. And yet this rank extremist, and most hostile critic of
British rule, had many pleasant aspects.
His articles were read with interest by the British no less than by his countrymen. They were often vehement
and violent, at times possibly even savage, but they were all characterized by transparent sincerity and redeeming
humor. There was in them no racial hatred against the Briton, or Britain. The Secretary of State for India (Edwin
Samuel Montagu) wrote about him in his Indian Diary:
The charming old editor … a fine old boy, gentle in his manner, with a strong sense of huour, a devout Brahman
(meaning, I suppose, a Hindu), for a fierce politician, thoroughly bitter … he is in a great hurry and I begged him to be
a little more patient.

Motilal was not a Brahmin but a Kayasth.
Motilal played the most important part, of all the Ghose brothers, in developing the Pratika; though Sisir
Kumar, whom also I knew personally for many years, was decidedly the more intellectual of the two. But he
retired prematurely from journalism to a life of seclusion and contemplation.
Motilal was never tired of affirming that he owed his political training to his elder brother, Sisir, but it was
Motilal who made the Pratika one of the most influential organs of advanced public opinion, by discussing in it
daily numerous specific grievances, thus making it a consistent and a persistent thorn in the side of officialdom.
Year in and year out the Pratika, under his editorial control, gained ground and enlarged its sphere influence and
increased in circulation, until it succeeded in practically swallowing up its contem poraries, the Indian Mirror, the
Hindoo Patriot and the Bengalee.
But Motilal conducted it as a nationalist organ, and not as the exponent of any section, group or political party.
Though giving general support to the Congress, the Patrika under Motilal never constituted itself like many other
Indian dailies: a Congress organ. When once, on the promulgation of a press ordinance by Lord Irwin, the
Congress authorities directed that all nationalist papers should close down in protest, the Patrika flatly refused to
obey their mandate, and maintained the great traditions of independence established by Motilal. But things have
changed since, unfortunately.
*
And so Motilal remained all his life a stern and relentless critic of British rule, writing his editorials with his
pen steeped in gall and wormwood, but in a special style of his own—long since designated in India the “Patrika
Style”—made up of specially coined words to express his ideas, inverted or metamorphosed idioms and phrases
to suit his whim or sense of humor, grotesque vernancularism in their English rendering, quaint anecdotes
borrowed from Hindu mythology or village life, and, above all, a completely disarming sense of humor, which
redeemed the innate ferocity of his editorial writings.
His reputation for these characteristics spread far and wide, and was repeatedly testified to even by some of the
leading British journals. His mordant sarcasm, his Scottish pawky humor, and crushing array of date and facts,
made the stoutest of his political opponents quail or go under him, as did no less the great Lord Curzon himself,
when confronted with an extract from his own book (discreetly suppressed in later editions) in which he had
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described how he had ingratiated himself with the president of the Korean Foreign Office by indulging in
terminological inexactitudes—a sensational incident at the time, to which I have referred above.
*
By reason of his long and editorial associations with the Patrika and by managing to get off scot-free from
each prosecution launched by Government against him, Motilal came to acquire a great reputation not only
throughout India, but also in Britain. A number of members of Parliament, on a visit to India, made it a point to go
over to see him in Calcutta. The contents of his paper were carefully scanned not only by the Government, and
their officials, but also by the staff of many of the leading London journals. Thus commenting on one of Motilal’s
prosecutions, the Pall Mall Gazette wrote:
The Government of India is amply justified in demanding security from the Amrit Bazar Patrika, which has a wide
circulation. It is understood to have been publishing some rather violent articles lately. At the same time we should
hardly regard its editor, Motilal Ghose, as a danger to the community. He is a mild gentleman with a pleasant smile, and
though his pen is vitriolic, at times, yet he is not a revolutionary. He often writes wildly but he does not neglect to pay
friendly calls at Government House. He writes torrents of fierce abuse with a most benevolent smile.

A second leading London paper at that time—the Westminster Gazette—expressed itself as follows:
The Amrit Bazar Patrika is certainly the best known Indian journal amongst Europeans. It is considered both a bane
and a blessing—a bane because whether consciously or unconsciously, it seems to be always stirring up racial
prejudice. But it is a blessing for two reasons. One of them, by no means to be neglected in a country which is wanting
in humor, is its extreme pawkiness. Its attacks upon the Government and officials are generally delivered with so great
a sense of the ridiculous, and such a witty choice of language, that even those who are hurt most cannot avoid laughter.
The other reason why the Patrika is so largely read by Europeans is because of its valiant honesty. It is a kind of
mischievous sprite—according to the Calcutta High Court, its editor is also a “phantom without a name”—and is never
so happy as when shooting arrows.

Another the then high class London journal, the Nation, wrote as follows:
The bitterest, and undoubtedly the ablest critic of the administration in India is the Amrit Bazar Patrika. Its attitude
is almost invariably hostile, and if the Government could only manage to do everything right for a fortnight its
occupation would be gone. Its main theme is that British rule is detrimental to the well-being of India. Stated thus the
contention is, of course, seditious, and it is an illustration of the impracticability of working the sedition law that the
Patrika should have been able to put forward this view, week in week out, even in the most strenuous times of the
sedition hunt.

All these admissions by leading British organs are the highest testimony to the work and worth of the Patri.ka
under Motilal’s editorship, and Sisir’s guardianship.
*
A great event in Motilal’s career was the audience granted to him by His late Majesty the King-Emperor
George V, then the Prince of Wales, during his first visit to India, in 1905-1906. In a leading article, describing the
occasion, Motilal, wrote:
Instead of shaking the hand which the Prince had graciously extended towards our representative, he humbly
submitted that that was not the Indian way to show respect for one who was to be their future sovereign; and he knelt
down and addressed these few words with folded hands and choking voice, tears starting to his eyes:
“May it please Your Royal Highness: Humble as I am, I am greatly honored by this interview. I shall ever remember
it with gratitude. Now I am in the presence of our future King-Emperor, permit me to say that poor India is in a bad
way. It needs protection at your Royal Highness’ hands, for you are our future, sovereign. Pray, don’t forget the
Indians, but remember that they are as much yours as the forty millions of Britain. What they need most is the genuine
sympathy of their rulers.”
His Royal Highness appeared to be very much affected. In an earnest manner the Prince asked our representative to
rise; and when he did so he was graciously pleased to address these words to him in a tone which deeply touched his
heart:
“I am very pleased to come across you. You want an assurance from me that I will not forget the Indians. Well, I
assure you, I shall not and cannot forget the Indians. I shall ever remember them, and make it a point to tell my father
how immensely gratified I have been with the magnificent reception your people have given me. It shall also be my
pleasant duty to tell my father that you are in need of wider sympathy. I carry with me very happy impressions about
Indians.
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Speaking in the House of Commons, in the course of the debate on the partition of Bengal, Sir Henry Cotton,
referred to this incident and said:
A gentleman whose name was a household word in his own province, in India, who had for forty years been one of
the leaders of political progress, and who had unsparingly criticized men and measures, and who was in consequence
regarded with suspicion by the administration, that gentleman was brought into contact with His Royal Highness, and
somewhat to his surprise was introduced to Him. He fell upon his knees, and with folded hands and in faltering accent
professed his loyalty and devotion to the Crown and to this country.
That action on the part of one who was unjustly charged with disloyalty was a very remarkable one, because it was
the strongest evidence of the good will and loyalty which lay at the heart of the educated Indian people.

But all that was in 1905-06. When in 1911, the King-Emperor George V visited India to hold the Delhi
Coronation Durbar, Motilal, being unable to pay his personal homage to the King-Emperor, conveyed his humble
greetings and expression of loyalty to His Majesty through a letter. The King-Emperor was pleased to send him
the following touching and extremely kind letter through his Private Secretary, Lord Stamfordham, dated 4 th
January, 1912.
Dear Sir
The King-Emperor was greatly touched on reading your letter of the 3 rd instant, and also the newspaper cutting from
your paper, the Amrit BazarPatrika which accompanied it. His Imperial Majesty has a very pleasant recollection of
seeing you here six years ago, and much regrets that your health does not admit of your giving him the opportunity of
again receiving you. His Imperial Majesty sincerely trusts that you may soon be restored to health.

Mr. Lovat Fraser—for some years editor of The Times of India, and later the Times special representative in
India on the occasion of the Delhi Durbar of his Majesty the King-Emperor George V—wrote as follows:
Mr. Motilal Ghose is the editor of the Amrit BazarPatrika, a journal of somewhat violent type, issued from the
queerest newspaper office it has ever been my fortune to visit. In a remote bazaar, far to the north of the city, Mr. Ghose
has established himself in a vast, rambling house where he lives with a host of relatives and dependants upon the joint
family system. Reporters scribble in the door-keeper’s room; sub-editors are tucked away in odd corners, stray babies
toddle in and out of the great bare apartment which serves as an editorial office, and members of the family wander in,
listen a while to their conversation and drift away again.
It is all very idyllic and patriarchial; but you notice that the house is equipped with electric light and fans, and across
the road in a dark and decaying tin-roofed shed, you come across linotypes, and dynamo, and machines driven by
electricity, in that strange jumble of progress and squalor which is peculiarly, characteristic of Calcutta.
Mr. Ghose is distinguished for his absolute independence of view, which has made the Amrit something of a power
throughout India. The views of Mr. Motilal Ghose are not without importance, for he expounds them with vigor in his
journal, which has a circulation and influence to which many Anglo-Indian newspapers aspire in vain.

*
Such was Motilal. On his death in 1922, he was succeeded in the editorial chair of the Patrika by his younger
brother Golap Lal Ghose, and with the latter’s death, in 1931, there passed the last of the Ghose brothers, who had
founded and built up the Amrit Bazar Patrika. In the year 1871, when Golaplal was but eleven years old, he, with
his elder brothers, had come to Calcutta from their village. By 1875, before he could appear for the B.A.
examination, the Patrika had become so important an organ that he had to give up his studies and join the staff of
the paper. He received his political training from his brothers, and during the protracted illness of Motilal he was
in sole charge of the paper and ably conducted it consistently with its great traditions.
*
After Motilal’s death he became the editor of the Patrika. For forty years, however, he was the sole manager of
the paper, with its multifarious work and responsibilities. With patience and sound judgement Golaplal weathered
many a storm, and raised the paper to the leading and influential position it holds today. With the breakdown in
his health, Golaplal retired sometime before his death, but he could not dissociate himself from work till the last
moment of his life. As such he is not unjustly regarded is one of the great Bengalee journalists.
*
Since Golaplal’s death, the Patrika was placed under the editorship of Tushar Kanti Ghose, the youngest son of
Sisir Kumar. He has introduced in his time many improvements in the mechanical execution of the paper, making
it one of the best got-up and largest-sized Indian papers, while retaining, to a large extent, the special Patrika style
and tradition. Tried in the Calcutta High Court, in 1935, for contempt of court, he preferred to suffer three months’
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imprisonment rather than escape it by tendering any apology—a hint to which effect was clearly thrown out by
the Chief Justice, who presided over the Full Bench, to the Right Honorable Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru, who appeared
as advocate on behalf of the editor.
Sir Tej informed the Chief Justice that he had absolutely no instructions to that effect; and so the trial ended
with the editor going to jail, but the reputation of his paper for sturdy independence was greatly enhanced, and its
already wide circulation appreciably increased.
3
A Life of Sisir Kumar Ghose had been written anonymously by “Wayfarer”, which presents a vivid picture of
the career of Sisir, as the founder-editor of the Amrit Bazar Patrika, and also as one of the distinguished leaders of
Bengal of an older generation. Besides, his many-sided personality enabled him to interest himself in music,
literature, composing devotional hymns, and even spiritualism; and to contribute to the enrichment of several
spheres of public activities.
His biography provides an excellent and informative survey of his life and work, and the details, with which
the narrative is packed, afford intensely interesting reading. Nor should it be forgotten that though Motilal was, so
to say, the implementer of the ideals and the policy of the Patrika—the kartadharta of the family in Hindi
language—it was Sisir who (in spite of early retirement from his journalistic activities) was, until his death, in
1911, the power behind the throne. It is, therefore, obviously undesirable, and also impracticable, to dissociate the
record of his and his brother’s work for the Amrit Bazar Patrika. Hence the reason why I have written this joint
sketch of Sisir, Motilal and Golpalal, since all of the them were actuated by the same ideals, and worked towards
the same goal.
4
Though Pherozshah Merwanji Mehta presided over only one session of the Indian National Congress, that was
held in Calcutta, in 1890 (the sixth), yet he was—next to our Grand old Man, Dadabhai Naoroji—the greatest
Indian leader of his time, and the foremost vigorous exponent of Indian public opinion.
His great talents, his forensic ability, his high statesmanship and his rare courage and independence, were
admitted on all hands; and his many intellectual gifts, and strength of character, had long since brought him to the
front as the most successful leader in Western India. As the then most influential Anglo-Indian daily the Allahabad
Pioneer, summarized his career, in a sketch printed by it in 1893:
The Honorable Mr. Pherozshah Mehta is one of the ablest and most eminent of the political leaders of India, and the
most intellectual man amongst his set. Like nine-tenths of the Indian Political school, he is a highly sucessful lawyer.
He is a thorough-going supporter of the Indian National Congress. He has taken a leading part in all the political
movements and agitations of the capital of Western India, and been a prominent figure at the Corporation, the
University, and in the Legislative Council. He is considered one of the very best of Indian speakers. At the same time,
he has a practical, business-like turn of mind.

So appreciative a review of Pheroz Shah’s career, by the then leading Anglo-Indian journal—an organ of the
“opposite camp”—can leave no manner of doubt as to his being the foremost Indian of the day, with a length of
public service extending at that time over more than a quarter of a century.
*
The son of a Parsee merchant, Pherozshah Mehta was born in Bombay on 4 th August, 1845. He received his
early education at an ordinary school, and after passing the Matriculation examination in 1861, joined the
Elphinstone College. He brought himself to the favorable notice of that eminent scholar, Sir Alexander Grant, the
then Principal of the College, and by diligent application to his studies, passed the B.A. examination of the
Bombay University in 1864.
He took the M.A. degree in another six months, and Sir Alexander Grant—in recognition of his being the first
Parsee Master of Arts—nominated him a Fellow of the College. Sir Alexander was also anxious to see that
Pherozshah should be sent to Europe to complete his education there. He procured for his favourite pupil one of
the scholarships founded by Rustomji Jeejeebhoy—a philanthropist—who was sent to England, though ultimately
he did not avail himself of the scholarship.
He joined the Lincoln’s Inn, and was called to the Bar in 1868—being one of the first batch of Indian
barristers. While in England, he was initiated into politics by Mr. Dadabhai Naoroji, and was induced by the latter
to read a paper on the “Educational System of the Presidency of Bombay” before the East India Association,
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which Oadabhai had just then founded in 1867, and is still in existence. The paper read by Mehta displayed a
thorough grasp of the subject, and established its author’s reputation for carrying an old head on young shoulders.
It was while studying in England that Mehta contracted life-long friendship with the late Messrs. W. C.
Bonerjee, and Badruddin Tyabji; the former the first, and the latter, the third, President of the Indian National
Congress.
*
On his return to India, Mehta at once set himself seriously to achieve sucess in his profession by diligent study
and observation; and it was not long—for a junior in a High Court—before he was able to establish his reputation
as a sound lawyer and skilful advocate.
The Tower of Silence riot cases, of 1872, gave him his first conspicuous opportunity to show to what
advantage he had acquired the art of cross-examination. The well known counsel, Mr. Anstey, one of the ablest
though eccentric barristers who ever came out to India, appeared as the leading counsel in the case, and remarked
that his junior, Pherozshah, was bound to attain the highest success in his profession.
Mehta’s success in this case laid the foundation of his extensive criminal practice, and his reputation was
considerably heightened by his appearing for the defense in the Surat riot cases, which he conducted with
consummate ability. Within ten years of his commencing his practice, his services were in great requisition in
important and sensational criminal cases, all over the Western provinces, and there was hardly a big case in which
his services were not engaged.
*
Mehta began his public life by taking part in the agitation against Mr. Arthur Crawford’s Municipal
administration of Bombay, in 1870. He became a member of the Bombay Corporation in the same year, and with
the co-operation of other social workers, he effected many important reforms in the constitution of the
Corporation. For his municipal services he was elected Chairman of the Bombay Corporation in 1884, an honour
which was again continued in the following year.
He was again, for a third time, elected as Chairman in 1905, the year made memorable by the visit of their
Royal Highnesses, the then Prince and Princes of Wales. As Chairman he had very hard work to do, but public
opinion of all sections was emphatic and unanimous on the point that he made a most efficient Chairman.
Perhaps Pherozshah’s best public work has been done in the Corporation of his native city, which he proudly
called the “Kingdom of Bombay”. The Act regulating the constitution of the Corporation was based on lines
suggested by Pherozshah, and he was thus rightly regarded as the Father of the most efficient and most liberal
self-governing institution in India.
A caucus, formed in 1907, by same British official members and an Anglo-Indian editor, with a view to oust
Pherozshah’s influence from the Corporation, ignominiously failed, and he remained the uncrowned King of the
Bombay Corporation, which he ably represented in the Provincial Legislative Council for decades.
*
In politics, too, Mehta made a great name. The undoubted powers he possessed as a speaker introduced him
early in life to public platforms, and he was called upon to speak on almost every important political subject
during the last forty years of his life. He was one of the founders of the Bombay Presidency Association, of which
he was the President; and, through it, he had been one of the most active workers in carrying on political agitation
in Western-India.
He was appointed a member of the Legislative Council by Lord Reay, in 1886, at a time when the most
important work before the Council was the passing of the Municipal Act in conformity with Lord Ripon’s scheme
of Local Self-Government. He was among the first to be elected to the provincial Legislative Council, in 1893,
and had been returned by the Corporation again and again since then, with the result that he came to be regarded
as the only permanent member of the Bombay Legislative Council. His work as a provincial Legislator reflected
the highest credit on him, as the representative of the Corporation.
*
In 1894, Pherozshah was elected to represent the Legislature of the Western Presidency in the Imperial
Legislative Council. His outspokenness and independence infused a new life into the hitherto insipid debates in
that body. His bold criticism of the administrative and legislative measures of the Government, conceived in a
spirit diametrically opposed to that embodied in the expression “with bated breath and whispering humbleness”,
was regarded by the official hierarchy as deeply humiliating to their dignity and grossly mortifying to their
prestige.
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The bitter resentment against Pherozshah at last found expression in the theatrical attack by Sir James
Westland, the then Finance member, who declared in a frenzy of outburst that Pherozshah had introduced a “new
spirit” into the debates, and that the walls of that sober and sedate council chamber had never echoed before to
such language as was often used by the member for Bombay!
The “new spirit,” however, had a chastening influence on the bureaucracy, and many important amendments
were made in the light of the observations made by Pherozshah in his candid criticism of Bills. The officials found
in him more than a match, and a foeman worthy of their steel, who returned “argument for argument, invective for
invective, banter for banter, and ridicule for ridicule.” On the occasion of the budget debate, Pherozshah rose to
his full height and delivered a speech which, as a masterly criticism of the then Indian financial administration,
long stood as a memorable landmark in the records of the Imperial Legislative Council.
He continued as a member of the Council for two more sessions, and not only sustained, but enhanced his
reputation as a leading public man and wise legislator. The Honorable Mr. Gokhale—speaking at the eighth
session of the Bombay Provincial Conference, held at Belgaum in 1895, in moving a resolution voting an address
to Pherozshah—bore the following testimony to the value of his work as legislator:
Mr. Mehta’s contributions uniformly displayed the highest ability and skill as a debater, and his speeches on the
budget will raise even his reputation for grasp of principles and mastery of details.

*
With the Indian National Congress Pherozshah had been connected from its very birth, in Bombay, in 1885. He
was the Chairman of the Reception Committee of the fifth session of the Congress held at Bombay, in 1889, under
the presidentship of Sir William Wedderburn. Next year (1890) he presided over the sixth session held in Calcutta.
He was again the Chairman of the Reception Committee of the session of the Congress held in Bombay, in 1904,
under the presidentship of Sir Henry Cotton.
After the Surat split in 1907, it was Pherozshah who took the most prominent part in convening the
“Convention”, a committee of which, formed at Surat drew up, at Allahabad, the Constitution, under which the
sessions of the Congress were held for many years. Thus Mehta’s highly valuable and very patriotic services
elicited the warmest approbation of his countrymen. The citizens of Calcutta had voted him an address which,
signed by nearly four thousand men of light and leading, was presented to him in March, 1895, [by] his old friend,
Mr. W. C. Bonerjee; while the Bombay Provincial Conference, and the citizens of Bombay, voted him addresses
which were presented to him in December, 1895. The same evening that he received the Calcutta address, he was
entertained in the Town Hall, on behalf of the Calcutta public at a splendid banquet, at which rich tributes were
paid to him.
*
Of Pherozshah Mehta, whom I was privileged to know well from 1893 till his death, at the age of seventy, in
1915, I could write at greater length. But his active public life, of more than forty years duration, in different lines
and walks, cannot be easily summarized, and I have, therefore, tried to touch but the fringe of the subject. As
corporator, senator, legislator, politician, publicist, statesman, and lawyer, Pherozshah was the first Indian of the
day—in the eminence of practical intellect, the ascendancy of popular estimation, and the weight of achievement,
both in his private capacity as a great gentleman; and in his career as a statesman, unquestionably the ablest
representative of the non-official Indian community in the Public life of India.
To great experience, sound judgment, a cool head, and an exceptional gift of eloquence, he added a sturdy
courage in opposition, and a resolution and unswerving independence which had long since earned for him the
admiration of his supporters and the respect of even those who sometimes differed from his views. One honorable
characteristic had been exemplified throughout his whole career; he had never stooped to palter with his own
convictions in order to win official approval, but fearlessly fought for the right as he conceived it.
There were many other leaders who, in something or other, excelled Pherozshah, but, taking in the aggregate
all the qualities of a great and successful leader, there can be no two opinions that Pherozshah was a born leader
of man. Though he died in 1915, in his seventieth year, he retained till the end of life both his physical and
intellectual vigor.
*
In private life, Pherozshah possessed a most genial personality which, on the admission of the then AngloIndian extremist organ, the Englishman:
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has broken through the reserve of the most cautions officials.

His chambers in “the Fort”—opposite the University Clock Tower in Bombay—were the rendezvous of most
Indians of light and leading, and constituted practically, for several decades, the Indian Club in Bombay. Here on
one occasion, in 1896, I met an old friend who was in conversation with Pherozshah about the condition of
Indians of South Africa. Soon after, Pherozshah presided over a remarkable meeting of Bombay citizens, at which
he introduced a slim youth then unknown to fame, but whose mysticism and asceticism were to exercise, in later
years, a most tremendous influence over his countrymen, in particular, and the world, in general.
He was no other than Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi, the satyagraha-hero from South Africa, who had come
to India to tell the woeful story of Indians there, to his fellow-countrymen in this country. Pherozshah, who was a
staunch advocate of equality amongst the people of the Commonwealth, introduced Gandhiji in flattering terms.
But he has passed away soon after Gandhiji finally returned to India , early in 1915; and so they remained more or
less unfamiliar to each other in public activities.
The closing years of Pherozshah’s career were marked by physical infirmities and the inroads of time, against
his vigorous constitution. But in April, 1913, he realized one of his great ambitions, as The Bombay Chronicle saw
the light of day, as an English daily, mainly through his efforts, and it at once began to exert enormous influence
over public affairs. Later, in March, 1915, Mehta was nominated as Vice Chancellor of the Bombay University;
and in July, he was awarded the degree of Doctor of Laws (honoris causa). But not long after, his heart trouble
became acute, and he died on the 5 th November, 1915, at his residence, in Bombay, just a few weeks before the
historic Congress session of that year was held there, which he was so keen to attend and influence.
His colleagues of the Reception Committee felt his loss very keenly, as his guiding presence, his eagle-eyed
watchfulness over the public interest, his fearless lead in the civic or political arena, his commanding personality,
and the healthy atmosphere which he brought into every discussion or controversy, and all that he did for his city,
and for his country, had suddenly disappeared, leaving a blank behind.
*
As regards the views and principles of Pherozshah, one thing of him can be most unhesitatingly said—that he
was of the truest of the true Indian nationalists, and everything else afterwards. In judging of public questions
from the broadest national standpoint, he yielded to none. Speaking as the President of the Calcutta session (1890)
of the Indian National Congress, he said:
To ask the Parsees to isolate themselves and their interests from those of the other communities of this country, is to
preach something not only selfish, but a great deal more—short-sighted and unwise. Isolated as Parsee, pure and
simple, holding ourselves aloof from the other Indian communities, without common interests, common sympathies,
and common co-operation, we might still remain an interesting community, but of no account whatsoever in the great
march of events molding the lofty destinies of this magnificent land.
To my mind a Parsee is a truer and a better Parsee—as a Muhammadan or a Hindu is a truer and a better
Muhammadan or Hindu—the more he is attached to the land which gave him birth, the more he is bound in brotherly
relations and affection to all the children of the soil—which helped us in our hour of need, which gave us kind
hospitality in our exile, and which had given us shelter and nourishment for over twelve centuries—the more he
recognizes the fraternity of all the indigenous communities of the country, and the immutable bond which binds them
together in the pursuit of common aims and objects, under a common Government.
The gospel of isolation is a false, and lying gospel, which can only make its way by addressing itself to the lower,
selfish, and more ignoble passions and exponents of our nature. The birthright, therefore, which the Parsees possess of
so indefeasible and glorious a character, they have refused, and will always refuse, to sell for any mess of pottage,
however fragrant and tempting.

Such a staunch nationalist was Pherozshah Merwanji Mehta, the born leader of men.
5
Lalmohan Ghose was, beyond a shadow of doubt, the greatest orator that India had produced amongst those
who used English. But he ceased to take active part in Indian politics after his return from England, on the
termination of his electoral campaign in 1886, and was consequently not much before the public till the maladministration of Bengal by Sir Charles Elliot—the then Lieutenant-Governor—roused him to his former
energies, and he was unanimously elected to the Provincial Legislative Council, in 1893. But between 1878 (when
he made his name by delivering his first speech in London under the presidency of the great Liberal leader, the
Right Honorable John Bright) and 1886, when he was making probably half a dozen speeches every day to the
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electors of Deptford, the constituency which he unsuccessfully contested, Lal Mohan Ghose was the most
prominent figure in the Indian political world, and his doings frequently filled the columns of the Indian
newspapers.
He was certainly not only the best but the greatest speaker, in English, India had yet produced, and he spoke
English with the exact tone and accent of highly-cultured Englishmen. Had he succeeded in entering the British
House of Commons, his rare oratorical powers, and the extremely graceful and polished manner of his delivery,
would have doubtless secured for him a respectful hearing on Indian questions. But he missed the bus twice, and
was thereafter on the retired list, except for occasional public activity.
*
Born in December, 1849, Lalmohan received his early education in the ordinary schools, and (surprising as and
it may seem) the future orator, who later wielded the resources of the rich and the flexible English tongue as well
as anyone claiming it as his mother-tongue, failed to pass his matriculation, in English, of all subjects, at his first
attempt—a fact which he repeatedly recalled in his speeches; but did so only in the second division in his second
attempt.
He soon afterwards left for England, and was called to the Bar by the Honorable Society of the Middle Temple,
in 1873, and practiced at the Calcutta Bar for nearly five years before undertaking his first political mission to
London. He was not thought much of as a lawyer, as he paid but little attention to those drudgeries through which
a lawyer must pass in the early days of his professional life.
But he soon became noted as a great speaker, and his services were often sought in connection with criminal
cases in muffasil,\fn{In the up-country} for addressing jurors and assessors.
In the years 1878 and 1879 there was great political excitement in the country owing to the passing of the
Vernacular Press Act, the Arms Act, and the Afghan War policy of Lord Lytto’s administration, and Lalmohan
Ghose was requested by the Indian Association of Calcutta to carry on a constitutional agitation, in London, and
he accordingly started in April, 1879. He managed to get up, with the aid of some of the whips of the Liberal
party, then in opposition, a very successful meeting on Indian questions, which was held in July, 1879, and at
which no other than the most eminent British orator, at that time, John Bright, presided.
Ghose’s speech, on this occasion, was his first effort by any Indian before the British public, and it impressed
his audience so well that the Daily News (London) remarked that it would have done great credit to any of the
leading Parliamentary orators. Afterwards he delivered many other speeches during his sojourn in England, and
on his return to India his services were gratefully acknowledged by his countrymen at an enthusiastic meeting at
the Calcutta Town Hall, in March 1880, held to accord to him a public reception, the first of its kind in the
country.
*
Ghose was again deputed in the same years (!880) by the same political body on the same mission, and he
remained in England during the excitement of the General Elections of that year, when Mr. Gladstone came into
power with an overwhelming majority. He sought by the exercise of his oratorical gifts, that compelled attention,
to make the British people familiar with the Indian view of Indian questions. On his return home, the citizens of
Bombay gave him a fitting public reception in November, 1880.
He again left for England in 1883, remaining there till the end of 1886. Before his departure, he made his
celebrated speech at Dacca, which was a most effective rejoinder to the speeches of the Calcutta Anglo-Indians
(old style) at the meeting held by the latter to protest against what was known as the Ilbert Bill. His magnificent
and sustained invective can be read with delight even so many years after its delivery.
It was during his prolonged stay, in England, of about four years, that Ghose twice unsuccessfully contested
the constituency of Deptford in the Liberal interest. He accepted the invitation to stand as a Liberal candidate to
contest the constituency of Greenwich, and he was unanimously selected within five minutes of his finishing his
first election speech. The news was flashed to all parts of the World, and when it was announced by the (London)
Daily News it created great sensation. Every newspaper had something to say on the subject, and it must have
been extremely flattering to him that both sections of the British Press acknowledged his great oratorical powers,
and his remarkable tact in managing large audiences of his British fellow-subjects.
*
The constituency of Greenwich was the first to return a Jew to the House of Commons, and had on more than
one occasion shown a commendable readiness to fight an election on the score of principles, and it had the high
honor of being represented by Gladstone till 1880 when he left it for the Midlothian constituency. After Ghose
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was accepted as the candidate, he was presented to the general body of electors at a series of highly successful
meetings and demonstrations.
But in 1885 the borough of Greenwich was divided into three separate constituencies (i.e., Greenwich,
Deptford and Woodwich) and Ghose then selected Deptford as his constituency. His chances of success were good
up to the third day before the polling. But just then Parnell issued his famous manifesto, calling upon all the Irish
electors to vote against the Liberal candidates, and in favor of the Tory candidates, and so over four hundred of
the Irish voters, who were up to that time staunch supporters of Ghose, went over under Parnell’s instructions
from his side to that of his Tory opponent. But considering that he lost the election only by 367 votes, his chances,
but for the sudden Irish defection, were certainly good, and he would have been elected.
*
Again, when there was a sudden dissolution of the House of Commons, in 1886, Ghose was selected to contest
Deptford in the Liberal interest. Owing to the Home Rule Bill introduced by Gladstone in the session of 1885, all
the Irish electors had come back to the Liberal party; but, on the other hand, the Unionist Leaders, John Bright,
Lord Hartington, and Joseph Chamberlain had created a serious split in the ranks of the Liberal party itself.
Ghose, who was staunch Gladstonian regained the four hundred and odd Irish votes, but lost more than double
that number of dessentient-Liberals, who either totally abstained from voting, or voted in favor of the Unionist
candidate. Thus he was defeated a second time, owing to the unfortunate swing of the election pendulum, due to
causes beyond his control.
Ghose issued a public statement to his supporters, explaining that his defeat on both the occasions was due to
one phase or another of the Irish question. On the 7 th December, 1886, the Liberal Association of Deptford
presented him with an illuminated address at a public meeting, presided over by the famous ex-Viceroy, Lord
Ripon. Ghose’s reply to the address was a brilliant performance, and was highly spoken of by the British Press.
But his political career as a prospective candidate for Parliament was at an end.
*
On his return to India, Lalmohan lived in Calcutta in a fine two-storied house, and I was introdu ced to him
there in 1893. He had adopted European dress and modes of life, and always appeared, in public, in foreign attire.
He was throughout his life a voracious reader, and was remarkably well-informed, both as regards English and
French literature and history. He had a very good and tenacious memory, and could faultlessly repeat long
passages not only in verse but prose, from standard authors.
His conversation was singularly rich and delightful, and even brilliant. He was a good sportsman besides. The
walls of his house were covered with the reminiscences of his election campaigns, which he had preserved
carefully. He presided over the Madras session of the Congress, in 1903, but his presidential address fell flat,
evidently because it was (as usual on such occasions) a set speech printed for circulation beforehand, and was
read out, instead of being delivered extempore. But he had long run through his course, though occasionally—as
at the Calcutta Congress of 1906, over which Dadabhai Naoroji presided for the third and last time—he delivered
a magnificient speech in moving a vote of thanks to the Chair. He died in 1909.
*
Lalmohan wrote no book, and his only contribution to the political literature of the country consists of two
slender volumes of his speeches delivered during the years when he was active in public life. These have now
been well-nigh forgotten even in Bengal, since political speeches—unless marked by great literary merit of
dealing with topics of historical interest—are not unjustly regarded as ephemeral. Howsover it be, Lal Mohan’s
was a great career in the nascent public life of India, and deserved to be recorded in this collection of the
biographical sketches of my nationalist contemporaries.
6
It is now more than sixty years since I, then a youth of seventeen, first heard the name of Pandit Malaviya, as a
young and enthusiastic worker in the cause of our country. I was at that time studying in the first year class of
Patna College, and happened to go to my ancestral village, during the summer vacation. It was there that I first
heard glowing encomiums from my relations, on the public career of the youthful Pandit Malaviya.
I shall never forget, if I live to a hundred, the deep impression which the panegyrics, which my young
relations bestowed upon the public activities and the eloquence of Pandit Malaviya, made upon me. Not only (as I
soon came to find out for myself) did they very justly extol his patriotism, and hold up to my emulation his
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earnestness and enthusiasm in the cause of the country, but they also expressed the highest admiration for his
powers of public speaking, as an accomplished debater and a powerful orator alike in Hindi and English.
The result was that I developed a strong inclination to make his personal acquaintance, and I made up my mind
to go to Allahabad to meet him there, at the earliest opportunity. Fortunately, for me, the fourth session of the
Indian National Congress was to be held that very year at Allahabad, during the Christmas week, and accordingly
I not only made up my mind to meet Pandit Malaviya at the Congress and hear him, but communicated my
resolution to my relations, who cordially welcomed the idea, and encouraged me to come to Allahabad. And so, as
soon as the Patna College closed for the Christmas vacation, I found myself in a third class compartment on my
way to Allahabad.
*
The session of the Congress, which was held at Allahabad in 1888, was, in more senses than one, a unique
demonstration of the rising upheaval of the national consciousness of India, which had been accelerated by the
strenuous opposition to the nationalist movement by Sir Auckland Colvin—the head of the Local Government, at
that time, of the North-Western Provinces and Oudh (as the united Provinces of Agra and Oudh were then called)
and also by Sir Syed Ahmad. The result was that Congressmen had been naturally put upon their mettle, and, they
left no stone unturned to make the session not only successful but memorable.
None of the speakers made such an ineffaceable and indelible impression on my mind as the truly eloquent
speeches of Pandit Malaviya. I fully remember, even now, how intently absorbed I sat all the time Pandit
Malaviya addressed that vast gathering.
Unlike the other great orators Pandit Malaviya’s speeches seemed to me to combine rare eloquence with
remarkable sweetness and suavity. This first impression of mine of the characteristic of Pandit Malaviya, as a
public speaker, had since then grown with my growth and strengthened with my strength, and during the many
years in which he and I worked together in the Imperial Legislative Council, and outside it, the conviction had
steadily grown upon me that though India had produced several unrivalled orators and debaters, Pandit Malaviya
was unique in the sense of being the only public speaker who tried to persuade the audience, not by reason of the
power and vehemence of his language, but by great tact, wonderful gentleness and extraordinary charm, coupled
with the most easy flowing fluency which, all combined, produced upon the hearer’s mind and attention a
soothing sense, and at once carried conviction to it.
I need scarcely add that I managed to get myself introduced to Pandit Malaviya by my relations, who knew
him well, and, I shall never forget the kindness with which he treated me; and so I returned from Allahabad on
January 1, 1889, as the happiest young student in India at that time.
*
In less than six months, I had another opportunity, given to me providentially, not only to meet Pandit
Malaviya, but to have the privilege of playing the host to him and entertaining him, as a highly honored guest, in
my small student’s residence at Patna. This is how it occurred.
I had gone back from Patna (during the course of the long vacation of the college, in 1889) to my native town,
Arrah, where I heard from some persons, who were Congressmen, that Pandit Malaviya was expected there on
some errand of the Congress. He stayed for a couple of days at Arrah, and all the time, I was only too glad to get
there an opportunity of attending upon him. He was so pleased with me that when planning his visit to Patna, he
asked me if I could arrange to put him up. I said at once that though I was living in a small rented house, near the
Patna College, I would deem it a very great privilege, indeed, if he would honor me by accepting my hospitality.
He most readily accepted my offer, and accordingly at the end of his visit to Arrah, both he and I went together
to Patna, where he stayed for three days in my rooms. As he was not accompanied by any servant, he had to cook
his meals, both in the day and at night. All the time he was cooking his meals, he used to be studying the
Statesman’s Year-Book, of which he spoke highly to me as a valuable and highly informative work, as I had learnt
since from a study of its annual editions during these more than sixty years.
I had become so much attached to his personality that I gladly sat, not very far from him, and talked to him all
the time, even when he was cooking and taking his meals. Of course, he saw the leading Congressmen of Patna at
that time, the most prominent amongst whom was the late Syed Sharfuddin (afterwards Mr. Justice Sharfuddin of
the Calcutta and the Patna High Courts); and a public meeting was also held, which he addressed most eloquently,
both in English and Hindi. When leaving Patna, he very kindly promised to take a personal interest in my career
which, I am glad to testify, he had always done since.
*
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Soon after Pandit Malaviya’s departure, circumstances forced me to think of going to England to be called to
the Bar, and as I had nothing to fall back upon at that time, except such wits as Providence had endowed me with,
I naturally though of writing to him to secure for me some pecuniary aid from a prominent Congressman—Raja
Ram Pal Singh—whose Hindi weekly Pandit Malaviya was then editing. I remember distinctly that I wrote many
similar letters to a number of distinguished Indian public men, some of whom I had come to know at the
Allahabad session of the Congress.
I have long since realized, what I did not do then, that it was foolish of me to have expected a response from
any of them. But I recall with great gratification that of all those whom I addressed, the only one reply I received
to my communication was from Pandit Malaviya. Of course, he was unable to assist me, as the Raja Saheb had
many far more deserving claimants on his purse than myself, but Pandit Malaviya wrote to me a highly
sympathetic and genuinely friendly letter (which is still a cherished possession of mine), in which he declared his
conviction that though I might fail in my efforts to proceed to London to qualify myself for the Bar, he felt sure,
from what he knew of me, that I would “go far and fare well”. His Brahmanical prediction has certainly come off
true in my case, for, from my point of view, I have had little to complain of in the course of a fairly long life.
*
I returned from London, to Allahabad, in February, 1893, after my call to the Bar on January 26 of that year.
There were at that time, at Allahabad, a number of my friends, specially from Bihar, the most prominent amongst
whom was who one became a famous judge of the Patna High Court, Sir Jwala Prasad. More than fifty years
back, few Hindus from Upper India had crossed the seas, and in my case, I happened to be the first Hindu from
Bihar, who had returned after qualifying in London. Naturally, therefore, there was a strong feeling that I should
be accorded, on my return to Allahabad a public welcome, and accordingly a large meeting was arranged in the
hall of the old Kayastha Pathshala buildings, which was presided over by an eminent advocate of the High Court.
It was at this meeting that I had the privilege of coming in contact, again, with Pandit Malaviya. He made a
fairly long speech, relating all that he knew about me, and the impression that he had formed of me, and wished
me all the good things in the world, on my joining the Patna Bar.
From this time onwards, Pandit Malaviya and I used to correspond with each other on important public affairs,
and used to meet either at Allahabad, or generally at the places where the annual session of the National Congress
were held, from time to time. In 1896, however, owing to a complete breakdown in my health, at Patna, where I
had been practicing till then, I transferred myself permanently to Allahabad, and lived there since, in my own
house.
From that time onwards till January, 1910, when I was elected to represent the Legislative Council of Bihar
and of Western Bengal (popularly known as the Bengal Council) in the Imperial Legislative Council, Pandit
Malaviya and I worked together in many public affairs at Allahabad. In July, 1900, when I founded the Hindustan
Review, I received from him the most valuable assistance; and also when I started in January, 1903, the Indian
People, as a weekly journal (which in 1909 was a thrice-weekly, and was incorporated in the Leader, which was
just established by Pandit Malaviya with the co-operation of his Friends, like Pandit Motilal Nehru, Dr. Tej
Bahadur Sapru, and myself).
But the thing which I recall at present with a very great appreciation of Pandit Malaviya’s perseverance and
courage, was the compilation by him of a portentous book on the Hindi-Urdu controversy, which was presented
with an address, by a very influential deputation, to Sir Antony MacDonnel, the then Lieutenant-Governor, and as
a result of which he directed the optional use of the Nagari character in the courts of the then North-Western
Provinces and Oudh, now the United Provinces.\fn{The typescript of this book was certainly finished between 1949 (the date of
the death of his last biographical subject, Sir Tej Bahadur, and Dr. Sinha’s own death in 1950:H } It was an immensely difficult task
to have obtained such an order from the local Government, at that time, and none but Pandit Malaviya could have
successfully achieved his purpose. For the sake of putting together this highly instructive and convincing work, he
had to give up practically his practice for a period of from two to three years, and I distinctly remember him
sitting in what was called in those days the Vakils’ Association rooms of the old Allahabad High Court building,
surrounded by piles of books of reference and standard works on philology—in place of being immersed in legal
literature, in that surrounding.
*
In 1910, Pandit Malaviya and I were returned to the Imperial Legislative Council to represent the two
neighboring provinces of Bihar and West Bengal, and Agra and Oudh. The three years that we spent together in
Calcutta, and at Simla, impressed me very highly with the value of the great work that he did, in his capacity as a
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councilor, for the country, even through the medium of the hopelessly defective legislature, in which there was a
standing majority of an official phalanx.
Although the personality of the late Mr. Gokhale overshadowed that of his other non-official colleagues in the
leadership of the progressive or the Congress party in the Council, yet Pandit Malaviya managed to retain his
position as one of the foremost leaders and public men in the country, and his contributions to the debate, on the
many momentous problems debated upon, were always listened to, even by the official benches, with respect and
admiration.
Again and again, it had been my privilege to have co-operated with Pandit Malaviya in the Central Legislature,
during our two terms in the Imperial Legislative Council, when we served together. During our second terms, Mr.
Gokhale had passed away, the Right Honorable Mr. Srinivas Sastri had come in, and our ranks were reduced by
the passing away of several of our old colleagues of the times of Lords Minto and Hardinge.
*
Yet with all these handicaps and limitations, Pandit Malaviya achieved a notable triumph as one of the
distinguished leaders of the progressive party in the Imperial Legislative Council, during the regime of Lord
Chelmsford. It was especially so in the year 1919, when the session was held at Simla, after the happening of the
Punjab atrocities in the summer of that year.
The debates consequently were highly sensational, the army was specially represented by the nomination of [a]
high military officer, and the Punjab Government had, as its representative, its Chief Secretary, the late Sir James
Thompson, afterwards Chief Commissioner of Delhi. The debates lasted for days and days, in which Pandit
Malaviya took perhaps the most important part.
Mr. Thompson (as he then was) was regarded by the official benches as a very powerful speaker, one of almost
volcanic vehemence, and his attacks on Pandit Malaviya were couched in as strong a language as he could safely
indulge in, consistently with the use of Parliamentary etiquette. On one occasion he thought he would be able to
score a point against Pandit Malaviya by quoting from Milton’s Paradise Lost, but the latter was equal to the
occasion, and in his reply gave Mr. Thompson, not only a crushing rejoinder on the various points, but literally
pulverized him by quoting another apposite stanza from the same great poet’s Paradise Regained.
*
Pandit Malaviya’s Punjab speeches were trully intellectual treats of a very high order. In 1920, when I was
returned to the Assembly and elected its first Deputy President, Pandit Malaviya was not a member of it, he
having refused to stand for election in deference to the resolution of the Nagpur session of the Congress urging
non-co-operation; but [he] came in at the second and third elections, and retained his high position as a great
parliamentary leader.
Pandit Malaviya was a skilful debater. Like Gokhale he was never excited even when interrupted but was
generally calm, and even imperturbable. Of the many instances that could be quoted, the following passages at
arms that ensued in the Imperial Legislative Council, between him and the then Home Member, and later between
him and the Viceroy himself, are interesting examples of his studied imperturbability:
Pandit Malaviya:
“I am sure your Excellency will recognize that these questions sought to do nothing except what was right, in the
circumstances. I had heard that the pioneer had proclaimed that an Indemnifying Bill was going to be introduced in this
Council and I gave notice of questions an answer to which it would be necessary to have in order that I should be able
—
Sir William Vincent:
“My Lord, may I rise to a point of order? Is it in accordance with the practice in this Council for an Honorable
Member to refer in public to a question which has been disallowed? It is not a fact that he Honorable Member has been
reprimanded for doing this on a previous occasion?”
Pandit Malaviya:
“My Lord, I do not know of any reprimand, and I do not recognize any such reprimand. I was perfectly right, I
submit, to do what I did.”

Later the following conversation took place between Pandit Malaviya and the Viceroy himself, who was
presiding as President.
Pandit Malaviya:
“My Lord, I asked the Government to be pleased to lay on the table, copies of orders and proclamations, posters,
notifications, and notices issued by the administrators of martial law in the Punjab.”
The President:
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“Order! Order! The Honorable Member is entirely out of order. He knows perfectly well that his is a question he put
forward to me as President to be allowed or disallowed. I disallowed it, for reasons which appear on the face of the
rules in regard to the asking of questions. The Honorable Member knows perfectly well that no discussion in Council
can be permitted in respect of any order of the President. I cannot allow the Honorable Member to proceed with what is
really a discussion of my orders in regard to that matter.”
Pandit Malaviya:
“Thank you, my Lord. I did not propose to discuss your Lordship’s order. I wanted information, and I was going to
explain why I have not got it.”
The President:
“You proposed to discuss it in another way.”
Pandit Malaviya:
“True, indirectly; that would be the result, my Lord.”
The President:
“Quite so. I am glad that the Honorable Member has made that admission. That is exactly what he is aiming at, and I
do not intend to permit it.”
Pandit Malaviya:
“My Lord, the propriety of your disallowing the question was not the point I had in mind. What I wished to explain
was, that I was not able to refer to proclamations, etc. , which had been issued. I hope, My Lord, that you will feel that
is the correct explanation.”

The above altercation clearly shows the lengths to which the Viceroy-President—who presided in those days in
the Imperial Legislative Council—could go in safeguarding and maintaining his autocratic authority. It was,
indeed, a triumph for Pandit Malaviya to have held his own, as well as he did, in defense of the rights of the nonofficial member, in the face of such a stern and strenuous opposition from Lord Chelmsford.
It is not quite clear to me what Sir William Vincent meant by saying that the Honorable Pandit had been
reprimanded on a previous occasion, and as the latter repudiated the suggestion, it is not likely that it was correct.
But it brings to light the extreme sensitiveness of British officialdom at that time, at the publication of disallowed
questions, in the press. The episode I have quoted has thus a lesson of its own, even today.
*
Of Pandit Malaviya and his varied public activities, I could write ever so much, but I hope, what I have been
able to say, based upon my personal knowledge of his work and intimate association with him for nearly sixty
years, will satisfy every reader of what a great asset he was to the cause of our country’s freedom and progress. It
is not necessary for me to refer to his great and splendid work in founding and organizing the Benares Hindu
University, of which he was for years, most deservedly, the Vice-Chancellor.
But above all his other services, the greatest to my mind is his having been able to make up his mind, in his,
seventy-first year, to go to London to attend the second session of the Round Table Conference. Only those, who,
like myself, have personal knowledge of his habits, and genuine orthodoxy in matters social, can realise what a
difficult task it must have been for him to have persuaded himself to go over to London.
But unlike some other friends of his, I am not in the least surprised at his having done it at last. Patriotism, in
the best sense of the term, as a burning love for the country of his birth, and a very keen desire to ameliorate the
condition of his fellow countrymen, had been the striking keynote of Pandit Malaviya’s character as a public man,
and there is nothing surprising, therefore, in his having been able to bring himself round to proceed to London,
when he felt that he ought to do so at the call of his country.
The motive power of his life was service to the country—service, devoted, unselfish, and intense; and his
public activities were marked by ideals of purity of conduct, nobility of aim, and ceaselessness of efforts to attain
the end in view. It is, therefore, not at all surprising that they were so tremendously rich in very great
achievements.
He was worthy, full of power,
Gentle, liberal-minded, great,
Consistent, wearing all that weight,
of learning, lightly like a flower.

7
Some biographies—like Boswell’s Life of Dr. Johnson—are greater than the men whom they are written about,
and in others the men are greater than their biographies. But though the history of the career of Sir Asutosh
Mookherjee had been written by more than one capable biographer, not only with sympathy and understanding,
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but also in adequacy of setting, yet those who (like myself) knew him intimately will not fail to recall from their
own memory and knowledge the resplendent brilliance of his intellect, the unwavering steadfastness of his
character, and the towering magnificence of his invaluable services to the cause of educational development in
Bengali; and they will agree fully with Professor Raman, F.R.S.—the eminent Indian Physicist and Nobel
Laureate—that
combining in himself the intellectual outlook of a great scholar with the Napoleonic vigour of a man of action, Sir
Asutosh had few equals in his lifetime, either in India or outside it.

To me he was not only a friend, but a patron, whom I could always look up to for reasonable assistance, as a
public man, in all my legitimate demands, on his great influence with the public.
*
One who knew him intimately could not but be impressed by the almost superhuman energy of Asutosh, and
his amazing versatility. It had rarely been given to anyone in India to witness in contemporary life so rapid a
development of academic activity, as that of the Calcutta University under his control, or to have seen one
responsible for so large a portion of that great work, which had given him an undying title to fame.
One of the most notable achievements of hi life was the creation of conditions in the Calcutta University under
which students of science could acquire the results of research which had attracted the whole scientific world.
Asutosh thus achieved an abiding place in the Indian temple of fame by his vast erudition, deep and practical
humanity, sturdy patriotism, and constructive statesmanship in the world of education.
The extraordinary abilities and personality of the man commanded admiration and respect from all, and a record of his
life and achievements cannot fail to prove an inspiration to his countrymen, young and old, both now, and in future
generations

wrote Professor Raman, and very justly too.
*
Born in Calcutta, in 1864, Asutosh graduated and then joined the Law Classes at the City college in 1884,
where the late Lord Sinha (then Mr. S. P. Sinha) was one of his Professors. He attended also the Tagore Law
Lectures, and for three successive years won the gold medal awarded for high proficiency in the subject matter of
the lectures. In 1888 he took the Bachelor-in-Law degree, and was enrolled as a vakil of the Calcutta High Court.
He served his articles under that great jurist, Sir Rash Behary Ghose.
Asutosh continued his legal studies even after he joined the High Court, and obtained the degree of Doctorate
of Law in 1894. He was appointed Tagore Law Professor in 1898, and delivered a course of luminous and
elucidative lectures on the Law of Perpetuities in British India, which long remained the standard work on the
subject. He served for a term as a member of the Imperial Legislative Council, and distinguished himself as a
keen debater. Before, however, he could reach the highest place in his profession, he accepted, at the age of 40, a
seat on the Bench of the Calcutta High Court, in 1904.
It deserves to be recorded that after obtaining his Master of Arts degree, he won the Premchand Roychand
Scholarship in science; which in those days comprised the group of Physics, Chemistry and Mathematics. Next
year he asked for permission to compete for the studentship in Philosophy and Literature. It was thought at the
time to be an unheard of ambition—that one should compete for the hiqhest academic prize in Literature and
Philosophy within one year of his having won it in science. Accordingly, the syndicate refused him permission to
do so.
A few months later he wanted to join the education service, as he thought it would give him necessary facilities
for carrying on his researches. The educational authorities of the province—all British officers then—came into
contact with him, but he claimed that the unfair discrimination made between Indian and British teachers of the
same caliber must be first removed in his case. This, of course, was not acceptable to the authorities, and so he
turned his attention to law; and that is how he came to be a great judge and jurist.
*
Asutosh Mookherjee was thus not only lawyer and jurist, but also a great scholar who, in the words of that
great French savant, Dr. Sylvain Levi
could survey the whole range of human sciences.
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He was besides a great mathematician, who won his laurels in the field of that subject even while quite a
young man. But the public of India do not judge him by his achievements only in these fields, great as they were.
He is known principally as a highly experienced educationist, who reconstituted the Calcutta University from
practically an examining board into a high class teaching University.
His connection with that body began in his 24 th year, and lasted till his death. In one capacity or another, as
Vice-chancellor, or as Chairman of one of the Departments of Post-Graduate studies, he was incessantly laboring
for the University.
The Post-Graduate Department o£ the University is really the work of Asutosh, and it is even now the best of
its class and kind in India. He was also largely responsible for the extremely generous donations that he secured
for the University from Sir Tarak Nath Palit and Sir Rash Behary Ghose, amounting to nearly sixty lakhs of
rupees, or about £400,000. His ideal was to make it a Temple of Learning where all could worship, irrespective of
race and creed.
That he succeeded in gaining this noble end was the crowning glory of his life.
He was also a man who could stand full four square regardless of official favors or frowns, as of even popular
passions and prejudices, as was witnessed in his very acute controversy with Lord Lytton—the then Governor of
Bengal, and the Chancellor of the Calcutta University—the details of which it is not necessary now to recall.
*
Again, in these days of acute misunderstanding between residents of one province and another, it redounds to
his highest credit that he attracted to the University, not only scholars from all parts of India, Burma, and Ceylon,
but even from outside these countries who, in his opinion, were capable of serving the cause of learning and
research. Amongst Indians, the great modern philosopher, Radhakrishnan—later, India’s Ambassdor to Moscow
(and finally President of India)—and the great scientist Raman, would not perhaps have risen to their highest
eminence—the latter as a Noble Laureate in Physics—but for the opportunities they obtained at the hands of Sir
Asutosh, and the high status they had received through his patronage in the early stages of their careers.
From a large number of others, whose careers he built up, he evoked personal loyalty and affection. In fact, he
received them from all classes of people, as his helping-hand was outstretched to everyone, friend and foe alike.
*
Asutosh Mookerjee’s was, in one sense, an uneventful life. Born in 1864, he was till 1888 a University scholar,
when he was aged 24; a High Court Judge from the age of forty, for about twenty years; and an educationist, for
all his not too long a life of sixty years. As regards his work as a Judge, it was of the very highest order, since he
was not only learned in law, in the conventional sense, but he was out and out a jurist of the first water, and ranks
with very great Indian jurists of the caliber and character of Sir Bhashyam Aiangar (of Madras), Sir Tej Bahadur
Sapru (of Allahabad) and others.
Mr. Justice Mookerjee possessed a profound knowledge of world-jurisprudence. His numerous judgments—
numbering more than two thousand—are striking examples of his profound legal learning. When he acted as
Chief Justice, in 1920, he spoke in reply to the congratulations of the Bar, as follows:
Since 1904 when I was invited to accept a seat on the Bench of this Court, I may say conscientiously, I have never
spared myself in the discharge of my judicial duties, and it is a source of genuine satisfaction to me to find that I enjoy
the confidence of all branches of the profession. I wish I could persuade myself that I possess all the good things which
you so generously attributed to me, but I realize that, whatever success I may have achie ved in the discharge of my
judicial duties, that success is in a very large measure due to the assistance which I have received from the members of
the profession who have appeared before me, and who have assisted me with their great talents and learning.
The value of that assistance is not probably always realized or acknowledged. I venture to express the hope that
during the short time that I may have to preside over the deliberations of this Court, I may continue to receive that
assistance so that the great traditions of this court may remain unbroken.

He retired from the Bench at the end of 1923, after nearly twenty years of highly successful and unique judicial
career. He was universally regarded as one of the greatest judges of his time in British India. Of Asutosh, it could
be, and was justly said, as had been of that illustrious Master of Rolls, Sir George Jessel, that
there may have been judges more learned, more subtle, more eloquent, but none who possessed his rare combination of
clearness, vigor of understanding, varied knowledge, swiftness of apprehension, and mastery of legal principles. He had
always the faculty of hitting the right nail on the head.

All this could be said equally justly of Mr. Justice Mookherjee.
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*
The greatest work of Asutosh, however, in the domain of law--of very high standard—was in the sphere of
University education.\fn{The text has here: The greatest work of Asutosh, however, in the domain of law—of very high standard
although it was—but in the sphere of University education} He himself had once declared that
it had always been my ambition to be allowed to do something great, as I flattered myself in my youthful dreams, for
the good and glory of my Alma Mater.

And his lasting achievement was the transformation of the Calcutta University from a merely affiliating and
examining body into one of the greatest teaching institutions in the East.
Asutosh was appointed a member of the Senate in 1889, when he was only 25 years old. Soon after his
appointment as a Fellow he was elected to the Syndicate, and from that time began his active connection with the
University which terminated only with his death in 1924. It was here that his constructive statesmanship, his
remarkable organizing capacity, his administrative experience, his devotion to Indian Culture, and his versatility
and tact had full play, especially during the five terms for two years each of his Vice-Chancellorship.
In 1906 he was appointed Vice-chancellor, and continued in office for four successive terms till 1914. He was
again appointed Vice-Chancellor in 1921, and held that office for two years.
But it was during the first period of eight years that he laid the foundation of the teaching University. With the
Palit and Ghose endowments, Government grants and university funds, various Professorships were founded in
different branches of study, with the result that while there was only one University Professorship in 1906 (when
Asutosh, for the first time, accepted the Vice-Chancellorship) their number had risen to twenty five in 1924, when
he passed away. In addition to these, the University maintained more than one hundred lectureships in different
subjects of study in Arts and Science.
This tremendous development was appreciated throughout India. The Earl of Ronaldshay (now the Marquis of
Zetland), who was then Governor of Bengal, speaking in his convocation address, referred to the post-graduate
departments in terms which may be quoted even now. Said he:
The greatest landmark in the history of the University in recent years is undoubtedly the creation of the Council of
post-Graduate studies. As Rector of the University at the time, I gave my whole-hearted support, because it seemed to
me that it was calculated to establish in Calcutta, under the auspices of the University, a real centre of learning and
research, and to do much by resuscitating interest in the ancient culture of the country; to stimulate thought on lines
congenial to the particular genius of the Indo-Aryan race.
I had in mind famous Indian Universities of a past age (such, for example, as Nalanda) which, if we may believe the
Chinese pilgrims who visited it in the 7 th century A.D. was a famous centre of learning at which were congregated ten
thousand students, and the examinations at which were so exacting that though learned men flocked to its doors, from
different cities, those who failed to pass its tests, as compared with those who succeeded, were as 7 or 8 to 10—a centre
of learning, moreover, where the day was found to be all too short for the asking and answering of profound questions,
and where discussion proceeded from morning until night.
And I had visions of a modern Nalanda growing up in this, the greatest and most populous city of the Indian Empire.
Surely you must be proud of the splendid attempt which is being made here to render to Indian civilization and culture
the homage which is its due. Teaching of the highest order, along with research work by Indians scholars of repute, [is]
being carried on in a number of branches of learning, and [also] in the elaborate courses of study devoted to Ancient
Indian History and Culture. Surely, the gratitude and support of every Indian, who truly loves his country, is due to the
man who has done so much for Indian learning. That man is himself an Indian among Indians, Sir Asutosh Mookerjee.
Lastly I may add that, the magnificent library that he had collected, at great cost, representing almost all subjects,
was truly wonderful. In 1949 his sons generously almost made a gift of the Library to the Imperial Library of Calcutta,
now called the National Library of India.

To quote another great authority, Lord Lytton—another Governor, Chancellor of the University, and a hostile
one at one time said:
Asutosh in the eyes of his countrymen, and in the eyes of the world, represented the University so completely that,
for many years, Asutosh was, in fact, the University, and the University Asutosh.

Sir Michael Sadler said of him:
He was one of the world’s commanding personalities, who could have ruled an empire. His star had placed him in
India in the later years of the 19 th, and the earlier year’s of the 20th, century, and he gave the best of his powers to
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education, because he believed that in education, rightly interpreted, lay the secret of human welfare and the key to
every nation’s moral strength.

As was justly emphasized in Asutosh the man of action and the man of imagination were, far from being
brought face to face under their old-world relation of hostility, had become good and true allies. If his energy was
truly dynamic, he was also a superb dreamer of dreams. As Rabindranath Tagore had said, he had the courage to
dream, because he had the power to fight and the confidence to win—his will itself was the path to the goal.
Such men, said the poet, are always rare in all countries through whom the aspirations of their people can hope
to find their fulfillment, who have the thundering voice to say that what is needed shall be done, and Asutosh had
that magic voice of assurance. He had that hope, that faith in the future, which can move mountains.
In the wildest of storms his sheet anchor would hold. His life and career will serve to inspire generations of
men in their onward march towards progress and constructive work, will banish from their minds fears and doubts
and will instill into them a spirit of determination for the attainment of their cherished goal.
8
From time to time, for nearly sixty years now, it has been my misfortune to witness the reaction of the gloom
cast upon the country by the death of one or other of our great leaders—beginning with that of Dayananda
Saraswati, in 1883, and Kesab Chandra Sen in 1884, and ending with that of Mahatma Gandhi in 1948, and of Sir
Tej Bahadur Sapru in 1949. The distinguished men who had served the country, in various spheres of life, and
then passed away, could be grouped into two classes—the national, and the international. Several of them were
national figures with an international outlook, who had passed away between the eighties of the nineteenth
century and the first half of the twentieth century. But during this fairly long period of over sixty years India had
produced but one international figure—Gandhiji—whose passing away had evoked unstinted admiration for his
great humanistic achievements, and an unqualified appreciation of his philanthropic work; the testimonies borne
to that world phenomenon being by persons in all walks of life—kings, queens, presidents, premiers, ministers,
warriors, soldiers, statesmen, politicians, public men, savants, scholars, educationists, and students.
But in saying so I have confined myself only to certain limited classes in society, and lift aside the most
numerous and the mightiest of the lot, the common men and women—the “great proletariat”. The leaders of, in
fact all ranks and classes, had paid a just homage, to the memory of the “naked Fakir”,\fn{ An (inaccurate) to a portion
of a speech by Sir Winston Churchill (who loathed Gandhiji} which he gave in 1930: “It is alarming and also nauseating to see Mr. Gandhi,
a seditious middle temple lawyer, now posing as a fakir of a type well known in the east, striding half-naked up the steps of the Viceregal
palace, while he is still organizing and conducting a defiant campaign of civil disobedience, to parley on equal terms with the representative
of the king-emperor.”} throughout the length and breath of the world—except one man who could not survey

Gandhiji’s figure in a correct perspective, since he had deliberately made himself incapable of doing so. He stood
accordingly aloof from humanity.
*
It is to be hoped that India will produce in time to come a larger number of international figures. But, for the
present, she must remain content, it would seem, with Gandhiji alone. So far as Indian Nationals are concerned,
with more or less international fame, in special circles abroad, there have been several such in modern India, and I
recall (advisedly from amongst those no longer amongst us) Paramhansa Ramkrishna (in philosophic mysticism),
Vivekananda (in spiritual activism), Dadabhai Naoroji and Gopal Krishna Gokhale (in their patriotic devotion to
and fervor for the regeneration of the country), Tagore (in rare literary originality), Gandhiji (in his burning desire
for securing India’s independence in the shortest time possible), and last but not least Tej Bahadur Sapru (in
constitutional and constructive nationalism), who attained highest distinction in comparative tests with those who
had made its study their own.
He left us on the 20th of January last, released from a prolonged and highly painful suffering, heroically borne
with enviable fortitude, and many (almost all of whom may not unjustly be called youngsters), have presented
since, through the medium of the press, what they thought they should write about him. Being perhaps the only
person who was four years older than him, and who received him, at the writer’s own house, on the date of his
arrival at Allahabad, in October, 1898—that is now more than fifty years back—I may invite the reader’s attention
to some instructive aspects of Dr. Tej Bahadur’s many-faceted career, now that others younger than myself have
forestalled me.
*
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Having practiced for about four years in District courts of Bihar, as an advocate of the Calcutta High Court,
(there was no High Court at Patna then) I got myself enrolled as an advocate of the Allahabad High Court in
November, 1896 as my health had proved unequal to the demands of muffasil practice. In 1897, I purchased a
small house in Cannington, the Civil Station of Allahabad, and built it immediately on a larger scale, which I have
occupied these last 52 years. It was in this house (7, Elgin Road) that I had the privilege of receiving Tej Bahadur
Sapru on the date of his arrival, at Allahabad, in October, 1898. It was like this.
Satya Chandra Mukherji was an advocate of the High Court of what was then known as the North-Western
Provinces (after 1902 called the Province of Agra, and constituting since, with Oudh, the United Provinces). In
October 1898 he turned up one morning, being my next door neighbor, and said that he was in great difficulty, and
wanted me to befriend him. I asked him what it was all about.
He said that during the course of his practice he had gone to Muradabad, and met there, more than once, a fine
type of a brilliant Kashmiri youth, who was ambitious enough to think of coming to the Allahabad High Court to
make his fortune. He had commissioned Satya Chandra to search a house for him; which had been done; but that I
should meet the newcomer at the station as he himself (Satya Chandra) would be away from Allahabad on that
date on some professional work.
Now Satya Chandra was no ordinary personage in the Allahabad of those days. He was a man to be reckoned
with. He was in large criminal practice, and was also the author of a well-known book called History of Our Own
Times. He had also induced successfully the (then British) editor of that most influential Anglo-India daily, the
Allahabad Pioneer, to start a series of articles, written by himself, called “Indians of Today”. With the prospect of
my figuring sometime in that group (although, except that human nature is weak, I had then absolutely nothing to
my credit) I was anxious to oblige Satya Chandra. I soon discovered that his request was that I should meet Tej
Bahadur Sapru at the Allahabad station, and take him thence to a small thatched house on the old City Road.
I readily agreed. Having taken full directions in regard to Sapru’s identification, I had no difficulty in spotting
Satya Chandra’s “brilliant Kashmiri youth” as he walked out of a second class carriage, dressed a la Anglaise,
looking chic and smart. I introduced myself as Satya Chanara’s messenger.
Tej Bahadur insisted that I should take him to his house, and that he would pay me a call in the afternoon,
which he did.
All this happened in October, 1898 and he passed away in January, 1949, half a century later in the palatial
residence he built at 19 Albert Road. During this long period we remained the best of friends without even a speck
having ever clouded our friendship, truly a rare and a unique phenomenon. The only memorable incident of the
first day’s meeting was his request that I should allow him to call me “Bhai Saheb” (elder brother), and I should
call him by his pet name of “Makhanji”—a gentlemen’s agreement as the result of love at first sight, which was
observed faithfully for fifty long years by both parties.
*
Tej Bahadur Sapru came of a Kashmiri Brahmin stock, long settled in Delhi. His grandfather, Pandit Radha
Krishna—whom I was privileged to know well—was a distinguished executive officer in the Upper Provinces,
and was the recipient of a Government jagir (grant of land) for his valuable services. His father Pandit Ambica
Prased—whom also I knew well—mostly stayed at home, and managed the family estate.
Tej Bahadur was born on the 8th December, 1875, at Aligarh, where his grandfather was then in service. He
was educated in the local high school, from where he matriculated in 1890, at the early age of fourteen; and then
joined the Agra College. In 1892 he passed the Intermediate Examination, and 1894 saw the triumph of his
academic career when he graduated, topping the list of the successful candidates in the Bachelor of Arts
Examination, with honors in English literature. In 1895 he took his M.A. in English, securing again the first place
in first class.
In the same year he qualified himself in Law by taking the LL.B. degree, and immediately started his practice
at Moradabad, to serve the apprenticeship. Having then joined the Bar, he lived to attain his Golden Jubilee in
1945. After the usual probationary period at Moradabad, he joined the Allahabad High Court Bar in October, l898,
where he lived and worked for fifty long years.
*
The first few years of Tej Bahadur’s life in the High Court, as in the case of many others, were of weary
waiting in “a state of brieflessness”: but they were years, on his part, for strenuous study of the fundamental
principles of law, which formed ultimately the foundation of his enormously successful career as an erudite and
profound lawyer.
47

In 1900 he passed, with distinction, the Honors-in-law Examination, and received in 1902, the degree of
Doctor of Lows. “Dr. Tej Bahadur Sapru”, as he then came to be called (until he was knighted in 1923) soon
attracted the notice of the Bench, the Bar, and of a very large circle of clients. From that time onwards till his last
illness—a period of over forty years—his reputation had increased steadily, and for several years his professional
services had been requisitioned from the Lahore High Court in the North-West to that at Madras in the SouthEast.
And yet the doctorate obtained by him was not the goal of his ambition; but only a means to an end. He never
forgot what many others equally well qualified at the start had failed to realize—that law was not only
proverbially but justly regarded as a very jealous mistress; and so he continued to woo her zealously as a young
lover, until, in 1906, he was enrolled as an Advocate of the High Court at Allahabad—then justly considered as a
great distinction, as it placed him on a footing of equality in status with the members of the English, Irish, and
Scottish Bars (who enjoyed till years later some special advantages in rank and precedence as against members of
the Indian Bar).
*
It was only after ten years of steadily rising practice that he got his first great chance—a case of great
importance under the Hindi Law. Sapru was pitted in it against some of the eminent leaders of the High Court Bar.
The case lasted for some weeks, and he argued it with such consummate skill and rare forensic ability that at the
conclusion of his address he was unreservedly complimented by the Chief Justice presiding over the Bench.
It was this case which established his reputation as an advocate of the first water; and at once marked him out
for the highest position at the Bar. He soon built up, thereafter, an extensive and lucrative “first appeal” practice,
and there had scarcely been an important case since then in the High Court of Allahabad in which he had not been
engaged either by the appellant or the respondent.
*
By 1912, when he was engaged in some important commercial cases, in the Lucknow Chief Court (absorbed in
1948 in the Allahabad High Court) he opposed successfully Sir Rash Behari Ghosh, then the doyen of the Indian
Bar, and thus came to occupy a front-rank position as an advocate of conspicuous ability throughout the United
Provinces. By 1916—when he was engaged in a sensational waqf case, in which Mussalmans, as a community,
were keenly interested, and Sir Rash Behari again opposed him, he had come to be acknowledged as one of the
foremost leaders of the Bar, possessing an all-India reputation.
His services had since been in constant demand all over the country, including the High Court of Judicature at
Hyderabad, of which he had been enrolled an advocate. Henceforward he appeared in several cases of importance
in the High Court of Calcutta, Patna, Lahore, Nagpur, Madras, and other places; and had the first refusal of almost
all the biggest cases in the country.
*
Very seldom did Sir Tej Bahadur indulge in conversation or advocacy in wit or humor, but when he did the
effect was generally devastating. A journalist in London, who once rang him up late at night, got as much as he
merited.
“Our Indian office has just cabled that you have been offered a peerage,” he told him.
“What of it?” asked Sir Tej.
“Well, Sir,” persisted the eager but exasperating news-hawk: “Could I know what title you have chosen?”
“Certainly,” replied that inveterate smoker, “it is the Duke of Blazes,” and banged the receiver down.
*
That was indeed, characteristic of him, even in court. In fact, there was nothing soft in his manner as an
advocate where he looked massive, impressive, and even dogged. He stated his case with almost scientific
precision: and an unshakable mastery over facts and law, rather than an attempt at literary effect or eloquence. He
marshaled his arguments on points of law and on questions of fact skillfully, and with consummate artistry.
But it was seldom that he paid attention to fineness of expression, or niceties of language; for though a scholar
of English, he did not care to import literary touches or flourishes into his advocate. He was at his best when
provoked by a Judge by some harassing question. In the course of his submissions, in the “Searchlight” Contempt
case, in the Patna High Court, when pressed hard by the Chief Justice (whose decision had led to the contempt
proceedings being instituted) he made in all solemnity the following submission:
“My lords, there is no presumption that a judge need know law.”
No judge on that Bench was provoked after that into heckling Sir Tej.
*
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This brief record of Sir Tej Bahadur’s career at the Bar—extending over a period of fifty long years—will give
some idea of the highly unique position he justly occupied in the profession. It may safely be asserted that while
few advocates in India stood higher than he did in forensic ability, deep legal erudition, and profound knowledge
of Constitutional Law, there was, perhaps, none who excelled him, in the present generation, in upholding the best
and the highest traditions of professional standard. And, taking it all in all, it can be unhesitatingly affirmed that in
the legal world in India, he had for over four decades, served as a beacon light, and a towering personality,
endowed with the highest professional conduct. Volumes can be written on this aspect of his life.
*
But it may safely be asserted that while few advocates in India stood higher than Sir Tej—either in legal
learning or in forensic skill—there was perhaps none who surpassed him in upholding the best and highest
traditions of the ethical standard of the profession.
In personal and public life also he upheld the best and highest traditions of social conduct. And it was that
which, invested him with a moral grandeur which coupled with his vast erudition, made his name loved and
respected throughout this sub-continent and abroad. When occasions arose it was he who proved to be the most
successful negotiator between the British Government and the leaders of the National Congress, more than once.
*
From the day he set foot at Allahabad, in 1898, Sapru began to take an active interest in public life. He
acquired a great reputation as a rising young publicist by contributing some striking articles to the now half-acentury old Hindustan Review (which was founded by me, at Allahabad, in 1990)—the first of his writings being
a survey of Sir Anthony MacDonnell’s administration, as Lieutenant-Governor of the United Provinces.
In 1913 he was elected to the Provincial Legislative Council. The same year he presided over the United
Provinces Political Conference. In 1916 he was elected to the Imperial Legislative Council. In 1920—while still a
member of the Central Legislature—he was appointed to the Government of India as Law Member, but retired
from office two years later, owing to ill-health.
During the year 1918-19 he served as a member of Lord Southborough’s Functions and Franchise Committee,
which had been appointed to work out the details of the Montagu-Chelmsford Reforms scheme, and was also a
member of an important deputation before Lord Selborne’s Committees, in London, in 1919.
After his secession from the Congress, Sir Tej had joined the Liberal Party, in 1919, and was twice elected the
President of the Liberal Federation in 1923, and 1927, at both of which he delivered notable Presidential
addresses. Owing to differences of opinion, however, with some Liberal leaders, he severed his connection with
the party in 1931, while in London.
In 1923 he was deputed by Government as a member of the Imperial Conference in London, where he made
notable contributions on the question of the status of Indians in the Dominions of the British Commonwealth.
Next year he became a member of the Muddiman Enquiry Committee,\fn{ Officially the Reforms Enquiry Committee, but
popularly known as the Muddiman Enquiry Committee after its chairman, Sir Alexander Muddiman } and helped materially in the
formulation of that valuable document on the working of the Montagu Reforms, the Minority Report of the
Committee, which included amongst its signatories such notable figures as Sir Sivaswamy Aiyyar and Mr. Jinnah.
*
Having studied the Constitutional laws of almost all the democratic States, and having been also in close
contact with political movements in India, Tej Bahadur occupied a unique position at the London Round Table
Conferences, and took a most prominent part in the proceedings of their three sessions, and also of that of the
Joint Parliamentary Committee, in 1933. He distinguished himself notably by his valuable contributions to the
discussions of the problem of India Federation. In 1935 he issued a report—as President of the Committee
appointed by the United Provinces Government—on the problem of the educated unemployed, which attracted
considerable attention both in official circles and among the non-official public.
But though it had a remarkably good press, Government had not taken till now any action on its
recommendations. To his latest Report (on the proposed Indian constitution) I shall refer later, when dealing with
that subject.
*
It was in recognition of these valuable services to the State that Sir Tej was elevated to the rank of a Privy
Councilor. The total number of Indians so honoured had been but four (leaving out those who had attained that
rank conferred on them as members of the Judical Committee of the Privy Council). A distinguished public man,
and an accomplished lawyer, Tej brought to bear upon his work a trained legal intellect, and the mental vision of
an experienced worker in public affairs. As Law Member he did exceedingly good work in getting amended the
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provisions embodied in the Code of Criminal Procedure, based on purely racial grounds between European
British subjects and Indians in criminal trials and getting them practically abrogated.
During the period of a little over two years that he served as Law Member, he was perhaps the most influential
member of the Government of India. There was no question of importance on which his opinion was not sought
by Lords Chelmsford and Reading, the two Viceroys he worked with—both of whom held him in great regard for
his legal learning and political experience.
*
An implacable realism marked Sir Tej’s public and political activities. His dynamic intellect carried the
impress of stark realities, and did not permit him to indulge in, or approve of, mere sentimentalism in discussions
of or methods of work in public affairs. To a mind so developed and trained the present-day manifestations in our
political activities, which centered round party slogans and stunts, did not naturally appeal, as Sir Tej had a horror
of being shoved into the limelight. In fact, he had avoided—pt once or, perhaps, twice— polling booth, with all its
excitements in the way of screaming posters, hyperbolic manifestos, exaggerated shibboleths, partisan letters to
the press, and the other paraphernalia of the hustings, in which India now aspires to excel even the glories of
Eatanswill.
All these were foreign to the mind, and equally so to the temperament, of Sir Tej Bahadur, which reveled in
matters based on reason and practicality rather than on those deriving inspiration from mere emotionalism and
sentimentalism.
*
Besides being a jurist and a scholar of English, Sir Tej was well versed in Persian, and was an authority on
Urdu, and there were not many in India who could hold a candle to him in mastery of the language and literature
of Iran. The members of the Iranian Cultural Mission, which visited India in 1943, were at once struck by his
remarkable scholarship in their mother tongue, and his familiarity alike with their classics, and the modern
literature in their language. Sir Tej might also justly feel proud of his knowledge of “things Muslim”, in general.
Addressing once a public meeting, in Madras, he was assailed by a young man on some point relating to Islamic
culture. Sir Tej turned towards him with the biting words:
“Let me assure you that I am any way a far better representative of Islamic culture than you here in Madras can
ever hope to be.”
This crushing broadside stunned the critic, and he ceased heckling the lecturer. Again, once in the Hyderabad
High Court in a case in which he was opposed by none other than Mr. Jinnah, who could not help the Judges as
they desired him to do, by reading out and interpreting the document in the original Arabicised Persian. It was Sir
Tej, who came to the aid of the Bench, and floored his adversary, to the latter’s irrecoverable embarrassment. The
leading Urdu daily of Hyderabad, in reporting the Court’s proceedings, referred to this incident in its tell-tale
headline which read as follows:
“Maulana Sapru translates Arabic text for Pandit Jinneh.”
The significance of this episode is such that even he that runs may read it.
*
Sir Tej Bahadur’s knowledge of Urdu literature was unrivalled, and was excelled by very few in the country.
He delighted in perusing Persian and Urdu works, both classical and modern. He took a deep and an abiding
interest in the fortunes of Urdu—his mother tongue. He was for years President of the Anjuman-e-Taraqui Urdu,
the headquarters of which are now at Karachi and of which Dr. Abdul Huq is—or was until the partition of India
in August, 1947—the Secretary.
The critics of Sir Tej pointed to his indifference to, or distaste for, developing Hindi literature, forgetting that
sixty years back when Sir Tej was a boy, education in Hindi and Sanskrit was practically unknown amongst
Kashmiri Brahmins, and that as such he received no training worth the name in either of these two languages and
their literatures. Yet on one occasion (so late as in January, 1946) when the same comment appeared in a highclass Bombay weekly, of which I sent a cutting to Sir Tej, he wrote to me in reply as follows:
As regards the cutting which you have sent me, I have read it with much interest. Why should people assume merely
because I know Persian that I am antipathetic to my Hindu heritage? I have really been always proud of it.

Nothing could be more emphatic than that declaration.
*
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Sir Tej’s house was the rendezvous of Urdu poets from all over Northern India, and presiding over mushairas
(assemblages of poets) was his favorite if not sole hobby and pastime—this being the one notable recreation and
relaxation in his otherwise strenuous professional career and public activities.
Sir Tej Bahadur had never indulged in any sport or game, and had gone through his life without taking any
exercise. He took the view—which I myself fully share—that the Almighty had made the human machine so
perfect that to take exercise for its being kept healthy is to offend against the Divine ordinance.
But though not a sportsman, Sir Tej was the very embodiment of sociability, and represented to perfection the
true spirit of noblesse oblige, to an extent which I had scarcely come across in my very large circle of friends. In
his spacious and well-furnished study, a motley crowd of public men assembled almost every evening, and
conversed together on current topics.
“We admire,” said a prominent new-type Congressman at his house, “Sir Tej’s greatness in law, and hospitality.
But what we do not like about him is the detachment to the old school of politics.”
His sympathy for poor students many of whom gratefully recall it even now, was well known; while humanity
had showed itself best in the way he treated his many servants—a test judged by which greatness so often fails,
even in the case of so-called great men. Such was Sir Tej Bahadur the Man.
*
“I am rather fond of tobacco,” Sir Tej used to tell you euphemistically, the fact of the matter being that he was
beyond a shadow of doubt the most fervent lover, in India, of “My Lady Nicotine”, and (in the technical parlance
of the votaries of “my Lady”) a chain-smoker. Once a Chief Justice, who wanted him to answer a question which
the other side had raised, said to him jocosely:
“You had better stay a few minutes longer, Sir Tej, otherwise your arguments may end in smoke.” That was a
hit from the Bench which was witty, and was undoubtedly appreciated by the delinquent counsel.
But though an inveterate smoker Sir Tej was a confirmed teetotaler, and his knowledge of wines and spirits
was below the freezing point. Even when the King’s physician (the late Lord Dawson) prescribed for him in the
interest of his health, with or before his dinner, a small cup of brown sherry, or a well diluted draught of old
Piquer brandy, he defied the doctor’s advice, and until compelled by him he would not take it regularly, as
prescribed; but occasionally gulp down, when pressed hard by the doctor, a cup of it with as wry a face as one
would make when swallowing quinine!
*
In a country like India where even good public libraries are scarce outside the metropolitan cities, it is by no
means surprising if private collections of books (such as one finds in the West) are practically unknown. Barring a
few exceptions even the most successful lawyers in India have scarcely a private library worth the name of
general literature.
Sir Tej was one of the rare exceptions to this almost general rule. He owned two great collections—a law
library, and a general library—the former replete not only with standard text-books, but also with Indian, English,
American, and Colonial reports, a fact amply evidenced by the numerous extracts which he appositely embodied
in his great work—the Report on Indian Constitutional Reform—written by him as the Chairman of the
committee of the No-party Conference and published in 1915, embodying in it his ripest wisdom.
This work offers to the thoughtful reader a great intellectual treat, including as it does numerous authoritative
extracts, in support of the views expressed in it, from the works of some of the greatest expositors of
Constitutional and International laws, and also from the judgments of foreign courts not only in Britain but in
Canada, America, and Asustralia. This monumental Report will remain for all time to come the standard work on
the problems it deals with.
*
I have tried to say in this sketch something about Tej Bahadur the man, and not merely about Tej Bahadur the
public man, or the professional lawyer. But the fact of the matter is that just as Sir Pherozeshah Mehta used to say
of himself that he could not help his personality obtruding in his public activities, so the writer of Sir Tej
Bahadur’s sketch—if he knows his subject—cannot help recording the latter’s, “one unbroken series of
professional and public triumphs”, since there is scarcely any other facet to be presented to the reader.
Again, the great difficulty in writing about eminent Indians is that very few of them—perhaps scarcely any—
have interests or engagements other than public or professional. Devoted to their work as the sole occupation in
life, they have scarcely any time for hobbies, pastimes, or relaxations, to which one could make reference in a
sketch of theirs.
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But keeping this obvious limitation in mind, I have tried to describe, as well as I could, the great and
distinguished career of one of the greatest modern Indians. I know so much of Sir Tej, I saw so much of him, I
heard so much from him, I corresponded so frequently with him, during fifty long years, that I felt fully justified
in saying what I did in my dedicatory epistle to him, prefixed to the first edition of the collection of my writings
and speeches, issued in 1935, which was as follows:
Since I first met you, during the late nineties of the last century, you have risen from eminence to yet higher
eminence. Your legal acumen, juristic erudition, selfless public career, distinguished achievements, in many a position
of great responsibility and earnest endeavors for securing India’s political and economic freedom, have won for you my
esteem and regard.

In putting it as I did I spoke, in this particular matter, not only for myself, but on behalf of people of the
country. I am amply borne out in this view by the statement issued in support of a Sapru Memorial House, signed
by the Prime Minister of India, several of his colleagues in the Governmen, and many other distinguished Indians.
which runs as follows:
Tej Bahadur Sapru was a man of wide interests, and occupied a very high position in all the spheres of public life
with which he was connected. A great lawyer and jurist, his broad culture, and rare catholicity of outlook, endeared him
to all. His personality and work were appreciated as of a remarkable man who will ever be remembered by his
countrymen as one of the great men of modern India.

Indeed, of Tej Bahadur, more deservedly than of anyone else known to me, I could justly recall, at the end of a
sketch of his life and work, the famous Byronic salutation:
Be thou the rainbow to the storm of life,
The evening beam that smiles the clouds away,
And tints tomorrow with prophetic ray!

78.152 & 269.167 1. Hira And Kuni 2. Excerpt from Carmel Doll\fn{by Abanindranth Tagore (1871-1951)}
Jorasanko, Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 12
1
Hira was the name of the milk-maid and the name of the cow was Kuni. Hira had a month-old baby and the
cow had a month-old calf.
Hira went over the Raigarh mountain to sell milk to a brigand chieftain. The chieftain drank the fresh sweet
milk of the cow and Kuni’s calf lowed plaintively. But Hira felt no pity for it. At milking time Kuni lowed to her
calf and the calf struggled to get to her. Hira pulled it away and tied it to a stake. There it lowed its protest. Hira
paid not attention to it. Morning and evening she took the milk away and sold it at the fort of the brigand. Hira
returned before it was dark, gave her breast to her baby, put him to sleep and then took the calf to Kuni. The calf
leapt to hits mother but how little milk was left for it! Kuni caressed her calf with her tongue, lulling it to sleep.
The calf starved and the brigand chieftain drank the milk. The days passed.
One afternoon Hira went as usual to the fort but the brigand’s treasurer delayed, making her wait for the price
of the milk. The gong sounded the end of the day and the great gates of the fort crashed shut.
“Open the door!” cried Hira.
“It’s against orders!” answered the soldier. Hira was anxious for her child.
“My baby is without food,” she burst into tears, “I fall at your feet! Open the door just a little!”
The brigand’s fierce soldier refused. Hira’s full breasts pained her. They brimmed with milk for her baby. She
caught hold of the chain on the door and pulled at it.
“Draw back the bolt just once!” she wept. The iron lock did not yield, rattling its denial,
“Against orders!”
It grew late. The evening star began to shine over the temple in the center of the fort. Birds rose in flocks to fly
home to their nests. Hira wept.
“If I had wings, “ she sobbed, “I could fly to my babe. He is dying of hunger!”
Hira lived at the foot of the mountain. She could hear Kuni lowing to her calf from where she was. Hira
smashed the empty earthen milk pot on the cobblestones and stood up. She tightened her clothes at her waist and
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went in search of a way out.
Raigarh’s bastion was ancient and on one side of it part of the mountain had caved in. A huge peepul tree
leaned over the cavity. The light of the moon fell upon it about the middle of the night. Hira saw the rocks shining
like the sharp terrible teeth of a crocodile. Slowly she descended, placing each foot carefully on a rock. Then she
picked her way along a twisting path and reached her home.
By then the night was over. Morning had come. The baby had cried himself to sleep. Hira pressed the child to
her and fed him.
The calf had broken loose and was drinking the cow’s milk. Hira did not pull it away from its mother. She did
not tie it up again.
It grew light. The brigand chieftain woke and shouted for his milk. Hirea had not brought any that day!
Soldiers and guards ran to her house.
“There is no more milk,” Hirea answered. “It has dried up.”
The brigand’s men refused to listen. They dragged her off to the fort.
The chieftain heard her story. He granted her the revenue of her village as a reward and named the dangerous
path by which she had escaped to go to her child the Hirakuni Way.
Hira sold no more milk and took to farming.
2
Once upon a time there was a king who had two queens—Suo Rani the favorite and Duo Rani the forlorn.
In the royal household the favorite queen was regally looked after. She had a seven-mansioned palace all to
herself. Seven hundred maids waited on her, washed her feet, painted them with alta and dressed her hair. Seven
baskets of flowers plucked from seven gardens came for her every day and Suo Rani strung them into garlands.
She had jewels stored in seven chests, the pride of seven kings. She would take the ornaments out now and then
and put them on. And, of course, she was as dear as life itself to the king.
And Duo Rani, the older queen, was greatly neglected. The king himself looked upon her with poisoned eyes.
He allowed her only a broken-down hut to live and a servant-girl who was deaf and dumb. For clothes, she had a
torn sari; and for a bed a threadbare quilt. The king came to her room only once a year, sat for a while, barely
spoke a word or two, and then went away. But the king came every day of the year to the rooms of Suo Rani, the
young queen.
One day, the king called for his Wazir and said:
“I want to go a-traveling. Get my ships ready.”
At the bidding of the king, the Wazir went to get the ships ready. It took seven months to get seven ships decorated.
Six of the ships were for the king’s servants, and the king himself had a golden ship with a golden pavilion on
deck. The Wazir came and announced:
“My lord, the ships are ready.” The king said:
“Very well, I start tomorrow.” And the Wazir went back home.
Suo Rani, the younger queen, was lying in the royal apartments on her golden bedstead, attended by seven maids.
The king went there. He sat down on the golden bedstead, by the side of his curly-headed queen and said:
“I go to strange lands. What shall I bring for you?” The queen turned the diamond bracelets round and round on
her butter-soft arms, and said:
“Diamonds don't show up on my fair arms and make my wrists seem bare. Oh, I wish I could get eight pairs of
bracelets of blood-red rubies, I would love to wear them.” The king said:
“My lovely Rani, I shall get you bracelets of rubies from Rubyland.” The queen’s feet moved as in a dance, her
anklets jingled, and she said:
“These anklets don’t ring true; I wish I could get ten pairs of anklets of flaming gold.” The king said:
“My lovely Rani, I shall bring golden anklets for your feet from Goldland.” The queen looked at her necklace
of elephant-pearls, and she said:
“Look, Raja, look how small these pearls are. I have heard that there is a kingdom where there are pearls as
large as pigeon eggs. Bring me a necklace of those pearls.” The king said:
“The Kingdom of Pearls lies in the middle of the biggest ocean. I shall bring you a necklace from there. What
else would you like?” The favorite drew up her golden sari on her golden body and said:
“This is not a sari but a sack! Ah! It would be so nice to wear a sari as blue as the sky, as light as air and as smooth as
water!” The king said:
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“Oh, my poor lovely queen! The gold border has bruised your golden skin and it has hurt your butter-soft
body! But say good-bye to me with a smile, my darling, and I shall bring you a sky-blue, air-light and watersmooth sari.”
The younger queen said good-bye to the king with a smile. When the king was going to board the ship he
suddenly remembered the unhappy Duo Rani. The older queen lay weeping on the torn quilt in her tumble-down
hut. The king came and stood by the broken door. He said:
“Older queen! I am going to distant lands. I have told the younger queen that I shall bring back bracelets for her
arms, anklets for her feet, and saris to drape round her body. What shall I bring you? Tell me what you desire.”
The queen said:
“My only desire is that you come back safe and sound. When I had your love I could indulge in all sorts of desires and
fancies. I longed to wear a golden sari and to sit on my throne surrounded by seven hundred ladies-in-waiting, under a
thousand lamps, in my seven-mansioned palace with the seven courts. I wanted to put golden bells on the feet, of my two
love-birds in their golden cage. My king! I had so many fancies and desires. But what should I do now with golden saris
and golden ornaments? For whom shall wear diamond bracelets? Or a necklace of pearls round my throat? Or a jeweled
pendant on my forehead? O king, those days are over. You want to give me ornaments, but not that love, nor that palace
with the seven courts and seven hundred maids. I could have a bird from the woods, but where is the golden cage, my
king? Thieves would steal the jewelry from my broken-down hut and no wild bird would stay in a broken cage. Maharaj,
go to her to whom you have given your love and fulfill her desires. Not for me are such empty wishes.” The Raja said:
“No, Rani, that won’t do. People will blame me when they hear I have neglected you. Tell me what you want.”
She said:
“It is absurd to talk of ornaments for me, Maharaj. Just bring me a cinder-faced monkey.” The king said:
“All right, Rani. I’ll now take your leave.”
Then the older queen flung herself on her torn quilt and, sobbing bitterly, bade the king farewell. The king went to
board his ship.
*
At sunset the golden ship unfurled its golden sails and, cutting through the fathomless blue waters of the sea
like a golden cloud, floated away towards the western sky. And Duo Rani lay on her torn quilt in her broken-down
hut, her eyes fixed on the azure sea. In her seven-mansioned palace, surrounded by her seven hundred attendants,
the favorite Suo Rani thought of her ornaments, listened to the song of the golden bird in the golden cage, and
went to sleep on her golden bedstead.
Aboard his ship, the king forgot his sad Duo Rani. He remembered only the smiling face of his younger queen and
wondered:
“What is my beloved doing now? Perhaps she is plucking flowers from her seven gardens. I am sure she is thinking of
me; and I expect her eyes are filled with tears; and her garland remains unfinished; and the gold thread and the flower
baskets lie there neglected at her feet; and she will sit through the whole night; and sleep will not touch the eyes of
my beloved.”
For, Suo Rani, the younger queen, was all the king could think about. Duo Rani, the older queen, pined for the
king, but never once did he think of her.
In this way, the king spent twelve months aboard his ship on the high seas.
*
During the thirteenth month, the king came to the land of rubies. In Rubyland, everything was made of
rubies—the walls of the houses were of rubies; the paved steps running down to the bathing ghats and lakes
were rubies; the very pebbles on the roads were rubies. The king had bracelets made for Suo Rani in Rubyland
—eight pairs of bracelets. Made of eight thousand rubies so red that when one put them on, it seemed as if a
fountain of blood were gushing forth from the body.
With the ruby bracelets, the king came to Goldland. In the land of gold, he ordered goldsmiths to make ten
pairs of anklets of solid gold. These anklets shone like flames of fire. Rang like the lingering strains of the veena,
and tinkled like cymbals.
With ruby bracelets from Rubyland and golden anklets made in Goldland, the king arrived in the land of
Pearls. The king in that country had two doves in his garden. Their feet were of pearl, their beaks of ruby. They
ate the pearl fruit from the emerald tree and laid pearl eggs. The queen of that country used to string these pearls
in the twilight, wear them in her hair for the night, and throw them away in the morning. Her maids would take
the cast-off pearls and sell them in the market place.
Our king bought one such string of pearls for his favorite queen in exchange for a shipload of silver.
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After six months, with the ruby bracelet from Rubyland, the golden anklets from Goldland, and the pearl
necklace from Pearlland, the king came to another country. In a grove belonging to the princess of that kingdom,
blue silk-worms, feeding on the turquoise leaves of the sapphire tree, spun cocoons as smooth as water, as light as air
and as blue as the sky. The king’s daughter would sit through the night, weave a sari of that azure silk, matching it
with the colour of the sky. It took her six months to weave a single sari. Then the princess would wear that sari.
Blue as the sky, light as air, smooth as water, and would worship Shiva, the great god with the blue throat. On
returning home, she would cast off the sari and her maids-in-waiting would sell it to the person who gave them seven
shiploads of gold.
In exchange for seven shiploads of gold, the king bought for his Favorite queen her desired sari.
*
At the end of another six months, the king’s seven ships, after crossing seven seas and sailing up thirteen rivers, returned
home with the young queen’s ruby bracelets, her anklets of gold, her pearl necklace and the blue sari of her choice.
Then the king suddenly remembered that Duo Rani had asked for a monkey. So the king said to the Wazir:
“I have made a great mistake; I have forgotten to bring Duo Rani her cinder-faced monkey. You must go and
get one.”
The king’s minister went off in search of a monkey. The king, mounted on a white elephant, rode through the crowded
highway and entered the palace with the ornaments which the younger queen had coveted and the sari she had fancied. On
the seventh storey of her seven-mansioned house, Suo Rani had just parted her hair with a golden comb before a golden
mirror and had dressed her hair with golden pins and ribbons. She painted a vermilion spot between her eyebrows with a
tiny golden rod, put kohl on her eyelids and tinted her feet red with alta.
As her ladies-in-waiting were serving her with trays of flowers and boxes of betel, the king came in. Sitting down on the
crystal throne beside his queen, he said:
“Look, my beloved! From a land where the marketplaces and strands are paved in rubies, I have brought you bracelets
for your arms. In the kingdom of pearls, there are two birds with pearl legs and ruby beaks that lay eggs of pearl. The queen
of that land strings those pearls, wears them in her hair in the evening and throws them away in the morning! I have brought
you a string of those pearls. In another kingdom, a princess, after spinning seven reels of thread from one cocoon of silk, sits
on the terrace of her palace in the deep silence of the night and weaves a sari which takes six months to finish. She wears it
to go and worship in the temple and takes it off on her return home. Rani, from the kingdom of that princess, in exchange
for seven shiploads of gold, I have brought you her royal sari. Put them on and see how lovely you look.”
The queen tried the eight pairs of bracelets on her arms. But the gem-studded bracelets were so loose that they slid up to
her shoulders. She then tried the ten pairs of anklets on her feet. The golden anklets were much too large for her lovely pink
feet. She had barely moved two steps before the ten pairs of anklets rolled off on to the floor. Anxiously, the queen
fastened the pearl necklace round her throat. But the pearl necklace from the Kingdom of Pearls was too tight for her.
It cut into the tender flesh of her neck and the queen was hurt. She draped the much-longed-for sari round her
body in seven folds. The blue sari of gossamer silk was too small for her. Tears welled up in her eyes.
Then the offended young queen angrily took off the eight pairs of bracelets set with eight thousand gems, kicked aside
the ten pairs of anklets of solid gold, threw off the pearl necklace and cast off the precious sari, saying:
“Ugly ornaments! Horrid sari! Did you have those bracelets made from pebbles picked up in the streets? Were those
anklets made from the dust of some distant land? Shame upon you! Whose second-hand pearl necklace is this? And
whose cast-off sari is that! I feel ashamed to wear it! Take them away, king; I have no use for a worn-out sari and castaside ornaments!”
The queen went off in a rage to her Chamber of Angry Moods and locked herself in. And the king, with a
downcast face, went to the Council Room with the ornaments and the sari that he had bought in exchange for the
seven shiploads of gold.
*
Seated beside the royal throne was the king’s minister, waiting for the king. After having searched all the fields and
roads of the kingdom, the shops and marketplaces, he had bought for a cracked cowry a baby monkey brought in a
merchant’s ship from some magic land. The king came and said sadly:
“Wazir, it amazes me! I brought ornaments made to her measure and a sari woven by a princess, for my young
queen but neither the sari nor the ornaments fit her!” At that instant, the monkey from the woods made obeisance to
the king and said:
“Only the very fortunate and virtuous can wear charmed jewelry and a charmed sari from magic lands, for they have
been woven by daughters of the gods and strung by daughters of the king of serpents. O Maharaj, keep all these precious
things in your royal treasure-house; give them to her who shall be your son’s bride.”
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The king was surprised at the monkey's words. Smiling, he said to the minister:
“Wazir, just listen to this monkey. I haven’t got a son, how can I think of a bride for him? Order new jewelry for the
young queen at the goldsmith’s and new saris from the weaver. Put by these ornaments and this sari in the treasurehouse and if ever I bring a daughter-in-law to my house I shall bestow them on her.”
The Wazir went to the goldsmith’s shop to have new ornaments made for the young queen, while the king went to the
older queen with the monkey in his arms. The sorrowful queen wiped his feet with the torn end of her sari and spread
out the tattered kantha for him to sit and said:
“Maharaj, take your seat on this torn quilt in my tumble-down hut, for what else have I to offer you? Alas!
Great king, it is sad that when you return after such a long time I, poor miserable creature, should only have a
tattered quilt for you to sit on.”
Tears came into the king’s eyes at these words of the queen. In the broken-down hut, seated on the torn kantha,
he placed the baby monkey in the queen’s arms and said:
“Rani, your torn quilt and your broken-down hut are a million times better than the golden throne of the young
queen. In this hut of yours there is love, there is tenderness and a few sweet words, while such things are lacking
there. I brought ornaments for the young queen’s arms and feet and a sari for her to wear. I gave seven ships of gold
for them, but the young queen pushed them away with her feet. This monkey of yours cost only a cracked cowry,
and you have taken it in your arms with so much love. Rani, I shall never let you be sad again. Now, bid me
farewell; I shall come again. But be careful that the young queen does not hear of my visit to you, otherwise she will
stop at nothing. She will surely poison one of us!”
After consoling the older queen, the king went away. And Duo Rani brought up the baby monkey on milk and
bananas in her broken-down little hut.
*
And so the days passed by. Suo Rani lived in her seven-mansioned palace with its seven courts, surrounded by
her seven hundred maidens. And Duo Rani spent her days on the torn quilt in the broken-down hut with the
monkey in her lap.
Day after day, month after month, year after year passed in this way. The older queen still had to put up with
coarse rice, coarsely woven saris and the hard floor; and the only companion in her loneliness was the monkey from
the wilds. And, as usual, she looked at the seven-mansioned palace, with the seven courts and seven gardens, and she
wept. Whenever the monkey looked at her he saw tears in her eyes—never once did he see her smile. One day, the
monkey said:
“Tell me, mother, why do you weep? What makes you so sad? Why do you look towards the palace and weep,
mother? Who lives there?” The queen said:
“My little one, I lived there once. I had a seven-courted mansion with seven hundred attendants, seven chests
full of ornaments and seven gardens. But, my precious little one, now the young queen lives there. This ogress has
lured my king away from me. She has robbed me of my seven-courted palace and my seven hundred handmaidens
and seven chests full of ornaments. And she lives happily in the golden palace set in the midst of gardens full of
flowers. And the greatest of my treasures—my king—she has stolen from me. She has made me a beggar in the streets.
“Oh, my precious little monkey, I think my heart will break. I was a king’s daughter and a king’s bride. I was given
seven hundred attendants, a seven-courted palace. And I had a royal husband after my own heart. Everything I could
wish for was mine and yet who knows by what curse I was prevented from placing a lovely moon-faced prince in the
king’s arms.
“I do not know what sins I must have committed in my past lives nor how many people I must have wronged. How
many desires must I have thwarted and how many mothers’ hearts must I have wrung, so that I have had to hand over
my golden house to the younger queen, to have dust and ashes thrown on my queenly pride? Why have I lost my
husband’s love and the hope of a prince? Why have I had to become wretched like a beggar in the streets. My little one, I
must be made of stone or else how could I suffer such humiliations, such agony and still continue to live?”
As she told the tale of her sorrows, the queen's cheeks were wet with tears. The monkey of the wild climbed into the
queen’s lap and, wiping the tears from her eyes, said:
“Mother, do not weep; I will make you happy again; I shall restore to you your palace with the seven courts. I will
give you back your seven gardens and your seven hundred maids, I will seat you as queen beside the king in your
golden temple with a moon-faced prince in your arms. Only then shall I deserve my name ‘Monkey’. If you will do
what I ask, then all the glory that was once yours in the royal palace will be yours again.”
At the monkey’s words, fresh tears came into the queen’s eyes, and yet a smile stole to the corner of her lips.
Smiling through her tears the queen said:
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“Oh, my dear little monkey, how many sacrifices have I not offered in the temples of the gods? How many times
have I not worshipped at the sacred shrines? Still I could not get a prince in my arms. With what prayers, with whose
blessing will you, a little monkey from the jungle, succeed in making me the king’s favorite and bring a royal prince to
my arms? Let things be as they are, my little one. Let the Maharaj live in happiness. Let my rival bask in the sunshine
of his love. Leave me to my sorrows. Do not try to do the impossible. It is getting late, my little one. Go to sleep.” The
monkey said:
“No, mother, if you don’t listen to me I shall not go to sleep.” The queen said:
“Oh, my child, please go to sleep; it is late in the night! Clouds are gathering in the east and west. The sky is
rent with thunder and lightning and it will soon rain. Sleep has come over the whole kingdom. Sleep, my little monkey,
sleep. Tomorrow I shall listen to what you have to say. Now go to sleep. I have closed the door of the hut, for a storm is
blowing. It is cold, so I have spread the quilt in the middle of the room. Come, my little one, come into my arms and let
us go to sleep.”
The monkey went to sleep with his head on the older queen’s breast while she went to sleep with her head on
the torn quilt. And so the night passed—with Suo Rani on a golden bedstead, on a bed of flowers beside the king;
and Duo Rani on the torn quilt in the broken-down hut, amidst the wind and the rain.
*
The day dawned. In the royal palace, the bell rang in the watchman’s tower. In the pipe-tower, the pipers began to
play. The king and his Suo Rani awoke from their sleep.
The king washed himself in crystal-clear water from a golden ewer, arrayed himself in his royal robes and went down
to his durbar. And Suo Rani turned over on her golden bedstead while her maids fanned her to sleep again with a fan
made of flowers.
And Duo Rani—what did she do? The golden sunlight streamed down on her face through a crack in the roof of the
broken hut and she sat up. She looked this way and that, looked this side and that, but the monkey was nowhere to be
seen! The queen searched this corner of the room, she searched that corner of the room, she searched the thatch of the
hut, she searched the branches of the trees outside, but there was no sign of the monkey! She began to weep.
Where could the monkey have gone? The monkey had left the sleeping Duo Rani at daybreak and gone to the
royal durbar.
The king was seated in his audience chamber surrounded by his ministers and courtiers when the monkey arrived.
Guards stood at the doors. On all sides there were crowds of people. The monkey pushed through the crowd and,
slipping past the guards, went up to the king. Bowing low at the feet of the king, he said:
“O Maharaj, I have brought very good news. My mother is going to have a son.” The king said:
“What is this, monkey? Is this true? The older queen is going to have a son? Beware! If this proves to be false I shall
have you beheaded. And Duo Rani shall suffer the same fate.” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, let that be on my own head. Now may I have my reward so that I can take my leave.”
The king unclasped a necklace of the richest pearls from his neck and gave it to the monkey. Dancing gleefully, the
monkey went back to the broken-down hut, to the crying Duo Rani. Wiping the tears from her eyes and brushing the
dust off her clothes, the monkey said:
“Look, mother, look what I have brought for you. You are a king’s wife but you haven’t even a proper necklace to
wear. Throw away that string of wooden beads and wear this chain of pearls!” When she saw the necklace of elephant
pearls the monkey was holding, the queen said:
“This necklace—where did you get it? It is the king’s necklace of elephant pearls! When I was the queen I strung it
for him with my own hands. Where did you get it? Did the king throw it away? Did you pick it up on the highway?
The monkey said:
“No, mother. I did not pick it up. Can a necklace strung by your own hands and meant for the king be found lying
about in the streets?” The queen said:
“Then did you steal it from the king’s chamber?” The monkey said,
“Come, mother, do you think I would steal? Today I gave the king some good news, so he gave me the
necklace as a reward.” The queen said:
“O my little pet, you are a monkey of the wilds. You sleep in the arms of this sorrowing woman in her broken-down
hut. What happy news did you have to give the king that before the night was over you rushed off to the palace?” The
monkey said:
“Mother, I dreamt that I had been blessed with a brother—that a son was born to you and that the baby became the
king and sat on the royal throne. That is why I ran to the king. I said to him: ‘Maharaj, my mother is going to have a son.’
So the king was overjoyed and, unclasping the necklace round his neck, he gave it to me.” The queen said:
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“Oh my child, what have you done? Today you have told the king that a son will be born to the older queen. Tomorrow
he will know it is a lie. Today the king has given you a necklace. Tomorrow he will give orders for our necks to be cut.
Alas! At least I get a morsel of rice to eat and am allowed this corner to live in and once in a while I get a glimpse of the
king. But now I shall be denied even that! Oh dear, why did you spread this false news?” The monkey said:
“Mother, don’t be afraid and don’t worry. Just keep quiet for ten months. Let everyone think the older queen is
going to have a baby. Then, when the king wants to see his son, I shall place a moon-faced child in your arms.
Now come, it is late and I am hungry.” The queen said:
“Come, my little one, come. I have filled your bowl with water. I have brought fruits from the trees for you. Come
and eat.”
*
The queen sat down and seated the monkey on a broken stool and fed him on wild fruits and water. And the
king went to the apartments of the younger queen. Having had a bad dream, Suo Rani was seated on her golden
bed deep in thought, when the king came in.
“Have you heard,” he said, “that the older queen is going to have a child? Now at last all my worries are at an
end. If a son is born I shall have an heir to the throne. And if a daughter is born then I shall give her in marriage
and hand over the kingdom to my son-in-law. This has been worrying me for so long. Now at last my mind is at
rest.” The queen said:
“Don’t you think I have enough troubles of my own that you come bothering me with other people’s affairs!”
The king was amazed. He said:
“What do you mean, Rani? On such a happy day as this, is it proper for you to say such things? I shall hold a
royal prince in my arms; I shall set him on the throne. Dare anyone make a wry face over such news? Queen, in
the royal household, every face is smiling. Why does yours wear a scowl?” She said:
“This is unbearable! Do you expect me to worry my head over whose son is going to be king, whose daughter
will inherit the kingdom, who is going to sit on the royal throne? I am not concerned with whether someone else’s
child lives or dies. It is annoying—all this prattle so early in the morning. I haven’t been able to sleep a wink and
now I have got a headache. Let me go and have my bath.”
*
A quarrel thus arose between the king and his younger queen. The king did not come to see Suo Rani any
more. But neither did he go to see Duo Rani, for fear the younger queen should hear of it and poison her. He
remained alone in his outer apartments. A month, two months, three months, four months went by but the king
and the queen did not make up for their quarrel.
During the fifth month, Duo Rani’s pet monkey went to see the king. The king said:
“Well, monkey, what news do you bring?” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, my mother is suffering. She cannot cat the coarse rice which is given to her and she is getting weaker
from hunger.” The king said:
“I didn't know of this. Wazir, go to the royal kitchens and send the finest rice on a golden plate and fifty
different curries in gold dishes to the older queen. And from today she will eat the same food that is served to me.
And now reward the monkey with a thousand gold mohurs and let him go.”
After dismissing the monkey, the minister went to the royal kitchen, and the monkey came back to the older
queen with the bag of gold mohurs. She said:
“Where have you been today? It is so late and I could not go to bathe in the river for worrying about you. Now when
shall I cook and when shall we eat?” The monkey said:
“Mother, you will not have to cook any more. From the royal palace will come the finest rice and fifty different
curries in golden dishes. Go quickly and have your bath.”
The queen went to bathe in the river while the monkey went to the market with a handful of the mohurs. With
sixteen gold coins he engaged sixteen thatchers, and bought sixteen cartloads of straw and sixteen hundred bamboos.
With those he made the thatchers rebuild, in the twinkling of an eye, the older queen’s broken-down hut. In the
bedroom he spread out a new quilt and bought new stools for the eating area. When the sixteen cooks from the royal
palace brought the queen’s food, they were dismissed with sixteen gold coins.
When the older queen returned from her bath she was amazed to find a new thatch on the hut! A new quilt lay on the
floor and there were new saris on the rack! She said to the monkey:
“Little one, I went from a broken-down hut to bathe at the ghat, and I return to find a new hut! How has this miracle
happened?” The monkey said,
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“Mother, the king gave me a bagful of mohurs. With those gold coins I have had your broken-down hut
mended, bought a new quilt and new stools. Come and eat hot rice from golden plates, and drink warm milk from
golden bowls.”
The queen sat down to eat. It was ages since she had eaten off golden plates, washed her mouth with water from a
golden ewer, taken chopped betel from a golden betel-bowl. And yet she was not too happy in her mind. As she ate the
food cooked in the royal kitchen she kept thinking:
“Today the king has sent me rice on a golden plate; tomorrow, maybe, he will have me taken to the jungle and my head
cut off.”
*
And thus she lived with fear always at her heart. And one month, two months, three months passed. The new hut
again became old. There were holes in the straw and the thatch was scattered in the wind. Once more the monkey went
to see the king. The king said:
“Well, monkey, now what brings you here?” The monkey said:
“Great king, shall I speak without fear?” The king said:
“Speak fearlessly.” The monkey said:
“Great king, in the broken-down hut my mother suffers greatly. There are cracks in the door, no straw in the thatch
and the cold of the winter comes in the room. My mother has no quilt to cover her body with, no wood to light a fire,
and she lies shivering through the night.” The king said:
“True, true. Someone ought to have told me about this before! Bring your mother to the royal palace. I shall
give orders that it be got ready for her immediately.” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, I am afraid to bring her here. The young queen may poison her.” The king said:
“Do not be afraid. I shall lodge the older queen in a new palace. Around the palace I shall have a moat dug. At
the bridge over the moat I shall put guards. The young queen will not be able to enter the palace. The older queen
will live there.” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, I shall go and fetch my mother.” The king said to the Wazir:
“Go, get the new palace ready for the older queen.”
The minister engaged thousands and thousands of men and got the older queen’s apartments ready and
decorated in a day.
*
Duo Rani left the broken hut and the torn quilt and came to the new palace. She slept on a golden bedstead, ate off
golden plates and gave alms to the needy. And there was rejoicing in the kingdom.
Only Suo Rani was burning with rage. She sent for her dearest friend—a Brahmani witch whom she called
“Heart’s Own Speech”.
At the young queen’s summons, the old witch arrived at once.
“Come, my Heart’s Own Speech, how are you? Come and sit by me.” The brahmani witch sat beside the younger
queen and said:
“What is it, my dear? Why have you called me? Why do you look so sad? There are tears in your eyes! What is the
matter? What ails you, Rani?” The queen said:
“What ails me, indeed! What is the matter? Everything is the matter. The older queen is once again in favor. The
king has had a new palace built for her. She has become the king’s favorite queen again—that beggar-woman Duo Rani
has become higher than the Suo Rani! My friend, my heart burns at the sight of all this. Give me some poison to take, I
cannot bear to see all this love showered on Duo Rani.” The Brahmani witch said:
“For shame, friend, you should not talk like that. Why should you take poison? Today Duo Rani has become the
favorite queen. Tomorrow she will become a beggar-woman again, and you will still be the favorite.” The young queen
said:
“No, my friend, I have no more desire to live. Duo Rani will soon have a son who will inherit the kingdom! People
will say: ‘Duo Rani is the true queen—she has become the mother of a king! And as for that cinder-faced Suo Rani,
who was once the king’s favorite, she could not place a son in the king’s arms. One should not look upon the face of
that miserable creature—the mere mention of her name is enough to make one starve all day.’ Dear friend, I will not be
able to stand such disgrace. Give me some poison. Either I shall kill my rival or I shall kill myself.” The witch said:
“Calm yourself, Rani, someone may overhear you. Don’t worry! I shall bring you the poison secretly and you
can give it to the older queen. I shall go now in search of the poison.” The queen said:
“Go, sister, but see to it that the poison is so deadly that as soon as Duo Rani takes it she will fall and die.” The
witch said:
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“Have no fears, dear. The day after tomorrow I shall poison the older queen, and her hopes of being a mother
will be ended forever. So worry no more.”
*
The witch went in search of poison in the heart of the twilight. After searching for a long time in several forests, she
bewitched a black cobra sleeping beside a bush, took out the venom from its fangs, and brought it to Suo Rani.
The young queen made some sweets and mixed the poison into them. Having arranged them on a platter, she
said to the Brahmani witch:
“Friend, go and sell these poisoned sweets to Duo Rani.”
The Brahmani witch went to Duo Rani’s new palace with the poisoned sweets. The older queen said:
“Welcome, Brahmani. Where have you been all this time? Did you forget poor Duo Rani?” The witch said:
“How could I ever forget you? Whatever I eat and drink and wear is yours. Look, I have made all these sweets
for you with my own hands—laddoos, caramels, cakes, toffee.”
The queen was pleased when she saw the carefully arranged sweets on the platter and dismissed her with two
handfuls of gold coins. The Brahmani went away laughing.
The queen broke a bit from a milk caramel and put it in her mouth. All taste went from her tongue. She ate a bit of a
laddoo and her throat dried up like wood. She took a bite of the cake and her heart seemed to burn within her. Calling
the monkey, she said:
“What did the Brahmani make me eat! How dizzy I feel! I think I am going to die.” The monkey said:
“Lie down, mother, you will soon feel well again.”
The queen stood up. The snake poison went to her head. She toppled like a golden statue to the floor.
*
The monkey laid the queen’s head on his lap, and felt her pulse; he opened her eyelids and looked at her eyes, the
queen lay deathly still. The monkey laid the golden statue-like queen on the golden bed and scampered to the woods in
search of medicine. He brought from the woods who knows what leaves and vines and roots of what trees! Grinding them
with a new pestle in a new mortar, he gave her the brew.
The news reached the royal palace that the older queen had been poisoned. The king came hurrying to the
queen’s apartments. The king’s minister came running after him. Then came all the king’s men and maids—all
those who were around came in. The monkey said:
“Maharaj, why have you brought so many with you? I have already given my mother some medicine. She is much
better now. Send all these people away and let her sleep for a while.”
The king had the poisoned sweets examined by the royal physician. Then he put the kingdom in charge of his
minister and stayed in the apartments of the older queen.
For three days and three nights, the queen remained unconscious. On the fourth day, she revived and opened
her eyes. The monkey came and said to the king:
“She has recovered, and a son, with all the royal graces, has been born to her.” The king unclasped a diamond
necklace from his neck and gave it to the monkey, saying,
“Come, monkey, let us go and have a look at the older queen and my son.” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, I have studied the position of stars at his birth and found that if you look at the face of your son now, your
eyes will go blind. You will have to wait till the day of his marriage before you see him. Now go and have a look at
your older queen and see what Suo Rani has done.”
The king went in and saw that the poison had like fire burned the golden body of the older queen to the color of
ink. She lay there as thin as a leaf. No one could have recognized her.
Returning to his palace, the king had Suo Rani locked up in a well-guarded prison. As for the witch-woman, he had
her head shaved, whey poured over it and, seating her backwards on a donkey, banished from the kingdom. Then he
said to his minister,
“Wazir, this is a very happy day. After waiting so long I have at last been granted the gift of a royal prince. Have all the
streets lit up, and fireworks let off from every house. Call the poor and needy and give them everything from the royal
stores. Let there not remain a single beggar in the kingdom.”
*
At the orders of the king, the minister had the streets of the town lit up; fireworks went up from the houses.
The royal stores were opened out to the poor and needy. And the whole kingdom rejoiced. There were new
amusements every day. Worship was offered to the gods in the temples. Sacrifices were offered at the feet of the
goddess Kali.
And in this manner ten years passed by peacefully. Then the king called for the monkey and said:
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“Look, ten years have passed; now show me my son.” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, first choose a bride for your son and celebrate his marriage. Only then can you look at his face. If
you look now you will surely go blind.” At the monkey’s words, the king sent messengers all over his land and to
the neighboring kingdoms to find a bride for his son. Proposals came from several countries but the king was not
pleased with any of them. At last, the messenger of the king of Patali brought in a golden casket the picture of a
golden princess. Her two eyebrows were arched like bows. Her two eyes were finely shaped. Her two lips were
always smiling. And her hair, loosened, reached her feet. The king’s choice fell on that princess. He sent for the
monkey, and said:
“I have selected a bride for the prince. Tomorrow, I go to celebrate the marriage on an auspicious day at an
auspicious hour.” The monkey said:
“Maharaj, send bearers with the palanquin for the bridegroom to his mother’s house tomorrow evening. I shall
escort the bridegroom to the wedding.” The king said:
“Look out, monkey! For ten long years I have listened to your words. If you do not show me my son
tomorrow, I shall lose all patience with you.” The monkey said:
“Great king, have no fear. Just proceed to the house of the bride’s father, and I shall follow with the bridegroom
tomorrow.”
For fear that he might catch sight of the queen’s son and go blind, the king quickly left for the house of the
bride's father. And the monkey returned to the palace of the older queen.
*
Ever since she heard of the marriage of her son, the older queen had lain in bed weeping.
“Where am I to get a son now?” she kept thinking. “How long can I go on deceiving the king?” The monkey
came and said:
“Mother, please get up. Get robes of red silk and headdress for bridegroom, and make a milk caramel doll. He
shall be the bridegroom and we shall get him married.” The queen said:
“My dear one, have you no fear for your life? How can you dare dress up a caramel doll and make him a
bridegroom? With what wiles will you now dupe the king? There is no need to go further with this. I regained the
king’s favor through deceit. For that my rival poisoned me. By good fortune, my life was spared; but how dare I
deceive the king again? Why increase my load of sins? Go and call the king. Let me tell him the truth.” The
monkey said:
“But where shall I find the king? It is two days’ journey from here to the bride’s kingdom, and the king has
gone there. Just do what I say and make me a caramel doll. The king will be there waiting for the arrival of the
bridegroom, and if he does not arrive, it will be a great disgrace. Don’t worry, mother. Send your caramel son to
be married. And if goddess Shashthi, mother of all children, be merciful, you will hold in your arms your own
darling child.”
The queen took heart at the monkey's assurance and molded a milk caramel doll after her own heart. She dressed
him in the silk robes of a bridegroom, placed the headdress on his head and put gold embroidered shoes on his feet.
Then, when no one was looking, the monkey put the caramel bridegroom inside the palanquin, and drew the
colorful curtains so that only the bridegroom’s two little feet in a pair of gold brocade shoes could be seen.
Sixteen carriers lifted the bridegroom’s palanquin on their shoulders. With a turban on his head, a band neatly tied
round his waist, the monkey took the caramel doll to be married, with drums beating and flags waving and torches
blazing. The queen sat alone in the dark sanctums of her palace and prayed day and night to the Deliverer from all
sorrows and troubles.
In the meantime, the sixteen carriers with the palanquin, the torchbearers with their torches, the drummers with
their drums and the bridegroom’s attendants on horseback, all arrived in Dignagar, with flutes playing and horses
prancing and torches blazing.
The day dawned by the big lake in Dignagar. The torches were burnt out. The horses began to gasp after their
long run. The palanquin-bearers were exhausted. The drummers’ fingers refused to move after beating the drums
so long.
The monkey ordered tents to be erected beside the lake in the shade of the banyan tree, where the goddess
Shashthi was enshrined. He had the palanquin lowered there and told the bearers to go and rest. Calling the
minister he said:
“Wazir sahib, it is the order of the king that nobody is to come near about the bridegroom, for it is very unlucky
for the bridegroom to be seen today.”
The minister had the king’s order proclaimed with drumbeat.
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The king’s men bathed in the lake and ate their meals and lay down in their tents. They did not go near the banyan
tree.
The village wives and daughters came with their offerings to the goddess, but the guards turned them away with
shouts and cries.
*
That day, no offerings could be placed before goddess Shashthi under the banyan tree. The goddess grew restless
with hunger, her throat as dry as wood with thirst. The monkey smiled to himself.
And so the hours went by. Not a drop of water had passed Mother Shashthi’s lips. Seated in her shrine, she became
frantic and the black cat always by her side started mewing.
The monkey then thought of a plan. He left the door of the palanquin open and moved aside a little. Mother Shashthi
thought: “Ah! Good riddance!” and, coming out of her niche into the scorching heat of the sun, she looked for the usual
offering of rice-patties and bananas.
In her search she discovered the caramel doll inside the palanquin. The goddess could no longer control her hunger. In
her mind she called upon the pair of Sleep-giver Aunts, ghumparani mashi-pishi.
When it was day in Dignagar, it was night in the Land of Sleep. The minister had the king’s order proclaimed with
drumbeat. The two Sleep-giver Aunts had gone all night through lulling to sleep the children of Mother Shashthi. In the
early morning, they had returned to the Land of Sleep and put to bed the daughter of the king of that land. They had
then barely closed their own eyes when the call came from Mother Shashthi.
The Sleep-giver Aunts woke up, left the Land of Sleep and came to Dignagar. Bowing low at the feet of Mother
Shashthi, they said:
“Why have you called us in broad daylight?” Shashthi said:
“Sisters, it is late and I am hungry, and I received no offerings. Do something for me. Put to sleep all who are in this
land so that I can go to the palanquin and eat the caramel doll.”
The Sleep Aunts felt sorry for old Mother Shashthi, so they put all the people in the land to sleep.
The cowherd in the field fell asleep.
The mother and her baby playing by her side fell asleep.
The baby’s older sister surrounded by her toys fell asleep.
The king’s men resting in the shade fell asleep.
The king’s minister with the hookah to his mouth fell asleep.
The village schoolmaster with the cane in his hand fell asleep.
In the middle of the day, night came to Dignagar. The Aunts sent sleep to everyone’s eyes. Only the animals remained
awake—the dogs and the jackals in the village streets, the king’s elephants and horses by the big lake, the wild birds in
the heart of the forest and Duo Rani’s monkey hiding in the branches of the banyan tree, not to mention the cats.
Shashthi then took the caramel doll out of the palanquin. At the smell of the milk caramel, the tree-cats came down
from the trees, the wild cats came running out of the wilds, the water-cats climbed out of the water, the housecats left
their cozy corners and they all gathered round Shashthi’s shrine.
Old Mother Shashthi gave the ten fingers of the caramel doll to the cats to eat. She herself ate the caramel
hands and arms, legs and feet, the caramel body and head. And she gave the two caramel ears to the Sleep Aunts
and bade them goodbye.
The Sleep Aunts went back to the Kingdom of Sleep.
*
By the big lake of Dignagar, the attendants of the bridegroom awoke from their sleep. In the village, in every cottage,
the villagers awoke from their sleep. Old Mother Shashthi wiped her mouth quickly and was going to climb into her
shrine, when the monkey leapt down from a branch of the banyan tree and said:
“Old Mother, where are you running away? First give me back my caramel boy! You have been caught red-handed
stealing. I shall tell the whole world that you are a thief!”
The old mother was frightened.
“What are you saying, cinder-face? Go away! Leave me alone! People will see me! Let me go.” The monkey
said:
“No. I won’t let you go. First give me back my caramel boy. Then you can go. Otherwise I shall drown your image
and your altar in the waters of the lake. That will be a good punishment for a goddess caught stealing.”
The old mother-goddess nearly died of shame. Trembling with fear she said:
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“Dear monkey, please be quiet; someone may overhear you! I have eaten up your caramel boy, so how am I to give
it back to you? There, under the shade of the banyan tree, my little boys are playing. Go and choose whichever one you
like and take him to be married. Duo Rani will look upon him as her own son. And now, let me go.” The monkey said:
“But Old Mother, I see no boys under the banyan tree. Give me the vision of the gods, only then will I be able
to see the children of Mother Shashthi.”
Old Mother Shashthi passed her hands across the monkey’s eyes, and the monkey was given the magic vision.
He looked around and there by the shrine of Shashthi was the Kingdom of Children. There were children indoors,
children outdoors, children in the water, children on the streets, by the side of the lake, on the branches of trees,
on the green grass—there were small boys and girls everywhere. Some were plain, some beautiful; some were
fair, some dark; some had anklets on their feet; some had girdles round their waists; some had tiny golden beads
round their necks; some were playing on their flutes; some were shaking their rattles; some were dancing about to
the sound of their tinkling anklets, turning their soft little hands round and round; some had little red shoes on
their feet; some had little red caps on their heads; some had round their shoulders embroidered scarves of the
softest muslin; some were thin as reeds and some were plump; some were naughty, some were good; some of the
boys were riding on wooden horses and laughing; some were fishing in the waters of the lake. One group had
gone down to the water’s edge to bathe; some were picking flowers, others were plucking fruit. Dancing and
playing, fighting and squabbling, crying and laughing—children everywhere.
This was a strange land, a dream kingdom. There was only fun here, only games and play. There were no
schools and no teachers and so there were no canes in the hands of the teachers. Only the lake’s black water
fringed by forests and reeds, stretches of wilderness and orchards of mango and jackfruit. And on every tree were
parrots and cockatoos with drooping tails. In the water swam round-eyed boal fish. In the caladium clumps
fluttered swarms of butterflies, and on the outskirts of the forest lived the Aunts of the woodland village who
made sweet balls of popped rice. A cuckoo fluttered on the pomegranate shrub by the side of the hut, and a
nutmeg tree grew on the banks of the river. Blue horses grazed in the fields and golden peacocks strutted about the
lanes and riverside ghats. The children rode the blue horses and the golden peacocks and, accompanied by the
music of drums, timbrels and cymbals, they went to the Land of Orange Sweets where a sweet little princess was
being taken to be married.
The monkey also went with them to the Land of Orange Sweets. There were countless cockatoos there. Sitting
on their perches, they pecked at grain, cackled in the trees and played with the children of the land. The people of
that land ploughed their field with bullocks and cleaned their teeth with diamonds! It was a strange world indeed.
In the twinkling of an eye the dawn broke, and in a flash it became dusk again. In that kingdom the strangest
things, happened. Through shimmering sands flowed a sparkling brook on the banks of which a crowd of boys
came fishing. The sunlight streamed down on their moon-faces, and when tired they slept out in the open,
wrapped in their fishing nets.
Then drip-drop, drip-drop, came the rains. Tides ran high on the river and the crowd of boys rushed home for
shelter. As they ran, kites swooped down and took their fish, and frogs jumped up and snatched their fishing rods.
The little boys went home furious, and their mothers consoled them with cooled milk.
On the dry sandbar by the shimmering river water, old Lord Shiva came along and beached his boat. With him
were his three ladies. One of them cooked and served, the second one only ate and the third one went off in a huff
to her father’s place.
The monkey also went with her. There, lovely maidens after bathing in the river were standing on the ghat
shaking dry their ebony-black hair. From either side of the ghat steps floated up two carps—king of fishes. A
priest caught hold of one and a cockatoo who came sailing along seized the other. A weasel, seeing this, snatched
up the cockatoo with one hand and the fish with the other, and began to dance. In the doorway of a little house, a
mother with her child on her knee sang:
Weasel! O Weasel! Just stop your prancing!
Turn around and see my boy dancing.

The monkey looked at the boy and found he was lovely—as beautiful as a golden moon. He snatched up the child
and lo! The dreamland of Mother Shashthi vanished before his eyes.
The flight of cockatoos made the blue sky green as they flew away to some unknown land.
Lord Shiva’s boat floated away.
The maidens on the ghats draped their striped saris around themselves and faded into thin air.
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The weasel dancing under the tamarind tree disappeared amongst the leaves.
The whole of that magic kingdom of Mother Shashthi seemed to sink back into the earth.
*
The monkey looked around. Where was Old Mother Shashthi? And where indeed were they all? There he was,
standing under the banyan tree beside the lake with the boy in his arms.
The monkey called the king’s men and placed the moon-faced boy in the palanquin. Then with torches blazing
and drums beating, the wedding procession left Dignagar in the twilight.
Meanwhile, in the land of Patali, in the house of the bride’s parents, the visiting king was wondering why the
monkey had not yet arrived.
“Is he playing a trick on me?” he thought. “When I return to my kingdom I shall have him beheaded.” The waiting
bride was thinking,
“I wonder what the bridegroom looks like?” The mother and father of the bride were thinking,
“Alas, our heart’s darling will become someone else’s and will go away to an unknown home.” The servants
and maidservants of the king were thinking,
“When will all the work be over so that we can go up on the terrace to have a look at the bridegroom?”
Just then, to the dhum-dhum-dhum pounding of drums, to the peep-peep-peep piping of flutes, to the thud-thud-thud
hoof-beat of horses, the monkey arrived with the bridegroom.
The king led his son by the hand and seated him in the midst of the assembly. The wedding guests hailed the
bridegroom with joy. The father of the bride gave his daughter’s hand to the bridegroom. The attendants blew the conches
and from all sides resounded ulu-ulu-ulu ushering good fortune to the newly married.
*
The next day, to the music of flutes, the king set out for his kingdom on horseback, with his son and his daughter-inlaw and the monkey. The palace of the king of Patali was left desolate, for the beloved daughter, so long the joy of
her mother and father, had gone off to another land.
Meanwhile, in our king’s capital, the older queen had wept and wept for two days and two nights. She had worried
and worried and had at last fallen asleep. In her dreams old mother Shashthi was saying to her,
“Awake, O queen, awake; the darling of your heart has come home.”
The queen awoke and sat up. She heard her maids-in-waiting say to her,
“Rani, put on your puja sari, and come and perform the welcoming ceremony for your son and daughter-inlaw!”
The queen put on her sari for worship and came out. And lo! The king had truly brought her son and daughter-inlaw to her door.
With a happy smile she drew the bride and the bridegroom into her arms.
With the blessing of Mother Shashthi she did not remember the caramel doll of her sorrowful days and felt as if it
had all been a dream.
The king made a wedding present of the kingdom to his son, and appointed the monkey his prime minister. And he
adorned his son’s bride with those eight pairs of bracelets of eight thousand rubies from the charmed lands. On her feet
he placed the ten pairs of anklets of gold. The ruby bracelets sparkled like blood on her milk-white arms; the anklets
tinkled on her feet, ting-a-ling, ting-a-ling, and shone like fire.
And Suo Rani’s heart was so filled with jealousy that it burst, and she dropped down dead.
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237.200 Excerpt from The Fatal Rumour\fn{by Batlagundu Ramaiya Rajam Aiyar (1872-1898)} Vatalakundu, Madurai
District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 11
1
In Madurai district there is a village named Sirukulam, and in the middle of the main street is a house known
as the “Big House”. In one of the side-rooms, a man was lying on a mat with a large pillow. He awoke, chanted
“Sambo, Sankara!” to shake off his drowsiness, then scratched his legs and called out,
“Hey, you!”
His wife, stitching a blouse in the main room, heard his vdice and coughed a couple of times but kept silent.
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Again the reclining Brahmin called her,
“You! Hey you!” In response, she put on an angry face and said playfully:
“There’s no “hay” here and no “ewe” either. If you want to buy hay and a ewe, you’d better go to the
marketplace. Any more talk like that from you and you’ll pay for it.”
“Ohhh! Look at that,” he said and then began to sing a songline:
“‘Even if she’s a lady, a wife serves her man.’” Hearing that, she said,
“That Vedanayakam Pillai\fn{The author of the first Tamil novel (1879)} is a man, like you, isn’t he? He can drop
dead! I guess from now on we’ll have to start acting like English women. Such insults! My father had two lots of
inherited property and my grandfather had three! How dare you call me a ewe, like a thing bought and sold in the
market?”
“Oh, yes. Your family had some nice lots of land!” he said teasingly. “Not three, but four, in fact: dry land,
wasteland, scrub land and no-man’s land.”
“Well, land is all we’ve got, whereas you are related to that famous Serfoji, the Maharaja of Tanjore.\fn{ Serfoji
II, the last Maharaja of Tanjore (ruled 1798-1832)} What are we to you? Nothing but slaves!”
“Your Majesty! Please pardon the errors of your lowly subjects. You know the saying: ‘Great ones must
forgive the errors of us little folk.’ Now, Queen Kamalambal, Your Highness, please proffer me liquid
refreshment.”
“This house has no liquidity.”
“But only if you serve me, will you get a son.” (Kamalambal was then six months pregnant.)
“I see! Having a daughter is not enough? Anyway, who’s complaining that I don’t have a son?”
“Even if no one said it, they think it, don’t they? But if you bring me some water now, in three months you’ll
give birth to a healthy son.”
“Why three months? You’re my little boy right now!” With that, she went inside and brought out a tray of
sesame-cakes, coconut snacks and cool water, and put it next to our Aiyar.\fn{ “Aiyar” is a caste names for Saivite
Brahmans in the Tamil country}
“There,” she sighed and leaned against him, as he hugged her tightly and began to examine the food. He ate a
little and then, when she wasn’t looking, grabbed his wife’s hands and said,
“Well, we’ve become quite an important person, haven’t we?” Lightly slapping her cheek, he continued,
“If I call out ‘Hey, you,’ will you always mock me as a child of Serfoji Maharaja?”
“All right,” she said laughing. “No more, never again! Now will you kindly let go of my hands, or shall I
scream?”
“Scream and let’s see who comes.”
She started to let out a scream, but he again slapped her cheeks and dropped her hands. As they were busy
eating their food, Kamalambal said,
“If wt go on eating huge meals like this, how will we ever get our daughter married?”
“Who can beautify beauty?” he said. “Her name is Kalyani, ‘the married woman’. So what’s the need for a
wedding?”
“Right. Besides this world is full of fools. People spend five hundred or a thousand on a wedding nowadays.
We’ll just let her be ‘married’ in name, and do no more. No one will know our great secret!”
“Where is she right now?” asked Muttuswami Aiyar.
“Went next door,” Kamalambal said, and then called her daughter. Next door, Kalyani told her friends that her
father wanted her, ran off and then stood before her parents, with a book in her hand.
“One thing is clear,” the father said. “Following the precept ‘A book beautifies the hand’, our daughter is never
without one when she’s in front of her father.”
“No, father. 1 really was studying. Ask Minakshi.” In order to test her, he said,
“Didn’t I hear you playing hopscotch?”
“No, really, I was studying.”
“Let me see your book then.” Looking at it, he saw that it was a collection of verses from Kampan’s
Ramayana with a commentary, and so he continued,
“How far have you read?”
“To the place where Surpanakha goes to Ravana and complains and starts the war.” Turning to his wife, he
said,
“That’s right! Women are the cause of all the trouble in this world. Without Sita, what’s the Ramayana?”
“Oh, yes! If men are ruined because they desire women, it’s the women who are to blame! Was Ravana
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destroyed by Sita or by his own arrogance?”
“Well, let that be. But consider this: the war in the Ramayana was begun by a woman and the chaos in the
middle was stirred up by a woman—by that Surpanakha! That’s where Valmiki shows his true brilliance. They say
Narada is a troublemaker, but even that trickster couldn’t create as big a mess as she did; not even Narada could
dream of such massive deception and ruin. He’s caused chaos for a lot of people but nothing compared to what
Surpanakha did for Ravana. Even ten Naradas do not equal one Surpanakha.”
“Have it your own way; but if all the men in the world are Ravanas and Kumbhakarnas, then let all the women
be Surpanakhas.” Not knowing what to say to that, Muttuswami Aiyar turned to his daughter,
“Do you want a husband like Rama? Or like Laksmana?” Embarrassed, Kalyani hung her head in silence.

† An image of Rama, the seventh avatar of Vishnu, the Perfect Man, Lord of Self Control, Lord of Virtue †
“Rama is dark; Laksmana is fair,” her father said to tease her. “Poor Rama only knows how to cry, but
Laksmana is a great warrior. Even before Rama was told to go to the forest, he dressed himself in bark and left.
But Laksmana grabbed his bow and was ready to kill everyone! Laksmana is far superior to Rama. Think about it
and let me know—but be quick. I’ve got to arrange your marriage soon.”
“Come on, father! This isn’t why you called me. Minakshi is waiting and I’ve got to go,” she said and started
to leave.
“Just a minute, my girl. You should marry neither Rama nor Laksmana. Both are married already! So why
should you—” Before he could finish, he heard someone knock on the door and call,
“Muttuswami! Muttuswami!” Father turned to daughter, said, “Run along. Ramanna Vattiyar is here,” and then
opened the door.
2
As soon as Muttuswami Aiyar opened the door, Ramanna Vattiyar entered. Looking at him, no one would
guess that he was more than forty-five or fifty years old, though in fact he had celebrated his “longevity” ritual
five years ago (that is, he was eighty-five). In Sirukulam he was the one always invited to eat the Brahmin’s
traditional share at the death anniversary feasts. Every month, about twenty of these sraddha feasts were held in
the village, and he managed to attend no fewer than eighteen of them. He had never developed that bad habit of
saying “enough” when his leaf was being filled:
“However much you serve,” he would say, “it is our duty to consume.”
Because the villagers believed that their ancestors would get at least half of what he ate, they were happy only
when he gorged himself. But they didn’t know the whole story; knowing that the huge midday feast wouldn’t
satisfy him, he would finish off twenty or thirty extra vadais and then observe a ritual fast that night. Those dhal
vadais were what kept his body fit, and, indeed, illness had never laid him low, never, not even for a single day!
He was a little stooped because of his age, but his step had not slackened a bit, and every morning he took his bath
in the river. As soon as this learned Brahmin entered, Muttuswami Aiyar greeted him respectfully,
66

“Come, come, Uncle! Lakshmi, bring a plank for him to sit on. Do sit down. I had been thinking of coming to
see you.”
“Hey, Viran!” shouted Muttuswami Aiyar, and Viran the servant answered politely and entered.
“Go and bring little Sundaram.” Turning to Ramanna, he said,
“I’ve also asked the astrologer to come. The inauspicious Raghu-time has passed, hasn’t it? I mean, it’s Friday,
isn’t it?”\fn{Raghu-time is an hour and a half of inauspicious time each day; it occurs earlier on Friday morning than on Saturday
morning. Thus if it were Saturday in Sirukulam, the Raghu-time period would not have passed and would have cast a shadow of misfortune
over any discussion of marriage}

“Yes. Yes. Raghu-time passed hours ago,” said Ramanna.
“Good. I thought it might be Saturday,” began Muttuswami Aiyar when Sundaram came in playing with a ball
and said, “Did you call, father?”\fn{ Although Muttuswami Aiyar is Sundaram’s uncle, not his father, this usage is common and
emphasizes the bond between the two}
“What’s this ball? Look out! Grandad’s head! Put it away!”
“It’s a new ball, father, and I put a big seed inside.”
“All right, you little rascal. Now go to Sankara the astrologer and say that your father and granddad—”
“What granddad?”
“This granddad, silly!”
“Ramanna granddad?”
“Yes. Now go and tell the astrologer that I told you to bring him personally. Say there’s some urgent business.”
“Tell me what it is.”
“I will, but go first.”
“Only if you tell me.”
“Your sister’s marriage.”
“‘I’m supposed to bring you about my sister’s marriage—that’s what I’ll tell him,” the boy said, jumping in the
air.
“Now listen. Don’t say anything like that. Just bring him here, quickly,” Muttuswami Aiyar laughed.
“But can he keep up with me? I’ll run far in front of him.”
“Don’t run! Go and bring him, slowly.”
Before long a fair-skinned man walked in with rudraksa beads on his neck, a Tirupathi bracelet on his wrist, a
gold ring on his finger, sacred ash on his forehead and a palm-leaf manuscript in his hand. As soon as he entered,
Muttuswami Aiyar welcomed him and offered him a seat. Ramanna Vattiyar also greeted him, handed him a
bundle of horoscopes and said,
“Take a look at these.” Sitting down, the astrologer said,
“Such a pile of horoscopes from prospective husbands for such a young girl! Must be at least a hundred.”
“Doesn’t surprise me,” said Muttuswami Aiyar.
“Yes. Given your intelligence, your virtues, your wealth, one word about a prospective marriage and thousands
will send in their horoscopes. As for your daughter, well, her intelligence, her gentility, her beauty, her education
…” The eulogy continued until Muttuswami Aiyar could bear it no longer,
“She’s ten years old,” he interrupted. “This year or the next she should be married.”
“That is the proper age. What kind of marriage is possible at an earlier age? I cannot accept that kind of thing
at all,” he said and continued,
“Oh, this is an excellent horoscope! The Sun is in the fifth house; Saturn rules the birth; Jupiter rules wealth;
and Venus governs her fortune.”
“First let’s look at the horoscopes of eligible men and decide which are possible; then we’ll select the best one
from among them,” said Muttuswami Aiyar.
Ramanna Vattiyar went through the horoscopes—“This one has flaws; this one is a problem”—and rejected
them one by one.
*
Meanwhile in the city of Madurai two old men were sitting on the verandah\fn{ Here and throughout, verandah is
used to translate the Tamil tinnai, a raised platform (in effect an extension of the living space ) in the front of many houses in South
India} of a large, brick house in a street near. the main temple. One of them spoke:
“The charts for Muttuswami Aiyar’s daughter and our boy are compatible. That’s what I was hoping for.
What’s your opinion?”
“What’s opinion got to do with it? If you like the girl and the charts are compatible, let’s go ahead with the
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marriage. Besides Muttuswami Aiyar treats people with such respect and generosity, and his wife is so kind.
Whenever I visit them, she welcomes me like an uncle and looks after me with such care. She’s always concerned
with the good of the village and with trying to understand other people. She never shouts. She has no enemies.
They are also very wealthy, and the daughter is simply solid gold—she shines like a star! Even more beautiful
than our boy.”
“I agree. She’s the girl all right. If you want, we can see what the ‘flowers’ have to say tonight.”\fn{ In the flower
ritual, packets of green leaves containing either white or red flowers are tossed on the floor and one is selected by a bystander; often several
throws are involved. The color of the flower in the chosen packet is then interpreted as an omen concerning events such as a proposed
marriage} In reply, Krishna Aiyar said,

“Right. We’ll consult the flowers, we’ll consult the omens, and we’ll look at the horoscopes again and again.
Why have any doubts? It’s not as if no girls are available. If we do all that should be done, everything will turn
out fine. I’ll go with you to the temple tonight, and we’ll ask for Goddess Minakshi’s consent through the flower
ritual.” When Ramaswami Sastri agreed, Krishna Aiyar stepped out on to the street and walked away, saying,
“I’m going over to Cittirai Street; see you later.”
3
As they had planned earlier that day, Krishna Aiyar and Ramaswami Sastri wen,t to the temple of Goddess
Minakshi in Madurai and had the flower ritual performed. Not only was the white flower selected, but even the
lamps hear the entrance to the inner sanctum seemed to throw off sparks like blossoms. Having seen all this, the
two men went home extremely happy and waited eagerly for daybreak. When first light appeared, they finished
their morning duties and sat down to write a letter to Muttuswami Aiyar in Sirukulam. At that very moment, the
postman brought a letter for Krishna Aiyar; who, seeing that the postmark was from Sirukulam, opened it
excitedly and read as follows:
Sirukulam, Month of Panguni, 19
Dear Sir, my kind uncle,
Your son and servant Muttuswami Aiyar sends his greetings. All are well here; I request you to write often of the
welfare of those there. I am forever in your debt and my gratitude is boundless. Will grain wither when there is water?
The horoscopes of your Srinivasan and of our Lakshmi (Kalyani’s other name) are compatible in all respects. Should
we not bring them together? The next steps are yours to take. Do leaves dance without the wind? I am also writing to
your relative, Ramaswami Sastri, in order to learn his opinion. Please tell him I realize, without any regret, that
sometimes madmen are necessary in this world.
Many good wishes,
Muttuswami

When he finished reading the letter, Krishna Aiyar said,
“Muttuswami is certainly well educated. Look at the way he’s written this letter. Succinct, with metaphors and
similes. No need to add another word!”
Ramaswami Sastri smiled and agreed that it was a fine letter. Talking for a few more minutes, they decided to
set out for Sirukulam in the afternoon to fix the betrothal.
*
In Sirukulam, the next morning a group of women were bathing and washing their saris on the riverbank. One
of them, Suppu, was speaking.\fn{Author’s footnote: This eminent woman’s tongue will not form the sound “ra”; it prefers “ya”
instead. However, because her elevated speech would frighten anyone who heard it here in the first instance, examples are supplied only in
subsequent chapters} Suppu said,

“Well, you know what they say? ‘Got to pray even at the feet of a donkey to get on in this world!’ Now that
I’ve had eight children, it’s all politeness and kindness from them, but everyone knows what happened before
that. When I had my first child, I didn’t get any regular medicine or food. All those women gathered round and
gossiped something awful, remember? Such scandalous talk it was! Then a jackfruit came from Villacheri. It was
the first of the month, so they made dishes with yogurt, coconut and dhal, jackfruit, brinjal, fried dhal and sweet
potatoes. The man of the house wasn’t around; he’d gone to his son-in-law’s in Manamadurai. They cooked all
this stuff, but I didn’t get even a single piece of that jackfruit. Of course, they spoke loudly so I wouldn’t miss
what they said. ‘Oh, too bad,’ they said, ‘there’s no vegetable or curry left’ and then gave me a simple rice meal as
if it wasn’t a special day for me. You think I’m going to forget that! Not in a million years.” As Suppu was
speaking, she straightened up and saw Ponnammal coming toward her with a pot.
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Ponnammal was the wife of Suppiramaniya Aiyar, Muttuswami Aiyar’s younger brother. She came from
Tanjore, and no one on this earth was her equal. She criticized everyone—didn’t care who it was—and she toyed
with poor Suppiramaniya Aiyar like a top!
The husband was terrified of this gem of a wife; and although he boasted to others that he did whatever he
liked, the whole village knew that he suffered mercilessly at her hands. To tease him, all you had to say was “The
woman wears the pants,” and his face would turn blood-red with anger.
Now Ponnammal was a very beautiful woman. Even when she walked she wanted the whole world to stand
still and stare fixedly at her beauty, as if she were a painting. Sometimes while she was walking she would
suddenly think,
“Isn’t my gait just like a swan’s?”
Seized simultaneously by both pride and shame, she would stop for no apparent reason and then hurry along
home, moving with great affectation, but not actually touching the ground, as if she were passing over hot coals.
When this heavenly goddess stepped into the river, Suppu, the woman who had been lecturing her friends, spoke
to her:
“Ponnammal, why so late? Busy with weddings again? We saw those two old men sitting together on your
brother-in-law’s porch! Who are they?” Irritated, Ponnammal answered,
“Somebody or other!” Then she added with some eloquence:
“‘What are the affairs of the world to frogs in a well?’ Is it not sufficient if people mind their own business?”
Ponnammal was not half as well educated as Kamalambal, but she used her meagre resources to act as if she
were very sophisticated. She was madly jealous that Kamalambal spoke so beautifully. Like a wild turkey who
watches a beautiful peacock dance and then spreads its ugly wings in imitation, whenever Ponnammal saw
Kamalambal, she began to speak with added eloquence. There’s a story about a shepherd who, having heard the
Brahmin dialect, which mixes in Sanskrit words here and there like flowers among the leaves of a tree, attempts to
imitate it and says to his mother,
“Hark! A lambling consumeth thine clothes. Ouooot! Ouooot!”
Similarly, Ponnammal’s grammatical Tamil would sometimes outdo grammar! In any case, the uneducated
women of the village were persuaded that she was far more educated than Kamalambal. When Suppu heard
Ponnammal’s answer, she replied sharply,
“You’re saying you don’t know! Well, keep It to yourself and drop dead! I can find out by going there myself.”
“Listen to that. They’re negotiating a marriage and you mention death!”
“Did I really say ‘death’? How horrible! Looks like you’re trying to pick a fight.”
“Why are you so angry? I was just joking, to pass the time. Don’t you know there’s a wedding in their family?
They’re from Madurai, I think, and they’ve come to arrange the betrothment with Muttuswami Aiyar’s
daughter.” \fn{Author’s footnote: “betrothal” is the correct word, but Ponnammal is so taken with her elevated speech that she gets
confused; she could have been unlucky and said “bereavement” } Suppu knew about the people from Madurai and she knew
that Ponnammal knew, but she wanted to provoke Ponnammal.in order to stir up a little trouble between her and
Kamalambal because it might be fun to watch.
“I see,” she continued. “They say that your uncle by marriage is coming; has he come yet? I couldn’t see very
well. But then I don’t go in and out of their house every day, do I?”
Ponnammal hesitated, then said with a grimace, “It seems like he’s come” and fell silent again. Realizing that
this was her opportunity, Suppu said,
“What do you mean ‘seems’? Hasn’t your uncle by marriage ever come to your house? Are you saying you
don’t know him! I mean, he is a fine man.”
“Is there a law that says he should come to my house? And is there some scarcity of good men in the world?
He won’t come now, and even if he did, he wouldn’t act as friendly as he used to. People may lack common
sense, but they should show respect. Shouldn’t they?”
“What’s happened? Oh, I see! He’s the reason Lakshmi's going to be married off in Madurai! What a terrible
thing to do. Given the friendship between you and your sister-in-law, Kamalambal, they could have easily
arranged for her to marry your brother’s son. Or is his family too poor and low class for them?”
“What prosperity or respectability do my people have? They line up day and night to receive rice at
Muttuswami Aiyar’s door. Everyone up north in Tanjore knows that Muttuswami Aiyar keeps the light shining in
their house. You’d think it would be enough that I was trapped down here, but if they don’t maintain marriage
alliances in these backwoods, they won’t get brides for their men back in Tanjore. Too bad, because the girl is
really lovely!” Listening to this conversation was another woman, Nagu, who said,
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“Money, shmoney! That’s all this village cares about! In the kingdom of the blind, the one-eyed man is king,
isn’t he? Why can’t they marry her to Ponnammal’s nephew? No, let them keep her! (Looking at Ponnammal)
Better write to your brother telling him not to arrange his son’s marriage in this village.”
“Would I wait this long? I sent off a telegram way back then!” Suppu (to herself):
“Did you, now? Your head’s so swollen you need a basket to carry it! So big it won’t stay on your neck!” (To
Ponnammal)
“Problem is that Muttuswami Aiyar doesn’t respect you enough; that’s the ‘incompatibility’. If he did respect
you, he’d marry his daughter to your nephew.” Nagu:
“Yeah, those horoscopes are just an excuse. How many cases do you know where incompatible horoscopes
have actually prevented a marriage? Besides, like they say, ‘A doctor’s wife can die and a priest’s wife can
become a widow,’ so no one knows the future. A marriage is made in the mind, and if a couple are suitable in
personality, then all other compatibilities follow. Yesterday, Minaksisundaram’s daughter was married to
Shankar’s son—what horoscopes did they consult? None! Yet the marriage went ahead anyway, didn’t it? And are
they any the worse for it? ‘Stumbling is the excuse of a lame donkey’.” Ponnammal:
“Do you think the English consult horoscopes?” Nagu:
“English?” Ponnamal:
“English” means “white-people”. Suppu and Nagu:
“Yes, of course they look at them.” Realizing their stupidity, Ponnammal laughed.
“But they don’t believe in horoscopes.” Nagu:
“You think they don’t know about roroscopes?” Ponnammal:
“‘Roroscopes?’ It’s “horoscopes”. You two talk like Sudras.”
“Remember we aren’t educated,” said Nagu a little sadly. Suppu suddenly looked at Ponnammal:
“Forget it; let’s find something wrong with the horoscopes they’ve got and then get her married to your
nephew!” Ponnammal:
“I’ve already worshipped all the gods in this village, so I don’t need the Almighty. Besides, I wouldn’t get
involved in a marriage with Muttuswami Aiyar’s family even if they offered a dowry of a thousand gold pieces.
We’ve got more pride than that!” Suppu:
“Well, you could say a word to your husband and get something arranged.” Ponnammal:
“Ah! You think it’s that simple! What I say and what he hears, and what he says and what his older brother,
Muttuswami Aiyar, hears is not the same. My husband’s not on the same level as his older brother, you know.”
Nagu:
“What are you saying? Muttuswami Aiyar doesn’t think like that. He looks after your boy Sundaram like ‘he’s
the apple of his eye’. He can’t even bear the wind to blow on him.”
“Well, that woman certainly wants a son, but god hasn’t blessed her, has he? But who’s she going to complain
to about that? They’ve spoiled my child, separated the boy from his own mother, and turned him into no-good
trash, an orphan raised by a widow! That boy’s become a disgrace to the whole family!” said Ponnammal bitterly.
“And her husband’s as worthless as a male-widow!” she added under her breath.
When she heard this, Suppu was ecstatic!
“These are the words I’ve been waiting for,” she thought to herself, and tying up her clothes in a bundle left for
home.
As soon as she got home and put down her water pot, without even changing her wet sari, she grabbed a cowdung patty and headed for Kamalambal’s house to get a light for her hearth. Actually, she had a fire at home, but
she just couldn’t wait to repeat Ponnammal's words to Kamalambal and blow them up tenfold.
4
Suppu was not really a bad person. She had a generous nature, and was kind, and, compared to other village
women, didn’t fight much with her mother-in-law. At least, she listened to whatever her mother-in-law had to say
on Fridays and New Year’s Day; after that though their battles raged with extra vehemence. Unlike other women
she also didn’t remember the details of domestic battles over the past twenty years; if you asked her what took
place between her and her mother-in-law, say fifteen years ago, she wouldn’t be able to give you a good answer.
But any event less than fifteen years ago made a deep impression on her. So ask her to recall the events of the
day fourteen years ago when her mother-in-law called her a “cheat”, and she’ll tell you the curry they ate, the type
of vegetables, whether the yogurt was sour or not, who cooked it and with what mistakes—in such detail that any
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appeal was out of the question. If those with an English education had even one-tenth of Mrs. Suppu’s memory,
they would definitely earn an MA or ML degree. Wherever and whenever there was an argument the village,
Suppu would be there—even if she had to go hungry to attend!
Every day a “Congress Party” conference would gather at noon, break up at six o’clock and reconvene at eight
in the evening. Each day this went on, without a single holiday. The Honorable Mrs. Suppu was the esteemed
chairman of this Society. That elevated position had not been given to her publicly, but because she possessed the
necessary authority for it she enjoyed the loyal respect of everyone.
Some might be eager to know if this Society published a newspaper. It did not, precisely because unpublished
events and unprintable secrets were its life-blood. Instead, the Society had several officials who might be called
“news-ladies”. Their job was this: they circulated through the village from daybreak till sunset, doing at least
three complete rounds a day, entering into every nook and cranny like the wind, carefully noting any new arrivals
to the village, any angry words, any secret talk, any laughter, any tears, all this, where and when, and then like
bees who collect honey from many sources and bring it back to eat communally, these ladies hauled their newssacks back to the Gossip Society, where they emptied them out for the consideration of the other members.
The talents of these officers were extraordinary. In the past, Christian nations like Spain had a religious
organization called the Inquisition, whose officers would strike up a friendly conversation with someone, without
the slightest warning; if they heard an iota of disrespect toward the state religion, or even suspected someone of
such disrespect, that person would be dragged before a court. In their powers of deception, however, those officers
were not a speck of dust on the feet of our “news-ladies”. Indeed, the Ministers in the current government would
do well to take a few months training from them—even the great poet Auvaiyar didn’t know the proverbs they
knew. We know that even clever fish will one day be caught by fishermen with their hooks and nets; similarly,
whether man or woman, no matter how clever or how private the affair might be, nothing escaped these officers of
the Gossip Society.
But don’t think that this ability to bring back news was the only skill they possessed. Like our unimaginative
Tamil pundits, they, too, took absolutely no pleasure in reporting accurately what someone else said. Turning lies
to truths and truths to lies, they were even more ingenious than Lord Siva who changed foxes into steeds and
those steeds back into foxes! Their words, neither trivial nor trifling, had the power to move the hardest of hearts.
Indeed the creativity of these mischievous women exceeded even the genius of Kampan, who turned one word
into ten and composed a huge Ramayana. The sage Vyasa may have composed eighteen puranas, but this lot
created a sthalapurana for every house in the village! In their ability to transmute love, intelligence and
tranquility, they outshone even Puck, that little sprite in A Midsummer Night’s Dream. These clever, selfappointed officers are the honorable members of the Gossip Society.
5
Readers must excuse me for so rudely detaining Mrs. Suppu, the honorable leader of the Society, at the
doorstep of Kamalambal’s house where she had gone to ask for a light. Fearing that readers might think Mrs.
Suppu was an ordinary Suppu, I have elaborated on her rank and authority.
Now, when Suppu saw the two men sitting on Muttuswami Aiyar’s porch, that is Krishna Aiyar and
Ramaswami Sastri, she modestly stepped to one side, covered her head with her sari, respectfully bowed her head
and entered. Seeing Kamalambal, she spoke softly as if whispering a secret:
“That’s your uncle and his relative, isn’t it?”
“Welcome. Come in,” said Kalambal. “Yes, it’s them; they came today.”
Since Suppu had lowered her head when she entered, some may wonder how she managed to see those seated
on the porch. There’s a proverb: ‘Though she stares at her big toe, the corner of a woman’s eye encircles the
world.’ Suppu actually blinked like an owl, but her peripheral sight was keener than Garuda’s, the eagle “whose
eyes see a million miles”.
It was precisely this special talent, of course, that had made her the exalted leader of the Society. Later we will
have occassion to comment on Suppu and her Society, for she is important to us. Just as without such “virtuous”
women as Kuni and Surpanakha there would have been no Ramayana, without Suppu the unusual story that we
are writing would not be possible. If the gods, sages and sadhus are indebted to Kuni and Surpanakha, we are
beholden to Suppu. As soon as Kamalambal welcomed her, Suppu spoke:
“So she’s going to be married to a family from Madurai! Very good news indeed! You must be relieved.”
“It’s all god’s will! We think we control events, but in reality we control very little,” replied Kamalambal.
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“That’s right. That’s how we should live, I mean, idle talk causes nothing but trouble, doesn’t it?”
Kamalambal, wondering if she had done wrong or spoken ill of anyone, said,
“Idle talk? What idle talk? Did I say anything?”
“You? That’s a good one! You’re as good as gold, you are,” but before she could finish her sentence,
Kamalambal thought to herself,
“She’s come to tell me something that someone else said and I won’t have it.” Suddenly, she went inside,
brought back a light and gave it to Suppu, saying,
“Well, everyone has something to say. Who can stop this village from talking? Look, you’re standing in a wet
sari!”
Because Kamalambal knew well Suppu’s tricks of the trade, she realized it was best to send her off quickly and
mentioned her wet sari. Suppu understood this but was so desperate to start a row between Kamalambal and
Ponnammal that she decided not to go away even if she were pushed out the door. Picking up a dry dung cake,
Suppu lit it and sat down.
*
Suppu and the Society hated Kamalambal simply because she completely ignored their existence. She hadn’t
spent even five minutes among them, never paid them the slightest notice and went about her own business.
Besides, any pundit learned in the mathematical sastras takes a special pleasure in solving difficult problems; and
men who wish to gain an honorable degree in deflowering girls derive more satisfaction from having sex with
foreign women than with our local women of pleasure, even if it means they have to creep around corners and
face humiliation. Similarly, the accomplished Suppu, a trickster more notorious than Narada, took pleasure not in
stirring up trouble with ordinary people who were easily provoked but in dragging into a fight the saintly
Kamalambal who didn’t know what a fight was. She had been eagerly waiting for this opportunity for a long time,
and now as she blew on the fire in the stove, she began to fan other flames as well:
“I was washing clothes by the riverbank (as noted earlier, Suppu uses ya instead of ra; let us listen to her
elevated speech for a while).\fn{ Despite the author’s attempt, the effort does not translate well into English; I have eliminated the
effort in favor of standard spelling:H} Then that Tanjore woman appeared, hotsy-totsy like. Your sister-in-law. Somehow
things went wrong. Not thinking anything special, I just said that your relatives had arrived and were sitting on the
porch and asked if she knew who they were, like that. And she said,
“‘Who knows who and what they are? What’s the wealth of the land to a frog in a well? What’s all the crap of
this village to me?’
“That’s what she said, and I said—” Kamalambal:
“She’s a real fool! She’s the one who said it, right? So why should you repeat even a word of it?”
“Well, that’s it. I came here just to tell you. Listen, I’ll tell you all of it. Then you can say what you like. She’s
a fool, is she? Snake’s fangs got poison, but her whole body’s got poison! You and your husband, you’re naïve;
you think everything white is milk! When dividing up the family shares, some jewelry went missing and we had
to drag her to court to find out that she’d had a rough patch and pawned it all. Have you forgotten all this? Or
maybe you think she’s just a fool from Tanjore and we’re the clever ones!”
“Well, let her be the clever one. What do we lose? Whatever happened happened. No one else in this world is
as close as the two of us now.”
“Oh, that’s a good one! Like marrying a princess—that’s what it would be to marry your daughter. You’re a
good woman. Why doesn’t she just let you alone? The pride of that one; she’s got a real swollen head—too big to
stay on her neck! She’s educated all right—certainly learned how to insult us—”
“Why are you talking like this? This is all new to me. She’s not like that at all.”
“You think what you want. But if you heard her words … why a mangy dog wouldn’t go near her! Even if you
offered a thousand pieces of gold, she said, she wouldn’t arrange a marriage with your daughter. What insults!
This is the backwoods, she said. Your daughter’s ugly! Eyes and nose like that fierce god, Karuppanaswami.\fn
{The name means “black-god”, and he is an important folk deity in the Madurai region, especially among the Kallar caste } Kids get
scared when they see her in the dark. (AIl this was Suppu’s imagination.) We’re all stupid asses, and Muttuswami
Aiyar, who thinks he’s so special, doesn’t care a straw for his younger brother either, it seems. And that’s not all
she said! Oh, she had something nice to say about you, too. I don’t like listening to such slander. Coarse, that’s
what she is; what can you expect from a thief but theft! Let that bitch stew in her own slanderous juices! And that
husband of hers, that Suppiramaniya Aiyar! He’s a complete fool! Wouldn’t take a bride from here, oh no! He’s
from Sirukulam but had to go north, to Tanjore for his bride!”
“Such insults! What’d she say about me?”
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“Burns me up to think about it. Oh, if your husband heard, he’d march right over there and drag her here. She’s
got a son, right. Well, she says you’ve spoiled him and turned him into a widow's bastard. You’ve separated him
from his mother, too. You’re a whore! (This, too, was Suppu’s imagination.) Now how’s that for a slur? Why
don’t we yank out that bitch’s tongue! Hoist her up on a stake! You’ve already begun your marriage arrangements,
and she says your scrawny daughter’s as black as Karuppanaswami! The wedding’s a funeral! You’re a widow
and a whore! What kind of language is that? We ought to set that witch’s head on fire.”
“Oh, lord! Did she really say all this? About me? Would you swear to it?”
“You don’t know what all she said. (Angrily) She’ll say more, too. You think I’m lying, don’t you? Well, Nagu
was there, so ask her. You think I’m afraid, but I’ll repeat this to her face. On oath, if you want.
“This is unbelievable. How could anyone speak like this! Siva, Siva!”
“Thing is she’s angry ’cause you won’t marry your daughter to her nephew. But if their horoscopes aren’t
compatible, what can we do? Still, even common women don’t speak as rudely as that Ponnammal does in public,
right on the riverbank. Tell your husband and get him to scold her. If not, it will go on and on. You’ll see.”
Before Kamalambal could say a word in reply, Suppu left for home.
Suppu’s speech was not exactly like this, but try as I may, I cannot get her rhythm or her pitch right, or capture
her eloquence, She also used proverbs here and there, like little diamonds set in a pearl necklace, but modest men
would shudder even to pronounce them. If I wrote them as she spoke, the effect would resemble what happened
when ‘the tender ears of the mythic asunam bird heard the drum’. What that thudding drum did to the musicloving bird, Suppu’s proverbs and phrases would do to men and women of refined literary tastes. Since they
would produce such abhorrence I have omitted them here.
6
After Suppu had gone, Kamalambal sadly turned over many thoughts in her mind:
“Why is Ponnammal creating all this trouble for us when we wish no harm to anyone? Is it our fault if the
charts are not compatible? What hurtful words she spoke!”
The idea that such cruel people inhabit this world continued to distress her, but that did not prevent her from
providing hospitality and serving a sumptuous meal to her guests, Krishna Aiyar and Ramaswami Sastri, who had
come to arrange her daughter’s marriage. After eating and taking a little nap, the two old men went out and bought
a few things, saying they would conduct the betrothal in the evening. When they fell asleep again on their return,
Muttuswami Aiyar went into the room where Kamalambal usually ate, spread out a bedsheet, propped up a pillow
against a pillar, looked at his loving wife and said playfully,
“My uncle has come, but what about yours? What do you have to say about that?”
“Listen to that, will you!” said kind Kamalambal. From where she stood she sent him a kiss and said,
“Well, my uncle is at home and yours is not! How about that?” As she spoke the little boy Sundaram, who had
quietly crawled up behind them, sprang forward, tied a bullock’s rope around Muttuswami Aiyar’s neck and
tethered him to the pillar.
“Help! Let me go, you’re killing me!” cried the man, to which the child said,
“Nothing doing.”
“You’re going to do the opposite of what I ask, is that it? C’mon, now, let me loose.”
“That’s good, really good, Sundaram,” said Kamalambal. “Tie it tighter if you need to.” Rocking her head
from side to side, she began to sing a tune,
“He’s got him! He’s caught!” Stepping back a bit, Sundaram goaded the “bull” by shouting the traditional
taunt,
“Dree! Dree!”
In the Madurai and Tinnevelly districts there is a sport known as jalli-kattu or “bull-baiting”. Two or three
hundred bullocks with a scarf tied around their necks, are held in an enclosure, and when they are let out, young
men try to catch them. In the outlying villages it’s a grand festival which thousands of people come to watch;
nothing, in fact, can match the joy of going to see a big jalli-kattu. When the festival is on, people drop whatever
they’re doing and dress up: not just with fragrant garlands and sandal-paste, bright red turbans and bordered
veshtis, but also with innumerable silver rings on their fingers. Carrying their sticks, as usual, they arrive in
droves and soon occupy every possible perch-trees, bullock carts, roofs, walls, and the roadsides—from which to
watch the spectacle.
And don’t think that it’s only the men who get excited! Women anoint themselves with margosa oil, various
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scents and turmeric powder, which keeps anyone with a sensitive nose well beyond shouting distance; decking
themselves out with red-lotus garlands, new saris, glass beads and the pottu mark on the forehead, they freely mix
in the crowd with men.
Then, the bulls! Those fierce-looking, high-bred animals with their shaved and polished horns glistening, their
bodies completely covered with garlands, their necks adorned with scarves, those “regal bulls” as they are called,
enter the sports ground with a majestic gait and are shooed out in a rush, as men take their lives in their own
hands by seizing the bulls, ripping off the scarf tied round their necks and shouting “Hey!” to goad them on, while
the bulls lift the men off the ground with their horns, casually toss them to one side and run on—all this is an
amazing spectacle to the artless villagers.
Any bull that is frightened of the crowd, stands still and bucks, is called a “butting bull”. When one of these
butting bulls comes jauntily into the ground, someone in a corner would create a little fun by taunting it with
shouts of
“Dree! Dree!” That’s just what happened when, with Muttuswatni Aiyar tied up to the pillar, his wife cried out,
“Yes! More, more!” and little Sundaram egged him on with drees.
Wondering just what the boy would do next, Muttuswami Aiyar could only raise his head and grin widely,
while Sundaram spoke with complete boyish innocence:
“Butt me, butt me! C’mon uncle, you’re the bull.” Muttuswaini Aiyar just sat there, so his wife said,
“This is one of those difficult bulls; poke it with your stick.” Sundaram tightened the rope on his neck,
brandished the stick and tried to get him to budge,
“Hey! Move it, move it!” Suddenly Muttuswam Aiyar cried,
“Wait you rascal! I’m not the bull; she is, my wife is. Tie this rope around her neck, and the two of us will
drive her!”
“OK,” Sundaram said, loosened the rope, tied it around Kamalambal, who was still eating, and began to drive
her. But she cried,
“I’m a woman, not a bull. He’s the bull, a hefty young bull with a scarf. Go for him!” At this point, Sundaram
completely forgot about the bull game and began to hit Kamalambal with his stick.
“Look, this is a really good stick! Cry! C’mon, auntie, cry!” he said.
“All right, silly, I’ll cry,” she said while he kept on hitting her.
You wouldn’t believe all the things Sundaram possessed. He had all sorts of things, like a bullock driver’s
stick, a rope, a soapstone, a pencil, a white stone, a broken top, two round marbles, a cloth-ball, and so
forth.\fn{See also Tom Sawyer’s list of wealth after having white washed the fence—the last being “a dilapidated old window sash”:H }
For him they glittered like fabulous riches. A clerk goes to the office with his underclothes and overclothes, his
handkerchief and socks, his shoes and umbrella, his turban and watch, while Sundaram went to play with his
bullock halter, rope, top and so on. He was always very happy to see Muttuswami Aiyar and Kamalambal because
they were his favorite playmates, and they actually enjoyed playing blindman’s bluff, village cricket and other
games with him. First he hit Kamalambal, who pretended to cry, then he demanded money from Muttuswami
Aiyar, jumped on his back and tried to grab his topknot, until Kamalambal rose from eating, washed her hands
and sat down, leaning against her husband.
*
After a while, she suddenly let out a long sigh. Seeing that her sunny face wore another expression, he asked
her what was the matter, but she said it was nothing. Again he asked, but she didn’t want to worry him with her
anxieties and said simply,
“It’s nothing, really.” “Tell me,” he demanded, and she replied,
“I feel a little sad for some reason today. The day started out fine, but then I was told that I’ve kept Sundaram
from his mother, that I’ve turned him into an urchin raised by an old hag, that I’m a widow and a prostitute!
That’s how they talk about me!” Muttuswami Aiyar told Sundaram to stop playing and then asked Kamalambal,
“Who said that?”
“Who?” she replied.
“Those who have the liberty to say it, that’s who.” Muttuswami Aiyar’s face reddened,
“So you’ve begun another one of your endless quarrels, have you? (Cleaning his teeth) I know you—there’s
nothing you like more than quarreling!”
“And you love to scold me, don’t you?”
“Squabbling is a woman’s main interest. Just like dogs, really! And you—” But Kamalambal laughed,
“Men are truly wonderful—saints in fact!” His anger rising, Muttuswami Aiyar said,
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“Oh yes, we men go around like this telling lies and spreading slander! God, I’d rather graze donkeys than live
with a woman! Damn it! Do you ever do anything else but fight, non-stop? Now we’ve got a real mess on our
hands! This is a great time to start a row! Can’t you time your battles better, you quarrelsome bitch!”
Clenching his teeth, he went on shouting at her like this. Unable to bear it, Kamalambal blurted out,
“Well, if you get angry at everything I say, what’s the point of talking to you?”
“Shut up, worthless woman! After what you did and then gossiping about it, you think I won’t get angry! You
must think I’m crazy? That’s how you’re acting anyway. Drop dead, you bitch!” he screamed, throwing at her any
words he could think of.
“All right, I’ll die; at least then you’ll be happy.” The angry Muttuswarni Aiyar slapped her again and said,
“That’s all you can say, isn’t it? But don't think you can threaten me! If you leave, the family won’t be ruined;
not at all. Now get out of here!” Then he pushed her away, and when she was shoved, Kamalambal began to cry
bitterly.
Although Muttuswami Aiyar loved his wife deeply, he wouldn’t tolerate even the tiniest fault in her. His
deepest desire was that she should be more virtuous than all the other women in this world. Whenever, in
opposition to that wish, he observed in her the merest hint of any defect that other women have, he became
furious. One of his ideas, which he dearly loved to acclaim, was that women are wicked. So, the slightest sign that
his wife was petty-minded or told tales like other women was enough to set him off, to make him crazy with
anger!
No one except his wife, however, knew of these sudden, unprovoked bursts of anger. We all know men like
him, from our own experience, who show all the virtues of patience in front of others, yet become extremely
angry with their wives. Although Muttuswami Aiyar often got angry with his wife, she was usually able to soothe
him; but occasionally, when she spoke of her own problems, he grew even more furious and feared that he had
made a disastrous marriage.
But this anger was not the whole man. His rage would quickly subside, his wife would forget her own
problems, and when she soothed him with cool words, he would pull her close, smother her with kisses and say,
“Sweetheart, there’s no one like you. I am the luckiest man on earth!”
Just as this world combines good and evil in equal amounts, our Aiyar knew pleasure and pain in equal
amounts. The moment Kamalambal opened her mouth to tell him the malicious gossip spread by her sister-in-law,
Ponnammal, he believed that she was trying to stir up some trouble and got angry. Waiting for the right time, she
tried to calm him with words, but when this failed, his anger increased. And when she began to cry, he grit his
teeth again and said,
“How clever! Not only do you do all that, but you cry about it, too! The floodgates have really broken now. Go
on, cry! You stupid ass!” Again he slapped her and pushed her, and she cried even harder.
Seeing this, little Sundaram shook with fear; the rope slid from his hand and he embraced his aunt. Hanging
his head, he saw from the corner of his eye his uncle’s angry, red face, and he, too, started to cry.
After a few minutes, Muttuswami Aiyar's anger subsided and he began to feel a little sorry. Approaching his
wife, he said,
“Come, now, don’t cry. Don’t cry.” Then he took her in his arms and said,
“Who made you upset now? There’s no need to cry. That’s what makes me get angry. Stop crying. That’s
enough for today.” Half in disgust, he thought to himself, “This is our fate,” but to her, he said, “Come on,
Kamala, that’s enough” as he wiped her eyes with his shawl. Although he thought her tears were a show, they still
hurt him and so he tried to soothe her.
“What kind of life is this, Muttu? (“Muttu” and “Muttu Ammal” were her pet names for him; he called her
“Kamala”) It’s got to be better. If you don’t love me, what will I do? But if I don’t tell you my problems, who can
I turn to for comfort? If I lose you, what’s my future? I’ve left my parents and family to come to you, whom I
worship as my father, my mother and my husband. But when I tell you my troubles, your anger burns me like fire
on an open wound. When you reject me and attack me like this, what can I do? All you need to do is comfort me
by saying, “Don’t be sad.” I only said that she insulted me like that. Is that wrong, Muttu? Before you even
bothered to find out if it was true or false, you started to punish me.” When he heard her words through her tears,
Muttuswami Aiyar softened, pulled her close and said,
“Kamala! What I did was wrong. Please forget it.”
But even his playful teasing and small talk did not soothe her, and he, too, began to cry. Seeing them,
Sundaram began to cry even louder; then Kamalambal stopped crying, hugged her husband and said,
“My sweet, my Muttu, stop it. Don’t cry.” Kissing him, she said,
75

“Who is as lucky as I? I must have earned merit in countless previous lives to have gotten you, my little Muttu.
Don’t, my sweet, don’t cry now.” When she had stopped his tears, he turned to her with affection,
“Kamala, I wronged you; you shouldn’t even talk with me.” But she replied, “What! More anger?” and kissed
him again. Waving his arms around wildly, he said softly,
“But you still won't tell me who said what to you? Go away!” By now Kamalambal had cuddled the still crying
Sundaram and said to him,
“That’s enough, my little sweetie-pie.” Wiping his eyes, she continued,
“Your mother says you shouldn’t come here. Is it right to say that?”
“Just wait. I’ll go and give her a smack and hurry back!” Sundaram said and rushed away.
The child was smart for his age; he never went home more than once a day, despite all the food his mother
enticed him with, and he wouldn’t leave Kamalambal no matter what. As soon as he heard that his mother had
insulted Kamalambal, he ran off, rope and stick in hand. Kamalambal followed him as far as the door, yelling,
“Come back here! Come back!”
But he sped away, and Kamalambal stopped at the doorway because, although she feared that he might well
stir up more trouble, she had no desire to see that vile Ponnammal. …
231.35 My Life Changes Track\fn{by Sarala Devi Chaudhurani (1872-1945)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 3
As I have mentioned elsewhere, following my early attempts at writing, published in Balak; it was an unsigned
comic piece, Premik Sabha in Bharati, that led to my waking up one morning and finding myself famous, like
Byron. A lot of praise showered down from all sides, and unexpectedly, without revealing the secret to anybody
else, Robimama\fn{Rabindranth Tagore, the youngest brother of Swarnakumari Devi, the author’s mother } sent his
congratulations:
“The piece has been correctly assessed because you did not put your name to it. This is no amateur’s writing; it
comes from the pen of a fully mature author. I would not have felt embarrassed even if people had mistaken it for
my own writing.”
Such great praise struck me speechless in my humble joy. But the publication of this piece also created a minor
predicament for me. Some people, suspecting that the cap fitted them, looked bemused, others, less patient, began
to direct irate glances at me. However, this storm in a teacup soon subsided, Premik Sabha did not get dissolved
like Chirakumar Sabha, but continued intact!
Now my pen ran on without let. Articles on classical Sanskrit literature were coming out. The first one was on
Rati’s lamentation from Kumarasambhavam.\fn{An epic poem by Kalidasa (4th century)} Hiren Dutta\fn{Philosopher,
scholar and politician (1868-1942)} sent a message applauding the genuine novelty in this piece. Much later, two or
three years before his death, once when I was reading out my Niler Uposh to him, he praised its content and style
and remarked,
“Why don’t you put all your pieces together in the form of a book? You are depriving the literary world of
Bengal. Your Rati-Bilap created a sensation, you have not as yet put all those things together in a single
publication. You might even do it now.”
Malabika-Agnimitra was the next in the series. I have noted earlier that I sent this one to Bankimbabu\fn{ Bankimchandra Chattopadhyay (1838-1894), Bengali novelist, essayist and editor } for his perusal. I have also narrated before how
the invaluable letter I received from him on this piece got destroyed in the political conflagration in Punjab.
Robimama’s letter on Malabika-Agnimitra was similarly lost. Not only this one, but others received from him
since my childhood—about fifty in number—have been also swallowed up by Time, the great devourer.
The next to appear was Malati-Madhava. All these texts had been part of my syllabus at the F.A. (First Arts)
and the B.A. level. I had started on Mrichchakatikam, but that was never completed. At one point, I even made an
effort to publish these articles together as a book with the title Kabi Mandir. Dinesh Sen\fn{Dineshchandra Sen (18661939, pioneer in the recovery of lost folk traditions and folklore of Bengal } was entrusted with the work, since at that time I
was already about to depart for Lahore. After two or three forms had been printed, however, Dineshbabu lost
interest. I was not even able to retrieve the printed parts, although I had paid the press its dues in full in advance.
The lesson learnt from this was that for a non-resident to attempt to bring out a book through someone else is but
to burn good money. Later, after returning to Bengal, whenever I took the initiative to publish it again, the fearsome shadow of the World War intervened, and everybody discouraged me because paper had become so costly.
In the meantime, I went to Sholapur with my mother to visit Mejomama\fn{ Satyendranath Tagore (1842-1923), the
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first Indian member of the Indian Civil Service }

for a few months. At Dussera, that is, the celebrations on the final day of
Durga Puja, at the Marathi Club, the Gaekwad of Baroda made an appearance. The monarch had excellent
manners, and his courtesy to my mother and me charmed us. But what impressed me most were the celebrations
we witnessed that day. Lathi and sword play, along with various gymnastic feats, predominated; there were also
heroic and inspiring speeches. It struck a completely different chord from our own traditions of the dancing of
baijis, music and drinking bouts.
Then at Poona we also attended a fancy dress ball for the civilians of Bombay Presidency. In a room full of
Europeans, there were only three Indians—Mejomama, my mother and me. I recall that my mother\fn{ Kadambari
Devi (1859-1885)} was dressed up as a sanyasini and I was the Goddess Saraswati. This sanyasini’s garb suited my
mother very well, and for the Spring festival, too, she played the role of the sanyasini to Natunmami’s neglected
heroine—as far as I remember, the latter succeeded in regaining the favor of her beloved through the grace of the
sanyasini. The occasion of the Poona visit that time was the Civil Service Ball. But it failed to have any lasting
impact on my mind; the effect vanished like drops of water on a lotus leaf. It only recalled to my mind Loken’s\fn
{Lokendranath Palit (1865-1915, patron of the National Council of Education, Bengal, established in 1906 } experience on the day
when he had perceived an irreconcilable breach between himself and the Englishman.
A more lasting emotion agitated my mind once when I happened to have a frontal view of a Peshwa pillar
while passing through Sanibarpet in the town of Poona. This was followed by an article in Bharati, The Bengali
and the Marathi.\fn{1892} The games held on Dussera and the sight of the Peshwa pillar as a commemoration of
heroism sowed in my mind the idea of the Veerashtami festival. God, the Holder of the Threads of all happenings
in this world,. put in my hands at that time a clue to a possible regeneration of the national character of the
Bengalis through working a change in the character of their national festivals.
Today in every house, in every school, at every meeting, girls dancing is a common sight. In those days, even
taking a couple of rhythmic steps on stage was frowned upon. Once, with a lot of trepidation, I taught some young
girls a bare semblance of rhythmic movements while Rabindranath’s lyric Come dear friends, let us dance
together holding hands and singing song was being presented. However, there was another episode signifying
even greater boldness on my part. I had entered Bethune School when I was seven and a half.
Almost ten years later, at the age of 17, I graduated from Bethune College. But my ties with the school
continued. Every year, when the prize distribution ceremony was being held, the superintendent Miss
Chandramukhi Bose and her successor, Kumudini Khastagiri, would invite me to prepare the girls for a musical
programme to be presented by them. One of the songs I taught them was composed by me:
We pay our homage to you, Mother India,
Wearing knowledge on your head as a diadem,
How the jewels of glory
Achieved by your blessed son through his penance
Shine on your garland.

This had been composed on the occasion when Natunmama\fn{ Jyotirindranath Tagore (1849-1925), the author’s
maternal uncle} presented Jagadish Bose\fn{ Jagadischandra Bose (1858-1937), physicist and botanist, who gave up his job in
Presidency College to protest against the disparity in remuneration between British and Indian teachers } with a citation on behalf of
his Sangeet Samaj. Not many were familiar with the song. While this song was being rehearsed by the students of
Bethune School, Bipin Pal\fn{Bipinchandra Pal (1858-1932) first editor of the English daily Vande Mataram (1906)} came out
with a remark about this song in his paper. He wrote that at his home the girls were rehearsing a song, the words
had wafted to his ears. All the patriotic songs composed so far had a note of despair about them, nostalgia for the
past giving them a mournful character. He was astonished to observe that this particular song was different in
spirit; it confronted the present with courage and enthusiasm and looked to the future with joyous confidence.
However, on prize day, when the song was sung in front of Sir Gurudas Banerjee,\fn{ 1844-1918} a member of
the School Committee, he showed signs of embarrassment. The next day Sir Gurudas called on Chandramukhi
Bose and told her that the song should not have been sung at the school, since it ended with the following lines:
Knowledge is here, prosperity will come
Along with power and glory,
Armed with weapons, O Mother,
Will you make amends for your degraded state?

77

In our days, boys and girls never studied together in the same institution. After I joined the F. A. class, I
developed a strong desire to study science as one of my subjects even as Sudhidada\fn{ Sudhindranath Tagore (18691929)} and others were doing. No such opportunity was available at Bethune College. My repeated appeals to the
Education Department bore no fruit. Ultimately arrangements were made for me to join the evening lectures at the
Science Association founded by Dr. Mahendralal Sarkar,\fn{ 1833-1904} who was a friend of Babamashai.\fn{ Janakinath Ghosal (1840-1913), the author’s father } The lecture hall was filled with male students coming from the F. A.
classes of different colleges. I was the only girl student. Before the lecture started, I would accompany Dr. Sarkar
and Father Lafont\fn{Belgian missionary who joined the Society of Jesus in 1854 and was sent to Calcutta in 1865 } to their room
and sit there. Sudhidada and my own elder brother would also be with me. When the time came, the lecturer
would proceed towards the hall with me tagging along, the two elder brothers flanking me on either side. The
boys would murmur “bodyguards” as we passed them. There would be rows of benches for the students, but in the
front row three chairs would be kept for us.
This is how I took my lessons in physics. I might have taken botany at Bethune, since this required no
apparatus. But I was determined that I would study physics to remain on a par with the boys in my family. Apart
from these lectures, I also got some assistance from Jogeshbabu, the second brother of Ashubabu.\fn{ Sir Ashutosh
Chaudhuri (1860-1924), an enthusiastic supporter of the Swadeshi movement} This was before his visit to Europe, he was
probably teaching science at Metropolitan College at the time. Thus my resolve was fulfilled, and I gained entry
to physical science, passed the test, and even got a silver medal from the Science Association. Since that time, I
also became closely acquainted with Father Lafont. He was not just a teacher at St. Xavier’s College, but
appeared at entertainments and at social occasions like evening parties and dinners, and was full of cheerful
conversation and friendliness.
When I was studying for my B.A., two Christian girls from Miss Thoburne’s School at Lucknow joined my
class. One was a Bengali, Sharat Chakraborty, and the other was a Hindustani, her name was Edith Rafael. Sharat
was the stereotype of the “native” Christian girl—full of missionary zeal. From her own words I learnt that she
was an adept at spiriting away Hindu girls from their homes to convert them to Christianity, at concealing them
and keeping their relatives in the dark. Ethel was of a different nature; she too was a firm believer in Christianity,
but incapable of deception or duality. She was not beautiful, but her eyes had a certain wistfulness that
immediately attracted people to her. Robimama also made the same observation when he happened to see her at
our house one day.
After she came to Bethune College and became my classmate, Ethel went through a period of mental turmoil.
At that time, in Punjab and in Western India, when the missionaries converted someone to Christianity, it was
usual for them to make the convert relinquish the Indian name and title and adopt an English one. That is how
Ethel was Miss Rafael. But her family was of Rajput lineage, and had the indigenous title “Singh”. Through her
association with us, she imbibed strong nationalist sentiments. When she went to Lucknow during the summer
vacation, she gave up “Ethel Rafael” and adopted the name “Leela Singh” through a notification to the magistrate.
Probably in the calendar of Calcutta University, too, she appeared as “Leela Singh”. It was as “Leela Singh” and
clad in a sari, rather than in a frock, that she was sent to the USA from Thoburne College as a representative of
Christian women in India. Patriotism fully blossomed in her.
These days, the policy of the missionaries is to retain the indigenous name of the convert. The other practice,
in fact, led to a big uproar in Lahore. Some people were using the talisman of the English name given to them by
the missionaries to receive emoluments on the same scale as the Europeans. When the government came to know
of this, it forced them to add an indigenous surname to the English name, so that they could be identified as
“natives” and paid their salary on a lower scale. Leela Singh on the other hand, voluntarily went back to her
family name and set an example of self-respect.
After graduation, for two or three years, I was fully occupied in running Bharati. The thought of marriage was
furthest from my mind; it was as if “my mind and soul was dedicated to myself”.\fn{ Quoted from a line from
Rabindranath Tagore’s early operatic work, Mayar Khela} I began to prepare for an M. A. in Sanskrit at home. When
Mahesh Nyayaratna learnt about this, he came out with a threat: Let us see how she manages to get an M. A. in
Sanskrit without getting herself registered at Sanskrit College. This increased the determination of my tutor,
Pandit Sitalchandra Vedantabagish, to see me through my M.A. He started teaching me Samkhya-Karika. One or
two of the questions I asked him pleased him so much that he said that only one other student had plied him with
such questions, that was Hiren Dutta, a veritable jewel of a student.
However, in spite of the challenge thrown by Mahesh Nyayaratna, I did not finally complete my M.A. My
mind was in a great turmoil. I longed to rush out of the cage that was my home, to go out on a tryst with the
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unknown, to exercise the right to earn my own living like my brothers. I began to pester my parents until
Babamashai in exasperation gave his consent. It remained to inform Karta Dadamashai\fn{ Debendranath Tagore
(1817-1905), the author’s maternal grandfather } and to get him to agree. He had never gone against the independent
wishes and ways even of his own children in the new era. It was obvious that he would not object where the
grandchildren were concerned. When Mejomama took Mejomami\fn{ Jnanadanandini Devi (1852-1941), the author’s aunt
by marriage} along with him to England, and subsequently when after returning from England, she accompanied
him to the party at the Governor’s house, Karta Dadamoshai did not raise any objections. However, Jatindramohan Tagore\fn{1831-1908, son of the landowning family of Pathuriaghata, sometime president of the British Indian Association } and
others were so embarrassed to see a daughter-in-law of the family in a public place, that they avoided the couple,
and the old servants of the family shed tears to see Mejomami walking up to the main gate to get into the car. In
those days, my mother and my aunts would be carried in the palanquin right from the inner quarters to the
embankment of the Ganges, and then be dipped into the water inside the closed palanquins if they wanted to have
a bath in the Ganges. Even if they wanted to visit Gagandada’s\fn{ Gaganendranath Tagore (1866-1938, founder of the
Bengal Home Industries Association in 1916 for the promotion of indigenous handicrafts } family, they would make their way
there in the palanquin.
When such women broke all those time-honoured conventions to chart the course along which Mejomama’s
wishes were taking them, Karta Dadamashai had never objected, so why should he object in my case? But still he
would have to be informed, I would have to seek his blessings. When he was told that I wanted to leave, he did
not oppose me. But he sent a message through Boromashima.\fn{ Saudamini Devi (1847-1920), eldest daughter of
Debendranath Tagore and the author’s eldest maternal aunt } If Sarala takes a vow never to get married, then before she
leaves, I can wed her to the sword.
The proposal was romantic enough, but I pondered over it and asked the depths of my own being: Was I
prepared to take a vow that I would never get married? In the days when Theosophy had great prevalence, a
“Mataji” from Benares would often visit our house. My mother would say: we shall not give Sarala in marriage;
like Mataji, she would dedicate her life to her country’s welfare. Like a blade of grass, the young mind gets
carried away along the current on which her parents place it. In this case, my mind had been drawn in the
direction of not marrying and was standing balanced on its verge. Mother changed her mind later and was very
keen to get me married. But I remained out of reach, rejecting all names that she proposed.
But when Karta Dadamashai required me to take a vow abjuring marriage, my mind rose in rebellion. I tested
myself and found that I was not at all prepared to accept perpetual spinsterhood through a vow. No woman could
make this her ultimate goal. I was still content to go along with my own will, but a day might come when I would
make another’s will mine own; my mind could not brook the thought of undoing that possibility once and for all
with my own hands.
When Babamashai granted me his consent, he did so with the secret hope that I would not find any place to go
to. Where would there be a suitable job waiting for me? There was such a job however. When I had gone on a tour
of Mysore with Sarala Ray\fn{1861-1946, one who dedicated her life to the cause of women’s education } and others, I had not
met the Maharaja—he had been away in Ootacamund. The Dewan and other high officials there had formed a
very high opinion of me as I was the saintly Debendranath’s granddaughter. I sent a telegram to Narasingh
Ayengar Darbar Bakshi, who was the uncle of Dr. Ramaswami. Ayengar was very influential in the state being the
Maharaja’s favourite and was the founder and all-in-all of Maharani Girls’ School. The telegram ran:
“Want to serve the School. Wire if opening available.” Within two days, came the reply:
“Always opening for you. Start as soon as you like.”
Later Ayengar told me that he was overjoyed when he got my telegram and went and told the Maharaja: A
daughter of an A-1 family wishes to join our school on her own. This is a unique opportunity.
Mejomama was in Satara at the time. Satara was on the way to Mysore via Bombay. Mother went with me up
to Satara. Then Mejomama accompanied me from Satara to Mysore as my guardian. He had no qualms in his
mind about women taking up jobs. He was in favor of social reform at all levels. He did not consider it an
indignity for the family that the Maharshi’s granddaughter was going to take up a job. He reached me to Mysore
and returned after being satisfied that all necessary conveniences were there.
Kumudini Khastagiri was then assistant superintendent in the same school. It so happened that at that time it
became necessary for her to leave her job and come to Calcutta. So neither the Dewan nor the Darbar Bakshi
needed to create a separate post for me. Kumudini’s post became available for me at once. The authorities also
intended to raise me to the post of Lady Superintendent as soon as the English lady who was in that post, and was
universally unpopular, completed her year of contract with the school. I only had to wait for the interim period to
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be over.
Thus I landed upon a new course, separated from all relatives and friends. My life took a new turn.
238.175 1. The Golden Bird 2. The Phantom Hour: Two Short Stories\fn{by Sri Aurobindo Ghose (1872-1950)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 6
1
It was in the forests of Asan that the Golden Bird first flew out from a flower-besieged thicket and fluttered
before the dazzled eyes of Luilla. It was in the forests of Asan—the open and impenetrable, the haunt of the
dancers and untrodden of human feet, coiling place of the cobra and the Python, lair of the lion and jaguar,
formidable retreat of the fleeing antelope, yet the green home of human safety where a man and a maiden could
walk in the moonlit night and hear unconcerned the far-off broil of the Kings of the wilderness.
It was into the friendly and open places that the golden bird fluttered, but it came no less from the coverts of
dread and mystery. From the death and the night it flew out into the sunlight where Luilla was happily straying.
Luilla loved to wander on the verges of danger, just where those flower-besieged thickets began and formed
for miles together a thorny and tangled rampart full at once of allurement and menace. She did not venture in, for
she had a great fear of the thorns and brambles and a high respect for her radiant beauty, her own constant object
of worship and the daily delight of all who dwell for a while on earth, laboring the easy and kindly soil on the
verges of the forests of Asan.
But always she wandered close to the flowery wall and her mind, safe in its voluntary incorporeality, strayed
like a many-hued butterfly, far into the forbidden region which the gods had so carefully secluded. Perhaps
secretly she hoped that some day some kingly and leonine head would thrust itself out through the flowers and
compel her with a gaze of friendly and majestic invitation or else that the green poisonous head of a serpent
reposing itself on a flower would scrutinize her out of narrow eyes and express a cunning approval of her beauty.
It was not out of fear of the lions and the serpents that Luilla forbore to enter the secret places. She knew she
could overcome the most ferocious intentions of any destroyer in the world, firm-footed or footless, if only he
would give her three minutes before making up his mind to eat or bite her.
But neither lion nor serpent strayed out of these appointed haunts. It was the golden bird that first fluttered out
from the thickets to Luilla.
Luilla looked at it as it flitted from bough to bough, and her eyes were dazzled and her soul wondered. For the
little body of the bird was an inconstant flame of flying and fleeting gold and the wings that opened and fluttered
were of living gold and the small shapely head was crested gold and the long graceful quivering tail was trailing
feathered gold; all was gold about the bird, except the eyes and they were two jewels of a soft ever-changing color
and sheltered strange-looking depths of love and thought in their gentle brilliance. On the bough where it perched,
it seemed as if all the soft-shaded leaves were suddenly sunlit. For as Luilla accustomed her eyes to the flickering
brightness of the golden bird, it hovered at last on a branch, settled and sang. And its voice also was of gold.
The bird sang in its own high secret language; but Luilla’s ear understood its thoughts and in Luilla’s soul as it
thirsted and listened and trembled with delight, the song shaped itself easily into human speech. This then was
what the bird sang—the bird that came out of the Death’s night, sang to Luilla a song of beauty and of delight:
“Luilla! Luilla! Luilla! green and beautiful are the meadows where the children run and pluck the flowers and
green and beautiful the pastures where the calm-eyed cattle graze, green and beautiful the corn-field ripening on
the village bounds, but greener are the impenetrable thickets of Asan than her open places of life, and more
beautiful than the meadows and the pastures and the cornfields are the forests of death and night. More ensnaring
to some is the danger of the jaguar than the attractive face of a child, more welcome the foot-tracks of the lion as
it haunts the pastures of the cattle, more fair and fruitful the thorn and the wild briar than the fields full of ripening
grain. And this I know, that no such flowers bloom in the safety and ease of Asan’s meadows, though they make a
thick and divine treading for luxurious feet, as I have seen blooming on the borders of the wild morass, in the
heart of the bramble thicket and over the mouth of the serpent’s lair. Shall I not take thee, O Luilla! into those
woods? Thou shalt pluck the flowers in the forests of night and death, thou shalt lay thy hands on the lion’s mane.
O Luilla! O Luilla! O Luilla!”
2
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Sturge Maynard rose from the fireside and looked out on the blackish yellow blinding fog that swathed London
in the dense folds of its amplitude. In his hand he carried the old book he was reading, his finger was still in the
page, his mind directed, not with entire satisfaction, to the tenor of the writer’s imaginations, for if these pleased
his sense of the curious they disgusted his reason. A mystic, mediaeval in epoch and temperament, the old Latinist
dealt with psychological fancies the modern world has long discarded in order to bustle to the polling booth and
the counting-house. Numerous subtleties occurred repulsive to the rigid and definite solutions of an age which,
masterful with knowledge in the positive and external, tries to extend its autocracy in the shape of a confident
ignorance over the bounds of the occult world within, occult—declared the author—only because we reject a key
that is in everyone’s hand, himself.
“Prosaist of mysteries,” thought Sturge, “trafficker in devious imaginations, if one could find only the thinnest
fact to support the cumbrous web that is here woven! But the fog is less thick than the uncertainty in which these
thoughts were content to move.”
In a passage of unusual but bizarre interest the German mystic maintained that the principle of brilliancy
attended with a ceaseless activity the motions of thought, which in their physical aspect are flashes of a pure, a
lurid or a murky light. It was, he said, a common experience with seers in intense moments of rapid cerebration to
see their heads, often their whole surroundings besieged by a brilliant atmosphere coruscating with violet
lightnings. Even while he wondered at these extravagances, it flashed across Sturge’s memory that he himself in
his childhood had been in the habit of seeing precisely such violet coruscations about his head and had indulged
his childish fancy with them until maturer years brought wonder, distrust and the rapid waning of the
phenomenon.
Was there then some justification of experience for the fancies of the German? With an impulse he tried vainly
to resist, he fixed his eye piercingly on the fog outside the window, and waited. At the moment he was aware of a
curious motion in his head, a crowding of himself and all his faculties to the eye; then came the sight of violet
flashes in the fog and a growing excitement in his nerves watched by a brain that was curiously, abnormally calm.
A whole world of miraculous vision, of marvelous sound, of ancient and future experience was surely pressing
upon him, surging against some barrier that opposed intercourse.
Astonished and interested, but not otherwise disturbed, his reason attempted to give itself some account of
what was happening. The better to help the effort, he fixed his eye again on the fog for repetition or disproof of
what he had seen. There were no further violet flashes, but something surely was hinting, forming, manifesting in
the gray swathe outside. It became bright, it became round, it became distinct. Was it a face or a globe? With a
disappointed revulsion of feeling he saw himself face to face with nothing more romantic than a clock. He smiled
and turned to compare with that strong visualized clock his own substantial, unmystic, workaday companion on
the mantelpiece.
His body grew tense with a shock of surprise. There indeed was the clock, his ebony-faced, gold-lettered
recorder of hours, balanced lightly on a conventional Father Time in the centre and two winged goddesses at the
edge; the hands, he noted, were closing upon the twelve and the five, and there would soon ring out the sound of
the hour. But, by its side, what was this phantasmal and unwonted companion, fixed, distinct, aping reality,
ebony-faced also, but silver-lettered, solidly pedestalled, not lightly balanced, pointing to the hour eight with the
same closeness as the real clock pointed to the hour five? He had time to notice that the four of this timepiece was
not lettered in the ordinary Roman numerals, but with the four vertical and parallel strokes; then the apparition
disappeared.
An optical hallucination! Probably, the mental image intensely visualized of some familiar timepiece in a
friendly sitting room. Indeed, was it not more than familiar? Surely, he knew it—had seen it, clearly, insistently—
that ebony face, that silver-lettering, that strong ornamented pedestal, even that figure four! But where was it,
when was it? Some curious bar in his memory baffled his mind wandering vainly for the lost details.
Suddenly the clock, his own clock, struck five. He counted mechanically the familiar sounds, sharp, clear,
attended with a metallic reverberation. And then, before the ear could withdraw itself from its object, another
clock began, not sharp, not clear, not metallic but with a soft, harmonious chime and a musical jangling at the end.
And the number of the strokes was eight!
Sturge sat down at the table and opened his book at random. If this were a hallucination, it was a carefully
arranged and well-executed hallucination. Was someone playing hypnotic tricks with his brain? Was he
hypnotizing himself? His eye fell on the page and met not mediaeval Latin, but ancient Greek, though unHomeric hexameters. Very clear was the lettering, very plain the significance.
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Aiei gar theoi ahanatoi peri gaian alontai
Thneton di anthropon epi domata prosbainousi
Kruptoi tousde tis au prosderketai ommasi kruptous?
Eita ti daimonion ti kenon kai okhema tis oide?\fn{For the gods immortal wander always over the earth and come unguessed to
the dwellings of mortals; but rare is the eye that can look on them and rarer the mind that can distinguish the disguise from the deity }

Hypnotism again! for he knew that the original lucubrations of the old mystic, subtle in substance, but in
expression rough, deviated, tedious, amorphous, persecuted from the beginning to the end in crabbed Latin, and
flowered nowhere into Greek, nowhere into poetry. There was yet more of the hexameter, he noticed, and he read
on.
Kruptoi kai brotoi andres en augais heliou eisin
Ou pote tegmat ’apothasa kruptoi de thanountai
Kai su Pelops pote ton son et ’endon daimon epeides\fn{And men too live disguised in the sunlight and never from their birth to their death shalt thou
see the mask uplifted. Nay, thou thyself, O Pelops, hast thou seen even once the daemon within thee? }

There the hexameters ceased and the next moment the physical page reappeared with its native lettering. But
sweet, harmonious, clear in his hearing jangled once more the chimes of the phantom hour. And again the number
of strokes was eight.
Sturge Maynard rose and waited for some more definite sign. For he divined now that some extraordinary
mental state, some unforgettable experience was upon him.
His expectation was not deceived. Once more the chimes rang out, but this time it seemed to him as if a
woman’s voice were crying to him passionately under cover of that perfectly familiar melody. But were the two
phantasmal sounds memories of this English land and birth or was it out of some past existence they challenged
him, insisting and appealing, inviting him to remember some poignant hour of a form he had worn and discarded,
a name he had answered to and forgotten?
Whatever it was, it was near to him, it touched potently his heart-strings. And then immediately following the
eighth stroke, there came as if far off, an unmistakable explosion of sound, the report of a modern revolver.
*
Sturge Maynard left the fireplace and the room, descended the stairs, put on his hat and overcoat, and moved
towards the door of his house. He had no clear idea where he would go or what he must do, but whatever it might
be it had to be done. Then it occurred to him that he had forgotten his revolver which was lying in the drawer of
his wardrobe. He went up, possessed himself of the weapon, loaded it, put it in his right-hand side-pocket, assured
himself that the pocket carried his two latchkeys, once more descended the stairs and walked out into one of the
densest of London fogs, damp, choking and impenetrable.
He moved through a world that seemed to have no existence except in memory. There was no speed of traffic.
Only an occasional cart-man hoarsely announced from time to time the cautious progress of his vehicle. Sturge
could not see anything before or around him—except when he neared the curb and a lamppost strove to beam out
on him shadowly or on the other side a spectral fragment of wall brushed his coat sleeve.. But he was certain of
the pavement under his feet, and he felt he could make no false turn. A surer guide than his senses and memory
led him.
He crossed the road, entered the gates of Hyde Park, traversed in a sure and straight line of advance the
fogbound invisible open, passed through the Marble Arch, and in Oxford Street for the first time, hesitated. There
were two women who were dear to him, either of whom by her death could desolate half his existence. To whom
should he go?
Then his mind, or something within it, decided for him. These speculations were otiose. He need not go to his
sister Imogen. What possible evil could happen to her in her uncle’s well-appointed, well-guarded, comfortable
home, in the happy round of her life full of things, innocently careless and harmlessly beautiful.
But Renée! Renée was different.
He pursued his walk in a familiar direction. As he went, it flashed across his memory that she had forbidden
him to visit her today. There was some living reminiscence of her past life coming to her, someone she did not
care for Sturge to meet, she had said with her usual frank carelessness; he must not come.
He had not questioned. Since he first knew her, he had never questioned, and the past of Renée Beauregard
was a void even for the man to whom she had surrendered everything.
There was room in that void for unusual incidents, supreme perils. He remembered now that her parting clasp
had been almost convulsive in its strength and intensity, her speech vibrant with some unexplained emotion. He
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had been aware of it, without observing it, being preoccupied with his passion. Whatever part of his mind had
noted it, had confined its possible cause within the limits of the usual, as men are in the habit of doing, ignoring
the unusual until it seizes and surprises them.
He reached the square and the house in which she lived, opened the door with one of the latchkeys in his
pocket, divested himself of his coat and hat, and directed his steps to the drawing room. A girl of nineteen or
twenty rose, calm and pale, fronting the open doorway. The clutch of her hand on the chair, the rigid forward
impulse in her frame were the index of a great emotion and an intense expectation. But her face flushed, the hand
and figure relaxed, when she saw her visitor.
*
Renée Beauregard was a Frenchwoman of the South, rich in physical endowment, in nervous vitality, in the
élan of her tongue and her spirit. Her exquisitely full limbs, her buoyant gait, the mobility of her crimson lips, her
smiling dark eyes made great demands on life, on success, on pleasure, on love. But in the invincibly happy flame
of the eyes there was at the moment the shadow of a tragic disappointment haunting and disfiguring their natural
expression. This was plainly a woman with a past—and a present. And her nature, if not her fate, demanded a
future.
“Sturge!” She took a step towards the door. Sturge walked over to the fireplace and took her hand.
“I forgot your prohibition till I was too near to turn back. And there was the fog; and return was cheerless and
you were here!”
“You should not have forgotten!” she said, but she smiled, well-pleased at his coming. Then the dark look
reusurped those smiling eyes.
“And you must go back. No, not now. In a quarter of an hour. You may stop for quarter of an hour.”
She had glanced at the clock, and his eyes followed hers. He saw an ebony-faced time-piece, silver-lettered,
solidly-pedestalled, rendering the figure four in parallel strokes, and smiled at the curious tricks that his memory
had played him. It was five minutes past six.
“I will go to Imogen’s,” he said, very deliberately. She looked at him, looked at the clock, then cried
impulsively, leaning towards him,
“And you will come at eight and dine with me! Rachel shall lay the covers for two,” then drew back, as if
repenting her invitation.
Eight! Yes, he would dine with her—after he had done his work. That seemed to be the arrangement—not hers,
but whose? The daemon’s perhaps, the god’s within or without.
They sat talking for a while, and it seemed to him that never had their talk been so commonplace in form or so
vibrant with emotion. At twenty past six he rose, took his farewell and moved out to the fog; but she followed him
to the door, helped him on with his overcoat, trembling visibly as she did so. And before he went, she embraced
and kissed him once, not vehemently, but with a strong quietude and as if with some fateful resolution which had
at that moment been formed in her heart, and expressed itself in her caress.
“I shall be back by eight,” he said quietly. He had accepted, but not returned her embrace.
*
By eight! Yes, and before. But he did not tell her that. He swung through the fog to his uncle’s residence, with
a light, clear and careless mind, but an intense quiet in his heart. He reached the place, in a very aristocratic
neighborhood, and was invited in by a portly footman. Sir John was out, at the House, but Miss Imogen Maynard
was at home. The next hour Sturge passed calmly and lightly enough; for in his sister’s everyday attractive
personal talk coursing lightly over the surface of life, amusements and theatres, books, music, paintings varied
with politics and a shade of politely hinted scandal, even his heart insensibly lost its tension and slipped back into
the usual, forgetting the within in the without.
The next hour and more. It was Imogen Maynard who rose and said:
“Ten minutes to eight, Sturge. I must go and dress. You are sure you won’t dine?”
Sturge Maynard looked at the clock and his heart stood still. He bid his sister a hasty adieu, ran down the
stairs, clutched his hat and coat and was out in the fog, donning his overcoat as he walked. He made sure of the
revolver and the latchkeys, then broke into a run. His great dread was that he might lose the turning in his haste
and arrive after the stroke of the hour. But it was difficult to miss it, the only open space for half a mile! And the
daemon? was he a spirit of prophecy only? Did he not visit to save?
He turned into Renée's square and, as he strode to the house and ascended the steps, the agitation passed from
him and it was with an even pulse and a steady nerve that he turned to the drawing room door. He had flung aside
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his hat but not waited to divest himself of the coat. His hand was in the pocket and the butt of the revolver was in
his hand.
The door was open and, unusual circumstance, veiled by the Japanese screen. He stood at its edge and looked
into the room which was intensely still, but not untenanted—for on the rug before the fireplace, at either end of it,
stood Renée Beauregard and a man unknown to Sturge—he looking at her as if waiting for her speech; she calm,
pale, resolute in silence, with the heavy burden of her past in her eyes. The stranger’s back was half turned to
Sturge and only part of his profile was visible, but the Englishman quivered with his hatred even as he looked at
him. Was this what he had to do? He took out the revolver and put his finger on the trigger. Then he glanced at the
clock—it wanted four minutes to the hour; and at the stranger again—in his hand, too, was a revolver and his
finger also rested on the trigger. Sturge Maynard smiled. Then the man’s voice was heard.
“It has to be then, Idalie,” he said, in a thin, terrible, mournful plaint. “You have decided it. Don’t bear any
grudge. You know it can’t be helped. You have to die.”
Sturge remembered that Idalie was Renée’s second name, but she had always forbidden him to use it. The thin
voice continued, this time with a note of curious excitement in its plaintiveness.
“And you throw it all on me! What does it matter how I got you, what I did afterwards? Everything’s allowed
to a lover. And I loved you. It’s dangerous to play with love, Idalie. You find it now!”
Sturge looked at the man. Danger for her there was none, but great danger for this rigid, thin-voiced assassin,
this man whom Sturge Maynard hated with every muscle in his body, with every cell of his brain. It seemed to
him that each limb of him greatened and vibrated with the energy of the homicide, with the victorious impulse to
slay. There was a fog outside, what a fog! and he could easily dispose of the body. Really that was a good
arrangement. God did things very cleverly sometimes.
And he laughed in himself at the grimness of his conceit. Yet somehow he believed it. God’s work, not his.
And yet his, too, preordained—since when? But the doomed voice was going on:
“I give you still a chance, Idalie—always, always a chance. Will you go with me? You’ve been false to me,
false with your body, false with your heart. But I’ll forgive. I forgive your desertion, I’ll forgive this too. Come
with me, Idalie. And if not—Renée Idalie Marviranne, it is going to strike eight, and when the hour has done
striking, I strike. It’s God shoots you with this hand of mine—the God of Justice, the God of Love. It’s both you
have offended. Will you come?”
She shook her head. A deadly pallor swept over the man.
“It’s done then!” he cried. “You’ve done it! You have got to die!”
He trained the pistol on her and his finger closed on the trigger. Sturge remained motionless. Nothing could
happen before the hour struck. That was the moment destined, and no one could outrun Fate by a second. The man
went on:
“Don’t say it till the clock strikes! There’s time till then. When I shoot you, Rachel will run up and 1 will shoot
her, I left the door open so that she might hear the sound. Who else in England knows that I exist? I shall go out:
oh, when you are both dead, not before. There’s a fog, there’s not a soul about, and I shall walk away very quietly.
No one will see, no one will hear. God with his fog has blinded and deafened the world. You see it’s He or it
would not have been so perfectly arranged for me.”
Very grimly Sturge Maynard smiled. Men who hated each other might, it seemed, have very similar minds.
Perhaps that was why they clashed. Well, if it was God, He was a tragic artist too and knew the poetical
effectiveness of dramatic irony! Everything this man reckoned on or had arranged for his deed and his safety had
been or would be helpful to his own executioner! And the consciousness then came upon him that this had all
happened before. But not here, not in these English surroundings!
A great blur of green came before his eyes, obscuring the clock. Then it leaped on him—green grass, green
trees, green-covered rocks, a green sea, and on the sward a man face downward, stabbed in the back, over him his
murderer, the stiletto fresh-stained with blood. A boat rocked on the waters; it had been arranged for the assassin’s
escape, and in it there lay a woman, bound. Sturge knew those strange faces very well and remembered how he
had lain dead on that sward. It was strange to see it all again in this drawing-room with the fateful modern ebonyfaced timepiece seen through the green of Mediterranean trees! But it was going to end very differently this time.
Then the voice of the woman rang out, cold, strong, like the clang of iron.
“I will not go,” she said, simply.
And the hour struck. It struck once, it struck twice, thrice, four times. And then she lifted her eyes and saw
Sturge Maynard walking forward from the side of the screen. He was a good shot and there was no chance of his
bungling it and killing her. But he would make sure!
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The woman in her intensity had summoned up a marvelous self-control, and it did not break now, she neither
moved, nor uttered a sound. But a look came into her eyes poignant in its appeal, terrible in its suggestion. For it
was a cry for life, a command to murder.
The doomed man was looking at the clock, not at her, still less at any possible danger behind. He looked up as
the eighth musical jangle died away and Sturge saw his light, steady, cruel eyes gleaming like those of a beast. He
pressed his finger on the trigger.
“It is finished!” cried the man. And as he spoke, Sturge Maynard fired.
The room rang with the shot, filled with the smoke. When the smoke cleared, the stranger was seen prostrate
on the rug: his head lay at the feet of the woman he had doomed.
*
There was a running of steps in the passage and the maid Rachel entered, as the man who lay there had
foreseen. She was trembling when she came, but she saw the man on the rug, paused, steadied herself, and smiled.
“We must carry it out at once into the fog,” she said simply, in French.
With a simultaneous impulse both she and Sturge approached the corpse. Then Renée, breaking into excited
motion, ran to Sturge and putting her hand on his shoulder made as if to push him out of the room.
“I will see to that!” she panted, “Go!” He turned to her with a smile.
“You must go at once,” she reiterated. “For my sake, do not be found in this house. Others besides Rachel may
have heard the shot.” But he took her by the wrists, drew her away from the fireplace and set her in a chair.
“We lose time, Monsieur,” said Rachel, again.
“It is better to lose time, Rachel,” he said, “we will give ten minutes to Fate.”
And the serving woman nodded and proceeding to the corpse began to tie up the wound methodically in her
apron. The others waited in absolute stillness, Sturge arranging in his mind the explanation he would give, if any
had heard the report and broke in on them. But silence and fog persisted around the house.
They took up the body.
“If anyone notices, we are carrying a drunken man home,” said Sturge. “Carry it carefully; there must be no
trail of blood.”
And so into the English fog they carried out the man who had come living from foreign lands, and laid him
down in the public road, far from the house and the square where he had perished. When they returned to the
room, Rachel took up the blood-stained rug and apron, sole witnesses of the thing that had been done.
“I will destroy these,” she said, “and bring the rug from Madame’s room. And then,” she said, as simply as
before, “Monsieur and Madame will dine.” Renée shuddered and looked at Sturge.
“I remain here,” he said, “till the body is found. We are linked henceforth indissolubly and forever, Idalie.”
And as he stressed lightly the unwonted name, there was a look in his eyes she dared not oppose.
*
That night, when Renée had gone to her room, Sturge, sitting over the fire, remembered that he had not told
her the strange incident which had brought about one tragedy today and prevented another. When he went into her
chamber, she came to him, deeply agitated, and clasped him with violence.
“Oh, Sturge, Sturge!” she cried, “to think that if you had not chanced to come, I should be dead now, taken
from you, taken from God’s beautiful world!”
Chanced! There is no such thing in this creation as chance, thought Sturge. But then who had given him that
mystic warning? Who had put the revolver in his hand? or sent him on a mission of slaughter? Who had made
Imogen rise just in time? Who had fired that shot in the drawing-room? The God within? The God without?
The Easterns spoke of God in a man. This might well be He. And then there returned to his memory those
fierce emotions, the hatred that had surged in him, the impulse and delight of slaughter, the song of exultation that
his blood yet sang in his veins, because a man that had lived was dead and could not return to life again. He
remembered, too, the command in Renée’s eyes.
God in a man? Was God in a man a murderer then? In him? and in her?
“It is to enquire too curiously to think so,” he concluded, “but very strangely indeed has He made His world.”
Then he told her about the German mystic and the chime of the phantom hour that had brought him to her in
the tragic moment of their destinies. And when he spoke of the demon within, the woman understood better than
the man.
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246.49 Excerpt from Abdullah Yusuf Ali’s Lectures, Speeches And Addresses: 1. “Muhammad (PBUH): A
Towering Personality” 2. “The Essential Basis Of Religion” 3. “The Islamic World In And After The
War”\fn{by Abdullah Yusuf Ali (1872-1953)} Bombay, India (M) 8
1
If we were celebrating the birthday of a personal friend we might have before our minds three different
aspects. We might contemplate another milestone passed on the dreary way of “slow-footed Time”; we might
dwell with loving care on the charm and worth of our friend’s personality; and we might recall with affection and
gratitude all that that personality meant to us in our lives.
Muhammad (PBUH)\fn{“Blessings and peace be upon him”; a common invocation when writing the name of the Prophet of
Islam. This speech was given at a milad gathering held at Hotel Cecil on January 6, 1917:H } was a towering personality in the
world’s history; and yet, as the sublimest is often the most accessible to the humblest, we feel as if we had in him
a close associate and friend. On the anniversary of his birthday, therefore, we could with profit address ourselves
to all the three aspects of the celebration of a friend’s anniversary.
Thirteen hundred—aye, many more than thirteen hundred—years had passed in the procession of history since
that noble life came into being on earth. What changes, what developments—of triumph and disaster, of glory and
shame—had come to pass since then! Divided Arabia, despised Arabia, was united into a Power that commanded
respect for its manly vigor, intellectual catholicity, and moral steadfastness. Corrupt Byzantium was swept away;
the pride of Persia and the mystery of Egypt gave place to a simple, open, straightforward way of life that added a
fresh chapter to the evolution of humanity. Fragments of Greek and Roman civilization and of the civilizations of
the Mediterranean, the Nile, the Euphrates, the Ganges, and the Oxus, and even of the distant Yangtse, were
welded together into a compact and living system of thought which triumphed because it worked on realities and
was true to itself. The foundations of modern science, art, and industry were laid, because respect for tradition was
qualified by the spirit of research.
When these living forces ceased to work, the dead mass showed signs of toppling over. Jerusalem was not only
in Palestine: Allah can raise up “seed unto Abraham” even among the Gentiles. But it was something to have
planted the spirit of brotherhood among the nations, and that spirit is exemplified even today on the five
continents.
Mr. Pickthall has given a vivid picture of the Prophet’s personality. Through all the phases of his life he
showed an example of living faith, unflinching courage, and uniform gentleness and kindness. Whether we see
him as the orphan boy who was respected by his relatives; or as the honest merchant who dealt with scrupulous
faith with whom he did business; or as the mystic who communed with nature and the spirit of man; or as the
devoted and unselfish householder, the husband of the Lady Khadijah; or as the persecuted Reformer cast out by
his city of Makkah and welcomed by another city which cherishes his tomb to this day; or as the fearless Preacher
and Warner, who spoke out of the gifts of his inspiration, and spared neither himself nor his friends; or as the
Prince who lived as the lowliest of those whom he led, the leader who based his claim to a hearing on the test of
service; or as the organizer of victory, the founder of a State, the new Jerusalem of men’s dreams; or as the old
Sage, who to the last days of his ministry refused to be elevated above the dust of the crowd whom he taught as a
Brother among brothers—in all these aspects we find his life full of meaning and profitable instruction.
But how do we translate all these precious gifts into our everyday lives? Unless we do so, they are without
meaning as far as we are concerned. We should be unworthy of them if we do not use them to make other people’s
lives brighter and happier.
Do we act on the principles of brotherhood which we profess? Are we gentle to an erring brother? Or helpful to
one in distress? Or brave in affliction? Or steadfast under temptation? Or trustworthy in the hour of danger? Or
united in the unselfish pursuit of noble ends?
We have to put these questions to ourselves, and let our hearts overflow with gratitude, because in spite of our
unworthiness we had a Guide and Apostle who can show us the way and give us the message of Truth. In sober
earnestness we must rejoice in the gifts of his personality, and be glad that we are heirs of his teaching.
2
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The whole air is ringing with cries of world unity and world brotherhood. Let us examine how near we are to
achieving it, and what is the best method by which it can be made real and permanent?\fn{ This speech was given in
London on July 6, 1936, to the World Congress of Faiths:H}
If we consider the marvelous development of communications in our own day, it seems strange that human
solidarity should not have kept pace with these mechanical developments. From the horse-drawn coaches of the
nineteenth century we went on to motor-cars with a speed of twenty or thirty miles an hour. Now Sir Malcolm
Campbell achieves a speed, on land, of 300 mils an hour and the internal combustion engine is giving us every
day more and more command of the air. We have air-lines and air-routes scattered all over the world. The aviation
record is held by the Italian Agello at 440 miles per hour. The sea voyage from England to India round the Cape,
which took five or six months in the sailing ships of Warren Hastings’s day, was shortened to three weeks by the
Suez Canal steamship route of the latter part of the nineteenth century. The steamship speed grew from ten knots
to twenty and twenty-five knots per hour, and now fast cruisers do twenty-seven or thirty knots or even more. In
the air, the post from England to India now takes barely ten days and in all probability will shortly take only a
week or even less. A few aviators and aeroplane constructors are already talking of an hourly post service between
the two sides of the Atlantic, separated by a distance of over 3,000 miles. But it may legitimately be asked,
“Have these mechanical facilities of communication brought men’s minds and hearts nearer?”
It may be that there are greater facilities of mental contact between different races and people, but even that is
doubtful. After all, the ordinary business of everyday life looks solely to the simple material needs and no higher.
The real contact of mind with mind comes only when there is behind it a real desire to know and understand
human personality in diverse and even unfamiliar forms.
*
Economic considerations have always played a large part in the lives of individuals and in the policy of
nations. But in our own day, with all the complexities of modern life, we are apt to think of many other interests in
economic terms. Our politics are coming to be more and more dominated by economics. Family life is undergoing
strange transformations. It is becoming more and more fashionable in our education to emphasize the economic
factor in both college and school curricula.
The growth of tariffs has made economics the main pivot on which national policy turns. God’s earth is
spacious, but economic nationalism has made it very narrow, and broken it up into a number of units mutually
jealous of each other. Racial antagonisms are also being colored more and more by economic jealousies.
Many of us, who, after the Great War, hailed the foundation of the League of Nations as heralding a new era of
peace and goodwill among men, have had shocks, disappointments, and disillusions. The leaders of nations are
genuinely anxious to remove causes of difference and to build up a system of mutual understanding and mutual
co-operation, but it cannot be said that the path before them is smooth. All sorts of barriers lie in their way. When
we hold a World Economic Conference, currency questions and tariffs are found to be intractable barriers. During
the present Italo-Abyssinian dispute, the question of an even and just distribution of raw products among many
competing nations has been raised and not solved. When we hold Disarmament Conferences, questions of Ratios,
Parity, and Security are raised.
Nations are not yet ready to trust each other. The formula of “collective security” which has figured so largely
in recent discussions is itself evidence of the distrust which individual nations feel one against the others. While
this distrust continues, we can make no real progress in either disarmament, or in the reduction of tariffs, or in free
travel or in real inter-communication between one country and another.
*
The league of Nations itself, as now constituted, is not able to carry out the programme or the objects with
which it started. In the League Assembly there are various currents and undercurrents which it is not good form to
mention, and which are not usually reported, but which everyone who has any inside experience knows to be the
most important factors in the present relations of nations with each other.
The racial factor is not negligible. Eastern nations have frequently said that they are at a disadvantage when
dealing with Western nations, and the small States say the same thing against the bigger States. The European
nations have a majority in the League, which other nations not within that charmed circle of geography or race are
unable to counteract.
In the cases of Japan and Germany the League was unable to do anything to express its collective will as
embodied in solemn treaties. In the case of Abyssinia I fear that all the League’s best intentions have been
defeated by the onward march of armed force and the obscure but intricate relationships arising out of many years
of political rivalry among three big naval Powers.
87

Fear, distrust, selfishness, jealousy, arrogance, or a sense of superiority—such human weaknesses can never be
eradicated by political institutions, however wise and efficient they may be. Ultimately the whole brunt of the
fight against these moral evils must be borne by Religion.
*
I am not going to discuss the various features of agreement and difference between the different religions as
now professed in the world. Nor am I going to preach the ideal form which in my opinion religion should take in
order to save humanity. Even taking human beings as they are, with their different religions as we find them, it is I
think possible to build up a sense of mutual understanding, which will go far towards eradicating the evils of the
conflicts whose climax expresses itself in war, boycott, or economic struggles between nation and nation, class
and class, interest and interest.
In the modern world, armed conflicts are so costly and so enormously destructive even to the victors, that they
are undertaken only after tremendous preparations. But once undertaken, the cost, in lives lost, lives ruined,
passions let loose, poisons injected into the moral atmosphere, territories devastated, industries uprooted, and
capital swallowed up, is so gigantic that, except where victory is within easy grasp owing to obviously unequal
forces, ordinary human intelligence shudders at the very idea.
But other forms of conflict—continuous and insidious—are waged daily, and even become the ordinary stockin-trade of journalism, platform oratory, and herd-instinct patriotism.
Can we not expel this kind of poison from our social and international system? Only religion can do it.
*
I mean by “Religion” that mode of looking at things which postulates the oneness of humanity, the ideals of
peace, justice, and righteousness under the divine government of the world, and the responsibility of man to the
voice of a God-given conscience.
That is worth appealing to. Such appeals are made from time to time, but we must organize our spiritual forces,
and consciously co-operate with men who share this faith, however widely divergent their views may be on
doctrinal matters.
I think that this is possible. I know from my own experience that it is possible as between individuals. And,
after all, what are nations but groups of individuals? If men of good will can band themselves together, they can
act as a leaven and influence large masses of humanity. Let me describe my own personal experiences as one who
has lived and mixed with people of almost all the religions in the world. I think I am entitled to say that, however
human nature may be overlaid with baser motives, there is always latent in the human heart a spirit of sympathy,
love, and service, which I consider to be the essential basis of Religion.
*
There are in India, as you know, people of many races and religions living side by side.. It is true that in recent
times there has been a great deal of racial and religious antagonism, mainly due to political maneuvering. But
individuals find that where there is any mutual desire for peace and good will the human heart responds in spite of
differences in race, religion or community.
Amongst the Muslims themselves there are many shades of theological opinion. There is the main division of
Shias and Sunnis. But in each of these main divisions there are sub-divisions which it is unnecessary for my
purpose to enumerate. Further, under the stress of modern life and modern culture, new schools of thought are
arising, each with its own point of view, and there is often a wide divergence of opinion on many doctrinal points.
*
It seems to me strange that a Religion (and perhaps this is true of every religion) which entirely condemns
sectarianism and preaches Catholic unity, should have divisions which result in acrimonious disputes of this
nature. In the Qur’an (xxx, 31-32), we are expressly warned to avoid being among those who give false worship
to God.
“Those who split up their religion become mere sects—each party rejoicing in that which is with itself.”
It is also the Qur’anic teaching that men were all framed according to one divine pattern by the handiwork of
God; our nature as created by God conforms to one divine standard; and if, through error or ignorance, mankind
wanders away from that unity, it must be restored through the true teaching, and we must set our faces steadily
towards that ideal.
I have personally found no difficulty in mixing freely and working with and for Muslims of all denominations
and shades of thought. I have traveled through nearly all Muslim countries—Arabia, Egypt, Palestine, Syria,
Turkey, Iraq, Persia, and a great many others. Beneath many differences in their points of view there runs a
general desire to cement the Brotherhood of Islam and to find in it the solution of the many difficulties and evil
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from which the Islamic world is suffering. This is in itself a happy augury, but I wish to see this principle carried
very much further.
*
By far the larger proportion (about three-fourths) of my fellow-citizens in India\fn{ His India, of course, includes
what is now Pakistan, Sri Lanka and Bangladesh:H } belong to the Hindu Religion. This in itself is a very comprehensive
system, comprising many schools of thought and many ways of practical and social life. While adhering to my
own ideas on the subject of worship and religion, I have found much in Hindu philosophy, Hindu poetry, and the
best of Hindu thought, to appreciate and admire. And I consider the Bhagawad Gita and the Ramayana of Tulsi
Das (to mention only two instances) to be among the world’s great treasures of religious literature. I consider the
Tamil Kurral and the Hymns of Maratha Saints, like Tuka Ram, to have a claim to the attention of all students of
devotional poetry.
I number among my personal friends many Hindus, both those whose names are household words in India and
those in private spheres of life. It has been a pleasure and a privilege to work with them. As individuals we find no
barrier to friendship and understanding. We trust each other and take a delight in each other’s company. Why can
we not bring our respective groups to the same frame of mind?
Then there are minor religions in India, such as those of the Parsis of Bombay and the Sikhs of the Punjab. I
call them “minor,” not in the sense derogatory to their intrinsic value, but merely with reference to the numerical
strength of the people professing those religions. In common with all who have much to do with the Parsis, I have
found them socially delightful. Their ladies are advanced in modernity. Their whole community has in many ways
adopted modern ways. In material civilization they probably lead the van.
I can say the same about my Sikh brethren in the Punjab. For many years I have lived in the Punjab and have
taken part in its educational and public activities. Unfortunately, there is a great deal of friction at present between
the Sikhs and the Muslims in that Province. That friction is due more to historical and political causes than to
differences in religion properly understood. I know many Sikhs intimately. I know something of their religious
literature. I have participated in the celebration of their Guru Nanak’s Birthday. They have been publishing:
recently some of their religious literature, in English, which I have read both with pleasure and profit.
On the other hand, I know at least one Sikh (a true and valued friend of mine) who takes an interest in my
English translation of the Qur’an and reads it regularly as it comes out in parts. There are whole villages in the
Punjab where Sikhs and Muslims live side by side. The Sikh religion itself stands midway between Hinduism and
Islam. In their scriptures are included some hymns of Muslim Saints. I am quite sure that apart from political and
other rivalries and jealousies which reflect no credit on either community, there is no reason whatever why they
should not live side by side, each tolerating the point of view of the other and all working together for the
common good of India.
I have also traveled widely through Buddhist countries. In this connection let me mention Burma, China, and
Japan. The Burmese have such a gentle nature that, if I had not read in the papers of the anti-Indian riots in
Burma, I should not have believed that such a thing was possible. Here again the root cause of the trouble is
political or economic. Under the New Constitution Burma is to be separated from India.
Of China I carry away very friendly but somewhat melancholy memories. The religions of China are
Buddhism, Confucianism, and Taoism. In such a classification it is difficult to say where philosophy begins and
religion ends. The three systems live side by side, and are not at all mutually exclusive. I have mixed with the
votaries of all these cults and assisted at their meetings and celebrations. If it is not true to say that their teachings
are fused together, it is at least true to say that in China there is no sharp antagonism of one against another.
There are many individuals whom it will be difficult to classify under any name. And there is the ultra-modern
Chinese man or woman, very self-confident with his American English, but somewhat materialist in his religious
outlook. Strange to say, I had more sympathy with both the new and the old type than they had with each other.
The sadness of Chinese life arises from the extreme poverty of their masses and the breakdown of their political
organization. The heart of the Chinese people is sound; their morals will stand comparison with those of any
people in the world; their intellects are acute, and are now turned towards modernity as made in the United States.
In Religion the work of the great Hsu-Shi is bringing Chinese thought to an international plane. If only the
Chinese people get a fair chance, they have much to contribute to the world’s work and the world’s thought.
*
Japanese Buddhism has developed special phases of its own. During my visit to Japan I tried to study some of
these phases, and I found the heartiest welcome and the most generous assistance in my enquiries. When I was in
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the city of Osaka and mentioned my intention to visit Nara, where Indian Buddhism first established itself,
everybody said:
“Of course, you must see that place because it is a piece of your own country.”
I went and saw it. It is a delightful place with a beautiful undulating park, left almost untouched from the
eighth century onwards. If it were not for the characteristic trees—cryptomerias and oaks—I could have let my
imagination roam at large and pictured myself visiting the Benares Deer Park, in which the Buddha preached in
the days of his earthly ministry. For there are deer in this park left free at large, and no one is allowed to hurt or
capture them.
The Japanese have developed special sects of Buddhism characteristic of their own country, the most learned
of these sects being the Zen. They believe in a contemplative life, and their priests have made valuable
contributions to religious thought in the learned books which they have written. In philosophy they seem to be
very near Vedantism. They believe in the unreality of the phenomenal world.
A marked contrast to the Zen sects is the Jodo sect which may be called the popular form of Japanese
Buddhism. They do not rely upon philosophy or learning. They rely mainly on faith, or what we should call in
India bhakti. In this respect they approach very near to the mediaeval Panths of India. They are very friendly and
sociable with anyone who takes an interest in their beliefs and practices. I met some of them preaching in parks
and public places like the missionaries of foreign religions.
The Jodo sect takes a revivalist form. The third sect which I shall mention is known as the Nichiren. This sect
was of a particular interest to me for they have diverged a great deal from the Hinayana doctrines of the countless
Avatars of the Buddha, and have reached the teaching of Divine Unity through belief in the one and only Buddha,
of whom all other Buddhas are merely reflections. By a roundabout way they have approached Monotheism.
*
Let me relate to you a little experience I had with a Japanese Christian whom I met in climbing up to a
Buddhist monastery situated on a high hill. There were many paths going up to the temple at the top. I found
different people taking different paths up.
I was a little puzzled as to the best way to take for myself. This gentleman of his own accord came up and
talked to me in Japanese English, and we became great friends. When I met him he was descending the hill, but
when I asked for his guidance he was not content with merely giving me directions, but actually changed his own
course and went up again with me to the temple.
We had an interesting talk. When I spoke to him about the multiplicity of paths going up, he said, quite simply:
“Is not that the way of Divine things? The goal is one, but the paths to it are many.”
He asked me if I had come on a special pilgrimage to that temple in my visit to Japan. I told him that I was
interested in all religions, but that I was not myself a Buddhist but a Muslim.
“Nor am I a Buddhist,” said he.
“Do you then follow the Shinto Way?” I asked. He smiled and said:
“I am a Christian, but like you I love to go to Buddhist temples. I should like to go to your Muslim temples if
there were any in Japan.”
I told him something about the Muslim form of worship and Muslim ideas of religion. We remained together
for about I two hours, but never for one minute in the course of our conversation did either of us feel that the other
was an alien.
That is the one great charm of Japan. Their religion, like their art, is expressed in forms of delicate grace,
which it would be difficult to define precisely. The ethnic and national form of their religion is Shinto. But who
can define the elusive spirit of Shintoism? The Shinto Scripture Kojiki is, I understand, concerned with rites and
ceremonies and beautiful customs. which mingle well with almost any religion. They say that Buddhism absorbed
Shinto, but I think it is more correct to say that the coalescence of Buddhism and Shinto has produced a national
religion which is simple and easy, but not exclusive, except in so far that the Japanese race idea or national idea
seems exclusive to foreigners. The complete absorption of a man like Lafcadio Hearn in the Japanese spirit is an
experience which has fallen to the lot of very few foreigners.
*
I now come to Judaism and Christianity, which are sister religions to Islam. There is so much common ground
between them that it seems a pity that there should not be more intimate contact between those who bear those
labels. It is true that there are certain fundamental doctrines in Trinitarian Christianity which are rejected by Islam.
It is also true that the Jews have in the past suffered much persecution in Christian countries and are still suffering
persecution in some parts of the world. But I see no reason why, in the freer countries, and in an international
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atmosphere, these three should not come together in fellowship and establish an understanding without either side
giving up the beliefs which they consider fundamental.
The Jews have lived in Muslim countries from the earliest ages of Islam. They throve and flourished there and
have contributed a great deal to the economic and social life of Muslim countries. In countries like England both
orthodox and reformed Jews mix freely in society, in business, and in politics. Since Jewish emancipation they
have filled with credit some of the highest posts under the Crown. It is very much to be hoped that the spirit of
persecution and misunderstanding which still lingers in some parts of the world will disappear, and in its place a
true and sincere fellowship of faiths, such as we all desire, will be substituted. When I advocate contact and
understanding between two or three faiths, I must be understood to imply that as a prelude to contact and
understanding between all faiths.
*
I have left to the last the mention of my personal relations with the Christians. They have been very intimate all
through my life. The fellowship of England and India in one United Empire, though it is sometimes
overshadowed by racial considerations on both sides, has yet brought about a better understanding of the Christian
religion amongst the Indian Muslims, and I also think a better understanding of the religion of Islam amongst the
British people.
Speaking of myself, I can say that I understand and respect the essential spirit of British Christianity. My
guardian, when I came to England at an immature age for study, was a Christian Englishman in the highest sense
of the term. I love and revere his memory. I have met other members of his family with whom I have also been on
the most friendly terms. I have studied the Christian religion as few Muslims have studied it. Although I am
earnestly and sincerely devoted to my own religion and have striven both in writing and in speech to expound it, I
have always advocated, and still advocate, the possibility and desirability of a better understanding between
Muslims and Christians in all spheres of life.
Such an understanding is likely to help us not only in our own Empire, and in international relations generally,
but I think it can also become a great guarantee of world peace and international understanding. The Holy Qur’an
(v.85) expressly says that the Christians are nearest in faith and friendship to the Muslims. In spite of many wars
and misunderstandings, the thirteen centuries and a half that have passed since the birth of Islam have seen a
gradual growth of a better understanding between the two faiths.
Again appealing to my personal experience, I can say that. many Christian audiences have listened with
welcome to my exposition of Islam, and some churches have even invited me to occupy their pulpits. Apart from
doctrinal matters, there is so much common ground. The late Archbishop Söderblöm of Sweden was a personal
friend of mine. He and I had more than one opportunity of discussing some scheme, by which not only the
Christian Churches, but Islam and other Faiths, could be brought to mutual understanding and harmonious cooperation.
In Canada one of the meetings, at which I was expounding Muslim ideas, was presided over by an Archbishop,
and he spoke in the most friendly and cordial terms of my exposition. In the development of Christian thought,
and especially in Protestantism many of the points which were raised by Islam by way of protest have been
accepted, and Unitarianism is practically Islam.
The abolition of a hereditary or privileged priesthood, the right of private judgment, personal responsibility,
equality in brotherhood, removal of racial or caste barriers, the selection of rulers by democratic choice,
government and corporate action after free consultation—principles like these are the basis of the preaching of
Islam, and are now accepted (at least in theory) in all parts of the world.
*
I had an extraordinary experience in my early student days when I visited the island of Malta. I visited the
Catholic Cathedral there. I conducted myself with reverence and attracted the attention of some Italian priests
who, afterwards, came up to me, and spoke to me in the most friendly terms. In those days I knew no Italian, but I
had some knowledge of Latin.
When I spoke to them in Latin they were surprised, and their friendliness to me was all the more increased. We
could not carry on a very long conversation, as our pronunciations of the classical language were quite different.
But the friendly feeling that grew up after that chance meeting induced them to add to their kindness by inviting
me afterwards and showing me things which I should never have seen unshepherded.
I still carry fragrant memories of that meeting in my heart and remember the words with which we parted. I
asked them if it would be possible for us to meet gain. They pointed to the sky and said:
“Let us hope, in Heaven.” (In coelo, speremus.)
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*
Thus you will see that, individually, many of us have actually felt and experienced the fellowship of faiths.
Why can we not bring it about on a larger scale and in a more organized way?
We have seen before our eyes the “past’s enormous disarray” (Rupert Brooke). Such ills cannot be cured by
ordinary means, and certainly not through the instrumentality of politics. We have to look to deep-seated causes
within.
These are bound up with whole bundles of prejudices, feelings of attraction or repulsion, inherited tendencies
and environments, historical and cultural chains of association, varied intellectual responses to common human
experiences, and even deliberate misrepresentations or misunderstandings created perhaps for purposes of war or
selfish aggrandizement. In so far as history and human experience have cleared our vision, we can put away past
conflicts in the limbo of forgotten things. In so far as our actual feelings and sincere beliefs prevent us from
seeing things in the same light, we can tolerate and try to understand other points of view.
But there is nothing to prevent us, with all our differences, from realizing a sense of fellowship and cooperation. The office of Religion is to bind us together in the bonds of a common humanity. Let us go forward,
with humble faith and a firm resolve, to the achievement of our collective Hope! Will you allow me to close with
a quotation from Dolben’s “Shrine”?
Without, the world is tired and old,
But once within the enchanted door,
The mists of time are backward rolled,
And creeds and ages are no more;
But all the human-hearted meet
In one communion vast and sweet.

3
The Islamic world is estimated to include about one-fifth to one-fourth of the world’s population. It comprises
large areas in Western and Middle Asia and in the North Africa and has important outposts in Eastern Europe. In
recent times, it has established centers in North America. It is probable that South America will also receive some
of its offshoots in course of time. It recognizes no barriers of race, language or climate.\fn{ This speech was delivered
on February 10, 1943 to the Society for the Study of Religions}
It may be asked: can we speak of the Islamic world as a unity? I think we can. A Muslim from India finds no
difficulty in making himself at home among the Muslims in Arabia, Egypt or China. Before Turkey adopted a
strong nationalist attitude under the influence of Europe, she was looked upon as the leading Western
representative of Islam. Her position in Arabia, as the guardian of the sacred cities of Mecca and Medina, gave her
a special importance and prestige over the three continents of the Eastern hemisphere. Even after that position has
ceased to exist, Western Asia, including Asia Minor, Iraq, Syria, Palestine and of course Arabia, continues to be
the scene of important movements that have repercussions throughout the Muslims world.
*
This unity is sustained by the fact that Islam is not only religion as understood in Europe, but a way of life that
affects all departments of thought and action. Some people think that was too high an ideal, impossible of
achievement. Islamic thought takes the view that an ideal should not be abandoned because it appears too high for
the practical world. In that view, it is of the very essence of ideals to aim as high as possible, and that if practical
life legs behind the ideals, the reasons should be examined and all obstacles removed. The shibboleth of “human
nature” should not be allowed to curb the human spirit when it tries to soar upwards. Human nature can be made
to work with redoubled strength if the mind and heart of man are allowed free scope in the service of God, which
implies the service of man, and the service of man is tested by its results in increasing human happiness and
human enlightenment.
There are two Muslim institutions which can render valiant cultural service in and after the War. These are the
Azhar University in Egypt and the Muslim University in Aligarh. There may be others, but these are the ones
which I know from personal contact, and which I should like to see taking a more active part in elucidating the
world-wide issues which are being fought out in the War. These issues relate to questions of race and questions of
organization.
On the race question Islam has always been firm and practical. It recognizes no race barriers in the
development of mankind. A famous Arabic couplet of Hadhrat Ali says:
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Give me the youth who says, This is what I am,
not one who says, This is what my father was.

Race, family and social connections may have their influence on character, like many other influences to which
we are subject. But such influence can be countered and should certainly not be exaggerated. Hitler’s idea of a
pure German or Germanic race is a mischievous myth, and can never be accepted by Islam. Individual worth is
more important than race and counts for more in the making of history.
*
The question of organization leads to the query; what is the organization to be for? Is it to further the interest of
a single human group at the expense of others? If so, it is selfish and should be condemned. Is it to create a
monopoly of the gifts which God has showered on us through the working of nature in its manifold aspects? If so,
it is contrary to the teachings of history, and shows gross ingratitude to God, who is not our God only, but the God
of all.
Is it to crystallize the wonderful world around us in a sort of close vacuum? If so, it is a misreading of
ourselves and of the world around us, and can only lead to spiritual blindness. Any fruitful human organization
should be in aid of the distribution of the bounties of nature poured out by God.
In war-time, especially, the husbanding and proper distribution of the bounties of God through nature, acquire
greatly increased importance. War is not a normal relation as between man and man. It is an abnormality, a
virulent disease that requires close study, physical, intellectual and spiritual, for its mitigation and cure.
It may be that like some drastic operations, it may be needed in some circumstances. But it is not for an
individual, a group, or a nation to undertake it light-heartedly or for the sake of its high-sounding glory. In any
given situation the Islamic spirit requires the careful appraisement of all the forces around it and the safeguarding
of all the interests in its care from being involved in its destructive ravages.
Arabic is the sacred language of Islam. Its extensive literature has been a bond of union for the Islamic
peoples. Its service to the cause of peace and understanding between peoples has been of a high order. Today,
fortunately, the peoples speaking that language are not involved in the war, except those on the North coast. of
Africa who are under the hegemony of warring nations and whose lands are dragged into the war through no wish
of their own. Perhaps they can act in due time as the nucleus of the forces making for the restoration and
consolidation of peace.
It is remarkable how modern influences have gone to the enriching of Arabic and of other languages spoken in
the Muslim world. The wide influence of English can be noted in them, and its indirect results will appear more
and more in the life of succeeding generations. I think I can say without fear of contradiction that, apart from
Islamic languages, English is the most widely spoken and read language in the Islamic world. Its influence—
direct or indirect (e.g., by way of contradiction) has penetrated the Islamic languages.
In Urdu it is paramount. Take up any modern Urdu newspaper, and compare its style with the style of half a
century ago—say that of Maulvi Nazir Ahmad’s works—and the difference will appear to be so striking as to be
almost revolutionary.
This difference in language is matched by a difference in thought and spirit. English is the medium through
which the world’s thought is transferred to Urdu and the Urdu-speaking people. It is well that it should be so. For
English—with its American and other oversea forms—is the widest-spread means of communications in the
world of today. The Islamic world is thus brought into daily contact with the English world’s view of the war.
That view is a protest against Totalitarianism. It is also a protest against the arrogant assumption that the world
can be divided into superior and inferior races, and that the highest interests of mankind demand the subjection of
the latter to the former. The Islamic world rejects that view during the course of the war, and even more
emphatically rejects it as a basis of policy after the war.
*
The normal channels of inter-communication in the Islamic world are the Mecca pilgrimage and the
interchange of literature, or the travels of learned men. The war has considerably restricted all such modes of
inter-communication, but has not entirely stopped them. His Arabian Majesty, King Abdul Aziz Ibn Saud,
continues to welcome visitors and provide what facilities he can for them. The flow of newspapers and books
continues, though on a smaller scale. A certain amount of censorship is exercised for political reasons, but literary
and cultural contacts are only affected in a minor degree.
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A certain amount of dissatisfaction certainly exists, in the Islamic world, with a war whose causes are external
to its purely religious interests. On the other hand, its sympathies are wholly against Germany and Italy. German
Kultur and race domination are irreconcilable with a system which enjoins the search for truth in the remotest
corners of the world. The Fascist dream of a regimented State in which the workers are little more than slaves can
find no echo in Islam.
*
The Islamic world as such is minority. Its finest feats were accomplished in periods when it was even a much
smaller minority than it is now. What counts is organization and an honest settled purpose.
I do not mean merely political organization, whose effects are less far reaching than moral organization, which
searches out the causes of things and devises efficient and lasting remedies. And the purpose of such organization
should be not narrow self-aggrandizement, but united effort for noble ideals.
It is such efforts that give a sense of mission and impart a spiritual impetus to the struggle. The Muslims can be
the spearhead of a movement in India which gradually widens out into the world and seeks to heal the sores left
by the war.
Along with such healing will go an effort to prevent the outbreak of such moral diseases in the future.
242.22 Excerpt from The Journey Of My Life: An Autobiography\fn{by Tanguturi Prakasam (1872-1957)}
Vinodarayuni Palem, Prakasam District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 19
1
Tanguturu, which is in Ongole Taluka,\fn{Prakasam District} was our native place in the days of our forefathers.
The talk goes that my great-grandfather, late Narasaraju, who worked as karanam of the village of Tanguturu,
possessed considerable property. In those spacious days we owned 40 to 50 acres of land in the estate of the Raja
of Venkatagiri in Vallur, a sleepy village, situated at a distance of six miles from Tanguturu, standing on the
Madras-Calcutta Grand Trunk road between Tanguturu and Ongole. Narasaraju, wielded considerable influence in
the estate of Venkatagiri and its neighbouring villages. Having led a respectable life he earned a good name. He
had two sons—Appaswamy and Narasaraju.
Those were the days when members of the Niyogi Brahmin families used to be the karanams looking after the
administration of the villages. My grandfather Appaswamy lived in Tanguturu as a karanam but his brother and
my grandfather late Sri Narasaraju lived in Valluru, looking after the villages as karanam and managing the
landed property of the family. For this reason, I may say that Valluru is the village to which we belonged,
although Tanguturu is our surname.
My grandfather built a large 4-portion house in Valluru. He had four sons and two daughters. When the
children grew up and were able to look after themselves, my grandfather preferred to live the life of a recluse in a
small cottage opposite the main building. Of course, I did not know him. I knew my grandmother Savitramma and
her younger sister Ademma. All that was known to me about my grandfather was that his old records and papers
were kept in big boxes covered with leather and placed on a cage-like contraption made of bamboo. My
grandfather was a grand old man of eighty-five when he passed away.
My grandfather had four sons and they were all known to me a little bit. The eldest of them, Raghavaiah, had
gone away to Tirupati and did not come back, having sundered worldly bonds. The second son, Ramaswamy, had
literature and music as his chief interests in life. Appaswamy, the third son, looked after the management of the
village as karanam. Gopalakrishnaiah, the last one, was my father and he was looking after agriculture. After the
demise of my grandfather, the joint family broke up and his four sons including my father began to live separately,
consequent on the partitioning of the house and the lands. However, they always used to meet like the loving
members of a happy family, whenever social and other occasions arose.
I do not know much about things that happened earlier. What little I know about the past history of my
ancestors is only through my aunt Parvathamma, who lost her husband in her childhood and ever since remained
with us, looking after us. She was one of my two aunts. In those days, whenever festivals came and happy events
took place, my mother and aunts used to meet and celebrate them. When necessary, they even went to the fields
and engaged themselves in agricultural activities along with the men. Providing fodder to the cattle was their chief
interest.
I remember, the marriage of my second aunt Narasamma was celebrated in the village of Korisapadu near
Addanki. She had two sons named Narasimham and Narasaiah. When he was thirty years old, my father married
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my mother Subbamma, the only daughter of Kanaparti Kamakshamma of Vinodarayudupalem, a hamlet on the
outskirts of Kanaparti village. He had six children by her, the first two being girls and myself being the third
child. After me came Sriramulu. The next one was a girl, Annapurna, who lived only for thirteen years and died a
premature death after her marriage. The last one Janakiramaiah was born two months after my father’s demise.
*
Let me tell you the few things I know about the life in those days. In course of time, my father and his brothers
began to experience financial difficulties as their families grew in size and the income from land was not
sufficient to make both ends meet. As ill-luck would have it, this situation arose before my birth. Even with his
sisters and meager income my father performed the marriages of my two sisters. Luckily, he could get sons-in-law
from respectable families with some landed property too.
In those days, people led decent and dignified lives. They and their families lived happily, the secret being a
strong bond of mutual love and affection that united their hearts. Although technically they did not belong to a
joint family and each of them led a separate existence, there was reciprocal affection and a sense of unity among
them. They considered it their sacred duty to share what little they possessed and care for each other. The
selfishness and narrow-mindedness that we find everywhere today, was not in evidence in those days. As I
reminisce about the joyous days dating back to half a century, the whole thing appears to be a dream to me.
In those spacious days, men were united with the bonds of love and empathy, their needs being very simple
and lives uncomplicated. My father and his brothers were clad in hand-woven clothes of cotton grown in our own
country. Luxury goods and superfine garments had no fascination for them. My grandmother used to tell me that
our domestic needs were fully satisfied with simple food, handspun cloth and hand-made goods. Today the vulgar
rich would look down upon those who use pots and other earthenware. In those days, even in respectable families
food was cooked only in earthen vessels. It is noteworthy that poverty was no bar in obtaining the necessaries of
life and social courtesies.
Even in large families, whenever festivals and happy occasions came, daughters, sons-in-law, and daughtersin-law used to assemble under the same roof and celebrate the events in a true spirit of joy. They wore new clothes
hand-made by weavers and passed their time happily and in contentment. When we compare those courtesies and
pleasantries between friends and relatives with what we find in our contemporary society, we cannot but come to
the conclusion that life in those days was one of pure and unalloyed happiness. It is but natural for one to think
highly of the bygone days and with nostalgic feelings too. As I think of those happy days cruising down the
memory lane, I would like to call them the Satyayuga (the Era of Truth).
Strange as it may appear, I do not know my date of birth. Neither a horoscope nor any other tangible evidence
is available with me. My father got my horoscope cast by an astrologer called Pillutla Pichaiah. But it was lost
somewhere. In view of the subsequent death of the astrologer and the frequent shiftings of our family from place
to place, it was not possible to obtain a copy of it. However, the year 1872 has been fixed as my date of birth on
the basis of consultation with my mother. This appears to be reliable.
At that time my two sisters had a little income from their lands. The difference in age between my two sisters
was four years. The difference between me and my second sister was also four years. It is a strange coincidence
that my brothers and sisters were born in succession with a difference of four years between them.
When I was about four years old there was a great famine. It was the Telugu year called Dhata. I still carry
memories of that cruel famine. I remember the marriages of my two elder sisters. Therefore, there is
circumstantial evidence to confirm that my year of birth is 1872.
*
I was born in the village of Kanaparti in the house of my maternal uncle. My mother told me that one year
after my birth we shifted to Valluru. Two or three years after my birth there was a crisis in our family consequent
on a steep decline in our family income from the lands on account of an unprecedented drought in the country. To
make matters worse, there was a famine. Under pressure my father had to seek a supplementary source of
livelihood. I still remember some of my experiences of those days when I strolled in the fields in the company of
my father and my elder aunt. I carry recollections of those hard days of famine.
When food was scarce and economy was forced on us, my mother used to serve us a fare consisting of more
vegetables and a lesser quantity of rice. My father led a hand-to-mouth existence till I was five years old. That
was the time when the marriages of my elder sisters and my own Upanayanam were performed. My mother told
me that I was not more than five years at the time of my Upanayanam. All that I remember about the function is
that I was made to sit on a payal and taught Sandhyavandanam.
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A word about my education in those days. I had my first lessons in Valluru in the street school run by a school
master called Venkatappaiah. He initiated me in education as my first teacher. Under his tutelage I learned a few
things. I remember that he used to squeeze the skin of my lap with his fingers, whenever my progress in studies
did not satisfy him. It was an unforgettable corporal punishment. Not only this. My people used to have a hell of a
time taking me to the school. I remember how they used to bind me hand and foot with a rope and drag me to the
school and how I broke those bonds. After a while my father admitted me to another school in the village of
Addanki and placed me in the care of my brother-in-law Poruru Narasimham.
This change of school became necessary since my father had to leave the place in search of employment. My
brother-in-law led a respectable life running a small school. God alone knows how he could put up with my
mischief and educate me with infinite patience. My father went to Venkatagiri estate and after several abortive
trials succeeded in obtaining a small job as parupatyamdar, at long last, in Manakur, a small village on the banks
of Suvarnamukhi river near Nayudupet. His salary was Rs. 8/-. My father left his family in Valluru and lived all
alone in the new place, suffering a lot of inconvenience.
*
After two years he set up his family in Nayudupet. By that time I had finished my education in Addanki and
joined our family at Nayudupet to learn English. My brother Sriramulu and I were admitted to the school. My
father used to visit Manakur and other villages in the course of his professional duties. In those days there was no
system of collecting revenue in cash. It was collected in the form of grains. When I accompanied my father on his
rounds now and then, the farmers used to give me a rupee or a half-rupee as a present. I preserved these coins
carefully in a tin. I assisted my father in minor arithmetic connected with his office accounts.
Let me say a word about the administrative set-up of the Venkatagiri Estate in those days. It consisted of two
parts—North and South with a peishkar in charge of each of them. Under each peishkar there was an amaldar
drawing a salary of Rs. 30/-. Under him my father worked as a parupatyamdar. Some of the evil features of the
Estate were meager salaries, corruption, patronage and insecurity of service. In those days of high standards it was
creditable for a person to pass the B.A examination. At that time Narayanaswamy Chetty, who was a peishkar
with the degree of Bachelor of Arts, was nick-named “B.A” Narayanaswamy Chetty. Such was the demand for the
degree which was a rare commodity in those days. During his service in the Estate my father lost his job twice
and was reinstated only after seeking the patronage of several higher-ups.
As regards my education and life at Nayudupet, for the whole place there was only one Government School
with First, Second, Third, Fourth and Upper Fourth classes, as far as I remember. The author of our English text
book was Bradshaw. In those days Urdu was introduced along with English, Telugu and other subjects. I distinctly
remember that I learned Urdu in the company of Ali Beg, my friend.
I cannot say that I earned reputation as a good boy in my Nayudupet days. Although I was young, I always
stood first among the mischief-makers of the school. My friends were of different kinds, very mischievous boys,
well-behaved and hard-working students and those coming from wealthy families. There used to be a boy called
Rangarao (nick-named Kanuri Rangadu), who was good at wrestling and the game of Chendugudu. He was a
funny young man known for his daily visits to the temple of Anjaneyaswamy on the bank of river Suvarnamukhi
where he offered eggs as prasadam. People used to advise me not to keep company with him because he was
notorious as a bad boy and a back-bencher in studies. What I learnt in his company was the habit of teasing and
harassing the good students and throwing away their books and creating all sorts of problems to the teachers.
*
Once I played a practical joke on one of my teachers. For this mischief I received not only caning and other
corporal punishment but also orders dismissing me from the school. My father, who came to know about this, had
to move heaven and earth to get me readmitted in the school. Finally he succeeded in his efforts with the
recommendation of a Deputy Collector, A Narayanarao.
Close on the heels of this ugly incident there was another case against me. A certain student,
Suryanarayanarao, was studying in upper middle class. When he provoked me by talking lightly of me and
beating me up, I took away his English text book, went to the riverside and tore it into pieces. Unfortunately, this
was watched by a laborer who at once collected all the torn pieces of the pages and passed them on to the school
authorities. He might have told them what exactly had happened.
As a consequence, I was again dismissed. History repeated itself. The same Deputy Collector came to my
rescue at my father’s request.
This time the Deputy Collector called me to his residence and asked me why I did such a thing. I fearlessly
gave him a true account of what had happened. I explained to him that the boy had beaten me up on the previous
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day. I could not return the blows as he was senior to me in years, so I took vengeance against him in this manner.
After reprimanding me for this, he put me back in the school.
I had friendship with such bad boys and at the same time I could count among my friends, good boys hailing
from respectable and well-connected families. For example, there was a good student, Narasimharaju, who was
then doing B.A From him I learnt many things and he later on became a sub-judge. On the whole, my studies
sailed in a royal boat with my notoriety as a mischievous lad. Often the aggrieved persons used to complain to my
mother. My mother had to deal with such ugly situations with infinite patience.
*
As a boy I was interested in gymnastics, wrestling, and cricket. In summer, the elephants of the Raja of
Venkatagiri used to be taken to the gardens near the river Suvarnamukhi. Along with some of my friends I used to
enjoy an elephant-ride by giving a copper to the mahout. My friends and I used to spend a couple of days
picnicking on the banks of river Suvarnamukhi, eating sweets on its sands. On the whole, the period of my
education in Nayudupet was enjoyable and care-free.
In those days, Nayudupet was a small village. One did not find many houses there. The principal landmarks of
the place were our school, the Annapurna temple standing on the bank of Suvarnamukhi and Venkatagiri Raja’s
thana in which elephants were lodged. As my father’s job was in a neighboring village, we were put up in a small
cottage in the proximity of a Swamiji’s mutt.
Our family thus lived in Nayudupet for two or three years, i.e., when I was studying the Modern Reader of the
Third class. After some time my father was transferred to Mallam. This made it necessary for my father to shift
our establishment to Mallam. But I was kept in Nayudupet, with boarding facilities provided in the house of one
Karnepalli Venkatramaiah. During this period our lands in Valluru were confiscated and auctioned by the
Venkatagiri Estate on account of our inability to pay the rents within the stipulated time-limit. The fortunes of my
uncles declined in Valluru when my father was employed in Nayudupet.
Appaswamy, the karanam of Valluru, died. As his children were minors, the karanam’s post was given to
another family. In those days the fortunes of the karanams depended on the whims and fancies of the zamindar.
2
There was a great crisis in our family in 1884 following the sudden death of my father. He used to suffer from
an abdominal pain at times. The same malady took his life when he was in Mallam. Although a message was sent
to me earlier about his critical condition, by the time I reached the place he had passed away.
My brother Janakiramaiah was born after a few months as a posthumous child. My other brother Sriramulu
was eight. My younger sister Annapurna was three or four years old. My two elder sisters, who were already
married, were with their husbands.
In these circumstances the entire burden of supporting the family fell upon my mother’s shoulders. Our
resources were meager. The ancestral property had already disappeared and my father’s earnings were just
sufficient for our bare existence and sheer survival. Savings were nil.
My uncle who came to know about our miserable plight took us to his own place, Kanaparti. Thus we lived for
a while in Vinodarayadupalem with my uncle. My youngest brother, Janakiramaiah, was born there. A few days
after his birth the future of our family became bleak. My mother suffered from increasing anxiety. My uncle
belonged to an ordinary middle class family. My mother, being sensitive, found it delicate to keep her family in
my uncle’s house in a state of dependence.
In those days it was very difficult to manage the family. In the little land that was available we had to grow
crops which should provide food for the entire family during the year and also fodder for the cattle. I still
remember the condition of agriculture in my uncle’s place. Often I went to the field and kept watch by standing on
the machan. They used to grow varieties of grains and cereals in different areas of the same plot.
It was not easy for one family to shoulder the added burden of another family when they themselves had to live
on their labor and toil. Yet the importance of English studies was realized by them since those who managed to
get English education were chosen for lucrative jobs. Even the letters of the examination passed by the candidates
began to adorn their names as prefixes. For example “B.A” Narayanaswamy and “F.A.” Seshagiri Iyyer were
some popular names. It was for this reason that my father was very keen on giving us English education at any
cost. Since he had already solved the problem of the marriages of his daughters, he had a strong desire to make us
proficient in English studies. Therefore, my mother resolved to fulfill the long-cherished desire of her dear
husband. Often she entertained fears about the future.
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*
My mother's worst apprehensions came true when we had to face poverty. She decided to run a small hotel in
Ongole to meet the expenditure of the children’s education. Hotel business was not considered to be dignified in
those days. Of course, today it is as good a profession as any other and hotel keepers are not looked down upon in
society. But in those days people who were running a hotel were treated as inferior members of the society. They
were ridiculed as vendors of food. In those circumstances my mother boldly decided to run a hotel in the interests
of the family and the future of her children. In fact, it was more an eating house than a hotel. She thought that
there was nothing undignified in standing on one’s feet rather than eating the bread of idleness by leading a
parasitic existence. However, she hoped that it was only a temporary expedient till the crisis was tided over. Such
was the nectar of a mother’s love! No sacrifice was too great for her in the interests of her beloved children.
Thus my mother set up a small hotel in Ongole five or six years after the birth of my youngest brother
Janakiramaiah. She brought my grandmother to stay with her for assistance, having fixed a small house in front of
the Munsiffs Court on a rent of one rupee or a half-rupee per month. By that time my uncle had taken me to
Ongole and admitted me to Lower Fourth Class in the Government Normal School. In those days they did not
insist upon the production of transfer certificates for admission. They conducted an entrance examination and
found me fit for the class in which I sought admission. I was then 12 years old.
Sundararamaiah, our Head Master, used to take special care of the bright and promising students by taking
them to his own house for extra attention. I was one such favoured student. Even there, my usual habits of
friendship with mischievous students, use of violence, and defiance of teachers persisted. I played native games
like tops, marbles, and Chedugudu. I played a prominent role in the game of cricket.
All these activities involved expenditure. But my pocket being empty, I made friends with persons of
questionable character. We used to roam about the market-place and pilfer things from the shops. How to procure
the required money for our idle activities was a constant preoccupation for us.
Our friends once held a meeting to find ways and means of securing money. There was a strong man in our
group called Addepalli Appadu. He was the unchallenged leader for our group. Under his leadership we hit upon a
plan of getting money. Our eyes fell on a crop which was ready for harvest very near Ongole. We passed a
resolution to cut the crop at midnight and earn a substantial amount of money by selling it. In the course of
implementing our plan we finished the operation of shearing, tied the stuff in bundles and put them on our heads.
Unfortunately, the watchman whose sleep was disturbed by the noise, saw us and shouted for help. People
came and caught us red-handed. Our group consisted of four persons and of them I was the youngest. We
struggled with our captors for some time, but then we had to surrender.
Before we were handed over to the police, our elders appeared on the scene and worked out a compromise by
making us return the crop to them. What happened was that the crop which was ready for harvest was harvested
by us to the advantage of the owner of the field without any expenditure towards engaging labour. After this
misadventure we could not show our faces in our houses for two days.
Among us there was a rowdy by name Ramanaiah, who earned the title “King of Ongole” in our private circle,
and a Muslim friend called Masthan.
3
It was during this period that the chapter of my stage-acting, which transformed my entire life, started.
As I completed my studies of the Lower Fourth Class, the Pune Dramatic company visited our place and put
on boards popular plays in Hindi like Pramilia Sway Amv Aram, Peeshw a Nara y Anarao Vadha, Usha
Parinayam, and Keechaka Vadha. Inspired by witnessing them we decided that we too should go in for such
plays. In addition to our own interest we received encouragement from one Undavelli Saheb, who had unbounded
enthusiasm for dramas. There was another drama enthusiast, Immaneni Hanumantharao Naidu, a teacher in the
local Mission School. I used to treat Naidu as my own father.
Thus, I began to take an active part in stage-acting and earned considerable reputation in playing female roles.
My name spread far and wide because of my taking the role of Peeshwa Narayanarao in the drama of that name.
My histrionics made me a favourite of Undavelli Saheb and Hanumantharao Naidu. My preoccupation with
dramatic activities prevented me to some extent from indulging in the usual mischievous pranks.
One of my close associates was Undavelli Saheb’s nephew. I moved closely in the company of my Muslim
friends. Besides his zeal in acting, Undavelli Saheb, being proficient in Urdu, actually wrote plays in Urdu for us.
We were in the habit of rendering the plays in Telugu and memorizing them. In this manner my time was divided
between stage-acting and studies for the school examination.
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*
My mother and grandmother did not relish my dramatic activities. They felt very much but were helpless as
they could not control my behaviour. They came to my rescue whenever I was involved in incidents of mischief.
They derived a little consolation in the fact that I was not poor in studies despite my mischievous activities
outside the school. In those circumstances even my appearance for the Middle School examination was a great
achievement.
My family continued to live in poverty notwithstanding my mother’s hotel business. What little income she got
was hardly sufficient to maintain .the family and to pay my school fees. This made it necessary for my mother to
arrange for my free boarding in the houses of a few wealthy families. I had my food in each of their houses every
week by turns.
In those days the pleaders in Ongole argued in Telugu. Among them there was one Nagaraju
Suryanarayanarao, who used to give me financial help to enable me to buy my textbooks. As he was aware of our
honorable past and our status, he used to give me a loving present of four annas (25 paise) each time I went to
him. I always remember him with gratitude, and his image is still fresh in my mental eye.
During that period of financial trouble I had to pay three rupees for my application for the examination. I
walked a distance of 25 miles to go to my brother-in-law’s residence for help. But all my trouble proved to be of
no avail because I could not get the money.
Walking had never been a problem for me. It was a regular habit with me. Therefore I had no disappointment
when I made the trip to and from my uncle’s place. A distance of ten miles I used to walk frequently to go to my
younger sister’s house at Kothapatnam, to Vinodarayudupalem which was my maternal uncle’s place and
occasionally to some other villages nearby. I owe my physical fitness and stamina of those days to my frequent
walking tours.
My mother who came to know about my disappointment with my uncle, managed to procure the required sum
of three rupees by pledging her pattu sari. With this the crisis of my Middle School examination was tided over.
Even before I appeared for the examination there was a desire in my mind to practice law. I used to see the
pleaders of the court, which was right in front of our hotel, moving about in their long coats and earning money.
The sight had influenced me considerably and I entertained an ardent desire to emulate them by wearing a similar
coat. I at once engaged a tailor and got a long coat stitched for me.
4
Rajahmundry town played an important role in shaping my future. In those days Rajahmundry had a great
reputation as a seat of learning, as a dwelling place of great scholars and as a beautiful town on the banks of the
sacred river Godavari. There was a feeling among the people that those who went to that place would become
scholars. This had instilled in me a strong desire to see the place. Along with my friend N. Ramanaiah and a few
others I prepared a plan to go to that place.
At that time the dreadful disease of cholera broke out in Ongole. Already there was the report of a case near
our place of residence. My mother was afraid that we might catch the infection, and she temporarily shifted us to
the house of Nimmagadda family in another street. As she was anxious for our health and safety she took us to
different houses. It so happened that in the house of Nimmagadda family there were some people who became
proficient in Vedic studies by receiving their education in Rajahmundry. The company of these pandits reinforced
my long-felt desire to visit Rajahmundry. In this mental state, after my success in the Middle School examination
I was eagerly looking forward to an opportunity to visit Rajahmundry.
Immaneni Hanumantharao Naidu, about whom I already wrote, was a teacher in the Mission School with
matriculation qualification, drawing a salary of Rs. 30/-. I would like to mention here a few details about this
gentleman who helped me a great deal and gave a direction to my life.
*
His father was a karanam in Kothapatnam. He belonged to Adi Velama caste. Their ancestors must have hailed
from Bandar\fn{Now Machilipatnam, headquarters of the Krishna District } long ago. However, his father settled down in
Kothapatnam. Naidu was about 25 years old when he passed matriculation and embarked on the career of a school
master. He taught mathematics to students of matriculation and the classes below. Even the students who were
preparing for the examinations of F.A, and B.A, used to go to him for tuition in mathematics. He was also an
expert in teaching other subjects like English grammar.
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Konda Venkatappaiah (who later became famous as a freedom-fighter and leader of the Independence
Movement in Andhra) was then studying for B.A. He and some others including Kompalli Kotilingam and
Mannuru Krishnaiah, were all Hanumantharao Naidu’s students. Even Panchalavarapu Subbarao, the well-known
mathematician in Andhra, was Nayudu’s disciple. They were all lucky to have their tutelage under him.
As soon as I passed the Middle School examination all my close relatives brought pressure on me to take up a
job. However, I was not inclined to follow their advice since my mind was fixed on further studies and the
practice of law. My mother was also of the same opinion and felt that I should continue my studies for a couple of
years more.
Money however, was a problem. Who would foot the bill for my further studies? A solution to this otherwise
intractable problem was provided by my mentor Hanumantharao Naidu himself, who was responsible for my
progress in life.
Manley was the European Headmaster of the Mission School. He used to encourage deserving students by
giving them scholarships and fee concessions on the criterion. of merit-cum-means. My benefactor
Hanumantharao Naidu introduced me to the Headmaster and made a strong recommendation for a scholarship for
me. The European Headmaster graciously agreed to help me.
This generous gesture solved my problem. Hanumantharao Naidu always helped me in my predicament. Even
in the Middle School days he used to give me free coaching at his residence. Even a subject like mathematics,
which was a bugbear, was taught by him through easy methods. A single lesson from him used to make us
understand the formula thoroughly, and enabled us to apply our knowledge to new situations. His teaching was
innovative.
I studied Fifth Class which was one step below Matriculation. The mischief of my earlier times was reduced to
an appreciable degree. My only distraction during that period was my obsession with dramatic activities.
*
The summer holidays came. All the relatives of Hanumantharao Naidu were in Rajahmundry occupying
important positions. He alone was leading a humble life with his meager salary of Rs. 30/- at Ongole. He found it
difficult to maintain his family. His habit of over-spending made his position worse. Four children he had at that
time, and an old mother. It was no surprise that he experienced great inconvenience, because he maintained his
large family with his low income and also shouldered the additional burden of looking after dependents like me.
Naidu’s wife Lakshmamma was a great lady. Unlike most women she wore no ornaments around her neck
except the mangalasutram. As her husband was steeped in debts, she wanted to spend a few days with her
relatives in Rajahmundry during the summer holidays. After a little argument Hanumantharao Naidu agreed to the
proposal.
In those days, journeys were usually made on boats in canals. As the canals were closed in summer they had to
do the journey on carts. When they were making their plans for their journey to Rajahmundry, I disclosed my
desire and sought their permission to accompany them. Naidu was good enough to go to my house and convince
my mother that he would take care of me and that I would be safe in his hands. He also removed her fears
concerning the food arrangements during my stay. My mother was satisfied when my teacher gave her assurance.
The journey began on bullock carts in relays. Our party consisted of Hanumantharao Naidu, his wife, their four
children, his mother and myself. It was not a short journey as it involved a distance of 180 miles. We had to cover
a distance of 90 miles on the Bejawada (Vijayawada) trunk road and another 90 miles between Bejawada and
Vijjeswaram. We would reach Bejawada after making four camps on the way.
In those days it was common for people to cover a distance of 20 miles on foot during the night and to rest in a
choultry during the day. Carts were available up to Bejawada to make the journey in installments. But it was not
easy to obtain conveyance between Bejawada and Rajahmundry. It used to take 10 days to cover this distance.
Wherever we halted for rest Hanumantharao Naidu used to arrange my food in the house of some Brahmin
family, while he and the other members of his family cooked their own food.
*
We traveled like this for two weeks and reached Vijjeswaram. When we crossed the river Godavari we entered
the town of Rajahmundry. All along the route from Ongole to Guntur it was a hilly landscape, and sometimes we
experienced scarcity of water in the camps. In those days we could find something green only when we reached
the river Krishna. There was also the fear of robbers on the way.
At Eluru, Hanumantharao Naidu showed me carpet-weaving for which the place was famous. We read in the
Geography text that Eluru was famous for carpets. I was taken round the place where I could see the houses of the
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carpet-weavers, most of whom were Muslims. Carpet-weaving was a source of livelihood to many people. In
those days it was a profitable business too.
The boat journey on the river Godavari was exhilarating. My heart leaped with joy. The enormous width and
the dignity of the river cast a spell on me. It stretched before us like an endless sheet of water.
The moment we reached Rajahmundry town we were attracted by its signs of affluence such as timber
factories and big heaps of rice bags just unloaded from the boats. On the same spot we found the work of
construction of new boats going on and repairs being carried out for the old boats. No sooner had we landed in
Rajahmundry than I remembered the relevant lessons that Naidu taught me in History including the story of
Rajaraja Narendra\fn{“One of the popular kings of Andhra. He patronized poets and scholars like Nannaya, the first Telugu poet.
Rajahmundry was named after this ruler” } and that of Sarangadhara,\fn{“His step-mother Chitrangi fell in love with him. As he did
not reciprocate her love, she made false complaints against him to her royal husband. As a result, Sarangadhara’s legs were amputated” }
and the tales about those great poets who wrote the Mahabharata, etc.
As the original plan was that we should go back after the summer holidays, Hanumantharao Naidu showed me
all the important places of Rajahmundry and its vicinity. I was shown the stone image of Sarangadhara with legs
amputated, on Sarangadhara Metta, buildings of Chitrangi and Ratnangi and also the place where the pigeon had
perched in the palace. We went to Kotilingala Kshethram (Pilgrim Centre) where we saw several siva lingas. I
counted the lingas and asked Naidu why the whole lot of them were not seen. Naidu’s explanation was that a
crore of lingas which existed at one time must have disappeared through the natural process of wear and tear and
got submerged in the bottom of the river.
After a few days when the canals were opened and travel was possible in rahadari boats, (boats with the
provision of small rooms), we visited the neighboring places including Ramachandrapuram and Amalapuram
where my teacher’s relatives lived. We enjoyed the boat travel.
I was convinced during these travels about the huge extent and the immense usefulness of the Godavari river in
the areas of agriculture and transport. The Rajahmundry of those days was the present “Old Town”. The only
important buildings were those of Ratnangi and Chitrangi. There was no bund for the river in those days. In the
present locality called Aryapuram there used to be only two or three houses. The whole place was filled with
timber shops. There was a bit of today’s Inispet, which used to be a very clean locality in those days. And the
drainage system was good, although there were no conveying channels paved with stone.
*
There were only a few lawyers in Rajahmundry in those days. “Andhra Bhishma” Nyapati Subbarao Pantulu,
Makarla Subbarao Naidu and Madireddi Venkataratnam Naidu practiced in the District Court and the Munsiff
Court with B.A.B.L., qualification. Eluri Lakshmi Narasimham, Neti Somayajulu, Sarvepalli Sambasivarao,
Gopala Krishnarao, Dameraju Nagaraju and a few others were the pleaders. In the field of literary scholarship
Kandukuri Veeresalingam and Vaddiadi Subbarayudu were already great names. Kalluri Venkatrama Sastri
enjoyed a great reputation among the Sanskrit scholars. Kokkonda Venkataratnam who was known for his
grandhika style (classical language and outstanding scholarship) was one of the celebrities.
Our holidays came to an end. Naidu’s wife, Lakshmamma, wished to live in Rajahmundry where all of her
relatives had already settled down. Her wish grew stronger since her husband’s debts increased in Ongole and
there was no way of clearing them. All her relatives in Rajahmundry and Ramachandrapuram advised her to leave
Ongole which was far away.
The long-looked for opportunity came when Eluru Lakshmi Narasimham started a new school called Theistic
School in Rajahmundry. Lakshmamma’s relatives strongly recommended Naidu’s candidature and succeeded in
obtaining for him the post of a Mathematics teacher on a salary of Rs. 30/-.
Naidu joined in his new job. I took leave of him to go home as the canals were opened by that time. If one got
into a boat at Rajahmundry one could go to Bejawada on the Eluru canal and afterwards travel up to Kothapatnam
on the Buckingham Canal. With the passage of time travel became more convenient. Therefore, I bundled up my
few clothes and went to the boat after bidding good-bye to Naidu and his family. By the time I reached the place
the boats had already left and I had to return home.
5
When I returned, Naidu was at home during the lunch interval of the school and was sitting in a mood of
depression with tears in his eyes, for he thought that I had already left. A relative who was his neighbor was trying
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to console him saying that he should not expect a boy of another family to come and live with him permanently
and such partings were inevitable. But these words brought little solace to Naidu.
At this juncture I materialized before him, having missed my boat. On seeing me his joy knew no bounds.
After a little conversation he suggested that I too should live in Rajahmundry as an additional member of his
establishment taking part in his joys and sorrows.
I reflected for a while. It was an important moment in my life. It actually proved to be a turning-point in my
life. This incident convinced me of the true and full meaning of the saying:
“Life is a series of accidents.”
God alone knows what would have happened if instead of missing the boat I had gone back to Ongole. It was a
divine dispensation indeed. Having thought over the matter for a few minutes I put down my bundle of clothes
and agreed to stay on with him.
Soon I was admitted in the second half-year of the Fifth class, in the Theistic High School. There was no
inconvenience or interruption for my studies since there was a common syllabus throughout the country in those
days. The transfer did not create any problems. On Naidu’s recommendation Eluru Lakshmi Narasimham granted
me a scholarship.
Thus by God’s grace I got admission in the Rajahmundry school. When I wrote a letter conveying the news to
my people, they were not happy over the change. However, my association with my teacher, Naidu, put to rest all
their doubts, allayed their fears and brought them a bit of relief—a silver lining in the cloud.
*
Let me write a little about the educational institutions in Rajahmundry and the system of education in general
so that one can understand how our nation was emasculated by that system. If a person like me who has been a
victim of the new educational system describes it, I think, it will be more appropriate.
By the time I went to Nayudupet it must have been a decade after the introduction of the English studies. After
conquering our country, the Britishers discussed among themselves for some time the type of education to be
introduced in India. At last they decided to launch English education on the advice of Thomas Babington
Macaulay. That was the educational ideal of the British rulers of those days. In fact even today it is in force with
marginal and cosmetic changes. Their chief objective was to manufacture clerks and functionaries of the type to
suit the needs of their administration.
They established colleges at first. Then came the high schools as their branches. They were followed by a
network of “grant schools” with English orientation. The old type of street schools like the payal schools were
dismantled. When our national type of old education was in vogue, if a student studied for four years he was also
able to acquire not only the skills of reading and writing but also a reasonable amount of general knowledge.
Besides, foundations were then laid for the study of classics and epics like the Mahabharata and the Bhagavata.
For example, my father did not study in any big school. He did not possess any degree or certificate. Although
his salary was Rs. 8/- he was able to exercise revenue supervision over eight villages, and lead his life reasonably
well. The kind of education that he received was professionally useful to him. It was a sort of job-oriented and
skill-based education. He used to make efforts to improve his moral and spiritual life by regularly studying books
like the Mahabharata and the Bhagavata, with which he was already acquainted in his early childhood.
My grandmother and my aunt were not educated. But they memorized the classics like the Ramayana, the
Mahabharata and the Bhagavatha, and used to regale us with their spicy stories. As children, we learnt all these
things sitting on their laps. That was in my opinion true instruction and an ideal system of education. That system
had enabled us to acquire noble ideas and a larger vision of life.
*
But the aims and objectives of the system of education introduced by the British through their “grant schools”
only encouraged selfishness and money-getting. The beginnings of the decline of our ancient educational ideals in
our country could be traced to those days when people who passed the Middle School and Matriculation
examinations could obtain salaried jobs and get interested in money-making. Thus the British rulers gradually
destroyed arid uprooted our national institutions to strengthen the roots of their Empire.
Earlier, we used to have the panchayat system to settle disputes and administer justice expeditiously. This
system was in vogue for a long time before the advent of the British who replaced it with the modern courts which
brought about our ruin. They did not stop there. The Courts require big buildings with their paraphernalia and
pleaders. For this purpose, the British rulers selected a few people from our society on a pick-and-choose basis
and offered them influential jobs.
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In course of time it became possible for a person with Middle School Education to get the post of a District
Munsiff. This being so, the attention of all the intellectuals of the country turned in that direction. People in large
numbers became enamored of English education as ducks take to water. The number of persons who passed the
Matriculation, F.A, and B.A, examinations gradually swelled.
Then the rulers were quick to prescribe certain qualifications for employment and legal practice. Our
countrymen became increasingly fond of English education as they watched the material progress of the persons
who passed the examinations, obtained good jobs and drew attractive salaries. This was the educational scenario
of those times.
*
At the time of my arrival in Rajahmundry there were only two colleges in Andhra Desa—the Government Arts
College of Rajahmundry and the Mission College in Bandar (Machilipatnam). Since it was necessary to enroll
students in these colleges, Government encouraged private agencies to start high schools as feeder institutions.
Unlike the present practice they did not place any restrictions on the schools of those days. It was possible for a
few educated people to come together and start a high school. Besides, the foreign missionaries also began to start
their own schools. Such missionary schools were found in large numbers in towns like Ongole, Eluru, and
Bejawada. In 1886 there were four private schools in Rajahmundry—Mission High School, Theistic High School,
Inispet High School and Maratha High School. People who acquired the degrees of F.A. and B.A. were employed
as teachers in the schools.
In those days the lawyer’s profession was held in high esteem. Some of the students were working as teachers
while preparing for higher examinations. Muthuswamy Iyyer was running the Maratha High School in front of the
market. Vedam Venkatachalam was the headmaster of the Inispet High School. The Headmaster of our Theistic
High School was P.V. Sivakumara Sastri, who was a graduate. Later on he became a well-known educationist and
retired as Principal of the Saidapet College in Madras. One of my teachers was Ramanujachary who became a Dy.
Collector afterwards. In those days Kandukuri Veeresalingam worked as a Telugu pandit in Government Arts
College of Rajahmundry.
In 1886 I studied Fifth class in the Theistic High School when Sivakumara Sastri was the Headmaster. As you
know, I was the favorite student of Hanumantharao Naidu. In 1886 the Inispet High School was merged into the
Theistic High School and placed under the management of a single committee. Under the new dispensation the
Committee management was placed in the hands of Eluri Lakshmi Narasimham. I studied Matriculation in the
School when the merger of the two managements took place. The school was originally located in a small house
and subsequently transferred to the residence of Chitrapu Narasimahrao in front of the Nalam Choultry. V.
Venkatachalam was the Headmaster of the School.
6
In those days there were a lot of dramatic activities in Rajahmundry. Kunduri Venkataratnam and Dasu
Madhavarao and a few others used to stage English plays of Shakespeare. Hanumantharao Naidu had a craze for
drama and showed a keen interest in play-acting. There was a contractor by name Pillarisetty Triyambakarao, who
supplied money and equipment for our dramas. Chilakamarthy Lakshmi Narasimham, the famous poet, just then
passed the Matriculation examination. As far as I remember, his eyesight was still intact. But he was suffering
from some eye disease. He wrote plays for us. A few plays were specially written by him for us to act. I remember
plays like Gayopakhyanam and Parijathapaharanam.\fn{“Two popular stage plays in Telugu dealing with mythological
stories. Songs lent special charm to them” } In Gayopakhyanam, I used to play the roles of Chitralekha (wife of Gaya) and
Arjuna. Naidu played the role of Gaya. There used to be two actors—Venkatakrishna and Ramakrishna.
Ramakrishna used to play the leading roles. Inala Tataiah took the role of Sanjaya. At this time I do not
remember the names of the other actors. Generally speaking Hanumantharao Naidu and I played important roles.
It goes without saying that preoccupation with these dramatic activities adversely affected my studies.
In December 1887, I failed in the Matriculation examination. Besides, I lived a reckless life. Hanumantharao
Naidu made arrangements to exhibit our dramas at Amalapuram, Kakinada and other places. I got entangled in
melees and fistfights. As a result I developed a sort of sangfroid and fearlessness which often served as defensive
mechanism. My public image must have dipped very low during this period. Although Hanumantharao Naidu
initiated me into dramas, he always took care of my welfare, moral development and educational progress. But he
was not at all responsible for my shortcomings.
*
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After my failure in the examination which was a shock and an eye-opener to me, I realized my responsibilities
to some extent, worked very hard and passed the Matriculation examination as a private candidate at my next
appearance.
While at Nayudupet and Ongole, my participation in dramas helped me by diverting my attention from
mischievous pranks. But later I became closer to some bad characters. It must be said that from the beginning of
my life I was lucky in one respect. When I was about to run into difficulties on account of my impressionable age
and the company I kept, some divine force used to protect me from danger. The same thing happened in the case
of my dramatic activities. The elite of the town appreciated my histrionic talent and made me happy.
We built in those days a temporary theatre in the open space to the east of the present Town Hall in
Rajahmundry. Once, P. Anandacharlu, a famous advocate and Congress President, witnessed one of our plays in
that theatre. As a token of his appreciation of my acting he gave me a present.
During this period of dramas I not only failed in the Matriculation examination but was also guilty of some
moral lapses. My acting proficiency exercised an evil influence on the minds of some innocent young women.
Although the historic and mythological plays generated a feeling of nationalism and a liking for independence in
the minds of the actors as well as the spectators, they led to some undesirable consequences in the field of morals.
Let me not go into further details on this point.
*
Now I should tell you something about my educational career. From the beginning I was under the influence of
Hanumantharao Naidu who was a majestic figure with a moustache which gave him a fierce look. While teaching
in the class he used to instill in us a love of freedom. Although he took up a job to support his family, he lived an
independent life. He used to give special encouragement to those of his students in whom he discovered a streak
of individuality. Somehow he was impressed with me and took protective interest in me. He had a deep faith in
my innate goodness and ability to come out of all difficult situations. Being good at studies was my saving grace.
As I stated earlier, there was no bund for the Godavari in those days. My friends and I used to spend the whole
day near the Godavari river. There used to be a good number of boats on its bank. As summer set in, we used to
push the boats into the river and spend the moonlit nights on the spacious sands of the sprawling river. We took a
lamp with us to read our books on the sands. Swimming in the river was our daily routine. We formed student
associations and played Chedugudu, Uppatti and other native games. We divided ourselves into two groups,
challenged each other and played the games in a competitive spirit. I was readily accepted as one of the best
players. When Deepavali, the festival of Lights, came, we used to make fake wars by burning and exploding the
crackers of all varieties. Ten days before the festival, we used to prepare crackers and throw challenges at each
other’s parties.
Rajahmundry was notorious for rowdy gangs in those days. Even those who passed for gentlemen in the
society had links with the rowdies. Skirmishes in the street were frequent when two groups clashed with each
other and exchanged blows. I too, joined the fray sometimes. As such, there was no surprise that I developed
contacts with the undesirables of the society. Sometimes we had to join hands with the local fishermen and their
gang leaders whose houses I visited sometimes to get their support. There were occasions when I was constrained
to sit and talk with them as they drank toddy in my presence. But I never touched it.
*
During this period I escaped a grave danger. Once, some of my friends and I pushed a small boat into the water
at night when the river was in floods. A single paddle was to serve as rudder of the boat. I was in charge of the
rudder.
We pushed the boat against the current up to Kotilingalu and allowed it to drift along the current for some time.
As the boat was speeding down the current, the rudder in my hand slipped. I jumped into the river to recover it.
All my friends were in panic. I reached the boat but could not climb into it because of the force of the current. My
friends in the boat sat in confusion and they did not have the presence of mind to give me the support of a paddle.
Once or twice I approached the boat and made frantic efforts to get into it. I struggled in the water giving up
hopes on my life. This went on for quite some time.
At last I managed to give a signal to my friends for the paddle. They gave me the support of the paddle and I
climbed into the boat. Thus I had a very narrow escape and virtually came out of the jaws of death.
*
I passed the Matriculation examination in 1889 as a private candidate. I did not go back to Ongole for a long
time. I managed to live in Rajahmundry by cooking my own food for a few months. Afterwards I had my
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boarding in a hotel as I got tired of cooking. Finally I brought my grandmother from Ongole to cook for me. I
lived in a small room in Inispet.
I had to solve the problem of deciding my future course of action. My mind was always set on the pleader's
profession. Those were the days when it was not difficult for a person to get a good job with the qualification of
Matriculation. As my attention remained focused on the lawyer’s profession, some of my friends advised me not
to continue to be a parasite on Hanumantharao Naidu any longer but to take up a job for a living. But I was keen
on joining a college and eventually becoming a lawyer.
It was possible in those days for a person to work as a pleader’s clerk and appear for the examination as a
private candidate. So I applied for a clerk’s post in the Registrar’s Office at Rajahmundry. The salary was only Rs.
14/-. The Registrar called me foe an interview to test my intelligence, handwriting etc. I felt that the Subregistrar’s notice asking me to meet him was derogatory to my dignity. I wrote to him bluntly that there was no
need for an interview or examination when I already had my Matriculation certificate.
On account of this letter of refusal I lost the job. Such small incidents would go a long way in determining the
future of persons. I cannot say now with certainty what would have happened to my career had I joined the Subregistrar’s office on that day. It is a matter for endless speculation.
*
Even when I was in the first year of Matriculation examination, my mother, brother-in-law and other relatives
came to know about my bad company and also my dramatic activities. It caused great pain to my mother. Even
my grandmother who lived with me felt very bad. My elder sister Janakamma’s wish at the time of her death was
that my mother should bring up her daughter and perform her marriage with me. So my mother decided to
perform my marriage in the hope that it would change me to some extent.
My elder sister died. All her children had died and the only surviving child was a daughter. Hanumayamma
was the name of the girl whom I was to marry. My mother was anxious to keep her promise but my brother-in-law
hesitated for a while to have me as son-in-law because of my neglect of studies.
When I passed the Matriculation examination my brother-in-law changed his mind and agreed to the proposal.
My mother fixed a muhurtam for our wedding at Addanki and sent word to me. I sent my grandmother in advance
and went to Addanki in February/March 1890. From Rajahmundry to Bejwada we had a boat journey on the canal
and from there we proceeded to Addanki via Guntur on carts.
Our marriage was a simple ceremony. The relatives came and stayed with us for five days. As a measure of
economy my mother performed the marriage of my sister Annapurna along with my marriage. As my sister was
eight years old it was a typical child-marriage. Consequent on the death of my elder sister my mother performed
the marriage of Annapurna with my brother-in-law, who was a widower. By the time I reached Addanki the whole
programme was already decided by my mother. Whatever my wishes in the matter, my marriage was performed.
After my marriage I came back to Rajahmundry for my college education. At that time the MSM railway line
was being laid in our parts. From Vijayawada to Santhamavulur, train facility was available. I had to study a
number of books for my F.A. I used to place my bundle of books on the head of a coolie and walk from my place
to Santhamavulur station, board the train there and reach Vijayawada. From Vijayawada it was again a boat
journey to Rajahmundry.
It may perhaps be interesting if I describe how marriages were performed in those days. Marriage was not an
expensive affair involving heavy expenditure running into thousands of rupees and causing anxiety and hardship
to the parents of the bride. Although it was a five-day affair, all the relatives used to share the work and extend
their hearty cooperation. The rich and the poor in villages would alike engage the local music parties, a palanquin
and drums. There was no need to hire professional cooks since cooking and catering were done by the relatives. I
have my own experience in the matter since I performed five marriages either in my family or in the family of
Hanumantharao Naidu.
In these marriages pomp and show were conspicuous by their absence. Today things are of course different.
*
I would like to say something about my classmates and my associates. K.V. Reddy Naidu, (who was later
conferred Knighthood and became the Governor of Madras) was my classmate since I started my studies in
Rajahmundry. His father was then a petty clerk in the Taluka office. I still remember his figure as he sat on the
payal reading his books. He was considered to be a bright boy in the class.
As I think about my past today, I am surprised to find that we led such ordinary lives and overcame all
handicaps. Venkatareddy and I fell out on account of the opposite positions taken by us in municipal affairs and
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later on in politics. But as far as our personal relations were concerned there was nothing but love and mutual
respect.
Mohammed Bazululla was another class-mate of mine. He was an expert in memorizing books and
reproducing the matter, with a reputation for proficiency in essay writing in English. After passing the B.A.
examination he joined service and we lost contact with each other.
S. Bhima Shankaram was also my associate. His brother Somasundaram and I were class-mates. Although
Bhima Shankaram was senior to us we overtook him in education because he failed in the Matriculation
examination several times. I lived in their house and moved with them like a member of their own family. I used
to sleep in their house. I shared their breakfast in the kitchen. In course of time Shankaram became a pleader. I
have a faint recollection that he and I studied together for a law examination.
In this connection I should not forget to mention the name of Kanchumarthi Ramachandra Rao who was my
bosom friend and my benefactor. He treated me with great affection. He was my classmate from Fifth class
onwards. As an average student he could not obtain good marks in the examination. He was large-hearted and
used to help me with money in those days. Even after my collegiate career he helped me a lot. I can never forget
his generosity. If I could become a successful barrister and earn money and renown today, he should be given all
the credit. In spite of the differences that arose between us later in politics, we continued to have love and
affection for each other. Even when I was working in the opposite camp during the elections, he continued to
proffer me the necessary help.
When he was young, he had a strong desire to set up big industries in our country. Afterwards, he made sincere
efforts to achieve his ambition and spent large amounts. He did magnificent service to Rajahmundry. May his soul
rest in peace!
I also remember some more people including Chitturi Suraiah. Consideration of space prevents me from
writing about all of them. I appeal to such of them as are alive today not to take me amiss for the omission. On the
whole my boyhood days were spent happily in the midst of my dearest friends.
7
In February 1890 I joined the Rajahmundry Arts College in F.A class. The person who helped me to join the
college was none other than Hanumantharao Naidu. In spite of his meager salary of Rs. 30/- and a large family to
support, he always came to my rescue. God knows how he did it. Whenever I was in need of money he invariably
supplied it.
The admission fee for my F.A studies was paid by him. Some of his relatives were murmuring about Naidu’s
excessive generosity towards me. But his wife Lakshmamma being a great lady never uttered a word against me
to her husband. She treated me like one of her own children. It was nothing short of a miracle that such a bond of
deep attachment existed between me and Naidu.
The Principal of our College was Metcalfe, who was a great scholar. Not only the people of Rajahmundry but
all the English-educated people of Andhra should remain under a debt of deep gratitude to him. His students were
dearer to him than his own children. He taught Mathematics and English extremely well. His teaching of
Shakespeare’s plays made him popular.
During my college days there was a Professor called Hensman. Prof. Rangachary took English classes. Prof.
Ramalinga Iyer taught Physics. I was not like my friend Bazululla, who specialized in memorizing books. I could
not pay undivided attention to my studies. But I was capable of studying with concentration when I was in a mood
to do so.
*
The educational standards of those days were very high. In the F.A class we were taught Chaucer, Dickens and
Carlyle in our English syllabus. World History was taught with great thoroughness in the History class. In
mathematics we were taught trigonometry and algebra. Even applied science formed part of our syllabus.
More than anything else, our Principal, Metcalfe, was keen on teaching carpentry, etc., to all the students. It
was his considered opinion that every householder should be able to acquire minimum skills to mend his furniture
and maintain his equipment and be able to build his own house. He inculcated in the minds of his students a
feeling of nationalism and respect for our cultural heritage.
During this period I was often involved in quarrels and incidents of factious fight. I caused great anxiety to
Hanumantharao Naidu, and my relatives, who had great hopes for my future. There were several complaints and
cases against me. In those days I was dashing and at the same time guileless.
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In the summer of 1891 we went to Kakinada in connection with a drama organized by us in response to the
request of the admirers of the dramatic art. During that period there were in Kakinada Gymnastic centers and the
other paraphernalia of wrestling.
*
Singeetam Abbai was a prominent teacher of the wrestlers and the manager of a Talimkhana. He was a stalwart
and a fierce-looking figure with a conspicuous moustache, graying eyebrows and a protruding tummy. Ayurveda
being his profession, he was in touch with the elders of the town. He was a gentleman among gentlemen and a
rowdy among rowdies.
Generally speaking the help of such strong and influential people was always necessary for dramas, as the
maintenance of law and order depended upon such people who had to deal with the audience largely consisting of
the riff-raff. Almost all the wrestlers and gymnasts of Kakinada were Abbai’s disciples.
Among such musclemen of Kakinada, Thadi Venkataratnam, Mummudi Venkatratnam and Bavaji were
prominent. Venkataratnam had strong muscles and an impressive stature. Impressed by their appearance
Hanumantharao Naidu put the two Venkataratnams in charge of bandobast arrangement. For this service they
were given free passes for all dramas.
On account of his over-confidence in this trip and high hopes particularly in Venkataratnam, who exuded
courage and competence, our Naidu did not deem it necessary to seek the help of Abbai. After the incident-free
presentation of one or two plays, a certain Gopalakrishna, Singeetam Abbai’s nephew, wanted a free pass to be
given to him. Our Naidu did not grant his request. The aggrieved party went to Abbai and represented this in such
a manner that Abbai felt insulted. Abbai got the impression that too much importance was given to his disciples
while by-passing and side-lining himself, their guru. The talk of the town was that Abbai could exercise complete
control over all the musclemen and wrestlers of the place without leaving his chair or moving his little finger and
that he never acted in undue haste. But in this case he blindly believed what his nephew said.
On the following day when the show was in progress stones were thrown on the drama hall. Thadi
Venkataratnam and others came out and caught the people who threw the stones. Gopalakrishna was one of them.
There was a fistfight.
On hearing Gopalakrishna's complaint, Abbai rushed to the pandal with his followers. Having closed all the
doors we sat inside. A fellow called Kondaiah climbed to the top under cover of darkness and aimed a blow at me
when I was near the window. Luckily for me the blow was diverted by the window bars and it caused only slight
pain to me. Otherwise it would have resulted in a serious injury.
With this incident, tempers rose. There was a wordy duel between the two groups with challenges and counterchallenges.
Our Naidu was not a timid man. He was determined to continue the shows with proper bandobast, come what
may. The shows went on without further interruption.
But the matter did not stop there. A dispute arose about a procession. Our group wanted to take out a
procession for publicity in the town. The opposite camp threatened to disturb it. Our procession wended through
the bazaar and reached the mosque. So far there was no trouble. When we were about to go home we saw the
menacing figure of Abbai in front of us brandishing a chain in his hand. He carried a stick with a chain fastened to
it from end to end.
All of a sudden he swooped on us lashing at Venkataratnam. It was such a stunning blow that the spectacle
shocked me. He was injured from top to toe. There was another blow delivered with lightning speed which hit
simultaneously Thadi Venkataratnam and Mummudi Venkataratnam.
I was highly impressed with the fighting skill of Abbai and his courage although he was in the opposite camp. I
could not but admire his technique. With the third blow Venkataratnam, who was badly bruised, in spite of his
awesome\fn{The text has: aweful} physical stature, showed a pair of clean heels!
*
In those days such scientific training in fighting skills was systematically provided in our talimkhanas. After
the British came to our country, these native arts disappeared from our nation. On that day Singeetam Abbai
fought superbly and struck terror in the hearts of our group. One of the casualties on that day was Duggirala
Gapalakrishnaiah, one of the principal characters in the drama. I too received injuries on my hands and shoulders.
Mummidi Venkataratnam fought gallantly and absorbed most of the blows of the enemy. I took shelter in a
neighboring house.
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Mummidi Venkataratnam fell down after receiving hundreds of blows. But for his brave intervention we would
have faced the worst consequences. In due course, the police made their appearance on the scene. The police
completed the usual formalities and admitted the injured in the local hospital.
Then it became an issue of prestige. We staged some more dramas in the town after taking all the possible
additional precautions. Afterwards, the police filed criminal cases against Singeetam Abbai and his men. But how
to produce evidence? Nobody dared to come forward as a witness. Everyone was afraid even to talk of it.
The trial took place in Samarlakota in an atmosphere surcharged with fear. Finally, the case was dismissed on
the ground that there was no evidence. With this, our people were naturally enraged. We were waiting to take
revenge against our opponents.
After a few days we came to know that Kondaiah, a member of Abbai’s party was seen in Rajahmundry. This
was the man who hit me in the theatre when I was sitting at the window. His job was maintaining accounts of the
shopkeepers. Along with my friends including Madireddy Chalapati Rao (Venkataratnam Naidu’s brother) I went
to meet him. We saw him coming in a bullock cart towards Dhavaleswaram. It was about 4 p.m. I ran to the cart
which he thought was his fortress and asked him to come out. As he did not stir out of the cart we removed the
bullock and upturned the cart. In that topsy-turvy position he rolled down to the ground. At once we fell on him
and beat him black and blue.
This incident happened in front of the Taluka Office on the main road at a distance of 100 yards from the Arts
College. Crowds gathered out of curiosity as mute witnesses but nobody intervened. After finishing our job we
went into the compound of the Patri family on the banks of the Godavari. Some people tried to chase us but went
back out of fear. When we assaulted him two people were coming on a phaeton—D. Kasiviswanatham (a
shopkeeper and Honorary Bench Magistrate) and K. Subbarayudu (Treasury Deputy-Collector, Kakinada). They
went away as though nothing happened.
*
Afterwards the police filed a case against us making me and Chalapatirao the accused. The police unjustly
involved Hanumantharao Naidu in the case. The hearings of the case commenced. That was one of the most
important tight-rope-walking experiences of my life. Although Chalapatirao’s own brother Venkataratnam Naidu
was a lawyer, he did not help him. He had many relatives but none of them came to his rescue.
As far as I was concerned I was more worried about Naidu whose future depended upon the outcome of the
case. The police engaged Ward, a leading lawyer. We did not have money even to engage a lawyer or to pay the
charges for the vakalat.
In that predicament we received unexpected and timely help from Machiraju Papa Rao, a Telugu pleader. He
paid eight annas towards the fee for vakalat from his own pocket. Samineedi Buchhi Abbai Naidu (Retired Subjudge) and Tayi Suryaprakasarao (Tahsildar) appeared to be sympathetic towards us.
As the case went on we were hoping that the police would find it difficult to get local witnesses to depose
against us. Our confidence was, however, shattered when the police cited two influential persons, Duggirala
Kasiviswanatham and K. Subbarayudu as witnesses in support of prosecution. An anonymous letter was sent to
Subbarayudu that if he tried to come from Kakinada as a witness his life would be in danger.
Then we had to deal similarly with the other witness, Duggirala Kasiviswanatham. We went to his house at
midnight and knocked at the door. We told him as gently as possible in the circumstances that it would not be
proper for him to tender evidence against us. Chalapatirao went a step further and said:
“You may give evidence against us and we may be imprisoned for six months or so. But when we are released,
your life will be in danger.”
When the trial took place, Kasiviswanatham backed out and said that he was in a dazed condition and could
not actually see who beat whom. Subbarayudu did not appear in the court at all. Although the magistrate gave
several adjournments, the police gave up all hopes of producing him as a witness. Finally the magistrate dismissed
the case as the charge could not be proved.
*
As I think of those days now after a lapse of 50 years I feel astonished at the turn of events. God alone knows
what would have been my fate had I been sentenced to an imprisonment of six months! Doubtless we had a lucky
escape. From time to time we heard rumors that Kondaiah might die and then it would be a murder case against
us. It was providential that he survived. Our tactics of browbeating and intimidation did the trick. It was equally a
miracle that we survived when they beat us up at Kakinada. The whole thing was the result of our adopting a
policy of “an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth”!
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It will be interesting to analyze my thinking of those days. Although I was involved in fracas and melees,
somehow I had an inner feeling that I was on the side of justice. Our being unjustly assaulted at Kakinada on the
main road was itself sufficient provocation for the Rajahmundry incident. It was a case of tit for tat. The evil was
not punished or condemned although it was seen by all people. Therefore, there was nothing wrong if the same
tactics were used by us in dealing with them. Moreover, I was very anxious for the reputation of Hanumantharao
Naidu who meant so much to me.
*
Most of my friends thought that I fell in bad company and evil ways and that there was no hope for me. But I
was never in despair. In spite of all these skirmishes and escapades, I did not neglect my studies. There was no
difficulty in concentrating my mind upon the lessons. Where there was a will, there was a way. I was one of the
favourite students of Principal Metcalfe. He kept a watchful eye on me in those days when I indulged in dramatics
and disputes.
Once there was a quarrel between me Chinturi Krishnarao. As he was older than I, he beat me up. I waited for
an opportunity and attacked him with the assistance of some of my friends. Krishnarao gave a complaint against
me to the Principal. Metcalfe summoned both of us and enquired about the matter. I told him the whole truth. I
said,
“He beat me up for a trivial matter taking advantage of his seniority. I took vengeance against him when an
opportunity came.”
Principal Metcalfe heard the explanations on both sides and gave his verdict on the incident. His judgment was
that I should work at the Principal’s residence for three days. For me, it was an enjoyable punishment of great
educational value.
I welcomed the punishment because it had its own educative value. Metcalfe, who lived on Bommur Metta,
was then paving the stones to form a road at his place. He was always doing something or the other. I too joined
him cheerfully in the work. While doing manual work he used to teach us many things.
Metcalfe's love for Rajahmundry and his students was well-known. Several years afterwards when I went to
England I visited him and presented him a jar of pickles. The Metcalfe couple received me graciously and invited
me to dinner. After his retirement from service he took bamboo plants from Rajahmundry and preserved them in
his room in England as mementoes. I saw many other things in his room serving as pleasant reminders of his
Rajahmundry days. I used to feel free in his company. At the same time I held him in the highest esteem.
*
Once, having acted in a drama on the previous night, I attended my class in the college with a bit of my
makeup still visible. It was the class of Puranapanda Mallaiah Sastry. As the lesson was interesting, I was listening
in rapt attention.
At this juncture Veerabhadrudu, my classmate, who was fond of teasing me, began to ridicule me. I controlled
my temper and kept quiet for some time. As he went on repeating it I got irritated. When the teacher was writing
something on the black-board, I turned towards Veerabhadrudu and gave him a nice slap. There was a loud
laughter in the class. On looking at me the teacher guessed the whole thing and said,
“Have you shaken hands with Veerabhadrudu?” With this comment there was even louder laughter in the class.
The matter was taken to the notice of Principal Metcalfe. Everyone thought that the Principal would not allow
me to appear for the examination. However, it ended in a compromise when I apologized to Veerabhadrudu. The
greatness of Metcalfe’s administration lay in the fact that he always found peaceful solutions to perplexing
problems and never did anything precipitately that affected the future of the students. When I met him in England
after his retirement, his comment was,
“I never thought that you would come up in life like this.”
*
During my college days Kandukuri Veeresalingam’s social reform movement was in full swing. Even when I
was studying Matriculation, Veeresalingam’s widow marriages were known to me. In connection with the
marriage of M. Purushottam, I observed that he did not hesitate to requisition the help of rowdies as well as the
intelligent public in carrying out his activities. The intellectuals and the educated of those days who became
leaders in society, were all social reformers. Nyapati Subbarao Pantulu, Peddada Sambasiva Rao, Neti
Somayajulu and many other elders extended their cooperation to Veeresalingam. Some of these elders who
eloquently preached and propagated the theories of social reform slipped away when the time came for
implementation in their own families.
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It was at that time my own marriage took place and my sister Annapurna’s husband met with sudden death.
Even at the time of marriage he was old. Under the influence of the reformist atmosphere of Rajahmundry I was
in favor of my sister’s remarriage because her husband died before her puberty. As I contemplated this, she too
died.
*
My F.A education passed like this in the midst of domestic and other problems, and I became sober and wiser.
In pursuing my life's ambition to become a lawyer, I was firmly resolved not to allow any obstacle to come in my
path. I concentrated on my studies. In 1891 I was successful in my F.A. examination. In those days there was a
provision for F.A. students to appear for the first grade pleader’s examination. I prepared for the pleader’s
examination in 1892.
By that time Eluri Lakshmi Narasimham had become a graduate and started a school. As Municipal Chairman,
he managed the affairs of the local municipality in a competent manner. He and I studied together for the
pleader’s examination.
In the last minute I had to face an obstacle. It seems there was a rule somewhere that a candidate should have
completed 21 years of age to become eligible to sit for the first grade examination. Unfortunately I completed my
studies without being aware of that rule. When I went to the Civil surgeon, Maj. Coma, for a certificate of age he
certified that I did not get the wisdom tooth.
This had caused great disappointment to me. One full year was wasted. That was the last year and after that
they would remove the concession for F.A. students to appear for the first-grade pleader’s examination as a
private candidate. In future, they would insist on the minimum qualification of B.A., for that examination.
Therefore, I had no alternative but to join the Madras Law College in 1892.
As usual, there was the problem of money. My mentor Hanumantharao Naidu somehow managed to give me
the required financial assistance. I do not know how he got the money since he himself was not well-off. Perhaps
he borrowed occasionally from money-lenders and other sources. To my knowledge he brought once Rs. 90/from the zamindar of Konitivada who was his student.
As there was no direct railway line to Madras in those days, I had to perform a boat journey up to Bejawada.
My classmates in the Madras Law College were Pemmaraju Gurraju, Saranga Bhima Shankaram, Varahagiri
Jogaiah, Vemuluri Venkatraidu et. al. We four ran our own mess in Nallathambi Street. Nelson was our college
Principal and our Professors included V. Krishnaswamy Iyer, T.V. Seshagiri Iyer, and H. Rangappa. Nelson was a
specialist in teaching Penal Code and his commentary was exemplary. They were all reputed professors.
During that year I studied with concentration. I made a thorough study of the Indian Law and my friends
thought that I would come out in First class. Although I obtained an aggregate mark of 650, I could not fare well
in the paper of Criminal Procedure Code, which was strangely my favorite subject, perhaps because of too much
study.
I passed in the Second class. Therefore, I was allowed to practice only as a second grade pleader.
*
As soon as I passed the examination I went to Ongole. It would take some time for me to receive the
certificate. In the meanwhile, I worked and succeeded in 5 or 6 criminal cases in Ongole. I had no difficulty in
working on these cases without obtaining the certificate, because in those days, criminal cases were argued by
pleaders in Telugu. My mother was still running the hotel and working hard to educate my brother Sriramulu. I
could easily earn Rs. 300/- by arguing these cases.
My name spread to the four corners of the taluka because of my clients, relatives and classmates who were my
unpaid advertisers. This created a problem for me. All my relatives and boyhood friends pressed me to set up
practice in Ongole. Their plea was that in Rajahmundry there would be keen competition because most of the
practitioners were B.A., and first-grade pleaders.
I did not like to cause disappointment to Hanumantharao Naidu who educated me and brought me up by
putting his own family to great hardship and inconvenience for my sake. It would be neither proper nor just to do
so.
Hanumantharao Naidu educated his nephew Pillariseuy Narayanarao along with me. He and I used to study
together and take part in dramatic activities. Naidu had a desire to give his daughter in marriage to him. But
Narayanarao, after passing Matriculation and F.A, keeping an eye on his future, married the daughter of Tayi
Seshagirirao Naidu who was a Serastadar under the Collector. Because of this matrimonial alliance Narayanarao
could prosecute higher education.
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This behavior on the part of Narayanarao came in for criticism from several quarters. Finally I decided to set
up my practice in Rajahmundry and remain loyal to Naidu. I made arrangements to shift my entire establishment
from Ongole to Rajahmundry.
On receiving my pleader’s certificate I set up my practice in two newly constructed rooms in Rajahmundry in
1894, opposite to Madireddy Veeraswamy’s residence in Khambamvari Street. In those days only leading lawyers
like N. Subbarao Pantulu could afford to maintain the paraphernalia required for legal practice like wooden boxes,
carpets, chairs and benches.
Lawyers were of four kinds—Pleaders with B.L., degree; Bachelors of Law, First Grade pleaders; Second
Grade pleaders; and Wallace certificate-holders.
Nyapati Subbarao Pantulu, Madireddy Venkatarao Naidu, Makarla Subbarao Naidu, Chitrapu Venkatachalam
were all of one category. Subbarao Pantulu was their leader. I would say something about him and his politics
later on. Madireddy Subbarao Naidu was also a member of the Theosophical Society. He and Venkatachalam had
not yet reached the heights of their professional practice.
Nidamarthi Durgaiah, J. Prasadam Naidu, Mulukutla Achyutaramaiah, Neti Somayjajulu and a few others were
prominent among the First-Grade Pleaders. They had successful practice.
The list of Second-Grade pleaders should include Kanaparthi Sriramulu and Eluri Sriamulu, who had very
good practice.
Among the Wallace certificate-holders, Damaraju Nagaraju was the leading practitioner. He could argue
continuously and without intermission in Telugu without speaking a single English word.
There were stalwarts in Kakinada like Ganjam Venkataratnam and Krittiventi Perraju who were the leading
practitioners for the entire district. They had lucrative practice by taking up the cases of the zamindars and earned
great reputation. These two men also played a leading role in the Municipal politics of Kakinada. Although they
were only Matriculates no pleader with B.L. degree could excel them. Perraju used to argue his cases in a
dignified manner. Venkataratnam was an outstanding intellectual.
There was in Eluru a Telugu Pleader by name Mulukutla Achyutaramaiah. With his velvet shoes he looked
very conspicuous and dignified. Achyutaramaiah argued the cases of the Nuzvid zamindar who paid his fees in
bagfuls of rupees brought to him on an elephant. …

† A court portrait (taken c. 1880) including Sir Sayajirao Gaekwad III (1863-1939), Maharaja of Baroda
(from 1875, seated, front center); Sir Richard Temple (1826-1902, Governor of Bombay, 1877-1880, seated
to his left); Sir Raja Sir Tanjore Madhava Rao (c.1828-1891), British-appointed Indian administrator of
Baroda (1875-1882, standing, in the white turban, just behind Sir Richard Temple); and Phillip S. Melville
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(probably seated to the right of the Maharaja), British Agent of Robert Bulwar-Lytton, 1 st Earl of Lytton
{1831-1891, and Viceroy and Governor General of India (1876-1880)}. Baroda State was in existence from
1721 to 1949 (when it acceded to the Union of India), then occupying most of what is now Gujarat State †

† Laxmi Vilas Palace, with its reflecting pool, built by Maharajah Sir Sayajirao Gaekwad III in 1890. Still
thought to be the largest private dwelling built till date, it is four times the size of Buckingham Palace. †

† Shrimant Lakshmibai Mohiate (1872-1958) Maharani Chimnabai Gaekwad II (1885-1939) †
71.61 Excerpts from The Position Of Women In Indian Life: 1. “The Woman Movement” 2. “Intellectual
Callings”\fn{by Maharani Chimnabai Gaekwad II of Baroda (1872-1958)} Baroda, Vardodara District, Gujarat State, India
(F) 9
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1
When the final chronicle of the twentieth century comes to be written, probably the most remarkable feature in
its annals will be the history of the development of woman. Far and wide throughout the world today a new
energy is spreading amid the ranks of women of every class. Rich and poor, educated and ignorant, all alike feel
the dawning of an era of fresh usefulness for their sex. From North and South, East and West, the active impulse
comes, and women of every land call to one another to join hands for the enlightenment and betterment of their
sisters, that they all may help in the great forward movement of the world.
This activity among women is a sign of good, for it is at one with an inclination towards a more universal
brotherhood that is sweeping over mankind. Over the Atlantic the women of America recognized the same
impulse as the women of Europe. Through England, France, and Germany, across the Continent it passed,
gathering force as it sped, till the women of the East felt its summons, and are taking their part also in the fresh
life which is dawning in this second decade of the twentieth century.\fn{ This book was published in 1911}
So widespread a feeling must be taken seriously. Above the strife and noisy extravagance of the public
champions of the cause of women, there is a true and earnest endeavor which the thoughtful mind of either sex
acknowledges and approves. Therefore, since no one can ignore the progress or the sincerity of the movement, we
propose to give a very brief account of the history of woman throughout the world, to remind the women of India
of the position in public affairs which their sex occupies today. Some of the actions of their sisters in other lands
may seem to them worthy of adaptation; others may be pitfalls to be avoided. In either case the subject is one full
of importance, alike to East and West.
*
In the earliest times of which we have any historical knowledge men and women were grouped together in
hordes, and seem to have led a nomadic life, holding all their possessions in common. The primitive ancestors of
Indo-European stock probably had their home in Asia, near the Hindu Kush Mountains, though later critics have
assigned North-east Europe as their dwelling-place. There they spoke the same language and venerated the same
gods. In primitive times woman would appear to have been fully equal, both mentally and physically, to man, and
observations made among savage races of the present day, who are presumably at a similar stage of civilization,
also point to this conclusion, since we find among them little or no difference between the male and female, either
in physique or brain-power. The next step in the advance of civilization was the banding together of hordes into
tribes, and gradually the separate tribes, migrating in different directions, developed into various nations of the
earth. Their common characteristics disappeared in times to a great extent, under the influence of changed
surroundings, of which climate is the most important feature in the evolution of distinct nationality.
In the most primitive stage of human life there was no permanent union between man and woman. Afterwards
the custom of marriage arose, out of which developed in turn the home, the family, the tribe, the nation. It was
woman who reared the children, built the rude hut or tent in which the family lived, made what scanty clothing
they possessed, fed the household, in short, performed the general domestic labor, and left man to do most of the
work outside the home. Oater on, when the human race increasing, it was found incumbent to sow and plant, it
was chiefly woman who at harvest-time gathered in the crops. Subsequently the nomadic life of the tent was
abandoned for that of a fixed home, and her position improved, but she still remained the property of her husband,
who had absolute right over her in every way. Such was woman’s condition in primitive times.
But a gleam of brightness breaks upon the pages of her early history. Strangely enough, amid the bygone
civilizations of the world, an era of glory dawned for woman, and we find in most nations a heroic age, when
woman was worshipped and set in the highest place of honor. In the ancient literature of India, dating from
centuries before European culture began, in the great epics of the Ramayana and Mahabharata, women took
distinguished part in her husband’s work, aiding him with her love and counsel, accompanying him, like Sita and
Draupadi, even into exile. She shared in the public ceremonies, and was accorded the highest rank and
dignity.\fn{She was the Maharaja’s second wife, his first having died earlier of tuberculosis:W }
This heroic age of woman differed considerably in date among the various nations. Earliest among the
Egyptians, Hindus, and Hebrews, it did not reach Europe till about the Christian Era. Judea had its golden age for
women in the days of Miriam; also about the twelfth century BC, when Deborah, the prophetess, arose, “a mother
in Israel,” who “dwelt under the palm-tree between Rama and Bethel in Mount Ephraim: and the children of Israel
came up to her for judgment.” To this woman-judge of the Hebrews is due what is assuredly one of the most
exultant battle-songs in all literature, the hymn of victory changed by Deborah after Jael’s slaughter of Sisera. So
we find in ancient Judea women as rulers, prophetesses, judges, warriors.
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In early ages the Musalman woman of Arabia was permitted equal instruction with men. The social position
she occupied when the power of Islam reached its meridian proves that she possessed rights similar to those
enjoyed by men. The Prophet’s own women-folk were very far from leading lives of idle seclusion. On the
contrary, they were allowed great freedom. His first wife, Khadija, shared the changes and chances of his career
for twenty-five years, and, after her death, Ayesha, his young wife, took prominent part as an active combatant at
the “Battle of the Camel.”\fn{November 7, 656AD} His daughter Fatima gained high distinction in political debate.
His granddaughter Zainab was noted for her attainments both in public and private life. A life of empty idleness
was no part of the Prophet’s scheme of feminine existence.
Moslem women held positions as sovereigns, teachers, theologians, and superintendents of religious
communities, and, like Hindu women, were famous for learning, eloquence, and capacity to impart instruction. In
the reign of the sultan Bayazid I, women gave lectures in the mosques and schools to students of either sex, and in
those days girls and boys were educated together. In the days of the Ommayads and of the first Abbasids, until the
reign of Kadir b’Illah (921AD), when progress in the Musalman world began to decline, women took prominent
part in public life. Under Mansur, two of his women cousins went forth to the Byzantine Wars, clad in coats of
mail. In the reign of Rashid-el-Mamun, ladies took part in poetic contests and learned discussions, while young
Arab maidens fought on horseback and commanded regiments. The Empress Zubeida, wife of Harun-al-Rashid,
was renowned as a poetess, and with her money the great aqueduct at Mecca was constructed the the town of
Alexandria rebuilt after its destruction by the Greeks.
The category of Musalman women who similarly distinguished themselves in almost every art of peace and
war is too long for quotation. It only ceases when the invasions of Tartar hordes and religious or dynastic
struggles checked the onward march of civilization in the East, and in the general retrogression the cause of the
Mahomedan woman suffered well-nigh total eclipse.
In ancient Egypt women were the equals and comrades of their men-folk; the law conferred like privileges
upon them; they wre eligible for the priesthood and the throne.
Greece, took, from her Homeric Age has handed down types of noble, honored womanhood, such as will live
forever in the pages of her literature. Penelope, Andromache, Clytemnestra, area names that will keep her memory
green in the history of the world’s women.
Italy, also, in the early days of the Republic, has given mankind an ideal of the Roman matron, steadfast,
brave, resolute as her husband, yet tender and loving withal.
Among the Germans we find a time when, according to Tacitus, women were the chieftains of certain tribes,
and excelled the men in valor and wisdom, so that, speaking of the Teutonic conception of women, he says:
They hold that there is in her something Divine.

Nor can Britain be omitted from the category of the lands that, thus early, honored women, since she, too, had
her Boadicea, that warlike Queen of ancient Britain, who herself drove her chariot against the invading Romans.
*
Yet this early liberty was but a phantom dawn of freedom for woman. It passed, and a period in each case
followed when her progress was checked. Among the upper classes a frivolous, or purely passive existence, now
fell to her lot; among the lower ranks, a degrading, soulless toil.
Not until mediaeval times does a fresh glimpse of sunshine flood her path. Through Europe, generally, the
Middle Ages brought a revival of the honor formerly paid to woman. This was the time of chivalry, when the
Knight-at-Arms devoted himself to the service of the poor and weak, when, under the influence of woman, the old
love of brute force gave way before the nobler standard of right and duty. Every warrior, in taking upon himself
the sacred vows of knighthood, swore, at the same time, an oath of allegiance to his Lady, and in his devotion to
her there mingled the dim and holy adoration of the worshipper for his God. Surely never had European woman
more power than in those centuries of chivalry!
Intellectually, woman had high distinction in the so-called Dark Ages, for we find lady-professors and doctors
abounding on the Continent of Europe, and lecturing to students of both sexes. Various towns in Germany
admitted women to trades, on a footing of perfect equality with men, and in France there were corporations of
women-workers who had the monopoly of certain callings suitable to their sex. In the latter country, men and
women voted equally in the management of the affairs of the different municipalities, and, after the Crusades,
when wars for the protection of the Holy Sepulcher had decimated the ranks of the male population in France,
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women took up the administration of their lords’ estates, proving themselves just and efficient in the highest
degree. Thus woman was the light of the Dark Ages of Europe.
But the inevitable reaction set in; for no sooner do we find a period of enlightenment, than, within a few
centuries, we see her dejected again. This time it was due to the Renaissance, that passionate love of beauty in art,
in literature, and above all in woman, which, spreading from Italy, infected France, England, and the larger part of
Europe with its young enthusiasm. It was a great intellectual movement, this Revival of Learning, as men also
named it, but the mad desire for freedom led to excess in all things, and woman, though outwardly deferred to as
before, was no longer the inspirer of the purer worship of the Knights of the Middle Ages. Alongside intellectual
refinement there grew up unbridled licentiousness, and in the sixteenth century we find the Court of Marguérite of
Valois, sister of Francis I, one of the most immoral in history. In the seventeenth century, in France, woman was
pre-eminent in intellectual culture, and we find her, as in Madame de Maintenon, the adviser of Kings and the
educator of the young; in Mademoiselle de Seudéry and Madame de Sévigné, the personification of feminine
intelligence.
In England, in the reign of Charles II, the reaction after the Reformation swung the pendulum over to the
opposite extreme. As the old reverence for women departed, a frivolous, light, and inconsequent side of feminine
nature developed, against which the satire of the time, in the epigram of Pope, directed its lash. In his second
Epistle, dedicated “To a Lady,” those who will may read his opinion of the society woman of the day.
Meanwhile, in spite of culture in the higher ranks, the lower classes, engaged solely in the deadening round of
domestic toil, were still sunk in ignorance and apathy. “Home-keeping youths have ever homely wits,” and so it
proved with the majority of women of lower rank in the eighteenth century in Europe. Not till the latter half of the
nineteenth century, when again light dawned, in the shape of higher education, did woman once more lift up her
head, and she seems now on the highroad to permanent freedom of development.
It is to be noted that most of the Western nations, which have formally granted her the greatest liberty, are not
(except America and Russia) of the foremost rank as world-powers. In Finland, Norway, Sweden, Iceland, she is
legally most emancipated. Finnish women may vote and sit in Parliament. In Norway women municipal franchise
holders process the parliamentary franchise.
In Russia, which it has been said should be called the most Western of Eastern, instead of the most Eastern of
Western nations, women have made marvelous progress, and have distinguished themselves in the political world.
The Zemstvo and all the progressive political parties acknowledge the principle of absolute equality for men and
women, and the latter are practicing in most of the liberal professions. Many are doctors, several are engineers,
while the number of literary aspirants increases daily at an almost alarming rate, for at the present time to be an
authoress who has published a book is a hallmark for the Russian literary woman.
Each country has its own peculiar phase of the woman question. In England, woman’s general condition since
feudal days has been one of social freedom, but where she has had to enter the labor-market in competition with
men, she has sometimes suffered disadvantage. By degrees she has won her way through, till now most of the
liberal professions, except the Law and the Church, are open to her, and the majority of their callings, except those
for which her physical limitations manifestly unfit her.
*
A few of the stages marking the Englishwoman’s progress may be briefly noted. In 1870 the married Women’s
Property Act was passed (amended 1882), by which a married woman is capable of acquiring, holding, and
disposing, by will or otherwise, of any real or personal property, and may enter into any contract or carry on a
trade. (The Hindu woman has enjoyed these rights since the days of Manu, probably before the Christian Era.)
In 1894 qualified Englishwomen were granted permission to vote for District Councils, Boards of Guardians,
London County Council, and Parish Council elections. They can be elected on County and Borough Councils,
Education Committees, Boards of Guardians, District and Parish Councils.
In 1907 women were allowed the privilege of being Aldermen and Mayros, but they cannot act as Justices of
the Peace nor can they sit on juries, as they may do in America, Norway, and Finland, where it is said that they
fulfill their duties with extreme conscientiousness and impartiality.
During the latter half of the nineteenth century a great educational wave overflowed England and bore woman
upwards on its crest. One of the chief reasons for this increased culture lay in the growing preponderance of the
female sex, both in England and throughout Europe, which made it necessary for some to come forth from the
more secluded life of the home to take their part in the struggle for existence. The rise of the middle classes was
now an established fact. Industry was expanding on a wonderful scale. New machinery, novel modes of
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communication, were introduced; the whole face of the world underwent a marvelous transformation during the
nineteenth century.
Such a change in the methods of production as was brought about by inventions for spinning and weaving, and
for the manufacture of the countless objects of daily use, now made by mechanical skill instead of by hand, left
woman freer from domestic duties than she had ever been before, and gave her liberty to turn her energies to
different pursuits. So she has progressed, little by little, till now she claims the right to stand by the side of man
and earn her moral and material independence.
Englishwomen have not yet been admitted to the suffrage, and the attainment of this privilege a certain section
of the female population is agitating to secure.
Though not permitted to play an immediate part in English politics, women here, even without the vote, are, as
they can be if they choose in all countries of the world, a great indirect power. Particularly in English society do
we find ladies taking up the cause of their husbands, fathers, and brothers, helping them to win their electionfights, charming the hearts of the constituents by their enthusiastic championship, and promoting the welfare of
the poor and suffering by their appearance on public platforms. In England they have peculiarly ample
opportunities for such influence, since there for many centuries social and political functions have been
harmoniously interwoven. Those who would form an idea of the wide influence exercised by ladies of highest
rank in England, will find a very thoughtful and interesting account of this phase of political life in some of Mrs.
Humphry Ward’s novels, and, in lighter vein, in Lady Randolph Churchill’s witty and amusing “Reminiscences.”
*
But how has it fared with the women of India through the long centuries since civilization dawned upon her
land?
We have seen that in the early ages of the world, while Northern Europe was yet steeped in barbarism, she
enjoyed the highest public honor, and was a participant in all the wisdom and activities of her day. Neither should
we omit to recall the fact that in ancient India the laws of Manu and of other Hindu lawgivers touching women’s
property rights, known as Stridhana, though introduced about 2,000 years ago, have hardly yet been excelled by
any laws in any country in the West. Mahomedan women also have long enjoyed their share in the property of
their male relations, which is granted to them by their laws.
But succeeding years in India checked woman’s glory. Our land became a prey to external struggle that was
waged, the cause of learning and with it that of woman, was forced to the wall. The arts of peace had no room to
expand, and, with the constant warfare that devastated India in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, woman’s
interests and education fell into a depth of miserable neglect and suppression, from which they are only now
recovering.
Fortunately there is no longer need to ask by what means woman may rise to a higher and nobler position. The
woman of the East, like the woman of the West, may depend on this, that in the proper use of education lies the
salvation of her sex. As long as she is ignorant, so long will she remain dejected, oppressed, incapable of sharing
man’s pursuits and ideals. But educate her, help her to organize her efforts, and she will respond to the changed
environment.
It is education and useful organizations that alone can give true freedom and enlightenment. By means of
women’s Associations woman has gained in Europe and America, and should acquire in the East, a broader
outlook, wider interests, a brighter, more generally useful attitude to life than she has had in the past. High and
low, rich and poor, all are shaking themselves free to a great extent from the lethargy and indifference which
seemed in past ages to envelop them.
The movement is confined to no one rank or creed, country or continent; its professed aim is the uplifting of
the feminine mental and public status throughout the world. In this matter there can be no separation of the
interests of the sexes. The good of woman is the good of man. Many famous men have recognized the importance
to the race of the well-being of its women-kind, and have agreed that it is by the character of its women that the
standard of a nation’s civilization is judged. In the word of Sheridan, the well-known dramatist:
Women govern us; let us render them perfect: the more they are enlightened, so much the more shall we be. On the
cultivation of the mind of woman depends the wisdom of men.

Only by education can a woman fit herself to be the companion and inspiring helpmate of her husband. Only
by information can she gain the ability to direct her children’s course and follow their careers with loving,
intelligent sympathy. Therefore the women of every country should feel it their duty to seek the highest culture
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within their reach, that they may be in truth the moral and intellectual mothers of their children. The mother
whose sons “get beyond her” in information generally loses a certain amount of influence over them. The bond
between her and them cannot be so close and tender, unless she, by her training, has fitted herself to be their true
comrade in things spiritual and mental, as well as things material.
*
That there is a dearth of female teachers in India no one can deny. At a meeting of the Legislative Council of
the United Provinces, held in April last, Mr. De La Fosse, speaking on behalf of the government as to the
insufficiency of female teachers, said that the difficulty lay with the people themselves, who thought it beneath
the dignity of the better class of Indian women to earn their living as teachers.
We for our part have no hesitation in endorsing this view. No Government in the world is perfect, and we do
not for a moment say that either the British Indian Government or that of any Native State is perfect. But it must
be admitted that no Government, either native or foreign, can make improvements without the hearty cooperation
of the people. Therefore, we appeal to the women of India, whether British subjects or subjects of native Rulers,
to help the cause of progress as much as lies in their power.
“It is through good education,” says Kant, that all the good in the world arises.” An ideal feminine education,
leading to a wider, freer life, is difficult to realize. It must be one that will prepare its pupils for all human duties
—those of the household, as mother, daughter, wife, and those of the State, as useful members of the community.
It must be practical as well as theoretical, physiological as well as psychological. India with her long centuries of
philosophic teaching, may find her methods somewhat prone to abstractions, but she should remember that pure
intellect is not all. The education that unfits a girl for the practical duties of the home is a progression on totally
wrong lines, since the majority of women will always be called upon to direct household tasks.
Here, from the experience of England, the women of India may glean a warning. Beware of too literary an
education! In Europe many women have directed their energies so zealously to the intellectual side, that the
practical part of life is in danger of being neglected, and the result is the overcrowding of certain careers. There
are many manual occupations affording light, pleasant, skilled employment for women, which we shall discuss in
later chapters, but which at present are disregarded in favor of exclusively mental pursuits.
Yet such callings, demanding the supple manipulation and refinement of taste which are woman’s innate
attributes, would be eminently suited to her. Moreover, some women are of a distinctly practical bent. They do not
all incline to mental work, and would often be more happily engaged in something of an active tendency.
Till lately, the fault in the average higher education of Englishwomen has been its unpractical nature, its failure
to inculcate the organizing spirit, its neglect of physiology, its small care for imparting the principles of hygiene.
Its success has arisen from the fact that the mental development, though advancing by leaps and bounds, has not
been allowed to intervene with the physical well-being of the girl. The stature of the gentler sex has been
increasing latterly in England to a noticeable extent, and the physique of the highly educated woman leaves little
to be desired. The woman question in Europe and America differs fundamentally from the Indian one, because in
Europe and America the surplus population of single women has rendered it imperative for many widows and
unmarried women of the middle and lower classes to bestir themselves, and cease to be a burden upon their male
relatives.
The desire for a wider sphere of usefulness shows itself also among the well-to-do, for never was there a time
when larger charitable schemes were set on foot, or more done to relieve the lot of the poor and suffering than
now. What gentleness, pity, kindness there is in the world today, is due largely to woman, who has had the greatest
share in stimulating the progress of humanity in this direction. Under her guidance the homeless are sheltered, the
sick made whole, the weak ones strengthened, the fallen raised and cheered. The amount of honorary
philanthropic work performed now is larger than it has ever been before. All this is the result of the broader
education of women, and of their organizations.
*
The question may be asked, “Is woman equal to the efforts required of her? Is she mentally and physically
capable of profiting by an education as wide as that given to men?”
Here the women of India, if the experience of their own clever countrywomen be insufficient for them, may
accept certain of the conclusions arrived at regarding their sex in Europe and America, where it is more and more
acknowledged that the peculiarities of women need prove no obstacle to her advance in most branches requiring
intellect or manual skill. Women’s brain is not proportionally smaller than man’s at birth, and observations among
races at a low stage of civilization show that the female brain differs in size and weight far less from that of the
male than it does among nations of higher culture, the deducible conclusion being that the long centuries of
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carelessness and ignorance through which woman has passed, may have prevented the normal evolution of her
mental faculties. Though the average female brain is actually smaller than that of the male, yet, if it be compared
with the total weight of the body, the female brain will be found relatively heavier.
As the case stands, however, woman is generally inferior to man in mental capacity. Lombroso accords her
only a small place in the history of genius, but it must not be forgotten that her peculiar training, in which the
faculties of feeling and sentiment, rather than those of the understanding, have been fostered, has probably made
her yield the foremost rank to man in science, poetry, philosophy, and the fine arts. Similarly, woman’s physical
education has been neglected through long centuries, and the laws of evolution have produced their inevitable
result in the comparative inferiority of the feminine physique.
Those women who have been called upon to rule have proved themselves equal to the noble task. In India
Razia Begum, daughter of the Sultan Altamsh, reigned at Delhi after the dethronement of her brother. Nurjehan,
wife of Jehangir, was no admired by her husband that he made her the virtual ruler, and struck a coinage in her
image. This Queen was the Lalla Rookh celebrated by the Irish poet, Thomas Moore. The present Begum of
Bhopal may be cited as another successful Moslem lady-ruler. Ahalya Bai, who ruled over Holkar’s State in the
eighteenth century, may be taken as a model Hindu Queen. In England the greatest Empire the world has ever
known has expanded beneath a woman’s sway.
Indeed, the number of successful Queens all over the world is quite remarkable, so that it cannot be urged that
women have no talent for responsible work.
Most of the great agitations for the bettering of humanity have had a woman as their primary mover. In
America, for instance, Harriet Beecher Stowe was the organizer of the famous struggle which ended in the
abolition of slavery. In England Elizabeth Fry devoted years of unselfish toil to the improvement of the
pestilential prisons in which her countrymen and women languished. Therefore women must be granted a capacity
for social reform.
Where women have hitherto failed is in organization. This is as much the fault of their training as of their false
pride, which prevents their seeking the co-operation of man. A woman’s household duties call for an
independence of action which develops individuality, but does not foster unity of spirit, to acquire which, at least
during some generations to come, she must needs have man’s co-operation.
Inaccuracy as to technical and scientific detail is another defect in women, which militates against their
conduct of social and moral reform movements. Too much sentiment, too, is another weakness; a woman reasons
from her heart, not from her head; hence many of her errors and difficulties. Energy misdirected by enthusiasm
leads her to extremes, so that we find in her the noblest heights of virtue, and, on the other hand, as in the French
Revolution, the most appalling depths of vice. Her energy, moreover is apt to be of an evanescent quality. “A
woman’s fitness comes by fits,” says Shakespeare.
These characteristics are, however, such as a practical, broad education may with time eradicate, and then, with
her noble gifts of intuition, sympathy, earnestness, moral instinct, unselfishness, and tact, woman would seem to
have a glorious prospect of usefulness and happiness before her. But in the meantime she cannot afford to do
without the aid of man’s business capacity.
*
The difficult with regard to woman’s education is how to construct a scheme by which she may, if called upon
to do so, earn her livelihood or contribute actively to the betterment of her fellow-creatures, without unfitting
herself for the all-important duties of wifehood and motherhood. This is a problem which is recognized as
difficult of solution by modern scientists and educationalists, who see clearly that to employ woman in manual, or
even intellectual, labour unsuited to her sex is a terribly wasteful method of carrying out the world’s work. The
ideal seems to be that women should seek out lines of development in which they may make the most of the
special characteristics of their sex.
They should abandon the old idea of following men along the beaten tracks marked out in the past, and they
should try to devise occupations in which their own peculiar excellences may have full scope for exercise. The
differences between the faculties of the sexes are fundamental. In some qualities man excels woman; in others
woman surpasses man. “The special qualities,” says Dr. T. S. Clouston, “are complimentary.” There is no question
of comparison of worth; both are required for the welfare of the world.
Eminent scientists declare that the past history of woman and the experience of the race should be taken into
account before rushing blindly into any advanced scheme of feminine development; and, above all, it should be
kept well in mind that to encourage the professional career to the exclusion of the domestic life is a movement on
wrong lines. No doubt, it is a hard case to decide, and would appear to impose on woman the duties of a twofold
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education, the one fitting her for wifehood and motherhood, and the other rendering her capable, in case of
necessity, of earning her livelihood outside the home circle.
The only conclusion that can at present be arrived at is that extremes are dangerous, that no general rules can
safely be laid down for woman’s education, but that the needs of the individual should be carefully studied, and
changes imposed only after diligent observation, and in a scientific spirit. There would appear, according to
European and American educational authorities, no reason why girls’ education should not at first proceed on a
plan identical with that of boys, but only for a certain time. Afterwards it should be continued on a different
system, which would take into account the psychological peculiarities of their sex.
In the State of Baroda there is compulsory primary education, with mixed vernacular schools,\fn{ I.e., schools in
which the language of instruction is not English, but the native language:H } which both sexes attend up to a certain age. As
stated in the Baroda Administration Report for 1908-9, the people of the Antyaj, or depressed classes, have
derived considerable benefit from the compulsory primary education system. In the other higher girls’ schools in
Baroda such subjects as embroidery, drawing, cooking, plain needlework, etc., are taught, in addition to the usual
curriculum. A boarding house for girl students in connection with the Female Training College has also been
started, and a number of scholars have taken advantage of it.
The education of women is a cause which the Maharaja of Baroda has particularly at heart. At the annual
general meeting of the Bombay Sanitary Association, held last April, the maharaja spoke of the share that the
people themselves, and especially the women, must take in their own uplifting, and he emphasized the fact that
the training of women was the all-important object after which to strive. He said:
Our only weapon is education—education of women, because it is their part to influence home-life, and to fashion
future generations; and education of our ignorant masses in the simple teachings of elementary sanitation and hygiene
… It is insufficient to teach boys and girls how to read, write, and cipher. We must deal with their lives in their homes.
For that purpose I appeal to the educated portion of the community, and to the natural leaders of the people, to set the
example, and, by personal practice and precept, teach their backward neighbors how to lead hygienic lives. I advocate
education.

The practical trend which education should take if it is to be of any real good to the nation is fully recognized
by Queen Mary, who believes firmly that the moral and physical well-being of her country is dependent on the
proper education of its children, a task which is mainly in the hands of women. Her majesty thinks that every
girl’s education ought to include some study of domestic science and domestic arts, by which a trained and
experienced head of the household would take the place of the now often inefficient mistress. Women are too apt
to proceed simply by “rule of thumb,’ but it is hoped that the establishment of an institution, with the express
purpose of training them in the science of the household, will do much to change old, irregular, traditional
methods. A sum of £100,000 is being subscribed to endow a University of Domestic Science, which is to be
provided with a staff of professors and lecturers on such subjects as chemistry, hygiene, economics, physiology. It
is to be a residential University for women students, and its many influential patrons hope that Queen Mary’s
Hostel, as it is to be called, will prove one of the most effective monuments of this Coronation year.
*
The important role that Englishwomen have played in the furtherance of female education in India has perhaps
been scarcely emphasized so strongly as it deserves.
It is acknowledged that the largest number of lady graduates in India come from Bengal, and it is interesting to
note that the earliest attempt to educate Hindu women in Bengal was not made by the State, but the entire credit is
due to two Englishwomen, who, in 1819, more than a generation before the Indian Universities were established,
first tried to elevate the condition of Indian women. The names of these ladies, Lady Amherst and Miss Cook, the
two pioneers of female education in India, show what women can do to benefit members of their own sex, even
though differing from them in religion, race, and language.
The Indian ideal of womanhood differs from that prevalent in Europe and America, and, therefore, the methods
of education to be adopted for our countrywomen will naturally differ accordingly. But the aim of all education
should be to teach the pupil to apply her acquired knowledge to the pursuits of daily life, to fit her, not unfit her,
for the position she will have to fill. It is systematic training alone—training begun in the most elementary stages
of her development—which can accomplish this.
The ideal which many Western thinkers now set before them, and the all-powerful factor which they hold
education to be, are well and concisely set forth in the following words of one of England’s most progressive
writers, Mr. H. G. Wells:
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We want the invigorate and reinvigorate education.
We went to create a sustained effort to the perpetual tendency of all educational organizations toward classicalism,
secondary issues, and the evasion of life.
We want to make the best and finest thought accessible to every one, and more particularly to create and sustain an
enormous free criticism, without which art, literature, and research alike degenerate into tradition or imposture.
Then all the other problems which are now so insoluble—destitution, disease, the difficulty of maintaining
international peace—the scarcely faced possibility of making life generally and continually beautiful—become … easy
….

2
There are countless ways now in which a woman may exercise the powers of her busy brain. She may go in for
chemistry, and, like Madame Curie, give to the world some fresh discovery—such as radium—as the result of her
scientific research. As a woman doctor she may perform skillful operations with unflinching nerve. She may enter
the realm of literature and win distinction as authoress or journalist. Or she may follow a path in which she is
universally admitted to stand unrivalled—the teaching of the young. All these main roads with their many sidetracks are open to her; but as the secrets of success in these callings have been publicly discussed so often, we
propose to pass them over and to treat of only one or two in which the women of India will be perhaps on less
familiar ground.
The first of these is Lecturing—a field which might prove highly interesting for the intellectual woman who
has a gift for speaking and a love of imparting information. Here, as elsewhere, the cardinal rule is specialization,
but specialization on top of a broad general knowledge. Choose a special topic, one for which you have a
particular love, make yourself thoroughly mistress of it, and your enthusiasm will communicate itself to the
audience. In England the University Extension Societies do much to encourage lecturing by organizing courses on
different subjects at various centers, and, by applying to these bodies, a woman who possesses a university degree
or its equivalent, and some testimonials as to qualifications for lecturing, may be appointed on their list of
lecturers. She is required to give a test lecture before the University authorities before her application can meet
with success.
In connection with art, music, literature, nursing, hygiene, domestic science, social schemes, there is an infinite
variety of subjects to choose from, and if lecturing-tours on an extended scale were organized and carried out by
eloquent speakers, they might become a feature of women’s life in India which would do much to broaden their
mental outlook. Science is a subject of which women of all classes are mostly very ignorant. Physiology, too, is a
domain in which they badly need instruction. The woman lecturer who organized a series of interesting addresses
on such themes would probably meet with an enthusiastic reception, and her audience would find the facts of
science put in attractive fashion even more enthralling and much more practical than most general literature. A
popular lecturer on art, science, etc., could earn a considerable sum, while those who undertake the work merely
for the love of it will find it a valuable intellectual training. The effort necessary to systematize one's information,
to present it in the clearest and most pleasing form to the audience, is a splendid method of mental culture for the
lecturer herself. Immediately after a University Extension Lecture is finished there is a certain time set apart for
answering any questions the listeners may like to put. also for returning papers which they have written on the
subject-matter of the previous lecture. Such discussion is most helpful in bringing different points of view before
the notice of both lecturer and audience. Anyone who wishes to become a good public speaker should take every
opportunity of practicing the art of addressing others, so as to gain confidence and ease of delivery, not forgetting
that simplicity and earnestness are the secrets of eloquence.
The profession of lecturer has the advantage of not monopolizing the whole time of the woman who devotes
herself to it. It can be carried on in addition to her household duties, and so need entail no sacrifice of home
interests. Undertaken as a social work, it is a valuable means of imparting knowledge on medicine, cookery, etc.,
to the poor. Even to take one branch—hygiene—and institute a course of lectures throughout the country districts
would do a great deal to awaken a sense of the necessity of fresh air, light, and pure food among the crowded
dwellings of the lower classes. To the poor the spoken word always comes with greater force than the written
message, and in a country like India, where so large a proportion of the population is illiterate, it seems absolutely
the only expedient to reach them at all. In this way, viewed as a philanthropic work, as well as a paying
profession, lecturing by women to women might achieve great results.
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In England the Women’s Imperial Health Association has already done much good work by its health caravantours, during which lectures are given to children and adult women in poor districts which would otherwise be out
of reach of medical addresses. At present this society is organizing a national crusade to promote the care of the
teeth among school-children, and is arranging a series of “talks” with children at various centers, when an eminent
dental surgeon will demonstrate to the young people the importance of the subject from the point of view of
health. Such “tooth-talks,” as they are called, will doubtless do much to impress and interest the children, and the
idea is capable of being developed.
*
The next profession which we shall deal with is Advertisement writing; and as this has scarcely been touched
as yet by women (even in England) the best thing will be to show Indian women the method by which their
masculine predecessors in the field have gone to work to climb the ladder of success.
Advertising is not a modern art. It was known to ancient Rome. Our primitive ancestors, too, had recourse to
various methods in order to make a fact known to their neighbors. In England the muffin-man’s bell was perhaps
the first advertising medium used by the forefathers of the present Briton. In our own country, the blowing of a
conch-shell announced to the neighbors that they were expected to divert their attention to something unusual that
was taking place. It may be noted here that both the muffin-man’s bell and the conch-shell have survived the
inroads of the more elaborate contrivances of civilization, both in the East and in the West. But although
advertising is of such ancient origin, yet the systematic employment of advertisement writing as a means of
earning a livelihood is quite a recent development. An enormous amount is now spent yearly by the public in
advertisement, and the placing of these sums of money with the different newspapers and other advertising media
affords occupation to a large number of advertising agents.
Before starting anything so ambitious as an agency, it is necessary to have a thorough knowledge of the
principles that govern advertisement writing, which in itself would constitute a lucrative profession for women.
Good advertisement writers are badly wanted, but one must have a gift for the subject, so that the advertisement
may catch the public eye and pay the advertiser well by bringing increase of custom. Originality is essential, also
a knowledge of trade, and the power to look at things from the purchaser’s point of view. The writer must have the
faculty of making the commonplace interesting, he must have a literary style, concise and to the point, a knowledge of printing processes, of the costs of reproduction, of the nature of the different magazine, newspapers, etc.,
and of the various classes of advertisement which will appeal to them. In a word, the more general his knowledge,
the greater his chance of success. Training for such a post is best attained by studying the style of successful
advertisements, always bearing in mind that originality is the goal after which to strive. Those who take up a
magazine of, say, twenty years back, cannot fail to notice the difference between past and present modes of
advertising. The way in which the modem advertisement writer seems to take the public into his confidence and
address the reader individually is a feature of present day publicity.
As well as newspaper advertising, there are pamphlets, circulars, and other advertising matter to be studied.
Sometimes such examination may suggest innovations, and novel ideas may be submitted to the firm in question,
who will probably be quite willing to pay for a new suggestion. Thus a connection may be formed, and the
foundation laid of a more ambitious career as advertising-consultant or advertisement agent. Advertisingconsultants are experts whose advice is sought as to the best methods of conducting huge publicity schemes.
Naturally it would take a long time before a woman could hope to command sufficient confidence to direct such
large under-takings; but everything has a beginning, and she might start by first acquiring a practical knowledge
of advertisement writing, advertisement illustration, typesetting, and proof reading. Then by degrees she might set
up an office with a small staff under her. She will have to possess a thorough acquaintance with all the journals,
and their methods of doing business; she must know the cost of advertisement in each, and the public among
whom they circulate. She will have to be a thoroughly practical woman, proficient in accountancy, with a clear
head when it comes to entering into contracts with advertisers or papers. At first she would probably have to be a
general factotum and supervise all sections of the office routine.
Advertising agents usually buy a certain amount of space in various leading journals, which they then fill to
their own advantage. The custom in England is for the newspaper to give the agent a percentage on the worth of
the advertisement sent in to them, but of this commission the advertiser in his turn usually expects a certain proportion to be restored to him. The buying of space alone and then the passing on of the advertisements as they are
secured to the newspaper will not bring any very great prosperity to the agent. If she acts on a more ambitious
scale and organizes the whole scheme of advertising for her clients, she will naturally be able to command a much
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higher rate of remuneration for these advertisement campaigns than when merely acting as a broker between the
advertising public and the publisher.
After taking an office, a connection is worked up by means of public advertising, private issue of circulars, by
letters, and by diligent canvassing. Much, of course, depends on the personality of the aspirant, and push is
indispensable. An advertisement writer in India must pay special attention to caste rules. She must keep herself
quite familiar with the Hindu and Moslem almanac, for religious fairs regulate the demand for particular articles.
Nor should the “wedding seasons” be forgotten. To make the most of occasions such as these and to be alive to
every opportunity is the only way to succeed. …
1873

264.58 A Hymn\fn{by Hemlata Tagore (1873- )} Jorasanko, Calcutta, Calcutta District, India (F) -1
Saroj Nalini, pure and good!
Thou hast bequeathed to us thy life’s
High mission and example divine!
*
Hark how in every Bengal home
Rings loud today thy sacred life’s refrain!
In new array the women march,
Holding thy banner proudly high!
*
Hark how the world acclaims the glorious role
Of the chaste and constant wife!
See how our bashful womanhood
Has found the path of duty opened wide and free!
*
Thy dear Samitis’ loving call
Has roused the slumbering women of the land,
From a hundred thousand homes they gather forth,
Their mission to fulfill for the nation’s good!
They have felt thy sacred spell today,
And thy work’s self-giving urge embraced;
They have learnt that they are not separate,
But full partners all in joy and grief alike.
*
Through thy Samitis has union come
To fulfill the purpose high in woman’s life;
The closed chamber of Bengal’s hidden home
Stands open now under thy freedom’s flag.
78.156 The Beggar Sahib\fn{by Prabhat Kumar Mukherji (1873-1932)} nr. Shantiniketan, Birbhum District, West
Bengal State, India (M) 6
Though I hurried and offered the coachman a double tip, the train pulled out of the station as I reached it. The
next train was not due until evening. What a bother! I took out my watch and found that it was a little past one.
There was no great urgency about my returning to the colliery but I had nothing with which to pass the long
afternoon.
I got out of the hackney. The horses were still breathing hard. Beads of sweat dripped from their bodies to the
ground. The poor coachman’s face looked moribund. “I’m not to blame, sir,” he said, saluting me, “I’ve almost
killed the beasts.” It was not a lie. I gave him the promised double tip. Then he could smile.
Hari Tewar, my servant, asked, “Babu, shall I take your bags to the waiting room?” There was a large neem
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tree nearby. A May breeze of heart-stealing softness was blowing. My servant had been with me a long time.
Noticing the expression with which I was looking at the cool shady space beneath the tree he asked, “Or shall I
make up a couch for you under that tree?”
“Yes, do,” I answered, “I shall rest there for a while.”
Hari spread a blanket on the grass, put a satrangi\fn{A note reads: small cotton carpet woven in parallel stripes .} on it
and added a bolster pillow. This was where I was to take my ease. Removing my coat and shoes I sank back on
the pillow with a sign of comfort. Hari changed the water in my hubble-bubble and went to fetch fresh tobacco.
No sooner was he out of sight than a tall Englishman walked up and stopped beside me. He took off his hat and
said in English, “For Christ’s sake give me a pice!”
The man’s clothes were expensive but his silk hat was very old. So much dust had settled on the crown that its
original black had turned a dully gray. One did not even notice at first that it was silk. The condition of his clothes
was not much better. He wore a collar and a tie. No item was missing. His long hair stirred in the breeze. He was
not less than sixty. My curiosity was aroused. Obviously a sad tale of blasted fortune lay behind his plight. I felt a
desire to hear it. It seemed to me an interesting way of passing the time until I should fall asleep.
“Sit here!” I said. How awkward! The man wanted to sit beside me! I am a Brahmo and have no objection to
touching people but how could I allow this ghostly creature to sit on my bed?
“Why don’t you sit on the grass?” I asked a little too quickly.
“It will spoil my clothes, sir,” he answered proudly. His answer made me smile. Were his clothes so clean? I
pulled the blanket out from under the satrangi and offered it to him. He sat down and stretched his legs. “Would
you like a smoke?” he asked.
“No,” I replied, “but you may smoke if you wish.”
He produced a cigar, a costly Havana brand. I was amazed. How did the beggar get it? Had he stolen it?
Hari returned, carrying my hubble-bubble. I began to smoke I my own way. Ill-pleased and suspicious, Hari
stared at the beggar sahib.
We talked as we smoked. He said his name was Henry.
“That is your Christian name,” I said, “What is your surname?”
“I haven’t any surname,” he declared.
He was most unwilling to talk about his life. “I am very poor,” was the most he would say. “I don’t get enough
to eat and I loiter about the streets.”
“Have you no relatives?” I asked him.
“I have no parents,” he answered. “I am an orphan boy.” Boy! Again I questioned him.
“Have you no family, wife, children?”
“No wife. No children. No family. I have nobody.”
Many a Bengali has turned into a sahib, I thought to myself, what if a sahib becomes a Bengali? The thought
intrigued me. I decided to take him with me to my colliery and put him in charge of the coolies. I would feed him
on rice and dhal and make him dress in dhoti and tunic. If only he could be persuaded, the result would be
sensational. He must come with me.
I suggested to Henry that he accompany me. He accepted enthusiastically.
“Oh, yes, Babu,” he said, “I’ll turn Bengali. My countrymen look down on Bengalis. If I become one, I shall
be able to atone for their sin to some extent. I’ll show the world that the Bengalis are not beneath anyone.”
I laughed to myself. If the world were ever to hear of his turning <into> a Bengali it would accuse him of
having done it under pressure of want.
“Then we must go,” I said, “The train is due at dusk. If you wish to take anything with you …”
“Babu,” he answered, “I do not possess anything but what I have with me. May I ask you a question? Are good
Havanas available at your place?”
“I do not know,” I said. “It is not likely.”
“Babu, then I cannot go.” Henry’s face was solemn.
Strange fellow! He hadn’t enough to eat yet he wanted cigars! Havanas! Here he was, begging his bread. I
offered him shelter and a livelihood and he was prepared to give it all up for tobacco! His eccentricity excited my
interest still further. “If you wish,” I said, “Havanas can be ordered for you from Calcutta. One of my men goes in
every week.”
Henry was delighted. Thanking me profusely he said, “Babau, you must try one of my Havanas!” I seldom
smoke cigars but Henry would not take no. I accepted one. It was good.
He was really a useful fellow. I accommodated him in an outside room of the house and dressed him as a
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Bengali. The costume became him very well. An English friend came to see me. He was most amused by the sight
of Henry and his story. He took a snapshot of him and sent it to the curiosity column of The Strand Magazine. The
caption underneath ran:
Englishman in Bengali costume.

He gave a brief account of Henry along with it. My friend said he thought Englishmen might be attracted to the
Bengali costume when the picture was published. Proper food had greatly improved Henry’s appearance. The
handsome, tall Englishman dressed in tunic and dhoti really made a remarkable figure. The coolies were
fascinated! For every two salaams they gave me they gave him ten.
Henry was not content only to make the coolies work for me. He started teaching English to my eldest
daughter, Giribala. The girl became most attached to him. within a month she taught him to speak passable
Bengali! She called him Little Uncle Henry. The first time I heard her my bones burned. “What sort of a Little
Uncle is he to you, you witch?” I asked her in front of her mother. “Is he younger than your father? Call him Elder
Uncle if you must. Or your mother’s brother!” After that Giri called him Elder Brother!
Giribala was taken with a fever early in May. Several mornings in succession she had been out gathering
flowers in the rain and she had got wet. I went to office early, after a cup of tea. She did not listen to her mother.
In consequence she caught a chill and ran a temperature. We did not pay much attention to it at first. Children are
subject to such fevers. Careful dieting for a couple of days or a fast cures them.
But on the fifth or sixth day delirium set in. Her condition became progressively worse. The colliery doctor
treated her at the beginning but when the symptoms became serious I arranged to bring the Assistant Surgeon
down from Raniganj every day.
Henry sat beside the head of the bed and nursed his pupil. He did more for Giri than her parents could have
done. It is not an exaggeration to say he gave up food and sleep. The slightest negligence in administering her
medicine or in her nursing infuriated him.
A day came when we did not know whether she would survive the night. My wife left her daughter’s bedside
and went into the next room where she threw herself on the floor and wept. My arms and legs grew numb. The
doctor from Raniganj usually went home by the evening train. That day he stayed, changing the medicine ever
hour. About two in the morning he began to prepare yet another one. Henry watched with the greatest attention
whenever medicine was given to Giri. His constant questions annoyed the doctor. This time he said, “I won’t
allow that!” The doctor grew angry. “Why does this fellow interfere with me?” he demanded, turning in my
direction.
Henry was a good fellow but he had his whims. At other times they amused me but at the moment I was more
than annoyed.
He called the doctor a stupid fool. To me he said, “He doesn’t know anything! Send him away! He’ll kill her!”
“If you interfere like this,” the doctor declared, “I’ll drop the case.” And he stood up.
We, the parents, felt stunned.
“What are you doing?” I asked Henry. “What do you know of medicine? Let the doctor do what he thinks best.
Beyond that we must accept what fate has in store for us.”
“What is fate?” demanded Henry. “Death is certain if he gives this medicine now. Within half an hour she’ll go
cold and lose her pulse.”
“How learned you are!” the doctor turned on him sarcastically. “Why? Why should her pulse stop?”
“Henry,” I protested, “what the doctor says seems right to me. Don’t be so afraid.”
“Well,” Henry said to the doctor at last, “give her your medicine. But if the patient dies I shall accuse you of
causing her death in a police court! Make a list of the medicines you have given her and the dosage!”
And Henry, swiftly writing down the prescriptions, handed them to the doctor, saying, “Sign this!”
The doctor hesitated. My daughter would die while the two of them quarreled. I took the doctor by the hand
and pleaded, “He is crazy. Don’t listen to him! Give any medicine you think best.” Snatching the paper from
Henry’s hand I tore it up.
The medicine was given. “May God forgive you!” Henry exclaimed, red-eyed with indignation. The doctor
had a good thermometer with him. Half-a-minute sufficed to ascertain the degree of fever. Every five minutes he
measured it. Giri’s temperature was dropping rapidly.
The doctor’s face withered. When my wife found her daughter’s hands and feet growing cold, she burst into
tears again. The doctor got up and left the room.
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Henry was extremely agitated. “See!” he cried. “He’s killed her! I’ll murder him!” He rushed madly after the
physician, and was restrained with difficulty. If the doctor had seen him at that moment it is doubtful whether he
would have found the courage to continue in his profession.
“Listen, Henry!” I expostulated, “You seem to know. If there is anything that can still be done, please do it.”
My wife added: “Henry, if you can save her, she is yours.”
“You give her to me?” Henry asked.
“I do,” answered my wife.
Henry’s face suffused with pleasure. His expression, at such a critical moment, was shocking. Was he really
out of his mind?
“God is witness! Is this girl mine if I can save her?” he demanded.
“Yes, Henry,” my wife wept, “if you can save her she is yours.”
“Well, then, I’ll try!” She drew the doctor’s medicine case to him. Deftly he mixed a powder and poured it
between Giri’s lips. But it dribbled out of the corner. She could not swallow.
He took an injection needle, filled it quickly and plunged it into her body again and again.
Five minutes later she was noticeably warmer. Ten minutes passed, fifteen, half-an-hour. Giribala’s
temperature was again high! Henry was exultant.
“Thank God! A thousand thanks! She will live!”
Giribala, by the grace of God and Henry’s medical skill, recovered. A week or so later she was able to take a
normal diet. Henry spent all his time with her. He gave up his work as overseer of my coolies entirely.
The change in Henry became more and more marked every day. He did not send a man to Calcutta for Havanas
even two days after his stock had run out. He usually insisted on someone going several days before that
happened. He was absent-minded most of the time and seemed to brood. He was pale and sad. It was only when
he was with Giribala than his gloom lightened and he smiled.
“Henry,” I asked him one day, “tell me, what is the matter? What is worrying you?”
“Babu,” he answered, “I think about my past and my present life. I am beginning to remember everything, bit
by bit. I am subject to occasional fits of insanity. After a time I recover my normal state of mind. That is what is
happening to me now.”
I was taken aback. Henry insane? I had never thought so. Yet, somehow, what he said did not seem incredible.
He had never spoken nor behaved like a street urchin. And he had shown a quite exceptional knowledge of
medicine during Giribala’s illness. Perhaps he had been a doctor before he went out of his mind. I questioned him
closely. But I did not extract from him one word more than what he told us of his own free will.
Giribabla came to call him. He went with her, as happy and content as a child.
He is really not in his right mind, I thought to myself, or his mood could not change so quickly. It wakes some
time for a person who is depressed to regain his cheerfulness. But no interval is necessary for one who is not quite
himself.
A few days later I was sitting in the colliery office, going through the accounts, when the durwan\fn{A note
reads: gatekeeper.} entered and handed me a card. It was almost evening. The English friend who had taken the
snapshot of Henry in Bengali dress wished to see me. I rose and went to receive him in person. After the usual
exchange of greetings he asked, “Is the fellow you made your overseer still here?”
“Of course! Why?”
“Then you have got yourself into trouble,” Morrison’s expression was grave.
“Why? Why? What is the matter?” I was alarmed.
“The matter is serious. Henry is an escaped convict. He was held in a gaol near London on a charge of robbery
with murder. If he had not escaped he would have been sentenced to death. In giving him shelter you have,
according to the law, rendered yourself liable to punishment.”\fn{ As an accessory after the fact of the crime.}
Anxiety seized me, not for myself, but for Henry. We had developed a lively affection for him. He was such a
good decent fellow. Was his past life stained with murder? Had he lived by robbery? Was he liable to be sentenced
to death? Henry was as intimate with us as any close relative. We owed the life of our beloved daughter to him!
Was he to go to the gallows?
“Have you thought of a way out?” asked my friend. “Send for the police and hand him over immediately! It
will then be easy for you to prove that it was through ignorance that you gave him shelter.”
“Make Henry over to the police?” I retorted excitedly. “On the contrary, I’ll warn him at once!”
Morrison leaned back in his chair and spread his legs. His tone was disparaging.
“Babu, you are educated. You hold a high position. But how you talk! Would you deprive the law of its prize?
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If everyone felt the way you do the vast edifice of human society, now swarming with happy people, would
collapse overnight!”
I felt intimidated. It was true. But according to what ethical code or which religion would I be justified in
assisting in the apprehension and execution of a man who had saved my daughter’s life?
“If Henry really is a law-breaker he deserves punishment according to the law. But I myself am entirely unable
to take any step which will lead to his arrest.”
“You said,” Morrison pressed the point, “that you would warn him and help him to evade arrest.”
“When did I say that?” I expressed my surprise. “I did say that I would warn him. But when did I say I would
try to prevent his arrest?” And before Morrison could reply I added, “even though I am morally bound to do so.”
“Why?” he asked. I told him the story of Giribala’s illness and of how Henry had saved her. He was silent.
“Where have you heard these allegations against Henry?” I asked.
“Do you remember,” he asked, “how amused I was at the sight of Henry in Bengali costume? I took a snapshot
of him.”
“I remember.”
“I sent the snap to The Strand Magazine. They published it as a curiosity. The London police recognized Henry
from the photograph. They have asked the Calcutta police to arrest him. The Police Commissioner sent a man
tome for Henry’s address.”
“Did you give it to them?”
“What could I do? I am bound by law to do so.”
I felt most dejected. There was no hope of saving Henry. Ah! What a fate awaited the poor fellow in his old
age! How could I permit him to be handcuffed and led away in my presence? Had I no right to do anything for
him? Was I to be the cause of his death? Why had I forced him to wear Bengali dress? This would not have
happened if that silly notion had not occurred to me! The photograph would never have been taken or published.
How could it be wrong for me to try to save the life of the man who had saved my daughter’s life? God! Will You
blame me for doing it even if, in the eyes of the law, it is an offence? Does not God’s law command us to help
everybody always, in all circumstances?
These thoughts were revolving in my mind when I was startled by an outburst of laughter. Morrison was
laughing. Was he a man or a devil? Was this a time for merriment? I was extremely annoyed and gave him an
angry glance.
“You are really upset,” Morrison said. “Let me put an end to your anxiety. Henry is as decent and honest as
you are and I am. And his name is not just Henry. It is Sir Henry Robinson!”
Who was Sir Henry Robinson? I was astounded. Was Morrison in his right senses? “What are you saying?” I
demanded.
“I am saying that your coolie overseer once made a profound impression on his countrymen by a speech he
gave in the House of Commons.”
To me the whole affair seemed so impossible I began to wonder whether I was dreaming. Morrison understood
my state from the expression on my face and handed me a large envelope. It was addressed to him and had come
by the registered foreign mail. I took the letter and held it up to the light. It was from the editor of The Strand. Let
me summarize its contents as follows:
Dear Sir,
We were happy to print the snapshot you sent us of an Englishman in Bengali costume. Enclosed is a cheque for the
same. Kindly acknowledge receipt.
In sending this photograph you have not only provided our readers with an amusing diversion. You have also done a
service to poor Henry. His full name is Sir Henry Robinson. His nephew came to see me this morning.
Sir Henry is well-known in London society. He was elected to Parliament twice before he went out of his mind. He
also possessed great skill in medicine. For the last ten years he has been ill, being subject to occasional fits of insanity.
At such times he leaves home and no one knows where he has gone. The chief symptom of his unbalanced state is that
he imagines himself a beggar and wanders about the streets asking for alms. His relatives search him out and bring him
home again. It is not always easy to find him. Sometimes he is out of his mind for as long as six months, sometimes
eight months, or a year. If he cannot be found he comes home of his own accord when he recovers. When he his
himself his chief occupation is giving medical care to the poor tenants on his estate.
Last winter he accompanied friends on a visit to India. At that time he was normal. About two months after his
arrival he left his friends and disappeared. An extensive but futile search was made for him. If his photograph had not
appeared in The Strand the search might have continued indefinitely. The photograph by itself might not have been
sufficient to enable his relatives to identify him but you also mentioned his predilection for Havana cigars. This
dispelled all doubts.
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If you will be so good as to inform us of Sir Henry’s present whereabouts and obtain his address his nephew will
make immediately arrangements to bring him home.
Yours sincerely,
Sgd____________________

I handed the letter back to Morrison with the comment: “So that is it!”
“Have you never suspected Sir Henry’s identity from his manners and general behavior?”
I told Morrison the little that Sir Henry had told me about his past life.
“That’s good news,” he said, “Sir Henry has begun to recover.”
“Have you,” I asked after a long silence, “given them his address?”
“No. I came to ascertain if he is still here in order that I might do so.”
“Then send it as quickly as possible. How much the poor man has suffered!”
“He has indeed. Who knows how he spent his days? For one such as he to beg on the streets!”
“It was not only a question of just passing his days. Where did he get the fine Havanas? The crazy fellow
forgot everything else, family, friends, property, social position, but he could not forget his Havanas! Addiction is
that kind of thing!”
Morrison wished to take his leave. “When and how will you tell Sir Henry?” he asked.
“I’ll see. I’ll bring up the subject someday when the opportunity offers.”
“Don’t do it too suddenly,” my friend cautioned. “It may have an adverse effect. The symptoms of returning
sanity which you have noticed may be dissipated.”
“Thank you for the warning,” I said. “Please leave your copy of The Strand with me. And the letter also.”
I showed Henry his photograph in The Strand the following morning. He looked at it and read the caption
without making any comment. No reference was made to the matter the rest of the day.
*
In the evening we went for a walk in the mango grove. Giribala’s young brother was ill so she could not
accompany us. I mentioned The Strand. “Do you know the editor?” I asked.
“Yes. Why?” Henry answered, wide-eyed with surprise.
After a little hesitation I handed him the letter. There was still enough light to enable him to read. He
examined the envelope, turning it over and over. “Whose letter is this?” he asked softly.
“The editor of The Strand wrote it.”
“No. To whom is it addressed? Who is Morrison?”
“Do you remember the friend who took a snapshot of you? His name is Morrison. Read it.”
Henry read the letter. How varied were the feelings that played over his transparent handsome face, lined with
age, as he read. I watched. He smiled sadly as he finished.
“Sir Henry!” I said.
Henry was startled. I realized that he had not yet completely recovered his normal state of mind. From the
letter he must have realized that we knew who he was. Yet he was not prepared to hear his real name.
“What?” he asked.
“Please pardon us.”
“Why?”
“We did not know who you are. Our hospitality has left much to be desired. You have been put to great
inconvenience. Please forgive us for our unwitting offence.”
“In the way you have treated me,” said Sir Henry, much abashed, “I have experienced your deep understanding
of others’ troubles and your remarkable cordiality and sympathy. I shall not forget what you have done for me as
long as I live.”
“What have I done for you, Henry? On the country, you saved my daughter’s life.”
Henry was at last able to smile. The mere mention of Gbiribala made him happy. “If I was able to save your
daughter’s life, you have more than compensated me.”
I thought he was referring to our hospitality. “I have given you ver little,” I said, “and you have repaid me by
helping me in my work.”
“No, no,” Henry laughed, “what you have given me is far more valuable.”
“What?”
“Why? You gave me Giribala. You smile! Why? Is it so impossible? You are a Brahmo and need not be afraid
of losing caste. I’ll take Giribala to England with me, put her in school, bring her up and when the time comes I’ll
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arrange her marriage to some Bengali boy of good family who is in England for higher studies.”
“No, sahib,” I said, “How can that be? My wife could not bear to part with her, even if I could.”
Henry frowned. “I remember distinctly,” he said. “She gave Giribala to me.”
*
Sir Henry is now in England. He is completely cured. A month after the above conversation his nephew came
in person to take him home. We receive a letter by almost every mail.
He made a great fuss over taking Giribala with him. No trace of his insanity remained but in this he was
unchanged. He could not control himself though at times he realized his expectations were unfair. I agreed in the
end but my wife refused absolutely. I reminded her of her promise and tried to persuade her. She would not listen.
I am thinking of sending Giribala to the Bethune School. Otherwise she will grow up in ignorance. Her mother
is so attached to her I am afraid she will want to go with her.
It won’t be bad if she does. The extent of her learning—but perhaps I should not talk about family matters!
87.109 The Poet’s Lover\fn{by Panchkari De (1873-1945)} “His early education was in Bhawanipur”, Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
I have always been powerfully drawn to the snow-capped, cloud-topped majesty of the Himalayas and so, one
day, set out for the town of Darjeeling with my constant companion and bosom friend, Prabodhchandra. On the
way, we discussed our plans at length. Both of us were of the opinion that if we traveled by train, we would not be
able to truly experience the Himalayas. Trains seem to fly past and it would be quite impossible, at such speeds, to
absorb the breathtaking loveliness of the peaks. And so we decided that once we had reached the town of Siliguri,
we would go on foot to Darjeeling.
We arrived at Siliguri in the morning. As long as the tiny beautiful train to Darjeeling remained in sight, we
stood at the station watching it make its curious winding way along the mountain. Then, getting two coolies to
carry our trunks on their heads, we slung our bags over our shoulders and set off for the market.
On the way to the market we met a couple of Bengalis. We had earlier decided to rent a room in the market,
but they protested vigorously, insisting that we go to their house instead. The owner was a local businessman who
dealt in timber.
We stayed that night in Siliguri. Everyone cautioned us, “Going by foot through the mountains will be most
arduous, you’d better take a bullock cart instead.” But we had made up our minds to walk. We had also decided
not to walk along the main thoroughfare. It was far too crowded, with load-bearing bullock carts plying at all
times. The rail tracks too, ran parallel to it for much of the way. It would be impossible to experience the somber
beauty of the Himalayas along it—and thus we were adamant not to go that way, even if our lives were at risk.
We decided, instead, to travel the meager, narrow path taken by the hill-folk. However, mountain routes are
treacherous and, moreover, we did not know the way. It was therefore essential to find ourselves a guide.
What can one not buy with money? With the assistance of our new friends we acquired a strong and
trustworthy Bhutiya guide. He, in turn, arranged for three coolies whom he trusted. The following day, very early
in the morning, the coolies loaded our boxes on their heads and we set off with a prayer in our hearts.
Walking ahead of us, two daggers at his waist, a hefty staff in his hand, was the Bhutiya Thambimena;\fn
{Bhutiyas are of Tibetan origin, and there are some hundreds of thousands of them in Sikkim and West Bengal, to which Darjeeling—at
one time, a British hill station—is attached for administrative purposes .} following him, the two of us, and bringing up the
rear, the three coolies. We crossed the bridge over the Mahananda river and then went beyond Matiyakhola,
proceeding along the path to Naksabari.
Finding a shop selling provisions along the way, we stopped to cook and have a meal. There appeared to be no
shortage of Marwari businessmen even in this remote place. At every few paces there were shops where one could
get almost anything under the sun.
We rested awhile after our meal, then set forth again. It is not our intention here to elaborate upon the eternal
loveliness of the mountains, or enthuse about that pinnacle of majesty, Sir Himalaya himself. So we shall speak no
further on this matter.
It often happens in these parts that a sudden fog descends from nowhere to enshroud the land in darkness. At
such a time one can see nothing at all—the mountain paths then have to be negotiated with difficulty and extreme
caution.
The path we were on was a most treacherous one. On one side a deep ravine dropped thousands of feet below.
Only one person could traverse the path at a time. Often we would have to crawl with difficulty on our hands and
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knees. We now began to climb cautiously upward in the mist-shrouded darkness. It was nearly dusk by now,
bitterly cold, and what was worse, it had begun to rain. If it hadn’t been for the rain, the Himalayas might indeed
have been the heavenly abode of the gods. If we could find a place to rest, we could spend the night there. We
were weary to the bone. We could no longer determine where we were headed through the fog. Our guide
declared that not far from here was another provisions store, and a village. But even after we had trudged on for
an hour, no village appeared in sight.
The onset of evening is not as gradual in the Himalayas as it is where I come from. There is no such thing as
twilight here. Suddenly, without warning, like a whimsical young girl, night swiftly drapes the mountains in its
dark folds. We saw this for ourselves today, experienced the startling suddenness with which the land around
became enveloped in a dense blackness that concealed everything.
Our guide proceeded, making strange noises in a shrill voice. We followed that sound as we awkwardly
clambered along behind him. One missed step, and there we would be—plunging to a terrible death. We could
now appreciate that our friends in Siliguri had indeed wished us well. But, what use is remorse on hindsight, if the
dying patient himself refuses medicine?
Suddenly our guide stopped, and all of us abruptly came to a halt. We realized at once that he himself had lost
his way in the dark—he had taken a path other than that leading to the village. And we had ended up in the
remotest corner of that remote mountain. He had no idea what direction to take. Even if he did not admit to this in
so many words, we sensed it in the tone of his voice.
It was then that our hearts sank. We realized that we had no choice but to spend the night in the thick jungle.
That was, however, not as much of a problem—but only God’s mercy could keep us from dashing to pieces in the
depths of the ravine below. Thambimena said,
“If we turn back a little way along this path we will find a settlement.”
We thought this a good idea, and anyway, had little choice in the matter, so we turned back. We had gone but a
few steps, when I found myself at the edge of a slope. I don’t quite remember what happened after that. I can’t
even recall how far I had tumbled. I soon realized that my good friend Prabodhchandra too, holding onto my long
coat with both hands, was following my example and rolling down, right behind me. From the noise I realized
that Gunwant Thambimena and the coolies had suffered the same fate—they were all tumbling down the slope.
Our fall was blocked suddenly by something in our path, that, on touch, seemed to be made of wood. I had a
box of matches and a candle in my pocket. I took out the candle and lit it.
Candlelight did little to penetrate the darkness. Holding the candle aloft I saw a wooden house. All three of us
had been brought up short against its wooden fence. We picked ourselves up with some effort.
Anyway, we were relieved that we had escaped with our lives. Perhaps we could find shelter here. Whoever it
was that lived in this house could hardly deny us refuge in this state. Holding the candle we found our way to the
door, but found it closed. I knocked—there was no answer. I knocked again, louder this time—again with no
response. I then pushed at the door, which swung open with a creaking noise. The darkness inside the house was
even thicker.
Holding up the light I stepped inside. Prabodh and Thambimena followed. But then an amazing thing
happened. Thambimena let out a horrible yell and immediately ran out and disappeared into the night. Taken
aback, Prabodh and I shouted after him but the only answer that floated back to us from the darkness was a
terrified cry, which sounded to us like “The Devil’s woman!” Prabodh said,
“Perhaps the locals believe that this house is haunted—the hill-folk are so superstitious! However, I thank God
that we weren’t killed when we fell down that steep ravine. I’m freezing in this cold—this shelter too, I’m sure,
has been provided for us by Him. Let us gather some firewood now and get a fire going. Once they see the light,
Gunwant Thambimena and his men will surely want to return.”
We went outside and gathered some dry branches and twigs in the candlelight. After lighting a fire and
warming our hands at it, we began to feel more like ourselves again. We always kept something to eat in our bags.
Prabodh took the food out and began to tuck in with great alacrity.
“Let us look around the room carefully first,” I suggested. He said,
“First, I would like to feel alive, and then all else! I’m dying of hunger. The high mountain paths and the
dreadful cold have increased my appetite a thousand-fold.”
So we sat ourselves down in front of the fire and ate our fill. After we were done, we took the candle and went
off to search the house carefully. There were two rooms, not one, with various utensils lying around. It looked as
if the last inhabitants of the house had, for whatever reason, left suddenly. Many of their possessions still lay
around. Obviously, they had left in a hurry. A box lay in a corner of the room. We noticed that the lid was open.
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Lifting it, we saw a number of letters, written in Bangla and with various dates.
It seemed, then, that some Bengali had come to live in this desolate and distant place. Who was he? And of all
places, why had he come here? Consumed by curiosity we placed the candle on the box and began to read the
letters one by one. As we came to the end of the final letter there arose from somewhere deep down a terrible,
heart-rending cry that shattered the darkness. It sounded unceasingly through the night. We cannot say if this was
a creation of our fevered imaginations, or a real human cry. We only know that we sat up all night, too terrified to
even close our eyes.
Of those letters that we read, this was the first:
*
Dear Suresh,
I cannot tell you what peace I have found in these distant mountains, far from the dizzy whirl of Calcutta. I won’t
live in the city any more. I will not feel at ease there again, and so I have taken refuge in this remote place. How
agitated my mind had been! No more, it is now calm. And where else but here, would I be able to contemplate in
peace?
My house is situated in the midst of the mountains. Behind it, range follows range, rising to the sky, while in front, a
little way off; lies a deep ravine at the bottom of which, some two thousand feet below, a river like a silver thread
weaves its way.
There are only two rooms in this house. You can call them rooms, or anything you please. The wall is built of timber
that has been bound together, so is the roof. There’s no shortage of timber here—they grow everywhere—one can
simply cut down what one needs.
I have no servants working for me—I’ve tried, but haven’t managed to find any. Some four miles away there is a
Bhutiya village, where a market is held once a week. On market days I set out in the morning, and come home by
evening with my purchases.
I’m writing a long novel to pass the time. Perhaps this is the one that will make me world famous!
I’ve managed to find some help at last, but the man stubbornly refuses to stay here at night. Never mind, that isn’t
much of a problem. He finishes all the housework by day and goes back, so my wife doesn’t have to work as hard as
before.
At first she had been reluctant to stay in this lonely, remote place. I’ve explained to her that I will not be cured of my
illness if I stayed in the city. And that finally made her more agreeable.
At night she sleeps in the other room. I sit in the front room and work late into the night on the magnum opus.
Yours,
Manmatha

*
The Second Letter: (The second letter spoke only of the novel, and was mostly full of praise for it.) The Third
Letter:
*
Dear Suresh,
I’ve written two letters to you, this will make it three, but I’ve not been able to mail any of them. The post office is
about twenty miles away and I’ve not yet been able to get a man to put these in the post.
There is a significant reason behind this. No one ever wants to venture this way, even if I pay them handsomely. I
did not know why this was so until I asked an old man who explained the mystery to me. It is like this:
This cottage was built by a man named Shoho who was a poet of considerable repute among the Bhutiyas. He built
his home in this desolate place so that he could stay in isolation, far from human habitation. He lived here with his
lovely young wife.
Their days were happy until, unfortunately, a young Bhutiya woman who lived a short distance away, fell in love
with the solitary poet. As I’ve mentioned already, this cottage has two rooms. When, at dead of night, the poet’s young
wife would be asleep in the other room, the other young woman would sit beside him and speak softly and sweetly of
love.
One night the poet’s wife stumbled upon the truth—but did not say a word.
The young woman had to cross a wooden bridge to reach the cottage. Some two thousand feet below, a waterfall
gushed and roared, so fiercely that it had been named “Crazed Falls” by the Bhutiyas. Every night Shoho’s lover would
walk across the bridge over these falls.
One day, when Shoho wasn’t home, his wife axed off the wooden stay at one end of the bridge. The bridge remained
supported by so weak a link that the weight of a single person was sufficient to bring it crashing down.
That is what happened. That night, as always, Shoho was waiting for his lover when all of a sudden he heard a heartrending scream. Immediately after, came the loud crashing sound of wood and stone—his lover had fallen to her death
into the falls below.
It did not take Shoho long to figure out who had done this deed. And because of this, Shoho and his wife too went to
their deaths in that deep ravine.
Shoho had grabbed hold of his wife’s neck to strangle her. But Bhutiya women are immensely strong and she
managed to drag him to the edge of the ravine. He still did not take his hands off her neck. Her eyes rolled over, her
tongue lolled, but she too did not let go of her husband. So they fell to their death two thousand feet below and were
smashed to pieces.
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“Since then,” the old Bhutiya said, “Shoho’s lover comes as a pret to this house. If she sees a light inside, she
knocks on the door. No one has the power to keep her out. Many people have wanted to live here, but whoever does so,
loses his life.”
That is why no one has the courage to come here for fear of Shoho’s ghost lover. I even have to get my own supplies
from the market, and thus have not yet been able to mail these letters to you.
Yours,
Manmatha

*
The Fourth Letter
*
Dear Suresh,
If this had happened at home I would have laughed it off I would probably have forgotten all about it within half an
hour. But in the midst of this desolation it is not easy to scoff at ghosts.
Every night—into the small hours—I was working on that huge novel of mine. But after I heard the old Bhutiya’s
tale my writing has, in a manner of speaking, come to an end. You will laugh at me, but it’s not right to hide the truth,
and in fact, since that day when I first I heard the story I began to put my pen down every so often, and to listen
carefully for a knock at the door. It would seem that I was going out of my mind. However, in the mean-time,
something happened yesterday which has convinced me that I am indeed very disturbed, that I am indeed going mad.
I was strolling outside the cottage in the evening and chanced upon the broken bridge. I was peering over its edge to
look at the rushing falls below, when I suddenly looked up to see a mountain lass resplendent in wild flowers, standing
in the distance.
It had already begun to grow dark. I had never seen anyone, man or woman, so close to the cottage before. All other
human habitation is more than four miles away. It is impossible to walk along these difficult mountain paths at night.
Who, then, was this young woman? Why was she here at this time? I cleared my throat to attract her attention but
she did not move. I called out aloud, but she still did not respond. Thinking that she had not heard me, I waved my hand
at her. At this, she slowly merged into the darkness. I turned towards home, rivers of ice flowing through my veins. I
could not understand why I felt this way. Was it possible that she was not human, was this Shoho’s lover?
Yours,
Manmatha

*
The Fifth Letter (Written eleven days after the previous letter.)
*
Dear Suresh,
My premonitions have come true. She is here. Ever since I saw her in the mountains, I have known in my heart
that she would surely come one day.
She came last night. We sat for a long time looking into each other’s eyes.
You will surely say that I am insane—that my disease is not cured, that the fever is still upon me, that it holds my
mind in its violent grasp—that it is my disturbed mind that imagines this wraith.
It is not only you, I’ve said this to myself many times over, yet, in spite of this, she has come. What is she—a
woman of flesh and blood, or is she of the sky, a being of the air—a figment of my imagination?
Whatever she may be, it is of little consequence. She is no illusion to me—not sky, not air, not false. She is real—
very real!
She came last night. My wife was asleep in the other room, while I was working on my novel. I had waited every
night for her—waited with anxious heart to hear her soft knocking at the door, counting each moment in eager
anticipation. I can now well understand the condition of my mind.
I have heard her footsteps on the bridge, heard her clearly, knocking three times at the door—only three times. On
hearing it I felt as if a cold and icy stream had pierced my bones. My head throbbed with unspeakable pain. I clasped
my arms tightly around my chest, but still that sound, that knocking at the door—three times, three times only. I
listened carefully. I stood up. Walking softly to the door of the other room I locked it, fastening the chain. And waited
with baited breath.
That sound again—knocking, three times, only thrice. I opened the door. A freezing wind rushed in and scattered
my papers around, strewing some on the floor. The young woman stepped into the room, and I shut the door softly
behind her. She took her shawl off her head and draped it over her shoulder. She took out the colored handkerchief
which she had tucked in her bosom and then, facing me, seated herself near the fire. I saw her bare feet still wet with
dew. I sat before her, gazing enchanted at her face.
She looked at me and smiled a sweet, soft smile—mysterious, yet somehow tinged with shrewdness, even
treachery. At that smile I lost my heart! I no longer had any sense of right or wrong. I would give her everything—
sacrifice for her all that I had!
She did not speak, did not even move. I felt no need to hear her speak. Those eyes full of desire, that wanton
glance, what confidences of the heart did they not share with me. She looked at me, and I at her, our eyes met, what
bliss, what delight—I do not have the power to describe it in words!
I do not remember how long I sat like that. Suddenly she raised a hand to her breast and listened carefully. At
about the same time, I heard a very soft sound from the other room. At once she wrapped her shawl around her head
and stood up, and then with swift steps opened the door and left, closing it behind her.
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I opened the latch to the other room, laid my ear to the door and listened carefully—I heard nothing. Then I sat
down. After that, I think, I fell asleep right there.
As soon as I woke up I remembered that the young woman had left her handkerchief behind. I had seen it where
she had been sitting even after she had left. Wanting to conceal it, I looked for it as soon as I awoke. It was not there.
My wife had swept the floor and cleaned the room, and had also put on some water to boil for tea. She looked at me
once or twice—I had never seen her look at me like that before. But she did not say a word, nor did she mention the
handkerchief. I was almost convinced that the events of the night before had been a dream. But when I went out in
the afternoon I saw my wife examining the handkerchief with great care. She was looking the other way and did not
see me. But I could see how minutely she was looking at it.
I tried telling myself over and over that it was my wife’s handkerchief. That the events of the night were only a
figment of my imagination. And if it was not so, the person who had visited me last night was no ghost but an actual
woman.
But one human can know another, and feel that presence as human. And my heart had sensed that the person who
had sat in front of me the night before was not of flesh and blood.
Perhaps she was a real woman. But there is no human settlement within four miles of this place. It is dangerous
enough to walk these mountainous paths by day—and quite impossible by night. What woman would risk walking
here at the dead of night? That too in such dense darkness, such bitter cold. Moreover, what woman would set my
blood freezing and chill me to the bone by her mere presence?
Whatever it is, whoever it is, if she comes again I will speak to her just once. I will put out my hand and touch
her. I will find out then if she is of flesh and blood, or simply of the air—a creature of my imagination, a vacuum, or
a shadow.
Yours,
Manmatha

*
The Sixth Letter
*
Dear Suresh,
I have lost hope that you will ever receive these letters. I will not send you these letters from here. You will think
of them as the ravings of a madman, the insane babbling of a crazed mind, nothing more. If I ever return home I
might some day show these letters to you, but it won’t be in the near future. When I return and am able to laugh and
joke about all this, only then will I show you these letters. I now write these to you as I’m in great mental anguish. If
I do not write like this, I would probably have to scream out loud to ease my suffering.
She comes in every night, sits by the fireside, looks into my eyes—and smiles that enchanting soft, sweet smile.
My head begins to churn, I am lost in her—I exist no longer!
My work on the novel has ground completely to a halt—I don’t even try to write any more. I wait in agony for the
sound of her footsteps on the bridge, on the grass, her soft knock at the door.
And when she comes, every time it is the same—I cannot speak a word—I am not myself—I can think of
nothing. She does not speak either, she just looks at me as she always does, smiles as she always smiles.
Each day I think, when she comes this time, I shall certainly speak to her, I shall certainly touch her. But the
moment she arrives I forget everything, I lose myself completely.
Last night, as I was looking at her face, my heart overwhelmed by her amazing beauty, her lips opened slightly,
and she stood up startled. I looked at the window of the other room and it seemed as if someone had suddenly
withdrawn her face from the window. In a moment she had pulled her shawl over her head and swiftly left the house.
I took the candle and went to the next room. I found my wife asleep.
Yours,
Manmatha

*
The Seventh Letter
*
Dear Suresh,
I don’t fear the night, it is the day that I’m afraid of. I now hate with all my heart the woman I have always called
my wife. It is all-consuming, boundless. All her devotion and care is now anathema to me. I shudder in horror when I
look at her eyes—Lord alone knows why.
I now know that she has seen everything, has come to know all.
Yet she still loves me, with care, with affection—with devotion, even. Even then I feel that this is all an illusion, my
fancy, a deception—that we are, in fact, both plotting our revenge against each other.

*
The Eighth Letter
*
Dear Suresh,
I set out this morning for the market. My wife remained standing at the door as I walked further and further away. I
turned back once and saw her standing there, as tiny as a doll. Finally, as I went around the mountain, I could see her no
longer.
I then ran back towards the house as fast as I could, along a different path, stumbling and picking myself up as I ran.

132

Such haste is not easy along these paths, and I fell down often before I reached the house. Then I hid behind a large
rock and watched the house.
A little later I saw my wife approach the wooden bridge with an axe. From where I was I could not see clearly what
she was doing. She stood up after a while. I saw her smile even at that distance—and it seemed to me that her smile
blazed with the fire of revenge.
I headed for the market again after she had returned to the house. When I returned in the evening she greeted me
with her usual affection.
I was especially careful to conceal the fact that I had seen her dreadful act. Let her devilish deed remain that way;
she must have thought that a woman walked across the bridge every night to speak words of love to me, and so had
hacked away the supports of the bridge. She hoped that today, when my lover came to me, she would fall to her death
into the ravine.
I did not utter a word. Today I will find out for sure who it is that comes to me every night. If she is a spirit then the
fall of the bridge will not hurt her. But if she really is human, then …
I banished this last thought from my mind. To think of it made me shudder in horror.
If she is human then why does she look at me in silence? And why can I not ask her a thing? Why do I lose myself
in her presence? Surely she isn’t human. My wife will not be able to harm her in any way. That wretch will burn even
more at her fruitless revenge. It will serve her right.
But if she belongs to the world of the dead, how is it that I can hear her footsteps? See clearly the drops of dew on
her feet? How do I hear the sound of her knocking on the door? These are not the signs of a spirit.
It is night and my wife is asleep in the next room. I wait eagerly in the front room, listening for the sound of my
lover’s footsteps.
If she is an inhabitant of the nether world, then she will, as before, come to me, and if she is human, then I will
surely hear her scream as she falls into the ravine. Is a spell from some unknown world engulfing me in its illusion?
Suddenly … oh what ghastly mockery is this!
I have heard—I have just heard that terror-filled scream, that heart-wrenching cry, shattering the firmament.
Cleaving sky and earth, rending the night asunder, that dreadful cry rose from near the bridge, from that fathomless
ravine and echoed off the mountain peaks. That cry is still resounding in my ears, surging with the blood through my
veins!
I rushed out to the bridge. I lay on the ground and stretched out my arm—the bridge was gone.
I looked down, in that dense darkness—into the black cavernous) depths. I could see nothing.
The wind was strong. I screamed out to her … in that raging wind my cry shook the horizon, reverberating like the
shrill laughter of some demoniac being.
I now understand. The madness that has been slowly but surely increasing its powerful grip on me—there is no other
way—it is useless to fight … useless … useless …
I keep telling myself that this is some fancy of my diseased mind—this scream is in my imagination. No … no … no
… there is that sound again! There is that scream! That heartbreaking cry!
I feel as if someone is pounding my head with a heavy iron hammer. I realized then that she would come to me no
more. This was the end!
Yours,
Manmatha

*
The Last Letter
*
Dear Suresh,
I will leave all these letters in a large envelope with your address on it. If anyone ever comes here and finds them,
perhaps he will send them to you.
I no longer read or write. We—my wife and I—I have to call her my wife to explain to you who I am referring to—
we sit looking at each other, not speaking a word. What a strange turn of events.
When we do speak, it is as if we are strangers. Even the few words that we utter, are really a smoke screen for what
we conceal in our hearts. Neither of us is the person we used to be. I see always on her face the mockery behind her
smile. She tries to hide it, but I can see through her. Her attempts are useless!
Every night as I sit alone, I imagine that she is knocking at the door as before. I run quickly to open the door, but no,
there is no one, only the darkness—and a chilly wind that blows in from that black night and rushes into the room—
nothing else at all.
This desolate place has made me into a demon. Love and hate both seem to fill my heart, to dart like lightning
through my veins, to light a hundred funeral pyres inside my head. My studies, my education, my talents—all of this
seems to have been borne away from my heart by the mountain wind. I have become a savage animal.
When will I—this woman, who used to be my wife—when will my skeletal emaciated-with-disease fingers close
about her petal-soft throat. Her fine eyes will slowly close shut … her mouth fall open … her scarlet tongue loll out …
when will I tighten my hold on her neck, slowly, slowly, press down ever more deliberately! Not much longer … not
for long … not much longer! Then, clutching her neck, I will push her away from the cottage … drag her across the
hard stones … and bring her to the edge of the ravine. She smiled mockingly at me! It’s now my turn to laugh. Ha! Ha!
Ha …
I will force her along slowly, even with affection—when she hangs over the precipice by a single toe, then I will
lean towards her and kiss her on her bloodless lips. Then, down, down, down, through the fog, tearing through the
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shrubs and creepers, astonishing the animals and birds, down … down … deep down … we will go together …
together … until I meet with her again.

*
(This letter remained incomplete.)
*
This was the last letter—after reading these diabolic letters Prabodh and I looked at each other. What I saw on
his face was probably what he saw in mine. His face had quite lost its color.
Neither of us found the courage to speak. Both our hearts were beating fiercely. We had not known that such
terrifying events could ever be possible in life. We now realized that our guide Thambimena had had reason
enough to flee in fear.
We had never believed till now in ghosts and spirits. Whether there were such beings or not, the letter-writer
Manmatha had, in this desolate place become fearsomely crazed with his obsessive thoughts of such beings. In his
madness the unfortunate wretch had murdered his wife, and killed himself. These letters were proof to this.
We escaped from the wooden house as soon as it was light. Dear God! Who would have stayed there for a
minute longer! When we reached the village we found our coolies and Thambimena. They were astounded to see
us alive even after spending a night in that cottage and stared at us in amazement.
When we arrived in Darjeeling we handed over all the letters to the Commissioner. We have heard that, on his
orders, that sinister cottage has been razed to the ground.

† Indira Debi Caudhurani, daughter of Satyendranath Tagore and niece of Rabindranath Tagore, was very
musical and played the piano, violin, and sitar. She was trained in both Indian Classical and Western music
from an early age. First, she studied at Auckland House in Simla and Loretta House in Calcutta; later she
was one of the first women to do the BA examination of Calcutta University in 1892. Indira Devi composed,
published journals and books on music, and, most importantly, notated around two hundred songs that
Rabindranath had composed. She also published English translations of a number of Rabindranath’s
poems, stories, and essays, among which were Rabindra Smriti (5 vols, 1959) and Rabindra Sangeete Tribeni
Sangam (1954). Later on, she authored many papers on music, literature and women’s situations in India. †
India 6 Caudhurani Excerpt from Rabindrasmrti\fn{by Indira Debi Caudhurani (1873-1960)} Bijapur, Bijapur District,
Karnataka State, India (F) 29
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251.28 Why Mussalmans Should Oppose Pakistan\fn{by Husain Badruddin Tyabji (1873-1973)} Bombay,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 8
Why should Mussalmans oppose Pakistan? It is natural for every Mussalman to wish for the country he lives in to
be Muslim, as it must be for every Hindu to wish his country to be Hindu. Then, why should Mussalmans oppose
Pakistan?
The idea of Pakistan is based upon the foundation that Hindus and Muslims cannot jointly organize a state which
would not oppress or harm the Mussalmans, where the Mussalmans are in a minority.\fn{The internal divisions are those of
the author:H}
*
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In the past there were Hindu Kings or princes ruling over large number of Mussalmans as in Baroda, Gwalior,
Mysore or Kashmir—and in Kashmir the Mussalmans are actually in the majority—or, there were Mussalman
Kings over Hindu populations. In the course of time there was adjustment, and though the ruling power was
despotic, vested in the hands of a few court officials, whether they be Hindu or Mussalman, the people lived and
thrived.
*
Man’s system of government has advanced, as he has advanced in every other class of knowledge. Despotism
and monarchy have given way to the principle “Government by the people, of the people, and for the people.” The
state to prosper and be strong must be based on the contentment of all. It must be united. If this is essential wisdom, are Indians, Hindus or Mahomedans, incapable of learning it or giving effect to it? Indians are supposed to
be among the most gifted and most intelligent races of the world with a long history of government. There seems
no reason to believe that they will resort to fratricide or suicide. At all events, monarchy and despotism are gone
forever. What then? There must be and there will be Mussalmans and Hindus in every part of India and they will
have to adjust. their differences whatever they may be.
*
Assuming that the Hindus and Mahomedans do not desire to live together, and wish to separate, and divide the
country as two brothers divide an estate, so that each is independent of the other, and has exclusive possession of
his own share, then the Hindus and Mahomedans must effect such a partition that each has an exclusive
possession of his own part, without interference of the other. But in the division proposed, in each part the
presence of the other continues, and there is no exclusion, nor can there be a division of India so as completely to
exclude either of these-communities.
*
If this is so, what is the use of partitioning the country? Would the value be the same if a dia mond or pearl is
cut and divided proportionately among two brothers?
Some Mussalmans believe that Hindus and Mussalmans can never be friendly or work together. They believe
that they are themselves an inoffensive God-fearing people who desire to be brotherly and just to Hindus, only the
Hindus do not respond as they are full of hatred and contempt for Mussalmans. This is perfectly true of some
Hindus.
On the other hand there are some fanatical bigoted Mussalmans who, sick or dying, would refuse to drink from
the cup of a Hindu. Of both classes there are some who would deem it no sin to cut to pieces those of the other
faith. These are the people who become the ready tools for those who would cut the people asunder.
But the successors of Babar made the Hindus forget the wrongs of conquest, and so gained their confidence
that the highest offices of Finance and Army were filled by them. Today Hindu States employ Muslim prime
ministers and their councils are presided by Muslims and vice versa in case of Muslim States. And in our daily life
no-one thinks, whether the physician, counsel, architect or attorney is a Muslim or a Hindu.
If the successors of Babar welded the Hindus and Mussalmans into one, it is incredible that it cannot be done
now. The fact remains it is statesmanship to weld them together, “breakmanship” to tear them asunder.
*
The proposal of Pakistan is that there should be a “bloc” of one independent Mahomedan State formed of
Baluchistan, N.W.F. Province, the Punjab, Sind, Bengal and Assam, in all of which except Assam there is a
Muslim majority. Will such a bloc be successful and work harmoniously?
The Muslims of Sind are in conflict with themselves, and have several parties bitterly hostile to each other. So
is it in the Punjab, and in the N.W.F.\fn{ North West Frontier:H} Province. The Baluchis and Frontier Pathans are
altogether a different type of men to those of Bengal and if there are problems to be solved between Hindus and
Mahomedans of India, there would also be problems to solve between the Bengali Mahomedans, the Pathans
Baluchis and Sindhis. To the extent that the combination is novel, it is also hazardous and insecure
*
The scheme of Pakistan would constitute the province of Bengal and the Punjab Mahomedan States—
reversing the procedure of Kamal Pasha who turned a Muslim State into a national one. In Bengal as it stands at
present there are 54 percent Mussalmans and 46 percent Hindus. By slight variation of the boundaries, reverse
results may follow.
Assuming Pakistan to be won, what would the majority do in these provinces? Is it intended to impose its own
will upon the minority, probably wealthier and stronger than the majority? That could hardly be wise. The
interests of the State would demand that the majority of Mussalmans should arrange terms, and settle disputes if
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there are any of conflicting interests. And those terms and settlements must be on the same basis of mutual
accommodation and mutual regard as where the majority is non-Muslim.
*
An onlooker will observe that when national demands commenced to be made from the Government, the
Mussalmans were persuaded to keep aloof on some pretext or other. When the de mands were by the most loyal
and the most trustworthy Indians the Mussalmans were still persuaded to charge them with disloyalty and to keep
aloof, and though at times they have worked with the Congress and have made great sacrifices, for 60 years they
have more or less kept aloof, whether the question be reduction of salt tax or military charges, or N.W. Frontier
Expedition, separation of the Judicial and Executive, or prohibition of liquor.
*
Such is the history of Muslim politics and such is the inheritance the Muslim League has embrac ed. The last
stage of it is the demand for the division of India into two parts.
The Muslims will call their part Pakistan—the country of the “Pure”—the rest is privileged to remain
Hindustan —and such a division is claimed as the most equitable to bring about that just and friendly settlement
between the two great religious communities of India which they say they desire. The name Pakistan is selected
and sought to be justified as appropriate on the ground that it is formed out of the initials of the provinces of the
Punjab, Afghanistan, and Kashmir.
But Punjab can hardly be Pakistan when nearly half of the population is non-Muslim. The Amir of Afghanistan
does not yet seem to have consented to be under the League, and Kashmir has been dropped out from the scheme.
So there remains only P—and this P of the Punjab is to suffice to bear the burden of the name of Pakistan, which
is to include the N. W. Frontier Province, Baluchistan, Sindh; Bengal and Assam. So far, the N.W. Frontier
Province does not seem very anxious to be a party to this division, and Bengal again as the Punjab has nearly half
its population non-Muslim.
*
Such is the name invented for an entente cordiale. It ignores the fact that it is violence to Islam. The Pakistan
of the Muslims is Arbastan, the sacred place where the Holy Prophet was born, where he delivered his mission
and died. No other place can claim that name. Certainly not such as has a large non-Muslim population and in no
sense sacred to Islam. It is also offensive to the rest of India from which it claim to separate on the ground of
difference in religion.
*
So far as the Economic and Financial side of the question is concerned, “now that India is politically a wellknit unitary state with its own army, railway, posts and telegraphs, customs, currency, and credit system,” Sir
Ardeshir Dala says,
The difficulties of splitting up this union into a number of fragments are so great as to be well nigh insuperable. The
railways, posts and telegraphs, irrigation and water works, have to be cut up. Adequate adjustments with regard to the
national debt incurred on all these projects will have to be made. The whole currency and credit system will have to be
broken up and created anew. The army will similarly have to be broken up and the past liabilities and future
expenditure adjusted. A large sum of money has been spent out of the revenues of India on projects such as the Sukkur
Barrage in Sind. Payment will have to be made by “Pakistan” for this as well as for similar expenditure incurred by the
Government of India for capital works inside Pakistan and counter-balanced against the Pakistan share of capital
expenditure incurred by the Government of India in “Hindustan.” When all these complicated, difficult and heartbreaking processes have been gone through, if they can be gone through without innumerable bickerings and troubles,
“Pakistan” will emerge out of it a comparatively poor resourceless state. With innumerable problems immediately to be
handled and a burden of debt difficult to repay, it will cut itself off from the great economic and industrial future which
a self-governing India may look forward to. There will be a great urge to impose heavy customs duties on goods from
“Hindustan” to fill its depleted coffers and that in itself will not only hinder industrial progress, but might well be a
fertile source of trouble between the two states.\fn{ Sir Ardeshir Dalal’s Alternative to Pakistan, pp 4-5}

Thus, Sir Ardeshir Dalal thinks the objections to “Pakistan” are so obvious that they hardly need emphasizing,
and he considers them to be more disastrous to “Pakistan” than to “Hindustan.”
*
Let us now see whether the demand is made on just and reasonable grounds.
It is said to be based upon the right of self-determination. That right is accorded to the inhabitants of a place to
determine what government they shall have. But the League says, “the Mussalmans of the province alone shall
determine the question,” not the rest of the people.
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In Bengal where there are 54 percent Mahomedans and 46 percent Hindus, it the Mahomedans alone who shall
be asked, and there is a majority among Mahomedans, say 28 against 26, it is demanded that the voice of 28 shall
prevail against the voice of the remaining 26 Mahomedans and the 46 Hindus, i.e., 28 again 72 of whom 26 may
be Mahomedans.
Can this be regarded as reasonable or just even by Mahomedans? Can it ever be accepted by the Hindus?
Certainly not, and therefore such determination can only be by violence, not by agreement.
And if it is by violence what would be the relation between the Mussalmans and the 46 per cent of Hindus with
whom reasonable Mussalmans would sympathize?
*
But had the Bengal Mahomedans ever asked for it during the last 75 years? No. It is the Muslim League who
makes this demand for them, and by its widespread organization and propaganda is sweeping the Mussalmans
into its camp as the Fascists of Hitler did. And if they succeed for the time, the result may be like that of Nazism
of Hitler or Fascism of Mussolini.
*
What has been said about Bengal in many ways is applicable to the Punjab. There, too, the representation of
Sikhs and Hindus is about equal to that of the Muslims and Muslim majority will be compelled to accommodate
and harmonize the life of the people by mutual concessions in common interest. As to the N.W. Frontier Province,
so far as can now be judged, it is against separation from the rest of India.
Thus the whole demand is by outsiders, not the parties concerned. But there is another essential element in the
question of Pakistan which must be considered.
*
It is said that Hindus and Mussalmans are two nations. The words “nation” and “native” are derived from the
Latin word nationem,—natus—born. They mean born in a country. It is as absurd and ridiculous to say that by
change of faith a man ceases to be born of that country, as absurd as to say that an Englishman ceases to be so if
he becomes a communist, or a Mahomedan.
*
It has been asserted, “that Muslims and Hindus are two major nations by any definition or test of a
nation”,\fn{Mr. Jinnah to Mr. Gandhi on 17th Sept., 1944 } when by every definition or test of a nation they are really one
nation.
*
This is what Syed Ahmad Khan said at Gurdaspur on 27th January, 1884 when he was in his 68th year of age:
In old historical books and traditions you will have read and heard, and we see it even now, that all people inhabiting
one country are designated by the term “one nation.” The different tribes of Afghanistan are termed one nation, and so
are the miscellaneous hordes peopling Iran distinguished by the term “Iranians,” and though abounding in variety of
thoughts and religions, are still known as members of one nation, though people of other countries also do come and
settle with them, but being mixed together are called members of one and the same nation. So from the oldest times the
word “nation” is applied to the inhabitants of one country, though they differ in some peculiarities which are
characteristic of their own. Hindu and Mohomedan brethren, do you people any country other than Hindustan? Do you
not inhabit the same land? Are you not burned and buried on the same soil? Do you not tread the same ground, and live
upon the same soil? Remember that the words Hindu and Mahomedan are only meant for religious distinction—
otherwise all persons whether Hindus or Mahomedans, even the Christians who reside in this country, are all in this
particular respect belonging to one and the same nation. Then all these different sects can only be described as one
nation, they must each and all unite for the good of the country which is common to all.

*
On the 3rd of February, 1884, Syed Ahmad Khan repeated this at Lahore when he said:
In the word Nation I include both Hindus and Mahomedans, because that is the only meaning I can attach to it. With
me it is not so much worth considering what is their religious faith because we do not see anything of it. What we do
see is that we inhabit the same land, are subject to the rule of the same Governors, the fountains of benefits for all are
the same, and the pangs of famine also we suffer equally. These are the different grounds upon which I call both those
races which inhabit India by one word, i.e,. Hindu, meaning to say that they are, the inhabitants of Hindustan.

*
Patriots may hope that a time will come when we shall all, like Syed Ahmad Khan, call all born in this country
“Hindus” whether they be followers of the shastras or the Holy Qur’an, distinguishing them as Shastric or
Muslim. Thus Muslims born of Arab, Persian, Turkish or Afghan descent though of different races, yet born in
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India and inhabiting India are Indians and form part of the Indian Nation. There can be no question of those who
are mere converts to Islam from Hindu ancestors.
*
Then what becomes of the pronouncement that Hindus and Mahomedans are two major nations by any
definition or test of a nation? Hitler turned out the German Jews from Germany, saying that they were not of the
Nordic race. Will the Muslim League turn out all the Hindus from Bengal? Will it free the Indians of the Muslim
Faith from all habitation, and all ties to the country of their birth? According to the League, the Muslims of India
by reason of their religion are of another nation. What nation? Will it name? Will the Afghan, Arab, Turk, Iranian,
Syrian or Egyptian accept them as Arabs or Turks or Afghans or will they be treated like the crows with the peacock feathers?
*
The President of the Muslim League said,
We are a Nation with our own distinctive culture and civilization, language and literature, art and
architecture, sense of value and proportion, legal laws and moral codes, customs and calendar, history and
traditions, aptitudes and ambitions, and in short we have our own distinctive outlook on life and of life. By
all canons of international law, we are a nation.\fn{Mr. Jinnah to Mr. Gandhi, 17-9-44}

*
A Muslim may be pictured with a majestic beard in flowing robes and turban and loose trousers, with saleem
shahi shoes, seated on a takht reclining with cushions at his back, eating paan, with a spittoon by his side,
abhorring wine, gurgling with a huqqa, or chanting prayers with a rosary in his hands, or reading the Qur’an,
fasting and praying, observing the Muslim calendar and the ceremonies of the holy days, reading Urdu, Persian
and Arabic, in a house of Muslim architecture, himself proud of a pure Muslim name, governed by wholly
Muslim laws.
Is his son’s nationality changed when with neither beard nor moustache, in western costume, most unsuitable
for the ablutions kneelings and prostrations of Muslim prayers, he has abandoned every single one of the above
items?
You will say certainly not. But if that is so, then none of these things have anything to do with nationality,
which determines the duty to protect one’s country, which is his home, and organize its internal administration by
united action of all inhabitants, however different their mentality, opinions, or creed may be. The assertion,
therefore, that by all canons of international law a person born in India and of Indian born parents, is of a different
nation by reason of his religion being Islam, is as baseless as the demand for the right of self-determination to be
exercised by the Muslims alone of the District, however important or numerically large the Hindus may be. If
therefore the Mussalmans believe that nothing which is unjust and unfair will prosper, they must not make
conditions or demands which are unjust, or they will not in the end prosper.
*
And now comes the question of practicability. The President of the Muslim League has threatened a fight.
Does he expect the threat to be sufficient? Does he wish to turn every district, town and village into a scene of
bloodshed and destruction, to be continued from generation to generation? In that case the Leaguer may rest
assured that another race will soon make slaves of the Leaguers and non-Leaguers both.
*
One other fact must be noted. Assuming that the claim of Pakistan was accepted with the conditions above
mentioned in its entirety, which as has been stated above, is not likely ever to be accepted by the Hindus, nor it
would seem for the present at all events, by the Mussalmans of the N.W. Frontier Province, then there would be
two parts of Pakistan, of which one would be Bengal and Assam on the extreme east, and the rest composed of the
N.W. Frontier Province, the Punjab and Sindh. On the East, Bengal with 46% of Hindu population inside and
Assam, would thus be separated from the Western territory by the provinces of Bihar, Orissa, and the United
Provinces of Hindustan with large Hindu majorities.
It will be apparent that such a thing is not very desirable, or a very satisfactory solution of whatever problems
there may be between the two communities. But if the claim of Pakistan is not accepted by the Punjab or the N.W.
Frontier Province then the isolation of Bengal and Orissa would be far more perilous, with large Hindu
populations inside and Hindu majority provinces outside.
*
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Then again, if the Hindu and Muslim population cannot organize a common government with satisfaction and
contentment for both, is there to be contentment for Mussalmans in Muslim majority provinces only and not in the
rest of India? Are those in the Hindu majority provinces to be relegated to their fate? Is the proposal of the
Muslim League this:—
“You do what you like with the Muslims in your province, we will do what we like with the Hindus in ours”?
The scheme of Pakistan divides the strength of Mussalmans into two halves, one in Pakistan, the other in
Hindustan, and sub-divides those in Pakistan into the Western half and the Eastern half of Pakistan. Whereas, in a
United India there would be the strength of a united community of 100 millions. They might aspire to have a
powerful voice not only in the whole of India but also in the Councils of the world, protect Iran, Afghanistan,
Turkey, Iraq, Palestine, Syria, Arabia, Egypt, Morocco, and all the Muslim states on the coast of Africa and in the
Pacific. The Muslims of these countries now lament that instead of helping them, we only contribute to keep them
enslaved, and can only despise us, and say, “miserable slaves yourselves, you make us slaves.”
*
Indeed the disadvantages of the whole policy of the League are so apparent that the Mussalmans all over the
world, England, Scotland, Ireland, America, and China, have most unanimously cried against it. So have
independent statesmen and well-wishers like De Valera. It is a puzzle to many how it is that Mr. Jinnah so strongly
supports it. So far as the League is concerned it is well-known that it receives support from many officials in
every way possible.
As to Mr. Jinnah himself, the Government is not so foolish or wasteful as to pay him anything. It is more likely
to demand a handsome tribute from him for allowing him to be a practical dictator, although of a negative vetoing
character. The dictator’s powers which he enjoys are more valuable to him than gold, and cheapest to the giver.
*
God has granted enough lands to Mussalmans all over the continents of Asia and Africa, and they are in need
of no more homes. What is the good of having another Iran or Syria or Iraq under the dictates of foreign powers?
What is the good of dividing the strength of the Mussalmans of India, abandoning more than half of them and
subjecting them where they would be between 5 and 15% to Hindu majorities, made hostile and bitter against
them? Indeed, on reflection, the scheme is so prejudicial to the Mussalmans, that one not intoxicated with the
dream might think it is a design of some enemy.
*
There are many who believe that the scheme of Pakistan is so impracticable or absurd and harmful that Mr.
Jinnah could not possibly be serious about it. They think that as a very clever diplomatist he uses it as a counter to
bargain for the best terms for the Mussalmans. But if 60 years since the Congress came into existence and the past
9 years of the Muslim League are not sufficient to negotiate terms, one may well doubt if there really is a desire to
settle them.
*
The best and perhaps the first argument of the Leaguer is confidence in the outstanding ability and personality
of its leader. He would ask, do you claim to be as wise or able? But in a democratic form of Government we must
learn to choose not the ablest or the most brilliant, but who would serve us best. Nature, disposition, character,
selflessness, disinterestedness, freedom from the love of power or wealth or honor besides many other things, are
elements for consideration in the selection, whether we have to select a dentist, a physician, a solicitor or counsel.
Let me give an example. It would be better in a suit for inheritance between two brothers to have a friendly,
good-hearted, sensible and reasonable counsel than to have a brilliant, one who will fight to death, raise every
dispute, plead every technicality, listen to no compromise, until the estate is exhausted and the parties are dead.
Sixty years have passed. We want disinterested reasonable men with statesmanship and goodwill to settle such
questions as cause apprehension to Mussalmans, for the mutual benefit of both Hindus and Mahomedans. The
house common to both has been burning all this time.
*
There is constantly an appeal for unity, by the leader of the Muslim League—an appeal that all Mussalmans
should rally to the standard of the League.
To be a genuine appeal there must be a desire to meet and confer with the leaders of the other Muslim
organizations, the Jamiat-ul Tjlema, the Khudai Khidmatgars, the Khaksars, the Ahrars, the Nationalist Muslims
and others, and a genuine attempt to reconcile the different points of view. If there is neither such an attempt, nor
desire, the appeal does not really mean to them a cohesive unity resulting from combined thought, but elimination
of themselves.
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*
It seems that the scheme of Pakistan in its present form was first put and propagated through a Cambridge
student in England, by name Chowdhary Rahmat Ali, in 1933. It is claimed that this Chowdhary Rahmat Ali is the
real founder of the idea of Pakistan, and that what he has said one day has been said by the League the next day.
In a prophetic style he has issued to the “Millat of his Mission” Seven Commandments of Destiny for the Seventh
Continent of Dinia, for India is to become the Dinia of the future. They are published by the “Pakistan Na tional
Movement”, at 16 Montagu Road, Cambridge. The principal of the Seven Commandments are “Avoid
Minorityism”, “Avow Nationalism”, “Acquire Proportional Territory”, “Consolidate the Individual Nations”,
“Convert India into Dinia”. It is suspected that this really is the scheme of other designers only professing to be
friends of Islam.
*
In 1933, at a meeting of the Joint Parliamentary Select Committee, when a deputation representing the AllIndia Muslim League of which the President then was Sir Muhammad Iqbal, and the All-India Conference of
which the President was His Highness, the Aga Khan, Sir Reginald Craddock inquired of the Delegates what the
Pakistan scheme was. When Mr. Abdulla Yusuf Ali, I.C.S., Sir Zaifrulla Khan, and others ridiculed it as a
“chimerical”, “impracticable”, and “irresponsible”, “scheme of a student”, Sir Reginald Craddock said:
You advance very quickly in India, and it may be when those students grow up it will be put forward.

No doubt Sir Reginald Craddock must be delighted to see how quickly Mussalmans have advanced. But
Mussalmans must beware and remember that baits are always most attractive, savory and enticing, but they lead
into traps of death or slavery. Unfortunately advice is bitter.
*
As to the Congress, every provision that can be made in a constitution for the protection of re ligion, language
and culture has been made, and since it is both the duty and interest of the state to keep all its inhabitants
contented, it would be foolish and suicidal for the Hindus not to grant reasonable concessions, if any remain
insufficiently provided and even to secure them with guarantees, considering there are a 100 million Mussalmans
in India. So far as Mussalmans are concerned, they would be best secured, if they are asked in a reasonable and
friendly spirit. The only thing that the Mussalmans may rightly claim is that in matters affecting them as a
community, the executive power should be vested in a council in which the Muslims shall be equal in number to
the Hindus, the balance being held by such as may be trusted to be impartial and fit as arbitrators.
*
Upon this point\fn{The mentality of Congress} I have a letter written by A. O. Hume (the then General Secretary to
the Congress) to Badruddin Tyabji, (the then President of the Congress) dated 5th November, 1883 which says:
But in order to facilitate this (removing the apprehensions of Mussalmans) they (the Mussalman Moulvies)
recommend at the next Congress our passing some rule, to the effect that Govern ment should always so arrange by
nominations, that they nominate half as many as are elected, you know, as to equalize as nearly as possible the number
of Mahomedan and Hindu members to the Council. I have ascertained that Madras, Oudh, the N.W. Frontier Provinces,
the Punjab, and probably Bihar, would support such a rule.
I must say the Hindus have surprised me. So many have said, “for our part we should be very glad to be represented
by educated Mahomedans. In all matters of politics we and the Mahomedans are agreed”.

It may be remembered that Badruddin Tyabji ruled that no matter could be brought forward in the Congress
which did not affect the whole of India, and none to which any community objected, since the Congress was
national, of the whole of India. He got a rule passed to that effect, and got that rule incorporated into the
Constitution of the Congress, which was as follows:
That no subject shall be passed for discussion by the Subjects Committee or allowed to be discussed at any Congress
by the President thereof, to the introduction of which the Hindus or Mahomedan Delegates as a body object, unanimously or nearly unanimously, and that if, after the discussion of any subject which has been admitted for discussion it
shall appear that all the Hindu or all the Mahomedan Delegates as a body, are unanimously or nearly unanimously
opposed to the Resolution which it is proposed to pass thereon, such Resolution shall be dropped; provided that this
rule shall refer only to subjects in regard to which the Congress has not already de finitely pronounced an
opinion.\fn{December, 1888, Allahabad Congress Resolution XIII}
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One may gasp with wonder and surprise that we have not yet found the right ambassador to settle the terms so
desirable in the interest of both.
*
The Mussalmans are constantly dissuaded from entering into negotiation with the Hindus on the ground that
pacts are mere scraps of paper, and there are no guarantees. But nature has provided them with natural guarantees.
The whole of the N.W. and West of India is all Mussalman. What Government in India would dare to ill-treat the
Mussalmans when it would easily mean an invasion by a foreign Muslim state with the Muslims in India ready to
open the door and aid from within?
It would seem that far from Mussalmans being in need of guarantees, the Hindus may well be full of anxiety
for being able so to conduct their affairs as to give no chance to evil-minded persons to misrepresent and create
trouble. There are 80-100 million Mussalmans in the country. Their frontier is constituted of almost wholly
Muslim Provinces, Baluchistan, N.W. Frontier Province, Punjab, Kashmir, and they are contiguous to foreign
Muslim states.
*
What more guarantee need the Mussalmans?
With strange irreconcilable inconsistency the leaders of the League threaten the Hindus with wresting Pakistan
by force. They say they are the warrior race, and in the same breath they cease not to argue that the majority of the
Hindus would oppress them. But Pakistan would cut the Muslims into 2 halves—those inside Pakistan, much of
which is poor, and without resources, and those in Hindustan, a minority, overwhelmed by the Hindus in that half
which is industrial and commercial.
To those who looked forward 60 years ago, to the gradual attainment of freedom in India with the generous
help of a parental government, the forces now engendered of communalism and religious hatred must be heartbreaking indeed. The hope of some is that the Power which engendered these by communal electorates and
patronage on the one hand, and repression on the other, may by a sense of righteousness and pity for the hu man
race, take a new course. Many believe, that in that case the balloon which has been filled with so much poisonous
gas and risen so high will soon descend to earth.
*
On a calm consideration of the question it would seem that there is no ground to break up the one united power
of India, that to break it up will not solve the problem but will only aggravate it, that the demand itself is not made
on just and proper grounds, that Pakistan is a delusion to divert Mussalmans from their proper course, that it is a
delusion that they will attain it; that if they attain it, it will be of no advantage inside Pakistan, and make it worse
for Mussalmans outside it; that it will break up the combined strength of the Muslims; and will lose for them the
chance of having a powerful and effective voice in the whole of India and in the councils of the world; that the
power and prestige of the whole of India would be split and broken, and with it of the Mussalmans of India.
*
Today\fn{This pamphlet was first published in 1946, before the communal massacres:H } the Mussalmans are so fired with
religious enthusiasm that they believe that those who do not join them in the cry for Pakistan are traitors to Islam,
they call them Hindus and abuse them.
Enthusiasm for a just cause is to be admired. The excess they commit is due to their well-meant ardor. Let
them, however, know that there are some Mussalmans good and true, of education, Muslim culture and
unblemished character, and of families, who have spent generations in the service of Islam and for the prosperity
of the Mussalmans, and these think it their duty to warn their brethren against delusions and traps which might be
too late to escape if not warned in time. They too like the Leaguers burn with ardor for the good of Islam.
And now my task is done. With Hafiz I must say:
“Wazifa-e-to, dua guftan ast-o-bus. Dar Bande-aun mabash, keh nashneed, ya shaneed.”
“Thy task but to pray, mind not whether thou art heard or not!”
1874

71.63 Excerpt from The Stree Bodhe and Social Progress in India: Stree Zarthosti Mandal: How We Came To
Form It\fn{by Mrs. Dinbai F. K. Patuck (1874- )} Bombay?, India (F) 3
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… Nearly four years ago the Women’s Zoroastrian Association was first started. And it was not too soon that
such an Association came into existence at the time, to do its work of sympathy amongst our working people. The
idea was suggested in the first years of the plague, when people from close houses and chawls and infected
quarters were sent out to stay in temporary segregation camps. Those were also days of scarcity; the mills worked
short hours and paid smaller wages, so it was altogether a very hard time for those whose monthly income came
from our mills and factories.
A visit now and again to the segregation camps brought us into close connection with the occupants and so
face to face with their troubles, small and great. In some instances the dread plague had claimed the breadwinners of many a happy little family for its victims and perhaps an aged parent and young grand-children, or a
young widow with several small mites were left to shift for themselves as best they could. And their best at the
time seemed a dull despair with no prospect, no future, nothing to look out into. In other cases scarcity of work
and the dearness of foodstuffs meant scanty fare to live upon for those, who at the best of times never had very
sufficient to boast of.
The Farsi Panchayat came forward with its help in several ways—as it always does at a crisis—and private
individuals also freely helped. But the passing time works its own changes, whether you would or not: and it had
brought about a great change in the conditions of life, and the old time methods of dispensing and through the
Farsi Panchayat did not seem very efficient when tried by the altered conditions. Besides, temporary help, or for
the matter of that any help from outside could hardly do much lasting good where the cases were so desperate—
and there is always involved a certain danger, in indiscriminate giving, of rendering the helped more helpless than
before.
Help had to come from within to be lasting. And with that end in view—that is, by way of helping them to help
themselves—we deemed it advisable to start a workroom, as a beginning, where women could be taught to earn a
living. For one rather noticeable feature of those cases was, that whereas the family could scarcely make both
ends meet, the young girls, who had left schools and had not much to do at home, often frittered away their most
precious hours, the most critical period of their lives, in idle gossip—because time had already wrought a great
change, in that girls did not marry so early as they did in the old days. Now, were they employed to do some
handiwork, in the intervening space between leaving school and marriage, they might materially help the home
finances, besides acquiring a craft and educating their own minds.
Hence the starting of the Farsi Women’s Work-class. Here the girls could come; here also wives and mothers
and widows, who could not leave their homes altogether, could attend after doing their household work and
cooking of a morning; and after the men folks and children had gone to their several works and schools, here they
could work all day and return home about 5 or 6 in the afternoon. At this Work-class they are being taught to do
all kinds of plain needlework, and to cut out. and make up garments of ordinary every-day wear, for which there is
a constant demand. They are also initiated into the mysteries of all sorts of fancy work, which is found to be more
paying than the former.
The idea of course being new, did not appeal to many at first, as the discipline and method entailed in the
training were irksome to them. But then some needed to earn very badly, perhaps to feed their own children, and
these remained steadily at work, and in time more and more came, until at one time there were as many as a
hundred and fifty women taking advantage of the work-room. They are paid according to the work they turn out,
and after acquiring the necessary skill they have been enabled to earn as much as Rs. 25 a month, the usual
monthly wages of an ordinary clerk or turner or fitter.
The work-room brought us into more direct and daily communication with the workers. We found that in 50
pet cent cases the constitutions of the young women left much to be desired. They suffered from one complaint or
another, at the bottom of which always lay general debility, and cases of weak chests leading to phthisis were getting numerous. The medical advisers were of the opinion that it was all the result of close surroundings, smoky
rooms, no exercise in the open air and scanty food. Such a state of affair was sad to see, especially when we felt
that a little judicious treatment at the right time could be the saving of many a young woman, mother of the future,
from early, untimely decay. A change into healthier surroundings, with strengthening tonics and nourishing food at
the critical moment might ward off the germs of many a disease from taking root and make all the difference in
their lives. Again, there were many men and women very willing to work, and on whose labors the family
depended for subsistence, but unfit to do so on account of their weak physical condition; a little timely change
could set them up again, whereas without it they would be dragging along an aimless existence, making their lives
a burden to themselves and to others.
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A convalescent home, we believed, might in a good measure supply the need. Mrs. Sherenebai M. D. Cama,
who also had seen the great want of such an institution, now opened one—a convalescent home for Parsi women,
a home of rest for the ailing, and the weak and the suffering—on a pleasant: mount in a suburb by the sea. Mrs.
Cama herself undertook to look after the inmates, women and children, and give them all the advantage of fresh
sea-breezes with nourishing foods and tonics.
About this time, famine in the mofussil villages drove innumerable families into our city to seek means of
livelihood. When these people could not find such means all at once where scarcity of work and food already
prevailed, some of them took to begging, not openly of course, but in various ways, which in the long run,
amounts to the same thing. This moral degradation was another new phase of Parsi life—and a very sad one too.
For, has it not ever been the pride of the Parsis that they have no beggars in the community?
But the old self-dependence, the old pride, the old sturdy forbearance seemed to be lagging behind. A part of
the community seemed to be losing its standing ground—also, that self- assurance and backbone, which had stood
them in such good stead in an alien land for so many centuries! Such a sorry plight of physical decadence and
moral poverty could not but strike many an onlooker with horror. Many an educated Parsi woman was ready and
anxious to help, but did not feel quite sure where to begin. The time seemed ripe for them to form a body, and to
frame rules and regulations for their guidance in order to meet such a situation, or rather as far as they could reach
it. A meeting of Farsi ladies was called, which was readily responded to, and here, after some interchange of
views, it was agreed that they should form themselves into a band of workers—henceforth called The Women’s
Zoroastrian Association—as their line of work was purely based on the tenets of the Zoroastrian creed. The chief
aim of the Association was to try and improve as far as possible the moral, material and physical condition of that
particular class of people that had come to accept doles of charity, to subsist anyhow on the scanty and precarious
means of such charity, and to let mind and body undergo a deterioration; also by a little timely assistance of the
right sort to help many a deserving person to help herself.
Rules of the Association
Any Farsi lady of the age of twenty-four or more may join the Association as a working member by paying a
monthly fee of Rs. 1, which is used for the work of the Association.
Any Farsi lady who sympathizes with the work but cannot take an active part in it, becomes a helping member, by
paying a monthly fee of Rs. 2.
Groups of two members each are told to visit specified chawls in certain streets at least once a week. Their duties
are:
To get parents to send their children to school, where they do not do so already, by impressing on their minds their
duty of educating them; and in cases where free schools are not within reach and the parents really unable to pay the
fees, to pay for the schooling as well as books from the Association funds.
Where the young girls have no definite duties at home, to induce them to join the work-rooms and put them in the
way of leading useful lives.
To find such service for their mothers as they can attend to with their own house-hold work, or supply them with
work which they may do at home.
To get medical advice for those women and children, who may be unable to go to work or school on account of
uncertain health; to induce them to go to hospitals, sanatoria or the Convalescent Home as may be necessary in order to
help them to get fit again for their duties; or to supply tonic or other medicines to such as need these only to set them up
again.
To try and get work-rooms opened in such quarters where there may be a large working population.
To take the women working in the work-classes and elsewhere out for a change and rest for a fortnight every year,
or to make arrangements for their so going out.
To give or to arrange for lectures and readings on moral and religious subjects once a week, in some central place in
Parsi quarters, and to encourage wholesome reading generally by lending good books.

The members meet on the first Saturday of every month to give an account of their work during the month, to
discuss difficulties and make plans for any special cases, etc.
There are twenty-two “working” and forty-five “helping” members in the Association now. It has been
gratifying to find Parsi ladies of all classes in sympathy with the movement. From all parts of the country they
have expressed their willingness to join, and even those who have not given their names to the list of members
have readily helped in various ways.
During the four years the Association has been in existence it has been able to do the following work:
Ninety-three children have been sent to school and their fees paid from the Association funds.
Eighty-two young women have been got to join the work-classes.
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Forty-six aged women were supplied with materials to make twine at home.
Fifteen young women were sent out to cooking service and to learn nursing in hospitals.
Sixty-five were given glasses for the eyes.
Nearly a hundred were sent to hospitals, sanatoria and the Convalescent Home, the largest number to the last
place. Of these some were broken-down teachers and others suffering from chronic fevers, weakness, etc. Most of
these were able to do work after some months at the Home.
By far the largest number, nearly four hundred and fifty persons, have been supplied with tonics and nourishing foods. Of these, here is just one example.
A poor mother with eight small children had long been ailing from some chest complaint. She received about
five rupees a month from the Parsi Panchayat, and on that miserable pittance and a little help from her widow
mother managed to live somehow with her children. The doctor advised that she needed Maltine with cod-liver-oil
and milk to strengthen her chest. We gave her these for two months, and as soon as she was able to get about
induced her to join the work-room. There, by degrees, she has been enabled to earn about Rs. 15 a month. Her
children have been put to school, but we have to continue the Maltine and the milk in her case, for those are found
to be most essential for her. She has been at the work-room for three years now, and works pleasantly chatting
with others all day and has nearly forgotten her old complaint and the old miserable days.
But the Association hopes to extend the scope of its work further. The present number of its working members
is insufficient to meet the demands on its activity. We want women of enlightenment, but of real sympathy for the
work and with those amongst whom they have to work, to join as working members; for, without this sympathy as
also some insight and understanding, it is not possible to do much good—and that way lies the danger of doing
harm to the cause.
After all there is no very great gulf between them and us, and as for certain virtues of natural kindliness of
heart, and a real greatness of nature, we have often found them surpass us. For, where we would hesitate and let
reason guide, they allow an impulsive kindly instinct to step in and act—which seldom fails to do the truest thing,
although the world may not regard it as the most correct one. In fact there is no such great distinction of class and
class among us as one sees in Continental countries, in Christian lands.
A Christian minister was once anxious to meet and see some of our poorest people. He was taken amongst
them, and was most agreeably surprised to find them so superior to the same class of people he had met with in
England and elsewhere. That coarseness of nature, and vulgarity of mind that leave their own indelible marks on
the physique were not discernible in these, nor could he see traces of any such inferior breeding in manners and
conversation.
One of the reasons why they are so superior is that until now we have not kept them apart as beings belonging
to a distinct or different order. Thank Heaven! We have no Belgravia, neither have we an East End.\fn
{Neighborhoods in London} We have honored and respected the god-given heritage of manhood and womanhood in
them, which no distinction of worldly estate could give or take away. For this reason we want members with
sympathy, women who can see beyond the surface-film and honor the nobility of a pure soul, so self-less and
loyal as we often find it, enshrined within the worn and weak and outwardly insignificant frame of many a
humble working sister.
Then we would extend the scope of our work so far as to be able to pay visits to the women’s wards of our
hospitals, also to girls schools, and widows’ homes, and the chawls and Parsi quarters we are not able to reach
now on account of the limited number of our members. The widows’ homes, especially, we should like to see
managed as such institutions are in European countries. Again we would have some more of such institutions
opened, where women could be engaged in such work as would in nowise injure their constitutions nor take them
away from their homes altogether to the detriment of home-life. The art of washing and dyeing silks could be
introduced with advantage for them. And above all we would that we might be able to instill into their minds the
nobility comprised in honest labor and in self-reliance, next to their reliance on their Maker. …
33.35 Excerpt from: A Garland From Great Women’s Life Histories: “Khana”\fn{by Bandaru Acchamamba (18741904)} Nandigama, Krishna District, Andhra Pradesh State, India (F) 3
… Years ago Khana acquired great proficiency in astronomy and astrology. She had won fame as a poetess and
her poems thrilled people of all ages, young and old. She was known far and wide through the country during her
lifetime. But since recording history is not the practice in our country, it has not been possible for us to obtain a
complete account of her doings and writings from any source. We have to regret this sorry state of affairs. We do
173

not know who her father and mother were; they both died when she was very young. We know that she was
brought up by a local person, one who was not an Aryan, who adopted her as his child. It was from him that she
picked up her knowledge and skill in the occult science. The story appears quite strange, but it is believed that in
ancient days, when urbanization was still on the distant horizon, the indigenous peoples were better informed than
the groups who were beginning to raise their heads at the time.
Khana was a smart and intelligent girl who did not spend her time playing games like the other children. In a
short period, she acquired a complete knowledge of astronomy! Her adoptive father admired her diligence and
taught her all that he knew in the subject. Thus Khana became skilled in a branch of knowledge that many people
shun. The intricacies of the subject were clear to her.
In the village where Khana lived, a Brahmin boy, Mihira by name, was also being brought up by another
family. The boy’s adoptive father also took care to train him so well in astrology that his was the last word on the
subject. When Khana and Mihira came of age, they were married with the blessings of their adoptive parents and
set up a home of their own.
Though we know nothing regarding the parentage of Khana, we know a little about the family roots of Mihira.
He was the son of Varaha, an astronomer royal and one of the nine great scholars in the court of the famous
emperor Vikramaditya.\fn{A note reads: Vikramaditya was a ruler of the first century B.C., of legendary renown for his charity,
patronage of learning, and association with the famed literary circle known as the nava ratna, or the nine gems.} Varaha was the
author of many great treatises on astronomy. When a son, Mihira, was born to him, he drew up the horoscope of
the child calculating the positions of the different planets following the mathematical rules for them. Due to an
unrecognized error that crept into his calculations, Varaha thought that the child’s life span would be only ten
years, though in reality it was a hundred years. Varaha reviewed his calculations a number of times. But because
of an obsession in his mind, he came to the same conclusion every time. He visualized the misery and sadness he
would suffer at the loss of his dear child after bringing him up affectionately for ten years, and he preferred to
abandon the child straightaway. Accordingly, the child was laid in a box and put into a flowing river. A family of
tribal people found him, adopted him, and trained him to be a master in their learning.
After their marriage, Khana and Mihira wanted to rejoin their elite Aryan community, and requested their
protectors, who also were the administrators of the area in which they lived, to permit them to do so. Their
protectors conceded the request, and chose a tribal woman as a guide to accompany Khana and Mihira, so that
they could safely cross over into the Aryan territory. They also gave rare and highly specialized books on
astrology to the guide, with instructions that she should observe the degree of skill acquired by Khana and Mihira
by applying suitable tests.
The guide was expected to bring the books back if she found the pair of young scholars fully proficient. If on
the other hand she found the training they had received defective, she was to give the books as parting gifts to
Khana and Mihira so that no deficiency would exist in their scholarship.
An opportunity to test their skills occurred just when the party was nearing its destination. A cow was about to
deliver its calf. With a view to testing the ability of the new scholars, the guide wanted them to predict whether
the calf to be born in a short time would be brown or white in color. Mihira made a quick calculation and declared
that the calf would be white. But in a few minutes the cow delivered a brown calf. Since the knowledge acquired
by Mihira was defective and incomplete, the guide presented the books to Mihira and left for home.
Mihira threw the books into the river, which they were crossing at that moment to get into the Aryan territory.
He thought in disgust and anger:
“If I have not acquired enough knowledge and skill after many years of training, the study of these books will
not help me.”
Khana could not prevent Mihira from throwing away the rare and precious manuscripts. But she did recover
two of the books; the rest were washed away by the current.
Mihira and Khana continued their journey and reached a village. King Vikramaditya was camping in the
village next to a forest, along with his party of hunters. Mihira met the king holding court, and exhibited his skill
and scholarship. Vikramaditya was pleased, and appointed him scholar to his royal court.
The hunting party returned to the capital. The king sent word to Varaha and entrusted to him the young couple,
who were to be his guests of honor till they could be accommodated in a fitting manner. Varaha accepted the
pleasant duty, and in a short time found out that the child he had abandoned years ago had come back to him as a
grown young man along with his scholarly wife. Thereafter Varaha, Mihira, and Khana formed a trio of scholars,
spending many sessions discussing problems in astrology and making many new discoveries.
Mihira was equal to his father in scholarship. His skills were recognized by Vikramaditya and by everyone else
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in the realm. Although she never made appearances in the royal court or participated in public discussions on
different scholarly subjects, Khana’s fame as a scholar also spread over the land. The daughter-in-law of Varaha
and wife of Mihira was a great astronomer in her own right, and when occasion arose, every scholar referred to
her as a rare phenomenon!
One day, King Vikrama became curious to know the number of stars in the sky, and posed the question to
Varaha:
“Count the stars in the sky and let me know their number.”
Varaha realized that he was facing an insurmountable problem, and though he attempted to refer to books he
had, he could not obtain the information. Counting the stars in the sky was plainly not possible! He consulted
Mihira, his son. His skill and intuitive ability too were of no use in finding a solution. The very thought that they
had to face the humiliation of admitting their ignorance made the father and son immensely dejected.
Khana politely asked them the reason for their dejection. On learning of the problem, she immediately set to
work. She worked for a little while and gave them the result of her calculations along with the basis of the
formula she used. They felt relieved and with confidence went back to the royal court.
Varaha surprised the king as well as the scholars who were assembled with the information he could furnish.
After the presentation, which stunned the court, Varaha paid a handsome compliment to his daughter-in-law,
whose scholarship was without match in solving this intricate problem. The courtiers assembled there also praised
the excellence of Khana’s scholarship.
Vikramaditya announced that she, a scholar of such magnitude, would adorn his royal court forthwith as the
tenth jewel, along with the nine scholars who were called the nava ratna of his court. She was requested to accept
the honor and to attend the court from the next day.
The royal orders created a panic in Varaha. He felt women should live a secluded, sheltered life in their homes.
Making their presence felt in public only degraded them. But if his daughter-in-law was not taken to the court, he
would have to face the fury of the king, so Varaha decided to put an end to Khana’s life, since he considered her
responsible for the whole predicament.
He ordered his son to cut Khana’s tongue off.
Mihira loved his wife and was not prepared to obey his father. Khana came to know of the predicament and
offered to let her tongue be cut off in obedience to her father-in-law’s order, and begged her husband to carry out
his father’s orders. Such self-sacrifice was possible only for Khana, and no one in history or in traditional
accounts is known for such courage. Mihira turned his heart to stone, and cut Khana’s tongue off. Khana left this
world after a short while only to become immortal.
There is another version of this incident.
According to a second version, Khana was the court scholar for some time. Her death, which came later, was
due to natural causes. No one killed her. This second account seems to be more plausible, since it fits into the
historical traditions of the period in which King Vikrama lived and ruled. Women did not live in seclusion at that
time. There is ample evidence for that. If life in seclusion was the custom of the age, would a king like Vikrama
appoint a lady as his court scholar? It is also difficult to believe that a loving husband like Mihira could be so
heartless as to kill his wife.
When we sum it all up we find many unbelievable aspects to this story. Even if we were to set aside all those
as fiction, we learn one indisputable fact.
We have many instances of women in ancient times who were interested in the study of astronomy as well as
astrology and acquired a proficiency of the highest order, surpassing all men. Khana is only one such person. This
example refutes all loose talk that, when compared to men, women are dull witted, weak minded, and endowed
with brains smaller than men’s in size. It is quite clear that all such statements are baseless, partial, and meant
only to boost men’s egos. Since women are brought up from childhood without any access to knowledge or
education, they only appear to be ignorant, whereas in reality none of them is so.
All of us must have observed that in childhood both boys and girls seem equally endowed with sensibility and
intelligence for their age. Though girls never lag behind boys in intelligence, the parents do not provide any
facilities for the education of their daughters, nor do they encourage the pursuit of knowledge. That is the reason
why most of the girls lapse into ignorance and sometimes even lose their inherent capacity to discriminate.
On the other hand, a boy who is dull witted as a child is put through the educational machinery and drilled and
grilled in many branches of knowledge. As a result, he becomes successful and earns a name while his elder sister,
who as a child was more capable but untouched by education, becomes a first-rate ignoramus. The same would
have been the result had the boy remained without education.
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The gap that exists between the intellectual abilities of men and women is entirely our creation. It is not a
result of a natural or inherent disability of girls. Therefore, we have no hesitation to affirm and conclude in this
essay that only if men shed their selfish and partisan attitudes and decide to educate and encourage in women the
desire to acquire specialized knowledge will women also display abilities equal to those of men, thus proving that
they are “better halves” not merely in name but in reality. …
1875

(176)—238.57 & 246.106 A. An Autobiographical Letter B. Excerpts from Vithalbhai Patel: Life And Times:
“Speeches Given In His Visit To The United States, November 1932-March 1933”\fn{by Vallabhbhai Patel (18751950)} “at his maternal uncle’s house,” Nadidad, Kheda District, Gujarat State, India (M) 2

† “Work is undoubtedly worship but laughter is life. Anyone who takes life too seriously must prepare himself for a miserable existence. Anyone who greets joys and sorrows with equal facility can really get the best
of life. … There is something unique in this soil, which … has always remained the abode of great souls.”†
A
The Editor has assigned to me one of the most difficult jobs which I have had to perform during a life of heavy
responsibilities of various types in different positions. Sitting in this city of weird mixture of the old and the new,
it is difficult to switch one’s mind back more than three scores of years and recall one’s life when one was a child.
As a child it always pays to be either the eldest or the youngest. As the eldest, a child is the center of paternal
hopes; as the youngest, he is the object of paternal affection. It is the privilege of the eldest to order about all his
younger brothers and sisters. As the youngest one has to wear the brunt of accumulated orders; but, at the same
time, unless one is particularly unfortunate, one gets accumulated blessings as well as showers of affection.
Having been born between these two extremes, I naturally had the usual independence, initiative and resources
of a middling. When the time came, I could exercise a will of my own. It was seldom that I had to take into
account the responsibilities which devolve upon the eldest child or the debt of affection which bends the back of
the youngest.
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*
My own view is that town life gives little scope for the display of all that is best in the child. It places
restrictions and limitations which retard his free growth, cramp his style and make his mind revolve in a narrow
groove.
On the other hand, in the open spaces of a village, one can see infinity. The growth of a child is on terms of
complete equality with his fellow-children. He has his share of the “black eye” like any others. He rolls on dusty
streets after a gentle or severe push as well or as badly as any of his equals or seniors or juniors in age. He is
pushed in the village pond with the same vigorous and unexpected wrap on the knuckles as any other child.
It was in this atmosphere of equal give-and-take that I grew up with all the zest in life that only a village child
can have and all that sturdiness and determination which grow out of a healthy atmosphere of dare-devilry and
juvenile buoyancy and of impish pranks, mirth and laughter.
*
As far as I can remember, I yielded to none in the captaincy of mischief or of sly attempts to hoodwink one’s
elders. As far as I can recall, however, it was almost always in a good cause—of course, a good cause from my
own point of view.
I took to studies as seriously as I took to play cheerfully. I had no patience with an indifferent teacher and
never spared a lazy one. As children we had our own methods of correcting our teachers and we fully exploited all
the subtleties of maneuvers which only children can.
I can vividly recall one particular incident. My teacher at school got annoyed because I persuaded the class to
make fun of him for being late. He prescribed a task for me as punishment. I came to school the next day without
my task being done, and the punishment increased double-fold for each day that went by until it was my task to
write out the sums two hundred times.
I wrote on the slate just the figure 200 and took it to my teacher with an innocent air. The teacher asked me
where the padas (in Gujrati that means both sums and buffaloes) were. I told him I could write only 200 when the
padas (buffaloes) ran away.
The teacher was all sound and fury. I was presented before the headmaster, who, instead of punishing me, took
the teacher to task for not knowing the correct methods of prescribing tasks.
*
They say, “Child is Father of the Man”.
I do not know how much of what I am I owe to those blissful days. I know this much, however, my
constitution today is what I built up as a child and the many qualities or defects of character which I might exhibit
today can probably be traced to the characteristics which I displayed when I was a child.
This does not, however, mean that I kept my development in a straight line. This can hardly be the case in a
life full of varieties and of different experiences. Many are life’s incidents which act as a corrective and lesson
which once learnt mould a person’s future in a way quite different from the past. I had my share of these incidents
and experiences, but, in the main, I am what I was or tried to be seventy years ago.
*
Even today in the midst of my onerous responsibilities and heavy preoccupations, I delight in the company of
children. That brings sometimes a ray of hope in the midst of surrounding gloom. A heavy laughter after the
perusal of a saddening report, and a relaxation during anxious hours,
Work is undoubtedly worship but laughter is life. Anyone who takes life too seriously must prepare himself for
a miserable existence. Anyone who greets joys and sorrows with equal facility can really get the best of life.
It has been my good fortune to have borne a temperament which adapts itself equally well to the most taxing
and the light moments. It was only some years ago that I used to wrestle and sport with my grandson. Even now I
indulge in less vigorous pranks with children who can afford to give me the benefit of their company.
It is only so long as a man can retain the child in him that life can be free from those dark shadows which leave
inevitable furrows on a man’s forehead. There is nothing more disgusting than perpetual pensive brows, or the
wry face of a curmudgeon.
*
They say, “Old age is second childhood.” I wish it were. The poet\fn{ Robert Browning, published in 1864} has said:
Grow old along with me,
The best is yet to be
The last of life, for which the first was made.
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So far as my own life is concerned, it is an open book. There are [a] few, however, who have known me as a
child [and] are yet alive. The words of those few are concealed in the wraps of distance and isolation from the
gaze of publicity; but, in so far as I am competent to speak for myself, I would much rather be a child 70 years
ago than myself in the year of grace 1949.
B
1
I am now speaking to my American sisters and brothers, the youngest nation of the world, and yet the most
daring pioneers of modem civilization who stand in the vanguard of present-day progress. I am in the land of
liberty, in the land of George Washington and Abraham Lincoln, the champion of individual liberty and the foe of
slavery.
I know that you are bound closely to Britain by ties of blood and relationship. Imperialism has been typical of
the old country, Britain, but it has always been against the free will of the people of America, and your National
existence commenced with your War of Independence against Britain. Your love of liberty is thus greater than any
sentimental allegiance you may owe to the past.
Therefore, I may speak my mind freely to you on the curses of Imperialism. It is a curse from which we in
India suffer directly; indirectly, the whole world suffers from it. It is a disease whose poison has been spreading
throughout the whole world. It is the cause of the world depression.
Let us take the most recent illustration of it. In spite of the protestations of comradeship between Britain and
America, in spite of the frequently expressed ideal of uniting the two great English-speaking nations of the world,
Imperialist fanaticism has just produced the Ottawa Conference.
The Empire Conference was surely not a happy family gathering. It was really the meeting of a War Council
planning ruthless economic war against their neighbors. At a time when every nation is suffering from the
prevailing economic upheaval of an unprecedented character, war and provocation to war have appeared at
Ottawa.. Our great textile, shipbuilding, and metallurgical industries are now no more. Not only has a country of
art, commerce and production become largely an agricultural country, but even agriculture itself has been placed
on a low level. By neglect and want of scientific agriculture, we have millions of acres that do not produce twenty
dollars worth of product per year.
We are the victims of ill-treatment, and insult and exploitation even in the self-governing British Dominions.
We are the pariahs of society, with hardly a right to any form of citizenship. We cannot acquire property even
through the legitimate means of purchase. We were taken across to do spade work for the white colonials and then
despised and cast out.
Foreigners have a hundredfold greater rights and security in the British Dominions than Indians. At various
international and inter-empire gatherings the British silence our real voice; they play our part to suit their own
ends. To the complete exclusion of any elected representatives of the people of India, the British officials trot
round a troupe of Indian sycophants carefully selected by themselves, at Geneva, at Washington, at Ottawa , and
even at the London Round Table Conference.
Even in this brief talk, I am most anxious to convince you that the root-cause of all the world’s ills at present
is imperialism. Naturally, Britain and other Imperialist countries would prefer our investigation to be misdirected
from their own guilt towards abstract monetary problems and questions of currency; I will tell you where, in my
opinion, the world is ailing. Come with me for a moment to my country. And just see the world from my window.
Through that window, I think, you will catch a glimpse of the basic cause of the low prices of primary
products. Can you wonder why the price of these primary products is so low? What is true of India is more or less
true also of the whole of Asia. Imperialism is thrusting a large section of the human race downwards. Imperialism
does not merely produce monetary poverty but death and degradation.
Our country, which was once proverbially rich, has now become lamentably poor. The loss of wealth to India
since the advent of the English is estimated by competent authorities to be more than thirty-thousand million
dollars. Pray understand that the struggle of India is not one of good rule against bad rule; it is not a struggle of
selfish jealousy. It is based on the primal law of the Nations, based on Nature’s own law of self-development and
self-preservation.
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It is not only our own well-being that depends on our freedom. Upon our liberty hangs the salvation of the
world.
2
America, this great power of the West, holds the key to the present situation involving world peace. She can
unlock the door to it, so to speak, if she will but use it. She should not look at the matter solely from her own
point of view, but should regard it from the point of view of world-wide humanity.
At the very time when England has acquired 100,000 square miles of new territory from the World War, she
turns on the United States and says,
“You Shylock.”
England says she intrudes in other lands for the good of other people. She is in Ireland for the good of Ireland,
she says. Likewise, she is in Egypt, Africa and other places for the “good” of those peoples.
But in President de Valera she has found a new problem, a big one; one that she cannot surmount. As regards
claims and debts from the Irish Nation in the shape of the so-called land annuities, de Valera says,
“Very well. We shall compare debts and credits. We shall do so before an impartial tribunal, not an English
one. We shall not only discuss the debts we may owe to England. But we shall determine the debts and the
certainty of paying them that England owes to Ireland.”
Brothers and sisters, I ask you: has the time not come when the world should look into this business of English
profits and claims of indebtedness? Shall we not all take this nation, England, to an impartial tribunal and there
ascertain which are the debtor nations and which are the creditor nations? That is the stand which America should
take.
For ten days I attended a Conference at Dublin with the principal leaders there, LeMass, de Valera, Kelly and
others. We talked about the annuities case.
We are far behind the advanced stage you have reached in Ireland. Within 18 months, the oath of allegiance
should be gone; the Governor-General is already gone; and with him will go the annuities. Then the Irish
Republic will be a fact. The removal of impediments are not an end in themselves. A united Ireland, and a free
Ireland, is the real end.
If at the next general election the Irish people gets squarely behind de Valera and give him the mandate, I have
not the slightest doubt that your beloved Ireland will be free. Free! Your dream will then have come true.
And now for disarmament. Unless the nations disarm there shall be no peace.. But, my friends, it is foolish to
talk of disarmament as long as empires exist. You know that no conquered people can remain for ever reconciled
to a foreign rule. Therefore, the conquering empire must remain armed.
Tripoli, Syria, the Philippines, Egypt, Manchuria must some time quarrel with their conquerors. But imperialist
nations like Japan, France and the United States must disarm as against one another before there can be peace.
But these nations will not disarm so long as Britain demands a monopoly of world trade. England wants a
reduction of belligerent navies. But she slyly says she needs enough navy of her own to defend 85,000 miles of
seacoast. But whose coast-line is it?
Is England prepared for disarmament? Indeed not! At the very instant when she signed the late treaty at
Washington she said:
“Our signature is conditioned on the continued integrity of the British Empire. Let one inch of that territory be
taken from us, and the treaty is at an end.”
*
Let me state a few of the facts in the Indian case. For 150 years England has occupied India. She has issued
laws there: no one shall possess a gun there without an English permit. She has effectively disarmed the whole
people.
Another thing: England keeps 60,000 British soldiers in India at all times. And see how well they pay their
representatives there. A Viceroy gets 5,000 dollars per month and an additional amount as allowance. Almost all
the high offices are reserved for the English people.
When you know that the average income of an Indian is four or five cents per day, you can see the injustice of
the condition brought about by the drain of these high salary taxes.
Again, 300 million persons in India have no occupation for eight months out of every year. In this country you
have the horrible situation of 10 million men out of work. In India we have 300 million unemployed for full eight
months per year.
179

Although the peasants are heavily taxed, 87 out of every hundred of those, that die there, die because they
cannot afford medical aid. Of every 1,000 babies born in India, from 650 to 800 die before they reach the age of
one year. In India there are 40 million persons who have only one meal a day.
In conclusion, I wish to thank you deeply for your interests in us, your kindness to me, and through me to the
starving millions of India. I shall carry away with me a most pleasant recollection of this meeting.
3
… The analogy of self-governing colonies such as Canada and … Australia and New Zealand does not and
cannot apply to India. The colonies were founded by Britain, while India was conquered. The original inhabitants
of Canada and Australasia were mercilessly exterminated, and the Anglo-Saxon elements—though largely made
up of poor white trash—have become the predominant settlers in these unpopulated regions.\fn{ This is a fragment of
a speech which was part of a debate between Patel and a former British Secretary of State for India broadcast throughout the United States.
Patel began with a detailed account of the evil consequences of the British rule and went on to make some revealing remarks on the
impossibility of conceiving India as a Dominion within the British Commonwealth }

No such ties of blood or race exist between India and Britain, as they do between Britain and its self-governing
colonies. The British army and navy, but for the name, belong as much to the colonists as they do to the British. In
India, it is different. The prosperity of the colonies is Britain’s prosperity, and vice versa.
It is therefore easy to understand a close inter-alliance and economic community of interests and a mutual
defense guarantee society among Britain and her colonies without clash of religion, race, culture, or the
destruction of cherished historical ambitions.
Indians are an alien nation with nothing in common with the British people. Their culture, language, religion,
and tradition are quite different from those of the British people. The economic interests of the two countries, too,
are wide apart.
England’s astounding prosperity of the last two centuries rested and can only continue to rest on our hunger, on
our premature death, on our physical weakening, on our illiteracy and darkness. India’s economic rise bringing
prosperity and happiness to her own children must reduce the British Isles to a second rate, overpopulated country
of coal-diggers, fishermen. and poultry farmers.
The Dominion Status card of England is a cardsharper’s false card in a pack. It is played to deceive the whole
world and to continue England’s domination over India. While the world permits itself to be fooled, it also permits
itself to crushed by imperialism and militarism.
There can be no normal industrial development in the world without total and universal disarmament. And
such a disarmament is impossible so long as England insists on retaining control over India. The liberation of
India is necessary as much for the world’s sake as for her own.\fn{ There followed some satire on the English method of
selecting Indians to “represent” India at British conferences and calling them the peoples’ representatives, and Patel wound up his argument
with:}

All this is no mere accident. Britain wants to mislead the outside world into believing that there is an
alternative to real independence, namely, Dominion Status within the Empire. Let the world realize once and for
all that there is no middle way between imperialist rule of one country over another, and unconditional
independence of the latter country.
263.50 Excerpt from A Look Before And After\fn{by Sailabala Das (1875-1968)} Calcutta?, West Bengal State, India
(F) 6
More than 50 years ago, there was no direct railway communications from Calcutta to Cuttack. In 1898,
B.N.R. was just beginning to start the railway bridges. Before the train service, we used to come to Cuttack by
seagoing vessels and steamers. The first train ran from Kolaghat to Jajpur Road Station. Passengers to Cuttack
used to come by steamers from Chandpalghat to Kolaghat.
Once I was coming to Cuttack. I left Chandpalghat by steamer and came to Kolaghat. It was the month of May
and very hot. I was dressed very simply in a plain white sari and had on a pair of slippers. My khansama and an
ayah were traveling with me. I found four Englishmen and two English ladies traveling in the same steamer for
Cuttack. The khansama of the steamer came and asked me if I would have my lunch after or before the
“saheblog” as they would not have lunch with me. I smiled and said I wanted no lunch.
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We arrived at Kolaghat where a train was waiting on the field. There was no building or proper station except a
kutcha house. Seeing the mentality of the Europeans in the steamer, I felt that I would have some difficulty in
getting a berth in the first-class compartment. So I sent my khansama ahead with my bedding and asked him to
spread it out on a lower berth in the first-class ladies’ compartment. It was eleven o’clock in the morning and very
hot. The train was a long way off and I asked my ayah to follow me with my luggage and I got into the
compartment before the others.
In the meanwhile, the chaprasis of the European officials brought down the luggage of their masters. Seeing
me in the compartment, the chaprasis said,
“Memsahibs would not like to travel with a native woman.” Another said,
“Let us wait till the memsahibs come.”
In the meantime, the memsahibs arrived with their husbands. The chaprasis told their difficulties and why they
had failed to put the luggage in. The gentlemen got quite red in the face, sent for the guard and asked him to turn
the native woman (me) out and to tell her to travel in the third class.
The guard was more polite and had better manners than the Englishmen, who happened to be officials of
Cuttack. The guard came to me and asked me to show him my ticket, which I did. He went back to the gentlemen
and told them that I was a first-class passenger and he had no right to turn me out. I did not mind being called a
“native woman”, for I am a native woman and am proud of it. But the way and the tone in which they uttered it
seemed like an insult, and I wanted to punish them. I told my khansama to change the two third-class tickets to first
class, and when he brought the tickets I sent for the guard and asked him to lower the upper berth of the other firstclass compartment where two other European gentlemen were sitting.
As this was the first train taking a trip to Jajpur Road, many gentlemen from Cuttack were also traveling to
Cuttack by it, and also an Indian regiment bound for Madras. They all stood in rows before the train to watch the
fun and to see who won the battle—whether a lonely native woman or the Europeans.
I told my khansama to go and sit on the upper berth of the next compartment with the Europeans. The man was
reluctant to do so. I threatened to leave him behind if he failed to take his seat. So he went and sat on the upper
berth with his legs dangling down and smoking a biri. My poor Madrasi ayah was made to sit on the opposite
berth of my compartment, leaving sufficient room for the ladies to share the berth with her.
Seeing my activities, the European gentlemen got desperate and felt their position most humiliating when
watched by hundreds of natives. They asked the guard again to turn us all out and make room for the Europeans.
The guard advised them to wait for the station master, who arrived just then. They told the station master to turn
the native woman out, who must be only a third-class passenger but was traveling in first class. The station master
came to me and saw the three first-class tickets. He asked me why I had changed the two servants’ tickets to first
class. I told him how I was insulted by the Europeans and so I wanted to teach them a lesson. They would not
only have to travel with a native woman, but a native woman’s servant, as they are servants of India. The station
master laughed and said,
“Serves them right!” Then the station master went to the European gentlemen and said:
“Sir, they are all first-class passengers and I have no right to turn them out. Please take your seats as the train
will be off in five minutes’ time.” He then gave the signal to the guard. The chaprasis were staggered to see the
helpless condition of their masters and mistresses, whose pride was lowered to the dust and they were made to
travel not only with a “native woman”, but with her servants.
The other passengers, seeing my victory, saluted and cheered me and went into their respective compartments.
The two English ladies asked my ayah to sit on the floor. My ayah was trembling and wanted to leave her seat, but
as my eyes were on her, she had to sit where she was. The European gentlemen rushed into the other compartment
and sat down on the lower berth. The wife of one of the gentlemen shouted out,
“Alec, Alec, my dear, see the feet of the native servant dangling just above your head.”
Mr. Alec left his compartment and came running into our compartment. I called for the guard and asked him to
turn the gentleman out as it was a ladies’ compartment and I strongly objected to his traveling in the same
compartment with me. So he was turned out.
At Kharagpur, the gentlemen came to their wives and told them who I was, having found it out from my
servant, and said that in India no one could have done what I did, and I did it because I was the daughter of Mr.
M. S. Das.
They got down at Balasore and I came home by a steamer. I told my father what had happened. He did not
approve of my putting the servants in the first-class compartment. A few days later, these officers came to the
Cuttack Club and they were found to be the district magistrate and the district judge of Cuttack. They were
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members of the club. Some of the members knew about this incident and spoke to them about their rude behavior
to me. They said they did not know I was the daughter of Mr. M. S. Das and apologized to Mr. Das for their
behavior. After that, we became quite friendly, and many a time they laughed over the incident with me and paid
compliment for my courage. Thus an unhappy affair ended happily.
*
At the beginning of this century, Puri was very different from what it is now. There were hardly any houses on
the beach, except for a few official bungalows. My father rented a house in Puri and I used to go to the place now
and then with my friends. In 1902, some friends came and stayed with me in Pun. It was the time of the Car festival
and there was a gathering of a big crowd of pilgrims. The crowd was greater than usual as this was the occasion of
“Naba Kalebar” for Jagganath.
Two days prior to the Car festival, my Hindu friends wanted to see the pilgrims and the temple and took me
with them. We arrived in front of the Sun Pillar of Jagganath temple at 10:30 in the morning. Several pandas
surrounded us and my friends got down and asked me to do the same. I refused. The pandas, looking at me, said,
“Mother, why don’t you come with us?” In reply, I said,
“Do you know who I am?” All of them said,
“Yes, you are Madhu babu’s daughter.” I said,
“I am a Christian. How can I enter a temple, for it is not allowed?”
They argued with me and persuaded me to come with them. Without giving a second thought to the matter, I
went inside the circle, formed with joining of their hands, in broad daylight though I was known to the police and
the pandas. At their request I went with them.
They took me inside the main temple, and I felt I was doing no wrong. The priest offered me holy water and
flowers, but this I refused to take and came out and stood on a platform looking at the pilgrims and listening to the
solemn music and singing. Seeing me standing on the platform, one babaji of Cuttack recognized me and cried
out,
“Madhu babu’s daughter is inside the temple! It is polluted!”
The pilgrims were enraged and some thrashed the pandas, who came running to me and asked me to say that I
was not the daughter of Madhusudan, but belonged to a doctor’s family. I refused to tell such a lie and disown my
father. I scolded the pandas for having brought me there. There was great commotion and I felt very nervous and
regretted having entered the temple.
I asked the sub-inspector of police, who was there and whom I knew, to take me out of the temple. He came
with half a dozen policemen and brought me out of the temple, and I saw the district magistrate and the district
superintendent of police on horseback with a dozen policemen in front of the Sun Pillar. Seeing me, the district
magistrate got down and asked me,
“What led you to enter the temple, Miss Das?”
I was told by him that as soon as I got inside the temple, the sub-inspector of police ran to him and informed
him of my entry. They got so nervous and worried that they came away at once, without having their breakfast.
He also said that if the mob had killed me, they would have been powerless to save my life. I did a wrong thing in
entering the temple, and he did not know what the consequences would be.
Returning home, I felt uneasy and sent a wire to my father to come to Puri. The next day, my father and the
commissioner of Orissa arrived. In the newspaper of Calcutta, it appeared that Christian ladies had entered the
Jagganath Temple and had sneered and jeered at the idol and that Hindus were not safe from Christians even inside
their temple. Pilgrims were greatly infuriated and a mob rising was feared and so on.
A telegram arrived from the Government of Bengal to the district magistrate asking him what force was required to
put down the riot. The officials were greatly troubled. I had a very bad time with my father, and was asked by the
district magistrate to write out a report of how and why I entered the temple and what actually happened. That report
was sent to the Government of Bengal.
My father went to the Raja of Puri and asked him whether he knew about my entrance into the temple. The Raja
replied,
“Yes, it was with my knowledge and consent that your daughter was taken into the temple. As soon as your daughter
arrived at the Sun Pillar, one of the pandas ran and told me about it and asked my advice. I thought many people
entered the temple who were not supposed to do so. I therefore gave permission to your daughter to go inside the
temple thinking no one would recognize her in the crowd. Besides, she is your daughter. You saved our temple and the
honor of the family and certainly we could not say ‘No’ to your daughter.” My father felt very bad on hearing this
and then went to the high priest, who also said,
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“I know about your daughter’s entry to the temple for I had asked the pandas to take her. She is your daughter.
How can we say ‘No’ to her? If she wishes to enter again, we shall allow her.” My father was very much
distressed, for he felt I had abused his influence and taken advantage of it.
In the local papers, it was out that when the Lord of Hindustan (meaning Lord Curzon) wished to enter the
temple and promised to pay all the expenses of the repairs of the temple he was not granted permission, yet a
Christian girl had been allowed to go in.
The poor pandas were fined. The temple and bhog were purified. Poor Jagganath had to bathe again and had
fever. So there was a few days’ delay in his departure to his Aunt’s house.
The Car festival was put off for two days. It was a great lesson to me, and since then I have never entered a
temple or mosque, not knowing what might come of it.
*
It is interesting to know that though Orissa in 1924 is backward in many respects to other provinces in India,
yet on some questions of women’s uplift movements, she has given a lead to India.
The credit is due, I am proud to acknowledge, to a woman of Orissa.
One day in 1925, I read in some newspaper about women honorary magistrates of Madras and Bombay. I did
not know at that time that they were only justices of peace and had no actual power to try any case. I said to
myself,
“Why should not our province have an honorary magistrate?”
To think was to act. I at once saw the late Dr. Sachhidananda Sinha, the then finance and judicial member of
the executive council of the Government of Bihar and Orissa, in connection with the question of honorary
magistrate. He asked me,
“Do you wish to be an honorary magistrate. If so, I can make you a real one.” I said,
“Certainly, I would like to be the first honorary woman magistrate in India.”
I was appointed in 1925. I ranked in equal status with the stipendiary magistrates in Patna. I first had thirdclass power, and after six months of my appointment, I enjoyed the power of second-class magistrate—and tried
all cases that are triable by a second-class magistrate. I refused to sit with any male stipendiary magistrates from
the beginning in order to learn work, so I sat alone. I had a furnished courtroom, a retiring room, and bathrooms.
A clock was put up on the wall of my room. I had a bench clerk and a chaprasi.
Some months I worked 22 days for four hours a day when second-class magistrates were on leave. In one year,
I tried 575 cases dealing with Indian Penal Code and district board, municipality, railway, motor vehicle, police,
and other by-law cases. Fifty per cent of my judgments were upheld in the Patna high court, and 25 per cent of my
judgments were modified, and 25 per cent in IPC cases were set aside.
I worked like a stipendiary magistrate to show the government that a woman was also capable of doing
executive services just as well as a man. Even when I had third-class power, I tried the cases of juvenile offenders
by the order of the district magistrate. That was the privilege I enjoyed from the very beginning of my
appointment.
The first day when I took my seat in the court, I felt quite an important person, seeing that lawyers were in my
court. I did not feel nervous or show my ignorance in law. I was determined to learn from them in trying by-law
cases. I found that poor people were often prosecuted, whereas the gentry escaped from being punished. I asked
the prosecuting officer one day,
“How is it that poor men are always prosecuted? Do not the rich commit the same offence? If they do, then
why are they not prosecuted for breaking laws? Are they exempted?” He said,
“No, your honor, if you give me the orders, I shall have them prosecuted.”
I told him that he should do his duty irrespective of persons.
*
One day, I went to the house of the then chief justice. The wife of the chief justice told me that the police was
becoming a nuisance and did a most daring thing in stopping the car of the chief justice in front of the Korwali
police. She asked me in an aggrieved voice,
“Have you ever heard of such an incident anywhere?” I laughed and asked her,
“What was wrong with the car?” She said,
“There was nothing wrong seriously, only one of the lights was bad.” I asked her,
“Why are you finding fault with the police? It has only done its duty.” She asked,
“Did you give the orders?” I replied,
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“Not exactly to stop the chief justice’s car, but all cars that break the rule of the Motor Vehicles Act.” She
laughed, very much amused, and said,
“You wicked person, you wish to punish the chief justice?” In reply, I said,
“I will consider it an honor to punish him—for it is privilege that no one will ever have.” She asked,
“Is the Chief to stand in the box of the accused in your court?” I laughed and said,
“Oh, no, but if he does, it will enhance the importance of my court. Send your driver and it will be all right.”
Then she asked me,
“Will you fine him?” I said,
“Yes, if he admits his fault. He will be fined the maximum since being the chief justice he should know the
law.”
Just at this time, the chief justice came in and said to me, “I am glad that you have plenty of courage. You will
do much good in the town,” and paid me a great compliment.
*
I shall narrate a few more incidents of my activities for you, my readers, to see that during my honorary
magistrate-ship, though I punished my friends, officials, and non-officials, yet none of them ever showed any
displeasure. On the contrary, I was appreciated by them and they encouraged me to do my duty on my various
activities, wherever the government was pleased to appoint me.
During my court life, I found poor people really harassed by the rich and suffering the most. Here, I shall give
you an example.
A very poor man was prosecuted by the chairman of the district board for occupying district board land. The
accused was so poor that he could not engage even a mukhtar to take up his case. I took pity on him and made a
local investigation and by referring to old maps and other documents and making old people of the locality as
court witnesses, I found that the rich man’s claim that was supported by the chairman, was false. As the case was
instituted by the district board, I ordered that the compensation of Rs 60 should be paid to the accused by the
chairman of the district board, and made the chairman responsible for compensation in order that in future better
care may be taken and a proper examination of the evidence available be made if case should be examined by the
chairman before he sanctions prosecution.
This case created a great sensation. The district board went up to the high court—but lost the case. I was
overjoyed when I came to learn about it.
*
During my stay in Patna, I did many daring things, but not as daring as that which I am going to narrate here—
and I escaped from being punished.
One day in Patna, I was asked by Mrs. Hassan Imam to come to her house immediately. I went there and
found the room full of influential Congressmen of Patna, who asked me,
“What has occurred in the jail this afternoon?” I replied,
“I do not know anything.” Mrs. Hassan Imam said,
“You are a jail visitor. You should know what is happening there.” I said,
“My duty was to visit the jail once a month to see the female prisoners. So naturally, the daily happenings
in the jail are unknown to me.”
Then someone said that I must find out what happened in the jail that afternoon because they saw the
police and military entering the jail that afternoon and soon after, heard the report of firing inside the jail.
They thought that many of their relatives, who were arrested and in the jail, were killed, and I was asked to
bring some information about them and their safety.
I explained to them why it would be impossible for me to bring them any news as I would not be allowed
to go to the men’s side. They would, however, take no excuses from me and thought I was the only person
who could get some correct news from the jail by seeing the political prisoners myself and so must help them.
Something within me stirred and I decided to take up this job and do something. I said,
“Very good, I would try to do it, even if I am arrested.”
Next morning at 9:30 a.m., I entered the jail. The outer compound of the jail was full of motor cars, ekkas,\fn
{Light, two-wheeled one-horse one-passenger carriages used in India:W } and a crowd of people. They cheered me as I entered
as the news had leaked out that I was going to the jail to find out all about the firing. The jailer was there, and I
asked him to come with me to the female ward. We went together. I told him that I would also like to go to the
Congress prisoners and whether he would take me to see them. He emphatically said,
“No!”
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I did not worry him further with any questions or requests. During my visit to the female prisoners, I gathered
from the jailer the position of the tents of the political prisoners, and after leaving the female ward I made my way
towards them. The jailer got nervous. He was watching my movements.
I first went to the carpet department and from this to the oil department. Then I went straight to the Congress
camp with the jailer. He was greatly troubled and did not know how to stop me from visiting these prisoners as it
would mean his dismissal from service. I, however, paid no heed to his pleadings, but just walked on.
When the Congress people saw me, they came out of their tents and cheered me saying,
“Miss Das ki Jai.”
They were greatly surprised to see me there with the jailer. They stood around me and I asked them to tell me
what had happened in the jail the previous day and whether there were any casualties among them. The jailer
forbade them to answer any question of mine. I told them not to obey the jailer but to tell me frankly all that
happened as! had to tell their friends who were anxious and wanted to know the truth. The poor jailer was dumbfounded at my daring, but could do nothing.
The prisoners said there were no casualties, and I asked for the cause of the firing in the jail. They said that
when the superintendent came to visit them, they refused to say “Sarkar Salam”, only saluted him. This enraged
the superintendent and they were asked to keep to their cells the whole day. They refused to do so, but they were
forced to, and in trying to do this, the police used lathis\fn{Thick bamboo sticks used for beating people, normally to quell
rioting:H} and fired some shots. Several of them were injured, but no one had died.
I spent about 10 minutes with them and gathered the information I required. The jailer was greatly disturbed
and was actually trembling. I told the jailer he could only forcibly eject me by an order from the magistrate and I
would take the consequences, but must gather the information I wanted before leaving the jail. I asked him to take
me to the hospital where the injured men were.
He refused, but followed me silently. I assured him that I would take all the responsibility of my action and
that he would not be dismissed.
I entered the hospital and found 20 injured men bandaged and in bed. The injuries were not serious. They
also told me the same story. I scolded the students for breaking jail rules. I asked them whether they were
comfortable, and when they said they were, I left them and came to the office.
When the office window was opened, I found 2,000 people waiting outside. I came out, stood on a
platform, and told them that there were no deaths but only slight injuries as a result of yesterday’s affair. They
then quietly dispersed, believing my statement.
I came back to the office and phoned the Hon. Judicial Member, who was an Englishman, and asked to see
him at once to speak to him on a most important matter in connection with the jail. He told me to come at once.
When I entered his office, he smiled and asked me what the matter was. I narrated all that I had done that
morning inside the jail, how I had disobeyed the jailer and gone against his repeated requests. I said that I knew
there was great excitement in the city and there was fear of a disturbance unless they had some authentic news
about the happenings of yesterday. At the request of influential Congressmen, I promised to bring in news and
pacify them, and with my bold action I managed to pacify the crowd outside the jail and sent them away quietly.
Then I said that as I had broken the rules, I was ready to face the consequences, and requested him not to punish
the jailer for my action. He smiled and said,
“Miss Das, you have done a most daring thing. No man would have done what you did, and I, on behalf of the
government, thank you as you have managed to avert serious trouble by the mob.”
So ended my activities. Think and tell me, my readers, can I or anyone else dare to break the jail rules?
Congressmen never thanked me for the daring work I did for them, whereas the then government made me a jail
visitor so long as I stayed in Patna. What a difference?
*
That night, my father, Mahatmaji, his secretary, and some others were sitting on a carpet in our drawing room
and talking. I was also present there. Mahatma addressed me and said,
“I came specially to Cuttack as your guest, for I want a favor from you.” We looked the surprise we felt. Then I
said,
“I will certainly do what you want me to do if I am able.” He said,
“In Patna, in Calcutta, and even in Cuttack, those who know you have told me that you are the person who can
help me, so I want your help.” I said,
“I am much honored because of your confidence in my ability, but I am sorry I cannot give you my promise
until I know the nature of the work and of my ability to do it.”
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But he was adamant and said he was sure I could do it for him. He said,
“I want you to take up charkha and introduce it to the ladies of Orissa.”\fn{ The charkha is the domestic spinning
wheel of India. Ghandhiji made it into a symbol of non-violence, encouraging women through British India to spin their own thread and
weave their own clothing (the cloth thus produced was called khaddar), as part of his campaign to boycott British-made clothing in his
efforts to destabilize the British Administration of his country and hasten the movement for independence from British rule:H }

With folded hands, I begged him to excuse me as I would not be able to make it a success. He asked,
“Why can you not make it a success, when everyone says you can?” I answered,
“Unless I put my whole heart and soul into the work, I cannot make it a success.” He asked,
“Don’t you believe in the charkha?” I said,
“No, the charkha will never bring salvation to India or solve its economic problems. But it is good for the
cultivators. They can grow cotton in their own fields and can make their own dhotis, saris, and gamchas.\fn{Sweat
towels, often worn just on one side of the shoulder, though its appearance varies from region to region:W } But the middle and rich
classes will never take to it.” Then he asked me again,
“If you do not believe in the charkha, why are you wearing a khaddar sari?” I replied,
“You are our honored guest. I do not wish to appear before you in any sari which will be repugnant to your
eyes.” He asked,
“Am I to understand that you will discard khaddar as soon as I leave your house?” I said,
“Yes.”
He kept quiet for a minute or two. Everyone present was surprised at my boldness. Then Ghandhiji said again,
“Very well, now I shall ask from you another favor. Will you do it?” I said,
“Unless I know what it is, it is very difficult for me to say whether I shall do it or not. I cannot deceive you by
saying I will do a thing which I never intend to do.” He then stretched his hands and said,
“Give me all your saris.” I said,
“Please excuse me, I am sorry to refuse you again. For I know you will burn all my saris. I do not wish to
make a bonfire of my saris. They have not hurt me, and my lifelong policy is ‘Waste not want not.’” He said,
“I shall give you a dozen fine Bezwada saris every year as long as I live.” I said,
“I am sorry, the proposal does not tempt me. If you are so anxious not to use foreign things, why are you using
motor cars, medicines, watches, etc.? They should be discarded by you. But under the circumstances, we cannot
do so.”
Gandhiji did not like my answers. He said,
“In ancient India, a host and hostess would give anything to a guest, and you cannot give your saris to me.” I
said,
“We are not in ancient India. Our ideas have changed under British rule, and we have adapted ourselves
accordingly. We are used to so many things that we would find it difficult to give them up. If you want me not to
buy any foreign things, I am willing to promise.'
Gandhiji did not appreciate my remarks. He turned to my father and said:
“You hear how your daughter talked to me.” Then he addressed me and said:
“I want you to become a member of the Congress.” I said,
“I shall be pleased to become a Congresswoman when I shall believe in Congressmen and Congress policy. I
shall let you know, and come to your ashram at Sabarmati.”
I asked him to pardon my bold remarks. He left our house the next evening saying that I would be welcome to
his ashram whenever I came, but I never had the pleasure and honor of being his guest at his ashram.
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78.162 & 241.63 1. An Unfortunate’s Heaven 2. Excerpt from Srikanta\fn{by Sarat Chandra Chatterji aka Anila Devi
(1876-1938)} Devanandapur, Hughli District, West Bengal State, India (F) 9
1
The wife of Thakurdas Mukherjee was elderly. When she was stricken with fever she died after an illness of
only seven days’ duration. Mr. Mukherjee was the head of a highly successful paddy business. His four sons and
three daughters, their children, the sons and daughter-in-law, gathered and it was almost as though some festival
was in progress. All the village came crowding to see the pomp of the funeral procession. The weeping daughters
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painted their mother’s feet with thick red lac and powdered the parting of her hair heavily with vermilion. The
daughter-in-law anointed her brow with the paste of sandalwood and dressed her in an expensive sari. With the
ends of their saris they reverently took the dust of her feet for the last time. What with flowers, vases, incense,
perfumes, garlands and noise the funeral did not seem to be an affair of sorrow. It was more as though the mistress
of the manor was once again, after fifty years, setting out for her husband’s home. Old Mukherjee took a last
farewell of the companion of all his days with a composed countenance and, wiping away a few secret tears,
sought to console his sorrowing daughters and daughters-in-law. Shouting out the name of God, Hari Bol, so
loudly that the early morning sky was stirred, the entire village accompanied the procession.
The mother of Kangali followed it also, from a distance. She was taking several egg-plants she had plucked
from bushes in her courtyard to market when she met the procession. It was such a spectacle that she could go no
farther. The market and the egg-plants were both forgotten. She followed the funeral to the cremation ground,
wiping away her tears as she went. The cremation ground was on the bank of the Garur river at one end of the
village. Wood, sandal-wood, ghee,\fn{Clarified butter.} honey, incense and whatever else was necessary had been
taken there the night before and was in readiness. The mother of Kangali, being low-caste, stood on a high mound
a little apart and watched the proceedings with wide-eyed interest from start to finish. She was a Duli\fn{A note
reads: inferior caste among Hindus whose chief occupation is to beat drums.} and did not dare approach closer.
As the corpse was lifted on the high broad pyre she caught a glimpse of the painted red feet of the old lady. She
was so pleased she felt tempted to run up and wipe a drop off to put on her head. Tears rolled from her eyes when,
amidst a mighty shouting of the name Hari, the sacred fire was set alight by the son. Over and over again she
murmured to herself, “O fortunate mother! You are on your way to Heaven. Bless me that my pyre may also be
set alight by my Kangali! Fire from the hand of a son! It is not a small thing. You depart leaving everything bright
in this world, husband, sons, daughters, grandsons, grand-daughters, servants, and maidservants!” She was so
overcome her breast rose and fell with emotion. So much good fortune was more than she could conceive of. The
smoke of the pyre cast blue shadows as it rose, spiraling into the sky. She thought she saw a small chariot in it
quite distinctly. Pictures decorated the wheels and about the roof were twined vines and leaves. The face of the
person sitting in it was not visible but there was vermilion in the parting of her hair and her feet were painted red.
Tears were pouring from the uplifted eyes of Kangali’s mother when a boy of fourteen or fifteen pulled at her
sari and asked, “Why are you standing here, Mother? Aren’t you going to cook our rice?”
The mother was startled. She looked around. “I’ll be cooking it presently, my dear,” she said. “Look, look, my
baba, the Brahmin mother is riding up to heaven in a chariot!” Pointing upwards, she exclaimed excitedly.
The boy looked up with surprise. “Where?” Scrutinizing the sky for a little while he said, “You’re crazy. That’s
smoke!” Angrily he went on, “It’s already noon. Don’t you suppose I get hungry?” Noticing the tears in his
mother’s eyes he added, “The Brahmin lady is dead. Why should you cry for her, Mother?”
The mother of Kangali pulled herself together. She felt ashamed of weeping at the cremation ground for a
person who was nothing to her. She wiped her eyes at once and tried to smile lest some misfortune befall her son.
“Why should I cry, my dear,” she said. “It’s only that the smoke has got into my eyes.”
“Huh! Only smoke! You were crying!”
His mother did not protest. Taking him by the hand she went down to the ghat and bathed. After Kangali had
had his bath she took him home. She did not see the last stage of the cremation.
*
The Dispenser of Divine Law often, operating through the ignorance of parents, not only mocks us in the
naming of children, he protests strongly. Children’s names deride them all their lives, even unto death. The life of
Kangali’s mother was brief but it was at least spared this divine taunt.
When she was born her mother died and her father in his anger named her Abhagi or The Unfortunate. Her
father spent his days catching fish on the river and without a mother Abhagi scarcely knew the difference between
day and night. It was a miracle how the tiny girl survived to be the mother of Kangali. The man she married was
named Rasik Tiger. The tiger had another tigress and when he left the village with her Abhagi stayed on with her
bad luck and her baby son.
The boy was now on the threshold of fifteen. He had just begun to learn cane-work. Abhagi could hope that her
troubles would come to an end after another year or two of battle with fortune. No one but He who had brought
her into her trouble knew how hard it was.
When Kangali came back into the house after washing his hands in the pond after his midday meal he found
his mother putting the leavings away in a covered earthen jar. “Haven’t you eaten, Mother?” he asked in surprise.
“It is past noon, dear. I’ve lost my appetite.”
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The boy did not believe her. “Huh. You’re not hungry? Let me see the jar.”
Kangali’s mother had used that excuse so often he refused to give in until he had seen the jar. There was
enough rice in it for another serving. He went and sat in his mother’s lap with a happy face.
Boys of his age do not usually do that but he had always been delicate. He had never played with boys of his
own age. His games were confined to his mother’s arms. He wound an arm around her neck and laid his face
against hers. He started. “Mother, you are hot. Why did you stand in the sun to see the cremation? Why did you
bathe afterwards? Did you—the burning—.” His mother anxiously covered his mouth with her hand and
remonstrated.
“Shame on you! It’s a sin to talk like that. The dear good mother rode up to heaven in a chariot.”
Her son was skeptical. “You say so, mother. But does anyone go to heaven riding in a chariot?”
“I saw it myself, Kangali,” answered his mother, “the Brahmin mother sitting in the chariot. Everybody saw
her red feet.”
“Everybody?”
“Everybody.”
Kangali leaned against his mother’s breast and thought. He habitually believed his mother, he had learned from
babyhood to believe her, so now when his mother said that everybody had seen this startling event, he found no
reason to disbelieve her. After a moment he said slowly,
“Mother, you too will go to heaven? Bindi’s mother told Rakhal’s auntie the other day that there is not another
woman as good and dear as you in the Duli quarter.”
His smother was silent. Kangali spoke on in the same slow way. “So many people asked you to marry again
when father left you but you said no. You answered that when your Kangali grew up your troubles would be over.
Why should you marry again? Yes, mother, where would I have gone if you had married again? Perhaps I would
have died of starvation long ago.”
His mother clasped him to her breast. It was true. So many had advised her to marry again. She had refused.
Pressures had been applied. When she remembered it all the tears came to her eyes. Kangali wiped her tears away
and asked, “Shall I spread a quilt, Mother? Will you lie down?”
His mother said nothing. Kangali spread a mat on the floor, laid a quilt over it, took a small pillow down from
the rack suspended from the rafters upon which the bedding was kept, took his mother by the hand and drew her
gently toward the bed. “Kangali, you need not go to work today,” she said.
The idea of not going to work pleased Kangali but he said, “They won’t give me the money for my tea unless I
go.”
“Let it go. Come here, I’ll tell you a story.”
No other bait was necessary. Kangali lay down beside his mother at once. “Tell me the story about the prince,
the minister’s son and the winged horse.”
Abhagi began the tale. It was a story she had heard innumerable times from others and told as often herself.
But in a few minutes the prince and his friend, the minister’s son, were left behind and she found herself telling a
story she had never heard from anyone, a creation of her own. The higher her temperature rose, the faster the
streams of hot blood pulsed through her head, the more she went on weaving a magic web of new fairy tales.
She did not stop, nor did she break off anywhere. Kangali’s small figure thrilled again and again. Hugging her
tightly around the neck as though he wanted to hide in her bosom, Kangali clung to her in amazement and fear.
Outside the house the sun sank and the day came to an end. The pale shadows of evening thickened and grew
large but no lamp was lit in the room, no one got up to attend to the last duties of the householder. Through the
deepening darkness the ceaseless murmur of the ailing mother fell like manna on the ears of her son. The story
she told was the story of the funeral and the cremation, the story of the chariot and the painted feet and the
journey to heaven. She told how the grieving husband had taken his last leave of his wife, how the sons carried
their mother’s body away to the accompaniment of god’s name, Hari. And she told how the pyre had been set
alight by the woman’s son. “That fire, Kangali,” she said, “was not common fire. It was God, himself, Hari! The
smoke that rose and filled the sky was not ordinary smoke; it formed the chariot, the heavenly chariot! Dear
Kangali Charan, my own dear son!”
“What is it, Mother?”
“If you set alight my pyre like the son of the Brahmin mother I too shall go to heaven, my dear.”
“Hush!” said Kangali. “You must not say that.”
Perhaps his mother did not hear him for she went on speaking with her hot panting breath. “Then no one will
be able to despise me as low-caste. No one will be able to push me aside as unlucky. Oh, if the fire is set alight by
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my son the chariot will have to come!”
Laying his face against hers the boy pleaded brokenly, “Don’t talk like that, Mother. Don’t say such things. I’m
terribly afraid.”
His mother said, “And see, Kangali, go and bring your father. Let him allow me to take the dust of his feet for
the last time and let him take a last farewell of me like the Brahmin. Paint my feet with lac and put vermilion in
my hair. Who will do it? Won’t you do it, Kangali? You are my only child, my son and daughter in one, my all!”
As she spoke she pressed the boy to her breast.
*
So the last act of the drama of Abhagi’s life moved on to its close. There is not much to enlarge upon , it is so
slight. It ended in the same small way it had begun. It is doubtful whether it lasted a full thirty years. There was no
kaviraj\fn{A note reads: Ayurvedic physician or Vaidya.} in the village; the nearest one lived at a distance. Kangali went
and begged him to come, groveling at his feet. At last he pawned a metal jug to obtain a rupee to pay him. But he
only gave him three or four pills and the pills required many things with them, khol, honey, dried ginger, the fresh
juice of basil. Kangali’s mother was annoyed. Why had he pawned the metal jug without asking her? Taking the
four pills she lifted them respectfully to her forehead and threw them into the fire, saying, “:Perhaps this will cure
me. No Bagde or Duli was ever saved by medicine.”
Two or three days passed. The neighbors heard of her illness and came to see her. All had unfailing remedies
like water in which a deer’s horn has been powdered, or licking burnt chalk rubbed into honey. Work called them
away again. When Kangali became anxious and flustered his mother drew him to her and said, “The kaviraj’s pills
were useless. What’s the good of more medicine? I’ll get well by myself.”
Kangali wept and said, “You didn’t take the pills, Mother. You threw them into the fire. How can anyone get
well like that?”
“I’ll get well by myself. You ought to boil some rice and eat something. I’ll watch you.”
Kangali set about cooking for the first time in his life. He could neither drain the water off the rice properly nor
serve it. The fire he made would not burn, the water boiled over and raised smoke. The rice scattered over the
floor when he tried to pour the water off. His mother’s eyes filled with tears. She tried to get up herself but she
could not hold her head erect and fell back on the bed. When the boy had eaten she drew him close and tried to
instruct him. Her voice was faint and when it stopped the tears poured from her eyes in an uncontrollable stream.
The village barber, Ishwar Napit, knew how to count a pulse. He came the following morning, felt her pulse,
sighed deeply, looked grave and at last shook his head and left. Kangali’s mother understood but she was not
frightened. “Can you go to call him now, my son?” she asked when the barber had left.
“Whom?”
“Oh, that—person who has gone to live in the other village.”
Kangali understood. “Father?”
Abhagi said nothing.
“Why should he come, Mother?” Kangali asked.
Abhagi herself was very doubtful, still she said slowly. “Go and say that your mother would like to take the
dust of his feet.”
Kangali prepared to leave at once. His mother caught his hand and pleaded, “Cry a little and say your mother is
dying.”
She paused and went on. “On your way back stop in at the barber’s. Beg his wife for a little red lac, Kangali.
She’ll give it to you if she knows it is for me. She loves me very much.”
Many loved her. Kangali had heard the names of the things she wanted so often from the very beginning of her
illness that he set out in fear and trembling.
When Rasik Duli arrived the next day Abhagi was not fully conscious. The shadow of death lay on her face
and her gaze had passed into some unknown realm. “Mother! Mother dear!” Kangali called, “Father has come.
Take the dust of his feet.”
Perhaps his mother understood, perhaps she didn’t. Perhaps her accumulated longing stirred her dimmed
consciousness with the force of a traditional custom. The woman, already embarked on death’s journey, put out
her limp arm uncertainly and opened her hand.
Rasik stood there stupidly. He could not imagine that the dust of his feet could be necessary to anyone in the
world, much less that anyone should want it. Bindi’s aunt was present.
“Give it to her,” she said, “Give her a little dust from your feet.”
Rasik came forward. He broke down and wept as he gave dust from his feet to the wife he had not given love
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in her lifetime, nor food, nor clothing. He had never even made any inquiries about her and now she was on her
death-bed.
“Such a good, dear woman,” said Rakhal’s mother. “How did it happen that she was born a Duli and not a
Brahmin or Kayasta! Do something for her now. She seems to have died in order that Kangali might light her
pyre.”
We do not know what the god of poor Abhagi’s bad luck had in mind but the words struck home in the heart of
young Kangali.
*
The day passed and part of the night. Kangali’s mother did not wait for the dawn.
She left the world while it was still night. Who knows whether there are arrangements in heaven for the chariot
to come for people of low caste or whether they have to grope in the dark?
In the courtyard of their little shack grew a bael tree. Rasik borrowed an axe and began to hew it down. But he
had scarcely struck a blow before the landlord’s durwan\fn{Gatekeeper.} ran up and hit him across the face. Taking
away the axe he cried, “Is this your father’s tree? Why are you cutting it down?”
Rasik stroked his cheek and Kangali, on the verge of tears, protested: “Durwanji, my mother planted this tree
herself. Why should you hit my father without any reason?”
The Hindustani durwan swore at him and would have beaten him had he not been sitting beside his mother’s
corpse. He could not touch him for fear of pollution. The shouting attracted a crowd. All agreed that Rasik should
have asked permission before starting to chop the tree down. People pleaded with the durwan, begging him to
give the necessary orders. Everyone who had come to see Kangali’s mother during her illness knew of her last
wishes.
The durwan was not a fellow to be easily appeased. Waving his hands and waggling his face he let them know
he was not to be taken in by their cunning. Adhar Ray, the gomasta,\fn{A note reads: agent; rent collector.} was his
superior. While people expostulated in vain with the Hindustani Kangali ran breathlessly to the office. He had
heard that the subordinates took bribes but he felt that if such a great injustice was brought to the notice of the
gomasta it would certainly be remedied. Alas for his inexperience! He did not know the Bengali zemindar\fn{A
note reads: feudal landlord.} and his men. In his grief and excitement the newly orphaned boy went straight upstairs.
Adhar Ray had just emerged from his morning refreshment and worship. Surprised and angry he demanded,
“Who are you?”
“It’s me, Kangali. The durwan has struck my father.”
“That’s right. Hasn’t the haramjada\fn{A note reads: lowborn; term of abuse.} paid his rent?”
“No, it’s not that, Babu Mashay,” Kangali explained. “Father was chopping down a tree—my mother has died
—” he could not repress his tears.
This crying and fuss in the morning annoyed Adhar Ray exceedingly. The wretch had touched a corpse before
he came! “Go downstairs!” He was angry. “Your mother has died, you say. Ho, who’s there? Sprinkle some cow
dung water in this room!”
Alarmed, Kangali descended into the courtyard. “We’re Dulis,” he said.
“Dulis!” Adhar Ray exclaimed. “Then what will you do with wood?”
“Before Mother died,” Kangali said, “she bade me to get wood for her cremation! Ask the people, Babu
Mashay, she told everybody she wanted to be cremated. They all know.” When he tried to speak of his mother the
memory of her begging and pleading came back to him so strongly he felt his voice would break apart.
“If you want to burn your mother, pay five rupees. That’s the price of the tree. Can you?”
Kangali knew it was impossible. He had just seen Bindi’s aunt pawn the brass cooking pot for a rupee in order
to buy the other things that were needed for the funeral. “No.” He shook his head.
Adhar twisted his face unpleasantly and repeated. “No. Go and bury your mother then in the sandbank out in
the river. I’ll know whose tree your father dares to touch with his axe. Idiot! Unlucky devil; Hatabhaga
nachchar.”
“Babu, the tree is in our own courtyard,” Kangali said. “My mother planted it herself.”
“Planted it herself! O Panre, throw this fellow out by the scruff of his neck.
Panre gave him a blow across the shoulders, saying a word that only the servants of zemindars can bring
themselves to pronounce.
Kangali stood up, dusted himself off, and went slowly away. He could not understand how he had offended or
why he had been beaten.
The conscience of the gomasta was not indented by a single mar. If he had had such a conscience he would not
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have held his job. “Paresh,” he said, “look and see if the fellow has any rent outstanding. If he has, attach a fishing
net or something else as security. The haramjada may run away.”
*
It was the day fixed for the sradh\fn{A note reads: shraddha: ceremony performed for the soul of the dead, accompanied by
feasting.} ceremony of the old mother at the manor house. The preparations for it were being made in a manner
befitting the status of the mother. Old Takurdas had just returned from the inspection of them when Kangali
presented himself. “Takur Mashay,” he said, “my mother is dead.”
“Who are you? What do you want?”
“I am Kangali. My mother bade me make a fire for her.”
“Well, go and do it.”
The incident at the office was already well known. “Maybe he wants a tree,” someone said, and related it.
Mukherjee was surprised and annoyed. “Now just listen to that! I’ll need so much wood myself day after
tomorrow. Go away, go, there’s nothing for you here, nothing.” With this he turned away.
Bhattacharya was making out a list nearby. “Since when have you Dulis started cremating your dead?” he
asked. “Light a little fire for her face and bury her.”
The Mukherjee’s eldest son happened to hurry past at this moment. Hearing what Bhattacharya said he
remarked, “Nowadays they all want to be Brahmins or Kayasthas,” and went about his business.
Kangali did not ask any more. During these two hours of experience he had grown old in the ways of the
world. Slowly and in silence he went back to the side of his dead mother.
They dug a hole in the sand and laid Abhagi in it. Rakhal’s mother struck a match to a bundle of straw which
Kangali held in his hand, and led him up to the grave. He held it to his mother’s face and then threw it away. All
together they covered her with sand, effacing the last traces of the unfortunate woman.
While the others busied themselves with the work Kangali sat apart, staring at the thin spiral of smoke that
wound up into the sky from the burning bundle of straw.
2
… That which made me lose my consciousness and lie in bed was not chicken-pox, but fever of a different
kind. There must have been a high-sounding name for it in medical science, of which I was not aware. On
receiving the news, Piyari came with her son, attended by two servants and a maid. Having rented a house that
very day, she shifted me there and collected around me all sorts of physicians, good and bad. She did the right
thing. Otherwise, even if nothing had gone wrong, the glory of the patience of the readers of Bharat Varsha would
have remained unknown to people. In the morning Piyari said:
“Banku, my boy, don’t delay any longer, I reserve a second-class compartment this very morning; I don’t dare
to keep him here even for a moment.” Banku’s eyes were still heavy with slumber. With his eyes closed and in a
muted voice he said:
“Have you gone crazy, mother? How could you move him out?” Piyari laughed for a while and said,
“Better get up and wash your face and eyes, then we will think over the problem of shifting. My sweet baby,
get up.”
At last Banku had to get up from bed, wash his face and eyes, change his clothes and go to the station. The day
was about to break; nobody else was in the room. I called her softly,
“Piyari!”
Towards the head of my bed another bed had been placed. Perhaps out of exhaustion, she was lying on it with
her eyes shut. She woke up with a start and bent down towards my face. In a tender voice she asked,
“So you have woken up?”
I was all the time wide awake. Caressing my forehead with anxious care, Piyari said,
“The temperature is now very much lower. Why don’t you try to sleep a little?”
“That I have been trying to do, Piyari,” I said. “How long have I been suffering from fever?”
“It is thirteen days,” she replied; and then, very much like a wise old woman, she said, solemnly,
“Please don’t call me by that name any longer. You have always addressed me as Laxmi; why don’t you do so
even now?”
During the past two days I had regained full consciousness and I remembered everything. I said,
“All right.” Then, collecting all the thoughts that I wanted to convey, I said,
“You are trying to take me away from here, but I don’t want to give you any more trouble; I have troubled you
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enough.”
“Then what do you propose to do?”
“I think as I feel now, in about three to four days’ time I shall almost come round. You better wait for a couple
of days and then go home.”
“Tell me, what would you do then?”
“Well, something will happen.”
“I know something will happen,” said Piyari, and she smiled. She came up and sat in a corner of the bed, and
then, silently looking at my face for a while, she smiled and said,
“I know in about ten to twelve days’ time, if not in three to four days, you will come round, but tell me
precisely what time you will get over your real ailment.”
“What do you mean by real ailment?” Piyari replied,
“You feel one thing but say quite another thing, and do yet another thing—this has always been your malady.
You know that I will not be able to keep you out of my sight for at least a month; yet you will continue to tell me,
‘I have given you enough trouble, you had better go.’ If you have, my kind lord, such tender feelings for me,
please don’t behave like an ascetic—you don’t know what trouble you have given me by putting on the garb of an
ascetic. When I came to see you, you were lying unconscious on the ground on a piece of torn rag. In dust and
slime your head had grown matted hair. Rudraksha beads were tied all over your body. On your hands were two
brass metal rings. O my mother, how I wept to see it all!”
Hardly had she uttered these words than tears welled up in her eyes. Wiping them off hurriedly with her hand
she said,
“Banku asked me, ‘Who is he, mother?’ I said to myself, ‘You are my boy, how can I narrate it all to you, my
son?’ What a day of anxiety I passed through! My God! What fateful day did we meet at the primary school! The
sorrows you have given me, no one else has ever given to anybody in this world—nor will anyone ever give.
Chickenpox has broken out in this town. I shall have to thank my lucky stars if I can safely get away from this
place with all my people …” She heaved a sigh, while uttering these words.
On that very night we left Ara. A young physician accompanied us up to Patna with his medicinal equipment.
*
After arriving at Patna, in about twelve to thirteen days’ time, I almost came round. One morning as I loitered
from room to room in Piyari’s house, I was somewhat upset to see the type of furniture in her rooms. It is not that
I had not seen the like of it before. The materials, of course, were good and very costly, but in this Marwari
locality, in the company of these rich and half-educated fashionable people, how could she be content with these
commonplace goods? Earlier I had seen such houses; but this had no resemblance to any of them. Entering those
premises I had wondered how the inmates could live there even for a while. In the midst of their chandeliers,
lamps, pictures, wall-decorations, mirrors and glass cases, instead of pleasure, one had the fear that there might be
little space for breathing. Many gifts and offerings, made by other people with obligations or affection, often
crowded and bristled in these places to give you the impression that even the donors were vying with one another
here, out of envy and jealousy, to secure a place for their own individual gifts!
But I did not see in this house even a single redundant object. Whatever I saw here had been collected by the
owner of the house for her own personal use. It was quite apparent that not a single item there was in excess of
her own requirements, to override her own tastes and inclinations in order to parade the leering desires of others.
Another thing drew my attention. In the house of such a well-known nautch\fn{Dancing} girl there were no
arrangements for musical performance anywhere in the house.
Moving from one room to another I stood in front of a corner room on the first floor. That this was the bedchamber of the nautch girl became quite clear to me as soon as I looked into the room. Yet, what a difference it
made between what I had imagined and what I saw before my eyes! I found nothing tallying with my imagination.
The floor was of white marble and the walls were all creamy, white and shiny. There was a bed on a small wooden
cot in a corner of the room; a few saris hung from a wooden stand and behind it was a steel almirah.
There was nothing else. I fought shy of entering the room with my shoes on. Leaving them at the doorstep I
entered. Perhaps out of exhaustion I had come to sit on her bed. Had there been any other place to sit, I would
have used it. A large neem tree had almost covered the front window. A gentle breeze was blowing through that
tree. I had become a little absent-minded, looking in that direction.
Startled by a pleasing sound, I saw Piyari enter the room singing in a low undertone. She had gone to bathe in
the Ganges; on her return she had come to change her wet clothes in her room. She had not looked in my
direction. The moment she went near the wooden stand and picked up a dry sari I hastened to make my presence
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felt:
“Why don’t you carry dry clothes to the bathing ghat?” Piyari was startled to see me there and she could not
help smiling.
“I see, you have sneaked into my room like a thief and are comfortably seated! No, you need not go; please be
seated. I will change my clothes in the next room and come back,” she said, and with slow steps she went out with
a silk sari. After five minutes, she came back with a smiling face and remarked,
“I don’t have anything worthwhile in my room; then what did you want to steal from the room? Was it me, by
any chance?”
“You think I could be that ungrateful?” I asked. “You did me such a good turn, and I of all people should be
stealing you! How could I be that greedy?”
A pallor at once descended on Piyari’s face. I had no idea that my words could hurt her sentiments. I had no
intention of wounding her feelings, nor would it be normal, especially when I was planning to leave in a day or
two. To make amends for my unbecoming statement I forced a laugh and said,
“Does anyone ever come to steal one’s own belonging? Is that your level of intelligence?”
It was not easy to assuage her feelings. With a sullen face she said,
“You need not be grateful at all—that you could send me a message at that time was more than I deserved.”
I felt the growing ache of having spoilt her pure, freshly bathed, joyful smile on this sunlit morning. There was
a sweetness in that smile, the loss of which at once made it all too apparent. In the hope of regaining it, I said at
once in a repentant voice,
“Darling, nothing has been concealed from you—rather, you know everything. If you had not turned up I
would have perished in the dust and slime; no one would have cared to go so far as to send me to the hospital.
Since I was destined to live, I recalled what you once wrote to me in a letter,
If not on sunny days, at least during days of misfortune I should remember you.

I can very well understand that.”
“So, you can understand it?”
“Certainly.”
“So, it’s for me that you have got back your own life? I have no doubt about it,” she said.
“Then I can surely claim it as mine; what do you say?”
“Yes, you can,” she said, “but my life is such a trifle that you should have no temptation to have it.” At last
Piyari smiled and said,
“It’s good that you have finally realized your own worth.” But looking grave immediately after, she said,
“Let there be no jokes, now that you have almost come round. When do you propose to leave?”
I failed to understand what she meant. I looked serious and retorted,
“I don’t feel any urgency to stir out. So, I feel like staying here for a few days more.” Piyari said,
“But my son nowadays frequently comes here from Bankipur. If you stay long he might take it amiss.” I said,
“Let him think whatever he likes. You should not be afraid of him in living your own way of life. I am not
moving out early, leaving all these comforts.” Piyari said in a dry voice,
“How can that be?” Immediately after that she moved away.
*
The next day, in the afternoon, as I was lying on an easy chair, watching the sunset from the verandah facing
the western part of my room, Banku came along. So far I had had no opportunity of talking to him intimately.
Beckoning him to sit on a chair I asked,
“Banku, what do you study?” The boy was quite simple and good.
“I passed the Entrance Examination last year.”
“Then you must be in Bankipur College now?”
“Yes, sir.”
“How many brothers and sisters have you?”
“I do not have any brother, only four sisters.”
“Are they all—married?”
“Yes sir, it’s our mother who married them off.”
“Is your own mother alive?”
“Yes sir, she is living in our country house.”
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“Did she ever, this mother of yours, go to that country house?”
“Several times. She came back from that place about five to six months ago.”
“Does this not create dissensions at home?” Banku kept silent for a while and said,
“Let there be trouble. Because they have declared us outcastes, should we desert our own mother? How many
are lucky to have a mother like her?” I was almost about to ask,
“How did you come to have such devotion to your mother?” But I refrained. Banku went on to say,
“Now, you tell me, is there anything wrong with music and songs? My mother only indulges in those things.
She does not wash others’ dirty linen, does she? On the other hand, she provides for the educational expenses of
about eight to ten boys of those very people who are our enemies in the village. She also offers clothes and rugs to
so many people in winter. Is that a bad thing?” Banku continued enthusiastically,
“Then, please tell me, could there be a more notorious village than ours? Look here, only the other day our
new building was built of burnt bricks. Witnessing the severe water scarcity in the village ‘mother’ said to my
own mother, ‘Spending some more money, let me dig a pond.’ She did it at the cost of some three to four thousand
rupees. But the villagers refused to allow her to inaugurate the pond. Such excellent water—but no one would
drink it or even touch it, so notorious were these people! They were simply jealous that after all we had our
building constructed. Don’t you see?” I expressed my astonishment.
“How strange! They would suffer from severe water scarcity, and yet would not use this water?” Banku
smilingly said,
“That’s it. But how long could it continue? During the first year, no one touched the water. But now all the
lower-caste people are using and drinking this water—even the Brahmins and Kayasthas are sneakingly using this
water during the dry months of Chaitra and Baisakh. But still they have not allowed her to inaugurate the pond
ritually. Does it not cause a lot of mental suffering to mother?” I said,
“It’s like spoiling one’s own broth to give a foul smell to another man’s curry; it is nothing short of that,
indeed!”
“That’s it!” Banku said emphatically. “It’s a blessing in disguise to have to live a segregated life in such a
village. What do you say, sir?”
I only nodded appraisingly with a smile, in reply. I did not say anything distinctly positive or negative. But that
did not dampen Banku’s enthusiasm. I noticed how much he loved his step-mother. With a sympathetic listener at
hand, he got himself into a frenzy of praising her in endless words of adulation, making me almost feel uneasy.
Then all of a sudden it dawned upon him that so long I had not uttered a single word in reply to what he had
said. Feeling utterly embarrassed, he wanted to drop the issue and asked me,
“You will be here for a few days more?” I smiled and said,
“No, I shall be going away tomorrow.”
“You mean, tomorrow?”
“Yes, indeed, tomorrow.”
“But you are not yet physically fit. Do you think you have fully recovered from the disease?”
I told him how till this very morning I thought I had, indeed, fully recovered, but now, I felt I had not. Since
midday I had once again had that headache.
“Then why should you go soon? You don’t have any discomfort here.” Having said this he looked at my face
quite anxiously.
I also silently watched him for a while and tried to read his inner feelings; I saw that there was no attempt on
his part to conceal the truth. Yes, the boy fought shy, he even tried to cover up his embarrassment. He told me,
“Please don’t go now.”
“Tell me, why?”
“When you are here, mother is so happy!”
He blushed immediately after saying this and abruptly got up. I understood. The boy was simple, but not
foolish. I wondered why Piyari told me if I stayed there for a longer period her son might take it amiss. Now,
taking stock of the boy’s conduct and her statement, I felt I could understand the meaning of it all. By visualizing
this image of motherhood I came to draw a new lesson. It was not difficult for me to guess the nature of Piyari’s
heartfelt passion. It was, perhaps, no sin to imagine that she was in all senses independent in her life. Yet, the
moment she had voluntarily assumed the role of a mother to this poor boy she had fettered herself in so many
ways.
Whatever she might be, she would now have to accord herself the dignity of that motherhood. No matter how
much her unrestrained desires and chaotic urges might degrade her, she could never forget that she was someone’s
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mother. And in the tender devoted eyes of that child she could never disgrace his mother. In her dazed youthful
days of spring-time desires, someone might have lovingly called her “Piyari”. I do not know who he was. I was
now reminded of the fact that she even wanted to keep this name concealed from her son.
The sun set before my eyes. Looking in that direction I felt that my whole heart was melting away. I said to
myself, I could no longer minimize the importance of Rajalakshmi. Whatever distinctiveness our outward conduct
had maintained so long, whatever sweetness our affection had poured forth, that our mutual passion was heading
undeterred for a union, was beyond any doubt. But I could realize that it was impossible. All of a sudden the
mother of Banku stood between me and Rajalakshmi like the soaring Himalayas. I said to myself, tomorrow when
I go away from this place, let me not calculate the debit and credit account to keep something in the balance. Let
this, my departure, be real departure. Let me not leave behind any subtle bond of affection which might tempt me
to come back once again.
*
I was sitting there absent-mindedly. In the evening, as she was carrying the burning incense in a censer,
moving along the verandah to cross over to the other rooms, she stood almost startled and said,
“You must have had a headache; why are you sitting out in the cold? You had better go back to your room.” I
felt amused. I said,
“You make me wonder, Lakshmi. There is no cold here.” Rajalakshmi said,
“It may not be cold, but there is a chilly wind blowing. Is that any better?”
“No, you are wrong, there is neither any cold, nor any chilly wind blowing here.”
“I must be all wrong,” Rajalakshmi said, “ut there is no mistake about the headache—could you deny it? Why
not lie down for a while on the bed in your room. What is Ratan doing? Can he not find time to apply some eaude-cologne to your head? You don’t come across such lazy servants anywhere in the world!”
Uttering these words she hastily departed to attend to her work. Then Ratan came running. Feeling ashamed of
his conduct, he brought the eau-de-cologne and water and repeatedly expressed his sense of remorse; I could
hardly suppress my laughter. Gaining a little courage, Ratan said slowly,
“Do I not know that I am not to be blamed? But no one dares to say so to mother. When she is angry she finds
fault with everybody in the house for no rhyme or reason.” Out of curiosity I asked
“Why should she be angry?” Ratan replied,
“How would anyone know it? Rich people get angry over nothing and then also cool down for no reason. Then
the servants must bear it silently or they will have a hell of a time.” Pat came the query from the next room,
“Then, do I behead you, Ratan? And if you have such suffering in the house of rich people, why don’t you go
elsewhere?”
At the question from the mistress of the house, Ratan sat silently with downcast eyes. Rajalakshmi said,
“Then what is your job? When I learnt from Banku that he has had a headache, I told you that. And because of
that, at this hour of the night, you are giving me a bad name. You had better seek a new job elsewhere. You will
have nothing to do here. Do you understand?”
As Rajalakshmi disappeared, Ratan applied eau-de-cologne and water to my aching head and kept fanning it.
She immediately came back and asked me,
“Is it true that you are going home tomorrow?”
I had decided to go away, but I had no mind to return home. So I gave the answer a little evasively,
“Yes, I will go away tomorrow morning.”
“By what morning train will you go?”
“I will go out in the morning and catch any available train.”
“All right, let me send somebody to the station to collect a timetable.”
*
In due course Ratan left, after having done his job. Downstairs the hustle and bustle of the servants died down;
I surmised that everybody had gone to bed for the night.
But I did not have a wink of sleep. A thought haunted me again and again: Why did Piyari get so irritated?
What have I done to her that she should be so eager to see me off? Ratan had said that rich people have fits of
anger for no rhyme or reason. I do not know if this description applies to rich people, but I’m sure it does not hold
good for Piyari. I have many a time had enough proof of her self-control and intelligence. Even if I am lacking in
intelligence, my control over my passions is not any less than her own, nor less than anybody else’s. Whatever
feelings I may have in my heart, it is impossible to articulate them even in a state of frenzy. I do not recollect
having ever given vent to my feelings in my normal day-to-day conduct. If she had reasons to be ashamed of her
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own conduct, that was another matter. But she had no reason to be angry with me. So her indifference on the eve
of my departure gave me great pain.
Late in the night, all of a sudden, I woke up from my slumber and opened my eyes. I saw Rajalakshmi
tiptoeing into the room, removing the lamp from the table and keeping it under cover in a corner of the door. The
front window was open. She closed it and stood near my bed and pondered for a while. Then she passed her hand
through the mosquito curtain to feel my temperature on the forehead. She undid the buttons of my shirt and felt
the temperature of my chest time and again.
At the surreptitious touch of this woman’s fingers I felt uneasy and ashamed; but I thought, why should I fight
shy of the woman who had nursed me to recovery from my unconscious state? She then did up the buttons, and
spread the blanket, which had been displaced, up to my neck. After fixing the mosquito curtain to my bed, she
closed the door quietly and went away.
I saw everything, and I understood. I allowed her to go as secretly as she had come. But she hardly knew how
much she left behind on this desolate night.
I woke up in the morning with subdued fever. There was a burning sensation over my face and eyes, I felt so
heavy in the head that I had difficulty in getting out of bed. But I was determined to leave. I could no longer rely
on myself in this house, any time my self-control could give way. Not so much for my sake as for Rajalakshmi’s
sake, I would have to move out and leave her—there should not be the slightest hesitation in it,
I reflected on her conduct and felt that she had already washed away the stigma of her past life. All around her
now children gather to call her “mother”. I could not snatch her away from this blissful state of affection and
devotion. Will the story of this great and successful love remain inscribed in my own chapter of life? Piyari
entered the room and asked,
“How do you feel physically?” I said,
“Not so bad. I will be able to go.”
“Have you to go today, after all?”
“Yes, I must move out.”
“Then please inform me when you arrive at your place. Else, I will be very anxious.”
I was very moved by her unfailing attention. I immediately agreed and said,
“All right. I’ll go home, and as soon as I reach the place, I’ll let you know.”
“Please do,” said Piyari. “I will also ask you a few things in my letter.”
*
As I was getting into the palanquin, outside, I saw Piyari standing quietly on the verandah. What she was
experiencing in her heart I could hardly guess from her countenance.
I was reminded of Annada Didi. Years ago she also had stood silently and gravely like her on the last day. I
have not been able to forget that pathetic look in her eyes, yet I could not read in her eyes, then, the intense pathos
of the impending farewell. Maybe even today, in those deep dark eyes, there might be something similar, of which
I was not aware.
Heaving a sigh, I got into the palanquin. I felt that great love not only draws one closer to his beloved, but also
separates one from the other. No small affair could have moved me away from the well-being and prosperity of
the heaven of love and affection, that had been fortified by happiness and splendor.
The palanquin-bearers left for the station in a hurry. Again and again I muttered to myself,
“Lakshmi, my dear, do not grieve. It is all for the good that I am going away. I have no power to repay your
debt in my life. But let me not misuse the life that you have given me and bring indignity on you—even when I
am away, I will keep this resolve with me forever.” …
231.18 How To Establish Amity Among The Different Communities In Bengal\fn{by Anindita Devi (1876-1941)}
Calcutta?, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
A great man has said,
“National sentiment is but another name for the desire for unity.”
Its truth can be verified from examples provided by any progressive civilized race. This sentiment exists so
strongly among Europeans that the entire society becomes agitated by the murder of a missionary in a foreign
land, and the sun of freedom of that particular country may set forever as penalty for this single offence. Recently,
in this country, the government has had this to say about any political movement,
“These are the opinions of an educated minority to which you belong. This may not be the view of the general
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public.”
No representative can refute this courageously and the movement gets dissipated. The reason for this is lack of
unity. Not political movements alone but manufacture and industry come to nothing as a result of this absence of
unity. The scientists and historians of our country continually lament the lack of unity. If there had been
cooperation and solidarity among weavers, the ancient art of manufacture of cloth in our country would not have
come to such a sorry pass. Enterprises in the recent past, such as the manufacturing of matches in India, would not
have died an untimely death otherwise. Even a small task like the manufacture of a pin cannot be successful
without mutual cooperation. A country that lacks unity even with sufficient intellectual resources has to wait upon
others for everything. It remains indigent even with a fullness of natural riches. Bengal, indeed, the whole of
India, is an instance of this. The three qualities of love for one’s countrymen, resolution, and patience alone can
generate this necessary sentiment of national unity.
Even at the outset, unity cutting across communities seems to be a far cry in relation to Bengal. Where one
Hindu does not touch rice cooked by another, never forms marital relations outside the narrowest boundaries of
his small schisms, where the inhabitant of one region thinks of someone from a different region as a foreigner due
to ignorance of the language, and where people remain fragmented by their separate customs and rituals, the
dream of unity among different religious communities seems to be no more than an illusion. Even if we think only
of the Hindu community and of the differences with the shudras\fn{The untouchables} who are a part of this
community we feel appalled. Since the community lives together there is continuous possibility of tension and
conflict and yet the root to amity is closed because of discrimination. The hot climatic conditions do not allow
anything to solidify. From antiquity India has been known for its absence of unity, with the resulting long foreign
domination.
Whatever the adverse conditions may be, today all of us have been brought under the same shadow of British
power and we are all known as British subjects. Even if there were no other reasons, this factor might be a
powerful bond to unify us. The rise of the Congress\fn{ The Congress Party, the political movement which, among other things,
sought to unify the country in its political ideals, particularly concerning the colonial power:H } also follows from this, but if
people in all the provinces do not endeavor to be united in spite of the opportunity and if they do not forget
communal feelings then the existence of the Congress can hardly be necessary except for a few days every year.
The only outcome of this is to incur the mockery of foreigners. There is a Provincial Committee here but its only
function is the political agitation it conducts for a few days every year. The usefulness of this is not in doubt but
varied and consistent efforts are needed to unify all the people of the province.
We are talking about such efforts only in the context of Bengal,\fn{ A united province when this article was first printed
in 1898:H} but the same things may be applicable to other provinces and if efforts start in one province, others will
follow. How can we establish communal amity throughout Bengal! Political objectives may bring us close to one
another but the effect of social dissensions is not negligible. This is what must be removed; only then may we be
united even while retaining our separate religious beliefs. To realize this objective a great spread of education is
absolutely necessary and we have to establish a central organization in Calcutta for the propagation of broadness
of mind and fellow-feeling.
Branch organizations should be formed at the village-level. They must arrange for the propagation of Arabic,
Persian and Sanskrit and must induct people belonging to one religious faith to the scriptures, literature and
sciences of another religious faith. The broadmindedness of great linguists is ample proof of the positive effect of
having access to the high cultural texts of people belonging to different religions. Ignorance breeds all
superstitions, as education removes ignorance, and a shining picture of the joys, sorrows, aspirations and
greatness of other communities is imprinted in our hearts. How then can hatred and suspicion survive there?
If this sense of unity is inculcated among women through education, then each child will imbibe this lesson at
its mother’s breast. No other form of education can be compared in its depth and permanence with such a lesson.
As their ignorance is removed they will be able to refute the prevalent notion that women are opposed to all good
things and when they inspire their husbands, sons, fathers, brothers and other relatives to such unity how
enthusiastic they will feel. Not only this, they may themselves adopt some of the methods just mentioned to
establish amity with women from other communities in Bengal. This shall enhance their broadness of mind and
their wisdom. Other good qualities shall blossom apace, their multiplied experience shall add value to whatever
suggestions they may make.
Recently however, most meetings and speeches in this country are organized only for the people concerned to
make a name for themselves. The members do not practice what is announced in meetings. The audience takes
pleasure in listening to speeches but these speeches do not move them sufficiently to engage in action. Such
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lethargy spells doom for all meetings and movements which lose credibility in the eyes of ordinary people. They
think it impossible that anything worthwhile would emerge from them. The organization mentioned before must
achieve credibility through the steadfast endeavor of its members. Whatever you pronounce through speeches you
must fulfill in action. If we persevere with our efforts for a long time, maybe one day we shall be successful, and
the Bengalis fragmented hundredfold and bereft of power would perhaps be able to enlist their name side by side
with those of great and powerful nations. But that success is still a long way off.
263.56 Men And Women Should Have Common Goals In Life\fn{by Reba Ray (1876-1957)} Orissa State, India
(F) 1½
The aim of life consists in realizing higher goals. Every human being pursues some aim in life.
God has created human beings as the most evolved creatures. He has endowed them with intelligence and
knowledge to enable them to know what they should do and what they should not, and to help them define the
goals of their lives. By virtue of that intelligence and knowledge, human beings are able to deter mine their
future course of action. As their mind develops, their goals and aims are decided with the help of their
intelligence and knowledge. They consider it their chief task to achieve that goal as the principal way of
attaining happiness and peace in life.
Many people think of the goals of their lives in different ways. Some take earning money as the only goal and
work for it all their lives. Some take the acquisition of knowledge as the sole aim of their lives and pursue it.
Some others take bravery as their goal and annihilate innumerable human beings throughout their lives. They seek
to prove their strength and value in this manner and feel that their lives have been fulfilled.
But neither wealth, nor reputation, nor position—nothing is permanent in this world. It is a mistake to base
ourselves upon something that is not eternal, that does not do any good in this life and in the life after death, and
that does not bring any good to the soul, which is the higher goal of life.
Often, we do not know the real aim of our life and wish for transitory pleasures offered by the world.
Consequently we undergo pain and suffering. Many a times, we advance a little in order to do some work, and if
we meet a small obstacle, we consider our lives as futile.
But, it is utterly absurd to think that a developed being like Man should take leave of the earth, eating and
enjoying for some days the transitory pleasures of the world like an animal, without performing any higher deed.
There are obstacles at every step in this world. Life is a mixture of joy and sorrow. You cannot get happiness
without enduring sorrow. In this world, only a person who performs his duties, overcoming barriers and obstacles,
is really happy and enjoys a peaceful life.
This life is a terrible struggle and the world is a battlefield. If you want to be victorious in life’s struggle, you
have to be determined and have to stand in the battlefield displaying courage, striving hard, hold ing the sword of
duty. God has endowed us with knowledge, a capacity for knowing what we ought to do and what we ought not,
and given us strength in our hearts for our striving, enthusiasm and determination.
But, though we often know our duties, we refrain from performing them. Even if we know our duties and start
any work, it comes to an end in a couple of days. The reasons for it are the weakness of our heart and lack of
determination.
We have to surrender ourselves to that omnipotent God in order that the weakness of our heart would disappear
and we would be firm. Only a human being can solely devote his life to the achievement of his goal by becoming
firm, overcoming impediments and enduring sorrows and sufferings with patience.
He can realize that the chief aim of life is to perform righteous deeds. The main purpose of life is to dedicate
ourselves to the causes of noble deeds, laying our minds at the feet of the Supreme Being who is the embodiment
of all ideals.
Those who do not possess disinterested love for God and selfless and pure love for men and women of the
world, can never enjoy real happiness. On the other hand, in this world, the life of one who has learnt to love all
beings, high and low, who embraces the whole world with love, resting his mind at the feet of the benevolent Lord
of the Universe and who is always eager to attain nobility, generosity and largeness of heart in life, is
praiseworthy. He knows the real purpose and goal of life.
*
What is the goal of life, I ask. Not only men but women should also have this goal. If they had the same goals in
life, it would become easy to achieve the goals. Both nurses and doctors are essential for a patient’s recovery. Even if
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he receives treatment from a good doctor, his treatment would be of no avail if the nurse lacks intelligence,
knowledge, affection and patience.
Similarly, it is not that a man cannot achieve the goal of his life without the help of a woman. But he can never
attain wholeness unless two different things work together. If humility is coupled with devotion, purity is
combined with love, and generosity with honesty, a great beauty gets manifest.
Similarly, men alone may try their best to do good to the world, but their work cannot attain perfection
unless women assist them. Nobody should think that a woman is necessary only for procreation and worldly
life. This is not a modern idea. Even the Aryans who belonged to the ancient times, stated,
“Both of you, O husband and wife, perform religious deeds, attuning your hearts to the Brahma!”
And, as a priest uttered this great mantra, he offered the bride to her groom. The rishis had laid down the
rule that no bachelor could perform a libation/yajna or funeral rites and similar deeds. Here I cite another
sentence from the scripture:
“Whatever religious rites you perform, do it together with your wife.” I cite two more shlokas to explain that
a woman is necessary not only for giving birth to children and enjoying conjugal life, but also for assist ing in
higher deeds.
“Today the two of you are united by a sacred conjugal bond by the will of God. You perform religious deeds
together for the sake of winning the love of that God.”
“You two wholeheartedly surrender yourself to the supreme God, devote yourself to the cause of the good of
the universe and live an indivisible life for eternity.”
Indeed, without a woman’s participation, neither religion nor any other work can attain perfection. A
country is undeveloped when her women lack knowledge and religion and they are inactive. On the other
hand, a country is progressive where women are knowledgeable and religious. As a work cannot be done
properly with one hand, neither a woman nor a man can do any work properly without the other in this world.
In the absence of one, the other wanders aimlessly, and the goal of one’s life remains unclear. Thus, the
realization of the aim of life, namely nobility, depends on the coming together of men and women.
250.47 Recollections Of Social Progress In Gujarat\fn{by Lady Vidya Gauri Nilkanth (1876-1958)} Ahmedabad,
Ahmedabad District, Gujarat State, India (F) 2
We live today in an age of progress and the nation that does not keep pace with changing and advancing
civilization must fail.
Progress implies an objective which lies still ahead of us. The things that seem to us so desirable and that we
strive to attain today, soon become the things of the past. We pass them by and move on. Tennyson must have
realized this when he spoke of
the far off divine event to which the whole creation tends.

The very law of life is progress and no nation can stand still. If it does not advance however slowly, it must go
back.
The forward movement of the East in time past has been admittedly slow but in recent times there has been
real progress, the actuating force being the Great War. The war gave India an impetus and stirred her to new life.
India had taken a part. It was visible to even the most casual onlooker that old ideas had given way to new.
Changes which under normal conditions would have taken half a century to accomplish came in a few years,
especially did such progress show itself in the uplift of women.
However long before this, education had given a new outlook, and the most thoughtful Indians had realized that child
marriage, ignorant and fettered womanhood, down trodden untouchables, caste antagonism and such like, could not be
tolerated. The promoters of such modern ideas met with strong and organized opposition from the defenders of the status
quo who produced religious sanction for old custom from their Scriptures.
It might be said in exoneration of the orthodox party that their religion had so often been in danger that they
naturally suspected any departure from the customary path. Anti-reform campaigns were organized as a
safeguard to religious life and impediments were placed in the way of reform. Even great reformers like Baja
Ram Mohan Roy were looked upon as blasphemers against religion and as enemies not only of religion but also
of their country. Early marriage was supported on the ground that if girls waited to an older age it might lead to
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immorality. Parents were taken to task for delaying marriage beyond the time common to the community. In
some cases even, oppositionists forced parents to revert to an earlier marriage age than before.
When ladies of well-known families began to move in society with men, many newspapers predicted the rapid
dissolution of society into chaos. Those who contravened the dictates of the orthodox were often persecuted.
Those who crossed the seas were threatened with social ostracism and when they returned sometimes found
neither a home nor people ready to serve them. One pioneer, Mr. B. S. Salipatram Rupram, the first to go to
England in Ahmadabad, had to remain almost out-caste for 12 years. Marriages for the children of such modern
parents became difficult to arrange.
What a change now! There is hardly a caste or a community which is not protesting against early marriage. It
may be objected that this protest is a lip protest and is not followed up. But what is theory in India today becomes
fact tomorrow. It is a big advance that theory has been accepted and that gradually increasing numbers are putting
theory into practice. Even in remote villages there is a change in thought, and in large villages and towns a
practical demonstration of the acceptance of the theory is seen in the demand which is being made for girls’
schools, and there is not wanting opinion in favor even of sending girls to boys’ schools.
The number of school girls is in fact increasing by leaps and bounds, so that it would seem that the bar to
future progress will not be the will of the people, but the lack of educational facilities. In secondary and higher
education girls are doing well though yet in small numbers. Girls however are competing with their brothers for
the highest places in school and University examinations.
At Hingne, near Poona, a Women’s University has been started where a course of studies especially adapted
for women and taught in their own vernaculars has been introduced. This institution which is entirely Indian in
origin has branch schools at Baroda, Surat and Bhavnagar and a large number of girls attend them.
In other directions also progress may be noted. There is a great growth in women’s organized work. Women’s
Conferences and Associations all over the country are doing sound constructive work. Perhaps the most
remarkable feature in such movements is the unity of purpose which unites women of many different
communities in service for their fellow women. Such an organization as the Bombay Presidency Women’s
Council arose out of war work and helps now to give women valuable touch with organized social work in other
lands.
*
Gujarat was never under strict purdah, but in whatever form it existed amongst Hindus, it is fast disappearing,
and even amongst Mohammedan ladies there is a great change.
Amongst the ladies of ruling chiefs purdah was very strict in the past, but now many Ranis and Maharanis
have given it up and many more are likely to come out of it shortly. In Kathiawar and among the well-to-do
classes the custom of secluding women—not in purdah but in the home, and not allowing them to appear before
gentlemen of the husband’s family—existed. This custom too is dying out. Railways and outside contact with the
world have helped to remove this seclusion to a great extent. The institution of purdah is in fact doomed and if
social reformers launch out with decided initiative the opposition will not come from the women.
There is now no practical obstacle so far as sea voyages are concerned. Some may fear to face the ocean, but
few are now afraid of it on account of social difficulties. Almost every mail\fn{ Mail boat:H} carries Indians to visit
other lands, who return enriched by foreign travel. These are results undreamed of by the pioneers of social
reform.
Nor must we think that such changes affect only the higher castes. The untouchable and depressed classes are
rapidly awakening. What was at first suggested from without has now become a movement from within.
Even the widow’s lot has brightened very greatly. They too were a sort of depressed class. But now they are
permitted to remarry if they wish and many of them are becoming well educated and are training to be useful
citizens. Vanita Tishrams or Widows’ Homes are springing up everywhere to improve the sad condition in which
widows were placed by custom.
The social and educational progress of a country depends to a larger extent than is always realized on the
condition of its womankind. Te early reformers had the vision to see this and so they concentrated their efforts on
the emancipation of women. It is the results of their early efforts that we see today—women and men working
together for the emancipation of their sisters. This is a world wide movement in which the Indian women’s
movement finds its true place. Woman was made to be a helpmeet to man, but she can only be so if she possesses
true freedom and education.
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242.126 Excerpt from Eighty-Four, Not Out\fn{by Sir Raghunath Purushottam Paranjpye (1876-1966)} Murdi, nr. Dapoli,
Ratnagiri District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 18
1
Paranjpye or Paranjpe is one of the more common surnames among Konkanastha Chitpavan Brahmins who
have sixty such recognized surnames, though many new ones have been adopted in recent times on grounds of
location or personal peculiarities. Thus some families who were formerly Paranjpes have changed their surnames
to Mandlik or Dev. The name Paranjpye is said to be a corruption of Parayana-japye, and it occurs in the singular
as Parayana-japya in some old historical papers.
The original form of the name suggests that the Paranjpes were devoted to their religious pursuits, repeating
old sacred texts continually. Their main profession was agriculture, though some of them might have held
hereditary official priesthoods in some places.
All Paranjpes appear to have originally hailed from the village of Adivare in the Rajapur taluka of the
Ratnagiri District, and on special occasions in all families, following old religious customs, an offering ( naivedya)
is generally made to Mahakali, the Goddess of that village. I have myself not visited that village, but the custom is
still current in our family.
From that village they appear to have migrated to many other villages in Konkan, and later on to various places
above the Ghats when the Peshwas came into power; but no Paranjpe appears to have played any prominent part
in Maratha history, except perhaps Ramchandra Naik, whose career does not reflect much credit to the name.
The history of the Paranjpe family published in 1934 records 356 different Paranjpe families. These are not
definitely known to be connected with one another through a common ancestor, for each family can at the utmost
trace its ancestors up to about ten generations, and the founders of these families must have separated from one
another long before. The names of myself and my ancestors in ascending order are as follows: Raghunath,
Purushottani, Keshav, Vithal, Mahadev, Rambhal and Dadambhat. No further names can be traced, and these
names probably would take one back only up to the 16 th or 17th Century. We have fairly detailed knowledge of our
family from Mahadev downwards, and his descendants are now scattered all over Maharashtra, and are even
found outside.\fn{The author offers here the following note: “The name Paranjpe been transliterated into English in various ways. I
have seen it written as: Parajpe, Paranjpe, Paranjape, Paranjapye, Paranjpye, Paranjpay, Paranjpey. I myself used to write it as Paranjpe
during my College and University career in Bombay, but the University appeared at that time to have turned Paranjpe into Paranjpye as
the standard form of the name, probably at the instance of a well-known Professor of that name who was keen on Philology; and as my
University Diploma and Certificates mentioned me in this way, I accepted this spelling permanently when I went to England in 1896. All
Paranjpes, under whatever spelling, belong to the same sect of Chitpavan Brahmins.” }

2
My great-great-grandfather, Mahadev, appears to have migrated from Adivare and settled at Dabhol and
afterwards at Murdi, the village where I was born. His son, Vithalohat, was murdered at the village of Ilne where
he was apparently making preparations for establishing a well-organized colony. On a hill adjoining that village
one can still see huge slabs of stone cut from the hill, intended for the construction of the buildings he had
planned. His proceedings apparently irritated the local people, and he was attacked from behind while performing
puja at the local temple and killed.
His son, Keshav, my grandfather, was a very energetic man, and he bought a part of the village of Sheravli in
the Khed taluka where he and several of his descendants lived till recent times. He also met with a violent death at
the hands of some villagers. My mother, when she was told of occasional attacks against me in the newspapers,
used to warn me against doing anything that would displease people, for fear I might also meet with a violent end
like my grandfather and great-grandfather.
My grandfather had several children, of whom I personally knew seven, five sons and two daughters. My
father, the youngest of them, was about three years of age when my grandfather died. My father’s eldest sister was
Laxmibai Karve, the mother of Bharat-Ratna Dhondo Keshav Karve. Her husband was a resident of Murud
(Dapoli), but several of her children, including Dr. Karve, were born at Sheravli.
My father lived to over 80, and so did all his brothers and sisters except one who died at 56. My father, after
some years at another village, came to Murdi about six years before I was born. In this village the family had a
little estate consisting of about a bigha of garden land and some rice fields, the whole being sufficient to maintain
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a family if all the members took part in the cultivation. The garden plot was reclaimed from khajan land, and
during my childhood, I remember, our coconut and betel-nut trees were vigorously productive as they had been
planted on new soil.
*
Murdi is a small village of about 600 inhabitants and consists of three distinct parts. The main part is wholly
occupied by Brahmins (except for one Gurav family) comprising about 30 households, each with a garden; the
other two are hamlets occupied by Kunbis and are situated on small hills near the main village.
About half a mile from Murdi is the more important village of Anjarla, on the seacoast, with a population of
about 2,000. It is a small port, and to the south of it is a creek whose tidal waters come close to several of the
gardens of Murdi. The fine old temple of Ganpati on the top of a hill near Anjarla from which one can see the vast
expanse of the sea to the west, the sea-fort of Suvarnadurga near Harnai, the winding creek to the south, and the
hills all around, presents a magnificent spectacle.
3
My mother came from the Tilak family of Chikhalgaon and was a cousin, about four degrees removed, of
Lokamanya Bal Gangadhar Tilak. Her father was in the service of the Raja of Satara and was apparently not
present at the marriage of my parents in 1851, as my mother told me that she had been given away by a cousin of
her father. I do not know much about my mother’s family and in my childhood had only met one brother and one
sister of hers.
My father was born on the Dasara day of 1842 and my mother in the month of August, 1844, and were thus
nine and seven years old respectively when they were married. But no ill-effects of the custom of early marriage
were observed in their case, for they lived up to the ages of 85 and 97 respectively, and had thirteen children, of
whom nine reached adult age and had families. Five of us, myself, my two brothers and two sisters are still (1960)
living, and their ages are between 72 and 84.
Most people speak of the greater influence exerted by their mothers on their mental and physical make-up; but
I believe that in my case my father had much more to do with my mental development than my mother in the first
ten years of my life. Mother (Baya Tilak or Gopika Paranjpye) was so completely occupied with her domestic
chores and with the care of the six children that followed me, that, as I was sound of limb from my early years,
she was not called on to exert herself specially on my behalf once I was able to walk and talk. True, I inherited a
good deal of my physical health and mental qualities from her. She was hardy and able to bear a great deal of
physical exertion, and, except that her eyesight began to fail soon after my birth and was almost completely gone
for the last forty years of her life, she did not often suffer from any illness. Her mental powers were much above
the average and in spite of her failing sight, or rather because of it, her memory was extraordinary. If any new
person was mentioned in her presence, she could, within a few minutes, find from a few inquiries his exact place
in the world of her acquaintance.
I believe I have inherited this peculiarity of hers to a considerable extent, for, if I meet any new person, I am
never satisfied till I have properly located him on the map of my human world, which is of course of much wider
dimensions than hers. She never learned to read or write, but she had a wonderful memory and could correct her
sons if they made a mistake in the daily reading of Marathi epics. If she heard anyone reciting a new poem—of
course of a devotional nature—she would ask one of her sons or grandsons to take it down and so learnt it herself.
She was very quick at repartée and generally got the better of :an opponent. She was remarkably vigorous till she
had passed eighty-five, when her memory began to fail, but she could still recall old happenings or recite old
songs at the request of her children.
Four of her children died in infancy. Among her nine children who survived, her favorite was a daughter who
was somewhat weak and backward. I remember how when I was about ten or twelve I made a mock
apportionment of her affection amongst us, giving this particular daughter eight annas, 2nd dividing the rest of the
rupee into shares of four annas, two annas, one anna, two pice, one pice and three of one pie each, allowing
myself only one of these pie shares. She, however, retorted that I had more than an eight-anna share in my
father’s affection, in which I believe there was more than a modicum of truth. In her last years she was
affectionately tended by her youngest daughter. She died at Gimhavane, near Dapoli, on 24 th December, 1940, in
her ninety-seventh year, leaving over eighty direct descendants.
*
It was my father to whom I was more attached during the nine years I spent in my village and who had so great
an influence on my upbringing and character. He was very devout and religiously-minded, was always busy, and
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did not take part in village politics or intrigues. He hardly ever went to anybody’s house except on business, but
all villagers respected him and often sought his advice. He never missed his daily visit to the village temple, and
he performed all his religious ceremonies with real devotion and not merely for show. He kept the family accounts
scrupulously to the last pie, and these account books would serve as good material for a thesis on the economics
of a middle class Konkan family in the period 1870-1925.
He performed the pilgrimage to Kashi three times in his life. He used to recall with pride that on one of these
pilgrimages he met some young man in the train who in casual talk discovered that he was the father of the
Paranjpye who had recently become Senior Wrangler. He regarded him with reverence on that account and during
the whole journey ministered to his needs in many ways.\fn{ The author, of course, is referring to himself. The Senior
Wrangler is the student who achieves the highest overall mark among the Wranglers—those who gain first-class degrees through fiercely
competitive examinations in mathematics at Cambridge University in England. The distinction remains a considerable achievement; the
first recipient that I know of received this allocade in 1748:H }

He never read any newspaper, and he knew of what was happening in the world outside only at third or fourth
hand from talks with visitors. He knew intimately the Marathi versions of the Indian epics, however, and his talk
always bore traces of their influence. He generally instructed us in good principles through parables. No
newfangled inventions were permitted in our house, and kerosene lamps found a place in the house only after his
death; till then a flickering lamp fed on til or undi oil was the only light allowed. Ours was the only house in
Murdi or the neighboring villages where an itinerant Brahmin could get a free meal, and this practice had been
current in our family for several generations. He was always calm and even-tempered, was not at all
demonstrative, and bore all his troubles philosophically.
I knew he did not like my going to England for study, though he became more or less reconciled to it when he
heard of my success. Although he himself scrupulously followed the rules about food and drink in every detail, he
never asked me what I had done while abroad, though I suppose he suspected that I had not observed all the
injunctions. When I returned from England in December, 1901, I did not perform the customary prayaschitta as I
did not feel that I had committed any sin; he did not press me to do so, either, but during his lifetime whenever I
was at Murdi I always sat for meals apart from other members of the family. I never took part in any religious
ceremonies which he performed, but I gave him whatever money he wanted for the purpose. He died on
December 31, 1926, in his eighty-fifth year
4
I was the seventh of my parents’ 13 children and was born on February 16, 1876, at Murdi. My mother told me
that I was born with foot presentation. The woman who attended on her at the time announced that it was a fine
boy but stillborn. My mother protested that she could not be right and ordered her to “throw cold water over him,
slap him, and give him a violent shaking”. The woman did as she was told, and it was only then that I uttered the
first cry which so delights a mother. That is how I was ushered into this world.
A person born with foot presentation is believed to be able to cure lumbago by the touch of the foot that first
came out, and in my childhood my services were often requisitioned for this purpose, as I was the only person in
the village with this supposed gift. Many years afterwards I wrote to the eminent scientist, Sir James Fraser, about
this superstition, and he informed me that a similar superstition is current among several communities all over the
world.
Besides possessing the ability to cure lumbago, a person born in this way is also supposed to be peculiarly
liable to be struck by lightning; from my earliest days this fact was impressed upon me, and I was forbidden to go
out when there was thunder and lightning in the air. My reason tells me that there is no substance in this belief,
but still the impression has been so firmly fixed in my mind that there is an involuntary reaction whenever I hear a
loud peal of thunder.
As two children before me and one after me had died in infancy, I had no brothers or sisters of near my own
age to play with, and therefore I always followed my father as he went about his work in the garden or the fields
or the cattle shed. I thus came to learn a good deal about his daily chores and helped him in whatever way I could.
I feel now that this is the best kind of basic education that a child can get.
My father himself had never been to a school, but had learnt at home the three R’s and all that is required for
the management of a farm and a garden. It was considered the proper thing for a Brahmin to learn the Vedas and
other sacred lore, and my father’s elder brothers were well-versed in them. But as my grandfather had died when
my father was only three years old, he did not get the opportunity of learning the Rig Veda in his boyhood, and
this was a source of constant chagrin to him. When he was about 50 years old, his eldest grandson was sent to a
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Vedic school at Anjarla to study the Rig Veda, and my father then used to recite it with that boy, though, I believe,
he was never perfect at it. All religious festivals and ceremonials were meticulously observed in our family, and
whenever an erudite vaidik from Banaras or elsewhere visited Anjarla or Murdi, he and all the learned Brahmins
in our village were invited to recite the holy texts.
My father very much wanted me to become a vaidik Brahmin, but as the Vedas are not to be learned before the
thread ceremony, I was only given instruction in the three R’s by my father himself. I do not exactly know when I
began my first lesson on the dust board. I used to sleep with my father, a practice I maintained during his lifetime
even when I was much older. I remember how when my father woke up before dawn, I often woke up with him,
and how he used to trace the letters of the alphabet with his finger on my bare back so that I could recognize
them, and also made me trace them on his bare back. This is the way, I believe, in which I first learned my
Marathi alphabet, both in the Balbodh and the Modi scripts.
When I was entered in the second standard of the primary school at Anjarla at the age of six (Murdi had then
no school at all), I could write both Balbodh and Modi quite well and knew all the usual multiplication tables and
elementary arithmetical operations. All the family accounts were regularly maintained to the last pie every day,
and my father often used to make me write out these accounts according to his instructions; our family books
must contain specimens of my handwriting from the age of six to nine. From this practice I came to know the
prices of the farm produce we sold.
In the evening, after dinner, a chapter used to be read out every day from the Marathi versions of the epics,
generally by my father and occasionally by my eldest brother. When I had learnt to read I was also sometimes
asked to assist. Thus, the Pandavpratap, Ramavijaya, Bhaktivijaya and Shani-Mahatmya were all familiar to me
in my childhood. I also learnt the Rupavali (i.e., Sanskrit declensions) and the Shiksha from Ganeshshastri Pendse
of our village.
It was in the 4th Vernacular Standard when my thread ceremony was performed, and the question of
transferring me to the Vedic school at Anjarla was discussed; the primary school teachers argued, however, that, as
I was doing very well at school, it would be a pity to take me away at that stage. I, therefore, continued at the
primary school, and the idea of turning me into a vaidik Brahmin was finally given up.
5
The school at Anjarla which I joined early in 1882 was one of the best schools in the district. There were about
100 boys in all the six standards together, which were managed by four teachers. The lowest teacher received Rs.
5 per month and the Head Master, I believe, Rs. 25.
The teacher of the lowest class, Ganesh Narayan Shintre, was a very remarkable man, much respected by all
the people in the surrounding villages. He was also a competent Ayurvedic physician, and his services were
generally available gratis to every one. He was keenly interested in his work and in his pupils. When I returned
from England in 1901 and went to pay my respects to him, the first question he asked me was on the method of
solving a cubic equation. For, said he, in his student days he had learnt algebra up to quadratic equations, but his
teachers could not explain to him how to solve a cubic equation. After his death his old pupils and the villagers
raised a fund to perpetuate his memory, and about ten years ago an annex was added to the Anjarla school
building. I had the privilege of being asked to open it and name it after him.
*
I remained a student of this school for a little over three years. In May, 1885, my cousin, Anna Karve, came to
pay his customary visit to my father, his uncle. He had just taken his B.A. degree and was working in Bombay as
a part-time teacher in various schools and also as a private tutor. He had himself completed his education under
very great difficulties, and he had made up his mind to help others in their education. His life-long work in this
field, especially in the cause of the education of women, is very well known and has received enthusiastic
recognition all over India.
He noticed me when he was at our house and wrote down the English alphabet on a slate for me to master. I
did it in an hour or two, and when he was about to go back to his village of Murud late in the afternoon, he asked,
me whether I would like to go with him and learn English. I joyfully agreed and got ready—probably he had
already consulted my father about his taking me with him—and from that day until I had completed my education
up to the degree stage in Bombay and Poona, I was under his guidance.
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He bore all the expenses of my education, and any success that I may have achieved in life is entirely due to
Anna’s help, encouragement and example. I went to Murud with him and was entered in the fifth Marathi
standard of the school there.
Anna soon afterwards went back to Bombay. He, however, asked a friend of his, Krishnajipant Bagul, who
knew a little English, to teach me the first English book together with the first translation reader. I then lived with
my aunt, Anna’s mother, and have the most pleasant memories of my stay at Murud, which I came to regard as my
second home. I look upon this aunt as my second mother and consider her to be the ideal of an Indian woman,
simple, hard working and ready to be of service to everybody. About a year afterwards when I was in the sixth
(and final) Marathi standard, a friend of Anna’s, Mr. Vaman Balkrishna Joshi, was appointed a teacher in the
S.P.G.\fn{Society for the Propagation of the Gospel} Mission High School at Dapoli, and I was sent by Anna to live with
him and attend that school. I finished the first three English standards in 1886 and the fourth standard in 1887. I
was altogether about a year and a half at Dapoli.
*
The S.P.G. Mission at Dapoli was started initially after the great famine of 1876-77 for the benefit of some
children who had come under the care of the missionaries. A school was started for them, and this was gradually
raised to the status of a High School about 1887.
The Head of the Mission and the School was the Rev. Alfred Gadney, who lived there till the end of his life
and was solely responsible for the success of the school. He was a good Marathi scholar and was loved by all his
pupils and the people around. He bought an extensive property on some rising ground on the outskirts of the town
of Dapoli, and there constructed a building for the school. He planted a large number of mango trees in the
spacious school compound, and they are still yielding a fair income.
Although it was a mission school, there were no compulsory religious services for all the pupils, and only its
few Christian pupils were brought up under Christian influence. The school had a successful career under Mr.
Gadney, who devoted all his energies to it.
About 30 years ago, when Mr. Gadney had grown old, the Mission decided to close the school on the ground
that it was not serving its rightful object of propagating the Gospel. The Indian leaders of Dapo1i, however,
thought that it would be a great pity to close such a flourishing school which had so long served the needs of the
people in that taluka. They organized a society, the Dapoli Education Society, for taking over and continuing that
school.
The school is now conducted by this Society and has been named the Alfred Gadney High School to
commemorate the services of Mr. Gadney. I was for five years President of the Society. The school has been
recently selected by Government as a multi-purpose school with agriculture as one of its main activities. It has
vastly improved its accommodation and equipment, and is now one of the best schools in the State.
6
After completing the 4th English standard at Dapoli, Anna took me to Bombay early in January, 1888, and I
lived there with him for four years till I passed the Matriculation examination in 1891. We lived on the 4 th floor of
an old chawl in Girgaum which is no longer in existence. Anna and two of his friends, Narhar Balkrishna Joshi
and Moreshwar Ramchandra Kale, had a common household, and their wives shared in the domestic work. Mr.
Kale, however, left after a year or two. Anna and Mr. Joshi were poles asunder in character, the former quiet,
unassuming, avoiding publicity, scrupulous in all money matters and devoted to his work, the latter flashy and too
anxious to make an impression upon others. They had been at school together and had gone through their college
course under great difficulties.
In the joint households there were five boys, approximately of my age, four of whom Anna had brought with
him to be educated, and the fifth was Mr. Joshi’s youngest brother, Bhargav. We were, I am afraid, a rather rowdy
lot, but we all had the highest respect and reverence for Anna, and zealously strove to anticipate his slightest wish.
With Mr. Joshi it was far otherwise; and even though we received occasional thrashings at his hands, we tried to
avoid doing his work as much as possible. He was, however, intellectually brilliant, and I derived a great deal of
benefit from reading to him and listening to the frequent discussions between him and Anna, generally at meal
times, on social and other questions.
Mr. Joshi had a chequered life afterwards, and his brilliant intellectual gifts did not unfortunately lead to any
important results, as he alienated the sympathies of all those with whom he came in contact. Anna’s achievements,
however, need not be described in any detail as they have obtained world-wide recognition.
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*
I was entered as a student in the 5 th standard of the Maratha High School, a private school started by
Rajaramshastri Bhagwat with the help of some friends, among whom Anna was one.
Rajaramshastri was a very remarkable man, a great Sanskrit scholar, and a staunch social reformer. Though
somewhat eccentric in his ways, be earned the respect and admiration of everybody. He was the professor of
Sanskrit at St. Xavier’s College in Bombay. He taught Sanskrit and occasionally took classes in Marathi in his
school. Anna advised me to take up Latin as my second language, though I had studied Sanskrit for one year in
the 4th standard at Dapoli. I had, therefore, to begin with that year’s work, and it took me four months to attain the
level of the fifth standard in that subject.
I became rather keen on Latin at this time, and when I appeared for the Matriculation I had read a good deal
more than the ordinary run of candidates for the examination. My object was to compete for the Latin scholarship
at the Matriculation, but I only came out second in the subject.
I did not, however, neglect other subjects and was generally at the top of the class in most of them. I was due
for the Matriculation in 1890, but Anna advised me to wait a year more in that class as I was only 14 years old at
the time, so that I might do much better at the examination next year.
As a full-dress rehearsal for the Matriculation I took the University School Final examination in 1890. At this
examination I was placed 9th in the list, though I had taken only two optional subjects while most of those above
me had taken three.
At the Matriculation examination in 1891 I stood first in the list. At school I was the favorite of my teachers
and received much encouragement from them. I may be allowed to mention with gratitude the names of D. K.
Gupte, S. V. Apte, M. S. Bapat, N. B. Kaprekar and the Latin teacher, Dikshit. Among my intimate class-fellows
at the Maratha High School were Shankar Gopal Sathe and Ramchandra Bhaskar Bhagwat, who continued to be
very close friends of mine ever afterwards. Sathe later became Professor of Philosophy at the Elphinstone College
and died in Poona on May 18, 1959. Bhagwat became the Head Master of the Nasik High School and is now
living in retirement at Poona. He and I were co-students of Latin in the School.
*
I did not study any guide-books but liked to read more about the subjects than was absolutely necessary for the
class. I used to borrow the bigger books used privately by the teachers and read out of them, though probably I
remembered only a small part of what they contained. But a study of bigger books with more varied information
gives one a better idea of a subject than can be obtained from small textbooks. Thus, for instance, I read
Elphinstone’s History of India and a good part of Green’s History of the English People over and above the usual
school textbooks.
In Mathematics I was at the top of my class, and when any student requested the teacher to solve a difficult
problem, I was often asked to do it first.
In English, I read most of Macaulay’s Essays, of which only one was prescribed for study in the class for one
year, and in spite of the caustic criticism often leveled against Macaulay’s style I must say that I derived a great
deal of benefit from his works, as I tried to look up in reference books all the historical and other allusions
scattered profusely in his writings.
At home also we were encouraged to read extensively, and I regularly read the Kesari and the Sudharak
newspapers edited by the two great rivals, Tilak and Agarkar. We were often asked to translate into English some
of the articles in the Sudharak. I also often looked into The Times of India, of which, I am afraid, I then
understood only a part. Mr. Joshi was at that time an agnostic like Mill and Spencer, and he often made me read to
him from their works. Thus I remember having read Mill’s “Subjection of Women” and “Liberty”, Spencer’s
“Education” and several of his miscellaneous essays, and other similar books. I believe my rationalism is due to
such reading in Bombay, though at home at Murdi I was brought up in the most orthodox surroundings.
The Maratha High School had not much of a playground, and there were no extra-curricular activities in those
days, and our only exercise was a walk in addition to the visits to the market that we had to make as part of our
domestic duties. In our days students did not appear to be very much interested in politics or public questions,
although we schoolboys used to discuss among ourselves the Age of Consent Bill which was then before the
Supreme Legislative Council. The atmosphere in our Bombay house was one of social reform, and we did not
observe any of the various religious formalities in our domestic arrangement.
*
The Congress session was held in Bombay once while I was there, and I remember being taken to see the
Congress mandap where the Social Conference met after the Congress session. I faintly remember having seen
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Bradlaugh on the occasion. The Hemant Vyakhyan Mala, or the Autumn Lecture Series, used to be almost the only
literary and intellectual activity, and reports of those lectures were published in extenso in the Kesari, and in some
instances in the form of special pamphlets. I read several of these, including one by Telang on “Compromise in
Social Matters”—practically an abstract of Morley’s On Compromise—and two or three by Rajaramshastri
Bhagwat on the religion and culture of various groups like the Parsees and the Muslims.
I did not come in contact with any prominent people, but it is interesting to recall that I was often asked to
carry messages to Seth Vijbhukhandas Atmaram, father of Sir Chunilal Mehta and uncle of Sir Purshotamdas
Thakurdas, and to Mr. Chimanlal Setalvad, who was studying law at the time and was a friend of Mr. Joshi. Both
Chunilal and Setalvad were later to be my colleagues in the first Bombay Cabinet in 1921.
In the latter part of 1891 when I was to appear for the Matriculation in November, Anna received an invitation
from Gokhale on behalf of the Deccan Education Society to take up the professorship of Mathematics in the
Fergusson College. The College had just been then recognized for the Final B.A. class, and Tilak, who used to
teach the subject up to the first B. A., had resigned the year before. We were all overjoyed at this honor, and Anna
accepted the offer though with great hesitation, as he had not been in touch with B. A. Mathematics since he left
College at the end of 1884, although he was well known as a competent private tutor in the subject. Gokhale and
Anna were fellow-students at the Elphinstone College, and though Anna was very quiet and not known to the
public, Gokhale had a high regard for his character and ability. This invitation, and its acceptance were the
foundation of Anna’s future career, and they also brought me to Poona as I passed the Matriculation examination
in the same year and was due to enter college.
Unfortunately, Anna’s first wife, Radhabai, for whom we all had a very great affection, died just about that
time at his village of Murud. I remember the spirit of resignation and devotion to duty which Anna exhibited on
the occasion. He did not allow his bereavement to make the slightest change in his daily routine of work.
Anna left for Poona about the end of November 1891, and after the conclusion of the Matriculation
examination I left for my village to await the result, which was declared about the end of December. After this I
went to Poona and joined the Fergusson College at the beginning of January, 1892.
*
In the Matriculation examination I stood first, but for about a month before the result was declared I was under
a great load anxiety. I solved the three-hour Geometry paper completely in about an hour and three-quarters, and
handed over my script to the Superviser and walked out of the pandal. On the way back I met Rao Saheb G.M.
Sathe, Reporter on the Native Press and father of my school-fellow S.G. Sathe. As he knew that I was appearing
for the examination, he asked me why I had come away so soon, wondering whether I had fallen ill. I told him
that I had solved the entire paper and come away after handing in my script. Rao Saheb Sathe had himself been an
examiner at the University, and said that I had made a great mistake in handing in my script prematurely, as the
Supervisor might possibly forget to place it in the bundle to be sent to the examiner. I was, therefore, on
tenterhooks for a whole month and was afraid I might get a zero in Geometry instead of the 100 that I was looking
forward to.
But fortunately everything turned out right in the end. Long afterwards I met the Supervisor who had collected
my paper, and he used to recount to his friends with great gusto this incident of my having answered the whole
paper in an hour and three-quarters..
7
I joined the Fergusson College in Poona at the beginning of January, 1892. The College then met in the old
Gadre Wada, where the New English School also met at the time. It started with the Previous and First B.A.
classes in the year 1885, and the B.A. and First B.Sc. classes were opened with the permission of Bombay
University for the first time in 1892. The staff was comparatively small, and the equipment, especially for the
study of science, far from elaborate; but the teachers were well-qualified and were keen on their work. In the
Previous Class my professors were Gokhale and Vasudevrao Kelkar for English, C.G. Bhanu for History and
Anna Karve for Mathematics. My second language being Latin, I had to do it all by myself. Sanskrit was taught
by Principal Apte (who, however, died in August of that year) and Professors Chandorkar and Panse.
Vaman Shivaram Apte was the first Principal of the College, and the great success of the College was not a
little due to his great prestige and devotion to work. He was a great Sanskrit scholar, and his dictionaries and
Guide to Sanskrit Composition are still recognized as valuable after the lapse of 70 years.
Gokhale taught Scott’s “Bride of Lammermoor”, and, as I was the first scholar of my year at the college, he
took special interest in me and asked me to write English essays which he himself read through and corrected. He
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also encouraged me to read certain other books connected with the subject. Gokhale was exceedingly methodical
in his teaching and never neglected or slurred over any difficult point.
Kelkar taught us “The Lady of the Lake”. He was a great connoisseur of literature, and his Marathi rendering
of “The Taming of the Shrew” almost rivals in beauty Shakespeare’s original. “The Lady of the Lake” being an
easy poem, he used to go over the text rapidly and finish three cantos of the book by the middle of each term.
I particularly remember Kelkar asking me to read out in the class a passage in my edition of the book, and in
the evening telling Anna privately that I read with intelligence but did not know how to pronounce English words
with the proper accent. Anna told me about this later, and since then I have been particularly careful about the
proper pronunciation of English words, a matter to which Gokhale too paid very great attention.
I read two or three other novels of Scott in addition to our text, and Hutton’s Life of Scott in order to learn more
about the author. In History we had to study Merivale’s General History of Rome from the beginning to the death
of Julius Caesar. I used to borrow from Prof. Bhanu the more comprehensive histories of Rome by Mommsen,
Arnold and Ihne and read a good part of them. I had already become familiar with some Roman history during my
school days while I studied Latin. In Mathematics Anna Karve was a very efficient teacher, and as I was living
with him I had all the help I needed in Algebra and Geometry.
*
At the Previous examination I was the only student to secure a First Class in the whole University. First
Classes were not then so common at University examinations in Bombay as in these days. After passing the
Previous examination most students used to go in for the Intermediate examination in Arts, with the exception of a
few who went in for Engineering, Medicine or Agriculture. The number of those who took the B.Sc. course was
very small indeed, but Anna asked me to take that up, and thus I joined the First B.Sc. Class, in which there was
only one other student besides myself.
Physics and Chemistry were taught by Prof. Gole, Biology by Prof. V. B. Bhate and Mathematics by Anna
Karve. The laboratories were not very well equipped, but the practical work required at the examination was not
very difficult. In Physics we were only asked at the practicals to recognize various types of apparatus and explain
how they were to be used without being expected actually to use them.
In Chemistry the practical work required candidates to identify a simple chemical salt by means of reagents
and consisted mostly of test-tubing; and in Biology we had to dissect some simple animals and plants and
recognize certain physiological and botanical specimens. The syllabus for the First B.Sc. examination was very
extensive, consisting of eight papers and four practicals and, I believe, it was the hardest examination I have
taken, considering the work that had to be done in one year.
Here, again, I was the only student to be placed in the First Class in the whole University, but the total number
of students that took the examination was only about 50.
*
I remember one curious incident at the practical examination in Chemistry. A salt was given to me, and I found
by my tests that the base was one or the other of two metals, but I had forgotten how to distinguish between these
two metals, and, therefore, I asked the examiners supervising the practicals to give me a known salt of one of
these metals. He said that he was not aware of one of these salts being used as a regular reagent and asked me
why I wanted this particular salt. I frankly told him that I had forgotten how to distinguish between the two metals
and, therefore, wanted one to compare.
He refused to give it to me. I do not know whether I got the correct answer, but I believe that the examiner
should have really encouraged a student in his attempt at getting over a difficulty by using his intelligence. If I
had been an examiner, I should certainly have done so, but examiners generally have little imagination.
*
After passing the 1st B.Sc., I naturally went to the 2 nd B.Sc. class in 1894. There was only one other student in
that class, Mr. H. V. Gole, who afterwards became well-known as a grape-grower in Nasik. One had to take three
subjects for the one-year course for the B.Sc. examination, and I chose Pure Mathematics, Applied Mathematics
and Botany. There was then no provision at the Fergusson College for Chemistry, which I would have liked to
study in preference to Botany. But I soon came to take very great interest in Botany, coming as I did from rural
surroundings and having from early years been familiar with plants, trees and agriculture.
The two subjects of Pure and Applied Mathematics together covered a fairly extensive range, midway between
the B.A. and the M.A. courses in Mathematics. I studied, according to my usual practice, all the textbooks very
carefully and solved practically all the exercises in them and also read a considerable portion of the more
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advanced books on the subjects. In Botany also I read several more advanced books like Sach’s History of Botany
and Physiology of Plants, Darwin’s Origin of Species, etc.
At the B.Sc. examination of 1894 there was to be awarded the valuable Sir James Fergusson scholarship of Rs.
50 per month tenable for two years, which was available at this examination only once in four years. On account
of this a student of the Fergusson College, N.V. Sapre, who had passed the 1 st B.Sc. in the First Class in 1892,
dropped one year and competed with me. He, however, migrated from the Fergusson College to the Elphinstone
College, Bombay, in order to have the benefit of the teaching of the well-known Professor Hathomthwaite, and
also to be in a position to win a Daxina Fellowship at that College, for Daxina Fellowships were not then
available at the Fergusson College.
This competition between Sapre and myself was watched with great interest by many in Poona and Bombay.
The result was, however, very disappointing to Sapre, who only got a Second Class; I was the only candidate in
the First Class, with 52 marks to spare. Poor Sapre unfortunately died of TB within a year.
*
At the practical examination in Botany I was given a microscope with which there was something wrong, and I
therefore, complained about it to the examiner, Lt. Col. K.R. Kirtikar, the well-known botanist. He wanted to
brush my request aside, saying that a bad workman quarrels with his tools. But when I asked him to try the
microscope himself, he found that it was really defective, and he said that he would try in future to allow students
to bring their own microscopes with them.
*
After the B.Sc. examination I wanted to apply for a foreign scholarship to be able to go to England for higher
studies in Mathematics. The Government of India Scholarship was, however, to be awarded by Bombay
University only in 1896, and I had to wait for a year and a half for that. I, therefore, joined the Intermediate Arts
Class as there was no M.Sc. examination in Bombay in those days. Although the Fergusson College had no
Daxina fellowship that year in its gift, the College gave me a special fellowship of the same value, and I used to
engage some classes in Mathematics for the Intermediate and the B.A.
My contemporaries often recall the curious fact that after taking the Intermediate class in Trigonometry I
immediately joined the students on their benches to attend the class taken by Gokhale in De Quincey’s
Confessions of an Opium Eater.
At the Intermediate Examination of 1895 I was placed at the head of the first class, the only other student in
this class being Mr. Bhulabhai J. Desai, who afterwards became well-known in Indian public life as the leader of
the Swaraj Party in the Imperial Legislative Council. At this examination I also won the Gibbs Prize in Physics.
*
The Fergusson College was shifted from the old Gadre Wada in the city to its new building on March 27, 1895,
the opening ceremony being performed by Lord Sandhurst, Governor of Bombay. As a College Fellow I became
the Superintendent of the Students’ Hostel which then had about 100 students, with four separate messes. Agarkar
had become Principal of the College in succession to the late Principal Apte. But he died soon after the College
had moved to its new habitation, in June, 1895, and M.S. Gole succeeded him as Principal.
Agarkar died in the new house built for the Principal, which was afterwards occupied by Gokhale, and where,
when I returned from England and was appointed Principal, I lived for 20 years. As I did not study logic or
philosophy, I had no experience of Agarkar’s teaching. But like all other students I had great respect for his noble
character and his devotion to the cause of social reform. He was not popular on account of his reformist views;
but he was a very staunch advocate of rationalist principles and was master of a trenchant Marathi style. His
indifferent health, due to the very hard conditions in which he was brought up during his very early years,
prevented him from making any figure at public meetings. But the paper Sudharak, which he founded and edited
in co-operation with Gokhale, was a worthy rival of the Kesari, which was the organ of Lokamanya Bal
Gangadhar Tilak.
Agarkar, Tilak and Namjoshi were the founders of the New English School and the Fergusson College, which
occupy a prominent place in the educational history of Maharashtra. Gokhale was the most prominent public
figure connected with the College. He used to teach us varied subjects like English, History and Political
Economy; and he was a very competent teacher too, although he had not specialized in them during his academic
career. He had a wonderful command over English, and his teaching was very thorough because he studied all the
relevant literature before he came to the class. I used to meet him frequently when I was a fellow of the College.
He was one of the Secretaries of the Reception Committee for the Poona session of the Indian National Congress
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in 1895 and had to work very hard to make it a success. I happened to be one of the volunteers at that Congress
session and was in personal attendance on the Congress President of that year, Surendranath Banerjee.
*
This is not the place to go into the political discussions of that time, the controversies between the Tilak party
and the Ranade party over the holding of the Indian Social Conference in the Congress pandal and other similar
matters. But one thing has left a deep impression upon my mind, and that was Surendranath Banerjee’s wonderful
memory. He had written out an address which took three hours to deliver, and he delivered it all orally without
once glancing at the printed copy. Surendranath was the idol of the student world, and the students of Poona
presented him an address in recognition of his great educational work in founding the Ripon College at Calcutta;
as the most senior student in Poona I had the honor of reading the address on the occasion.
*
After passing the Intermediate Arts examination, I naturally joined the B.A. class, though I knew I would not
be able to complete that course if I was awarded the Government of India Scholarship that year. In that class I
attended Gokhale’s lectures in English (Bacon’s Advancement of Learning), English History and Political
Economy. The Fergusson College was given three Daxina fellowships from 1896, and I became the first Daxina
fellow of the College, the other two fellows of that year being D.M. Patwardhan and N.B. Chandrachud.
*
I applied for the Government of India Scholarship, and Gokhale took me to Mr. Justice Ranade, who was a
member of the Syndicate of Bombay University, and other friends to acquaint them with my career. Before that
year the scholarship had often gone to second or third class graduates, for want of better applicants. But in that
year there were several very well-qualified applicants. The practice of the University, I believe, was to compile a
detailed statement of the academical record of all the candidates, and to award the scholarship on the basis of this
statement. The other most prominent candidate besides myself was P.S. Patuck of the Elphinstone College, who
had passed his B.A. in the First Class and M.A. in the Second Class in Mathematics. My percentage at the
University Examinations was much higher than his. But as he had taken the higher degree of M.A., some of the
Syndics were in his favor, but ultimately I was awarded the scholarship, by four votes to three as I came to know
later.
*
During my college days there were not so many extracurricular activities as at present, and students generally
appeared to be more devoted to their studies. This was perhaps natural as most of them came from the literate
class. The Fergusson College, when it was in the city, had a playground—the Kabutarkhana—where we used to
play football and tennis, and there were also the parallel bars and the horizontal bar. The usual games were
football and cricket, but they were not as well organized as at present. There were no inter-collegiate competitions
either.
The great cricket events in Poona of those days were the Parsee-Presidency match and the annual match
between the Poona Gymkhana and the Young Men’s Cricket Club. Both these were attended by a large number of
spectators, especially school and college boys.
There were only two theatres in Poona, in which plays were produced; cinemas were in the womb of the
future. But the students were not as interested in the actors, who were all men—even those acting female roles—
as they are at present in cinema “stars”.
There was a Debating Club where we had frequent meetings. I particularly remember one in which there was a
keen discussion on the relative merits of Kalidas and Bhavabhuti, the late Mr. L.R. Pangarkar advocating the
superiority of Bhavabhuti over Kalidas, whom he charged with being too sex-ridden and erotic. The students were
mostly admirers of Tilak, although a few were followers of Ranade, Gokhale and Agarkar. The two main
newspapers were the Kesari and the Sudharak.
A large proportion of the students had married before they joined college, and by the time they finished their
college course hardly any remained unmarried; a few were even fathers before they left the college. I was myself
married in May, 1892. when I was in the Previous Class.
*
The college fees were much lower than at present, and the boarding charges in the College Hostel were about
Rs. 10 a month.
Only a small proportion of the students were non-Brahmins. The students came from all parts of Maharashtra,
Bombay,\fn{Now the capital of Maharashtra State} Karnatak and even Berar,\fn{ Berar Province, then under British
administration, now part of Maharashtra State} as there was no University at Nagpur in those days.
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As regards dress, the big turban, to be seen in photographs of the Deccan College of the olden days, had
already disappeared, and students generally wore a cap, coat, shirt and dhoti.
During my student days there were no girls in the college, and the first two women students registered
themselves in 1895 when the college was in Gadre Wada. The authorities provided them with seats behind a
chick-curtain in an alcove; but this was given up when the college moved to its new buildings outside the city a
few months later.
In the Hostel there were four messes and a majority of the students wore a “sacred” silk cloth at the time of
meals, and the atmosphere was more religious than it is today. When Anna Karve married a widow in 1893, I was
living with him, and I remember that at the dinner on the occasion of the Annual College Gathering I was, by a
stratagem, allotted a seat among non-Brahmins, and apart from the Brahmins, as I was supposed to have been
polluted by contact with a re-married couple.\fn{ Extraordinary!:H}
When I was awarded the Government of India Scholarship, the entire College treated it as an occasion for
rejoicing, as no student of the college had ever been to England before. In fact, very few Maharashtrians had up to
that time gone abroad for studies. Every mess gave me a feast, and when I left for Bombay in 1896, all the
hundred students in the Hostel accompanied me in the train from Poona to Kirkee.
8

I left for England on August 21, 1896, and reached London three weeks later. I was a very bad sailor, and being
unaccustomed to English ways and English diet, I had a great deal of difficulty, and occasionally wondered
whether I had made a mistake in venturing to go out of India.
I joined St. John’s\fn{St. John’s College (founded 1511), one of 31 Colleges and Halls which together make up Cambridge
University, a palace of learning without peer (excepting Oxford and perhaps Harvard) in the world of Western academics:H } in October,
1896, after I had won the Government of India Scholarship of £200 a year for studying either at Oxford or at
Cambridge. To students of Mathematics Cambridge was a natural attraction, and as I had heard a great deal about
St. John’s, known a few Old Johnians and studied many books written by former members of the College, I
naturally applied for admission there and secured it without difficulty.
I had rooms in F New Court, which I occupied for four years continuously. The Master of the College was
Charles Taylor, whose classical book on the Ancient and Modern Geometry of Conics I had already read in India.
But students generally saw very little of him, and I remember having met him only four or five times during my
stay at Cambridge. Among the prominent dons seen about the Courts were Professors Mayor and Liveing, Peter
Mason, and Besant. My tutor was C.E. Graves, assisted by J.R. Tanner, who were lecturers respectively in
Classics and History. They could only give me general advice and assisted me in any difficulty I encountered in
College life.
The other tutors were J.E. Sandys, the Public Orator in the University, and Dr. D. McAlister. The latter was a
remarkable personality, having been a Senior Wrangler, then a doctor, rising to the Presidentship of the British
Medical Council, later Principal of Glasgow University, and finally the head of the Free Church of Scotland. But I
knew both these only very slightly.
College tutors in those days had not much to do with the studies of their pupils, but only stood in loco parentis
to them. I understand that now there is a system of Supervisors of Studies which did not exist in those days,
especially in the case of mathematics students.
*
The College provided a full course of lectures in all subjects of the First Part of the Mathematical Tripos, and
during my first three years, I did not take any course of lectures outside the College, except one by Professor
Forsyth. The College lectures were usually supplemented in the case of students of mathematics by regular
coaching.
The lecturers in the College were Pendlebury, Webb, Larmor, Love and Baker, and I coached, in addition, with
Webb. Of the lecturers Pendlebury and Larmor were not very useful so far as students were concerned. Larmor,
however, was a very great scientist, becoming later Lucasian Professor of Mathematics, Secretary of the Royal
Society, and M.P. for the University. We students used to say cynically among ourselves that half of what Larmor
taught was given in the textbooks and the other half was not required; but Webb used to tell us that we were
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making a great mistake in cutting his lectures, as he—Larmor—might any day come out with an epoch-making
discovery and then we might regret not having attended at its birth.
The other three lecturers were very good indeed. Love was appointed Professor of Mathematics at Oxford, and
I remember our class cheering him when the news was announced in the papers. Baker, whose lectures I also
attended in the fourth year, had a very wide view of all branches of Pure Mathematics and was particularly helpful
when I had to make my selection of subjects for special study for the Second Part.
Webb, with whom I coached in addition to attending his regular lectures, was a well known figure in the
college mathematics world. His jokes were recalled by his pupils whenever they met one another long afterwards;
his coaching was practically another course of lectures to a class of about seven to eight, supplemented by a
problem or book-work paper to be written every week, the solutions of which were placed on the table for us to
consult and compare.
*
Both Webb and Baker took very great interest in my progress, and my academic success was mainly due to
them. There was the order of merit in the Mathematical Tripos in those days, and such coaching or special
preparation was absolutely necessary if one was to secure a high place in the list. Tradition speaks of two famous
coaches, Hopkinson and Routh, and Webb was practically the last of the series. I believe this practice of intensive
coaching of every honors student in Mathematics was given up when the order of merit was abolished in 1909.
For the Second Part of the Tripos only a few high wranglers appeared who wished to specialize in mathematics,
and for this I attended lectures by Forsyth, Baker, Hobson, Berry and Richmond.
At the examination for the First Part, I believe, I was lucky, in that the two best students of my year, Jeans and
Hardy, had taken it already in their second year so that the competition for the top place was fairly open. I was
lucky enough to become Senior Wrangler, bracketed with George Birtwistle of Pembroke, and my success was
hailed in the English newspapers as a remarkable achievement, and of course in the Indian newspapers also. I was
elected to a Fellowship of the College in November, 1901.
This fellowship did not involve any duties or residence at Cambridge and was, in my time, tenable for six
years. I got altogether about £1,100 as the emoluments—called the dividend—of this fellowship, though I
returned to India in December, 1901. In 1945 the College conferred upon me the great honor of an honorary
fellowship of the College; I was informed of this election while I was High Commissioner for India in Australia.
*
The examination for the First Part of the Mathematical Tripos consisted of fourteen papers, each of three
hours. These were divided into the first four days with seven papers which dealt with the comparatively
elementary parts of all branches at Pure and Applied Mathematics, and the second four days which dealt with the
more advanced portions of the same subjects.
There was an interval of one week between these two divisions; at the end of this week a list was published of
those candidates who deserved Honors in Mathematics and who were the only ones allowed to appear for the
second four days. All the fourteen papers were very long, though it was assumed that a well-prepared candidate
should be able to answer the whole paper within the prescribed period of three hours. But obviously this only
meant that if a candidate knew the answers to all the questions thoroughly, he would just be able to write them out
within the allotted time, but would have little time to ponder over the various riders and problems set in the
papers.
Consequently, even the best candidate was hardly able to finish the whole paper containing ten questions, each
consisting of one piece of book-work and one rider. The last paper in each section consisted entirely of about 20
fairly difficult problems without any book-work, and I have not heard of anybody in the whole history of the
Tripos who was able actually to solve the whole problem paper. I myself solved about six of the questions in each
of the problem papers.
The riders and problems set for the examinations for the Mathematical Tripos are given as exercises in all
standard books on the various subjects. When I consider this long examination of 14 papers that we had to go
through at Cambridge, I often smile at the representations frequently made by students of Indian Universities
about the great hardship of having to answer two papers every day. I wonder whether the students’ mental and
physical constitution has now become more delicate than it was in our days.
The result of my Tripos examination was declared on June 13, 1899, and the Convocations for conferring
degrees were held on June 20. At the morning Convocation only the first class Honors students were admitted to
the degree, each candidate kneeling before the Vice-Chancellor, who repeated a Latin formula conferring the
degree on him. The Senior Wrangler—two of us, Birtwistle and myself, in my year—is always given the degree
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before all others. I was presented first to the Vice-Chancellor by the Prelector of my College, because St. John’s
was supposed to be senior in rank to Pembroke, to which Birtwistle, who was presented after me, belonged. But
he was given the degree first because his name began with B and mine with P.
All the second and third class Honors Graduates and those who had obtained an ordinary degree in various
subjects had their degrees conferred on them at the afternoon Convocation. At this session the candidate who
stood last in the third class at the Mathematical Tripos, and was called the “wooden spoon”, was the target of a
demonstration by students of his College. A large wooden spoon on which was painted the coat of arms of his
college was kept suspended by means of a piece of string attached to the two galleries of the Senate hall and when
the candidate walked up to take his degree the string was lowered for him to take the spoon. He marched out of
the Senate Hall in triumph carrying the wooden spoon as a soldier would his gun, to the cheers of the whole
assembly.
In my year there were 35 Wranglers, 22 Senior Optimes (i.e., second class) and 22 Junior Optimes (i.e., third
class). In addition, there were, in a separate list, the names of women who were allowed to appear for the
examination, but were not given the degree in those days. Among them, two were declared as having attained the
same standard as Wranglers, three Senior Optimes and seven Junior Optimes.
*
In 1900 I appeared for the second part of the Mathematical Tripos, for which only seven Wranglers and one
woman Wrangler appeared. There was no order of merit at this examination. But the names of the successful
candidates were arranged in three classes, each class with three divisions. Four of us—Bevan, Birtwistle, Hardy
and Paranjpye—got first class, first division; two—Jeans and McLaren—got first class, second division; and one
got second class, third division—and the woman got second class, first division. The regulations for the
Mathematical Tripos were changed in 1908 and the order of merit was abolished, the last Senior Wrangler, and
incidentally the Wooden Spoon, belonging to the year 1909.
The first Indian whose name appears among the list of Wranglers while there existed an order of merit was
Anand Mohan Bose, the well known leader of the Brahmo Samaj, former President of the Indian National
Congress and founder of the City College of Calcutta, who was 16 th Wrangler in 1874. The succeeding Indians in
the Wranglers’ list before the order of merit was abolished are as follows:
(1) Mallik [Bracketed 22] 1892; (2) A.C. Cama [21] 1895; (3) P.S. Patuck [16] 1898; (4) R.P.P. [Senior] 1899;
(5) Balak Ram [4] 1900; (6) B.N. Cama [6] 1901; (7) C.N. Cama [7] 1901; (8) H.G. Gharpurey [7] 1901; (9) F.M.
Khan [23] 1905; (10) A.T. Rajan [Senior] 1906; (11) M.V. Bhide [20] 1907; (12) B.N. Rao [9] 1909; (13) G.S.
Chawla [12] 1909; (14) Inayatullah [27] 1909.
*
The new regulations instituted an elementary first part which could be taken at the end of the first or second
year and did not entitle the candidate to a degree. The names of those who passed the second part qualifying for a
degree were arranged alphabetically in three classes—Wranglers, Senior Optimes and Junior Optimes. The mark
(b) is attached to the names of those candidates who have satisfied the moderators and examiners in subjects of
special Schedule B. The mark (b*) is attached to the names of those candidates who, in the opinion of the
moderators. and examiners, deserve special credit in subjects of Schedule B. Among those who in later years got a
(b*) were two of my old pupils at the Fergusson College, namely, N.M. Shah and G.S. Mahajani, and S.W.
Shiveshwarkar, also of the Fergusson College. These regulations were again altered some years later, and the
Mathematical Tripos now consists of three parts, the second part qualifying for a degree.
*
As I had to live entirely on my scholarship of £200 a year (a coaching fee of £37.10s. per year accounting for a
large slice of it) I had to be very careful, and it was only at the end of the first year, when I had won a College
scholarship of £80 in addition to my Government of India Scholarship, that I felt fairly comfortable. I may
mention with gratitude the fact that in the bill for the first term my tutor gave me a rebate of £5 as Tutor’s praetor,
when the bill was sent to the India Office for payment.
My Government of India Scholarship, which was normally tenable for three years only, was extended, on the
recommendation of my teachers, for two years more, the last of which I spent in Paris and Gottingen.
*
I did not personally meet any of the great figures at Cambridge except those at my own College, but I heard a
lecture by Sir George Stokes, the jubilee of whose Lucasian Professorship was celebrated in 1899, and one by Sir
Robert Ball, Professor of Astronomy. I was present when an Honorary Degree was conferred on the great Henri
Poincare, one of whose lectures I later attended in Paris. I used to attend the Union debates regularly and heard
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many of the guest-speakers there, though I felt too shy to speak there myself except once in the long vacation
term. I also regularly attended the weekly meetings of the Indian Majlis, of which I was President for one term.
*
I was a constant, almost voracious, reader of newspapers and even remember having gone to the Union in the
morning to read the news before going to the Examination Hall for the Tripos. I recollect having heard a lecture
by Arthur Balfour, later Prime Minister of England. During the last two years of my stay there, the Boer War was
on and there were heated debates about it at the Union and elsewhere. Lord Kitchener came to Cambridge to
receive an Honorary Degree, and he also spoke at the Union. On that occasion the railing round the Senate House
collapsed, and one of my fellow-students, Havelock, who later became Professor of Mathematics at New Castle,
received severe injuries on account of which he had to degrade for one year. After the fall of Mafeking there was a
big rowdy demonstration accompanied by a bonfire, from which the word “mafficking” has been derived.
*
There were two heated controversies in the University during my days in Cambridge. One was on the question
of granting degrees to women, who were at that time only allowed as a matter of grace to appear for the Tripos
examinations, their names, however, being printed in a separate list. There was a great debate in the Union on the
subject, and the women’s cause was lost by about 1,400 votes to 700. At this debate an Indian friend of mine,
Joseph Baptista, later well known in Indian politics as Baptista Kaka, made a remarkable speech on the losing
side.
The other controversy was on the question of abolishing the order of merit in the Mathematical Tripos, and
consequently doing away with the Senior Wrangler and the Wooden Spoon. There was a big battle of fly-sheets on
these controversies and both the proposals were defeated at the time; but the order of merit was abolished ten
years later, and women were admitted to degrees and all other privileges enjoyed by men students about forty
years later.
*
Among my contemporaries who later attained high positions was E.S. Montagu, who afterwards became
Secretary of State for India, and whom I met in India at the time of his visit in 1917; Lloyd, who later became
Governor of Bombay when I was a Minister in the Bombay Government, was a student of Trinity and coxed the
Cambridge boat, but I never met him personally in Cambridge. I remember to have seen the Doherty Brothers and
the Allen Brothers play on our tennis courts; I also saw W. G. Grace and Gilbert Jessop playing for Gloucester at
Bristol. Two other contemporaries, namely, Arundale and Jinarajadasa, both of whom later became Presidents of
the Theosophical Society, were students of St. John’s. Jinarajadasa coxed our College Lent boat to the headship of
the river; his difficult name was often abbreviated to “Ginger” by his fellow-students. Webb also used to call me
“Ranji” on account of some similarity of sound between my name and that of Ranjitsinbji, who was at that time
the most prominent figure in English cricket.
*
St. John’ has always had a special attraction for Indian students. The first Indian name at Cambridge, so far as I
can trace it, was that of Govind Withul of John’s who was a Senior Optime in 1866. He was later, under the name
of Govind Vithal Karkare, Professor of Mathematics at the Deccan College, Poona, and died at a ripe old age
about 1921. I knew him quite well during his retirement. Curiously enough, while I was once calling on R. W.
H.T. Hudson of our College, Senior Wrangler in 1898, I met his father, Professor W.H. Hudson, former Fellow of
the College, who told me that Govind Withul had coached with him while he was reading for the Tripos.
It is interesting to recall that in the first Bombay Cabinet after the introduction of the Montagu-Chelmsford
Reforms, three of the seven members were Johnians, namely, Sir Maurice Hayward, Sir Cowasji Jehangir and
myself. I would also like to recall that in my third year the twin Cama brothers—both of whom became high
wranglers and passed the I.C.S.—joined the College, and they were so like each other that hardly anybody could
tell which was B.N. and which was C.N. They were always together, and in their examinations were never
separated by more than four or five marks. Their stout figures were a remarkable sight and they might have
presented a good example in the study of identical twins.
*
Women students in those days did not come into much contact with men students, and I remember having met
at a private party only one student from Newnham. The days of the chaperon had ended, and in my class for the
Second part there was one woman student.
I remember a curious incident at Girton. Soon after I went up, I was making a round of all the colleges to
familiarize myself with the various sights of Cambridge, and in my innocence I went to see Girton College, but I
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was stopped at the gate and would have had to go away disappointed, had it not been for the fact that an old
English lady, Miss Manning, who took a great interest in Indian students, happened to be there at the time. She
introduced me to an Indian girl student of Girton, Miss Chatterji, the poetess who later was a prominent figure in
Indian public life as Mrs. Sarojini Naidu and ended as the Governor of Uttar Pradesh.
I never saw Newnham College during my student days and visited it only thirty years later when I went again
to England as a Member of the India Council and my daughter was a student there. I found that after thirty years a
great change had come about in the matter of social relations between men and women undergraduates. I suppose
there has been an even greater change since, after the complete equality of the sexes in university life had been
recognized with the grant of degrees to women. One of my contemporaries, W.D. Rudge, at St. John’s was
married and lived at Shelford by special permission, his wife acting as his landlady; I often used to visit them.
*
Looking back at my life in Cambridge I cannot say that I took a very prominent part in college or university
life except among my Indian fellow-students, but I found many good friends there. My object was to observe
what was best in English social and political life, and I still take a very great interest in England and the English
people. I always regarded the College as my home and only went out to London and various places like Brighton,
Eastboume, Clifton, etc., when I had to, during vacations. I spent one holiday in Scotland and saw the country
made famous by Scott in his Waverley novels. I regard St. John’s and Cambridge as my alma mater in a real
sense, and am very grateful for what they have done for me. While politically I am a thorough-going Indian
nationalist, I have always considered Cambridge and England as a source of inspiring lessons for our country,
though occasionally they may also serve as a warning for us, as in the case of the Boer War which no Englishman
now ventures to defend after the lapse of nearly sixty years.
*
During my student days in Cambridge, there were 60 to 70 Indian students in various Colleges. About a third
of these were brilliant men from Indian Universities who had gone there either for the I.C.S. or other higher
studies. Several of the others, however, intended only to keep their Bar terms in London and had joined
Cambridge in addition in order to get a degree there. In my own College of St. John’s we were eight or ten Indians
at various times, and the majority of them held College or Government scholarships, had had a good academical
career in India and later distinguished themselves at Cambridge.
Among these I may mention P.S. Patuck, H.H. Wadia, T.T. Sodah, the Cama brothers, A.C.A. Latif (afterwards
Alma Latifi) and myself, all from Bombay; Balak Ram and Manohar Lal from the Punjab; J.N. Pal and P.K. Sen
from Calcutta; B.C. Ghosh from Allahabad; and H.G. Gharpurey from Nagpur. Of these Patuck, the Cama
brothers, Pal, Balak Ram, Gharpurey and Latif got into the I.C.S.
Among those at other Colleges, I may mention Ramunni Menon, G.A. Khan, Hari Nath De of Christ’s; A.C.
Chatterji, R. Narayanan and E.M. Nanavutty of King’s; Joseph Baptista and V.R. Pandit (non-Coll.) and P.P.
Ginwalla of Trinity Hall.
There were five of us from Maharashtra, and we used to meet every Sunday in what we used to call the
Maratha Confederacy. The Indian students had an association of their own called the Indian Majlis, which used to
meet in those days in the rooms of the members by turns. We used to discuss various questions, political and
otherwise, and I remember having proposed two resolutions, one on the disabilities of Indians in South Africa,
and another welcoming the advance of rationalism.
*
One of my fellow-students at St. John’s, J. D. Graddock came from Durban where he had known Gandhi, who
was practicing there at the time. Another student of St. John’s was Morris Alexander, who, I believe, was in later
years a co-worker of Gandhi.
The Jameson raid had taken place the year before I went up to Cambridge, and the newspapers were full of the
Kaiser’s telegram to President Kruger, congratulating him on his success in repelling that raid, and of the
responsibility of Cecil Rhodes and other financial magnates of the Rand. The Boer War began about three years
later.
In the Cambridge Union there were frequent debates about the rights and wrongs of the War. For over a year
the newspapers were also full of reports about the Dreyfus case in Paris; and the Fashoda incident also occurred
about the same time. I was a keen observer of all these events, and the knowledge it gave me of English political
life was very valuable.
*
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I recall a curious incident in 1898. P.S. Patuck, who had just then passed in the open competition for the I.C.S.,
was staying during the long vacation term in the room just above mine, and I happened to call on him after dinner
in the evening. There was an old Englishman there at the time, whose name I did not know. He was talking to
Patuck about affairs in India, obviously with a view to learning his views on Indian politics.
He also referred to happenings in Poona and spoke of Tilak as an extremist and an enemy of the British.
I said that Gokhale’s methods were very different from Tilak’s. The English visitor, however, said that while
Government could easily deal with an extremist like Tilak, they found it difficult to deal with a man like Gokhale,
who was so reasonable and cogent, and could not, therefore, be summarily dealt with.
Later on I discovered that this old gentleman was Sir William Lee-Warner, who was a prominent civilian in
Bombay and was known for his extreme anti-Indian views and had written a well-known book on the Protected
States of India. He was an Old Johnian and often stayed at the College for a few days during vacations.
*
Joseph Baptista was another very interesting contemporary of mine. He was much older than the ordinary run
of undergraduates, had been formerly employed in the Forest Department in Sind and had resigned from the
service, because he did not wish to carry out certain illegal orders he had received from his official superiors. His
superior, he told me, contended that while he was in Government service, he must carry out every order; but that
if he did not wish to do so, he should join the Congress.
Baptista resigned straightway and came to Cambridge to qualify for the Bar. He often spoke at the Union and
was known for his humorous and eloquent speeches, for which he later became famous in India. After his return
to India, he became prominent in public life as Baptista Kaka, and was a close follower of Tilak. We were good
friends up to the time of his death, though he twice opposed me at elections to the Bombay Legislative Council.
*
The natural leader of all Indians in England was Dadabhai Naoroji, whom I used to meet whenever I was in
London. He was a Member of the Welby Commission and wrote against Britain’s economic policy towards India.
One of his books was entitled Poverty and Un-British Rule in India. He frequently wrote to English papers on
Indian subjects, trying to correct misrepresentations about India. Although I am not a hero-worshipper in general,
I had the greatest admiration for Dadabhai’s patriotism, sincerity and simplicity. I occasionally met him in his
extreme old age, while he was staying with his son-in-law at Versova, near Bombay.
*
Among English friends of India I met W. S. Caine, Sir William Wedderburn and J. Herbert Roberts.
*
I regard my friendship with Balak Ram as the most important event of my Cambridge life. Balak Ram came up
to Cambridge as Government of India Scholar from Punjab University in 1897. He was also a student of
Mathematics, and though he was my junior at the University by one year, we immediately took to each other, and
our friendship, thus started, lasted till his death in 1929. We were more than brothers to each other and shared our
inmost thoughts. He passed the I.C.S. at the open competition in 1899, and was 4 th Wrangler at the Mathematical
Tripos in 1900. He was really more interested in mathematics than in administration and confided to me that if the
Indian Educational Service were open to Indians, he would resign from the I.C.S. and spend his life as a Professor
of Mathematics.
He returned to India in 1900 and though he held various appointments in the Executive and Judicial Services
and in the Finance Department, his real love was Mathematics, and he continued to interest him- self in that
subject even while he was in service. He kept himself abreast of the most recent advances and wrote a popular
article on Relativity in the Fergusson College magazine at my request. He was also equally interested in general
public questions, and as a matter of curiosity had studied the Gipsy language.
In the last year or two of his life he was working on Ramanujan’s problem, that of finding out numbers which
can be expressed as the sum of two cubes in two different ways, and he left a mass of papers in which all such
numbers up to 10 million had been recorded. At the time of his death he was Remembrancer of Legal Affairs to
the Government of Bombay, having acted for some time as a Judge of the Bombay High Court.
He died suddenly of a heart attack at Mahabaleshwar in April, 1929. If he had lived, he would have been soon
confirmed as a Judge of the High Court. His unexpected death, news of which I read while I was in England, was
to me a great shock, which I have not yet completely got over.
*
Even though I was studying Mathematics all the five years I was in Europe, I remembered and followed the
advice of Gokhale not to neglect general subjects and the humanities. After doing my eight hours’ work at
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Mathematics generally every day, I spent what spare time I had in reading a good deal of English literature, in
addition to the daily newspapers. In this way, I read most of the works of Morley and the novels of Scott and other
standard English authors. I was thus able to meet my fellow-students on an equal footing in any general
discussion. In fact, I frequently found that the general knowledge of history or literature of the average English
student of Mathematics or Science was not so extensive as that of the better class of Indian students who went to
England.
One morning, in his coaching class, Webb, who had just been reading the daily paper, asked us what was
meant by patriotism. He was referring to a speech made by Joseph Chamberlain in Parliament the preceding day,
in which he had quoted Johnson’s definition of patriotism as the last resort of scoundrels.
I had read the paper before I went to the class and gave Webb the correct answer. He was surprised and then
asked me who Johnson was and what he had written. I gave him full details of Johnson and his works like Lives
of the Poets, Rasselas, the Rambler, the Vanity of Human Wishes, etc., and my fellow-students were surprised at
the knowledge I displayed, because they had never heard of any of these works, not having studied the subject at
school. As a matter of fact, in most schools in England there was not much insistence then on correct English, or a
knowledge of history and literature, and it was remarked that in the open competition for the I.C.S. and the Home
Civil Service Indian candidates often scored far higher marks in English Composition than English candidates.
*
During the first year of my stay in England I used to spend my vacations in London with my friends, K. W.
Bhat and N.B. Wagle. In the Lent vacation of 1897 Gokhale came to England to give evidence before the Welby
Commission. On his way from Marseilles to London he had an accident on the sleeping car train and was
consequently confined to bed for several days. Happening to be in London at the time, I saw him every day, and
he dictated to me the greater portion of the written statement he submitted to the Commission.
His evidence was very well received in .the English Press as a forcible statement of the Indian case and was
naturally very much applauded in the Indian Press. His close study of Indian financial matters, in which he had
received detailed help from Mahadeo Govind Ranade and Ganesh Vyankatesh Joshi, enabled him to stand the
cross-examination by the Commission successfully.
*
While he was thus being hailed as the coming man of India, news came of the murder of two European officers
in Poona on the night of the Jubilee dinner at the Government House in June. The murder was provoked by the
popular resentment at Government’s rough and rigorous methods in dealing with the serious outbreak of plague in
the City, and especially the alleged misbehavior of some of the British Army personnel employed in these
operations.
Gokhale had been receiving private letters from his friends in Poona about these matters, and as the English
Press was carrying on a bitter campaign against Indians, he thought it his duty to come forward and put the Indian
case before the public. On the advice of some English friends of his, he placed before a meeting of several
members of Parliament the information that he had privately received.
The Bombay Government, when referred to about the truth of Gokhale’s allegations, denied them all as a
matter of course. Gokhale soon afterwards returned to India, and was immediately asked to substantiate his
charges against the British Army personnel. As the friends from whom he had received the information declined
to come forward and support him, Gokhale had no alternative but to offer an unqualified apology, for which he
was bitterly attacked by most sections of the Indian Press.
But many leaders considered that, in the circumstances, that was the only honorable course open to him. I
remember that my friend, Joseph Baptista, who was my contemporary at Cambridge and was later a staunch
follower of Tilak and author of the phrase Responsive Co-operation as an answer to Montagu’s announcement in
1917, agreed that Gokhale had taken the most honorable course even at the risk of sacrificing a promising public
career. I was an observer in England of these events and received several letters from Gokhale explaining his
position.
*
My Government of India Scholarship was tenable, in the first instance, for three years. But on account of my
success in the first part of the Tripos it was extended first for one year to enable me to take the second part of the
Mathematical Tripos, and then again for one more year to enable me to go to Paris and Göttingen for a few
months each. When my application for the continuance of the scholarship for the fourth year was being
considered, the fact that I had been a volunteer at the Congress session of 1895 at Poona, to which I made a
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reference in my reply to a congratulatory letter from the British Congress Committee, was brought up against me
at the India Office.
A research scholar, who has been examining old confidential records of the British Indian Government, has
recently informed me that Lord Curzon, then Viceroy, was rebuked by the Secretary of State for sending a
congratulatory telegram on the success of one of its alumni to the Fergusson College, which was at that time in
the bad books of Government.
*
After the second part of the Mathematical Tripos I spent six months in working on a thesis for the Smith’s
Prize on a subject suggested to me by Prof. Forsyth. I did not get any new results and therefore I failed to get the
prize, the two prizes being awarded to Hardy and Jeans, whose theses were considered of equal merit.
*
After submitting my thesis for the Smith’s Prize I went to Paris where I spent about three months. There are no
restrictions on the students’ manner of life in Paris, no College Hostels and no supervision. The lectures at the
Sorbonne were free to everyone. I attended courses of lectures by some of the most famous French
mathematicians of those days like Darboux, Picard, Painleve (later a Prime Minister of France), Borel and others.
I secured special permission to attend a course of lectures by Painleve at the College du France. The famous Henri
Poincare used to lecture on celestial mechanics.
From Paris I went to Germany to spend one semester (term) at Göttingen which was a famous centre of
mathematics under Klein and Hilbert, two of the most eminent mathematicians of the day. I attended a course of
lectures by Klein on “Elementary Mathematics from a Higher Point of View” which have been subsequently
published in German and later translated into English. Hilbert gave a course on the fundamental ideas of
mathematics. Each lecture in the course nominally lasted two hours but actually an hour and a half after deducting
the “academic fourth” part of an hour.
I also attended a seminar directed by Hilbert; one of the students was asked to study some particular topic and
explain it to the class, the other students taking part in the discussion and the Professor directing it and himself
offering comments. Attached to the mathematics section of the University was a well-equipped reading-room,
containing all important books and periodicals, where serious students spent a large portion of their time.
*
Dueling was encouraged in all German Universities, and the Corps-Studenten (members recognized student
bodies), who were generally from the richer classes, proudly carried on their faces the scars of wounds received in
duels. It was the hey-day of the Kaiser regime, and a military atmosphere was prevalent everywhere.
At Göttingen I came to know intimately a Japanese student, Takuji Yoshiye, who was later a Professor at
Kyoto University, and also the son of the Persian ambassador.
The Professor of Sanskrit was Dr. Kielhorn, who had been at the Deccan College, Poona, for many years and
whose Sanskrit grammar was a well known textbook in my days. I met him frequently and he was glad to talk
about his old days in Poona.
I saw at Göttingen the original University minutes conferring an honorary degree on Ramkrishna Gopal
Bhandarkar. I was probably the first Indian to study at a German University; after a month or two Dr. Ganesh
Prasad, who too had been at Cambridge. came to study at Göttingen; he was later on a professor at Banaras and
Calcutta Universities and also member of the U.P. Legislative Council.
*
After the close of the term I spent about a month visiting various important cities in Northern Germany, among
them Hanover, Dresden, Leipzig and Berlin. At each place I saw the important sights, especially the museums and
art galleries. I thus came to appreciate good art, though I was utterly ignorant of it, and could even identify the
painters of many of the works without referring to the title or the guide book. In one ethnological museum I was
particularly pleased to see a specimen of modi script and a cloth board with a detailed description of the
Maharashtrian game of songti.\fn{Below: an example of the Marathi language written in Modi script:W }
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Near Berlin I also visited Potsdam, where the Chinese treasures that the German army under Waldersee had
carried away during the Boxer troubles were kept locked up, but I could only peep through a chink in the door and
get a glimpse of them. The Royal Palace at Potsdam, Berlin and other places in Germany impressed me as a
deliberate, though not a very successful, attempt to imitate Paris and France. The beauty of France was never
quite achieved, despite evidence of more thorough organization and greater cleanliness and tidiness.
In October, 1901, I returned to Cambridge and left for India in November, after my election to a fellowship at
St. John’s, reaching Bombay early in December. …
252.14 Excerpts from The Music Of India: 1. “History Of Indian Music” 2. “Tales Of Indian Music”\fn{by
Atiya Begum Fyzee-Rahmin (1876-1967)} Bombay?, Maharashtra State, India (F) 6
1
Indian music is three thousand years old. It is considered to be of Divine origin. It is by far the most
complicated and intricate system of music among the musical systems of all nations, and a science hardly to be
excelled by any creation of the human mind.
It has a highly-colored and fascinating history to be found in the ancient texts, preserved and handed down to
us, surviving cycles of ages and the ravages of time.
Like all old branches of learning, it is based upon the religious faiths, observances, legends and traditions of
the country, depicting the social manners and customs of the people, in the history of the tunes and words of the
song. There are various versions as to the origin of Indian music. The traditions most often quoted are: (a) that it
is descended from Brahmia, brought into vogue by Mahadev and Ndrada, and performed by the great naiks (i.e.
Masters of Music) from time to time; (b) that a strange bird called Musikar or Dipak Lata\fn{Dipak means, literally,
fire; Lata means hot scorching winds. Dipak is also the name of a raga, male tune in Indian music. The peculiarity of this wonderful tune is
that when it is played with the right notes in the right season, its power is so great that it excites the element of fire in nature, and creates
fire} inhabited the Caucasus mountains, and its beak had seven apertures; through each of these openings he was

able to blow a different note, and at different seasons of the year he combined these notes into harmony and
produced ragas\fn{Tunes. There are six ragas, i.e., male tunes in Indian music, and each raga has its own five or six raginis. These
tunes have seasons of the year and hours of the day, when they should be played or sung. Any departure from the rigid law lessens the
beauties and subtleties of the tunes and violates the sanctity of the art } congenial to that particular hour of the day and season

of the year. His age was a thousand years and when death drew near he fell into a state of ecstasy, and
accumulated a pile of combustibles from his environs, and danced around it in a state of absolute frenzy, playing
the various notes and tunes from his beak for a length of time, in harmony with the seasons. When, however, he
touched upon the notes of the Rag Dipak, fire was at once ignited, the pile burnt up, and ultimately he himself
plunged into it, and became sati. After a time an egg was created out of the warm ashes which in due course
became a Dipak-Lata.
Thus from times immemorial, one bird was born, lived its weird life, and in the end turned to ashes; then
another and another. The bird is supposed to be extinct now.
This is the strange and fanciful story, handed down to posterity, and which every musician of repute is fond of
repeating.
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From the earliest times, we find that music was regarded as sacred. It sprang from God and was performed by
the smaller divinities. There were professional celestial beings, such as the Gandharvas and Apsaras, who
performed before the devas.
Brahma indulged in the art for relaxation. Saraswati, the goddess of learning and music, invented the exquisite
vina, which bears her name. Nuirada is a brilliant figure among the divine beings, in the musical world. Shiva, in
the act of dancing his divine dance, shook the universe with his marvelous performance. His wife, Purvati, has
been the subject of many a poetical idea. The Rudra Vina is the definite representation of her lovely sleeping
form.
When the art was cultivated so freely among the devas in Heaven, it affected the mortal beings on earth. The
kings indulged in it, so did their subjects, until the study of music was considered to be of vital importance in
ancient times. It was a compulsory subject of education. The youths were taught to sing the divine praises and
prayers. And the secular studies were imparted to them in tunes.
Thousands of musicians of all grades flourished in the land, and multitudes of professionals were supported by
the State, free from all impositions; their one object in life was to unravel the secret mysteries, and expound the
hidden doctrines of the sacred art.
There were no religious rites, ceremonials, forms and observances, inside or outside a home, in which music
did not play an important part. The very existence of the people seemed to depend upon its practice.
Temples and shrines, and all sacred places, were thronged with devotees, who were all absorbed in that class of
music called “Devotional Music,” night and day.
The villages had bards and minstrels who entertained the village folks with tales of the miraculous deeds of the
devas; philosophies of the ascetics and sages; biographies of noble and highly placed men and women, and love
romances in tuneful verses. As time went on, India passed through many vicissitudes and changes. People were
thrown into a chronic state of disturbance. Their pet vocations were interfered with, and they were more or less
deprived of their freedom of living.
But the present degradation and neglect of music show the remarkable degeneration and low status to which
Indians have sunk. All the creative genius of which the land was so rich, is effectually crushed out, until no trace
of its former glory is left.
To acquire anything of Indian music, in the present day, one has to be specially gifted by the gods. We have no
facilities for learning, in the way of preliminary books or notations, nor have we any recognized schools of high
order or merit, accessible to the lover or seeker of music. All the mysteries of this sublime art are confined to the
ancient literature in unintelligible Brij-Bhasha or intricate Sanskrit, carefully hidden away from the gaze of the
masses, in some remote corner.
Music was handed down traditionally in certain families celebrated as great artists, and almost all the male
members among them were able to play and sing, and during a certain period of Indian history you heard of great
men, like Naik Gopal, Naik Baijoo Tan-Sen, Amir Khusru, Mir Nasir Ahmad Dehiavi, etc., springing up from the
unknown, and stirring the very forces of nature by their extraordinary performances.
These families are still to be found; they are few and far between, and scattered in the north and south of India.
They have knowledge of these priceless texts, and some are even in their possession, but they guard these with
religious care.
At the present day, the craze for the revival of old arts has resulted in a few musical schools, scattered in
Bombay, Baroda, Mysore and Calcutta, in which the self-styled professors have brought out a number of school
series, called Notations, imitating the Western system of setting music to notation. The harmonium has been
introduced in place of the sweet strains of [the] sarangi (Indian violin) for accompanying purposes.
A more disastrous metamorphosis cannot be imagined. There is not the slightest idea or semblance of the rich,
classical and original Indian melodies, in these chopped-out, hybrid, silly tunes, sung by a number of students
together.
Similarly some tunes of modern invention are set to music and played in the band. They are anything but
Indian in character. As a matter of fact, the real Indian music is so constituted that it does not lend itself to such
roads to popularity as the piano-organ, school choruses, bands, theatre orchestras, etc. It is much too sacred,
beautiful, almost divine for light amusement, and a thorough knowledge of it requires self-abnegation and the
serious study of a lifetime.
*
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A peculiar feature of Indian music is the distressing and confusing institution of maths, i.e., the classification
of ragas (male tunes) and raginis (female tunes) and talas (time).\fn{The word math means opinion; but here it
means the various schools into which Hindu music is divided}
From the ancient ragmalas and sangits (works on music) we find that music was regarded with awe and
reverence. The devas indulged in it, and men of great learning and piety, such as those who had submerged their
individualities in the divine path.
Sixteen thousand tunes and three hundred and sixty talas (times) are mentioned as used by them in those days,
almost inconceivable to our minds and understanding.
The divine Krishna was entirely intoxicated by his own music on the flute, and when he commenced to sing,
his sixteen thousand gopis followed him, each producing a raga.
In the Middle Ages it was brought to a comparatively appreciable and systematic basis, overshadowing the
inaccessible heights of the so-far sublime music.
Four maths were decided upon, each named after the divinity who was the originator of it.
(1) Someshvar or Shiva Math. Someshvar is one of the appellations of Mahadev (Adam). Math literally means
intelligence. This math is named after Mahadev, and the method of singing and playing in this math is like the
method with which Mahadev sang and played, and one which is extremely difficult. It has six ragas and thirty
raginis. Each raga having its own six raginis and eight putras (sons).
(2) Kalinath Math—so named after Krishna, who was once playing with a ball on the banks of the sacred
Jumna, with his playmates. In the enthusiasm of a throw the ball fell into the river, Krishna immediately jumped
in the water in search of it. When he reached the bed of the river he found himself perched on one of the thousand
heads of a monster serpent.
The king of serpents inhabited the Jumna. The King Serpent on being thus ruthlessly disturbed was annoyed
and tried to injure him with the head on which he stood. Krishna jumped gracefully on to another head, and thus
by jumping on to different heads avoided its deadly bites, till at last he found a piece of rope with which he
successfully tied the serpent up, and thus freed himself from danger.
Now this feat of springing from one head to another was done with such infinite grace and beauty that it
caused a peculiarly pretty dance, with elegant actions and movements, which the historians are pleased to
comment upon, and this today is a recognized form of dancing.
Now when he got hold of the string and mastered the situation, he began to sing in sheer joy; he sang with a
certain method, and this method was called Kilinath Math, commemorating that incident. Like Someshvar Math,
Kalinath Math has also six ragas, and each raga has its own six raginis and eight putras.
(3) Bharat Math, so called after the great Bharat Muni, who sang religious songs called bhajans, in praise of
the devas, in an easy facile manner—creating a certain mode of singing and playing, distinguishing it from the
two others in method of execution and arrangement of tunes.
This math has six ragas, and each raga has its own five raginis, and eight putras and eight bharyas
(daughters-in-law) of the putras. This is the only math which has the additional bharyas.
(4) Hanuman or Hanou Math, so called after the famous general of Sri Ram Chandraji. Hanuman, the king of
monkeys,\fn{The word “monkeys” is used here instead of “aborigines,” owing to a misconception of the medieval commentators of the
epic poem Ramayana, as the aborigines of South India being uncivilized at the time of Rama’s invasion of Lanka, were called vanaras,
really meaning “forest men”, has come to be considered “monkeys.” } who conquered Lanka (Ceylon), and, flushed with

victory in the noted battle, sang praises in the Court of Sri Ram Chandrji, after a certain style. This style was
recognized ever since and one which is very much in vogue in Benares today.\fn{ This book was published in 1925}
Similarly to Bharat Math, this math has six ragas, and each raga has its own five raginis and eight putras. The
bharyas of Bharat Math are retained in this.
*
The last two maths are very much akin to each other in the seasons of the year when they should be played or
sung, also the arrangement of the tunes, with a slight variation here and there.
These maths show an enormous modification in tunes and times. They were brought to a standard of one’s
reach and understanding.
The sixteen thousand tunes were reduced to six ragas and thirty or thirty-six raginis, each raga having its own
five or six raginis, according to their individual math, and eight putras and eight bharyas, and the three hundred
and sixty talas were reduced to ninety-two talas.
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Each math played the tunes in a certain order which it recognized for instance, one math qualified a tune with a
certain attribute, with one or two notes tivar (sharp) or komal (flat), and classed it among the raginis, while
another math with a similar alteration ranked it among the putaras, and so forth.
This difference of opinion caused an incessant wrangle, never determining the class of the tune, but raising an
interminable field for enquiry and research in this branch.
In the reign of the Emperor Akbar, the court musician Tan-Sen made a thoroughly arduous and minute study of
this superb science; felt the superfluity of the four maths, and after long observation, determined the distinctive
qualifications and characteristics of each melody, and revolutionized the musical world of India by deciding upon
one math only, with its proper order of tunes. He dealt similarly with the talas, and concentrated the ninety-two
talas into twelve, without lessening the significance, beauty and subtlety of each tune and time.
None but a master-mind like that of Tan-Sen could have brought about such a complete upheaval in so intricate
an art. He is supposed to have written a raga-mala (book on music) on a sound systematic basis, and ascribed it to
his own name.
This tended to make music intensely popular and progressive. This is the math which has been followed more
or less since, and has greatly influenced modern northern Indian music.
In the south of India music is of an entirely different character, the instruments also differ a good deal from the
north. They have a system of their own. Instead of classifying the tunes according to maths and having so many
ragas and raginis, they simply have seventy-two ragas, otherwise scales. And each scale has a name which
signifies the notes of which it is composed. They follow the ancient system of music of narada and have their
own history and traditions.
2
Music has a wonderful power over animals, and certain tunes exercise fascination on certain animals.
(1) Siraj-ud-dowlah used to hold concerts in the jungles for the benefit of the animals, and when Todi was
played it attracted the deer who would come nearer and nearer listening to the strains with rapture and pleasure.
Similarly, Asaori would attract serpents and peacocks.
(2) Mirza Mohammad Bulbul would play the Nai in his garden. The nightingales would hover around him and
flutter from branch to branch until they actually dropped down in a state of ecstasy.
(3) The Prince of Mysore would take his court musicians to a neighboring district, inhabited by deadly snakes.
The performers would form into a circle and play the Poongi. As the sounds grew louder, they would draw the
snakes from their holes, who came gliding to the place whence the sounds came. They would crawl and creep
towards the players encircling them on all sides, rear up their heads, and sway perfectly intoxicated with the weird
sounds. As soon as the music stopped, they would glide away quietly without injuring anyone.
(4) Kidara, the female tune, is connected with a superstitious belief that those who play it come to grief, that is
why it is unpopular. It is an extremely classical and pretty air.
(5) Mahadev went to Naradji and said,
“What do you know of vina playing that you dare to attempt to handle the sacred instrument?” Naradji said,
“If you can produce anyone who has the courage to play before me I will acknowledge his superiority.”
Mahadev at once sent for Saraswati and asked her to perform before him. Naradji was breathless with surprise
at her great ability and bowed down before her as the presiding deity of music.
(6) Hanuman was very proud of his musical attainments, and foolishly boasted about it. Rama was annoyed on
hearing this and devised a plan to humble his boastings.
In the jungles there dwelt a noble rishi who practiced music with success, until he caused the sapt-swara
(seven notes) to become embodied in seven lovely nymphs. On the pretext of hunting, Rama took Hanuman in the
vicinity of the abode of the rishi, and begged of him to give them some music. In the meantime, Hanuman,
wanting to show off his qualifications, took up the vina proudly and began to play.
Just then the seven lovely nymphs or notes, passed by them; they were going to fetch water. Hearing the music
one stopped, swayed and fell dead. Hanuman had sung that note incorrectly.
The sister notes (nymphs) were comfortless, and moaned and lamented her death piteously: the rishi seeing all
smiled, took up the vina and struck the notes loudly. As soon as the dead note was played correctly it revived and
gaily rejoined the sister notes and there was much rejoicing.
Hanuman, thoroughly ashamed of himself, hung his head down and performed penance for his silly vanities.
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(7) In the reign of the great Emperor Akbar their lived a saint-ascetic, named Haridas Swami, in Muthra,
whose wonderful acquisition of music reached the ears of the Emperor, and he was impatient to behold him. He
tried his best to see him and failed. At last he sent for Tan-Sen and confided in him his troubles. Tan-Sen replied:
“He is greater than all emperors, O Emperor, and recognizes no man on earth, save his own glorious sacred art
which he respects above all. He will not come to see you, but if you condescend to go to Muthra you will see
him.”
Akhbar accordingly traveled to Muthra, and beheld the great swami commanding the presence of the raginis,
to appear at will in their own glorious and beautiful form with the power of his tunes. When Bhaiveen came she
looked dejected and sad. The Emperor asked her the reason of her sorrow, and she replied,
“What can I do? I am most unhappy. It is this tannu (Tan-Sen) who disturbs my peace by playing at all seasons
and hours not congenial to me.”
Akbar perfectly wonderstruck, recognized the greatness of the swami.
(8) Music flourished considerably under the distinguished patronage of the Moghul Emperors. Aurangzeb, the
last great Moghul Emperor, was a bigoted Mohammadan and had a caustic dry nature, which checked the flow of
all arts, and music specially suffered at his hands. The people got stifled and devised a scheme to soften his hard
heart. They prepared a bier, and beating their breasts and tearing their hair, passed it slowly under his window.
The solemn and heart-rending sight impressed him. He inquired the reason of their wild grief, and was told that
the goddess of music had died for want of appreciation and was being buried.
“Dig the grave deep,” he cried, “so that no sound or echo should reach forthwith.”
(9) Tan-Sen, the court-musician, the last and greatest singer that India had produced, had such extraordinary
power over his music that by way of boasting he began singing one of the night-tunes at noon. He sang with such
effect that so far as his glorious voice could reach, the world became enveloped in darkness.
(10) Tan-Sen was once singing Raga Dipak in the court of Akbar, and the place was in flames. A watercarrying maiden passed within its precincts and hearing the tunes and seeing the place in flames stopped, set the
vessel down, clasped her hands and bent her figure supplicating the god to assist her, stood up again and drawing
a deep breath began to sing Raga Megh. She sang this with such sincerity that the Heavens were disturbed and
rain poured forth in torrents, extinguishing the flames.
Skilful performers have often averted famine by singing the Raga Megh.
(11) There are many legends attached to the fiery qualities of the Raga Dipak.
In the innermost sanctuary of an old temple, there burned a sacred light for ages, and through the forgetfulness
of the priest to fill it with fresh oil, the light became extinguished. The whole country was at once thrown in
disturbance and despair. They attributed the incident to some evil spirit hovering round them, and thought all ills
would now befall the country.
A famous musician hearing of this offered to burn the light with the magic power of his song. The raja of the
land escorted him with great honor to the shrine. At the hour congenial to the raga he began his song and sang it
with such effect that there gleamed a tiny light in the innermost gloom of the sanctuary. Then, one by one, all the
deevas (lamps) were mysteriously lighted. He had averted the calamity.
(12) The end of Naik Gopal, one of the mightiest singers the world has produced, was most tragic. Emperor
Akbar, in one of his moods, insisted on his singing the Raga Dipak. The celebrated singer had at this stage
attained such high perfection that he could not sing a song without stirring the supernatural forces of Nature. He
begged of the Emperor to hold him excused, but the monarch’s wayward wishes had to be humored.
Gopal disappeared for six months and came back prepared to meet his awful doom. He placed himself neckdeep in the sacred waters of the Jumna and began his song. The pure notes vibrated the air. The water began to
heat and soon began to boil. The slow torture of the singer was more than he could bear. He begged of the
Emperor to allow him to discontinue. Akbar was merciless, and the unfortunate singer was compelled to resume
the fatal tune.
In the agony of his dreadful sufferings he burst forth with tremendous vigor and sang with such power that the
element of fire was excited in Nature, each note turned to flame, and his whole person exhaled fire and slowly
consumed his body.
(13) Tan-Sen had four sons, and unlike their father, they had no taste for music. The eldest son, called Bilas
Khan, was of a roving nature, and inhabited the jungles. It was a great disappointment to the people that none of
his own sons were capable of occupying the same high position in the musical world as the great father, and that
one of his pupils might have to be selected to take his place after his death.
223

In course of time Tan-Sen died, and the question now arose as to who should be appointed in his place. The
pupils fought among themselves for supremacy. The public could not decide—as one was as good as another.
In the meantime, Bilas Khan returned from his wanderings, saw his revered father’s coffin lying on the
threshold, and became very sad; he also saw his dear mother inconsolable, bemoaning the loss of a great name.
He stepped into their midst and said:
“He who can move my father’s coffin with his song will be awarded the pugree (turban).
The pupils were staggered to hear this bold proposal and stood still and frightened. When no one answered his
challenge be sang the Ragini Todi with such pathos and feeling that the coffin actually moved. People
acknowledged his greatness and the Emperor tied the turban on his head. The tune is now known as Bilas Khani
Todi. It is a dignified, manly and slow melody.
(14) Al Farabi, the great scholar and philosopher, and inventor of the musical instrument, kaanoon, once went
to the Court of Safuddowlah, who was holding a Durbar of learned men. Al Farabi was in the habit of hiding his
identity by donning the uniform of a Turkish soldier. Saifuddeen, on seeing him, motioned him to sit down. Farabi
said,
“In my place or in yours?” The king, a little angered, said,
“Of course in yours.”
On hearing this the philosopher pressed his way through the throng, reached the dais and sat down. Saifuddeen
was compelled to move away a little. Farabi pressed further until he occupied the central seat. The king, pale with
anger, addressed his slaves in a language incomprehensible to most of those present, and said,
“I shall put him a few learned questions; if he is able to reply, all well and good, if not you may do away with
him. The old fellow is impudent and mannerless, and we shall have to teach him a lesson.” The old philosopher
immediately replied fluently in the same language, and said,
“Have some patience, your Majesty, and await results!” The king was dumfounded, and said,
“Do you then understand this language?” Farabi said,
“Not only this, but seventy more!”
He at once rose in the estimation of the king, and there followed a learned discourse, in which all the scholars
were defeated. The king then said,
“Now what can I do for you? Will you have some refreshment?”
On getting a reply in the negative, he sent for all his court musicians of renown, and they began to perform.
Farabi criticized the knowledge and performance of each, until the king got disgusted, and said,
“Perhaps you yourself can perform better.”
Farabi quietly took out a few pieces of reeds from his pocket, adjusted them, and began to play a bright
melody. The result was that the whole company burst into an uncontrollable fit of mirth. He then changed his tune
and began to play mournful notes, with such effect that all present were moved to tears. Again he changed his
theme, playing slowly and dreamily, until gradually the listeners sank into a profound slumber, when he quietly
slipped away.
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263.26 Literature And Womankind\fn{by K. M. Kunhulakshmy Kettilamma (1877-1947)} Kottayam, Kottayam District,
Kerala State, India (F) 1
“Literature means vigor”, a learned scholar from the West is said to have declared.
It must be admitted that this idea is both interesting and lucid. A precondition for the utilization of any energy
is that we must take into consideration its inclination and configuration. In the case of literary expression too, we
need to show deference to certain important features. Literary work that is meaningless, that is, devoid of
righteous intentions and sagacity, must not be allowed to blaze for long—in the same way that baneful energy
must not be allowed to persist for long. It is this that puts literature and energy on common ground. Therefore, the
watchful eyes of aspiring writers should always be focused upon the core elements of their activity, and the
obligations involved, so that it does not deteriorate into futile exercises.
It is readily perceptible that men-folk take precedence in almost all varieties of ordered human activity in the
cultured world. This tremendous expansion has been made possible by the multi-faceted power of freedom
available to men and the refinement of the mind that it makes possible. There may not be many who hold male
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and female temperaments to be fundamentally different. The respective temperaments of men and women become
distanced from each other through the distinct sorts of worldly affairs with which they come to, or are likely to
come to, contact, as they attain maturity. If the growth in the intelligence of women and men engaged in the study
of the same topics, in the same school are compared, women may not excel men in performance. However, most
people would agree that women attain the same levels as men. Thus it is the absence of like conditions that direct
women and men into their distinctly different paths.
In a particular society, the epoch in which both women and men devote themselves to the pursuit of success in
a spirit of equality may be counted as heralding the pinnacle of its civilization. It is then that life becomes
pleasurable and plentiful for society as a whole, since the several worldly difficulties that plague the present
scheme of living will vanish altogether. We must work together persistently and intelligently to accomplish this
ultimate state of well being.
Great men of different epochs have argued that “the civilization of a society ought to be measured by the
refinement of education attained by its womenfolk”. It is not news that the status of women in modern Western
nations is exceptionally high. Likewise, the distressingly vast difference between India and the Western nations in
this regard is also not unknown to us. If the women of Kerala were to strive purposefully to further their social
efforts, then the land of Kerala would step into the threshold of a remarkably fortunate era. Literature is foremost
among the fields in which our sisters should toil with renewed vitality.
Women need to focus upon many factors in their efforts to claim for themselves a permanent niche in the
literary field. Ill-thought-out projects are bound to be rejected by society in the long run, however talented their
proponents might be. Among these, the exertions of women, who lack sufficient worldly experience, are easily
dissipated.
If the women of Kerala are to make their mark in the literary field, then, first, they must demand social
freedom, and win it through persistent struggle. It may be stated at the outset that to demand the same sort of
freedom enjoyed by men for women does not suit our national ethos. This merely means that women should not
be allowed unbounded freedom under all circumstances. If men invite women’s cooperation and help in efforts to
improve the condition of society, they will achieve success early. There are many instances that illustrate the
mind’s refinement through freedom.
Literary efforts, especially, are fully dependent on genuine, self-acquired experience. This sort of experience is
not available to women today. The freedom enjoyed by men endows all their endeavors with strength. The
restrictions on women’s freedom are responsible for the infrequency of their efforts. They must possess at least
the social freedom that will permit them to reshape, classify and refine experience. How can any effort that relies
upon indirect experience, that has not the strength derived from delving into the labyrinthine complexities, the
twists and turns of the ways of the world, prove fecund? Mental faculties develop only when there is freedom of
action. Is it not said that “action influences the intelligence, but the intelligence does not influence action”?
If women are granted some more social freedom, they may enter the world of literature without much
difficulty. Along with social freedom, women will need help from men, and gradually, this must be replaced by
their cooperation. Men have to help women in many ways until the experiences of women gain “height and
weight”. Without this, they may lose their bearing, or self-control in the tangles of a complex world—once they
have gained enough experience, they will be able to survive without much dependence on others—here, the
responsibility of men would be to strive along with them on an equal plane.
Women possess many natural qualities that can embolden them to embark upon literary endeavors
successfully. Virtuous causes they may easily acquire, which is the primary requirement for enduring literature.
Womanliness and innocence are not very distant. They are mutually entwined. Women’s ideas incline naturally
towards innocence.
Besides, the Womanly Heart is vested with far more tenderness than the Mind of Man. It is this single quality
that is the exquisite seed of Compassion, or Love of one’s Fellow Beings, which has inspired much captivating
and masterly work. The works of Western poets have illustrated well how inspiring Compassion can be in literary
expression.
Impartial lovers of literature are saddened by the fact that despite all its intrinsic greatness, the Womanly Heart
has not been appropriately molded. A few Great Women, here and there, have given us reason for relief that the
women of Kerala are indeed capable of efforts to enrich the language. Once that relief is transformed into
courage, and gradually forged into experience, we may indisputably rejoice that the inauspicious days of
Malayalam are indeed in the past.
Honored Sisters! Let us all strive together so that such happy times may soon arrive.
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234.57 Excerpt from Gopabandhu In Legislature: Speeches Of Pandit Gopabandhu Dash In Bihar And Orissa
Legislative Council\fn{by Pandit Gopabandhu Dash aka Utkalamani (1877-1952)} Suando Village, nr. Puri, Puri District,
Orissa State, India (M) 8\fn{The “Province of Bihar and Orissa” was created in 1912; Bihar and Orissa became separate provinces in
1936, long after these resolutions were proposed in 1920: indeed, Orissa was the last provincial creation of the British Raj:H }
First resolution.
“That this Council recommend to the Lieutenant-Governor in Council that the minimum number of free
studentship in the colleges of the. Province be fixed at five per cent of the total number on the rolls of the
colleges, exclusive of the students who may be in receipt of stipends or free-studentships from any local
charitable endow-ments or funds.”\fn{ Introduced on February 6, 1920. These are reproduced sections of what amounts to a
provincial “Congressional Record”:H}
*
Your honor, before I speak on the subject-matter of the resolution, allow me, Sir, to briefly narrate the
circumstances that led me to bring up this subject before the Council. The members of the Council are aware that
in the beginning of the present college session when the fixed rates of several colleges of the Province were
raised, it caused some feeling of dissatisfaction among the educated community, which found expression in the
press. Some students and guardians complained to me of the increase, and my reply to them was that efficient
teaching must necessitate higher cost.
Of course those who have fair competency and a certain source of income, may meet the increased charges of
the education of their boys without much difficulty. But most of our students in schools and colleges come from
the middle classes who are generally poor.
The year that is just passed has been a bad year. There has been distress, more or less, in all parts of the
Province. The middle class people have been affected and this has affected the strength of some of our educational
institutions. Consequently many students in the college have felt the increase of the cost of living in town which
has become inevitable in the present state of the country. The increased fee rate has also added to their burden.
I know many deserving students could not prosecute their studies in the college owing to their inability to meet
the expenses which have appreciably increased. Many of these students were candidates for free-studentship in
their colleges. But the number of free-studentships are limited, and only a few could get them.
Free-studentships are no small help to such students. I have come across some of these poor and deserving
college students, and I am convinced that some help, however small, would give them a little relief in their
struggling career in the college. This conviction led me to put some questions on the subject of free-studentship in
colleges in the meeting of the Legislative Council in August last. I thought the disproportion between the number
of students on the rolls and the number of free-studentships in each college would impress itself upon the
authorities, who might raise the number of free-studentships proportionately to the increase in the number of
students. But nothing appears to have been done in this direction. Now I approach the Government with the
resolution on the subject in the hope that they will give the matter their careful and sympathetic consideration.
From the statement given to me by the Government in reply to my questions it will appear that there is no rule
on the allotment of free-studentships in colleges as there is for high schools. In some colleges such as the Bihar
National College and the Diamond Jubilee College, free-studentships are allowed up to a limit between five and
six per cent of the total number on the roll. But in the two premier Government colleges of the Province, the Patna
College and the Ravenshaw College, the number is ludicrously small. bearing a proportion of a little over one per
cent to the total number of students in each case.
In the Patna College only six free-studentships were established in 1908 when the strength of the college was
209. In the Ravenshaw College an equal number of free-studentships was also instituted the next year, and the
number on the roll was then 252. Since then the strength in both these colleges has largely increased, the present
number in the Patna College being 504 and that in the Ravenshaw College 514. Notwithstanding this increase, the
number of free-studentships remains the same. In the Tej Narayan Jubilee College there were 21 free. studentships
in 1890 when the college had only 101 students. The present number is 580, but there seems to have been no
increase of free-studentship during these thirty years.
From the above facts it is clear that there is no uniformity of rule about free-studentships in college, and I
respectfully submit that the time has come when the question should be carefully considered. It is now necessary
and desirable to introduce the percentage rule with regard to free-studentships in colleges such as we have in
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schools.
It cannot be doubted that in recent years the desire of the people for higher education has grown very keen.
This is evident from the increased number of applicants for admission into our colleges. The desire ought to be
fostered and encouraged. But in this country, the majority of our students come from humble life and from the
poorer section of the community, and some of them are remarkably intelligent. It is a pity to see poor and
intelligent youths struggling hard to maintain themselves in the college. I know students who do not take tiffin
and have often to live on one meal a day. It is for these fellows that the help and patronage of society and of the
State is most needed.
With the increase in the cost of education the misery of these people is bound to increase, and consequently the
door of the University becomes closed against most of them. It is often said that high education is not for the
poor: it is meant for those only who can afford to pay for it. If this be followed as a policy to guide the course of
our University education it will deprive our colleges of many bright and deserving students. In a Province like
Bihar and Orissa, where people are so poor and education so backward, no such policy can be stated with any
degree of seriousness.
For we all believe that Your Honor’s Government are anxious to further the cause of high education in the
Province. The members of this Council know that Your Honor is sincerely anxious to place the new Patna
University on a solid and permanent basis, and to improve the conditions of the external colleges which you
would like to see grow up in time into so many Universities. But to make our colleges vigorous and progressive
institutions, capable of such development, it is as necessary to increase their efficiency as to increase the number
of students in them.
The increase of students will throw heavy responsibilities on Government. Provisions have to be made for
larger accommodations in halls and hostels, for the maintenance of more efficient staffs and of better-equipped
libraries and laboratories. All these can not be done without sufficient funds. Educational expenditure will
therefore be necessarily more in the future than in the past.
I admit free-studentships will add to this charge, and this addition will increase if we mean to have more and
more deserving and meritorious students in our colleges. But the charge on account of the free-studentships will
only be an insignificant fraction of the total expenditure to be incurred on other items.
My resolution does not involve any new principle. Education of the people is a duty of the State. This is a time.
honored doctrine in India, where, in ancient days, students used to receive instruction free on all subjects, The
people cherish the tradition even now. In modem times this responsibility has also been recognized in different
degrees by different states. In India system of free primary education now appears to be within sight.
But we are far off from the time when a system of free University education might be considered as within the
pale of practical politics, though, in a few Indian states like Mysore, attempts are being made in this direction. It is
to be acknowledged that in recognition of their paternal duty to deserving and indigent students, the Government
have established a certain number of scholarships and free-studentships.
Scholarships are very few in number. They are again awarded in consideration of merit only, irrespective of the
condition of the student. In any district or division there are certainly many more students who are capable and
deserving than the few who get scholarships. Some of these students are given free-studentships in consideration
of their condition and character besides their merit, and they benefit thereby immensely. Half a loaf is better than
no loaf. Thus, Sir, what the resolution aims at, is that there should be some rule which every college will have to
follow in working out a principle already recognized.
The Patna University committee have also recognized the necessity and importance of free-studentships,
though for each of the external colleges they have arbitrarily fixed the number at 8 only. My request in the
resolution is reasonable and modest. It means that for 20 paying students there will be one free or in other words
out of one hundred rupees received, only rupees five will be given, a very humble share which can be fairly
claimed of the earnings of a private individual for any charitable purpose.
On a motion of my friend the Hon. Rai Bahadur Dwarka Nath, the percentage of free-studentships in schools
has been raised from five to ten. I submit, Sir, that this increase in schools makes it necessary to increase the
number of free-studentships in the colleges so that the free-students of schools might continue to have the same
advantage in their college career.
As I have already said the fee rates in almost all colleges of the Province have been raised recently. With the
figures that I could obtain of the Patna College and the Revenshaw College, I have roughly calculated that in
consequence of the increased fees there will be an increase in the receipt of each of the two colleges during the
current session of about six thousand rupees over the income of the last year, though the number on the roll in the
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present session is less than in the previous year. Of course, in view of the increased expenditure which has
become necessary to raise the efficiency of the colleges, this increase in the revenue is nothing. But it has the
effect of keeping out of the college a few more students who are poor but might be acquisitions to the community
of students of the college for their merit and character. It need hardly be said that the increase of free studentships
would minimize this effect to a certain extent.
In their proposal for the establishment of intermediate colleges separated from the University, the. Calcutta
University Commission calculate the cost of this new type of institution on the assumption “that a uniform fee of
rupees five per mensem\fn{Month} would be charged in each class and that ten per cent of the students would
enjoy free places and ten per cent pay only half fees”. This means there would be ordinarily fifteen per cent free in
an intermediate college. Although we If have not yet thoroughly considered the report of the commission to judge
as to which of their suggestions might be worked out in this Province, Your Honor’s Government had anticipated
their recommendation with regard to the separation of intermediate classes from the University by removing the
IA. classes from the Patna College. Hopes are now entertained in several quarters that at no distant date there will
spring up intermediate colleges at important centers of the Province. I earnestly trust, if my resolution be
considered in the light of this suggestion made by so eminent and impartial an authority on the subject, this
Council will not hesitate to lend it their whole-hearted support and the Government will not grudge their
acceptance.
After referring to the opinion of the Calcutta University Commission I do not think it necessary to refer to the
existing practice in other provinces. Some of them have big endowments for educational purposes. There are
many private Colleges where intelligent needy students receive much help and advantage. The financial position
of their universities has become stable and secure. I know in post-graduate classes Calcutta University awards a
larger number of free studentships, over 10 per cent of the number on the roll.
But the Province of Bihar and Orissa suffers seriously from lack of private charities for education. Our
University is too young to help itself. In these circumstances, our poor and deserving students in colleges will
only look up to the Government for help and encouragement.
The acceptance of this resolution will not after all involve any heavy loss of income. Three of the colleges in
the Province are more or less following the rules for which I urge. In other colleges the existing number of freestudentships will have to be increased to comply with the rules. While the loss may be so small, the gain to the
colleges themselves and to the country would be great. For I always hold that a promising youth properly
educated and trained to the development of full manhood is an invaluable asset to society and the Government.
In conclusion permit me, Sir, to say that in pleading the cause of merit, which is unfortunately often mated
with poverty, I do not ask for favor. The meritorious youth has a claim upon the state and in coming to a decision
on the resolution this Council will only decide this claim.
Second resolution
“That this Council recommends to the Lieutenant-Governor in Council that our of the lump grant of Rs. 87,000
for the expansion and improvement of primary education, Rs. 20,000 be allotted for the promotion and
advancement of secondary education.”\fn{Introduced on March 13, 1920}
*
Your Honor, I do not think I should speak much to persuade the Council to accept my resolution which only
proposes to place at the disposal of the Director of Public Instruction a sum of Rs. 20,000 to be spent on
secondary education out of Rs. 87,000 allotted by the Finance Committee for the expansion and improvement of
primary education. I was present in the Finance Committee when the allotment was made. I trust the members
would have accepted my proposal if I would then place it before them. But the necessity was suggested to me
afterwards.
I yield to none in my anxiety for the spread of primary education in the country. But anyone who is in close
touch with the feelings and wishes of the mass of our people knows it very well that primary education is not
much sought for its own sake. There is a demand for Middle English Schools in many places. Most people do not
consider primary education as of any value to their boys if they are to close their education at that stage without
further advance into schools where English is taught. I am sure the Government are aware of this fact, as was
evident from their reply to a question of mine on the subject in the Council last year.
To satisfy this popular desire the Government then promised that they would include in the budget provision
for grants to two new Middle English Schools in each Division next year. I trust that has been done. But two
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Middle English Schools in a Division will not meet the requirements. There should be an annual addition of two
Schools in each Division for some years to come.
Our secondary schools are yet very few in number. Though there has been an increase of expenditure on
secondary education, both Government schools, general, and grants-in-aid, from 3,68 to 8,05 during the last 8
years, it has not resulted in an adequate increase in the number of school, as the greater part of the funds has been
devoted to the addition to the staff and improvement of pay. The transfer of control of Middle English Schools
from local bodies to the Government has thrown new responsibilities on the department. The Director should be
in a position to discharge these responsibilities to the satisfaction of the wishes of the people.
It is very encouraging, however, that private efforts are being made at several places of the Province to start
either Middle English or High English Schools. The organizers would naturally approach the department for aid.
It is necessary and desirable that a lump provision should be made which the Director may use at his discretion to
help such private efforts for the advancement and promotion of secondary education. I trust in recognition of the
increasing demand for secondary education, the Council will accept this resolution.
Third resolution
“That this Council recommends to the Lieutenant-Governor in Council that the Provincial share of the
provision for the Famine Relief be raised from Rs. 19,000 to Rs. 50,000 and that a corresponding deduction of Rs.
31,000 be made from expenditure under 20 Police.”\fn{ Introduced on March 13, 1920}
*
Your Honor, I do not know, Sir, if it has ever been the misfortune of any non-official member of this Council to
move a resolution like this since the creation of this Province. Non-official members generally urge for sanitation,
education, and for such other matters as help the progress and advancement of the people. But what would
education or sanitation mean to a people that has no food to eat, no clothes to wear and even no hut to live in.
Famine is a terrible thing. To think of it is painful, to speak of it is grievous and to live in it is fatal. But, alas!
hundreds of my people are struggling under its terrible grips for over a year. Coming as I do, from a part of the
country where some tract or other is liable to flood or drought almost every year, I am not easily moved by the
effects or an ordinary scarcity which it is very hard for people under more favored conditions to bear. I would not
have brought this motion before this Council were I not forced to do so by the painful necessity of circumstances.
During the year which is about to close, famine has been declared only in three districts and the revised
expenditure on Famine Relief has been estimated at Rs. 7,80,000 though Rs. 16,00,000 has been provided in the
budget for the purpose. The Government may congratulate themselves upon being able to avert the danger with
less than half the estimated cost. But I may be excused if I say, and I say it deliberately, that the measures taken
for the relief of famine have not been on the whole adequate to meet the situation; may, with regard to certain
areas the Government have hitherto failed in their duty to the people in distress. There have been places where
distress has been so acute that nothing short of full famine relief measures would give adequate relief to the
distressed. While I say this, I have particularly in my mind the parts of the Puri District which I have myself seen.
The Honorable, the Finance Member, in fixing the expenditure for famine relief in the next year’s budget at Rs
75,000 says, ‘The rice crop of the curret year is a bumper one and it is not anticipated that any famine relief will
be necessary next year”. Evidently the condition of the flooded areas in the Puri District, I am afraid, has not yet
been brought home to the Government.
I submit, Sir, relief measures in that areas have long become necessary, and are necessary now when conditions
in other parts of the Province have changed. The Commissioner of the Orissa Division, the Honorable Mr.
Gruning, recently paid a visit to these parts for which I am thankful to him. I am told he has seen only the fringe
of the distressed tracts and could not make it convenient to visit the tracts worst affected where he was eagerly
expected. I trust, however, that the little he has seen must have convinced him of the gravity of the situation, and it
is earnestly hoped that, as the result of his visit, famine will be declared in those areas. Better late than never.
Now permit me, Sir, to say a few words to justify the contention that I have all along been making for the
declaration of famine in the Puri District.
At the outset I would assure Your Honor and the members of the Council that I am always careful not to
exaggerate things especially in grave and serious matters like famine. Nor is my experience of famine conditions
new. During the last twelve years I have had the experience of distresses on two occasions, in the subdivisions of
Kendrapara and Jajpur of Cuttack in 1907, and in the Chilka areas of the Puri District in 1917. I never urge any
point of which I am not myself convinced; for, I always believe that in public life as in all other spheres of
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activities, truth and sincerity are the only invincible forces which win.
The conditions of some of the villages of the flooded areas are such as many of the members of this Council
will not easily imagine. Ever since November 1918, when the gloomy prospects were clearly visible, I have been
putting questions on this subject in almost all the meetings of the Council. Resolutions in public meetings have
been passed; graphic descriptions of the conditions of the people have appeared in the press. Even the Utkal
Conference, the National assembly of the whole Oriya people moved the Government in the matter. But all to no
purpose. Conditions are growing worse every day. I quote below one of the paragraphs that appeared in the
papers. It described the conditions as they were in October last.
In many places the worst has come at last. What was but an apprehension has become a reality. The mother is
snatching away the morsel of food from the child. People under the pang of hunger have eaten fruits, roots and leaves
which were never used as food. These, too, have become scarce now. In affected areas, specially in flooded tracts,
distressed people are moving about everywhere in mere skeletons appearing at every moment to fall down. They look
like fearful specters. Some of them are falling down dead. Such dead bodies are to be found along the roadsides. Many
are committing theft in expectation of being better fed in the jail. People do not get food to buy. Those that have still
some strength to work do not find labor. The mother has left her child and the husband his wife. Many have fled away,
nobody knows where. Everyone is now for himself. Little orphans are seen here and there under the grip of death. The
terrible scenes of the great Orissa famine of 1866 have been repeated in several places.

This description is true to the letter. I bear testimony to it. Had the Government complied with the request
made by the Utkal Union Conference to depute some responsible officers to co-operate with the non-official
members of the committee appointed by the Conference to enquire into the actual state of things, I am sure there
would have been no room for Government to doubt or dispute the correctness of this description.
Since these paragraphs appeared in the papers, conditions have grown still worse. Some villages have
practically been deserted. The number of deaths is increasing. Whatever cause might be assigned to these deaths
by the local officers, it can be stated with perfect certainty that most of them are due directly or indirectly to want
of food. These facts will be brought to light in detail when the result of the non-official committee appointed by
the Conference will be published.
I have, however, to acknowledge the co-operation of the District Officer of Puri with the non-official
gentlemen in organizing private relief measures which, inadequate as they were, gave some help to the people
who were in sore need of it, the subscriptions from outside and specially from the Hindi Natya Parishad and the
Oriya Samaj of Calcutta, as also from the Provincial Famine Relief Fund. But all these did not go a great way in
alleviating the miseries that are so wide and intense. The private source of help has practically ceased to exist.
Government help has now become more absolute and urgent than ever.
I do not wish to take up the time of the Council for any further detail. After I sent notice of this resolution, I
visited some of the affected villages on the 8 th instant with a view to making myself perfectly certain of the
grounds which 1 should have to urge. I went into some houses. A year ago they were in good condition. The
householders were known as well-to-do people. Now they have become absolutely destitute. I could find nothing
on which they can lay their hands for their maintenance. Lands they have sold or mortgaged, utensils and
ornaments they have already parted with, cattle they have lost. If they have still anything left, it is because they
could not find buyers.
I have brought some samples of their foodstuffs which I found in one of the houses I visited. Here I place them
on my table. This specimen with green leaves is a kind of herb which nobody would ever use as food. The powder
is made of husks with some particles of rice. The food which they take once a day and often at longer intervals, is
prepared by boiling the herb with the powder. Many cannot afford to add a little salt to it. When this is the
condition of these who were the families of fair competency in the village only a year ago, the sufferings of others
might be more easily imagined than described.
I have also in my table a photo of a group of famished people. It was taken in a village near Gop early in
January last. It will speak for itself.
If conditions like these do not constitute famine I do not know what famine is. I leave the matter to the
judgment of Your Honor and of this Council.
Even after all this I cannot lose faith in the goodness and wisdom of a Government presided over by a
considerate and popular administrator like Your Honor. Let the dead past bury its dead. Pray, have mercy on those
that survive. It is their due. Let me hope and trust that famine will be declared.. In that case larger expenditure will
have to be incurred. If the Provincial share of the famine be raised to Rs. 50,000, the total allotment on that head,
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including the Imperial share will come up to two lakhs,\fn{Rs. 200,000} with which the situation may be fairly met.
My suggestion is that a corresponding deduction of Rs. 31,000 may be made from the head Police. If proper relief
measures are organized in famine-stricken areas of the Puri District, there is no doubt that crimes will decrease in
that area,
In other parts of the Province economic conditions have also improved. So we can do next year with less
police force. Under the sub-head Special Police Force 20-D the provision for mounted military police has risen
abnormally high, from 22 in the Revised to Rs. 80,875 in the estimate for the next year. The detective training
school may be postponed for a year. Thus Rs. 31,000 may be deducted from different items of the head Police
without impairing the efficiency of the department.
I anticipate the objection of the Honorable the Finance Member that I did not raise the question of famine
relief in the Finance Committee. It was, however, raised by my Honorable friend Mr. S.K. Sabay. I did not press
the point then, as I knew my proposal. would not be acceptable on the ground that there was no definite scheme
before the Government for famine relief operations in any area. Now the visit of the Divisional Commissioner to
the distressed parts has given me hope that the matter will be sympathetically and carefully considered. And as a
member of Your Honor’s Council bound by solemn affirmation to faithfully discharge the duties on which I have
entered, I consider it my duty to avail myself of this opportunity to plead the cause of the suffering humanity in
that ill-fated tract which I represent,
With these words I commend this resolution to the acceptance of the Council.
Fourth resolution
*
“That this Council recommends to the Lieutenant-Governor in Council that a comprehensive survey of the
waterways in the coast districts of Orissa be made with a view to devising measures for the proper drainage of the
country whereby the destructive effects of inundation might be mitigated and the sanitary conditions in the rural
ares might be improved.”\fn{Introduced on September 10, 1920}
Your Honor, I am afraid, on a mere statement of this resolution, some of my friends here may be inclined to
think that having seen the fate which the resolution of my friend the Honorable Babu Braja Sundar Das practically
on the same subject met at the last meeting of the Council, I should have been better advised not to move my
resolution so soon. But, Sir, the subject is of so vital importance to the people of Orissa that its discussion cannot
be too often initiated. Since the last meeting of the Council I have made a tour in parts of the flooded areas of the
Cuttack and Puri districts. It was in the midst of the scenes of havocs and desolations in these affected areas that I
decided to take the last chance in the life of this Council to urge once more upon the Government the necessity
and desirability of further consideration on the subject of flood and inundation which, as I have often said, is the
life and death problem to the millions of people living in the deltaic tracts of Orissa.
The object of this resolution is to bring relief to the people from the disastrous effects of floods and of the
unsanitary conditions due largely to the want of proper drainage of the country. I sincerely trust Your Honour’s
Government and the member of this Council will be in full sympathy with this object. With regard to the
unsanitary conditions, I should like to say very briefly that in view of the appallingly increasing rate of mortality
in Orissa, urgent measures should be taken to improve the situation. Fever, malaria and such other diseases are
gradually spreading in the coast districts of Orissa where, a few years ago, they were quite unknown. They should
be checked in the beginning, or in a few years hence the situation might defy all efforts. It goes without saying
that by the adoption of measures for the proper drainage of the country, much improvement can be made in this
direction.
The effects of flood and inundation in Orissa are, I think too well known to every member of this Council. A
passing glance over the flood-affected areas of that Division, even at the present moment after a month and half
has elapsed since the present calamity took place, will convince any observer of the extent of damage and
destruction from which the people have suffered. Not only have the crops which were very promising this year
been completely destroyed, but the fields have in places been covered several feet deep for many miles. Several
houses have been washed away. The number of houses—as given in the statement placed before the Council
today is about 27,000 throughout the districts of Cuttack, Puri, Balasore and Sambalpur. I am told over 50 percent
of the population have become homeless in the inundated tracts of the Cuttack district, and from when I have seen
of the villages I visited I have no reason to doubt this estimate. Many cattle were lost and those that could be
saved had to stand in water for several days without any fodder. In these circumstances the miseries of the people
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can be better imagined than described. While admitting that this year’s flood is unusually high and has caused
unusual difficulties and damage, I venture to say that such a state of things more or less happens in some parts of
Orissa almost every year. Since 1907 there have been three high floods including the present one, each at an
interval of about six years. Besides these there have been floods in other years, such as the one of the last year in
the Puri district, which, though not so extensive, are not less harmful and disastrous to the particular areas
affected.
The effects of floods on the economic conditions of the country can be properly appreciated by an estimate of
the damage they cause to the people in the loss of their paddy, house and other property. In the great flood of
1866, the loss in paddy only was estimated at over 90 lakhs of rupees. The loss by the present flood must be much
larger. The Manager of Killah Aul, Mr. S.K. Agasti, in his notes on the Cuttack floods, just published, estimates
the total loss in paddy for his Killah at Rs. 20 lakhs on a very modest calculation. The area of the Aul estate is
about 88 square miles. The area of total loss of crop as given in the statement is 882 square miles. On the basis of
Mr. Agasti’s estimate, the loss in paddy alone for whole of the flood-affected tracts in the different districts of
Orissa would come to 2001akhs.
Add to this the damages the people have sustained by the loss of their houses, cattle and other properties. I am
afraid this calculation would lead the most optimistic mind to a state of utter despondency and despair. In short, if
there is one cause more than another responsible for the gradual impoverishment of Orissa and for the gradual
physical deterioration and decay of its people, I would unhesitatingly point out to the floods. Rightly bas Sir
William Hunter said that “floods and drought are the real calamities of Cuttack as of all the other districts of
Orissa”. This statement is as true now as when it was said more than half a century ago.
Now, Sir, how long can a poor country like Orissa, which has to depend solely upon agriculture, stand under
such circumstances? I respectfully ask whether the force of nature should be allowed to commit the ravages it has
been doing or whether anything should be done to bring it under control or at any rate to minimize the destructive
effects it produces.
*
It may be useful here to note some of the causes and circumstances which are said to increase the liability of
the country to be flooded more frequently and to increase the duration of floods and their destructive character:
1. The general belief among the people is that the opening of canals on one side of the river keeps the land on
the opposite bank exposed to floods. As a matter of fact, the lands on the opposite side of the canal-embankments
are not protected by any embankments, and the people on the unprotected side are not allowed to raise bunds\fn
{Dikes} over 3 feet high on their own private lands for the protection of their houses and fields on the ground that
such bunds may affect the canal embankments.
2. Some experts are of opinion that the embankment system was an initial mistake. The volumes of water do
not find a sufficiently wide passage through the embanked channel of the river, and thus overflow the banks,
rendering the river gradually shallow by deposit of silt and sand. On this point, Sir William Hunter says:
Owing to a well-known peculiarity of alluvial rivers the water which is flooded down upon the plains greatly
exceeds the volume which the lower channels are able to carry off. The rivers issue from the hills heavily laden with
silt, which they deposit when the velocity is checked by the dead level of the delta. The beds thus gradually shallow and
prove more and more unable to carry off the floods to the sea, so that every year a large quantity of surplus water pours
over the banks.

3. The mouths of some of the rivers and estuaries are said to have been blocked up with silt or sand, rendering
the quick discharge of waters extremely difficult, if not impossible. Mention has been made in official documents
of the closing of the mouths of the Chilka Lake.
4. Considerable portions of the existing embankment have been abandoned by the Government, and owing to
their long disrepairs the area which they used to protect has been more liable to be inundated.
5. Causeways and weirs have been constructed at several places on the embankments, e. g., the one at
Achyutpur in the Puri District, and have been causing damage year after year. Large cultivated areas of the
locality have become absolutely waste and desolate. I went to see the damage caused this year by the Achyutpur
causeway to the neighboring villages, a few days ago, and I am convinced that a large number of people over a
considerable area have been suffering for several years on account of this causeway.
6. Private proprietors or tenants often raise village embankments to save their own lands from flood. These
embankments obstruct the free passage of water coming down from villages situated higher up.
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7. Many old natural channels and distributaries of rivers are in course of time being filled up by their
connection with the main river being discontinued are gradually coming under cultivation.
I do not, however, venture to express any opinion on these causes and circumstances which undoubtedly
determine largely the course and action of floods and give in varying degrees causes of complaint to the people of
the different localities concerned. But I submit, Sir, that they call for a careful examination, which is absolutely
necessary in any endeavor for the solution of the flood problem in Orissa.
I do not suggest what definite action is to be taken with regard to the canal-embankment system. I do not say,
“Let all the canals go and the canal embankments be demolished”, nor do I press for erection of protective
embankments on both sides of all the rivers throughout the country.
All I want is a comprehensive survey of the whole situation by a body of able and experienced experts, with a
view to collect materials for the formulation of a scheme of work which should be undertaken in a broad and
liberal spirit of statesmanship to ameliorate the conditions of so many of His Majesty’s loyal subjects.
I admit, Sir, that owing to the peculiar situation of Orissa, floods are almost inevitable and the country has
more or less been suffering from this calamity from time immemorial. But this is no reason which should
exonerate the State from its duty to protect the people. Efforts have been made from very ancient times by kings
and rulers of the Province to combat the forces of nature to give safety and protection to the subjects under their
charge. In the old archives of the Jagannath Temple we find Anangabhim Deb made large allotments in his budget
for a protective embankment system. Centuries before him this policy was worked out by Markat Keshari who
raised the monumental embankment to protect his capital town of Cuttack from the floods of the Mahanadi and
the Kathjuri. The Moghuls and Marathas and the British Government have recognized their duty in this matter. Sir
William Hunter observes:
The peculiar position of Orissa has entailed special duties upon Government.

I am afraid in recent years the Government have not discharged these duties as sincerely and sympathetically
as they used to do in earlier days of British occupation of the Province. There had been long and careful inquiries
into the flood question of Orissa by committees and commissioners with very eminent administrators and experts
in them, and it has to be acknowledged with gratitude that the results of such enquiries did better the safety of the
people contributed towards the alleviation of their miseries. A long time has elapsed since these measures were
taken. I hope the Council will agree with me that considerable developments have now taken place in the phosical
situation and circumstances of the country which need to be carefully examined.
Sir, I do not ask for the- appointment of a committee for this examination of the situation. I ask for a survey to
be made by any competent agency as suggested by Sir Walter Maude in his reply to the resolution of the
Honorable Babu Braja Sundar Das in the last meeting of the Council. But the procedure he suggests is to collect
and utilize the necessary data for each particular area. I know Government have now adopted this procedure with
regard to the areas between the Kushabhadra and Bhargabi rivers in the Puri district. But not only this area but
several such areas in all the three coast districts of Orissa are suffering regularly and persistently from the
devastations of floods.
So my suggestion is that work which is at present being carried on in that particular area of the Puri district
should not be done piecemeal but should be conducted on a comprehensive scale by a body of competent and
responsible officers and be extended to other parts of Puri as also of the Cuttack and Balasore districts, so that the
problem of flood in Orissa may be considered as one in all its bearings. Unless a comprehensive survey is made of
the entire delta, it is possible that measures taken in a particular area of a district may act injuriously upon another
area of the same district or of any other district. In this connection I may be permitted to quote the following from
a letter of a former District Magistrate of Bllasore embodied in the Statistical Account:
The embankments on the other rivers are numerous but small and made without any reference to any general
system of protection from floods. If they do good to the village in which they are situated, they often do harm to the
villages on the opposite bank by throwing the set of the current on to the other side. A general scheme of embankments
having reference to the whole district instead of as at present for the benefit of particular villages or landholders is
urgently needed. The obvious plan would be to secure as straight a course as possible for the water from the hills to the
sea so that it may run off quickly and not be driven from bank to bank and impeded at every turn.

The policy which is suggested in this quotation for Balasore should, I venture to submit, apply to the entire
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deltaic tract of the three districts.
Your Honor, my resolution makes a very modest request which has in fact been partly anticipated by
Government in the measure they have already taken with regard to the particular area of Puri district. I simply ask
for the extension of that measure to the three coast districts. I hope Government will have no objection to comply
with this humble request. I have only to say that from the statement made in Sir Walter Maude’s reply I have
alluded to, it appears that the work may not be done with that degree of promptitude and zeal which the situation
demands, but unless Government move in the matter in good right earnest and take some immediate action on a
comprehensive scale, they will cause a feeling of serious disappointment and I may say, of deep discontentment to
grow among the people.
The measure I suggest in the resolution is but preliminary to a definite scheme of alleviation which should be
adopted without much loss of time. I earnestly trust, if the resolution is accepted, it will bring health and plenty to
thousands of people now struggling in disease and distress.
I did not intend to speak on this occasion. I am a man who is not much given to speaking, but on the present
occasion I feel very deeply both on my own behalf and as a representative of the people of Orissa. I feel greatly
indebted to Your Honor for the kindness and sympathy that Your Honor showed to me in appreciation of my
educational endeavors in your personal capacity. I feel deeply for your appreciation of my honest endeavors in the
interests of the suffering people of Dabhar and other villages that Your Honor was pleased to visit.
It is not I who speak; I speak for those who suffered; I speak for those in whose sufferings Your Honor’s
sympathy has been a solace and comfort. It is not the time to recount all the works of administration that Your
Honor has done. The present is not the occasion for all that.
I feel very deeply. I shall ever remember with a sense of gratitude the associations that we were connected with
Your Honor.
241.44 Excerpt from The Colony Of Harijans\fn{by Unnava Lakshminarayana Pantulu (1877-1958)} Vunnava Village,
Guntur District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 5
… Venkatayya , Appadasu and Kamaladasu, having boarded the 8 o’clock train, got down at Tadapalli and told
the whole story to Jyothi. At a hailing distance from the settlement, adjacent to the Harijan colony of Vundavalli,
they rented a small bungalow, and obtained orders from the superintendent, Branson, to prepare and send meals
daily to Jyothi and the boy.
After the parents were arrested and taken away Jyothi gathered courage and consoled the boy. They ate in the
night what was left over from their midday meal and slept in Pullappa’s house. The superintendent told them they
could sleep at the bungalow if afraid, but Jyothi did not accept the suggestion.
They got up early in the morning and went with Pullappa’s mother towards the river Krishna for a bath, etc.
and returned home before daybreak. The caste elders held a meeting, stopped the youth from taking any action
until the outcome of the case became known, pacified the inflamed youth and prevented them from attending the
prayer.
The Christian priest as usual had the bell rung but seeing that nobody was turning up, he became helpless and
quiet. In their anxiety to know the outcome of the case, nobody attended to work the next day. Paul\fn{ A lustful
employee bent on seduction} didn’t turn up the next day.
The police arrived by the evening train and announced the outcome of the case. The caste elders waited to see
if they would be asked to attend the prayer after Paul’s arrival and thought of extending the strike if forced to
attend.
At the outcome of Ramanayudu’s case the next day, Paul was jubilant, assuming that he would get the hand of
Jyothi. He went to see the Christian priest, hoping to make him agree to be the guardian of the children and then
communicate it to the Collector. As soon as he returned to the settlement he told everyone the outcome of the
cases of Ramadasu and Ranianayudu and then approached the Christian priest and gave a detailed account of the
developments which made him happy.
*
Branson:
“Paul! It took us ages to win over Ramadasu to our side.” Paul:
“Why do you say we won? What was my contribution to it? Nothing. It’s all your grace. What can’t you
achieve if you want to? Just your chit was enough for the Deputy Collector to say ‘All right’.”
“Did he enquire about anything else?”
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“If he had given me a chance, I would have explained to him the whole case. No, he asked me to convey his
greetings to you. Thus I returned—I have a request to make.”
“Well! Speak out!”
“You will be appointed as guardian to the children, just on your saying so. After that you may forget this poor
Paul!”
“I’ll do what I can. As there will be no one to oppose you, you must try your best to make the girl give her
consent. If you both agree, I’ll see that there won’t be any other problems.”
“The girl doesn’t seem to agree to it.”
“What can I do about it? Just leave her alone, knowing that she is not yours.”
“Is it not possible for you as her guardian to perform the marriage as you wish?”
“No. Everything will be all right if only you get the girl to give her consent. She now sleeps in Pullappa’s
house. His mother is a veritable bitch. You work through her.”
“Yes, sir.”
*
Paul went to Pullappa’s house. Jyothi and Pullappa’s wife were just going out. As soon as they were out of
sight, he went into the house and negotiated with Pullappa’s mother, Ademma. Ademma:
“How is it you have come this way? Why are you so hostile to us, dear sir? How can we poor live if you are
hostile?” Paul:
“I’ll see that you don’t have any problems. Take this fiver for the present.
“What brings you here?”
“I, your grandson, am living all alone, homeless and companionless. You hitch me to your granddaughter. Then
you can stay permanently with me and rule the roost.”
“Some time back, very casually I asked her, ‘Why can’t you marry and be happy?’ She didn’t budge an inch
from her decision not to marry.”
“You must hatch a plot. If you bend her mind my way, I’ll present you with a heavy gold necklace. I’ve three
thousand rupees in the bank. Right away I promise you jewelry worth rupees one thousand. Now it is up to you to
get her consent.”
“I’ll talk to her first. You come later in the evening and I shall let you know the trick. I am sure it will make her
run after you like a puppy. Then you may marry her.”
“You are an old hand at these things. Show me a way out.”
“No problem at all. Come after dusk. I’ll let you know what to do.”
*
Paul went home. But he felt restless. He offered prayers to Hindu gods. He tried to sleep, but couldn’t. He got
up and went for a walk. He began. to sing some gay songs from his boyhood. Then he started to sing a song on
Jesus.
They didn’t interest him. He was in a delirium. He stood up for some time. As he recalled Jyothi, he heaved a
big sigh and, like a stud bull in heat, he roamed around in the fields. His passion ran high.
Then it was dusk. The cool breeze intensified his passion. The delirium set in again. He began to rave and rant
incoherently,
“O dear one! O my love! O darling! O sweetheart! How cruel you are! You are putting me to the sword. O
Jyothi! Your radiant face is glowing before me. Aha! What a lovely girl is my Jyothi.” Then he burst into song:
Marry me, O Chenchu lass!
All profit will be yours, Chenchu lass!
Lord Narasimha I am, O beloved Chenchu lass.
Be my sweetheart and rule over me!\fn{The Chenchu are a hunting tribe living in the forests of Andhra Pradesh}

He ranted, “All are goody-goody! Only good in words. Are David and Solomon not noble souls? Phew! Why
bring in these things now?”
Whither art thou, whither art thou, .
Whither art thou sweetie!

“Here you are! Found you by God’s grace!” He acted as if he was catching her. Then he lamented,
“Oh Where is she? She gave me the slip. You naughty girl! You bounced off like a deer.”
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Brook no more I can.
I can’t lass, I can’t. (He danced)

“I’d be better off with a mate. O Ademma! Show me a way out, or else I’ll drown myself in the river Krishna.
Make haste and kill me soon. I’ll pay sixty sovereigns for each hug. Look here! These are not mere boastful
words. Shall I come? Is it not yet the proper time? I’ll pay obeisance to you. I’ll bow down and touch your feet.
This idiot has put off the matter for a long time. Why should it be dusk—as if daytime is taboo. What if it doesn’t
become dusk, will it be the end of everything? Who’s to come in my way? I’ll go.”
*
Then he got up and went to Pullappa’s house. Paul:
“Granny!” Ademma:
“So you are here! Sorry. She said neither yes nor no. Now only one solution remains. I and she will both go for
a bath at 5 o’clock to the ford on the river Krishna. Horses are to be broken before they are employed. Do you
understand? Who will come in your way there?”
“Can you bring her?”
“Leave it to me. But don’t forget that I helped you.”
“Why do you talk like that? Once I team up with a person, I’ll give my life to that person.”
“You should come very early in the morning. Daylight won’t do.”
“Why wait till daybreak? By the time Gorukoyyalu\fn{ A constellation of stars by which country-folk reckon time in the
night} reaches the zenith, I’ll be up and watching.” Then Paul left.
*
Ademma went in. The daughter-in-law and Jyothi had not returned yet. The rice-pot hadn’t even begun to boil.
While immersed in chatting she had completely forgotten the boiling rice-pot on the hearth. The fire had gone out
of it.
She couldn’t find the matchbox for lighting the lamp. She blew over the embers and made a fire. With it she
lighted the lamp. By the time she took out the pot after the rice was fully cooked, the daughter-in-law and Jyothi
arrived. Rangadu:
“Sister, please serve me food.” Ademma:
“Please come and have your meal. I have prepared some delicious chutney.” Jyothi:
“Rangadu and you can have your meal. I’m not feeling hungry, granny.” Ademma:
“We too won’t eat if you don’t.” Daughter-in-law:
“Why fuss? She met her brother-in-law for a chat, and she is feeling like her stomach is full.” Ademma:
“What brother-in-law?” Daughter-in-law:
“Don’t you know him? Paternal aunt’s son. They resemble each other!” Ademma:
“Have they come with a marriage proposal?” Daughter-in-law:
“It seems tomorrow they would propose and ask for her hand in marriage. We saw them today at the jail. Some
other person and her brother-in-law were there. He asked Jyothi to dine at their place. They also said that they
would be sending her food from tomorrow onwards.” Ademma:
“Who are those strangers? Do they speak the truth?” Daughter-in-law:
“Does her brother-in-law look like a Harijan? No. He is fairer and more polished than her. A well-built man.
He was in raptures! He jumped with joy when he saw Jyothi—Jyothi, please come for dinner.” Jyothi:
“Where could my parents be? Would they have had their meal or not? Granny! Maybe they are being beaten!
Do they serve food in jail both in the morning and evening?” Ademma:
“Why not? They will supply sodden morsels regularly. I noticed it when my husband was in Guntur jail.”
Jyothi:
“My mother is lean and lanky, but healthy. But my father keeps bad health. Granny! Will I ever see my father
again?” Ademma:
“Why not? Six months will pass by in a trice. All of you please come for dinner. If you don’t, I too will skip
my dinner.” Daughter-in-law:
“Jyothi, please get up. The boy is yawning. Let us eat and go to bed.
All sat for dinner. Jyothi picked at her food. Ademma:
“Misery and hard times are part of our life. We have to bear with them patiently. Why are we here in this
godforsaken place, leaving alone the only God? We have to weather the storm and get on in life. When the time is
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up we drop down dead under a tree.” Jyothi:
“Granny! Shally we not go for a bath tomorrow?” Ademma:
“Yes. We’ll go, as you say. But what shall we do at home? As we aren’t attending the prayers, we can attend to
any number of other sundry matters. That great soul has granted us this facility. Hitherto we have had to finish all
the work before the prayer. Everything to be done against time.” Jyothi:
“Would anybody object to our going there for a bath?” Ademma:
“They might object if we chant mantras like you! Why worry? We will finish off all our work before the day
breaks. It’d do if we are there a bit earlier.” Jyothi:
“Please wake us up early. Let’s go to bed.”
*
As soon as the police patrol passed their house on their beat, they went to bed. The police continued their beat,
keeping watch. Paul, like a crazy ghoul, was wandering in Pullappa’s street all through the night till daybreak.
Five patrol beats by a single policeman once every two hours were completed. As soon as the sixth patrol
commenced, he went home, dressed himself well, went towards River Krishna and lay in wait at the roadside
canal.
Ademma got up early in the morning at 4 o’clock and went to the doorstep to see whether Paul had left or not.
Paul was to be seen nowhere. She lingered there for some time, went in and woke up Jyothi.
Jyothi couldn’t sleep well that night. She remembered her parents and was nostalgic for quite some time. She
remembered Appadasu. She compared the facial features of the one she had seen last evening with those of the
image that was imprinted in her mind. Each looked like a replica of the other—like an object and its image.
Throughout the night till daybreak she held fast to that image in her mind and was as blissful as a swan gliding on
waves of joy. When Ademma woke her up, the exquisite image was still haunting Jyothi. She didn’t want to be
disturbed. Jyothi:
“Granny! Don't disturb me now. I’ll be up in a few moments.” Ademma:
“It’s good to take a bath daily on time. Good habits should not be skipped. Let us go and return quickly.”
Jyothi:
“Wait for a while, please, Granny! There is enough time. Daughter-in-law:
“Are you still dreaming about your brother-in-law? Though awake you cover yourself with a blanket as if you
are still sleeping.” Jyothi:
“You won’t allow me to sleep. Granny! All the sin goes to you; you have woken me up so early. Now, let’s
go.” Daughter-in-law:
“If you wish, sleep some more!” Jyothi:
“Granny is after me like a devil. You boy! Get up, let us go for a bath.” Ademma:
“Why do you wake him up in this darkness? Let the sun rise first!” Jyothi (looking at the daughter-in-law):
“Why can’t you also come, instead of lying on the bed, waiting for the sun to rise?” Ademma:
“She shouldn't go. You know she falls ill if she bathes in cold water. So let’s go.”
*
They set out and passed the huts. Ademma was glancing sideways. She seemed to be afraid of something.
After a while she fell behind Jyothi. Jyothi:
“Why Granny! You are behind.” Ademma:
“Ah! Nothing surprising! I am an old woman and you are a young one. Move on, I will follow you. What
would you do now if you came up against robbers?” Jyothi:
“What robbers would come here?” Ademma:
“Are you asking me who will come to rob? Where should they come from? All of them are robbers these
days.”
*
They approached the side canal. They glimpsed a figure standing upright there. Its clothes were white. Then it
seemed to be moving towards the main path. That figure turned out to be a man. He came very near. He stood in
their way blocking them. Jyothi tried to step aside and avoid him. But he obstructed her movement, whichever
way she turned. Jyothi:
“Who are you mister? You seem to be bent on doing some mischief.” Paul:
“I’m your slave. I can’t live if you do not favor me. Why do you torment me like this? What am I lacking? You
shall be well cared for. Every inmate of this settlement will attend on you. They will wait upon you, wholly at
your beck and call!” Jyothi:
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“Get away from me! You may think that I am alone. Watch out. Don’t talk rubbish.” Paul:
“First answer me and then I’ll let you go. I can’t bear this.” (He catches hold of her hand) Jyothi:
“Fie upon you! Don’t touch my hand.” (She frees her hand from his hold and moves aside) Ademma:
“You! Why do you talk like that? Is he not a good match for you? Are you a golden doll?” Jyothi:
“Is this the advice you give me Granny? Enough of this.” Ademma:
“What do you mean, enough? He implores you with such humility! You must regard this as your luck. You
fellow, clasp her. She is putting on airs.”
*
Paul tried to grab her. Jyothi ran towards the river crying out,
“Krishna!”
Both of them chased her, flanking her on either side. She stepped into the water. They followed her into the
water. She reached knee-deep waters. They continued to follow her. She cried out,
“O Dasu!\fn{Appadasu, her true sweetheart} Where are you? Come quickly.”
She got no reply. She felt as if she saw Dasu everywhere.
The other two were following close. Paul tried to grab her with his hands. Like the moon wriggling out of
Rahuvu’s clutches, she slipped out of his hands. Again she cried out loudly her Dasu’s name. Nobody heard it.
The swift flow of the river sucked her into its bosom. The waves engulfed her.
*
Soon the noise of her body sinking and bubbling could be heard. Paul and Ademma stopped in their tracks and
watched it. They tried to save her. But she never surfaced.
Unable to endure the swift current, they returned to the bank. Jyothi spun in a whirlpool. The current swept her
off to the bank where she sat half-buried in the silt.
Paul didn’t notice this. He ran home and hid himself. He was afraid that he might be caught and thrown behind
bars if the police came to know about it.
Ademma reported to her daughter-in-law that Jyothi was abducted. At this the boy began to cry loudly.
Ademma lied that as Jyothi and she reached the river, an unknown man surprised them and kidnapped Jyothi. The
Sub-Inspector arrived, arrested her first and then interrogated her to get the truth. The daughter-in-law also urged
her to reveal the identity of the man.
The entire settlement was excited. The caste headmen said that the truth would come out if Paul were arrested.
But Paul had fled. He had run away towards the river Krishna. His whereabouts couldn’t be traced. The police
entered in their records that he had absconded.
With Ademma the police searched at the ford. A few set out in a group and searched along the bank. Then it
became dawn. They noticed a figure sitting on the sands. They ran towards it crying,
“Jyothi!”
They brushed off the sand on her, slowly drew her out, and stretched her out on the ground. They examined
her. They tried to restore her breathing. They felt her pulse. A lot of water came out as they pumped her stomach
slowly. The bloated stomach turned flat.
But Jyothi was dead. She had already died. They laid her down and covered her body with a piece of cloth.
*
Branson came and saw the body. He and the Inspector took Ademma back to the bungalow. Venkatayya and
Appadasu also came.
Dasu lay down by the corpse. He refused to get up, no matter who urged him. The superintendent sent for
them. Dasu refused to go, plucked some flowers and decorated the body with them. Venkatayya went to meet the
Superintendent. People collected and sat at a distance. Appadasu burst out laughing hysterically and sang:
None can care for you now, nor for me.
On the river bank let’s set up our home!

Then he suddenly lifted her onto his shoulder and rushed into the waters. No one could overtake them as they
got caught in a swift current. Soon, Jyothi and Dasu sank in the fast-flowing water.
It was then that Venkatayya and the police arrived on the scene. Their floating bodies were locked in an
embrace. Flowers were floating along with them.
There was great commotion on the bank. Some who could swim tried to save the lovers. Others hoped that the
current of the water might push the bodies towards the bank.
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The swimmers could not reach the bodies as they drifted downstream. Soon the two bodies vanished from
sight.
There was stunned silence excepting for the sound of the flowing river. The waters seemed to sing:
Now that we are fused into one
Let us build a jasmine boat
And sail away merrily!
1878

238.47 Excerpt from Reversing The Gaze: Amar Singh’s Diary, A Colonial Subject’s Narrative Of Imperial
India\fn{by Amar Singh (1878-1942)} Jaipur, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India (M) 10
3\fn{The editor, in his Introduction to this section of his book, writes (p. 197): Amar Singh begins his military career by becoming a
soldier for the Raj. He is among the first to cross the seemingly insuperable barrier of a “black man commanding a white man” which,
Lord Curzon tells us, “no one will look at.” Philip Mason in his panegyric of the Indian Army, A Matter of Honor, reminds us that the
British Empire and the nation were dominated by an “Imperial class, servants of the Queen and of the Empire, rulers of the subject peoples
and of about nine-tenths of their fellow countrymen.” At the center of this Imperial class are the British officers of the Indian Army, that
“military brotherhood;” that “monastic order;” which embraces the myths of hardiness and self-denial elaborated in the family and in
public schools. These virtues are believed to be uniquely British. Indians, soft rather than hardy, indulged rather than disciplined, and
without the characterological benefits of a public school education, are made of different stuff. The Imperial Cadets Corps (ICC) was set
up to remedy these [alleged] failings and to temper the exclusion of Indians from the officer corps of the Indian Army. A small and only
moderately successful institution, it was the “dear child” of that remarkable Viceroy, Lord Curzon, and aspired to train aristocratic
Indians for officer status. Sir Pratap, Amar Singh’s patron, lays the foundations for the latter’s career by arranging for his protégé to
receive formal training at the ICC. This Part consists of the diary accounts of the seven terms that made Amar Singh an officer and
gentleman. I have taken from this the (highly edited) diary entries for parts three and four. The footnotes, unless indicated by the “H” I
customarily use for those notes for which I am personally at least in part responsible, are, inter alia, those of the editors of this book. I have
bracketed them in my usual way so that they may be conveniently separated from the actual diary text during the process of computerized
textual analysis. The asterisks separating the diary entries are mine:H }
Wednesday, 22nd October, 1902
While I was sitting in my room the captain sahib came and very kindly gave me a lecture for about an hour.\fn
{This sentence is from the entry for Sunday, 19 th October 1902} The talk … was all concerning me but the conversation was
so long and mixed up that for a writer like me it is out of question to describe fully and that well too. However I
will try my best.
Cameron sahib had come to warn me as well as advise that during the last term I had got a very bad name and
had displeased him as well as the major sahib. The chief fault found in me was that I was considered too proud
and haughty and that I had been treating the others rather roughly as they were not experienced. Sahib said that
there were several who were afraid to talk to me. Then he said that I did not mix among them so much as I ought
to have done and as an instance I was told that why did I not talk to the Raja Sahib of Rutlam who was quite a
good man … that I had not been good at saluting and obeying orders and taking advice. Besides this that I had
offended both the commandant and the adjutant on more than one occasion.
Capt. Cameron told me that as I was the son of his greatest friend,\fn{ Cameron and Narain Singh were colleagues in
that both had served as guardians to maharajas who were minors—Cameron to the Nawab of Jaora, Narin Singh to the Maharaja of Alwar }
he wanted me to get a good name … I must join each and every game with the keenest interest even if I did not
like the things … Now what I said in answer to each and every question I shall write here with all the
explanations as far as I know and these explanations are exactly true in my opinion or rather conscience.
The first thing, that I had been too proud, is absolutely unfounded and to this sahib agreed as well, but at the
same time he said that though he knew it well the others were too inexperienced to notice it. Why I was
considered proud is simply this, that I never used to go to nawab sahib’s [Jaora] room as most of the others did
and flatter. That is one bad point about me. I cannot flatter and don’t want to do it even now. Not going [to this
room] gradually [led] to less talking, and the more he and his friends began to look coldly on me, the less I joined
them. Then to add to this, polo spoiled everything … If we played against each other, I used to go straight at him
because he used to look upon himself as the overlord of all. These and other petty things gave me the title of
proud …
Added to all this were the hot words that passed between Deep Singhjee and myself when he [complained]
about [me] inquiring into the mess accounts on the suspicion that some of the money had been embezzled. The
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result of those hard words was that I discontinued staying in the mess after dinner.
Another thing was that I never used to attend to the [religious] lectures of Pundit Nathu Lalljee. I find that
some four or five times I had not attended music when all the others were there …
I had no occasion to quarrel with anyone. Whenever I used to go out it [was] with either Kishengarh durbar or
Akhai Singhjee; but this was because I did not enjoy the company of others.
Now as regards my treating the others roughly, there is no ground except this, that I am rather in the habit of
speaking loudly and forcibly, which sometimes shows that what I say I mean and mean to be obeyed as well …
As regards the boys being afraid of talking to me I cannot understand. I have never been rude to anyone. Of
course Deep Singhjee, Khuman Singhjee, Samandar Singhjee, Pratap Singhjee, and Rai Singhjee are a bit afraid
of talking, but this is not the case with me only. These fellows are shy and don’t mix up with any others but
among themselves. I have been told by some others that I appear rather awe inspiring and that is why the others
don’t approach me. This may be true but I never meant to frighten anyone …
As regards my not saluting, it is all bosh. I return the salute of the syces\fn{Grooms} as well as sweepers and as
regards doing it first I have never missed doing it. We in Jodhpore are not in the habit of saluting much and I may
have missed the thing but surely not intentionally.
As regards obeying orders the only fault that can be found is that I may have not been able to keep step in
marching or keeping a military seat on horseback. Mostly I was in for not keeping my legs steady but this was not
a thing I did intentionally. It was and is a long set habit which is not at all easy to do away with … Besides this I
can find no disobedience.
Now as regards taking advice it has all to do with Capt. Cameron who used to interfere with my horse
management. Sometimes I used to take off my ponies’ shoes which was quite against his principle. Then my
ponies were a bit too thin and I was done in for not keeping them in good condition. I was sometimes told to keep
polo boots or putties on my ponies’ legs when I played but I never used to have them … These things of course
gave me a bad name and I deserved [it] … because I have no right to do anything against the order, advice, or
wish of my officers.
As regards offending the commandant I do not know in the least though Cameron told me that the major sahib
told him that he\fn{Major Watson} was going to jump on me before the whole class and not let me do it any more.
Now what the thing was, I … neither know nor can guess. I asked Capt. Cameron but he too could not remember
it.
Of course I had given occasion for offence to Cameron sahib once and this he told me plainly. It was this, that
one day I told him plainly that I was not going to play polo if I was made to play as a No.1 … Sahib told me that I
am not of the proper age to talk like this or pass opinions, that I must be willing to play anywhere …
As regards my not taking any interest in other games than polo … I don’t care for them … I used to grumble at
cricket which I ought not to have done … I was well advised that if anyone had a pony that did not behave well I
must tell him what would be the right thing to do and not laugh at his inexperience. As an instance I was told that
my father has probably forgotten more than I shall ever learn but he never brags about anything. He listens to all
what one has to say and then, when he has himself to say anything, he always says in a very mild way. Cameron
sahib said that my father always looked upon him as a youth and let him brag as much as ever he liked. He never
takes offence and never gives one to anyone. These are the virtues I was advised to learn …
This term I am determined to keep all the others pleased if I can. I have asked the sahib to warn me off on the
slightest thing he finds wrong with me, and he has promised to do so. I am going to mix and I am going to flatter
with everyone. I was advised to go and call on the commandant when he arrived and lend him ponies to play on
and ride which both things I have done. I pray God to get me out of this corps with credit as soon as possible …
Thursday, 23rd October, 1902
Major Watson came to me at about one o’clock to enquire whether we would object to dine on the same table
with a Maharaja of high birth, as one from Kolhapore\fn{ Kolhapur, a princely state in western India, was ruled by a Maratha
prince. Rajputana Rajputs did not intermarry with the Maratha ruling families of western India; would they interdine? [In the event] the
young maharaja did not join the corps; the problem about eating arrangements therefore did not arise } was trying to join the corps. I

said that we could have no objection whatever unless it was the Jats who might make a fuss.
Sunday, 26th October, 1902
Last night we … had to discuss some matters connected with the mess … Khuman Singhjee, Deo Singhjee and
Pratap Singhjee objected to dining with Mohammedans and one of them was so particular that he would eat
nothing if a Mohammedan came on the carpet. Then there was Samandar Singhjee who would have nothing to do
with us. He would not sit on the same table with us or eat anything that was cooked by anyone else but his own
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man.\fn{Samander Singh, a Jat, hailed from a small thikana in Bharatpur. Along with Dholpur, Bharatpur is one of the two Jat-ruled
states among the twenty-two princely states of Rajputana. Apparently Rajputs, who considered themselves ritually and socially superior,
had no objections to dining with Samander Singh but he was more particular. The other Jat cadet, Ram Singh, Rana of Dholpur, apparently
had no problems with the new mess arrangements}

There was a mess meeting again at noon and Major Watson presided over it. It was settled that now we must
have English food though there are some inconveniences to be encountered …
Monday, 27th October, 1902
Samandar Singhjee’s man came and asked me if I would arrange … separate plates for his master as he would
not use any China materials out of which to eat. Now this was a great problem and I sent for Zorawar Singhjee,
Akhai Singhjee and Samandar Singhjee.\fn{ Among ritually particular Indians concerned about pollution, the kaccha or unglazed
clay pottery utensils available from the village potter are considered polluting if used more than once. Samander Singh seems to be
equating English China with kaccha village pottery} The final result of the whole discussion was that Samandar Singhjee

would not mind electroplated things but only those that were wholly China made. Then was the question that he
would not eat if any of us touched the food, and for this it was settled that the dish would not be passed to him but
that he would get a plate ready served for him from the kitchen.
Good God, what a foolish prejudice all this is. What is the difference between electroplated and China dishes?
Absolutely nothing …
Tuesday, 28th October, 1902
Last night we had dinner in the English manner. The food was English and was eaten in the same manner. This
is the first day that the Rajpoot mess has done it. From today the dinners are always to be in English and lunch in
deshi\fn{Of the country} fashion. Samandar Singhjee was seated on a separate table as he objected to dining with us.
Friday, 31st October, 1902
In the evening we went to polo. I played six chukkers\fn{Periods of 7½ minutes each in which the game of polo is
divided} of which the four fast ones were with the cadet corps team … Major Watson was quite pleased with my
playing and I wanted nothing more …
Sunday, 2nd November, 1902
There was lots of talking about going to Somaliland where there is some fighting going on and for which
Jodhpore durbar has volunteered. When I heard of this I wrote a letter to H.H. Idar asking him not to forget his
old private secretary of the China campaign in case he himself went there. Then I asked Jodhpore durbar to try
and take me with him if it could be done. He has promised to do so though I don’t put much faith in his promises.
Now while at the dinner table, Deep Singhjee said that if Amar Singh is taken why should he\fn{ Deep Singhjee}
not be taken. Jodhpore durbar who is a fickle-minded man said at once that here is a barrier for Amar Singh. I
was disgusted with such a silly excuse but all the same I said that this cannot be so, as I had a better claim.
Hearing this Deep Singhjee said that my claim lay with Jaipore and that he was nearer to the durbar if the
genealogical table was to be considered.\fn{ Both men are Rathores, the ruling clan at Jodhpur, but Deep Singhjee may be of a
branch closer to the ruling lineage}
I laughed at this silliness and said that my dear sir, this is not a case of adoption, that you are taking … clans in
consideration. My claim does not lie thus. It is because I have served the state\fn{ The Jodhpur State:H} and specially
the regiment for the last eight years and had only left it when I came to this corps … I had been brought up in that
state and had been a constant companion to the durbar … Who else can have a better claim? Hearing this Deep
Singhjee kept quiet and so did the durbar …
Monday, 3rd November, 1902
I gave Ormonde to Vali Uddeen just for a trial. Cameron advises me to sell the pony for thirteen hundred but I
am now sticking to fourteen. The worst of it is that he does not like my selling the animal to anyone outside the
corps. What a nuisance! I cannot play this princely game. I must get some money if I can. We will see what
happens …\fn{The cadets leave for Delhi, to act as the Viceroy’s escort in the coronation durbar. The rituals occupy almost two weeks,
from December 29, 1902, to January 10,1903, after which the cadets return to Meerut }
Meerut, Thursday, 12th February, 1903
I put on my full dress turban, turrah\fn{Filigree cockade} and breeches but not the coat and belt as the horse was
not yet ready. I whiled [away] that time with Kishengarh durbar. When the horse\fn{Sarkar’s English black charger
Fitzgerald} got ready I wore my full kit and went to Thomas A. Rust, the photographer. I had three photos taken.
Sergeant Chapman was with me and helped a good deal in making the horse stand properly …
Sunday, 15th February, 1903
I had breakfast in my tent with Akhai Singhjee. This over, I drove to the railway station to bid good-bye to the
241

Nawab of Jaora who is going on leave for his marriage. He is not coming back but is leaving the corps for good…
Friday, 20th March, 1903
Last night we had a big dinner in honor of Rutlam durbar’s leaving the corps. At the end of it I rose and spoke
a few words. I commenced by saying that we were pleased the durbar was going and that we ought to
congratulate him. Jodhpore durbar was about to say something because I had said that we were glad because
Rutlam was going. I knew what was to follow and hastened to say that of course we were sorry to lose the
company of Rutlam, but all the same we must congratulate him at his departure because that is the goal for which
we are all striving and, it is our duty to congratulate those who reach there first.
This explanation quietened all tongues. I ended by saying that nearly all the members knew that Rutlam
durbar has promised to present a thousand to buy plates and other things for the mess. Then we thanked the
durbar. In conclusion I said that we would have gladly drunk to durbar’s health but there was no wine allowed in
mess and to drink health with water was unlucky …
Just before leaving Rutlam came round to the tent of every cadet to take leave. How good of him … The time
having arrived when the train was about to start, the durbar embraced (according to Rajpoot custom) every cadet
and so did Bharat Singhjee [who] too has left the corps, and so we have lost three cadets who have gone after
finishing their time though not the whole course. Just as the train was about to start I proposed cheering the
durbar and said “Hip, Hip, Hoorah!” The others followed and I repeated thrice.
Sunday, 22nd March, 1903
Last night I had heard privately from Capt. Cameron that there was going to be an examination on Monday and
told about it to Zorawar Singhjee and Akhai Singhjee after they had promised me not to reveal it to anyone else…
The sahib has got a book which is a translation of some Hindi love songs. I asked him to let me have a look at
it but was denied on the objection that it concerned love matters. I told the sahib that never mind, I can read them
in my own language. Fancy his denying me a book on the ground that it has love songs, when I am already a
father. How ridiculous …
Thursday, 26th March, 1903
At eleven we went to school where there was examination in arithmetic. The questions were quite easy ones
but unfortunately they all proved too much for my limited knowledge, and the result is that I am not right in a
single sum. That is damn bad indeed.
Saturday, 16th May, 1903
Notes About My Third Term in the Cadet Corps.
Lessons
We were taught Forty-One Years in India by Field Marshal Lord Roberts.\fn{ Field Marshall Lord Frederick Roberts
of Khandahar, hero of the Second Afghan War (1878-1880), commander in chief of the Madras Army (1880) and the Bengal Army (1885),
commander (after Redvers Buller was relieved) of Imperial Forces in the Boer War, October 1899-May 1902, and Field Marshall at his
retirement before the outbreak of World War I, he began his military career as a subaltern in the Company’s artillery in 1852. “He became a
legend in the British and Indian Army alike,” Philip Mason writes, “because he was direct, uncomplicated and brave and because he put his
duty to … the men under his command before his own comfort and convenience.” A Matter of Honour, 340. “It is really inescapable to go
on quoting Roberts,” Mason writes, “because he does so accurately represent the prevailing view” (347). Kipling knew and admired
Roberts, and Roberts admired Kipling. Roberts, who knew that armies needed good coverage, talked to Kipling before leaving for South
Africa to take command and saw to it that Kipling got to South Africa and to the front. Kipling made “Bobs” a household word. See Martin
Fido, Rudyard Kipling (London: Hamlyn, 1974), 103, 129). When the second class of ICC cadets read the Forty-One Years in India in
1902, the book had been out for five years and was well on its way to becoming canonical. As is evident from ICC practice, it was
frequently reprinted and made assigned reading for civilian and military officers } The book was only taught in portions where
the account was about the Indian mutiny of 1857. Every day we had reading and sometimes arithmetic and
sometimes dictation. The time was about two hours and a half. There was not much stress laid upon studies this
time …
Driving
Of this I had enough. The Maharaja Sahib of Kishengarh and I used to go out nearly every day, when not out
hunting or shooting. His company was quite agreeable and I used to give him lectures on several subjects which
have been fully described at those proper dates. The durbar’s trap is very light and beautiful and our pony was
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quite fast and handsome enough to compete among the best ones in the station. But I used to have a dull time
while lecturing because the durbar used to cross-question me next to never and seemed as if he was sometimes
inattentive, which very much dulls a lecturer. I always want someone with me who knows more than I do, is of a
cheerful and talkative temper, and an intimate friend competent to talk on every subject. Such a man is Ram
Nathjee, but unfortunately he is not a good horseman …
The Mess
It is next to impossible to find good Hindoo cooks whereas any number of Mohammedans can be obtained.
This was a great drawback to us. As regards the Rajpoot mess, though it was not quite so neat and orderly,\fn{ As
the Mohammedan mess} there was no discontent. We had to pay fifty rupees of which ten was the mess subscription
and forty went for food. Living on English food is much more expensive than living on our Indian food, though
the latter is considered more wholesome by many. As for me, one is just as good as the other, provided it be the
best of its sort …
Examinations
At arithmetic I am hopelessly bad and am left miles behind … I don’t think I shall now again have a chance of
standing first or second in examinations as arithmetic is increasing …
The Officers
There was not much cursing done this time here in Meerut against us and especially towards me.
(a) Major Watson. This term I had nothing to complain of. He got angry with me only once and that was at
polo. I cannot quite say whether I was to blame or not, but as I am not quite sure I think and acknowledge that I
must have done something wrong. He had by this time begun to realise that I was not a bad horseman, and as a
proof he always used to make me ride his mare at riding school and was quite pleased with the good result that
was obtained …
(b) Captain Cameron. This officer has always liked me but it was the beastly Nawab of Jaora who stood in my
way and gave me such a bad name. So long as the nawab was here Capt. Cameron was tied to him; but as soon as
he went away we all felt relief … [Cameron] always used to give his horses to me to train and ask my advice.
There was no, ill-feeling this time …
Cadets
There were altogether twenty-three cadets during this term … Zorawar Singhjee, H.H.\fn{ His Highness; as
the Raja Sahib of Rutlam, H.H. the Maharaja Sahib of Kishengarh, Akhai
Singhjee, Vali Uddeen Khan, Aga Kasim Shah and Bharat Singhjee … These fellows were in the foremost rank of
the society but at the same time all of them thorough gentlemen. I liked them all.
Zorawar Singhjee is very clever and well learned. The officers like him very much and so do the cadets except
a few Mohammedans. Zorawar Singhjee is of a very mild disposition and good character. The mess members like
him very much. H.H. Rutlam was very good. Before he was rather reserved but after the nawab\fn{Of Jaora} had
gone the durbar mixed amongst us and we found how good he was. There was no pride near him and he was very
obliging with a mild temper … Vali Uddeen Khan\fn{ Scion of Hyderabad’s diwan family, educated at Eton } is more of an
Englishman than a native. Some of the cadets like him and some not. He is a sort of fellow who leads his own free
life like a prince … Kasim Shah\fn{ Whom Amar Singh describes as heir to the Agha Khan, leader of 20 million Ismaili Khojas, a
sect of Shi’ite Muslims} never mixes much among the Hindoos though he is always laughing and joking amongst his
own creed. He has a very good character and never offends anyone. I like him very much …
The durbar\fn{The Maharaja of Jodhpur} considers the corps nothing more than a prison for him. Well, this is not
good. The imperial cadet corps should not be turned into a sort of prison for … ruling chiefs, as they now think it
to be, owing to Jodhpore durbar being kept here against his own will. If the government does not want him to live
at his capital there are several other places where he may be sent.
opposed to H.R.H, His Royal Highness:H }

How I Enjoyed Myself
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I think I enjoyed myself thoroughly well … The Nawab of Jaora having left the corps there was no one to stir
the officers against me. All these things combined made me lead a pretty happy and joyful life …
The Future of the Corps\fn{Because official opinion in Britain, particularly in the cabinet and the war office, is hostile, and because
Lord Kitchener, commander in chief in India since the previous year, is opposed to king’s commissions for Indians, Viceroy Lord Curzon
expects considerable difficulty in finding suitable careers for the cadets in the Indian Army. Earlier, when the ICC was first sanctioned,
Lord Salisbury, then prime minister, and Queen Victoria (died January 22, 1901) seem not to have shared the exclusionary views prevalent
in official circles and in the Indian Army, which now fuel the opposition to Curzon. Sending graduates to princely states with Imperial
Service Forces offered a face-saving way out, but it was distinctly second best. In 1903, Curzon seems to be trying for a better outcome }

[The future of the Corps] is a question which everyone is anxious to know … Nearly every Englishman who
knows me has asked as to what is to be done with us at the end of the course. They do not know and we do not
know. Whenever I ask Capt. Cameron he says he does not know anything about it. One thing is certain and that is
that we are not going to get any commission in the British or native army because Capt. Cameron himself told me
so. The reason is that no Britisher would ever like to be under a native’s command at present. It will require some
generations before this feeling of the conquerors and the conquered, the ruler and the ruled, and of blacks and
whites would fall away. At present it is impossible …
One thing is certain, that if we are not going to have real commissions, we are not going to join the service on
the same rank as jamadars or rissaldars;\fn{Terms for native officers in the infantry and cavalry } at least I am not going to
do so. Then, if we are not to be given commissions, why the devil are they teaching us military work? This is a
thing that bothers me most …
My ambition is to get some good post in the Jaipore state. It is no good my getting a commission even, because
I am a jagirdar’s eldest son and must remain at home. Be that as it may, I am not going to try and leave the course
unfinished as most of them want to do. I will see [it] through [to] the end. If some good comes out for me then my
younger brother\fn{Sheo Nath Singh} will come here, otherwise not.
4\fn{The fifth term at the Cadet Corps marks the end of the course for those unlikely to qualify for commissions. Four of the most
promising cadets, Amar Singh, Zorawar Singh, Aga Kasim Shah, and Vali Uddeen Khan are selected for two additional terms at training.
Lord Curzon still cannot overcome the opposition to making them KCOs. It is equally apparent that the cadets selected for a third year of
training will not accept VCO ranks such as subedar major or rissaldar, then the top ranks open to Indians. There is talk of establishing a
new service and of founding an imperial regiment in which commissioned cadets would serve as officers. A new service, variously styled as
the Indian Native Land Forces (INLF) or Native Land Forces (NLF), is eventually brought into existence, but not an imperial regiment.
Instead, NLF officers are offered appointments in the princely states, usually in the ones from which they hail and which maintain imperial
service units—a likely solution for Amar Singh. Commissions in the NLF, like king’s commissions in the Indian Army held by Englishmen,
are to be signed by Edward VII. But the royal signature on NLF commissions is a subterfuge designed to mask the continued inferiority of
Indian to British officers. The command authority of KCOs in the NLF is confined to “native officers, soldiers and other persons belonging
to the said Native Land Forces;” they are not authorized to command British Other Ranks (BORs) or British officers. Amar Singh loses his
constant companion, the Maharaja of Kishengarh during this term. As a result, his friendship with Zorawar Singh, the most talented of the
cadets, grows. Even though Zorawar Singh is not a good rider, he is a better conversationalist than Kishengarh }
Meerut, Friday, 8th January, 1904
I went out sketching on to the hills where we [cadets] had been before … After my return I bought some sixty
books from a hawker, Anwar Ali. These books, though second hand, are almost new and I have got them for a
quarter their value …
Tuesday, 12th January, 1904
I must say we are awfully uncomfortable or at least the servants are, who cannot go on “the Mall”, the Brooks
street, or the Church road.\fn{ Meerut cantonment, the base for the ICC, is the preserve of English officers’ families; this creates
problems for the Corps} These three are the roads that encompass us. When we go to polo we have a lot of bother.
The trouble happened thus.
Kureem, the riding boy of Capt. Pinney,\fn{ The officer who substituted for Cameron when the latter was on leave for six
months} was one day seeing the performances of the kunjurnis.\fn{Female tricksters and street performers} These women
pick up a paysa\fn{A coin} with their female organ. I have never seen one do it, but this is a fact. This happened on
the Brooks street and was noticed by one of the artillery officers who told all about it to his colonel who in his
turn wrote a very strong letter to Major Watson. The result was that the going of the syces was stopped on that
road.
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The Europeans here in Meerut are … envious of us and do not like to see the Indians moving about on better
horses or beating them at polo or the other sports. In Australia and South Africa the feeling is greater and I shall
write all about it on some other occasion. There are no signs of unity as yet.
Monday, 18th January, 1904
Last night we had a big dinner given to Kishengarh durbar as he was to go the next day … Stables over, we
went to lessons and had arithmetic. After the first hour we were told that we could go away to see Kishengarh
durbar off, which we did with the greatest pleasure … I am feeling awfully dull after Kishengarh durbar has
gone…
Saturday, 30th January, 1904
Last night after dinner … Zorawar Singhjee and I talked for a long time. He related to me all his history in the
Raj Kanwar College at Rajkot. This history was all about his mischievous conduct …\fn{ From February 7 to 13 Amar
Singh attends the marriage of H.H. Kishengarh to the daughter of the Maharana of Udaipur }
Wednesday, 17th February 1904
I read a little and after took some headings to write my notes about Kishengarh durbar’s marriage. This
occupied me for nearly an hour. I had got these headings before but now had to arrange the order in which I am
going to write them in my book …
Saturday, 20th February 1904
Most of this time I was at my table writing my notes about Kishengarh durbar’s marriage. This subject was
quite pleasing and I was writing at my very best.
Tuesday, 23rd February, 1904
Last night after dinner I wrote and finished my notes about Kishengarh durbar's marriage. It was about ten
when I went to bed.
Saturday, 27th February, 1904
The first event\fn{Amar Singh enters a riding competition organized by the Corps } was chargers, which was won by
Sarkar’s horse Fitzgerald who had won last year as well. Then there were the ladies hacks. For the light weight
hunters and hacks I rode the Rana of Dholpore’s baywater mare Sweetheart and got the first prize … The show
was over at ten and we went away to breakfast … I was not feeling well. I was a bit excited as I have to ride
[again] … It is always so with me. Whenever I go in for any competition I get very excited. When I could not read
I tried to sleep but this too I could not manage and so wrote a fair copy of my notes that I am given at lessons.
Having washed and shaved myself I went to the horse show at three. The first event over and the second over, I
went in for the third, which was the jumping competition for horses. I had two, Ghatotguch and Soodarsan, in for
this show. I had great hopes from Soodarsan but he disappointed me very much … the first time he knocked some
bricks from the wall jump, and the next time he dashed through the first jump, which looked simple enough but
was in reality not so because it was a firmly fixed post and rail with grass all round. I had a violent knock, but
luckily no harm was done. I did not expect much from Ghatotguch, but the gallant old fellow went beautifully
over the thing and I won the first prize …
Sunday, 28th February, 1904
While I was coming back I met an officer of the 10 th Hussars … on Ghatotguch. He is trying him. He told me
that he liked the horse very much but doubted whether he would be in perfect condition for the Kadir Cup …
While I was at the meal, Cameron came and told me that the 10 th Hussar man was not going to buy
Ghatotguch. I said that … there was another man who wanted him. To this Cameron objected, because he does not
want this particular man to buy Ghatotguch, as that man is a first class pig-sticker, and if he had Ghatotguch under
him he would have any chance of beating Cameron.\fn{ Who had won the Kadir Cup the previous year } The latter wanted
to buy the horse for himself but I did not advise him to do so because he only wants to give me Rs 800 whereas I
shall get a thousand from anyone else.
Monday, February 29th 1904
The other day I had a talk with Major Watson as to our future prospects.\fn{ Elsewhere the diarist writes: This time
while I was at Meerut I heard that the fauj bukshi\fn{Military commander} Mansoor Ali Khan, had died at Jaipore. I asked my officers to
try and get me that post. The commandant did write but I was told in the end that the resident was out in camp at that time and by the time
he returned the post was filled}

It was after this that Watson asked me why I did not like to take service in government. I said that … I being
the eldest son of my father,\fn{And hence heir to the Kanota title and estate } could not afford to live away from home,
because if I did do so I would be losing more than I would be earning …
Then Watson said that suppose I became the bukshi today, what I would do? There would be no other ambition
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for me. Would I be bukshi the whole of my lifetime? I said that it was not so. I could be a member of the council,
and if luck was on my side, I would become a prime minister, in which case I would be getting some two
thousand rupees a month, which would be quite enough. Hearing this, the commandant said that this would be all
right.
Then he said that if I was in the state I might get kicked out any time the maharaja did not want me. I replied
that he could and would do so if he himself employed me, but if I went through the political officers I would be
quite safe. The durbar could not turn me out unless I did something very bad; and if the durbar did want to turn
me out, then the government would find some sort of place for me. To this the major agreed.
Then I in my turn asked him what we had to hope for in the future … Though he did not tell me I know what
the suggestion is. Cameron had once told me that they are proposing to raise a royal or imperial regiment at
Ajmere, which would be officered by Indians of high birth, and only the commandant, second in command and
the adjutant would be Britishers. The Maharaja of Idar would be the honorary commandant …
I said that before the Viceroy goes away, I hope he would do something for us. The major … thinks that if
there was any change in the government in England and the radicals came in force and a Viceroy of that party
came, he might want to give us commissions which would enable us to take command over Europeans … at
present … If we got that sort of commissions, there would be a lot of discontent which he thought ought to be
avoided. He said that we are the beginning of the institution which would finally end in giving posts to Indians
that would enable them to command Europeans. …
It is this very thing that stops me to accept a commission. Suppose I did get a commission, I would not like to
serve under a man who would be my junior. My ideas are not [those] of a cringing man. Even here I hate [it] when
I have to show undue respect to these officers. There are orders that we must salute every officer we meet on the
road if he is wearing his uniform. This is all nonsense. I do not want to go saluting each and every Englishman I
come across …
[Major Watson] told me that he would keep some five of us whom he thought good enough for one more year
and then he was certain of doing something for us …
Friday, 4th March 1904
The whole day was cloudy. I have handed over Ghatotguch to Guest for a thousand rupees. . . .\fn{He had talked
to him about this two days previous:H } Before writing anything about my real motive [in] … selling Ghatotguch, I shall
write a short history of the horse.
This horse was bought by His Highness the Maharaja of Jodhpore for Rs 1500 in lot with some others, one of
whom was the race horse Forest. Ghatotguch used to buck jump, and was not at all handsome, and was
consequently sent for the Sardar Rissala, but Sarkar took a fancy to him and kept [him] for his own use. He had
him for about a couple of months when I got him …
When Sarkar gave me this animal he praised his qualities a great deal, but I was quite dissatisfied and never
used to ride him unless I had to. However, the horse was good in itself, and began to show his … qualities. He
turned out an excellent jumper and being a sensible horse soon began to learn what was taught [to] him.
When I had pig-sticking and bear-sticking on him at Sewari, I was quite pleased and he gradually came in my
favor. When I went to China, this horse was with me and won the International Steeple Chase … he won me a cup
as the best pig-sticker in the [Cadet Corps] horse show of 1902 and I had a splendid ride on him at the Kadir [Cup
competition of 1902] …
My father took him away to Alwar and he had some pig-sticking. It was there that the horse got spoiled … He
began to pull. This time when I was out pig-sticking at Nethari I could hardly hold him. It was because he was
pulling and getting down in years that I sold him. My father had told me to sell him even for eight hundred, for
after a year’s time no one would have him, and now we had many other big horses …
This horse served me very well … He was with me at all the places wherever I have won a thing or got a name
for myself. The only defect [was] that he had rather an ugly nose, and so people used to say, what an ugly horse!
But what did I care. “Handsome is that handsome does” is the best principle, and I follow it. I was quite sorry to
part with this honest and faithful beast.
*
Saturday, 12th March 1904
Last night after dinner there was a lecture in the mess by a man of Sanathan Dharm.\fn{ A generic term for an 1870s
movement organized initially by Pandit Din Dayal Sharma as the Sanatan Dharm Rakshini Sabha. Sanatan Dharm discourse gained
momentum as a response to Swami Dayanand Saraswati’s Hindu reformist Arya Samaj. “The adherent of Sanatan Dharm,” Philip
Lutgendorf writes (The Life of a Text, p. 363), “might best be described in negative terms, as one who was not an Arya or Brahmo Samajist,
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not a Christian or Westernizer, and who did not advocate widow remarriage, the initiation of untouchables, or the abandonment of image
worship.”} The lecture was good but I did not hear much of it as I began to doze and was cursing the man the whole

time because he would not finish. Watson and Cameron were both of them present …
*
Monday, 14th March 1904
Cameron sent for me to the polo ground to train his pony Sans Reproche to stick and ball …
*
Tuesday, 15th March 1904
At about four I went out with Cameron to train the horses … Cameron nowadays takes my advice and listens
to it …
*
Wednesday, 16th March 1904
True pleasure is to be found from the back of a horse and the heart of a woman. Arab Proverb. From Capt. D.
H. Cameron.
I went out for a ride with Cameron. We went to Mr. Norton of the 15 th Hussars. At that gentleman’s house there
were some other people and we spent a very nice half hour with them. These are the people who know how to
enjoy life. Indian mode of life is absolutely rotten when compared to theirs …
*
Jaipore Tuesday, 5th April 1904
Notes About My Fifth Term in the Imperial Cadet Corps
Riding
Akhai Singhjee and I used to go together and [eat] plums in the jungle. During these rides I never had a
companion whose company I [relished a] great deal because Kishengarh durbar and Akhai Singhjee are not
conversant on many points. They have their own limited subjects and one soon gets tired of monotony. Zorawar
Singh was the only man with whom I would have enjoyed conversation, but he is not a good rider and never came
out with me …
After Cameron’s coming\fn{From England} I had some good riding because we used to have long talks on
various subjects which shall be written in their proper places. He was very fond of my company and always took
me out with him …
Theatres
I had seen several theatres before but never liked them. Those that I had seen were native and I was always
able to see through the disguise … Indians are not sufficiently educated to [write] life-like dramas, and if the
English works are copied they lose their taste. Then the life of the Indians and Europeans differ so much that
nothing can be satisfactorily done …
This time at Meerut I was so much taken by these shows that I never missed a day so far as I was able to. The
actors were all amateurs but … they were quite good enough. The other reason of my liking them is that I often
read English novels and consequently the habits of those people I have come to know very well. There cannot
possibly be much love shown in Indian dramas because the male and female sexes are so much apart. English
[acting] is so much life-like that there can be nothing more pleasing than to go and watch them … Zorawar Singh
and I always sat together. There were several things that I did not understand properly but he often managed to
help me …
Field Days
This term we were taken out on maneuvers … There were four patrols made, and their commanders were H.H.
Kishengarh, H.H. Dholpore, Rajjee/fn{Maharaj Kanwar of Cooch Behar} and Zorawar Singh … However, when the
durbar went away I was given the command of that post … I had no idea that the commandant had such a good
opinion of me … The practical work is more pleasant and easy than work indoors … I shall always remember
[these days] with the happiest recollections.
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Mess
The new china and the new lamp, the presents of H.H. Ratlam and H.H. Jaipore respectively, had come and our
mess was looking quite decent … There was only one new rule of some importance passed and it was very much
against the will of the whole members. We had not been paying the mess subscription for the time that we were
away on leave, i.e. vacations, and now we will have to … In fact it was more of an order than a voluntary vote. I
was writing down the notes for that meeting when the commandant after passing the rule asked me to put down
that it was carried unanimously. This made me smile because there was no one for it except the Rana of Dholpore
or the major. Seeing me smiling he said that I may put it anyway [I wanted], and I think that I wrote down that it
was carried by the casting vote of the president.
Messing together is a good thing. Even now I am feeling the good effects of it and do not enjoy my food when
I have to eat it all alone by myself in my tent. Besides this, we all see so much of one another and become
friendly. Then we get into the habit of giving out our own and receiving the thoughts of other people. . . .
The Cadets
Zorawar Singh is a boy who is very good at lessons indeed. He has the record of being first in every
examination up to the present. He is very handsome, tall, and well built. Besides this, he has a very good character
and is liked by all the officers and cadets except the few from the latter who are jealous.
The only drawback for Zorawar Singh is that he is not a good horseman. However he tries his best which is the
best that a man can do …
Aga Kasim Shah is a … good man and … nephew of H.H. Aga Khan.
Nawab Vali Uddeen Khan is the second son of a Hyderabad noble who had a jagir of some thirteen lakhs. This
boy was educated in England at Eton and is a good man. However, his English education has done him more harm
than good. He does not know the Indian customs and hates Indian food, dress, living and people. I wonder if he
would like to marry an Indian wife. He is not much good at any of the games …
The Officers
I had always been having a good opinion of Watson but since then [have] been awakened of my mistake. I can
say this much, that he is an honest, hard-working and strict officer, but at the same time he is a great politician,
which means that he would not scruple to deceive people … He favors those most who have got any influence,
whether they deserve the favor or not. To me he has been more kind than ever before he was … Most of the cadets
… and the office babu … say that he never exerts his influence in favor of the boys … In my case, about getting
the fauj bukshi post of Jaipore, he would certainly have succeeded if he and the resident had tried earnestly…
Capt. Pinney was with us while Cameron was out in England on six months’ leave … Pinney is a thorough
gentleman in the truest sense of the word … Unlike Major Watson, and like Capt. Cameron, Pinney has … tried to
help the boys with their home affairs …
Capt. Cameron has always been represented as not a very good man in my diary. This was because of the
Nawab of Jaora, for whom he had a great liking and partiality. Now I have come to know, and quite believe it too,
that Cameron is a thorough gentleman … Cameron being a great horseman has a natural liking for people of his
own kind, and so I get the advantage. He loves me a good deal and [is] always asking advice how to train ponies.
This he has begun doing after his return from England, where he rode some of my trained ponies. . . .
Those Who Have Left
He\fn{Kishengarh durbar} left the corps … because his minister wanted him at home to teach the state work
which is more important than doing foot drill and riding school …
The Giving of Leave
The Commandant delivered a short speech in which he said that he had called us to bid good-bye to the nine of
us who were now allowed to retire from the corps after finishing their two years’ course. He said that it was no
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shame to go now, as it was quite an honorable thing to go after having worked with credit. Those of the very best
were kept for a prolonged stay of one more year, for they were to get some extra education. Those that were
leaving need not be sorry that they were not selected … God gives some longer brains than the others, and this is
not their fault. So long as a man tries to do his best he is all right and cannot be blamed …
The great thing in this world is to work hard and not be idle. He hoped that after leading this active [life] we
would not return to the usual indolent habits of the Indians …
As for those who stop three years, the government of India will provide something good … We were always to
remember that we had been Imperial Cadets and behave like that …
Personal Friends
I shall now write who my personal friends in the corps were. The first and foremost was Kishengarh durbar.
We had become very intimate and I used to spend most of my time in his company … I only regret that the
durbar did not feel the same love towards me that I did towards him. I always looked upon him as my younger
brother or son. So long as he was in the corps I hardly did any work because I often used to go to him and talk on
all sorts of things. There were two or three occasions when there was some ill feeling but this was merely for a
short time … The [Hindi] proverb says … that when earthen or brass utensils are stored together they will knock
into each other …
Zorawar Singh is daily becoming a fast friend … I can now count on him as a very staunch friend and I hope
the intimacy will continue to grow … He trusts … me more than anyone in the corps and I do the same to him.
We always tell one another our views and news. His friend Sardar Mohammed had become a friend of mine too
because “things that are equal to the same thing are equal to one another.” …
The Examination
I was second and Zorawar Singh first. I would never have stood so high as this had it not been Zorawar Singh
who helped me a great deal. I did not of course copy him but I asked several questions where I was in doubt or did
not know.
The Return Journey\fn{On his return from the ICC to Jaipur, Amar Singh breaks his journey at Delhi}
At Delhi I went out for a walk in the Queen’s Gardens, where I again went to Victoria’s statue. My purpose
was to copy the words that were written on it. When I had gone to Kishengarh durbar’s marriage I had regretted
not having paper and pencil to write the thing down. Here it is word by word:
In their prosperity will be our strength,
In their contentment our security,
And in their gratitude our best reward.
And may the God of all power
Grant to us, and to those in Authority under us,
Strength to carry out these our wishes,
For the good of our people.

These were the words for the Indian people on this statue. They are carried out to some degree, but even if they
are not actually carried out, they are noble sentiments and such as no other people in India has ever expressed.
The Mohammedans had their watch word, “Death to the Kafirs”. They had no idea what suffering is and lived
a life of ease and luxury. Even the native ruling chiefs never think of having such high ideas. They want to enjoy
themselves, and never care one hang whether their subjects are contented or otherwise. Their idea of their subjects
is that these people are like coolies, who are bound to earn money for them to squander in whatever way they
think or like best.
There is no doubt that the British are the best rulers that have ever come to India …
262.195 Excerpt from The Fire Within\fn{by Patricia Wentworth aka Dora Amy Elles (1878-1961)} Mussoorie, Dehradun
District, Uttarakhand State, India (F) 9
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1
As I was going adown the dale
Sing derry down dale, and derry down dale,
As I was going adown the dale,
Adown the dale of a Monday,
With never a thought of the Devil his tricks,
Why, who should I meet with his bundle of sticks,
But the very old man of the Nursery tale.
Sing derry down dale, and derry down dale,
The wicked old man of the Nursery tale
Who gathered his sticks of a Sunday.
Sing derry down, derry down dale.

*
Mr. Edward Mottisfont looked over the edge of the sheet at David Blake.
“My nephew Edward is most undoubtedly and indisputably a prig—a damned prig,” he added thoughtfully
after a moment’s pause for reflection. As he reflected his black eyes danced from David’s face to a crayon
drawing which hung on the paneled wall above the mantelpiece.
“His mother’s fault,” he observed, “it’s not so bad in a woman, and she was pretty, which Edward ain’t. Pretty
and a prig my sister Sarah.” There was a faint emphasis on the word sister, and David remembered having heard
his mother say that both Edward and William Mottisfont had been in love with the girl whom William married.
“And a plain prig my nephew Edward,” continued the old gentleman. “Damn it all, David, why can’t I leave
my money to you instead?”
David laughed.
“Because I shouldn’t take it, sir,” he said.
He was sitting, most unprofessionally, on the edge of his patient’s large four-post bed. Old Mr. Edward
Mottisfont looked at him quizzically.
“How much would you take—eh, David? Come now—say—how much?”
David laughed again. His grey eyes twinkled.
“Nary penny, sir,” he said, swinging his arm over the great carved post beside him. There were cherubs’ heads
upon it, a fact that had always amused its owner considerably.
“Nonsense,” said old Mr. Mottisfont, and for the first time his thin voice was tinged with earnestness.
“Nonsense, David. Why! I’ve left you five thousand pounds.”
David started. His eyes changed. They were very deep-set eyes. It was only when he laughed that they
appeared grey. When he was serious they were so dark as to look black. Apparently he was moved and concerned.
His voice took a boyish tone.
“Oh, I say, sir—but you mustn’t—I can’t take it, you know.”
“And why not, pray?”
This was Mr. Mottisfont at his most sarcastic. David got the better of his momentary embarrassment.
”I shan’t forget that you’ve thought of it, sir,” he said. “But I can’t benefit under a patient’s will. I haven’t got
many principles, but that’s one of them. My father drummed it into me from the time I was about seven.”
Old Mr. Edward Mottisfont lifted the thin eyebrows that had contrived to remain coal-black, although his hair
was white. They gave him a Mephistophelean appearance of which he was rather proud.
“Very fine and highfalutin,” he observed. ”You’re an exceedingly upright young man, David.”
David roared.
After a moment the old gentleman’s lips gave way at the corners, and he laughed too.
“Oh, Lord, David, who’d ha’ thought it of you!” he said. “You won’t take a thousand?”
David shook his head.
“Not five hundred?”
David grinned.
“Not five pence,” he said. Old Mr. Mottisfont glared at him for a moment.
“Prigs,” he observed with great conciseness. Then he pursed up his lips, felt under his pillow, and
pulled out a long folded paper.
“All the more for Edward,” he said maliciously.
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“All the more for Edward, and all the more reason for Edward to wish me dead. I wonder he don’t poison me.
Perhaps he will. Oh, Lord, I’d give something to see Edward tried for murder! Think of it, David—only think of it
—Twelve British Citizens in one box—Edward in another—all the British Citizens looking at Edward, and
Edward looking as if he was in church, and wondering if the moth was getting into his collections, and if anyone
would care for ’im when he was dead and gone. Eh, David? Eh, David? And Mary—like Niobe, all tears …”
David had been chuckling to himself, but at the mention of Edward’s wife his face changed a
little. He continued to laugh, but his eyes hardened, and he interrupted his patient:
“Come, sir, you mustn’t tire yourself.”
“Like Niobe, all tears,” repeated Mr. Mottisfont, obstinately.
“Sweetly pretty she’d look too—eh, David? Edward’s a lucky dog, ain’t he?”
David’s eyes flashed once and then hardened still more. His chin was very square.
“Come, sir,” he repeated, and looked steadily at the old man.
“Beast—ain’t I?” said old Mr. Mottisfont with the utmost cheerfulness. He occupied himself with arranging the
bedclothes in an accurate line across his chest. As he did so, his hand touched the long folded paper, and he gave it
an impatient push.
“You’re a damn nuisance, David,” he said. “I’ve made my will once, and now I’ve to make it all over again
just to please you. All the whole blessed thing over again, from ‘I, Edward Morell Mottisfont,’ down to ‘I deliver
this my act and deed.’ Oh, Lord, what a bore.”
“Mr. Fenwick,” suggested David, and old Mr. Edward Mottisfont flared into sudden wrath.
“Don’t talk to me of lawyers,” he said violently. “I know enough law to make a will they can’t upset. Don’t
talk of ’em. Sharks and robbers. Worse than the doctors. Besides young Fenwick talks—tells his wife things—and
she tells her sister. And what Mary Bowden knows, the town knows. Did I ever tell you how I found out—
suspected, but I wanted to be sure. So I sent for young Fenwick, and told him I wanted to make my will. So far, so
good. I made it—or he did. And I left a couple of thousand pounds to Bessie Fenwick and a couple more to her
sister Mary in memory of my old friendship with their father. And as soon as Master Fenwick had gone I put
his morning’s work in the fire. Now how do I know he talked? This way. A week later I met Mary Bowden in the
High Street, and I had the fright of my life. I declare I thought she’d ha kissed me. It was ‘I hope you are prudent
to be out in this east wind, dear Mr. Mottisfont,’ and I must come and see them soon—and oh, Lord, what fools
women are! Mary Bowden never could abide me till she thought I’d left her two thousand pounds.”
“Fenwicks aren’t the only lawyers in the world,” suggested David.
“Much obliged, I’m sure. I did go to one once to make a will—they say it’s sweet to play the fool sometimes—
eh, David? Fool I was sure enough. I found a little mottled man, that sat blinking at me, and repeating my words,
till I could have murdered him with his own office pen-knife. He called me Moral too, instead of Morell. ‘Edward
Moral Mottisfont,’ and I took occasion to inform him that I wasn’t moral, never had been moral, and never
intended to be moral. I said he must be thinking of my nephew Edward, who was damn moral. Oh, Lord, here is
Edward. I could ha’ done without him.”
The door opened as he was speaking, and young Edward Mottisfont came in. He was a slight, fair man with a
well-shaped head, a straight nose, and as much chin as a great many other people. He wore pince-nez because he
was short-sighted, and high collars because he had a long neck. Both the pince-nez and the collar had an intensely
irritating effect upon old Mr. Edward Mottisfont.
“If he hadn’t been forever blinking at some bug that was just out of his sight, his eyes would have been as good
as mine, and he might just as well keep his head in a butterfly net or a collecting box as where he does keep it.
Not that I should have said that Edward did keep his head.”
“I think you flurry him, sir,” said David, “and—”
“I know I do,” grinned Mr. Mottisfont.
Young Edward Mottisfont came into the room and shut the door. Old Mr. Mottisfont watched him with black,
malicious eyes. For as many years as Edward could remember anything, he could remember just that look upon
his uncle’s face. It made him uneasy now, as it had made him uneasy when he was only five years old. Once when
he was fifteen he said to David Blake:
“You cheek him, David, and he likes you for it. How on earth do you manage it? Doesn’t he make you feel
beastly?” And David stared and said:
“Beastly? Rats! Why should I feel beastly? He’s jolly amusing. He makes me laugh.”
At thirty, Edward no longer employed quite the same ingenuous slang, but there was no doubt that he still
experienced the same sensations, which fifteen years earlier he had characterized as beastly.
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Old Mr. Edward Mottisfont lay in bed with his hands folded on his chest. He watched his nephew with
considerable amusement, and waited for him to speak. Edward took a chair beside the bed. Then he said that it
was a fine day, and old Mr. Mottisfont nodded twice with much solemnity.
“Yes, Edward,” he said.
There was a pause.
“I hope you are feeling pretty well,” was the unfortunate Edward’s next attempt at conversation.
Old Mr. Edward Mottisfont looked across at David Blake.
“Am I feeling pretty well—eh, David?”
David laughed. He had moved when Edward came into the room, and was standing by the window looking
out. A little square pane was open. Through it came the drowsy murmur of a drowsy, old-fashioned town. Mr.
Mottisfont’s house stood a few yards back from the road, just at the head of the High Street. Market Harford was a
very old town, and the house was a very old house. There was a staircase which was admired by American
visitors, and a front door for which they occasionally made bids. From where Mr. Mottisfont lay in bed he could
see a narrow lane hedged in by high old houses with red tiles. Beyond, the ground fell sharply away, and there
was a prospect of many red roofs. Farther still, beyond the river, he could see the great black chimneys of his
foundry, and the smoke that came from them. It was the sight that he loved best in the world.
David looked down into the High Street and watched one lamp after another spring into brightness. He could
see a long ribbon of light go down to the river and then rise again. He turned back into the room when he was
appealed to, and said:
“Why, you know best how you feel, sir.”
“Oh, no,” said old Mr. Mottisfont in a smooth, resigned voice. “Oh, no, David. In a private and unofficial sort
of way, yes; but in a public and official sense, oh, dear, no. Edward wants to know when to order his mourning,
and how to arrange his holiday so as not to clash with my funeral, so it is for my medical adviser to reply, ain’t it,
Edward?”
The color ran to the roots of Edward Mottisfont’s fair hair. He cast an appealing glance in David’s direction,
and did not speak.
”I don’t think any of us will order our mourning till you’re dead, sir,” said David with a chuckle. He
commiserated Edward, but, after all, Edward was a lucky dog—and to see one’s successful rival at a disadvantage
is not an altogether unpleasant experience.
“You’ll outlive some of us young ones yet,” he added, but old Mr. Mottisfont was frowning.
“Seen any more of young Stevenson, Edward?” he said, with an abrupt change of manner. Edward shook his
head rather ruefully.
“No, sir, I haven’t.”
“No, and you ain’t likely to,” said old Mr. Mottisfont. "There, you’d best be gone. I’ve alked enough.”
“Then good-night, sir,” said Edward Mottisfont, getting up with some show of cheerfulness.
The tone of Mr. Mottisfont’s good-night was not nearly such a pleasant one, and as soon as the door had closed
upon Edward he flung round towards David Blake with an angry
“What’s the good of him? What’s the good of the fellow? He’s not a business man. He’s not a man at all;
he’s an entomologiac—a lepidoptofool—a damn lepidoptofool.”
These remarkable epithets followed one another with an extraordinary rapidity. When the old gentleman
paused for breath David inquired,
“What’s the trouble, sir?”
“Oh, he’s muddled the new contract with Stevenson. Thinking of butterflies, I expect. Pretty things, butterflies
—but there—I don’t see that I need distress myself. It ain’t me it’s going to touch. It’s Edward’s own look-out.
My income ain’t going to concern me for very much longer.” He was silent for a moment. Then he made a
restless movement with his hand.
“It won’t, will it—eh, David? You didn’t mean what you said just now? It was just a flam? I ain’t going to live,
am I?” David hesitated and the old man broke in with an extraordinary energy.
“Oh, for the Lord’s sake, David, I’m not a girl—out with it! How long d’e give me?”
David sat down on the bed again. His movements had a surprising gentleness for so large a
man. His odd, humorous face was quite serious.
“Really, sir, I don't know,” he said, “I really don’t. There’s no more to be done if you won’t let me operate. No,
we won’t go over all that again. I know you’ve made up your mind. And no one can possibly say how long it may
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be. You might have died this week, or you may die in a month, or it may go on for a year—or two—or
three. You’ve the sort of constitution they don’t make nowadays."
“Three years,” said old Mr. Edward Mottisfont—“three years, David—and this damn pain all along—all the
time—getting’ worse”
“Oh, I think we can relieve the pain, sir,” said David cheerfully.
“Much obliged, David. Some beastly drug that’ll turn me into an idiot. No, thank ye, I’ll keep my wits if it’s all
the same to you. Well, well, it’s all in the day’s work, and I’m not complaining, but Edward’ll get mortal tired of
waiting for my shoes if I last three years. I doubt his patience holding out. He’ll be bound to hasten matters on.
Think of the bad example I shall be for the baby—when it comes. Lord, David, what d’ye want to look like that
for? I suppose they’ll have babies like other folk, and I’ll be a bad example for ’em. Edward’ll think of that. When
he’s thought of it enough, and I’ve got on his nerves a bit more than usual, he’ll put strychnine or arsenic into my
soup. Oh, Edward’ll poison me yet. You’ll see.”
“Poor old Edward, it’s not much in his line,” said David with half a laugh.
“Eh? What about Pellico’s dog then?”
“Pellico’s dog, sir?”
“What an innocent young man you are, David—never heard of Pellico’s dog before, did you? Pellico’s dog
that got on Edward’s nerves same as I get on his nerves, and you never knew that Edward dosed the poor brute
with some of his bug-curing stuff, eh? To be sure you didn’t think I knew, nor did Edward. I don’t tell
everything I know, and how I know it is my affair and none of yours, Master David Blake, but you see Edward’s
not so unhandy with a little job in the poisoning line.”
David’s face darkened. The incident of Pellico’s dog had occurred when he and Edward were schoolboys of
fifteen. He remembered it very well, but he did not very much care being reminded of it. Every day of his life he
passed the narrow turning, down which, in defiance of parental prohibitions, he and Edward used to race each
other to school. Old Pellico’s dirty, evil-smelling shop still jutted out of the farther end, and the grimy door-step
upon which his dog used to lie in wait for their ankles was still as grimy as ever. Sometimes it was a trouser-leg
that suffered. Sometimes an ankle was nipped, and if Pellico’s dog occasionally got a kick in return, it was not
more than his due.
David remembered his own surprise when it first dawned upon him that Edward minded—yes, actually
minded these encounters. He recalled the occasion when Edward, his face of a suspicious pallor, had denied
angrily that he was afraid of any beastly dog, and then his sudden wincing confession that he did mind—that he
minded horribly—not because he was afraid of being bitten—Edward explained this point very carefully—but
because the dog made such a beastly row, and because Edward dreamed of him at night, only in his dreams,
Pellico’s dog was rather larger than Pellico himself, and the lane was a cul-de-sac with a wall at the end of it,
against which he crouched in his dream whilst the dog came nearer—and nearer.
“What rot,” was David’s comment, “but if I felt like that, I jolly well know I’d knock the brute on the head.”
“Would you?” said Edward, and that was all that had passed. Only, when a week later Pellico’s dog was
poisoned, David was filled with righteous indignation. He stormed at Edward
“You did it—you know you did it. You did it with some of that beastly bug-killing stuff that you keep knocking
about.”
Edward was pale, but there was an odd gleam of triumph in the eyes that met David’s.
“Well, you said you’d do for him—you said it yourself. So then I just did it.”
David stared at him with all a schoolboy’s crude condemnation of something that was “not the game.”
“I’d have knocked him on the head under old Pellico’s nose—but poison—poison’s beastly.”
He did not reason about it. It was just instinct. You knocked on the head a brute that annoyed you, but you
didn’t use poison. And Edward had used poison.
That was the beginning of David’s great intimacy with Elizabeth Chantrey. He did not quarrel with Edward,
but they drifted out of an inseparable friendship into a relationship of the cool, go-as-you-please order. The thing
rankled a little after all these years. David sat there frowning and remembering. Old Mr. Mottisfont laughed.
“Aha, you see I know most things,” he said. “Edward’ll poison me yet. You see, he’s in a fix. He hankers after
this house same as I always hankered after it. It’s about the only taste we have in common. He’s got his own
house on a seven years’ lease, and here’s Nick Anderson going to be married, and willing to take it off his
hands. And what’s Edward to do? It’s a terrible anxiety for him not knowing if I’m going to die or not. If he
doesn’t accept Nick’s offer and I die, he’ll have two houses on his hands. If he accepts it and I don’t die, he’ll not
have a house at all. It’s a sad dilemma for Edward. That’s why he would enjoy seeing about my funeral so much.
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He’ll do it all very handsomely. Edward likes things handsome. And Mary, who doesn’t care a jot for me, will
wear a black dress that don’t suit her, and feel like a Christian martyr. And Elizabeth won’t wear black at all,
though she cares a good many jots, and though she’d look a deal better in it than Mary—eh, David?”
But David Blake was exclaiming at the lateness of the hour, and saying good-night, all in a breath.
2
Grey, grey mist
Over the old grey town,
A mist of years, a mist of tears,
Where ghosts go up and down;
And the ghosts they whisper thus, and thus,
Of the days when the world went with us.

A minute or two later Elizabeth Chantrey came into the room. She was a very tall woman, with a beautiful
figure. All her movements were strong, sure, and graceful. She carried a lighted lamp in her left hand. Mr.
Mottisfont abominated electric light and refused obstinately to have it in the house. When Elizabeth had closed
the door and set down the lamp, she crossed over to the window and fastened a heavy oak shutter across it. Then
she sat down by the bed.
“Well,” she said in her pleasant voice.
“H’m,” said old Mr. Mottisfont, “well or ill’s all a matter of opinion, same as religion, or the cut of a dress.”
He shut his mouth with a snap, and lay staring at the ceiling. Presently his eyes wandered back to Elizabeth.
She was sitting quite still, with her hands folded. Very few busy women ever sit still at all, but Elizabeth Chantrey,
who was a very busy woman, was also a woman of a most reposeful presence. She could be unoccupied without
appearing idle, just as she could be silent without appearing either stupid or constrained. Old Edward Mottisfont
looked at her for about five minutes. Then he said suddenly:
“What’ll you do when I’m dead, Elizabeth?”
Elizabeth made no protest, as her sister Mary would have done. She had not been Edward Mottisfont’s ward
since she was fourteen for nothing. She understood him very well, and she was perhaps the one creature whom he
really loved. She leaned her chin in her hand and said:
“I don’t know, Mr. Mottisfont.”
Mr. Mottisfont never took his eyes off her face.
“Edward’ll want to move in here as soon as possible. What’ll you do?”
“I don’t know,” repeated Elizabeth, frowning a little.
“Well, if you don’t know, perhaps you’ll listen to reason, and do as I ask you.”
“If I can,” said Elizabeth Chantrey. He nodded.
“Stay here a year,” he said, “a year isn’t much to ask—eh?”
“Here?”
“Yes—in this house. I’ve spoken about it to Edward. Odd creature, Edward, but, I believe, truthful. Said he
was quite agreeable. Even went so far as to say he was fond of you, and that Mary would be pleased. Said you’d
too much tact to obtrude yourself, and that of course you’d keep your own rooms. No, I don’t suppose you’ll find
it particularly pleasant, but I believe you’ll find it worth while. Give it a year.”
Elizabeth started ever so slightly. One may endure for years, and make no sign, to wince at last in one
unguarded moment. So he knew—had always known. Again Elizabeth made no protest.
“A year,” she said in a low voice, “a year—I’ve given fifteen years. Isn’t fifteen years enough?”
Something fierce came into old Edward Mottisfont’s eyes. His whole face hardened.
“He’s a damn fool,” he said. Elizabeth laughed.
“Of course he must be,” and she laughed again. The old man nodded.
“Grit,” he said to himself, “grit. That’s the way—laugh, Elizabeth, laugh—and let him go hang for a damn
fool. He ain’t worth it—no man living’s worth it. But give him a year all the same.”
If old Mr. Mottisfont had not been irritated with David Blake for being as he put it, a damn fool, he would not
have made the references he had done to his nephew Edward’s wife. They touched David upon the raw, and old
Mr. Mottisfont was very well aware of it.
As David went out of the room and closed the door, a strange mood came upon him. All the many memories of
this house, familiar to him from early boyhood, all the many memories of this town of his birth and upbringing,
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rose about him. It was a strange mood, but yet not a sad one, though just beyond it lay the black shadow which is
the curse of the Celt. David Blake came of an old Irish stock, although he had never seen Ireland. He had the vein
of poetry—the vein of sadness, which are born at a birth with Irish humor and Irish wit.
As he went down the staircase, the famous staircase with its carved newels, the light of a moving lamp came
up from below, and at the turn of the stair he stood aside to let Elizabeth Chantrey pass. She wore a grey dress,
and the lamp-light shone upon her hair and made it look like very pale gold. It was thick hair—very fine and
thick, and she wore it in a great plait like a crown. In the daytime it was not golden at all, but just the color of the
pale thick honey with which wax is mingled. Long ago a Chantrey had married a wife from Norway with
Elizabeth’s hair and Elizabeth’s dark grey eyes.
“Good-night, David,” said Elizabeth Chantrey. She would have passed on, but to her surprise David made no
movement. He was looking at her.
“This is where I first saw you, Elizabeth,” he said in a remembering voice. “You had on a grey dress, like that
one, but Mary was in blue, because Mr. Mottisfont wouldn’t let her wear mourning. Do you remember how
shocked poor Miss Agatha was?—and their mother only dead a month! I can hear her now.”
Mary—yes, he remembered little Mary Chantrey in her blue dress. He could see her now—nine years old—
in a blue dress—with dark curling hair and round brown eyes, holding tightly to Elizabeth’s skirts, and much too
shy to speak to the big strange boy who was Edward’s friend.
Elizabeth watched him. She knew very well that he was not thinking of her, although he had remembered the
grey dress. And yet—for five years—it was she and not Mary to whom David came with every mood. During
those five years, the years between fourteen and nineteen, it was always Elizabeth and David, David and
Elizabeth. Then when David was twenty, and in his first year at hospital, Dr. Blake died suddenly, and for
four years David came no more to Market Harford. Mrs. Blake went to live with a sister in the north, and David’s
vacations were spent with his mother.
For a time he wrote often—then less often—finally only at Christmas. And the years passed. Elizabeth’s
girlhood passed. Mary grew up. nd when David Blake had been nearly three years qualified, and young Dr.
Ellerton was drowned out boating, David bought from Mrs. Ellerton a share in the practice that had been his
father’s, and brought his mother back to Market Harford. Mrs. Blake lived only for a year, but before she died she
had seen David fall headlong in love, not with her dear Elizabeth, but with Mary—pretty little Mary—who was
turning the heads of all the young men, sending Jimmy Larkin with a temporarily broken heart to India, Jack
Webster with a much more seriously injured one to the West Coast of Africa, and enjoying herself mightily the
while.
Elizabeth had memories as well as David. They came at least as near sadness as his. She thought she had
remembered quite enough for one evening, and she set her foot on the stair above the landing.
“Yes. Poor Miss Agatha!” she said. “What a worry we were to her, and how she disliked our coming here. I can
remember her grumbling to Mr. Mottisfont, and saying, ‘Children make such a work in the house,’ and Mr.
Mottisfont”—Elizabeth laughed—“Mr. Mottisfont said, ‘Don’t be such a damn old maid, Agatha. For the Lord’s
sake, what’s the good of a woman that can’t mind children?’”
David laughed too. He remembered Miss Agatha’s fussy indignation.
“Good-night, David,” said Elizabeth, and she passed on up the wide, shallow stair. The light went with her.
From below there came only a glimmer, for the lamp in the hall was still turned low.
David went slowly on. As he was about to open the front door, Edward Mottisfont came out of the dining-room
on the left.
“One minute, David,” he said, and took him by the arm. “Look here—I think I ought to know. Is my uncle
likely to live on indefinitely? Did you mean what you said upstairs?”
It was the second time that David Blake had been asked if he meant those words. He answered a trifle irritably.
”Why should I say what I don’t mean? He may live three years or he may die tomorrow. Why on earth should I
say it if I didn’t think it?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” said Edward. “You might have been saying it just to cheer the old man up.
There was a certain serious simplicity about Edward Mottisfont. It was this quality in him which his uncle
stigmatized as priggishness. Your true prig is always self-conscious, but Edward was not at all self-conscious.
From his own point of view he saw things quite clearly. It was other people’s points of view which had a
confusing effect upon him. David laughed.
“It didn’t exactly cheer him up,” he said. “He isn’t as set on living as all that comes to.”
Edward appeared to be rather struck by this statement.
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“Isn’t he?” he said.
He opened the door as he spoke, but suddenly closed it again. His tone altered. It became eager and boyish.
“David, I say—you know Jimmy Larkin was transferred to Assam some months ago? Well, I wrote and asked
him to remember me if he came across anything like specimens. Of course his forest work gives him simply
priceless opportunities. He wrote back and said he would see what he could do, and last mail he sent me …”
“What—a package of live scorpions?”
“No—not specimens—oh, if he could only have sent the specimen—but it was the next best thing—a drawing
—you remember how awfully well Jimmy drew—a colored drawing of a perfectly new slug.”
Edward’s tone became absolutely ecstatic. He began to rumple up his fair hair, as he always did when he was
excited.
“I can’t find it in any of the books,” he said, “and they’d never even heard of it at the Natural History Museum.
Five yellow bands on a black ground—what do you think of that?”
“I should say it was Jimmy, larking,” murmured David, getting the door open and departing hastily, but
Edward was a great deal too busy wondering whether the slug ought in justice to be called after Jimmy, or
whether he might name it after himself, to notice this ribaldry.
David Blake came out into a clear September night. The sky was cloudless and the air was still. Presently there
would be a moon. David walked down the brightly-lighted High Street, with its familiar shops. Here and there
were a few new names, but for the most part he had known them all from childhood. Half-way down the hill
he passed the tall grey house which had once had his father’s plate upon the door—the house where David was
born. Old Mr. Bull lived there now, his father’s partner once, retired these eighteen months in favor of his nephew,
Tom Skeffington. All Market Harford wondered what Dr. Bull could possibly want with a house so much too
large for him. He used only half the rooms, and the house had a sadly neglected air, but there were
days, and this was one of them, when David, passing, could have sworn that the house had not changed hands at
all and that the blind of his mother’s room was lifted a little as he went by. She used to wave to him from that
window as he came from school. She wore the diamond ring which David kept locked up in his dispatch-box.
Sometimes it caught the light and flashed. David could have sworn that he saw it flash to-night.
But the house was all dark and silent. The old days were gone.
David walked on. At the bottom of the High Street, just before you come to the bridge, he turned up to the
right, where a paved path with four stone posts across the entrance came into the High Street at right angles. The
path ran along above the river, with a low stone wall to the left, and a row of grey stone houses to the right.
Between the wall and the river there were trees, which made a pleasant shade in the summer. Now they were
losing their leaves.
David opened the door of the seventh house with his latch-key, and went in.
That night he dreamed his dream. It was a long time now since he had dreamed it, but it was an old dream—
one that recurred from time to time—one that had come to him at intervals for as long as he could remember. And
it was always the same—through all the years it never varied—it was always just the same.
He dreamed that he was standing upon the seashore. It was a wide, low shore, with a long, long stretch of sand
that shone like silver under a silver moon. It shone because it was wet, still quite wet from the touch of the tide.
The tide was very low. David stood on the shore, and saw the moon go down into the sea. As it went down it
changed slowly. It became golden, and the sand turned golden too. A wind began to blow in from the sea. A wind
from the west—a wind that was strong, and yet very gentle. At the edge of the sea there stood a woman, with long
floating hair and a long floating dress. She stood between David and the golden moon, and the wind blew out her
dress and her long floating hair. But David never saw her face. Always he longed to see her face, but he never saw
it. He stood upon the shore and could not move to go to her.
When he was a boy he used to walk in his sleep in the nights when he had this dream. Once he was awakened
by the touch of cold stones under his bare feet. And there he stood, just as he had come from bed, on the wet doorstep, with the front door open behind him. After that he locked his door. Now he walked in his sleep no longer,
and it was more than a year since he had dreamed the dream at all, but to-night it came to him again.
3
There’s many a weary game to be played
With never a penny to choose,
But the weariest game in all the world
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Is waiting for dead men’s shoes.

It was about a week later that Edward Mottisfont rang David Blake up on the telephone and begged him in
agitated accents, to come to Mr. Mottisfont without delay.
“It’s another attack—a very bad one,” said Edward in the hall. His voice shook a little, and he seemed very
nervous. David thought it was certainly a bad attack.
He also thought it a strange one. The old man was in great pain, and very ill. Elizabeth Chantrey was in the
room, but after a glance at his patient, David sent her away. As she went she made a movement to take up an
empty cup which stood on the small table beside the bed, and old Mr. Edward Mottisfont fairly snapped at her.
“Leave it, will you—I’ve stopped Edward taking it twice. Leave it, I say!”
Elizabeth went out without a word, and Mr. Mottisfont caught David’s wrist in a shaky grip.
“D’you know why I wouldn’t let her take that cup? D’you know why?”
“No, sir.”
Old Mr. Mottisfont's voice dropped to a thread. He was panting a little.
“I was all right till I drank that damned tea, David,” he said, “and Edward brought it to me—Edward”
“Come, sir—come,” said David gently. He was really fond of this queer old man, and he was distressed for
him.
“David, you won’t let him give me things—you’ll look to it. Look in the cup. I wouldn’t let ’em take the cup—
there’s dregs. Look at ’em, David.”
David took up the cup and walked to the window. About a tablespoonful of cold tea remained. David tilted the
cup, then became suddenly attentive. That small remainder of cold tea with the little skim of cream upon it had
suddenly become of absorbing interest. David tilted the cup still more. The tea made a little pool on one side of it,
and all across the bottom of the cup a thick white sediment drained slowly down into the pool. It was such a
sediment as is left by very chalky water. But all the water of Market Harford is as soft as rainwater.
It is not only chalk that makes a sediment like that. Arsenic makes one, too.
David put down the cup quickly. He opened the door and went out into the passage. From the far end Elizabeth
Chantrey came to meet him, and he gave her a hastily scribbled note for the chemist, and asked her for one or two
things that were in the house. When he came back into Mr. Mottisfont’s room he went straight to the wash-stand,
took up a small glass bottle labeled Ipecacuanha Wine and spent two or three minutes in washing it thoroughly.
Then he poured into it very carefully the contents of the cup. He did all this in total silence, and in a very quiet
and business-like manner.
Old Mr. Edward Mottisfont lay on his right side and watched him. His face was twisted with pain, and there
was a dampness upon his brow, but his eyes followed every motion that David made and noted every look upon
his face. They were intent—alive—observant. Whilst David stood by the wash-stand, with his back towards the
bed, old Mr. Edward Mottisfont’s lips twisted themselves into an odd smile. A gleam of sardonic humor danced
for a moment in the watching eyes. When David put down the bottle and came over to the bed, the gleam was
gone, and there was only pain—great pain—in the old, restless face.
There was a knock at the door, and Elizabeth Chantrey came in.
Three hours later David Blake came out of the room that faced old Mr. Mottisfont’s at the farther end of the
corridor. It was a long, low room, fitted up as a laboratory—very well and fully fitted up—for the old man had for
years found his greatest pleasure and relaxation in experimenting with chemicals. Some of his experiments he
confided to David, but the majority he kept carefully to himself. They were of a somewhat curious nature.
David Blake came out of the laboratory with a very stern look upon his face. As he went down the stair he met
with Edward Mottisfont coming up. The sternness intensified. Edward looked an unspoken question, and then
without a word turned and went down before David into the hall. Then he waited.
“Gone?” he said in a sort of whisper, and David bent his head.
He was remembering that it was only a week since he had told Edward in this very spot that his uncle might
live for three years. Well, he was dead now. The old man was dead now—out of the way—someone had seen to
that. Who?
David could still hear Edward Mottisfont’s voice asking, “How long is he likely to live?” and his own answer,
“Perhaps three years.”
“Come in here,” said Edward Mottisfont.
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He opened the dining-room door as he spoke, and David followed him into a dark, old-fashioned room,
separated from the one behind it by folding-doors. One of the doors stood open about an inch, but there was only
one lamp in the room, and neither of the two men paid any attention to such a trifling circumstance.
Edward sat down by the table, which was laid for dinner. Even above the white tablecloth his face was
noticeably white.
All his life this old man had been his bugbear. He had hated him, not with the hot hatred which springs from
one great sudden wrong, but with the cold slow abhorrence bred of a thousand trifling oppressions. He had looked
forward to his death. For years he had thought to himself,
“Well, he can’t live forever.”
But now that the old man was dead, and the yoke lifted from his neck, he felt no relief—no sense of freedom.
He felt oddly shocked.
David Blake did not sit down. He stood at the opposite side of the table and looked at Edward. From where he
stood he could see first the white tablecloth, then Edward’s face, and on the wall behind Edward, a full-length
portrait of old Edward Mottisfont at the age of thirty. It was the work of a young man whom Market Harford had
looked upon as a very disreputable young man. He had since become so famous that they had affixed a tablet to
the front of the house in which he had once lived. The portrait was one of the best he had ever painted, and the
eyes, Edward Mottisfont’s black, malicious eyes, looked down from the wall at his nephew, and at David
Blake.
Neither of the men had spoken since they entered the room, but they were both so busy with their thoughts that
neither noticed how silent the other was. At last David spoke. He said in a hard level voice:
“Edward, I can’t sign the certificate. There will have to be an inquest.”
Edward Mottisfont looked up with a great start.
“An inquest?” he said, “an inquest?” One of David’s hands rested on the table.
“I can’t sign the certificate,” he repeated.
Edward stared at him.
“Why not?” he said. “I don’t understand.”
“Don’t you?” said David Blake.
Edward rumpled up his hair in a distracted fashion.
“I don’t understand,” he repeated. “An inquest? Why, you’ve been attending him all these months, and you
said he might die at any time. You said it only the other day. I don’t understand”
“Nor do I,” said David curtly. Edward stared again.
“What do you mean?”
“Mr. Mottisfont might have lived for some time,” said David Blake, speaking slowly. “I was attending him for
a chronic illness, which would have killed him sooner or later. But it didn’t kill him. It didn’t have a chance. He
died of poisoning—arsenic poisoning.”
One of Edward’s hands was lying on the table. His whole arm twitched, and the hand fell over, palm upwards.
The fingers opened and closed slowly. David found himself staring at that slowly moving hand.
“Impossible,” said Edward, and his breath caught in his throat as he said it.
“I’m afraid not.” Edward leaned forward a little.
“But, David,” he said, “it’s not possible. Who—who do you think—who would do such a thing? Or—suicide
—do you think he committed suicide?”
David drew himself suddenly away from the table. All at once the feeling had come to him that he could no
longer touch what Edward touched.
“No, I don’t think it was suicide,” he said. “But of course it’s not my business to think at all. I shall give my
evidence, and there, as far as I am concerned, the matter ends.”
Edward looked helplessly at David.
“Evidence?” he repeated.
“At the inquest,” said David Blake.
“I don’t understand,” said Edward again. He put his head in his hands, and seemed to be thinking.
“Are you sure?” he said at last. “I don’t see how—it was an attack—just like his other attacks—and then he
died—you always said he might die in one of those attacks.”
There was a sort of trembling eagerness in Edward’s tone. A feeling of nausea swept over David. The scene
had become intolerable.
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“Mr. Mottisfont died because he drank a cup of tea which contained enough arsenic to kill a man in robust
health,” he said sharply. He looked once at Edward, saw him start, and added, “and I think that you brought him
that tea.”
“Yes,” said Edward. “He asked me for it, how could there be arsenic in it?”
“There was,” said David Blake.
“Arsenic? But I brought him the tea.”
“Yes, you brought him the tea.”
Edward lifted his head. His eyes behind his glasses had a misty and bewildered look. His voice shook a little.
“But—if there’s an inquest—they might say—they might think …” He pushed his chair back a little way, and
half rose from it, resting his hands on the table, and peering across it.
“David, why do you look at me like that?”
David Blake turned away.
“It’s none of my business,” he said, “I’ve got to give my evidence, and for God’s sake, Edward, pull yourself
together before the inquest, and get decent legal advice, for you’ll need it.”
Edward was shockingly pale.
“You mean—what do you mean? That people will think—it’s impossible.”
David went towards the door. His face was like a flint.
“I mean this,” he said. “Mr. Mottisfont died of arsenic poisoning. The arsenic was in a cup of tea which he
drank. You brought him the tea. You are undoubtedly in a very serious position. There will have to be an inquest.”
Edward had risen completely. He made a step towards David.
“But if you were to sign the certificate—there wouldn’t need to be an inquest—David.”
“But I’m damned if I’ll sign the certificate,” said David Blake. He went out and shut the door sharply behind
him. …
78.166 & 78.436 & 238.19 1. Ardhanari 2. The Nose-Jewel 3. Excerpt from Jail Diary: A Day To Day Record
Of Life In Vellore Jail In 1920\fn{by Chakravarti Rajagopalachari (1878-1972)} Thorapalli Agraharam, Krishnagiri
District, [some say Salem, Salem District], Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 13
1
Ardhanari was a Harijan\fn{Untouchable:H} boy from the village of Kokkalai in Salem district. He went to Delhi
with Sri Malkani, Secretary of the Society for the Service of the Untouchables. When Sri Malkani was in South
India, he was very pleased with this boy, whom he met at Salem, and immediately decided to take him to Delhi
with him. There he put him in a school and looked after him. He spoke to a well-known firm of traders in Delhi
and got him a job in their office at Rs. 6o/- a month. As Ardhanari was honest, diligent, and had personality, he
got on well. He was getting Rs. I50/- a month before he was twenty-four; and when, sometime later, a place in a
big mill belonging to the same firm fell vacant in Bangalore, they sent Ardhanari there on a salary of Rs. 200/- a
month.
He spent two happy years in Bangalore. His immediate senior, Govinda Rao, had had training in Manchester
for two years. He and Ardhanari were of about the same age, and, as he liked Ardhanari’s disposition and
manners, they became close friends.
Govinda Rao had a sister called Pankaja. Brother and sister loved each other very much. Their parents had died
when the girl was just ten years old, and she was now twenty and unmarried. She and Ardhanari often met as she
accompanied her brother when he visited Ardhanari and when the latter came to see her brother. When Govinda
Rao found that his sister and Ardhanari seemed to like each other, he was glad. He often asked himself: “Why
should not these two marry and settle down here?”
One day Govinda Rao asked his sister, “Pankaja, have you ever thought about your marriage?”
“I have no strong feelings on the matter,” she replied.
“Then, what about marrying our Ardhanari?”
Pankaja showed no objection to being thus questioned, but she evaded the question by talking about something
else. Some weeks later, the same matter was broached again, casually.
“Why, Gopy, are you tired of me already? Am I a burden to you?” she said at first, and laughed. Then she
began to cry. Girls, especially those who have lost their mothers, are very sensitive.
“Stupid, don’t talk of being a burden or of my getting tired of you. Just tell me if you care for the idea of
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marriage. If you say no, that will please me, because then I can always have you with me,” he said, and wiped her
eyes. Then he said again, “Mother is dead. Who else is there to ask you what you feel about it?”
“If it comes about, I shall go through it. But what is the point in discussing it now?” asked Pankaja.
“You two seem to like each other. And as we have left off caring about caste or family, why should you not
marry him?” he asked.
“What, indeed, have we to do with caste? But we do not yet know what he feels about it,” said Pankaja.
“Don’t worry about that. He must think himself very lucky if he gets someone like you for his wife,” said
Govinda Rao. He was sure there was no one to compare with his sister in the whole world.
When Ardhanari was told about this, his joy knew no bounds. But a minute later his face fell. “But how can
that be, Govinda Rao?” he asked.
“Why? What is the trouble?” asked Govinda Rao.
“What is my caste and what is yours?” said Ardhanari.
“Oh! The question of caste! Nonsense!” Govinda Rao exclaimed and laughed. “What is a Brahmin? What is a
non-Brahmin? We stopped thinking about such things long ago. If you like each other and finally decide to marry,
we need not worry about caste.”
“I belong to the Coimbatore district. I am a Saiva Mudaliar.” That was what Ardhanari had told them. A Saiva
Mudaliar is a vegetarian high-caste non-Brahmin. Having said this on some occasion out of snobbish fear, he was
unable to withdraw it afterwards. He was ashamed to confess the truth about his caste. In Delhi a few knew his
antecedents, but none in Bangalore.
“What is Pankaja’s wish?” asked Ardhanari.
“Pankaja seems to like you. Her replies to my questions show that she is willing.”
“Is it not proper that I should ask her and find out for myself?” said Ardhanari.
“Yes,” said Govinda Rao. Thus the affair was put off. He resolved that he would tell Pankaja the truth,
whatever might happen. But later his resolution failed.
“Why should I go out of my way to tell her this? If I do, Govinda Rao and Pankaja will both hate me. They say
that they do not care for caste distinctions. But yet if they come to know that I am a pariah, they will never give
their consent. Besides, I shall be considered a liar,” he thought within himself.
Next day he thought the matter over again and went to Govinda Rao’s house, intending to disclose the truth.
But, again, on the way he debated within himself, “When we two love each other, what reason is there to consider
this caste question? Why should we give any quarter to this injustice? Who created caste? Is it not all a lie? Why
should I make so much of it and speak to her about it? Why should I speak to her about it and spoil the whole
business? They have told me distinctly that they do not care about caste. Why, then, should I refer to it at all?” He
made up his mind to suppress the truth.
“Pankaja, do you really like me? Shall we get married and live together?” he asked.
“But do you want to?” said Pankaja.
Ardhanari’s father Muniappan, his brother Ranga, and mother Kuppayee all lived in the cheri, or pariah
quarters, of the village Kokkolai. Both while in Delhi and in Bangalore, Ardhanari used to send them twenty
rupees regularly every month. It was a princely allowance to them, and they lived on it very happily. They did not
know what their son was earning, but twenty rupees a month seemed a great fortune to them. Unfortunately,
Muniappan had the drink habit. When he began to get money regularly every month, his drinking became worse.
Ranga did not like this, but could not prevent it. He was a teacher in a village school and was unmarried. When
his mother pressed him to find a wife, he would say, “Not now, wait for some time more,” and always put off the
matter.
Ardhanari, after his transfer to Bangalore, used to visit his people twice a year. When he found his father
addicted to drink, he felt ashamed beyond measure. He could not bear the dirt and untidiness of the house. He
would stay there for only a day or two and then return as soon as possible.
“We will go with you, Ardhanari,” his father would say whenever Ardhanari got ready to return to Bangalore.
“No, indeed. If they see you with me, they will dismiss me,” Ardhanari would reply.
“Yes, Father, we people should not go there,” Ranga would say.
Because he sent them money regularly, they would not argue much more about it. Thus it went on for some
time.
Ardhanari thought it would be best for him to go somewhere far in the north again, once he was married.
“Though they are very kind to me, if they know that I am a pariah, things would certainly go wrong. Even
supposing they do not mind, yet when they see the life and habits of my father and my people, Pankaja would
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certainly be disgusted. She would not even look at me afterwards.” Ardhanari would talk to himself in this strain
again and again, and further strengthen his resolve to hide the truth. He decided to marry as soon as possible and
go away to some place in the north. He wrote letters to the directors of the company he served and asked for a
transfer to some other mill in North India.
One day Pankaja quite unexpectedly said, “Ardhanari, I want very much to see your mother. We have both
decided that you should take leave for a week and we all three should go and visit Coimbatore, Ootacamund, and
other places. What do you say?”
Govinda Rao also said, “There is not much work in the office now. The first week of next month will suit us all
very well.”
Ardhanari’s heart beat fast. “Oh, yes, we can do that. But I have a letter today that there is a severe epidemic of
cholera in our village,” he said.
Pankaja was all anxiety on hearing this. “Cholera! Have you asked your people to move elsewhere? Why not
ask them to come over here?” she said.
“I was just thinking of doing so,” said Ardhanari.
After three days Ardhanari got a letter from Ranga:
Blessings to small brother Ardhanari. There is severe cholera here. There have been many deaths. We are afraid.
Father continues as before. He does not listen to our advice. The money that you sent this month is all spent. If you can
send us thirty rupees, we think of locking up the house and going to Salem to stay there till this fear of cholera is over.
Yours affectionately,
Ranga

Ardhanari was surprised and shocked. “What is the meaning of this? What I said in deceit has turned out to be
true. God is trying me, perhaps: he said to himself, and was undecided as to what he should do. He then thought
he would send the money next day.
Ardhanari got no sleep that night. Bad thoughts, shameful thoughts, kept stirring in his mind. Whenever he
thought of his father, he felt disgust. The wish often arose in his mind that his father would die of cholera and
relieve him of all this misery. Next moment, he would censure himself for this thought. He tossed restlessly on his
bed all night and in the morning he took a cold bath. The postman brought letters. As he had expected, there was
another letter from his village. With trembling hands, he opened it and read:
Father is suffering from cholera. We are greatly afraid. Maria-yee must save us. We have not a pie with us.
Ranga.

When he read the letter, Ardhanari’s face grew dark. He remained seated in his chair for quite a long time. He
did not send any money that day.
Nor did he send any money the next day.
“How is cholera in your village?” asked Pankaja.
“Still very bad, I’m afraid,” said Ardhanari.
“Is there enough sugar in the coffee?” asked Gevinda Rao.
“Oh, yes I It is very good,” said Ardhanari.
When he returned home, there was a letter waiting for him.
Mother too has cholera symptoms. You have not sent us any money. We are helpless. Come at once.
Ranga.

Ardhanari sent no money that day either. He had turned his heart into stone. “This disgraceful feature of my
life will now disappear forever. This release looks like God’s kindness to me. There is no Dharma or justice
higher than His will. Why should I try to circumvent it? If father and mother die, there will then be nothing left to
prevent my marriage with Pankaja.”
Suddenly, “Tut! Tut! What a sinful thought, you wicked man,” someone appeared to reprimand him. When he
turned his head round, he saw Pankaja standing behind him. He was alarmed that his secret was out. Then his
mind grew clear again. No one had spoken. It was just an illusion of his mind.
“How did you come in without making any sound?” he asked.
Pankaja laughed, “I knocked at the door three times and then entered. You are worried about something, so you
did not hear me come in,” she said.
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“I must go to my village. It appears the cholera is worse there now. My father and mother are there and I must
make some arrangements for them,” he said.
“Yes, that should have been done long ago. If you go there now, you must be very careful. You must neither eat
nor drink while you are there,” she said.
Ardhanari left for Salem the same night. But instead of going straight to Kokkalai, he delayed on the way, and
only reached it after four days. His mother was already dead and poor Ranga had followed her. Only his drunkard
father had escaped and was alive and well.
“Please take me to Bangalore. What shall I do here after this?” he begged Ardhanari. Ardhanari would not hear
of it. He was adamant. “I will send you enough money. You must remain here. Do not ask to come with me, for I
cannot take you,” he said. Father entreated son like a helpless child.
“I can’t stay here,” he sobbed. Ardhanari refused to be moved by his weeping. “How can I give up Pankaja?”
he said to himself, and would not listen to his father's lamentations. Next day he placed a ten-rupee note in his
father’s hand and left for Salem.
“Alas! What have I done! I have killed my mother and brother. Why did I do this? Is there another villain like
me in this world? How can I forsake my father like this? What shall I tell Pankaja?”
Immersed in such thoughts, he could not sleep in the train. When he arrived at Bangalore, he walked, in a
dazed manner, the whole way to his house. There, he bolted the door and lay down. He did not send word to
Govinda Rao or Pankaja about his return, nor did he go to the office.
The same night he took his luggage and again went to the railway station and bought a ticket for Salem.
At Salem, he heard that an Adidravida (Untouchable) had drowned himself in a well in Kokkalai. When he got
to Kokkalai, he learned that the man was his own father.
Someone said that they were holding an inquest at the police station over Muniappan, the drunkard. He did not
go there, but, unnoticed by anyone, returned to Salem and took a train to Bangalore.
“Pankaja, you must try to forget me,” said Ardhanari.
“I shall do that afterwards. Tell me the news from Salem,” said Pankaja.
“They are all dead. They are dead because I did not do what I should have done. I have lost all interest in life
now. I am going to resign my job and go to my village. Please forget me,” he said.
She looked at him two or three times. Then she got alarmed and ran to tell her brother. .
Ardhanari had fever. At first the doctor said it was typhoid, then he said it was brain fever. He had to stay in
bed for over a month. Govinda Rao and Pankaja remained at his bedside without rest till, after the fourth week,
the fever came down.
“There is no more cause for anxiety,” said the doctor. Very soon he was well enough to sit up in bed.
“I am a pariah, a sinner. I am really an untouchable, a liar. I renounce marriage. For God’s sake, forget me,”
said Ardhanari.
Pankaja laughed. “What do I care of what caste you are? Why should we part from each other?” she said,
trying to soothe him.
Ardhanari did not agree.
“You do not mind my caste, I know. But I am a murderer. I have killed my father and mother,” he said, and
told them the whole tale.
When he was quite well, he resigned his job and returned to Kokkolai. He is now the aamiar, or ascetic, who
conducts the school in the Mariamman temple.
2
Two sparrows built a nest in a nice spot in the roof of Ramayya’s house and the mother bird laid her eggs in it.
“My dear,” began the male sparrow.
“And what do you want now?” asked his wife.
“Why does the lady of this house always quarrel with her husband?”
“How am I to know?” said the female bird. “Let us mind our own business.”
“You are always self-centered,” said the male sparrow and added, “should we not help this poor Brahmin
Ramayya?”
The female sparrow said with disdain, “Let me see what help you give. Please do not talk about what does not
concern us. See that the cat does not come near our nest. That would be enough for you and me.”
Somewhere in the muck-heap lay a diamond nose-jewel. The male bird picked it up and came to the nest with
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the shining stud in his beak and said to his wife, “Look! Do you like this?”
The wife-bird replied, “What am I to do with diamond nose-studs or with earrings? Find some grub; the young
ones are hungry.”
The bird dropped the diamond stud on the floor and went out in search of little worms for the young ones.
Ramayya’s wife noticed the jewel as she was sweeping the floor. She picked it up with delight and wore it.
Ramayya questioned her angrily, “How did you get hold of this diamond-stud? Who is the scamp that makes
presents to you without my knowledge?”
“Don’t talk nonsense. I found it lying here yesterday and took it. That is all.”
“We should go and deliver it to the village magistrate. If tomorrow the police should come and search our
house, who is to stand the disgrace?”
In Minakshi Ammal’s house nearby, the talk went thus: “I forgot and left it in the bathroom. Kuppayi, the
servant-woman, must have swept it out. She is very careless and ignorant.”
The mother, Minakshi Ammal, consoled her little girl saying, “Let us search and find it. Don’t tell father yet.
He would go into a rage if he knew that you had lost the diamond nose stud.”
“What is the secret you are whispering about?” asked Mr. Ramanatham Pillai.
The loss of the jewel had to be admitted. Soon the whole village knew about it. The maid-servant, Kuppayi,
was suspected by everyone to have stolen it.
The police came and searched her hut, but could find nothing.
Ramayya’s heart was in a flutter. Ramayya’s wife put the stud away in a box. She soon developed a severe
fever and was confined to bed. No one thought of searching their house.
The he-sparrow said, “Look at the fun, my dear; the lady of the house is scared and is down with fever.”
“Nice fun indeed!” said the she-sparrow. “The poor woman is in a panic. The fever may be the end of her.”
“And a good thing too,” said the cruel male sparrow.
“It is all your doing; you brought and threw it here and tempted her,” said the female bird.
The male bird answered gravely, “Did I tell her to steal the thing? This is bound to happen when a woman is
obstinate and disobeys her husband.”
“I shall never disobey you, my husband,” the mother-bird said. “Come, let us go now and bring some worms
for the young ones.”
And the two flew out.
3
21 December 1921
I came, rather late in the afternoon on 21 st December, 1921, into the Vellore Central Jail with Subramania
Sastriar, our Provincial President. We were sentenced together by the Vellore Magistrate. Judgment was
pronounced at 1 P.M. We waited for some time for our escort. While waiting I wrote a short letter to Mahatmaji. I
said in it that three months S.I.\fn{ Simple Imprisonment} was all too little. But I hoped he would have won Swaraj
before January, and so it made no difference. When I came out I expected he would have finished Swaraj work
and got back to his normal occupation, viz., Research in Dietetics.
We rode down to the prison in a motor car. Krishnamachari accompanied us, but we avoided all demonstration.
I was weighed at the gate. My handbag contained a tin of tooth powder, some cloves, a quire of paper, a sheet of
pins, some pencils, and a Fountain-pen; I had also a bottle of Swan ink, a kooja, a small brass cup and some books
—the Bible, Shakespeare, Tayumanavar, a volume of Tamil Mahabharat, seven volumes of P.C. Roy’s
Mahabharat and Robinson Crusoe. My glasses, both reading and distance, were with me.\fn{My myopia is so heavy
that I cannot identify friends at a distance of two yards without my glasses; and the lenses have to be deeply tinted to avoid the glare caused
by the high-power correction} My bed consisted of a pillow, a jamkalam and my shawl. My clothes were also rolled up

in my bed. A case of ointment for my boils and a bottle of asthma mixture were also among my things.
We were taken to the solitary imprisonment cells. The Superintendent walked down our block:
“Are you the sick man?”
“Am I put down as the sick man? Yes, I am.”
“I don’t know. You came in with a bottle of medicine. So I thought you were sick.”
I explained my asthmatic troubles. I then told him about my boils. About my things, he said everything could
go in except the ointment.
We saw Sesha Reddy, about whom we had heard, grinding corn. Two more Nellore non-co-operator prisoners
(hard labour) were tearing old blankets to pieces and twisting woolen rope. They had happy faces. Sesha Reddy
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was a pious, manly, strong, well-built, dark, sturdy young giant. He bore marks of the recent assault which the jail
officials had made on him. I saw Rangam Chettiar of Narayanavaram reading Gita Rahasyam. We were told that
for ten days we were to occupy each a cell in this line which was the block for condemned prisoners and solitary
confinement.
We were told that till recently no water was supplied to the prisoners visiting the privy. They were using mud
or nothing at all. Now water is supplied and this was said to be a reform due to the row kicked up by Sesha
Reddy. Rangam Chetty had a mud pot and a dish also of clay.
We were given an aluminium can and dish each. Washed them and had my first prison meal; rice and kolambu.
The latter was made of radish root and leaves, greens and chilies, tamarind, salt and oil. The rice was too much for
me, but it could not be enough for hearty eaters.
The old Deputy Jailor said that non-co-operators were giving trouble.
“Why do you people come here? It is intended for criminals. What will be the result of it, do you think?” he
asked. I said,
“We will get Swaraj by January. Everybody will get honest by then.”
The privy was clean enough—except for the flies—with chatties,\fn{Crude, unpolished mud pots} earth, spade, and
a tank of water. I feel it is a delightful place. The fear is only for people outside jail.
Locked up in my cell at 5:45 P.M. The feeling was rather strange and new as, for the first time in my life, I
found myself in a room which was locked from outside and the key carried away by somebody.
22 December 1921
The feeling I noted last night soon gave way to quite another feeling. Have I really become so free that
Government have to lock me up if they wish to keep me? For the first time in my life I felt I was free, and had
thrown off the foreign yoke. These and other thoughts, and the early hour we were sent to bed without a light to
do any reading or writing, and the physical strangeness of the place, kept me awake for a long time. I deliberately
turned away from thoughts and memories of the busy world outside, and refused to give room for the thronging
images of friends, children, and relatives. The national songs of my neighbors from Vellore sweetened the hours
for some time. Then the continuous “All is well” sang out by the convict sentries with a variety of accents and
vowel lengths filled the waking hours. I then slept off. I was free from my asthma trouble the first time after a
week of much suffering.
Lakshminarasimha Rao and Venkatasubbayya are the names of the two Nellore Congress workers. They are in
for one year for refusing to give security. The first was a medical student who joined Congress work. Bright,
innocent youth encased in prison dress most incongruously! The second is a “school-final” youth. Sesha Reddy
also is in for refusing to give security. He was a hungry giant and gladly took what I gave him out of what was
doled to me. It was all too much for me and too little for him. I only asked for a broomstick, and he ran and
cleaned up my cell, window sill, nook and corner, more completely than the best housewife would do in her own
house.
Lakshminarasimha Rao brought my can and plate cleaned up and my kooja filled with water.
I would advise every non-co-operator to learn to sing a few songs before going to jail. I felt this was a great
defect in my equipment.
Lakshminarasimha Rao and Venkatasubbayya were removed from this block this morning. Went to the well
with a warder and had my bath in cold water and washed my clothes. I had no bucket or washing soap for the
clothes. But I had a cake of Vegetol for my body. How I wish I had more strength of muscle to enjoy this life
fully!
Two of us, Rangam Chetty and myself, came back to our cells leaving Subramania Sastry behind at the well as
he had not yet finished his bath. The warder called an “overseer” to escort us to our cells. On enquiry, I found that
this “overseer” who was to keep watch over us on our way back to our block had been convicted for dacoity! He
had done two years and had three years yet. He was getting, he said, one rupee a month as pay, which was kept
for him in the jail chest. Had breakfast at 11 A.M., and shared it with Narayanasami, convicted for receiving
stolen property. I promised to share my evening meal with my neighbor, a Korava. thief.
These poor devils are dreadfully hungry. Why Government do not provide buttermilk for prisoners, a cheap
and healthy food, I cannot understand. Our warder, Perumal, is an ex-sepoy who has been in service in
Mesopotamia. He wanted to know when the struggle would end, to which I gave my answer:
“Soon; sooner if everybody struggled harder.”
Government seem either indifferent or determined deliberately to treat us like common criminals in every way.
Our food is the same as that of ordinary criminals, we are locked in and let out at the same hours, we have to eat
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on the filthy ground, standing, or sitting on our toes, and hurrying it off the plate, like beggars being fed.
But we are not going to break for all this treatment. Government does not know that this merely enhances our
sacrifice, and strengthens our determination. Special comforts would undermine our strength in a subtle manner.
23 December 1921
Had slight asthma trouble last night. The evening meal does not suit at all. But I shall not bother about it yet.
Very much missed our Nellore neighbors. The dark waking hours after lock-up at 6 P.M. were not relieved by
their songs.
The chattering warders kept the noise going in a tiresome manner. No good broom to keep our cells clean, nor
any attention to cleanliness about our cells on the part of the jail authorities. Lucky there are not many bugs in
these cells. But there are plenty of mosquitoes.
Yesterday evening a man stood outside the fence, as I was pacing up and down in the open, and did
namaskaram to us. It seems he is a munshi to the Superintendent of the Jail.
Who is this Mussalman behind my cell continually lecturing in loud Hindustani, preacher-fashion?
In the early hours there was weeping behind my cell. Perhaps some condemned prisoners.
Khaddar is heavy to wash for a poor-muscled body like mine, with boils in the legs, and a pair of lungs that
take to hard breathing too easily. As I am struggling with it, the warder tells me,
“Your fate has become like Nallatangal’s, in the story.” I smiled and told him that it wasn’t such misfortune.
Will God give light and courage and strength to our brethren outside? Little do they yet realize what their
responsibility is. I see so many in the prison cheerfully toiling away like men “to the manner born,” who have
accepted a long year’s incarceration and hard labor as an alternative for merely giving security, like Sesha Reddy
and these two brave Nellore youths, whose figures with broomsticks in hand sweeping the grounds in front of our
cells saying, “Are we not scavengers?” can never pass away from my mind. Their innocent undoubting trust in
their brethren outside, on the strength of which they have left aged mothers and loved children for doing penance
in the jails, is a thing not yet realized fully by the people. Otherwise they would not be so indifferent or so slow.
Robinson Crusoe, after some time in his island, gave up looking out for any ship in the horizon. Have these too
to abandon hope, like Crusoe?
At 5 P.M. today came in Fatekhan of Ambur, having refused to give security; one year simple. Short, nice
looking man. I must record a sensation of great joy on seeing a newcomer. More must come in and rapidly, to end
this great struggle.
24 December 1921
It is after I am locked in at 6 P.M., and my cell barred, bolted and locked and key taken away, that the full
vision of freedom daily comes to my mind. Why do not people realise the fact that the nation is locked and
imprisoned like this, not at 6 P.M., but every hour, day in and day out, so that it is one long night of slavery.
Realizing this, one feels free when one has actually to be shut up like this by the tyrant’s arm that holds the
country. The misery of it is when one sees one’s own people so busy and so punctilious in carrying out the behests
of that authority as if it were God’s law and dharma that they carry out
The man who goes to prison in revolt against the foreigner’s law is free, even like the rebel soldier. He is to be
held down by force, not by shameful, voluntary surrender. These things I knew before and have uttered them on
platforms. But I realize them now more fully than ever before.
Fatekhan has brought with him three packets of candles. He gave me a packet. It will be useful.
I was given my medal this morning: 8398. 21.12.21 (date of entry), 20.3.22 (date of release), on a little wooden
piece to be hung to the neck by a string. My “History board” shows the following particulars: Political. Reg.
No.8398. Date of admission, 21.12.21. Declined to appeal, 24.12.21. Name: C. Rajagopalachar, Brahmin, General
Secretary, I.N.C. State of Education, “C” (“C” means illiterate. So carelessly are the entries made!). Sentencing
Court: Sub-Div. Magistrate, Vellore, C.C. 82 of 1921, 188 Clause 2, I.P.C. Sentence: 3 months S.I. Date of
sentence: 21.12.21. Date of release: 20.3.22. Age: 42. Height: 5 ft. 4 inches. Weight: 104 lbs.
Rangam Chetty tells me he weighed himself two days before coming to jail and found it was 142 lbs. His
History shows 137 lbs. Fatekhan Muhammad Ghouse says he heard the man say 125 at the weighment at the gate
yesterday. His History shows 120 Ibs. Do they reduce the real weight by 5 lbs. for everybody to allow for loss
during the early months of prison life?
At 10:30 A.M. we espied the Andhra NCO’s at the well. We have not yet been allowed to meet each other. I
saw them from our block and they returned namaskarams. We are taken for our baths at different hours so that we
may not meet each other.
At noon today, the Superintendent, and another European clad in semi-military uniform, and the Jailor came
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round and “verified” our identification marks. I spoke to him about my evening meal being unfit for my asthma.
He proposed putting me in hospital. I hope it will not be a change for the worse.
At the well, this afternoon, I saw many Moplahs among the gang taking water. Their faces lighted up as they
saw me and heard me talk kindly. They were all of Malapuram.
Returning to our block, I saw a man coming out of the privy. He accosted me in military style. I spoke to him
and found he too was a Moplah. he enquired how the fight was going on. He agreed it was a mistake to have
started violence.
“They have arrested only sadhus (peaceful people). Their idea is, it would be easier to deal with the fighters
after taking us all. Are we to be here for five years, or is Swaraj coming?” These were some of the questions he
asked.
“We feel so cheerful and hopeful,” he said, “when we see big and rich people coming into jail, like you. You
don’t know what we feel;” and the tears welled from his manly eyes. I answered his questions as best I could, and
told him to have hope and courage.
“The whole country is a jail,” I said.
“Yes,” said he.
“And we are inside a small prison,” I continued, “the men outside are like dogs let loose by the master. We are
like tigers kept inside barred cages.”
“Yes,” said he, “they are dogs and we are tigers.” We talked a good while, till a convict warder came and
hurried him away to his task, which he said was grinding wheat in the store.
In the evening a Mussalman tailor from Chittoor came in for the offence of pasting notices for the hartal on the
17th. He is given R.I. for six months, for failing to give security.
I cannot stand the strain of washing clothes. I don’t know whether the fact that I did it today in the afternoon
made any difference. But while I did not feel more fatigue than yesterday and the day before, today I got to
breathe hard and faint. I cheered myself up by sitting down and talking to a Moplah.
After lock-up today, as I sat inside the cell, an involuntary feeling of weakness and thoughts of my children
seized me. It looked at first irresistible, but I struggled against it. Help came to me soon.
“Have not people lived away from their dear ones for months and years on business and been perfectly happy?
Have you not yourself been away thus? It is the mere thought that you are in prison that weakens you.” I put these
questions to myself and I gathered strength.
I daily do the Gayatri a hundred and eight times after nightfall. It was at first difficult to concentrate. But I find
it easier every day. I hope to grow strong enough, by communion with the Highest, to break these prison bars.
God has given me this great opportunity to purify and strengthen myself. How few in the world have suffered
imprisonment for a good and just cause! Of these brave few, how few can our own motherland claim! Of these
very few, I am now really one. It is a distinction which I must deem myself so lucky to have attained. This is
pride, but permissible for a time so that I might grow strong enough to trust only in God.
Fatehkhan Mahomed Ghouse’s candle lights my cell today. Never did I see candle give such quiet holy light
before!
25 December 1921
The two greatest defects in my equipment are the ignorance of Sanskrit and music. Without these two, a life of
quiet devotion appears almost impossible to a Hindu. With these two, the loneliest desert could be made alive
with religion and joy.
This is my fifth day in prison. It is Christmas day for our rulers. May the Spirit of Christ purify their souls and
give them Light!
Mahomed Ghouse has a strong constitution. He is bathing in the open in water which has stood in the mud pot
overnight. A man who undertakes to fight by suffering must be sturdy like that.
Took only the water from the cunjee and gave the rice away to the scavenger. The Chief Warder came with a
grin. I told him I was taking my morning coffee. This was a joke pitched low enough for his sense of humor. I
believe I will be starving myself this way, but it may be good on the whole to starve out the distempers I am now
suffering from—the asthma and the boils.
The Deputy Jailor has apparently been spoken to much by somebody. Much consideration and enquiry have
resulted in more fuss than in anything done. However, he ordered some hot water for me to bathe. A pot came
from the Jail kitchen. Naturally, the water contained a lot of dirt and, in addition, smelt of food-stuffs. However, I
washed myself with it as I did not have a bath yesterday,
Accosted the Andhra group from over the railings as they were at the well to bathe. A group of hard labor
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prisoners marched, with Vande Mataram, and clasped hands at me. It was pleasant to return the salute. I could see
that these amenities and recognitions brighten life a little for these brave souls. Some of the Tiruvannamalai
NCO’s were in the group.
My warder, Perumal, brought razor, brush, and glass from the Andhra block. Had a shave. Cut myself a little as
I am not a good hand and the razor was blunt. In the afternoon, a whole barber was handed in, and Chetty and
everybody else are having the luxury of clean faces. It may be asserted fairly accurately that the reputation of nonco-operators is, among all estimates, the lowest in the world in that of our Deputy Jailor. He has been made to
believe that the jail was a paradise before, but non-co-operators have made it a veritable hell. He seems to dread
nothing so much as a non-co-operator in jail.
The poor man need not have been so badly treated. There must be a lot of misbehavior on the part of himself
and other jail officials. But an atmosphere of hatred and fear ought not to have been created. Indeed, it could not
have resulted without lapse from the spirit inculcated by our Master
If they misbehaved, our duty was to correct them direct, face to face, and not hand them over or attempt to
hand them over for punishment by their superiors. We have an opportunity in prisons to bring out the best in our
principles and extort the admiration of the ignorant and the illiterate, and even of those at first ill-disposed
towards us. The greater the evils, the maladministration, and the wrongs done, the greater the opportunity to bring
out the soothing principles of our great Master.
We have a duty by him inside jails. We ought to establish the superiority of his teachings even in the prison,
which is a little degraded world by itself where beasts are set to rule over beasts.
26 December 1921
Had my asthma trouble last night. I had no medicine. My cell is an oblong of about 11½ ft by 8½ ft. with a
single opening in the wall, high up on the east, about 6 ft. from the floor, with bars across, the opening being
about 4½ ft. by 1 ft. The roof is an arched semi-circle, the highest point being about 10 ft. high. The cell door is a
barred affair, 6 ft 9 in. by 3 ft. The cell is one in a long line of eighteen cells facing west, with a running varandah
5 ft. wide, and a fairly big open space in front, and a privy at the N.W. corner, and a big drain all along the
western edge of the space. Behind the line of cells must be a drain just under our cell windows, judging from the
occasional gust of urine smell coming in.\fn{ After repeated complaints to the warders in charge behind, who were the
delinquents, this was stopped towards the end of my stay here}
About four cells in our line at the southern end are occupied by condemned prisoners. These are let out
periodically to wash their hands and mud pots and to take their food in. A tap is provided in the south-western
corner of the open space, but the supply often fails. Water is brought and kept in a pot for us. Four trees—two
neem, one teak, and one arasa—adorn our grounds. Beneath the big arasa tree, little brick and mortar blocks are
provided for prisoners to keep their food on. The tree casts a good shade, but the crows are a nuisance.
We are given each an aluminium dish and an aluminium can. We have to eat in the open, as best we can,
standing or sitting on the earth. We have been using the sentries’ little platforms for this purpose, which I suppose
is a trespass. The privy is used not only by people in this block, but by a large number of prisoners coming from
the other blocks.
Just before lock-up two unglazed chatties are placed in a corner of our cell by the scavenger. These are to serve
as commode and chamber pot at night. Absorbent chatties without any cover for them, kept within four feet of our
bed, do not make the place sweet. They are not even always your commode or pot, for they are removed in the
morning and mixed up with others, and are distributed again in the evening, not necessarily the same which you
have used. I tried to use the one as a cover for the other, but the pots, having round bottoms, wobble on the ground
too much to be put one on the other safely.
We have, naturally, to put aside all sense of delicacy. I must record here that the prisoners, as far as I have seen,
though they are long term convicts for grave moral offences, are well enough behaved and show little lewdness of
spirit. Except for enforced loss of the sense of delicacy, I have not noticed any indecency.
The warders who watch the condemned prisoners fill the night with noise. They do not seem to realize that
they themselves go, by turns, but the noise is continuous for the prisoners. Their vulgar chatter is specially
irritating when it crosses the beautiful notes of our friend Mahomed Ghouse’s prayers, which would be an
elevating music for all the prisoners, if undisturbed.
My washed clothes have come from the town. Also, in the evening, the jailor gave me the things I wanted him
to buy for me out of my money—white paper, clothes, candles, candle-stick and matches, soap and tooth powder.
There is an abundance of good sandals made in the jail. I am buying a pair. The jailor has promised to shorten the
strap for me.
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Five fresh non-co-operators, I understand, have come and are in the quarantine outside. There is no reason why
they should not have been taken into this block straight, as we were, unless they wish to isolate them from us.
A poor fellow from the Andhra country—an ordinary prisoner, not a non-co-operator—told me it was in the
newspapers that Swaraj had come and depended on three years’ good conduct. He must have heard something
about some speech of the Prince, in which there might have been something about the goal of the Reforms.
The All-India Congress Committee, and the Moderate leaders, must be nearing the end of their deliberations
today. May the God of Nations lead us aright and give us courage, determination and strength!
No newspapers are allowed to us. I wonder how the Irish people have decided.
27 December 1921
The great ceremony is over. The Superintendent of the jail is to go round and see every prisoner on Monday,
that is to say, he walks down each block and every prisoner has to stand in front of his cell with his kumbly and
mat spread out in front.
“Even your private bedding should be kept out,” said the Superintendent to me. “If the ground is too dirty, you
might put it out on the verandah.”
Yesterday being Christmas day, the inspection was done today. I asked him whether we could have any
newspapers. He said,
“None at all.”
I did not remind him about his sending me to hospital, as I wish to leave things to their own course. The
Superintendent ordered the removal of our Chittoor tailor friend, Chanda Mian Sahib, to the quarantine outside,
“being a rigorous case.” He is a brave, tall, sturdy man of forty-three.
I had my doses of mixture last night and the spasms have been kept down. I have a new boil coming up in my
right leg, which has suffered so much already. I had hoped it had got itself protected, but I see that the immunity
does not last very long.
In spite of every discipline, every explanation to myself of the true nature of the prison and the condition of
our country, a sudden weakness of heart, inexpressible and not subject to reason, occasionally seizes me. It is, I
believe, my craving for personal affection. I see about me prisoners, warders, fellow non-co-operators. There is
devotion, kindness and brotherliness, but no love such as my heart wants.
This comes on me as a void now and then, and fills me with a kind of fear such as children must feel when
they stray away from their mother. May the Mother of all created things give me courage and strength! All those
who love me are still there, outside the prison, and they love me all the more for this separation. They continue
even now, across the prison gate, to love me. May their affection be realized by me properly, in spite of the
delusion of this strange situation, and keep me steadfast!
Locked in as usual at 6 P.M. Have secured my two doses of asthma mixture.
Only two things stand between us and freedom—fear of prison and fear of death. If but a large number of our
people get into jail as we have done, the fear of prison will be gone entirely. Fear of death must be easily got over
if we spend our prison time properly in a study of our great religion.
There was trouble in getting warm water. I understand it was not an officially sanctioned privilege. So I bathed
in cold water.
28 December 1921
Eighth night in this ashram. I understand that we will not be kept long in this block. These cells are intended
for condemned prisoners and for solitary confinement. For the latter purpose, there is a wooden door which has to
be drawn against the railings to make it dark, and shut out all extra air.
There is much work to be done in the matter of treatment of political prisoners. They are treated, as far as I can
see, in every way like ordinary, simple and rigorous convicts. There is absolutely no difference in the food or the
discipline or the tasks set. The Moplah Rebellion prisoners are heavily worked. It pains one’s heart to see it, when
one realizes that they are here not for moral crime but for breaking bridges, pulling telegraph wires or cutting up
roads in a bid for freedom and religion as they understood them from their leaders. The only consolation is that
these Moplahs knew no better code of war than the treatment now meted to them by Government.
There is no place where the atmosphere is so full of expectancy as the jail. Every prisoner, as he is heaving up
a heavy load, or finds a minute’s rest when running down to the latrine, asks, how long are we to toil like this?
When is Swaraj coming? Are we winning? Where is Gandhi? And so on.
The washing is too much, apparently, for me. I felt so fatigued today, that I could not eat well, and after that,
had to be in bed till 2 P.M. How weak I have come to be! Age and sickness tell, even though you have not
outgrown your youth in foolishness.
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The food we get is a perfect discipline, as I told Rangayya Chetty today. How many in their own homes get
less variety and worse quality? The kolambu and rice for both meals every day, with innumerable varieties of dirt,
grit, hair, wool and all sorts of things in it, seems to us so dreary, because we have coddled ourselves with
varieties all our life, blind to the dreary lives of others around us. It is with such thoughts that we get cheerfully
through our meals—the three of us, Sastry, Chetty, and myself, on the little sentry platform.
Ghouse gets a different kind of rice and kolambu. Caste and community pursue us even in these places. Jail
people give rations much on the basis of caste. I constantly hear the clank of bar-fetters on some poor Moplah
prisoners.
The Jail officials brought me a requisition from two Dindugal friends, Thambusami Naidu and Natesa Pillay, to
interview me. I wrote back a note, thanking them for their kindness, but begged to be excused sa ying I could have
only one interview in a month according to the rules. I as quite well and happy and their seeing me would serve
but little purpose. I understand the interviews have to be conducted across a wire gauze screen. I am wondering
whether I should ever exercise this privilege under these conditions.
Slave labor has not been abolished. The whole system of jail administration is but a scheme of slave labor at its
worst. Work. is extracted from thousands of able-bodied men without being paid for, by the sanctions of pure
brute force and cruelties, free from public observation or criticism. Even where cattle may and must be used, as
for pressing oil or drawing the kavalai, a gang of men are made to do the work, because the slaves are available in
such large numbers.
I would not judge the system thus, if there were any idea of reformation along with these brutalities. But not
only is reformation absent, but it is almost an article of the creed of all jail authorities that the convict is beyond
moral redemption. No attempt whatever is made to reach his higher feelings or his soul. Indeed, nobody seems to
believe that any convict has higher feelings at all or a soul. Therefore, I say, it is a mere factory for slave labor,
giving the absolute minimum of food, and intending to get maximum work. The slaves are not owned, but hired
for a limited period. So there is no abiding interest in their health or morals, but the largest use is made of them
and good conduct is ensured only for the master’s purpose, during a limited time, by strict overseeing and
barbarous penalties, rather than by instruction or example, which are slow and tedious. The officials are typical
slave drivers, the convicts are typical slaves. How can there be any moral development or regeneration in these
circumstances?
29 December 1921
In spite of the mixture, the asthma spasms disturbed my night. I think it is due to the evening meal.
There was a big quarrel among the warders. One, a Panchama. it seems, mocked at my neighbor Ghouse’s loud
prayers last night, and another warder, a Muhammadan. was incensed, but kept his wrath for the morning when it
burst out in a terrible explosion. The result was an emphasis on the Panchama’s caste. He seemed to repent his
conduct. especially as he was in a sad minority, but the wrath of the Mussalman was unappeased. I explained to
them both their respective errors.
There was never again any direct or indirect interference with Muhammad Ghouse’s prayers.
Prison going by itself will not achieve anything, unless the heart partakes in it and not the mere body. A shake
of hands or an embrace increases affection, but only if it is the outward expression of hearts that come together in
love. An enforced or conventional embrace is a worthless formality. Even so, if men and women of India embrace
life, not because it is the present convention of patriotism but because they are drawn to it irresistibly, as to a
haven of rest, from the painful condition of national servitude outside the prisons, then there is freedom for India
through the prison-gates. If hundreds of men and women feel that the voluntary co-operation with injustice and
national dishonor outside the jails is no longer tolerable, and accept imprisonment as a happier condition of life
because it releases them at once from that co-operation, and if they feel that the privations and inconveniences of
the prison are preferable to the sin and the pain of immoral co-operation with wrong outside, then it becomes true
martyrdom, which cannot fail to produce its effects according to the laws of God.
Even if there be no immediate national advantage resulting from it, each individual has the supreme
consolation that he at least has released himself from the sin and pain of voluntary assistance in keeping this
nation in servitude. If we believe in the creed of Ahimsa, and if we have faith in the law of love and suffering, this
must lead to success. Short of yielding up our lives, imprisonment is the fullest expression of our revolt against
the evil which we seek to end.
The greater the privations in the jails, the more cruel the treatment, and the more complete the isolation from
the outside world, the nearer to perfection is our release from voluntary participation in the evil system that we
have resolved to isolate and destroy, and the more effective will be our sacrifice in helping to achieve that end. It
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is faith in this principle that enabled before our time the brave martyrs, whose lives we read of in western history
in the struggles for freedom and religion, to be imprisoned in damp dungeons and withstand all the terrible
tortures inflicted on them.
We have not yet shown a hundredth part of the resolution and the sincerity of purpose shown by those great
men, though the manner in which the nation is responding to the call is full of promise. The measure of our hope
is not in the mere number of those that now embrace imprisonment, but in the cordiality of that embrace—in the
reality of the choice of imprisonment in preference to helping the continuance of wrong outside the jails. Flocking
into jails expecting a mechanical result will produce none. Jail-seeking should be the symptom of the organism’s
revolt against its condition; then is the cure certain. How many who have now accepted imprisonment have done
it as a moral necessity arising from their inner revolt against national humiliation, and not as a mere device for the
embarrassment of the Government, with which they hope it will not be able to cope?
30 December 1921
The jail authorities seem determined to keep us in isolation from the Andhra group. We three, Chettiar, Sastriar
and myself, have been here for over ten days, in the solitary cells along with the condemned prisoners and
recalcitrant convicts; and there appears no sign yet of our removal to any other block, nor of me to the hospital. I
understand that the two Aligarh young men and Lakshminarayana and many others are there. That seems to be the
reason for keeping me away from hospital.
Have written a letter for sending home to the kids.
Some linseed has been just brought and I have put it on the new boils in my right leg. Washed my left leg with
hot water and soap and put ointment. The best part of our discipline is the newspaper privation. Read little or
nothing today.
31 December 1921
In spite of the clearing of the bowels, and two doses of iodide mixture, no sleep. The lungs gave trouble from
midnight, and kept on till early morning. It is disgusting to record my physical ailments from day to day. How I
wish I had a healthy body which could give free play to my spirit!
The Superintendent saw me today. He agreed that my evening diet should be lighter in bulk and promised to
see if I could be given toasted bread. He promised also hot water for bathing. He is not in the habit of seeing his
decisions worked out quickly. It is clear he has deliberately decided to keep me away from hospital and wants me
to be attended to here, fomentation for the boils and all. He strongly recommended vaccine injections for my
boils. So I had an injection this evening. I had also some sort of boric fomentation for my legs; the water gets cold
in transmission from the hospital.
The Vellore friends have sent the spinning wheels and corded cotton. Chettiar and Sastriar are learning.
Ghouse Saheb is a practiced hand.
Wrote a letter to the children and sent it to the Superintendent for sending by registered post at my cost.
1 January 1922
Very little sleep last night. The injection seems to have given a slight fever. The asthma trouble too recurred.
Took less cunjee in the morning than usual and worked at the spinning wheel for some time. Tepid poultice and
tincture iodine for the legs. Got both legs clean shaved. The Deputy Jailor appears to have gone to Madras and
probably heard his friends speak about me. He has come back and behaves in a friendly manner.
The Superintendent appears to have ordered hot water for me. I got from the Deputy Jailor some oil and soapnut. The warder lent the services of two prisoners to help me at my bath and I had a really luxurious bath in one of
the store rooms. At this rate, I should be unwilling to leave the jail!
I understand now, that some Andhra friends in the jail made a special representation to have an interview with
me, which of course was refused by the Superintendent, and on the other hand served to rouse his fears. Hence the
deliberate isolation.
Mr. Lakshminarayana has, I hear, been discharged from hospital. They may now let me in there. If I get my
legs into a healthy condition and don’t have these wretched boils, I could be a model prisoner.
2 January 1922
Fever. I did not take my rice, but drank some rice-water instead. In the afternoon I was removed to hospital.
Muhammad Hussain of Lucknow and the Nellore youths are in the hospital. I am put on milk and sago.\fn{ A starch
extracted from the spongy centre, or pith, of various tropical palm stems: it is a major staple food:W } I could not manage the
quantity, so put by the greater part of it.
Muhammad Hussain has a lot of complaints about the hospital. There is Hira Singh of the Lahore Conspiracy
here. Also some Moplahs. The Mophlahs enquired how I came to be in jail. They say they could take four years
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gladly for the three months of mine.
3 January 1922
The fever left me at about 3 a.m., having been dosed with calomel and quinine.
The hospital is a real addition to the terrors of prison life. It consists of three big rooms, and no small or special
wards, with a verandah in front and another at the back. My ward contains twelve beds. The beds are all full of
bugs. All the windows are barred and there is only one door. The place is locked up in the evening like the rest of
the jail and the sentry shouts out his “All is well” into our very ears. The front verandah is not left vacant but is
used for cases needing fresh air. The back verandah is a general latrine during the night, i.e., from after lock-up at
6 p.m. Incessant making of water and passing of stools by all sorts of patients. There are no commodes or decent
chamber pots. Chatties without lids and general receptacles (big mud pots) are kept open the whole night. The
place is a hell at night But in the morning it is all cleared up and phenyl is liberally sprinkled and the
Superintendent, who is an I.M.S. doctor, comes about 10 a.m., when he sees nothing needing reform. Why a few
proper chamber pots with lids and good commodes should not be kept in the hospital, I can’t understand. They
would be a non-recurring charge and, for quite moderate expense, add much to the sanitary condition.
Early morning, the deputy jailor’s kind offices brought for me a wheat cake from the Punjab prisoners’ kitchen.
A fine old Sikh, Nidan Singh is his name, greeted me with Vande Mataram and gave me the cake. I said I could
not eat anything so heavy. But he would not leave me. So I took the cake and thanked him.
The fomentation seems to have done my legs good. They are less painful now. The quinine and the fever, I
don’t know which is more responsible for it, has made me too feeble.
The paralysis case at one end of the room does not improve my spirits.
4 January 1922
Dr.———, about whom, by the way, I must record with sorrow that I have seen few men more subservient to
their superior officer and more callous to the spirit of the times, carried out the Superintendent’s instructions. He
pricked all the boils, pressed the puss out and washed the legs with lotion, applied mercury ointment and gave me
an injection of vaccine.
I had no fever during the night and I would have had a good rest but for the bugs which invaded my bed in
more persistent fashion this night than during the first night. They seemed to have taken some time to acquaint
themselves with the arrival of the victim. Almost the whole night was spent in a contest with these terrible foes.
I understand Subba Rao and Venkat Rao have been put in solitary cells by way of punishment, the former for
writing to the Superintendent threatening to fast, and the latter for standing with arms folded on chest during the
weekly parade before the Superintendent Few Europeans understand that there is no aggressiveness or
impoliteness meant in folding one’s hands over the chest They don’t know that it is an attitude of special respect
among Hindus. Subba Rao, a young non-co-operator from Cuddappah, complained to the Superintendent that the
jailor used foul language at him and when witnesses were insisted on, he cited three prisoners who had been
present. The prisoners supported Subba Rao; but the result was, the principal man among them was given barfetters for the offence of giving evidence against a jail authority. Subba Rao naturally felt that he was the cause of
the poor fellow’s additional misery and wrote to the Superintendent that he was going to inflict on himself a fast
for the injustice of which he was the cause.
A carpenter spoke yesterday to me what typically represents the atmosphere in all prisons now:
“When will all this end, sir?”
“Soon,” said I, “we should wait. But what is it you want to come to an end?”
“When will what they all say is coming—Swaraj—come? When will this system stop by which they take three
rupees worth of work from us every day and give food without enough salt, and whole dal,\fn{An abominable system
prevails here, and I am told in other jails also, of soaking whole unhusked dal in water, and then crushing it and making kolumbu with it.
The concoction is extremely disliked by the prisoners and appears to be the cause of many stomach disorders among them } which is not

boiled, and all for half a man’s stomach?”
I understand about Hira Singh, though he himself cannot be brought to give information about it, that four
lakhs was the amount of his property, all in money dealings, which was confiscated. When asked about it, he says
“don’t care” in Chinaman’s English. When war broke out, he was deported from Hong Kong, where he was doing
business since youth. He went to Bangkok and escaped to Singapore, and returned to his village in the Punjab,
where he was arrested and sentenced for life for conspiracy. From Hazaribagh Jail he escaped, was again arrested,
and is now here in hospital with a painful trouble which disables him from sitting. For six years, in Hazaribag
prison, he says he never saw the sun. He was working, grinding corn, eating, sleeping, and doing everything else
in a solitary cell till his brain got almost affected, he says. Now he is allowed to move about, which is a blessing.
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He is cheerful and brave.
“Jail is my house,” he says. “If I don’t like anything, I don’t do it I take punishment. That is all.”
“Without force no nation has got freedom. In China, too, it was the same. You cannot get the people to do the
sacrifices of the non-violent method,” argued Rira Singh.
I tried to put it to him how (1) we were not fit for force, (2) we were not fit for civil self-government unless we
were able to organize a non-violent revolt, and (3) how if the violence of a few people ever obtained freedom
from foreign domination, it would result only in the government of India by a few people commanding such
violence, whereas a non-violent revolution would naturally lead to true self-rule by the people of India. But
Muhammad Husain, who was acting as interpreter for me, was too ill to keep up the conversation. He felt giddy,
and we retired for the night.
Raghavayya and four convict warders, Telugu people, have been removed from this jail today, the latter
probably for suspected assistance to the non-co-operators. The formers case is not known—whether it is a mere
transfer of jail or warrant for a trial on a new charge. Sesha Reddy has been taken out also, probably for a trial on
a second charge which has been pending at Nellore.
The pain in my leg is so great that I can do nothing by way of reading or writing.
5 January 1922
Muhamood Hussain and I were permitted to sleep in the front verandah, comparatively free from bugs, and a
little further off from chamber pots, at night. I had very good sleep in spite of the pain in the leg. It was a heavy
sleep, probably the result of the injection.
Hira Singh told us last night the story of the Lahore Conspiracy Case prisoners. They were all in Hazaribagh in
Bihar, given bad food and heavy work and terrible penalties—flogging, handcuffs, and chaining to the wall in
cells in standing position the whole day, for a week during nights also, handcuffed sometimes arms behind and
sometimes in front, chained to the wall on the tower to serve as an example to all prisoners, and so on.
They were given gunny bag clothes which they refused to wear and underwent punishment. The thing became
so intolerable when a Punjabi jailor came and took charge, that they resolved to make an attempt to escape and get
shot if they failed. Three iron bars were procured for them by the scavengers, and one of them made holes in the
cell wall near the roof, and some at night at the bottom of the wall. They kept chanting prayers aloud, so that
when the sentry walked up and down the verandah he did not notice the noise of digging.
When the work was finished, three of them got out into the verandah at night and caught and gagged the
warder on duty, and took his overcoat and lamp. One of them put on the coat and sat down with the lamp at the
end of the verandah, and the other two stuck on like lizards to their cell doors, awaiting the head warder. When
the latter came, he imagined the warder on duty was sleeping and went up to call him. The two that were hanging
on to the cell door went up from behind and gagged the head warder, who fainted at once.
They took the keys from him and went about opening all the cells. But they were now nearing change of watch
and were in a hurry. They also did not know the right keys and found it difficult to open all the cells. They
released only eighteen in all. The party hastened to the prison wall and, standing one over another, pulled
themselves up with blankets and let themselves down similarly on the outer side.
Three of them had been told to watch the warder and head warder, but these got impatient and joined the rest
of the party too soon. The warders somehow got rid of their gags and raised an alarm which brought a party in
pursuit, when some of the prisoners were still on the wall. They had armed themselves with the cell locks which
they threw at the warders, and one of them lighted a match and said half aloud,
“They are brothers, don’t throw the bombs at them.”
It was dark, and the trick succeeded. The warders retired in fear of the bombs. Six of the prisoners injured
themselves badly, as the man on the top of the wall attended more to lifting them up than to letting them down.
They were in a strange country. Five of the men who had broken their legs hid under a culvert; but the village
people discovered them and pointed them out to the police who came in pursuit. Hira Singh was also hurt but he
was carried by his companions. He was a heavy weight and begged his friends to leave him and save themselves.
The next day he was arrested at Arrah, and some more at Benares; only three finally escaped.
The re-arrested men were tried, and to their life sentence was added an additional term, and they continued in
the same prison. The jail punishments went on as before. They once again broke the prison bars, and told the jail
authorities that they could escape if they liked, but they did not want to. They only wanted reasonable treatment in
prison.
Things were somewhat better after this. They were a difficult charge to the jail authorities and they had to get
specially Pathans from the Punjab to serve as warders. After a period, the Bihar Government transferred the
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prisoners to Madras, and they are all now in various jails in this province.
Hira Singh had nearly five lakhs in money. About two lakhs or more, he says, has been taken away by
Government, and the rest is with Chinamen and others to whom he has lent money.
“Jail has become my home. I don’t want to go out unless India is free. But it is very difficult for India to
become free. It will take at least two more years for the people to rise,” said he in a tone of sorrow. We all prayed
to God, each in his own way, after this story and retired to sleep.
The morning is bright. The hospital floor is being cleaned up and the convict attendants are moving about
busily, as usual. Everything goes on in the routine way. No news. The Sub-assistant Surgeon will come presently,
and the Superintendent too, and enquire about our health.
When, O Lord, will You give to our people the hunger and the passion for freedom? The human soul has a
wonderful potentiality and if God only wills it, our people can be electrified into action never dreamt of as yet. We
in prison can only pray and wait …
1879

71.66 & 71.70 1. A Short Sketch Of Indian Women’s Franchise Work 2. Excerpt from Lady Dorab Tata: A
Book Of Remembrance: “Letter To Miss Serenbai Maneckjee Cursetjee”\fn{by Lady Mehri Dorab Tata (1879-1931)}
Bombay, Maharashtra State, India (F) 6

1
The awakening of India to her rights as a great nation, which has proceeded so rapidly during the past few
years, has not been confined to the men of India. When in the year 1916 the national movements progressed with
such swift strides, the women of India by no means lagged behind their men, but knew and felt that they, too,
should assert their right to be represented in any scheme of reform that was to be given to the Indian people.
In the following year Mr. Montagu, Secretary of State for India, went to that country to investigate and study
the conditions there, and in December a deputation of Indian women, in which all the Province were represented,
waited on the Viceroy and the Secretary of State, and spoke on behalf of their Indian sisters. The chief promoters
of this deputation were a group of Indian University women, helped by two ladies who had been ardent workers
for the Suffrage in England, Mrs. Margaret Cousins and Mrs. Dorothy Jinarajadasa.
The first demand made by the deputation, and those whom they represented, was that “when the terms of the
Indian Franchise were drawn up the word ‘people’ should be understood as including women, and that the whole
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should be worded in such terms as will not disqualify our sex, but allow our women the same opportunities of
representation as our men.”
The next step came in the form of a resolution in favor of women’s suffrage which was, for the first time,
placed on the Agenda of the National Congress, held that year at Calcutta. Unfortunately, this resolution, owing to
lack of time, was not brought before the Congress.
In April 1918, the women of Bombay sent a requisition to the Bombay Provincial Conference, asking it to
move a resolution in favor of the removal of sex disqualification from the Efrom scheme. This resolution was
moved by an Indian lady, and was carried unanimously. Similar requisitions were sent by the women of Madras,
when the Madras Provincial Conference was held in April 1918, and suffrage resolutions were put forward by the
ladies of the Presidency. In the same year the Malabar District Conference received the demand of the women of
the district with sympathy, and again a lady had the honor of moving a resolution on the question, which was
carried unanimously. These requisitions were signed by a large number of women’s societies and by prominent
ladies in the Presidencies.
Women’s suffrage resolutions were further passed by the Provincial Congress Committees of the Bombay and
Madras Presidencies, the Central Provinces, Punjab and the United Provinces, and by the Andhra Provincial
Conference, which met in the same year and decided unanimously in favor of the women’s suffrage resolution
moved by an Indian lady during its session.
The Muslim League, which represents the whole Muslim opinion of the country, voted at its meeting in
September 1918, in favor of the franchise for Indian women, and the Special National Congress held in Bombay
in September 1918, discussed the whole question at great length, and passed by a three-fourths majority a
resolution in favor of women’s suffrage. Several Indian ladies took part in the proceedings of the Congress, and
spoke in support of the resolution.
In December of that year the Delhi National Congress received proposals from the women of the Province to
consider a resolution in favor of the enfranchisement of Indian women. This resolution was again moved by an
Indian lady, and supported by other lady speakers.
These Congresses were the representative bodies of all India where the delegates, including men and women,
came from all the Provinces of India to voice Indian aspirations and desires for the progress of their nation.
The purport of all the resolutions is “that the word ‘people’ or ‘persons’ should be taken to refer to both men
and women, instead of to men alone, and that women should not be put on par with children, foreigners, and
lunatics in any scheme of reforms to be given to the country.” Further, “that women possessing the same
qualifications as are laid down for men in any part of the scheme shall not be disqualified on account of sex.”
The Secretary of State, after making his investigations over all parts of the country, drew up with the Viceroy
of India a scheme of reforms (which has now passed into an Act), and which was generally known as the
“Montagu-Chelmsford Scheme of Reforms for India.” Among the suggested reforms was one for the larger
representation of Indians on the Legislative Councils, and the widening of the electorate. When the MontaguChelmsford scheme came out, no mention of women was made, the question of their rights was just ignored, in
spite of the representations and the resolutions passed by the various Conferences and Congresses advocating the
giving of the Franchise to Indian women. Two Committees were appointed to investigate the suggestions put
forward in the reform scheme and place them on a workable basis. The Committee appointed to deal with the
question of elections was called the Southborough Franchise Committee.
Before the Southborough Franchise Committee started its work, a member of the Bombay Legislative Council
undertook to move a resolution in the Legislative Council to the effect that women in the Bombay Presidency
should be eligible to sit as municipal councilors. The women of Bombay did all they could in support of this
action, and created considerable public interest in the question, with the result that the Bombay Legislative
Council in 1918, under Lord Willingdon as its President, passed the resolution by a majority, many Government
officials voting in favor of it. The principle was granted by the resolution, but it was left to each municipality to
do as it thought fit with regard to putting it into practice.
In 1919 a resolution to the same effect was moved in the Corporation of Bombay. A public meeting of women
in Bombay had been previously organized at which speeches were made in the vernaculars and English by Indian
ladies, asking the Corporation to pass the resolution. Many women attended the meetings of the Corporation when
the matter was discussed, but on account of some unfortunate misunderstandings, it was thrown out. The
principle, however, being granted, the women felt assured that the right to vote and to take active part in the
affairs of their country would soon be theirs in actuality.
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The Southborough Committee was, as everybody knows, appointed by Government to discover Indian opinion
on the question of the Reforms, and, as stated by the Secretary of State for India, to collect for the information of
the British Parliament all available criticism on the Franchise proposals. The women of India recognizing that the
time was critical, took every available opportunity of bringing to the notice of the Committee all possible
evidence which showed the need for including women in the new Electorate.
The Southborough Committee toured India, and when they visited Bombay, a Requisition signed by about 800
educated women of the Presidency was submitted to them, asking that women, as a sex, should not be excluded
from the Franchise proposals. In addition to this, Requisitions expressing the strong and widespread claim of
Indian women to be included in the Franchise. were presented by the members of the earlier All-India Women’s
Deputation to the Southborough Committee, by the Women Graduates’ Union in Bombay, the forty branches of
the Women’s Indian Association, the Women’s branches of the Home Rule League, the Bharata Stree Mandal, and
other bodies to the Secretary of State for India. Two Indian ladies also appeared personally as witnesses before the
Southborough Committee to express the views of the Bengal and Punjab Provinces.
For over fifteen years the women of Bombay have enjoyed the Municipal Vote, and have experienced no
difficulty in exercising this function, the women going to the polling booths just as the men do, and recording
their vote. Even Lord Southborough’s Committee had to admit that Bombay women used their rights in this
respect with intelligence and diligence.
Yet when the Report of the Committee made its appearance in April 1919, the claims of Indian women to
exercise the power to vote were entirely ignored, the recommendations of the Committee being the total exclusion
of the sex irrespective of qualifications of education, property, or social position, from the franchise. It was
understood that the members of the Committee based their recommendation on the views they held as to the
social customs regarding Indian women, which, they alleged, made the granting of the franchise premature. Only
two gentlemen in office upheld the claims of the women—Mr. Hogg, one of the members of the Southborough
Franchise Committee, advocated giving Indian women the franchise; and Sir Sankaran Nair, in the Government of
India, also urged that qualified Indian women should be given the vote at this juncture.
The grounds for refusing the suffrage were felt by the thinking Indian women to be untenable, for the social
customs vary considerably in different parts of India. In July 1919, the women of Bombay assembled in a public
meeting to protest against the indignity put upon their sex, and to express their deep regret at the
recommendations of the Southborough Franchise Committee (and the acceptance of these recommendations by
the Government of India) not to include Indian women as a whole in the franchise proposals.
Protest meetings were also held in other parts of India by the combined women’s Associations, and
Resolutions were passed asking the Secretary of State for India to carry out the expressed wishes of the Indian
people, both men and women, to give a certain measure of franchise to Indian women in the Reform Scheme
which was under consideration. No less than 11 cablegrams, giving the text of the unanimous resolutions passed
at a public protest meeting, were dispatched to prominent persons in England, urging the need for the inclusion of
women’s franchise in the Reform Bill. The text of the resolution, which was sent through the President of the
meeting, was as follow:
As President, women’s public meeting, Bombay, July 12, 1919, have the honor to submit resolution passed
unanimously for sympathetic consideration and support. Public meeting of the women of Bombay pro-tests against the
recommendation of the Southborough Committee and the Government of India disqualifying women for franchise in
Reform Scheme on grounds that social conditions in India make it premature and im-practicable to grant it. This
meeting begs to draw attention to the fact that women in Bombay Presidency and other parts of the country already
exercise franchise intelligently in municipal and other elections. It urges there is no reason to consider it premature and
unpractical for qualified women to exercise higher vote and requests that their sex should not disqualify them. The
meeting considers the postponement of this question a distinct grievance and the denial of due rights to women likely to
deter their progress. It earnestly urges the Government of India and the British Parliament to reconsider the question
removing sex disqualification.

In July 1919, after the Introduction of the Government of India Bill into Parliament, the Joint Select Committee of members of both the Houses was appointed to take the evidence of the representative Indians on the
suggested Reforms and to place them on a workable basis. All the Indian deputations which came to London to
give evidence, composed of educated and thinking Indians, without exception showed their desire to give votes to
the qualified women of India. We did not ask the votes for all women, as for some time to come universal suffrage
may not be practicable in India, but we do claim that women who possess the same qualifications as are laid down
for men, should not be debarred from the enjoyment of the right to vote on account of their sex.
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When at the end of July 1919, the women of Bombay read the astounding evidence given by Lord
Southborough before the Joint Select Committee, to the effect that Indian women do not themselves desire
enfranchisement, a meeting was at once called, and the following resolution passed, and cabled to the Secretary of
State in the name of Mrs. Jaiji Jehangir Petit, who presided thereat:
Bombay women favoring women’s suffrage have read with pain and surprise Lord Southborough’s evidence before
your committee stating franchise to women in India not desired by women themselves. That belief is not founded on
fact. Largely attended Indian women’s meeting recently held in Bombay enthusiastically claimed franchise; similarly
various women’s representations were submitted to Southborough Committee. Women ask no favor, but claim right and
justice. If the vote is denied it will mean serious check to women’s advancement in India.

The Bombay Presidency Social Reform Association further sent a cablegram through its President, Sir
Narayan Chandavarkar to the Joint Select Committee to the following effect:
The Bombay Presidency Social Reform Association desires me as President to represent to you respectfully the
Association’s great disappointment at recommendation of Southborough Committee against franchise to women in
India in Reform Scheme; cause of social reform much discouraged thereby, and among women in India and large class
of social reformers also there is growing feeling of dissatisfaction. Franchise to women will greatly help cause of
sanitation and education on which India’s future greatly depends. Educated women by reason of intelligence and sound
practical sense more deserving of franchise than uneducated classes to whom Southborough Committee have
recommended elective right.

From the forty-five branches of the Women’s Indian Association the following cablegram was sent (by the
General Secretary, Mrs. Dorothy Jinarajdasa) to the Joint Committee, asking the votes for the women of India:
Forty-five branches Women's Indian Associations controverts Southborough's evidence; they claim votes, protest
against sex disqualification.

The immense propaganda work by speaking and writing, carried on by Mrs. Annie Besant and the members of
the All-India Home Rule Deputation, and by the various other Deputations who came to London in the summer of
1919, to give evidence before the Joint Committee, has stirred up in England a widespread interest in the views
and the efforts of the Indian people for reforms, which the weekly journal, UNITED INDIA, started by Mrs.
Besant in October 1919, exists to foster and augment.
On 6 August 1919, Mrs. Sarojini Naidu handed in a paper to the Joint Select Committee in London supporting
the women’s franchise in India. A deputation consisting of prominent Indian ladies and gentlemen waited upon the
Secretary of State at the same time to urge the cause of woman’s suffrage in India.
A woman’s committee, consisting of twenty prominent ladies of the Bombay Presidency of different
communities, was formed, and on 1 August 1919, a woman’s public meeting was held in Bombay to send their
representatives to England to work for women’s franchise.
*
On 2 August 1919, Mrs. H.A. Tata and Miss. M.A. Tata, started for England as deputies with Sir Sankaran
Nair. Public meetings were held in many parts of Great Britain and many women’s associations in England
showed sympathy and took interest in the cause of Indian women.
Resolutions to this effect were passed by the public bodies, and meetings, and were sent to the Premier, the
Members of Parliament, the Secretary of State for India, and the Joint Select Committee:
That the Women’s Associations of Great Britain approve the principle of equality in the citizenship of men and women
and urges that the proposals in the present Bill for India for the enfranchisement of men should be extended to women
possessing the same qualifications so that popular Government in India may stand without any sex disability.

At the request of the Joint Select Committee a statement was supplied by Mrs. H. A. Tata and Miss M. A. Tata
on 13 October 1919, as there was no time left to take their evidence.
*
Let me note, in passing, that from time immemorial the Indian woman has been considered the equal of man.
India is not a new country, but has a magnificent past to inspire her for future progress. The highest honor which
the Indian people can give to a person, the Presidentship of the Indian National Congress, was given in 1917 to a
venerable lady, Mrs. Annie Besant.
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The vote improves the status of women, elevates them socially, morally and intellectually, so that man may not
see in a woman an inferior being but his co-partner in weal or woe.
In the progressive and advanced countries we see women enjoying freedom of life; equal opportunities are
given to them for the franchise, women take their part in the political life of the country, and in movements for
social and economic reforms.
The self-development of women affects the growth of the country with the result that there is a good
educational system—fine schools to which every boy and girl must go up to a certain age. The children are
generally well and strong, and the death rate among them is low.
It is the inevitable consequence that where women take their responsible share in national life, a very much
better condition of life exits than where the women do not have any responsibility outside their own home. So the
position and status of women counts in the national development of a country.
The Joint Select Committee decided to leave the question of women’s franchise for India to be settled by the
future Legislative Councils of India for each Province.
When the franchise rules are being framed in the near future under the Reform Act, we hope that the Indian
Legislative Councils from the beginning will start in the right direction and will include qualified women in the
rules.
Thus we hope that ere long the growing understanding by British men and women of the hopes and aspirations
of their Indian fellow subjects, will hasten the realization that, in India as in England, responsible and satisfactory
Government can only be achieved when men and women each bear their share in electing their representatives,
and give the results of their experience and knowledge in service on public bodies.
2
Esplanade House, Bombay
3rd March 1931
My Dear Serenbai,
In accordance with your desire that I should write to you as a result of our talk about Parsi poverty in general
and the stupid attitude of poor Parsis, both men and women, of refusing to do manual work to earn an honest
living, I am now writing to you. I am sorry I have not been able to attend your meetings, but I am very much
interested in this question.
It is very essential that the foolish charities that are being doled out year after year and have caused this
deplorable condition amongst the Parsi poor should now be stopped being given in this way and should be
coordinated and reorganized so as to use these large amounts of monies to the best advantage.
One way of changing the attitude of the poor is to make them feel ashamed of it and to create a sense of selfrespect in them and to teach them the value of the “dignity of labor.” It is not disgraceful or shameful to earn an
honest living even if it be that of breaking stones on the road or doing any other hard manual labor and earning a
living thereby. It is truly shameful and disgraceful to go from house to house as beggars begging for help and to
live on charitable doles which unfortunately are so much available to them. One of the worst things that Lloyd
George did for England was to introduce the “dole” system. It has made the working classes in England refuse to
work as the doles they receive are sufficient for them to live on and consequently the unemployment in England is
increasing daily and a steady deterioration in the working classes is being encouraged by this wretched dole
system. The same thing has been done here by these foolish and ridiculous Parsi charities.
In order to bring home to those poor Pars is, who are able, bodied and refuse to work, to take up any profession
such as cooking, boot-making, carpentry, or any other profession, is to start an organized campaign by which
earnest and disinterested workers with the real missionary spirit in them should be collected amongst our people,
both men and women, and they should then be asked to visit every Parsi center, such as colonies, chawls,
settlements, poor dwellings, orphanages, etc., and have regular personal talks with them, an hour or so once or
twice a week, and keep on reiterating to them the necessity of self-respecting honest work and the disgrace of
living on charity alone, until some impression is made. By so doing gradual public opinion may be created in
favor of work and against the disgraceful and indolent life led by these people living as beggars or on charitable
doles.
Such talks can be given in the open, outside the buildings where these people live. At first they may not receive
much encouragement, but even if half-a-dozen people collect to hear what is being said that will be something.
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The volunteers who come forth to undertake this kind of visiting must be prepared at first for much
unpleasantness. They may be insulted or ridiculed or treated with indifference, but they must have the
determination to persevere with the knowledge in their hearts that they must ultimately succeed in moving these
people in the right direction and thus gain the great satisfaction of having done a great and good work.
To illustrate the meaning of the “dignity of labor,” which in Europe and America is treated with the greatest
honor and respect, I shall give you a few illustrations of instances I have personally known.
Nearly everybody knows that Mr. Perin, the Consulting Engineer, who came out to organize and start the Tata
Iron and Steel Works at Jamshedpur was being paid by the Company a sum equivalent to Rs. 20,000 a month. I
should like to tell you of his early training before he reached this high position. He is the son of a doctor and
belonged to a very old and honored family in America. After he finished his university career at Harvard, which is
one of the best universities in America, he decided to go in for Mining Engineering and studied in the School of
Mines for four years and then in order to gain practical knowledge in every department he signed on as a common
laborer in a large Iron and Steel Works belonging to one of his father’s friends. At these Works he started at the
very lowest rung of the ladder, coal-stoking. For one whole year he did nothing but shovel coals into the furnace
like a common navy\fn{A British term: it refers to a laborer employed in the excavation and construction of a road, railroad, or
canal:W} during the daytime. For the next year he did the same work during the night time, that is for 365 nights
without a single holiday he shoveled coals into the furnace. After these two years he went into the workshops and
worked there for several months, and so on he went through every single department working with his own hands
and brains until he got a thorough knowledge of every detail connected with Mining Engineering and the conduct
of Iron and Steel Works. This took him more than five years.
Was it not, I ask you, a most praise-worthy action of his to voluntarily undertake all this hard manual labor
although he was a university graduate and the son of one of the best families in America? Does he not deserve all
the honor and respect we can give him? And what was the result of this splendid training he took? He soon
became well known as a Consulting Engineer and as I have said above, he ultimately reached such a position as to
earn as much a Rs. 20,000 a month which is far more than the Viceroy of India receives.
Now another instance.
When our Tata Iron and Steel Works had been started we visited the Works in company with Mr. Perin and Mr.
Sahlin, who was his colleague, in order to see the Works. One evening we visited the furnace when the molten
iron was being run out of it into the moulds for making pig iron. We saw amongst others a hefty young man in his
short sleeves opening up the furnace, letting the molten iron run out and finally closing the furnace. After it was
all over this young man put on his coat and came and mixed with all of us with a cigarette in his mouth and
talking to us as our equal. Sir Dorabji and I were a little surprised at this and inquired who he was. We were told
that he was the son of a man who owns three such Works in America, but that he had preferred to come out to our
Works to sign on as a common laborer in order to become familiar with all the various departments of the Works.
After some years this man, Mr. Tutwiler, became the Manager of these very same Works and remained so for
many years.
When we were in America in 1927 we had occasion to go to the great Sanatorium there at Battle Creek. We
saw several instances there of how young men and women, sons and daughters of respectable families but who
could not pay for their college careers actually worked for their college training. There is a large college at Battle
Creek run by the Battle Creek Sanatorium people. At the time we were in the Sanatorium there were about 600
patients in it. But during the summer time, I was told, the number of patients goes up to over 2,000. Every day at
each meal for lunch and dinner we were served by about a hundred girls from the College who acted as
waitresses, and in that way earned their college training. How many Parsi girls, I wonder, who are attending the
colleges here would care to do such a thing? The fact that these girls waited on us as waitresses did not lower
them in our eyes but raised them immeasurably and they became our personal friends. Similarly the boys also do
such work in order to gain their college training.
One afternoon the Head of the Sanatorium, Dr. Kellogg, took us for a drive in his motor car. The young man
acting as his chauffeur was the son of a friend of his, a doctor in the neighboring town. The young man preferred
to earn his college training by his own efforts rather than be a burden on his father. So he acted as Dr. Kellogg’s
chauffeur in addition to studying at the college and thus paid his way through. When we said good-bye to Dr.
Kellogg we shook hands with the young man, the chauffeur, who commanded our respect by this action of his.
Similarly; we heard of hundreds of such instances where young men and women of respectable families in
order to pay for their education would. during the vacation months, go into New York and work as waiters and
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waitresses in the big hotels and restaurants in that city and, with the monies they earned in those few months, they
would go back to their colleges and pay for their training which enabled them to earn an honest living later on.
College students even work as shoe-blacks and newspaper boys in the streets in order to pay for their
education. Schwabe, the Headman of the Carnegie Steel Works, now earning a salary of £100,000 a year, began
life as a shoe-black and newspaper boy and he learnt everything he knew by this means.
When, a few years ago, one of the Directors of the Taj Mahal Hotel approached the Petit Parsi Orphanage boys
in Bombay to take up the profession of cooks and waiters at the Taj Mahal Hotel, there was not a single boy found
willing to do so although they are all penniless and helpless orphans. Their one desire is, like so many thousands
of others in India, to become clerks on Rs. 40 or Rs. 50 a month and to remain so all their lives. Whereas by
taking up such professions they could ultimately earn Rs. 400 to Rs. 500 a month or even more. The Head Chef of
the Taj Mahal Hotel is generally paid Rs. 1,000 a month with board and quarters.
It is very deplorable that in the training given at this orphanage no attempt is made to impress upon them the
valuable understanding of the dignity of labor and the honorable and respectable position of a man who earns his
own living by his own hard and honest work. Such instances should be repeatedly told to those people who refuse
to work and prefer to live on charity. If out of the many thousands of such people ten or twelve could be won over
to this point of view and a beginning made in their change of vision of an honorable and respectable life
something will be gained.
Another instance comes to my mind.
When I visited with a friend one of the large Drapery Stores in Oxford Street, London, two years ago, we were
surprised to find a young sales-woman there who recognized us. She said she had been in Bombay not very long
ago and had stayed as a. guest of one of the Governor’s A.D.C’s who knew her well. Owing to the death of her
father and the impoverished condition of her mother she was obliged to take some sort of service and had become
a saleswoman in these stores.
It is no joke to be a sales woman in such a big shop. It means standing on one’s feet from 9 a.m. to 6 or 7 p.m.
with very little rest in between. It also means a great mental strain as they have to be invariably polite and
obliging and well-mannered, no matter how aggravating some of the customers are, who can be very
inconsiderate and troublesome and sometimes even vulgar in their speech, from amongst the hundreds of
customers that pass through daily. Where necessity must and there is no choice left, one has to make the best of
things and to undergo any hardship in order to earn an honest living rather than be dependent on relations and
friends or receive doles from any charitable concern or individual. There is not only indolence in our Parsi poor
but also a sense of false pride and snobbishness in refusing to take up any work or profession which should be
severely knocked out of them.
As against the above instance, I may quote from my personal knowledge an instance that happened here about
three years ago. An aunt of mine appealed to me on behalf of the widowed niece of one of her tenants saying that
she was left penniless and required help. I asked my aunt if she would take service as a companion to one of the
Dowager Lady Jamsetjees and she said yes, so I spoke to Lady Jamsetjee who agreed to see the girl with a view of
engaging her.
When I sent word to the girl about this, to my amazement and disgust her uncle-in-law in whose house she
lived refused to let her take “service” anywhere as it would be a great shock to the abroo (respect) of his family
who, though poor, were “very respectable.” This same uncle and his niece did not think it at all derogatory to their
abroo to come and beg of me to give her some assistance every month. I was so annoyed and disgusted that I
refused absolutely to give her any assistance, and told them they ought to be ashamed of themselves for this
attitude and that they should never come to me again for any help.
With best wishes,
Yours sincerely,
Meri D. Tata
71.78 & 239.47 1. Excerpt from A Bunch Of Old Letters: “Letters To Jawaharlal Nehru” 2. Excerpt from
Sarojini Naidu: Selected Letters, 1890s to 1940s\fn{by Sarojini Naidu (1879-1949)} Hyderabad, Andhra Pradesh,
India (F) 14
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1
Madras
17 December 1917
Dear Jawahar,
I\fn{A note says: This letter was written on the birth of Indira Gandhi .} have not one single moment since hearing your
good news to sit down and send a word of congratulation to you and Kamala or a blessing for my new niece. I do
both now in a half second snatched from a day filled—as usual—with engagements. Madras has gone mad—
quite mad!—and insists on sending me mad also.
If you are going ro Calcutta you will find me at 7 Hungerford Street: so don’t fail to look me up. I am sending
you a copy of the Soul of India which is my contribution to the Montagu bombardment.
Love to all and a kiss to the new Soul of India.
Yours affectionately,
Sarojini Naidu
*
Taj Mahal Hotel, Bombay,
June 13 [1923?]
Dear Jawahar,
Cheerio! We shall weather the storm bravely—and fulfill the advice to let our work be a battle and our peace a
victory. I think the idea of a full conference about Bakr Id is quite sound and the meeting place should be
Allahabad in preference to Nagpur for various reasons. The idea is to have also a joint meeting of Khilafat and
Congress Working Committees.
The Nagpur-Satyagraha is well organized and the only drawback is that local people do not take part. The
Jubbulpore Satyagraha is really more genuine from that point of view and, on a close inquiry, I discovered that
Jubbulpore had been badly let down by the very people who had instigated it and also backed it officially by
sanctioning a grant of Rs. 15,000 towards it!! However, I have asked them to stop all Satyagraha in connection
with the Town Hall by the 20th. In view of the commitments made under the impression that they were acting with
the blessing of the old Working Committee, they could not in bare justice be ordered to stop all once.
Old Rajagopalachari is behaving shockingly and with [sic] deviation from the exact “cross-your-heart” kind of
truth!!
The Swaraj Party here is about finished and Patel is, I hear setting up some rival candidates against Swaraj
Party candidates. C.R. Das is making matters pretty desperate by his speeches in the South.
However let us go on churning the ocean till we do evolve some supreme gift of Harmony—but first let us tide
over Bakr Id which, inshallah, we shall do!
Love from your loving sister
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Sarojini
*
The Golden Threshold,
Hyderabad-Deccan,
11 May 1925
My dear Jawahar,
I am writing from the Golden Threshold sitting on my own carved blackwood couch with Ras. Taffari, Pavo
Nounni, Nicolo Pissano and Dik Dik Mahjong—the four-footed rulers of the House luxuriously stretched all
round me, the sun-birds and honeybirds making music in the garden among the flaming Gul Mohurs and Scarlet
Roses. Mina is in the throes of packing books and boots and dictionaries for crossword puzzles because we are
going out camping to Osman Sagar this evening. Padmaja is in thrills over the new Fiat that has just arrived from
Bombay. Govind is praying in his heart while he feeds on a belated lunch of bhaigara baingan and falsa sherbat
that the Exalted One won’t spoil his holiday among the rocks and waters of our intended destination.
In a word, I am at home having my first holiday since 1921, a real holiday with every snake shut out from the
paradise in the guise of outside cares, responsibilities and duties. Basely but bravely have I deserted my post for a
few weeks because my soul needed and cried out for an atmosphere of beauty, burgeoning trees, nesting birds,
lyric poets, the children and dogs and old friends and a little leisure from the constructive programme and the selfdestructive programme of our so-called politics. I shall return duly to neglected duties and responsibilities but
meanwhile I wish you could share the delight—the real delight of being in Hyderabad boating on the Mir Alam,
of lounging and loafing around and meeting the most truly cosmopolitan society in India, which needless to say
haunts The Golden Threshold even unto four generations, beginning with the generation that was my parents—
almost pre-historic!—and ending with the smallest tiniest generation that sits on the floor and shares its cakes
with the cat and upsets its sherbat on its clothes.. Why don’t you too go on strike and hide here? I will ask Shuaib
to come on strike too but I do draw the line at your other colleague. Lord save the mark!
I am not attending the Working Committee at Calcutta. I have been ill for weeks and I need the change of
environment and occupation, mentally even more than physically. Besides, the agenda does not call loudly for my
brain-wave except perhaps the “Present Situation” as created by Deshbandhu!
I hope that Papaji and dear little Mamaji are well, that Kamala is quite strong again and that Indu is still like
Atalanta, fleet of foot with the sun-rise in her eyes.
Padmaja sends her love to all, especially to Betty of the Beautiful Eyes.
Leilamani has got re-absorbed into the Oxford atmosphere and is quite happy.
Au revoir. I send you all my renewed joy of life to share.
Your affectionate sister,
Sarojini
*
Bombay,
15 October 1926
Dear Jawahar,
I had a wire from Papaji this morning to say that quite inadvertently he had omitted to write to any of you in
time to catch tomorrow’s mail and that I was to write and let you know that he was “convalescent and rapidly
recouping. Others well.” Papaji was wonderfully well after his prolonged rest in Mussoorie before he went to
Simla. Since then he began to languish—that I think is the right word for it, for mental even more than physical
reasons: the wretched political situation, the internal quarrels, the wholly unworthy and disintegrating moves and
counter-moves on the part of men whom he had trusted and worked with. … Besides of course the strain of his
tours. But now I think he is really getting better after the last sharp attack of fever. The elections are bothering him
unduly. I think of the whole the situation is not nearly so gloomy for his party as was feared. I shall be glad when
the next few weeks are over and there is a relaxing of the purely artificially produced and deliberately sustained
tensions—communal, internecine, personal and all sorts.
I hear all sorts of nice rumors about you—things that please me of your restored joie de vivre. I am so glad that
you have had such a prolonged vacation from the torpid horrors of Indian. life. For you Europe must have been a
fresh revelation of yourself and a real recovery from the ills of the soul. I hope Kamala is progressing. I wonder if
she likes the Swiss air and the Swiss people. I am not very fond of Switzerland though I adore the green slopes
when they are enameled with Autumn flowers. Indu is a young mademoiselle by now jabbering in French with a
real Swiss accent. Betty I hope is enjoying her holiday. Sarup and Ranjit I am told have had a superb time. Helas!
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I would I were away across the seas! I have had a most strenuous time touring and settling quarrels. Just now I am
somewhat ill. Padmaja is very well but Leilamani had a serious operation and is still only convalescing. The
Hedaji Hajis came back rather fed up. The Maulana is very vocal and verbose against Saud. Shuaib does not seem
too happy. He is seriously thinking of doing business in Bombay. Ansari has been more or less a dry nurse to
royalty all these months. He looks bored stiff—he is imprisoned practically with thermometers and gargles and
bandages as his only companions in bondage. …
Umar’s death makes Bombay a nightmare to me … poor Umar, royal-hearted Umar! I wonder if his unhappy
soul has found peace. How he loved you!
I wonder if you can read my scrawl. My wrist is stiff with pain. “Main sar-a-pa dard hun,” to quote Iqbal
literally.
Good Night, dear Jawahar. How I rejoice that you are out of India and that you soul has found its chance to
renew its youth and glory and the vision of the Eternal Beauty. My love to the girls—mother and child..
Your loving sister,
Sarojini
*
Lucknow
29 September 1929
My beloved Jawahar,
I wonder if in the whole of India there was yesterday a prouder heart than your father’s or a heavier heart than
yours. Mine was the peculiar position of sharing in almost equal measure both his pride and your pain. I lay
awake until late into the night thinking of the significance of the words I had used so often in reference to you,
that you were predestined to a splendid martyrdom. As I watched your face while you were being given the
rousing ovation on your election, I felt I was envisaging both the Coronation and the Crucifixion—indeed the two
are inseparable and almost synonymous in some circumstances and some situations: they are synonyms today
especially for you, because you are so sensitive and so fastidious in your spiritual response and reaction and you
will suffer a hundred-fold more poignantly than men and women of less fine fibre and less vivid perception and
apprehension, in dealing with the ugliness of weakness, falsehood, backsliding, betrayal … all the inevitable
attributes of weakness that seeks to hide its poverty by aggressive and bombastic sound. … However, I have an
abiding faith in your incorruptible sincerity and passion for liberty and though you said to me that you felt you
had neither the personal strength nor a sufficient backing to put your own ideas and ideals into effect under the
turmoils of so burdensome an office, I feel that you have been given a challenge as well as offered a tribute: and it
is the challenge that will transmute and transfigure all your noblest qualities into dynamic force, courage and
vision and wisdom. I have no fear in my faith.
In whatever fashion it is possible for me to help you or serve you in your tremendous and almost terrible task
you know you have but to ask … if I can give no more concrete help, I can at least give you full measure of
understanding and affection … and though as Khalil Gibran says, “The vision of one man lends not its wings to
another man,” yet I believe that the invincible faith of one’s spirit kindles the flame of another in radiance that
illumines the world.” …
Your loving friend and sister,
Sarojini Naidu
*
Taj Mahal Hotel,
Bombay,
20 November 1929
Dear Jawaharlal,
This is called the pursuit of friendship under difficulties. Padmaja and I are on the threshold of departure and
both of us being vulgarly popular people we are besieged with “miscellaneous fellows” of both sexes every
moment. Padmaja is terribly excited over her first voyage and her first escape from domestic thralldom. I hope the
trip is going to give a new turn to her health and spirits. I had to make up my mind very suddenly almost between
two heart-beats whether I would go or not to Africa. But they are in difficulties and their S.O.S. was urgent … and
Padmaja’s longing to go to Africa was one of the sub-conscious influences that decided me.
Good-bye, dear Jawaharlal. I am coming back in time for your Congress on the 21 st December. Please see that
Papa President sends a cable to daughter president by 6 th December to Nairobi with a message to be read out at the
opening of the Congress.
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Au revoir. Padmaja and I send love to all at Anand Bhawan.
Your loving
Sarojini
*
The Mahatma’s Camp,
Calcutta,
13 November 1937
My very dear Jawahar,
I am writing from the modem version of the Tower of Babel. The little Man (Gandhiji) is sitting unconcernedly
eating spinach and boiled marrow while the world ebbs and flows about him breaking into waves of Bengali,
Gujarati, English and Hindi. Bidhan and his colleagues are in despair over his stubborn indocility as regards his
health. He is really ill … not only in his brittle bones and thinning blood but in the core of his soul … the most
lonely and tragic figure of his time … India’s man of destiny on the edge of his own doom ...
To you the other man of destiny I am sending a birthday greeting … It will not reach you in time because of
intervening eyes that must scan your correspondence. I have been watching you these two years with a most
poignant sense of your suffering and loneliness, knowing that it cannot be otherwise.
What shall I wish you for the coming year? Happiness? Peace? Triumph? All these things that men hold
supremely dear are but secondary things to you … almost incidental. I will wish you, my dear … unflinching faith
and unfaltering courage in your via cruces that all must tread who seek freedom and hold it more precious than
life … not personal freedom but the deliverance of a nation from bondage. Walk steadfastly along that steep and
perilous path … if sorrow and pain and loneliness by your portion. Remember Liberty is the ultimate crown of all
your sacrifice … but you will not walk alone.
Your loving
Sarojini
2
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London
24 April 1895
My Darling:
I am so tired—so tired—why are you not near to take me to your heart and kiss away my weariness? I have
been out the greater part of the day—went for a walk all over Whitelip shops—and in the afternoon went, partly
on foot, and partly in those disgusting buses to Norfolk Street to the Artists’ Studio to see his pictures—some of
which were very nice. I saw a great deal today—the whole of London I thought—Trafalgar Square, Regent Street,
Tower Bridge, Cleopatra’s Needle, and I don’t know what not. I am duly impressed now with the grandeur of old
London—but, yet, I want to go home. Darling, my Darling! I can’t write more tonight—I want you so much, so
much—that, if I write more I shall simply break down—O stretch your arms across the seas and draw me to your
heart—my love, goodnight, goodnight!
A sweet goodnight.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 25 April 1895
It is a big, heavy budget this mail is taking for you, my own dear Govindu—Ah!, I wonder, will the coming
mail bring a volume of love and tender messages from you? It is cold and foggy and gray this morning—and ever
and anon, the rain comes down pattering—such changeable, fickle weather! But, yesterday, it was exquisitely fine
—for England—warm and sunny and between the billowy silver clouds gleamed bits of the most delicious blur.
Govindu, dear Govindu, it seems so long since I saw you—so long Darling, that I begin to think it is time for me
to return—back to your heart. Do you want me, Govindu, do you want me back my Darling—Ah! Don’t answer
—for I shall surely return!
I have a little message for you, a little short message which was born in the silence of the night—born of love
and longing and darkness—surely, your soul will hide its love.\fn{Encloses a poem “Around my path the dark
night-shadows fall”}
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Goodbye, Darling—stretch your arms across the wide blue seas to draw to your heart—in twilight dreams—
your own,
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 13 January 1896\fn{The opening portions of this letter are missing}
… Nevertheless, the poetry of the latter quarter of this century, has been exceedingly brilliant and original—
Shelley and Byron, Moore and Scott, Keats and Campbell and Wordsworth were a brilliant starry coterie, but even
as brilliant as their coterie, though rather differently are the new poets. Fancy the young, passionate, beautiful,
gifted poets gathered together in a radiant galaxy … William Watson with his sublime, starry genius, Davidson
with his wild, riotous, dazzling superabundant brilliance, Thompson with his rich, gorgeous, spiritual ecstasy of
poesy, Yeats with his exquisite dreams and music, Norman Gale, redolent of springtime in the meadows and
autumn in the orchard, Arthur Symons, the marvelous boy, with his passionate nature and fiery eyes, all gathered
together in the friendly house of that dearest and lovingest of friends and rarest and most gifted of geniuses,
Edmund Gosse. Take too the older men, with their beautiful gifts … Swinburne, with his marvelous spirit, his
voluptuous ecstasy of word music … take that grand old Socialist William Morris, hammering with golden
thunders … take that lovely singer Edwin Arnold and that graceful writer, the laureate of the English, Alfred
Austin … Who says we have no rare geniuses and true poets in these days …? Of course, the younger men are the
more gifted, and William Watson is the greatest and noblest of them all—
Now, now I have been rambling off, haven’t I? To come back to my day, after lunch, the soft sunshine tempted
me out again, so donning my “velvet disguise”, I went across the road to a stationer’s to buy me some exquisitely
tinted notepaper and then further, to borrow a book from the library, and returned to devour it … It was Edmund
Gosse’s The Scent of Narcissi—I don’t think Edmund Gosse has ever written a romance before, but of course, the
master hand that, with such loving insight and sympathy united to grace and strength, has written critiques on
other writers can never fail in a novel. There is in it a perfect finish of style, a deep, impressive strength—a quiet,
polished beauty … It does not excite you, it does not make your heart turn and your eyes glow, but it carries you
along with it. The story is very simple, but full of lovely pathos—the secret of it is that the writer has a great
command over himself …
After finishing the book, I wrote one or two notes and cheques, then had a very long, and difficult music
lesson, with some tea. At dinner time your letter came, your sweet loving letter. Govindu … what a dear, true,
faithful lover you are! God bless you! Govind, God bless Afsin Jung for his kind sympathy. May I venture—
wouldn’t it be proper, do you think, to thank him very, very much for his great kindness to us? If you think it
right, tell him—if not—why, no good wish or desire is ever unfulfilled is it?
Look here, dear one, no more news of fevers and headaches for me. You must take care of yourself, Govindu. I
am trying to take care of myself, dear, really, but, then, mine is such a peculiar case … You ought really to be very
careful of yourself, sweetheart, now that you don’t have your little wife to look after you—Will you promise?—
Now, goodnight with a loving kiss on your lips, and one long sweet one where my head has lain so often, on your
heart. God bless you, beloved, O beloved—and if God blesses you, I am blessed indeed, for in your happiness lies
mine! …
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 14 January 1896.
Tuesday
My Govindu:
It has been a gray, dull day, and I did not go out, besides I wanted to rest rather today, as I am not very well …
A little fit came over me of poetry again, and I translated three Persian things, and wrote two original pieces. Here
they are:\fn{“O cup-bearer, why kneelest thee with wine …” Quotes a total of six lyrics, ending with “Shireen, A Roundel” }
Well, is that a pretty good day’s fit—“steam let off”, Govindu? I have been thinking of you dearest and wished
you were here, how many times today. Govindu, am I not your own sona bacha,\fn{Golden child} so can’t I
grumble a bit to you dear …\fn{Letter torn}
Just now—oh! the food is simply awful, and everything is just provoking—of course I laugh after all, but I
want to cry pretty often. So dearie, give me a kiss and say “never mind child it will all come right”. It will only be
for a week or so longer, dear, so don’t trouble about it—only love your little wife who tells you ever such silly
things—
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What have you done all day? My Govindu, are you taking care of my paper for me? Good night. God bless
you.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 15 January 1896.
Wednesday
Sweetheart, I have come to sit me down at your feet and with my head on your knees to tell you how I have
spent my day. Another dull, gray, rainy day, so I was doomed to stay indoors. In the morning, I gave a general
cleaning-up to my boxes and drawers, and O! a pretty piece of work it was to divide my papers from my clothes!
And such a pile of papers did I burn up, chiefly scribblings of mine. Then I had a long practice, and wrote some
letters, and read Shelley. I had a lonely lunch as Alice was away at her Musical College—but could eat nothing
but an apple. After lunch, the mood came over me, and I wrote a tiny poem. Miss Manning came to see me at tea
time. Since dinner, I’ve been writing and reading alternately—Here are two things I wrote.\fn{ “Spring”: “O heart, my
heart, awake, it is spring …”; and “Poppy Land”—three stanzas. Miss Manning played host to a number of Indian students, including Sri
Aurobindo and his elder brother, Manmohan Ghose. She kept house at 5 Pembridge Crescent. Later SN was to say of her: “She is one of
the largest- natured women workers in England.” Alice was a fellow boarder }

Do you like them Govindu, dearest?—Now what have you been doing all day? And are you tired now,
Govindu? O sweetheart, I wish I could put my arms round you and draw your heart down on my bosom, and with
a lullaby of kisses, charm away all sadness—Goodnight. God bless you—
Now I have just his minute composed this for you—\fn{ “Lullaby”: “A lullaby of kisses for your lips …”—three stanzas”}
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 16 January 1896.
Thursday
At this moment Alice is devouring a huge chunk of cake. Oh! such cake! It would make you sick to look at,
but, we want to finish it up as fast as we can because it is so horrid—but, my darling, I must not write to you now,
as I am going out to dine. This morning it was sunshiny, and I went out for a little while, and got the Savoy, the
newest and youngest of all English magazines, edited by the youngest of editors, Arthur Symons—the younger
generation of geniuses write for it … but, I am disappointed. It is very brilliant, dazzling, but—these boys, are
wildly extravagant, wildly audacious—Well, I haven’t done much else except practicing, but wrote two poems.
Rather different in themes to be of some inspiration. Here they are:\fn{ “O sweet idea, O starry dreams …” and “Song”: “O
silver-subtle songs that make …”}
Do you like them, my Govindu? I think the second one is pretty. Now I am going up to dress—think of me in
pink and gold and white—with secret kisses for you on my lips. If I can’t write any more I shall think of you at
the party—
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 17 January 1896.
Friday
Darling, my darling:
Can I tell you what mad, delicious, intoxicating dreams I had this morning lying in bed in broad daylight …
dreams of love, in which only you and I are present, darling, my darling, can I tell you? No, you know too,
because your dreams are like mine—because you love me—and our silences express more than our words … Pray
that they may be realized soon, sweetheart, my sweetheart.
Of course, I came down an hour too late to breakfast—but what did I care? I could only think of you … Surely
you are better to eat than bacon!
The sun is shining brightly today, and I am feeling happy, although every limb of mine, every piece of flesh is
[missing word] with pain—Last night [I enjoyed?] the quiet little home party at the Joneses very much. They are
such a social, happy family, and are so kind to me. I’ll not describe them all over again to you my dearie, their
portraits are in your album—the album I have made for you in words.
The mood is on me … here are two little things I wrote today: I hope they express your sentiments:\fn{ “To a
Poet-Child”: “Sweet Child, your thoughts are all divine …” and “Postulates and Axioms” }
Good-bye my darling, my own darling—God bless you.
*
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To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
17 January 1896.
Friday Night
“Time, Faith, Energy”
The lover knows how grand a thing is love.
How grand and sweet a thing and how divine.
More than the glittering of the stars above,
And such a love, O Love, is thine and mine.

Sweetheart, those exquisite lines of Eric Macay’s express the loveliness of our love, don’t they? This
afternoon, when I went out to post your letter, I sauntered into the stores, and happened to come across a
beautifully bound book entitled, The Love-Letters of a Violinist by Eric Macay. It was a book I had heard and read
so much of that of course I bought it, and O Govindu, how can I tell you how the blood leaped in my heart when I
read the passionate, exquisite fiery verses of that brilliant spirit? No, I hadn’t read any of his poetry before, but I
could have sworn it was mine—my thoughts, my imageries, my very expressions, but only [page torn …
You and I must read them together, darling. Shall we? I haven’t done much since this afternoon except read
Love Letters and I wrote a little poem:\fn{ “Why clothe your soul in cynic sophistries …” and “Be your own kindred in the land of
love”. Then there are more torn portions, then:}
… if I could just touch your face for a moment, just lay my eyes on your hair for a moment, how happy I
should feel. My soul is full of yearning for you, dear one—God bless you. Good night.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 18 January 1896.
Saturday
O my darling, there is a such a yearning in my heart tonight, to see you, to hear your voice, my love, my love. I
love you. O I love you! all my soul rushes to you over the seas, over the lands—O darling, O darling! When shall
we be together again—I feel I cannot settle [torn portion] because I want you, want you, yes you from your dear
eyes to your dear feet. God bless you.
Today I have not been out at all—I read, wrote, practiced. Read lovely sonnets, and Love Letters and now, I
have got Le Gallienne's exquisite poems, so full of loving passionate beauty, and Lachrymae Musarium of
William Watson—all the evening I shall spend in reading them—all the night I shall long for you, die for you, O
sweetheart, my sweetheart. The mail has just come in—I wish Monday would come, for then I should get your
letter full of love, full of tendeness—Govindu, dear tell me again and again that you love me.\fn{ Encloses a poem,
“My Poet”: “Sweet Poet, tell me hides thy breast a lyre …” }
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 19 January 1896.
Sunday
Govindu:
I have had a lovely day. This morning I went to lunch with the Joneses and Lilian Jones and I took the bus up
to St. Paul’s Cathedral—O Govindu, if only you had been there with me! It was perfectly magnificent—that
superb, glorious building on which the most brilliant genius has been spent, the music, the pure lovely voices of
the boys, the sermon—that marvel of force and brilliance, of depth and eloquence. And, it was lovely to see the
thousands and thousands gathered to worship God—rich and poor, all one—a real national gathering. My spirit
was overcome with mingled awe and ecstasy. There I composed this sonnet:\fn{ “Te Deum”: “A million spirits worship
thee, O God”} Do you like it? The last lines are only a makeshift till I find better ones.
From the Cathedral, I went to Queen’s gate to tea with the Hancocksl (you know who they are I hope). I was so
delighted. Mathilda Blind\fn{A writer of popular romances} was there [with] her sister—a most charming, genial,
woman, with an intellectual brow and friendly eyes. You know she is among the most known of living writers just
now. We had a delightful chat, and she made me recite some of my poems (she had heard of them) which she
praised very much. There was a fine-looking Greek there too who was interesting.\fn{ “The Ashoka Tree—To the Living
Poets”: “Poets, of the Ashoka tree, ’tis said …”}
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Do you like them, my Govindu? They came to me as naturally and simply as I call you Darling—I have just
this moment written this for you.\fn{“Thro’ the night that is burning …”—two stanzas} Do you like that?
Night. I have been reading and writing. Here’s a roundel to Le Gallienne:\fn{ “Poem to Le Gallienne (Roundel)”}
Now, darling, goodnight—my darling, dream of me tonight as I of thee—and, what e’er betide, I am thine
forever—forever—
Soul of my soul, goodnight.
They made me stay to supper, and Mrs. Hancock sent her maid home with me—very kind of her, I am sure.
Now, darling tell me, what have you done today? Tell me you love me.
Goodnight.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 20 January 1896.
Monday Morning:
Sweetheart, your letter has just come—and I will prove my love [to] you—you don’t like my “Serenade”, my
lovely “Serenade”, so full of perfect musical lines and the very purest, loveliest essence of love! you didn’t like
that, Govindu? No, I never thought of Swinburne when I wrote it nor anyone else, it just came to me in the
moonlight. However, because you don’t like it, sweetheart, the poem I love so much, I will make a burnt offering
of it to you—I promise you it shall never be published, if you want, all traces of it shall be destroyed as utterly as
the traces of a murdered child—sweetheart, I would not do this for anybody else no, never—but because you are
more to me than all the world, I will do it. Will you kiss me for it, dear, and heal the little wound with love?—Yes,
I promise, and, you will be satisfied and happy now?—
Afternoon: Here’s a poem for my lover—\fn{“Only Once”: “Hearts can never twice be mated …”—three stanzas }
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 21 January 1896.
Tuesday\fn{Three torn pages; then:}
It has been so foggy today—not able to go out of course in the yellow thickness of it—Couldn’t get the piano
either as Alice has been at [it] since the morning—so read up 18 th Century Literary History, Lives of Shelley and
Keats, and poetry—William Watson’s Lachrymae Musarium, with its calm, mystic sweep and perfect finish of
classic art and Davidso’'s Ballads and Songs in such contrast, with their leaping, wild, quaint, riotous [torn
portion] and swing—Keats’s exquisite Odes, and Mathilde Blind’s “Songs and Sonnets”—so I’ve been busy
enough, haven’t I?
Darling, my darling, I love you—I love you—I love you—don’t I? Don’t you know now I love you? Yes, did
we not reveal to each other the souls which hide in our bosoms in the morning twilight, Govindu? “Only one
sweet love that clingeth like the fragrance to a flower.”—I’ll write again tonight, Govindu—
Night
How have I spent the evening? Let this sonnet answer—not to you this time, but to one second to you—at least
to me—\fn{“To Shakespeare”: “Imperial elephant of royal song …” } I like that Govindu, don’t you? Now, darling goodnight.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 24 January 1896.
Friday Night
My darling:
I am very tired tonight—the clock has just struck nine—but I feel like going to bed. After breakfast I went to
College this morning to the history lecture, from there to the Wigrams,\fn{ Social acquaintances} where I took some
of my sauce for Mrs. Wigram, from there to Miss Manning’s to lunch—After lunch, Miss Manning and I read a
little of Schiller’s exquisite ballads rendered into English by Lytton. Later I went for about quarter of an hour to
an At Home, where I saw Lady Reay\fn{ Probably Alice Julia Harriot, wife of Rev. Canon Thomas Ostmotherley Reay, and
daughter of John Borradaile, Chairman of the National Bank of India } and then drove home, straight to a long music lesson. It
was such a gloriously lovely day—like spring—Now, after sitting by the fire for an hour dreaming, yawning and
reading William Watson by turn, I have come to you, darling. I wish you were here—I wish, O I wish you were
here to take me in your arms and bless me! Good night—God bless you.
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Govindu, that “Serenade” you dislike so much I have altered—I’ll write it here—If you don’t like it still,
darling, well there's an everlasting end to it—\fn{Revised version of “Serenade”: “Sweetest heart you sit a-dreaming …” }
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
4 London 3 March 1896
Govindu, I have got your letter dear, and it made me well nigh distracted. Why must you suffer for me my
brave lover? I am not worthy—O Govindu, Govindu, give me up if it will lessen your sufferings—you know I am
yours always, that I shall be ever true to you whether you give me up or stick to me—what does it matter, dear,
about me, if you will be happier? Yet, can you rend your heart away from mine, and be happy? Are we not too
closely linked to be separated without vital injury?—
God keep you my darling—God help you to be brave—I can do naught for you, Govindu—Good God! Why
must you suffer for a wretched thing like me?—
All the hours of the twilight I lay awake thinking of you and going over every detail [of] the wild, sweet hours
of our love—I am not very well today. I am tired. Went to College for Edmund Gosse’s lecture, and had a
Browning meeting—Afterwards I had a delightful talk with Miss Faithfull—
Darling, goodnight. I’ll write tomorrow. God bless you.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 4 March 1896.
Wednesday
Govindu, it has been lovely today—silver torrents of rain descending from the most silver and blue of sunshiny
skies. Of course I couldn’t go out, and wasn’t fit for much work either. I am resting this week—However, a lyric
mood was upon me, and I wrote three spring songs, very different in treatment. Tell me what you think of them.
One of them is rather pretty.\fn{“A Spring Lament”: “O crocuses purple and golden”—three stanzas}
Don’t let the last two lines trouble you, dear heart. I am often too weary to live or die., it is true, but very often
too I am full of the blessed joy of living, especially when I get one of your precious letters. Here’s another or
rather original spring song called\fn{“A Spring thought of the Poets”: “The lovely clouds are weird and white like Shelley’s spirit
—splendor.”}
I rather like that Govindu, but, I must see what I think of it after a three week’s interval—The other is an
unfinished sonnet called the “Lyric Maiden”. I wish I could find such a lyric person “starry wild”—Don’t be
conceited enough to think it is me—I wish it were dear heart—\fn{ “The Lyric Maiden”: “O Lyric Maiden with thy mystic
eyes …”—two stanzas}
Of course I am tired—however, dear, I am not unhappy tonight. I can see a star shining through the window—I
feel calm as that star—perchance because my love is praying for me—Goodnight, God bless you Govindu—
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 5 March 1896.
Thursday
My darling, it has been a very lovely day, but I have felt rather weak and unwell—didn’t do much except write
letters and read a pretty story, and compose a sunset tryst. It isn't finished as yet neither in quantity or in quality.
Here it is:\fn{“Like joy on the heart of a sorrow”: three stanzas; one of the few poems included in these letters that was later published }
So far as it is done—do you like it, Govindu? I am not sure whether I do or not as yet.
I have read P.U.N.’S idiotic story. My dear one, can we, ought we to feel aught but amused at the silly boy's
venom- darts? Pooh, let him be, and don't worry your dear heart I pray you, Govindu.
Take care of yourself and don’t get fever, darling, else I shall be very unhappy. I am so tired, I can’t think.
However, this is goodbye for this week. And may God bless you, and help you to be brave, my own true lover,
may He strengthen you and uphold you, and, keep you true, and, assured of the love of your own, Saroj.
Give my love to Sriram—tell him I’ll write next week.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 15 May 1896
Govindu, noblest of lovers, while you wrote those burning words, those words of self-sacrifice, were you not
assured of the answer? You have chosen me for your bride, dear, and your bride will never leave you. Well, what
does it matter, Govindu, whether you are a poor man or a prince—what difference can it make to you and me—
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and more, if God wills that you and I should not be married—married, my darling in the earthly sense, why, shall
I not still be your bride, your spirit’s bride—and you, you my one, my noble lover? Govindu, we must be practical
it is true—but my dear boy, my poor, dearest boy-why will you worry your head about impossibilities? Can’t you
trust? Be patient for a little while or be patient for a long—my dear, my love, is it not a training for your noblest
manhood’s strength and truth? It will all come right … how or when I know not … only this: my Govindu must
not ever dare to ask me to give him up—must not dare, understand—and for better or for worse, I am his—so
help me God. Dear, your eyes are shining, your lips are smiling, your heart is joyous—so kiss me and bless me,
and may God bless you. Good night.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London 16 May 1896
Do you know, Govindu, I am all alone in my glory except for the servants. Miss Tagart has gone away to
Ramsgate till Tuesday. She wanted me to go, but I preferred to stay—I have interesting things to do, and am not
sorry to have a little real solitude. Only my lover ought to be here, my own lover. We could have kisses on the
balcony of roses in the twilight, and you could have stroked my hair and kissed my cheek furtively while I wrote
my verses. For I have been in a writing mood—I believe I shall really get to believe I am a poet someday. As yet I
feel I am only a rhymer—a facile one, perhaps a pretty one—but a rhymer still. But do you know I have a goose
of a lover who thinks a lot of me and likes my verses. So here goes.\fn{ “Leili (Night)”: “The serpents are asleep among the
poppies …”; later published}
Is that good or bad? I don’t know—but here’s one I like, and you see it is about Yeats, though whether anyone
else can recognize it I am not sure—\fn{“Alul”: “He is a Druid-Child of mystic dreams …”}
“Alul” is the name of a mystic dreamer like Mr. Yeats himself in his “Countess Cathleen”—I think it is pretty.
What else have I done? Latin—headache—reading and writing short critical notes on some favorite writers of
mine. That’s all—except that just before this I read from Mr. Gosse’s Questions at Issue, some remarkably
brilliant and clever papers on different things. Govindu, my love for Mr. Gosse does not diminish, does it—no,
not even comparted to that childish time when Mr. Gosse made up the greater half of England to me?
Dearest, and what have you been doing? Are you weary? I wish I were near you, my own dear one, to kiss
your two lips, to stroke your tired brow, and then a precious bliss to see you smile into my eyes and say “my
Saroj”—yes, you shall always say “my Saroj”—are you glad at that prospect—my boy—my soldier boy, you
want to go to Sandhurst? Yes, try it—try to think of it seriously, to arrange your plans and make preparations—
you goosey gander—as if love of me, 4 ft. 9, will not keep you back from all madness and all despair—a
Govindu, Govindu, be brave, dear—you know I think my lover very brave and strong—and dauntless. Here is my
little weak hand in pledge, that if you do your part bravely and never despair, I will do mine and help you with my
soul. Good night.
God bless and keep you ever. Amen.
*
To M. Gavindarajulu Naidu
17 May 1896.
Sunday
I did not have a lonely Sunday. Lunched with Mrs. Hancock, where her sister Mathilde Blind was too. Then on
to the Gosse’s for the afternoon. Mrs. Gosse was ill in bed—but Mr. Gosse was so delightful and kind and social.
Mrs. Hector (or Mrs. Alexander, which is her nom-de-plume) was there. Such a wonderfully vigorous and genial
old lady—do you know her books? She’s a very popular writer and deservedly so. Miss Thomas, the Keats, was
there too. I met a most interesting man, a Scotch man there and had nice talk with him. Then, a hop, step, and a
jump and I was at Miss Manning’s and had tea with her, and got good advice, and then drove home to a solitary
evening. But it was not fruitless. A song of a Kiplingy kind, I confess rollicked thro’ my head. I don’t know
whether it is bad—good it is not certainly—but here it is—a style utterly foreign to me. It is called\fn{ “A Ballad of
the Prince’s Progress”: “A carnival! a carnival! the citizens they shout …”; three stanzas }
What do you think of that? Not poetry certainly, but a colourful jingle. Now I am going to bed. Govindu, dear,
goodbye. Kiss your own Saroj. God bless you.
Later
It is useless to try and sleep. I’ve been tossing for hours in bed and cannot get a wink of sleep—I wish I hadn’t
a brain—it is too active, too keen—it is horrid. There, it has just struck one—and I am wide awake. Govindu, my
darling I wish you were here. I could lay my head on your breast and shut my eyes, and the soothing cares of your
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voice and touch would charm my weary brain to be calm and I should rest … but you are not here. For companion
I have only this wild evolution of song—I don’t in the least know what it means—it just came—can you make
sense of it? I wrote it down.\fn{“Soul, soul what are thou …”; two stanzas}
My Govindu that is too metaphysical for me. I really don’t know how it came into my head. I am beginning to
get frightened of myself … really, I am not joking. And if my brain is so ceaselessly active, what is to become of
me, darling? I cannot sleep at all. However, here’s a kiss—
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
London
19 May 1896
Darling, how are you? Why are you so far away? I am in the heart of the springtime—you, you my beloved?
Ah, may God make it spring time for you. How are they getting on? Dear one, don’t be worried about them or
anything. Keep calm, it will come right. Of course, Govindu, I need not tell you how generous and noble it is of
you to take the course you are doing because it is your duty dear, but most men don’t fulfill their duty as you will
my dear, my dear—what can I do to help you?—I can pray—and “More things are wrought by prayer | Than this
world dreams of”. Will you pray for me too Govindu? I want it.
This morning I had a letter from Edmund Gosse—he calls himself a harsh task-master and so he is—very
difficult to please—so you can imagine how proud I felt to read his praise of “Leili.” He says “it is very good
indeed—almost without a flaw”—and that from him is a great deal. I am glad he is so hard to please.
*
To M. Govindarajulu Naidu
3 June 1896
Wednesday
Last night, Govindu, I threw open my window and leant out into the divine darkness—and such a passionate
yearning shook my frame. Such a wild, thrilling anguish of ecstasy. I could .scarcely contain myself—and a few
passionate lines came to me—the coloring of which is perhaps too warm—but I cannot alter it—it is so real. Tell
me if you approve of it, my darling.\fn{ “O passionate Night aflame with lovers’ desire …”}
In the morning I had a classical lesson—and then a partially lazy day. I was feeling ill. Among other things I
read a very exquisitely told tale by my friend Mrs. Castlel entitled “My Little Lady Anna”. It is intensely pathetic,
and very full of rich delicate coloring.
In the evening we went to an a conversazione of artists and exhibition of pictures—rather enjoyable.
But Govindu I am getting [anxious] about you all—O my darling, I wish I could do something for you—I am
so helpless, and my brain so weak. I cannot grasp it all—but God help you all. I am not a heartless wretch, but a
helpless one, dear—love me and trust me. Good night. God bless my love.
*
To Arthur Symons
Manor Lodge, Frognal, N.W.,
15 July 1896
Thank you a thousand times for your letter: you could not realize how intensely happy it made me feel, unless
you knew what a strain I was under since writing to you—till this morning. I thought I had lost one of the very
few for whose friendship I care.
You have taken me into you confidence, you have shown me the most sacred and beautiful suffering of your
life: and you shall never regret it. I never betray a trust; it shall be sacred to me also.
I cannot tell you how much sympathy I feel for you in your awful loss: but I also feel with you that your life
will be all the richer for that memory, deeper and stronger and truer for that pain. You must not brood over it; you
must not let it make your life sad and lonely: no, but rather let it help you onwards and be a sort of talisman to
keep you pure and strong. Dear Friend, it is worthwhile to have felt the holy mystic impulse of love that could
change the face of the world for you, even though that love has brought you a never-ending pain. And your
mother too—I was clinging to a hope that your mother might be living, whose influence you would allow yourself
to feel—but—I must not dwell any longer, however reverently on your pain—thank you for trusting me so much
as to let me have a glimpse of it. To me Pain and Sorrow have always been very holy and sacred things, so you
will not regret trusting me.
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I think I shall be at the Gosses’ on Sunday. Shall I see you there? I must not ask you to come here just now,
because we are in a fearful state of cleaning up, and poor dear Miss Tagart is very comically worried and busy and
hot and tired over it all!
I am going for a week to Hartlepool to stay with some very kind and friendly people—but—!
Then Miss Tagart is taking me to Switzerland for a month. I am going to run wild in a pine-forest for a while—
how delightful! I needn’t be proper and civilized and conventional there, but I’m afraid I shall be persecuted with
cloak, hat and gloves! We are going first to Beatenberg (is that the correct spelling?) and then to different
beautiful places I haven’t the faintest idea of—we shall be away till September. But will you write to me to let me
know how you get on with your wild Irish holiday? I shall be so much interested. And when will you send me that
exquisite, haunting thing from “London Nights” Mr. Yeats read out to me that afternoon in Fountain Court?
I’m thinking of turning into a fountain spirit to get cool this hot weather—it would be charming and
appropriate for me to live among my namesake flowers!
Now good-bye. Thank you again for your letter—and God bless you.
*
To Arthur Symons
Manor Lodge, Frognal, N.W.,
18 July 1896
Dear Mr. Symons:
I feel very proud and honored that you should have sent me these beautiful poems to read, before your book
comes out: you are very kind, thank you.
Yesterday, in writing to someone I said, “there is only one poet in England who has the magic secret of perfect
Impressions—and that is Arthur Symons.” Had I waited a day longer I might have added there is only one poet
who could write such wonderful, love-haunted, heart-wounded things like “Vain Memory” and “The Relapse” and
“The Dance” and “The Pause”—and that is Arthur Symons.
I wish I could tell you all I feel about these poems: I would give anything to read them through with you and
talk to you about each separately. These are not merely exquisite, cloud-like silhouettes: they are beautiful with an
intensity of passion and pathos, a quivering sincerity of sorrows, an “intolerable agony of love”—these have been
written in the sweat of your soul: and as such, they cannot die.
I have no doubt these poems will not, cannot appeal to the mass of readers, and I am not sorry it should be so.
How can they understand anything so wild and passionate as “Love’s Hatred”, or the tremulous, intense, vague
beauty of “New Year’s Eve” or your “After Romeo and Juliet”? But there will be divine heretics to whom your
poems will come with a strange power and loveliness; there will be hearts deepened by sorrow and strengthened
by tears that will vibrate in “every little nerve” to your heart’s expression—I have felt too in “every little nerve”
the strength and beauty of these poems: go on, dear poet, you have given us what is very beautiful and strong: but
it is not yet your best. You have a band of “true believers” who look to you for grand, immortal things. These are
immortal, some of them, but you can give us more—and more wonderful things—in a little while.
You don’t think me very impertinent to presume to criticize your work? No, I do not criticize, but appreciate
very genuinely and thoroughly—Ah, I must not forget to tell you that “The Return”, the simplest of all poems,
appeals to me almost more than any of the others: don’t you love it very much yourself?
Thank you also for sending me “La Melinite”: it is a very different sort of thing from “Amoris Victim”—but it
is magical—that’s the one word for it—magical.
I shall be interested to hear about the three new poems. You must tell me about them sometime.
Do you know I have been very naughty: I’ve been writing and destroying.
Now one little personal word for which excuse me: “My heart is dead that was a heart of many sighs”—that is
a beautiful line, and deeply felt: but don’t let it be altogether true. You must keep alive and fresh and feel the very
well-spring of your loveliest songs—else what will become of us who would make you our Laureate and crown
you with many garlands, of fame, and not roses, as you do object to rose-garlands, and prefer to have them for the
wild young poets who [recite?] their delicious verses in my father’s garden.
I send you back your proof-sheets. I cannot express to you how grateful and proud I feel for the honor you
have done me in sending them to me, nor yet how much I love these poems.
It is good to have your genius, it is good to be able to write such haunting things: I envy you very much, very,
much—but that envy is swallowed up completely by a greater and truer feeling, of admiration, and it is with very
great pride I count myself among the friends of so gifted a poet—but your “English mind” will be thinking I run
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on too fast, and enthusiastically—O but you are a “fiery Celt,” I was forgetting, and can understand the incense
youth offers to genius.
From poetry to commonplace prose—I want my breakfast, so goodbye!
*
To Arthur Symons
Ryedale House, Hartlepool
31 July 1896
Dear “Singer of Scents”:
Your previous letter greeted me this morning and upset all my solemn theories with regard to yourself. You are
frivolous—and you are enjoying yourself in that wild, west of Ireland. What you tell me is most fascinating—but
I hope the priest and the bishop will do you good. You do need it you know! Tell me of your adventurous visit to
the Isle of Aran, and did you see visions there? Do the gods speak unto the children of men in that sacred spot,
and do beautiful demons lure mad poets to their destruction in that magical haunt? And there are quite a hundred
things I want to tell you about, and I am quite sure you are not prepared to hear one quarter! You must tell me if I
bore you—I am not a “crushable quantity” as I told you.
You see I am not yet in Switzerland, but in a far different place—Hartlepool. I came up on Wednesday (I was
quite alone in my glory all the way from London, and devoted myself, loudly, in the empty compartment to
studying the wonderful cadences and rhymes of Silhouettes and I benefited by so charming a study).
It is the quaintest little town I’ve ever seen; just nice for a week.\fn{ In 1896 it would have had a population of less than
15,000} An unlovely but rather interesting village, with a poverty-stricken air and shoals of barefoot children and
untidy-looking women about: who beholding one so wildly strange and foreign to them say: “here is one on
whom the sun has looked, and whose garments have borrowed the colors of the sun; let us stare,” and they stare!
There are about a dozen families or so, and half a dozen shy, young men whom one might even know: a little café
where everyone goes, a bare-looking tennis court where for want of anything better the landlady plays tennis;
occasional theatricals I believe, the last [a] novel of Edna Lyall or “Modem Society” I believe; and a general and
very striking want of any kind of intellectual or poetic atmosphere—none of your poetry here, Mr. Symons: it is
commonplace prose; so commonplace; but they are a simple, hearty, jolly set of people, and they exist—and are
happy; I like them. But Hartlepool has its charm, a wonderful charm—and I am in a continuous state of ecstasy.
Just in front of the house stretches a wild, bleak, historic moor, and beyond—the sea—the gray sea! When all the
house is asleep at midnight, I draw up my blinds and in a passionate rapture, half of terror, half of mystical,
fantastic, ineffable delight, I stand and look across the moor at the magical waters, magical! The rush of the
surging waves in my ears-and in my soul, such an “intolerable agony” of something I cannot express.
Now I want to talk to you about the Savoy. I like it very much—this new number—you have some good
writing in it: but I want to tell you specially about your own things. The “Causerie” I like extremely; it is
charming, but do you know I got a shock when I saw the words “almost colorless” applied to Ernest Dowson’s
verses. Do you really lhink they are almost colorless? Now the first thing that struck me was the vague richness of
color; it is mystical, evasive, delicate, but rich it is—at least to me.
“Stella Maligna” whatever it may mean, and I have not grasped its meaning yet, is very beautiful; nearly
everything you write is distinctly beautiful in some way—except three or four things in Silhouettes but I wonder
how many people will understand it?
Your “color study” is very well written, but I think I like the charming “Causerie” best of all. Do you think it
“cheek” of me to criticize?
What is Yeats doing? With those deep Druid eyes of his does he draw spirits from out the vasty deep of Past
and Future and wrest the secrets of eternity? How does his new drama get on?—I have met many interesting and
extraordinary people in my life: but do you know that Mr. Yeats is decidedly the most fascinating and curious
personality except my father, who is a glorious mystery, an incarnation of unique paradoxes.
Tell me of your new work: how does the prose volume get on, and have you been able as yet to triumph over
the perverse [publisher] Fisher Unwin’s? And how many new and lovely poems have you written? Ah, that is your
real life, that is what is, so intensely fascinating and marvelous; the other is not so real; at least to me it cannot
seem so essentially your own!
Have you read Alice Meynell’s Rhythm of Life? I have just been reading it and want you to tell me what you
think of her as a prose writer. I know what you think of her as a poet—I should like to know Alice Meynell and I
also want you to tell me what you think of Olive Schreiners’ Dreams—And I want you to tell me such a lot of
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things. O dear! You will get tired even of reading the questions I ask! But as I have already told you, you must tell
me directly I bore you, and you needn’t answer a single question unless you like.
Do immortal spirits like you, most magical poet, know aught of mortal suffering—then, write me something
very kind, because I am, apart from the wild sea—ecstasies, in a state of most awful disgust with myself, and—
well, I am feeling that I’ve made my life an utter failure—you can never have felt that, because it wouldn’t be true
—but I—I have given myself over to despair; and assure you would not find me a charming companion just now.
By the way, do you know Mathilde Blind wanted me to go down for a week with her somewhere in Surrey and
read poetry to her under the pine trees—don’t you think the dear lady should be grateful I don’t take her at her
word?—I’ve sent her a really charming companion instead and that is Ernest Dowson in the shape of his poems. I
have only about two copies left of Verses now—haven’t I been quick?
I return to town on the 7 th. Don’t know where I’m to stay till the 12 th when Miss Tagart returns from her little
holiday and we leave for the continent. I’ve thought of such a nice plan for myself. There’s a poor dear little Swiss
governess I know, overworked, and badly in need of a holiday; I am taking her with me, and she’ll get her
holiday, and I shall have some nice excursions of my own account with her to go about with me—I’m sure she’ll
be very keen to come.
But you, poor patient martyr, you have actually yawned three times already in spite of yourself! I am sorry—
will you forgive me: I shan’t keep you any longer: This is “the end, the end”.
Good bye. To the dear “Singer of Scents” many good wishes and many kind messages from, His true friend,
Sarojini Chattopadhyay Have I written very indistinctly?
*
To Edmund Gossel
33 Blomfield Road, Maida Hill, London 6
October 1896
Dear Mr. Gosse:
I did not dare to trust myself to thank you for what you said on Sunday. You cannot know what those words
meant to me, how they will always color my life, how, when I am in the very depths of self-disgust and despair—
as I so often am—they will give me new hope and new courage—no you cannot know! Poetry is the one thing I
love so passionately, so intensely, so absolutely, that is my very life of life—and now you have told me that I am a
poet—I am a poet! I keep repeating it to myself to try to realize it. Will you let me tell you a little about myself,
because I want you to know how you have been an influence in my life—ever since I was eleven years old!
Beautiful and romantic and remarkable as were the circumstances amidst which I was brought up, there was
nothing to directly encourage poetry—indeed, the strongest influences that were brought to bear upon us were
scientific and mathematical. I always loved poetry but nothing could be further from my mind than trying to write
verses myself, it never once occurred to me why, till one day, when I was about eleven, while I was trying to do a
dull problem—ebra it was I think—te suddenly three verses came into my head and I wrote them down—of
course they were worthless, but that day marked a new era in my life: I was going to be a poet! I did not tell
anyone about my new “adventures”, but went on writing—things began to come with great ease and rapidity—
weak and childish no doubt—I have no records left to tell tales!—and somehow my father got hold of them and
soon everybody got to know and I was of course the most marvelous thing in creation and everything I did
henceforth was wonderful, divine, etc.—I was fully on the way to have my head turned with all that flood of
sincere but remarkably blind and injudicious praise and flattery. About this time, I don’t know how or why the
name of Edmund Gosse began to be a sort of magical legend to me—legends were more real than realities then—
and in a dim, vague kind of way I began to feel that somehow this magical name was to be one of the strongest
and most inevitable influence[s] on my life. I went on writing, and Hyderabad began to get more and more mad
about what I did—indeed I think nearly all over India I began to be looked on as a phenomenon—but the more
they praised the more disgusted I got with myself, and longed, O how passionately—for somebody who could
really criticize. I knew my verses were very poor, but I wanted to know whether they had even a grain of promise
of better things to come. At last in despair I wrote you a letter—(it must have been very childish I suppose—this
was when I was about 14 or 15)—but I burnt it the next day!
Then I had a long and terrible illness.\fn{ She suffered a nervous breakdown, probably in 1894, as a result of the discovery of
her liaison with her lover and her father’s order to end it. She was sent to Sholapur to recover } which nearly killed me and I
believe for a time half-paralyzed my faculties—everything seemed gone—except the love of poetry and the
longing to do better. Then I came to England—I was about sixteen then—I must have been singularly ignorant for
sixteen, because I knew that England to me meant Shelley and Keats, who were dead—and Edmund Gosse who
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was alive and certainly made up by far the greater part of England!—(I think Westminster Abbey and the Thames
made up the rest![)] Well, I made up my mind that I must know Edmund Gosse! For the first six months I did not,
could not write a single line or indeed do anything, and then suddenly the fountains were unsealed and I began to
write, write, write! In the three months I wrote I think nearly 45 pieces—horrible! but the verses had I thought
less strength than some of my earlier ones—the first batch I sent you were selections from this extraordinary
outburst of bad verse!
Well, in January I first saw you: the magical legend had become a reality—and I was not disappointed—indeed
I shall never forget that day—because with one great bound I seemed to wake into a new, large life—the life I had
always longed for and so long in vain. From that day I seemed an altered being. I seemed to have put off childish
things and put on the garments of a new and beautiful hope and ambition, and I have gone on growing and
growing. I feel it—seeing more clearly, feeling more intensely, thinking more deeply—and loving more
passionately, more unselfishly that beautiful Spirit of Art that has now become dearer than my life’s blood to me
—and all this I owe to you. I know I have not expressed myself at all well, but you will understand me I think,
and you will not mind my telling you all this.
As you have for so long been so good an influence in my life, I want you to go on forever! I will send you
everything I write and you must tell me what you think. I want you to be more severe and exacting than ever, the
better I do—because, I do not want to outlast the years, but the centuries. That is very conceited of me, but is it
not worthwhile to aim at the stars, tho one never gets beyond a mountain top?
I don’t think I am going to ask you to excuse me for taking up so much of your time because I cannot go on
being grateful to you in silence without your knowing how much cause I have to be grateful to you for! Ever
believe me, Yours in all gratitude, Sarojini Chattopadhyay
My most humble respects to Charles Nathaniel\fn{ The Gosses’ pet tomcat}\fn{Text continues on the next page}

† Swaminarayan Akshardham temple, New Delhi, the largest Hindu temple in the world †
1880

294

India 4 Excerpt from Banalata Debira Nirbacita Racana-samkalana\fn{by Banalata Debi (1880-1900)} Calcutta?,
West Bengal State, India (F) 19
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231.22 The Worship Of Women\fn{by Begum Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain (1880-1932)} Bhagalpur?, Bihar State, India.
(F) 2
Fifty years ago, the condition of Muslim women in India perhaps constituted one of the most pathetic of all the
social problems which existed in our country. Following the ruin and disorganization of the Muslim upper class in
1857, all culture and education even among the women of the privileged sections of our community either died
out completely or existed only in a stereotyped and formal state. The little education that was doled out to “ladies”
of the upper classes before this collapse of culture, was of a very limited nature. Women’s place even in these high
spheres was a subordinate one—she was allowed to study literature and theology so that she may become a better
“ornament” in the household of her master—man.
As to the millions of other Muslim women belonging to the so-called “lower” classes, they lived and toiled in
the towns and villages of India, just like the women of any other community.
When Sir Syed Ahmad Khan began his movement for education, on Western lines, of the Muslims of India, he
made it quite clear that he did not include women in his scheme. He was a firm opponent of female education.
And we can well understand the general state of the Muslim mind at this time, if we remember that even the
proposal of men’s education on modern lines met with strong opposition. The advocacy of female education
branded a man with apostasy in orthodox circles.
But with the spread of modern ideas voices began to be raised about the necessity of bringing some kind of
education inside the household. The gentlemen who were educated in colleges and universities, or who returned
after several years stay abroad found the zenana steeped in the profoundest medieval obscurity. They could, of
course keep their women hidden behind the purdah away from the vulgar gaze of an all too critical a public. But
the necessities of an up-to-date modern household demanded that the lady of the house-hold too, should, to a
certain extent, be modernized. With the introduction in our homes, of sofas, couches, and easy-chairs, made in the
most third rate European style, and their installation in a room, to be known henceforth as the drawing-room, the
necessity of a wife to fit in these surroundings began to be increasingly felt.
Muslim reformers began to write books, exposing the credulity, ignorance and stupidity of old-fashioned
ladies. Molvi Nazir Ahmad and Hali pleaded for the education of women—they preached obedience, fidelity, and
the virtues of efficient housekeeping to the new Muslim woman. Of all the Muslim writers of the late nineties Hali
went the furthest, and in a magnificent Urdu poem called Homage of Silence, traced the role of women in society,
and pleaded not only for their education, but for an altogether different attitude towards them.
Very soon practical shape was given to this tendency, and in 1896, a group of advanced reformers launched
forth the bold scheme of starting schools on modem lines for Muslim girls. As Muslims would not send their girls
to be educated in non-denominational schools, these reformers thought of starting purdah schools for Muslim
girls. The Muslim parent, none too enthusiastic to educate his girl, had to be assured about the absolute moral and
intellectual security of the new institution, before he could be persuaded to allow his girls to leave home for a few
hours a day. As was to be expected, these reformers met with the strongest opposition from a large section of the
community; and for a long time they could hardly gather more than a few scores of pupils in their institutions. The
two earliest of such institutions to be founded, Muslim Girls’ School, Aligarh, and Muslim Girls’ School,
Lucknow, are flourishing today, but there is still very strong opposition in the Muslim community not only to
these institutions and all they stand for, but to female education in general.
Just as in the field, of education so in the political and social sphere of our national life the part played by
Muslim women has been very small. Among the upper and middle classes purdah is still the rule, and orthodoxy
which seems to have found its last resort amongst the Muslims of India, is firmly entrenched.. There is no other
Muslim country in the world where in social matters like the purdah, marriage, and status of women generally, so
much dull-witted reaction prevails as in India. It would seem that the modern women of Turkey, Egypt and
Central Asia—Bokhara and Samarkand—have hardly anything in common with us. They have already achieved
political equality with men and in social matters they are well on the way towards overcoming all the moral and
intellectual backwardness caused by centuries of ignorance, dependence and helplessness.
Why is it that Indian women in general, and Muslim women in particular have lagged behind in the race of
world progress? The only plausible answer seems to be that it is due to the backward condition of India as a whole
—the main features of that condition being the political subjection of India and the terrible poverty of her people.
We have inherited from our medieval past many social institutions, customs and beliefs,. which have lost all their
significance today. In the modern age they are just dead forms which help to crush all that is vital and dynamic in
us. The disabilities from which Indian women suffer are due to this fact.
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This lack of harmony between form and content in our social life is, at bottom, the result of our present day
economic and political institutions. It is because these latter have outlived their utility; because the historical
conditions which gave birth to them have changed; because they no longer satisfy the needs of millions of Indians
that our society is threatened with catastrophic changes. The forces of reaction have gathered on their side all the
foul paraphernalia of obscurantism. Because men’s minds are still in the grip of worn-out ideas, because they are
still chained to dead social institutions, it is in the interests of the reactionary party to keep these institutions
intact, and thus ward off the day of their doom.
Indian society will tend more and more to be divided in two camps—the camp of reaction and the camp of
progress. It will be a division that will cut through the communal divisions—where men and women of all
communities will be ranged on both sides according to their own particular interests. And the struggle between
these two sections—one that of progress, strong in number, today down-trodden and without power—the other
that of reaction with all the power in the world, but weak in numbers and moral stamina—will be a struggle not
only for political and economic emancipation but on the fate of that struggle will depend also the final solution of
all our social problems. The measure in which women—Muslims and Hindus—take part in this struggle will also
be the measure of their social emancipation. It is only through constant activity on a national plane, in diverse
spheres of work of national, organization, that Indian women’s emancipation can become a reality.
A superficial tinsel of modernity should not satisfy the Indian woman. If she belongs to the upper classes and
has had the good fortune to be among the two per cent, educated women of India, she can best emancipate herself
and win her inalienable right of equality with men by identifying herself with those millions of women who have
been denied not only all educational enlightenment but also the possibility of a decent living, those women who
bear the burden not only of overwhelming physical work, but also of the cruelty and selfishness of man,
demoralized by ignorance, poverty and disease.
There is no doubt that if the educated Indian woman chooses this path she will be face to face with enormous
difficulties—specially if she happens to be a Muslim woman. Privation and want, social opprobrium and calumny
will pursue her with a mercilessness like that of fate. But if she can go through all this without breaking, she
would have given to the Indian woman a personality and a soul of her own, and a great step forward would have
been taken towards our national regeneration.
17.21 & 78.437 1. Sati 2. The Shroud: Two Short Stories\fn{by Premchand aka Dhanpat Rai Srivastava (1880-1936)}
Lamahi Village, Varanasi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 9

1
Two hundred years have passed, and yet the name of Chinta Devi is on everybody’s lips. Thousands of men
and women gather every Tuesday at Kalapi, an out-of-the-way place in Bundhelkhund, to pay homage to her
memory. The multicolored clothes of the women beautify even the mounds and hillocks. And the deserted place
rings with soul-enchanting songs.
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The Chinta Devi temple is built on so high a cliff that the red flag flying over its dome is visible from a long
distance.
The temple, however, is small and cannot accommodate even two men at a time. Inside it there is no idol, but
only a small altar. A flight of stairs, hewn out of stone, ascends to the temple. Lest members of the congregation
should fall down in a stampede, a parapet has also been erected on either side of the staircase.
According to legend, it was at the site of this temple that Chinta Devi immolated herself, not by the side of the
body of her husband, (for although he stood there with his hands folded, she would not even look at him), but for
consummation with his soul. In fact, on that pyre, it was her husband’s honor that was burnt to ashes.
Kalapi is a little village on the banks of the Yamuna. Chinta Devi was the daughter of the Bundela chief of this
place. Her mother had died while she was still a child, and the burden of bringing her up had, therefore, fallen on
the shoulders of the father. Those were the times when the warriors had no time to straighten their backs. They ate
on horse back and slept in the saddle. Chinta Devi, therefore, spent her childhood with her father, who would hide
her behind a wall, or leave her in a cave to go to the battlefield. Afraid of nothing in the world, she would make
and unmake forts out of sand. Indeed, houses to her meant forts. The dolls she played with did not use headgear
cover and she arranged dispositions on the battlefield. If her father did not return from the battlefield till late in the
evening, she was not afraid and would sit up alone through the night without food or drink. She had not heard
stories of the snake and the mongoose, but she certainly had heard tales of martyrdom and she had heard these
tales from the lips of brave warriors themselves. No wonder then, she had become an idealist.
Once she had no news of her father for three days on end. Sitting in her cave on the mountainside, she built
imaginary forts, i.e., forts which the enemy could not even locate. All day long, she would draw up plans for the
defenses of the fort. And when she slept, she saw dreams of the fort.
Late in the evening of the third day then, several of her comrade-in-arms came up to her and started weeping.
Bewildered, she asked them:
“Where is father? And why do you weep?”
None replied to her question. They began to weep louder. Chinta Devi understood that her father had attained
martyrdom. The girl, then 13, did not, however, shed a single tear or heave a sigh; her countenance remained
unruffled. She laughed.
“If it is true that he has become a martyr,” she asked, “why should you weep? What better fate could a warrior
meet? What higher reward could he get for his valor? This is not an occasion to weep. It is rather one to rejoice.”
“We are worried about you,” said one of the warriors pensively. “Where now would you live?”
“On that score you need not worry,” replied Chinta in a reflective tone. “I am the daughter of a brave father. I
shall follow in his footsteps. He laid down his life to defend the freedom of the motherland. That is also the ideal
which I have placed before myself. Go now, and take care of the men. Arrange for a horse and some weapons for
me. God willing, you shall not find me lag behind anyone. And if you find me turning my back, do strike and put
an end to this life of mine. This then is my only request to you. Go now and let there be no delay.”
The warriors were not surprised at these brave words of Chinta Devi, but they did doubt whether this delicate
girl could stand by her noble ideal.
Five years passed. All over the province, Chinta Devi’s name became a synonym for valor. It symbolized
victory. Enemies were uprooted. For, when she stood undaunted before the enemies’ arrows and shots, she was an
inspiration to her warriors. How could they turn their backs when she stood firm? (For when a delicate girl takes a
step forward, how could the young take a step backward? When women watch, men’s valor is redoubled. It
becomes unconquerable. The verbal arrows of a young girl for the warriors are only a call to sacrifice themselves.
A side glance from her could arouse manliness in their veins.)
Chinta Devi’s fame attracted valiant fighters from all over to join her camp. She was like the flower round
which hovered moths. Among the warriors was a Rajput youth, Ratan Singh by name. While every single soldier
in Chinta Devi’s army wielded a powerful sword and would sacrifice himself if she dropped a hint, or would jump
into the fire if she raised her little finger, or would set out, at her command, to achieve the impossible, Ratan
Singh stood in the front ranks. And Chinta Devi was secretly in love with him.
Unlike others, he wasn’t obstinate. Though proud, he was outspoken. While people indulged in tall talk about
themselves, and praised themselves to the skies, their object was not to reach their goal but to attract Chinta
Devi’s attention. Ratan Singh, on the other hand, was cool-headed. Far from boasting even if he had killed a lion,
he would not even mention it to anyone. His humility and devotion verged on timidity. Thus while others’ love for
Chinta Devi had the element of lust in it, Ratan Singh’s love consisted of sacrifice and penance. While others slept
in peace, he passed the nights “counting the stars.” While everyone else thought that Chinta Devi was his own,
315

Ratan Singh entertained no such hope. It was for that reason, perhaps, that he was neither jealous of, nor
unnecessarily friendly to, anyone. When he saw others singing their own praise before Chinta, he was simply
amazed at how they could utter the words they did. With the passage of every second, his hopes became dimmer.
He was not an exhibitionist. At times he would be annoyed with his own helplessness. Why had God deprived
him, he would say to himself, of the qualities for which women fall? Who would ever care for him? Who would
fathom the pain in his heart … he cursed himself and there the matter ended.
Once when it was past midnight and Chinta Devi was resting in her tent—and her soldiers, having covered a
difficult stage and having had subsequently a sumptuous meal, lay fast asleep—her force was threatened by an
enemy patrol camping across a dense forest. Chinta Devi, who had received intelligence, was going round to
arrange for an assault on the enemy the following morning. She firmly believed that the enemy was unaware of
her arrival at the place it camped.
In fact, however, she was mistaken, because one of her own men was in league with the enemy and news of
her force’s movements reached the enemy’s camp daily. The enemy had conspired this time to put an end to her
life. The three brave and courageous soldiers, appointed to carry out the project, crawled through the forest and
stood behind the trees to find out which was Chinta Devi’s tent. The army being fast asleep, they had not the
shadow of a doubt that they would succeed in their mission. They came out of their hiding place behind the trees,
therefore, and crawling on the ground, like crocodiles in water, they advanced towards Chinta Devi’s tent. While,
however, the whole army, including the watchmen and the guards, who were all tired, lay in the lap of fast sleep,
there was one who was on the alert. This was Ratan Singh, for whom there was nothing unusual in this, because,
while encamping, he passed the nights sitting behind Chinta Devi’s tent.
Hearing the footsteps of the assassins, he took out his sword and came forward. There were three men, bending
forward and advancing. What course should he adopt? If he raised alarm, there would be panic in the whole army
and, in the dark, his own people might attack one another. If, however, he did not do so, there was the risk of
facing three men single-handed. Anyway, there wasn’t much time to ponder over the situation. He had the
warrior’s gift of coming to a quick decision, drew his sword and attacked all the three. The clash of steels was
followed by a death-like silence. While the three fell down dead, Ratan Singh himself lay unconscious.
When Chinta Devi got up next morning, she saw the four bodies lying on the ground outside her tent. Her
heart-beat stopped. The blood in her veins froze. And as she went closer, she found that while the three assailants
were dead, Ratan Singh was still alive. She understood the situation. For once the woman in her got the better of
the soldier. The same eyes which had not shed one tear on her father’s death, now showered a rain of tears. She
put Ratan Singh’s head on her own thighs and, in the Swayamvar ceremony held in her own heart, she put the
garland of victory round his neck.
For full one month, Ratan Singh did not open his eyes, neither did Chinta Devi close hers. She would not leave
him even for a second. She worried neither about her dominions, nor about the enemy’s advance. She had
sacrificed all that was hers for Ratan Singh.
When, after a full one month, Ratan Singh opened his eyes, he found himself on the sick-bed and Chinta Devi
standing in front of him with a fan in her hand.
“Give me the fan, Chinta,” he said in a voice, which was feeble. “You must be tired.”
But Chinta Devi’s heart at this time experienced heavenly happiness. Only a month earlier, she would weep, in
utter hopelessness, by the side of this warrior’s worn-out body. Now, when she saw him speaking to her, her joy
knew no bounds.
“If this is trouble, my Lord,” she said softly and affectionately, “what constitutes joy I know not.”
To be addressed as “My Lord,” had the effect of a mantram on Ratan Singh. His eyes brightened up. In his
veins coursed a new life—a life so delightful, so full of courage, so sweet, so full of joy that every pore of his
body danced with joy. He felt that his arms had come by extraordinary strength, that he could conquer the whole
world, could fly to the skies, could break the mountains. For a while, he felt contented, as though all his desires
had been satiated. He wanted nothing more from anybody in the world. Indeed, he might even turn his face away
from Lord Siva and not ask for any boon if he offered one. He desired nothing. He was proud and felt that there
was none happier or luckier than himself in this world. But Chinta Devi, who had not completed her sentence,
added:
“You had to suffer unbearable hardship for my sake.”
“None succeeds without effort,” said Ratan Singh, making an effort to get up.
“There is no question of success in this case,” said Chinta Devi, making him lie down with her soft hands.
“What you did was to protect a woman. I am sure had it been some other woman, then too you would have
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protected her at the risk of your life. To tell you the truth, I had taken a vow of celibacy for life. Your devotion to
me, however, has made me break my vow. Brought up in the lap of warriors, I can lay my heart only at the feet of
a man who is a lion among men and could play with his life. The abandonment of the rake, the smartness of the
clever, and the jugglery of the benevolent—these, according to me, have no place in life. I look upon such people
as freaks of Nature. Only in your heart have I found true devotion. That is why I have been your slave, not only
from today but since long past.”
On the first night of love itself, while silence reigned everywhere and beautiful moonlight ruled the heart of the
two lovers, advices were received that an enemy patrol was advancing. Caught unawares, Ratan Singh got up and
grasped his sword. And brave Chinta Devi looked at him with the selfish love of a coward and said:
“You can order some men to go and challenge the enemy. Why should you go yourself?”
“I am afraid, the enemy is in very large numbers this time,” replied Ratan Singh, placing the rifle in position.
“Then I too shall go,” said Chinta Devi.
“No,” said Ratan Singh. “I am confident, they won’t be able to withstand us. You watch. My first assault shall
remove the foundations from beneath their feet. It appears to be the will of God that our first night of love should
also be a night of our victory.”
“I don’t know why,” said Chinta Devi, “but my heart is giving way. I don’t want to allow you to go.”
A little embarrassed at her simple and affectionate insistence, Ratan Singh pressed Chinta Devi to his heart and
said, “I shall be back, my dear, before daybreak.”
And putting her arms round his neck, with tears in her eyes, Chinta Devi remonstrated.
“But I am afraid, lest you should not return for several days. My heart shall always be with you. Go now. But,
do please send me advices every day. I kiss your feet. Please strike only when it is hot. I say this, because, at
times, you have the weakness of allowing yourself to be swept off your feet. When you see the enemy and plan to
pounce upon him with full force, my only request is that you should study the situation before you take a step
forward. Go now, and come back with the same pride which you have now while you are going away.”
Lust now took the place of the passion for victory which had once possessed her. The same tigress whose roar
shook the hearts of the enemies had now become so feeble-hearted that, while Ratan Singh mounted his horse, she
prayed to God for his safe return. And she kept on looking at him, till he disappeared from sight. In her heart there
was nothing but a void. She climbed the highest minaret in her fort and kept gazing for hours on end in the
direction in which he had gone. The hillocks hid Ratan Singh behind them. Chinta Devi, nevertheless, still
thought that she saw him galloping. It was only after the red glow of the morning sun had peeped through the
trees that her love-trance was broken. There appeared to be little life around. She descended from the tower, and
lay on the bed weeping. She covered her face, and went on weeping.
Hardly a hundred people had accompanied Ratan Singh, but each one of the hundred was a veteran who was
indifferent both to the occasion and also to the number of the enemy, indeed, to his own life. While they spurred
their horses, they sang songs of valor:
Tilted is your turban, oh soldier;
Its honor is in thy hands,
Even if your sword, or your axe fails you,
And your coat of arms and your shield
Are rendered ineffective,
Let your heart not betray you;
Tilted is your turban, oh soldier
Its honor is in thy hands.

The hills rang with the echo of these brave words and the clap-trap of the horses also produced a rhythm of its
own.
The night was over. The sun opened its blood-red eyes and showered its golden glory on the warriors. And it
was in that glorious light that the enemy camp was sighted on the summit of a hill.
With his head bent and his heart hiding the pangs of separation, Ratan Singh advanced slowly. The farther he
advanced, the farther back his heart pulled him. For the first time in his life he harbored troubled thoughts which
made him apprehend danger. For, who knew how the battle would end?
Memories of the heavenly bliss that he had left behind troubled his mind. He remembered Chinta’s wet eyes,
and wanted to turn the horse back. As time passed, Ratan Singh’s heart sank.
Suddenly then, one of his chiefs came closer.
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“You see, brother,” he said, “the enemy is camping on that hill yonder. What is the course of action that we
should adopt? In our opinion, we should attack them without delay, so that they are caught unawares and run
helter-skelter. They are not less than a thousand in that camp. Delay on our part would only serve to alert them.
The situation then might become delicate.”
Ratan Singh looked at the enemy with looks of worry.
“Yes, a thousand,” he said. “At least that number.”
“Should we attack?” asked the chief.
“Do as you wish,” said Ratan Singh. “However, they are strong in numbers and we might think it over.”
“It does not matter,” said the chief. “We have defeated stronger enemies.”
“True, we have,” said Ratan Singh, “but it is no use jumping into the fire.”
“Do you know, brother, what you are saying?” said the chief. “A soldier’s life means jumping into the fire. You
give us the word and then you shall see our valor.”
“I am tired,” said Ratan Singh. “Let’s rest a little.”
“No,” said the chief. “If the enemy gets advices regarding our disposition, we shall be undone.”
“If that be so,” said Ratan Singh, “then you attack without further loss of time.”
The soldiers pulled the reins of their horses and advanced against the enemy. When, however, they ascended
the hill, they found that the enemy had not been taken unawares. It was, therefore, miscalculation by Ratan
Singh’s force. The enemy force was indeed prepared not only for defense but also for assaulting the fort.
When members of Ratan Singh’s force saw the enemy advancing, they realized their own mistake. But it was
too late. There was no way out, save to face the enemy.
Nevertheless, they were not despaired. Had a veteran like Ratan Singh been with them, they would not have
been afraid; for through valor alone, he had triumphed in much worse situations. Wouldn’t he demonstrate his
mastery of the art of battle today also?
All eyes were looking out for Ratan Singh. But Ratan Singh was not to be seen anywhere. Where had he gone?
Nobody knew. But then how could he go away? He was not the one to betray his comrades in a hopeless situation.
No, he would certainly be there, devising means to turn the impending defeat into victory.
In no time, however, the enemy was upon them. After all, what could a handful of soldiers do in the face of a
countless host?
From all sides Ratan Singh’s followers called out for him.
“Where are you, brother?” they asked. “Give us the instructions. Don’t you see, the enemy is already upon us?
And still you are keeping quiet? Come out, and give us the lead.”
But Ratan Singh could not be seen anywhere. The enemy forces were already upon them. The swords clashed.
And with their lives “in the palms of their hands,” the Bundelas started fighting in all their fury.
One Bundela soldier was more than a match for anyone. But here it was one against ten. This indeed was not a
battle; it was a gamble with life. But the Bundelas had a name, because they fought hard, and would never retrace
one step. Here in this case, however, they were not united. Each one advanced in the direction he could and as
much as he could. None cared how it would end. One veteran cut his way through the ranks of the enemy and was
even close to the commander; another one was killed while attempting to mount the commander’s elephant.
Indeed, even the enemy could not withhold praise at their superhuman courage.
But warriors in such situations only leave a name behind; they do not attain victories.
In about an hour’s time the curtain dropped. The play was over. It was like a hurricane that came, uprooted the
trees and was over. Had they been united, even this handful of Bundela warriors could have taught a lesson to
their enemies. But then the one on whom lay the burden of organization was not to be seen anywhere.
The victorious Marathas identified each corpse on the battlefield. Ratan Singh had been an eyesore to them, for
while he lived they could not sleep in peace. They wanted to finish him. They searched each and every stone of
the hill, but could not lay their hands on Ratan Singh. Victory was theirs; but it was incomplete.
Without any apparent reason doubts rose in Chinta Devi’s heart. Never before had she felt so weak. She did not
know how the Bundelas could ever lose. But this feeling of perturbation would not leave her.
If she had been destined to enjoy the bliss of love, she said to herself, her mother would not have left her, while
she was yet an infant, to wander in forests and to live in caves and hideouts. And whatever slender protection she
had did not last long, because even her father too turned his face away. Since his death she had not had even a
day’s respite. Would Destiny now put an end to her bewilderment?
A queer feeling now arose in her weak heart. If God should bring her lover back safely, she would take him
away to a far-off village, settle down there and pass the rest of her life in the service of her beloved husband. She
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would turn her back on warfare. It was for the first time that femininity in her had been awakened.
Came the evening. The sun-god, like a vanquished soldier, appeared to be running to take refuge.
Then, suddenly, a soldier, bare-footed and bare-headed, came up and stood before her. Chinta Devi became
dumb with surprise. She sat dazed, got up and, in great confusion, went to the soldier and asked him in a tone of
anguish:
“Which of them have come back alive?”
“None,” replied the soldier.
“None, you say?” asked Chinta Devi. “None?” And she held her head in her hands and squatted on the ground.
“Marathas are approaching,” added the soldier.
“Are they close at hand?” asked Chinta Devi. “Are they very close?”
“Very close,” said the soldier.
“Get the funeral pyre ready,” said Chinta Devi. “There is not much time left.”
“But we are there to fight to the last,” said the soldier.
“Do as you like,” replied Chinta Devi. “My duty ends here.”
“But we can certainly defend the fort from inside for months on end,” repeated the soldier.
“Then go and do as you wish,” replied Chinta Devi. “So far as I am concerned, I have no enemy left.”
While darkness advanced, trampling light under its feet, the victorious Marathas also trampled the green fields
under their feet, the green fields swaying in the breeze and advanced towards the fort.
The funeral pyre within the fort was being got ready. With the lighting of the lamps, the pyre too was set on
fire. Chinta Devi, now in her best attire, and with an unusual glow on her face and a noble, smiling countenance,
was immolating herself to reach the land where her husband was supposed to have reached.
Men and women had collected round the funeral pyre. And although the fort was surrounded by the enemy,
none could care less. The faces of all and sundry were downcast and bent in grief. For it was only yesterday that,
in this very place, nuptials were performed in great pomp and show. At the very spot where the funeral pyre was
now burning, there had been the sacred fire. Yesterday also the flames had risen up, as they did now, and then too
people had assembled. But how vitally different were the two scenes of today and yesterday! In fact, however, the
difference was only superficial. It was the consummation of the same Yagna, the fulfillment of the same vow.
The thud of the horses was now heard. And it appeared that one soldier was goading his horse at full gallop.
The thud then ceased. A soldier came running into the enclosure of Chinta Devi’s apartment. And the people
looked up in amazement, for it was Ratan Singh.
Gasping for breath, Ratan Singh went up to the pyre, and said:
“But I am still alive, my darling. What have you done?”
The flames from Chinta Devi’s sari were now leaping. Like a drunkard, Ratan Singh advanced towards the
pyre and tried to grab her by the hand. Others advanced to remove the half-burnt logs of wood.
But Chinta Devi did not even look at her husband. She merely motioned to him that he should get away.
Ratan Singh beat his head in shame.
“What has happened to you, my darling? Why don’t you look at me? You see, I am still alive.”
“Your name may be Ratan Singh,” came the voice from the pyre, “but you are not the Ratan Singh who was
mine.”
“Please look at me,” said Ratan Singh. “I am the same Ratan Singh, your servant, your admirer, and your
husband.”
“My husband died a martyr,” replied Chinta Devi.
“How could I make you understand?” asked Hatan Singh. “Please put out the fire, gentlemen. Listen, darling, I
am the Ratan Singh. Don’t you recognize me?”
The flames had now swallowed up Chinta Devi’s face. It looked as if in that fire a lotus had blossomed.
“I do recognize you,” Chinta Devi was heard to say in a clear, unmistakable voice, “but then you are not my
Ratan Singh. My Ratan Singh was brave, incredibly brave. He could not, for the sake of his life, for the sake of
my body, ignore the warrior’s credo. The man whose feet I kissed now graces the paradise. Please do not insult
my Ratan Singh. He was a brave Rajput, not a coward to run away from the battlefield.”
And as these last words had been uttered, the flames consumed Chinta Devi’s head. In no time the precious
lamp of beauty, the worshippers’ idol of valor, the sari was one with the fire. And there stood Ratan Singh—silent,
blank, a mute witness to this tragic scene.
He took a deep breath and himself jumped into the funeral pyre.
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2
Father and son were sitting silently at the door of their hut beside the embers of a fire. Inside, the son’s young
wife, Budhiya, was suffering the pangs of childbirth. Every now and then she gave such piercing cries that the
hearts of both men seemed to stop beating. It was a winter night; all was silent and the whole village was plunged
in darkness.
Gheesu said, “She may be dying. We’ve been out chasing around all day. You ought to go in now and see how
she is.”
Madhava answered peevishly, “If she has to die, then the sooner the better. What’s there to see?”
“You’re heartless. Such lack of consideration for the wife with whom you lived so pleasantly for a whole
year!”
“I can’t bear to watch her in pain and torment.”
Theirs was a family of cobblers notorious throughout the village. Gheesu worked for a day, then rested for
three days. His son, Madhava, tired so quickly that he needed an hour for a smoke after every half hour of work.
Therefore they could find little work anywhere. If they had no more than a handful of grain in the house, they
refused to stir themselves. After a couple of days’ fasting, Gheesu would climb a tree and break off some branches
for firewood. Madhava would take it to the bazaar and sell it. As long as they had any of the proceeds in their
pockets, both of them lazed about. When it came to the fasting point once more, they again collected firewood or
looked for work.
There was no dearth of work in their peasant village; in fact, there were a hundred jobs for a hard-working
man. But these two were called only in emergencies, when an employer had to be content with two people doing
the work of one. If they had been ascetics, they would not have needed restraint or discipline to cultivate
contentment and patience. It was part of their nature.
Their life was strange. They had no property at all in the house except a few mud pots. They covered their
nakedness with a few tattered rags. With no worldly cares and anxieties, in spite of their burden of debts, they
suffered abuse and beatings, but they were never sad. They were so destitute that people always lent them
something or other, though there was never any hope of the debt being repaid. During the season for peas and
potatoes, they habitually plundered somebody’s field. Sometimes they uprooted sugar cane and made a meal out
of it. Gheesu had passed his sixty years in this bohemian fashion, and Madhava, as became a good son, was
treading in his father’s footsteps. He was even adding to the glories of the ancestral name.
Gheesu’s wife had died long ago; Madhava had married only a year ago. Since his wife had come to their
house, she had tried to introduce some sort of order in the family. She managed to earn an handful of flour either
by grinding corn for somebody or by mowing grass, and this filled the bellies of these two shameless creatures.
Since she had come, they had grown even more indolent. They had even begun putting on airs. IF somebody
called them to work, they coolly asked for double wages. Now she was suffering the agony of a difficult birth, and
the two seemed to be only waiting for her to die so that they could sleep undisturbed.
Gheesu dug out a stolen potato from the ashes, and proceeding to peel it, he said, “Just go and see how she is.
Some ghost must have got hold of her; what else can it be? Perhaps a doctor could help, but here even the healer
wants nothing less than a rupee.”
Madhavav was afraid that Gheesuj would polish off most of the potatoes if he were to go inside. He said, “I’m
afraid to go inside.”
“What are you afraid of? I’m right here!”
“Why don’t you go in yourself, then, and see how things are?”
“When my wife died, I never left her side for three whole days. Your wife will feel shy of me. I’ve never even
see her face, and now you want me to see her naked body! Her clothes are probably all in disorder. If she were to
see me, even the little relief of thrashing her arms and legs about would be denied her.”
“I’m thinking what will happen if a child is born. “We’ve nothing at all in the house—oil, candy, and the rest.”
“We’ll have everything, God willing! The same people who refuse us even a crust of bread today will send for
us and offer us money tomorrow. Nine sons were born to me, and we never had anything in the house. But God
helped us to pull through, anyhow.”
In a society in which the condition of those who toiled honestly day and night was hardly better than theirs,
while those who knew how to take advantage of the weaknesses of the peasants were flourishing and prosperous,
the growth of an attitude of mind like this was nothing very strange. We may even conclude that Gheesu was far
wiser than the honest people were, having cast his lot with the ignoble tribe of idlers instead of joining the bunch
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of unthinking peasants. True, he had no finesse in observing the rules and policies that enrich non-producers.
Therefore, while the other members of this class ruled the roost in the village as its leaders and chief men, he was
merely the object of the entire village’s scorn. Still, he at least did not have to indulge in back-breaking toil day
and night. Moreover, other people did not get rich at the expense of his innocence.
Both men dug the potatoes out of the ashes and consumed them while they were still scorching hot. As they
had eaten nothing since the day before, they didn’t have the patience to let them cool. They each burned their
tongues several times. They gobbled at top speed, though their eyes watered with the effort.
Gheesu recalled at this moment the landowner’s wedding party which he had attended twenty years ago. The
satisfaction he had found in that feast was something worth remembering all his life, and the memory was still
fresh in his mind. He said, “I can’t forget that landowner’s feast. I have never since had food to equal it. The
bride’s party had ordered enough wheat cakes to satisfy everyone. Every single person, small or great, was fed on
those cakes, fried in the best butter. Every delicacy was provided—pickles, curds, four varieties of curry, chutney,
sweets! How can I describe to you how wonderful that meal was? There were no limits. You could ask for
anything you liked and have as much of it s you pleased. We ate so much that there was hardly any room left for a
drop of water. Those who were serving went on supplying the guests with hot, round, and fragrant cakes. You said
you didn’t want them, you covered your leaf plate with your hands, but still they put them down before you.
When everybody had rinsed his mouth and wiped his hands, they offered betel nut, too. But I had no thought of
betel nut that day. I could hardly stand up. I went and collapsed on my blanket. Ah, but that landowner was
generous that day!”
Madhava savored the wonder of these delicacies in his imagination and said, “These days we never have a
feast like that.”
“Who can afford such a feast now? That was a different age. Now everyone wants to economize. They don’t
spend either at weddings or funerals. Then what are they going to do with all the money plundered from the poor?
There’s a limit to piling up of money!\fn{ Always I am reminded of a similar saying by Mick Jaggers (1943- , British rock star)
that counters this: “Too much is never enough!”} They ought to go as easy on grabbing as they do on spending.”
“You must have eaten at least twenty cakes?”
“More than twenty!”
“I would have eaten at least fifty!”
“I couldn’t have eaten less than fifty. I was strong then. You aren’t even half the size I was.”
They drank some water after finishing the potatoes and lay down by the fire, their knees pulled up to their
bellies, covering themselves with their loincloths. They were like two huge pythons curled up.
And Madhava’s wife, Budhiya, was still moaning.
*
When Madhava entered the hut in the morning, his wife lay dead and cold. Flies swarmed over her face. Her
eyes were fixed in a glassy stare. Her whole body was covered with dust. The child had died in the womb.
Madhava came rushing out to Gheesu. Each started wailing loudly and beating his breast. When the neighbors
heard this uproar, they came running and tried to console the bereaved in the time-honored fashion.
But there was not much time for weeping and wailing. They had to buy a shroud and wood for the funeral
pyre. Money was as scarce in their house as meat in the nest of a kite!\fn{ A very small species of hawk.}
Father and son went weeping to the landowner’s house. He hated the very sight of these two, both of whom he
had beaten on several occasions with his own hands for thieving and for failing to come to work after promising
to. He asked, “What is it, Gheesu? Why are you weeping, you rogue? I never even see you now. It seems you do
not wish to live in this village any more.”
Gheesu touched the ground with his forehead; his eyes were filled with tears. He said, “Master, I am in very
great trouble. Madhava’s wife passed away last night. She was in agony the whole night long. We sat by her side
through it all. We arranged for medicine and did all we could. But she has departed. Now there is no one to feed
us even a crust of bread, sir! We are ruined. Our home has been devastated. I am your slave, master. Who is there
except you to help us in arranging for her last rites? We have spent all we had on her treatment. Her body can be
removed only if you take pity on us. There is no one else I can turn to.”
The landowner was a kindhearted person. But he knew that to show pity to Gheesu was wasted effort. He
wanted to say, “Get out! You don’t come at all when we send for you; but now that you’re in trouble, you come
bowing and scraping. Scoundrel!”
But this was no occasion for anger or reprimands. Annoyed as he was, he threw down two rupees. He uttered
not a word of solace, however. He did not even glance in Gheesu’s direction.
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When the landowner had given two rupees, how could the shopkeepers and moneylenders of the village refuse
to give anything? Gheesu knew well how to use the landowner’s name in his favor. One man offered two annas;
another gave four. Within an hour Gheesu had collected the respectable sum of five rupees. He got grain from one
place and wood from another. At midday Gheesu and Madhava went to fetch cloth for a shroud from the bazaar.
Neighbors began to cut bamboo and make other preparations.
The tenderhearted ones among the village women came to view the dead body and shed a few tears over
Budhiya’s unhappy fate.
*
When they reached the bazaar, Gheesu said, “We’ve got enough wood to burn her body; isn’t that right,
Madhava?”
Madhava said, “Yes, we have enough wood. Now we need a shroud.”
“Then come, let us buy a cheap shroud.”
“Yes, of course. It’ll be dark before the body is removed. Who’s going to see at night what sort of a shroud it
is?”
“What a bad custom it is that one who gets hardly a stitch of cloth while living must have a new cloth for a
shroud when dead.”
“The shroud is, after all, burned with the body.”
“Of course. Does anyone think it survives? Had we got these five rupees earlier, we could have given her some
medicines and looked after her properly.”
Each guessed the other’s secret thoughts. They wandered about in the bazaar. They went to this cloth shop and
that. They examined various kinds of cloth, silk and cotton, but approved of none. Gradually it became evening.
Then, by some sort of heavenly guidance, they reached a liquor shop and went in, as though according to a
prearranged plan. They stood there for a while, hesitating; then Gheesu approached the counter and said, “Sir,
please give us a bottle, too.”
They got something to nibble at and some fried fish, and then both sat down on the veranda of the liquor shop
to drink peacefully.
After several tumblerfuls downed in a great hurry, the liquor began taking effect.
Gheesu said, “A shroud would have been useless. It would have just got burned. It couldn’t possibly go to
heaven with her.”
Madhava looked at the sky as though calling upon the gods to be witnesses to his innocence, and said, “It’s just
the custom. But why should people give thousands of rupees to Brahmans? Who can know whether it ever
reaches our loved ones in heaven or not?”
“The rich have wealth to squander. They are welcome to do so. We haven’t got anything to waste.”
“But what will you say to people who ask where the shroud is?”
Gheesu laughed. “We’ll tell them we lost the money somewhere. We looked for it everywhere, but found no
trace of it. They won’t believe us, but they’ll have to give us money a second time.”
Madhava also laughed at this unexpected good fortune. He said, “She was a good wife. She provides for us
even after her death!”
More than half the bottle had been consumed. Gheesu sent for several pounds of cakes. Also pickles, liver, and
chutney. There was a meat shop right in front of the liquor shop. Madhava rushed over and brought everything
back in two leaf-covered bundles. He spent a whole rupee and a half on it. Now they had only a few small coins
left.
The two were eating cakes with great righteousness, like lions feeding on game in the jungle. They feared
neither explanations nor ill fame. They had got over such feelings years ago.
Gheesu spoke philosophically. “Our hearts are blessing her for this feast. That would be a virtuous deed in her
favor.”
Madhava bowed his head reverently and said, “Certainly that would be. O God, All-knowing One! Take her to
heaven. We both bless her from our hearts. We are eating today as never before in our lives.”
After a while a certain curiosity arose in Madhava’s heart. “Father, will we also go to heaven someday?”
Gheesu gave no reply to this innocent query. He did not wish to spoil the joy of the present moment by
thinking about the other world.”
“If she asks us there why we gave her no shroud, then what will you say?”
“Nonsense!”
“She will certainly ask us.”
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“How do you know that she’ll have no shroud? Do you think I’m such a fool? Have I learned nothing in all my
sixty years on earth? She’ll have a shroud and a better one than we could have given her.”
Madhava was skeptical. He asked, “Who will give it to her? You spent the money, but it’s me she’ll call to
account. It was I who took on the responsibility, when I married her.”
Gheesu got angry and said, “I tell you she’ll have her shroud. Why don’t you listen to me?”
“Then tell me who will give it?”
“The same people who gave it last time. Only this time, we won’t be given any cash.”
As darkness grew and the splendor of the stars increased, the liquor shop, too, hummed with greater gaiety.
One customer sang, another talked big, a third embraced his companions, and another put his cup to the lips of a
friend.
There was intoxication in the very spirit of the place and in the air surrounding it. Many grew drunk here just
on a couple of drops. They found the atmosphere even more intoxicating than the liquor. The vicissitudes of life
drew them here where they forgot for a time whether they were alive or dead, or didn’t care which.
And these two—father and son—continued to sip happily. All eyes were focused on them. How lucky they
were! They had a whole bottle between them.
After they had eaten their fill, Madhava gave the remaining cakes to a beggar who stood looking hungrily at
them. He experienced for the first time in his life the joy, pride, and glory of giving something.
Gheesu said, “Take it, eat your fill, and bless us! She whose earnings these are has died. But your blessings
will certainly reach her. Let each hair on your body bless her. This money she earned the hard way.”
Madhava again looked up at the sky and said, “She will go to heaven, Father! She will be the queen of
heaven.”
Gheesu stood up, and as though swimming on waves of elation, said, “Yes, son! She will go to heaven. She
never troubled or oppressed anyone. Even in dying, she fulfilled the most heartfelt desire of our lives. If she is not
to go to heaven, who then should go there? The fat ones who plunder the poor then bathe in the Ganges\fn{ The
waters of which are said to purify the soul.} and offer incense in temples to wash away their sins?”
This mood of reverence soon passed. Fickleness is the special virtue of intoxication. They now struck a note of
grief and despair.
Madhava: “But Father, the poor thing suffered hell in this life. How painfully she died!”
He began to weep again, covering his eyes with his hands. Gheesu consoled him. “Why do you weep, son?
You should be happy that she has found her release from this mortal bondage She has been liberated from her
sorrows. She was very fortunate in breaking through the bonds of Maya\fn{ Illusion} so early.”
Then they both stood up and started singing:
O Maya, deceitful one, Goddess of Illusion,
Cast not your beguiling eyes at us.

The eyes of all the other drunkards were focused on this pair and they sang merrily, full of their own joy of
intoxication. Then they began to dance. They jumped and leaped; they fell down and rolled their eyes. They
gesticulated and dramatized their emotions. And in the end they sank down dead drunk.
251.108 Excerpt from Indian Politics Since The Mutiny: Being An Account Of The Developoment Of Public Life
And Political Institutions And Of Prominent Political Personalities: “1919-1935: Non-Co-operation And
After”\fn{by Sir Chirravoori Yajneswara Chintamani (1880-1941)} Visakhapatman, Visakhapatman District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 26
The passing of the Rowlatt Bill brought Mr. Gandhi on the scene. With a faith in passive resistance almost
pathetic and incurable, brought over from South Africa, Mr. Gandhi had rehearsed the practice of this art on a
smaller scale in connection with local grievances in Bardoli in Gujarat and Champaran in Bihar. The success he
achieved there led him to think of the same method on other occasions and on a scale less suited to it. He
started the satyagraha campaign against the Rowlatt Act.
He had been warned by some among those whom he consulted that there was such a tremendous amount of
anti-British feeling in the country, and so little understanding of his own niceties in the practice of satyagraha,
that he would be letting loose forces of disorder which he would be unable to control and in the result the last
stage would be worse than the first. He was told by one that in satyagraha the part of satya would be only his
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part, the agraha would be practiced by others to whom he preached. He brushed aside all objections with a
sweep of his hand and embarked upon his campaign.
The sequel was far worse than those who had warned him had feared. Riots broke out in Lahore, Amritsar
and other places in the Punjab, at Ahmedabad in Gujarat, and elsewhere, in which there was much wanton
destruction of life and property, and orgies of hooliganism were enacted which would have been a disgrace to
any civilized community. Mr. Gandhi was painfully impressed by what had happened, and with a courage all
his own he made a public confession that he had made a “Himalayan blunder.”
Sir Michael O’Dwyer was Lieutenant-Governor of the Punjab. It need not be said that he was not
progressive in outlook or excessively sympathetic by nature. First and last he was a vigorous administrator.
There was not in his composition a particle of the statesman. He had already exasperated his province by overzeal in the recruitment of men for the War.
If the people committed excesses the Government were not behind-hand in doing likewise.
*
Martial law, which is a euphemism for negation of law, was introduced, and it was administered with a
harshness and severity which provoked indignation in the whole country. Dyer’s exploit at Jallianwala Bagh,
Amritsar, was one, if the worst, of a series of acts of brutality. The evidence given before the Hunter
Committee of the following year and still more before the Congress Enquiry Committee left no doubt in
anyone’s mind of the lengths to which authority went in hurting and humiliating the people. Sir Sivaswamy
Aiyer, who is in the constant habit of weighing his words and of being generous to the oppo site side, wrote as
follows on the subject:
The wholesale slaughter of hundreds of unarmed men at Jallianwala Bagh without giving the crowd an opportunity
to disperse, the indifference of General Dyer to the condition of hundreds of people who were wounded in the firing,
the firing of machine-guns into crowds who had dispersed and taken to their heels, the flogging of men in public, the
order compelling thousands of students to walk 16 miles a day for roll-calls, the arrest and detention of 500 students
and professors, the compelling of school children of 5 to 7 to attend on parade to salute the flag, the order imposing on
owners of property the responsibility for the safety of the martial law posters stuck on their property, the flogging of a
marriage party, the censorship of mails, the closure of the Badshahi mosque for six weeks, the arrest and detention of
people without any substantial reason and especially of people who had rendered services to the State in connection
with the war fund or otherwise, the flogging of six of the biggest boys in the Islamiah school simply because they
happened to be schoolboys and to be big boys, the construction of an open cage for the confinement of arrested
persons, the invention of novel punishments like the crawling order, the skipping order and others unknown to any
system of law, civil or military, the handcuffing and roping together of persons and keeping them in open trucks for
fifteen hours, the use of aeroplanes and Lewis guns and the latest paraphernalia of scientific warfare against unarmed
citizens, the taking of hostages and the confiscation and destruction of property for the purposes of securing the
attendance of absentees, the handcuffing of Hindus and Muhammadans in pairs with the object of demonstrating the
consequences of Hindu-Muslim unity, the cutting off of electric and water supplies from Indians’ houses, the removal
of fans from Indian houses and giving them for use by Europeans, the commandeering of all vehicles owned by Indians
and giving them for Europeans for use, the feverish disposal of cases with the object of forestalling the termination of
martial law, are some of the many incidents of the administration of martial law, which created a reign of terror in the
Punjab and have shocked the public.\fn{ Introduction to Martial Law Administration in the Punjab as described by Official
Witnesses. Published by the Madras Liberal League in 1920}

*
I referred to the Hunter Committee.\fn{ The sub-heading here reads: “Non-Co-operation”:H } It was a committee
appointed to inquire into the administration of martial law, with Lord Hunter as Chairman. Three Indian
members of the committee—Sir Chimanlal Setalvad, Pandit Jagat Narayan and Sir Sultan Ahmad—wrote a
minority report. The action taken on the report of the committee was utterly in adequate and failed to give
satisfaction.
Meanwhile the Treaty of Sévres proposed to dismember Turkey, and that kindled the wrath of the Muslims
of India. Mr. Gandhi, quick to seize an opportunity, put forward the two, viz., the failure of the Government to
do justice to the Punjab and the harsh treatment imposed upon Turkey, as reasons for non-co-operation with the
Government. At the Congress held at Amritsar in 1919 the question was hotly debated whether Congress men
should co-operate in the working of the new Government of India Act. There both Mr. Gandhi and Mr. Tilak
were on the side of co-operation.
But Mr. Gandhi later changed his mind. He preached non-cooperation assiduously and in this he found a
strong opponent in Mr. Tilak. What course events would have taken inside the Congress and in the country if
Mr. Tilak had lived to lead the opposition to Mr. Gandhi can only be a matter of speculation. But the stars
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favored Mr. Gandhi. Mr. Tilak died on August 1, 1920, and left no one behind who could be half as formidable
an antagonist to the method of non-co-operation.
A special session of the Congress was held at Calcutta in September, 1920, under the president ship of Lala
Lajpat Rai to consider the proposal of non-co-operation. Beginning with opposition, Pandit Motilal Nehru
became a convert to non-co-operation by the time the Congress took up the resolution. Lala Lajpat Rai was on
the whole against non-co-operation. in his presidential address, but was less clear in his con cluding speech.
Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya and Mr. C.R. Das opposed it right through. They found themselves in a
minority and the Congress committed itself to non-co-operation.
The result was the abstention of Congressmen from the first elections under the new Act held a couple of
months later. Mr. Gandhi’s slogan was non-violent non-co-operation. But Congressmen in their zeal interfered
in the most objectionable manner—it was not the pure milk of non-violence—in the elections that were held in
order to heap trouble and disgrace upon the men who had the temerity to stand as candidates. Their leader was
the first man to condemn what he called “slave mentality,” but the followers had no use for his nice scruples.
Again I speak from personal knowledge when I say that there was no end of non-violent violence or violent
nonviolence, whichever phrase may be preferred, to embarrass the men who dared to think for themselves
and did not possess the “slave mentality” which blindly followed a leader in all his views and ways, except
where their liberty was sought to be restricted by insistence upon righteousness and non-violence. At the
Congress of December 1920, the resolution of the special session was reaffirmed and non-co-operation
became the settled policy of the Congress. At Nagpur Mr. C.R. Das too gave up his dissent and fell into line
with the majority.
*
I said that the older Congressmen’s decision to abstain from the special session of the Congress at Bombay
in 1918 was not a decision of permanent secession from the Congress but that events forced on them the latter
step. The Congress held at Delhi in December, 1918, under the Presidentship of Pandit Madan Mohan
Malaviya, reiterated the resolution of the special session against the Montagu scheme, and in the country there
was a raging, tearing campaign against the secessionists which was not calculated to facilitate reunion. The
differences of temperament, of outlook, of policy between the two sections emerged into prominence
increasingly day by day. Mrs. Besant and Messrs. Govindaraghava Iyer, Srinivasa Sastri and C.P. Ramaswami
Aiyer stuck to the Congress for a year more, but their hope that they would be able to remain there and take
back their colleagues proved vain and they too had to leave that organization. Non-co-operation became the
official policy of the Congress. The parting of the ways was completed.
The Liberals were attacked then and have been continuously attacked since for what was called an act of
desertion. The fact is that to them it was a most painful wrench to separate themselves from the Con gress, the
national organization of India nursed and reared by the older among them, while the younger ones entered
public life as Congressmen and grew up under its auspices. To them patriotism and Congress had been
synonymous terms.
Is it in human nature that they would have taken a step, so painful to them except under a sense of
compelling public necessity? To say the contrary is to deny the attributes of human nature. They knew what
they were letting themselves in for and, with a full consciousness of the unpopularity which would be their
portion, they yet acted as their judgment and their conscience bade them do in the interests of the country as
they understood them and in the service of the cause to which they had given the best in them. I say every
word of this with complete personal knowledge as one of the men who had to take the unpleasant decision.
All sorts of disreputable motives have been attributed to the Liberals for their separation from the
Congress. But this is part of the business of the day for public men and harsh words break no bones. What is
of importance is that a public man should have character. This quality was once defined as “completely
fashioned will.” I conceive that for a man or a body of men to seem to be what they are not, to affect
opinions which they do not hold, to subscribe to policies in which they disbelieve, is far more demoralizing
to the individual, far more detrimental to the growth of honest and wholesome public opinion and far more
injurious to the country than for men honestly to act in accordance with their convictions. No thoughtful man
can commend the hypocrisy that is involved in outward conformity with inward dissent.
I was a Congressman for twenty years and have been a Liberal for seventeen. In the latter period I have
not once been conscious of uttering an opinion or doing an act which I had not or would not have uttered or
done in my Congress days. And what I say of myself, my fellow-Liberals can say of them selves. If Liberals
today are not members of the Congress they are still Congressmen in the sense in which they were, and that
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is enough for them. Herbert Spencer put the case very well for the guidance of pub lic men when he said that
men should do what they deemed to be right:
If public approbation comes, well and good; if it does not come, also well and good, though not nearly so well
and good.

Liberals are human and value the good will of their countrymen. But conscience and judgment come
above public approbation. Merely to seek popularity has been recognized by competent judges as about the
worst fault of which a public man can be guilty. In the light of all that has happened in the Congress and in the
country during the last sixteen years\fn{ This book was first published in 1937; the edition I am using was printed 10 years
later:H} no Liberal today need apologize or doubt or hesitate. If there was a doubt at the beginning whether
Liberals acted rightly the events that have followed one another in quick succession constitute, they are
convinced, their complete vindication.
*
Mr. Winston Churchill wrote with reference to Ireland that reforms planted under the shadow of coercion
could have but a sickly growth. It has been the irony of fate that in India reform and repression seem to have
contracted an unholy alliance. Agitation and repression were in full swing when the first Councils were
established under the Act of 1909, and it has been seen that the Press Act was the first product of the new
Indian Legislative Council’s activity. The Montagu Act of 1919 was preceded by the Rowlatt Act, the
satyagraha campaign and the martial law administration, and it was followed by the non-co-operation
movement.
When the first Councils under the Montagu Act met at the beginning of 1921 the country was full of unrest
and feelings ran so high that every person who was an elected member of any legislative council was dis liked
and distrusted, while the few who accepted office as ministers or members of executive councils came in for
special opprobrium. The introduction of the new constitution was preceded by a gracious Royal Proclamation
and an amnesty to political prisoners.
These, however, had no healing effect, as the memory of the martial law atrocities was fresh in the public
mind. Inaugurating the Chamber of Princes and the new central legislature, His Royal Highness the Duke of
Connaught publicly expressed regret for the Punjab excesses and he read a message from the King-Emperor
definitely recognizing swaraj in the sense of Dominion Status as the goal of British policy.
But no impression was made on the Congress and the pro-Congress mind. The non-co-operation agitation
was carried on intensively throughout the country. Boycott of councils, courts of law and schools and colleges
—what was called the triple boycott—the picketing of liquor-shops, the establishment of panchayats and of
national schools were the main planks of the Congress platform. Less important items such as the
relinquishment of honorary offices and of titles and the boycott of all official func tions need only be
mentioned.
The temper of the people was roused. Open contempt was preached for law, authority was undermined.
There were sporadic disturbances in different parts of the country. While Hindu-Muslim unity was on the lips
of every Congressman, and while Mahatma Gandhi and the brothers Shaukat Ali and Mohammad Ali were
fraternizing with each other, came the most rude shock of the Moplah disturbance in Malabar, in which the
Hindus fared the worst.
His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales visited India in the cold weather of 1921-1922. Congress preached a
boycott of that visit and the preaching was enforced by practical action. The day on which His Royal Highness
landed at Bombay was disgraced by a bloody riot of which Mr. Gandhi himself said that what he had seen
stank in his nostrils.
This riot was followed by instructions by the Government of India to all local governments to repress
without hesitation. All the powers which the law conferred were to be unhesitatingly used and, if they were
found to be inadequate, whatever more powers were needed by the executive government would be given
them. Congress volunteers were declared to be an unlawful body.
The people’s answer to this was to enlist themselves as volunteers in larger numbers. They were sent to jail
by the thousand, among them being such leaders as Mr. C.R. Das and Pandit Motilal Nehru. The authori ties
were hard put to it to prevent the outbreak of riots at places which the Prince of Wales was to visit. When
thousands of educated men were being imprisoned, it was in the nature of things impossible for the Royal
visit to evoke popular enthusiasm. Cause and effect were inextricably mixed up. A way out of the impasse
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was sought when Lord Reading, the Viceroy, was persuaded—principally by his then Law Member, Sir
Tej Bahadur Sapru—to agree to a round-table conference at which spokesmen of the Government and the people
might talk matters over.
Not only Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru, but Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya on the side of the Congress actively
exerted himself to see the suggested conference materialize. Mr. C.R. Das was eager to seize the opportunity, and
that year’s President of the Congress, Mr. C. Vijiaraghavachariar was of the same opinion. So were several other
Congress leaders.
But Mr. Gandhi vetoed this. The situation grew from bad to worse. Mr. Das was the President-elect of the
Congress which met at Ahmedabad, but he was in jail, and Hakim Ajmal Khan, a patriot equally respected by
Hindus and Muslims, by Liberals and Congressmen, was improvised as acting President. The answer of the
Congress to Government’s repression was to go farther in the direction of extremism. The creed of the Congress
was altered, for the worse, as non-Congressmen thought. Among those who unexpectedly signed the new creed
was Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya.
That Congress declared for civil disobedience and appointed Mr. Gandhi as dictator. Things grew from bad to
worse after the session of the Congress. Violence was becoming increasingly frequent. Its culmination was the
savage riot at Chauri Chaura in the Gorakhpur District of the United Provinces. In the Gorakhpur Division no
action had been taken under the Criminal Law Amendment Act, and the Commissioner took pride in the fact that
he had been able to keep the peace in all his three districts without recourse to any special law, and he advised the
Government to withdraw the notification under the Criminal Law Amendment Act from the whole of his division.
What must have been his mortification to find but six or seven days later Chauri Chaura confound him with a
vengeance!\fn{In this incident a mob burned alive 21 policemen and a sub-inspector after policemen had fired into the rear of a
crowd of peaceful demonstrators:H }
The brutality of this riot so went home to Mr. Gandhi’s heart that he declared for the abandonment or
suspension of the non-co-operation movement and the substitution in its place of what was called the
constructive programme.
After Chauri Chaura non-co-operation ebbed, and with its suspension there grew up, inside the Congress,
men who wanted that Congressmen should enter the legislatures and “non-co-operate from within” by
“consistent, continuous and persistent obstruction.”
It must be mentioned here that by this time Mr. Gandhi had been sent to jail, and so had the brothers
Mohammad Ali and Shaukat All. Messrs. C.R. Das and Motilal Nehru came out of jail. They apparently felt
that they had made a sacrifice for nothing and that some other means must be found to make their position felt
by the Government.
It was cleat by then that intensive repression had done its work only too well. Before, however, a change of
programme was finally decided upon, the All-India Congress Committee constituted a committee, for “the
further consideration of the question whether civil disobedience in some form or some other measure of a
similar character should be adopted.” Hakim Ajmal Khan was the president of the committee and its members
were Mr. Motilal Nehru, Dr. Ansari, Mr. C. Rajagopalachariar, Mr. V.J. Patel and Mr. S. Kasturiranga Iyengar.
(The Report was drawn up by Mr. Nehru.)
*
The Report of the Civil Disobedience Enquiry Committee was quite instructive. It was certainly a onesided document, as it was bound to be in the nature of things. But there was in it enough to enable
uncommitted men to draw non-partisan conclusions. It was “admitted that, so far as effort was directed to the
weaning of students from Government schools and colleges, it has met with poor success,” and that the
majority of the students who had come out of Government schools were “obliged to return gradually to their
old schools”: which does not appear exactly to support the claim later made in the report that the non-cooperation movement “has destroyed the prestige of Government institutions.”
*
While “the unfortunate paucity of national institutions” was deplored it was admitted that the condition of such
institutions as existed “is far from satisfactory … in most cases the syllabus of studies is identical with that of the
Government institutions [this will be marked] with the exception of the charkha, handloom and compulsory
learning of Hindi … Almost every institution visited by us was in financial distress.”
The committee recommended a suspension of “all active propaganda calling upon boys to come out of schools
and colleges.”
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But propaganda was again carried on in this behalf during the civil disobedience campaign of 1930,
propaganda accompanied by picketing, which in some cases was intensive as well as offensive. But very little
success attended this renewed effort to seduce from their allegiance to schools and colleges young men in their
teens who had still to cut their wisdom teeth. And one is constrained to smile at the note of triumph struck by the
experienced authors of the Report at the enthusiasm of such young men for their movement. The attempt was not
repeated in the second civil disobedience campaign of 1932.
As regards the boycott of courts the Report says that “it must, as in the case of students, be admitted that this
item of the programme has failed,” and that while the number of lawyers who suspended practice in courts “is
insignificant compared to their full strength … it has now been further reduced by some of them having gone
back to practice for private and other reasons.” The special pleading of the committee in favor of lawyers does
not affect the fact which they admitted. Panchayats were to be substituted for courts of law, as national schools
were to be for Government institutions.
The admission of the failure of the latter attempt was followed in the Report by the confession that “on the
whole the attempt to have any proper substitute for the existing courts has undoubtedly failed.” What oppression
was practiced by some of these panchayats was a matter of public knowledge at that time and may still be
recalled by those whose memories are not too short. Another admission related to khaddar.
“Indeed,” the committee said, “it has now become impossible to say with certainty of any particular piece that
it is shudh khaddar,” and that “not many of the numerous khaddar bhandars dotting the whole country deal
exclusively in the genuine stuff.” It cannot be said of any district or tahsil that “therein a vast majority of the
population have adopted full swadeshi or are clothed out of cloth hand-spun and hand-woven and believe in
and practice all the other items of non-co-operation.”
The picketing of liquor-shops was an item in the non-co-operation programme which was attended with
much unpleasantness and at least some sporadic disturbances. Was it a success from the point of view of the
Congress? Here is the answer given by the committee:
“The immediate effect was marked decline in the consumption of liquor, but after the removal of the
pickets the pendulum swung back and the evil asserted itself again in full force.”
It is notorious that the Government made a far too free use of Section 144 of the Criminal Procedure
Code; that it was employed for purposes for which it had not been intended. But by the side of this must be
placed a significant observation of the committee. They said:
“It is not the case that all orders under Section 144 are invalid; if that were so, Section 144 would be
superfluous, which it certainly is not.”
*
It will be recalled that the boycott of councils played a very large part—I might say the dominant part—in the
Congress activities of the autumn of 1920. Councils, like courts of law, were things “impure,” “unclean,”
“unholy,” the very touch of which was “pollution.”
This item of the programme formed the subject of most careful consideration by the committee. The result
was an equal division of opinion among the members. While Dr. Ansari (who has changed his opinion since
last year) and Messrs. Kasturiranga Iyengar and Rajagopalachariar were for maintaining the boycott, Hakim
Ajmal Khan, Pandit Motilal Nehru and Mr. V.J. Patel took the contrary view. The latter said that the boycott
contemplated by Mr. Gandhi was “the wholesale abstention of voters from voting; he had hoped to keep
councils empty.”
It would appear that the boycott of councils had been agreed to in the first instance under the influence of
Mr. Gandhi’s promise of “swaraj within twelve months.” But the three members who were for re-entry into
councils wrote:
“Times have now changed. Circumstances have altered. The period of the struggle is indefinitely
prolonged.” They further wrote:
Measures affecting the daily life of the people are being enacted year after year. Fresh taxation and huge liabilities
are being imposed and will continue to be imposed with the help and in the name of the so-called representatives of the
people and, nolens volens, the people will have to submit to them. Under these circumstances it is a question for
consideration how far the hold of the Congress over the masses can remain unaffected.
Suppose the Congress persists in the boycott of the councils in its present form and it is found that a greater percentage of
voters record their votes on this occasion, our claim would be discredited. We are inclined to believe that this policy of
abstention has lost its charm and it is not at all unlikely that a greater percentage of voters will poll at the ensuing elections.
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In that event the success gained at the last elections will be a thing of the past and the whole movement might be
adversely affected.

Their conclusion was stated in the following eloquent passage:
Before you are able to clothe a millionth part of the vast population in India in hand-spun and hand-woven
khaddar, before you can supply an infinitesimal fraction of the demand for national educational institutions, before
any appreciable progress can be made in the removal of untouchability, before you can extricate yourself from the
vicious circle which has effectively frustrated your efforts to restore inter-communal unity, we warn you that you
will have completely gone under, unless you open your eyes to the present need of the hour. Theories and dogmas
are all very well in their own way, but they will not carry you far if you ride them to death. Knock these councils
on the head and you will accomplish what millions spent in foreign propaganda cannot achieve. Wreck the reforms
and you will smash at one blow the huge superstructure of world-wide deception which has cost millions to build
up.

Lastly, the advocates of council entry urged it on the ground that it was “a practical and desirable measure of a
character similar to civil disobedience.”
“Of a character similar to civil disobedience”! Self-deception, thy name is ———. These three gentlemen
innocently believed that if only they went in they were certain “to smash the councils” and “wreck the reforms.”
We shall enter the councils to end them, as they cannot be mended as we wish them to be.
As if ending them were child’s play! A most instructive paragraph of the report is paragraph 109 on “sweeping
changes effected.” In that paragraph a chronological account was given of the numerous changes in the Congress
programme made between 1919 and 1922. The other three members contended that “the constitution of seats in
the legislative council with its class, communal and special interests, renders it absolutely impossible to secure a
majority sufficient to create deadlocks in the manner contemplated.” They further wrote:
When the proposal was discussed in 1920 Mahatma Gandhi deprecated it on the ground that it was not a good and
honest policy to get entrance into an institution in order to wreck it. Further, every member is required to take the oath
of allegiance which includes a solemn promise “faithfully to discharge the duty upon which he is about to enter.”
No conscientious person can stand for election with the avowed object of wrecking the institu tion and take such
an oath, and except by casuistry or mental reservation can feel justified in adopting such a course. Indis criminate
obstruction must be a manifest violation of the oath and it should be repellent to every sincere believer in the
basic principles of the non-co-operation movement.

To one whose considered opinion was opposed to the whole of this new programme as being wholly
misconceived this record of changes is pathetic. The “triple boycott” having been finished, an internecine
struggle ensued between swarajists, as the council entry section styled themselves, and the no-changers, as the
others were called. In the struggle the two principal lieutenants of Mr. Gandhi, Messrs. C. R. Das and Motilal
Nehru, led the council entry section. Those opposed to them had no comparable leader, the Mahatma being still
in jail.
A special session of the Congress was held at Delhi in the autumn of 1923 to get sanction for Congressmen to
seek election. It was obtained, and in the elections that followed Congress candidates achieved great success in a
majority of provinces. There was a trial of strength between the no-changers and the swarajists after Mahatma
Gandhi’s return from jail. The latter triumphed, and Mahatma Gandhi helped them thereafter.
*
Notwithstanding their great electoral successes the swarajists were not in a majority in almost any council. But
by a judicious combination with members of other parties they succeeded in putting an end to ministries in Bengal
and the Central Provinces.
In other legislative bodies there was on a majority of occasions agreement between, and joint action by,
Congress and other nationalist members. The work of the legislatures afforded convincing proof that the points of
agreement among Indian nationalists of one party and another are far more than any differences.
This was anticipated by the Civil Disobedience Committee. It was said in the committee’s report:
A good deal has been said about fundamental differences of principles (among the various schools of thought in
India), but those principles themselves relate only to methods and do not affect the essentials … Making every
allowance for such differences … we think there will be left a substantial residuum of good and solid work in which
all parties can join without any sacrifice of principle. We are conscious that the irresistible logic of facts has
compelled us to say some hard things about the general attitude of councillors and co-operators throughout the
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country, but we must not be understood to mean that all councillors and co-operators are alike. Many of them have
undoubtedly tried their best to work, if on lines of co-operation, in the right spirit … We venture to think that,
while agreeing to differ where difference is unavoidable, it is possible to discover a common basis for joint action
if both parties meet in the right spirit. A beginning, however small, once made, is bound to lead to very desirable
results … As it is the highest duty of a non-co-operator to co-operate with his own countrymen where possible, we
trust that those indications will develop into definite proposals at no distant date.

*
It is to be regretted that this wise conception of public duty was completely forgotten by Congressmen in every
election in which they took part.\fn{ This sub-head reads: “Congress Attitude Towards Non-Congress Nationalists”:H } Even
after actual experience of council work had demonstrated to the satisfaction of Congress M.L.A.’s and M.L.C.’s
that they had derived strength from the co-operation of other nationalist members, that in fact they would have
achieved little success in the absence of such co-operation, every time they declared war upon non-Congressmen
without reference to their character or antecedcnts. This point need not be elaborated as our latest experience is as
recent as last year.\fn{ 1937, dating back from the first publication of the book:H } The experiment was once tried in the
British House of Commons of a combination of co-operation inside Parliament concurrently with war in the
constituencies.\fn{ The reference is to the relations between the Labour and Liberal parties in 1924 } The experiment
failed disastrously. I cannot help thinking that Congressmen, individuals excepted, have come to regard
themselves as supermen and developed a degree of contemptuous intolerance for those who do not swear by
their very frequently changing dogmas and “doxies” and that they have not always been able to resist the
temptation of placing party above country.
*
Congress candidates for the legislature were required to pledge themselves to act always in obedience to
mandates that they might receive from the authorities of the Congress. The basic principle of parliamentary
government is that elected members are responsible to their constituencies and not to an authority outside the
legislature and unrelated to constituencies.
Mr. J. A. Spender characterized this as a “subversive and anti-parliamentary doctrine.” The Labour Party in
England tried the same method in 1924 when the first Labour Government was in office. They partially
succeeded in forcing it upon the Government. The result was the defeat of the Government within ten months
of taking office.
*
Having failed, as they were bound to do, in their ambition to “smash” or “end” the councils and “wreck the
reforms,” Congress legislators made a brave show of a staged walkout from all legislative bodies in March 1926.
But from council after council were received appeals from Congress members for permission to walk in again on
the ground of the special importance of certain subjects. In order not to lose their hold over their members the
central Congress executive went on giving such permission wherever it was applied for. Between March, 1926,
and the dissolution of the then Assembly and councils, it was a regular scene. Congressmen walking and walking
out for reasons best known to themselves. They were characterized by one Finance Member in the United
Provinces as “peripatetic patriots,” while Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru described their theatricalities as “patriotism in
locomotion.”
They all stood for election again in 1926, but, this time, at least some of them found that the gilt was off the
gingerbread. Electors were confused by the walk-in, walk-out policy. They could not be sure whether Congress
members would stick to their seats and do their duty, and they saw that the councils, far from being smashed or
ended, were flourishing, Congressmen themselves vying with one another to re-enter them.
There was another obstacle to a repetition of the dramatic success of 1923. During those three years
Congressmen succeeded in producing on the Hindu mind the impression that Hindu interests, wherever they
clashed with Muslim, were not safe in Congress hands. The length to which some Congress leaders were prepared
to go to propitiate Muslims was shown by the “pact” concluded in December, 1923, by Mr. C.R. Das with
the Muslims of Bengal. It was furiously denounced by Bengal Hindus and condemned by Hindu public
opinion generally in the whole country, Congress Hindus included. Therefore the Hindu Mahasabha
entered the lists, and under the leadership of Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya and Lala Lajpat Rai
achieved striking successes. In the councils elected that year the Congress element was distinctly weaker
than in the preceding councils. Again there was almost complete co-operation, as I can say from direct
knowledge, among them, Liberals and other nationalists.
Always, however, co-operation ended when an election was on. The Congress members were again
called out during the lifetime of those councils and subsequently they were asked to resign. They went
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back last year to the Assembly and will return to the provincial legislatures at the next election. It is a
curious commentary upon the soundness of the initial policy of boycott of councils that no less a man
than Mahatma Gandhi himself should have declared, as he did a few months ago, that the parliamentary
mentality had come to stay in the Congress, and that he himself should have actively supported re-entry
into councils, although some of his more devoted followers could not be persuaded to this way of
thinking.
*
In those years (1921-1924) great stir was made in the Punjab by the Sikh movement, the Akali, against
another section of Sikhs, the Udasi. The agitation was modeled on the Con gress satyagraha, and the
Government of the Punjab dealt with it by the familiar method of repression. The law was certainly broken
by the Akalis, but it is equally undoubted that the Government method of handling them was marked by
excess of harshness and altogether left much to be desired. The trouble went on during the flabby régime of
Sir Edward Maclagan in the Punjab. But a master-mind\fn{ Sir Malcolm (now Lord) Hailey } took his place in
1924 and was quickly able to find a solution, not by coercion but by consent. The Congress, or Congress men, took the side of the Akalis, it may be assumed less because of appreciation of the merits of the dis pute
between them and the Udasis than because the former came into conflict with the Government. It is
noteworthy and significant that wherever there has been trouble in the land, on any matter and for what ever
reason, Congressmen have nearly always been soon on the spot on the side of the party that caused the
trouble, provided it was against the Government or capitalists or landlords. Well might they say,
“I bring not peace but the sword.”
*
Organized mass civil disobedience was embarked upon in 1930 and again in 1932. What the result has been
need not be stated. The patron saint of this political method publicly declared last year that he was convinced
that he alone in the whole country was qualified and competent to practice civil disobedience. How one
could wish that this discovery had been made by him before and not after he had led tens of thousands of
people to jail and disturbed the whole political situation.
So the end of it all—passive resistance, satyagraha, non-co-operation, triple boycott, mass civil
disobedience—is that the principal concern of Congressmen today, after and as the result of their various
experiences, is to find the largest possible number of places for them selves in legislative councils. The
only difference between them and the much-abused Liberals is that the latter were able to anticipate
what Congressmen could learn only by repeated and bitter experience.
Lord Rosebery defined statesmanship as the foresight of common sense. I will not emphasize the
application of this definition to Indian political parties.
*
At the present moment Congressmen are finding it the most difficult question to decide whether they
should or should not accept office in provinces where the elections may place them in a position to
form governments. I earnestly hope that the decision of the Congress will be in the affirmative.\fn{ And
so it has been } It is quite certain that all hope of wrecking the councils is futile. The councils will be so
constituted as to make this impossible. The utmost that can be attempted by any individual or party is to
do such work in office or in opposition as will produce the maximum result, firstly to promote the well-being of
the people, and secondly—this is not less important than the first—to facilitate substantial amendments of the
unacceptable Constitution that has been imposed upon us, so that the advent of swaraj may be accelerated.
The Government of India and the Legislative Assembly did good work in 1922 in repealing the Press Act of
1910 and some other repressive laws. The credit for this must be given chiefly to the then Law Member, Sir Tej
Bahadur Sapru, who presided over the committee which inquired into the subject.
*
Unfortunately the repeal of the Press Act was soon followed by the Princes’ Protection Act, and one more Act
has since been passed for their “protection.”
“Protection” from whom and from what? In the vast majority of States even elementary political rights are
denied to the people. They have no right of public meeting, no free Press, no representative institutions, no
independent judiciary.
The Indian States Peoples’ Conference has to assemble in British India. For the ventilation of grievances the
people of the States have to depend in the main upon the Press of British India. The princes as a whole have given
no evidence of a change of political mentality. Every time they insist upon the retention of absolute power in their
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hands. Yet, far from persuading them to redress the grievances of their subjects and to grant to them a modicum of
political rights, the Government of India have twice come to their rescue by means of legislative measures to
“protect” them from criticism in the Press of British India.
*
In the year 1923 India was agitated by a new policy in Kenya directed against the Indian settlers there. It
was a policy so anti-Indian that the Rt. Hon. V.S. Srinivasa Sastri, of all the people in the world, was
compelled to think aloud of the necessity of India seeking a destiny outside the Empire, and he advocated the
boycott of the British Empire Exhibition of that and the following year. The good work done by Sir Tej
Bahadur Sapru on this and the twin subject of the position of Indians in South Africa at the Imperial
Conference held in London during that autumn must be mentioned.
*
The year 1924 saw bloody communal riots in several parts of the country, in particular in Delhi and the
United Provinces. Mahatma Gandhi was so oppressed by these outbreaks, after all that had been said on HinduMuslim unity in connection with the non-co-operation movement, that he resolved to fast for a number of days.
This led to the convening by Mr. Mohammad Ali as the Congress President of that year, in co-operation with
Swami Shraddhanand, of a unity conference in Delhi.
It was largely attended. Earnest discussions took place. The most excellent spirit prevailed on both sides. The
Metropolitan himself attended and blessed the conference.
Yet there was no result. It was a conference in which both Congressmen and Liberals, the Muslim League as
well as the Hindu Mahasabha, took part. Shortly after, a drastic ordinance was promulgated in Bengal for dealing
with the terrorist movement and many persons, including Mr. Subhas Chandra Bose, were interned.
This was the occasion for another conference of all the parties in Bombay. A committee was appointed there,
with Mahatma Gandhi as chairman and Mr. Motilal Nehru as secretary, to consider in detail how inter-communal
harmony could be promoted and unity between political parties brought about.
The committee met in Delhi in January, 1925, under the chairmanship of Mahatma Gandhi. Having started
with the Hindu-Muslim question it ended with it. Protracted deliberations followed for a whole week. Again the
deliberations proved infructuous.\fn{Unfruitful} In that committee I was able personally to witness for the first time
a suppressed revolt among prominent Congressmen against the ideas of Mahatma Gandhi and Messrs. C.R. Das
and Motilal Nehru.
The communal tension was not eased. The Calcutta riots of 1926, the riots at Dacca, the riots in Bombay,
repeated riots in the United Provinces, of which the culmination was the disastrous Cawnpore riot of 1931—all
proclaimed trumpet-tongued that there was no Hindu-Muslim unity. In the United Provinces one Governor almost
boasted in his farewell speech that he had had to deal with no fewer than eighty-three communal riots during his
five years!
*
This communal tension increased the activities of the Hindu Mahasabha, which had existed for years
before, without, however, becoming conspicuous as a public body that had to be reckoned with. More Hindu
leaders joined its ranks. But it derived its strength principally from the feeling among the Hindus that they
were not getting a square deal. Rightly or wrongly, they think and feel that there is in the policy and measures
of Government and in the attitude of their officers something which is not condu cive to the advancement of
the Hindu community. They are blamed for being communalists, and there are many critics—and not only
among non-Hindus—to whom the very existence of the Mahasabha appears to be an offence. Curiously
enough, the identical view is not taken of the Muslim League and other Muslim organizations.
The Congress itself in 1916 treated the Mahasabha with scant courtesy by refusing to give its
representatives a hearing when discussions were in progress between the Congress Committee and the Council
of the Muslim League which resulted in the so-called Lucknow Pact. Among Hindu political lead ers, all of
them nationalists, there were several in earlier years who favored the establishment of Hindu sabhas and
joined them where they were started. Among them were Pandit Bishan Narayan Dar, Babu Ganga Prasad
Varma and Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru. Some of them are no more, a few have changed their opinions. Similarly,
some who had not been convinced of the expediency of a Hindu communal organization were in later years
converted to the opposite view and have since joined the Mahasabha.
In the Punjab, however, where the communal issue has ever been to the fore, Hindu leaders without exception
were members of the Hindu sabha, including such men as Swami Shraddhanand, Sir Pratul Chatterji, Rai Bahadur
Kali Prasanna Roy, Rai Bahadur Lal Chand, Lala Lajpat Rai and Sir Shadi Lal. After the Punjab comes Bengal in this
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line of thought and activity. One Punjab leader\fn{The late Rai Bahadur Lal Chand in 1908} went so far as to speak of the
(Hindus’) “weakening desire for unity” (with Muslims), while Swami Shraddhanand’s opinion was, “Hindu-Muslim
unity may be the result but will not be the cause of swaraj.”
But outside the Punjab it was thought at one time, and for long, that the Congress was there and there should be no
Hindu organization. What view the present-day Congress takes of Hindu-Muslim questions, not excepting even the
communal “award,” is a fact too recent to need special mention. The question is whether, consistently with our larger
national allegiance and our efforts to attain swaraj, it is or is not the duty of the Hindus, in the situation as it has
developed in recent years and is today and threatens to be at least for some time yet, to bestow a thought on the
requirements of their community. Let it be remembered that Muslim communal organizations are in full vigor and
strength.
The continued existence of separate communal electorates is a far more important fact. The tone and direction
given to activities inside legislative councils on communal issues by the presence in them of members owning
separate allegiance to their different communities, he who runs may read. The nature of the coming Con stitution
may justly lead people to apprehend that in the near future communal unity is not likely to reign supreme in the
country. I consider myself to be about as good a nationalist as any in the country. But I cannot forget and do not
want to forget that I am a Hindu and that it is my duty as a public man to exert myself in defense of the interests
of Hindus as an integral part of the Indian nation.
I am quite sure my co-religionists in general feel as I do. Mr. Birrell’s observation is apposite, viz., that while
it is bad to be oppressed by a majority it is worse to be oppressed by a minority. In all the circumstances, I do
feel convinced of the necessity of a strong and representative organization of the Hindu community, not with
offensive intent or in a spirit of communal bigotry, but wholly for defensive purposes and with complete fidelity
to the national ideal.
The danger should be guarded against of its getting into the hands of what for want of a better word may be
called fanatics. Their over-zeal is not a service to the community. And it deters moderate men who can be useful,
from identifying themselves with that body.
*
It is unfortunate that the age-old weakness of the Hindu community to be a house divided against itself has not
disappeared under the stress of modern necessities. While Musalmans almost to a man act as a unit whenever they
feel rightly or wrongly that their communal interests are in jeopardy, Hindus have never done so. The greatest of
Muslim landed magnates make common cause with the humblest of their co-religionists and join in representa tions to Government in their behalf, but a large number of Hindu zamindars would not publicly associate themselves with their aggrieved co-religionists lest thereby they offend the Government. Among Hindus of the middle
class the sentiment of nationalism deters not a few from coming forward as spokesmen of their community.
I have reason to think that the majority of Hindu officials have an idea that, if they even do bare justice to their
co-religionists, they are likely to be stigmatized as being anti-Muslim as well as to displease their official
superiors, and therefore they are prone to go out of their way to stretch a point or two in favor of the other
community.
The differences between the advocates and the opponents of social reform also militate against united action.
Dissatisfied with the progressive attitude of the Hindu Mahasabha on questions of social reform, the more
orthodox have started a separate organization of their own. For a wonder, they appropriate to themselves the
designation of sanatanists, as if there were in the customs and institutions to which they tenaciously cling
anything sanatan! A consideration of the rationale of the caste system would not be relevant to the subject of
these lectures. But this may be said: The caste spirit carried into secular public affairs has not only nothing to
justify or even excuse it, but is daily proving most harmful to the community as a whole. It is an ironic tragedy
that this objectionable spirit is betrayed even by persons who in their daily lives have openly discarded every
restraint imposed by the rules of caste.
*
The non-Brahmans of Madras, followed by those of Bombay and the Central Provinces, have in recent years
organized themselves on the basis of non-Brahmanism which has often degenerated into anti-Brahmanism. Their
organization in Madras is called the Justice party. With the ostensible object of obtaining justice for them selves,
the non-Brahmans of the Justice party have not hesitated to advocate as well as do gross injustice to Brahmans.
This division of the Hindu community into Brahmans and non-Brahmans carried into the poli tical sphere is
another and a patent source of weakness to the community as a whole. Curiously enough, non-Brahmans,
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including those who belong to the so-called Justice party, are not more just or liberal to the depressed classes
than the Brahmans who are their pet aversion.
The non-Brahman movement is limited to non-Brahman caste Hindus. This was stated in evidence before the
Joint Select Committee of 1919 on behalf of the Justice party.
Can the Government of Madras be wholly acquitted of partiality for the non-Brahman movement which has
found concrete expression in the Justice party? I fear not. An illuminating piece of evidence was furnished
during the examination by Lord Sinha of Sir Alexander Cardew, who was so prominent in the Government of
Madras in those years, before the Joint Select Committee on the Government of India Bill. Sir Alexander
having emphatically denied that the Government of Madras had at any time done any thing to stimulate the
growth of the Justice party, Lord Sinha confronted him with a passage in an official resolution which bore the
signature “A.G. Cardew” with the result that the witness had to look small and give up his assertiveness.
The examination of Sir K.V. Reddy by Mr. Montagu before the same Committee was equally interesting
and suggestive in this connection.
*
To treat any human beings as untouchables is a grotesque travesty of religion, yet millions of them have been
so treated for centuries. Those neglected people are now having their revenge on the community which has illtreated them. The removal of untouchability and the elevation of the depressed classes by means of education and
economic development has always been a main plank in the platform of the social reformer.
But it is true to say that vitality has been imparted to the movement by the supreme effort of Mahatma Gandhi.
The fullest political advantage has been taken of the existence of the depressed classes by those well-wishers of
India who are eager to postpone, till Doomsday in the afternoon if they could, self-government for India. There are
depressed classes among Mahommedans and Christians too—the former was admitted in the Legislative Council by
the Muslim Minister in the United Provinces' —but their existence is ignored in political discussions. It cannot be
without meaning that in census after census the numbers of the classes called depressed show a marvelous increase.
And let it be remembered that it was a British official who was census commissioner, Mr. (afterwards Sir Edward)
Gait, who for the first time gave instructions that in the census returns the depressed classes should be shown as
being separate from other Hindus.
I am not concerned here and now with the theatrical gesture lately made by a leader of those classes that he would
leave the Hindu fold and become an adherent of some other religious persuasion; perhaps any other religious
persuasion. It would appear that religion is not a matter of belief but of worldly convenience. However this may be,
the point relevant to my argument is that this huge problem of untouchability and the depressed classes has the most
disastrous weakening effect on the Hindu community.
*
Other recent developments that should be noticed are the organization of labor and the awakening of
women. Both are most welcome to every Indian patriot. The former is as yet limited to urban or industrial
labor; agricultural labor is in still greater need of organization. There are several public-spirited men to
whom credit should be given for helping labor organize itself. I trust it will not be invidious if I single out
one name among them as worthy of special mention: I allude to my friend, Mr. N.M. Joshi of the Servants of
India Society, Bombay, to whom high praise should be given for the splendid work he has done in the service
of labor.
It should be acknowledged that the Government of India have been sympathetic and successive members
of the Governor-General’s Executive Council have on the whole cooperated cordially with the more
moderate and responsible leaders of the Labour movement. Among the officers of the Government of India I
desire to make particular mention of the valuable services of Mr. A. G. Clow to promote the well-being of the
working classes. Nor must praise be withheld from the Labour Corn-mission, most ably presided over by Mr.
Whitley, a. former Speaker of the House of Commons.
*
I commend to everyone a perusal of the reports of the annual sessions of the All-India Women’s Conference.
They are a record of the activities of public-spirited ladies for improvement in the condition of women. The
educated women of India are pulsating with a new life. They have made such advance that, if Mahadeo Govind
Ranade, the greatest worker in the field of social reform in the latter half of the nineteenth century, were alive today, his heart would rejoice. Among much that is depressing and distressing in the situation and the prospect, one
may derive hope for the future from the patriotic activities of the women of India. Not the least encouraging
circumstance is that almost with one voice they have refused to be dragged into communal controversies.
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*
Let me go back to my chronological record. In the year 1924, when Lord Olivier was the Secretary of
State, the Reforms Enquiry Committee was appointed by the Government of India under the chairmanship of
Sir Alexander Muddiman, the then Home Member, to inquire into the working of the Montagu-Chelmsford
reforms and to make recommendations which could be considered without an amendment of the Act of 1919.
The evidence taken by the committee was highly instructive. The spirit in which the bureaucracy
frustrated the noble intentions of Mr. Montagu could be read in al most every line of the opinions of
provincial governments laid before the committee. Governors in Council constituted themselves the judges of
the work of ministers and legislative councils. The latter came in for adverse criticism wherever they did not
fall into line with the views of the permanent officials. The tale that ex-ministers had to tell of their respective
experiences conveyed its own moral. The committee made tepid recommendations. Four of its members—Sir
Sivaswamy Aiyer, Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru, Mr. Jinnah and Dr. Paranjpye—made a separate report. Their
conclusion was
that no such transitional system can be devised which can satis factorily solve the administrative or political
difficulties which have been brought to our notice.

“To our mind,” they added,
the proper question to ask is not whether any alternative transi tional system can be devised, but whether the
Constitution should not be put on a permanent basis with provisions for automatic progress in the future so as to
secure stability in the Government and the willing co-operation of the people.

And they urged that a serious attempt should be made at an early date to solve the question. Sir Muhammad
Shafi, also a member, signed the majority report; but on release from office, a few weeks later, Sir Muhammad
allowed himself to be interviewed and stated that as an official he had been bound by the limits imposed by the
scope of the inquiry, but as a non-official he agreed with the authors of the Minority Report.
Not only was no heed paid to their opinion, but even the meager recommendations of the official section of the
committee were not carried into effect.
*
A controversy that raged furiously about this time related to the exchange ratio. Should the value of
the rupee in terms of the pound be fixed at 16d. or 18d.? Indian opinion was strongly for the former, not
unanimously, it is true, but overwhelmingly. Official opinion was for the higher point. The latter was embodied
in a legislative enactment by a narrow majority of the Legislative Assembly. The controversy that surrounds
this question is still alive. A large majority of Indians competent to express an opinion has uniformly held that
the 18d. rupee is disastrous to Indian trade and industries. It today holds that experience has demonstrated this
to be so. It is contended that the 18d. rupee has aggravated the problem, always serious, of agricultural
indebtedness.
In 1931 England went off the gold standard, but the Indian rupee was linked to the sterling by an autocratic
fiat of the new Tory Secretary of State, Sir Samuel Hoare. Since then there has been from India an
unprecedented export of gold. While other countries have taken steps to sit tight upon their gold accumulations,
the spectacle has been presented by India of the unrestricted export of gold, the Government almost gloating
over it as a blessing to the country.
The whole of the currency and exchange policy of the Government of India since 1893 has been dictated by
the City of London through the India Office. The dissent of competent Indians, beginning with Dadabhai
Naoroji, including R.C. Dutt, D.E. Wacha, G. Subramania Iyer and G.K. Gokhale, and reinforced later by Sir
Dadiba Dalal and others, has gone for nothing. And we have been presented this year with a new Constitution
Act in which the British have taken care not to give to the future government and legislature of India the right to
decide currency and exchange policy except as the Governor-General may deem to be right. What havoc the
policy of the last forty-two years has played is sufficiently illustrated by the single case of the sale of reverse
councils in 1920, an operation which the Times of India described as “organized plunder.”
*
The close of the year 1926 was saddened by a foul tragedy. The revered Swami Shraddhanand was murdered
in his own house by a Muslim visitor. The crime was directly due to the Swami’s zealous championship of the
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Hindu cause. Swami Shraddhanand was an ornament of the race. First a practicing pleader, Lala (later known as
Mahatma) Munshi Ram gave up worldly work and wrote his name in history by the establishment of an
educational institution unique in the whole country, the Gurukula of Kangri. A leader of the Arya Samaj, Swamiji
(who took the name of Shraddhanand after becoming a sanyasi) labored all his life for the elevation of the Hindu
community by means of religious and social reform and educational advancement. He was a nationalist to the
core and was dragged into active politics by what he had seen of the atrocities of the martial law administration in
the Punjab. He acted as chairman of the reception committee of the Congress held at Amritsar in 1919.
The murder aroused the greatest indignation in the Hindu community from one end of the country to the other.
In Swami Shraddhanand Hindus and India lost a high-souled patriot whose life and services will long remain a
treasured possession of the people.
*
Great efforts were made during these years for the liberalization of Britain’s military policy in India, carrying
with it a substantial reduction of the burdensome military expenditure which has always been not merely
excessive but crushing. Mr. Robert Knight, an English journalist in India, who earned the gratitude of Indians by
his able and vigorous advocacy of their cause, laid down two tests by which to determine the relative share of
England and India in the cost of defense. They are the relative capacity and the relative interest of the two
countries. Actually, England has uniformly sought to cast upon India as much of the burden as she could decently
do, and sometimes more than decency would have permitted. Henry Fawcett, a great friend of India, in his day
stigmatized one act of financial injustice as
a masterpiece of melancholy meanness.

In truth, the whole chapter has been made up of a series of acts of “melancholy meanness.” Commissions and
committees have been appointed from time to time ostensibly to give satisfaction to India, but not one of them has
resulted in substantial relief to this poor country. Viceroy after Viceroy, beginning with Lord Mayo, protested
against the injustice to India, but protested in vain. Lord Northbrook, one of those Viceroys, raised a debate on the
subject in the House of Lords in 1893. The Secretary of State admitted the injustice, but said that the India Office
was not eager to reopen the question because its experience had been that every time this was done the result was
the imposition of a fresh burden upon India.
Sir Walter Layton, the financial adviser of the Simon Commission statistically demonstrated that in no other
country was so large a part of the revenue absorbed by military expenditure. In a minute written by him a year
before the conclusion of the War, Sir William Meyer, then Finance Member, a man of uncommon ability who
served India faithfully, recorded his opinion that Post-War military expenditure in India should not exceed twentyfive crores per annum. It is notorious that in some years it exceeded double this amount, and now it is nearly so.
There is no money for social or economic development or educational advancement because of the “home
charges,” and this military expenditure, parts of that drain of wealth from the country against which Dadabhai
Naoroji inveighed all his life. I may here record an observation made to me by Lord Sinha. He said that no Indian
knew Englishmen better than he or had a greater admiration for the many splendid traits of their character. But, he
added, they should never be trusted where £. s. d.\fn{ Pounds, shillings and pence:H} were involved. It was an
Englishman who summed up British character in the phrase
always the purse, often the brain, seldom the heart.

Of the many injuries wrought by foreign rule none has been so grievous as the military policy of Britain in
India. In one word, it is a policy of distrust. Right up to the year 1917 Indians as such were completely excluded
from the commissioned ranks of the army. Since the removal in principle of the disability in that year progress in
the Indianization of the commissioned ranks of the army has been made at a snail’s pace. At the present rate,
which Government have shown no disposition to accelerate, the army of India will not be wholly Indian ized even
after three hundred years. The Government committee, known to fame as the Skeen Committee, made more or
less liberal recommendations but to no effect, presumably because the committee included “a majority of Indian
gentlemen,” a phrase employed by the Simon Commission, probably to justify the rejec tion of its
recommendations. The report of the Defense Sub-Committee of the first Round Table Conference did not err on
the side of liberality in the recommendations which it embodied, but even its utterly inadequate proposals have
not been faithfully carried into effect. A committee was appointed a few months later, presided over by Sir Philip
336

Chetwode, and it reached such conclusions that the Indian members, including such a man as General Rajwade of
Gwalior, had to dissent from them. I said in an address delivered fifteen years ago:
“Does England ask for India’s trust? She on her part must trust India. And England’s military policy will be the
touchstone of her sincerity.” I am obliged to say that she has not proved her sincerity.
I cannot leave this part of the subject without paying the highest tribute to our honored countryman Sir
Sivaswarnv Aiyer, for the invaluable services he has rendered in this cause with a knowledge, ability, wisdom and
devotion all his own.
I must here come back to the subject of Constitutional reform. Having rejected the nation-wide demand that
the earliest steps should be taken to amend the Government of India Act of 1919 so as to confer responsible
government on India, the Tory Government in England suddenly decided in 1927 to antedate by two years the
statutory commission provided for by that Act. The Secretary of State, Lord Birkenhead, candidly stated that he
should not leave the appointment of the commission to a Labour Government which might come into office. The
result was the Simon Commission.
*
The Simon Seven were all Englishmen. It was not only that Indians qua Indians were excluded, but the reasons
given therefore were the most insulting. It was a mere pretext that the Commission must consist of members of
Parliament and therefore must necessarily be exclusively British, for at that time there were two Indians in
Parliament, Lord Sinha in the House of Lords and Mr. Saklatwala in the House of Commons. The British
Government would not include even the former. The stamp of inferiority was fixed on the brow of Indians merely
because they were not “God’s Own Englishmen.” In this the official leaders of the Labour party concurred.
India’s answer was a boycott of the Commission. In this boycott the lead was given by Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru;
the supporters of boycott included such men as Sir Sivaswamy Aiyer, and Congressmen and Liberals acted
together. The processions of boycotters were answered by police lathi charges, and the principal victim, as I have
said earlier, was Lala Lajpat Rai. The Commission’s inquiries aroused little interest in the country, and when its
belated report was produced in 1930 it amazed Indians by some of its astounding proposals.
India was not to have Dominion Status, she was not to have a responsible central government. The present
Legislative Assembly must give place to a body indirectly elected which could be trusted to be more acquiescent
in executive decrees. The army of India was to be under the control of His Majesty’s Government in England,
India, however, paying for its cost. It is needless to say more upon this portentous document than that Sir
Sivaswamy Aiyer of all people dismissed it with the remark that it
should be placed on the scrap-heap.

India did not content herself with the negative answer of boycott to the insult of the Simon Commission. The
Congress set up a committee, in which the co-operation of other parties was sought, to draw up a scheme of
Constitution which would answer the requirements and satisfy the aspirations of the country. This committee
produced in the middle of 1928 a report known after its president, Mr. Motilal Nehru. The members of the
committee included Sir Ali Imam, Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru and Mr. Subhas Chandra Bose. The Nehru Committee
Report was accepted by an All-Parties’ Conference held at Lucknow in the August of that year, under the chairmanship of Dr. Ansari, the President of the Congress.
A large section of Muslims, however, rejected the Nehru committee’s scheme of communal representation on
the basis of joint electorates. Maulana Mohammad Au, an ex-President of the Congress, joined in the Muslim
communal protest. A National Convention was held in Calcutta in Christmas week of that year. But there, while
Dominion Status as against absolute independence was accepted, after a whole day of heated discussion, by an
overwhelming majority made up mostly of adherents of the Congress, the communal question proved once more
the stumbling-block and the Convention ended without result.
*
Lord Irwin, the Viceroy, had been a party to the Constitution of an exclusively British statutory commission.
But the force of events in India convinced him of the necessity of some step to appease Indian discontent. Honest
and God-fearing, Lord Irwin was the most righteous Viceroy after Lord Ripon, and he had the courage to press his
point of view upon His Majesty’s Government in England. It was fortunate that when he went there in the summer
of 1929 the Labour Government was in office and the Secretary of State for India was a man so good and true as
Mr. Wedgwood Benn. The result of Lord Irwin’s mission was the Round Table Conference.
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He announced it on October 31 of that year in a statement which evoked hearty applause. The Liberal
Federation welcomed the announcement
as it authoritatively confirms the view that Dominion Status for India was what was intended by the Declaration of
1917, as it definitely recognizes that British India and the Indian States should together form a greater united India, and
as it concedes India’s claim to a right to confer on a footing of equality with the British Cabinet on the form of the
future Constitution of India.

Every endeavor was made to persuade the leaders of the Congress to co-operate in the work of the Round
Table Conference, but they demanded impossibilities as conditions precedent of their participation in the conference and, after breaking with the Viceroy, they hastened to Lahore to meet in Congress under the Presidentship
of Mr. Jawaharlal Nehru, and there passed a resolution that India must have complete independence.
Soon after, the civil disobedience movement was started. The Government met it by a series of repressive
ordinances which rained upon India in quick succession. One of them reenacted the Press legislation of 1910 with
aggravating features. Some of the other ordinances gave to executive and police officers the most extensive
powers free of judicial control. The ordinances did not improve in actual administration. They were administered
not with ordinary vigor but with extreme rigor.
It has been the traditional duty of Liberals the world over to be jealous of security of person and property,
freedom of the Press and of association. And although they utterly disapproved of the method of direct action
resorted to by the Congress, at a juncture, too, when they could have most usefully co-operated in the work of the
Round Table Conference and made it more fruitful, the Liberals of India showed themselves to be fully alive to
their duty of standing up for Constitutional right, and they were as vehement as anybody in the country in the
denunciation of the heartless severity of Government repression.
*
The first Round Table Conference assembled in London in the November of that year (1930). It was opened by
His Majesty the King himself, and it was presided over by the Prime Minister. It included leading members of the
three political parties of England and members of every community and every organization except the Congress.
I say members and not representatives for the reason that they were the nominees of the British Government
and not the chosen of their countrymen. On the whole they did their best for the cause dear to the heart of every
Indian: on the whole and their best—it should be mentioned that there was a large number of reactionaries and
communalists among the Indians selected by the Government. I was convinced then, and have all along thought,
that the first Conference would have yielded far better results if the Congress had been represented at it.
The Conference itself took no decisions and made no recommendations thanks to the procedure followed by
the Premier chairman, possibly due to insufficient time. The recommendations made by the sub-committees of the
Conference left much to be desired, but included a number of proposals which, if translated into Act of
Parliament, would have carried India far on the road to self-government. But they were not.
That within limits the Conference was a success was proved by the almost immediate release of Congress
leaders in jail, followed by the conference between the Viceroy and Mr. Gandhi. This led to conclusions which
enabled the Congress to call off civil disobedience and the Government to release all political prisoners.
Recriminations soon followed by either party against the other for not observing, in the letter and the spirit, the
conditions of what has come to be known as the Irwin-Gandhi pact, and at one time Mahatma Gandhi gave up on
this account his intention of attending the Second Round Table Conference. Thanks to Lord Willingdon, the new
Viceroy, the difficulties were solved, and the Congress was represented at the Conference by the Mahatma
himself. Some other leading members of the Congress also attended it in their individual capacity, among them
Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya and Mrs. Sarojini Naidu.
*
Mahatma Gandhi made a mistake in constituting himself the sole representative of the Congress. He
miscalculated his strength and refused to consider the utility of numbers in a conference. Statesmanship was
required in a member of the Conference if he was to pull his weight.
In the spring of that year there was an assemblage at Lucknow called the Muslim Nationalist Conference
presided over by Sir Ali Imam. It recorded a strong resolution against separate communal electorates. The
nationalist Muslims were excluded from the Conference except for Sir Ali Imam, and for reasons best known to
himself he remained a more or less silent member.
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At the Second Round Table Conference, as at the first, the communal question loomed large, and efforts made
to solve it by consent proved unsuccessful. By this time the Labour party had gone out of office and a
Government, Tory in all but name, was installed in Downing Street. The mentality of the new British Government
delegation was quite different from that of the previous year. Sir Samuel Hoare succeeded Mr. Wedgwood Benn.
It is only necessary to mention the two names for one to conclude that a new attitude was inevitable.
The second Conference was altogether more unsatisfactory than the first. The first Conference, when there was
a Labour Government with Mr. Wedgwood Benn as Secretary of State, was followed by the release of political
prisoners and the abandonment of civil disobedience. The second Conference, when there was a Tory
yclept\fn{Having the name of} National Government with Sir Samuel Hoare as Secretary of State, was followed by
the resumption of civil disobedience and repression—still more severe than in 1930.
*
In the interval the economic situation deteriorated enormously, the hardest hit being the agriculturists due to a
tremendous fall in the prices of primary commodities. Governments everywhere found themselves confronted by
very heavy deficits. Their solution was the imposition of new taxes. These were felt the more oppressive as
without them people were already in sore straits. Were not the situation and the consequences so serious, one
might be amused by the Government’s attitude of more taxation as the remedy for every financial difficulty that
confronted them.
The people being as poor as they are, and taxation being so heavy, one would have thought that Government
would be impressed by the supreme need of economy—which, as the greatest of financial statesmen, Gladstone,
said, is “itself a source of revenue”—so that funds might be released for beneficial expenditure.
But our Government, being neither national nor responsible, is neither responsive nor sympathetic, and has got
into the incurable habit of thinking only in terms of more and still more taxes. So much so, that the follow ing
passage from Sydney Smith, written over a hundred years ago to describe taxation in England at that time, may be
cited as being apposite at the present day:
Taxes upon every article which enters into the mouth, or covers the back, or is placed under the foot—taxes upon
everything which is pleasant to see, hear, feel, smell, or taste—taxes upon warmth, light and locomotion—taxes on
everything on earth and the waters under the earth, on everything that comes from abroad, or is grown at home—taxes
on the raw material—taxes on every fresh value that is added to it by the industry of man—taxes on the sauce
which pampers man’s appetite, and the drug that restores him to health—on the ermine which decorates the judge,
and the rope which hangs the criminal—on the poor man’s salt, and the rich man’s spice—on the brass nails of the
coffin, and the ribands of the bride. At bed or board, couchant or levant, one must pay—the schoolboy whips his
taxed top—the beardless youth manages his taxed horse, with a taxed bridle, on a taxed road:—and the dying
Englishman, pouring his medicine, which has paid 7 per cent, into a spoon that has paid 15 per cent.—flings
himself back upon his chintz bed, which has paid 22 per cent—and expires in the arms of an apothecary who has
paid a license of a hundred pounds for the privilege of putting him to death. His whole property is then
immediately taxed from 2 to 10 per cent. Beside the probate, large fees are demanded for burying him in the
chancel; his virtues are handed down to posterity on taxed marble; and he is then gathered to his fathers—to be
taxed no more.

*
In the United Provinces, where the system of land tenure is zamindari and not ryotwari as in Madras, the
Government made almost a fatal delay in the announcement of relief to agriculturists, and when they did
announce it, it was found to be hopelessly inadequate. Congressmen, who at heart never approved of the IrwinGandhi Pact—at least one of them is reported to have wept over it—seized this occasion and started the proposal
of a “no-rent” campaign. The Government of the United Provinces, however, made amends for their dilatoriness
soon after the return of Sir Malcolm Hailey from England, and announced substantial concessions both to
zamindars and tenants, and they went on by successive revisions to make the concessions more generous.
But the United Provinces Congress Committee spoiled for a fight and unfortunately succeeded in getting
the sanction of the working committee of the Congress. The no-rent campaign was actually started while
Mahatma Gandhi was still out of India, and when he returned he found himself confronted by the
accomplished facts of the no-rent campaign on one side and ordinances on the other.
There were ordinances specially for Bengal and the Frontier Province and one separately to deal with the
no-rent campaign in the United Provinces. Mahatma Gandhi tried hard to see the Viceroy in the hope of being
able to adjust matters. Unfortunately, His Excellency declined to have any talk on the Bengal and Frontier
ordinances, and almost immediately Mahatma Gandhi, Mr. Vallabbhai Patel and others were deported under
the same barbaric regulations upon which the Government had relied earlier to arrest and detain people
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without charge or trial. Mr. Jawaharlal Nehru was arrested when he was on his way to Bombay to meet Mr.
Gandhi.
*
The fat was in the fire and there was a renewed campaign of mass civil disobedience. It was met by swift
execution on the part of the Government. They had kept ready any number of ordinances with a view to
eventualities and lost no time in promulgating them in breathless succession.
It was anticipated that the second campaign would end more quickly than the first. It did not. The discontent
in the country was so acute and so widespread, the dissatisfaction with the Government so intense, that
unexpected success attended the call of the Congress and thousands again came forward readily to court
imprisonment and suffer the consequences.
The Government was relentless, the Congress was unbending. To be a Congressman was virtually to invite
imprisonment. Almost every leader was very soon withdrawn from the movement, yet it did not abate. The
police excesses this time were at least as bad as in 1930, but no redress was forthcoming; no response to
appeals even by unofficial Englishmen for the practice of greater moderation and humanity.
No wonder that in the end the movement was crushed. The challenge of the Congress was to the very
existence of the British Government. It was not to be expected that the gauntlet would not be picked up by the
latter, nor must one ever forget how unequally matched the contending parties were.
Attempts made in 1930 to bring about an understanding between the Government and the Congress, proved
signally unsuccessful, due in the main to the obduracy of the leaders, although Lord Irwin showed extreme
anxiety to find some modus vivendi.
No attempt succeeded in 1932 either. In the former year the Secretary of State was Mr. Wedg wood Benn,
while in 1932 he was Sir Samuel Hoare. The latter publicly declared his determination to see the thing to a
finish. He was not for any compromise.
The movement collapsed by 1933, but it was not formally suspended until the year following.
*
In the August of 1932 was published what was called the Prime Minister’s com munal “award.” It was in
reality the decision of the British Government. It was grossly unfair to the Hindus, most so to the Hindus of
Bengal and the Punjab where they form minorities. One of the provisions which it embodied was separate
electorates for the depressed classes. To this Mahatma Gandhi had such objection that he began an interminable
fast in Yerrowda jail.
*
The leaders of the community hurried there to prevent a catastrophe and they con cluded an agreement with
the depressed classes which, while it did not completely do away with separation at one stage, enormously
increased the quantum of representation accorded to those classes by the Government’s decision. This has hit
hard the Hindu community as a whole, and nowhere more than in Bengal, where ridiculously excessive
representation has been given by the Government to the Europeans at the ex pense of both Hindus and
Muslims and by Hindu leaders assembled at Poona to the depressed classes. The only excuse for this “Poona
Pact” was that it became necessary to save Mr. Gandhi’s life.
*
Following the conclusion of the depressed classes controversy Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya, with his
incorrigible optimism which refuses to take note of facts, made haste to hold a Unity Conference at Allahabad.
The communities were well represented, and the veteran Salem hero, Mr. Vijiaraghavachariar, presided over its
deliberations. A complete and final agreement was found hard to reach. Many points, however, were amicably
settled and the committee of the Conference proceeded to Calcutta, there to try to settle the question as it affected
Bengal.
Two of the points settled were that in the central legislature the Muslims of British India should have 32 per
cent of representation and, secondly, that Sind should be constituted a Governor’s province, subject to a number
of safeguards for the Hindu minority, and without a subvention from the central revenues.
Unfortunately this became public, and when the committee of the Conference were in session, at Calcutta, Sir
Samuel Hoare publicly announced in London that His Majesty’s Government had decided that the Muslim
representation in the central legislature should be 33 ⅓ per cent and that Sind should be a separate pro vince with a
subvention from the central revenues, and (it may be added) without any safeguards for the Hindus. Lo and
behold, the committee sitting in Calcutta immediately broke up, as one community had no more use for it.
*
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In 1932 another and a very truncated “Round Table Conference” was held in London, but the reactionary spirit
reigned supreme. Those members of the first two conferences who were thought to be unaccommodating were
rigorously excluded. Sir Samuel Hoare had no use even for a Srinivasa Sastri.
The conclusions of this Conference were as they might have been expected to be. I have mentioned one
circumstance which illustrates the spirit by which it was informed and also shows why unofficial attempts at
Hindu-Muslim unity could not succeed. The foundation of mischief had been laid in the previous year when the
so-called Minorities Pact was presented to the Prime Minister. Its inwardness was exposed in a remarkable letter
by one who had inside knowledge of all that happened, Sir Edward Benthall. It was appro priately addressed to the
“Royalists” of Calcutta and not intended for the eye of the public. But to the confusion of its author it found its
way into the Press.
*
His Majesty’s Government published in March, 1933, in the form of a White Paper, their decision on the
nature of the new Constitution for India. The scheme embodied in the White Paper was so reactionary as to be
utterly unacceptable to any section of progressive Indian opinion. It was condemned in downright language by
almost all Indian leaders. One could not see in it any family resemblance to many of the recommendations of the
Round Table Conference committees. Addressing both houses of the central legislature in July, 1930, Lord Irwin,
the Viceroy, said:
It is the belief of His Majesty’s Government that by way of conference it should be possible to reach solutions that
both countries and all parties and interests … can honorably accept. Any such agreement at which the conference is
able to arrive, will form the basis of the proposals which His Majesty’s Government will later submit to Parliament. His
Majesty’s Government conceive of (the conference) not as a mere meeting for discussion and debate but as a joint
assembly of representatives of both countries on whose agreement precise proposals to Parliament may be founded.”

Yet the Government took their own line. For all the regard they paid to the opinions of the Indian members of
successive Round Table Conferences, they might never have convened them. The White Paper scheme was a cruel
denial of the most cherished aspirations of the people of this country. It was submitted to examination by a Joint
Select Committee of the two Houses of Parliament and some Indians were associated with the Committee during
the examination of witnesses. They had no part or lot in the Committee’s deliberations.
Two memoranda were submitted to it, one by all British Indian delegates headed by His Highness the Aga
Khan and the other separately by Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru. Their proposals did not err on the side of excess. But
they were cast to the winds almost as if they had been the ravings of maniacs, and the majority of the Joint Select
Committee made recommendations dotting the i’s and crossing the t’s of the White Paper, except where it was
made worse.
The most objectionable of the changes for the worse was the abolition of direct representation to the central
legislative assembly. This report was condemned in unmeasured accents by every public organization and public
man who was not content with communalism run riot and retrogression in the name of reform. It is not to be
thought that there can be a scheme so large as this without some good features in it.
I admit that there are some such. But our duty is to examine the scheme as a whole and strike a balance of the
entries on the credit and the debit side. India’s conclusion is that the latter preponderate over the former, certainly
in respect of the central government, and that on the whole the so-called reform is not a Constitutional advance
that should be acclaimed. In this conclusion Congressmen, Liberals and other nationalists see eye to eye with one
another.
*
But the Tory Government in England would not listen to Indian opinion. They were concerned almost exclusively with the revolt of the diehards of their own patty and went on making concessions to propitiate them,
always at the expense of India. The result is the Government of India Act of the present year. It is India’s
misfortune that she is so divided by communal and other differences that a truly effective protest cannot be made
in a practical form against a great wrong as smaller and more homogeneous communities might have been able to
do.
All-India Federation is always to be welcomed. A federal Constitution for the central government is a step in
the right direction. The abolition of the dyarchical governments in provinces must be approved. The large
extension of the franchise is the very best feature of the whole scheme.
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This said, nearly everything that can be said in favor of the new Act has been said. The Federation that will
come into being one day will be a confederation sans name. Indian ruling princes through their nominees in the
federal legislature will be in a position effectually to interfere in matters of exclusive concern to British India, but
the latter will not be permitted to say one word with regard to the governance of the States. The princes have to
submit to the exercise by the British Government of its undefined rights of paramountcy, but are not willing to
repose confidence either in their own subjects or in their countrymen of British India. The people of the States
will have no more of political rights than they possess at present. In the large majority of the States, as I have
already said, they have no rights whatsoever and they will remain unrepresented in the federal legislature.
The British Government has retained in its hands through the Governor-General and the governors of
provinces almost every power to make its will and the interests of Britain prevail.
Defense is forbidden ground for the new government and legislature.
The future Finance Minister will certainly have to perform the duty of raising revenue by imposing taxes, but
he will not have the right of determining how the bulk of the revenue so raised shall be spent. He will practically
be a cipher.
The future government and legislature will be able to do little for the protection of India’s trade and indus tries,
because they can act only within the limits set by the British Government from the point of view of Bri tish
exploiting interests.
“Law and order” will doubtless be in the hands of ministers, but subject to a special position accorded to the
police and to the exercise by governors and the Governor-General of their almost unlimited right to exercise
“individual judgment” or to act in their discretion.
The all-India services will continue to be under the special care of the Secretary of State. He will recruit them,
not the Government of India, and officers of the I.C.S., the I.P., the I.M.S., and other all-India services will retain
their privileged position and be able, if so minded, to confound imprudent ministers who may rashly think of
controlling them.
There will be separate electorates which, there is every reason to fear, will increase communal disunity rather
than promote harmony.\fn{In an article on “Self-Rule for India” contributed to an American publication, Current History, for
October, 1935, Mr. H.B. Lees-Smith, who was a member of the last Labour Government, writes as follows: “The age-long antagonism
between Hindu and Muslim thus becomes stereotyped in the electoral system, and the healthy growth of parties representing divergent
economic and social policies is rendered almost impossible. The mobile body of political opinion which, by throwing itself against a party
with an extravagant or obsolete policy, keeps democracy on an even keel, will try in vain to make headway against the fixed number of
members in the communal electorates. The principle of communal electorates having once been accepted for Muslims it was extended to
the Sikhs, the Indian Christians, the depressed classes, the Anglo Indians, the Europeans, women, the commercial interests, labor and the
landlords. The cumulative result of giving a privileged position to Muslims, Sikhs, the depressed classes, the princes and the rest has finally
come back like a boomerang upon the Hindu nationalist leaders. Their followers are left on the general register, which now is represented
by less than one-third of the members of the federal legislature. Even if the Nationalists sweep the whole register, they remain permanently
a minority. Gandhi and Congress have won parliamentary government for India, but in doing so they have had to concede to implacable
minorities of their own people a series of compromises which have put them in chains for generations to come.” }

Then there are the second chambers in the majority of provinces. The Punjab is denied the blessing because, I
suppose, the majority there is Muslim. Lord Russell of Killowen described the British House of Lords as
the ancient enemy of every righteous cause.

Our mimic House of Lords in Delhi and Simla has, during the fifteen years of its existence, earned a title to a
similar distinction. The coming provincial second chambers may not do less. I fear that they will block
progressive agrarian legislation, and thereby facilitate the task of the advocates of direct action.
Lastly, India loses Burma and Aden.
If there is an Indian who can enthuse over this scheme of reform, I confess I am not he, and if I should find
him I will not envy him.
*
Terrorism in Bengal, which made its first appearance during the anti-Partition agitation nearly twenty-eight
years ago, is not yet a thing of the past. The Government have been unsparing in their endeavor to eradicate it, as
any government is bound to be, but they have not succeeded or their success is very partial.
The mistake they have made is to rely almost wholly on repression. Legislative and administrative repression
has been practiced with such vigor that there is reason to fear that the innocent have suffered along with the guilty.
Sometimes the method and manner of repression has been a nuisance to law-abiding people. Where the innocent
were seized bitterness naturally followed.
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It should have been the Government’s aim to enlist public sympathy for their measures whose motive and
object is unexceptionable. Nobody wants terrorism to continue. I suspect that even among the terrorists
themselves there must be not a few who would gladly give up their nefarious activities and live by honorable
means if they could.
But the vice of the bureaucracy to think too much of its own capacity has prevailed, and the public are left
mere lookers-on of measures, at least some of which are excessive and are administered with little regard for
human feelings. They would fain influence Government’s policy if they could, but no heed is paid to their
counsel.
The bureaucracy have never learnt the lesson of history that opinion is the best support of law and that to
alienate opinion is not a sign of wisdom in government.
One more point is that the Government have shown very insufficient recognition of a fact patent to every
observer endowed with common sense, that the struggle for existence is at the root of the terrorist movement,
as of political distempers in general. The miserable plight of the educated youth of Bengal was emphasized by
an official committee—the Bengal District Administration Committee presided over by Sir Verney Lovett,
LC.S., K.C.S.T.—and they proposed a number of ameliorative measures. There is little evidence that the
Government of Bengal have made an earnest effort to carry into effect any important recommendation of the
Committee.
Only during the last few weeks has there been a glimmer of hope that at long last they have become alive
to the necessity of some constructive work. Whether their proposals will bear fruit time will show. I see light
in an unexpected place. Into the uncongenial pages of the Bengal Administration Report of 1934 has crept the
following sentence which one would have expected to find in the columns of nationalist newspapers:
Terrorism has not yet been eradicated from Bengal and never will be merely by special legislation.

May it be hoped that this will be engraven on the heart of every Governor of Bengal? May it be further
hoped that its larger application will be borne in mind by all Viceroys and Governors?
*
Unemployment is not an evil limited to Bengal. In Western countries the extensive unemployment of the
laboring classes has become a political problem of the first magnitude. In India there is permanent unemployment
among the agricultural masses for several months every year. Imports of foreign goods and the development of
industries in India have both increased rural unemployment by depriving the agriculturists of their subsidiary
occupations.
But while the existence of the problem has been recognized, it has only been met with a sigh and dis missed
without a shudder. Unemployment among the educated classes has, however, become increasingly rife, and
assumed the dimensions of a grave national problem. There have been sporadic attempts to find some solution for
it, but so far without success.
Two unemployment committees are at present sitting, one in the United Provinces and the other in Bihar. The
former has the advantage of the chairmanship of Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru, who to my knowledge has bestowed
continuous and conscientious labour and thought upon the inquiry. The report of his committee is expected to be
in the hands of the public in a few weeks from now, but the result will depend in the main upon Govern ment
action.\fn{The report has since been published. It embodies the most comprehensive treatment of the subject yet made anywhere in
India, and I am glad to acknowledge that within the limits of their financial capacity the United Provinces Government have been doing
their best to give effect to the Committee’s recommendations. The Government of India, too, under Lord Linlithgow’s leadership, have
been giving serious consideration to the report}

One thing is certain. If Government are unable or unwilling to find money to expend upon constructive
measures, no number of committees can help. Mahatma Gandhi’s Village Industries Aid Association has spurred
the Government to some action for rural development. The result is in the future.
*
Journalism during this period has sustained its progress, notwithstanding more than ordinary difficulties placed in
its way by Government policy.
In the Madras presidency there is the Andhra Patrika, for which the people are indebted to the philanthropy and
patriotism of a gentleman who must be honored wherever good work is valued—Mr. K. Nageswara Rao. It has been a
great educator of the Andhra population, as the Swadesa Mitran has been of the Tamil.
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The Hindu has continued to achieve remarkable success and maintained its position as the foremost of Indian
papers. After Mr. Kasturiranga Iyengar it had a very able editor in Mr. A. Rangaswami Iyengar, a careful student of
Constitutional as well financial problems. His premature death is a great loss both to journalism and to public life in
India. Justice has been conducted in the interests of the party that bears that name.
Two other daily papers in Madras are Swarajya and the Indian Express. Mr. Jehangir Petit of Bombay spent lakhs
of rupees on the Indian Daily Mail, but it did not flourish. The Eyan Prakash of Poona, a Marathi daily paper taken
over by Mr. Gokhale on behalf of the Servants of India Society, has continued to do good work. The Servant of India
is an English weekly paper conducted by the Society. Its first editor was Mr. Srinivasa Sastri himself. After him
Messrs. S.G. Vaze and P. Kodanda Rao, both members of the Society, have been doing excellent public service
through its columns. Mr. Horniman has got back to Indian journalism and now edits the Bombay Sentinel.
In Bengal Surendranath Banerjea’s Bengalee has come to an end as, earlier still, both the Hindoo Patriot and
the Indian Mirror did. But the Amrita Baar Patrika retains its position of primacy. It has lost during this period its
greatest editor, Babu Motilal Ghosh, as The Hindu lost Messrs. Kasturiranga and Rangaswami Iyengar.
Two other papers, both of the Congress school, were started during this period, Forward and Advance.\fn{The
Hindastan Standard is the latest of Congress English dailies in Calcutta }
The Ananda Baar Patrika, a Bengali newspaper, first started by the brothers Sisir Kumar and Motilal Ghosh,
has passed into other hands and can now boast of the largest circulation of any newspaper in India.
Lala Lajpat Rai started at Lahore the Bande Matram in Urdu and The People in English. The latter is the organ
of the Servants of the People Society, also founded by him.
Delhi has now two nationalist papers in the Hindustan Times (for which the country is indebted to Lala Lajpat
Rai, Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya and Mr. Ghanshyam Das Birla) and the National Call.
Newspapers in Bihar have never had an easy time of it owing to the geographical situation of Patna. There are
in that city two nationalist papers: The Searchlight (Congress) and the Indian Nation (owned by the
Maharajadhiraj of Darbhanga).
The Central Provinces have now the Daily News and a paper owned by the Servants of India Society, The
Hitavada.
Two prominent journalists of this period who deserve honorable mention for good work done are Babu
Kalinath Roy, the veteran editor of The Tribune of Lahore, and Mr. S.A. Brelvi, editor of the Bombay
Chronicle.
In this very period Mahatma Gandhi too has been a journalist, first through his Young India in English and
in Navajivan in Gujarati and now through The Harijan. Unique as a politician, he is equally unique as a
journalist. He does not allow a single advertisement to be inserted in any of his papers. His writings are in
simple English of Biblical purity.
*
Among the public men of this period the first place goes, naturally and necessarily, to Mahatma Gandhi, a
rare and unique personality, with whom there is none to compare. No public man before him or during his time
has acquired the same ascendancy over the public mind as he has done. Mr. Gokhale drew the following wordpicture of him in his speech at the Lahore Congress of 1909:
After the immortal part which Mr. Gandhi has played in this affair (the South Africa Indians’ struggle) I must say it
will not be possible for any Indian at any time here or in any other assembly of Indians to mention his name without deep
emotion and pride. It is one of the privileges of my life that I know Mr. Gandhi intimately; and I can tell you that a purer,
a nobler, a braver and a more exalted spirit has never moved on this earth. Mr. Gandhi is one of those men, who, living
an austerely simple life themselves and devoted to all the highest principles of life, to their fellow-beings and to truth and
justice, touch the eyes of their weaker brethren as with magic and give them a new vision. He is a man who may be
well described as a man among men, a hero among heroes, a patriot amongst patriots, and we may well say that in him
Indian humanity at the present time has really reached its high-water mark.

There are in Mr. Gandhi many qualities which entitle him to the honorific which his countrymen have
bestowed upon him. Truly is he a Mahatma. In his day he was a great success at the Bar. But even then I had it
from himself that, if at any stage of a case he had reason to think that his client had not instructed him truthfully
he threw up the brief and returned the fee. Whatever he had saved as the result of years of practice at the Bar he
gave away to his countrymen in South Africa. He had no use for money. In fact, he has contempt for money
except where it is required for the service of his countrymen.
344

To the quality of fear he is a complete stranger. I do not know another man who has banished the very
thought of fear completely from his life as the Mahatma has done. He is deeply spiritual, while of moral virtues
what has he not? He has mastered and practised the truth given to humanity by Siva himself: \fn{Untranslated
expression:H}
He is not a formal sanyasi, but there is no greater sanyasi than he in the world, for in his person he
has realized the ideal held up by Sri Krishna: \fn{Untranslated expression:H}
He has no desire and no hate. Truly he is a ——.\fn{Untranslated word:H} He is like Dadabhai Naoroji in his
unceasing attack on the system of government established in this country, but without personal ill-will
against a single individual called upon to administer that system: \fn{Untranslated expression:H}
So, indeed, does Mahatma Gandhi. Take him all in all, no Indian need hesitate to look upon this great soul as
the greatest man on earth today. That in this decadent age Providence should have blessed India with a son like
Mahatma Gandhi is proof to those who have Faith that, notwithstanding all that looks so unpromising at the
moment, God wills that this holy land of the munis and rishis shall again have a future worthy of her ancient
glory. Gandhi and Tagore between them have made the India even of today respected throughout the civilized
world.
All this conceded, what is Mr. Gandhi as a politician?
It is not given to man to be perfect or infallible. Possibly even divine incarnations are not when they come
to live in this world in human form. Infallibility and Perfection are attributes of the Divine. I believe with
Lord Acton that absolute devotion to mortal man ought not to exist, and with Mr. Bertrand Russell that it is
dangerous to regard any one man as infallible—I will add, Mr. Gandhi not excepted. There fore no one need
fear that he detracts from the respect that is Mahatma Gandhi’s due if he thinks that he has his limitations.
Whether he would have been a greater man if he had not taken to politics need not be speculated upon. My
study of Mr. Gandhi has led me to the conclusion that, while he is the greatest man among all who have served
India in the political sphere during the last hundred years, he certainly is not one of the wisest political leaders
the country has had. When his numerous inconsistencies and serious mistakes as a political leader are
considered without partiality or prejudice, I at any rate cannot resist the conclusion that, whatever may be the
future effects of his policy, it has done positive harm in the present.
Mr. J. A. Spender has written of Disraeli’s
perennial pose of being a man of mystery and destiny.

If we eliminate “pose” the description fits Mahatma Gandhi admirably. The mis fortune is that politics is
not exactly the sphere for such a man. India being admittedly unfit for organized physical resistance of
authority—I leave on one side the ethics of non-violence as a political method—I hold that there is no
alternative to Constitutional agitation open to us at present. I do not swear by it as I would by a religious
creed. To me the question is wholly one of methods appropriate in a given situation.
Mahatma Gandhi has asked whether there is a single instance in history of a subject nation regaining its
lost liberty by the pursuit of the Constitutional method. May I ask him in return whether he can furnish a
solitary instance of its being achieved by methods such as his?
It is not the concern of politicians what a distant future may bring forth and what may have to be done then.
Let us deal with the situation as it is before us, the politicians of the future may be left to grapple with their own
problems.
We have to deal with time, not with eternity. We are concerned with today and tomorrow, not with what may
happen during the time of our sons and grandsons. If Mahatma Gandhi had not come forward with his nostrum
of non-co-operation just on the eve of the introduction of the present reforms, the whole of politics during the
last fifteen years would very likely have been different. Indian nationalists would have remained a united body
of men, and would have in office, in legislatures and in outside public life brought to bear upon the British
Government a pressure the result of which would in my opinion have been very different from what has actually
been the consequence of the divisions in public life brought to a head and rendered inevitable by Mr. Gandhi’s
policy.
His non-violent non-co-operation is just one of those double negatives, if there be any other, which do not
make an affirmative. In passive resistance the Mahatma lays equal stress upon both words of the phrase. But it is
the substantive that has appealed to not a few of his followers and not the limiting adjective. His civil
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disobedience campaign has wrought the greatest misery in thousands of families. And so much sacrifice and
suffering has led—whither? Not to swaraj, but back to the councils!
Mahatma Gandhi has rightly preached, as he himself has practiced all his life, ——\fn{ Untranslated word:H}
than which there is no greater ——.\fn{Untranslated word:H} But the political methods which he has inculcated
have brought upon those who have followed him nothing but ——.\fn{Untranslated word:H}
The party against which his policy has been directed is just the party which has taken the utmost advantage
of the situation created by him and deprived the whole people of a modicum of such civil liberties as they
enjoyed before. Who but a miracle-man—and this is not the age of miracles if ever there was—would have
promised swaraj in twelve months? The very slave mentality which he condemned led thousands of people to
believe in this as if they were so many children. If it is my belief that Mahatma Gandhi is not only the greatest
Indian but the greatest of man of today, not less strong is my conviction that in politics he has committed
grave blunders which have produced immense mischief.
One thing, however, there is to be said in his favor as a politician. As a result of his preaching there has
been an awakening among the masses, a widely diffused national consciousness, a readiness to sacrifice and
suffer, to bear and brave, for which the country would have had to wait longer if there had been no Gandhi. It
need not be doubted that this national awakening will prove in future to be an asset of great value. For this no
honest critic of Mr. Gandhi’s politics will hesitate to give him the greatest credit. Politics is ephemeral.
Character lives. When all controversies of the day are forgotten the name and character of Mohandas
Karamchand Gandhi will live. He is a living sermon on the noblest and the most difficult of virtues, and in
India’s history his name and life will shine in glittering characters of gold. To us all it must be a source of
infinite pride that we are privileged to be the countrymen of this rare man.
*
Among the public men of this period I cannot give a higher place to any one, al ways excepting
Mahatma Gandhi and Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya, than to Sir P. S. Sivaswamy Aiyer. His character,
his ability, his learning, his wide and accurate knowledge and his uncommon power of judgment are
national assets which would have been valued and honoured in any country in the world. A sounder
thinker there is not in our midst.
*
The Rt. Hon. V. S. Srinivasa Sastri, Mr. Gokhale’s successor in the Servants of India Society, has acquired
an international reputation. Scholar and educationist, he has won admiration by his remarkable powers of
oratory. Honest and unselfish, the purity of his patriotism is recognized even by those who most differ from
him.
*
There is another gentleman of the same political persuasion who has done great good work during this period
as he did in earlier years. Sir M. Ramchandra Rao never undertakes a task to the execution of which he does not
bring conscientious thoroughness. He is the greatest master of detail that I know at the present day.
*
There is then Sir C. P. Ramaswamy Aiyer, a man whose uncommon ability attracted the attention of Mr.
Montagu.
*
Mr. G. A. Natesan has distinguished himself both as a journalist and as a public man.
*
Among Congress leaders in Madras I would give the first place to Mr. C. Rajagopalachari.
*
In sheer intellect Mr. S. Srinivasalyengar was the first of Madras Congressmen of the last decade.
*
If in him steadiness had been joined to brilliance, Mr. Srinivasa Iyengar could have done much for the
country.
*
Mr. Konda Venkatappaiya Pantulu is a brave and selfless patriot who is rightly given almost the first place
among the public men of the Andhra districts.
*
Mrs. Sarojini Naidu, Bengali by birth and Deccani by marriage, is a resident of Bombay for purposes of
public work. A poetess of acknowledged eminence, she has chosen to give to politics what was meant for
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poetry and has attained such success as to have become a president of the Con gress. She has an engaging
personality, and her command of English is wonderful. Easily one of the best public speakers in the India of
today, she excels still more in conversation. Among living Indians she is the most brilliant conversationalist
that I know.
*
Mr. Mohammad Ali Jinnah is the acutest of debaters. Fearlessness is a quality that never fails him. I do not
suppose that there is any man, whatever his position, before whom Mr. Jinnah has ever hesitated to say the thing
he wanted in language not merely plain but blunt. If latterly he has figured less as a nationalist than as a
communalist we can but deplore the change as a misfortune of the country.
*
Dr. R. P. Paranjpye is one of the most upright men in public life. There is no make-believe about him. His
address as President of the Liberal Federation at Lucknow in December, 1924, was criticized by some friend
for inopportune plain speaking against the policy and the leaders of the Con gress. His defense was
interesting as an expression of the man’s character, and is worth quoting. He said:
I have recently been occasionally charged with being blunt, and frankly I must say that I have always been a blunt
man. I have been a teacher all my life and a teacher of (mathematics) … It is not possible for a teacher of mathematics
to use vague language. The duty of a teacher of mathematics, above all things, is to be absolutely clear, and I cannot
shake off the habits of a lifetime … We have seen very often in our country that we have tried to invent formulæ on
which to secure an agreement for the moment and spend the rest of the year in trying to interpret those formula,
each in his own way. Well, I don’t believe in that. I would rather like plain straightforward talk.

It may be mentioned that Dr. Rabindranath Tagore has expressed the same disbelief in such formulæ. The two
men who have most influenced Dr. Paranjpye’s public life were his teacher, Mr. Gokhale, and his kinsman, Mr.
Karve, the honored founder of the Indian Women’s University.
*
Mr. Vithalbhai Patel was a brave soldier in the struggle for freedom. His younger brother, Mr. Vallabbhai
Patel, known as Sardar for his services to the peasantry of Gujarat, is believed to be Mahatma Gandhi’s righthand man.
*
Mr. N.C. Kelkar is a surviving veteran of the Tilak school.
*
Mr. M.R. Jayakar came into prominence first as a member of the Home Rule League and next as a nonco-operator. Then he became a “responsive co-operationist.” His present political opinions are far more
moderate than those of the Liberal party, for which he has had never any use. His ability and eloquence are
rightly admired.
*
His Highness the Aga Khan is a statesman who would have been accepted as an all-India leader if
unfortunately he had not chosen to give to one community what should have been given to the nation.
*
The leading public man of Bengal was Chitta Ranjan Das. He was like Sir George Jessel, who said of himself:
I may be right, I may be wrong, but I have no doubts.

Sacrifice was nothing to him; to do the thing he willed was everything. The thing must be done at any cost by
any means. During the few years which was all that was vouchsafed to him of active public life, he was a power
to be reckoned with, and he dominated Bengal politics as no one else has since been able to do.
*
The late Mr. J. M. Sen Gupta and Mr. Subhas Chandra Bose among Congressmen, and the late Sir Provash Mitter
and Mr. J. N. Basu, Liberal leaders, are other Bengal public men who deserve to be mentioned.
*
There is one more name. Sir Abdur Rahim, whose Minority Report as a member of the Royal Commission on
Superior Civil Services, known as the Islington Commission, was a much admired political document marked by
equal ability and patriotism, has been taking a prominent part in affairs. How one could wish that he were less of
a Muslim and more of an Indian.
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*
The greatest Congress leader of this period in the United Provinces was Mr. Motilal Nehru. During the major
part of his life he was the greatest admirer of the British character and British ways of living. He only came
into public life at the age of forty-six as president of the first United Provinces Conference. Three years later he
went into the Legislative Council. But the first time he took seriously to politics was not before 1917, when he was
already fifty-six years old.
Mr. Motilal Nehru held very moderate opinions until that year. Once, however, he gave up his earlier
policy, he traveled fast and traveled far in the direction of extremism. And among the Congress leaders of the
Gandhian period his place after the Mahatma was by the side of C. R. Das. Intellectually superior to either of them
Mr. Motilal Nehru was the brain of the Congress during the ten years which preceded his death in 1931. And
during this period he too did not flinch from any sacrifice including what must have been particularly irksome to a
man who lived as he had done, life in jail. He combined the habit of methodical work with keen intellectual power
and a one-pointed purpose. The United Provinces and India are the poorer for his death.
*
Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru is of a different type. He joined the Bar after a brilliant academic career and has
attained the first place in the Allahabad High Court. He has been interested in public questions since his
college days. He joined public life while he was still a junior member of the Bar. He distinguished himself as
a politician both in opposition and in office. By dint of his talents he has acquired a high reputation in
England, where some of the leading statesmen are his friends and admirers. He has always done work of
distinction. There have of late been differences of opinion between him and his old colleagues in the party of
which he was one of the most prominent leaders, but no differences can cast into the shade his brilliant
ability and his valuable services. He is a true friend and has a generous heart and many endearing personal
qualities.
*
I have referred to Pandit Hirday Nath Kunzru as Pandit Ajocihia Nath’s son. He is a patriot, every inch of him.
He devotes the whole of his time, and every day of the year, to the country’s work in the spheres of politics,
education and social service. A better informed man there is not in the whole country in any party or community.
And with knowledge wide and varied are combined a powerful brain and untiring industry. His character is the
highest.
*
Mr. Motilal Nehru has given to the country his son, Mr. Jawaharlal Nehru. Educated in England, he came out
as a member of the English Bar, but a lawyer’s work was never congenial to him. He was not slow to take to
public life, and once there, there is nothing else for which he has cared. Clear in thought and in language, extreme
in opinion, determined in action, reckless of consequence, it has been the lot of Mr. Jawaharlal, who might have
lived a life of ease and luxury, actually to lead a life of hardship for the sake and in the service of the Motherland.
Those who disagree with him admire him equally with his supporters.
*
One other public man of the United Provinces who deserves honorable mention is Babu Purushottam Das
Tandon. A poor man, he yet gave up his practice and has for years devoted himself solely to public work. He is a
brave man and true, to whom sacrifice and suffering have become native, as it were.
*
Babu Rajendra Prasad, the President of the Congress, is a man respected by all for his exceeding goodness,
complete honesty and unselfish public spirit.
*
Another public man of Bihar who should be mentioned is Mr. Sachchidananda Sinha, a former Congressman
who is now a non-party nationalist. Lawyer, journalist, politician, speaker and debater, Mr. Sachchidananda Sinha
has been in public life for nearly forty years and served his province and country well.
*
The distinguished brothers Ali Imam and Hasan Imam died during this period. They did good work in their
day.
*
Two other Congress leaders worthy of mention are Dr. Ansari and Maulana Abul Kalam Azad, both of them
ex-presidents of the Congress. The latter is a charming speaker in Urdu.
*
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Sir Moropant Joshi in the Central Provinces is a Liberal leader. He has been in public life for about fortyeight years. Like other Liberals he was a Congressman until 1918.
*
It is rather difficult to place the Ali brothers. Mr. Mohammad Au was more talented. Maulana Shaukat Ali
has perhaps a stronger personality.
*
Sir Muhammad Shafi was the most prominent public man of the Punjab.
*
I have left to the last—because he is not in political life—a son of Bengal whom all India claims and who
shares with Mahatma Gandhi a world-reputation. Need I say that I refer to Rabindra nath Tagore, the great poet
and the prophet of Indian nationalism?
I did not see a bookstall at railway stations in England, France, Germany or Belgium where the works of
Tagore in the languages of the respective countries are not stocked. A Norwegian gentleman with whom I
happened to go from Paris to Versailles told me that Tagore’s name was a household word in Norway and that he
himself had read translations in his mother-tongue of all his important works. He remarked to me that the people
of India must be the best educated in the world. When I told him that illiteracy was the badge of the tribe in our
country he exclaimed in wonder,
“What, the countrymen of Tagore to be illiterate? Incredible!”
Deep must be our gratitude to Providence for giving us such fellow countrymen as Gandhi and Tagore.
262.35 & 265.2 1. On The Way To My Maher 2. Life 3. The Stone Grinding Wheel 4. The Mind 5. God—The
Magical Snake Charmer 6. There Is No Oil In The Lamp 7. Where Lies God? 8. The Line Of Fate Lay Hidden 9.
Now My Life Is My Own 10. Ah, The Married Life: Ten Songs\fn{by Bahinabi Choudhari (1880-1951)} Asoda,
Jalgaon District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 5
1
Going to my maher,\fn{God}
Though blistered my soles,
They walk and keep walking,
With that tug at my feet.
*
Hastening to my maher,
Though I slip and fall,
The stone on which I stumble,
Speaks forth to me and calls!
*
“Tread carefully, dear child,
Don’t hurry and skid so,
After all, I am a rock on the road
That to your maher goes.”
*
On the way to my mother
Look, that little salunki bird takes wing,\fn{Gracula religiosa, one of between five and nine distinct species of mynas, tropical
members of the starling family}
To race me to my mother’s doorstep,
And of my arrival sing.
2
A breath comes in, a breath goes out
That is the rhythm of life
Between the living and the dead—
The difference is of just one breath.
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*
Heed, listen, oh my soul
To the cry of the distressed
Lend a hand to the weary
Answer his lament.
*
Laugh, laugh, oh my soul
Laugh so in this world
That you blacken the face
Of affliction and trouble.
*
Live, live, oh my soul
A life of such worth,
As lofty as the sky
As vital as the earth.
3
See how the grinding stone
Rumbles and whirrs,
And through this whirring,
A tune I do hear!
*
Fool, can’t you hear it?
It’s the whirring of our home.
And in it the rumble,
Of the sky heavy with clouds!
*
As stone spins on stone,
Turning round and round,
So the milky white flour,
Falls gently to the ground.
*
And at every turning
With growing ache in my arms,
I sit beside you singing,
The song of my samsar.\fn{The cycle of death and rebirth to which life in the material world is bound }
*
Oh, my gharote, gharote,
As the flour from you emerges
So the song in my belly,
From my lips surges.
*
Milling and grinding
As I am soaked in sweat,
So you too my gharote,
Have worn yourself down.
*
Grinding, abrading and eroding,
You are now smooth as marble.
So, look now, the takrin’s at the door
To chisel and furrow you again!
4
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The mind, tugs and it pulls,
Like cattle in a standing crop.
Drive it out as you will,
It returns to the field.
*
The mind, unbridled and free,
Finds escape-ways everywhere,
Like the ripples of water,
Driven onwards by the wind.
*
The mind, whimsical and frisky,
Who can hold it by the hand?
It frolics and gambols,
Like the wind and the storm.
*
The mind, lethal and poisonous
Incorrigible, its machinations.
Better the snake and the scorpion,
A spell reverses their venom!
*
The mind, a fledgling, a bird,
Intractable its will.
One moment on the ground
Soaring the sky in the next!
*
The mind, frisky and spirited,
Not a shred of patience in its hold,
There it turns into a lightning bolt
And falls back to the earth!
*
How big is the mind?
Small as a single poppy seed.
How large its extent?
Won’t fit within the firmament.\fn{A version of this song has appeared on the Internet as being authored by Bahinabi Choudhari. It
includes the following two stanzas, which are absent from this translation: God, why give us such a human spirit? | Nowhere in the world
anything like it.| What a Yogi you are! | How astonishing are your deeds! || How amazing is the human spirit.| How did it all come about? |
O God, where did you daydream | This beautiful vision. The text of the stanzas of which these two form the concluding portion are so very
different in composition—though they are all clearly based on the text of the above song, there are many re-arrangements of individual
verses and even repositioning of some of the stanzas themselves—that I must assume it to be a very free rendering of the original. Unlike
the last song in this collection—which is also part of the Internet collection aforementioned—this song has no explanatory note concerning
its transliteration from one form of Marathi to another. This, plus its markedly different compositional nature, must cast into some doubt the
veracity of the last two stanzas which I have quoted above: either that, or the translator of most of the collection reproduced here has
chosen to suppress a knowledge of them, for reasons of his own. However that may be, I have chosen to reveal them, because they are so
very beautiful:H}

5
In the womb of the earth,
The seeds are asleep.
As though covered by a shawl of soil
Warm, comfortable and deep.
*
The seeds, turgid in the soil,
And the sprouts now push through.
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As though, overwhelmed
The earth gets gooseflesh.
*
Playing with the sun and air,
From each of this sprout,
Emerge two tender leaves
Like hands folded in prayer.
*
The leaves clap in rhythm
Rapt in the bhajan\fn{Devotional song}
As though beseeching and praying
“Let there be abundance and plenty.”
*
How it sways in the wind
Grain full by the carts
God has proved to be
A magical snake charmer.
6
No oil in the lamp,
Darkness gathers round the night.
At last the oil was found,
The mouse ran away with the wick!
*
Rolled a shred into a wick
Pour oil in the lamp.
Now where is that matchbox?
The mule—at a standstill again!
*
Sighted the matchbox,
Darling daughter of the fire jinn,
And in it the single, precious
One and only remaining match stick!
*
The match it was struck,
The flame burst forth bright,
But, unnerved by the pitch darkness,
She extinguished herself, out of fright!
*
7
Wearing himself out like sandalwood
For the sake of others,
Within himself, then that man
He saw God!
*
Becoming a stone,
He bore the blows of the chisel,
In that stone, the man
He saw God!
*
He closed his eyes
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Looked beyond himself,
And within that darkness before him
He saw God!
*
Now I realize the secret
Of your marvel!
How this darkness
Defeated the light!
*
Where is God? Where is God?
There, just behind your eyes.
Where is God? Where is God?
He spans right across the skies!
8
The karma line on my forehead
Lay hidden under the sindoor.\fn{The traditional red or orange-red colored cosmetic powder usually worn by married Indian
women along the parting of their hair}
When the sindoor was wiped out,\fn{A custom commonly imposed upon a widowed Hindu woman to so publicly identify her}
My destiny lay exposed, bare.
*
God, your fountain of abundance
Has receded and dried up.
The lacerating fate line on my hand
Rips and tears into my palm.
9
I wept and I cried.
The eyes overflowed.
But then the tears receded.
Now only sobs remain!
*
The tears, they ebbed away,
Now I am my own sanctuary,
Without hope, without tears,
Don’t weep, my heart, don’t weep!
*
Tell me, tell me, oh mother earth,
What was this magic trick?
The tree has gone away,
And left its shadow behind?
*
My god has gone to his home,
And left this legacy here,
Before me two toddlers,
Now don’t weep my heart, don’t weep!
*
Now don’t weep, my heart,
You have this habit of crying.
Make your tears smile,
That has the flavor of life!
*
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My sindoor is wiped out,
Just the tattoo left on my temple.
That is what will now give
My fate an invitation!
*
Though my bangles all be broken,\fn{Another custom commonly imposed upon a widowed Hindu woman}
There is strength in this wrist.
Though the mangalsutra\fn{The sacred necklace that a Hindu groom ties around his bride’s neck, identifying her as a married
woman} be snapped,
That solemn oath yet survives!
*
No, no, my good women,
Don’t pity me anymore,
Now I am at peace
My life is my own to live!
10
Ah, this married life
Like a pan on fire
Sting from burn on hands first,
Then only you get the bread.
*
Ah, this married life
Don’t ever belittle it
You would not call
A pinnacle of a temple a metal pot.
*
Ah, in this married life
No room for sadness or to fret.
Silly, it’s a garland of flowers around neck;
Don’t call it a burden of yoke.
*
Listen, in this married life
Always think of two people:
Turn your back on pleasures
And face the sorrows together.\fn{I found this song on the Internet, under the author’s name, performed in a gaggle of different
songs sung by different performers. A small announcement at the beginning of its text says that it was originally written in Ahirani, a
Marathi dialect still spoken in a region of Maharashtra State known as the Khandesh (Jalagon, Dhulin, Nandurbar, and parts of Nasik and
Aurangabad Districts}; but that for the movie in which it was performed (Manini, 1961) the words were changed into Standard Marathi.
One can see how the English translation of this song closely resembles the translations of the rest of this collection, except for the last two
verses of item 4, which seem to be longer and more fully developed, representing perhaps a more sophisticated addition to the original:H }

32.23 & 78.154 1. Blue Star 2. The Old Tom Cat: Two Short Stories\fn{by Rajshekhar Basu aka Parashuram (18801960)} “at his maternal uncle’s home”, Bardhaman District, West Bengal State, India (M) 8
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1
I am talking about a time sixty years behind us, during the reign of Queen Victoria. In those days Calcutta did
not have electric lights, motor cars, radios or loud-speakers; aeroplanes did not fly in the sky; Tagore was not yet
famous; and Hemchandra was called the best poet.
But Rakhal the schoolmaster fancied himself to be a superior poet and held that he could write better stuff than
the Lament of Disappointment. To his devoted student Naran he would say,
“Want to hear what I've written today?—The wind, enraged, smears his body with dust. Want to hear another
one?—Where, on a dry tree, is the effect of a tempest? Can anybody else write like that?”
Rakhal Mustaufi was educated only up to the pre-university stage, but he was a learned man. He had read
plenty of Bengali and English books. Apart from writing poetry, music and chess were also his hobbies. In his
early youth Rakhal was the Third Master in Behala Jubilee High School. Then by chance he attracted the notice of
Rajabahadur Raupyendranarayan Raychaudhuri of Rupchandpur and worked as his private secretary for two
years. For some reason he had to leave that job. After that ten years passed. Now Rakhal lived in his paternal
house in Behala and was once again a teacher at the Jubilee School.
At that time Rakhal was nearly thirty-three years old. He was good-looking, but took no care of his
appearance. His hair was tousled; he did not shave; his beard was streaked with gray as well. People in the
neighborhood used to refer to him as the crazy schoolmaster. In those days people used to marry young, but
Rakhal was still unmarried. He lived alone, his mother having died two years before that.
It was eight o’clock on a Sunday morning. Rakhal was sitting on a taktaposh on the verandah outside his front
room, smoking a hookah and writing a poem. A half-paved street twisted and turned about a hundred yards from
the house. Rakhal saw a hired phaeton come and stop, and two Europeans and one Bengali alight from it. While
the carriage waited, they advanced briskly towards Rakhal’s house.
One of the Europeans was tall and thin, clean-shaven, the cheeks a little sunken, his receding hairline making
his forehead look bigger than it was. The other man was of medium build, neither fat nor thin, had a moustache
and limped a little. Their Bengali companion was dark, of firm athletic build, hair cropped short, the tips of his
moustaches curled, dressed in a dhoti and a white drill coat. Rakhal put his hookah down and stared at the visitors
with amazement.
Coming nearer, the tall sahib took off his hat and said, “Good morning, sir.” The other sahib did not take his
hat off, just said, “Good morning, babu.” Their Bengali companion remained silent.
Rakhal got up deferentially, salaamed, and said,
“Good morning, good morning, sir. I am very sorry there are no chairs in my house. Please sit on this taktaposh, this wooden platform.”
The tall chap said, “That’s all right, we shall sit down. Please sit down too. Am I speaking to Rakhal Mustaufi
himself?”
“Yes, sir.”
The two sahibs each gave Rakhal his card and sat down on the taktaposh, and Rakhal sat down too. The
visiting Bengali gentleman remained standing—he couldn’t sit on the same seat as sahibs.
The sahib with the moustache threw away his cigarette and said:
“This Bengali babu is our interpreter Banchharam Khanja. Perhaps we won’t need his services, since it seems
you know English. We can talk to you directly. Well, Mustaufi babu, you have probably heard the name of this
famous friend of mine?”
Rakhal studied the two cards intently and said, “Very sorry, sir, I don’t think I have.”
“How strange. You are an educated man. Haven’t you read of him, in the Strand magazine?
“I’m a poor man, sir. Where will I get hold of the Strand magazine? I just read the Bangabasi, the ]anmabhumi, and occasionally the Hindu Patriot.
“Don’t you read English fiction?
“I’ve read a lot—Scott, Dickens, Lytton, George Eliot.”
“You don’t read crime stories?”
“I’ve read many novels by Reynolds, including Mysteries of the Court of London.
“For shame, Mustaufi babu. One shouldn’t touch his books. He is a wicked man, a traitor to his country.”
“What has he done, sir?”
“He’s written that the French are the most civilized nation, that no man as great as Napoleon has ever been
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born, and that the British ministers are so worthless that they get hold of German scoundrels and marry our
princesses off to them. But let that pass. So you know nothing about this famous friend of mine?”
A little embarrassed, Rakhal said, “I only know that this is his first visit to this country, but that you are not a
newcomer.”
Amazed, the tall sahib said, “That’s true! What else do you know, Mr. Mustaufi?”
“That the two of you didn’t sleep well last night.”
“Very very good. What else do you know?”
“That you ate janka last night.”
“Lanka? You mean Ceylon, the island of Ravan?”
“No sir, not that Lanka. It’s called mirchai in Hindi. Can’t recall the English name. Red and green pods—ah
yes, I remember—chili, red pepper, capsicum, a very hot spice.
The tall sahib said to his friend, “Do you see, Watson? This Bengali gentleman is well-versed in the science of
deduction. No, Sherlock Holmes won’t be able to attract many clients in this country.”
Watson said, “Mustaufi babu, do you practice yoga?”
Rakhal said, “The Yoga-shastra? No, I don’t know that. My father used to practice kaviraji, the Indian system
of medicine. I learned a few things from him. Observing all symptoms carefully and inferring the cause therefrom
has become a habit with me.”
Watson asked, “How did you guess that we didn’t sleep well last night?”
Sherlock Holmes said, “Elementary, Watson. It’s very easy. Our faces have traces of mosquito bites. We didn’t
sleep under a mosquito net, and the Punkah-puller too absconded in the middle of the night. But how did you
make the two other guesses?”
Rakhal said, “Very easy. As soon as you came you took your hat off and addressed me with a “sir.”
Experienced sahibs don’t treat natives with so much courtesy. That told me you were newly arrived from England.
Dr. Watson didn’t take his hat off, called me ‘babu,’ so I knew he was not a newcomer, but a pukka sahib, wellversed in the customs of this country.”
“How did you know we'd been eating chilies?”
“You’ve got tobacco stains on your fingers. It’s clear you smoke a lot of cigarettes, cigars, or a pipe. Dr.
Watson was smoking a cigarette, but you were not. From time to time you were exposing the tip of your tongue,
that’s to say your tongue was smarting. When someone not used to chilies eats them, this is what happens. He
can’t smoke a cigarette afterwards. Dr. Watson is a pukka person—he hasn’t been affected by chilies.”
Holmes laughed and said, “Wonderful! It was on Watson’s recommendation that last night I had mulligatawny
soup, chicken curry, and Bengal Club chutney at the hotel. All three were extremely hot. Well, can you say
anything about this companion of ours, Mr. Khanja?”
Looking at Banchharam, Rakha1 said, “He works for the police. It is clear from his haircut, style of
moustache, and drill coat. Besides, under his chin one can see the mark made by the ribbons of his topi.”
Banchharam Khanja said in his mother tongue, “Ha, you are a very smart guy indeed. Tell us something more
then.”
“You are from Panchakot. Recently you got beaten. You had lathi-bashings on your hands and shoulders. Wirelashed Mircapuri lathi. Your skin still shows the marks.”
“Is that all you can see—the marks on my body? Do you know the bashing I gave that scoundrel Baldeo the
paan-wallah?”
Holmes said, “Mustaufi, it’s clear from the expression on the face of our friend Khanja that your guess about
him is correct too. By the way, what’s the tobacco you were smoking? I can tell sixty-three different types of
tobacco from their aromas—Virginia, Turkish, Manila, Java, Cuba, Coimbatore and so on. But I don’t recognize
yours. Smells good.”
“It’s called da-kata [cleaver-chopped] tobacco—very cheap and pungent.”
“Dakota? Smells better than the shag I smoke. Where can one get it? I would like to take some with me.
“I could myself give you two or three seers, prepared in my own home. But you can’t smoke it from a pipe.
You need a hubble-bubble like this, a hookah or a gurgura with a long water-pipe. You’d have to learn the
technique. A beautiful scientific invention, sir. The smoke comes refined through water, and the tongue doesn’t
smart.”
“I shall learn it from you. But let’s talk business now. You’ve probably guessed why we are here?”
“You too work for the police?”
“No, I’m a private detective, but I do help the police if necessary. And my friend here—Mr. Watson—is my
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colleague.
“Kumar Swarnendranarayan of Rupchandpur has sent you, hasn't he? But I’m telling you in advance that I
know nothing. You won’t get any info out of me.”
Holmes said, “Mr. Khanja, I won’t need your help. Please go and sit in the carriage.”
Banchharam rolled his eyes and said to Rakhal, “Hey, Mister, don’t prattle too much. I am warning you, by
making a statement to the sahibs you’ll land yourself in a trap.”
After Banchharam left, Holmes said,
“Mustaufi, please rest assured that it is not my intention to harm you in any way. In fact, you will benefit from
my efforts.”
Rakhal asked, “Does the Kumar Bahadur wish to obtain information from me by bribing me through you?”
“He wishes to attain his object anyhow, by fair means or foul. But that’s not my policy. I would like to look
after both his interest and your welfare. I know that you are a simple, honest, educated person who has been much
put upon. I wish you well. You don’t have to say anything. Whatever I’ve heard before coming to this country and
have found out through my investigations since arriving here—let me just relate it all to you. If I make a mistake,
let me know.”
“OK then. Go ahead.”
Sherlock Holmes started speaking.
“Mr. Griffith, the agent of the Kumar of Rupchandpur, saw me in London about a month ago. He said that the
late Raja Ropender—”
Rakhal said, “Raupyendranarayan.”
“Yes, yes, it’s hard to pronounce that jaw-breaking name. I shall just call him the Raja. What Griffith told me is
this. It’s now a year after the Raja’s death. That old man had married a young girl while his first wife was still
there. To please the new Rani he’d given her large amounts of jewelry, the most expensive item being a brooch
with a huge star sapphire.”
Rakhal said, “It’s called Neel Tara, Blue Star. It’s a priceless jewel. Whoever has it benefits enormously. An
ancestor of the Raja bought it from a Portuguese pirate two hundred years ago. It’s supposed that the jewel was
looted from some temple in Ceylon.”
“That’s right. Did you see that jewel?”
“No, just heard about it. And then?”
“Just a few months after his second marriage the Raja had a fall and broke the bones of his legs and hips. He
was bedridden for nearly eight years and then he died. Then suddenly one day the new Rani disappeared. The
Raja’s successor, the Kumar Bahadur, has done much searching, but has found neither the Blue Star nor any news
of the Rani who has fled. An advertisement was put in the papers, urging the Rani to come back, saying she could
live with honor in her own quarters within the royal palace, and get a sizeable pension as well. But there were no
results, and the police of this country have no clues either. Am I right, Mustaufi?”
“Indeed, this is as I’ve heard it. But the business of the Raja’s marriage was more complicated.”
“I am aware of that, and have solved all the riddles. Listen then. The Kumar Bahadur is not worried at all about
his stepmother, he just wants to retrieve that jewel. Soon after the Blue Star passed into the hands of the new Rani,
the Raja was injured, and after suffering for many years, died. Then the new Rani disappeared. All kinds of
inauspicious things are happening in the estate—bad harvests, difficulty in collecting the land revenues, defeats in
three major lawsuits, the peasants rioting, and the Kumar suffering from dyspepsia. He believes everything is the
result of the disappearance of the Blue Star.”
“You don’t believe that?”
“No. No matter how expensive it may be, the Blue Star is just a stone, a lump of alumina. It can have no
effects, whether good or bad. In our country too there are superstitious beliefs about precious stones. Griffith, the
London agent of the Kumar, told me that the Blue Star could not be the dowry or bridal gift of the junior Rani. It
was the property of the royal family, an heirloom, a jewel to wear on the turban. Whoever becomes the Raja is
entitled to it. The Kumar Bahadur is to receive the royal title soon, hence the Blue Star should belong to him and
no one else. The junior Rani has stolen it and run away with it.”
Rakhal said, “That’s false. The old Raja did have the right to give away or sell any part of his property
according to his own wishes. What he gave the junior Rani is indeed her dowry.”
“I consulted the Advocate-General here. He too is of the opinion that this is her dowry, though it is hard to say
what verdict would be reached in the end in the High Court and the Privy Council. Be that as it may, the Kumar
Bahadur has entrusted me with the task of retrieving the Blue Star.”
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“The Kumar has sent a messenger to me too, and had used threats as well. He believes that I know the junior
Rani’s whereabouts. Have you been able to find out anything since coming to this country?”
“Immediately after my arrival I went to Rupchandpur. Investigations there revealed that our late lamented Raja
Bahadur was a scoundrel, as addicted to women as to alcohol, and a terrible oppressor of his people. Ten years
back someone called Ramkal Ray used to work in his estate. This man had no offspring and had fostered an
orphaned niece named Savitri. The girl was uncommonly beautiful and at that time was aged about sixteen. A
marriage had been arranged for her with a good match from Rupchandpur itself. There was some distant
connection between the families of the bride and the groom, and because they lived near each other they had even
developed an intimacy. The bride used to do her studies under the direction of the groom.
“When the Raja found out about the marriage proposal, he said to Ramkali, the girl’s maternal uncle, that on
no account must he arrange a marriage anywhere else, that he, the Raja, would marry the niece himself. The uncle
was a brave man and did not listen to the Raja; he made all plans for the wedding to go ahead with the groom with
whom marriage talks had been held. The bride’s party and the groom’s party were all assembled, the girl’s
maternal uncle was ready to give her away, the priest was about to read the mantras, when the Raja entered with
his gang. Nobody dared to offer resistance, because the Raja was so powerful, and besides, he was accompanied
by a police inspector who had come to keep the peace.
“The Raja’s followers tied up the hands and feet of the girl’s uncle and the groom, and removed them from the
scene. The parties of the bride and the groom scattered in terror. Then the Raja sat down on the groom’s seat, his
own priest read the mantras, and one of the Raja’s sycophants pretended to be the bride’s paternal uncle and gave
the unconscious Savitri away. After the wedding, the Raja took his new wife to the palace, the maternal uncle
went into exile, and the groom and his mother went off to Calcutta.”
“Are you aware of the identity of that groom?”
“I am speaking to him right now. He is called Rakhal Mustaufi, is a schoolmaster, thinks he is a very great
poet, though not a single one of his poems has been published as yet.”
“Is it a fault to think highly of oneself?”
“It is for a stupid person, but not for clever blokes like you or me.”
“Continue.”
“The new Rani Savitri was sick for a long time. The Raja spared no effort to please her and bring her under his
sway. He gave her vast amounts of jewelry including the Blue Star, a separate wing of the royal residence for her
accommodation along with a large retinue of menservants and maidservants. For her education he appointed
Sister Theodora of the Mission School. But within five months of the marriage the Raja suffered a fall when he
was drunk, was injured, and took to his bed. The new Rani spent her time with her teacher.”
“Tell me where Savitri is now.”
“Don’t get agitated. I am giving the whole story in the right sequence. After the Raja’s death the new Rani was
put under a strict surveillance. She was very clever, and in consultation with Sister Theodora arranged her escape.
One day in the middle of the night she left the royal residence with some money and jewelry and one loyal
maidservant. She didn’t want to take the Blue Star with her, but took it because of Theodora’s earnest requests.
Then she came to Calcutta and lodged in the house of a Bengali Christian lady named Miss Cecilia Banerjee. It
was Theodora who had arranged it.”
“Have you met Savitri?”
“Yes, I have. The Rani said, ‘I have won my release from the palace and am now free, and have also got
myself a job in a girls’ school. I don’t want to retain the Blue Star. You can take it away and give it to the Kumar.’
I said, ‘Why should you give it up for nothing? First you have to claim compensation for the harassment yourself
and Mustaufi have suffered, and only then should you part with it.’ The Rani said, ‘I have no steam left to decide
anything. Nor are Uncle and Aunt alive, so I can’t consult with them either. You can talk to Mustaufi. Whatever he
says is OK by me.’ Mustaufi, she holds you in much esteem, has a great regard for you.
“Has she turned Christian?”
“Sister Theodora tried to convert her, but in no way would the Rani agree with that.”
“Don’t call her ‘the Rani,’ call her Savitri Devi.”
“Very well. Savitri Devi. The Goddess Savitri. See, Watson, how when one’s in love, one’s point of view
becomes so elevated, the mind’s magnifying power increases. I saw the same process before your own marriage.”
Holmes got a casket out of his pocket, opened it, and revealed the Blue Star in a golden frame. It was shaped
like an areca nut, but bigger. Its color was a pale cloudy blue, and within it was a figure like a bright star, radiating
six rays in six directions.
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“Crores of years ago,” said Holmes, “hot liquid alumina slowly congealing within the earth’s womb, produced
this gem. Its market price won’t be that much—ten thousand rupees at the most. But since the Kumar believes in
its supernatural powers and is desperate to get it back, he must pay a high price. Tell me, Mustaufi: how much
should I extract from him?”
Rakhal said, “My head feels confused. You decide whatever has to be decided.”
“Poets have very little worldly sense. There are honorable exceptions, of course, such as Lord Tennyson.\fn
{Alfred Tennyson, 1st Baron Tennyson (1809-1892), English poet.} Listen, Mustaufi, I shall extract four lakhs\fn{1 lakh =
100,000 rupees, a sum in 1934 equal to approximately $37,500, which today is perhaps the equivalent of a quarter of a million dollars in
buying power.} from him, two lakhs for Savitri Devi and two for you. If we ask for more, the Kumar may panic.

Besides, he must pay for our fares to this country and remunerate us for our pains. Savitri has an account in the
Bank of Bengal. As soon as the Kumar deposits four lakhs there, I shall hand over the Blue Star to him. He is
seeing me this evening.”
“What’s Savitri’s address?”
“Number three, Cornwallis Third Lane. Mustaufi, do go and see her this very afternoon. I hope you are free of
prejudices. She is a widow now, but are you prepared to marry the woman to whom you were solemnly engaged
before? … Well then, no more worries. Go, woo and win her. Come and see me tomorrow morning in my hotel.
Goodbye.”
Watson said, “Excuse me, Mustaufi babu, please shave off that beard of yours. Goodbye.”
*
Rakhal went to visit Savitri at four in the afternoon, returning at half past eight in the evening. His student
Naran was sitting in the veranda. Rakhal said,
“Who’s that? Is it Naran? Brighten the hurricane lantern, will you.”
Turning up the flame, Naran said, “What’s this, sir, one can hardly recognize you!”
“I’ve shaved off my beard. What are you doing here so late in the evening?”
“Bah, you’ve forgotten? You said you were going to read The Battle of Sedgemoorwith me this evening.”
“The devil take Sedgemoor. We’ll do that another day. Want to hear what I made up today, coming back on the
tram?”
The rain comes down,
Cool is the ground;
The heat-scorched tree
Has its water found;
The thirsty roots
Suck up the juice;
Leaves will appear
And flowers bloom.

“Can those poets you people admire—Hem Banerjee, Nabin Sen et al.—write like that?”
2
After the guardian deity of children, Sasti, had been duly honored with a ceremony, Sukumari laid her newborn baby on a low wooden stool and bowed before her husband touching his feet with her forehead. Sukumari
was twenty-four and her husband, Gokul Goswami, fifty-four.
“How lovely you look!” exclaimed Gokul Babu, “Like Urvashi fresh from her bath in the sea!” She pressed
the palms of her hands together and pleaded, “Please,” she said, “I beg of you, release me. It is seven years since I
came to you and I have born six children. Five are dead. Only one remains. I cannot suffer any more. My health is
gone. I shall surely die if I conceive again. And this baby too.”
“God forbid,” protested Gokul Babu, “Why should you die? Children are born, live and die according to the
will of God. That is to say, according to the karmas\fn{The deeds.} of their former lives. I see clearly now that you
have completed your quote of suffering. Your bad luck is passing. From now on you have nothing more to fear.”
Gokul Chandra Goswami was a Sub-Registrar in Sheoragachi. His job was a comfortable one. There was little
work and his office was near his residence. He read a great deal and was proficient in many Sastras.\fn{ A note
reads: Hindu scriptures.} He even read English and Bengali novels and was considered learned. His circumstances
wee easy for he owned property dedicated to religious purposes and practiced usury under an assumed name.
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Seven years before Gokul Babu had gone on pilgrimage to the sacred laces in the foothills of the Himalayas,
completing the pilgrimage by climbing as far as Lake Manas and Kailas. When he came back he declared that he
had been reborn and it was no longer possible for him to live with his family. He must have a new one. there was
no difficulty. An orphan, the daughter of poor parents, Sukumari, came into his home. His first wife, Katyani, took
her three children and went to live with her brother in Calcutta. A meager monthly allowance her husband sent her
was the only connection that remained between them. Her two daughters were married and lived with their
husbands’ families.
“Do not deceive me with false hope,” Sukumari replied to her husband’s effort at consolation. “I have read in
the papers that a method of birth control has been found which our ministers in Delhi consider good. You are so
well informed. Don’t you know about it? Go to Calcutta and ask the ministers there to teach you.”
“Rot they know!”
“Ask the chief minister. I’ve heard that he is a doctor.”
“Are you crazy, Sukumari? What things you say! You! A respectable Brahmin wife in a pious Brahmin family!
A little learning is a dangerous thing! You have learnt enough to read newspapers. Now all sorts of wrong ideas
are getting into your head! Don’t you know it is a great sin to arrest the processes of birth by artificial means?
God created man and woman to multiply his subjects. Woman’s duty is to conceive. It is so ordained. Do you wish
to interfere with the will of God?”
“I am an ignorant woman. I know nothing. I spoke of it because I have heard that it is done in most families
nowadays, and I fear for my life. I do not know right from wrong. But who does not interfere with the will of
God? God sent you naked on the earth. Why do you wear clothes? Who do you shave? Why do you make use of
false teeth?”
“You must not say such things, Suku! Radhamadhav! Your tongue will drop out!”
“The tongues of the Delhi ministers haven’t dropped out!”
“They will! They will! When their measure of sin is full! If one follows the injunctions of the Sastras God’s
will is not infringed. It is a great sin not to follow them. Know once and for all that no one can escape his fate. In
respect to children you have been unlucky and have suffered. When your luck changes you will be happy. We
must submit to what is destined for us. These are very deep matters. I’ll explain them to you some time.”
Sukumari, discouraged, was silent.
Before six months had passed Sukumari became with child once more. She fell ill. The doctor diagnosed her
ailment as severe anemia with various complications. If she were removed to Calcutta and given proper medical
attention there was a chance of her pulling through, he said. “Don’t you worry at all, Suku,” said Gokul Babu
lightly dismissing the doctor’s advice, “You’ll be well in no time. All you have to do is to get an amulet from our
astrologer and keep on taking the pills Bidhu doctor has prescribed.”
“I have not been away for a long time,” Gokul Babu said to Sukumari just before the Pujah holidays. “I feel
the need of a change.” He added seven days’ leave to the holidays and joined Naresh Babu, a lawyer friend who
was traveling as far as Rameswar with his party. Sukumari was not to worry. He was leaving a maid with her, and
the servant boy, Gupe. The wife of the milkman had promised to come to see her twice a day. He would be back
for the Festival of the Lamps.
*
Not long after Gokul Babu’s departure Sukumari took to her bed. Three weeks passed slowly and with
difficulty. Then an evening came on which she felt her breath was failing. A lantern was burning but she could not
see. Her baby lay beside her. Resting her hand on his head she prayed, “Holy Mother of the World, I am going.
Who will look after my baby? Oh Mother Sasti, Guardian of Children, take pity. Have mercy on my child! Save
him!”
Filling the room with light the goddess appeared. “What is it, child?” she asked tenderly.
“My life is ebbing out,” Sukumari murmured, “I have heard, Mother, that children are born at your desire, and
live by your grace. You are She Who Dwells in All Things as Mother! Mother dear, I am going, look after my
child!”
The goddess ran her lotus hand over Sukumari’s brow. “I shall make provision for your child,” she promised.
“Sleep in peace.”
Sukumari slept.
“Meni!” the goddess called.
A great cat appeared before her. Its head was black but the rest of its body was a pure white. On its forehead
was a red mark in the parting of the black markings and its tail was ringed as though with bracelets.
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“What is your will, Holy Mother?” asked the cat, standing on its hind legs and folding its forepaws reverently.
“You must take charge of this baby boy.”
“But I am a cat, Mother!”
“Take human shape.”
Instantly a handsome young woman stood in the cat’s place. “Holy Mother,” she said, “I shall take charge of
this baby. But I have young ones of my own. What will happen to them? My first litter has grown up and I do not
worry about them. They can feed themselves by catching mice and crickets and rats, looking for scraps of food or
stealing a little. But I have four little kittens who have not yet opened their eyes and are still on milk. What will
happen to them?”
“Turn back into a cat now and then to suckle them.”
“But what will the head of the house think? There’ll be trouble if Goswami finds it out.”
“Don’t be afraid. If he finds out he too will turn into a cat.”
“Will he turn back into a man?”
“No, never. He will be a cat forever. So he will not be able to make trouble. You also need not stay here long.
You will be free to leave as soon as satisfactory arrangements are made for the care of the child.”
*
The goddess vanished. Sukumari’s infant son woke and began to cry. Meni took the baby to her. The hungry
child gurgled with pleasure at the full breast.
A hackney drove up and stopped in front of the house. Gokul Babu had returned. He was expected to rejoin his
post on the next day but one. “Gupe!” he called, “where are you? Come and carry my luggage in! Has the maid
left already? What’s the matter? Why doesn’t any one answer? Suku, where are you? Why don’t you come out?
Come here a minute?”
Nobody came. Gokul Babu was obliged to take his trunk and bedding out of the hackney himself, with the help
of the coachman. He paid the fare and dismissed him.
“How are you, Suku?” he asked as he entered the house. “How is the baby? Why didn’t you write to me?”
By the flickering light of the lantern Gokul Babu saw a very pretty girl holding the baby in her arms. She stood
in front of him. “Who are you?” he demanded.
“I am Menaka,” she answered, “a distant cousin of Sukumari’s. I received news that she was seriously ill and
all alone. There was no one to look after the baby. So I came as quickly as I could.”
“It is good of you to come, Meanaka!” exclaimed Gokul Babu gratefully. “And since you have come, you may
as well stay on. How is your cousin? Her sleep seems to be sound. Is she running a temperature? A high one?”
“Sukumari has just died.”
Gokul Babu wailed and beat his head with his fists. “Where have you gone leaving me all alone,” he cried.
“What will happen to the baby?”
“Hush, Cousin-in-law!” Meni reproved him. “There will be time enough to weep later. Now summon Gupe.
Make arrangement for cremation. Don’t delay!”
Gokul Babu did as he was bid.
“How lucky it is that you came, Menaka,” Ghokul Babu said a couple of days later. “I get my meals and the
baby is alive. You are a fine girl. I think that since you have taken charge of us you should make it permanent by
becoming the lady of the house and shining in my home.”
“You are very impatient,” Meni answered. “Why are you in such a hurry? What will people say? Let your grief
for my cousin diminish. Complete the period of mourning and all the funeral rites. Then you may speak to me
about it.”
*
The funeral feast was over. Gokul Babu felt uneasy. Menaka’s behavior seemed to him very questionable.
Unable to keep his peace he asked her, “Menaka, see here, your behavior is very odd. You are an unmarried girl.
How is it that you can give suck? I have seen you nurse the baby. Have you had children? Please answer plainly.
However beautiful you may be I cannot marry a bad woman!”
“Oh, so you have been spying on me!” Meni retorted with a laugh. “Venerable Goswamiji, don’t be alarmed!
No blemish will you be able to discover in my character. I am wholly pure and, as they say, untouched by sin. You
are learned and have read widely in the sastras. Have you never heard of a payaswini woman? That is what I am.
At times my breasts fill with milk for three or four months and then go dry again. You are fortunate to have such a
woman in your house. Your half-dead son is alive now and well. He never got his fill of his own mother’s milk.”
Gokul Babu’s suspicions were not allayed. But Menaka’s beauty bewitched him. He was determined not to let
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her go whatever might happen. Within two months they were married.
*
Gokul Babu’s distress grew. Where did Menaka go every night so secretly? And on Sundays she was missing
for several hours during he noon. Perhaps she went out every day. How could he know? Gokul Babu did not wish
to displease his beautiful wife. He was completely at her mercy. She was his third. But one day he broke out, “Tel
me, where is it you go every so often?”
“That is no concern of yours,” Menaka answered proudly. “Surely I am not a slave. Do I ever ask you where
you spend your evenings?”
Gokul Babu decided that he ought not to keep quiet. He must find out to whom she went. He purchased a
flash-light and secreted it in the bedroom in a place where he could reach it easily without being detected by
Menaka. That night he went to bed early and pretended to be asleep. About midnight Menaka got up and left the
room silently. Gokul Babu followed her barefooted.
Menaka crossed the courtyard and went out the back door. She entered a low thatched shed behind the house
were fire-wood, coal and cow dung cakes were kept. Her figure was indistinct for she was wearing a white sari
and she vanished as soon as she entered the shed. Gokul Babu, with the help of his flash-light, saw only a white
cat lying in one corner. Four kittens were feeding at her teats. Of Menaka there was no trace.
“Menaka,” Gokul Babu called, running his light around the walls of the shed.
“What is it?” answered the cat. “Don’t shout or you will frighten my kittens.” Gokul Babu was so nonplussed
he dropped the flash-light. But he saw as well as ever despite the dark and he felt no surprise. “Radhamadhav!” he
exclaimed in a hurt voice, “illegitimate children in a Brahmin’s house!”
“A fine Brahmin!” Meni answered. “You cannot see your face but you can put your hand behind you!”
Gokul Babu put his hand behind him and discovered that he had a full-grown tail. Even that did not surprise
him. He went on indignantly, “You’re a bad woman! How many lovers do you have?”
“I haven’t counted them.”
“Get out of my house this instant!”
“Who are you to turn me out, Goswami? Don’t you know that ours is a matriarchal society? Men are not the
masters. They are of no importance, companions of the moment only.”
Gokul Babu meowed furiously and tried to bite Meni. Meni gave a single leap and called, “Ur-rauo!”
According to Sri Dipankar Bose who is and expert in the language and customs of the feline tribe, a cat mother
summons her son to her rescue with just such a sound.
Meni had a taste for novelty. From a wide variety of husbands she had obtained a motley array of sons.
“What’s the matter, Mother?” cried the white, black, gray, brown, dappled and striped cats which presented
themselves instantly in response to her call.”
“Drive this wicked fellow away!” she said.
Seven of her sons pounced tigerishly upon Gokul Babu who was only an old tom cat. He fled, scratched and
bleeding. One of his paws was lame.
Three days later the first wife of Gokul Chandra Goswami received the following letter.
My revered Elder Sister;
I am Menaka, your unfortunate younger sister, our husband’ third wife. Last night Goswami quarreled with me and
left home. He vowed by his sacred thread, which he broke, that he would not come back. He is, he says, through with
the world. I am not capable of looking after his property. It is necessary for you to come immediately with your
children and take possession of it. Our second sister, Sukumari, left a baby boy to our care who is now nine or ten
months old. He is a lovely baby and you are sure to love him. I do not intend to stay here any longer. As soon as you
come I will go to live with my mother.
Yours obediently,
Menaka

Katyuani did not delay. She returned to her husband’s house and brought her children with her. Taking
Sukumari’s baby boy into her arms affectionately she said, “He will be as my own to me.”
Menaka was indeed a fine girl. She asked for nothing. Katyani offered her a monthly allowance but Menaka
protested. “I do not need it,” she said. “I will not want for anything at my mother’s.” She even refused to take her
train fare. But at the time of leaving she said:
“Elder Sister, you are not a widow. Whether you ever hear from our husband or not he is alive and you should
eat fish for his sake. It will bring him misfortune if you do not. I have another favor to ask of you also. An old tom
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cat comes to the house daily. Take pity upon it, please, and give it the fish bones mixed with a little rice. And
when you can, give it some milk. The poor creature is old and infirm.”
“Do not worry about that, sister, “ Katyani assured her warmly. “I shall feed your poor tom cat.”
1881

234.95 Excerpt from Buried Alive: “Ancestry And Early Life”\fn{by Sardar Ajit Singh (1881-1947)} Khatkarkalan
Village, Jalandhar District, Punjab State, India (M) 4
In the famous district of Jullundur of which one finds mention in the old Aryan literature, there is a Tehsil by
the name of Nawanshahr (New Town); in this Tehsil and in the Thana of Banga is situated a village of certain
importance known as Khatkar Kalan (The Great Khatkar).
This place used to be a fortress once belonging to a feudal chief, who had, besides this, a number of other
fortresses, but these were smaller than this and for this reason these were called Garh Khurd (Small fort). The
place of my birth was called Garh Kalan (Big fort).
A member of the family of my ancestors who lived in the district of Lahore in a village called Narli had, in
days gone by during the Mughal period, left his village in his youth for the purpose of carrying the ashes of the
family members cremated in Narli to the sacred water of Ganges at Haridwar. On his way one evening seeing it
getting dark, he reached the big fortress mentioned above, and asked the gate-keeper if he could stop there for the
night. Upon this the gate-keeper sent a word through a young boy to the lord of the fortress who ordered that the
young stranger be brought into his presence. The young man was received into the big saloon where the lord, with
his wife and his beautiful young daughter, [was] sitting at ease. The stranger saluted the family very politely
which was responded with no less civility. The very attractive, manly and handsome face of the young visitor with
his bright eyes impressed the family so well that they all got up to give him a hearty welcome. He was invited to
sit on a chair between the lord and the lady facing their daughter. A warm conversation about his journey and the
cause of the same kept them busy till the dinner was ready. At the table they had become pretty familiar.
However, something strange was happening while the host and the hostess were busy talking to their guest.
The young daughter of the hosts was getting enamored of the guest, [their] eyes on meeting each other carried the
deepest and the most intimate message from and to one another.
After dinner the family listened to some stories of adventure of their young guest with great interest. Had he
not insisted on going to bed early so as to get up early in the morning and resume his journey, they would have
liked him to go on narrating his stories till dawn. The lord accompanied him to the mansion especially kept for his
son, guests and seeing him comfortably settled withdrew bidding him a good night.
On his return to his mistress he found his daughter talking to her mother about the charms she perceived in the
young guest of the night, and expressed the desire of becoming wife of one like him. Without expressing it, the
parents seemed to have the same idea. They admired the young man before their daughter and said words in
appreciation of his manners, loveliness and bold and frank attitude. And they went to sleep as well. But the lord
before going to bed ordered his servants to wake him up in the morning as soon as their guest woke up.
Next morning the young man got up at about four, and made himself busy with his toilet. The servant
according to his master’s order had gone to wake him up. The host and the guest seemed to be quick because at
about half past four both had gone through their toilets and were dressed up, ready for the new day’s work.
The host came to the young man’s room, saluted him, patted on his back to show affection and asked him
abruptly,
“Are you married young man?”
“Not yet,” replied the young fellow.
Then the lord of the fortress asked the young man if he would on his return journey give him the honor of
being their guest for the second time. To this the young man agreed and saying good-bye the host and the guest
separated.
The young man had understood, specially after his being questioned about his being married, what the
invitation of his host meant. So he went on his journey musing about the idea, and making castles in the air just
thinking about his future life, planning the building of a suitable house for himself and his beloved.
He had yet to walk for many a day, but there was something in him now which pushed him on to reach the
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sacred river, the Ganges, the soonest possible. He continued his journey enthusiastically and soon reached
Haridwar. Here he took his ablutions, entrusted the sacred remains of his family members to mother Ganges,
dipped his body in the fresh stream and started his backward journey.
Free from all anxiety and full of hope and enthusiasm about his future life, he was marching by strides so
much so that he reached the fortress a week earlier than the time he had calculated at the time of his departure.
In his absence preparations were made to receive him not as a stranger but as the would-be-husband of the fair
daughter of the lord of the place. The only favor asked by the parents was that the couple should not move from
there; but they should stay with them not as guests but as masters of the place. Thus it was that the big fortress
given in dowry served as a residence for the newly married couple. From the day of the marriage onward the
place began to be called Khat Garh Kalan (Dowry big fortress). The position got changed altogether and the
former proprietors who had resolved to give their fortress as a dowry at the marriage of their only child to their
son-in-law became the guests of their daughter and son-in-law.
*
It is from this couple that our family descends. By the march of time the walls of the fortress were demolished,
and the foundations of big village and the deep ditches that surrounded the fortress were changed into four big
tanks which survive till today, and served as a bathing place for the people, the ducks and other animals as well.
When heavy rains come, two of these tanks, sometimes three of them, get united by the flood leaving one point
which is the highest, uncovered by waters and where the ducks on such occasions prefer to lay their eggs.
The ancestors of the family used to hold a dewan (darbar) where justice was administered and receptions held.
That place is still called by the name of Devan Khana (or the court room).
During the reign of Maharaja Ranjit Singh and long before that our family people lived as and were considered
to be feudal lords who supplied a fixed number of soldiers to the state in times of war. [The] Sikh national flag
was raised and upheld under the patronage of my ancestors and as a commemoration of that there was a spacious
building sixty yards long where four times in a year people collected in sufficient numbers and celebrated
ceremonies of the historical national flag. The place is known by the name of Jhandaji i.e. the respectable flag.
The maintenance of this place or (Temple) Gurudwara depends on the donations offered by the people who come
from most of the villages in the districts of Jullundur and Hoshiarpur.
So much respect was in the heart of the founder of our family in Khat Kalan for the sacred national flag that
when once people from Narli came and begged him to shift back to the residence of his forefathers, he told them
that first of all he did not want to leave the place because of the pledge he had given to his father [in-law] and
mother-in-law but there was another and important reason for not abandoning the place. It was the flag which he
respected more than his own life.
One of my forefathers seeing that the foreigners after the death of Ranjit Singh, Maharaja of the Punjab; had
begun the mischievous game of usurping the rights of the people and of enslaving the inhabitants of the only
really national independent country in the continent of India i.e., the Punjab, resolved to take up arms for repelling
British intruders. He joined the forces that were fighting against the British, and took valiant part in the famous
battles at Mudki, Aliwal, and Sabraon. As a result of fighting against the British the jagirs held by our family got
reduced. But when some Chiefs and Rajas went to help the Britishers in 1857 against their own compatriots who
were fighting a war of independence sacrificing their lives for the liberation of their countrymen from the terrible
yoke of the English imperialists, Sardar Fateh Singh, my dear grandfather, was also invited by the Majithia Sardar
Surat Singh, the father of late Sunder Singh.
He bluntly refused to take up such an abject task. He was told by S. Surat Singh that the lost jagirs of family
would be recovered or substituted by others if he accompanied him to fight against the troops that wanted to make
India free. S. Fateh Singh replied that he would better lose what was still left with him than to fight against his
own countrymen. This fact was narrated to me by himself repeatedly.. I was quite a child and was often taken in
the morning to the sugarcane fields where on my return from the fields I used to come sucking the sugarcane all
along the way and hearing the details of the Sikh wars for the defense of their country and some details of the
event occurring about a decade later, the Indian war of independence of 1857. I asked him how the foreigners
could succeed against the Indian patriots in 1857. He told me regretfully that it was due to the help rendered by
the Punjabis that the foreigners could remain in India to suppress all the liberties and exploit in the worst possible
way this land of our forefathers.
These tales created a curiosity in my mind to have a chance of seeing the foreigners who had remained as
rulers in our country.
I saw sometimes a Tehsildar or a Sub-Inspector coming to our place. They were all Punjabis. With S. Fateh
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Singh I could not get a chance of seeing an Englishman or an English officer.
But I succeeded in seeing English officer by going in the company of S. Surjan Singh who used to run after the
foreigners. I saw my uncle salaaming first the officer who was younger than him and he did not know how to
speak our language well. I rather laughed at his expressions. My uncle was making me signs of stopping my
laughter, but I could not help [it]. My uncle said that I was his nephew.
This foreigner looked to be annoyed on seeing that I did not salute him. My uncle talked with him a little bit
more. After that the officer rode his horse and said to my uncle,
Ham Nawanshahr Janeko mangta hai, Tumko lot sakta hai,\fn{I wish to go to Nawanshahr; you can go back}and there
the fellow spurred his horse and away he went. I and my uncle returned home. He looked to be annoyed with me
and said:
“I will never bring you with me to see a Sahib in future.” I asked my uncle if Sahib was this foreigner’s name
or all foreigners were called Sahibs. He said,
“All Englishmen are called Sahibs. You are a foolish boy, why did you not salute him?” Upon which I said,
“He was more foolish than I; all he spoke was wrong. I, although a child, could teach him to speak: His parents
must be idiots who did not teach him to speak correctly. Why should I salute such a foolish man?”
I was told to shut up. So we did not speak for a few minutes, then the silence was broken by myself. I asked
my uncle why this fellow was seen here and what was his job. Uncle said he was a Sahib which means a milord
and master. I asked him again,
“Why don’t you rule? Why should he come? You are older than him, more intelligent than he looks to be. He
does not even know how to talk nor does he understand what people tell him.”
My uncle again told me that I was talking nonsense. By this time we had reached our Dewan Khana from
where he sent me home with a message of sending for him a glass of lussie. The impression I had was not very
good. I heard several times after that my uncle saying to the people that he was going to see a Sahib, but he did
not take me along with him.
Another day by chance I was playing with my cousin near a well by the side of the metalled road leading to
Nawanshahar and Rahon when an Englishman accompanied by some Indians appeared there. He alighted from
the horse, and looking back towards our village. I saw my uncle just at a distance of a few steps. As I knew he did
not like me to be near him when there was some Sahib, I concealed myself behind a tree and from there I watched
my uncle salute the Sahib with a great bow which irritated me. I heard him talking to this new foreigner.
My impression of a Sahib remained the same which I had formed by seeing one the first time because the
second fellow looked as foolish as the former. This time the uncle accompanied him on his journey and I could
not follow them.
In the evening when my uncle returned, I told him that all the Sahibs were ignorant people. None of them
knew to speak correctly. I heard this new fellow talking to him today, “Ham jana” meaning thereby, “we go.” That
made me laugh. Uncle asked how could I hear his talk to him. I told him that I was hiding behind the tree near the
well and heard this talk. My curiosity was thus satisfied and the conclusion I had drawn was I would not take the
Sahib as servants nor give them any job as all of them were fools.
*
As a kid I was taken along with my elder brother to Anandpur for the performance of the ceremony of Sikh
Baptism which is called Pohal or Amrit chhakna. It was the time of Holi festival which the Sikhs, after their
masculine fashion, call Hola. I remember very well the sugar water given to us as a drink for making us Singhs
and immortals. A part of it was sprinkled on the faces as a sign of sanctification. This ceremony teaches the person
who undergoes it not to fear death, and to fight against the oppressors, tyrants and the unjust people and to protect
the weak, the poor, the old, the children and womenfolk from all sorts of molestation.
From that day onward one has to be pure in body and heart. This is why the Sikhs are called Khalsa i.e. pure.
After the ceremony is performed those having outwardly an appearance of the Khalsa but having their hearts and
sometime their bodies too full of impurities are a disgrace to the Panth and to the sacred cause. [This was]
preached by the Guru.
On the Hola festival a red color substance known as Glilal was thrown on the faces and clothes of people
joining the festival. It appeared quite lovely to see people [with] new clothes, faces and bodies besmeared with the
red color, going to Anandpur on a festival for the ceremony of Pohal. Our family from the time of the tenth
Guru\fn{Gobind Singh (1666-1708) pictured below in an opaque watercolor made c.1815} always took the male members there.
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I had my primary education in my village. My father knew Persian thoroughly well and had studied Arabic
grammar as well. He had studied, besides, the Unani system of medicine. He began to teach us the Persian
language soon after we had learnt the Urdu alphabet and we could read Urdu, Persian and Arabic words because it
contains all the letters of Arabic alphabet. … Thus [at an] early age I and my elder brother had read Gulistan (the
Garden of Roses) which was written by the great and immortal Persian author, Sadi.

† Abū-Muhammad Muslih al-Dīn bin Abdallāh Shīrāzī, better known as Sadi, 1203-1292. From his work,
Gulistan: “All men and women are to each other | the limbs of a single body, each of us drawn | from life’s
shimmering essence, God’s perfect pearl; | and when this life we share wounds one of us, | all share the hurt
as if it were our own. | You, who will not feel another’s pain, | you forfeit the right to be called human. †
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I passed middle from Banga. When I was studying in middle my father, who was a sympathizer of Arya Samaj,
took me to an annual gathering of Arya Samaj. There I heard a lecture on the benefits of wearing swadeshi cloth.
He [the speaker] explained how the use of foreign cloth was proving a drain on the wealth of the nation. On my
return, I called the village weaver, and the whole family took to swadeshi. From that day my feeling went on
increasing that the alien rule was undesirable.
S. Dilbagh Singh, one of my cousins, used to study in a Mission School where the teachers were British
missionaries. I used to take it ill. I insisted on my uncle that we must start a school in Jullundur where we should
have teachers of our country who should be patriots. The local Arya Samaj wanted to start a school there. Lala
Sunder Dass, a prominent Arya Samajist, agreed to become Headmaster.
So my uncle started a school in Jullundur. I passed my Matriculation Examination from that school. Sunder
Dass was a great patriot. He used to preach patriotism in his speeches in school.
Being a religious institution, they used to regard the Muslims as foreigners. He wrote a book called Pearl
Necklace containing stories of Rajput bravery and heroism, particularly of Rana Pratap, also of Sikh Gurus. In my
opinion these religious institutions have done a great harm to the country by creating divisions among
communities of India.
Sunder Dass used to preach swadeshi. As a result about 70 per cent of students in that school took to swadeshi.
It was about 1893 or 1894.
After finishing my education there I came to D.A.V. College, Lahore. Principal Hans Raj was very kind to me
and he used to tell us about the history of other countries. I used to ask him questions about sacrifices people had
made in their countries.
I read Urdu translation of Garibaldi’s and Mazzini’s life stories and this had good effect on me. Mulk Raj
Bhalla wrote stories and poems called Shahidon ki Kahaniaw. I read this book also and this had a powerful effect
on my mind. I read stories of sacrifices of the Gurus in Punjabi. I was much impressed by their spirit of sacrifice
and service of man.
After finishing my education in Lahore I went to Barreilly College to study law. I remained in Barreilly for a
year or so but did not take my studies seriously because by then political consciousness had awakened in me and
taken a firm root. I had begun hating the alien rule through and through and wanted to see my country
independent.
I had also developed a revolutionary trend in me.
109.8 The Birth And Marriage Of Siva: A Folktale\fn{told by Pratap Chandra Misra (1881- )} Damra Village, near
Asansol, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 1
Long ago, the primeval goddess Adi-Sakti was born from the sweat of Lord Dharma. But soon after creating
this daughter, Dharma went to the riverbank to practice his meditation exercises. He remained absorbed in his
own thoughts for fourteen long years. Finally, he was disturbed by his airborne vehicle, the uluk\fn{Owl.} This
owl reminded him of his daughter and persuaded him to abandon his meditations and return home to check on her.
But in fourteen years this daughter had become a young woman. When Dharma saw this he went in search of a
groom for her. He left behind one pot of honey and one pot of poison.
During his absence the daughter became more and more desirous. Finally, when she could not bear the feeling
any longer, she drank the poison. This made her pregnant. In due course she gave birth to the three great gods:
Brahma, Vishnu, and Siva. All three of these sons were born blind. They were also very religious. They soon went
to the bank of a river to give themselves up to divine contemplation.
Seeing these three men absorbed thus in meditation, Dharma now determined to test them. So he floated down
the river in the form of a putrid-smelling corpse. As Dharma’s transformed body approached Brahma, he began to
notice a terrible smell. So the sage took three palmfuls of water and ceremoniously sent the corpse on down the
river.
Next, the great Lord Dharma floated in front of Vishnu. The mighty Vishnu also noticed a foul smell and soon
did the same, sending the corpse on down the river using three palmfuls of water.
Finally, the corpse arrived in front of Siva.
When Siva noticed the bad smell, however, he thought to himself,
“How could there already be a smell of death when there has been no birth?”
Siva, being a famous master of mysteries, thus came to realize that this smell could be nothing more than an
illusion created by the great Lord himself. So instead of sending the body on down the river, Siva grabbed a hold
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of it with his two hands and began to dance. He also realized that he had been the only one of the brothers to have
recognized Lord Dharma in his concealed form.
Dharma was very pleased with Siva and responded by bestowing him with the gift of eyesight. Dharma’s
words were,
“You were blind in both eyes. In recompense I now grant sight in those, plus one additional eye that can also
see.”
Siva was very pleased. He bowed down at the Lord’s feet and began to sing his praise. He then prayed to
Dharma, asking him to bless his two brothers with eyesight as well. Dharma then explained to Siva that his spittle
would be enough to bring sight to both his brothers. Siva then used his spittle and blessed both his brothers with
divine vision.
The three brothers next went together to visit Adi-Sakti. Dharma then commanded Brahma to create the world.
He charged Vishnu with protecting it and asked the three-eyed Siva to assume the task of destroying it. Then
Dharma turned to Adi-Sakti and asked her to take on the work of giving birth to all creatures. But Sakti responded
in puzzlement asking,
“How am I to bring forth creatures in this world? I was born without parents and I do not possess the power of
conception. Oh, master, what shall I do to carry out your orders?”
Lord Dharma then asked her to follow his advice. She was to marry Lord Siva once in each of her many births
to come.
Adi-Sakti agreed. The fruit of her union with Siva was the birth of the many creatures in this world.
251.69 Excerpts from Reflections Wise And Otherwise: 1. “My Younger Days” (December 1, 1959) 2. “The
Britisher In New India” (October 31, 1935) 3. “India And The War” (November 13, 1940) 4. “Some Aspects
Of The War” (June 24, 1941) 5. “Glimpses Of A Governor’s Life” (October 13, 1952) 6. “Reflections On
Independence” (January 26, 1955) 7. “The Ways And Woes Of The Indian Student” (October 6, 1956): Seven
Speeches\fn{by Homi Mody aka Sir Hormasji Peroshaw Mody (1881-2000)} Bombay, Maharashtra State, India. (M) 17

1
I have never been able to understand how you Rotarians\fn{ This talk was delivered to the Bombay Rotary Club:H } can
settle down after lunch, week after week, to listen to talks, no matter how interesting. Making speeches may be a
popular pastime, but the appetite you seem to possess for listening to them must be regarded as a sign of
abnormality. If, therefore, I have been induced to inflict myself on you, it is not because I am in sympathy with
your little weakness, but because of the persuasive powers of some of my friends in the Rotary.
I have been asked to talk about my younger days and the changes I have seen in the social and political life of
the country since the turn of the century. It is an appropriate subject for one who is well on the way to becoming
an ancient monument, but how I am going to cover it in the course of a twenty minutes’ talk, I do not know.
I was born at a time when the bullock cart and the tonga were still the mode of locomotion in most parts of the
country, the motor car was a novelty and flying was far away. The cinema had still to come, and night clubs were
of course unknown. Our amusements were simple and cheap—“eating the air” at Scandal Point or the
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Esplanade \fn{These places are in Bombay:H} in the evenings, and an occasional visit to a restaurant whenever our
pocket money permitted it, which was not very often.
Prices of most things were in keeping with the size of our purse, and I remember a party I gave to some of my
friends in celebration of my success at the Matriculation. I had made up my mind to let myself go and damn the
cost. It may interest you to know this reckless spree cost me just eleven rupees.
While life was not very exciting, there were no irritating restrictions on our habits. We were not forbidden to
drink by people who have no conception of the superior merits of a whisky soda over a tomato juice—hours of
entertainment were not regulated, and we did not need to have a license for anything and everything. Our morals
were not as zealously guarded, as they are now, by a paternal Government, and we were not treated to sermons by
all manner of pretentious politicians.
By and large, one generation is not basically very different from another and our student days were spent or
misspent in much the same way as now. But we were on the whole an orderly lot. We stood in some awe of our
professors, and our upbringing at home did not teach us to make ourselves a nuisance outside.
I have often bemoaned the fact that there were no girl students in my college. There was thus no qucstion of
any distraction, and such weakness for the fair sex as I am supposed to have must have developed later. The girls
of my time, I may add, were smart but not sophisticated, and they were easier to entertain. You dared not, and did
not need to, retail risqué\fn{The text has: risky; but the French term is meant, as is implied by the remainder of the sentence:H }
stories to amuse them. Nowadays, if you tell one to a girl friend, you may be almost sure she can tell you a better
one.
Since scientists, psychiatrists and the like were not planning our education and there was no ignorant meddling
with it, it was reasonably good and it cost very little. Textbooks were not so frequently changed for the benefit of
favored authors or publishers. There was no pugree for entry into schools and colleges, and we did not have to
queue up for admission.
In my early days, the game of politics, as conducted by the Old Guard of the Congress, was decorous and
largely according to the rules. The stalwarts of those days were not professional politicians; many of them had
achieved eminence in other walks of life. Leaders of the national movement in Bombay used to gather in the
chambers of the late Sir Pherozeshah Mehta, where questions of the day were threshed out and policies were
decided. Discussion was free and various points of view would be advanced, but ultimately the great man would
lay down the law and his followers would agree.
Public meetings were held from time to time, either in the Town Hall or what was known as the Peoples’
Forum, the Framji Cowasji Hall. It was not until 1917 that the first mass meeting was held in Bombay to protest
against the internment of the late Dr. Annie Besant and her associates. The speakers at these gatherings were
mostly the same set of people and they held forth with vigor, but with constitutional propriety, on the sins of
Government. Young men did not have much of a look in, and I did not have an opportunity of orating on a public
platform until I had reached a ripe young age. As a pointer to the political temper of the time, it is interesting to
recall that it was not unusual for patriots in those early days to refer to the British connection as something
divinely ordained.
The advent of Tilak and the storm aroused by the partition of Bengal were to introduce a new note of
bitterness, and the break-up of the Surat Congress brought about a division into moderates and extremists; and the
Congress entered upon a new phase. The emergence of Gandhiji and the terrific impact he had on the mass of the
people completed the transformation. Gone then, and rapidly forgotten, were the pioneers of the national
movement. Their political philosophy was discredited, but posterity is sure to accord them some day an honored
place amongst the moulders of the nation’s destiny.
In the old days, propriety and decorum were rigorously observed in the matter of dress and deportment, and the
more Anglicized amongst us were fond of sporting a morning coat on the least provocation. The bush-coat, which
does duty nowadays equally for going to Government House receptions or attending one’s grandmother’s funeral,
was unthinkable in those days. Even as late as 1929, when I first entered the Central Legislative Assembly,
Members of Government and Leaders of the opposition were dressed very formally.
It was an imposing assemblage, in which there was an array of talent on the government benches—men who
could compare with the best anywhere in knowledge and administrative ability. Facing them were some of the
greatest figures in the national movement. Under their leadership and that of their successors, the serried ranks of
the Opposition attacked the Government with a vehemence and pertinacity which would have delighted the hearts
of the Irish Members in the House of Commons during the stormy days of the Home Rule movement. Much water
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has since flowed under the bridges over the Jumna, and a peep at the Lok Sabha in 1959 would be found very
revealing by those who had the good fortune to sit in the Central Legislative Assembly in 1929.
With the growing disappearance of social distinctions, there is less of snobbery and adherence to conventions.
In the old days, invitation to a Government House function was a red-letter event in the life of a man and placed
him far above his fellows. And if he got admission to a Special Entrée at the Levies held by Governors, he was
regarded as having reached the summit of social eminence. Gubernatorial pomp and ceremony seem, alas, to have
departed forever, and our heart no longer beats faster when we enter Government House.
The Municipal Corporation, which I served for nearly thirty years, was a very different body, when I first
entered it, from what it is today. Civic affairs attracted some of the best men in our public life, and they were
drawn from every community. Amongst a host of honored names in the annals of our City, there is one that preeminently stands out and that is of Pherozeshah Mehta, of whom the Times of India observed that, in his devotion
to civic affairs, he was perhaps the greatest citizen any city had ever produced.
The Corporation provided an invaluable training in public speaking and constitutional procedure. Many a
citizen owed his eminence in later life to the training so received. The general level of debate was high and, while
the Corporation had its quota of ornamental figures such as are to be found in every public body, most of the
members were keen students of municipal affairs. Portly and well-dressed, they looked every inch the Civic
Fathers that they were popularly called. They did not, as a rule, meddle in matters outside their province, nor did
they waste their time in footling discussions about renaming of streets or removal of statues.
Bombay was easily one of the best administered cities in the East in those days, in spite of her slums and the
epidemics that ravaged her from time to time. The standard of municipal administration is unfortunately no longer
the same. Overcrowding and insanitation have greatly increased, and slackness and slovenliness are in evidence
everywhere. Dhobies spread out their bundles on footpaths on Marine Drive and Cuffe Parade, and hawkers freely
ply their trade in public streets. The roads are a medley of potholes and trenches, and driving on them is an
adventure. Some public body or other is constantly excavating them, patching them up and digging them again, as
if they were looking for some hidden treasure. Since most of the blocks of hideous flats that are springing up
everywhere have no servant’s quarters or garages, our roads have to do duty for a lot of things. So, I suppose, it
matters little if they are not too suitable for the passage of vehicles.
Apart from the disgraceful state of our roads, the way in which buildings, shops, booths and projections are
allowed to go up would make it appear that our building bye-laws had taken a holiday. If the legend “Bombay the
Beautiful” still persists, it is largely because of her natural beauty, her magnificent seafront and the lovely hills
which surround her.
Political and controversial subjects are rightly taboo at Rotary meetings, but in a talk about the changes that
have taken place in my time, it is impossible to avoid a reference to a feature of our public life that must cause
concern to all who believe in the liberty of the individual. I refer to the growing intolerance on the part of our
rulers of criticism of any sort. In the good old days, everyone could merrily join in the pastime of denouncing the
British and their ways. Nowadays, with the power the State has acquired over the way of life of the people, it
would be a hazardous game for anyone looking for permits, licenses, contracts and the like—without which few
people these days can carry on their occupation—to criticize any of the high and mighty of the land.
They have become sensitive and intolerant to a degree which is difficult to appreciate. A striking example is
the way in which the Press has been lectured and hectored in the course of recent debates in Parliament. So long
as our newspapers dutifully supported Government, duly advertised the sayings and doings of Ministers and
political bosses and filled their pages with accounts of all the Opening Ceremonies they performed, all was well.
The moment the Press turned critical, it started being denounced as the creature of capitalism and as being run
purely for the profit motive.
It would appear as if the Government could do no wrong and it was sheer perversity to criticize it. That way
lies the slippery slope to dictatorship.
To wind up, the past has always a sort of glamour clinging to it and it is necessary to guard against being too
nostalgic about it. In tune with the times, India is undoubtedly moving towards a better and happier life for her
people. There is more of social justice and less of exploitation of man by man. Scientific advance has made life
easier and richer for most classes of people. The aeroplane, radio and television have revolutionized our mode of
existence and brought the thought, culture and civilization of the world within the reach of us all.
And yet, I am happy my youth was cast in another age. It had something of value which one misses these days,
and I had a varied and interesting life which might not have been possible in the brave new world of today.
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With that, I must leave you to speculate on what some of you may have to say when you have reached my
age \fn{He was 78 when he gave this talk:H} and are asked to look back on the past. By that time, who knows, you may
have journeyed to the moon and come back sadly disillusioned.
2
On behalf of my wife and myself I thank you all very warmly for the hospitality you have extended to us
tonight.\fn{He is giving this talk at the European Association Dinner}
I do not know what possessed me to agree to inflict on you a political speech. Every time I do any such thing, I
seem to be getting into trouble; some people always manage to get angry with me. I bear up as well as I can,
consoling myself with the fact that here and there I come across friendly critics who do not regard me as
particularly perverse or wrongheaded. The only thing one can do is to try and live up to the motto: “Do right, and
fear no man,” to which there is a corollary which is equally sound:
“Don’t write, and fear no woman!”
Before I start to play the role of the candid friend, let me briefly place before you the proper political
background against which we must view the problems of the day. It seems to be the fashion in many quarters in
Great Britain to regard the new Constitution as a tremendous experiment. The implication is that India is being
given at one bound a political system of a very far-reaching character, which is largely foreign to her habits of
thought and political equipment. It is forgotten that the changes which will be shortly inaugurated are the result of
an evolution which can be traced back a great many years.
It is over a century ago that Macaulay saw the vision of the proud day when the Indian, being instructed in
Western knowledge, would demand Western institutions. The seeds were sown when the grandfather of the
present Lord Halifax inédited\fn{Published} the famous Education Dispatch of 1854, and the study of English
literature, history and institutions started the awakening of India from her age-long slumber. It should also be
remembered that the first legislative councils were inaugurated as far back as 1892.
To talk then of a sudden and potentially catastrophic change is to ignore or under rate the Western influences
which have been at work for generations, and the long and very cautious initiation in the arts of self-government
which has been going on.
Another aspect of the present political situation must be emphasized. The Constitution has failed to command
the enthusiasm of any section of public opinion in the country. The rich promise of the first Round Table
Conference has not been fulfilled, and every subsequent stage in the building-up of the Constitution has made it
progressively illiberal.
However that may be, there seems to be a disposition on the part of most political parties to work the
Constitution for what it is worth. My Liberal friends got very annoyed with me a little while ago over a gentle
reference I made to the way in which they had hurled defiance at their annual meeting in December last. I am glad
to find they have no intention of allowing their heroic resolution on the occasion to stand in the way of their
working the Reforms, and that it is their desire, as much as it is of other progres sive elements, to extract the
maximum good they can out of the Constitution.
But let there be no misunderstanding with regard to the ultimate objective, either of the Liberals or of any other
party. The French say that the British have two hundred religions but only one sauce. In like manner, it might be
said that India has a great many political creeds, but only one goal—Dominion Status. I venture to think that even
the Congress would not hesitate to adopt that objective if it felt assured that it would give India—precisely as it
has given Canada, South Africa and Australia—the fullest liberty to regulate her own internal affairs and to
determine her external relations in the light of what she conceives to be her special interests.
A little while ago I urged the formation of a Reforms Party whose objective would be to make a determined
effort to work the Constitution and to fight the forces of disruption. The suggestion has been variously criticized,
and I would like to take this opportunity of explaining that it was not really a new Party I was thinking of, but
rather a grouping together, for a single purpose, of the various elements which will find their way into the
legislatures, and who, however varying their creeds and political programmes, are united in their desire to work
the Constitution and utilize to the full whatever opportunities it presents for promotion of the national good.
It was not in a spirit of hostility to any section, but merely as a statement of fact, that I observed then that there
were some extreme politicians in this country who wanted to exploit the undoubted discontent with the Act as it
has emerged from Parliament, and who have made no secret of their intention to wreck the machinery which will
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be set up. It must surely be the business of all who wish to avert so disastrous a development to band themselves
together and present a united front to such subversive tactics.
It would be natural to expect that much of the discontent with the Constitution would disappear when power
actually came to be placed in the hands of Indians and they were put in the position of being able to utilize the
very substantial opportunities of moulding the policy of their country. No one can gainsay that, despite the
considerable powers which are reserved to the Governor, in the Provincial Constitution will be found a
parliamentary government of an advanced type, the merits of which will be increasingly realized as the instrument
comes to be worked.
The trouble is that the rock on which the Montagu-Chelmsford Reforms foundered might also present an
obstacle to the safe steering of the provincial bark under the new Constitution. The Ministry in power, to whatever
party it belongs, will need considerable funds if it is to carry out any of the reforms for which the country has
been clamoring. More and more money will be needed for education, sanitation and a hundred other things. At the
same time, if promises made on political platforms are to be carried out, substantial reductions in taxation and
substantial increases in expenditure on national services will be the miracle which every provincial Ministry will
be endeavoring to achieve. They will have many other unenviable tasks to perform, keeping one eye on the
Governor and another on the very critical Opposition they may have to face.
In these circumstances, incurable optimist as I am—though my optimism is not of the type of the Englishman
who lighted a match and asked a Scotsman for a cigarette—I see considerable difficulties ahead which will try the
faith and courage of all. The question I want to put is:
Where is the European going to stand in the future that is being opened out?
But before I do so, I would like you to realize, very clearly, the environment you have created for your-selves.
Many of you have spent the best years of your life in this country and in various ways have rendered devoted
service. But it is undeniable that you have always lived your life apart from the people. The Suez Canal which
brought the world nearer to India has in a sense made the Britisher more remote. It is for you to determine
whether the time has not arrived for regulating your social habits and relations with Indians in a less exclusive
spirit.
It must be admitted that some improvement is noticeable in recent years in the personal attitude of the Britisher
towards his Indian fellow-citizen, but a radical change of outlook must take place in the community as a whole
before Indo-British relations in the social sphere can be said to be established on a satisfactory basis.
I have made these introductory observations with a view to lead up to my main theme, and that is whether the
Britisher here is going to create for himself a special political environment as well. Will he regard it as his
business under the new Constitution merely to look after his own special interests and the way in which they are
safeguarded; or is he going to concern himself more actively than he has done before with the solution of the
many and varied problems which will confront the country? Sheltered though he may be behind the safeguards he
has secured for his commerce and his political position generally, is he not going to try and develop a closer
contact with his Indian fellow-citizens and create that goodwill which, in the ultimate analysis, is his greatest
safeguard?
I have an idea that the European rather prides himself on the fact that he is not a politician. In this connection,
it is necessary he should realize that if, on every occasion his interests appeared to be threatened, he rushed to
invoke the special powers which are in reserve, he would be creating the wrong sort of atmosphere altogether. It
will do him no good to be upset by every little thing.
He will need to cultivate a balanced outlook. He must seek, by active propaganda, to create a public opinion
for his viewpoint, and it is obvious that the indifference of the past must give way to a more active recognition of
his right place in the new order. It will avail the British community in India nothing to have representation in the
legislatures, on however adequate a scale it may be, if the political consciousness of the community is not roused
into activity, and if it does not care to equip itself for making its proper contribution to the advancement of India.
It is for you to consider in what way the various European associations should reorganize and attract to
themselves a wider membership than they have got, and to stimulate, particularly in the younger element, some
sort of enthusiasm for the tasks which await the community and the country. It is obvious that a rigid adherence to
traditional policy must mean stagnation and decay, and as I have attempted to indicate, a new conception of your
obligations and your rights has to be created.
I have always expressed my conviction that there is room for the British in this country and that they can make
a contribution to the attainment of its ideals, which would assure for them and their interests a secure place in our
midst. I see a vision of a greater India in which all communities would live in peace and friendly rivalry, and
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which would furnish to the world an outstanding example of the way in which differences of language, creeds and
social customs can be reconciled in one common endeavour for national regeneration.
At some of your annual banquets in this country, it is your custom to give the toast of “The land we live in.”
May I express the hope that everyone who honours that toast says to himself:
“The land we live in is ‘the land we live for.’”
3
Mr. President,\fn{This speech was given in the course of a debate in the Central Legislative Assembly on the issue of India’s part in
World War II. He is interrupted at times by other legislators, and I have edited out these interruptions—which in any case are of an
inconsequential nature—in the interest of preserving his speech in its entirety as if it were presented in an uninterrupted sequence:H } my
Honorable friend Mr. Satyamurti, fresh from his Mayoral triumphs, began the debate in a speech characterized by
his usual vigor, but happily devoid of the passion which he often imports into his utterances. He showed a lofty
contempt for burdens like the income and other taxes—which worry us such a lot—by not referring to them at all,
and he put the debate on a political plane from which subsequent speakers found it difficult to dislodge it.
My Honorable friend began with a scathing denunciation of the foreign policy of Great Britain. Here, I find
myself more or less in agreement with him. The policy of appeasement which began with Manchuria, followed its
tortuous course over Abyssinia\fn{The old name for Ethiopia:H} and found its culmination at Munich, has resulted in a
disastrous blow to the power and prestige of Great Britain and to the cause of international order and collective
security. While the dictators were arming themselves to the teeth, the democracies were bleating of peace. They
might as well have tried to preach to the tiger the virtues of a vegetarian diet.
Having said that, I am afraid my agreement with Mr. Satyamurti ends. He went on to develop his theme, and
that was that England is not fighting for democracy, nor for the freedom of smaller nations, but merely for her
own survival, and my Honorable friend graciously gave her permission to fight if she wanted to. But he went on
to say,
if you are fighting for your own survival, why do you turn to us for assistance?

I want to ask my Honorable friend whether he regards that as the real issue before the country today. Are we
really being asked to pull Great Britain out of the mess she has got into, or is it rather the case that we are
ourselves up against the international gangsters who in Poland, Denmark, Norway, Holland, Belgium, Albania,
China, Greece and other countries have shown us what sort of fate is in store for those who come under their
domination?
Sir, that is not a distant prospect which we can contemplate with equanimity or with detachment. The war is
very near us, and if we are not sufficiently awake and if some disaster were to overtake the British arms, the war
would walk right through our door, and India would forever lose all prospect of the freedom which is within sight
of her today.
I am sure my friends on the Congress Benches realize all this, but they say to the Government, you dragged us
into this war, you never took our consent for it, we are not interested in it, we are not going to get our freedom out
of it, and therefore, let whatever happens, happen. In other words my Honorable friends are saying, let the
Dictators do their worst; we have nothing to lose.
Sir, I cannot possibly subscribe to such a doctrine. It does matter to me whether human liberties and decencies
of life are to survive in this world or are to be submerged beneath a wave of ruthless repression; and as man does
not live by bread alone, I am sure it must matter to millions of people in this country whether the dictatorships
should be allowed to triumph. I am afraid my Honorable friend, in a burst of frankness, gave his whole case away
when he said that if, by any mischance, Japan or Italy or Russia were to come to this country, we would all have
to hold our hands up.
It may not worry Honorable friends belonging to the non-martial classes to put their hands up, but what about
my friend Mr. Abdul Qaiyum who hails from the Frontier? Sir, we do not want to have either our hands up or our
thumbs down. A great deal has been heard about Imperialism in this debate. I regard Imperialism as dead as
Queen Anne. An Irishman, when told that the sun never sets on the British Empire, replied that if it was so, it was
because God cannot trust the British in the dark. It is doubtful whether any sensible Briton will be found today
shouting “Rule Brittania” and slogans of that character. I am as certain as I can reasonably be of anything that
when this terrible struggle is over a new England will emerge with a new concept of empire.
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My Honorable friend is not given to humor, not at any rate conscious humor, but he was in a light vein when
he conjured up a vision of loyalists crowding the Gateway of India to greet the invading hordes. I believe he is
right; but I would like to assure him that there will be a rush for tickets on the part of quite a few patriots as well.
A patriot has been defined as a man who is prepared to lay down your life for his country; and I know of a good
many patriots who will be found lining up the streets in order to greet the vanguard of the invading hordes, if such
a mischance were ever to occur.
Sir, from the point of view from which I see the whole matter, it is immaterial to me why or how India is in
this war. We are in it, and being in it, it is the bounden duty of all of us to see that it is vigorously prosecuted. Very
recently, we condemned the half-hearted and feeble effort which the Government was making in order to equip
India for adequate defense and for playing her part worthily in the great conflict which is raging between two
opposing philosophies of life. We heard from high quarters that the Indian Air Force had been quadrupled since
the outbreak of hostilities. That sounded impressive until it was found that it merely meant that instead of one
squadron there were four squadrons. When one considers that every single day in September Germany lost far
more than the whole of this wonderful Air Force of ours, one can appreciate the hopeless inadequacy of the effort
of India in the matter of war preparations.
It then really comes to this, viewing the matter as I do, that as you cannot make bricks without straw or sweets
without sugar, you cannot make war without money. The Finance Member in his search for money has pounced
upon those classes who are regarded as fair game by everybody. It does not require much imagination to add a
surcharge to the income tax and super tax. I can, sitting in my chair and without any effort, frame such a budget
every day of my life.
My Honorable friend Sir Ziauddin spoke of the way in which the burden should be levied. He laid down
certain canons: I should like to lay down a much fairer canon than what he has placed before us, and that is that
income tax and super tax should be levied by weight; and if one happens to be a member of the Legislature, by the
length of his utterances. The Finance Member has threatened further exactions at budget time, and I hope that
when the time arrives, he will show more ingenuity and enterprise than he has done on this occasion.
I cannot conclude without referring to the widespread complaint of extravagance on the part of the various
Government departments which have sprung into existence. Public opinion definitely thinks that the war has
become a paradise for a number of people, and it is the business of Government to try and convince us and the
public that the work of the administration is carried on with as reasonable a measure of economy as can be
expected in a time of stress. I have been told that many of the new incumbents of offices have very little work. To
retail an old joke, they must be finding themselves in the position of the elderly General who whenever he
returned from lunch met himself going out to tea. I do not know how many new appointments have been created
and how many departments, but I hope the incumbents are not in the happy position of the occupants of a
Whitehall office which found itself grossly overstaffed at the beginning of the war, and had to put up a notice
which said:
“Members of the staff embracing ladies are asked not to loiter in the corridors.”
Sir, from many points of view, I cannot but regard this as India’s struggle for survival as well as that of any
other country, and while it must mean hardship and suffering to vast numbers of people, I am sure it must also
ultimately mean the preservation of our liberties and our emergence as a full-fledged partner in the newer and
better Commonwealth of Nations which is sure to arise from this ghastly conflict.
4
A friend of mine, writing in a newspaper this morning, has raised somewhat high expectations about this talk
and has put me a number of questions. He forgot I am addressing the Rotary Club.\fn{ Again, of Bombay:H} I do not
know who Rotarians are or what they stand for, but I presume they are normal people, and as such I cannot
imagine them wanting a solemn discourse on a serious subject after lunch. That sort of thing may be good enough
for the “half column” of a newspaper, but not for an occasion like this. If my journalist friend wishes to have a
serious debate, I am prepared to meet him and any number of other fervent nationalists on an appropriate
occasion. In the meantime, let him understand that this is neither a competitive essay, nor a qualifying test for
some distinction, scholastic or otherwise.
Let me get on to my subject. Many of us are pleasantly conscious of the fact that if the direction of the war
were in our hands, the Hun would be on the run and would soon be undone. You have only to read some of the
war diaries, in which soldiers and politicians attack each other with great gusto, to be convinced that wars are
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often won in spite of the generals, and that they must be taken out of the hands of professional soldiers and
entrusted to amateur strategists, if victory is to be achieved. The age is not enlightened enough, however, for such
bright ideas, and we had better reconcile ourselves to the thought that we are in for a very long business, in the
course of which the many will continue to pay for the mistakes, the muddles and the miscalculations of the few;
and that ensconced in our armchairs and with the aid of a map and the Times of India Monday morning leaders,
we shall continue to think we have missed our vocation.
The issues at stake in this titanic struggle between the forces which are battling for human freedom and those
which are striving to enchain the free spirit of man have been expounded on a number of occasions in language
which has stirred vast masses of men and enriched the heritage of English literature. It should by now be obvious
to the meanest intelligence that this is a War in which defeat would not merely mean a reshuffling of kingdoms or
boundaries: it would spell the end of the civilization which came in with the Reformation, and which each
succeeding age has helped to build up. Never before in the world’s history have men who love liberty been
confronted with such a fearsome prospect of losing all that they cherish and becoming wanderers on the face of
the earth.
Thanks to our geographical remoteness, we in India have been so far enjoying this war in peace. We can sleep
easy in our beds, we have plenty to eat and drink, we keep on going to clubs and dances and we still have
Rotarians talking to each other every week.
For all that, India is making a tremendous contribution to the war. She has provided hundreds of thousands of
combatants who are upholding on the battlefields of Africa and the Middle East the finest traditions of our
fighting forces. If it were not for the distinction which the brass-hats have somehow drawn between the martial
and non-martial races, India would provide many more million soldiers.
During the last war, Lord Curzon’s imagination saw the victorious march of the allies into Germany and he
pictured the Gurkhas taking their ease in the gardens of Potsdam. You may not possibly look upon my community
as martial, but given the opportunity, I can just as easily imagine the Parsis taking their beer in the cellars of
Munich. They would any day render a better account of themselves than some of the Italians, who, incidentally,
have proved that a diet of macaroni can produce the finest long distance runners in the world.
We have of course people who are anything but martial, and I cannot imagine certain types ever getting into a
uniform, but if they did, in a national emergency, they would probably be like the Jewish regiment which was
raised during the last war—it called itself the Jordan Highlanders and its motto was “No advance without
security.”
However that may be, we know very well that in a crisis India could raise as many soldiers as Great Britain,
the Dominions and Germany put together, and equal to the best of them.
When we come to the industrial picture, we find it full of light and shadows. We have a vast potential capacity
which cannot be fully exploited for want of basic and heavy industries. Even in old established industries, there
are some serious gaps, incredible to anyone who is not familiar with the industrial structure of the country. On the
other hand, there has been a considerable expansion of existing and development of new industries, and even
those in a chronic state of depression seem to be making money.
Our Government has seen to it, of course, that most of it finds its way into its own pockets. No fortunes are
being made by legitimate means as in the last war. When you have allowed for increased costs and heavy taxation,
the net results of most enterprises will be found to be nothing out of the common and, you may take it, most of us
are finding it increasingly difficult to maintain both a Government and a wife on one income.
Incidentally, the Excess Profits Tax has given a fillip to an old established but struggling industry—the keeping
of two sets of books. With the income tax authorities becoming increasingly awake, it is not, however, a very safe
and easy pastime. One has to have a natural aptitude and a fairly long training.
Getting back to the subject of industrial expansion, everyone wants to know what is going to happen after the
War. There is a lot of planning going on in the confines of the Imperial and Provincial Secretariats. Economists
and professors have also been busy, and there has been quite an alarming output of reports and statistics.
Mussolini, in one of those moments when he was not thinking of the Holy Roman Empire, said
“Planners would like babies to be born the same length so that cradles could be standardized.”
One cannot help thinking that most of these essays in planning may take the country nowhere, and may even
do it harm. For instance, the absorption of the trained personnel which would be thrown out on the conclusion of
hostilities, and the disposal of the output of wartime industries, for which there will be no markets, is a problem
for a board of businessmen, and is not a matter of theorizing.
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After the war, we shall need to do some hard thinking also with regard to the establishment of key industries,
the neglect of which all these years has made our war effort look puny by comparison with the achievements of
countries like Canada and Australia, whose combined populations do not equal half of those of some of our
Provinces.
We may also need to have a sort of National Development Corporation, financed partly by the State and partly
by industrialists, to undertake essential industries. Otherwise the next war will find us as inadequately prepared as
we are today.
The one key industry in which we stand supreme is the production of babies—neither rising costs nor lack of
markets seem to affect it, and it knows no slump. The last census has shown, by the way, how the population can
increase even without babies being born. Both the majority and minority communities, with the elections in view,
seem to have set to work to doctor the figures, and the result has been an increase of population by fifty millions
in ten years, a truly remarkable phenomenon.
If a little digression is permitted, I would say that the prime need of Democracy is the ability to press into its
service the keenest brains and the finest characters. All these years, it was the ridiculous fashion to think that
Democracies were best governed by “safe” men—that those who reared pigs, grew potatoes, smoked pipes or
played an indifferent game of golf were the men in whose hands the destinies of the people were safe.
The world has seen the ghastly results. It has to be admitted that the Parliamentary form of Government with
its checks and counter checks militates against the speed, efficiency and organization with which Dictators
execute their fell purpose. But I maintain that if Democracies did not have at the helm of affairs wooly-headed
men, long past their prime, in a trial of strength, the odds should certainly be in their favor. The trouble however is
that while this is supposed to be an age of young men, Governments the world over are generally run by middleaged gentlemen, a bit wobbly at the top and unshapely at the centre.
Apparently the older a man grows, the more chances he gets in life. Take my own case. When I was young I
fancied myself a bit and thought I could do a few things. No one took notice of me in those days, but when my
hairs began to turn gray, my mind obviously showed it had seen better days and the girls started looking away
from me, my stock suddenly rose, and there were quite a few anxious buyers. There must be some magic in being
born well back in the last century.
We must now turn to the problem of India’s defenses. At the outbreak of the war, we possessed an army small
but highly trained, and which had been undergoing for some time a process of mechani zation. We had a few
planes, leading a somewhat quiet life, and there were several anti-aircraft guns—there was actually one in
Bombay somewhere—but whether they were good for anything better than a captive balloon, I cannot tell. Like
the rest of the Empire, we woke up with a start when Hitler smashed his way through Poland and the world
witnessed with terrified eyes the power of the machine. Air-raid shelters we still know nothing of; we have not
even bothered to dig trenches in the parks.
Talking of air-raid shelters reminds me of two old ladies who had just taken refuge when a terrific bomb burst
and nearly blew them up. One of them turned to the other and said “Lor’ what a miraculous escape! We might
have been blown into maternity,” and the other replied “And what is more, we would not have known who’d done
it.”
Coming to the question of equipment, a great deal has been done in the last few months in the production of
small arms and supplies of various descriptions. The fact, nevertheless, remains, that in those weapons of offence
and defense which this war has shown to be most essential, India is woefully deficient and cannot possibly
compare with any of the countries of the West. Nor can I see how, with the grinding poverty of the mass of the
people, she can ever afford military expenditure on the scale a modern war requires.
The solution would appear to me to be that we should establish, as soon as normal conditions prevail, a
network of basic industries which would in an emergency make possible the production of planes, warships, tanks
and guns. It would naturally have to be a long term project. The vast material and mineral resources of India and
her unlimited manpower must ultimately supply the answer.
A word about propaganda.
Here, as in other departments, democratic methods have been half-hearted and amateurish. Nazi lies may be
crude and blatant, but I wish democracy had some champion liars too. A healthy competition would do a lot of
good to gentle little Goebbels.
What is India’s moral stand in this conflict? With the collapse of France, ridden by corruption and party
factions, and having had a hundred Ministries in the course of the seventy years’ existence of the Third Republic,
who but those blinded by prejudice can fail to realize that India cannot keep out of the war any more than Britain
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could? Who can foretell how many other nations will be drawn into the conflict? Shortly after the declaration of
the First World War, the officer in charge of an isolated post in Central Africa received a cryptic message which
read:
“War declared. Arrest all enemy aliens in your district.” With great promptitude he acted on the message and
sent back the reply:
“Have arrested seven Germans, three Belgians, two Frenchmen, one Italian, one American, and one Arab.
Please wire with whom we are at war.”
Before very long, we may find the whole world dragged into this conflict and, believe me, it would be a
ghastly mistake to think it was somebody else’s war which India was asked to fight. It is a war for our own
survival, and if it is lost, it would not mean merely a change of masters. This country has a great part to play in the
liberation of mankind from the Nazi way of life. Her geographical position is one of unique strategic importance,
and in the new and greater Commonwealth of Nations which will emerge from this war, her vast resources of men
and materials should enable it to be as great a citadel of Democracy in the East as America is in the West.
In the meantime, let her realize she is fighting for her own freedom and that nothing can arrest her rapid
onward march to self-government. That is perhaps looking a little ahead; the question which every Indian must
ask himself today is what he is contributing towards the common task of liberation. That brings me to the question
of War Funds, and to the generous-hearted people of Bombay I would say:
Put your hands in your pockets, deny yourselves some of the good things of life, subscribe in abundant
measure to the Bombay War Gifts Fund and contribute to the victory which must surely come to Allied arms.
5
I am glad to see such a large and representative gathering, but I hope none of you has come here in the
expectation that I am going to say something original or funny.\fn{ This talk is addressed to a meeting of the Progressive
Group:H} Many years ago, in a thoughtless mood, I indulged in a few pleasantries when presiding at an annual
function, traditionally invested with a certain measure of dignity and splendor, and ever since, nobody has wanted
to listen to me unless I retailed a few jokes. To my annoyance, I have found that whenever I made any weighty or
profound observations, they have fallen flat, and it would appear as if the public refused to look upon me as a
serious-minded person.
A curious instance of this was provided at a formal dinner on Independence Day a couple of years ago. I had to
propose the Toast of the Indian Republic, and I did so in a speech which I thought was befitting the occasion. At
the end, the President of the Club got up and, after thanking me profusely, said he was sure he was voicing the
disappointment of all those present that I had struck a serious note and had not made the sort of speech they were
accustomed to have from me. I thought it was the limit to expect me to crack jokes about such a solemn subject as
our new-born Republic.
Coming to the subject of my talk, it was some time in March 1949 that I was approached to accept the
Governorship of the U. P. I was very reluctant to do so. I felt I was doing a job of work which provided me with
ample opportunities of serving business and public interests, and I had no desire to leave it. Besides, according to
the canons once laid down by Gandhiji, I was obviously the wrong sort of person to occupy the position that was
offered to me. To Gandhiji’s mind, it was essential that a Governor should be a teetotaler, should represent handspinning in himself and his surroundings, and should live in a cottage; in short, he had to exemplify plain living
and high thinking in his daily life. I knew I would miserably fail on all these counts.
Some friends, when they heard of my reluctance, urged me to view the matter from a different angle. They said
that, considering my physical and mental condition, I should regard myself as lucky to have been offered such a
cushy and well-paid job. I treated the insinuation with the contempt it deserved and went up to Delhi to put
forward the doubts and objections I entertained.
All these were brushed aside, however, by the Triumvirate which ruled our destinies, and I was told I would be
going to a Province\fn{Uttar Pradesh is meant} with great traditions, and that it all depended on me what I could
make of a position of both honor and responsibility. There was nothing to do then but to accept the inevitable, and
after an exhausting round of farewell functions, one hot day in May my wife and I wended our way to Lucknow,
cheered somewhat by the good wishes of our friends who had gathered to see us off.
*
The swearing-in ceremony took place at night and was very impressive. With the clothes I sported on the
occasion, I am afraid I had an odd and harassed look about me, but my wife seemed to be in her element. At the
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Reception which followed, I shook hands and exchanged courtesies with some hundreds of people. When I retired
to bed at the end of a tiring day, I felt I was in another world.
The first few days were spent in dodging the Guards on duty—who seemed to be all over the place and who
presented arms on the least provocation—and in familiarizing myself with the manifold duties which fall to the lot
of a Governor. During this period, the people amongst whom my lot was cast and I seemed to be watching and
taking each other’s measure. It is a curious feeling one gets when he knows that a whole Province is critically
appraising him and forming its first impressions.
It was not long before my public activities started in real earnest. Requests for presiding at all manner of
functions began to pour in. I went to as many as I could; they gave me an opportunity of meeting a large number
of people and establishing friendly contacts. Sitting through and appearing interested in the programme that was
presented at some of these functions was not too easy, but it would not do for a Governor to appear bored or
indifferent, and I soon got into the habit of heartily applauding every item.
The real trouble was I was expected to make a speech on every occasion; you can appreciate it was not
possible for me to say something new every time I visited an educational institution, maternity home, youth rally,
police parade, agricultural station or students’ union. It was a little different when I visited some girls’ college.
The presence of young females bustling with activities and taking themselves seriously always provoked me into
making irreverent or perverse observations. I must say I found them a sporting lot; they seemed to enjoy whatever
jokes were made at their expense.
It was at one of these gatherings that I made the observation that, since the way to a man’s heart lay almost
always through the stomach, the art of making a chapati was a surer passport to matrimony than smartness at drill
or debates. It turned out to be one of the few things I said that the newspapers thought was worth featuring.
Here I must digress and tell you something about my reactions to the mania that prevails in this country for
making speeches. Day in and day out, our leaders are careering round the country, treating us to long and
portentous sermons on every conceivable subject. Nothing new is ever said, and yet, strangely enough, we flock
in our thousands to be exhorted, admonished and urged to emulate virtues which the speakers themselves do not
always possess.
I regard it as a sort of national calamity that there should be all this spouting of slogans and commonplaces,
and if I was a Dictator even for a while, I would straightway issue an Ordinance confining public speaking to a
few festival days in the year. We could live in peace the rest of the time. What a happy world it would be if there
were no speeches to listen to—except such as the wife might deliver at home—and if newspapers had not to fill
their pages with reports of public meetings and could devote more space to national and international affairs.
Apart from the talking a Governor has to do, he is expected to send messages on all kinds of occasions. Special
Numbers of journals, annual celebrations held by public and private institutions, inaugural meetings and death
anniversaries are among the regular claimants for such messages. Reluctantly I had to comply, since I found some
of my brother Governors were inclined to be more ready and accommodating in this respect.
There are other occasions on which a Governor’s blessings are sought—someone is getting married, or has
been blessed with twins, or is celebrating his sixtieth birthday. Incidentally, I do not know why there should be so
much fuss over celebrating the sixtieth birthday. I suppose many public men do not expect to live up to that age
and would like the event to be celebrated. So far as I am concerned, nothing very exciting happened—not a dog
barked—when I reached the age of sixty; neither my friends nor I were in a mood to celebrate the event. There
was a general feeling of depression that I had entered my dotage.
Interviews take up a sizeable portion of a Governor’s time. I granted them fairly freely and kept them on as
friendly a level as possible. They were mostly in the nature of courtesy calls, the Head of the State no longer
having any power or patronage. Among the mulakatis, there would occasionally be some vaid or hakim who
would insist on prescribing a tonic for me. Somehow, I attracted the particular attention of this fraternity; maybe I
looked somewhat decrepit and they thought I could do with a bit of rejuvenation.
It was not possible to escape astrologers, either. They would look at my palm and say such original things as
that I was destined to be successful, a fairly safe thing to predict after the event. I would also be told that I was
married and had children—a fact which I had long suspected myself.
On the whole, these interviews were interesting and enabled me to gather a lot of information. The talks with
officials were particularly useful; through the courtesy of my Ministers I could see them as often as I liked and
keep directly in touch with the affairs of the province.
*
It is time I struck a serious note and touched upon a subject of importance to the functioning of Democracy.
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I have watched at close quarters the administrative set-up of Government for nearly a quarter of a century.
What I am going to say about it is based on my observation of how the machinery has been working, both before
and after Independence, and it has no reference to any particular State.
Generally speaking, I am afraid it cannot be denied that standards of administration have definitely fallen. The
reasons for this can be readily understood. The disappearance of the British element in the Services resulted in the
sudden and serious depletion of trained manpower at the higher levels. At the same time, there was a rapid
expansion of Governmental activities which aggravated the situation and threw on those who were left behind an
almost impossible burden.
To make matters worse, some of the Ministers, Parliamentary Secretaries and Party bosses seemed to have
curious ideas about themselves and the part they had to play in the building up of the country. They were apt to
interfere in day-to-day matters and issue directives to those in charge of the administration. The result was that
even some of the senior members of the Services came to regard it as a more prudent and profitable course to tune
themselves in with their masters.
Happily, in the last year or two, there has been a change for the better in the relationship between those whose
business it is to lay down policies and those whose function it is to carry them out. It would be too much to say,
however, that the machinery has regained its old-time smoothness and efficiency. Much still remains to be done to
restore the standards which prevailed in the past, and if I were asked to say what I regard as the prime need of the
country, I would unhesitatingly say it is good administration. Many of the officials are men who have borne the
heat and burden of the day in a manner which reflects credit on them, and Ministers would be well advised in
leaning on their knowledge and experience for running the administration and for correcting the ideas by which
they are possessed.
I visited a number of districts during my three years of office. These visits constituted the most strenuous side
of my life. Apart from the Addresses that were presented and the interviews that had to be granted, I had a heavy
programme of public and social activities to get through. Whatever the position the. Constitution may have
assigned to the Governor, his visit to a district is always an event which the people look forward to. I suppose they
get tired of being harangued by Ministers and turn with relief to someone who is above Party politics and factions
and who has a friendly word for everybody. Officials and non-officials alike spoke to me without any of the
restraint which they felt constrained to observe in the presence of Ministers and political leaders.
There was another side to it. The visits provided an occasion for cleaning up roads, clearing drains and white washing buildings. They also created opportunities for social intercourse, which do so much to soften acerbities
and promote understanding, but which unfortunately are growing fewer and fewer in the prevailing atmosphere.
*
I must now turn to the social side of my life in U.P. I do not think I have ever been obsessed with a sense of my
own importance but, in my position as Governor, I thought it was essential to observe unimpaired the ceremonial
and traditions associated with the office. I have no use for the sort of mock humility which is so much in evidence
these days, and I am glad the President of the Republic, as simple and fine a man as you can find anywhere, is
maintaining a state in keeping with the traditions of his exalted office. I think it is true to say that the mass of the
people everywhere love a certain measure of ceremonial and display, and the President’s drive in a state coach on
important occasions is one of the most popular features of life in Delhi.
Such being my view, I saw no point in going about the matter in a half-apologetic manner. I felt that
Government House still had a place in the scheme of things. It enshrined certain traditions of hospitality and was
a meeting ground of diverse elements in the official and non-official life of the State. Its doors had, of course, to
be thrown open wider; entry could no more be confined to the charmed circle of Nawabs, Knights and war
profiteers. Equally, it could not be a public place for any and everybody to take an afternoon stroll in.
The real difference that was called for was in the approach to those whom the Governor met, and that
depended on such personal gifts as he might possess. Women of the old school, who had not been out very much,
presented the only difficulty I met with. I could hardly go beyond sympathetic enquiries about the number of
children they had and when they last had measles.
Here I may be allowed to bear testimony to my wife’s capacity for getting on with all manner of people. She
could put everyone at ease and was never at a loss for conversation. You should have heard her Hindi; it was even
more appalling than mine, but she had no inhibitions and just did not care what other people thought about it.
Women are more or less irresponsible creatures, and I suppose this sort of thing comes natural to them.
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In a sense, entertaining is one of the most important and interesting duties of a Governor and we did it on as
large a scale as it was possible to do. Every function, big or small, had to go off with clock-like precision, but
there was no stuffiness about the atmosphere, and I think guests and hosts alike enjoyed themselves.
One thing I always insisted on, and that is punctuality. I made a fetish of it and, after a while, the worst sinners
were broken in. I made it a point to be on the dot at every function, and people could almost set their watches by
me. I wish some of the bright young things in Bombay, who are in the habit of leisurely rolling in for dinner at
any odd hour, had been sent to me for training.
The role of a Governor is a difficult one to fill. Everything is done in his name and ostensibly under his
authority, but he has very little power. It is only by such tact and wisdom as he may possess and such confidence
as he may inspire that he can hope to make himself felt. From the first, I scrupulously refrained from throwing my
weight about, and left it to my Ministers to make what use they liked of such advice and experience as I was in a
position to give. In the result, my relations with them were of a most cordial character, and I cannot speak too
highly of the courtesy and consideration extended by them to me, and particularly by my old friend Pandit Govind
Ballabh Pant, whom Uttar Pradesh is fortunate in having as its unquestioned leader.
My own experience is that, whether a Governor is regarded as an object of curiosity or sympathetic interest, or
as a well-meaning person going about saying nice things and refraining from lecturing or threatening anybody,
most people seem to want to meet him or have a look at him. They do not seem to bother about his constitutional
position. They still think that, as a man above the rough and tumble of party politics, he can take a dispassionate
view of problems and grievances. They regard him as a sort of appellate authority to which to turn for redress.
I have seen this over and over again in the Districts, where all manner of people come to me and pour out their
troubles. Altogether, I am inclined to think that, whatever a Governor may or may not be able to do, he is certainly
in a position to create a pleasant atmosphere and mitigate the asperities of political life.
In the end, let me say, it is with a certain measure of satisfaction that my wife and I are able to look back upon
this period of our life. We made many friends and received a lot of hospitality, particularly at the hands of the
military, for whose personnel—as loyal and patriotic a body of men as one can ever meet—I have conceived a
warm admiration.
During the last few weeks of our stay, many kind things were said. I remember one in particular. I was in the
midst of a number of women at one of the farewell functions at Naini Tal. One of them turned to me and said:
“I am afraid you are going to be the last Governor in pants.”
I wish I had passed on that priceless observation to my friend and successor Munshi. While he is generally
immaculately dressed, he might have been inclined to please the lady—and I may say she was well worth pleasing
—by occasionally putting in an appearance in trousers.
U.P. gave us a rousing send-off, the memory of which still lingers with us. Amongst the manifestations of good
will, that which touched us most was the way in which the staff and servants of the household bade us farewell.
They seemed greatly affected, and we deemed ourselves fortunate indeed to have evoked such regard and
affection.
And that, Ladies and Gentlemen, is the end of my story. I am glad to be back in dear old Bombay, but my
thoughts often turn to the land where I spent three happy and profitable years, and for whose Government and
people I retain the liveliest regard.
6
I thank you for inviting me to be the Chief Guest at this function.\fn{ A speech delivered at the celebrations of Republic
Day by the Progressive Group:H} I have gone through some of the speeches delivered in the past at Republic Day
celebrations, and find it difficult to know how to avoid the platitudes customary on the occasion. If I were to let
myself go, however, I might incur the displeasure of some of our ultra-sensitive masters, and perhaps it would be
best to keep to the beaten track, more or less.
Before I start, let me get a little personal grievance off my chest.
When Independence came, I found myself overnight deprived of my hard-earned title. With the departure of
the British, Knights and Khan Bahadurs alike disappeared, unwept and unsung, and without so much as by your
leave or with your consent, my “Sir” was changed to “Sri.” It would appear as if freedom for India meant
“Sridom” for me.
However, I shall let that pass. I must on this occasion try and recapture the enthusiasm of the day on which this
country, which had seen an endless procession of kings and conquerors all through its recorded history,
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proclaimed itself a Sovereign Independent State. The struggle in which tens of thousands of men and women had
sacrificed their liberty and their livelihood was at last at an end, and India took her place amongst the free nations
of the world.
Few episodes in the chronicle of man can equal the significance and importance of that historic event, and
there was rejoicing such as this land had seldom known. Since that day, a little over seven years ago, when Britain
relinquished her hold on the country after a century and a half of domination, there has been a tremendous
upsurge of national activity, and a host of projects affecting every phase of life of the country has been
undertaken. The Government these days plans in terms of crores when formerly we were afraid to think in terms
of lakhs. An economic revolution is sweeping India, and it looks as if, within a matter of two or three decades, she
may be able to cover the track of a century. The pace has been a bit frightening to people of my thinking, but
judging from recent utterances, it would appear as if it was not fast enough for our rulers’ tastes.
Abroad, partly because of India’s size, population and strategic importance, and partly on account of the
tremendous personality of our Prime Minister, the country has already achieved international importance. In the
concert of nations, the voice of India is listened to with attention and respect, even when, on occasions, her
attitudes and postures are found to be disconcerting. Altogether, the progress we have made, so far, in various
fields has been heartening.
Let us turn for a moment from a contemplation of these great events to some of the interesting things which
have been happening in our midst.
Our Constitution is the most meticulous that the wit of man could devise. The Fundamental Rights it has
provided and the Directive Principles it has laid down cover every conceivable aspect of human life. The
Constitution has proved to be a windfall for lawyers, and our Courts have been working overtime since it was
inaugurated.
As far as the people are concerned, Independence is proving a somewhat heady wine. Dhobies will not wash,
barbers will not shave, students will not study, workers will not work, tenants will not quit, and girls will not
marry, unless something or other is put right to their satisfaction.
Women are becoming particularly aggressive; they are out to deprive men of their age-long privilege of taking
more than one wife, and they also insist on their right to divorce their husbands. Matrimony, always a somewhat
depressing business, is becoming a hazardous occupation. The only happy feature of this social revolution is that
women will have to pay alimony if they divorce their husbands. It would serve them right. And what a wonderful
feeling it would be for a man to sit at home and be supported by his former wife.
Talking about girls, I wonder if they have seen a directive issued by some puritanical folk in one of the States
regarding the length of their cholis.\fn{Midriff-baring blouses} I hope the girls will not surrender; it would be a sad
world in which the male of the species would no longer have an opportunity of admiring their midriffs.
So far as attire is concerned, the choice for the male seems almost unlimited. He can have a bush-coat or a
kurta or a flapping jacket—it would be appropriate for every occasion, including a state banquet. The higher a
man has risen, the greater liberty he can take with his apparel. One of our most cherished freedoms is the freedom
of dress.
Let us turn to matters of graver import which we cannot leave out of reckoning on an occasion when we are
celebrating the birthday of the Republic.
Our Constitution is only five years old but it is already in the process of undergoing a major surgical operation.
This is not the occasion on which one can enter the lists, but the issues involved are of fundamental importance,
and the youth of the country, with whom the future lies, must start thinking of what they are going to do about
such problems.
I hope they are not waiting for a lead from what are known as Elder Statesmen. The term is politely used at
times to denote people who are obviously suffering from senile decay. Speaking for myself, whenever anybody
refers to me as an Elder Statesman, I know pretty well what he is driving at. However that may be, it is time
young people gave the old war-horses a rest, addressed themselves to the problems of the day and took on the job
of running the country.
Democracy, it has often been said, is not just a political system; it is a way of life. We have it function ing in
India on a big scale. Our political institutions are democratic in the accepted sense and we have the largest free
electorate in the world. Whether this helps the best men to get into our Legislatures is a different story. According
to the Speaker of one of our Legislative Assemblies
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the chances of intelligence, ability or knowledge entering the portals of the Legislatures are becoming more and more
difficult today.

But that is, perhaps, inevitable, and it need not depress us unduly. What Democracy in India, as in other parts
of the world, has most to fear, is the constant and ever-growing encroachment on the liberties of the people which
is inseparable from the establishment of a Welfare State. We are seeing disconcerting manifestations in our
country of how far this can go, and the most serious and urgent problem before us is how to strike a balance
between the rights of the individual and the demands of a just social order. The State must not become too big and
the individual too small; Democracy would wither in the process.
I think I have said enough. In a land where oratory is in constant flood which it is difficult to dam, I do not see
why I should inflict myself on my long-suffering countrymen and women any more than I can help. In fact, I
would not have agreed to speak even on this important occasion, but it was impossible to resist the blandishments
of your President.
Let me end on a wish all must share, that our infant Republic may prosper exceedingly and that, at each
succeeding celebration, we may have greater and greater reason for thankfulness over the tasks that have been
accomplished.
7
I feel honored by the invitation extended to me by the Chancellor and other authorities of the University to
deliver the Convocation Address.\fn{Given to the Convocation of the Jammu and Kashmir University } While I appreciate the
compliment, I cannot say I am feeling particularly happy about it. My holiday has been unceremoniously
disturbed by this sudden call to speak, and not being one of those gifted individuals—of whom there are so many
in our country—who can talk for hours on any subject under the sun, I feel quite embarrassed.
I am suffering from another handicap. On an occasion such as this, I suppose I am expected to give sage advice
and guidance to the youth of the country. I have neither the competence nor the inclination for such a dreary task,
and I do not see why I should try to impress you with my learning. Year after year our Universities manage to
secure the services of eminent men to deliver Convocation sermons, and I cannot hope to say anything which you
have not heard times without number; nor are you likely to be any the wiser for what I may be able to say. So
please forget my age and the Degrees I may have painfully acquired, and let me talk to you as one of yourselves
about some of the things that interest you and me.
It is the fashion nowadays to ascribe the ills of society to the system of education which was inaugurated in
India over a hundred years ago by the famous Despatch of 1854 which laid down the fundamentals of a modern
education. It is being said that the system has produced a lot of half-baked indivi duals, who have badly
assimilated the knowledge that has been imparted to them and who are unfit for the battle of life, and that what
the nation needs are scientists, technicians and specialists of all sorts. I do not subscribe to that view.
At the same time, taking myself as an average specimen, I am not going to pretend that every bit of knowledge
that was crammed into my little head was useful or well-directed. In fact, much of what I laboriously acquired at
school and college did me no good, and it was with great glee that I burnt, after I passed my exami nations, most
of the textbooks I had on Algebra, Trigonometry, Physics and the like which had tortured my young mind.
But there was enough left which trained my faculties, widened my horizon and made altogether a better man of
me. It is true that India needs, for the vast development which she has planned, large numbers of men and women
trained in modern sciences; but it would be an evil day for the country if what is known as a “liberal education”
were assigned a secondary place in the scheme of things. The true purpose of education is to train the faculties
and teach men to think.
The whole of our life is one continuous training, and what we learn in our young days should be looked upon
as no more than a foundation on which to build ourselves up. The ultimate purpose must always be that we should
become better men and better able to discharge our responsibilities towards our fellow creatures. That education
which teaches us how to make a living, but does not teach us how to live, must stand condemned.
In an address of this nature it is impossible not to refer to what has been happening in the student world. I shall
avoid being too censorious; boys will always be boys, and in my time, too, we had plenty of fun. We were not in
the habit, however, of walking out of the examination hall if we did not find the papers to our liking; or assaulting
our teachers if they ventured to reprimand us; or burning streetcars if tram fares were raised. And whistling to
girls in the streets had not been elevated to the fine art it has now become. Even girls occasionally get out of hand
and behave in a way which, apart from anything else, must cause alarm to prospective husbands.
382

Student indiscipline has now become one of our major problems. Volumes have been spoken and written about
it by all manner of people, wise and otherwise, analyzing the malady and prescribing the remedies. Far be it from
me to add to the literature on the subject, particularly as I am addressing a University where, I am happy to learn,
the atmosphere is agreeably different. There are certain aspects of it, however, on which I would like to dwell
without any desire to pontificate.
It goes without saying that student indiscipline, when it transcends the bounds of ordinary horseplay, cannot be
tolerated and has to be put down with a strong hand, if it is not to develop into a serious threat to the peace and
stability of the country. Educational authorities have an inescapable duty to do all in their power to eradicate the
evil; but they must remember it cannot be done merely by sermons or disciplinary action. They have to remove, as
far as practicable, some of the contributory causes of the prevailing unrest.
Overcrowded classrooms, miserably equipped hostels, lack of facilities for recreation or extra-curricular
activities and the absence of any sort of touch between the teacher and the taught are some of the conditions
which breed discontent and defiance of authority, and unless those in control of our educational institutions do
something to set them right, no lasting solution can be expected.
However, in the prevailing craze for quantity rather than quality, with colleges and universities going all out
for mass production and vying with one another in regard to the number of departments they can open, the
position is bound to get worse. The time has surely arrived for taking stock of the situation and considering what
revision is called for in our educational policies and priorities, and what resources need to be made available by
the State for one of the most vital of nation-building activities.
When all is said and done, however, it must be recognized that the most effective agency for imparting
discipline is the home; and that is where, I regret to have to say, a great many parents are found wanting. They
think they have done their duty when they have let their offspring loose on schools and colleges.
While on the subject of student disorders, which have assumed alarming proportions, we must face up to the
fact that other elements in the national life are also lacking in discipline. The heady wine of Freedom—I hope
wine can be mentioned in a Convocation Address without exciting the wrath of fanatical Prohibitionists—has
induced all sorts of queer ideas about the way in which one can conduct oneself. Slovenliness and sloppiness are
too much in evidence everywhere and we seem to have forgotten that “Manners maketh Man.” Satyagraha,
fasting and stone-throwing are being resorted to for the most trivial of reasons, and there is a deplorable lack of
restraint. An epidemic of strikes of one kind or another is sweeping the land, and the time may come when all
class distinctions will have disappeared in our Welfare State and only two classes may remain—Strikers and NonStrikers. If and when that happens, you may take it I am going to be a Striker. I hope, however, this is a passing
phase and, as we become more mature, we shall realize more fully the responsibilities which devolve on the
people of a country which has lofty traditions and which is destined to assume a position of great importance in
the modern world.
It has become a trite saying that this is an atomic age. Your able and distinguished Chancellor in one of his
Addresses has said that:
“The day is not far off when the space barrier will be shattered and we will begin to explore other worlds.”
Heaven forbid that any such thing should happen. I was born in an age when life was more spacious and easy
and had different values, and I have not the slightest desire to break any speed records or undertake a flight to
other worlds, for which, I see, some adventurous spirits have already registered themselves. Maybe, some day I
shall be watching from another world with a great deal of amusement the antics of those I had left behind, and
contemplating on the folly of Man who will not rest content until he has wrested every conceivable secret from
Nature.
To you young men and women, who are this day leaving the portals of the University, I would say:
Try and keep a stout heart and a strong faith. The world which you are about to enter may turn out to be cold
and unsympathetic and may cause you much of frustration, but do not forget that you stand on the threshold of
great opportunities and that it may be the lot of quite a few of you some day to make a contribution to the
greatness and prosperity of our country. Despite many difficulties, India has made considerable headway in the
last few years, and it is not too much to hope that in a matter of decades she may be able to cover the track of a
century.
Our freedom has been achieved by the labours and sacrifices of many men and women. I hope it may be in
your power to achieve the still more difficult task of making that freedom advance the happiness and well-being
of every class and section of our people.
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160.175 1. Freedom 2. Invocation to Freedom 3. Conch 4. Do You Think I Will Too? 5. Drum Of Victory
6. Indian Republic 7. Order To The Mind 8. The Eternal Himalaya Is Our Very Own Asset 9. The Jewel Of Stars
10. There Is No Fear 11. A Spark Of Fire 12. Song Of Unity 13. Peace Anthem 14. Wind 15. To Maya, Goddess of
Illusions: Fifteen Poems\fn{by Chinnaswami Subramania Bharati (1882-1921)} Ettayapuram, Thoothukudi District, Tamil
Nadu State, Inda (M) 6
1. Freedom
When will this thirst for freedom slake?
When will our love of slavery die?
When will our Mother's fetters break?
When will our tribulations cease?
*
Wasn’t there another Bharat
Reared by our noble Aryan race?
Lead us, Aryan, to victory!
Is’t right we remain slaves?
*
Are famine and disease alone our share?
For whom, then, are the laurels and fruits?
Will you abandon us, your suppliants?
Can the mother cast her child aside?
*
Brave warrior! Aryan Lord!
Thou destroyer of the demon-race,
Where is your dharma? Isn’t yours the duty
To revive us, and chase Fear away?
2. Invocation to Freedom
Mother, those that hungering seek thy grace
And offer to thee their life and love,
Howbeit consigned to dungeons here,
They'd qualify for a place in Heaven.
*
Those unvisited by your grace, Mother,
Must exult in being slaves;
Albeit inhabiting palaces,
They breathe the air of prison cells.
*
Winning your grace through heroic deeds
Many Western peoples now live a new life;
They've achieved all, being always ready
To make the supreme sacrifice.
*
Alas, born in a hapless land
Which remembers not the glories lost,
Knowing the power of your grace, Mother,
How best may I propitiate thee?
*
I call these Light! Nectar of the brave!
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Preserver of the righteous!
Destroyer of suffering and deceit!
I call for the descent of your grace.
3. Conch
After death, the world of Siva and the world of Vaikunta
We shall attain, who believe thus
Inane people are they who preach such words
Mindless are they, pronounce thus while you blow the conch!
*
In this world, in this day
In this moment, to reach liberation
With lucid intellect, who endeavor to strive
Pure are they, pronounce thus while you blow the conch!
*
Deceptive Illusion, who perceive to be deceptive,
Senses, slash and discard away
Yet, indisputably remain content
Aryans are they, pronounce thus while you blow the conch!
*
Kajal applied sword-like eyed ones, and also gold
Mire are they, who believe thus, unflustered
Work with ease, performing
Saints, are they akin to, pronounce thus while you blow the conch!
4. Do You Think I Will Too?
Did you think I too will
Spend my days in search of food,
Tell petty tales,
Worry myself with thoughts,
Hurt others by my acts,
Turn senile with grey hair
And end up as fodder to the
relentless march of time
As yet another faceless man?
5. Drum Of Victory
i
The fear-demon we thrashed- The falsehood
serpent we hacked, and devoured its life
The entire world, is nectar we comprehend
A vedic life we've acquired.
*
Beat the drum of victory! Beat it!
Beat the drum of victory!
ii
In the sunshine we bathed - The luster's
nectar we relished and splurged
In the night came he, living beings to destroy
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Yama trembled as we glared.
*
Beat the drum of victory! Beat it!
Beat the drum of victory!
iii
The crow and sparrow, are our caste - the extensive
oceans and mountains, our cluster
Seen in all directions is us and nobody else
And as you see it, dance along.
*
Beat the drum of victory! Beat it!
Beat the drum of victory!
6. Indian Republic
Long live the Republic of Bharat!
Victory to the Republic of Bharat!
*
Thirty crores of people share
This commonwealth of ours;
A marvel Republic
Without an equal in the world.
Long live the Republic
*
Shall we see henceforth the greed
Of one man seizing another's bite?
Shall one see unmoved
The spectacle of another's pain?
Shall we revel in sensuality,
Or tolerate the selfish life?
Long live the Republic
*
Spacious fields and generous springs
Enrich this mighty land;
Plentiful is her gift of fruits,
Abundant the harvest of corn;
Numerous are the gifts,
Perennial the flow.
Long live the Republic
*
We shall now lay down the law
And die to preserve itWe'll rather send the world up in flames
Than suffer one man to starve.
Long live the Republic
*
This is what Lord Krishna said:
‘I live in all living things.'
Bharat will show the world the way
Of all attaining the Life Divine.
Long live the Republic
*
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We are of the same caste and race,
We are children of Bharat all;
We are equal in law and stature,
And every one is Bharat's King!
Long Live the Republic
7. Order To The Mind
Satan residing little mind
Listen to my words from today
Don't you go searching alone
For Im your leader, you better know
Mother Sakthi's feet and
Righteousness, as what I proclaim to be
Without laziness you shall stand and work
I sermonize, abide and you will live high.
8. The Eternal Himalaya Is Our Very Own Asset
The eternal Himalaya is our very own asset.
There's nothing else to equal it as yet !
The sweetly nourishing Ganges flows here dancing.
Is there a river on earth so entrancing ?
The expository Upanishads are our prized treasure
The entire world doesn't have any work of that measure.
Oh, the Golden Bharath is verily our own land
Hail our land, we are of a matchless brand!!
9. The Jewel Of Stars
Moonlight, the stars and the wind,
By placing them in front
And drinking the honey thereofA poetic frenzy seizes us;
That atomic thing called MindWe shall let it roam free.
Should one wonder at the bee that sings
While imbedded in a tasty fruit?
Oh, Mind! Go hence to join
The jewel of stars.
10. There Is No Fear
i
The people of this world, if against they stand,
There is no fear, there is no fear, nothing like fear.
*
Although, we are counted cheap and rebuked,
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
*
If to beg for food, would be a life attained,
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
*
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Loveable possessions if, are lost,
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
ii
If clothed bosomed damsels, cast their eyes
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
*
Poison in the mouth, if fed by friends
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
*
Shielded armies, if to attack approach
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
*
On the acme of my head, if the sky did crash and plummet down
There is no fear , there is no fear , nothing like fear.
11. A Spark Of Fire
A spark of fire I did see
Which there , in a forest tree hole I'd stowed
Burned and ashed was the forest
For the flame's intensity, is there something like a spark or a blaze ?
12. Song Of Unity
Unite. Unite, Unite, Oh Souls
Unite and play your roles
Unite in mind, unite in heart
Unite in whole, unite in part
Like words and tunes and sense in song
Let East and West unite and live long
Trees are many; the grove is one
Branches are many: tree is one
Shores are many; sea is one
Limbs are many; body is one
Bodies are many; self is one
Stars are many; sky is one
Flowers are many; honey is one
Pages are many; book is one
Thoughts are many; thinker is one
Tastes are many; taster is one
Actors are many; the drama is one
Nations are many; the world is one
Religions are many; Truth is one
The wise are many; Wisdom is one
Beings are many; breath is one
Classes are many; college is one
Find out this One behind the many
Then life shall enjoy peaceful harmony
13. Peace Anthem
Peace for all, peace for all
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For all the countries peace
Joy for all, joy for all
For all the nations joy
A rosy morning peace
A smiling summer joy (Peace for all)
All for each and each for all
This is the golden rule
Life and Light and Love for all
For all that live our love (Peace for all)
Work and food and clothes for all
Equal status for all
Health and home and school for all
A happy world for all (Peace for all)
Peace for plants and birds and beasts
For hills and streams and woods
Peace in Home - land and air and sea
Dynamic peace we see
Peace for all, peace for all
Immortal Peace for All
14. Wind
Wind, come softly.
Don’t break the shutters of the windows.
Don’t scatter the papers.
Don’t throw down the books on the shelf.
There, look what you did — you threw them all down.
You tore the pages of the books.
You brought rain again.
You’re very clever at poking fun at weaklings.
Frail crumbling houses, crumbling doors, crumbling rafters,
crumbling wood, crumbling bodies, crumbling lives,
crumbling hearts —
the wind god winnows and crushes them all.
He won’t do what you tell him.
So, come, let’s build strong homes,
Let’s joint the doors firmly.
Practice to firm the body.
Make the heart steadfast.
Do this, and the wind will be friends with us.
The wind blows out weak fires.
He makes strong fires roar and flourish.
His friendship is good.
We praise him every day.
15. To Maya, Goddess Of Illusions
Will you be appraised by men
who are aware of the eternal truth?
What can be done by you to those who
have the internal strength?
*
Even when you’re able to gather
countless troops on your side—
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You don’t stand a chance against the
fierce and clear mind.
*
You willed on ruining me, evil Maya!!
Realize that I’m firm on destructing you
*
An ocean’s depth isn’t scary when
the person is ready to die.
What can you do to the brave heart that
has realized the falsehood of this
body?!
301.35 1. Jaba 2. Champa 3. Bhoray 4. Padmar Proti 5. Jhorna 6. The Harvest Of Flower 7. Kon Dishi 8. Ilshi
Guri: Eight Poems\fn{by Satyendranath Dutta (1882-1922)} Nimta, 24 North Parganas, West Bengal State, India (M) 5
1

আমমরর লইযম সসখখ হও তস মম ওরগম দদবখ শবমসনম,
আর খস খমজও নম মমনব-দশমমনত, আর তস মম খস খমজও নম|
আর মমনসরষর হত মপণটম মনওনম খডরগ মছখরড,
হমহকমর তস মম তস রলম নম দগম আর সসরখর মনভভত নখরড|
এই দদখ আমম উরঠমছ ফসমটযম উজমল পসষসভম,
ববমথত ধরমর হত মপণমট আমম দয রকজবম|
দতমমমর চররণ মনরবমদত আমম, আমম দয দতমমমর বমল,
দভমষ-দভমরগর রমঙম খপররর রক কমলজম-কমল|
আমমরর লইযম খসমশ হও ওরগম, নম দদমব নম নম,
ধরমর অররব কমরযম গহণ, ধরমর মশশরর কম|
2

আমমরর ফসমটরত হ'দলম বসরনর অমনম মনশমরস,
মবষণ যখন মবশ মনমরম গখরষর পদমনত;
রদ তপসবমর বরন আধ তমরস আরধক উলমরস,
একমকখ আমসরত হ'দলম - সমহমসকম অপরমর মরতম|
*
বনমনখ দশমষণ-মকষ মমরমর' উমঠল এক বমর,
বমররক মবমষর কসরঞ দশমনম দগল কমন কসহ সর;
জন-যবমনকম-পমরন দমমল' নব দনত সসকসমমর
দদমখলমম জলসল, - শনব, শষ, মবহল, জজরর|
*
তবস এনস বমমহমরযম, - মবশমরসর বভরন দবপমমন, চমম আমম, - খর তমরপ আমম কভস ঝমররবম নম মমর,
উগ মদব-সম দররদ - যমর দতরজ মবশ মসহবমমন, মবধমতমর আমশবরমরদ আমম তম সহরজ পমন কমর|
*
ধখরর এনস বমমহমরযম, ঊষমর আতপ কর ধমর';
মমরছর দদহ, দমমরহ মন, - মসহমসরহ কমর অনসভব!
সমরযরর মবভম মত তবস লমবরণব মদরতছ তনস ভমর';
মদনরদরব নমসমর! আমম চমম! সমরযরর দসররভ|
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দভমর হল দর, ফসরম হ'ল, দসল ল ঊষমর ফসল-দদমলম !
আন দকম আরলময যময দদখম ওই পদকমলর হমই-দতমলম !
জমগরলম সমডম মনদ মহরল, অ-থই মনথর পমথমর-জরলআলপনম দবময আল দতম বমতমস, দভমরমই সসরর মন দভমলম !
*
ধমরনর দকরতর সব দজ দক আজ দসমহমগ মদরয ছস মপরযরছ !
দসই দসমহমরগর একটস পরমগ দটমপর-পমনময টস মপরযরছ !
আরলমর মমরঠর দকমল ভরররছ, অপরমমজতমর রর ধরররছনখল-কমজরলর কমজল-লতম আস মমরন দচমখ ডসমবরয দয |
*
কলনম আজ চলরছ উরড হমল কম হমওযময দখল দখরল !
পমপ মড-ওজন পমন মস কমরদর দসই হমওযমরতই পমলরপরল !
দমমমতযম দমররর চমমর মপখরজ পমযরম দফরর আরলময মভরজ
পদফসরলর অঞমল দয আকমশ-গমরঙ যময দঢরল !
*
পমব গগরন মথর নখমলমম ভসমলরযরছ মন ভসমলরযরছ !
পমশরম দমর দমলরছ জটম-মসরহ দকশর ফসমলরযরছ !
হমখস চরলরছ আকমশ-পরথ, হমস দছ কমরম পসষ-ররথ,রমমধনস-রর আখচলম তমরদর আরলম-পমথমর দসমলরযরছ !
*
মশমশর-কণময মমমনক রনময, দমবরমদরল দখপ জরল !
শখতল মশমথল মশউলখ-দবমটময সসপ মশশর রসম টরল |
আরলমর দজমযমর উঠরছ দবরড গন-ফসরলর সপন দকরড,
বন দচমরখর আগল দঠরল ররঙর মঝমলক ঝল মরল !
*
নখরলর মবথমর নখলমর পমথমর দরমজ এ দয মদল দখমলম !
আজ মক উমচত ডঙম মদরয ঝমণম মনরয ঝড দতমলম ?
মফর দছ মফরঙ দসমলরয মফরত; দবমল ধরররছ বসল বসমলরত !
গঞরন আর কমজন-গখরত হরষর ভম বন হর দবমলম !
4

দহ পদম ! পলযরকরখ ! দহ ভখষণম ! ভভরবখ সসনরখ !
দহ পগলভম ! দহ পবলম ! সমসরদর দযমগব সহচরখ
তস মম শধস, মনমবড আগহ আর পমর দগম সমহরত
একম তস মম সমগররর মপযতমম, অময দসমবনখরত !
*
মদগন মবসভ ত দতমমমর হমরসবর করলমল তমমর মত
চমলযমরছ তরমঙযম,-মচর দভপ, মচর অববমহত |
দসনরমমত, অসরযত, গমঢচমরখ, গহন গমখর ;
সখমমহখন অবজময ভমমঙযম চরলছ উভতখর |
*
রদ সমসরদর মত, সমসরদমর মত সমসদমর
দতমমমর বদরহস মবতমররছ ঐশযরসমমর |
উবরর কমরছ মমহ, বমহরতছ বমমণরজবর তরখ
গমমসযম নগর গমম হমমসরতছ দশমদক ভমর |
*
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অনহখন মমছরনময আরনমমলত আকমশ সরগখরত,ঝঙমমরযম রদবখণম, মমলমইছ ভভররব লমলরত
পসন কখরনম তস মম, কভস তস মম একমন মনষস র ;
দসরবরমধ, দসগরম হময, মচরমদন দসরজরয সসদমর !
*
মশশকমল হরত তস মম উচভ ঙল, দসরন দসবরমর ;
সগর রমজমর ভস কমররয সশর একবমর !
সগর হরত অবতমর দধরয চরল এরল এরলমরকরশ,
মকরমত-পসমলন-পসণ অনমচমরখ অনবরজর দদরশ !
*
মবসরয মবহল-মচত ভগখরথ ভগ মরনমরথ
বভথম বমজমইল শঙ, মনরল দবরছ তস মম মনজ পথ ;
আরযরর ভনরবদব, বমল, তস চ কমর দহ মবরদমহখ নদখ !
অনমহত-অনমরযরর ররর মগরয আছ দস অবমধ |
*
দসই হরক আছ তস মম সমসবমর মত দলমক-মমরঝ,
ববমপভত সহস ভসজ মবপযরয পলরযর কমরজ !
দম যরব মমমতর ধমর সম ও গম বসরজ মদনরমত
অভরভদখ হরয ওরঠ, তস মম নম দদখমও পকপমত |
*
তমর পমত দকমনমদন, মসনস সঙখ, দহ সমমববমমদনখ !
মমরখর বরল কখমতনমশম, দহ দকমপনম করলমলনমমদনখ !
ধনখ দখরন একমসরন বসমরয দররখছ তব তখরর,
সতত সতকর তমরম অমনমশত পমতমর কসমটরর ;
*
নম জমরন সসমপর সমদ, জডতমর বমরতম নম জমরন,
ভমঙরনর মসরখ বমস গমরহ গমন পমবরনর তমরন,
নমমহক বসর মমযম, মমররত পসত মচর মদনই !
অময সমতরনর ধমরম ! অময পদম ! অময মবপমবনখ !
5

ঝণরম ! ঝণরম ! সসনরখ ঝণরম !
তরমলত চমনকম ! চনন-বণরম !
অঞল মসমঞত ভগমররক সরণর,
মগমর-মমলকম দদমরল কসনরল করণর,
তনস ভমর' দযরবন, তমপসখ অপণরম !
*
ঝণরম !
পমষমরণর দসহধমরম ! তস ষমররর মবনস !
ডমরক দতমরর মচত-দলমল উতররমল মসনস |
দমর হমরন জখ সইফসলখ বভমষ ও-অরঙ,
চস মম-চস ম কখর হমরর চমখদ দররর ররঙ,
ধমলম-ভরম দবময ধরম দতমর লমমগ ধণরম !
ঝণরম !
*
এস তভষমর দদরশ এস কলহমরসবমগমর-দরখ-মবহখমরনখ হমরনখর লমরসব,
ধমসররর ঊষররর কর তস মম অন,
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শবমমমলযম ও পররশ কর দগম শখমন;
ভরম রট এস মনরয ভরসময ভণরম;
ঝণরম !
*
ভশরলর ভপঠঠয এস তনসগতখ !
পমহমরড বসক-দচরম এস দপমদমতখ !
পমনমর অঞমল মদরত মদরত আয দগম,
হমরচরণ-চস বতম গঙমর পময দগম,
সরগরর সসধম আরনম মরতরব সসপণরম !
ঝণরম !
*
মঞসল ও-হমমসর দবরলমযমমর আওযমরজ
ওরলম চঞলম ! দতমর পথ হল ছমওযম দয !
দমমমতযম দমমমতর কসখমড মমররছ ও-অলরক;
দমখলময, মমর মমর, রমমধনস ঝলরক
তস মম সরপর সখখ মবদসবতপণরম
ঝণরম !
6
If you manage to get one paisa,
buy food to feed your hunger,
But if you manage two,
take half and buy a flower.
7

দকমন দদরশরত তরলতম
সকল দদরশর চমইরত শবমমল?
দকমন দদরশরত চলরত দগরলই
দলরত হয দর দসবরম দকমমল?
দকমথময ফরল দসমনমর ফসল,
দসমনমর কমল দফমরটরর?
দস আমমরদর বমরলমরদশ,
আমমরদরই বমরলম দর
*
দকমথময ডমরক দদমরযল-শবমমম
মফরঙ নমরচ গমরছ গমরছ?
দকমথময জরল মরমল চরল,
মরমলখ তমর পমরছ পমরছ?
বমবসই দকমথম বমসম দবমরন,
চমতক বমমর যমরচ দর?
দস আমমরদর বমরলমরদশ,
আমমরদরই বমরলম দর!
8

ইলরশ গখমড! ইলরশ গখমড
ইমলশ মমরছর মডম|
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ইলরশ গখমড ইলরশ গখমড
মদরনর দবলময মহম|
দকযমফসরল রসণ দলরগরছ,
পডরত পরমগ মমমলরয দগরছ,
দমররর সখমময দরমদ দহরসরছ
আলতম-পমমট মশম|
ইলরশ গখমড মহরমর কসখমড,
দরমদসরর মরম মঝম|
হমলকম হমওযময দমররর ছমওযময
ইলরশ গখমডর নমচ, ইলরশ গখমডর নমচন দদরখ
নমচরছ ইমলশ মমছ|
দকউ বম নমরচ জরলর তলময
লবমজ তস রল দকউ মডগবমমজ খময,
নদখরত ভমই জমল মনরয আয,
পসকসরর মছপ গমছ|
উলরস ওরঠ মনটম, দদরখ
ইলরশ গখমডর নমচ|
*
ইলরশ গখমড পরখর রসমড
দকমথময চরলরছ,
ঝমররম চস রল ইলরশ গখমড
মসরকম ফরলরছ!
ধমরনক বরন মচরমডগরলম
লমমফরয ওরঠ বমমডরয নসরলম;
ববমঙ ডমরক ওই গলম ফসরলম,
আকমশ গরলরছ,
বমখরশর পমতময মঝরমময মঝখমঝখ,
বমদল চরলরছ|
*
দমরময দমরময সমমযরব দডমরব
জমডরয দমররর জমল,
ঢমকরলম দমররর খসরঞ-দপমরষ
তমল-পমটমলখর থমল|
মলখরছ যমরম তমলপমতমরত
খমরগর কলম বমমগরয হমরত
তমল বডম দমও তমরদর পমরত
টমটকম ভমজম চমল;
পমতমর বমখশখ ভতরখ করর'
মদও তমরদর কমল|
*
দখজস পমতময সবসজ মটরয
গডরত পমরর দক?
তমরলর পমতমর কমনমই দভখপস
নম হয তমরদর দদ|
ইলরশ গখমড - জরলর ফমখমক
ঝররছ কত বলব তম কখ?
মভজরত এল বমবসই পমখখ
394

বমইরর রর দথরক; পডরত পমখময লসকমরলম জল
মভজরলম নমরকম দস|
*
ইলরশ গখমড! ইলরশ গখমড!
পরখর কমরনর দসল,
ইলরশ গখমড! ইলরশ গখমড!
ঝররম কদম ফসল|
ইলরশ গখমডর খসনসসমডরত
ঝমডরছ পমখম – টস নটস মনরত
দনবসফসরলর কসঞমটরত
দসলরছ দদমদসল দসল;
ইলরশ গখমড দমররর দখযমল
রসম-বমগমরনর ফসল|
263.20 The Place Of Women In Education\fn{by K. Chinnamma (1882-1930)} Attingal, Thiruvananthapuram
District, Kerala State, India (F) 3
Genuine education surely aims at the refinement of the mind and the development of the intellect. Therefore, a
human being remains a student all his life. This does not, however, mean that the entire period must be actually
spent in a school. The whole of worldly existence truly constitutes a school. Our study must be completed first in
our homes, then in schools, and later by our own labor.
If our life's mission is to be attained, then the persons responsible for our development in each of these stages
of life must aptly carry out the tasks necessary at each stage. The lessons we learn at home hold an extraordinary
sway over us, compared to other influences, and the instruction gained from other institutions relies heavily on
these early lessons.
Ordinary people take heed of training that is received at school alone. This is a gross mistake. There can be
little doubt that seeking to acquire other sorts of instruction without creating a strong base of first providing
training at home is akin to building forts or houses without laying proper foundations.
A just-born infant is completely innocent, lacking in any sense of discretion. However, since the human being
is prone to imitation by nature, the child begins to copy the behavior of those who are most intimate with it. The
persons who enter such affectionate contact with the infant are surely its parents.
Of the two parents, the mother is closer. In our early infancy, we are cared for and protected by our mothers.
Because fathers have many other obligations to fulfill, we are not subjected to his loving attentions to such a great
extent. Therefore, as infants, we tend to emulate carefully all the gestures of our mother, who is dearest to our
hearts. Thus, all the mother’s words, actions and advice fall directly upon the mirror of the mind.
“The young mind and white paper are alike; whatever is written on both leaves its mark.” However, we can
destroy a piece of paper with bad writing. That which gets stamped on the mind cannot be destroyed thus. It
remains inscribed on one’s mind until ones death. Therefore it is clear that all the words and ideals that we imbibe
from our parents, without even being conscious of this process, occupy a permanent place in our minds, and that
the home is the first school. Parents, and all those who cherish the community, must become alert to the necessity
of maintaining the home as an ideal centre of learning.
The modern pedagogic precept that “one example is worth a thousand sermons” is indeed a sound one. We
must constantly remember that maxims like “Woman Is the Creator of a Jati”, or that “One Good Mother Has the
Influence of a Thousand Teachers” are not exaggerations. We assimilate the virtues that ensure happiness in our
lives, and enable us to realize the mission of our existence, from our mothers. These would be—faith in God,
obedience, truth, compassion, non-violence, humility, moral consciousness, simplicity—the mother must foster all
these in our minds. Parents must constantly remember that a boy can be raised according to our wishes only by
giving him the right training. The responsibility of correcting deficiencies in children’s character, and directing
them towards the path of virtue lies with the parents.
“The habits of childhood, will they be forgotten, ever!” Common, everyday happenings may be enough to
convince us that this insight is not foolishness. It is thus clear that the mental growth, intellectual refinement,
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acquisition of good habits and character, and so on, must take place at home, and the major share of the
responsibility for this rests with the mother. Besides, a home-maker should properly discharge her duty in the
important obligation of taking care of children. The food and clothing of children must be chosen and balanced
well to ensure their good health. The food that they are given must be of the sort that improves their mental
faculties; it must not dull them. Hygiene is very necessary in children’s clothing. In these two matters, our
mothers are found to be unforgivably negligent. They are concerned with merely filling up the child’s belly and
little more—they have no thought of what detrimental effects the food may have and how these may be alleviated.
I have seen in my experience many mothers grind the food meant for adults, and feed it to children, out of
sheer laziness to prepare separate food for children. Children thus ingest food substances that may impair their
digestion. Even when corrected, mothers remain unconcerned. There are also many that are hesitant to spend on
special food for children. Yet, the reluctance to bear this negligible loss will cause lifelong regret. Without proper
food, children turn sickly by the age of four or five and they are packed off to school. Children who are nurtured
in this faulty fashion lack the ability to absorb what is taught in class, and so we will not get the desired results
from them. Therefore, before children are sent to learn in school, mothers should fulfill their obligations properly,
and see to it that their children have attained as much physical and mental strength as possible, and are capable of
performing their school tasks.
The mother’s duty in the years before the child goes to school is clear now. Now let us consider whether the
mother and other family members have any responsibility in instructing the children after they have been
entrusted to teachers. Before the seed in sown in a field, it has to be tilled well, and enough manure must be
applied. All the weeds that may hamper seed growth must be removed from time to time. Only then will we
harvest ripe and full fruit. In education too, this is the method to be followed. Preparing children’s minds and
bodies for schooling so that they will appreciate the knowledge given in the school and produce good results, this
is the task of none other than the mother. Hence the mother must pay attention to the food, play, sleep,
arrangements for study, and the conduct of children.
Regarding food, just as they neglect paying attention to what children need to eat in infancy, mothers are quite
neglectful of what children who are going to school need to eat. The whole of Man’s well being, spiritual and
material, depend heavily upon his health. Health itself is heavily dependent upon food, bathing, and so on.
Ordinary people are bothered only to pack some sort of food as lunch and send children to school; they do not
care about its good and bad effects.
The Bhagavad Gita tells us how food substances may be divided into satvik, rajas and tamas types. Satvik
foods assure longevity, strength, enthusiasm, good health, comfort and pleasure; foods that are bitter, sour or hot
—the rajas foods—bring sorrow and disease; and the tamas foods, which are stale, tasteless, smelly and the
leftovers of a meal, aggravate the dark side of human nature. This is what the Lord advises.
That clean food increases the virtuous quality of a person and boosts his perceptive powers is testified by the
shrutis. From this it is evident that the mother should pick and choose for children those foods that improve their
perceptive powers and steady their minds and that all of us need to give special importance to the matter of food.
Only then will the child be able to study well in school.
Among us, children who stay the whole day without eating are not at all rare. There are two or three important
reasons why this happens. First, the poverty of the parents. While we cannot blame anyone harshly for this sorry
situation, it may be said that once the parents have resolved to educate their children, they must keep up efforts to
improve their condition through sufficient labor, keeping in mind the intention with which children are sent to
school.
Secondly, the distance between the school and the home. If the school is too far away from the home, the
mother must ensure that the child has lunch at school, without coming all the way home.
Thirdly, fear of violating established customs or superstitions. Unfortunately, it is the Nairs, who are mostly
prey to this. In some places children leave for school early in the morning, and are allowed to eat only after they
return, after a bath. The fear of the parents (mothers) that contact with children of other castes and creeds will be
polluting, forces children to fast thus. These mothers do not realize that their superstition makes their children
vulnerable to illness, destroys their power of comprehension, finally to make them useless, out of the sheer lack of
food.
In the same way, there is plenty of negligence in the matter of clothing as well. If any teacher insists on clean
clothes in school, he is denounced. There are but a few who would reflect on why he insisted so, and on the
disadvantages of rejecting his advice. Clean clothes, like clean food, enhance the child’s health. Bathing children
every day too builds their health and the intelligence, and hence must not be neglected. It is because of the utter
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laxity of the mothers that we see most children in ordinary schools suffering from scabies and eczema. This is also
becoming a distinct impediment to the progress of learning.
The next subject that deserves the mother's attention is the utilization of the time which children spend at home
after school hours. It was mentioned earlier that contrary to popular perception, learning is not contingent upon
schooling alone. Teachers and parents have to work in unison if education has to be fruitful. Children are
generally fearful of teachers. Their actual thoughts are hardly revealed at school. Their real nature surfaces at
home, and at play. It is the duty of the parents to closely probe their behavior in these situations and weed out
promptly any undesirable traits. Since discretion is weak in children, they may be tempted to indulge in minor
vices like stealing books, pencils and other objects belonging to their classmates. It is the mother’s duty to
scrutinize all this, and award appropriate correction or punishment.
Mothers, who encourage such corruption instead of nipping them in the bud, are also not unknown. Even when
badness is not explicitly encouraged, the tendency to foist all the burdens of correction upon the teacher opens the
path to many dangers. The child who steals a pencil may grow into a seasoned criminal, only to end up in prison.
Mother and son will then repent in vain. Motherly Duty entails that adequate precaution is taken to assure that
such a situation never materializes.
Again, the sensible mother should inquire about the child's conduct, study and position at school.
Arrangements must be made for study at home too. A mother has so much responsibility as far as the education of
a child is concerned. A teacher is in charge of very many children in his class, and is bound to impart a certain
portion of knowledge to the pupils within a fixed time-period. He may not be able to satisfy all children always.
Since the capacity to assimilate knowledge varies between children, the teacher cannot be blamed too much. Fear
may prevent children from standing up in class and clearing their doubts. In such instances, children will usually
come home, and try to allay their doubts at their beloved mother’s side. Undertaking to clear such doubts at home,
and checking the homework is the duty of mothers, and it will ease the workload of both children and teachers.
Next, mothers should diligently instill the faith in God in children. A school can impart only materialistic
instruction. Therefore, we need to make other provisions for our spiritual enlightenment. This should begin at
home. This great virtue holds the key to our well-being. Only through it will superior qualities like horror of evil
and humility take root. Hence this too counts among the duties of mothers; they must provide their offspring with
a satisfactory guide through life so that they do not lose their way, and produce good results.
If each mother would set her heart upon the adequate fulfillment of the duties just mentioned, every child
would be able to reap the full benefits of education.
A misconception rampant among us is that the primary purpose of education is salaried employment and the
creation of wealth through it. We may well guess where the life of a successful gentleman armed with university
degrees and wealth would be if he were bereft of such qualities as faith in God, compassion, humility,
selflessness, moral consciousness and so on. True education leads us into this many-splendored good fortune: that
we only act in full awareness of the true meaning and purpose of our education.
*
I have offered detailed proof earlier that we are instructed throughout our infancy, childhood and youth, and
that the crucial agency in this process lies not with the schoolteacher but with our mothers. Only such mothers
deserve to be called so. The major reason why our communities do not attain advancement at the pace we desire
lies precisely in the rarity of such enlightened mothers.
Hence, the task of those who are dedicated to the community is most certainly the enlightenment of women
near and dear to them in homes, through determined efforts to create suitable facilities for their education.
Through education, the consciousness that they are the guardians of their children and society in general, that
society is itself reliant upon their advancement may be ignited in the minds of women. This is indispensable for
the achievement of both individual and social goals. God blesses those societies in which women are honored.
I need not reiterate that women are the source of both the dignity and indignity of a home or community. If the
men-folk turn corrupt and shallow, the repercussions may not be unbearable. However, this discussion has
exposed the pernicious effects that ensue from the corruption and shallowness of women.
Women, whose minds are cultured through interaction with the virtuous, who lead moral lives, and who are
conscious of their duty, ought to be present in every community. May God bless us so that every community is
adorned with such women capable of bringing peace and happiness to worldly existence, and raise worthy heirs,
great men and women.
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231.20 What Women Should Do When The Motherland Is In Distress\fn{by Kumudini Mitra (1882-1943)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 2
The mutual interests of the conquerors and the conquered always contradict each other. If the conquered,
however, are very much inferior to the conquerors in culture and in power, and if the conquerors have nothing at
stake, then the latter sometimes are not averse to giving some benefits to the former. Such instances are not
lacking in history. When the British colonized this country, proud of their power they saw no reason to take
seriously the powerless Indians who were ignorant in modern sciences, unacquainted with the progressive
thoughts of civilized nations and riven with internal dissensions. Hence out of pity, while keeping their own
interests intact, they sought to do good to the country to the extent possible.
However, under more favorable circumstances, as a result of their contact with the civilized British, the
fragmented nationalities of India are now about to develop into a great nation; national sentiments, a sense of
national unity are beginning to inspire this degraded people. These signs of a national awakening are stirring up a
great anxiety in the hearts of our rulers, as being inimical to the British interest. This has reached a climax during
the reign of the present Governor-General,\fn{ Also the Viceroy} Lord Curzon.\fn{Viceroy of India, 1898-1905, it is he who
instituted the Archaeological Department that was later to unearth the Indus Valley civilization; the Punjab Land Alienation Act, that
protected cultivators from eviction for debt; and an initiation of railway expansion that added 6,000 miles of track. On the other hand, he
was hostile to political reform and nationalist aspirations } When we look at the various measures taken by Lord Curzon, it

seems to us that these conceal an effort to stem the flow of development of the people of this country. Selfimprovement is hampered if a person is continually reminded of his insignificance and weakness. Curzon seems
to be telling Indians at every step, you are subjects and therefore to be pitied, we are the ruling race, you must
accept with bowed heads whatever deals we implement for you. He tries to tell us that he knows what is good for
us better than we do, but Indians are not enamored of such political selflessness. The Calcutta Municipal Act,\fn
{Of 1899, that reduced the number of Indian members to the Calcutta Corporation, their governing body } the University Act,\fn{Of
1904, that added postgraduate studies and a residential system, but increased the number of nominated members to governing bodies at the
expense of the teaching staff of the affiliated colleges, members of the new middle class, who would be displaced } the act regarding

official secrets, the restrictions on access for Indians into the administrative sphere and the curtailment of power
of the native princes, and so on, are not regarded by Indians as anything bat the severe whiplash of those in power.
The intention is the same everywhere.
The Bengalis are today most advanced so far as political movements are concerned. The regional languages are
acquiring parity in status, the opening of railways and waterways, the central position of the capital, centralized
administration, English education, and so on, are raising the Bengalis to the position of a powerful nation. Lord
Curzon has dealt a hammer blow at the roots of this national unity by dividing Bengal. One stroke from his pen
has opened up the road to downfall for an advanced and powerful nation. All the appeals, arguments, movements
of the entire Bengali nation have become futile against the hard attitude of the bureaucrats. The dark clouds that
had been gathering on the Indian horizon for a few years have today covered the whole sky. The sharp hatred and
contempt of foreign rulers for a nation that had been trying to raise its head and stand on its own feet has brought
all its efforts to naught. Everybody in this country now knows how degraded a colonized nation is. As an arrogant
elephant tramples an unarmed and helpless person with impunity so are our rulers crushing our national good
under their feet, deaf to all arguments and appeals.
But have all our efforts been defeated? No, never; now it is entirely up to us to keep Bengal whole and to work
towards our own improvement. The British depend completely on trade. Goods produced in Britain worth
millions of rupees are sold in Bengal. If Bengalis resolve to boycott British goods, in case they are impervious to
our appeals, then we shall be able to disrupt their trade. This would disturb the entire British nation. British traders
are so powerful that their parliament is but an instrument in their hands. Parliament cannot ignore the interests of
British traders; hence 20,000 Bengalis gathering in the Calcutta Town Hall have resolved to boycott British goods
so long as the government refuses to listen to them. This has created a great enthusiasm and excitement in the
country. Are not our women touched by the heat of this patriotic fire? Should not women observe the same vows
that the patriots have taken in the name of their country? In these dark days what hope is there if women do not
join in this boycott with their men?
The love for foreign fashions and foreign goods has entered into our veins and bones. Our neglect of
indigenous goods has destroyed indigenous manufacturing capacity. We are forced to depend on a foreign country
even for small things. If we had not been so enamored of showy foreign goods, harmful for our country, then
today there might have been sufficient production of indigenous goods. Our weavers go hungry today because we
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rejected the cloth made by them. We have facilitated the prosperity of foreigners while harming our own interests.
Does not this misfortune of our country affect our women? Are they not going to find means to prevent this?
When the nation is in danger will women fail to be inspired by patriotism? Think of this hallowed land where at
one time virtuous and heroic women used to cut off their long hair to provide bowstrings to save the country,
where they used to willingly send their husbands and sons to war, and where they themselves went to the
battlefield to fight. Will the women of that land remain weak, lifeless and uninspired? Will they not even take the
simple vow of not using foreign clothes for the good of their country? Have centuries of servitude made us so
forgetful about our duties to the hallowed land of our birth? Do not our hearts throb for our poverty-stricken
country? No good son or daughter of the motherland can conceivably behave in this way.
Let us find out what the women of Japan would do in a national crisis. What patriotism, what self-sacrifice are
they not showing right in front of our eyes! From the empress down to the beggar woman, all of them are eager to
serve their country.\fn{This is a reference to the Russo-Japanese war of 1905, when Japan defeated Russia and provided an example
of a victory by an Asian country over a European power. The last time this had happened was in 1857, during the so-called rebellion of
sepoys in the Indian army, when the British were caught flat-footed, and almost everywhere defeated militarily for a short time, much to the
shock of the colonial power:H} The aristocratic lad, unused to carrying even a small burden, is nursing the ordinary

soldier without the slightest hesitation. The mother is sacrificing her life lest she stands in the way of her son’s
service to the country.
Can we not follow their example even slightly in this matter? Why should we lie in a death-like state when by
birth we belong to the country inhabited earlier by Aryan women of unforgettable prowess? Why should women
lag behind men in patriotic sentiments? Men will never succeed in this auspicious work unless women unite with
them resolutely to seek the country’s welfare. Let us take the vow:
“If indigenous goods are available, we shall not buy foreign goods and whatever is not indigenously produced
we shall buy from other countries, except Britain.”
It is easy to take a vow but difficult to keep it. Let us not break our resolution tempted by foreign luxuries. The
time for buying for the puja\fn{The Durga Puja is meant} has come, let the women of Bengal, resolute in their unity,
vow in the name of the motherland that they are not going to buy foreign clothes this year. Is it not more
honorable to use ordinary clothes produced in our own country than to wear expensive foreign clothes? Does it
not fill our hearts with pleasure when we think “these are of my own country?” In Japan clothes are woven by
close relatives, by mothers, sisters, friends, they never have to rely on others for their clothes—this is a matter of
great pride for Japanese women. When America faced such a crisis the Americans resolved not to buy British
goods and rich American women did not mind wearing inferior garments produced in their own country. Indeed,
this added to their honor.
Today in our country attractive fabrics, scissors, knives, and so on, are being produced. Let us decide that we
shall altogether refrain from using a number of foreign articles like clothes, salt, sugar and matches. The boycott
of at least these goods will go a long way. Not only must we keep this promise but also actively try to persuade
relatives, neighbors and all the women living in the village to take this vow. Hindu women still endure many
hardships while observing vows taken for the welfare of fathers, brothers, husbands and sons. Shall we be tardy in
observing these simple restrictions for our motherland, higher even than heaven for us? Is not the Indian woman
more used to taking vows and maintaining them? If piles of British clothes worth crores\fn{Millions} of rupees
remain unsold in the season of the puja, the impact of this will be felt in England and the government will be
forced to withdraw the order for partitioning Bengal. So, let the men and women in each family get together and
implement their vow and thus make their lives meaningful. Let foreigners be impressed by the patriotism,
resoluteness and enthusiasm of docile and weak Bengalis. Let us not give them the opportunity to mock at us as
Bengalis who are good only with words. In this time of crisis can we not be united to keep our resolve? Shall we
remain unconcerned about the distress of our motherland and lick the feet of our foreign masters? Let us wake up,
forcefully repel all difficulties, and advance to the field of work.
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† The Taj Mahal (constructed 1632-1653) Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India. Below: the man who
had it built, Mirza Shahabuddin Baig Muhammad Khan Shah Jahan (1592-1666; reigned 1628-1658). †

India 9 Excerpt from Banga Mahila Granthavali\fn{by Banga Mahila aka Rajendrabala Ghosh (1882-1949)} Banaras,
Banaras District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 25
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83.124 The Pledge\fn{by Chandradhar Sharma Guleri (1883-1922)} Jaipur, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India (M) 4
Those, whose hearts are abraded and ears numbed by the blabber of swears of the tonga drivers who rush
along the sprawling roads of big cities, would be soothed to hear the sugary utterances of their counterparts in
Amritsar. The big city drivers swish past whipping their horses and blasting the pedestrians for being blind,
almost running over them yet moaning that they themselves are the victims of world’s despondency and despair.
Not so in Amritsar! Here the tonga drivers move along its narrow zig-zag lanes and would pull up their horses
to let every wheelbarrow pass by while cautioning pedestrians with phrases like, “Be careful Khalsaji!”, “Get
aside brother!”, “Keep off son!”, as they steer through a vortex of white turbans, veiled women, peddlers, herds of
mules and ducks, and stacks of sugarcane. Not that their tongue is incapable of wielding a volley but it has a silky
lining. None on the road goes by without being called, “sir” or “the honored one.” What if an old woman turns a
deaf ear to their repeated entreaties? They would chide her, “Careful, O you destined to live a long life!”, “Watch
out, darling of your sons!”, “Watch your step, you the fortunate one!”.
Amid this labyrinth of bamboo carts a boy and a girl meet at a shop. The boy’s long hair and the girl’s loose
salwar are passwords of their Sikh origin. The boy has come to buy yoghurt for his uncle’s shampoo and the girl
to get bariyan for the kitchen. The shopkeeper is engaged with another customer who refuses to leave till he has
counted each paper in a kilogram pack.
“Where do you come from?” the boy asks.
“Nagre, and you?” the girls asks.
“Majhe; where do you stay here?”
“In Atar Singh compound. He is my maternal uncle. He lives in Guru Bazaar.”
Shopping over, they traverse some distance together in silence. Then the boy blurts out a naughty query:
“Have you been betrothed?”
The girl looks up and a frown flits across her face. She runs away with a “tut,” leaving him in a limbo.
They chance to meet occasionally either at the vegetable vendor or at the milk-booth.
*
A month passes by. The boy ventures the same question twice or thrice and gets the same “tut.”
*
One day as the boy again teases her she surprises him by saying, “Yes, I have been betrothed.”
“When?”
“Yesterday. Don’t you see my embroidered silk wrap?” and she flees.
The boy makes for home as if in a stupor. On the way he unwittingly pushes a lad into a drain, scatters a
hawker’s wares, kicks a dog, and bangs into a holy woman earning the title of being blind.
*
“My God! This war! The round-the-clock vigil in the macabre trench is bone-chilling. It is ten times colder
here than Ludhiana. The rain and sleet! Knee-deep marshes! Enemy is nowhere in sight but the trench shakes up
every now and then as German shells burst and earth is thrown up a hundred feet high. Incessant shelling! We had
heard of the Nagarkote earthquake but here there are twenty five shake ups in twenty four hours! Let your turban
449

or elbow peep out of the trench and pat comes the bullet. Do the rascals keep vigil unblinkingly camouflaged in
the foliage?”
“Lahna Singh, be patient! Four days have already gone by. Relief will be here soon and then seven days of
furlough! We will then cook crisp the Jhatka meat eat to our heart’s, content and sleep like logs. We shall go to the
same phirangi Mem Sahib’s garden. What velvety lawns! She offers plentiful fruits, milk and accepts no money
howsoever you may insist.” ‘You are angels, you have come to safeguard my country,’ she says.”
“Not even a wink of sleep for days! I wish I would grab my gun and jump out of the trench. An unharnessed
horse goes sloth and so does a soldier without action. I vow to go back and offer prayers at the Darbar Singh only
if I wipe out at least seven enemy soldiers. What spineless sloths! Point the bayonet at them and they come to
their knees. But as soon as night falls, they fire volley of heavy mortar. We combed a four-mile stretch the other
day, leaving not a single soul alive. Had the General not commanded truce—”
“You would have accessed Berlin?” fibbed Hazara Singh.
“The strategy of warfare is not ours to make. An erratic advance would have been suicidal,” the Subedar said.
“But it’s so frustrating! The freezing cold seems to have pierced to the narrow. The sun rarely shows up and
water is gushing out as if from the Chamba springs,” Sahna Singh complained.
“Put some coal into the oven, Udmi! Bring a bucket and clear out the accumulated water from the trench.
Mohan Singh! Change the guard,” the Subedar instructed.
Wazira Singh, the jester of the platoon was soliloquizing while scooping out the muddy water, “I am the holy
priest performing the last rites of the enemy.” Everyone burst out in guffaws and gloom lessened for a while.
Lahna quipped as he handed over a bucketful of the foul slush to Wazira,
“Such stuff is not to be found in the whole of the Punjab. You should irrigate your melon-field with it. When
the war is over, I will ask for an acre of this fertile land for my orchard.”
“Would you invite your better half or that phirangi mem?”
“Shame on you! I have not been able to convince the mem that Sikhs don’t smoke. She keeps offering
cigarettes to me, pushing them in between my lips.”
“How is Bodha Sing? I know you cover him with our own blanket at night and sit near the fire to keep warm.
Be careful or you will fall sick. Those who die of pneumonia do not receive any laurels.”
“Don’t worry about me. I will die in my homeland under the protective shade of the mango tree, my head on
Bhai Kirat Singh’s lap,” sighed Lahna.
“What is this stupid talk of decease and death? May death descend on the enemy! Sing and buck up friends!”
Wazira coaxed.
And all joined in a lusty chorus of zestful Punjabi folk-song. The trench resounded with echoes of mirth and
jollity.
It was dark and absolutely quiet. Bodha Singh lay covered with rugs and overcoats. Lahna stood guard with
one eye on the groaning Bodha.
“I am shivering,” Bodha said.
“Here is my jersey.”
“How about you?”
“I feel so warm. Don’t you see I am sweating?”
“No, I won’t wear it.”
“Yah, I remember now, I have another jersey. The English ladies have sent them for us. May the Guru bestow
his blessings on them.” Lahna lied with such finesse that Bodha could do nothing but acquiesce.
An hour passed by.
*
“Subedar Hazara Singh!” suddenly a voice boomed in the stillness.
“Yes Sir!”
“Hurry up! A mile off to the east is a trench, shielding fifty Germans. March along the yonder path. On the first
bend I have posted fifteen soldiers to join you. Besiege the enemy and hold on till further orders.”
“Yes Sir!”
Instantly the platoon was in readiness to leave. All of them wanted to join in the action. The talk about who
was to be left behind to man the trench was finally decided by the Subedar. The platoon marched off in his charge.
The “lieutenant” maneuvered to stand with his back to the fire, his face shadowed. He was smoking and
offered a fag to Lahna. In a flash Lahna grasped the reality.
Heavens! Whither\fn{The text has: Whether.} had the lieutenant’s thick crop of hair gone?
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“Sir, when will we go to India?” he asked.
“Why, don’t you like this country?”
“Of course I do sir! But I miss India. Remember sir, we used to go a-hunting in Jagadhari district and once you
had to ride a donkey when your cook Abdullah stopped over to offer prayers at the temple? And remember sir, the
huge blue buck! I had never seen such a large animal before. You fired sir! The bullet pierced the shoulders of the
buck through and through. Game is real fun with an expert shot like you. Did the Simla taxidermist do a good job,
sir? It was to adorn the Regiment mess, Sir!”
“Yes, yes. But I changed my mind and had it sent to England.”
“Such big horns! Must have been two feet long.”
“They were two feet four inches. Why don’t you fetch a light, Sir!”
Lahna went inside and quietly woke up Wazira Singh.
“What is it? Has doom descended?” Wazira groaned.
“Yes, and in the garb of a commanding officer. Our lieutenant has either been killed or captured. A German is
here in our Sahib’s attire. The swine speaks chaste Urdu. He has already dispatched our men to a death trap. Hurry
up! Attack is imminent. Our men mustn’t have gone far. Ask them to return at once. Take the other route without
making the slightest noise—”
“But the order is to stay—”
“To hell with the order! Jamadar Lahna Singh, the highest officer now commands you to obey. Meanwhile, I
will deal with the imposter.”
“But you are only eight men here—”
“We are not eight but legion. Each Sikh is equal to a lakh and a quarter. Hurry up!”
Back in the trench Lahna found that the “lieutenant” had quietly planted three detonators and was on his way
to activating them. Lahna lost no time in swooping on him with powerful blows on his elbow and neck.
“Ach mein Gott,” moaned the German and fell down.
Jahna quickly dug out the bombs. He then dragged the prone man near the fire for a thorough search,
confiscating his diary and letters. As the “lieutenant” regained consciousness, Lahna jeered:
“‘Lieutenant’ Sahib, today I have learnt many things: that a Sikh smokes, that Jagadhari abounds in blue bucks
who are gifted with huge horns, that Muslims pray at temples, that a lieutenant rides a donkey! But pray, where
did you learn such flawless Urdu? Our boss would not utter a single sentence without lacing it with swear words!”
Lahna went on,
“You think you are very smart, but I am smarter. Once a maulvi had visited my village. He distributed amulets
to sterile women and averred that the Germans were great pundits. They had mastered the science of aeronautics
by studying the Vedas. They do not kill the sacred cow. If they reign over us, cow slaughter would be banned.
“You know what I did with him? I shaved off the maulvi’s beard and threw him out of the village post haste,
warning him that if he ever—”
And a shot rang out. Lahna got hit on thigh by the ‘lieutenant’s’ bullet. Lahna retaliated instantly by two
successive rounds from his Martin-Henry.
“What happened?” shouted Bodha.
Lahna told him that he had killed a mad dog and appraised others of the situation. He then tore a strip from his
turban and dressed up the wound.
Soon after, seventy enemy soldiers pounced on them. The first charge was foiled. A second was also thwarted.
But the Sikhs were few and the enemy advanced trampling upon the dead bodies. The end seemed to be at hand.
Suddenly the trench reverberated with slogans—“Wah Guruji di Fatah! Wah Guruji da khalsa!”—and there
was an assault on the enemy who was pressed as if between two grind stones. Yet another Sikh regiment joined in
with loud whoops of bravado. With renewed fervor they all shouted in unison, “Victory to Guruji, Victory to the
Sikhs, Truth is eternal.”
Sixty three enemy soldiers were either dead or incapacitated. On the Sikh side there were fifteen casualties. A
bullet went through the Subedar’s shoulder. Lahna Singh fractured his ribs. He besmeared a handful of mud from
the trench and wrapped his chest up. No one suspected the gravity of the injury.
The battlefield was bathed in moonlight, imparting [to] the milieu a silky glow fit to be internalized by a poet.
The cold wind that blew across it could be called “dantveenopadeshacharya” (that makes us playing upon the
Veena of teeth), as the Sanskrit poet Vanabhatta put it.
Wazira Singh was excitedly narrating how with tons of mud sticking to his boots he ran to catch up with the
Subedar, who in turn was all praises for Lahna’s presence of mind that had saved the situation and their lives.
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The booming of guns had traveled up to the other trench, three miles off. A medical team was on its way.
Everyone hoped that the wounded would be attended to by the morning as the field hospital was not far away. As
the ambulance arrived, the seriously wounded were sent first. The Subedar wished that Lahna Singh should get
priority but Lahna insisted that it was nothing grave and he could wait.
Bodha was delirious with high fever and was carried to the van. The ambulance was ready but the Subedar was
still undecided whether to leave Lahna in that state. Lahna pleaded with him not to worry about him and go with
the first batch of the wounded.
“Send over the van. Besides, more ambulances must be on way already. I am not so ill. Look, I can stand on
my own feet. Moreover, Wazira Singh is with me,” Lahna said.
“But—” Lahna interrupted,
“Bodha is already up in the ambulance. Why don’t you go too? And pray, should you write to Subedarniji,
please convey my regards. And when you go home inform her that I have done what she has asked me to.”
The ambulance was about to roll. Before getting in, the Subedar held Lahna’s hand.
“You have saved both Bodha’s and my life. You join us at the hospital and we shall go home together. You will
give your message to Subedarni yourself. What did she ask you—?”
“Hurry! And please do write to her. Tell her what I have said.”
No sooner than the ambulance rolled away than he\fn{ The text has :ahna.} collapsed.
“Wazira, give me some water and loosen the dressing. It is soaked in blood.”
*
On [ones] death-bed memories impinge on the mind vividly. Various incidents of life etch-out distinctly. Each
hue becomes clear and the dust of time is wafted away. Lahna travels back to the time when he as a lad of twelve
comes to Amritsar and stays with his uncle. At the sweet shop, at vegetable vendor’s, at various other places he
comes across an eight-year-old girl. He asks her if she has been betrothed and the girl flees away letting out a tiny
“tut.”
He asks her the same question time and again when one day she affirms, “Yes, I was engaged yesterday. Don’t
you see my embroidered silk wrap?”
Lahna feels anguished, depressed. His reverie is broken.
“Wazira Singh, give me some water!”
That was twenty five years ago. Lahna became a Jemadar in the 77 th Rifles. He had almost forgotten the eightyear-old girl till the day he had to visit his village in connection with a land dispute. However, soon after he had
received a call from the Regiment Officer asking him to report immediately because of the war. It coincided with
a letter from Subedar Hazara Singh that he and his son Bodha had also received orders. The Subedar wished
Lahna to come en route to his village so that the trio could leave together. Lahna did so.
Just before their departure, the Subedar told Lahna that his wife, Subedarni, wished to see him. Lahna
wondered how on earth the Subedarni knew him. He went up to the threshold and exchanged salutation.
“Don’t you recognize me?” she said after a pause.
“ …………….. I ……………..”
“Have you been betrothed? Tut! Engaged yesterday. My embroidered silk wrap. Amritsar!”
Memories inundate Lahna. He changes side. The wound starts flowing.
“Wazira, give me some water.” She had said:
“I recognized you the moment you stepped in. My husband has been awarded a gallantry medal and a patch of
land as reward. Oh! Why isn’t there a women’s platoon? I wish I could go to the battlefield with him. My only
surviving son out of the four is also in the army!”
With tears rolling down her cheeks she continued, “Do you remember how when a horse had run amok, it was
you who had saved my life, risking your own? Once again I plead that you take care of my husband and son.”
So saying she went in, with tears brimming her eyes.
Lahna too was moved to tears.
*
Wazira sits with Lahna’s head in his lap. Whenever he asks for water, Wazira gives him a sip. All is quiet for
some time. Then delirium grips Lahna. He rambles,
“Who is there? Kirat Singh?”
Wazira apprehends his state and assents.
“Bhayya, lift me higher on your lap … this is better … Give me some water. This season the mango, tree will
yield plentiful fruit. You must sit under it with your nephew and enjoy the fruit. This tree is as old as your nephew.
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I planted it the day he was born “
Tears pour from Wazira’s eyes.
*
A few days later newspapers had a small item reading:
 France and Belgium
68th list. Died of wounds in the battlefield.
No.77, Sikh Rifles: Jemadar Lahna Singh

33.43 Excerpts from Elder Sister\fn{by Nirupama Devi (1883-1951)} Behrampore, Murshidabad District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 6
… Amarnath returned home and felt at peace with himself and with the world because his father had behaved
so affectionately toward him. But that was only a prelude to his father’s announcement that his marriage had been
arranged. The would-be bride, Suroma, was the only granddaughter of Sri Radhakishore, a zamindar of Kaliaganj.
She was beautiful, the father added, though somewhat above what was considered the marriageable age for girls.
Haranathbabu, Amar’s father, had personally visited the family and finalized the match. Shyamacharan, the family
dewan, gave Amarnath more details of the arrangement and added almost parenthetically:
“She is a very intelligent girl, a very good girl.”
Amarnath wanted to laugh. He had a good mind to ask them whether they even thought she was capable of
keeping the accounts and looking after the affairs of their zamindari. He refrained from joking with the old man,
afraid of hurting his feelings.
Amarnath lost his peace of mind. There was a nagging feeling that this was not what he wanted and yet he
could not articulate what his real objections were. After all, his father had arranged the match and he could not
object to that. At times he felt that the whole thing had happened too hurriedly and too early in his life. But he was
embarrassed to speak frankly to his father regarding such trivial doubts. What objections could he put forward to
this match; the other party was well-off and his father had not rejected some poor girl’s family for this one. If that
had happened, perhaps there would have been some cause for contention. But under the circumstances his vague
discomfort did not seem to him to be an adequately rational reason for disagreement with his father.
The few days of the month of Kartik flew by and the auspicious day arrived in the month of Aghrayan.
Amarnath was married. Since both families were well-off, they outdid each other in the preparations, pomp, and
grandeur of the occasion. Amarnath, however, did not inform his best friend Deben about his wedding. He was
not quite sure why he did not do so. He was ashamed to inform Deben, almost as though by admitting his
marriage, he was betraying a pledge.
The ceremonies over, the bride and groom spent their first night together in a room bedecked with flowers.
Amarnath lay stiffly at one end of the bed with great unease and somehow went through the ceremonial night. He
was embarrassed. His bed companion was not a child but a grown-up lady of about fourteen years of age.
Amarnath was himself hardly past his teens. The few days after the marriage, during which the bride stayed in
their house, Amarnath spent most of his time outdoors.
When the bride returned to her father’s home, Amarnath took leave of his father and returned to Calcutta.
Amarnath received a number of letters from his friend Deben, asking him to visit him at his village. But he did
not reply. During the puja vacation he returned home to learn that his wife’s mother had died and so she could not
come during this period to her in-laws’ house. Amarnath considered writing her a letter, to express his grief or at
least to say something consoling. But he found it impossible to write to somebody whom he had never talked to.
He decided to wait till he was properly introduced to her.
A year and a half went by since his marriage and Amarnath was making preparations to go home to visit his
father when he received a letter from his friend Deben asking him to come to his village. The urgency of tone
prompted him to change his plans and make the trip to Deben’s village instead.
On enquiring from Deben as to what was the urgency, his friend replied in a lighthearted manner, “It’s nothing
that urgent. It was only a way to get you here, since you never visit us.”
Amar was taken aback.
“What kind of child’s play is this? It was very wrong of you.”
Deben paused a while and then said jokingly, “Come now, you have nobody at home as yet to whom you have
to be accountable.”
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Amarnath blushed with embarrassment but still could not bring himself to tell Deben what had happened in his
personal life.
That evening Deben suddenly asked, “Do you remember that girl Charu?”
Amarnath felt ill at ease and finally asked in low tones, “Why, what has happened? Is the girl dead?” As he
spoke about her he could faintly recall the thin, emaciated face with the smiling, innocent eyes. Realizing that
Amarnath was lost in his own reveries, Deben hastened to reassure him.
“No, the girl is not dead. It’s her mother. She is on her deathbed. I am treating her. Would you like to visit
them?”
“Okay, let’s go. Poor thing. Is she married yet?” Deben replied:
“Married? No, she is not married. Don’t you realize that it takes a lot of money to get girls in your caste
married? Since you had assured us that you would fix up a match for her, we have been relying on you.”
Amarnath felt very guilty. He had forgotten that he had made such a promise.
They entered the crumbling and decrepit home that housed the mother and daughter. The ailing widow,
Molina, was lying on the bed; the daughter, Charu, sat on the edge of the bed. There were deep circles under her
smiling eyes and she looked thin and worn out. Amarnath was consumed with pity on seeing her. The girl shifted
her position and sat in a self-conscious manner. Her eyes betrayed her embarrassment. Is the girl so unfeeling and
so simple that even in these circumstances she feels embarrassed, Amar wondered.
After a while Deben spoke loudly to the prostrate figure:
“Kakima, Amar has come.”
The widow whispered, “Where?”
Deben pushed Amar toward her, saying, “Here he is.” The sudden expression of joy on the dying face
astounded Amar.
She caught hold of his hand with her last dying strength and declared in hoarse whispers, “I give her to you. I
give you my daughter Charulata. May God bless you both.”
Amar sat there stunned and frightened. His hand, which held the fragile fingers of the widow, seemed
paralyzed. Her tears dropped onto his hand and shone like pearls.
Amarnath recovered his power of speech and hastened to remonstrate, “What are you saying? Do you know
that—” He was interrupted by Deben.
“Hush! She is just falling off to sleep. Let her rest.”
Amar persisted in an agitated manner.
“I must explain. I have much to say. I am—” Deben stopped him.
“Later, later, Amar. How can you be so heartless?”
That night the widow’s condition deteriorated. Amar realized that she did not have much longer to live. He
thrust aside the grief-stricken Cham, prostrate on her mother’s breast, and said in loud, clear tones to the dying
woman:
“I am married. Do you hear me? I am married.”
It was too late. The widow was unconscious.
Deben was shocked.
“What did you say, Amar? You are married? I didn’t know anything about this.”
Amar replied, “Certainly you didn’t know. I didn’t write to you. But look at the situation you have got me
embroiled in. While she was still conscious you didn’t let me tell her. Against my will I am now the victim of her
last wishes. What have you got me into, Deben?”
“God be my witness. I am not at fault. I thought you were unmarried and so kept the widow’s hopes alive. I
thought you were trying to tell her that your father would not agree to the match.”
The widow died in the early hours of the morning. Deben collected the village folk together and performed the
last rites. Amarnath did not know how to console the grief-stricken daughter as he sat quietly next to her. The
homeless, helpless girl lay on the floor weeping incessantly. Perhaps she had never appreciated fully the extent of
her own helplessness. The whole world seemed clouded through her tearful, unseeing gaze. Amar wondered
whether there were other things adding to her grief besides her mother’s sudden death.
*
Days passed. Amar asked Deben,
“What shall I do? Where is the way out?”
Deben replied, “I don’t know.”
“Can’t you people keep her here and get her married?” Amar asked.
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“Where can we find a groom who will be willing to marry her without a dowry,” Deben responded.
“I will give you the money,” replied Amar.
“I can’t keep her in my house against my mother’s wishes. We belong to a different caste. She has no
alternative but you, Amar. The only way out I can think of is that you take her with you and get her married. What
guarantee is there that you will remember your responsibility toward her once you leave here?”
Irritated and agitated by Deben’s last jibe, accepting that now this was his fate, Amarnath left the village,
taking Cham with him.
*
It was a well-decorated, brightly lit room. The smell of flowers wafted in through the open windows. The faint
melodies of the shenai being played in the temple floated in, creating an environment of peace and solitude.
Amarnath lay half-reclined on one of the couches in the room.
Amarnath had arrived home that very day. He had left Cham in Calcutta after explaining the situation to her.
Now all that was left to be done was to convince his wife and father about the seriousness of the pledge that he
had undertaken.
He felt that in this matter his wife’s permission was the most important, and he needed to talk to her before
speaking to his father. He was waiting for his wife to come and talk to him.
The door opened quietly. A young woman with her head covered walked silently over the heavy carpets and
stopped suddenly near the couch. Then slowly she approached the couch where Amarnath lay sleeping, and stood
still. Amarnath awoke and found himself face to face with an unfamiliar figure, whose large, dark, bright eyes
looked steadily at him.
Amarnath sat up. Half-consciously and involuntarily he asked, “Who are you?”
The young woman lowered her eyes, pulled her sari over her head, and said in a soft tone of voice, “It’s me.”
She stopped, looked at Amarnath, and announced clearly, “I am Suroma.”
*
Suroma! That was his wife’s name. He was meeting her for the first time since the ceremonial first night. She
had grown up.
Amarnath sat up. Amarnath felt agitated like one who awakes from a dream and finds exactly the opposite
happening to him. All this time, half in a dream and half awake in this beautiful room with its scent of flowers, he
had imagined a shy, embarrassed bride approaching him. But he found himself instead confronted by a confident
young woman who was not the least embarrassed, whose gaze held him, and who stood with the confidence of
one who belonged there—erasing the vision of the shy bride come to meet her lover.
Amarnath sat down with a serious expression. Suroma waited awhile and then moved toward the welldecorated table as if to tidy it up. Having moved some pieces on the table, she proceeded toward the door.
Amarnath called out to her, “Listen.”
Suroma came closer.
“Sit down.”
Suroma looked around for a place to seat herself and finally sat at the edge of the couch on which Amarnath
was himself seated. After a long time, and many moments of silence, she finally asked, “Did you send for me?”
Amarnath still remained silent.
Suroma prompted, “Do you want to say something to me?”
“Yes,” said Amarnath.
“What is it?” asked Suroma.
Again Amarnath lapsed into silence.
Suroma waited awhile and continued, “Is it something that embarrasses you?”
Amarnath finally found his voice.
“No, I don’t feel embarrassed.”
“Well then, is it something that I should be embarrassed by?”
“No, it’s not about you. It is something that concerns me. But it is not so much a troublesome matter as one of
obligation and duty. Listen carefully and try to understand.”
“Yes …”
*
Amarnath began cautiously. He related at first only as much as he felt he could tell her. He spoke about his first
visit to Deben’s village, when he was able to save Charu from a serious illness; his second visit during the puja
holidays and the conversations he had then; his marriage to Suroma on his return; the illusions that Cham’s
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mother and Deben had fostered in the village regarding him and Cham; and finally Cham’s mother’s deathbed
request, against which he was unable to protest. Incident by incident, Amarnath told his wife the whole story.
Suroma listened in silence. When Amarnath ceased his narration she asked,
“Where is this girl?”
“The girl? Cham? She is at my house in Calcutta.”
“That means she has been there since the month of Jaishthya. How is it that we were not informed all this
time?”
Amarnath was annoyed. Suroma’s tone seemed to hold both responsibility and reprimand.
“There was nothing wrong in not letting you know at that time. What difference would it make whether I told
you then or today?”
“It is not the same thing. Cham—isn’t that her name?—you could have brought her here and left her here with
us.”
Amarnath said in agitation, “Whether I kept her there or here, it’s the same thing.”
“It’s not the same thing. In this house you have a father and your wife lives here also.”
“There is nothing wrong in keeping a woman whom I intend to marry with me.”
“Of course it’s wrong. But let that pass. Is your decision to marry her final?”
“This is not a matter to be decided now; it was already decided then. Under these circumstances, is there any
other way to fulfill one’s duty except by marrying her?”
“Now it is your duty to marry her. At that time a match could have been arranged for her.”
“What is the difference between then and now?”
The woman fixed her bright gaze on him.
“Now you love her.”
Amarnath sprang up. He retorted furiously,
“You speak like a selfish woman. I … I may love her, but it was my duty then as it is now to marry her.”
“All right. Then, have you come here to seek my permission? Is this also your duty?”
“I am not so stupid. But it is my duty to inform you.”
“Good! I presume you have not told your father yet; that too is part of your duty.”
“I don’t need you to remind me about my duty to my father.”
“You expect that he will agree?”
“Even if he does not, I have to do my duty.”
“Even if he does not permit it, you are sure about your obligation?”
“Of course.”
“All right. Can I go now?”
“As you please,” said Amarnath, and flopped down on the couch.
Suroma stood for a while, thinking. Then slowly, she left the room.
*
The family returned home from their holiday at Monghyr.
After that Suroma tried to be more careful. She had understood her mistake; she should have maintained her
distance. Her closeness to Amar and friendship with him or any demonstration of affection would inevitably result
in what she had always avoided up to now. She had not realized till now that any relationship with him was
inadvisable. Her fate had determined that she could not take the easy way out; she would have to live alone and
independently of everybody. She was hopeful that if she behaved with her former disregard toward Amar, his
momentary weakness for her might dissolve of its own accord.
Suroma grew more firm in her decision.
She stopped meeting Amar and even talking to him. She avoided the pleasant chats she and Cham had grown
accustomed to having in their afternoon leisure. She thought up, and kept herself immersed in, new household
duties every day.
It was only when her son Atul came running up to her and hugged her that she had to relent.
Charu kept complaining about her behavior. Suroma tried to laugh it away by saying, “Household duties need
a lot of attention. Otherwise things do not work properly.” If Shyamacharan approached her for advice about the
property, she would reply, “Don’t drag me into it. If you can get the work done, well and good. If you can’t, let it
be.”
Shyamacharan understood that Suroma was confused and troubled, and stopped going to her for advice.
Suroma did her best to develop feelings of distaste and dislike for Amar in her own mind. She felt that Amar’s
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behavior was indecent and in bad taste. If a person cannot be determined and strong, then why should he be
considered a human being? When Amar had dared everything earlier for his love of Charu, why were his feelings
toward her today so disguised? His visible sentiments for Charu were obviously false. He had betrayed her even
by entertaining in his mind affectionate sentiments for another woman who was not his wife. Suroma tried to
conjure up Amar’s image and reprimanded him in her imagination for his baseness.
*
When one is young and spirited, one dares to bet one’s life on a single principle. One does not weigh the pros
and cons. The victory of the spirit against all odds is considered in youth to be the highest necessity.
But as one grows older and mellows, one realizes that what has been discarded as a trifling constraint to the
realization of an objective was perhaps not such a trifling matter. There comes a time in one’s life when that
which was discarded as a trifle gains in importance and consumes one’s life.
Although Amarnath was not old enough to be suffering from ennui, and his affection for Charu remained, he
realized that in having done what he did to uphold his principles, he had stepped heavily on the side of God’s
balance and it was time to restore the balance.
This was God’s revenge and it was beyond the powers of a human being.
If all were to be considered, could Amarnath be faulted for his present state of mind?
Was not Suroma also involved and to some extent at fault in helping create this state of mind? (Amar could
only be faulted for not having been able to gauge Suroma’s power.) She was beautiful, learned, intelligent, and,
what is more, magnanimous—these were her faults. If on earth these qualities exerted a divine power to attract
ordinary mortals, then it was not the fault of the mortal to be drawn to it but the powerful magnet of these divine
qualities personified in a human being.
The person who had provided nectar to the flowering relationship between a man and wife was at fault. What
man could not be attracted to a wife who had been his companion in happiness and sorrow, in dejection and hope,
and yet did not enjoy the rights and privileges of a wife.
This attraction had not occurred in one day. It grew gradually, day after day, month after month, and year after
year, while he was encircled by this extraordinary, affectionate, loving, mysterious personality. Its influence had
seeped into his blood, his very being, and he had grown involved and expressed his weakness for her.
The calm affection he enjoyed with Charu had no connection with the challenging, highly emotional and
disturbing sentiments he felt for Suroma. It had to be conceded that this was really his first experience of such
love. He had no notion that such a person could exist in the world. He had read about such characters in novels
and poems but could now feel its reality in his inner being.
*
Suroma found that her change in behavior did not bring about the desired result. Although she had stopped
talking to Amarnath, his feelings for her were betrayed in his glances and expression.
Amar spent very little time in the house, and did not go out on shikar; nobody could fathom the preoccupations
that kept him away from home for such long periods. Cham complained to Suroma,
“Have both of you deserted me?”
And Suroma sought ways to extricate herself even further.
*
That evening Suroma went in search of Charu and found Amarnath in the room. Suroma withdrew, feeling
uneasy. She heard Charu say:
“What has happened to you? What is all this work that keeps you from the house?”
Amar laughed, “Nothing, really.”
“Then why don’t you stop for your usual evening chats?”
Amar remained silent for some time.
“I don’t feel like it. Why, do you miss me?”
“Never mind that; tell me why you don’t come?”
“Charu, would you like to go on holiday?”
“Where to?”
“Oh, anywhere. To some other place. Then I can spend day and night with you.”
Amar was not suggesting the trip to try and escape from his worries. He had attempted this before when the
seeds of his anxiety were germinating, but had returned without being relieved of worry. At present he did not
want to be liberated. His only concern was that Charu should be happy and that is why he wanted to go away
somewhere with her.
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But Cham did not agree.
Amar left the room.
Somebody called out to him. It was Suroma.
“Please, come here, I have a few things to say to you.”
Amar was suffocated by the sudden rush of blood in his veins. He curbed his excitement and followed Suroma.
Suroma said,
“Do you want to take Charu away somewhere?”
“Yes,” Amar replied without raising his head.
“This is not a bad idea. Why don’t you go? But before you go I have a few things to say.”
Amar waited awhile, looked at her expectantly, and said in a soft voice, “Why don’t you proceed?”
Suroma had her eyes downcast all this while, but when Amar spoke she looked up in surprise. She waited
awhile and then with a clear gaze confronted Amar.
“And after that? When you return to this house and to me, can I expect to see you cleansed and pure?”
Amar did not reply; he fixed his gaze on the ground.
“Tell me. I want an answer. If you cannot come back chaste of mind, then this travel abroad will have been of
no use. Tell me, can you do it?” Amar raised his face. In an emotional voice he replied,
“Really, Suroma, going away is a punishment. I am not going away for that reason.”
“Then why are you going?”
“In case I can do something to help Charu.”
Suroma’s tone grew harsh.
“And at present do you think you are doing justice to her? Since you are hers, if you entertain any thoughts of
anyone else, you will have done her a wrong.”
Amar replied in a lowered voice.
“To her this mistake of mine is absolutely unforgivable. And what I have done to you, is that forgivable?”
“But I have forgiven you.”
Amar’s voice was choked. He enquired:
“Why? I did not ask for your forgiveness. I would now like to do penance for what I have done to you. You
must give me that time. I will not come near you; let me do this penance from afar. Although I have no right to
say anything to you, I still want you to know I want to bear this punishment, go through this retribution with all
my heart, Suroma. My happiness today is dependent on being able to undertake this retribution. Give me this little
happiness. This small right.”
“You want to perpetrate one wrong by doing penance for another? Don’t even imagine I will give you the
opportunity to clear your conscience. Do you know why I forgave you? I didn’t forgive you for yourself. I forgave
you because of Charu. You are nobody to me, you never were, you still are not.”
Amar was stunned. He felt as if the firm earth under his feet was suddenly shaken. He had never been hurt in
this manner. Hesitatingly, falteringly, he could only say:
“Nobody can be so cruel to one’s face. Whatever else you do, I beg only—”
“Should I say it less hurtfully? Have I said it too harshly? In the first years of my life, did you show me even
this much softness? Did you ever consider then how hurtful even ordinary words and incidents could be? At that
time did you ever think of me and my feelings? It’s a good thing you didn’t. I respected you for that. I concluded
that you were upright and honest in your love for Charu, and that is why you could not see me as your wife. But
today? Today, even that respect has been shattered.”
Amar slowly crept onto a seat on the floor, stunned into silence. Suroma watched him for some time,
motionless. Then suddenly she went nearer to him and said in a plain tone of voice:
“Please forgive me. I have said many things I should not have. I did not wish to hurt you in this manner. It’s
my fate, a fault in my personality that I cannot stop myself from saying what I want. Please forgive me. I trust
you, think of you as a friend. You are Charu’s husband. I don’t wish to hurt you.”
Amar hid his face in his hands and cried out in grief.
“That’s enough, quite enough. Don’t give me this pity; forgive me instead.”
Suroma was not silenced.
“I did not speak so harshly to you because I bear you any grievance or wanted to take revenge on you. I want
you to be as before—completely devoted to Charu.”
“You are cruel. Why can’t you concede this much? Why can’t you say that since you never got what was
rightfully due you, I, too, have no right to get my due. Am I even unworthy of your insults? Do I not have the
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right to your hurt feelings—or did I never possess this right? Recalling the incident that day—”
“Why should I be hurt by what you say? I never had any relationship with you.”
Amar got up and left hurriedly.
*
The family learned that Suroma was going to her father’s house. Everybody understood that this was forever.
“What are you doing?” Shyamacharan asked. “Why should I allow Atul to be disinherited?”
He noticed that Suroma had made up her mind and held his peace. He told Amar:
“So you are effectively putting an end to my ambition to go on a pilgrimage to Benares?”
“No, you should go. I have learned a lot. I don’t want to prevent you from performing your religious duties. I
have no wish to prevent anyone in the world from doing what they want to do,” Amar replied.
Charu embraced Suroma. She could not speak; her tears flowed over Suroma’s breast. Suroma could no longer
hold back her tears. Finally she said:
“Charu—my dear sister—please forgive me. Please don’t weep like this.”
“Didi? Are you a sister? You are so cruel.”
Suroma lifted Charu’s face to hers and wiped her tears. She said,
“Don’t say I am cruel. Let the others call me names, but when you say I am cruel, it breaks my heart.” Charu
embraced her again and said,
“Then why are you leaving us, Didi? Please don’t go.”
“Please don’t ask me to stay. I can’t do it. Just to know that you would prevent me from leaving makes me
grieve.”
“Why have you suddenly made this decision, Didi? You haven’t gone to your father’s home all these years.”
“It’s God's wish, Charu. Only he knows why I must go. My father has no one—think about that too. And why
should I give Atul’s inheritance away to someone else?”
Charu tried to stop her.
“Atul does not have any wants. And besides, how will he live without you?”
“What can I do, Sister? I am helpless,” Suroma replied.
“Then when will you return?”
“When Atul has children, I will come to take my share.”
“Didi, will you be able to live without us? Is your heart so hard?” Suroma managed a wan smile in reply.
“Didi, I have been meaning to ask you a question but I have never dared. Can I ask you today? Is your husband
nobody to you?”
Suroma laughed, pinched Charu’s cheeks, and said, “Why should he be nobody to me? He is your husband.”
“Don’t you have any responsibilities toward him?”
“No, those I gave to you.”
“Didi, forgive me, I have something more to say that I have never said before. Since he is your husband, why
have you always deprived yourself of the rights that you were entitled to? He wronged you. I know you have
forgiven him, so why are you again forsaking us?
:I want you to keep your position in this household. I will live in the shadow of your affection and his love.
Don’t leave us.”
“Charu, if you love me even a little, please don’t prevent me from going. You have always thought of me as
your sister. Why is it, then, just as I am departing, that you think of me as your co-wife? I am your loving sister,
not your co-wife.”
“Forgive me, Didi. I am really stupid, forgive me.”
“Then don’t ask me to stay.”
*
The day of Suroma’s departure arrived. Suroma kissed Atul good-bye and said:
“When you grow up, come and see me.” Charu said in a broken voice:
“Take him with you now.”
“No, let him grow a little older. I am going, Charu …”
Charu hid her face in her hands. Suroma lifted her face, kissed her on her brows, and put her hand on Charu’s
head for the final blessing. …
India 10 Excerpt from Rani Rasamani\fn{by Annapurna Debi (1883-1961)} Ganjam District, Orissa State, India (F)
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263.160 Excerpt from Web Of Deceipt\fn{by Muvalur A. Ramamirthammal (1883-1962)} Muvalur Village, Thanjavur
District, Tamil Nadu State, India (F) 12
1
Kamalapuram Kantha and Ganavathi, the daughters of Boga Chinthamani, were famous singers whose
concerts were in great demand. They had learnt music from the Mysore Vidwan for a fee of Rs 5000. Noblemen flocked to their doors in carriages and cars, filling the dasis next door with great envy.\fn{ I have italicized
all the foreign words in this excerpt, although the author has not done so; and have edited it in conformity with modern style; but not
one word of the original is missing or changed:H }

One day they received a telegram and Boga Chinthamani sent her son, Karunakaran, off to Vakil
Sundaram’s house asking him to come and read the telegram out to them. Flattered by her request the lawyer
asked a client to provide Karunakaran with coffee and some snacks. Translating the telegram into Tamil, he
wrote it down on a sheet of glazed paper, placed it in an envelope bearing his name and gave it to
Karunakaran promising to follow later. Karunakaran, flattered by the client’s hospitality, was proud of being a
dasi’s brother and treated with such respect and courtesy.
The telegram invited Kantha and Ganavathi to perform at a concert in the Chennai Gana Sabha on the 8 th for a
fee of seventy five rupees. Kantha, on reading this, tossed her head and said carelessly,
“Mother what is this? It costs fifty rupees just to travel to Chennai. Tell them we can’t go.” Boga Chinthamani
retorted,
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“Oh you silly girl, did you learn music to earn money to build a palace? Or to deck yourself with
ornaments? Even if the Gana Sabha pays a hundred rupees we won’t save ten. Why do dasis learn music? It is
to become famous. When you travel to other cities and perform, countless rich men and zamindars\fn{Landlords} will come to hear you. At least one or two will fall for your charms and fall into our net. It is their gifts
that will add to our riches, not what you earn through music. Many zamindars, noblemen, professionals and
businessmen come to a music concert in the Chennai Gana Sabha. If our luck holds we may have a wave
of good fortune. It is good luck that has brought this telegram from the Gana Sabha. We must accept.
Don’t refuse.” She promptly replied that they would be there on the 7 th .
Boga Chinthamani’s neighbour, a dasi called Chinnammal, had a daughter Kanakavalli. Chinnammal, an
envious woman hearing the talk about the telegram, turned upon her daughter and said,
“Look at the telegrams coming and going in that house. Those girls earn both through concerts and
through men. They grow richer each day. And you, ill-fated unlucky wretch cannot earn even a rupee a day.
Here I am spending money on your disease and ill health. You cursed donkey! Look at the rich men queuing
up at their door! No one even asks about you. Why didn’t the god who gave you beauty also give you some
luck? You are so dull. Who will turn to look at a dasi girl who has no charms? Foul faced crone, why do you
stand in front of me?”
Kanakavalli’s eyes filled with tears. She turned silently to her bed and lay down thinking,
“Although I earn so much in spite of my ill health how I suffer. What life is this! What an existence! It
is better tobe born in a poverty-stricken home than as a girl in a dasi family. In a poor home even if there
is suffering there is still some time to speak together as man and wife. God! Why was I born in a wretched
shameless caste such as this? Is there really a god? If there was a god would he not punish wretches like
this? What caste is this where there is not even a mustard seed of kindness, patience, love, or considera tion
for a daughter? While I suffer, her eyes turn towards the neighbor and she curses me. How low is her
character? However ugly a rich dasi may be, rich men will flock to her daughter. However beautiful a poor
dasi may be, rich men do not visit her. And in spite of knowing this truth she made me a dasi and now
complains. It is better to commit suicide than to continue life like this. They say that suicide will send you
to hell. But can hell be worse than this hellish torture of a dasi’s life? If I run away then the caste elders will
accuse me of eloping with a lover. I can invite any number of men into my home, but I cannot leave my house
with one man. And this caste is praised so highly in the Puranas. If there is a god then I pray that the author of
these Puranas should be born in a dasi family in his next life. Oh, why was I born in this caste? If at least I
had no beauty then I could have married one man and lived in com fort! Oh god! If you have any mercy then
create the women in this caste without any beauty or intelligence. Make women with beauty and brains in
other castes. Or else girls like me will say that there is no god. If anyone thinks this is sinful then he is an
ignorant man and lacks intelligence. How can I believe in a god who does not punish such cruel sinners?” She
lay there, her eyes brimming with tears.
Boga Chinthamani’s house was bustling with activity. She asked Karunakaran to prepare for the journey to
Chennai and to pack bedding, baggage and thamburas. She organized everything. She yelled at Karunakaran,
“Go fetch a cart to go to the station. Why do you stand there like a tree? Do you have to be told each and every
thing? Don’t you know what has to be done for a trip out of town?”
Karunakaran brought a cart, hastily loaded all the luggage into it and left for the station. Later Boga
Chinthamani, Kantha and Ganavathi reached the railway station. She gave Karunakaran some money and told
him to buy two first class and two third class tickets to Chennai. Kantha said,
“Why Mother, we can all travel together in the third class.” Her mother impatient at her lack of common
sense said,
“Kantha, you don’t know the secrets of the profession. Do you think I asked for first class tickets out of
luxury? Zamindars, minors\fn{Wealthy heirs; men-about-town} and noblemen travel first class. If you travel first
class then they will notice you and start visiting us. If anyone asks you for your addresses, ask them whether
they want to arrange a concert for a family wedding. That will convince them that you have no de sire for men
but live only by your music. Why do I say this? The times are bad. They say that dasis are deceitful. If you say
that you are musicians not dasis, then they will not think ill of you. If they ask if you have a man then say that
your voice will be spoilt for the practice of your music. Say you are waiting to find a man who is worthy and
whose love is true. Say this smoothly and diplomatically.”
As she was advising Kantha, Karunakaran arrived with the tickets. He asked his mother whether he could call
a porter as there was a lot of luggage.
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“You lout! Where is the anna to pay the porter? When you are there why this need less expense? There is still
time. Take it to the train in two trips.” Karunakaran couldn’t say anything and obeyed her.
The train steamed in and Kantha and Ganavathi entered the first class compartment elegantly. In the first
class compartment was seated a handsome well-built youth, clad in rich clothes and ornaments, wearing a
watch worth three hundred rupees and a cigarette dangling from his lips. He sat up, bolt upright on beholding
the girls. His mind began to race madly without even a moment’s calm. His eyes began to roll. All kinds of
thoughts flooded his mind:
“They must be dasis. No, I am wrong. Brahmin girls these days are playing all kinds of instruments and they
even perform at concerts. So they must be Brahmins. No! No! if they are then where are their men? The men
would be in this compartment, so they must be dasis.” Being a minor, his mind worked in strange ways and
seeing the two girls he wanted to embrace both Kantha and Ganavathi at the same time!
“Tcha! that is not proper. They might think I am a lunatic. If I manage to speak a few words to them then I
can take it from there.” Noticing his plight Ganavathi, glancing at the minor, said to her sister,
“I wonder when this train reaches the City.” Seizing the opportunity he said,
“This train reaches Ezhumbur at 6:00 a.m. Where do you ladies come from? I feel I have seen you before.
Please do not mistake me.” The sisters realizing quickly that he was a wealthy minor and that to enter into a
conversation would be profitable said,
“We are from Thanjavur. We are going to Chennai to sing at a concert. You must have seen us in many places.
How can minors remember people whom they have seen just once? How can you remember us? We wondered
why although you knew us you did not speak to us. And so we were also quiet.”
This was Kantha. The minor was thrilled.
“Oh so you are from Thanjavur. You must have seen me often. I visit lower street Kanakambujam’s house
often. Even an hour before leaving for the station, I sent her a sari worth two hundred rupees with her
brother Govindaswami and other things worth a hundred rupees. I am also going to the January festival in
Chennai.”
And he began to brag about his feats by the dozen. Listening to him Kantha and Ganavathi realized he
was a dullard. Kantha gave him a teasing look,
“Aren’t you the person who performed the santhi muhurtham\fn{The ritual deflowering of a virgin (bride or
devadasi) } for Thanjavur Bagyathammal’s daughter Tripura Sundari?” she asked.
On hearing the word santhi the minor felt wildly possessed and his head began to spin at great speed. He
was delighted that he had made their acquaintance. If they already knew so much about him they must have
great love and desire for him. He felt that he must bring them into his clutches somehow.
“What! You know Tripura Sundari? How is it you know so much about me? I performed Tripura Sundari’s
santhi. I spent five thousand on her santhi, I gave her a diamond set worth ten thousand rupees. The other
expenses came to about five thousand. All this in the space of two months.”
On hearing these boastful claims the two girls realized that he was a simpleton who would dance to their
tune.
The train stopped at Villipuram. The minor ordered the Spencer butler to get three glasses of iced, colored
drinks. He then asked a vendor the cost of oranges and apples. The vendor seeing a good chance said,
“Sir! you asking the price? Is this the first time you are buying things from me? As if you don’t know the
cost!”
The butler brought three glasses of colored drinks. He gave Kantha a glass. She said,
“We are not in the habit of taking these things. I drink this only to please you.”
He gave Ganavathi another glass, drank the other and gave back the glasses and money to the butler. The
fruit vendor asked him how many dozens he wanted. He sorted out the good fruit and chose the seconds for
the minor who then asked the vendor to fetch some flowers. He then placed the flowers and fruit before them.
“Why did you get all this? Why didn’t you ask me? Anyway let me pay.” And she pulled out a ten rupee note
from her purse like one who spends freely and held it out to the vendor without stretching her elbow.
“I won’t take it from you. My master will be angry if I take it from you,” said the clever lad. So the minor
said,
“How much?”
“How vexatious! Why are you so formal? Is there a difference between your money and mine?” Kantha said
glancing at the minor.
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The minor was happy and paid the vendor and asked him to go. Watching this per formance the girls were
mighty pleased to have found a real fool. The minor wanted to make witty conversation. But what could he talk
about? There had to be a subject. So he decided to say the first thing that came to mind. Looking at the tambur\fn{A four-stringed musical droning instrument (also tambura, tanpura)}lying there he said,
“What is that long thing there?” Kantha deciding he was crazy said,
“That is a tambur.”
“Which district is that Uru?” asked the minor. Kantha said,
“Oh, what a bother. This is not a village, it is an instrument to sing with.” The minor replied with a smile,
“I was joking. I also have some knowledge of music. Can I have your address?” Ganavathi looked at her
sister and pretending to be angry said,
“This is a bad habit with all passengers. When the English travel they mind their own business and do not
indulge in gossip. Why do you gossip needlessly, sister? You have to sing tomorrow in the concert and your
voice will grow hoarse! The rail journey, sleeplessness, this needless gossip will all exhaust you. Do not talk.
Many vidwans\fn{Scholars} and lords will come to listen to the concert tomorrow. Our performance must be
good. What about our reputation? Can you make an excuse that you were gossiping on the train? What does he
care? He is a big lord.”
The minor was amazed. He thought,
“Look at this little chit of a girl. She is talking so intelligently. The girls of this caste are truly intelligent. Only
our girls are dull, unlucky wretches.” He said happily,
“Why do you think I am not worth even a paisa, Ganavathi? Know the truth before you speak. If you knew
how I came to be known as the famous minor then you would not speak as if I was not worth a paisa. I spent one
lakh\fn{A lakh is an hundred thousand} of rupees in the space of three months. Ask any of the Dafar mamas and they
will tell you of my greatness. Why do you think so cheaply of me without knowing these facts?”
Kantha indicated to her sister that this was a first class dullard and signaled that she should take his watch.
Ganavathi:
“I spoke without knowing. I thought you are a woman and spoke too quickly. Please don’t be offended.”
“What! I, a woman? Don’t you know the difference between a man and woman. And you were advising your
sister. What intelligence! And you who do not even know the difference between a man and woman, I thought you
very intelligent.”
“Don’t be offended. It is the way your hair is parted and your ladies watch which made me assume that
you were a Malayali woman. If you are a man, that’s okay. A wealthy man like you should wear a gold
pocket watch and chain. I would not have made fun of you. It was because of your ladies wrist watch that I
joked.”
The minor was ashamed. He regretted his stupidity in talking to the witty Ganavathi. Then he asked her,
“Why Ganavathi, if this is a lady’s watch why are you not wearing one?” Ganavathi said,
“I am just an unmarried maid. How can I wear a watch unless someone like you gives me one? Do I have a
husband?” The minor was very excited and thought,
“This girl is the size of a cluster bean and yet she is so bright. Every word is so graceful, melodious, packed
with meaning. When our girls talk it is like pouring hot melted iron ore into the ear.” And he said,
“Ganavathi, you seem to like this watch. Take it.” Ganavathi:
“This is awful. You and I are fellow travelers on a train. When we alight we will go our different ways. Why
these jokes? Haven’t you heard of rail relationships? I don’t want this. I will wear only my own watch. What
pleasure can I get out of wearing a borrowed watch? Passengers speak of all sorts of things to while away the
time. I do not want this.”
The minor was in a fix. What could he do? After boasting that he had spent a lakh of rupees in three
months, if he hesitated to give her the three hundred rupee watch she would think him cheap. So he
decided to gift her the watch. And he said,
“Ganavathi I am giving you this watch as a reward for your intelligence. It is your own now. Stretch out your
hand and let me fasten it for you.” Ganavathi said,
“What words are these? Can you touch the hand of an unmarried maid? If my mother hears do you know what
my fate will be?” The minor said,
“I did not intend anything wrong. I am used to Western ways. Don’t be annoyed.” Ganavathi said,
“Does your Western culture ask you to part with a three hundred rupee watch so foolishly? Do Westerners
behave like this?” The minor:
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“What, you have called me a fool! Is it foolish to reward someone for intelligence?” Ganavathi:
“I am only a young girl. I thought only foolish people are given the title of minor. Don’t be angry. I will not cut
any more jokes.” Minor:
“Even if you call me a fool twice over I do not mind. What does it matter what one hears from the lips of
one who is intelligent? You speak with such affection for me it matters little what words you choose. I must
have performed good deeds to deserve those loving words from your lips … Would you open your mouth in
front of a miser even if he owned crores?\fn{Tens of millions; one crore is equal to ten million rupees, or 100 lakhs of
rupees:H} After all you are speaking to me because I spend in lakhs. Am I a foolish fellow? Don’t think I am like
others. If ten people run around me every day I might feed them but I will not part with a single paisa. I do not
object to your jokes.” Ganavathi, sarcastically:
“Feeding ten flatterers is not foolishness, it is great cleverness. How clever you must be to spend a lakh in
three months! How can I describe your intelligence and greatness? It is really something.” Minor:
“Oh you are already using the familiar thou. You are very bold. You are an amusing girl. I have spoken with
many dasis in fun but never have I come across anyone as humorous as you. I am happy with your words. The
more you talk the more I enjoy it.” Ganavathi:
“What is this sir, you are imagining all kinds of things when I speak of ordinary things. Don’t address me and I
will not speak to you any more.” She then looked at her sister and said,
“This is like that story of the foolish king.”
And proceeded to tell the story.
Dasis usually make fun of the gentlemen who visit their houses. But the gentlemen seldom feel insulted
and are so excited that as the ridicule grows they sit there smiling. Even the most intelligent, wealthy, well
born gentlemen perform tasks for dasis which ordinary people would find distasteful. These same rich men get
angry if their wives talk to them about family matters. They even demonstrate their bravery by using abuse
and a stick.
“You wretched slave! Don’t I know! You presume to advise me. Do you know how I am respected? Don’t
you know that I was invited to the Governor’s tea party? Do you know how much respect I received? Did they
think I was a fool? I should have married a donkey instead of you. I feel disgraced if I look upon your face.
Go to your mother’s house and I will send you money every month for your maintenance.”
And so on. The same men will put up with anything from dasis. So it is no matter for surprise that
Ganavathi spoke so contemptuously to the minor or that he listened so quietly.
Soon they neared Chennai. The minor realized he had not got their address and he said,
“What is this Ganavathi, you have not given me your address and particulars.” Ganavathi then said,
“Sir, along with the address when you say particulars what does that mean?” The minor said,
“Are you making fun of me? I need your address but I also need to know if both of you have any men and then
I can be at peace.” Ganavathi:
“So you want to know. All right. Who will believe a dasi who speaks the truth? Even if she spends her life with
a single man people will think she is a dasi and has many men. Who will believe my words? Forget it.” Minor:
“Are there no good women among dasis?” Ganavathi:
“There is a vellalar\fn{An aristocrat; originally, a member of the an elite caste of Tamil agricultural landlords } from
Mayavaram District who visits my sister. He is a very quiet person. He treats my sister with dignity. She will not
even look at another man. As for me I am not married yet.” The minor then thought,
“I had wanted to fix up both Kantha and Ganavathi. Now she says Kantha will not consider another man. Let
us see to that later. She is so careless of me when I spend in lakhs. If only I had spent that money on these good
women they would have taken care of me till my very end. Now what am Ito do? I was deceived. Let me not cry
over spilt milk. If I marry Ganavathi then I will become the head of their household. Then I can get rid of the
vellalar who visits Kantha and enjoy both of them myself.” With these thoughts the minor said,
“Ganavathi, these slaves who are prostitutes have no gratitude however much you spend on them. I
understand that you are good women. I have seen many dasis but never have I seen a woman with such faith. I
implore you to have faith in me and do not forget me. I will sell my remaining property, send my wife to her
maternal home and come and live in your house. You can protect me or pun ish me.” Ganavathi pretended to be
shocked and said,
“Don’t use such terrible words. Mother might hear. So many gentlemen are willing to marry me and have
offered me ten and twenty thousand. We have not replied because it would harm my music. Please don’t talk like
this. Even this light conversation till we alight will have to stop.” The minor was surprised.
483

“Can dasis even be like this? They offered to pay for the fruit and soda in Villipuram. I promised to give them
a three hundred rupee watch and there is no mention of it. They have no desire for material things.” And he said,
“Ganavathi, take this watch.”
“No, no, if you will take the money from me then I will accept it. We are not like other dasis who grab what
they can get and deceive. We live by our music. Do not think we are like other dasis,” said Ganavathi.
This caste can act like great saints when they are certain that the goods will not slip out of their hands. If they
see them slipping then they start talking humorously and seize hold of the goods. These dasis can size up a man’s
character and his aim at first sight. The men who go to dasis prefer them to stroke their thighs and snatch the gift
from them rather than to give it to them outright. Then they come out and boast to their friends,
“What is this, whatever it is they accept it with such pleas ure. When we carry sweetmeats home to our
wives, they turn their faces and march off. Who will feel like buying anything for such crones? Once Dasi
Sornam took my watch, earrings, ring and shoes and wore them and came out. Those girls don’t feel any
awkwardness. I was so delighted that I asked her to keep them and wear them for me whenever I visited her.
Till today she does this. So tell me, is the woman who heeds your words the one who loves you passionately
or is it the one who ignores you? Will the women in our households do all this for us?”
This is the kind of stuff they blabber. They little realize that these women dance to their tune to acquire their
wealth. Love is blind and the minor was blind to Ganavathi’s character. He said
“Ay! Ganavathi! Don’t mistake me. If you want my favor take this.”
The mother in the servant compartment was listening atten tively. The minor is a lord only for three
months. This watch has not yet been grabbed by either of the girls. It is destined to come to us. If the girls
take the watch then this fellow will follow us and strut around. And the rich men at the concert will think we
have brought a man with us thus ruining our professional chances. So Boga Chinthamani spoke very
meaningfully,
“What is this little sister? I have been silent all this while. Brother seems a very good man. Why do you make
fun of him? He probably has only this watch left. He is sure to have expenses in Chennai. What will he do? Don’t
take the watch.” Ganavathi understood her mother’s message and turned to the minor and said,
“Did you hear my mother scold me? I told you in the very beginning that we do not deceive to live. Will
another dasi refuse a three hundred rupee watch? Although we were born into that evil caste we can never
have the heart to cheat anyone.” The minor’s faith grew greater.
“Ganavathi, I implore you don’t be so careless of my request. If you want my favor take this watch without
your mother’s knowledge.” He forced her to take it. Ganavathi said,
“All right, I don’t want to refuse you. I will give you a favor sometime. Give it to me without my mother’s
knowledge.”
And she took it. The minor was happy that after so much uncertainty he had at last achieved his desire. Then
he began to write the address with his fountain pen. Ganavathi then said,
“I will give you the Chennai address, come there and we can discuss everything.”
She then gave him the wrong address and said it was on Thangasalai street. The Minor touched the paper
with the address to his eyes reverently and put it away carefully.
*
It was six in the morning and the train steamed into Ezhumbur station. They hired a car and four of them
set off. The minor asked if he could join them in the car. But Ganavathi said there was no room and the car
left. The minor felt humiliated and thought,
“What a mistake to ask if I can go with them! After all I have the address and I could go there in a separate car.
What a mistake.”
The minor who had spent the whole night conversing with both the girls found it unbearable to be alone.
“What beauty! What sweet words! I didn’t even know it was dawn. Her beauty is still fresh in my mind.”
The minor was in a daze. A porter thinking he was mad went up to him and asked if he wanted a coolie. The
minor asked him to get lost. Finally he had to carry his own baggage and kept looking around in case Ganavathi
came back looking for him. He hastily completed his ablutions, refreshed himself, hired a car and set off to the
address Ganavathi had given him.
2
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Full of pomp and desire, the minor hired a car and rushed to the address that Ganavathi had given him. He
was disappointed. They were not there. Another family was living there. Explaining his purpose briefly to an
elder he was directed to a house nearby and told to enquire there. The woman of the house was standing on the
pial on the street. Assuming that it was Ganavathi the minor thought,
“Oh so she was testing my smartness by giving me the wrong address. As if I am such a fool. I must show her
how smart I am.”
And he got out of the car and went up the steps. The woman, seeing a stranger enter, went inside the house.
The minor put bag and baggage on the pial, paid off the driver and sent him away. Calling out, “Ganavathi!” he
entered the house. The girl said,
“Do not enter, please stand outside.” The minor was filled with doubt.
“I came in haste and entered because Ganavathi would be expecting me. If it is Ganavathi would she ask
me to stand outside so carelessly? Or is she angry with me for being late? I should not have stopped for coffee
but should have come immediately. Then we could have had coffee together. My beloved would not have been
upset. I did not have any foresight. What shall I do now? Explain myself and beg her to forgive me?”
And he stood there like a tree, lost in thought. Seeing him stand thus the girl went in and told her man that
someone had come, called out for Ganavathi and entered the house. She had told him not to enter and he was
there standing motionless like a tree. She said,
“Poor fellow! He seems to be a good man. He may even be the husband of that wretch. They will ruin him.
Anyway go and find out.” The man of the house came out and asked,
“Who are you? Which village do you come from?” Immediately,
“Are Kantha, Ganavathi, Boga Chinthamani and Karunakaran from Kamalapuram here? Please tell them
that the Tiruchi minor has been waiting for a long time and ask Ganavathi to come here. Wasn’t that Ganavathi
who was standing at the door when I arrived? Tell me Sir, were they disappointed? It took me some time to get
a car. I have not even had a cup of coffee. Tell them all this and ask them not to be angry with me.” He was
looking inside anxiously even as he spoke.
“He looks like a fellow who has lost everything. And isn’t minor a title for one who has lost everything?'
thought the householder and said,
“Sir, look at me. They did not come here.” Minor:
“Aiyyo! They didn’t come here? Where could they have gone? Do you know?” Householder:
“What is this aiyya? Before I can say anything, you are so agitated. Sit down and I will tell you.”
“All right sir, tell me,” said the minor sitting down reluctantly. The householder:
“I know them. It looks as if you have given them something and been deceived. Is that the case?” The minor:
“I did not give them anything much. Only a wristwatch worth three hundred rupees which was a gift. I
intend to marry Ganavathi. But she did not agree although she desired me. They said that these matters could
be discussed and decided at their place and gave me this address. Because of the great love she has for me
perhaps she made a mistake and gave me the wrong address. The house is locked. I heard that I would get
some information here and so I came here.” The householder thought,
“It is only because this man has some luck that he has found his way here. We should keep him here
for a couple of days, knock some good sense into him and see that he is able to save at least the little
property that he has left after squandering so much away.” And so he said,
“Aiyya, minor, please come in. They will not leave the city without visiting our house. The girl you just saw is
someone they love dearly. They will never leave without seeing her. So there is no need for you to wander about
searching. Just wait in our house.”
The minor felt comforted. He brought his bags into the house. Then:
“When Ganavathi comes she will be angry if I am not present. So I should not budge from here even for a
moment,” he decided. Sivaraman then went in to his loved one, Gunabusani and said,
“Prepare some good food and teach him good sense. He seems to have fallen into bad ways.” To the minor:
“Aiyya please eat and rest here, I will go to my office now and return later.” The minor was surprised.
“How is it he is leaving me alone with this woman? Would he do so if she were his wife?”
Diverted from his thoughts of Ganavathi he threw his legs across one another and lit a cigarette. Gunabusani
finished cooking and according to her lover’s instructions came out into the hall. She asked the minor,
“Do you want to eat now or eat with him after he returns from the office?” The minor said,
“I am in no hurry, I will eat with Aiyya after he returns.
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“How strange this is, [he thought]. “She is neither like a dasi nor is she a family woman. Her conduct and speech
are not like a dasi. But if it is a family woman would he leave her alone with a complete stranger? Chi! What a
stupid thought. What does it matter if a good woman were to speak to any number of men? Why does she need to be
guarded? Without grasping this truth I am watching out for a dasi.”
*
Soon Sivaraman came home from the office. They bathed and then sat for their meal. After eating he spread a
carpet in the outer hail and asked the minor to sit.
“What is this sir, don’t you have a chair or a sofa?” asked the minor. Sivaraman laughed and said,
“If I were a minor like you I would have all that. I am a family man, an ordinary clerk in an office. Where can I
afford all these things?” Hastily taking a betel leaf Sivaraman said goodbye to the minor and left for his office.
Gunabusani finished her meal and came and sat on a corner of the carpet where the minor was sitting.
The minor’s old doubts surfaced again. He decided that Gunabusani was a dasi. However dependable, no
one would allow a woman to talk to other men. She must be his source of income. My luck is good. I shall
eliminate him and fix things for myself. I don’t need Ganavathi now. She can even cook. She is suitable in
every way and he began to follow this train of thought.
“Where do you come from? Are you married?” Gunabusani, asked.
“All dasis have heard of me. I am the Tiruchi minor. I am married. My wife is a foul face. I don’t even feel
like setting eyes on her. Can a man who is used to dasis put up with ugly faces like hers? I couldn’t sleep last
night. Ganavathi’s sweet words ring in my ears. What does it matter if one loses wealth? What does it matter
what one loses? Does a man need money? What greater joy can this world offer than the bliss of being with a
dasi?” Gunabusani:
“Please listen to me. It is an illusion to think that dasis are more intelligent and can give you bliss. It is
only your imagination that makes you think so. Try to steady your mind and look at the truth. If you think
only of dasis all the time then you cannot see the truth. Steady your mind and see.” Minor:
“This is sheer nonsense. How can you compare the conduct of dasis and their social grace with the distaste
wives show for their husbands? It is ridiculous to compare family women with dasis.” Gunabusani:
“You speak without knowing the truth about the caste. Dasi girls are trained for their profession from a
young age. So they appeal to men like you immensely. Dasis are neither more intelligent nor more lively than
other girls.” Minor:
“It is not right to compare dasis to other girls. Dasis are from heaven and have that divine quality. Their music
is proof of that quality. Can you compare them to other women?” Gunabusani:
“What a mad world! And you think dasis are from heaven and have divine qualities. You are familiar with dasi
houses you say. Don’t you know that dasis who have no daughters buy girls from different castes and train them?
If dasis were all born of dasi wombs then you can say that they are all god’s gifts from heaven. This truth is
known to the whole world. Why do women in the dasi profession seem more intelligent, more musical with a
divine touch? You think that anyone called a dasi is an understanding and considerate person? Servants in a
zamindari household are called dasis. Vaisnavas\fn{Members of the cast devoted to the worship of the god Vishnu } call
their servants das and dasi. What is the reason for the title devadasi? There was a caste of people called Thevar
in those days. These women must have served them. Trained as they are for prostitution as livelihood it is small
wonder that they charm you completely. It is their upbringing that impresses you as intelligence. Why are people
so disgusted by the word dasi? If you want to abuse someone you say you son of a whore and he is infuriated
beyond control. But the male lions born to devadasis do not care. If they did would they let their womenfolk
carry on prostitution and stand by watching quietly? There are crores of poor people in the world, do they all
send their women into prostitution? Can’t you see that this community is evil?” Minor:
“That is not right. I had to force Ganavathi to take my wrist watch. If she had been brought up thus would she
refuse a three hundred rupee watch? Won’t she be happy to get what she can? Am I a fool? I had to persuade her.
She had no intention of cheating me.” Gunabusani:
“Aiyyo! She took a three hundred rupee watch from you and gave you the wrong address—didn’t you
notice? How can you know? So many zamindars who thought the dasi’s house their only refuge, have come out
as beggars and become the laughing stock of the public. Don’t you understand that you are racing to your ruin?
You have said that the women of this caste have intelligence. That intelligence is evident. Having been in the
dasi trade for generations they have the skill and intelligence to cheat. Dasis will never let you see that they
covet your goods. Seeing your condition they spared you. When they get hold of a really rich man then they
fleece him completely.”
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“‘You don’t have to give us anything. We have plenty of property. Just give us progeny that is enough,’ they
will say. Everyone is taken in by this. If she has property why does she turn to prostitution? Why can’t she
marry someone? Even an intelligent man cannot see through them. Were you able to see the truth? After
taking a watch worth three hundred rupees from you did she take you in her car? Couldn’t she give you the
correct address at least? Did you think about all this? Even those utterly ruined by their tricks do not realize
this. How can you not see through them?” Slowly a glimmer of wisdom began to dawn on the minor and he
asked:
“Lady, tell me, why did one who practices prostitution as a profession take a watch worth three hundred from
me and give me a wrong address without trying to get something more out of me?” Gunabusani:
“They are intelligent and soon assess whether one is a man of wealth, a miser or a generous hearted person.
But they never leave anyone alone. If a man were to go with just a quarter in his waist cloth so that he can at
least gaze upon the face of a dasi, they understand his condition, make him do all the work in the house and
then send him off to buy a quarter’s worth of betel leaves. And the fools work happily as soon they are told to.
If the men who visit them are stingy these women will pretend they have no desire for wealth and yet milk
him dry. They will arrange with the tradesmen to charge fifty rupees for articles worth hundred rupees and pay
the balance secretly. The stingy ones then feel happy that they have bought something worth hundred rupees
for fifty. They invent small occasions for celebrations and invite many relatives and receive many small gifts
which they collect and then sell. The men are also happy to give them money thinking it is a good cause. They
have even more tricks. When the man is intelligent then the dasi will pretend that her mother is angry and she
cannot ask her for anything. Hearing this he will comfort her and begin to help her. For anyone who does not
give in to any of these there is no room at a dasi’s. With the men who are generous there is no problem. The
minute these dasis saw you they realized that you had only this watch to give … listening to your boastful
claims, they realized that your presence at the concert would discourage other patrons. And so they gave you the
wrong address.” Minor:
“Your words are making some sense. But my desire for Ganavathi remains strong. Kantha and Ganavathi
are unfit to be born into that caste. They are good women. Your words are true of other dasi women but
certainly not of these two. Tell me something. Don’t the women of this caste have any desire for men? After
becoming intimate with one man how do they have the heart to deceive him? How can they get tired of him
and ask him to go? Whether he has wealth or not, if they feel love how can they bear to lose him? Isn’t it
because of their desire that men are willing to lay body, soul and wealth at their feet? Are these men fools?”
Gunabusani:
“You are right. Men and women do have the same natural desire. Even a dasi chooses one man as an
intimate companion. She will provide him all his needs at her own expense. Often her lover is from the same
caste. Although she acts as if she is in love with other men she never feels true love for a man who pays her,
however handsome he may be. Why do you think that these lords place body, soul and wealth at a dasi’s feet?
Because of the illusion that she has some special quality. Their minds are unsteady and they are unable to
perceive the evils. Although there are so many who have been ruined by dasis no one despises that caste.
Whatever the caste, if a man and woman love each other and are faithful they will never be separated. But a
man, even if he has a beautiful and intelligent wife who loves him, will still weary of her and go after
another woman even if she is less beautiful and intelli gent. Similarly a woman tires of a man who has good
looks and intelligence and seeks another who is less good looking and intelligent. But today love is not found
either in marriages or in the dasi’s house. It is only when marriages for love become common practice that
this feeling of distaste for one’s wife, hankering after other’s wives, visiting dasis etc., will disappear.
“Let me tell you something. There are no divine damsels in Western countries. While there is prostitution
there, ordinary family men and women do not indulge in sexual misconduct. When marriages are based on love
these things do not happen. Men who lead a contented life filled with love as in Western countries will not even
look at other women however beautiful.” Minor:
“Is it right to criticize the traditions of marriage set up by our forefathers? Alien practices cannot be imposed
on our religious traditions and culture.” Gunabusani:
“So now, you have come to ancient practices. No matter how deeply studied and researched an opinion may
be, people still object on the ground of ancient practice. Did your forefathers visit dasis? Do you and others like
you follow faithfully everything that your forefathers did? In our country men, including you, act modern,
imitating Western practices, but when it comes to marriage you treat it as part of our country’s ancient culture.
Is there any meaning in this?
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“The Puranas describe swa yamva rams. What is a swayamvaram? Does it not mean that a woman herself
chooses her husband? The kings of fifty-six kingdoms are invited and seated according to their sta tus. The
princess looks upon each of them while their qualities and feats are described. She then garlands the one she
likes. And then they are married. Is it the practice of kings that the subjects should follow?
“All this only proves that the marriages of yore were based on love. Everyone clings to the Ramayana but
do they behave accordingly? If we are to talk of the ancient practice of dasis, prostitution must have started
when compulsory marriages came into being.” Minor:
“But it is said that Brahma decides marriages. The Brahmins who have divine qualities lay hands upon the tali
to bless it. It is as if the gods themselves have come to bless the marriage. Our marriage customs are divine. Is not
the union of a man and maid divinely ordained?” Gunabusani:
“If Brahma was such a great god with a sense of equality, then he would have made man and woman equal
partners. Even if Brahma’s knot fails, can a widow conceive? Can she desire another man? Haven’t you seen
social reformers who have married across caste? Self-respect followers also follow mixed marriages and they
all marry accordingly. Did Brahma tie the knot for them? Can a sacred tali blessed by divine Brahmins and
the gods actually break? Can a woman be widowed? Can she be separated alive from worldly life? Can she
be tortured?
“What is so special about these divine acts! Lift that sacred pot, fill the pot with water, circle the holy
flame and collect plenty of money and go! What else is there? Don’t our girls know these things? Are these
jobs not designed to earn money for Brahmins?
“What omens do animals follow? Do we call a Brahmin to check the time to eat when we are hungry? So
except that a man and woman should like each other and decide to live together all other rules are created to
provide Brahmins with livelihoods. You refer to your wife as an ill-faced wretch, ill-fated crone and praise
Ganavathi instead. Did not Brahma tie your knot and Brahmins perform your marriage? And when you talk
like this what can I say?” Minor:
“Whatever you say my love for Ganavathi remains unchanged. Is there no love among dasis?” Gunabusani:
“Yes there is. But dasi girls obedient to their mothers cannot be true lovers. They pretend love to get food in
their bellies and clothing to wrap around their waists. Even the smartest man melts immediately. He wonders
what she will do after his time and even prepares a will. If this is the fate of clever men what of ordinary men?
For months together they leave their home to live with a man. They claim that they are weary of their mothers
and have come for love. But secretly they send every paisa they can lay their hands on to their moth ers. They
keep abusing their mothers until his money lasts. When that is finished they say, ‘Why stay with you? Far better
to be my mother’s child!’ and leave. Another will claim that she has plenty of property and that she is happy just
to have a visitor from a noble family.
“These women cannot be trusted. A truly virtuous dasi girl would love a poor man, leave her mother and not
hanker after material things. She will spend within her means and tend to her man’s needs. She will not display
tempers or tantrums. Such girls are rare and one in a hundred. Even such a girl should leave her mother and live
far away.” Minor:
“After all, they do all this for money. Suppose a man were to give them all his wealth at once, they will love
him and be faithful and never desire another man.” Gunabusani:
“I told you that the dasi profession is a trade. If a merchant makes a lot of profit in one deal will he be
satisfied? Will he not seek to increase his profits? Dasis too cannot be satisfied even if they get a lot of money.
If that is the case then why do wealthy dasis dedicate their daughters to the profession and train them in their
arts?
“These are all empty dreams. One Nattukottai Chetty gave away nearly five lakhs to a dasi. In the end he
lost all his property, ended up a pauper and hid in the house of the dasi he loved so deeply. That dasi took the
warrant that came for him and revealed his whereabouts for a thousand rupees.
“This is a recent story. Those cruel hearts are never satisfied with wealth and they never have even a drop
of mercy.” Minor:
“You make sense and I am beginning to change my mind. But there are many songs that say that god created
dasis, liquor and gambling to take away the wealth of the unrighteous. What do you say to that?” Gunabusani:
“If that is why dasis were created then what about the men who lend them money and goods for interest and
earn enormous profits? Are they also created by god along with dasis? Wealthy merchants have given and
continue to do acts of great charity. But do they not also visit dasis and spend money on them? Consider if it is
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wealth that is evil. If a dasi has two daughters then she dedicates one as a dasi and marries off the other. Did god
create one to extract the wealth of the uncharitable and another to lead a virtuous life?” Minor:
“You say that dasis who marry are virtuous. Yet the men of that community pimp and procure for their
daughters and sisters for material gain without any sense of shame. How can there be virtuous women in such a
community even if they are married?” Gunabusani:
“You are right. The men are trained to be shameless and send their sisters and daughters into prostitution and
perform all the tasks needed for that without hesitation. Although they flourish on that income they take a
different set of precautions with their own wives. They are never allowed to step out. You say you have
visited many dasi houses. Have you ever set eyes on the family women there? It is impos sible. The men will
perform the most lowly tasks because it is the custom of their caste. Even if they are scholars they will
remove their angavastrams, bind them around their waists and stand respectfully before the men who come
to visit their sisters. They will not sit in their presence. Although the condition of men is deplorable the
women who are married are different.” Minor:
“No matter what you say, Kantha and Ganavathi are good women. It seems Kantha is living with one man.”
Gunabusani:
“Kantha has three men. She could be receiving others in secret. She can never live with just one man.” Minor:
“How strange! If a man is clever and watches her closely how can she do this? I will guard her.” Gunabusani:
“Excellent! Let me tell you something you don’t know. In wealthy dasi homes all the windows open out
like doors. There are little peep holes from which you can see who enters the house downstairs from the
bedroom upstairs. They will bribe your watchmen. These smart men do not know these tricks. And rich men
who visit them secretly never reveal the ways by which they enter and leave. What can they do? They are
ashamed!” Minor:
“Dasis earn so many lakhs and yet die in penury. Why does this happen?” Gunabusani:
“They starve in their last days. Just as a thief needs the support of others around him, a dasi needs several
people to support her. She has to satisfy the needs of her com munity. She fears that they may harm her
profession otherwise. So she has to display pomp. These days dasis have even started drinking. Even though
their youth fades and incomes shrink they cannot give up ostentation. They fear to lose their stand ing. They
cannot stop drinking and they begin to pawn their jewels, clothes and other articles. Slowly it becomes difficult
to get food to eat. Just as a thief ends up with handcuffs these women end up facing contempt. And they think it
is all god’s doing.” Minor:
“It is only now that I begin to understand. My good fortune brought me to you. I will teach those women who
thought I was a simpleton a lesson.” Gunabusani:
“Let it go. Take care of your remaining money and do not spend it wastefully. You have listened so patiently
that I feel like telling you a few more things.” Minor:
“Go on.” Gunabusani:
“Dasis do not possess mercy or compassion. If they had compassion and human feeling would they send their
girls so mercilessly into prostitution with all kinds of men? They watch quietly as their girls suffer from disease.
But they never fail in devotion, visiting shrines, performing pujas and rituals. Their sermons are countless but
they do not have even a mustard seed of that philosophy in their hearts. They have only as much devotion to god
and fear of hell as the gurus of the temples and the priests. They need an object called god. To appear close to
god before the multitudes who believe that god is their only hope is very profitable to this lot. If a dasi swears to
the wealthy men who visit her that god is her witness, she desires no other man, she is believed and the wealthy
man who believes in god hands over his body and soul to her unhesitatingly. Similarly the gurus will tell a blind
man that he has lost his eyes because he has betrayed god. This lie in the name of god makes the blind man
spend extravagantly to mollify god.
“Dasis, prostitutes, gurus, Vedic scholars and priests need a thing called god very badly to cheat this stupid
world. Why did the Brahmins who came from Brahma’s face and dasis from devaloka come here? Having come
here what is it that they do? If you examine this deeply then the worth of Brahma and the worth of devaloka will
become clear. The nationalists who shout that foreigners are looting our land do not care about these people who
have come to loot our land in the name of god and spread disease, and suck the blood of our people and claim
that black is white. Why don’t the nationalists try to drive these creatures out? At least foreigners collect money
through trade and governance. They maintain accounts.
“Dasis, prostitutes and Brahmins show religion, heaven and god to amass an unrea sonable amount of loot.
Is there any account for this? Dasis claim that they are the brides of god and have their talis tied in the
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temple and practice prostitution. God is the protector of the universe. How can he bear to see his wives
practicing prostitution with many men? Can you say that god has no feelings? If there were really a god
would he bear such deeds?
“So do not believe all this. Brahmins and dasis are the castes that have ruined our nation. The concept of
sin and virtue has come from these people and has a vicious effect. Only those who live by ruining others are
concerned with virtue and vice and devotion to god. The poor who toil day and night are not afraid of god.
The fear of the poor is only about wearing down their bodies to protect the wealth of their masters.
“God’s wrath and sin and virtue do not apply to the worthy. Brahmins are a higher caste. One should not
be disrespectful to them. One should not even sit in the place they have sat on. Anyone who reads the Sastras
they have read will have his tongue cut off. Those who listen will have molten lead poured in their ears.
Think of those texts and heads will be chopped in two. Non-Brahmins must work and feed Brahmins who sit
comfortably and eat. They tell ordinary people these things through the sastras and keep them ignorant.
“See how Brahmins are in dasis’ houses. Dasis talk to them as they please, ask them to do their housework,
the gifts that others give for their salvation are given away to dasis who accept them. They serve as pimps. What
is sent for the temple abisekam is hurriedly sent to the dasi’s house even before it is offered to god, lest they get
angry. Brahmins perform other unspeakable tasks for dasis and are their backbone. They are never embarrassed
or hesitant to perform these tasks. There is a close connection between the traditional dasi genealogy and
Brahmins. Brahmins are born of Brahma’s face they say. Urvashi is Brahma’s daughter and Vashishta is her son.
Vashishta is the guru of the Brahmins.
“Urvashi, Tilottama and Menaka are dancing girls. So dasis are part of the Brahmin caste. It is only if people
reject their connection to these castes that they can progress. The sin of bowing before this caste in olden
days has led to crimes like killing a child, cutting off the nose of a girl for smelling flowers brought to the
temple which are then celebrated in the Puranas. After all, dasis wear temple flowers in their hair. Is there a
bhakta who will chop off their heads?” Minor:
“You sound like one who belongs to the Self-Respect Party.” Gunabusani:
“From this I can see that you have a biased mind. Are the criticisms of the Self-Respect movement worse than
the criticisms of the siddars of olden days?” Minor:
“Are you saying that there is no god?” Gunabusani:
“I have no time to think about the existence of god. Why waste time talking about something that no one
knows about? But people like you need faith in god. You who have sinned and tortured the girl you have married
are bound to need it.” Minor:
“Sister, I have listened to all your words with an open mind. Your words have pierced my mind. I am now
worried about the condition of my wife. She must be in tears. I am ashamed that I fell prey to such shameful
behavior. Now I understand about dasis, modern marriage, god, Puranas, sastras, Brahmins, gurus and their
secrets. My ancestors have spent twice as much as I have spent on dasis, building temples and choultries. What
should I do?” Gunabusani:
“You need not do anything. Just show some compassion to the poor and toiling people. There is no greater
charity than this.” Minor:
“You have given me precious advice and changed my path. I beg of you to tell me your background. Your
lover first told me that Kantha and Ganavathi would not leave with out seeing you. From his words I have a
doubt. Are you also from the dasi caste? Please do not be angry with my question. You have brought me to a
righteous path and I consider you more than a sister. You must come to my house and educate my wife.”
Gunabusani:
“Aiyya, even if I am living with a single man I cannot escape the label of dasi! Would you ask a woman of
another caste this question even if she was living by prostitu tion? Just as they say that he is still upper caste
however criminal his acts, our caste can never escape the caste label however virtuous we may be. You want
to know my background. My mother and your beloved Ganavathi’s mother are cousins. My mother died when
I was very young. Then my aunt Boga Chinthamani began to train me to be a dasi. I did not like that and
concentrated on my studies instead.
“After I matured she tormented me in several ways. My lover Sivaraman was born of a poor family. An
intelligent man. We were in love even when we were students. After finishing school he used to come and visit
me frequently. I told him my intention and said that if he would promise not to marry another I would go with
him. He was also in love with me and promised not to leave me even if his relatives turned against him. So I
left my aunt and went to him. From that day all women are sisters to my hus band and all men are brothers to
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me. Since both of us love each other with all our hearts we do not suspect each other. This experience is the
reason for my telling you that love in marriage is important. If he had any suspicion would he leave me alone
with you? What does it matter if a man and woman are alone together? Although you are young you thought
of me as a sister. You did not think of me in any different manner.”
*
As she was saying this Sivaraman arrived and said,
“Gunabusani! You have been talking about your love life. Have you got any results with regard to the minor’s
love life?” Minor:
“I have been reformed by my sister’s advice. I will not err again. Both of you must come to my house and
prepare us for a happy life.” Gunabusani:
“I have told you my background. Now tell me yours.” Minor:
“I come from Tiruchi. I hail from the Thondai Mandala Vellalar caste. My father was very wealthy. I am the
only son. He died when I was very young. My mother brought me up. Although she has no education, my wife has
beauty. My mother and wife live in my house. You must come and explain all this to my wife and teach her to
behave affectionately.” Gunabusani:
“Do you need a teacher for this? Listen to me. The women of your caste are very intelligent even though
they are not educated. The rules of the caste come in the way of their behaving according to their husbands’
wishes. They fear that the community will criticize them for behaving like dasis if they are pleasant. Because
these women respect and fear their mother-in-law, father-in-law and sister-in-law they are not able to behave
appropriately with their husbands.
“This is a problem with all castes. Mothers-in-law and sisters-in-law tell women not to speak loudly to their
husbands. They say that dasis and prostitutes are the only women who behave thus. They will say that foreign
culture has corrupted our women; that the women of olden times never spoke to their husbands even years after
marriage; that the British Rule has destroyed Hindu religion. It does not even rain in season. And so on.
“What can an intelligent woman do then? It is no wonder that she is not intimate with you. If these women
begin to ask, ‘Why is it our husbands visit dasis? Is it not because we do not act according to their pleasure?’
they will be told Nalayani’s story. Nalayani not only carried her husband in a basket to the dasi’s house but also
saw to it that day did not break to disturb him. It is claimed that the Trimurthis came down and granted her
boon and allowed the sun to rise. Such stories are repeated in the belief that even if the son is to die the
daughter-in-law must be tamed at any cost. They would rather let a son be destroyed visiting dasis than allow
their daughter-in-law a free relationship with her man. They cause petty quarrels to make sure that the son does
not become very affectionate with his wife.” Minor:
“But these days some people call wives by their names and are quite familiar with them. Does this mean that
they have no mothers or sisters-in-law?” Gunabusani:
“Who behaves like this? Those who have an English education, and are familiar with modern social behavior.
They encourage their wives to be independent. Some titled scholars who are like cupboards of books do not do
this. It is only those who have worldly experience who can bring about this change. In this matter the condition
of village folk is really deplorable. They even believe that giving a new kind of jewel ry will harm caste
traditions. Some will not speak to their wives but make signs even when they eat a meal. If they want
something they will call out the name of their sister and ask for it. It is only if the lord shows love that the lady
can feel love. If you show affection to your wife then everything will be all right. Even if your mother objects it
will not make a difference.” Minor:
“I have listened to you. Now tell me how I should be intimate with my wife?” Gunabusani:
“You don’t need to do anything special. When you reach your place just imagine that your wife is dasi
Ganavathi. Do not allow any trace of anger to come into your speech. See how she responds. Even if your
mother is angry don’t bother and everything will be all right.”
*
Listening to the arguments of Gunabusani, the Minor grew wise. He said,
“Aiyyo, because of my sin in thinking my wife was bad I have lost my wealth and reputation and faced
disgrace. Sister! I have not only been corrected by your good ad vice but now my mind turns towards cleansing
this false world of its evils. That I have shed my ignorance is something that fills me with joy. My sister! I had
evil thoughts even about you when I saw you. I realize now it was only the bad company I kept that was
responsible. When I came here seeking Ganavathi if you and your lover had sent me out what would have hap pened to me? I would have wandered all around Chennai in my madness for Ganavathi and been humiliated
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completely. You stopped me from taking the rest of my wealth to her and turning into a beggar. You are my
true sister. Sir, Sivaraman is my brother-in-law. Your advice has cleared my mind of igno rance with regard to
dasi’s houses, charity, salvation, hell, sin, virtue and god. It is because our forefathers built temples and set up
dasis there for worship and invited them to sing at wed dings that future generations have been ruined. I will
turn my attention to those who are poor and hungry. Except Ganavathi all women are my sisters. I leave for
Tiruchi now.” Gunabusani:
“I am happy at your words. But like one who, after listening to the Ramayana all night, says that Sita was
Rama’s sister why do you say that except Ganavathi all women are your sisters? This is very bad. Don’t go to
Tiruchi now. Stay here for another couple of days—you can heal your mind and then go.” Minor:
“Sister, I will not take to evil ways again. I am more distressed at the loss of my watch than at losing all my
wealth. That is why I made Ganavathi an exception. Now I shall set my mind on reforming others. I will go to
Tiruchi and return with my wife after a few days. Please permit me to go.” Gunabusani:
“If you return as you promise we will be really happy.”
The minor bade farewell to Gunabusani and left by the night train. Sivaraman accompanied him to the station,
saw him off, and turned homewards. …
242.108 Excerpt from My Transportation For Life\fn{Vinayak Damodar Savarkar (1883-1966)} Bhagur, Nashik
District, Maharashtra State, India (M) 10
1
“You are sentenced to fifty years’ transportation. The International Tribunal at Hague has given judgment that
England cannot be constrained to hand you over to France,” said Mr. X to me.
“Well then, I had never depended on any hopes from that quarter. But can I have a copy of the judgment to
look at?”
“That does not rest with me, though I will try my very best for you. Yet the fortitude you have shown in
hearing the news that has wrung the heart of a stranger like me, does not make me think that you will wait for any
help from an outsider like me,” said my interlocutor almost overwhelmed with feeling.
“Do you really believe that this news or any other news like this does not terrify me? But as I am determined to
face this danger and have courted it deliberately, I have now grown impervious to it. Had you been in the same
plight, you would have proved as resolute as myself. For everyone can crush such experiences on the threshold of
his strong mind. All the same, I am grateful to you, indeed, for your help and sympathy.”
Just then I heard some one coming. The gentleman instantly left my room and went his way in the opposite
direction. I withdrew a few steps in my cell and kept standing. The word “fifty” kept on ringing in my ears.
In a moment those, whose footsteps I had heard coming near my cell, appeared on the scene. The Officer
opened the door and his attendant served me my meal. Till the decision of the Hague Tribunal, I was not treated as
a prisoner either in food or clothing. Today I had my usual meal. Perhaps the gaoler had not yet received the order
of the Court.
I finished my food but did not that day touch the nice things in it. The Officer questioned me about it.
“Why, why, sir, have you not touched these things? Why don’t you dine as usual?”
“Of course, I had my fill. But I have taken such things as are common to all the prisoners here. For, who
knows, I may be put tomorrow to do the work that they do now. Then I may not get the good food that I have now.
The dirty food of a regular prisoner is to be my lot henceforward. Why not, then, make friends with it from now?
It will last me for life,” I replied with a smile. To it the Officer impatiently retorted,
“No, no, that shall not be. The order has already been received, I hear, to send you back to France. You, to
serve your sentence as a prisoner! Never, never. God will not grant it.”
At that instant a watchman came up running, and said that the jamadar was following.
The door was slammed. The warder and his attendant proceeded further. Soon after came the Superintendent
and informed me, albeit courteously, that thenceforward I was to wear the prisoner’s uniform and would be given
the food he ate. He conveyed the news that my life sentence of fifty years had commenced from that day.
I got up, took off the clothes I had worn so far, and began putting on those that I was to wear as a prisoner. A
thrill of horror vibrated through my whole being. These clothes, I felt, I was to use all my life. No longer I was to
part from them. Perhaps in these very clothes my dead body may be taken out from the prison door. Faint,
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shadowy thoughts these—but the mind was overcast by them. The Superintendent kept on talking on sundry
things and I tried to divert my mind by engaging myself in that conversation.
As if not to give me the solace I was seeking for, a sepoy brought to the Superintendent what looked like an
iron plate. It was the badge, with the number marked on it, which a prisoner has to wear on his breast. The badge
shows the date of his release.
What was my date? Am I ever to be free, or death alone was to be the date of my release? I cast my look on the
badge and its number with mingled feelings of longing and despair, humor and curiosity. The year of my
discharge was 1960.
For a moment I did not take in the full significance of that writing. But, in a minute or two, it flashed upon my
mind. I was sentenced in 1910 and I shall have my discharge in 1960! The British Officer grimly observed,
“No fear about it, the benign Government was sure to release you in the year 1960!” To him I replied in the
same vein,
“But Death is kinder. What if it lets me off much earlier?”
Both of us laughed. He laughed spontaneously while mine was a forced laugh. After discussing a few matters
with me, he left the place. I sat down; we two alone were in that cell confronting each other: myself and my
punishment. In that gloomy room we were staring each other in the face.
The rest of the day’s story and the turmoil within, I have depicted in my poem, “The Saptarshi”. Its first part
contains it and I need not dwell upon it here.
*
“It is just day,” so the Jamadar greeted me, “although your sentence started from yesterday, the Saheb has
asked me to take you out for your morning walk as usual, and so I am here.”
I went down with him to have my constitutional. During my absence my cell was searched through and
through. My kit and my books were removed from that place. I was having my perambulations in the open square
downstairs. My former clothes were not on my person. I was dressed in the garb of a prisoner. And curious eyes
were looking on me to see how I appeared in my new vestments.
From the hospital, along the passage, and through the windows, they observed me finding out one excuse or
another to do so. Some to satisfy their idle curiosity and others full of compassion for me!
The gaol of Dongri is in the very heart of the town. For I could see high up and around me, chawls and other
tenements on all sides of it. Every day when I was brought down for exercise, I had noticed people from these
neighboring houses standing in the windows and the galleries to have a look at me. Men and women were there
peeping and whispering. They stayed there till I had done my morning walk. Sometime, evading the watchman, I
used to look up, and exchange salutations with them.
I was pleased in my heart by the regard they had shown to me. I felt then that we, who had worked for their
liberty, were rotting in jails, while they were silently looking on without the least notion of taking revenge. Once I
learnt that the guard had administered a stern rebuke to the landlord of one of these chawls. So I decided to walk
the square and never once look up so that none of them should suffer on my account.
During my walk I used to recite the whole of the yoga sutras, and recalling each text to my mind I used to
meditate on it. Today, while I was thus absorbed, the guard pulled me up saying that the time was up and I must
return to my cell.
I climbed up the stairs and went to my room. Being lost in thought, I sat in one part of the room for a long time
to come.
Suddenly, I heard the knocking on the door and looking up saw an havildar coming in. He had a prisoner with
him who carried a bundle on his head. The reverie had made me oblivious of my surroundings; so I kept on
looking at him with vacant eyes, whereupon the havildar said to me,
“Sir, do not please be anxious. God will make the days easy for you. He is a witness to the dire distress, and he
will be your stay in it. I and mine, I assure you, were full of tears when we heard the news. But I assured them all
with a pride in my heart that you will never go down under it. Why, then, do I find you taking it so much to heart?
Do not think of it.”
This well-meant exhortation produced quite a different effect upon my mind. It brought to my mind very
clearly the fact that some heavy blow had fallen upon me. And a pang went through my heart. Fully recovering
myself I asked the Officer what that bundle was. With a smile, that was forced, he replied,
“It is nothing. As a mere matter of prison regulations, I am giving you this piece of work to do. Do it or do not
do it, or do as much as you can. It does not matter at all.”
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He, then, took down the coiled rope, he cut it into pieces, and asked the prisoner to show me how I was to
break it, spin it and again make threads out of it. It was as they say “picking oakum”.
“This is rigorous imprisonment, then,” I concluded, “not simple imprisonment for life!”
*
“O, face it, you are condemned to pick oakum, that is all! How foolish you are, O, my mind! What is
degrading in it? You think that your life is going to be a waste. But is not life itself the same process—a weary
round, spinning and unspinning, doing and undoing, evolving and dissolving, a tremendous pisaller?\fn{Last
resort} The strand of life is woven out of the fusion of five elements. Piecing together the same threads it is
lengthened out, and when the threads and the strand suffer decay, death, with its wooden hammer, pounds it into
pulp, to restore it back to the elements from which it was drawn. ‘Dust thou art and to dust thou shalt return.’
“The morn is followed by the evening and the day follows the night—again a weary round. We live by feeding
on the herbs, and then we die. Death consigns our flesh and bones to the earth, to be consumed again by the herbs
—the same process over again. The solar system—an array of effulgent stars, and burning nebulae; the earth, an
offspring of that system; a stray comet dashes into the body of the earth, and the earth consumes itself into fire
and returns to be a nebulae!—again a weary round. We are a part of this earth and subject to the same fate, the
same law, the same process.
“I have only to break up this coiled rope, spin out the threads and roll them up again! If the larger process
going on in the Universe is worth it, if the life of the Universe is no waste, though it is involved in that procession
of time, then why within it, should I regard this task as in vain? For is not this the inescapable part of the grander
process? It has happened and I must take it as such.”
I began to pick oakum. The havildar and others had left the place. Once again I found myself alone
confronting my punishment, each, as it were, making better acquaintance of another.
Soon we became familiar friends. There was no doubt about it, though without hope, I had still hoped that the
Hague Tribunal would come to my rescue. But there was an end to that hope. It was now certain and beyond the
shadow of a doubt, that I was doomed to pass the rest of my life, rotting in one cell or another, in this prison or in
another far away.
What then? I must face it, come what may.
*
In my life, crushed as it was under a mountain of calamities that I had brought down upon myself, one rule,
bitter though it was to start with, that had sustained me throughout, more than any other, was to take it for granted
that the worst always happened and that the mind must be kept ready to bear and endure it.
Those who are unfortunate to be born in time, country or circumstance as adverse as ours, and who yet aspire
to rise above them, beating, fighting and conquering them on their way to realize their ideal and to usher in the
dawn of a new age, must needs digest the poison administered to their lips by cruel fate. If we once resolve to face
up and fight the adverse that we know to be our lot here below, the favorable that comes in our way gives us a joy
twice blessed, and its faint smile delights us.
But hoping for the best makes the worst that befalls doubly cursed for us. The unfortunate ones like us, born in
times of utter helplessness, have always to look forward to a fate equally adverse. And, then, the vain hope is apt
to crush us completely when the bludgeoning blow of circumstance falls on our heads!
Let the fortunate swans of Manas Sarovara, in the exultation of their triumph, feed full on the lotus-fibes, and
drink deep of the pearly drops, that float on the crystal waters of that calm lake. But men like us, who are
condemned to wade up to their ears, through the miasma of dead waters, defeated efforts, and hopes that turn into
dupes, must beware that life for them is ever a grim battle, and they must be prepared in mind and body to pass
through the severest ordeal.
*
Hardened though I had been to bear the worst that could happen, the blow felled me completely, so terrible was
its first reaction upon my mind. Its suddenness almost staggered me. My arrest in London had prepared me for
twenty-five years’ transportation to the Andamans. My recapture at Marseilles—when the whole world was
positive in its conviction that I would be restored back to France—made me conclude that I would be sent to the
gallows. But, at last, both these forecasts had proved entirely false. And here I was face to face with a sentence
much worse than these and, in its cumulative impact, the direst calamity I had to bear.
Fifty years of prison life, alone and in a solitary cell like this! To pass my life, to count the hours of the day as
they sounded and rolled on into months and years till they completed the long, inevitable, unredeemed, dark
period of fifty years! What a hell on earth!
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Yet I had to live it. Well, then, let me plan to live it.
I had already made a plan for myself how I could spend my time in prison during the twenty-five years I had to
pass there. The Hague decision had come and gone. The twenty-five years were now to lengthen out into fifty
years and I must change my scale accordingly.
What work could I undertake during these twenty-five years, so I had thought, that would fulfill my life, that
would enable me to pay back the debt I owed to my motherland, and to serve my fellowmen ever so little, in the
hapless condition of prison life; where I had no means, and no encouragement to do the task I would like to
accomplish?
I recalled to my mind the lives of great prisoners from Sir Walter Raleigh down to Prince Kuropatkin. Bunyan,
who wrote his Pilgrim’s Progress, had, at least, the materials to write it with. I have not with me even the end of a
broken pencil. I am not allowed the use of it.
W.T. Stead \fn{A famous Victorian journalist (1849-1912); he served time in Holloway Prison in 1885 } wrote articles on nonpolitical topics from the prison where he was confined. I could not do that either. Not a sparrow could come near
me. Therefore, I could convey no messages and do no propaganda.
It was an offence to have a scrap of paper with me. Hence any writing was out of question. If I thought of
reading and thus would add to my knowledge, I could get only one book to read, off and on, and with great
difficulty. And mere reading and adding to ones knowledge was as barren as a tree without fruit and flower or as a
pond of stagnant water that could not slake the thirst or feed the hunger of one human being, not to speak of
thousands whose hunger and thirst it should satisfy.
Was I not then the most unfortunate of those who had done some useful and noble work while behind the
prison bars? I had to bear greater hardship than they, and I had not their means to relieve it by any congenial work
that I liked to do. What can I do then? What plan call I make?
*
When I was but a lad, I remember having decided to write an epic. Write it I will, I said then to myself though
I knew not what an epic was, how I was to write it, and what the subject was that I could weave into it.
That desire persisted all along till it had grown into the passion of my life. Caught in the storm and stress of
active life, it had seemed to fall in the background. But now that I lay in the dust of my silent cell, it at once came
up before my eyes.
Methought that in this cell and in the darkness of the night, condemned as I was to hard labor during the day, I
could compose such a poem, though I had not a scrap of paper to write on or a piece of pencil to write it with.
None can prevent me from composing verse after verse and writing it on the tablet of my mind. This work I
can accomplish even in the direst condition of my prison life. And if I could finish even a single poem in this
manner, and, if ever I come back alive from my prison, I could give my garland of verse as an offering at the feet
of my motherland, the fruit, as it were, of my twenty-five years’ experience of that life. It was no small service
that I could render her.
Why should I not, then, start at once and earnestly? I could no longer undertake any active work in her behalf,
I knew it so well. My mind was made up. I was to write at least one long epic during the period of my
incarceration. Even if the Hague decision went against me, I thought then, I could do at least this much while
under sentence for hard labour.
The idea satisfied the yearning of my heart, and, to that extent, brought peace to my active mind, though for a
time only. I learnt that the decision of the Court had gone against me. The period of imprisonment was doubled. A
bolt from the blue had fallen upon my head.
And yet I remained unshaken in my' resolve. It relieved the gloom of my mind, for I felt, under its spell, that I
was not so helpless as I seemed, that I could yet do something towards the fulfilment of my life and the realisation
of my dream. The fear that my life was futile was gone forever. The burden was rolled off once for all.
Impatiently, my eager mind counted the days and the lines I could compose every day. I calculated that from
ten to twenty verses a day meant an epic of from 50,000 to 100,000 lines at the end of that period. I had to
compose the lines, repeat them, carry them in my mind, adding on to them from day to day, and the work was
complete.
So I argued with myself. I resolved then to begin at once. I chose the life of Guru Govind Singh\fn{ The tenth and
last Sikh guru (1666-1708, guru from the age of 9). Among his notable contributions to Sikhism are founding the Sikh warrior community
called Khalsa in 1699 and introducing the Five Ks, the five articles of faith that Khalsa Sikhs wear at all times. He also continued the
formalization of the religion, wrote important Sikh texts, and enshrined the scripture the Guru Granth Sahib as Sikhism's eternal Guru. He
died at the hands of an assassin: W/H} as the subject of my song.
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† A Granthi reciting from a copy of the Guru Granth Sahib, after a photograph by Hari Singh †
I chose that life because I felt that he was a prince among martyrs. The great men, who have achieved success
and have won the cause, no doubt shine like golden domes that crown the summits of palaces. They are, indeed,
pinnacles of glory. But I can derive no peace in the present condition of my life by celebrating them in song. On
the other hand, I was likely to feel, all the more poignantly, the failure that fate had doled out to me.
I must sing, therefore, of those high-souled persons whose failures had contributed to lay the foundations on
which these splendid palaces had reared up their heads to constitute the admiration of .the world around them. To
meditate on such martyrs was an incentive to me “to follow the gleam”.
Guru Govind Singh struck me as a man who had triumphed over defeat. Behold him facing utter rout as he
sought to slip out of the fortress of Chamkore; call to mind the utter annihilation of his family-life, the separation
of his mother, wife and son, scattered far and wide from him; remember how his sworn disciples had betrayed
him in the hour of his great need, and had blamed him for the failure of the cause which he and they had pledged
themselves to stand by; and, last, realize how he had proved himself a brave man, brave as a lion, who like Rudra
swallowed the poison of defeat, humiliation and woe that destiny had put to his lips, and yet survived as a hero
and an incarnation for generations to emulate.
The failure of such a man was, I felt, the fittest subject for my song. It would support me in my hour of sorrow
and defeat like a pillar of strength. It would help and inspire generations to come to erect a splendid edifice of
success on the failures, miseries and defeats of the generation to which I belonged.
As I was lost in the contemplation of the bright future which imagination had depicted for me, my hands were
busy uncoiling the hard entangled threads of the oakum before me. That very day I composed some fifteen verses
of my song by the time I had finished the hard work allotted to me. My hands were cracked and covered with
blisters, and blood oozed out from them.
I cannot say today how long I had to stay in the gaol at Dongri from the time that the Hague decision had gone
against me. What was my daily routine during that period—you may very well ask me. It was as follows:
Every morning I had my usual walk in the square below. During that hour I recited the yoga sutras, and
thought upon them in their order and context. Then I returned to my cell and set myself to do the work assigned to
me as a prisoner on hard labor. While engaged in that work I composed the lines of my meditated epic. I used to
recall the lines composed on previous days, and add to them the fresh ones that I had recently written out in my
mind.
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After the evening meal when the door was shut upon me, and everything around me was wrapt in perfect
silence, I practiced concentration and meditation as laid down in the yogas. I retired to bed punctually on the hour
of nine. During all these days I enjoyed sound sleep. This solitary life, with its fixed routine from minute to
minute, wherein I tried my hardest to control the mind by the power of thought and dispassion, sometimes became
so intolerable, that I felt, on occasions, that my grief and anxiety were sitting on my chest like a nightmare with
their grip on my throat that had almost strangled me.
In such moments I could hardly breathe for relief; I felt then that I could even bear this, if I were sure that my
cause would prosper through my sufferings. But then …?
Instantly I recovered from this dark despair. and I was myself over again. The poise came back to my mind, as
if nothing had happened during the interval.
*
One day the news went abroad that a certain high official in England had forfeited his pension on my account.
I could make no head or tail of this report till, a few days after, I fell upon a cutting from The Kesari of Poona
which I found dropped in a corner of my room.
That cutting helped me to piece out the news and gather up all its threads. It was thus: In London the Indians
had a public meeting in connection with the celebration of the new year. The chief guest of the evening happened
to be Sir Henry Cotton, the author of New India, and the president of the Congress Session in Bombay in 1904.
In the hall where the meeting was being held, they had put up my portrait and Sir Henry Cotton happened to
notice it, Looking at the portrait he said a few words in my praise, and regretted that a young man of such
adventurous spirit and fervent patriotism should be reduced to a pass that had blighted his life for good. He
expressed the hope that the International Court of Justice at Hague would restore me back to France and thus save
itself from being the Instrument of trampling under foot every man’s bare right to hold his own opinions without
any molestation from the State.
This reference to me by Sir Henry Cotton had raised a storm of criticism against him in the political dovecotes
of England. To sympathize with Savarkar was such an abomination, even though the praise had not been free from
censure! Some suggested that the speaker should be deprived of his knighthood. Others hinted that he should be
made to forfeit his pension.
Ultimately, the whole incident had proved to be nothing better than the proverbial storm in the teacup, though
it was not without its repercussions in India. The Indian National Congress was alarmed by the news, and seemed
to have lost its if balance. Sir William Wedderburn, the president of the Congress session that year, and Surendra
Nath Bannerji, one of its most prominent spokesmen, while returning from the annual Congress Session, attended
a public meeting at Calcutta, where, speaking on the incident, they put a gloss on Sir Henry Cotton’s remarks
upon me and declared that the Congress had nothing to do with Savarkar and his tribe and felt no sympathy
whatever for him and his doings.
I read this news in the cutting of the Kesari noticed above. Strange to say, the Kesari itself in its two
leaderettes had sought to exonerate Sir Henry Cotton, and, in reference to me in that matter, had used a form of
address that was highly insulting to me. It had said,
Sir Henry Cotton did not even know who this Savarkar was, whether he was a black man or a white man.

Even a nationalist paper like the Kesari at Poona had to write in that tone then. It was a subterfuge, common in
those days, to establish one’s innocence and prestige by running down Savarkar as a traitor, and by referring to
him, in name and style, as the veriest criminal. Every political organization, at the time, used that handy weapon
to save its own skin. It was a cruel irony of fate, indeed, that an English gentleman should speak of Savarkar in
glowing terms, while his countrymen at home should refer to him in newspapers and elsewhere in the language of
insult and infamy.
But it was not the newspapers that were really to blame in this matter. It only showed the wretched plight to
which a foreign rule inevitably reduces a subject nation. It showed that we lost under it even the sense of
humanity which, as individuals, we ought to hold, as the minimum that is due from one man to another. What a
heavy price this, to pay for bare existence!
*
Someone was peeping in through the bars of my door.
“How do you do, barrister?”
“I am all right, by your grace,” I answered.
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“What is it that you say? Sir, where are you in worth? What am I before you?,” he said.
He continued that he had a talk with a friend from England from which he had learnt that the whole of Europe
was applauding me as a martyr. The newspapers in France and Germany were comparing me with patriots like
Woolfetone and Robert Emmett and Mazzini. Even in far off Portugal, newspapers had published a sketch of my
life as it came to their hands.
The gentleman from Europe had mentioned that he desired to see me, but the man who was talking to me had
informed him that It was impossible to grant his request. He was, however, placing himself in the chawl opposite
at the time of my usual walk in the square below, and, to satisfy his curiosity, I was asked to look up in that
direction, The man indulging in this panegyric suddenly veered round, as it were, and added pointedly,
“And, Sir, do you know what an Anglo-Indian Newspaper in Bombay has written about you in its latest issue?
Referring to the Hague decision it has poured its poison upon you.”
“Let me know what it has said about me; a public worker is ever eager to know what his opponents, rather than
his friends, say of him,” I interposed.
“The paper is glad over the sentence passed upon you, and in its jubilation it has written:
The rascal has at last met with his fate.

“Well then, the newspapers in Europe have called me a martyr, this paper denounces me as a rascal. The
extremes cancel each other, and the real man that I am abides as ever.”
*
The door that was shut upon me in the morning was unlocked only at ten o’clock thereafter. There was not the
least chance of its being opened earlier. This rule had habituated me to expect none during the interval, and it had
reconciled me completely to the solitude of the cell in which I lay confined. Besides, what little restlessness I had
felt at the beginning had by now entirely disappeared.
Again, I had lately come upon the means to overcome the tedium of my utter loneliness. Underneath and in the
hollow of the tiles overhead and through the cleft in beam over my head two pigeons used to come and make their
home. I used to while away my time watching them. My work went on as usual; only I had something here as
diversion for my mind.
Today, while I was so preoccupied, I heard the jarring sound of the door. This was so unusual, indeed, that I at
once surmised that something uncommon was going to happen. With eager eyes I looked up, when the havildar
told me that the sahib wanted me in the office below.
The word “follow” had an electric effect upon my mind, as it has upon the mind of every prisoner here, so
anxious he is to escape from the dull monotony of his daily life in the cell. It was not unlike that of a tethered
animal which, the moment it learns that the tether had snapped, feels an exhilaration and joy that freedom instils
into its frame. I got up.
I suppressed my curiosity to know why the sahib had ordered me down. It was a rule with me never to make
such an enquiry. But the kind-hearted watchman volunteered me the news that “mine had come to see me.”
*
I came into the Office and what did I see? I saw my wife and her brother standing in front of me, and near the
barred window. In the garb of a prisoner, in the abject condition writ large upon my countenance, with heavy and
chained shackles upon my feet, they saw me coming up to them!
A pang went to my heart. Four years ago when I had left them in Bombay to proceed to England for further
studies, what glowing picture they had drawn of my returning home as a full-fledged Bar-at-law! They must have
imagined then, that I would come back to them covered with glory, and with prospect of affluence before them.
But today and here, they meet me as a prisoner laden with heavy shackles and nothing but blank despair before
him.
My wife was but nineteen years old, and such a rude shock it must be to her tender heart to see me in this
plight. The two were standing on the other side of the window-bars. They dare not even touch my hand. There
was nearby a strict and relentless guard of strangers to us.
The mind was full of thoughts which would not allow the contact of words to express them. This was going to
be the last meeting between us, and the fifty years that were to follow meant perhaps the separation of a lifetime.
The words of parting were to be uttered in the presence of the gaoler, who was no countryman of ours! He looked
at us with eyes that were devoid of any sympathy for us. The meeting told us, as it were, that we were never to
meet again on this side of life.
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These thoughts passed through my mind like clouds in a summer sky, and they went to my heart to choke it
completely. But my will, the sentinel on guard, barred the door against their entrance, and had instantly dispelled
them to the winds.
Our eyes had met and I sat down before her. I asked if she had recognized me.
“Only the dress has changed,” I added with a smile, “I am the same as ever. These clothes protect me well
from the cold weather.”
The two outside the window, recovering their good humor, talked to me as if we were together in the privacy
of our home. The conversation flowed freely, and, picking up the thread, I assured them that we might meet again
if benign Providence so willed it. Till then, they must think of life, not as mere multiplication of children, or
building of houses, as birds build their nests of straw, but as something higher and nobler than these things. For
the usual kind of life even the crows and kites live. If life meant dedication and service, then they had already
lived it. They had broken up their home and their fire-hearth along with it. And they had done so that thousands
may live happily and freely after them. If they thought too much of their personal safety and comfort, let them
remember how plague and pestilence had devastated a hundred happy homes. Had they not seen newly-wedded
couples rent asunder by the cruel hand of death? They must face the inevitable with fortitude.
They say here that prisoners are allowed to take their families to the Andamans after a few years’ term of
imprisonment. I told them that, in that case, I would take them there to establish a home and live happily in each
other’s company. Otherwise, they must prepare themselves to bear it all with patience, and to live courageously.
To which they replied that they would ever try to do so, and that the brother and sister together could take care of
each other. They asked me to be no more anxious about them; and what they desired was that I should take care of
myself. If that was assured to them, they would get all they wanted.
While this talk was passing between us and some words yet remained unuttered on our lips, the Superintendent
intervened and warned us that our time was up. I stopped it all at once. My brother-in-law turned to me while he'
was about to depart, and whispered hurriedly that I should never fail to repeat the mantra he had given me. Every
morning I was to repeat the mantram:\fn{There follows at this point two stanzas of untranslated poetry:H}
Looking at him wistfully, I promised to carry out his behest.
*
They had departed. Without looking back, I walked inside, clanging my chains as if I could wear them easily.
But my mind was not so easy. It repeated vehemently the words I had spoken to them and tried to frighten me.
But my will tied it down as a wild animal is tamed under the yoke. Exhaustion and fatigue overcame me
completely.
As soon as I had entered my cell and the havildar had locked the door on me, I collapsed on the floor. I had
almost fainted when I heard some noise over my head. I looked up and I saw the young little ones of the two
pigeons in the tiles above, cooing and crying with a shrill wail. The mother-bird, I learnt, later, had been that very
morning shot by the bullet of our gaoler, while she was carrying in her beak food for her youngsters. The little
ones waited and waited, and, in sheer desperateness and hunger, flapped their wings and were raising that wail.
Alas! It was a picture painted for my eyes of the suffering I was experiencing. The Creator had I chosen such a
dark and tragic background for it in order to spite me. The tension was too great to bear, and I passed into sleep
where I lay on the ground.
“Wake up, how dare you sleep? If the boss sees you sleeping during the hours of work, he will rate us severely
for your lapse.” So said the warder passing by my door, while he beat the bars with his stick to rouse me from my
stupor.
I got up, I picked up the coil; I began to pound it; I spinned it and I nulled out the threads—the same dull
process over and over again!
*
It must be a month now that I was serving my sentence in this gaol. All the same I was being given the same
food that I used to get before I was declared a member of this fraternity. Milk was, therefore, a part of my food
even now. I had hardly finished my food when the havildar called me out, and I saw the Superintendent right in
front of me.
“Take up your bedding,” he said.
I felt within me that the time had come for my transportation to the Andamans. I came down to the gate of the
prison and I saw the prison van drawn up before it. I was put inside, the shutters were down, the door was closed,
and I could see nothing around me. Only the rumbling and rolling sound of the carriage wheels told me that I was
moving to some place outside the prison I had left behind.
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Suddenly the van came to a standstill. I was let down, and, behold! I was in front of another prison-gate. I
passed through all the ceremonial of a prisoner to be freshly ushered into its sanctum! I was put into the cell
assigned to me for my stay in the new place.
This gaol was drearier and more lonely than the one I had left behind. I saw in the distance a warder coming in
my direction. Dinner was served. The warder, who put me in this gaol, was not an Indian. He was a foreigner.
Casting his look round about him, the European sergeant who had brought me here, bid me good day. I asked him
in a low voice where I was, what prison it was. The sergeant spelt the word for me so that the warder in charge
may not know what he was saying to me. The word he spelt was:
“Byculla.”
2
While climbing up to my cell in the Byculla prison I felt that I had to go one step higher in solitariness and
dejection. For the cell here was more gloomy and far lonelier than the one I had occupied at Dongri. At Dongri I
had no other person near about me, but the noise of the outer world fell upon my ears. I had, besides, a book or
two to read, and some sundry articles about me.
Here everything of that kind was gone. No noise was heard here of the humming world without. Not a soul
moved here, and articles of daily use were not there, so that I had no companionship here of any kind whatsoever.
For want of these, I felt here completely isolated in mind and body and hence more lonely and deserted than ever.
I surveyed my room. There was nothing in it to see and inspect. I paced up and down. What must be the
condition of my fellow-conspirators and of the revolutionary society we had formed? What plan must we work
out for its future? These thoughts occupied my mind at the moment.
The evening meal was served. A mind tossed on the stormy ocean of politics and full of conflicting thoughts on
the subject found some relief in other kind of occupation. After the meals I cleaned my pots and washed them, I
then came up to the door and stood behind its bars. The evening came to pass into night with its philosophic calm.
The same day and evening and its thoughts “too deep for tears” have formed the theme of the second part of my
poem: Saptarshi.
I submitted two petitions today to the authorities concerned. In one of them I had asked the Government to
allow me the quantity of milk given me in the jail at Dongri. The stopping of it gave me pain in the stomach, as I
had to eat my bread dry in the prison at Byculla. In the second I had requested the authorities to permit me the use
of my books—one at least out of them, which they had taken away from me at Dongri. If none of them was to be
made available to me for reading here, I should at least be permitted here to read the English Bible, I added. The
answer to these was:
“No milk, shall see about the Bible.”
Some days passed and I got a copy of the Bible. For a good long time now I had read nothing. Hence I opened
the Bible so soon as I had it in my hands. The warder, thereupon, warned me that I was not to read during the day
and in working hours. It was not to be kept in the cell; he would give it to me for two hours after the day’s work
was over. I handed back the book to the warder and resumed my work.
As usual I composed my verses to keep company with the work my hands were plying. At last the day went
down and the Bible came back to me.
*
The life of Jesus Christ and his Sermon on the Mount had always appealed to me, and I had cherished them
both with deep reverence. In France, I had read the New Testament with close attention. I used to read it daily and
to meditate upon the text.
My verses on Guru Govind Singh had now been finished. Satparshi was almost drawing to its close. I had not
sufficient historical material with me to continue the former and I had no fresh subject in my mind to compose
into verse.
The life of Jesus Christ suggested itself to me, at this juncture, as a proper theme to weave into a song. The
setting for it was furnished me by the history of the Jews which I had studied with interest and appreciation when
I was reading the Old Testament, especially in relation with the bitter struggle of the nation and its heroes for
emancipation from the thralldom into which it had passed in its unfortunate history. Their helplessness and
anguish and their efforts to set the race free had struck a sympathetic chord in my heart at the time.
But why do they not dispatch me at once to the Andamans? If a prisoner bound for the Andamans were not
sent there within six months from the time that he had begun to run his sentence, the period outside, I had heard,
was not to be counted in the sentence itself. Further, I had read in the Andaman Regulations that within six
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months from the time he had spent in the Andaman jail, the prisoner was set free on the island itself to do the
work he liked, and if he knew the three R’s, he was given work to supervise over a batch of hundred prisoners, or
some similar light and lucrative job to follow it.
If there was any truth in what I had heard and read on the subject, then life there was anyway better than the
life I was leading here. At least in the Andamans, under those conditions, I could sit on the sea-beach and watch
the waves rolling at my feet. I could inhale draughts of fresh air, I could mingle in the crowd, and make contacts
with the people. I could then do some work for enlightening the people and be of use to them in several other
ways. Ten years more, and I could take my family there and set up a house for myself. Life for me would not then
be so hard to endure.
*
In this vein of thought, I suddenly remembered those who had suffered for me and had been sentenced for ten
or fifteen years of hard labor. What of them? I thought. Are they not doomed to spend their lives in dark cells?
Some of them were my friends from childhood; others my trusted colleagues; others, again, were my staunch
followers.
Most of them looked up to me, loved me and adored me. And I could do nothing for them or for their bereaved
families! These calamities had befallen them on my account; they had suffered for me. Right or wrong, they had a
clear grievance against .me.
Out of many such, I recalled those who had old parents to look after. Fate had taken from these parents the
staff of their lives. For two out of them and their parents again, I felt deeply grieved.
And last, what of that friend of mine, a hero indeed, who had suffered hardships that one could not bear
narrating? He had not breathed a word of reproach against me for all that he had endured so bravely. And those
young men, again, O, it made my heart too full, to remember them all. What were my sorrows, what were my
trials compared to these? I must forget mine in theirs.
Again, the mind would recoil from these musings. Have I lingered behind? it would ask me. Have I not borne
the brunt and faced the music? Why then should I brood over the inevitable and be lost in grief? My work was
their work. And we must be all burden-bearers and burden-sharers. And the worst to bear was yet to come. It was
but the beginning. …
The end? Who knows of it, and who dared forecast it?
*
Long before this I had submitted an appeal in which I prayed that the sentences passed upon me should run
concurrently. Among the reasons I had given to support my plea, I had quoted relevant sections of the Penal Code
which had laid it down that a life-sentence meant a period in a man’s life which was the period of his active work.
In England, it was reckoned, at the longest, to be no more than fourteen years. In India, commensurate with the
offence, it could not extend beyond twenty-five years. Here I was sentenced to run a full period of fifty years’
hard labor.
According to the Penal Code then and its interpretation of what constituted a life-sentence, I must take two
lives to finish up my sentence, if it were to run consecutively. That was, on the face of it, ridiculous. If I were to
survive these fifty years across the seas in the Andaman Islands, it would really mean my rebirth, being dead
once, and being born again, legally speaking, to put through my second sentence of twenty-five years.
And what a horrible death-in-life it was to endure the first twenty-five years in the prison-house of the
Andamans!
So I appealed to them that the two sentences passed upon me should be made to run concurrently. The year of
my discharge should not be 1960 but twenty-five years earlier. That would save them the ridicule of the step they
had taken.
I got today a communication from thc Government saying that the decision of the Court that my two sentences
shall run consecutively was final and the Government saw no reason to alter it. A gentleman had come to me
personally to report the contents of the communiqué. Adopting its technical language he remarked jocularly,
“My dear Savarkar, the Government had, at last, decided that you were to run your first life-sentence first, and
your second life-sentence after it, that is, you have to take a second life to run it full.” To which I replied in the
same vein,
“Yes, indeed, but I have, at least, the consolation that for this purpose it has subscribed to the Hindu doctrine of
rebirth, and had disowned the Christian doctrine of resurrection.”
*
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The dinner so early today? How was it? The prison meant the strictest regimentation. Everything was to
happen there punctually upon the hour. Not a minute too early, not a minute too late, even if a prisoner were at the
door of death itself. If the prisoner were to starve and die, none could give him a morsel to eat before the
prescribed hour. Death, if it so chose, may wait for its victim, the dinner shall not wait upon death.
How can I account, then, for its arrival earlier? Yes, it may be the shadow of some coming event. The
European Officer in duty upon me—I looked at him with expectant eyes. He pretended to push his hat backwards,
and taking his hand behind it, waved it twice. It was a sign to me that I was to be removed from here to some
faroff place.
finished my dinner. The verses that I had scrawled on the prison wall with the help of a pointed stone, I read
rapidly, and treasured them up in my memory. I rubbed off the scored lines as hurriedly as I had read them. I did
not desire to leave any trace of them behind me. Hardly had I finished the job, when the havildar at the door
called out,
“Come away.”
He opened the door and let me out. The gaoler handed me over to the European sergeant as if I was some
goods or chattel to carry over. Motor, station, railway, and station once again! That was all I knew of it. The
station where they got me down was Thana.
And my destination from there was to be the gaol at Thana. …
301.51 1. And The Heaven Cried 2. I Miss You 3. Why Should I Care For You? 4. Defeated Love!!! 5. And …
Tears Smiled 6. Friend! Even Then For You … 7. Not Anymore: Seven Poems\fn{by Kumud Ranjan Mullick (18831970)} Kogram Village, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 4
1
On the street near that lamp post
In dirty clothes, scars on face
A lean fragile body lives.
A bowl, bag and a torn blanket
are what he owns.
*
Since last three days
Hasn’t he eaten anything
Hunger reflects from his eyes
Night comes, today again
Without bread he comes back
*
Tears rolls down his eyes
Helpless, he lies on the footway
Starving again today he slept
Again a star falls from sky
A tear drops from heaven…
2
You are gone from my life, still
I miss you a lot my friend
Whenever I'd to share anything
You heard always my nonsense
*
Whenever tears rolled from my eyes
My heartfelt any inner pain
You were always there to soothe me
Never had I doubt in approaching you
with you never felt shame on my ignorance
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ever I was in dilemma or in haze
you were always there patting my back
*
one day something happened never I’d wished of
I broke at you, asked you to leave
You felt insulted and you left
I never meant of that you know too
So far you solved all my problems
Please solve this one more to me
How to bring you back plz tell me
*
Cause the day you were gone
I think now closing my eyes alone
How eager where you to help me
How you cared for me, praised me
I can portray your picture how delicious
Dishes you used to send for me
*
Your memories flood in my mind
Why I feel wind is wet as your tears
I wish you to be again here
At night I pray to god and talk to you
You say in my dreams you’re still there
As I open my eyes I fill with a guilt
Why I let you go, why I lost you
*
I still know you’re with me even now
But why you’re hiding I don’t know
I trust I’ll see you again so tell me
Should I say good bye or wait
Until you with your smile I don’t see.
3
Why anymore should I care for you?
When you don’t love me anymore
Why should I waste my time waiting for you?
When you won’t come ever to my door
*
Am I only to care of your woes?
Why I should walk in your shoes
When you scratched always my wounds
That I reached the verge of death
That my life neglected to take breath
*
Still I am in daze why you did this
I was bliss for you then, isn’t it?
Why then you kept on hurting me
Was I for you a nut or part of glee?
*
Was it my mistake that changed my life?
Every instant I am buried in ocean of grief
You trampled my dreams, left me to suffer
Why I can’t recover from that emptiness?
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Why, I’ve become merely a fragile body
Seems alive but a shadow which is lifeless...
4
Shelly kept waiting for him
Dazzling in white fairy dress
He didn’t come but
She felt cheated, ignored
Aghast with certain despair
How she came out of her house
Despite many restrictions
Risking herself for this guy
Not it was first time he didn’t come
mistook her as granted forever
*
Three days have now passed
He didn’t come nor his messages
Shelly tried his number, not reachable
Response she’d expected, her heart hadn’t
Abject she fell on road in dismay, in grief
She felt vehicles trampled all her dreams
Driven all of them by the man she loved ever
*
“Loved? ” Tears, loathed then by her delusive love
Rolled down on her face, watery gloomy eyes
She’d mostly cared of them, prettiest of all.
She kept crying over an hour
Alone she is, heart hollow she felt.
Perturbed, her belief was shattered
So was she trying to fight fiercely
The sweet memories, now a turned morgue
The paradise lost she won’t get again it back.
She tried to rise. Yes! She did, but fell on her knees.
Powerless was she, hopeless than ever could be
Drifted by her tears and sorrow she vanished
Still she cries unnoticed, unattended, unseen.
5
the sun was very hot
A kid of four was playing outside
She jumped and fell down
Injured she was, cried
Tears streamed on her soft face
*
Her father came, picked her up
Consoled, offered a candy and said
“You rocked! You hurt the ground! ”
Her face shone in happiness, felt pride
She stopped crying … and tears smiled
6
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For you I will be always there
Standing firmly beside you
Even when you won’t need me
You’d curse me for my presence
When my voice will be nuisance
To you I will be a worthless penny
Even then
I will be with you, with no ego
Or any demand in return
I won’t ever let you feel alone
Like breeze I will be always close
Yet unseen,
I have promised to my life
I won’t allow any strife to face you
My shadow will come before yours
Will set you free from blue forever
I will be with you even then
You’ll slap me in front of all
Even then when my blood will be soaked
Sick, half dead, due to weakness I’d crawl
You will feel zephyr with you always
*
More you hate more will it be deep
That’s what a true friendship is
7
It was past when I used to praise you
Close to me you were, loved by me then
Had I ever mistaken somewhere?
You went away and made my life a hell
*
Loved by you I felt warmth in your cuddles
Alone you were to make my way out in hurdles
Things changed so soon I couldn’t believe
Whom I loved so deeply how he can deceive?
*
Time didn’t stop, it passed, so my memories
Rarely but in silence somewhere I miss you
Last night I cried when I knew you were in blue
Now I know what you were to me, wasn’t true
*
I won’t come to you dear to soothe
That time to me how you were rude
I am not happy but I remember that day
Till months I burnt in grief, feeling disgraced
*
Time has made me happier than ever
No more I need any person’s favor
You cut what you have ripped once
Terribly alone would be you my dear
But this time not again I will b to share...
*
You don’t deserve my sympathy any more
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Better you die before coming to my door
I have my love still in my heart saved
It is not so cheap to shower on you
It will be forever with me in my grave..
1884

246.1 Excerpt from To A Gandhian Capitalist: “Three letters to Priya Shri Kishorelalbhai; eighteen letters to
Mohandas Gandhi (1920-1941)”\fn{by Jamnalal Bajaj (1884-1942)} Kashi Ka Bas, Sirkar District, Rahjastan State,
India (M) 13
1
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Nadiad,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
September 24, 1920
Respectful pranams.
I hope your health is now better. You will kindly let me know when you expect to go to Bombay and what will
be your programme thereafter.
I have just sent a telegram to you at the instance of Dr. Moonje of Nagpur. He has left for Pondicherry to
prevail upon, if possible, Shri Aurobindo Ghose to accept the president-ship of the Nagpur session of the
Congress. I have requested you in my telegram, to wire to Shri Aurobindo in support of this move, if it commends
itself to you. It is likely that you have wired to him before this letter reaches you. Kindly let me know who, in
your opinion, is the fittest person to preside over the coming session.
Dr. Moonje also conveyed to me the desire of some friends to elect me as the Chairman of the Reception
Committee, and wanted to know my reaction to the proposal. I told him I did not consider myself worthy of this
high office; for, in the first place, my education is very limited; and, secondly, I lack the age as well as the
experience required for the Chairmanship. Dr. Moonje said in reply that I could deliver my speech in Hindi as
Swami Shraddhanandji did when he was Chairman of the Reception Committee of the Congress session in Delhi
in 1918.
“The Hindi speech will be quite a good one,” Dr. Moonje added. He then advanced another argument in favor
of my election:
“The trading class in this province is fighting shy of politics out of fear. The Marwadis, in particular, are
prepared to make monetary contributions, but are reluctant to come forward. Your acceptance of the chairmanship
of the Reception Committee will have a very salutary effect on the trading class who will shed their fear and will
begin to take a prominent part in public life.”
Such are the arguments advanced by him and other friends. My mind does not tell me that I am fit for this
office. I have in mind Shri Shuklaji. But he wishes to stand for the Council elections. He has no faith, as yet, in
non-co-operation.
You will kindly take all these factors into consideration and advise me as to the proper course for me to follow.
On receipt of your letter I will give the most earnest thought to your instructions. The letter should reach me by
the 29th instant. If it is not likely to reach here by that date, kindly send me your opinion by telegram—provided,
of course, you think it proper to do so.
2
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Wardha,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
October 25, 1922
Respectful pranams.
Your letter duly reached me (though the address was incorrect). Ramdas and Pujya Ba liked the suggestion you
conveyed to them through the letter and they will act up to it. I went to the ashram for a couple of days, and had
full and frank talks with them. Herewith enclosed is a letter from Bhai Ramdas which will give you a complete
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idea of the situation. Pujya Maganlalbhai and myself are of the opinion that Ramdas should, for the present, stay
at the ashram and learn spinning, carding and weaving, in the first instance; and that afterwards he may stay
wherever he likes. I hope we shall succeed in persuading him to adopt this course.
As regards myself I will carry out the instructions you have conveyed to me, and I am sure I shall benefit
thereby. But my present state of mind makes me ashamed of myself; and I ask myself what right I had to become
your son.\fn{“Gandhi is known to have adopted him as his son.”:W } Though I did cast the burden on you, the responsibility
in fact is mine. I shall regain my peace of mind only when, as a result of your blessings, God gives me the
necessary strength. If the mind goes astray when I am away from home, it has to be curbed forcibly, if only out of
a fear of disgrace. But I aspire to achieve a state of mind wherein I may always be free from passion even when I
am at home.
At present, however, this seems a thing most difficult to achieve. But as faith in God increases, some day there
is bound to be a revulsion against these carnal thoughts. I would urge you kindly not to worry about this. Your
sacred blessings will enable me to achieve success in the hardest of undertakings.
Pray accept the pranams from Pujya Maganbhai, Vinoba and others. I have conveyed your message to Vinoba
who promises to try to live up to it. The messages for others, in respect of their health and other matters, have
been duly conveyed to the persons concerned. Pray accept the pranams of Kamala’s mother and the children.
Kindly convey my loving regards to Shri Shankerlalbhai. I am indeed jealous of his good fortune, and am going to
have a quarrel with him when he comes out.
The activities at both the ashrams\fn{Sabarmati and Wardha} are going on satisfactorily.
3
From Jamnalal Bajaj,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
August 10, 1931\fn{A note reads: The original of this letter does not bear the signature of Jamnalal Bajaj. It only contains Gandhiji’s
signature confirming that the contents of the draft are correct. This reads: “The foregoing is correct. Mohandas Gandhi”}
I had a talk with you about three ladies who are absconders and are reported to be in a pitiable condition. I now
reduce it to writing in the form of questions and answers, and you will kindly revise it for me.
Q. 1—Are you prepared to harbor in the ashram all the three ladies or as many of them as would choose to
come here?
A.—Yes, I am willing to harbor them in the ashram. Only they should correctly understand my views before
coming.
Q. 2—What are your views?
A.—It will be my first duty, immediately on their arrival at the ashram, to send an intimation to the
Government giving the names and antecedents of these ladies.
Q. 3—If you inform the Government, they will immediately arrest the ladies and prosecute them.
A.—Yes, possibly they will. The ladies must come to the ashram prepared for this, i.e. prepared to take this
risk.
Q. 4—Then what is the advantage in their seeking asylum at the ashram?
A.—It is just possible that if I write to the Government the authorities may not proceed against them as long as
they stay at the ashram and try to shape their future conduct on the ashram principles.
Q. 5—Will the Government not coerce them to reveal the facts relating to the offences in which they are
implicated?
A.—Of course, they will want to know the facts. I will, however, tell both the Government and these ladies
that the latter should admit their offences and errors without giving the name of anyone else.
Q. 6—This means that it will be better for the ladies to come here prepared to take all sorts of risks, is it not?
A.—Yes, it will be better for them to come prepared to take all sorts of risks.
4
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Dhulia Mandir (Jail),
to Mohandas Gandhi,
April 4, 1932\fn{This letter does not bear the signature of Jamnalal Bajaj. It is reproduced here from a copy }
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Your letter of 26th March redirected from Visapur reached me here on the 2 nd. I have been transferred from
Visapur to this place on the 24 th March. I would have preferred to stay on there since my relations with the jail
authorities were improving.
My ear trouble is being well attended to here. In fact, the Superintendent, Mr. Contractor himself, is treating
me with special care. I feel there is definite improvement. Dr. Modi had also examined me in Bombay. He was
also of the opinion that the inner inflammation had considerably subsided. Dr. Modi’s treatment is being
continued here. I doubt if I could have possibly got myself treated with such regularity outside jail. You need not
therefore worry about this.
I am taking Kanji in the morning and the usual “C” Class diet in the afternoon and evening.\fn{ “C” was the lowest
classification of prisoners in jail, usually awarded to criminals by the judge while sentencing them. Political prisoners were usually
awarded “A” and “B” class with better facilities depending on their status in life but later on stringent sentences were awarded even to
political prisoners irrespective of their status, evidently as a deterrent measure } This has suited me well. Of course, if my health

demands it, certain adjustments could be made in this diet. But I trust an occasion for this may not arise. I have
been for long wishing to experience “C” Class confinement and this time my wish has been fulfilled by the
Government itself. This has given me considerable mental peace. I am in good spirits and I hope with your
blessings I shall come out of this test successfully.
In the meantime, Shri Jankidevi’s health had deteriorated in Nagpur Jail. I was slightly worried on account of
this. But I understand that she is better now. She has been placed in “A” Class. Chi. Kamalnayan is in Hardoi Jail
in “C” Class. I hear that he has lost some weight. He has taken up the work of sweeping. My sister Keserbai,
Gulabchand, Gulabchand’s sister-in-law, and other members of the family also have got experience of jail life. I
am not worried about anything outside. I was prepared to stay even at Visapur and I would have liked it, too. In
fact, I had expressed this to the jail authorities there. But my ear trouble has been made an excuse to send me here.
The surroundings of Visapur Jail used to remind me of Congress camps. There we had all around us natural
scenery in place of prison walls. Food arrangements there were quite good. But heat and dust made work difficult.
I had had a talk with the authorities on this subject and they had accepted my suggestions. Had I continued to stay
there, it should have been possible for me to get them implemented. I had great hopes that I could have persuaded
them to give us, at least during the hot hours of the day, the work of spinning and carding, etc., which could be
done indoors. Before I left that place I told friends about the talks I had with the authorities in this connection. It
is possible that some decision has been arrived at by now.
In Visapur, in order to give me rest, and making my ear trouble an excuse, they took me from the barracks to
the Jail hospital. As a result I got one more field for reform and the Superintendent accepted many of my
suggestions. I hope they have been brought into practice by now.
You know Superintendent Mr. Quinn. Deputy Jailor Mr. Sexton was in Nasik last year. Mr. Ellis, Jailor, was in
Ratnagiri last year. Had I remained at Visapur I would have put myself to test by trying to enlist even his cooperation to create a better atmosphere. But that is not possible now.
You have enquired about Dr. Suman. Subsequently he was given “B” Class and sent to Nasik. He had met me.
He was getting milk, etc. for diet. His health was all right. I also used to meet Diwan Master. Gokaldas Talati,
Phoolchand Shah, Mama Phadke were also there. Godse, Pannalal Zaveri and Vithal and others from the ashram
were there. From Vidyapeeth there were Trikamlal Shah and other students. So also were the two sons of Darbar
Sahib, Lalit Mohan and Rohit, Smt. Sarala Devi's brother and others. From Bombay were S. K. Patil, Ishwarbhai
Patel and others. Practically all of them are comfortable.
Here are Vinoba, Pyarelal, Gopalrao and his wife Shanta Behn, Dastane, Mir Jafarulla, Dwarkanath Harkare,
Gulzarilal, Khandubhai, Rajarao, Purushottamdas Tricumdas, Kakalbhai, Bhau and Dattu from Wardha ashram
and Pandurang from Sabarmati ashram, as also many workers from Ahmedabad and East Khandesh. I am getting
well acquainted with them. I hope the acquaintance of these friends as well as of those from Bombay, who were at
Byculla and Visapur jails, would prove useful in life.
There are about 50 sisters here. Because of Vinoba the spiritual atmosphere is good here. The behavior of the
authorities is also good. They are full of sympathy and co-operation towards Vinoba and myself. We all utilize our
time properly. Within the bounds of jail rules, necessary reforms are being gradually introduced in a spirit of cooperation. Vinoba has been given “B” Class. Vinoba’s giving up of ghee and milk continues to cause us anxiety.
His weight has come down to 90 lbs. He is trying to increase his weight. Madhavji’s diet these days is one pound
milk, four small bananas and one papaya. Gulzarilal’s health is improving. Nowadays he is getting wheat
chaptitis and a pound of milk. There is arrangement for takli spinning and carding. One or two individuals are
also plying charkhas. Rishabhdas has gone to Visapur.
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I got news about you from the Commissioner, Mr. Dayton, on Friday. I had a talk with him also regarding
some reforms in jail.
You and Sardarji need not worry about me. Respectful pranams from all of us to you and your companions.
5
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Wardha,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
October 16, 1933
I am writing this letter in a state of great mental conflict. In spite of my complete faith in civil disobedience as
well as in the Congress programme, I have not yet courted imprisonment. This is a fact which I deeply regret.
When I was released in April 1933, my ear-disease was considered to have reached a dangerous stage. I
underwent whatever treatment was immediately available, and left for Almora to recoup my health. In May you
undertook a fast for 21 days, along with which civil disobedience was suspended for a total period of three
months. During this interval I had to give evidence, for several days, as a witness in a very important case
concerning my family. You too instructed me to go to jail only after I fully regained my health. During this very
period the informal conference was held at Poona, mass civil disobedience was converted into individual civil
disobedience.
I know, and I implicitly believe, that under these circumstances those who have an implicit faith in civil
disobedience ought to resist the temptation of doing any other work, however good or important it may be, and
must go to jail. In fact, I had made up my mind to do so. Nevertheless, since my physical and mental health had
not recouped to the extent it should have done, my determination weakened; I gave a willing ear to the advice of
elders and friends not to court imprisonment for some time more for this very reason; and I fixed November 12 th
as the limit for my staying out.
Dr. Modi has very recently examined my ear and said that, while the progress had been good, extra care was
absolutely necessary for the disease to be rooted out, and that only then would the danger be eliminated.
My faith tells me that, in the present days of individual civil disobedience, everyone who is not invalid or
bedridden must go to jail. On the other hand, there is the fear of the earache getting aggravated in the prison. I do
not like to be either in the “A” or the “B” Class because this class distinction does harm to the country. At the
same time, I should not like to forego the class that is officially given, and then to ask for the same facilities for
reasons of health. In this state of weakness, I am thinking of devoting greater attention to physical and mental
health.
Under the circumstances in which I am placed I ought to have resigned long ago my membership of the
Working Committee.\fn{The Working Committee of the Indian National Congress } I believe that those who lack faith in
civil disobedience or in the Congress programme should not hold any responsible office in the Congress.
Similarly, persons like me, who despite their implicit faith in both these things avoid going to jail for reasons of
health, should also vacate their posts of responsibility. I find that I shall have to give some more time to the
recovery of my health. It is wholly improper, under these circumstances, for me to continue as a member of the
Working Committee and as the Treasurer of the Congress. The only proper course for me is to tender my
resignation. I am therefore sending my resignation to you. In case no treasurer is available immediately I shall
work in that capacity, though not as a member of the Working Committee, till a new treasurer is appointed.
This of course does not mean that I am absolved from my obligation to prosecute the programme of the
Congress to the best of my ability. I know that my resignation is likely to give rise to some misunderstanding in
Congress circles. But it is more imperative to maintain purity in the affairs of the country, and that will
undoubtedly prove to be a gain in the end.
6
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Paunar, Wardha,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
November 4, 1938\fn{The original of this letter was miscarried and did not reach Gandhiji at all. Jamnalal Bajaj came to know about
this only when he met Gandhiji about 3 weeks later, on the 27 th November 1938. He therefore personally gave a copy of this letter to
Gandhiji when he met him again on 26th December}
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I have completed today the 49th year both according to the English and the Indian calendars, and am entering
my 50th. I am sure I have your blessings now and forever. But during the last two years, or rather two and a half,
whenever I have pondered over things, it has seemed clear to me that I do not deserve your blessings. While
thinking of my weaknesses during these years, and especially after the tragic death of Chhotelalji, my mind often
turned even to the idea of suicide.
I have tried to shake it off, because I considered suicide as cowardice and sin, and my intellectual conviction
still remains the same. What pains me more is the fact that, in my view, I am going downward instead of rising in
the spiritual scale. This may be due to several causes, but the responsibility for them all is solely mine. Till the
A.I.C.C. meeting at Delhi, my mind was torn between two opposite trends of thought—one suggesting that I
should retire from all public activities and, if possible, also from, private ones; and the other telling me that, in
case this is not possible, I should take over work involving greater responsibility than at present and immerse
myself in it day and night.
Now, however, I feel that I am likely to derive greater solace only by giving up all the activities. My
weaknesses, in my view, are as follows:
The pursuit of truth and non-violence has grown weaker. I am afraid my faith in these may suffer a set-back.
This has led to an increase in my intolerance. My anger has also been growing in intensity. Carnal desires seem to
be on the increase. And so also greed. How can a man, who clearly sees all these vices or weaknesses increasing
in himself, have any interest in living?
Moreover, if the weaknesses were confined to thoughts, I should have had some zest for striving to resist them.
But I feel helpless when I am unable to control my sense-organs and when I see sins being committed by the
body. Outwardly, I have much fortitude; and I will persist in the effort to keep it up. Today, however, I am afraid
that, if the present state of mind continues, I shall either reach a stage of insanity or shall be dragged down the
path of degradation.
If, therefore, I got an invitation today from natural death, my soul tells me, I should really get peace. For, my
future appears to be dark. If today, I am inwardly assured that I shall not possibly fall, and that I shall never
swerve from the path of truth, my interest in life is likely to revive. During recent years I have received many
mental shocks from member of the family and from friends, for which I was not prepared. If I continue to receive
such shocks, the result would be nothing but insanity for me.
Death I cannot invite at will. Suicide I hold to be cowardly and sinful. I am, therefore, at a loss to know what
to do. To whom should I pour out the anguish of my heart? Who is there who, by love, can mend my mental
condition? I had counted on you and Vinoba. But the hope in regard to you is receding. I have a spark of hope that
Vinoba may yet show me some satisfactory way out of this agony.
During these years I often came to you with a mind to unburden myself. But I could not do so to the fullest
extent, because of your own mental and physical condition and your environment. This has distressed me; and I
have often asked myself whether I am not deceiving you and other friends. As I have always held the opinion that
there can be no sin or meanness worse than deceit, I tried to reveal my condition to some friends and members of
my family. Probably because these “confessions” made to them fell short of the whole truth, or maybe for other
reasons, they did not yield the desired result.
Now you can, if you like, show me a sovereign remedy. I feel that my intellect is still sound. I am aware of my
weaknesses as also of the reasons which have given rise to them. I have also the will to get rid of these
weaknesses. It is still possible to strengthen this will. My mind, however, longs for some person to stay with me,
someone who is endowed with love, a spirit of service, and generosity, and whose spotless character, loving
kindness, and service may impart peace to my mind.
Have you in view any man or woman of this type? And if you have, would it be possible for him or her to stay
with me and render to me this kind of service? I dare not ask a public worker to give up his work for the sake of
my personal service. The account of the weaknesses I have given above does not mean that I did not have these
weaknesses before, and that they newly came in during recent years. They existed even before, but I felt that they
were fast receding. At present, however, I do not have that feeling, which makes all the difference.
You will kindly show me some means whereby I may be counted at least among the ordinary men of the
world. If common men consider that I do not possess greater purity and virtue than themselves, that in itself is
likely to do me good by chastening me. I know my present condition will cause you pain. But I am really at the
end of my tether. I feel hesitation even in bowing down before you.
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I have, on this occasion of my birthday, shared with you my thoughts as they arose in my mind. When you
come here, you will kindly find time to tell me whatever you wish to say. Till then I will try to take help from
Vinoba.
P.S.
I have shown this letter to Vinoba and Radhakrishna. I will show it to Jankidevi, Kamalnayan and others later
on. I have kept a copy of it with me.
7
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Birla House, New Delhi,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
December 30, 1938
I reached Sawai Madhopur yesterday by the Frontier Mail. As I got down from the train, I met on the platform
of the Jai-pur line, the following officers of the State:
1. R. B. Lala Diwan Chand, Dy. I. G. of Police; 2. D. N. Chakravarti, Superintendent of Police; 3. Hasan Ali,
Sub-Inspector of Police; and 4. Laxmi Narain, Tehsildar, Sawai Madhopur.
The I. G. of Police, Mr. Young, also arrived after ten minutes. A notice was served on me in the presence of all
these persons, of which I enclose a copy\fn{ This is the text of the order: “Whereas it has been made to appear to the Jaipur
Government that your presence and activities within the Jaipur State are likely to lead to a breach of the peace, it is considered necessary in
the public interest and for the maintenance of public tranquility to prohibit your entry within the Jaipur State. You are therefore, requested
not to enter Jaipur territory until further orders.” } along with this letter. Mr. Young talked to me for about 1½ hours.

Though earlier I had decided not to obey any such prohibitory order, the view expressed by you the other day had
appealed to me. Therefore, I complied with the order and came over to Delhi. It was necessary for me to discuss
the matter with friends from the Jaipur Praja Mandal.
These friends felt that I should have defied the order then and there, but when I explained your views to
Hirlalji, he agreed. I have issued a statement to the press regarding the restrictions imposed on me; I am enclosing
a copy.
The working committee of the Jaipur Praja Mandal will meet in Jaipur from tomorrow. It will discuss the
situation arising out of the restrictions imposed on me and prepare a rough draft of the political demands of the
Praja MandaI. Shri Hiralalji and myself will bring the draft to Bardoli in 3-4 days and we hope to finalize it after
we have had your views and advice.
You had advised me to write a letter in the event of restrictions being imposed on me. If the letter is to be from
me, please send a draft through Shri Sagarmal. If you yourself decide to write to anyone on this subject, please do
also let me know about it through him.\fn{ This note, though extensive, thoroughly explains the situation. “During his many
countrywide tours in connection with Gandhiji’s constructive work, Jamnalalji also visited several Princely States. The people in these
States hardly enjoyed any civil rights and were subjected to all manners of oppression by their Rulers. Jamnalalji observed that they were
eager to march hand in hand with the rest of the country in the struggle for freedom. The Indian National Congress as an organization was
not taking direct interest in the affairs of those States at that time, but the Congress leaders in their individual capacity were free to work in
this field. Jamnalalji took up the cause for the restoration of civil liberties and establishment of popular Governments in the States. As a
first step he helped to organize Praja Mandals in some of the States in Rajasthan as also in Hyderabad for awakening political
consciousness among the people. He also took active interest in the activities of the All-India States Peoples Conference, the central
organization, which helped, directed and coordinated the activities of the various State units. At his instance the headquarters of the AISPC
was shifted to Wardha in the early forties. In support of the people’s movement, he entered into extensive correspondence with the
authorities in many States and also met them personally. Jamnalalji was, as already stated, a subject of the Jaipur State, though he lived in
Wardha. He had helped to organize a Praja Mandal in Jaipur and had been elected as its President. The activities of the Praja Mandal were
not relished by the Government which passed an order banning Jamnalalji’s entry into the State on the pretext that his presence there would
endanger peace. As any precipitate action by Jamnalalji might have led to grave repercussions all over the country, because of his position
in the Indian National Congress, he consulted Gandhiji as to the course of action he should follow. Gandhiji advised him not to defy the ban
for the time being and he himself took up the issue in public. Gandhiji warned the State authorities of the grave consequences that would
follow Jamnalalji’s arrest and ruthless repression of the activities of the Praja Mandal: “Seth Jamnalal is an all-India man, though a subject
of Jaipur. He is also a Member of the Congress Working Committee, and essentiall and admittedly a man of peace. He is the President of all
organization [Jaipur Rajya Praja MandaI] which has been working and has been allowed to work in Jaipur for some years. Its activities
have always been open. It contains well-known workers who are sober by disposition and who have done much constructive work, both
among men and women If the action of the Jaipur authorities precipitates a first class crisis it is impossible for the Indian National
Congress, and therefore all India, to stand by and look on with indifference whilst Jamnalalji, for no offence whatsoever, is imprisoned and
members of the Praja Mandal are dealt with likewise. The Congress will be neglecting its duty if, having power, it shrank from using it and
allowed the spirit of the people of Jaipur to be crushed for want of support from the Congress.” Jamnalalji gave notice to the authorities that
unless the order was withdrawn before a specified date he would enter the State and that the Praja Mandal would hold itself free to take
such steps as it might deem necessary for self-expression consistent with human dignity. Gandhiji also wrote strongly in the Harijan
disapproving of the action of the Prime Minister of Jaipur, a British Administrator,\fn{His name was Henry Beauchamp St John (born in 1874, he
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had served as Prime Minister of Jaipur since 1933) } but the latter ignored Jamnalalji’s letter as well as Gandhiji’s warning. Therefore, early in

February, Jamnalalji after giving prior intimation to the authorities entered the State in defiance of the ban. He was arrested, taken out of
the State territory, and released. But he repeatedly defied the ban until finally the authorities were obliged to put him in prison. Thereupon
many other Praja Mandal workers offered satyagraha and were arrested. The treatment meted out to Jamnalalji as a prisoner of the Jaipur
State was harsh. Gandhiji wrote at the time: “It is admitted that he (Jamnalalji) is locked up in an out-of-the way place where the water is
said to be ‘heavy’ according to the Indian notion. It is admitted that the place is difficult of access. He has been given no companion. Why
this isolation? Is he a dangerous character? Is he an intriguer? One can understand detention as he chose to defy the ban on his entry into
his own birth-place. The authorities know that Sethji is an ideal prisoner. He believes in meticulous observance of jail discipline. It is cruel
to isolate him as he has been isolated from the outside world. The greatest want of prisoners is the companionship of their equals in
thought, manners and customs. I suggest that without much ado he be transferred to a place which is easily accessible and healthy and
where he is allowed company.” The State authorities had ordered Jamnalalji’s detention for an indefinite period. His general health was not
very good at that time and, moreover, he was suffering from arthritis in the knee. He was occasionally brought to a hospital at Jaipur for
medical treatment, but on account of some negligence on the part of the hospital staff, his condition deteriorated and his health was
completely shattered. But as a true satyagrahi he bore all sufferings cheerfully. The Jaipur authorities soon realized that it was not possible
to suppress the people’s movement which was gaining momentum day by day. In August of the same year, Jamnalalji along with other
Praja Mandal workers was unconditionally released. The ban on public meetings and processions was withdrawn and the durbar promised
immediate administrative reforms. Jamnalalji’s satyagraha and sacrifice had borne fruit}

8
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Moran Sagar (Jaipur),
to Mohandas Gandhi,
April 15, 1939
There was anxiety on reading the news about Pujya Ba’s illness. Later, read the news about her recovery, and I
hope she has completely recovered by now.
Reports about affairs in Rajkot are not satisfactory. May God bestow good sense upon the Thakore Saheb and
his advisers. You probably will have to stay on at Rajkot for the present.
It was natural to be pained on reading about the events in the Ramdurg State (Karnataka).\fn{ The State
Government had arrested the President and some of the workers of the Ramdurg Praia Mandal. To get their leaders released and perhaps
also to wreak vengeance a mob of about 2,000 persons attacked the officials of the State Government. The Government opened fire to
repulse the attack. As a result of this agitation an internal struggle arose between Brahmins and non-Brahmins of the State } From this I

was convinced that you were perfectly right in suspending satyagraha in the States. Whatever God does or gets
done through us is all for the good.
My health is much better. The cough has disappeared. In the foot too there is no pain. I got myself weighed on
11th April; it is about 196, that is 11 to 12 lbs less than before. I am not worried about the loss of weight as during
the last 25 days I have been taking food only once a day. In the evenings I take milk. The water here is “heavy”;
so I boil it before drinking.
I feel quite happy here and have peace of mind. I do a lot of thinking. Often an awareness of my shortcomings
gives rise to despair and I feel like crying. Later, on reflection and reading I feel buoyed up and the future begins
to look better. There is a growing inclination towards bhakti which I am trying to foster. With God’s grace and
blessing from you and Vinoba, I will be able to regain zest for life. The letter is written after morning prayers and
the thoughts have been set down as they came up.
My pranam to Pujya Ba. If the Sardar is there, my pranams to him. I remember Naraindasbhai very often.
9
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaipur State Prisoner,
to Priya Shri Kishorelalbhai,
June 15, 1939
You very well know that, on account of my present state of mind, and my shortcomings, I do not feel worthy of
remaining a trustee and an ordinary member of the Gandhi Seva Sangh. I had also expressed this view of mine
several times in the past. I read the speech delivered by Pujya Bupuji at the recent Sammelan held at Vrindavan
published in Sarvodaya.\fn{At this meeting Gandhiji had said: “A satyagrahi should have a living faith in God. This is because,
except for his unshakable faith in God, he has no other force to help him. How can he wield the weapon of satyagraha without this faith? If
there are any among you who do not have such living faith in God, I would only tell them to give up the Gandhi Seva Sangh and forget the
very name of satyagraha.”} Bapuji has expressed his views in very clear terms. And my humble and earnest request to

you is to relieve me from the membership of the trust and ordinary membership of the Sangh at the earliest.
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My attachment for the Sangh will, however, continue. But on account of my mental condition and spiritual
shortcoming, I am now unable to bear this moral responsibility. I trust you will generously relieve this burden on
my conscience.
10
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaiipur State Prisoner,
to Priya Shri Kishorelalbhai,
July 4, 1939
At last I got your very affectionate letter of June 6. For your genuine affection, I shall remain grateful all my
life. I am unable to put on paper my heart-felt feelings for you. In your letter you have conveyed words of wisdom
couched in humor of a very high order, but what can I do?
My mind does not permit otherwise. I have no control over it. If sincere blessings from persons like you
enables me to acquire control over my mind and I feel certain that the right resolve will abide, then there is the
possibility of my regaining my self-confidence. Today, however, I have lost confidence in myself. The more I
continue to examine my shortcomings the more my mind tells me clearly (as it has been doing in the past) that I
am not worthy to be associated with an organization so noble and pure as the Gandhi Seva Sangh.
I am unable to write more. I request that you may relieve me for once. Pujya Bapuji will support me. He is
fully aware of my state of mind.
It was because of my awareness of my shortcomings that I did not adopt Bapu as my guru nor did I treat him
as such, but certainly I have adopted him as my father. That too I did in the hope of possibly getting over my
weaknesses. For some time thereafter, I did feel that I was getting over them, but in fact it was not so. These days
(that is during the last two years) I have felt considerably harassed, restless and listless. After all amongst Bapu’s
sons there is Hiralal,\fn{Gandhi’s oldest natural son (1898-1948):H} too. He, poor fellow, is known all over for what he
is, while others like me have remained unexposed. You have written that giving up the Gandhi Seva Sangh means
giving up Bapu. I am not prepared to accept this. Bapu’s other four sons too are not in the Gandhi Seva Sangh.
Then, what special merit have I earned to remain in it? Their lot is my lot. Some of them certainly are in a higher
state of mind than mine own.
Earlier it was my ego that led me to believe that I had been able somewhat to understand Bapu and his
teachings. But on deeper consideration it is evident to me that neither had I understood them, nor have I the
capacity for it. I had understood the meaning of truth and non-violence according to my own thinking. But now I
see my mistake quite clearly. I feel like writing more fully but what more can I write from inside the jail? .
From association with persons like you, I have certainly benefited to the extent that perhaps I do not have any
particular fear of death. At times I even feel that. I could welcome death with enthusiasm. It is right too. If it is not
possible to elevate one’s present life to a higher level, it should be in one’s interest to consider death as a welcome
benefactor.
All that I have written truly reflects the stream of thoughts which goes on flowing in my mind. Please do not
worry. In my present state of mind no other place will give me greater peace. It is through the supreme grace of
God that I have got this opportunity. I am seeing and understanding my own self clearly.
I am afraid that my present state of health might be used for terminating my confinement and thus I may be
deprived of the peace of solitude. But I shall take all care and, as far as possible, will not allow this to happen.
11
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaipur State Prisoner,
to Shri Mahadevbhai,
August 7, 1938
Received your letter. Read the news about your activities in Calcutta in the newspapers.
Considering the Viceroy’s attitude these days, I feel that Bapuji should not go to meet him so long as he does
not clearly put down the object of the meeting. Bapuji did well in not going at this time. I am very happy about it.
Tell Bapuji that he need not be unduly worried about the Jaipur affair. I am getting acquainted with the true state
of affairs here.
This place is full of stink. No one thinks he has any responsibility to the people.
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Hiralalji and all other friends were released yesterday. No doubt it will take time, but by the grace of God and
with Bapuji’s blessings the stink will be cleared. In the present circumstances, I feel I shall have to spend a great
deal of time here. The Maharaja has already arrived.
I have been hopeful about him but I do not know whether he can do anything. I have, however, written a letter
to him. A meeting with him in the present circumstances does not appear possible. Of the good points of the
British, there is little to be seen here. But their bad points are evident at every turn.
Kamalnayan must have spoken to you about my health, etc. It is Shankarlalbhai’s nature to get panicky very
easily; I, therefore, hope Bapuji will not take him too seriously. You need not come here on account of my health.
But if at any time you are able to spend 2 or 3 days here, it will be good because you will then have first hand
knowledge of the situation here, especially of the inhuman laws regarding hunting preserves and forests.
You might have seen Radhakrishna’s article in the Nagpur Times (of 3.8.39). If not do read it. It will give you
some idea of the situation. We were very much relieved to know that Bapuji’s health is all right.
It is not at all necessary to get a doctor from Bombay. It will be enough if Sushila were to see me on her way
from Delhi to Wardha. She will be able to explain everything to you all. The attitude of the officials here being not
too helpful, I have started treatment of my burns by a naturopath since yesterday. I am sending the Harijan
ashram Trust Deed duly signed.
12
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaipur,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
September 2, 1939
The letter I wrote yesterday may have reached you by now. I had a talk with the Jaipur Maharaja yesterday. He
gave me to understand that he wishes to appoint an Indian of high caliber as dewan.\fn{Prime Minister} He has
already conveyed this to the Viceroy.
Do you think it advisable that you too should convey this to the Viceroy? If not, I have a desire to meet him
and suggest that under the conditions obtaining in Jaipur at present only a very competent Indian dewan can
deliver the goods. If you do not think this proper or feasible, I would like to write a letter instead, because, so far
nothing has been decided about the appointment of the dewan, but once an appointment is made difficulties will
arise. Do write to me your views. I will also continue to think over the matter.
Can you suggest the name of any Indian dewan who might be acceptable to the Viceroy? Yesterday I suggested
a few names to the Maharaja—the most important among them being that of Sir Kunwar Maharaj Singhji. Will
you write to Rajkumari Behn and find out when Maharaj Singhji is returning to India? If this post is offered to
him, will he accept it? I have also mentioned the name of Sir Shadilal. Perhaps I might meet the Maharaja Sahib
again today.
13
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaipur,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
September 5, 1939
I tried to talk to Rajkumari Behn at Simla on the phone but could not get the phone connection at her
residence. Also I was informed that the line would not be available for 7 to 8 hours, that is why I have sent this
express telegram:
Mahatma Gandhi, Manor Villa, Simla:
Arrange Mahadevbhai or Rajkumari phone tonight Jaipur 67 personal. Urge Viceroy if possible for Indian Prime
Minister for Jaipur. Inform programme phone number. Jamnalal

I received at 8.45 p.m. the following telegram sent by you from Simla:
If easily possible you should attend meeting Wardha 8th—Bapu.

I would have liked to attend the Working Committee meeting this time but I do not feel like leaving the work
in hand here.
I have already met Shri Maharaja Saheb twice and am to meet him again tomorrow at 12:30. I feel confident
that the question of lifting the ban on the Praja Mandal will be settled at tomorrow’s meeting. So also, perhaps,
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about lifting the ban on newspapers and releasing the Kisan prisoners from Sikar. In that case I will try to come.
The fact is, as a result of my meeting with Shri Maharaja a certain amount of mutual confidence and affection has
grown up between us, on the strength of which I am hopeful of solving these and many other problems. But if I
were to be absent it is quite possible that the intermediaries may try to create mischief. That is why I am
compelled to stay back here.
For the present and so far as Jaipur is concerned, I only wish for your help in getting a capable Indian
appointed as dewan. We will then be able to solve quite a few of our problems by mutual give and take. If you
think it proper please write to the Viceroy. I on my part am doing my best.
There is one other thing about which I wish to write to you. Subhasbabu and the Maulana were not in Calcutta,
so I could not meet them. But I met Shri Saratbabu and had full and frank discussion with him which, I think, has
had a very desirable effect on his mind. He promised to explain things to Subhasbabu and either bring him along
or send him on to see you. It would be good if I too could be present at the time. After you have listened to him,
whatever formula you evolve should be accepted by him. Sardarji has already sent for him. I have every hope that
if you wish, he will very probably agree to follow this course.
Will we be compelled to have a confrontation with the British Government on the question of war? I for one
think that this time if all of you were to put forth appropriate proposals with one voice, they are likely to be
accepted. It is for you to consider whether or not to put forth any such proposals, but I think we could.
I have sent Chi. Radhakrishna to you. Whatever reply you think proper, please send with him.
I have shifted from the old place and am staying at the New Hotel.
14
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaipur,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
September 10, 1939
I have had to put in a good deal of effort in the work here but the result too is turning out to be satisfactory. In
my opinion. our demands will probably be fully met, and that too very soon.
It is also possible that the State may extend its co-operation in other constructive work. As I come to know the
Maharaja Saheb more and more, my opinion about him is getting better. What he lacks is able advisers. You will
know the latest position from my statement of today. Tomorrow is his birth anniversary; some more points may
come to be clarified on the occasion. Making a reference to my statement, if you were to write in the Harijan that
instead of a Britisher an Indian of high caliber should be sent to Jaipur as Prime Minister, it may perhaps have the
desired effect on the Political Department. I of course am continuing my efforts.
I am still living on milk and fruit. I will stay here up to the 15th and will proceed to Sikar thereafter.
15
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Toddywala Road, Poona,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
January 29, 1940
I arrived here the day before yesterday. The treatment was resumed immediately on my arrival. Damodar was
also examined by the doctor yesterday. He has promised to give a full report about Damodar after an examination
of blood. urine, etc. Madalsa is progressing. She has now been given full permission to walk and move about.
I showed you the letter which I received from the Home Minister of Jaipur. I enclose a draft of the reply I
propose to send him. Kindly see it and make whatever corrections you think necessary. I have wired this morning
to Hiralal Shastri at Calcutta asking him to break journey at Wardha on his way to Poona and to see you.
According to his present itinerary he will alight at Wardha on Wednesday evening.
In view of the present situation in Jaipur I feel that I too should meet the Viceroy once after your interview
with him. If you approve of this idea, kindly tell him during your talks with him that, in case he wishes to apprise
himself of the whole situation in Jaipur, I am willing to wait on him to explain matters. If he puts me in touch with
the Political Department, I shall be able to explain the situation clearly to them as well. This will be very useful
for undoing the harm which is being caused by calumny and misrepresentation outside the State. If you think fit
kindly make this suggestion to the Viceroy. If in your view it is better for me to write to him separately, kindly
send me a draft of the letter I should address to him.
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I had a telephone message from Jaipur last evening informing me that the State police raided the Khadi
Bhandar, the Khadi ashram, the office of the Praja Mandal, and the houses of Shri Patniji and Mishraji. They did
not get anything particularly objectionable. Only a copy of a book named Jaipur Rahasya was seized.
This has created a sensation in the city. The police are thus getting an opportunity to terrorize the people,
which may perhaps have an adverse effect on the masses. Seeing this turn of events, my mind is not at ease here. I
very much feel inclined to go there and make an effort to tackle the situation.
I also feel like issuing a short statement to the press throwing light on the events which have taken place so far.
If you consider the present moment opportune for this statement, kindly send me an appropriate draft for it with
16
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Poone,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
February 3, 1940
I have had talks with Shri Hiralalji about Jaipur. I was very much intent on going to Jaipur. But now, according
to your orders, I will stay on here and take treatment till the end of February.
In my opinion the Home Minister’s letter calls for a reply. Hiralalji will show you a reply which has been
drafted here, keeping in mind the present situation and future developments. If you approve of it, the letter will go
as it is. Otherwise, it will be recast in the manner you suggest.
The co-workers at Jaipur also look forward to a public statement from me. Since, however, in your opinion this
step is inadvisable, I have not issued any statement in my own name. Shri Hiralalji, under my advice, has issued a
short statement which, of course, he will show you.
In case you have had any talk with the Viceroy about Jaipur—either hopeful or otherwise—if you kindly give a
gist of it to Hiralalji he will convey it to me.
Madalsa, Jankidevi and myself are making fairly good progress. Damodar’s X-ray was taken; no particular
disorder was detected.
17
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Jaipur,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
April 4, 1940
Along with Shri Shastriji and Patniji, I have had several interviews with the Prime Minister.\fn{ Raja Gnana Nath,
who succeeded Beauchamp St John} He has a narrow outlook and in our opinion he is a person of very reactionary
views. During the series of interviews, therefore, certain matters came up which were painful, and occasions also
arose when the talks seemed to be coming to an abrupt end.
The Prime Minister, however, seems to be hard-working and sincere. If he adopts a reasonable attitude it is
likely that things will shape well.
With reference to my letter asking the authorities to withdraw the notification of 9 th March 1939, the Council
wished to know what items in the notification are objectionable. We had, therefore, to discuss the details of the
notification. The Prime Minister made it clear, at the very outset, that he would neither raise any objection with
regard to the name of the Praja Mandal, nor would he insist on the condition that an office-bearer of the Praja
Mandal should not remain an office-bearer of any organization outside the State.
Then four points remained. One of these, viz., the eligibility to be a member of the Praja Manda, was cleared
up without much difficulty. The second problem, viz., the one about loyalty to the Ruler, was also solved since the
demand for responsible Government under the aegis of the Maharaja was taken to imply loyalty to the Ruler.
On the third issue, relating to the condition requiring the use of only constitutional means for the redress of
popular grievances, there was a good deal of wrangling, but the way now seems to be clear for a compromise.
With reference to this item, the Prime Minister emphatically expressed his opinion that we should not directly
approach the people but should try to get the grievances redressed through the Government. We plainly refused to
accept any restrictions on our freedom of direct approach to the people.
It was then that the problem well-nigh reached a stage of agreement. The fourth point refers to the nonaffiliation of the Jaipur Rajya Praja Mandal with organizations outside the State. The Prime Minister insisted on
this condition being clearly laid down in the constitution of the Praja Mandal.
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Apart from these four points, a serious objection was raised with reference to the object of achieving
responsible Government. Nevertheless, when we expressed our firm resolve not to make any alteration in the
object, the Prime Minister pressed us to prefix the adjective, “ultimate” to the word “object”. An objection has
also been raised against the formation of citizens’ committees outside the Jaipur State by its subjects living
outside its borders.
The main differences have now boiled down to these three issues. We are ready to incorporate all these things
into our application for registration of the Praja Mandal, but we are not prepared to prefix “ultimate” to the word
“object”. We propose to remain firm also on the issue of the formation of Jaipur citizens’ committees outside the
State. The condition about non-affiliation with outside organizations does not appear sound in principle, though in
practice it does not seem to be particularly harmful.
The Prime Minister has gone out of Jaipur today. We will meet him again on his return on the 7 th inst. At
present the prospects for agreement on the points of difference appear to be hopeful and if an agreement is arrived
at, the Prime Minister says he would get a final decision on this question made at the meeting of the State Council
to be held on the 10th instant.
It has not been possible to interview the Maharaja. It may be possible to see him after the settlement. The
Maharaja does seem to have exerted some pressure. At least it is clear that these people are not bent on prolonging
the quarrel.
If a settlement is arrived at, I may probably reach there for the Working Committee meeting. If there is no
settlement, leaving Jaipur is out of question. Even in case a settlement is made, I may perhaps decide to prolong
my stay here by a fortnight or three weeks.
I have sent to you copies of the drafts for the application for registration as well as the constitution. If you have
any suggestions to make about both these drafts, you may kindly ask someone to register a personal call for me at
No. 67 (at Jaipur) on the 7th instant and convey to me your opinion especially about prefixing “ultimate” to the
word “object” in the constitution, and non-affiliation with outside organizations.
18
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Raipur—Grant, Dehra Dun,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
August 26, 1941
My health, physical as well as mental, is very good. I am getting here an opportunity to live a natural life. I am
also receiving Ma’s\fn{Mata Anandamayee} affection to an extent that satisfies me. Ma appears to be a living
embodiment of non-violence and love.
The atmosphere too is one of prayer, kirtan (religious discourses), and silence. Ma, though unlettered, explains
even the most intricate subjects very lucidly, and is always full of joy. A good deal has been written about her in
Bengali, something has been written in English and Hindi also, but has not yet been published. Jyotish Chandra
Roy, who was a devotee of Ma and was known here as “Bhai” also had some correspondence with you. He is no
more. Ma’s husband, Bholanathji, who had taken to sannyasa under Ma’s advice, is said to have been very shorttempered at first, but is reported to have later succeeded in mastering his anger to a great extent. Ma had served
him with great devotion. He too passed away here, in the Kishanpur ashram.
Ma, though she was married, is said to be a life-long brahmacharini. She is keen about truth. Life here is
simple. There are many learned and cultured persons among her disciples. Ma herself has no desire to establish a
sect or cult of her own, but the devotees and followers, as is usual, do put up some sort of pomp and ostentation.
The natural scenery here is beautiful. The spring water is beneficial for health. Taking all these factors into
consideration, I am negotiating for the purchase of about an acre of land near Ma’s present residence. I have an
idea to spend two to three thousand rupees on a small house to be put up on this land. Whenever the mind is ill at
ease, or there is need for rest, if I can spare the time, I can come and spend some days here in order to get rid of
physical and mental fatigue.
I shall have to go from here on the second or third of next month to Hardwar for a couple of days. From there
to Nainital. Perhaps I shall be able to meet Bhai Jawaharlal again in about four days. I am going to reach Wardha
on the 21st of September without fail. If I had not been prematurely released from jail on account of illness, I
should have come out in the ordinary course on the twenty-first of September (because of my simple imprisonment).\fn{Jamnalal Bajaj was arrested on 21st December 1940 and sentenced on the same day to 9 months’ simple imprisonment and a
fine of Rs. 500. He was placed in the “A” Class. He was released on 3 rd June 1941 on medical grounds} I will, therefore, report
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myself to you on that date. If, after taking into account my physical and mental condition, you order me to court
imprisonment again, I will take that course; otherwise I shall frame my programme in accordance with your
instructions.
I have gained valuable experiences and peace of mind from the visits to Simla and Dehra Dun. I have now
come to believe that the pain in my knee is not going to be radically cured, as Dr. Das had told me. The trouble
about sitting for stools continues to be nearly as acute as before. Here I go both times to the plains with a scraper
and a small spade. At times I place two stones near each other and sit commode-wise. Otherwise, I have to press
both my hands on the ground to be able to get up.
I bathe with cold spring-water. I am happy here. I have my bedding spread on the ground. Oil massage has
been given up, because it was difficult to arrange for it as also to find time for it in the routine here. I am certainly
careful about the diet. There is no fear of the weight increasing, because I always rise a little hungry from meals.
The strength seems to have somewhat increased, but not to the extent that it was before commencing treatment
in the jail. I do go out for a walk both morning and evening, but I don’t have here the energy for walking which I
had in Simla (maybe because the weather here is warm, whereas it was bracing in Simla).
I feel that Shri Anandamayee Ma should meet you. If you too feel like it, I will try and make arrangements to
bring her to Wardha. As I did not like to be addressed as “Sethji”, I am now being addressed as either “Bhaiya” or
“Bhaiyaji.” Ma too has liked this.
I have to talk with you on the following topics when I reach there: Ma Anandamayeeji, Subhas Bose, InduJawaharlal, Sir Francis, and my own future programme. I am informing you of this in advance, so that you can
conveniently set apart sufficient time for me. Some of the talks will have to be absolutely private.
I have had several talks with Jawaharlal and Indu about domestic matters. It is quite possible that you will have
heard about many of these matters even before I reach there.
I get letters from Pujya Rajkumari Behn off and on. She is not keeping well. You are calling her to Sevagram,
but I feel she should be asked to go there only after she completely regains her health. I had come to know this to
be her own wish, as also that of her brother and sister-in-law. Therefore I am writing this to you as a suggestion.
However, you may decide as you deem fit.
P.S.
Madu will read this letter to you and, if you permit her, will keep it with her. I have just got your telegram.
There is no need to send Chi. Shanta just now. She and Jankidevi will come later, if they like. I have sent a
telegram to this effect today.
19
From Jamnalal Bajaj,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
September 21, 1941
My programme
(i) Health
Physical—Weight about 155; vitality is reduced; had fever at Nagpur and later at Simla and Kathgodam though it
subsided soon. Pain in the knee persists—it was worse in Nainital. I get tired soon.
Mental—Better than before. I want to turn my mind more towards bhakti because it leads to contentment. Had
good peace of mind in Raipur Grant—the surroundings were also congenial. The affection and serenity of
Anandamayeeji also were beneficial.\fn{Jamnalalji had started preparing this report on his return from Dehra Dun to be shown to
Galndhiji. But, according to his diary, he met Gandhiji at Sevagram the same day before he had completed the report. He talked to Gandhiji
about his future programme. We find the following note in his diary about this: “ I placed before him four suggestions about my
programme: to court imprisonment by offering satyagraha—emphatic no; to do work in Jaipur—no; to spend time on charkha and bhajans,
reading, etc, at Paunar or any other place—this, also, is not the right thing to do; to do goseva work\fn{The feeding, washing and general
caring for cattle:H} for the present if you think it useful and necessary—I like this work. Definitely it should be done.” Immediately after this,
Jamnalalji started to devote himself to goseva work. Nine days later, he convened a meeting of the All-India Goseva Sangh at Wardha. It
was inaugurated by Gandhiji who blessed Jamnalalji for success in the new responsibility. Near Nalwadi, where a goshala was also being
run under the supervision of Shri Vinobaji, Jamnalalji had a kutcha hut built for himself, which was named Gopuri, and started living
there}
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From Jamnalal Bajaj, Gopuri, Wardra,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
December 24, 1941
I just got your letter of the 21 st instant. Pujya Rajkumari Behn’s letter did reach here yesterday, but I had gone
to Bhankhed with Pujya Vinoba. Immediately on my return at 10 a.m. I wired to her to say that the time of the
proposed meeting would not be convenient for Wardha, because the buildings would not be vacant during those
days. The time is also too short for erecting sheds for three hundred persons, and the expenses also will be very
heavy. If you think either Nagpur or Akola as suitable, I can have enquiries made from Poonamchand or Brijlalji
and invitations could be sent accordingly.
I hope either you or Pujya Jajooji will have directly written to Shri Jugalkishoreji.
Chi. Madu and baby are well. Jankidevi and Mother have not yet returned from Sikar.
Is Indu coming here with you? The Goseva Sangh Conference has been fixed for 1 st to 4th February. Sir Datar
Singh will of course attend it. I am also inviting some others.
I am having a good deal of peace and zest in my present work of the Goseva Sangh and in moving about in the
villages either with Pujya Vinoba or by myself. I am pulling on fairly well. I hope my letter must have reached
Shri Maulana Saheb in time.
21
From Jamnalal Bajaj, Gopuri, Wardha,
to Mohandas Gandhi,
December 30, 1941
I have received your letter dated 27-12-41 and today I received Kanubhai’s letter.
Shri Punamchand Ranka is making all efforts (to organize the A.I.C.C. meeting at Wardha successfully). He
only takes a little advice from me now and then. I have not kept any burden on my mind. With your blessings
everything will go on well.
Shri Haribhauji talked to me in brief about the State’s Peoples’ Conference. Its office could be located at
Sevagram or Wardha only if it is possible to have a responsible full-time secretary, otherwise not. Shri Haribhauji
has decided to take up only the work of the Charkha Sangh Vidyalaya. After consulting Pujya Jajuji, Deshpande
and Radhakrishna I also have given my concurrence.
My definite view is that if it meets with your and Sardarji’s full approval, you keep Balwantrai with you and
have him do this work My own opinion for the present is that sister Rajkumariji should be appointed the General
Secretary. She should be assisted by Balwantrai or someone like Pyarelal. Then alone is the work likely to
progress well, that is to your satisfaction.
I for one do not want to hold any position. However, if it is decided to have the office in Wardha or Sevagram I
shall be able to help with my advice and to some extent in making arrangements for finance. Otherwise, even that
little help seems beyond my present capacity.
I am really not able to understand why Janmabhumi has written this way about me. At first I thought that it
was all a fabrication of theirs based on hearsay and because, among other things, I was not able to attend the
Working Committee meeting. I have written to Keshavdevji in Bombay to find out the facts and write to me. I was
even thinking of serving a notice on them. I received telephone calls and enquiries from many quarters. For no
reason, anxiety was caused in my circle of friends.
I hear that they have apologized or expressed regret in yesterday’s issue. I have not see it so far. I have peace of
mind and my work is going on well.\fn{ Jamnalal Bajaj died on February 11, 1942. This is the last letter of his printed in this
book:H}
245.151 Excerpt from The Science Of The Soul: “The Wonderful House In Which We Live”\fn{by Maharaj Sardar
Bahadur Jagat Singh (1884-1951)} Nussi, Jalandar District, Punjab State, India (M) 5
Have we ever given thought to our body? How wonderful is the twelve-storied house in which we live? What
treasures lie hidden in it? What “gems of purest rays serene” this “dark, unfathomed cave” (the body) holds?
The answer is generally in the negative. Is it not surprising that we have never cared to look inside the house in
which we have been living for such a long time? We spend some time daily in looking after its outer cleanliness
and appearance. In fact, some of us spend far too much time in trying to beautify “this muddy vesture of decay”
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and have never tried to find out what wonders lie hidden within. Thus we are absolutely ignorant of our
possessing a mine of truly precious diamonds. Guru Nanak says:
In this cave lie inexhaustible treasures,
And the Infinite Creator too resideth therein.
In some He keepeth hidden.
And revealeth Himself in others
Who kill their ego by means of Guru’s Shabd.

Kabir says:
Within this muddy vessel
There are beautiful gardens and the Gardener too;
There are gems and rubies, and their connoisseur;
There are seven oceans, nine million stars and their Creator;
Within it also is our Master;
But what an utter darkness!
That nobody sees them.

Bulleh Shah, a Mohammedan Mystic, says:
When I learned the lesson of Love,
My mind rebelled against church and mosque.
I entered the real Temple of the Lord
Where a thousand instruments played.
I found my Beloved in my house.

This body of ours is the epitome of the universe, a microcosm that holds the macrocosm within it. Hindu sages
have called it nar naraini neh, the body that holds man and God within it. Sikh gurus have named it har mandir,
God’s Temple. Guru Nanak says: “This body is the real Temple of God.” Christ refers to it as: “The Temple of the
Living God” and says: “The kingdom of God is within you.”
In fact, all the saints and sages who have made research in the realms of soul and matter have come to the
conclusion that our body contains everything, namely, all that we see in this world of phenomena as well as that
which remains hidden in the world beyond.
They also claim that God can be realized only within the body, and if anyone desires to visit the subtle, astral
and spiritual regions, he must search within himself. The Supreme Artist’s real handiwork can be seen within only.
Whatever exists outside is sham. The reality of the body and of the entire macrocosm can be seen clearly and
distinctly nowhere else except within ourselves. Guru Nanak says:
Within this house is everything;
Nothing is without.
Those who seek outside are in delusion.

Now let us make some research in the secret chambers of this house, about which Jesus Christ says: “In my
Father’s house are many mansions.”\fn{ Jesus’ did not say this about the human body, but about Paradise; the sentence is
commonly understood as affirming that in heaven there is ample room to receive all who will come; that therefore the disciples might be
sure that they would not be excluded}

*
Hindu Sages refer to this body of ours as a “house with nine doors”. Sometimes it is referred to as a “house of
ten gates”. Nine gates open outward, through which our energies are dissipated. The tenth gate opens the Way to
the Palace of the Lord within. The nine doors comprise our two eyes, two ears, two nostrils, the mouth and the
two lower outlets. The tenth is in the center behind the two eyes. It is called Tisra Til, Shiv Netar or the Third Eye.
The Mohammedan Saints call it Nukta-i-Swaida.
A study of the inner structure of this house will reveal that it contains twelve stories, which can be divided into
two parts. The part below the eyes is called Pinda. It contains six chakras and extends up to the eyes. Above the
eyes we have Anda and Brahmanda as well as the higher regions, which make up the second part.
Yogis enter the body from the lowest chakra, called the Mul Adhar, and stop at the eye centre, which they
consider the last and the highest region.
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The Saints teach us to start from the eye centre, which is the headquarters of the mind and the soul in the
waking state. The Saints show us how to rise from this point up to Sat Loka, the fifth region above the eyes. They
save their disciples the drudgery of going down and then treading the tedious, long, dreary and perilous maze of
the Khat Chakras, Kanwals, Centers or Plexuses:
*
The first chakra, called Mul Adhar, is at the rectum. Its lord or ruling deity is Ganesh, the god with the
elephant head. He is the lord of all the ridhis and sidhis. Those desirous of attaining this stage, concentrate their
attention at this centre and, repeat “Kilyang, Kilyang” ten million times.
On reaching this stage the practitioner becomes the master of many sidhi shaktis (miraculous and supernatural
powers). His will power becomes so strong that if he orders a fast running train to stop it cannot move an inch
further.
This center has four petals. Its color is reddish. Prithvi (earth) is the dominant element (tattwa) here. It is the
reflection of the four-petaled lotus behind the eye center in the upper part. It is subject to change and dissolution.
At the time of our death, when the current of our spirit begins to withdraw from the body, this is the first center to
be affected. When our soul leaves the eye center, we are dead to the world but fully conscious within. Our ideal is
to attain eternal Liberation, to be one with the Immortal, Everlasting Lord of lords, Who is without beginning and
without end and Whose Abode neither Pralaya nor Maha Pralaya can reach.
*
The Swad Asthan Chakra is the genital center. This lotus has six petals. Its color is whitish black. Water is the
chief tattwa here and “Onkar” is the word. Brahma (this should not be confused with Brahm, the presiding deity
at Trikuti, which is the second Spiritual region and is in Brahmand, above the eye center) and Savitri are the
ruling deities of this centre. Their function is to mould physical bodies for the material world, in the same manner
as a potter moulds earthenware. This chakra is the reflection of the six-petaled lotus in Anda.
*
The Mani Purak is the third chakra and it is located at the navel ganglion. This kanwal or lotus has eight petals.
Vishnu and Lakshmi are the presiding deities. They are the Nourishers and look after the maintenance of the body.
Fire is the active tattwa, and its color is light red. “Hiryang” is the recitation of this place.
*
The Hirday chakra, the fourth center has twelve petals and is located at the heart center. It is the storehouse of
the pranas, the vital energy in the breath. Shiva resides here with his consort. Parbati. Their duty is the dissolution
of life. Air is the ruling tattwa here and blue is the color of this centre. The recitation at this place is “Sohung”.
*
The Kanth chakra, which is a sixteen-petaled lotus is the fifth center and is located at the throat. The presiding
deity is Ashtangi (the goddess with eight arms), the mother of the three lower gods, Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva,
who derive their power from her. She is known by many other names, such as Shakti, Durga, etc. Darkish blue is
the color here, and akash (ether) is the tattwa. “Shiriyang” is the name repeated at this center.
*
Do Dal Kanwal (two-petaled lotus) is the sixth center, between the two eyes. It is called Shiv Netar, Tisra Til or
Third Eye. This is the headquarters of our soul and mind during the waking state. From this point the currents of
our soul have come down and spread throughout our whole body in every cell and hair.
*
This is as far as the Khat chakras can take the soul. Pranayam cannot take one beyond this stage for the reason
that the pranas, the energies in the breath, which form the vehicle used for ascent, merge in the chidakash (sky
within) at this stage.
Near the sacral plexus and associated with the function of reproduction is the nadi, the Royal Vein called
Kundalini, which lies coiled like a serpent. This is the root of all the nadis. From it twenty-four smaller nadis
spring forth, which support the body. Out of these ten carry the pranas to different parts of the body. Among
these, Ida, Pingla and Sushmana are the major nadis, which control the breath. They reach only as far as the Shiv
Netar, the Tisra Til, near the eyes. The progress of those who follow pranayam (the practice of rhythmic
breathing), stops at Tisra Til, where these nadis end and the pranas merge in chidakash, the place of their origin.
No power can carry one further than its origin. From here, some realize their plight and take the help of the
three canals or streams of the gunas and manage to reach the origin of the gunas, which is Sahalis Dal Kanwal.
This is the first chakra of Brahmand, whence the Way of the Saints begins.
*
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The first chakra of Brahmand, called Sahansrar, has one thousand petals. From here the management of
Triloki, the three worlds, is carried on. It is the seat of Triloki Nath, Narain, Niranjan, God of most religions, or
the Lord of the three worlds. Kabir Sahib has similarly given a detailed description of the various kanwals in his
well known poem Kar-nainon-didar mahal men piara hai. He says:
See your beloved (the Lord) with your own eyes. He is within you. To do so, you will have to abstain from
intoxicants and animal food as well as falsehood, lust, anger and avarice.

Adopt, in their place, chastity, contentment, humility and forgiveness. Thereafter you should perform the
practice of Dhoti, Neti and Vasti and, seated in Padam Asan, do Kumbhak and Rechak.
To realize your object, concentrate first on the Mool chakra (ganglion). There the recitation should be
“Kilyang” and the four-petaled lotus of red color will be seen. God Ganesh is the Presiding Deity, and one gets
innumerable supernatural and miraculous powers there.
Above that is the “pleasure” center which has a six-petaled lotus. God Brahma and goddess Savitri are the
presiding deities. The recitation here is that of “Onkar”. The procreation of the world is the function of this Deity.
Beyond this is the eight-petalled lotus at the navel, the centre of god Vishnu, attained by recitation of
“Hiryang”.
It has from above the support of god Shiva and goddess Parbati, the presiding deities of the twelve- petalled
lotus in the heart centre. The recitation is “Sohang”.
Above this is the goddess Avidya in the throat centre seated on a sixteen-petaled lotus, which is attained by
reciting “Shiriyang”. From here Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva derive their powers.
If you go up further, you will come to the two-petaled lotus behind the eyes. Universal mind rules from here.
*
Kabir says that he has described in detail the various ganglia which are all within this physical body. If,
however, you wish to realize the Endless, Deathless and the Everlasting Supreme Lord (Satnam), you should
contact a True Master and listen to His satsang. He alone can guide you within.
Shut your eyes, ears and mouth, and listen. By carrying out His directions, hear the sweet melody of subtle
Anhad Shabd (sound) and behold the transcendent light.
By continuous practice, and under His guidance, you will be able to cross the various stages above the eyes
and realize Him—the Supreme Lord of all. Kabir says further that the centers within the physical body below the
eyes are mere reflections of the centers above the eyes and are subject to dissolution. Swami Ji says: “Of the
physical body I describe the details of Lotuses, of which there are twelve in all.
The first lotus is where Ganesh presideth.
In the second Immaculate Brahma resideth.
The third doth gleam with Vishnu’s luminosity.
In the fourth are found both Shiva and Shakti.
Jiv-Atma doth rule over the Lotus fifth.
While Parm-Atma hath sway over the sixth.
In the seventh lotus Kal hath his might.
He manifesteth there his spiritual light.
The eighth Lotus lieth in Trikuti,
Where sun of Brahm shineth forth brilliantly.
The ninth Lotus taketh us to Daswan Dwar.
Par-Brahm liveth there quite afar.
Lotus Achinta is found in Maha Sunn;
In the whole series it is the tenth one.
In Bhanwar-gupha see thou Lotus eleventh.
And the twelfth glisteneth is Sach Khand.
The first six centers adorn the Pind,
The next three ornament Brahmand;
The highest three nobody knoweth.
To these regions the saint alone goeth.
In the six centers do yogis sojourn,
Up to the ninth yogeshwars have gone.
Pind and Brahmand do both end here.
Yogis and gianies no further go, dear.
None doth know the secret beyond.
The last three only the Saints adorn.
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Some say six and others say nine,
And within these most faiths do pine.
Further than this only saints do lead,
The few that reach there are blest indeed.
He alone is the Saint Supreme,
Who can the twelfth center redeem.

Now the only question to be decided is, which of the twelve mansions should be selected as one’s final
objective? At the time of pralaya (dissolution), the eight chakras up to Brahm (the second in the upper six) are
destroyed. All who fail to cross the region of Brahm have to return and be born in the world again. In fact, this is
the case with all who have not reached Sach Kand. Lord Krishna in Gita (Chapter II, stanza 45) says:
O Arjuna! Vedas are concerned with the objects born of three gunas (they deal only with creation, sustenance and
dissolution of the world). Be thou above these three gunas. Free thyself from the pairs of opposites, abide in Eternal
Truth, detach thyself from worldly possessions and become the master of thy mind.

Further on, in stanza 46, he says:
The value of the Vedas to a Brahman (an intelligent, well-read person; the highest of the four castes; the priestly
class) is what a small pool of water would be to one who resideth with water all around him.

Similarly, all the regions below Sach Khand (eleven in number) are effaced at the time of maha pralaya
(Grand Dissolution). Only Sach Khand, the Sat Lok is permanent, eternal and deathless. Guru Nanak says:
“Nirankar resides in Sach Khand.” This is the only region where dissolutions and grand dissolutions do not reach.
*
Thus the human body has twelve chambers, divided into two major parts—the Pind and the Brahmand—each
containing six chambers. The lower six are presided over by gods and goddesses, whose function is to serve the
soul in various capacities. They are all subject to dissolution, although they last longer than the material body. So,
none of them is worthy of being our Ideal or Goal. Only Sat Lok should be sought and attained.
It may be necessary to point out there that saints explain the relative positions of various stages and regions
along the Path, and the functions of their ruling deities, not with the intention of disparaging the teachings leading
to the intermediary stages. In fact the saints never speak ill of anyone. They are all love and they love all. But, as
they come into this world for the purpose of showing sincere seekers the way back to their True Home, it is
necessary that the relative positions of different regions and their rulers be explained so that the seekers may not
be misled into thinking that one of the regions, above this one but below the highest, is his True Home.
Each region is so superior to everything below it that, unless the seeker has been correctly informed, he will
think it to be the highest region and will have no desire to go further. In that case he may become so engrossed in
the pleasures of the region that he may get stuck up there until dissolution or even grand dissolution, depending
upon the height of the region attained, overtakes him. Such will again have to go through the cycle of births and
deaths, sometimes even in species lower than the human form, until they have again accumulated sufficient good
karmas to receive the great gift of a human body.
The Saints tell us that since it is only in human form that one can begin the real Spiritual Journey, why not start
now?
*
On the other hand, if one knows beforehand that regions between this world and the highest are but stops on
the way, he will not rest until he reaches his True Home of Eternal Peace and Happiness, from which he need
never return. This duty lies heavily on the saints and they have to perform it in a manner so as to enlighten the true
seekers.
In singing the glory of Sach Khand as the highest Spiritual Region and in emphasizing the greatness of Sat
Purush as the Highest Lord and Supreme Creator, their object is to give full and true information about the Lord.
Saints have no personal motive in making these statements. Their sole purpose is to shed light on the high
status of the soul and its relation to the Supreme Being. Then we realize that there is no individual soul but that all
is “He” in various states of consciousness. We aim to reach the highest state, which is God-Realization.
We are now involved in duality, mine and thine, good and bad, and the like, but the Saints teach us how to rise
above all this and realize our own highest state of consciousness. Thus, when they point out the stages and their
rulers on the way, it is like showing us a road map that indicates the transit stops en route [to] our Destination.
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Therefore, we should not be content to settle down until we reach our real Home. This is what the Saints tell us as
clearly as it can be told in mortal language. In doing so, they are simply reminding us not to forget our Goal.
Our body may be likened to a precious sandalwood forest, which we can exchange for millions of rupees
(spiritual values) but we, in our ignorance, reduce it to charcoal in the fires of the five passions. The following
anecdote aptly illustrates this point:
*
A poor old man lived in a forest and eked out his living by making charcoal from scraps of wood and selling it.
One time, as a reward for rescuing a king who had lost his way in the forest, the poor man was given a beautiful
grove full of the most fragrant type of sandalwood trees.
These trees were of a special quality from which very expensive and rare perfume was made. One of these
trees, in its natural state and without any effort on the part of the old man, alone was worth more than the poor
man could have earned during the rest of his life by producing and selling wood as charcoal.
Of course the poor old man was very happy over this gift but did not realize what a great fortune was bestowed
on him. So, in order to make a living, he resorted to making charcoal out of the sandalwood trees and selling it in
the market for a pittance.
After a long time the king happened to pass that way again and noticed that the most valuable grove had been
reduced to ashes, also that the old man was in the same poor condition as before. When the king inquired as to
what had happened, the old man related that he had been earning his living by making charcoal from the trees.
The king then asked him if he had any of the sandalwood left. The old man replied that he had nothing except a
small piece, perhaps, one or two feet long. The king told him to go to the same bazaar where he had been selling
the charcoal and sell this piece of wood without first turning it into charcoal.
There were some wealthy people in the bazaar who noticed the excellent quality and rare fragrance of this
piece of sandalwood. Recognizing its value, they all wanted to buy it. The result was that the old man earned
hundreds of rupees out of that one small piece of sandalwood. He returned to the king with the money, and the
king said:
“You have not appreciated the value of this wood. Had you appreciated it, you could have earned millions
instead of the paltry sum you did by selling it as charcoal, and that too after going through the unnecessary labor
of first making charcoal out of it.”
On realizing his mistake, the old man asked the king for another such gift that he might make proper use of it.
The king replied that such a gift is bestowed only once in a lifetime.
*
In the same way, the true value of the human body is realized after death, when man regrets that he has
squandered his most precious possession. The result is that he has to go to hell or to lower births. Similarly the
Bible says that we are selling our birthright for a mess of pottage.
Thus we should choose that Path which is safest, shortest, easiest and of highest reach. Such a Path is SuratShabd Yoga.
The Path through the lower chakras, you have seen, is so long, tedious and hazardous that it took the followers
thousands of years of intense hard work to reach only up to Sahans Dal Kanwal. Moreover, that was the dharma
(duty) of past yugas. In the first place, the span of life is not as long now as it was then; besides, who can now
undergo the rigors and painful severity of those sadhanas (spiritual disciplines)?
The Path of the Saints is so easy that from a child to an old man—men, women, healthy or sick—all can
follow it without trouble. You are not to change your religion or renounce the world, nor even alter your mode of
living. There are no rites, rituals or ceremonies to be observed. Only you have to give two or three hours daily to
your most important duty, which is devotion to God. A True Master will teach you technique of Surat Shabd Yoga,
which enables you to hear the Voice of God. …
262.41 Who Will Care To Visit My Grave When I Am Gone?\fn{by Sughra Humayun Mirza (1884-1954)}
Hyderabad, Andhra Pradesh State, India (F) -1
Why will care to visit my gave when I am gone?
Only the wind will raise its dust when I am gone.
*
No one knew my worth while I was alive;
No one will shed tears for me when I am gone.
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*
The regret remains that my people ignored me,
But a voice will rise in protest from my grave when I am gone.
*
During my life I found no return, no reward.
Lord! May my work find acceptance when I am gone.
*
My last wish is this, that those who care for me
May strew a few flowers on my grave when I am gone.
242.118 Excerpt from In The Legislature Of Those Days\fn{by R. V. Krishna Ayyar (1884-after 1956)} Salem?, Salem
District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 8
After eleven years of service as a District munsif in various parts of the State, I became Assistant Secretary, to
the Government of Madras in the Law Department on the twelfth July 1921.
I had not applied for that appointment and it came to me as a surprise. There had been various suggestions on
the part of legislators and judicial officers of those days that secretariat appointments should be open not only to
officers in the Executive branch, of the Provincial Civil Service but also to officers in the Judicial branch.
Afterwards, I learnt that my appointment to the Secretariat was due to Sir K. Srinivsa Ayyangar, who was then the
Law Member of the Government of Madras. He was Vice-Chancellor of the Madras University and my name had
constantly come up before the Syndicate of the Madras University in connection with the selection of examiners
for the F.L., B.L., and M.L. Examinations of the University. That was why he seems to have picked me out for
appointment to the Law Secretariat. I think that I was the first judicial officer to be selected for a Law
Examinership in the University, and the first judicial officer to be appointed to an administrative office in the
Secretariat.
The constitutional reforms known as the Montagu-Chelmsford reforms had come into force at the end of 1920.
The First Legislative Council under those reforms had been inaugurated by the Duke of Connaught, a paternal
uncle of the King on 12th January 1921. But its first sitting for the transaction of business had been on 12 th
February 1921. My connection with the Secretariat thus commenced within a few months of the commencement
of the work of that council.
*
In those days the Assistant Secretary to the Law Department was also Assistant Secretary to the Legislative
Department of Government which was a kind of liaison department between the Government and the Legislature.
It was through the Legislative Department that all correspondence between the Legislative Council office and
the Government passed. Provincial autonomy had not yet come and the Government had larger powers over the
Legislature than now. So, the Assistant Secretary in the Legislative Department had intimate connection with the
working of the Legislature.
He had a very important part to play in the making of the rules of procedure and standing orders of the
Legislature of those days, and in coordinating the work of the various departments of Government vis a vis the
Legislative Council. From the commencement, I was in intimate official connection with Sir P. Rajagopalachariar
who was the first President of the Legislative Council, and Diwan Bahadur L.D. Swamikannu Pillai who was its
first Secretary.
The Madras Legislative Council of those days differed from the present Madras Legislature in several
important respects—in its structure, in its actual composition, in its functions and in its procedure. At that time,
there were no two houses but only one house and that was called the Legislative Council. That House was at the
commencement of its life presided over by a nominated President—who was, as already stated, Sir P.
Rajagopalachariar.
In the Council before the Montford Reforms, there did not exist even a separate nominated President, because
the Governor himself used to preside and in his absence the Vice-President of the Executive Council of those
days, who was generally the first member of the Executive Council. The system of nominated President continued
for four years after the inauguration of the Montford Reforms, and it was only in January 1925 that the council
elected its first elected President.
Until 1937, the Presiding Officer was not even called the Speaker. The British Government was afraid that the
designation of the Presiding Officer as Speaker would attract to that office the spirit of independence, the dignity
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and the prestige which are associated with the office of Speaker of the Parliament of the United Kingdom and
would indirectly clothe the local legislature with the importance of a Dominion Parliament.
Though the Andhra State had not yet became separate, the total number of members of the Legislative Council
was near 130 only, whereas the present Legislative Assembly of the separated Madras State alone consists of 231
members while the present Legislative Council, the second chamber, has 51 members.
The Legislative Council consisted of: (1) the four members of the Executive Council ex-officio: (2) ninetyeight members elected by various constituencies, and, (3) nominated members, whose number varied from
twenty-nine at the commencement to thirty-four later, of whom nineteen were officials.
In addition to these ordinary members, the Governor had powers to nominate to the Legislative Council two
special members for each legislative measure. The result was that the Council was not wholly elected, but only
partially so but had a clear majority of elected members.
The constituencies which elected the elected members were not only general territorial constituencies but
included (1) communal constituencies like Muhammadan, Indian, Christian, European and Anglo-Indian, and (2)
special constituencies like Landholders, University, Planters, Chambers of Commerce, Trades Associations and
the Nattukottai Nagarathars.\fn{A prominent caste of traders, mercantile bankers and moneylenders who originated in Tamil Nadu
State, but are now to be found in some 52 countries } These special communal and special constituencies no longer exist. In
those days, even in territorial constituencies, there were seats reserved for non-Brahmins. Now no reservation
exists for non-Brahmins as such, and it was always unnecessary, as the non-Brahmins formed an overwhelming
majority of the electors and it was absurd to reserve seats for a: majority.
In none of the elections which were held under the scheme then in existence did a non-Brahmin come to the
council under the system of reservation. The communal electorates and the reservation of seats for non-Brahmins
were part of the Divide and Rule policy of the British Government. Now-a-days, reservation exists only for
scheduled castes and scheduled tribes in the Legislative Assembly. In the old days, these got representation in the
Legislature mostly through nomination by the Governor.
The number of electors was very much less than now, because franchise was not adult as now, but was based
on property qualifications or a university degree or military service. At the same time, as the number of seats in
the Legislature was less than now, the territorial extent of the electorates was greater than now.
*
Women were disqualified for the franchise. There was however a provision in the electoral rules that after one
month’s notice, a resolution could be moved in the Legislative Council recommending to the Government that the
sex disqualification may be removed wholly or in part, and that the local government may then make suitable
regulations for their enfranchisement. It must be said to the credit of the Madras Legislative Council that in its
very first session, on 1st April 1921, it resolved in favor of the removal of the sex disqualification for franchise and
on a subsequent occasion it removed the sex disqualification for election as a member.
Perhaps it would be interesting to mention that when the resolution for removing the sex disqualification for
the franchise was under discussion, Mr. (now Sir) Md. Usman spoke against it, though at the time of voting he
stated that he did not want to stand in the way of other communities if they wanted it.
The Council was thus not only smaller, but had an interesting assortment of different kinds of members, who
being elected by numerically smaller but territorially wider electorates were naturally of a higher intellectual
caliber than at. present. I have only to mention a few of the names of the members of the first Legislative Council
to prove this point.. The first Council consisted among others of:
P. Kesava Pillai of Gooty; A. Subbaroyalu Reddi; the Rjah of Panagal; K.V. Reddi; P. Thigaraya Chetty; O.
Thanika chalam Chetty; U. Rama Rao; L.A. Govindaragavier; A. Ranganatha Mudaliar; P. Siva Rao; A.
Ramaswami Mudaliar; B. Muniswami Nayudu; T.A. Ramalinga Chetty; Diwan Bahadur Seshagiri Rao Pautulu;
Diwan Bahadur M. Ramachandra Rao; Diwan Bahadur M. Krishna Nair; P.T. Rajan; T.C. Srinivasa Iyengar;
C.V.S. Narasimha Raju; R.K. Shanmugam Chetty; Md. Usman; T. Richmond; P. Subbaroyan; the Rajah of
Ramnad (the father of the present Rajah of Ramnad); M.C. Rajah; E.M. Macphail; C.P. Ramaswamy Iyer; S.
Srinivasa Iyengar; Dewan Bahadur R. Venkatarathnam; M.Ct. Muthia Chetty; Sir James Simpson; Mr. A.T.
Congreve.
A more brilliant galaxy of legislators, it is impossible to imagine. There were several Europeans both official
and non-official in the Council. And they were men of great business or administrative experience.
*
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As regards functions and procedure which are closely interconnected, our present constitution is federal and
not unitary. The functions of government are not concentrated at one point but are distributed between the Centre
and the States. So far as State functions are concerned our legislature is now autonomous. But in 1921, the
Constitution of India was unitary though under the Devolution Rules some subjects had been classified as
Provincial subjects. Even as regards such provincial subjects, some were reserved while only the rest were
transferred. It was only the transferred subjects that were in charge of Ministers, who were in a way responsible to
the Provincial Legislature, while as regards the reserved subjects they were in charge of members of an Executive
Council which was not so responsible.
But the Center had the power of legislating even in respect of provincial subjects and such legislation prevailed
over any provincial legislation regarding them. The result was that while the powers of the state Legislature were
limited by the superior powers of the Center, the state Legislature had less powers of control over the reserved
subjects than over the transferred subjects.
*
The usual items of business that come up before a legislature are Bills, Financial Business, Resolutions and
Questions.
As regards Bills, the Governor had the extraordinary power of killing a bill or an amendment to it by certifying
that a Bill or any clause of it or an amendment to it would affect the safety or tranquility of his province or any
part of it or any other province, and directing that no proceedings shall be taken in respect of the Bill, clause or
amendment. This veto on the ground of safety or tranquility of the State applied both to transferred and reserved
subjects. As regards reserved subjects, he had the further power to recommend a Bill in a particular form on the
ground that it was essential for the discharge of his responsibility for the subject; and then whether the council
passed or rejected it or made amendments to it, he could sign it in the form recommended by him and it became
law in that form.
As regards the budget also, he had similar powers. In cases of emergency, and on the ground of the safety or
tranquility of the province, or for the carrying on of any department he could himself without reference to the
Legislative Council authorize any expenditure. This applied both to reserved and transferred subjects.
As regards reserved subjects, he could restore any budget demand or any item of the budget demand which had
been rejected by the Legislative council but which in his opinion was essential for the discharge of his
responsibility for the subject.
These powers were not mere paper powers but were freely exercised by him.
As regards resolutions, though a resolution was defined as a motion for the purpose of discussing a matter of
general public interest, there was a rule which expressly stated that “every resolution shall be in the form of a
specific recommendation addressed to the Government”. Motions worded in the form of expressions of opinion or
decisions of the Council and even motions of “no confidence” in the Ministers were unprovided for and were of
doubtful admissibility.
When at the commencement of the second Legislative Council in November 1923 i.e., three years after the
Reforms, Mr. C.R. Reddi brought forward a motion of no confidence against the Panagal Ministry, there was lot
of Secretariat noting as to its admissibility and finally it was the wisdom of Sir P. Rajagopalachariar who was then
President, and the parliamentary experience of Lord Willingdon who had been Government Chief Whip in the
House of Commons, that enabled its admission—and even then only in the form of a humble address to the
Governor starting with the words, “May it please Your Excellency”; procedure for which it was found there was a
provision in the Standing Orders.
*
Both as regards resolutions and what care called adjournment motions for discussing definite matters of urgent
public importance, the Governor had the power of disallowing them inter alia on the ground that they could not be
moved without detriment to the public interest.

*
On 15th October 1924 Mr. Satyamurthi made an urgent adjournment motion to discuss what was then known as
the Imperial Bank Fraud Case.
Now, an adjournment motion passes four or five stages before it is discussed. First the President consents to its
being moved in the House. Then the member concerned moves it in the House. Then the President rules that it is
in order or not. If he rules that it is in order, he asks whether any member objects to it. If objection is raised, he
asks the members who are in favor of its discussion to rise in their places. If the requisite number stand up, he
fixes a time for its discussion and then it is discussed. In the case of the motion in question, even before the
527

President held it to be in order, Sir C.P. Ramaswami Iyer said that he had in his hands a message of the Governor
and would deliver it at the proper time.
As a fact, immediately after it had been ruled to be in order by the President and the requisite number of
members had stood in support of it, Sir C.P. Ramaswami Iyer announced that the Governor had disallowed it. As
the Governor was not present in Madras at the time, the orders of disallowance must have been obtained by the
Government in anticipation of its being moved!
Even as regards questions, there was a rule which stated that if any question arose whether a question was or
was not admissible under one of the rules, the Governor should decide the point and his decision was final. He
had also a right to give a final decision on the point whether any matter related to a reserved or to a transferred
subject.
The Governor had another very important power in his hands. It was only he that could determine how many
days should be allotted in the council for the business of non-official members and even what those days should
be. At present these are determined by the rules made by the House.
Lastly the Houses of the Legislature have now all the privileges of the House of Commons and one of the
privileges is the power of commitment for contempt of the House, or its Speaker. In the old days the Council had
no such privileges, and the only privilege which it possessed under the Government of India Act of those days
was the unlimited freedom of speech inside the House and nothing more.
There was therefore no room for Privilege motions which loom so large in the present Legislature. There were
some other differences of procedure also. But it is sufficient if these are remembered as these will explain some of
the incidents which I shall refer to in the course of these lectures.
*
After the first elections were over, Lord Willingdon appointed a Ministry chosen from a party which had been
newly formed in this State on a purely communal basis viz.., the Justice Party. Sir P. Theagaroya Chetty was the
acknowledged leader of the party. Born in the year 1852, he was nearly sixty-eight years old at the time and was a
highly respected citizen of Madras City. He was a prominent industrialist, was a trustee of Chengalvaroya
Naicker’s. Charities, and had been a member of the Madras Corporation for several years and its first non-official
President. Along with Dr. T.M. Nair, he was the founder of the non-Brahmin movement under the name of the
Justice Party.
Lord Willingdon asked him to form the first Ministry in Madras, but he chose to remain the non-official leader
of the party and advised the Governor to call upon Mr. A. Subbaroyalu Reddi, a lawyer of Cuddalore to form the
Ministry, and Mr. Subbaroyalu Reddi did so. Mr. Subbaroyalu Reddi however died not long afterwards and on his
death, the Rajah of Panagal was made the Chief Minister of the Madras Council of Ministers.
On a later occasion, Lord Willingdon himself stated that his choice of a communal Ministry was deliberate and
intentional and was made in spite of strong warnings to the contrary. It is evident therefore that he must have had
a. strong motive in doing so. That motive must have been to curtail the political influence of the Brahmans who
were becoming as politicians a very troublesome thorn on the side of the British bureaucracy; and as officials,
rival claimants with ever increasing right on their side to higher posts in Government service as against the
Europeans. The Montford Report had stated:
The policy of His Majesty’s Government … is that of the increasing association of Indians in every branch of the
administration and the gradual development, of self-governing institutions, with a view to the progressive realization of
responsible government in India as an integral part of the British Empire.

Responsible Government to be real required the action and interaction of parties based on political principles
and programmes, the rule by the majority party, its criticism by the minority party and the possibility of the
minority becoming a majority by appeals, both in and outside the Legislature, to reason and to the superiority of
its programme. A Government based on caste could never be a responsible Government in this sense, as caste is
by birth and cannot be changed by argument or conviction on governmental measures.
*
If the intention of the Governor had been merely to have a Ministry loyal to the British Government and
opposed to the extremist section of the Congress which, under the leadership of Mahatma Gandhj, was then
coming more and more into prominence, he could well have formed an excellent Council of Ministers composed
of members of all castes on the basis of their political complexion, and chosen from among the moderate
politicians some of whom were at that time distinctly more famous in public life than the gentlemen whom he did
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actually choose. Such a selection would have been in keeping with the policy of rallying the moderates which the
liberal statesman Lord Morley had approved of about twelve years previously when he was Secretary of State for
India, and which had since continued to be the policy of the British Government in India till then.
In fact after the general elections in 1920, many people believed that the claims of great moderate politicians
like Mocherla Ramachandra Rau, L.A. Govindaraghava Ayyar, A.S. Krishna Rau, T.M. Narasimhacharlu, T.A.
Ramalinga Chetty, M. Krishnan Nair, and several others—all well known politicians who had made a mark in
public life—were incapable of being overlooked. It was not at all difficult to select three capable Ministers from
among them.
But yet the Governor went out of the way and chose a purely communal Ministry.
It is true that the newly formed party from which the Ministry was chosen was strongly supporting the
Government and opposing the Congress. Dr. C. Natesa Mudaliar, a member representing the City of Madras, was
a prominent member of that party. On 15th March 1923, criticizing the so-called unsympathetic attitude of some
European members of the Legislative Council to non-Brahmin demands for appointments, he said:
I cannot understand the attitude of some of the Europeans. When India was seething with sedition, when the very
British Rule in India was almost shaken, the non-Brahmins of our .province came to the rescue of the Government. As
far as our province is concerned, the non-Brahmins assisted the British Government in laying the foundation of the
British Empire in India. It is the non-Brahmins who fought the non-cooperators, and it is the non-Brahmins who helped
the Government with men and money to fight their enemies.

It was clear however that the Ministerships were intended as more than a reward for such loyalty: they were
intended as an astute device to break forever the growing unity and national spirit among the people which were
threatening the very basis of British sovereignty in India. The appointment of a communal Ministry and the
encouragement given by the Government to communal differences were a glaring illustration of their policy of
Divide and Rule.
At the end of the first Council in 1923, Lord Willingdon himself said while addressing the council:
We started our work on different principles to that of any other province,\fn{ Author’s note here: Note the words
“different principles”} principles which were much criticized at the time, principles as to which I was gravely warned of
the troubles I was laying up for myself as head of the administration. Thanks to the good will and co-operation of all,
these gloomy prophets have been confounded. (Applause).

The only redeeming feature was that Lord Willingdon appointed a Brahmin—Sir P. Rajagopalachariar—as the
first President of the Legislative Council. He was a seasoned :and trusted bureaucrat who had just retired from
Government Service and must have appeared to the Governor to be thoroughly satisfactory for his purposes. After
all, how can a mere presiding officer of a Legislature affect the Executive administration of Government?
*
Sir P. Rajagopalachariar was one of the most distinguished administrators whom Madras ever produced. He
started official life as a statutory civilian Deputy Collector, and the very fact that in the days when few Indians
could rise to high posts in Government Service, he rose step by step to the post of a District Collector, a
membership of the Board of Revenue and to a membership of the Executive Council, was proof that he was a man
of extraordinary capacity and tact. He acted as a District Judge for some time, and was also the Diwan of
Travancore for a term. Though he was a favorite of the British Government, in the higher posts, he showed
himself to be a fairly independent and patriotic man. When the Public Service Commission (1914) came to
Madras, he was examined as a witness, and then he spoke strongly against the system of appointment by
nomination favored by the British bureaucracy and in support of recruitment by competitive examination favored
by Indian public opinion. When Sir Murray Hammick, a Madras Civilian who had acted as a Governor of Madras
and who was a member of that commission asked him whether it was his opinion that even high British officers
could not be trusted to make proper appointments, he said:
Well, Sir Murray, you know that between our importunity on one side, and your kindness on the other, there was
absolutely no chance for merit.

He commanded great influence with the Governor, Lord Willingdon, who had implicit faith in his correct
judgment and almost always acted on his advice. In the year 1921, the salaries of officers in the Madras Provincial
service were raised considerably and the common belief was that it was due entirely to the good offices of Sir P.
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Rajagopalachariar. As President of the Legislative Council, he brought to the discharge of his duties not only an
unusual amount of knowledge, common sense and tact, but also great good humor and sympathy which made him
honored and loved by all members of the House. Beneath a veneer of out-spoken cynicism he concealed one of
the kindest heart, I have known.
*
The Congress had boycotted the Legislative Council and the non-Brahmins of course formed a majority in the
Council. Communal questions dominated the debates. O. Thanikachellam Chetty who afterwards became a Chief
Judge of the Court of Small Causes, Madras, was a member of the Council representing the Madras City, and was
on most occasions the leader in those debates. On 1 st April 1921, he moved that District munsifs’ appointments
should be taken away from the hands of the High Court and vested in the Government. The subject of Judiciary
was a reserved subject, and the resolution was opposed by the Government. It is however worthwhile to recall
what Sir Lionel Davidson, first member of the Executive Council, who was in charge of the portfolio, said while
speaking on that resolution. He said:
It must be remembered that this Brahmin-non-Brahmin issue has come before the public during quite recent years.
In the days, for instance of Sir George Parker, the issue was under the surface, it had not come up, and in those days the
educational standard of the non-Brahmins was far lowel than it is now. It would therefore not be fair to saddle the High
Court of today with conditions which have arisen from the exercise of patronage of bygone years.

The three points to note in this pronouncement are (I) that the Brahmin-non-Brahmin issue was quite a recent
one, (2) that the Brahmins were not to blame for their then preponderance in Government service and (3) that the
British bureaucracy was in open sympathy with the movement.
The Brahmins were mostly poor. They had no other avenues of employment. They were intelligent and were
traditionally devoted to learning. And when the British Government, for carrying on their own government,
wanted “to prepare a body of individuals for discharging public duties” (to use the language of the Court of
Directors in England in a letter dated 5 th September 1827); and when the British Government in India openly
declared it as its policy to “hold out to those who have taken advantage of the opportunities afforded to them a fair
prospect of employment in the public services”; it was not surprising that the Brahmins made a virtue of necessity
and took to English education and Government Service.
For hundreds of years they had been loved, respected and helped by the remaining communities in India.\fn
{Except, of course, for the Sudras:H } It is a pity that the selfish and ungrateful policy of the British Government—in
first appointing Brahmins to government posts when they required them and none others were available, and then
setting up other communities against them when they began to ask for more and higher appointments in the hope
that, as there were not sufficient numbers of educated men in these other communities, they could keep power in
their own hands for an indefinite period of time—should have been so far successful that even today the hatred
generated then has not subsided, and that in fact it has taken other shapes such as the reviling of our Gods and the
profanation of our sacred literature.
*
On 2nd April 1921, Mr. O. Thanikachalam Chetty moved another resolution regarding “due communal
representation in the Judicial service”. This was passed by a majority. The subject matter of the Resolution was a
subject pertaining to the reserved half of the government, and executive Council members had therefore to vote
against it. There was a recommendation in the Montfort Report that the Ministers should follow the convention of
not opposing the proposals of the executive Council members by speech or vote. The Ministers also therefore
voted against the Resolution. The only other members who voted against the Resolution were two of, the
European members of the council and evidently they did so on account of their policy of supporting the Executive
Council members.
Stalwart nationalists like Mocharla Ramachandra Rao, S. Srinivasa Ayyangar, T.C. Srinivasa Ayyangar, A.S.
Krishna Rao Pantulu, and Dr. U. Rama Rau, were neutral. Being politicians, they dare not go against the current
of the strong non-Brahmin majority in the Council and vote according to their conscience.
*
Again on 5th August 1921, there were a series of resolutions on communal representation in government
service. One of them related to appointment of more non-Brahmins to the Secretariat. I had been appointed to the
Law Secretariat only about a fortnight previously. Mr. O. Thanikachellam Chetty criticized my appointment in
these terms:
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For filling up that newly created post, Mr. Krishna Iyer was selected from amongst the munsifs in the Presidency.
Could no other community man be found for that appointment? … It may be said that the principles on which that
appointment was made were considerations of efficiency … With those who speak of efficiency, it is an article of faith
that efficiency is the monopoly of one community only.

Though I was sorry that my appointment was criticized, it was a consolation to me that it was recognized as
justifiable on the ground of merit and efficiency. The Legislative Council of those days thus became an important
forum for propaganda in favor of the non-Brahmin movement.
*
As I look back on the work of the first legislative council, four other important memories come to my mind.
1. On the 19th November 1921, occurred a tragedy which shocked even the loyal minds of the members of the
Legislative Council who seem to pride themselves on their loyalty to the British Government and on their
opposition to the Congress. In connection with the suppression of what was known as the Malabar Moplah
rebellion, a large number of Moplah prisoners were loaded into a goods wagon\fn{ Railroad car; the British used to call
them “wagons”, and the were very small wooden affairs in the 19 th and early 20th century, commensurate, of course, with the power of the
locomotives pulling them:H} which had no opening whatever for passage of air, at a railway station in the west coast

with a view to their being sent ultimately to a special jail for Moplah prisoners which had recently been
improvised at Bellary. When the train which was carrying these prisoners, arrived at the Coimbatore Railway
Station,\fn{Some 300 miles down the line } heart-rending moans and lamentations and hard breathings were heard from
inside the wagon. And so it was opened. Out of more than one hundred and odd prisoners who had been locked
inside the small wagon, sixty-four were actually found dead, and the rest were in an unconscious and bedazed
condition. Even the Daily Mail of England, a diehard conservative paper, wrote:
The atrocity was committed by some man clothed in the authority of Britain, with the result that in native eyes, we
stand guilty of an infamy as vile as the Black Hole of Calcutta. The man responsible must immediately be identified,
brought to trial without delay and hanged promptly.

The story of the Black Hole of Calcutta is now believed to be a myth and in any case, if it did take place, it
took place not in the civilized 20 th century but in 1757. Feelings ran so high that a member .of the Justice Party
himself, Sir R.K. Shanmugham Cherty moved an adjournment of the business of the House and made one of the
most eloquent and telling speeches ever made in the Council. He was undoubtedly a great master of style. The
motion was carried against the Government.
*
2. The next event I wish to refer to is the Madras Irrigation Bill of Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar. In this connection I
must say that as the Mettur Project was actually taken on hand during the time of Sir C.P. Ramaswami Iyer,
people generally attribute that project to him and overlook the great and decisive preparatory work which Sir K.
Srinivasa Iyengar had done in connection with the scheme. He gave impetus to it, entered into negotiations with
the Mysore darbar in regard to the sharing of the Cauvery Waters, worked out the estimates and approached the
Government of India for sanction. He also drafted a legislative measure which would facilitate the undertaking
and construction of great projects like the Mettur Dam.
As was his wont, he took a good deal of trouble to study up all the case law and the Statute law on the subject
of irrigation, not only in India but in America, and with the assistance of a gentleman called P.T. Srinivasachari—
who was an Under Secretary in the Revenue Department—he drafted an Irrigation Bill. He introduced the Bill in
the Legislative Council and moved for its reference to a Select Committee.
The Bill was however thrown out on 29th January 1923 even at the very first stage. The Bill referred to a.
reserved subject. An Executive Council Member was not responsible to the Legislative Council and was not
bound to resign even if an important Bill of his was rejected. But Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar sent in his resignation
of the Executive Council Membership and insisted on its acceptance by the Governor.
On 28th March 1924, a Land Revenue Settlement Bill of Sir Arthur Knapp was rejected at the first reading, but
Sir Arthur Knapp did not resign his office as member of the Executive Council. When numerous budget demands
for Reserved departments were rejected by the Legislative Council, the Executive Council members concerned
never resigned. The real reason—which from talks with Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar at the time I was able to gather
as the reason which led to his resignation—was that Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar was under the impression that the
then Governor Lord Willingdon had given him the assurance that the Ministers would see that their party allowed
531

the Bill to go before a Select Committee; that when the ministerialist party voted against the Bill, the Governor
should have taken the Ministers, to task; and that when he took no action against them, he felt it his duty himself
to go out.
Lord Willingdon was always saying that the reserved half and the ministerial half of his cabinet constituted a
happy family, and that there were often fruitful consultations between the two halves even on matters which
related to only one of them. When his bill was negatived at the first reading, the pretence of the happy family was
exposed and Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar thought that he was no longer a welcome member of the family.
He had been an awful loser from a financial point of view by continuing as a member of government and that
was also a strong motive for him to give up his job. That this must have been a strong motive was clear from the
fact that almost on the next day after his resignation, he accepted some fat engagements at the Bar.
On the Governor’s side, he was not unwilling to part with Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar because not only was Sir K.
Srinivasa Iyengar too intelligent, too big and too patriotic for him to patronize but because, Sir C.P. Ramaswami
Iyer had by that time become his favorite and he wanted to take him into his cabinet.
*
Montagu and Chelmsford had stated in their Report that Ministers and Executive Council Members should not
openly oppose one another either by their votes or by their speeches in the Council. That was why the ministers
themselves had not opposed the measure of Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar either by vote or speech. But this convention
was not binding on the other members of the Council, and they opposed and voted against it.
At the time of the prorogation of the Council the Governor naturally thought that the subject matter of the
resignation of Sir K. Srinivasa Iyengar was sufficiently important to be referred to in his speech and that the
action of the Ministerialist party required some explanation. He said:
I feel that in fairness to my Ministers, I should inform Honorable Members that they made it quite clear to myself
and other members of my Government that they felt considerable doubt as to whether we should get a majority for the
Bill on its introduction, and I take the fullest responsibility for going forward with the measure, for I hoped and trusted
that Honorable Members would pass the Bill at the first stage, amend it in Select Committee and refrain from taking the
unusual course in regard to an important Government measure of throwing it out on introduction.

This seems to justify Sir K. Srinivasa Ayyangar belief that the Governor encouraged him to proceed with the
Bill.
*
3. The most noteworthy business transacted by the first Legislative Council was however the Madras Hindu
Religious Endowment Bill 1923.
For a long time, the administration of Hindu Religious Endowments in this province had been regarded as
unsatisfactory. A Dharma Rakshana Sabba had been sponsored by no less a person than Sir Subrmania Iyer for the
purpose of protecting religious endowments, and it had in more than one case moved courts for the framing of
schemes for the administration of endowments of temples, or mutts which had become notorious for
maladministration. The late Mr. P.R. Ganapathi Ayyar and others were anxious to have an efficient legislative
measure for the purpose, as the Act of 1863 had proved wholly insufficient for safeguarding: the proper
management of religious endowments. Numerous committees had reported on the subject before, but it was left to
the Rajah of Panagal to take up the question seriously and deal with it successfully. In that task, he had the
invaluable help of the late N. Gopalaswami Iyengar who had been appointed special officer to deal with this piece
of legislation.
It is needless to say that the bill did not have an easy passage in the Council. There was great opposition to it
both inside the House and outside. In the House, there were more than 600 amendments tabled. At the third
reading of the Bill Dr. U. Rama Rao, said:
No legislation in recent times has evoked such universal disapproval and yet no bill has been rushed through in such
hot haste, in the teeth of such opposition, save the Rowlett Bill.

He said that this Bill was worse than the Rowlett Bill as while the Rowlett Bill “was intended to stifle only the
civic liberty of the citizen, this bill affected the very fundamentals of Hindu religion”.
The agility and cool persistency with which the Raja of Panagal piloted the Bill were admirable. His last
words. in moving that the Bill be passed into law were:
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In piloting this Bill, I had but one motto before me. I wanted not to forsake God for the sake of man. If in that attempt, I
have offended any, I crave their pardon. And those who have accepted the Bill in its present form, I thank.

† Statue of Sir Panaganti Ramarayaningar KCIE, (1866-1928), also known as the Raja of Panagal. †
I refer to this Hindu Religious Endowment Bill, not only because it has been hailed as a great achievements of
the Rajah of Panagal but for its importance in Constitutional Law. After the Bill was passed by the Council, it was
sent to the Governor for assent. He returned it with a recommendation to make certain amendments. But before
the Council could consider these amendments it was dissolved.
A new Council was elected and the Governor’s amendments were considered by the new Council on 17-3-24
and passed by it. The Governor then gave his assent to the Bill. The question arose whether a bill which was
passed by the first Council did not lapse on its dissolution and whether its consideration and passing by a newly
elected Council and the subsequent assent given to it by the Governor were valid and had the effect of clothing it
with the authority of Law. The Mahant of Tirupathi and the Pandarasannadhis of Thiruvaduthurai and
Dharmapuram mutts filed suits in the High Court impugning the validity of the Act on these grounds.
According to the practice in the House of Commons, dissolution would beyond doubt put an end to all Bills,
and the King’s assent to a Bill after dissolution would have no effect. But the then Government of India Act
appears to have been not so clear on the point, though Art. 196 of our present constitution makes it somewhat
clearer. On 17-3-24 Sir C.P. Ramaswami Iyer stated in the Council that he had the opinion of not only the
Advocate General of Madras but of probably “one of the highest authorities in the world” on the point and that the
Government was fully satisfied that the second council had full power to reconsider a Bill passed by the first
council.”
In spite of their being armed with the opinion of “one of the highest authorities in the world,” the Government
thought it necessary for the purpose of putting an end to all doubts on the point to bring forward another simple
bill stating that notwithstanding any defects of procedure, the Hindu Religious Endowment Act shall be deemed to
have been duly passed. This validating Bill was duly passed in the second council.
But the Government of India held that such a validating Act was ultra vires of the local legislature. The
procedure of making valid laws had been laid down by an Act of Parliament, to wit the Government of India Act,
and any departure from it could be validated only by an Act of Parliament. A subordinate provincial legislature
could not say that a law passed in defiance of the procedure laid down by Parliament was valid.
This was obvious, and it is remarkable that the point did not strike the Government or the very able lawyers
who were then Law Officers of Government at that time. The result was that the Government had again to bring
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forward the whole Bill as a new Bill and get it reenacted clause by clause by the new council. That reenacted bill
with amendments made to it from time to time has been in force since, and is an illustration of the importance of
procedure in Constitutional Law.
*
4. I shall give another illustration of the importance of procedure that arose in connection with a Madras
Surveys and Boundaries Bill in 1922.
During the progress of the Bill in the Council, various amendments were made in it. At the time of submitting
the Bill for the signature of the President of the Council and then the assent of the Governor, the Secretariat failed,
by a clerical omission, to note one of the amendments, with the result that the Bill assented to by the Governor
and then published in the Gazette was slightly different from the Bill as passed by the Council. The questions
arose firstly whether the mistake could be corrected by the office and the signatures of the President and the
Governor could be obtained afresh to a corrected bill and secondly, if this could not be done, which was the bill
which would prevail—the bill as passed by the Council, or the bill as assented to by the Governor?
As regards the second point, it was obvious that of the two bills, the bill as assented to by the Governor and
published in the Gazette would prevail. On the authorities which were subsequently fully examined, the
conclusion was arrived at, that the mistake could be corrected only by another amending Bill passed in the usual
course by the Legislature. …
238.110 Excerpt from Autobiography\fn{by Rajendra Prasad (1884-1963)} Ziradei, Siwan District, Bihar State, India
(M) 9
1
In a village called Amorha in Uttar Pradesh live a large number of the Kayasthas. Long ago, one Kayastha
family migrated from that village and settled in Ballia. Then a branch of this family moved into Gaya and another
pushed northwards and settled in the village of Zeradel, in the present-day district of Saran, in Bihar. It is to the
latter that I belong. The ancestors who migrated to Zeradei preceded me perhaps by seven or eight generations.
Educated though poor, this family was readily accepted as settlers by the Zeradei villagers who lacked
education. One of the family managed to get employment in the nearby Hathua Raj, which was in those days a
small estate with a modest income. Thus began a connection with Hathua Raj\fn{ The Permanent Settlement (1793),
which established the system of zamindari, was abolished in Bihar State by a land reform measure adopted in 1952. With its enforcement,
the Hatahua Raj and other zamindari estates have ceased to exist} which was to last quite a few generations.

My ancestors lived in thatched huts like the other villagers. In Zeradei, they were the ryots of another big
Kayastha zamindar. To this day, my family has not secured a share in the zamindari of the village though, in
course of time, we acquired zamindaris in several other villages.
Mishri Lal, my grandfather, died at an early age, leaving his only son, Mahadev Sahai, my father, in the care of
Chaudhur Lal, his elder brother. Chaudhur Lal had a son, Jagdev Sahai, and he brought up Mahadev Sahai too as
his own son.
Chaudhur Lal attained a great reputation in Hathua Estate. He rose to the position of dewan\fn{General manager}
and worked in that capacity for more than 25 years. Salaries were not high in those days, and my grand-uncle
received only Rs. 100 a month. But he got free rations, and quite a number of villages were leased out to him by
the Raja and these lands yielded an excellent rice crop, which was a sufficient source of income by itself.
Maharaj Chhatradhari Sahi was on the gaddi those days. He disinherited his son and made his grandson,
Rajendra Pratap Sahi, his heir. He placed such great reliance on Chaudhur Lal that at the time of his death, he
entrusted the welfare of his young grandson to him. The young ruler had to face many a difficult situation and
Chaudhur Lal helped him out of them. Some members of the Raja’s family filed a suit for the inheritance, which
went up to the Privy Council. The Privy Council, however, decided that the Estate was impartible and that the
owner of an impartible Estate had the right to make a will. Rajendra Pratap Sahi’s title to Hathua Estate was thus
upheld.
While the litigation was going on, Rajendra Pratap Sahi’s life was in danger. Chaudhur Lal used to sleep near
his bed and, afraid of the young ruler being poisoned, would even taste his food first.
Not only did Chaudhur Lal thus protect effectively the life of the Raja but he also made considerable
improvements in the administration of the State. By settling people on uncultivated lands and by adopting other
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progressive measures, he raised the income of the State by 300 per cent. The Raja had a great regard for him and,
it is said, as a mark of respect, he never smoked before him.
Chaudhur Lal never oppressed the tenants and they reposed great trust in him. This could be gauged from the
fact that when I toured these parts during the Non-co-operation Movement, old men of the area would welcome
me, particularly because I happened to be the grandson of Chaudhur Lal.
Chaudhur Lal was also able to improve the status of his family. He purchased a zamindari with an income of
about Rs. 7,000 a year. Many of the villages were bought in the names of both of my grandmothers because it was
they who got the paddy—from the zeerat lands in the villages leased to my grandfather—milled and sold and
provided the money for buying the villages.
Chaudhur Lal made arrangements for the education of his son, Jagdev Sahai, and my father, Mahadev Sahai.
The study of English had not yet come into vogue. Perhaps the proposal to send the boys to Chapra for English
education was mooted once or twice, and my uncle did go through a book or two of English, but the Raja did not
encourage the idea, and the two brothers had to content themselves with the study of Persian, which was taught by
the same maulvi who coached the Raja’s son, who later became Maharaj Krishna Pratap Sahi.
After the death of Maharaj Rajendra Pratap Sahi, the administration of the State passed into the hands of the
Court of Wards for some time. As Chaudhur Lal did not know English, he had to relinquish his dewan-ship, and
he thought it derogatory to accept a lower post. This meant a break of a long connection with Hathua Estate.
Leaving Hathua, Chaudhur Lal went to Zeradei. Some time later, he became dewan of Tamukhi Estate, in
Gorakhpur district, but finding the climate unsuitable, he soon quit the post. His last days were spent in Zeradei.
It was in Zeradei, on December 3, 1884 (corresponding to Paush Krishna 1, V.S. 1941) that I was born, the
youngest child in a family of three daughters and two sons. One of my sisters died while yet a child. Bhagvati
Devi, the eldest of the family, became a widow early in life, and has been living with us ever since. The next sister
died without leaving any issue.
Next was my brother, Mahendra Prasad, who was elder to me by eight years. Jagdev Sahai, my uncle, was
elder to my father. He had only one child, a daughter who died at an early age.
2
My eldest sister, Bhagvati Devi, was married into a very well-to-do family. When I was four or five I visited
her place, and one of my childhood impressions is the great pomp and glory in which that family lived. My
brother-in-law was born in a family of six sons and each one of them had an attendant for himself. They lived in a
palatial house and kept fine horses and even a few elephants. Within a few years, before our very eyes, all this
estate, with an income of seventy to seventy-five thousand rupees a year, dwindled and was sold off. My brotherin-law died at our house in Zeradei when I was very young, but I have never forgotten the pathetic wails of the
members of my household.
That was the first occasion when I saw Death face to face, and the scene is still vivid in my memory. Other
childhood impressions are those of the marriages of my second sister and elder brother.
My cousin sister (who was five or six months younger to me) and I were pets of Chaudhur Lal, who used to
play with us whenever he was free. My uncle was managing the zamindari then and often visited Chapra in
connection with the never-ending litigation that always goes with a zamindari. He would also visit my brother
who was studying English there. I still remember how when he was returning, seeing him from afar, we would
run, shouting joyously, towards him, demanding sweets and fruits which he invariably brought with him.
My father also lived in Zeradei and, having little to do with the management of the estate, he spent most of his
time in gardening, of which he was very fond. He planted a lot of trees and even today we possess two mango
orchards raised by him, the delicious fruit of which revive past memories.
He was a scholar of Persian and had some knowledge of Sanskrit too. He was greatly interested in the
Ayurvedic and Unani systems of medicine. He had collected a good many books on these subjects and would
often be seen poring over them for hours on end.
He became thus a good vaidya or kakim without any systematic education. Many used to flock to him for
treatment. To the poor he gave medicines free with the help of a servant whom he kept for dispensing, and for the
rich he wrote out prescriptions. He would neither feel the pulse nor see the patient to diagnose the trouble. He
would prescribe medicines after merely hearing about the symptoms and the patient’s condition. Many were
cured, and this gained him a considerable reputation.
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My father had a fine, well-built body. He was fond of exercise and wrestling from childhood. I remember how,
when I came home from school or college during the vacations, he would swing heavy clubs and show us quite a
few tricks with them, to the delight of us all. He even taught others that art. A fairly good rider, he always kept a
good horse for himself. He taught brother and me to ride, and many were the days when, in the vacation, we
would go out riding in Zeradei.
Rustic games like kabaddi and chikka interested us a great deal, and this interest lasted till we had finished
collegiate education. My brother used to play another game which involved climbing trees. Afraid of climbing
trees, I could never partake in that game. Another regret is that I could not learn swimming, there being no river
near Zeradei.
*
Ours was a strongly built, old-fashioned house with a courtyard inside and with rooms and verandahs running
all round. Each room had only one door and a couple of small ventilators near the roof.
From my very childhood, I got into the habit of going to bed early and waking up before dawn. During the
winter months, when the nights are long, I would wake up rather early and rouse my mother also from sleep. She
would then recite some bhajans. Sometimes she would tell me stories from the Ramayana. These had a deep
influence on me. Stirred by interest, I would often, when lying in bed, coax my mother into reciting more bhajans
and narrating more stories, which she would do till the early morning light trickled in through the ventilator.
In the evening, I would be so drowsy that my mother would put me to bed just after sunset, even before I had
my dinner. In those days, dinner would be ready rather late in the night; sometimes the servants finished their last
meal just before daybreak. My mother would always wake me up in the night for dinner. It was quite a job for her
to feed a drowsy child, but a maid-servant in the house became an adept in this.
Going to bed at sunset and waking up early became with me a habit which I could never shake off and it
continued while I was in college. Even while I practiced at the bar the habit persisted. In 1914-15, when I was
preparing for the M.L. examination, a funny incident occurred. I was practicing at the Calcutta High Court and
had some cases on hand. I was also a professor in the Law College. Busy in the mornings with my cases and the
preparation of lectures and during the day in the courts, I could study only in the nights.
But sleep would envelop me as soon as I took up a book. With the M.L. examination approaching, I tried my
best to keep awake till 9 p.m. I tried reading while walking up and down the room. But once sleep was so
overwhelming that I tripped and fell down. Though some injury I did sustain, I wonder how I escaped a broken
head.
That was the end of a dangerous experiment. From then on I contented myself with reading in the spare time I
could get.
3
I began schooling when I was five or six, along with two of my cousins, the eldest of whom was Jamuna
Prasad, our leader in games and boyish pranks. According to custom, a Maulvi Saheb had to initiate us into the
alphabet. On the first day he began our education in the name of Allah and an offering was made to him. Sweets
were then distributed to all around. .
An uncle of ours, younger than my father, a man full of zest, was like my father in many respects. He too was a
good rider, was fond of attending the sick and distributing medicine, was a good shot and very clever in the use of
the catapult. He was very good at chess. He was well-read in Persian. In all these things, however, he accepted my
father as his superior. He was a fine soul, full of humor.
The maulvi who was a queer man, given to making tall claims, afforded a good target for Uncle Baldev’s
jokes. Uncle Baldev took great delight in drawing him out and later disproving his claims, but nothing daunted,
the maulvi would persist in his habit. Though claiming proficiency in chess, not once did he defeat our uncle. We
children, though we enjoyed the situation, would not laugh, out of respect for the maulvi.
One day when we went out for a walk, we saw a bull standing in the middle of the road. Someone said it was a
rogue and attacked passers-by. When Uncle asked the maulvi not to go near the bull, he declared his fearlessness
and passed too near the bull with a contemptuous tilt of the head. The next moment, the bull lifted him on his
horns and tossed him to the ground.
On another occasion Uncle Baldev induced the maulvi to handle his gun. The maulvi said he was a fine shot.
To test his ability, Uncle called him out and we all followed them. Uncle pointed out a vulture on a tree at some
distance and asked the maulvi to prove his skill. The latter raised the heavy gun, an old-fashioned muzzle-loader,
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with a little difficulty and fired. He, of course, missed the vulture, but the recoil of the gun threw him back and he
fell flat on the ground with a thud. He had to be carried off the field.
*
Our study of Persian, meanwhile, progressed. In six months, we picked up the Persian alphabet and started
reading the Karima. Then the maulvi left us. Another maulvi was appointed. He was a serious-minded man and a
good teacher. He taught us for two years and we completed the Karima, Mamkima, Khushahal Simrya, Dastur-ul
Simrya, Gulistan, Bostan, etc. Thursday afternoons and Fridays were holidays for us and during those days we
learnt counting and picked up the Kaithi script.
The maulvi lived in a room in the house adjoining ours. The maktab\fn{School} was located in a verandah of
his house. We would sit on a takhatposh\fn{Wooden cot} and the maulvi on his own.
The school began early in the morning. We had to repeat the previous day’s lesson which we had learnt by
heart. After we had finished, we passed on to the next lesson.
Often I would be the first to reach the school and would finish my lesson and would be taught a new one
before the others. When the sun was high in the sky, the servant would come to fetch me for breakfast. After an
hour’s recess the same routine was gone through.
We would also practice writing, on a wooden plank. Our classes would seem interminable as after an hour and
a break at noon we would start again and continue till an hour before sunset. After sunset, we would begin again
and study in the light of an oil lamp. When the maulvi gave us leave we would bow reverently and go home.
In the evening session, we would feel sleepy but were afraid of dozing lest the maulvi should beat us. Jamuna
Prasad, my elder cousin, was full of ruses to make the maulvi let us go early. One ruse was to empty a packet of
dust in the lamp on the pretext of adjusting the wick, unseen by the maulvi. The dust would absorb the oil and the
lamp would start flickering in a few seconds. The maulvi would curse the maid-servant for the inadequate supply
of oil and would break up the class.
The little Persian we learnt goes entirely to this maulvi’s credit. We had started liking him and we felt sorry to
leave when we had to go to Chapra.
4
Village life then was far simpler than it is today. Zeradei and the adjacent village, Jamapur, are so interlinked
that it is difficult to say where the one ends and the other begins. It would not, therefore, be wrong if, in respect of
their population, the two villages are treated as one; their combined population was just over two thousand.
Almost all the necessities of life were available in the village itself and people seldom went out. There were a
few well-stocked cloth shops which met the demands of the local people as well as the petty traders from the
surrounding villages. All provisions like rice, pulses, flour and condiments were available. From a shop or two
even indigenous medicines could be had. Cigarettes and betel leaves were not available then, although crude
tobacco was stocked by some shopkeepers. Sweetmeat shops did not exist then.
Two days in the week, village bazaar was held, when shop-keepers came from the neighboring villages on
horseback, on bullock-carts and on foot and displayed their wares. Sweets were available on those days, and one
could buy even fish and meat. When our needs were not met locally, we would go to Siwan, the sub-divisional
town having a police station, a magistrate’s court and big shops.
A large number of Koiris lived in our village, and they supplied us vegetables which were available in plenty.
Our supplies of milk and curd came from Ahirs who lived in the nearby villages. Household spinning was
common and a continuous supply of yarn was assured to the many weavers in the village.
The Muslim population consisted mostly of glass bangle manufacturers, petty peddlers, masons, tailors and
weavers. There were no sheikhs or saiyads amongst them. The Hindu community was composed of Brahmins,
Rajputs, Bhumihars, Kayasthas, Koiris, Muris, Kamkars, Turhas, Gonds, Doms, Chamars, Dusadhs, etc. The
Rajputs formed the largest number; some of them were zamindars belonging to old respectable families and some
were ordinary cultivators. There were only five Kayastha families in Zeradei, including ours and two of our
kinsmen. There were few visitors from outside except near relations.
Once every few months a peddler would come to the maulvi with a bundle of some Persian books and one or
two bottles of black ink. Whenever he came there was no end to our curiosity.
Sometimes in the winter a hawker would come with oranges. It was an event in our lives. We would feel
overjoyed and I would run to mother carrying the happy news. Once after having told mother while I was running
back to the hawker I tripped and fell down with bleeding lips. On another occasion I sustained a deep cut below
the right eye. The scar which that injury left is still there on my cheek below the right eye.
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Mangoes in the season and sometimes bananas were all we could get by way of fruits. Our uncle, whom we
called Nunu, would sometimes bring grapes from Chapra, but they were expensive. They were not sold then in
bunches. They came in small wooden cases, put in between cotton wads.
*
There were two small mathas\fn{Monasteries} in the village, each with a sadhu to perform the traditional puja.
The sadhus were fed by the villagers. On Ramnavami and Janmashtami days, the mathas were well decorated.
Even children would help by making paper flowers and buntings. On these days we fasted. On the Dadhikando
day we used to sprinkle curds and turmeric on each other.
Almost every year a pandit came to the matha in the month of Kartik to recite the Ramayana, the Bhagwat or
some other purana. On the last day of the katha, villagers would make their offerings. Our family would make the
largest offering as we were considered to be the most well-to-do in the village. Often the katha was recited at our
very door, and we met the entire expenses. When it was sponsored by the villagers, the pandit was their guest, by
turns.
Another source of entertainment was Ramlila in the month of Aswin. A party would come to the village to
stage Ramlila, and the whole village would be agog for two weeks. The stage would sometimes be set in Jamapur,
sometimes in Zeradei. Most of the actors being illiterate, a pandit would read out passages from Tulsidas’s
Ramayana and the actors would repeat them. The crowd being large and the whole show being spread over a large
area, few could hear the dialogue, but the hustle and bustle of the actors and the scenes of mock fighting greatly
entertained the audience. With great éclat were enacted the scenes of Rama’s marriage, his coronation and his
fighting with Ravana. For the marriage, horses and elephants would be brought and a regular marriage party
organized with great pomp. On the day of Lanka’s destruction small houses were constructed and were actually
set on fire.
Those who played Hanuman and the demons would use masks which frightened children. Rama, Sita and
Lakshmana dressed themselves gorgeously, their make-up taking an hour or two. Rama and Lakshmana would not
walk like ordinary people but, always conscious of their importance, affected a peculiar gait. On coronation day,
people of the neighboring villages would come to make offerings to Rama. The day’s collection was the mainstay
of the organizers of Ramlila.
On the following day, Rama, Sita and Lakshmana, in their ceremonial costumes, would visit the houses of the
well-to-do, whose womenfolk were unable to see the Ramlila because of the purdah system. One thing which left
a deep impression on me in my very childhood was the recitation from the Ramayana.
There were very few literates in the village and not only in Zeradei but in the whole neighboring area there was
not one primary school. The maulvi who coached us charged about rupees four per month besides board and
lodging.
There was a weaver who knew kaithi and the deshi accounting system which included the method of
calculating prices at various rates, as also calculations about areas of fields, etc. He had set up a private school
where some boys used to study. Though very few could read or write, often in the evenings, people would gather
at the matha where someone would read out from the Ramayana and the whole congregation would repeat it to
the accompaniment of the drum, cymbals and other rustic musical instruments. Thus, despite their illiteracy, many
knew couplets from the Ramayana by heart.
*
Among the festivals, the most popular was Holi, during which all distinctions of caste and wealth were thrown
overboard. The singing of Holi songs would start from the Basant day. People would gather in groups and sing in
chorus to the accompaniment of drums and cymbals. Sometimes people would come from the nearby villages and
there would be a friendly competition.
The singing would last the whole night. Once the singing continued till after sunrise and the competing groups
had to be persuaded to give up.
In the group singing it is the drummer who has a most strenuous job. Once a competing village group had only
one drummer. He played for the whole night. He got blisters and they burst but nothing daunted he continued.
Blisters formed and burst, formed and burst again but he saved the honor of his village. He received a hero’s
praise when people learnt of the feat on the following morning.
On the Holi day abusive couplets were the fashion. A party would start from one end of the village and would
march, showering abusive couplets and hurling mud and dirt at everyone till it reached the other end. The
Chamars, the Brahmins and the Rajputs would shout at each other and exchange handfuls of mud. This would last
up to noon. Then when the religious ceremonies and the meals consisting of puris and malpuas were over, the
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throwing of color and ahir would begin and continue the whole day. People would meet, sprinkle color and ahir
and distribute fruits and betel-nuts.
In other villages, people might indulge in drinking during the festivities, but in our village, the Rajputs,
Brahmins and Bhumihars looked upon drink as a sin. Even the Kayasthas never drank because of an ancient belief
that whoever touched drink would become a leper. The drink habit, therefore, has not entered our family up to this
day.
Diwali was also celebrated with due pomp. Houses would be whitewashed and illuminated with small earthen
lamps. The houses of the rich would be tastefully decorated with plantain tree pillars and bamboo arches and
illuminated with long rows of earthen lamps. Lakshmi puja preceded the illuminations.
It was customary to gamble with shells after illuminations. We did it just for the sake of form but some people
actually gambled, losing and winning stakes. Though illuminations were a special feature of the Diwali night
only, some people would light a few lamps and hang them on long poles in front or their houses during the whole
month.
Dasahara was looked upon as the festival of the zamindars.
Kali puja was sometimes performed in Navaratras when an idol was installed with great pomp and show. I
have never seen it in my own village, but once in a neighboring village, I witnessed it. I still remember the image
of goddess Kali who was all black, holding a human skull and saber in her hands. During Ramlila, Ram’s
coronation came off generally on Dasahara day or a day before or after. On the day of Dasahara our grandfather
would move out accompanied by many people and all of us children forming a small procession to catch a
glimpse of the sacred bird Nilkantha.
Anant Chaturdashi was another community festival. People fasted up to noon after which, after listening to
katha, they would have a special meal. There was no further meal for the day, and after sunset not even water
could be touched.
There was a curious custom which greatly amused the children. After the katha was over, the pandit would
place a couple of cucumbers on a large plate in which he would pour some water. The listeners would place their
hands on the plate. The pandit would ask them:
“What are you looking for?” They would reply:
“Anantphal.”\fn{The eternal fruit) Then the pandit would want to know if they had got it and, on an affirmative
reply, would ask them to put it on their heads; and the listeners would sprinkle the sacred water on their heads.
The pandit would distribute amulets of yarn to everyone. We, children, would get beautifully colored amulets.
Some would keep the amulets tied round their arms for the whole year. The wearer undertook to abstain from
eating meat, just like those who wear tulsi beads.
As one could see, religion permeated the village life, and there was perfect harmony between Hindus and
Muslims. Muslims would join Hindus in the boisterous festival of Holi. On the occasion of Dasahara, Diwali and
Holi, the maulvi would compose special verses. We children would draw beautiful paintings on sheets of paper
and the maulvi would inscribe on them his verses, an interesting hotchpotch of Persian and Hindustani. We would
then go and read them out to our parents who would give us some money to be presented to the maulvi. We would
commit the verses to memory and sing them during the festival.
Hindus participated in Moharrum by taking out tazias. The tazias of the well-to-do Hindus in Zeradei and
Jamapur were bigger and brighter than those of the poor Muslims. These tazias were eventually taken to Karbala.
On the way, people would raise slogans of Ali and Imam and play gadka. The atmosphere would be surcharged
with enthusiasm and all distinctions between Hindus and Muslims would disappear. When sweets were
distributed, everyone would put out his hand, but the Hindus would not take water from a Muslim.
The Muslims, however, understood Hindu sentiments and did not mind it. Most of the disputes in the villages
were amicably settled, without resort to litigation. Any dispute which the elders failed to compound would be
brought to my grandfather or uncle for settlement.
When cases of theft occurred, a police inspector and some constables would visit the village and camp there
for several days to make inquiries. These visits were a matter of great sensation to the villagers. The houses of
suspected persons, usually those who had a bad reputation, would be searched. The suspects would be tied hand
and foot and roundly beaten. Whether this process resulted in the tracing of the culprits I do not remember.
We had a small zamindari, and we lived amicably with our tenants. We never had to go to court with them. But
we were once involved in a protracted litigation over some land with another zamindar who shared a village with
us. Originating from the time of my grandfather, the case went on during my father’s lifetime. After his death, my
brother settled the dispute amicably.
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5
For my English education, my people decided to send me to Chapra where my brother had already gone for his
studies. When that decision was taken, Uncle Nunu thought it necessary to take me to Chapra on a sort of
reconnaissance trip. After staying there with my brother for a few days, I returned home. That was my first
railway journey and hence a memorable experience for me.
Then occurred a tragedy in the family, the untimely death of Uncle Nunu at the early age of 45. He had gone to
attend the marriage of Phulan Prasad Verma’s father in a neighboring village. There he had an attack of cholera.
He, however, recovered and came back home. Our village was in the grip of the epidemic, and he had a relapse.
Before medical aid could arrive he passed away.
No swift conveyance was available those days. The doctor arrived at midnight on an elephant but by then uncle
had died. This sudden calamity threw the whole house into mourning and confusion. He was the only son of our
grandfather, Chaudhur Lal, now in his seventies, and the entire work of managing the household was in his
charge, my father not taking much interest in this work.
My going to Chapra was, therefore, postponed for the time being. It was more than a year later that I went to
Chapra for studies. My brother lived in a small house on a monthly rental of Rs. 3. He had a cook. He had a tutor
to coach him, but the tutor’s services had been dispensed with before I arrived.
I joined the District School in the eighth class, which was then the class for beginners. No tutor was engaged
for me. Any assistance I needed I got from my brother. I used to be very attentive in the class and learnt to rely on
myself. At the end of the year I appeared for my class test and secured the first rank. I scored such high marks that
it led to an interesting development.
The headmaster of the school was Kshirod Chandra Roy Choudhry, reputed to be a very able man. Teachers
and students alike looked on him with awe. My promotion to the next class had been announced and I was
celebrating my success when I got a call from the headmaster. As generally the headmaster called students to his
room only when they were reported against, I was seized with fear when I went to him. But I had a pleasant
surprise in store for me. Without any preliminaries, he asked me if I would like a double promotion.
I was somewhat confused, partly by over-elation and partly by the misgiving that I might not be able to cope
with my studies in the higher class. So I asked for leave to consult my brother. He asked me who my brother was,
and when I told him, he laughed. He knew my brother as he had been his student. He asked,
“Does your brother understand these things better than myself?”
He, however, allowed me to consult my brother. From the headmaster’s room I ran straight to brother who was
preparing for his Entrance Examination along with Bankey Bihari Lal and Maulvi Shafi Daudi. When I told them
the news they all felt overjoyed.
Then they held a short conference. My brother thought that it would be difficult for me to come up to the level
of the other students. He, therefore, took me back to the headmaster and told him so. The headmaster laughed
again, saying,
“Do you understand the problem better than myself?” Eventually, he gave me a double promotion.
A few days later, my brother went to Patna to appear for his examination and from there he returned to Zeradei.
I was now left alone in the house with the servant. Then my village colleagues, Jamuna Prasad and Ganga Prasad
came to join my school, and we had a happy time together. I was then aged ten.
*
My brother came out successful in the Entrance Examination, and it was decided to get him admitted into the
Patna College. They had to shift me too to Patna. So then, my two village colleagues and myself accompanied my
brother to Patna. He joined the Patna College and the others, the T.K. Ghosh Academy, which was considered to
be a very good school with a large number of students on the rolls.
On joining the new class, I began to feel that my brother’s views on my double promotion were sounder than
those of the headmaster. I thought that the other boys knew more than I did. But I set my heart on the task of
making up this deficiency. As there was no tutor, I had to depend on my brother and other friends for assistance,
and I worked hard.
*
Though I was devoted to my studies, I never neglected games. At Chapra, I used to play football. But in Patna
there were no arrangements for games, and the school did not have even a playground. Still we used to go to the
school in the evening and play about with an ordinary ball. My brother was very good at games, being proficient
in football, cricket and other sports. He was a member of the college team.
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In Patna there used to be a weekly fair on Mondays in the month of Shiavan. We would go with great gusto
and pester brother to buy us little things. Once, on my insistence, he bought for me a beautiful toy image. On
another Monday a pick-pocket deprived Bankey Bihari Lal of the contents of his pocket. He was caught and
prosecuted. Brother and Bankey Bihari Lal had to tender their evidence. That was the first occasion for me to see
a Law Court. .
Once a friend of my brother came to Patna from our village in search of employment and stayed with us. He
was a bit of a wrestler and fond of exercise. He set up a small gymnasium in the courtyard of our house and
started giving lessons in wrestling and general exercise to all of us.
One day Bankey Bihari Lal, who was also living with us, had his foot dislocated while wrestling. This damped
our enthusiasm, and no more was heard of wrestling or exercise.
While we were in Patna we heard of plague for the first time. It descended on Chapra district after ravaging
Bombay. Its visitation synchronized with a terrible famine. When we went home during the vacation, we saw
some Government officials staying in our house. They had come to organize relief for the famine-stricken people.
After two years, my brother took his Intermediate Examination and went to Zeradei, and I, with my friends,
continued in Patna. I got my regular promotions during these years.
6
Ouea was a prosperous zamindari. The total income was seven to eight thousand rupees a year, and after
paying the land revenue, we were left with five thousand to six thousand net. We had hundreds of bighas of
cultivable land in which rice, wheat, maize, pulses and other crops were sown. Sugar-cane was also grown and
when converted into gur it brought us some ready cash. The yields from the fields were always plentiful. We had
a number of milch cattle and several pairs of bullocks.
This scene of plenty was, however, to change soon. The zamindari, as I have said earlier, was purchased and
maintained by my grand-uncle. Uncle Nunu took over the management later, but after his death, the work
devolved on my father.
Some troublemakers told my grand-uncle that when he passed away, my uncle’s only daughter and my aunt
might be left without protection and advised him to execute a will to safeguard their future. The repeated
onslaught had its effect, and my grand-uncle decided to leave a will.
A draft was prepared at Siwan and according to it, my aunt got two villages with an annual income of Rs.
1,000 for her lifetime and my cousin was given a share of seven annas in the rupee in the whole zamindari. We
were to get the rest.
Ours was a joint family; it was not, therefore, certain that our grand-uncle had the right to execute such a will.
Had there been no will, my father would have inherited the whole zamindari, my aunt would have been entitled
only to maintenance and her daughter could have claimed no share at all.
My father was ignorant of the whole thing until everything was ready and the Registrar came to Zeradei for
registering the document. My grand-uncle’s advisers had pointed out that if my father was made to witness the
will, he would have no right later to question its legality. My grand-uncle, therefore, asked my father to witness
the deed. My grand-uncle had been led to expect that my father might raise objections, but my father, though
shocked when suddenly faced with this situation, told him, his words vibrant with emotion,
“I would gladly carry out your wishes. You have brought us up, and this zamiridari is the fruit of your efforts. I
would have no objection even if you give the whole of it to Chandramukhi (my uncle’s daughter). My sole wealth
is my two boys. My only request is that you bless them.”
We were also sent for by grand-uncle. He wept bitterly and started blaming all those who had instigated him
and tried to create unnecessary doubts in his mind. My father signed the will as a witness, and the document was
registered.
My grand-uncle and grandmother fell ill while we were studying in Chapra. On hearing the news we rushed to
Zeradei where they died one after the other. My father became head of the family and the management of the
estate fell on his inexperienced shoulders.
Misfortune beset the zamindari. The same lands that yielded rich crops would not now yield enough even to
meet our household expenses. Seeing losses all around, father stopped all cultivation for some time. Those were
hard days for us.
When I was studying for the Entrance Examination in Chapra and my brother was studying for his B.A. in
Allahabad, my father found it hard to meet our expenses, but he never lost heart and decided that money must
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somehow be found for the education of his sons. I remember that when my brother had to deposit his examination
fee of Rs. 50, my father had no money. The dewan, who had been with us since grandfather’s time and who was
looking after the zamindari, could not procure the sum. Greatly distressed, therefore, my father pawned my
mother’s gold necklace and thus remitted the amount. My brother used to say that the situation in the zamindari
was all due to the dewan, but we could do nothing about it.
As misfortune would have it, Chandramukhi died while yet unmarried, after a few days’ illness. Aunt lived for
many years and spent her share of the income on charity and pilgrimage. She visited almost all the places of
pilgrimage in the country, and on these trips, her constant companion was my widowed sister. After my aunt’s
death, we, two brothers, became the sole inheritors of the zamindari.
7
I was perhaps in the 6th standard and was thirteen when my marriage was arranged. I had gone to Zeradei for
the summer holidays. The bride’s father, a mukhtiar in Arrah, and his younger brother, a lawyer in Ballia, who had
come to our village, visited our house to see me. My father sent for me.
The visitors put me some questions and after a while I retired. They were satisfied and signified their approval
of the match. After a few days, the tilak\fn{The symbol of betrothal) was received, and, according to custom, clothes,
utensils and a cash present of Rs. 2,000. My father was not keen on the cash present, but since the bride’s party
insisted on it, he accepted it. Two thousand rupees then was considered to be a fairly good sum. The greater the
present on the occasion of betrothal, the greater must be the pomp and show in the marriage procession and the
costlier the customary offering of ornaments, etc., for the bride.
Our financial position was not very sound at the time. The deaths in the family had brought us considerable
financial strain; the zamindari was not quite profitable owing to famine conditions and our expenses had gone up,
what with our education and the protracted litigation in which the family was involved.
Despite these difficulties, in order to maintain the prestige of our family, my father decided to make the
marriage a grand affair. He spent generously on ornaments. Other expenditures were equally lavish.
We had a custom of taking out elaborate marriage processions with horses and elephants. The day of my
marriage being an exceptionally auspicious day and there being many marriages on that day, horses and elephants
were in great demand and so we were able to procure only one elephant and a few horses.
*
The marriage was to be held in Dalan-Chapra in Ballia district, 40 miles from Zeradei. This meant two days’
journey. The party being big and there being only one elephant and a few horses, many palkies were pressed into
service. My brother came riding on a sturdy horse, my father and other relatives in palkies and I in a special palki.
The bridegroom’s palki was a funny affair. Made of silver, it was a very heavy burden for the bearers. Open at
the top, it had a canopy to protect the rider from the hot June sun. The wind blew up the canopy, turning it into a
sort of balloon and made the progress of the bearers difficult. What with the sun and the hot winds, riding in a
palki was no fun.
In the evening, we encamped in a village on the bank of the Sarju. We rested for the night and the next
morning we started crossing the river. The luggage, the palkies, the horses and the bullock carts were transported
on boats while the elephant was made to swim across.
But the elephant had other ideas on the subject. It seemed to be bent on going back home. The mahout tried his
best to set it on its course; the elephant would go forward a little but would turn back. After an hour of hide and
seek like this, efforts were made to tie it to the boats and tow it across, but it was of no avail.
With the elephant having decided views, we reluctantly abandoned the idea of taking it with us. The mahout
returned with his elephant.
To my father it was a wrench. His own marriage procession having been distinguished by the presence of
scores of elephants he was naturally dejected that his son’s marriage party should not have been honoured even by
a single tusker.
But already we were behind time; so we set off at a brisk pace. In the evening, however, my father’s wish was
gratified. When we were nearing our destination, we saw a few elephants coming towards us. They had been
engaged by another marriage party and were returning after the wedding was over. A few words to the mahouts
and the matter was settled; the elephants joined our party. We reached the bride’s place at 11 in the night.
The bride’s party were getting nervous because of the delay in our arrival and though relieved when at last we
arrived, they were a bit disappointed, as our party was not to their expectation in pomp and show. But their spirits
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revived when they saw the ornaments, dresses, sweets and other presents, which we had brought for the bride.
Whether they felt happy to see the bridegroom too, I do not know!
As I said, when our party arrived at the journey’s end, it was late in the night and I had fallen asleep in the
palki. The pre-nuptial ceremonies had to be gone through and it was quite a job for my people to wake up the boy
bridegroom. After two days’ tedious journey, it was with a Herculean effort that I managed to keep my eyes open
through the ceremonies. The wedding took place the same night. .
Details of the ceremonies I do not recollect. When a child, I used to join my sister in the game of dolls’
marriages. To me, my own marriage was not much different. I neither understood the importance of the marriage
nor felt its responsibility. I had had no hand in settling the match. I went through the ceremonies like an
automaton, doing whatever the pandit or the women of the house told me to do. I could hardly understand what
had happened. All that I knew was that someone would come into my house as my wife just as my brother’s wife
had come.
After the marriage is over, sometimes the bride does not accompany the groom to his home immediately. Some
time later, another small party goes to fetch the girl. This ceremony is known as Duragman. This was so in my
case. We returned home after two days’ stay in the bride’s house. Duragman was performed a year later when my
wife came into our house.
We were strict observers of purdah. I remember when my brother’s wife came to our house, she brought two
maid-servants and she could talk only to them. She had a room to herself and she never came even into the
verandah. None was permitted to enter the courtyard except the cook and tender-aged boy servants who, along
with their mothers, had frequented the place in their childhood.
The cook had to give a loud warning before he could walk across the courtyard to the kitchen. If he required
anything, a maid-servant got it for him. When my sister-in-law wanted to go for her bath, everyone was cleared
out of the courtyard. Not even a boy was allowed to hang around. For added protection, two maid-servants would
carry bedsheets as curtains on either side when at last she walked to the bath. She would pull on her veil even
when my mother, aunt or sister entered her room. No maid-servant of Zeradei could go to her room. Except for
once or twice as a boy, I had never seen her face.
When my wife came to Zeradei, she had to act likewise, but after a long time, the rules were relaxed. As the
maid-servant whom my wife brought with her left, a local servant was engaged and my wife was permitted to talk
to her. Whenever I came to Zeradei during holidays, I used to sleep in a room outside. In the middle of the night,
my mother would send a maid-servant to wake me up and she would take me to my wife’s room. Before morning
while all others were yet asleep I would have to be back in my own bed outside.
This is how husband and wife met in purdah. As I had to remain away from home since my very childhood, we
met like this only during the holidays. Although it is 45 years since we were married, I wonder if we have lived
together for as many months. Even when I was practiscng as a lawyer in Calcutta, I had to live by myself. When I
settled down in Patna, my people lived with me only for a short time. And when the Non-co-operation Movement
began, I could hardly keep my wife with me in Patna or go and see her in my village. There was so much to do
that my preoccupations left me little time for my personal matters.
Once when I had gone to Zeradei for the holidays, my wife got an attack of cholera. I became very anxious
about her health, but it was considered bad form in those days to express anxiety about one’s wife. I wanted to
meet her but could not express the desire to do so. Probably it did not occur to my people that I too was interested
in her health.
However, my father’s treatment completely cured her, and I was relieved. I do not know how long I would
have observed the custom of the day had she continued in her serious condition for some time more.
It was only natural that the health of my brother’s wife and my wife should deteriorate because of their
confinement within the four walls of their room. Both of them suffered from rheumatism which left them a long
time later only when they started moving about freely in the courtyard. …
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1
Respected editor of Bijoli!
I have heard that Deshbandhu Chittaranjan Das has cited the examples of the Vedas, Upanishads, the Qur’an
and Gita to show that “all wolves bark in the same tone”, that is, they all have the same objective.
Even if he wanted to be direct, was this the best way of putting it? When the Vedas and the Qur’an become
one, one might hear Shiva’s horn and Israfil’s trumpet blow in unison.\fn{ A note reads: In Islam, Israfil is the angel … who
will blow the trumpet from a holy rock in Jerusalem to announce the Day of Resurrection. The trumpet is constantly poised at his lips,
ready to be blown when God so orders. Lord Shiva, both creator and destroyer, possesses a horn that signifies this duality: it sounds the
destruction of evil and the creation of all that is beautiful and good. } And that would be a real problem. Never mind the
instrument that is played,\fn{To celebrate the occasion} I am not going to budge an inch before I have seen what I

desire.
Was Chittaranjan so desperate to spill the beans that he had no fear of the mob? Does he not fear the Brahmins
cursing him, tearing at their sacred threads, or the mullahs wagging their beard at him censoriously? They are not
the sort who would let him go without a protest. Having successfully concealed the truth for a long time, now they
will not remain quiet when there is a lot of hue and cry over the issue!
They live with untruths, the reason why their preaching is so rigid and dry. Religion is supposed to lead to
people’s welfare. Society is an institution that establishes peace and discipline, vanquishes evil, respects courtesy
and brings about an overall welfare. They say a state is destroyed by the sins of a king, and man is destroyed by
the sins of a wife. I would say fools who pass themselves off as pundits—thus bringing shame on the community
of learned men—and society leaders raking recourse to whimsy are breeding beasts instead of human beings. The
country is declining. The nation is on the verge of a collapse.
Suddenly we hear the call of the nation. It is strange and indeed hopeless to think that a handful of people
would liberate the country from [this sorry state] overnight, like the way giants might dig up a tank or build a
pleasure park for a princess! One must first earn the right to be free. to become more seasoned by suffering for
ones mistakes. To propagate the Mahatma’s words, the late poet Satyendranath Dutta wrote the following:
O Swaraj-seeking people awake!
Swaraj we must get.
We give up all to gain this wealth
That freedom we so crave.

But can those who are unable to satisfy neighbors expect to satisfy their countrymen? Can those who never learnt to
exercise self-control rule the country? Can the frail and emaciated carry the flag of freedom?
That requires a lot of strength and courage. Stubbornness alone cannot help one hold on to the flagstaff. One is
likely to drop down on the ground, if one tried doing that.
Pack the conservative old men off to the forests with their rosaries, snatch the religious texts from the hands of the
hypocrites and lawyers, drive the offenders away from the sacred podium of this temple we call society. Preach the
words of our creator for the benefit of mankind.
Qur’an, Qur’an Sharif, Kalame Mazid … reading matter to feed my demonic appetite with, a cool drink
quenching my thirst on the lethal fields of Karbala—I have not vet understood you fully. I would like to make
sense of you, know you. I would like to devour you entirely.
My elders have not initiated me to the Qur’an, they concealed the voice of the bountiful, merciful, and
benevolent Hazrat Mohammad from me.
An irreligious and anti-motherhood society has decreed that women must always satisfy desires, cook
delicious food, give birth to babies every year like bitches do, must abide by all its selfish dictates with bowed
heads and offer their devotion. blindly, at its feet.
We are goddesses, women, and vicious witches, all in one. Beware—it is not as if we have lost all sense of
self-respect because we play mothers to you.
If you do not have the so-called sacred thread around your neck you will nor be able to pronounce the words of
God! If you do not have a few strands of hair like a goat on your chin, you will not be able to expound on the
Qur’an! If you do not have the stamp of a tol or madrasa,\fn{Respectively, Hindu or Muslim schools where traditional
education is imparted, including the teaching of Scripture } your ideas will never be accepted even if you are wise! Do you
expect those blinded by self-interests and so narrow-minded to make high-thinking and selfless workers?
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Dear women, do you have any idea as to how petty-minded and slavish your own mothers were? What do you
expect of the sons of women who, in this age of new awareness, remain content with jewelry enough to cover
one’s entire body and vaults full of money, forgetting their duties as women? How could they be any different
from those who put chains on their fellow brethren and lead them to the gallows? Their daughters can hardly ever
become mothers in the true sense.
My fellow workers! You are running after wealth, but where will you keep the accumulated treasure? The
treasury full of jewels has vanished into thin air by the powers of a magic charm. You have pledged to achieve the
flag of liberation, courted all kinds of hardship and oppression for that reason, but where will you hoist this flag of
freedom? The forts that once stood erect have been razed to the ground! Want to raise a golden temple? Where
would you find such a place?
Our beautiful country now looks like a cremation ground—a place for evil spirits to prowl around, a ground
for vultures to keep their eternal vigil. The air is putrid with the poisonous smell of decay! Is this a suitable place
to erect a shrine of gold? We have to destroy, burn and erase all that is there to create anew.
You cannot cleanse and purify this abhorred land, now full of waste, without our help. You work very hard to
bring home the golden harvest every year, but we are the ones who do the threshing, separating the grains from
the husk. Do not add to the garbage by engaging in violent fights. Let us do the job that is ours. The flames of a
hundred Vesuvius are stored in our chests, our hearts are tempestuous with the power of a thousand cyclones, and
our eyes contain the unfathomable waters of ten thousand oceans.
Come, my sisters, let us prepare the ground for our darling sons to lay the foundations of a liberated country.
Let us set fire to all that is bad, fake and heinous. Let the great fire stored in our hearts go up in flames,
consuming this heap of ignominious rubbish. We will let these ashes fly away and wash the residue with tears of
happiness.
And the golden shrine with a diamond diadem will finally be erected in our country. On top would soar the
flag of liberation, high above, kissing the skies. There would be new life. The picture will feature brave mothers,
raising brave sons, active brothers will be accompanied by dedicated sisters and proud wives would appear beside
men, brave as lions.
For centuries together, Indians will live under the flag of liberation, in this golden structure and the bosom of
the motherland.
It is not enough to imagine such a glorious spectacle. The parched heart is unable to quench its tremendous
thirst merely with a vision. We must see this in reality. Come my sisters, let us pray that it happens:
This wish, this toil, may it all come true,
This and only this, O Bountiful, I ask of you.

2
Deeds are necessarily preceded by talk. But if deeds do not begin at the end of all that talk, one must
understand that the words were spent merely as a futile exercise or a pretext for whiling away some time.
According to many bashful women, “to roam around shamelessly in the neighborhood may be an excuse to
break up homes”, but it is also true that the women of the house may work for the nation by coming out of their
houses uninhibitedly. My closest friend, Mrs. Rashad, is an example of the fact that women can work towards
social welfare without being “shameless”.
She was concerned about the abject state of women for a very long time. The fact that women do not get
enough to eat is among the chief signs of the disrespect shown to us, and she felt it keenly. That was a long time
ago, when she was a married woman,
Just after she became a widow, her prime concern was the state of the bhadramahila—the “respectable
women”—vis-à-vis that of the unfortunate common women entrammeled by the many varied concerns of life. The
latter are illiterate. On top of that, they are plagued by the many ills of the purdah. They must put up with much
humiliation even from the members of their own family, for a mere morsel of food and a piece of cloth.
Given the situation, it was imperative that those who enjoyed some economic freedom and were driven by a
sense of altruism had to step in. Thus Mrs. Rashad, her elder sister, the silent Mrs. Sakhawat Hossain, founder of
Sakhawat Smriti Balika Vidyalaya, and I—the four of us went from door to door, visiting different neighbors.
One man tried to test her guts by trying to scare her, and then laughed her. He promised to offer help and then
donate Rs. 200 for the good work. (But that was about it! We did not get a reply to the letter that we wrote him.)
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Even after ignoring the threats and sarcastic comments of the so-called well-wishers, it was possible for her, by
the grace of God Almighty, to begin a workshop last October. She has named it “Zenana Talimgaha” or “Nari
Shilpa Vidyalaya”. Here, girls will be taught the art of spinning cotton yarns from the charka or spinning wheel,
weaving, do all kinds of sewing. book binding, learn to make boxes, hats and various kinds of pickles.
Widows, as well as manned and unmarried girls can secure admission here. Affluent ladies can come to the
school from their respective homes or stay as boarders by paying a fee. Destitute girls can live in the school
premises, like adopted daughters of the founder. Their children, if any, can also stay with their mothers.
Only three students have been admitted so far. Mrs. Rashad is teaching them to sew and spin the charka. She
will appoint a trainer when she has about ten students. This is the moment when we need the help and sympathy
of our countrymen. We do not need money right now, not until we have ten students. Sympathy and effort are
needed now to help us get students, especially since Mrs. Rashad is always frail and the mother of a child. Had I
not been entangled with personal duties, I would not have urged people to collectively do the legwork. Any lady
can approach her without hesitation.
I appeal to my sympathetic brothers to collect some students.
My progressive and affectionate sisters! Let us turn this race of women who arc provided for by others into
self-sufficient practitioners of art. Let us emancipate the helpless captives! Let us create women-power to awaken
the vital life forces in women.
Will you still sleep, even in this age of awakening? We too are humans, and we must get all the rights befitting
humans. I have said this before, and I repeat: no one is served the good things on a platter. These could only be
achieved by force and through hard work. Whatever other human beings are capable of, we too are.
3
Do you know why bizarre thoughts come to our minds? So bizarre and grotesque are these thoughts that even
the thought of these make the Mahabbarata seem impure! One must seal one’s ears when such thoughts are
voiced.
But habit never dies! The more I want to remove these thoughts from my mind, the more they get crystallized,
solidifying into writing on stone, as it were.
What shall I do? I am helpless. Why does a ray of hope shine in the dark corners of a weak, sequestered and
naïve Bengali girl’s heart? Handcuffed as she is, from where will she muster the courage of breaking free? Why
do the liberating winds of the Arabian desert penetrate the barriers of the purdah? Why does the storm of rebellion
rise from the heart of a woman, ignored and deprived of her rights? Who shall provide the answers to these
queries?
I wonder what kind of thoughts pass through the minds of women who are treated merely as men’s pleasure
partners, more like a household pet of some kind and are “plagued to the bones with torture”?
There is a slight difference between licking the boss’s booth after being kicked and pouncing on him in full
force. It is how they behave that marks one quadruped from another.
I have heard since my childhood that the patriotic Aryans pledged all that they had for the progress of the
country. Some of those who proudly wear chains as if these were jewelry and dance around in glory were once so
passionate about their motherland that they had embraced imprisonment. That was a long time ago when they did
not think of explaining things to their countrymen.
Thus, when the people awoke to the tune of Vande Mataram after Lord Curzon’s partition of Bengal, at that
moment good or had, a black cloud rose in the western horizon of my heart. A voice rose from the innermost
quarters of my heart to cry out, O my devoted worker! Look at the clan of mothers. Did you teach your women
sisters and wives to give up their children before you sounded the clarion call to boys and young men to become
patriots? Do you want to have roses blossom in a thorn bush?
Great men, both real and mythical, feel that women fulfill their duties by giving birth to sons. So, down the
ages, women have fulfilled their duty. But are they capable of producing sons who would live long enough? They
give births to offspring who are already half-dead.
Uma,\fn{Another name for the goddess Durga } daughter of Nagendra, had a peaceful family life with her husband,
Shiva, the attendants, Nandi and Bhringi, her children and the pet bull. But why did such a peaceful girl transform
herself into the spectacle of a nude demonness, wearing a necklace of human heads, standing atop her husband’s
chest? Why did the beloved Mohammad’s daughter, the queen of all goddesses, Fatima Zohra, want to break open
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the kafunra? Why? It is because there is a limit to tolerance, because strength and power can grow even amidst
peace and quiet.
When a man wants to show manly prowess. he does not mind bowing down at the feet of these very “portals of
hell”, no matter if it is a goddess or human bring. The clan of women does not react unless they have been hit real
hard. And I have already mentioned that it is women who bring life to earth.
Could anybody act against one’s nature? Could women, being mothers, ever abandon their natural love and
affection? Some might begin with that prejudice and try to argue that “women would never progress,” but such
people are not even worth a serious mention.
4
All around, there is a call, urging people to awaken. Everyone is saying, wake up! True, but how long are
people supposed to suffer from this delusion? The respected Parimal Kumar Ghosh has written;
Hail woman! Arise for the glory and good of all.
Bengal’s sister, mother of Bengal,
Caged at home, selfish pawn
Pleasure-giver, décor alone
… right-less, awaken you all!
Bengal’s sister, mother of Bengal.

Let the merciful god give the poet a long life. This is my sole prayer.
Now, the question is, what shall we do after we do awaken? One can hardly rest quiet in such an awakened
state, there are a myriad things left to be done. Should one sir around like a cripple when God has given us a pair
of hands, limbs and heads?
Awake we must, arise we must,
Set out to work,
We must set out.

But what shall we work with? We have no education, no experience, no freedom. People might say that the
will to work would automatically win over obstacles. One must possess considerable mental strength to bypass
these hurdles. One must be self-sacrificing.
We must first know who are the ones to have deprived us, and by whom are we being humiliated. Is it society?
Whenever one thinks of society many questions come to mind. Who make this society? Aren't they our own
people?
No matter who its members are, we must destroy this demon called “society”. How long must women, posing
as reticent simpletons or pleasure girls, be devoured by these demons? For how long must women continue to
ignite the fires of male lust?
Once and for all forsake your matronly cares and concerns. You have already meted that out quite generously
the result being that men have spoilt themselves, driven by excessive greed.
We have been hearing the following perhaps since even before we were horn:
Father is our dharma, father our heaven
Father our eternal God.

And indeed it is so. Even as unborn children in the womb we have been told that “the husband is one’s greatest
guru”. The same thing is inscribed everywhere—on tombs made in Germany, borders of handkerchiefs, towels and
saris, made in Manchester, vermillion boxes—and the list continues
Wherever I turn my eyes to
I see my one and only Lord …

But these shoe-wearing species are wicked (please excuse the language of this uneducated woman)!
Dear Sisters! How far did your fathers and husbands fulfill what they were duty-bound—morally and legally—
to have done for you? I am just an illiterate, little-known sister of yours, but believe me I have suffered. I have
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tested them all and feel defeated. Our only hope is God Almighty! Mothers, do see to it that your daughters get
education, develop integrity of character, are religious and able to make good use of their hands, limbs and brains
so that they may be independent and self-reliant.
Marriage is another problematic issue! I thought Hindu and Muslim girls were keen to get married, but now it
seems that even educated Christian and Brahmo girls long for the proverbial sweet that is damning—whether or
not one actually tastes it. When the union between the two principles of creation—man and woman—is inevitable
and endorsed by the Creator Himself it will certainly take place. Why rush it?
The first task is to equip the girl in question so that she is ready to handle married life. Young widows often
remain celibate all their lives, although widow re-marriage is sanctioned in different communities (except the
Hindu). Why cannot unmarried girls do the same for a little longer? indeed they would if only their parents
allowed them to do so.
There are a thousand other ways women could achieve fulfillment, besides getting married.
Indeed, there are; let the girls achieve these first.
Nothing can be achieved without collective strength. One must be able to proceed with whatever strength one
has, to each her own.
True dedication will surely lead to success. There are many women zamindars in the Muslim community. They
have sufficient economic independence. There are many educated women in the Hindu community. Our Christian
sisters are educated as well as independent. And above all, we expect a bit more from our educated and capable
Brahmo sisters. They have endured much hardship, much deprivation and attracted the admiration and respect of
all by sheer hard work and dedication.
One’s religious identity does not matter; it is more important to realize that we all are the children of the sole
Creator.
We are humiliated, deprived womankind, robbed of our rights. Let us pray to the God Almighty together.
Please make our lives successful and worthwhile, give us freedom and emancipation. (Amen)
Has your Father taught you anything? Did he give you enough education for you to win life’s battles? Has he
given you anything more than unconditional paternal love—a material gift to make you self-sufficient? Has he
given you away to an educated, good natured warm and sympathetic man?
(Dutiful fathers are indeed worthy of our veneration.)
What did your husbands give you? Are you their life partners and housekeepers, their friends and the mothers
of their children, or are you like household pets, ready to endure insults and abuse, the kicks and the stick, for the
sake of a piece of leftover fish and milk? Or are you just a partner in his pursuit of worldly pleasures?
Shame on you! It is better to commit suicide if your life is such a slur on womanhood.
(Let God’s blessings be showered upon the happy couples.)
You are the daughters of wealthy zamindars, wives of judges. Your fathers and husbands own marble palaces
that are a feast for the eyes; they have properties worth thousands. And they have you, the repository, the mobile
lockers of all their diamonds and gems—mere decorative furniture pieces to adorn their palaces.
Do you have anything to give? The men spend a lot of money on inconsequential luxuries and some of them
go bankrupt as well. Could you donate funds towards the making of a free nation or to an orphanage? Could you
establish a school for girls or a home for widows? Could you set up a workshop where thousands of hungry
women who earn their livelihoods through sin could do vocational courses and become self-sufficient?
No, you can do nothing. You are penniless beggars, and like domestic pets are dependent on the mercies of the
master of the house. You were born to be servants, and will bear the burden for the rest of your lives.
Say, “No, we shall never do so. Nothing remains constant for a long time in a fast-changing world.”
Allah does not help change people unless they initiate the change themselves. (Qur’an 13:11)

Why should we follow the social dictum and continue to bear the burden of slavery? Make fun of this wicked
society and break the shackles it has put on us. Do not sleep any longer. Open your eyes, look at the writing on the
clear blue sky, it says “work and peace”. One can hear the birds cooing the songs of liberation! Therefore, do
wake up!
There is a lot to be done. But an we who are not well-educated, self-reliant, self-sufficient or free do anything?
A French countess once said:
“When you do not possess a penny, how can your mind be free?”
Quite so. How can people without financial independence ever do any work?
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But do we sit tight in that case? No, we cannot do so; we must have it by force, we must achieve it at the cost
of hard work and loss. You will not get it if you demand it from men; they are incapable of giving, as I have said
earlier. And how can they show you any respect in the first place? They, after all, are giving their fellows exactly
the kind of respect and rights that they get from the king’s men. Poor things! Let us nor blame them. They are the
ones who should be pitied.
In conclusion, I would like to say to my sisters the world over, please do fulfill the request of this little-known
sister of yours. In this society where injustice and a law of the jungle prevail, rise like tormented serpents in the
image of the destroyer. Respond to the call of your sister by roaring like thunder, my sisters, as you flash like a
streak of lightning!
5
If one utters the truth it may anger the fool, and one may even run the risk of losing ones friends; but I say that
it hardly matters. If truth antagonizes a friend, I would rather forsake the concerned friend with hatred. Such a loss
would not sadden me. At least I shall be true to my God, I shall not be embarrassed to face him.
Nowadays one comes across new phrases, such as “manly woman”, “boorish woman” and “the woman rules”,
and so on, all because women have begun to speak out what is true and justified. But should we not speak the
truth regardless? If we do not protest, the torture would only increase, never abate.
It is not as if no one has tried to protest; but can a rotten, scavenger of a dog that feeds on carcasses alter its
habits? So many great men arrived down the ages; so many reformers were born. They did protest but could not
achieve anything that lasted. People, whose arrival was like a balm of perfumed air, soothing us with a sense at
freedom and peace left us. Their demise transformed that cool breeze into a tremendous. cyclone and wrought
anarchy..
In the age of prophets, it is said, whenever people became irreligious and licentious, a prophet was born in
their midst and guided them to the path of justice and spirituality.
When the Arabs considered it their duty to kill their daughters. it was Hazrat Mohammad who showed us
through his daughter, Fatima, how precious a daughter could be. He did not rest at that, but made the son and
daughter equal by law. As the daughter goes to her husband’s house she would get a little less of her father’s
property, that is, two daughters’ share would equal that of a son’s. If the father wishes, he can disown a son, but
cannot deprive a daughter of her shares.
Both men and women must acquire knowledge and education. No discrimination is made between a son and a
daughter in this respect. In spite of this, the less-than-human followers of Mohammad treat sons as the guide who
will lead them to deliverance, and daughters like garbage. The son inherits his father’s property, entirely, while the
daughter does not get a penny. A considerable amount is spent on the son’s education, but no one remembers to
educate the daughter. Even if a dutiful father exerts himself too much, all he does is makes the daughter learn a
little from the Qur’an by rote and rests complacent at having fulfilled his duty. Thus both parents say with visible
pride, “My daughter knows the Qur’an,” when she does not understand the meaning of a single word of what she
has learnt by heart.
When the son becomes a lawyer, an attorney or a judge and builds a fourth storey above a three-storied house,
rules over a whole district, adds a few more honorifics acquired from the British rulers to the degrees acquired
from the university beside his name, moving around the zenith of happiness and honor, the daughter remains
uneducated, illiterate and leads the life of a dependent, like an unhappy slave. Most of them are also denied the
love of their husbands. The selfish, inconsiderate father often gives his daughter away to a drunkard, a licentious
rake given to prostitution or to a crude, heartless and vicious man, instead of one who is sympathetic and good
natured.
They keep harping on the same refrain,
“We become penniless by marrying off our daughters, how could we spend money on her education? Whatever
we spend on a daughter’s marriage is more than her due.”
Heartless people, fools! Whom do you benefit by spending on your daughter’s wedding? You merely convert
her into an example of slavery, complete with jewelry so that she could be put up as an exhibit in the drawing
room of another insensitive man like yourself.
Marriage establishes the institution of the Family. To be able to do that one needs a certain level of education.
Marriage would make sense only if you educated the girl and gave her away to a decent person. It hardly makes
sense if you give away an ignorant girl to be tortured to death by the fires of uncertain domesticity and then say,
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“I spent ten thousand rupees on my daughter’s wedding.”
O unlucky fool!
These fools greatly abide by their Prophet’s sayings only in one respect. Do you know what it is? They make it
a point to take new wives all through their lives, from a very young age to the fag end. They say with a mild,
complacence,
“The Hazrat has laid down that one can marry till the age of seventy.”
This seems true enough, for He knew that the Almighty God has sent these men to planet Earth with a dog’s
nature and also the fact that they would never be able to shed the despicable dog-like behavior. Hence, they have
only abided by what the Almighty has besought them with, after much thought.
Society was created by men, and the religious texts created by them are destroying us little by little. Unless we
rebel and point out their lapses, they would never be conscious of their wrongdoings.
They have ruined us by depriving us of knowledge, which is invaluable. They often ask us to go away.
Sometimes they also ask why we do not go, in spite of their repeatedly telling us to do so. The great litterateur Dr.
Lutfur Rahman Sahib, who is like a dear brother to me, has expressed this beautifully.
“It it essential to see that a man never dares to send a woman away. If a man really sends a woman away, may
she not be pushed completely into the dark. Just because a woman’s mobility is restricted, she has to endure so
much pain, and such untruths.”
So amazingly true! Just because there is death, life has such lasting appeal; otherwise life by itself would have
no value. Men know very well that we cannot go very fir. That is why they ask us to go away, repeatedly. If we
could go away, if there was a place for us to go to, then they would never have uttered such a thought.
Will they who, since the times of the Mahabharata, could not give away land even the size of the head of a
needle to their brothers without bloodshed, ever give us our rights?!
The land held on the tip
Of a sharp needle,
I shall not give to the Pandavas
Without a battle

Dear Sisters! “The Kohinoor is worth five slaps with your slippers.” Let us give them five slaps and take our
rights by force.
In fact, we too are in the wrong. We ask for our rights from men—the same men who do not have any rights
themselves, who want to become big even as they behave like beggars, who have entrammeled themselves in the
serpentine coils of slavery and shrunk their ideals smaller and smaller, they whose very souls have become slaves.
Are they in a position to give us our rights? Can they help us achieve emancipation? Are you crazy?
Will the unfortunate people of this hapless country ever be able to respect us?
Those who had stripped a respectable woman in the open court, had unveiled the universally respected but
bereaved women in the fields of Karbala, did not wince while calling mothers bloodthirsty tigresses (the
humiliation of women at the present time is almost unutterable)—those very people, you suppose, would honor
you! One who never receives the respect of fellow human beings always sinks into the depths of moral
degradation. The accumulated humiliation of eons has made tigresses and serpents of us. As bloodthirsty tigresses,
we shall suck dry the hearts of those who humiliated us and quieten our aggrieved souls; as repressed serpents we
shall empty our venom and soothe our anguished hearts through successive stings.
244.191 1. An Autobiographical Sketch 2. The Christian Religion And The Jains\fn{by Manilal C. Parekh (18851967)} Rajkot, Rajkot District, Gujarat State, India (M) 8
1
I was born in the year 1885 in a middle class family, belonging to the Bania Community in Rajkot City of
Saurashtra in India. My family has a background, according to our family bards, of Jain tradition of seventeen
hundred years. If this account be correct, my family has been completely vegetarian and teetotaler for this long
period. However, my father had adopted Vaisnavism, which is the belief in Krishna as God’s chief incarnation, as
his personal faith, and thus two streams of religious life were flowing side by side in our home.
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As for my early moral and religious training, I had no regular teaching in any school or temple, but I received a
little of it from stories of Jain Saints, both men and women, which my mother used to tell me sometimes at night,
Some of these stories were remarkably like those of some Christian Saints, especially in regard to the emphasis
laid on forbearance, patience, forgiveness etc.
In addition to this, I must have imbibed some spirit of both Jainism and Vaisnavism from my surroundings, but
this was more like the air we breathe with nothing concrete in it.
In 1896 I went to Gondal, a town about 25 miles from Rajkot, where my mother’s family lived. I had to shift
there for my education as my father was transferred to a place where there was no provision for proper education.
I passed four years in this place and had a larger understanding of Hinduism in general. During this time I came to
know something of Shaivism and for a short time Shiva became my favorite deity. This was largely because he is
considered to be a simple-minded God who gives boons easily to those who worship him. Alongside of this, the
family with which I stayed was Vaisnava and my mother’s grandmother was a devout Vaisnava. So here I came in
close contact with Vaisnavism, not merely as a personal faith as was the case with my father, but as it was woven
into domestic and social life also. All this I imbibed as general impressions with no doctrinal teaching.
In 1900 I came back to Rajkot where my father was transferred. It was while studying in the VI Standard
English that I had an illness, which, though not serious, frightened me and I became aware for the first time of
death. During this illness I read a book called The Use of Life by Lord Avebury, a book which is full of high and
noble ethical teaching. It was the reading of this book which created in my mind a great change, something like
what is called conversion, though this change was not religious. It was ethical, however, in the true sense of the
term. Along with this I had a love for books from my early boyhood and this continuing made it possible for me to
grow both intellectually and morally.
*
In course of time, at the age of eighteen, I entered college and at about the time of my First Year’s University
Examination, I fell seriously ill and this illness proved to be a great blessing.
It was while I was in bed, lying with bronchitis, that I came to believe in God as a result of my own reflection.
Hitherto, I had no clear conception about the existence of God, and as a nominal believer in Jainism which was
our family faith, I had a very hazy belief if at all in the existence of God. Although this illness did not last for
more than three or four months, I had to drop one year from my college course, and it was during this time that
there came over me a great change.
In my neighborhood there came a young man who was older than myself by four or five years and who had
seen and known a good deal of the higher cultural life of India. He was something of a poet also. It was from him
that I learned something of the larger currents of religious and cultural life flowing in India at that time, and this
not only widened the horizon of my intellectual life but deepened my spiritual life.
One of the first things I learnt from him was the extraordinary greatness of the book, The Imitation of Christ.. I
had then all the prejudices natural to our people against a foreign faith, but persuaded by my friend I read the
book and even at the first reading, it went straight to my heart as nothing else had done so far. In it I found the
same spirit which had pervaded the stories which my mother had told me. But here, besides, I found the
marvelous charm of the personality of Jesus Christ.
About the same time, I learnt about Keshub Chunder Sen and his personality took entire hold of me. He was by
far the greatest religious reformer of modern India, and according to Rev. Cheyne, an English divine, he was one
of the two great prophets of the 19th century in the entire world, the other being Baha Ulla, the Persian. He made it
the mission of his life to harmonize all the religions of the world, and he made this synthesis Christo-centric. In
addition to this, he had a dynamic and magnetic personality which reflected itself in all his words. I never saw
him, for he died before I was born, but I came to be bound to him by bonds of steel and for years his hold on me
was complete. I followed him in everything he said including his deep loyalty to Jesus Christ.
Besides, I was much influenced by Carlyle and Emerson and also Wordsworth. These were in a way my
spiritual teachers and fathers. Little later, while I was considering what career I should follow, I came to read of
Luther’s conversion as related by Carlyle in his Heroes and Hero-Worship. This helped me to make up my mind
to dedicate my life to God’s work. I was already very near the Brahma Samij of Keshub Chunder Sen and I now
thought of becoming a missionary thereof. It may be perhaps added here without presumption that I thus made up
my mind to join the Brahma Samij and to be a missionary thereof without having ever seen a single Brahma, for
in the part of India in which I lived there was no Brahma Samaj.
A little later while at college, I came to read Tauler’s\fn{ Johannes Tauler (c.1300-1361) Dominican preacher} Sermons
translated from German into English by Miss Susanna Winkworth,\fn{ The History and Life of the Reverend Doctor John
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and this book
had a profound influence on my soul. I was something of what is called a “sick soul” by William James, the
American psychologist. By reading this book my spiritual sickness was removed and I got much consolation and
peace.
I also was much influenced by both Saint Francis of Assisi and Count Leo Tolstoy. All these authors led me
deeper and deeper into religious life and I was gradually being drawn towards orthodox belief. The Brahma Samaj
was more like the Unitarian Church in the Western World and was also largely rationalistic. Keshub had
introduced into it what is known as the mystic element of transcendental faith, but even he had stopped short of
full orthodox belief such as is found in both Hinduism and Christianity.
*
I passed my B.A. Examination of the Bombay University and soon after went to Calcutta more than a thousand
miles away to see and know the Brahma Samaj in its headquarters. I stayed there for four months and was
formally initiated into it. I returned to Bombay and started my work as a preacher and a missionary of the New
Dispensation Brahma Samaj, although I was not yet formally ordained. I carried on this work for nearly eight
years and worked in several important centes in Western India.
I was ordained in 1915. During these years, there was a slow but steady growth in my belief. I was also being
drawn towards Cardinal Newman, and his Apologia had a decided influence on my mind. This does not mean that
Roman Catholicism had any hold on me, but I felt the necessity of certitude in my faith. The Brahma Samaj was
too subjective in its faith and belief. During these years I stood strongly for Christo-Centre, although I was almost
alone in this state of mind.
While these questions were agitating my mind I fell seriously ill and had to be confined to bed for nearly two
years. My illness was that of tuberculosis, a disease which has been with me for nearly half a century. and I am
thankful that I owe most of my spiritual growth to my illnesses. They have been a source of great blessing rather
than curse. During this long illness I read the Bible from beginning to end—a thing which I had never done before
—and a book in my own vernacular containing the teaching of the greatest religious teacher of modern India.
His name is Swami Narayana\fn{Ghanshyam Pande (1781-1830)} and he is the last of the great teachers of
Vaisnavism. He was a wonderful person and there are many points of resemblance between him and Jesus Christ.
I learnt from this book most of the great tenets of Vaisnavism, which is very like Christianity. The one truth that I
learnt from it and which was of the utmost importance to me was that God incarnates himself for the redemption
of mankind. This made it impossible for me to remain any longer in the Brahma Samaj. Hitherto I had hesitated to
look upon Jesus Christ as the incarnation of God, but after reading this book that hesitation was gone.
*
I might add here that during these two or three latter years, I was thinking of starting a Hindu Church of Christ,
but a Brahma friend of mine told me that Christians themselves in India were trying to evolve a National Church
and that I could find my place in it. Accordingly I joined the Anglican Church in 1918. I might also add here that
during all these years and even after my baptism I was not excommunicated by my caste, a thing which caused
surprise even to Mahatma Gandhi. This was due, as Mr. Natarajan, a social reformer and the editor of the now
defunct The Indian Social Reformer said, to the genuineness of my spiritual life and to the large-heartedness of
my community. I was also kept on the roll of missionaries of the New Dispensation Brahma Samaj. This was a
unique thing and I attribute it to the grace of God. This has helped me in understanding better both Christianity
and Hinduism.
I stayed soon after my baptism in Kedgaon, a place where Pandita Ramabai lived and worked. She was
decidedly the greatest woman of modern India and a most devoted Christian. I remained in this place for about a
year and then in Bombay for about six months in close contact with Christians, and even in this short time I found
conditions of Christian life and work most unsatisfactory.
The Indian Christians could by no means be called Christians in my sense of the term, and they were not only
not national in any sense of the term but were positively anti-national and still more anti-Hindu. The so-called
Church of Christ was almost entirely “carnal” in the Pauline sense of the term. If Saint Paul could complain of
there being “carnal Christians” in his own time, that is about thirty years after Jesus, how much more would that
be true in India where Christianity was being propagated with all the material resources of the Western World?
I used to discuss these things with some of the leading Indian Christians and missionaries who were frank
enough to talk about these matters, and I found them to be fully aware of these evils though they would not speak
of them openly. As regards myself I could not tolerate this situation, since to my mind it was most harmful to both
Christianity of the right type and to Hinduism.
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To me both these faiths were not only not antagonistic as practically all Christians, Indian and Western,
believed, but they formed integral parts of one whole. To me, to be a true Hindu was to be a true disciple of
Christ, and to be a true disciple of Christ meant to be more a Hindu and not less. This belief was woven into my
being and it was the light of all my seeing and thinking. Thus, I had to fall back more or less on what I called the
Hindu Church of Christ and I severed my connection with all organized Christianity.
*
Under these circumstances, I had to go back home where I found a safe harbor. I might speak here a little about
some personal matters.
My father had shown towards me during the last ten or twelve years a most remarkable love for me which
could be compared with that of the father of the Prodigal Son. I had been a rebel against the rules of our society
twice during this period. The first time it was when I joined the Brahma Samaj, which meant the breaking of
caste, and the second time it was when I joined the Christian Church which was still worse from the point of view
of Hindu society.
Both these times, though deeply pained and grieved, my father always kept his doors open for me, a thing
which was unusual in the higher communities of the Hindu society. My wife also joined me on both these
occasions, though she did not share with me my ideas fully. This too was very unusual.
All this was possible because my aim in doing whatever I did was purely spiritual, and what is still more
important, it was seen and known as such by the people. The Hindus have always given extraordinary liberty to
their spiritual men, especially the sadhus and the sannyasis, and though I was not of this class, they extended to
me their great toleration which was something unique, especially at the time we are speaking of.
*
Since my return to my family, I had to begin anew my life; in some respects. I was now out of all recognized
religious bodies, whether Hindu or Christian, and as I wanted to keep my vow of spiritual life and work which I
had taken while I was at college, I had to find a platform of my own, which was not an easy matter. I was now
what is called a free lance in the field of religion. Besides, I had to look for some means for maintaining myself
and my family which was growing.
Soon after I became thus free, I had an invitation to be the head of an ashram called Christa Seva Sangh to be
started in Poona. This was meant to be an order of monks and they wanted me to be its head, in spite of the fact
that I was a house-holder. This could not be done since the founders of the ashram wanted it to be run as an
Anglican Institution, which I was not prepared to do.
A little later, I was asked to collaborate with R.M. Gray, a Scotchman, to write a short biography of Mahatma
Gandhi. I was asked to do this because I knew Mahatma Gandhi from the days of my childhood. We belonged to
the same community and also to the same place. We both, Mr. Gray and myself, did this work, and the book was
published in 1922 by the World Y.M.C.A. and the Student Christian Movement of England jointly. This book
went through three or four editions and was widely read in England and America. There was a request from
Germany for its translation, though I do not know whether it was translated and published in that language. This
book was certainly of some help in making India’s claim for self-Government better understood by many thinking
people in the West.
*
The years 1919 to 1924 were rather hard for me. I was without proper activity and also suffered from poor
health. During this time, I employed myself in translating and writing a number of books into my vernacular. This
was not the work after my heart but I did it to keep myself active and for whatever financial return it might bring.
In 1924 an American friend made it possible for me to go all over India as a free-lance evangelist, and for nearly
five years more I continued to do this kind of work, going about all over the land.
The burden of my preaching was the harmony of all religions and especially Hinduism and Christianity. This
was perhaps quite a new thing in the history of religion in India and yet with God’s grace I had a remarkable
response from both Christians and Hindus. My exposition of Hinduism was such as caused surprise to the Hindus
as coming from one who was baptized and many of them openly said that they had never come across an
exposition of their own faith of such a high and noble kind. As regards my interpretation of the teaching and the
person of Jesus Christ, the Christians too had a similar feeling.
In regard to this matter, my aim was to separate the pure Christianity of Jesus Christ from the accretions that
had grown upon it during the last nineteen hundred years. Christianity came to India and other countries of Asia
loaded with European Civilization, Western Culture and British, Dutch, French or Portuguese Imperialism. In fact
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it was nothing less than a sort of five-fold Imperialism, religious, racial, cultural, economic and political, and I
wanted to restore it to its primitive glory.
This work of mine was looked upon as similar to that of Mahatma Gandhi in the political field and I was called
by an American paper “the Gandhi of the Christian Church,” but my work was not so much Gandhian as Pauline
and it was recognized as such by some among the missionaries. All this was something new to both Hindus arid
Christians and there was almost universal good response to it. I rarely met with any hostility from any quarter
although I traveled all over India more than once and lectured in most of the cities and towns. I went also to
Ceylon and later on to Burma and lectured on these subjects.
I might add here that I was a co-opted member of the National Christian Council of India and attended its
sessions in 1924, ’26 and ’28. My work in its outward features was similar to that of Dr. E. Stanley Jones and he,
while not fully agreeing with me in my ideas, sympathized and supported my work. I also put before the
Christians of India the ideal of what I called the Oriental Catholic Church and I wrote an article on it in The
International Review of Missions.\fn{January 1928, pp. 145-154} Many of these ideas of mine have been incorporated
into my first three books namely: Brahmarshi Keshub Chunder Sen, Rajarshi Ram Mohan Roy and The Brahma
Samaj, which were published respectively in 1926, 1927 & 1928, and also in some of the articles that I wrote at
that time.
*
I went to America in 1929 and after staying there for over a year, I went to Europe. I lectured widely in the
U.S.A., but my main purpose in visiting Europe and America was to see at close quarters the religious and social
life of the people. I wanted to know how deep was the Christianity of the Christian people in their homelands.
In this quest of mine, I am sorry to say, I did not meet with much that was satisfying; rather my experience of
the West was disappointing. I met with many excellent people, both men and women, all over the West, but the
general mass of people was hardly any better morally or religiously than the non-Christians of India. In fact
religious consciousness was sadly lacking in the entire Western World as compared with India, and while in
civilization and culture the Western World is distinctly superior to us, so far as religious consciousness is
concerned, India is distinctly superior to it. In fact some of the missionaries in India were frank enough to say this
to me even before I went to America.
I went again to the U.S.A. to attend the “Congress of Religions” held in Chicago in 1933 and stayed there for
nine months. I had a very happy time there on the whole, but my previous experience was confirmed. I came back
even more of a Hindu than what I had been before and this has been the experience of most of our men who went
to Europe. This is unfortunate but it is true.
I returned home in 1934. By this time the National Movement had gathered much force and as against it the
Christian missions were gathering reactionary force. This was done by the book The Christian Mass Movements
written by Bishop Pickett of the American Methodist Church. This book, besides, had the moral support of such
eminent world leaders of Protestant Christianity as Dr. Stanley Jones and Dr. John R. Mott, and also of practically
all the churches of the West. Because of this it became a sort of gospel for all the Christian Missions in India.
Hitherto and especially during the last twenty years\fn{ Christian Mass Movements in India, A Study with Recommendations; it was published c.1933} there was much criticism of the mass movements from many of the leading Indian
Christians and even some missionaries, not to mention the general public of India. Such movements were
considered anything but spiritual and even those who worked for them were apologetic about them.
Unfortunately this book was an unabashed attempt at proving that the mass movements were the only right
way for the propagation and expansion of Christianity. I was from the beginning of my connection with the
Christian Church strongly against such movements and I raised a serious protest against that book. Naturally this
created much antagonism towards me among the Christians and all the doors of work among them were shut
against me. I was fully prepared for this; in fact I had foreseen it and I took this severance with true resignation.
*
I had now passed nearly 50 years of my life and, besides, I had never been very strong in my body; rather I
have been weak in health. This together with the antagonism mentioned above forced upon me a life of
comparative retirement. I then took to literary work and during the next ten or twelve years, I wrote and published
five books. Their names are: Shri Swami Narayana, The Gospel of Zoroaster, Shri Vallabhacharya, Christian
Proselytism in India and A Hindu’s Portrait of Jesus Christ. In these books and the three previous ones mentioned
above, I have tried to show the spiritual relationship that exists between them and the harmony that underlies them
all.
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I am thankful to say that all these books have been well received by the followers of all the faiths, and I hope
they will prove of some value in helping the growth of religious and spiritual life in the world.
2
A few weeks ago, when the present writer was talking with some Jain sadhus about Ceylon and its people, a
Jain pundit who was present said that in Ceylon religious conversion brought no social ostracism with it, and that
it was a common sight to see people belonging to the same family following various religions and yet living
together. But the most significant thing that he said was that the Hindus, among whom he included the Jains also,
did lose a great deal in so far as this was not possible hitherto in this land.
That he had the Christian religion in mind was evident from the first, and he ended by saying that Mahatma
Gandhi had done a great deal in our time to bring the Christian religion near the Hindu religions, and also the
people following these faiths closer together. The statement is full of rich meaning particularly as it comes from
one who did not seem to know much of English or European culture. Roughly speaking, it may well be taken as
the view of the spiritually and intellectually most advanced among the Jains. That it should be so is very
remarkable because the Jains of all the communities of the land have had hitherto the least to do directly with
Christianity, the number of Jain converts to the Christian religion being possibly the smallest.
Another very remarkable thing that may be mentioned in this connection is that of such converts, two (who are
the only ones known to the present writer in all his wanderings throughout the country, and he feels sure that there
are not many more) live with their unbaptized families, and their connection with their communities is kept up to
some extent, a thing which is very rare to find among others.
*
The potentiality of a spiritual rapprochement between Jainism and Christianity cannot perhaps be better seen
than in the case of Mahatma Gandhi. It is true he calls\fn{ This article was written in 1926:H } himself a Hindu, and a
Sanatani Hindu at that. But it is well known that, excepting the early influence of his home, the strongest personal
influences of a religious kind that have had a share in his moulding have been Christian and Jain. While in South
Africa, when he was seriously considering the claims of the Christian religion, he opened a correspondence with a
Jain teacher named Shrimad Rajchandra, a man whom he came to regard as greater than Count Leo Tolstoy, and
in all probability it was the solution that Rajchandra gave to some of his doubts that had something, if not much,
to do with his non-acceptance of the Christian faith.
Apart from that, when his own religious beliefs and practices are analyzed carefully, one finds a good deal that
is of the essence of Jainism. Of course, this does not mean that there are not other elements in his character drawn
from different faiths such as Christianity and Vaisnavism. As a matter of fact, there are, and that is why the
Christians have claimed him at most until now as their own, and he himself cares to be labeled as a Vaisnava if
anything.
Strange and confusing as all this may seem, it only means that the boundary lines between one religion and
another are not so sharply drawn today as they were once, and also that even when the differences between
various faiths may be emphasized to the utmost extent, there remains a good deal that is common ground,
especially on the moral plane, and when we see this common element realized to such an extent as in Mahatma
Gandhi, it is no wonder if people of various faiths claim him as their own.
*
Besides, of all the various religions of the world, the Christian religion is perhaps nearest to Buddhism and
Jainism. It is with a sure intuition that Mr. C.F. Andrews has again and again spoken of the kinship between
Buddhism and Christianity. though he perhaps overstates his case when he speaks of the probable influence of
Buddhism on the origins of Christianity.
But whatever spiritual kinship there may be between Buddhism and Christianity, there is more of it between
Jainism and Christianity. If this is not realized, it is because Jainism is so little known and has suffered from being
overshadowed by Buddhism, to which fact also it was due that it came to be looked upon as a branch of
Buddhism by most of the scholars of the West during the latter half of the last century. But it is now universally
accepted that Jainism was the first in the field, and that for centuries it was prevailing in this land, almost as much
as Buddhism, if not more.
It is also true that it is more positive and spiritual than Buddhism, and possibly it is due to this that it has
continued to live in Hindustan, whereas Buddhism has been practically exiled from the land of its birth. Some of
its essential qualities are very well summed up in the following passage from an address given by His Highness
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the Maharaja of Mysore, at the All-India Jain Conference held in his territory last year, a passage which is
particularly valuable inasmuch as it bears the impress of the mind of one of the most scholarly men in the country.
This is how it stands:
No less memorable have been the services of Jainism to the evolution of India’s spiritual and philosophical life.
Jainism has cultivated certain aspects of that life which have broadened India’s religious outlook. It is not merely that
Jainism has aimed at carrying ahimsa to its logical conclusion undeterred by the practicalities of the world: it is not
only that Jainism has attempted to perfect the doctrine of the spiritual conquest of matter in its doctrine of the Jina.
What is unique in Jainism among Indian religious and philosophical systems is that it has sought emancipation in an
upward movement of the spirit towards the realm of Infinitude and Transcendence—that it has made Power, Will,
Character, in one word charitra, an integral element of Perfection side by side with Knowledge and Faith. And Jainism
has sought a harmony of all religions, and of all philosophical and dialectical standpoints, in its Shyadvada and its
Anekantvada.
At the other end of the scale, in its rock-cut sculptured architecture, Jainism created a new style and carried it to a
pitch of excellence which places the glories of Mount Abu side by side with the mausoleum of the Taj among the
architectural wonders of the world.

Thus Jainism is more spiritual than Buddhism, inasmuch as it believes in the atman and the Perfected Ones in
an infinite number whom it calls the tirthankars. It is ethical par excellence and it may cause surprise to know that
it is this religion in Hindustan which has had the courage to send Krishna to hell for a long, long period to suffer
the punishment for his manifold sins in his life on earth.
In its emphasis on ahimsa it is unique, and it is not the least exaggeration to say that no other religion has gone
to the same extent. If the Hindus today are looked upon as more ahimsaka than any other people of the world, and
if the doctrine and practice of ahimsa is regarded as the special glory of this land by eminent scholars and thinkers
of the West, it is due largely to the influence of this religion.
There is a tendency to attribute this to Buddhism, but it is so only to a partial extent. Gautama Buddha, greater
than Mahavir (the teacher who gave shape to Jainism, if not its founder) as he was in many respects, never laid the
same emphasis on ahimsa as the latter did, as is perfectly evident from the fact that while Jainism makes nonmeat-eating absolutely binding on all its followers, Buddhism does not do so, even in the case of its monks and
nuns.
That the influence of Jainism has been very widely and deeply felt among the people of this land during the
last 2,500 years admits of no doubt. As testified in the above-mentioned address, it has broadened the religious
outlook of the Hindus, and it has filled what we now call Hinduism with much of its ethical content. In fact, all
the later teachers of Hinduism such as Shankaracharya, Ramanuja, Madhawa, Vallabha, Kabir, Nanak, etc., have
had to adopt the ideal of the ahimsa pramo dharma, and practically all the most important religious movements in
the land accepted vegetarianism as an integral part of their spiritual life. Wherever Jainism was predominant (and
it was so in many parts of the country, as can be easily found from the large influence it has had on most of the
vernacular literatures),\fn{By vernacular literatures he means the various languages of the Indian sub-continent; they were generally
known by this term during the British Raj:H } large numbers of people gave up meat-eating, a practice which they have
retained even today though Jainism has practically vanished from them in any organized form.
*
It is among a people professing and practicing such a faith as this that the claims of Christ have to be shown
for what they are worth. Is it any wonder if the majority of them stumble at the very first step in their
understanding of the Christian religion, when they find meat-eating and ahimsa so universal among the
Christians?
There are people among them who would not kill an ant for the gift of the British Empire. In fact, these are far
more consistent believers and practicers of non-violence than even Mahatma Gandhi. About a year back the writer
of this article met a Jain sadhu, himself a Brahmin convert to Jainism, who told him that he would have been a
Christian but for the universal practice among Christians of meat-eating. This is not at all to be surprised at, for
many among the Hindus of the upper castes have felt the same difficulty.
The present writer well remembers a Christian professor of one of the South India Christian colleges telling
him that when he asked his students to frankly tell him as to what it was that ultimately prevented them from
openly professing Christ, they told him that it was the common practice of meat-eating among Christians. To
many earnest Jains the fact that Christ gave fish to the people to eat and that He took both fish and meat, has been
a real difficulty in their acceptance of Him as the perfect Teacher.
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There are others who, when they get over this difficulty by believing that Christ in this matter accommodated
Himself to the limitations of His surroundings, find a real difficulty in the fact of proselytism as contrasted with
evangelism. They can very well understand a religion making disciples, but not proselytes, as Christianity has
been unfortunately doing all these days. They themselves belong to a religion that is universal and missionary in
the best sense of the term, and there are instances even today of Jainism making disciples among the Parsees and
Moslems. It is not without deep significance in this connection that the only two Jain converts to the Christian
faith are not proselytes but disciples. But the Christian religion has yet to learn a great deal before it becomes
purely evangelical and not proselytizing.
*
What appeals most to the Jains is the self-denying aspect of the Christian faith which has been emphasized,
and rightly so, by Catholicism and which unfortunately is often so much undervalued by much of Protestantism.
The Jain sadhus and sadhavis, i.e., monks and nuns, are the most self-denying of their kind in the world, and if
there are many people on the .face of the globe today who follow literally the command given by Jesus Christ to
His apostles when He sent them to preach the Gospel of the Kingdom, and do even more than that, it is these. It is
for this reason that the Sermon on the Mount, the Beatitudes, the Counsels of Perfection have an appeal to the
Jains which nothing else in the Christian religion makes.
What Baron von Hugel calls the “heroic” in the Christian religion, namely, the self-denying life of the Catholic
monks and nuns as contrasted with that of the laity, which he calls the “homely” element, has naturally a very
great fascination for these people. It is due to this that they will not be satisfied with any cheap and easy,
convenient and comfortable forms of Christianity, which are, alas, so prevalent today among us.
Thus the life of the ordinary Protestant, and even of the missionary at that, has little charm for them and it fails
to make any impression on them whatsoever. What little of the Roman Church is known to them does attract
them, and confession, which is such a stumbling-block to most of the Protestants, is appreciated by them, perhaps,
more than anything else. The present writer has known many among the Jains who, while talking about the
superiority of Jainism to every other religion, including Christianity, on learning about such a practice among the
Catholics, have been simply overwhelmed with the moral grandeur of a religion that could make it binding on
such large numbers of people.
Thus the Roman Church has a very great opportunity for work among the Jains, if only she were aware of it,
and knew how to take advantage of it. But before the Roman Catholics could realize it, they themselves must
learn a few lessons from the Jains, especially in the matter of ahimsa, as a matter of accommodation if not of
principle.
*
All this need not make Protestants or Puritans feel that they have no points of contact with the Jains, or that
these people are an idolatrous, priest-ridden community. Nothing of the kind. The Jains, the religious as well as
lay people, are more puritanic than the best of Puritans. Although only a section of them have what may be called
image-worship, it is very different from the idol-worship of the majority of the Hindus and of some other people.
It is not without very good reason that they are called the Quakers of Hindustan.
For this reason the best in Quakerism and Puritanism is bound to appeal to them, but it must be the best. The
Moravians, with their wonderful missionary heroism, would simply captivate them; also the Salvation Army,
provided it were not too demonstrative and so very practical as it is.
But ordinary Protestantism, which very often wants to make the most of both worlds and which is so selfsatisfied with its own righteousness, has very little chance of winning the Hindus, much less the Jains, whose
spiritual susceptibilities are finer.
*
As regards Jesus Christ, those among the Jains who know ever so little of Him, look upon Him as one of the
greatest teachers of the world, and there is more in this than is usually the case with the Hindus in general, for
these look upon Jesus in a way they do not look upon Rama and Krishna. The highly ethical character of His
teachings and the immaculate purity of His life—it is these that give Him that high place among them. The
authority with which He speaks is what they are fully familiar with in their own teachers, and only shows His
proper character as the great Teacher that He is. The miracles, including even the resurrection, have very little
meaning for them, and these do not add an iota to His moral and spiritual greatness in their eyes.
As for the Cross, it stands to them as the place where Jesus got His greatest and final victory over Himself and
the world, and became a veritable Jina, i.e., the conqueror, from which term we have the word Jaina. According
to them every true teacher has to pass through such trials and sufferings, and ultimately show himself victorious
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over and through them. The remarkable forbearance and forgiveness which Jesus showed on the Cross are just the
qualities that He should have shown, and so they confirm His authority as the Teacher. Naturally He is deathless.
If they do not see more than this in Christ, especially the vicarious and sacrificial character of His life, it is
because the same, which ought to have manifested itself through us, as the disciples of the Master, is so largely
missing.. We have not shown Jesus as He is and have made compromises with the world, the flesh and the devil.
Not only this. While the Christian religion should have stood for swahimsa, the immolation of the self for the
good of others, we have not been able to show even ahimsa, which is much less.
In this matter we may well sit at the feet of the Jains, and inasmuch as we are looking up to Mahatma Gandhi
we are doing it, only we should do it to a much larger extent, and after we have mastered this great and absolutely
necessary lesson of ahimsa in thought, word and deed, we would be ready for mastering the higher lesson of
swahimsa, which Jesus Christ came to teach and exemplify, and in which alone lies the differentia of the Christian
religion. Perhaps this will be clearer from the following story:
*
About four years back, when Mahatma Gandhi was at the height of his popularity and when people were
expecting the unexpected from him, a noted Jain teacher, who has visited America and Europe more than once as
a preacher, said to the present writer,
“Our Mahatma Gandhi is greater than your Jesus Christ.”
To this there could be no reply. Later on this friend made a small mistake in his life, and for the first time his
conscience smote him as perhaps it had never done before, at least for a long time, and he realized his sinfulness.
In this he was very different from the Jains who have an extremely keen sense of sin, and this was due to his
having come early in life under the influence of Emerson.
While he was in this state of mind he read a book called Oneness with God, by Dr. Larsen, wherein he read
some such statement as this, that even though the whole of the Bible were lost and only the first ten verses of the
fifteenth chapter of St. Luke’s Gospel would remain, the vital thing in the Christian religion would be untouched.
What struck this friend the most in those verses was that Jesus Christ came to seek and save, not the righteous, but
the sinners.
Later on he studied the Gospel more carefully, and as a result of this study, he found, as he said to the present
writer, that while the other religions. stopped at ahimsa, Jesus Christ preached love, which is something positive,
whereas ahimsa is negative. In this he was not quite fair to the various religions.
*
But what he should have said was that Jesus Christ went to the furthest extreme in teaching and practicing
love, so much so that it became swahimsa in Him, and it is in this that there lies the advance of the Christian
religion over others.
“Love ye one another as I have loved you,” followed immediately by, “There is no greater love than this, that a
man lay down his life for his friends,” is what He not only preached but practiced even to the extent of the
Crucifixion, and if we are to manifest the same in our life we must follow the command, the only one that He
gave.
Then will Christ be lifted up in our lives again and it is He who shall draw all men to Himself, and among
them also the Jains.
1886

85.6 Anadrita (The Unloved One)\fn{by Madhurilata Devi (1886-1918)} Jorasanko, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 2
When Harmani died, leaving the burden of two daughters and three sons\fn{ There is a minor error in the narrative
here. The author mentions five children, but later accounts for only four .} on her husband, the poor fellow, Nilu, faced severe
problems. Nilu worked in a small printing press, and by handing over whatever he earned to his wife, he used to
absolve himself of all his responsibility. Not once did he stop to think how so many people were existing on
twenty rupees a month. Every morning, at nine-thirty sharp, he would call out,
“Bara-bou,\fn{The eldest daughter-in-law of the household.} keep the meal ready, I’m going to bathe!”
After his bath, he gobbled down the steaming food while Hara sat beside him fanning away the flies, then took
his paan\fn{Tobacco and other spices wrapped in a betel-nut leaf usually eaten after a meal .} from her and rushed out.
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Nilu’s meals never lacked variety; he was always served whichever fish or vegetable was fresh in the market.
He was quite certain that lavish meals like his were available to the entire family. In fact, he frequently quoted
verses from Chanakya which established the fact that for a woman to desire good food was deplorable.
Hara listened to him silently. But when he left for work, she found it difficult to control her tears as she fed her
children. Khoka refused to eat rice without milk. Patala said that he’d eat with Ma, as he was certain that Ma had
hidden a large piece of fish for herself. Tuli said,
“Why does Baba eat up all the vegetables? Why can’t he leave some for us?” Kachi, who had recently been
married, complained,
“If you can’t feed me why don’t you send me to my in-laws?”
Kachi didn’t know that there was a difference of two and a half bharis\fn{Bhari: a unit of weight equal to 180 grams.
Usually a measure of precious metals in Bengal.} in her gold jewelry between what had been demanded and what had
been given at the wedding, and until this difference was made up her father-in-law would not accept her.
“My dears, please eat this today. I’ll go to Didima’s\fn{Usually maternal grandmother but sometimes also used for one’s
paternal grandmother.} house tomorrow and bring a lot of sandesh\fn{A sweet delicacy, typical of Bengal .} and give them
all to you.”
Everyday she thought of new ways of hoodwinking her children. The fact that she herself had to eat rice and
salt, softened with water, didn’t upset her at all. Actually, if she could give even her own share of the food to her
children, she would be quite happy.
Haramani’s brothers were reasonably well off, but she felt it demeaning to go to them with tales of her poverty.
In any case, Kachi had been married off with their help. And it wasn’t only her: two of her sisters were also in
similar straits, and one widowed sister lived with their mother. Every month Ma gave them twenty-five rupees
each. That money would all get spent on the children’s ailments—doctor’s fees, medicines, diets, etc. Back
breaking work, starvation and anxiety soon took their toll on her—she developed tuberculosis.\fn{ A disease which
the author herself contracted in 1912, and died of six years later .} She realized it, but didn’t let her husband know. Not that he
even needed to know. One day he returned home from office and found his wife afflicted with cholera. He sent for
the neighborhood quack, and the next day, when he found her dying, he sent word to his in-laws. By the time her
brother arrived with a doctor, Haramani had already breathed her last.
*
The mistress of the Ghoshal family of Chorabagan was afflicted—with old age, illness and a number of woes.
The household was run by her widowed daughter, Shankari. From nursing her mother to performing the smallest
chore in the household, Shankari managed them all single-handedly. Not that there was a daughter-in-law in the
family who could run the household as efficiently as Shankari did. The two daughters-in-law had been pampered
ever since they had been married, and were completely unaccustomed to doing anything for themselves, let alone
for others.
After Haramani’s death, Shankari first tried to console her grieving mother, and then went on to take charge of
her brother-in-law’s family. But in spite of all her efforts, the infant boy, deprived of his mother’s milk, could not
be prevented from following his mother. Shankari could not leave her sick mother alone for too long. So she
managed to find the money for the required gold and sent Kachi off to her in-laws’ house. Then she sent for a poor
relation from her village to take care of Patala and Tulu, making Nilu promise that he would pay this woman two
rupees a month.
Nilu protested vehemently. He said that he could barely feed himself, how could he take on this extra burden?
His suggestion was that Shankari should take Tulu home, and he would take Patala and move to a mess\fn{ A
workingman’s hostel.} near his office.
Shankari refused. In any case, she had no time even for her daily prayers. She had to be on her feet from five in
the morning to eleven at night. If she took Tuli home, there would be greater strain on her, and moreover, her
sisters-in-law wouldn’t be too pleased. And Tuli was a little girl. Ma would get anxious about her every moment.
Shankari fortified herself with these rational arguments, controlled her tears, and left the forlorn little Tulu behind.
It was the month of Ashad.\fn{The third month in the Bengali calendar, which falls between June and July of the English
calendar.} It had been raining heavily after a raging thunderstorm. The roads were under deep water. The usually
crowded streets of Calcutta were quite deserted. Trams full of commuters were stalled at places. Seeing that the
only way of reaching their destinations was by swimming, the stranded commuters gave vent to their frustrations
by abusing the Tram Company. Some of them carried on heated arguments about some occasion in the past when
it had rained this heavily. Still others narrated incidents from the past. One narrated an anecdote about how he had
taken refuge from the rain in a paan shop, and how when the rain stopped, he had walked to a train and
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discovered that his wallet had been stolen. He used his past loss to lighten the present adversity.
Such unnecessary excesses of Nature created problems for everyone. Only the naughty boys of the neighborhood were thrilled. The Ghoshal boy, Kilu, was sitting on a low stool and rowing it in the water. A little further
down the street, his younger brother had got together some other “well-behaved” boys like himself and was
teaching them to swim. Suddenly Panu came running to warn his brother.
“Hey, run, run! Nilu-pishe\fn{Pishe: the husband of one’s father’s sister .} is coming in a carriage! He will surely tell
Didima.”
Both brothers swiftly washed the mud off their feet, wrapped their discarded dhotis around their waists and ran
upstairs. Upstairs Pishima\fn{Father’s sister.} was frying phuluris.\fn{Snacks made of vegetables, dipped in batter and deep
fried.} Nilu-pishe’s arrival was quickly forgotten.
*
The storms had abated, the rain reduced to a drizzle. Shankari rushed into her mother’s room, dragging Tulu
behind her. Panting heavily, she said,
“Just look at what the man has done, Ma. Didn’t say a word to us, and, on a day like this, when people don’t
turn a dog or cat out of the house, left this child on our doorstep and ran away! Fortunately, I had gone down early
to wash clothes. I found her standing by the tap and weeping, water pouring from her head like the floods of the
Ganges. I quickly wrapped Panu’s dhoti around her and brought her here.” Ma said,
“I can see that. But I am a dying woman, don’t bother me with all this. Ask the masters of the house, ask their
wives, and do whatever they think best. Say, Tulu, where has your father gone?”
The child lisped, “Baba has gone to Dilli. Some people came to our house, so he said, go to Mashi.\fn{Mother’s
sister.}
Shankari said, “I had heard rumors that his office may be shifted to Delhi. So, he has rented out the house, left
his daughter here, and taken Patala with him! What a father! Well, he can discard his own daughter, but we can’t
drown our Hara’s daughter, can we?”
The little four-year old girl soon became the symbol of turmoil in the Ghoshal family. And Nilu—no one ever
found out where he disappeared after renting out his house.
Very soon the elder daughter-in-law discovered that ever since this “low-class” girl had entered the house, her
own children had become uncontrollable. They wouldn’t study and spent the whole afternoon doing mischief with
that “mother-eating” brat! If this went on, she couldn’t possibly live in this house any longer. The younger
daughter-in-law said that no matter how carefully she kept her Khuki’s food, every day someone ate it up. Every
day her husband’s bottles of hair-oil and perfumes were found shattered. And clothes hung out to dry on the
terrace had teeth marks on it.
It was Thakurjhi\fn{Husband’s sister.} who was responsible for all this for she had pampered and spoilt the child.
Tulu was not the first child to lose her mother; that was no justification for her to be allowed to do whatever she
wished, she felt. Whereas all Shankari actually did was feed Tulu twice a day, occasionally punish her in a locked
room on hearing the aunts’ complaints, and give her all kinds of advice in order to make her understand the vast
difference between her and her cousins. They could do whatever they wanted to, but she would have to suppress
all her childlike instincts. She was dependent on her uncles for her very existence and would have to constantly
express, with folded hands, her gratitude to her aunts.
But, did Tulu understand all this? Her response was to hit out at her aunt with her little fists and shout angrily,
“Take me to my mother, I won’t stay here!” and then weep bitterly.
The elder daughter-in-law had always yearned to run her home without the presence of her mother-in-law,
sister-in-law and others. This time, when her husband returned for the Puja\fn{Refers to the Durga Puja, the biggest
religious festival of Bengali Hindus.} vacations, she persuaded him to take her to his place of work. The younger
daughter-in-law used this opportunity and started visiting her affluent parents frequently. Thus the two daughtersin-law fulfilled their own secret desires, using Tulu as the scapegoat. And Tulu became the object of everyone’s
hatred.
*
It is a proven fact that whenever God turns against an individual, his or her years are forced to drag on despite
all odds. Eventually the uncles married Tulu off. The day she left for her in-laws’ home, the entire household
heaved a sigh of relief—it was as if the ill-omen of the house had gone forever. Only Shankari lay in bed and
wept, missing the soft touch of the small hands around her neck. She held the small pillow to her chest, kissing
and stroking it, as if caressing Tulu’s head. She prayed for Tulu’s happiness, but her appeal was rejected. Soon
after the wedding, a bruised and battered Tulu was brought to the house by her father-in-law, who shouted from
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downstairs,
“Here is your girl! If she ever comes our way again, she will not return alive!”
Shankari didn’t ask anything. She carried the mangled little body up to her bed, washed the wounds, applied
some eau de cologne; to Tulu’s forehead and sat fanning her.
Tulu opened her eyes once and said, “Oh Mashi, it hurts so!” and dropped off again. At night her temperature
rose and she grew delirious. The whole scene. unfolded before Shankari’s eyes.
Tulu’s mother-in-law had been a terror in the neighborhood, and everyone who knew her was afraid for the
daughter-in-law. She tyrannized her husband so much that the gossip was that this village woman had tamed such
a big, strong man with some native black magic. After her marriage, Tuli discovered that her father-in-law was
quite resigned to this oppression—he endured just about anything, from abuses to physical assault. The old man
had been pleased when Tulu was brought home, thinking that the oppression would. be halved.
But, alas! The intensity of the tyranny did not decrease with the sharing. As soon as the daughter-in-law
arrived, the maid and cook were dismissed. Why do people get their sons married if the daughter-in-law is not
able to do simple chores like cooking, cleaning utensils, carrying water, washing clothes, dusting and mopping
floors etc.? Every time Tulu stopped to take a breath, the mother-in-law asked her this question.
That day, there was no water in the tap upstairs. The mother-in-law ordered Tulu to fill a huge pot with water
and bring it up. While Tulu labored up with the pot, she stood on the verandah abusing Tulu’s parentage, and
appealing to God for her father’s early death. She had just begun to pray for Tulu’s death when Tulu stumbled and
fell.
The pot broke. Mother-in-law rushed to grasp Tulu’s hair and banged her head on the steps. She then
proceeded to kick Tulu repeatedly and finally threw her down the stairs. Hearing Tulu’s cries, the father-in-law
came in, and was given orders to take Tulu back to her uncle’s home, which he did without delay.
*
Today, everyone forgot how much he or she despised Tulu. The younger uncle brought the best doctor in town
and personally supervised her medication. The younger aunt took the fan from Shankari’s hand and fanned Tulu
herself after putting her own daughter to sleep. She even implored Shankari to lie down beside Tulu and go to
sleep. Shankari sat as still as a stone figure, clutching on to Tulu’s hand.
But God has no mercy—Tulu survived. The space granted by society to a person like Tulu is so small that she
can barely turn around. Yet God doesn’t want it to be vacated and she has to continue to suffer.
264.36 Excerpt from Family History\fn{by Janaki Agnes Penelope Majumdar (1886-1963)} Calcutta, Calcutta District,
West Bengal State, India (F) 8
1
My husband’s father, Gopi Mohun Majumdar, was born in the year 1822, son of [a] zamindar of Islampur in
the district of Murshidabad—long before the Mutiny, in the reign of George IV when Queen Victoria was only
three years old. Murshidabad being one of the stronghold of the Mogul influence, Gopi Mohun was much
impressed by Persian ways and manners, and used to dress his children in Persian costume. The Islampur house
was built by his ancestor Jonardhan, who was the actual founder of the present family; but Gopi Mohun, who was
a strong man and a good administrator, added on to and improved the house, and worked up the zamindary from
more or less insignificance to wealth and importance. As well as practically rebuilding the family house, he
established a school and a dispensary, dug tanks,\fn{ Ponds} and planted trees. A full account of his doings and the
history of his ancestors, who trace their descent to the Sen kings of Bengal who ruled in the 12th century, will be
found in the large red book entitled History of Murshidabad by Major Walsh.
Gopi Mohun married as his third wife,—the other two having died childless, and very young,—Gopesweri, the
daughter of a family living in the village of Goash of the same district. She married before she was ten years old,
and history relates that her eldest child—a girl, Modan Mohini—was born when she was only eleven years old.
She had in all twelve children of whom ten—three sons and seven daughters—lived to grow up and many have
children of their own. She died at the age of eighty-four in the year 1924—hale and hearty to the last, with all her
senses unimpaired—as the result of a fall and fracture of the thigh bone. Hers was a very gentle and beautiful
nature, calm and placid. Her children relate that they never once saw her lose her temper, and she was invariably
kind and considerate to everybody—deserving or undeserving. Her husband’s sisters lived in the house and
managed all the affairs and brought up the children, so Gopesweri’s life was mainly concerned with having the
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children, and performing all possible religious ceremonies for their health and safety. My husband Prio Krishnar
was her eleventh child, born on 2 February 1879 at Islampur. He was rather delicate in his infancy, and owing to a
severe illness, was dedicated to Haridas, and in the family he was and is still known by that name.
Village life then was very much the same as it now, only there was less malaria and people were altogether
healthier and better off. The Majumdar family were highly orthodox Baishnabs, belonging to the Vaid caste; and
the main events were the different seasons of the agricultural year and the Pujah festivals. His father died when
P.M. was only five years old, and the estate was managed by the eldest son Rai Bahadur Hari Krishna (18?.1896).
2
In the Murshidahad district there were many English indigo plantations, and Babu Hari Krishna as well as his
younger brother Charu Krishna (1864-1908) became friendly with some of these and with other English settlers,
so that the Persian influence was gradually replaced by English influence upon the men-folk of the family. The
women remained then, as they still do, entirely orthodox Hindus. The men took to riding and shooting and pigsticking and polo with their English friends, and used to entertain and be entertained by them. They rented a house
in Berhampore, the nearest town at a distance of 16 miles from the village of Islampur. The road was only a
cutcha\fn{Non-macadamized; i.e., untarred, not “metaled”, to use the English word:H } one, and there were the rivers to cross;
and to cover the distance between Berhampore and Islampur one had a choice of the following conveyances—
palkies, relays of ponies, elephants or bullock carts. Later on, one could drive halfway in a ticca garry;\fn{Hired
carriage} and now one can go the whole way in a motor car! I have tried all these conveyances at one time or
another, and can definitely say that the last is the best!
The brothers would spend a good part of the year at Berhampore, and took up various public works—District
Board Membership, Honorary Magistracy, etc. They used to spend money very freely and give loans to planters
and others, and although they both became Rai Bahadurs,\fn{ Originally a Moghul term, “Bahadur” was the official title of
members of the second class of the Order of the British Empire in India; “Rai Bahadur” was also conferred upon Hindu civil officers } a
drain began on the estate from which it has never recovered.
P.M.\fn{His initials were technically “P.K.” (for Prio Krishnar); but the author refers to him as “P.M.” throughout the manuscript }
went to school at Islampur and took from there, at the age of thirteen, his entrance examination or Matriculation
as it was then called. His chief friends were the sons of two of his sisters, Nalini and Bidya the sisters being so
much older than himself that their children were his contemporaries. My father-in-law followed the old plan
adopted by some zamindars, of marrying his daughter to ghurjamais—i.e., making the son-in-law live in his
village, instead of sending the daughter to her husband’s home. He built houses near the big house for the
daughters and their husbands and gave them presents of land.
P.M.’s chief friends were Nalini Das Gupta, his eldest sister’s third son, and Bidya Jyotish Chundar Roy, the
eldest son of his third sister, both of whom were about his age. The three boys went to school and played together.
They well remember their first visit to the town of Berhampur which seemed to them a most marvelous place;
with great joy they sniffed the wonderful “town-smell” not realizing it was chiefly drains! They drank with awe
and wonder their first bottle of lemonade which cost them five annas and considered it a terrible waste of money.
It was many years before they saw a train, and one of them was considered rather a hero because he had once
passed near a station, and although no train was in sight, he reported that he had seen the smoke left behind by a
train that had just gone.
P.M. was always passionately fond of games of all kinds, and also of horses. His early recollections are of
creeping out of the house unobserved in the hottest part of the day, catching horses grazing in the fields and riding
bare-backed, with a strip of rope for reins. Another favorite pastime was to bribe the syces\fn{Grooms; there is a shot
story in the Indonesian section where this word is applied to cutters of grass with hand sickles:H } of planters stabling their horses at
the Islainpur house-stables for dak,\fn{Mail (in this case, probably delivery or pickup)} with saris stolen from his mother’s
box, and taking the horses out for a gallop, unknown to the owners. Mr. William Moray, an Irishman, initiated him
and … in the sport of pig-sticking in the Panchananpur jungles. This was a truly delightful sport, and he has never
forgotten the thrill when he was taken to his first meet at the age of twelve or thirteen. He was lent a mount and
spear, and in due course a pig broke out and was given chase … . Experienced pig-stickers avoided the water and
took a circuitous route, but he … took a short cut … and was nearly drowned!
At that time there was an indigo planter named McDonald who used to keep a big stable and drive a tandem,
with a hunting horn to disperse traffic. P.M., one day, took it into his head to emulate this turn out. He got hold of
two unknown tats,\fn{An abbreviation for tattoo, a native-bred pony} rigged up a harness with bits of rope and string and
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put them in a trap tandem fashion; and with a number of chokras\fn{Boys employed by a household (or a regiment) } to
help him, drove in great style along the Goash road, with a tin canister to be beaten instead of a horn. One of the
chokras was running beside the leader to keep him in the way he should go, but when this lad’s attention was
momentarily distracted the leader decided to turn round, hoping to graze in a ditch near by. To avoid a
catastrophe, the wheeler was also turned and eventually the leader, wheeler, trap, chokras, and driver, all landed in
a melee in the ditch. However, no bones were broken and they managed to sort themselves out and get home
safely.
One of P.M.’s worst crimes in his childhood was disappearing for a whole day. It was Pujah time and his
brothers had presented him with a beautiful velvet suit trimmed with gold braid and a new pair of shoes, too small
for him, which he wore all night, having been told they would grow! Having exhibited the costume to his friends
at home, he decided to go and show it to a school friend who lived some distance away, and never thought of
telling anyone where he was going. He slipped into the stable and bribed the syce to let him have a large horse and
somehow managed to get away without being seen. Once out of sight, he began to enjoy himself, got safely to his
friend’s house, and there, had a large meal and plenty of fun. Some tenants, on seeing him, presented him with
nazar.\fn{A present or gift, made by an inferior to a superior, usually in anticipation of largesse } When he was coming home at
sunset, he met some servants hunting for him, who told him his eldest brother had set out search parties in all
directions, and that he might expect a good beating when he got home. Such an end to this day of pleasure had
never been expected by him, and he began to feel distinctively uncomfortable. However, he managed to creep into
the inner apartments unobserved, and by remaining there for some days managed to avoid the well-deserved
beating by clinging to his younger sister-in-law’s anchal,\fn {The most decorated part (the end) of the sari, which a woman
would use to cover her head with if she wished to be modest } as his eldest brother could not come where she was!\fn{ Inner
apartments being a reference to the women’s quarters; this being an orthodox household, purdah was strictly observed:H}
3
As has already been said, the Majumdar family were devout orthodox Hindus, and both men and women kept
up all the usual observances. P.M. was brought up in this atmosphere, and the first stories he heard were tale of the
gods and goddesses, told to him by the womenfolk and also by the old servant Kailash, who is still at Islampur.
He declares now that during a thunderstorm he always remembers Kailash’s explanation of the lightning as a fairy
running away from the pursuit of the thunder god who roared with vexation as she escaped. After a bad dream, he
was taught to write “Ram Ram Ram” on his pillow with his finger, and this always prevented further nightmares
that night.
He took his Sacred Thread at the age of—\fn{ This is blank in the original manuscript } with other cousins and
nephews of the same age, and took it all very seriously. He was taught to revere Brahmins, especially the priestly
family or Thakurs at Islampur, though he never liked the young men of that family. One of the reasons for this
was sheer misunderstanding. He was driving along one day in his pony-trap, very proud of being out alone, and in
all friendliness waved his whip at Jotin Thakur. Unfortunately the tip of the whip cord touched Jotin Thakur and
he went home livid with fury complaining that the Chok Babu\fn{Watchman} had whipped him, and P.M. got the
worst punishment of his life without (for once!) deserving any.
The way in which he lost his faith in the gods was a curious one. The headmaster of the school, a Brahmin,
used to come at mid-day everyday to the Islampur house to rest in the baithakkhana\fn{Outhouse of an élite home; the
boundary beyond which outsiders are not allowed; the border between “home” and “world”, in the Tagorean sense } as it was the only
place in the village where there was a fan. He used to frequently ask for a glass of water or for some sweets from
the inner apartments.
Now to get these was a long hot walk, and as P.M. was the youngest member of the family, the duty usually
devolved upon him, and very unwillingly he had to get up and fetch the requisitioned refreshments. He had been
taught that any, even the slightest, token of disrespect to a Brahmin would be visited by an instantaneous
punishment from the gods. One day, while fetching some water, and because he was very thirsty, he took a sip out
of the glass and waited, secretly terrified, to see how he would be punished. Nothing happened. A few days later
he went so far as to lick a piece of the shondesh.\fn{A milk-sweet} Again, nothing happened.
He then decided that if he was not punished for two such gross pieces of wickedness and disrespect to a
revered Brahmin, then there was no god. After that, all religious observances became meaningless to him. Not
only that, but in later life he came actually to hate the idols for being the means by which poor people’s
superstitions were worked upon; and to dislike all priests of whatever religion for playing upon human weakness
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for their own profit. For those who were themselves dupes, he was very sorry; but for those who knew what they
were doing and yet continued their “priest-craft” as a means of self-advancement, he has the severest
condemnation. He gradually came to a rationalistic outlook, where he refused to believe anything on hearsay to
which his reason would not assent; while agreeing that there must be a Force beyond the universe which brought
it into being and keeps it going, he holds that there is no proof that this Force is in any way concerned with
individual human beings.
4
After passing the Entrance Examination, P.M. was sent to the Berhampore College, but after a short while
there, it was decided that he had better go to St. Xavier’s College, Calcutta, and arrangements were made for him
to join the Hindu hostel in 1893. Always of an independent nature, he decided when he got to Calcutta that he
would not go to the hostel, but arranged to board with an Anglo-Indian master at St. Xavier’s called McGrath who
lived in Ripon Street. This was his first experience of really living in English style, and he liked it very much
indeed, and found the Anglo-Indians whom he met very interesting and entertaining. In fact it became the summit
of his ambition to live in Creek Row among the flower of Anglo-India!
In those days, Anglo-Indians thoroughly despised “natives” as a class, though they were friendly enough to
those whom they thought had money and position. But if a “native” wanted to be on good terms with AngloIndians he had to be careful to be very English in his ways, and it was fatal to wrap up his school lunch in Bengali
newspapers, or put much oil on his hair!
The Jesuit Fathers did splendid educational work among the Bengalis and Anglo-Indians then, as now. It was
at St. Xavier’s College that P.M.’s friendship with N.C. Mallik began, and that friendship has continued up to this
day. N.C. Mallik’s father, Hem Chandra Mallik, was a very well-to-do gentleman from a good Kayastha family,
\fn{The Kayasthas are the strictest of the Hindu castes, some people would say inordinately so:H } and although himself an
orthodox Hindu, he liked to meet Bengalis on a grand scale in his beautiful house at 12 Wellington Square.
N.C.M. was an only son, but his cousin Subodh (father’s brother’s son) whose parents died early, lived with Mr.
H.C. Mallik. Subodh Babu afterwards took a great interest in politics and was one of the first Bengalis to be
sentenced to deportation for his political opinions.\fn{ Subodh was also a financial backer of the newspaper Bande Mataram
and a friend of Aurobijndo Ghose. [Bande Mataram is the title of the Indian national anthem; and Aurobijndo Ghose was probably as much
the opposite of Hindu orthodoxy as one could be:H] } He was the idol of the earliest Swaraj\fn{Reform, in the sense of cultural
reform:H} party and called Raja Mallik, who by degrees gave all his money for political purposes, selling his share

of no. 12 to N.C.M. He died in Darjeeling in 1920, a comparatively poor man.
5
P.M. was married in an orthodox Hindu fashion—and with great ceremony to Prativa, a daughter of Babu Moti
Lal Sen, cousin of the famous Keshub Chunder Sen.\fn{ Sen (1838-1884) was a prominent Brahmo Samajist} In a box at
Islampur is still carefully preserved his wedding dress of green velvet and gold braid, along with the wonderful
dresses his brothers wore when they were made Rai Bahadur. There were all sorts of ceremonies and feasting
when Prativa came to Islampur, but unfortunately their happiness was short-lived as—always delicate—she
developed phthisis\fn{Pulmonary tuberculosis} and died shortly after her first baby was born, the baby girl dying too.
This connection brought P.M. many new friends, as the Sens were a clannish family, and Keshub Chunder
Sen’s children adopted him as a brother, as did Keshub Chunder Sen’s brother’s family—Krishto Behary Sen’s
children. Shortly after his marriage he began going to Lily cottage, and tells many stories of the glory of Keshub
Babu’s eldest daughter Sunity—the Maharani of Cooch Behar—and her brothers Nirmal and Peter who were
respectively her Military Secretary and Private Secretary, and the third daughter Sucharu who married the
Maharaja of Mourbhurg. Of course these bright stars were far too grand for him to become familiar with, besides
being much older, but he used to go to play with the younger brothers, Saral (Bhopal) and Bhajan and so saw
something of their grandeur, and they were all exceedingly kind to him.
P.M. was one of the first to possess a bicycle, of the penny farthing type, and used to ride on it and pretend to
be able to do all sorts of trick riding, which sometimes came off and sometimes did not!
6

564

From the year 1892 Babu Charu Krishna had been working as Manager of the Tikari Estate at Gaya, as his
brother was managing the Islampur Estates which did not require two people to supervise it. But in 1896 Babu
Hari Krishna died very suddenly from an attack of apoplexy, at Berhampore which was of course a terrible grief
to the whole family. Charu Babu then took over the management of the Islampur property. After the death of his
wife P.M. was very much upset and unsettled and decided to take some job elsewhere, and managed to get the
post of manager to the Maharaja of Gidhaur, in Bihar.\fn{ Shown below} Here he worked for nearly four years and
thoroughly enjoyed being “on his own” and acquired a vast deal of … management [experience] in the care and
breeding of horses, entertaining the Maharaja’s guests of all nationalities, distinguished and humble, and the art of
living alone.

He had quarters at Gidhaur and also a bungalow at a place called Chakai not very far from Sirnultala which
was then under the auspices of Sir Tarak Nath Palit, B.L. Gupta, Sir R.N. Mookerjee and Lord Sinha—(all then
plain “Mr.”)—fast becoming a distinguished health resort. Here he became acquainted with all these people and
their families, many members of which he vastly admired in all simplicity, because they were “England returned”.
Here also he had his first experience of champagne dinners, at the first of which he failed to get drunk in spite of a
great effort, but felt so exceedingly uncomfortable that he has never been able to like champagne since then. At
Chakai he grew friendly with the Mission Doctor and his wife whom he sincerely admired and who helped him
during his various ailments, polo accidents and such contretemps. … Living alone made him a great newspaper
reader, and from that time till now he is never happy unless he has read at least one newspaper from end to end.
It was with the Maharaja of Gidhaur that P.M. attended the first great Durbar at Delhi organized by Lord
Curzon. This was a marvelous pageant held in 1902 for … King Edward’s Coronation. The Gidhaur party were in
tents, and how bitterly cold it was under canvas in Delhi, only those who have been to Delhi in winter can realize.
He was amused at the procedure of ceremonial visiting by the Maharajas at that time. He would perhaps
accompany the Maharaja on a state call upon some other Maharajas. Upon arrival, greetings were exchanged, then
both Maharajas and their suites would sit in complete silence for ten minutes or so, after which the visiting
Maharaja would rise and take his leave. Later in the day, the other Maharaja would come to return the call in
exactly the same fashion.
In Gidhaur, P.M. used to discuss spiritualism and supernatural phenomena with some of the Maharaja’s
relatives, and especially with one of his uncles, but they could never come to any definite conclusions. This uncle
made a pact with P.M. that whoever died first would come and tell the other if there is any life after death, or any
way by which the spirit world can manifest itself. A short while after this the Uncle died, and P.M., though
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secretly terrified, was determined to go through with it, and sat for hours by the dead body waiting for some
manifestation, which never came neither then nor afterward.
On the Maharaja’s lands in Bihar, mica abounds, and P.M. became very much interested in schemes for mining
this mica and making a commercial success of it. While his ideas were materializing, a Government Scholarship
was offered and advertised in the papers—for students wishing to take up a course in mining engineering at
Birmingham University. The course was a three year one, and £200 a year was the amount of the scholarship.
P.M. put in an application for this scholarship and was lucky enough to obtain it. He therefore hastily wound up
his affairs at Gidhaur, and without waiting for the consent or otherwise of his relatives, started off for Bombay
where he caught the P&O mail steamer Victoria for London.
7
P.M. now confesses that he did not much enjoy the voyage in a small cabin shared with another Indian student,
and that he felt seasick off and on. This seasickness began soon after leaving Bombay because he had to
completely unpack his biggest box in a rough sea to get out the matches he had put at the bottom, finding from a
printed notice that it was strictly prohibited to carry matches in boxes in the hold! However, after three weeks of
discomfort through rough seas, and lack of exercise, he got safely to London.
There he was met at the terminus by Mr. Mohi Mohun Ghose (Ling) who was our connection by marriage, as
he had married, in succession, two of Mr. K.B. Sen’s daughters who were cousins of P.M.’s first wife (Mr. K.B.
Sen was a brother of Keshub Chunder Sen). Ling Ghose’s first wife was a beautiful creature who died young
leaving two sons, Gita and Tutu. He afterwards married her sister, but there was rather a sad little scandal about
that marriage, as apparently the girl was found to be pregnant just after marriage, and Ling never forgave the
deception. She died, I fancy, when the baby was born, which also died, so the pathetic little incident was wiped
out. Ling was in the Indian Civil Service, and a brilliantly clever man, but unfortunately he took to drink which
ruined his career. Much later he married Ida Dutt—of whom more will appear in this record—and had another
son, Joy, who unfortunately is not right in his head, and though in his twenty-sixth year, is like a child and can do
nothing for himself.
Whatever may have been Ling’s faults, P.M. says he will always be extremely grateful to him for his kindness
in meeting and looking after him, a shy young student. He really did his best for him “after his fashion”, by taking
him with him to bars and saloons and trying to show him something of the world! Luckily P.M. had been cured of
all desire to drink after his Simultala experience, and had a strong head—otherwise one trembles to think what
might have happened to him under such guidance! He learnt to be very clever at pretending to drink without really
doing so, and quietly disposing of his glass of whiskey in some convenient receptacle. There was an historic plant
in Ling’s room which anticipated Sir J. C. Bose’s experiments on plant-stimulation by alcohol by dying from
overdoses of whiskey!
However, P.M. was not long in London, as his course of study was at Birmingham University where he took a
degree in mining engineering. As the engineering college was not residential, the students used to stay in a hostel
with students of other colleges, the bulk of whom were theological students. As has been related, P.M. had already
lost his faith in Hindu priests, and he says that from watching these theological students he very soon lost his faith
in Christian seminarians too!
8
As his scholarship was a small one, and he did not want to ask for money from home, he used to eke out his
allowance by coaching other students, especially a Chinese student who needed help. P.M. also decided to take his
Bar examination at the same time, in order to have two strings in his bow. This necessitated periodical visits to
London for examinations and dinners, and when there he used to stay at a boarding house in Addison Road kept
by a Miss Dutt—the Ida Dutt aforesaid—to which he was recommended by Ling Ghose.
Ida’s father was an Indian doctor settled in England who had married an Englishwoman. Theirs was a family of
five daughters and one son. The son, Newton Dutt, first had a job in Messrs Dent and Co., publishers, and later on
got the post of Librarian to the Maharaja of Baroda’s State Library where he spent many happy years. He is an
exceedingly nice man and perfect brother, and has remained a bachelor all his life. He is afflicted with a cleft
palate, but in spite of his disability has always made good.
Dr. Dun died leaving his family very badly off, so the daughters tried in turn to earn their own livings. The
eldest, Mabel, who was born in the late sixties, went as housekeeper-companion to Mrs. Palit (later Lady Palit,
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wife of Sir Tara Nath, a very rich and peculiar man) and afterwards married her son Loken Palit who was in the
I.C.S.\fn{Indian Civil Service:H} Ida kept a boarding house for Indian students, and it was here that P.M. found
himself on his visits to London. The next sister, Leila, was and is still eccentric and has had to spend various
periods in mental homes. Rena, the next one, married a Mr. Khan of the Indian Medical Service, and the youngest,
Muriel, looked after the mother so long as she lived and then came to help Ida with Joy. Now, they are all widows
and are living in the two houses in Golders Green which Loken left to Mabel Palit on his death.
Mabel and Ida are both the kindest of women, but Ida was almost too kind as a boarding-house keeper, and
being slightly eccentric and not at all a good manager, she could never make both ends meet, nor make the house
comfortable or attractive … . At Ida’s boarding-house P.M. also met three young girls who came as “Lady
Helps”—Mary Barnes who was very pretty and attractive, tall and slender, and who had stage ambitions and
managed to get taken on as a chorus girl for short periods: she subsequently married Kabla Sen; Violet Sandbach,
a clergyman’s daughter, who married Harry Sen, son of Mr. P.C. Sen of Rangoon; and “Baby”, who married Sitish
Chakravarti.
P.M.’s chief friend at this time was an Assamese man, R.N. Chaudhury, who was well-to-do and had a motor
car which P.M. used to drive for him as he himself could not learn to drive, and they had many pleasant
excursions in this car—and a few accidents! There were very few cars in those days, and taxis were only just
beginning and were called “taxi-mete cabs”, so there was a certain cachet in possessing and driving a car, and
P.M. greatly enjoyed it.
In Birmingham, P.M. made several friends and used to spend weekends with the families of his fellowstudents, and play a lot of hockey in the winter. He also took up boxing with an instructor and went to a good
many dances. He felt the cold very much, chiefly because he did not take any precautions against it, though he
must take a cold bath every day, and never having heard of hot-water bottles, was tortured by cold feet at night as
well as a chapped body from the ice cold water! These were the sacrifices he paid the gods of hardiness and
hygiene!
After three crowded years in England, he successfully passed his engineering examinations and also his Bar
examination, was duly called to the Bar, and succeeded in getting a very good post as Manager to a Diamond
Mine in South Africa at Cronstadt on a contract, with passage paid both ways. This was a triumphant end to his
student career, and he started off on a Union Castle liner for Cape Town, accompanied by one of the Directors of
the Mine with high hopes of a successful career.
9
These hopes, however, were not destined to be fulfilled. Neither he, nor the directors, had realized the strength
of feeling in South Africa against Indians, and it was a shock of surprise to realize from the boat onwards how far
“color prejudice” could go. Upon landing at Cape Town, he found he could no longer be classed with “white”
people—only certain hotels would harbor him, and there he must have all his meals in his bed-room, he could not
travel in ordinary trains or trams. In short, he found he must submit to being treated as an ordinary coolie. Mr.
Gandhi, then a barrister practicing in South Africa, found himself under the same disabilities, and began his fight
against oppression, and championship of the oppressed. But nearly 30 years after these events the position is still
the same, although the Government of India deplores the state of affairs and has appointed an Indian
Commissioner to do what he can. So far nothing has been done, and Indians in South Africa are treated in exactly
the same way as they were in 1908.\fn{This account was written in 1935; things got even worse:H}
After trying hard for some months to settle down and make the best of it and get on with his job, P.M. found it
was hopeless to do anything under these conditions, and laid his case before the directors. They could not but
realize the truth of his statements, and after some delays, agreed to pay him a lump sum as compensation, and pay
his passage back to India, an offer P.M. was glad to accept.
In spite of all this, he found his time in South Africa intensely interesting, and visited various towns including
Johannesburg. Individual Boers and English settlers were often very kind and friendly, and he met some very nice
people there. But he was not at all sorry to depart, and Sailed on the Union Castle Liner … to Durban and from
there through Zanzibar to Bombay by a German boat.
10
When P.M. got back to Calcutta, he found that his brother was in very bad health and had gone to Allahabad
for treatment. He accordingly repaired thither, and found Charu Babu very unwell, in the hands of a Yogi who was
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treating him for asthma and other complications, and held out high hopes of recovery; which alas! were not
fulfilled. From Allahabad—where his sudden and unexpected arrival was a great joy to all the family and
especially his brother—they went to … Barrackpore, still searching for health. But in spite of a great number of
doctors and a variety of treatments nothing could be done, and to the great grief of all the family Charu Babu died
a few months after his brother’s return.
An account of the surviving members of the Majumdar family would not be out of place here. That is to say, as
they were in 1908, for many have died since then.
The eldest brother Hari Krishna Majttmdar was married when he was very young, to an orthodox village
Hindu girl, also extremely young. She must have been a pretty child, as she still, at the age of well over seventy,
has a lovely face and features, the great charm of which is due to their sweet expression. At the beginning of their
married life they had several sickly infants who died shortly after birth—and then in 1884 a son, Tryambal
Krishna, who was a fine healthy infant; and there were great rejoicings at his birth. After him, two daughters and
two sons lived to grow up. The eldest son was always called Tom, and the eldest daughter Lily (b. 1886), the other
girl Gati (b. 1888) and the two boys Pranavar Krishna (Pinu, b. 1890) and Probor Krishna (Piboo, b. 1893).
Charu Babu was married to a sister of the famous chemists of Colutala, C. K. Sen and Co., and she created a
great sensation when she came as a bride to Islampur, as she was the only Calcutta member of the family and was
considered extremely fashionable! As well as the one sari worn by the other women and girls at that time, she
wore an undergarment, and even a blouse, and when her babies came along, they used to wear real baby clothes
which had never been seen before. P.M. was very fond of both his sisters-in-law, and the younger one became a
great companion. When in Calcutta, he used to see a good deal of her brothers and nephews and nieces, many of
whom became lifelong friends. The workings of their large business which included, as well as the running of the
shop, Kaviraji treatments from a resident doctor and the management of a newspaper, Hitabadi, were of perpetual
interest and educating to P.M. and he was initiated into all the intricacies of advertising and propaganda which
were a great surprise to him. The Sen family were—and are—very well-to-do and most of their money has been
made from a patent hair-oil called Jabakusum Tel which sold then and still sells like hot cakes. I was amused,
when I was in Calcutta, to hear one of the grand-daughters affirm that neither she nor any of her relatives ever
used Jabakusum oil, because not only did it not do any good to one’s hair but it caused bald patches!
Charu Babu and his wife had five children, one son and four daughters. Sidhu, the only son, was at this time a
student in Calcutta together with Pinu and Piboo, working for I. A. and matric respectively! The eldest daughter
Pravabati, always called Heli (from Helen!), was just married to Dr. Aprakash Sen (Ram) of Delhi son of Babu
Sansar Sen, Dewan of Jaipur State; and Lily was also married to Nibaren, a nephew of the same family, whose
father was Principal of the Jaipur School of Art. Heli has always been prosperous and happy with her husband and
two sons, Nikhil and Anil. Dr. Sen is a very well-known and highly respected doctor at Delhi and the sons have
done well, one in [the employ of] Reuters, and the other is now (1935) a medical student in Bombay. Lily’s
husband unfortunately proved to have no moneymaking capacity, and they have just managed to struggle on in
Calcutta. She had four sons and three daughters, but one son was drowned while bathing in 1930 … and one
daughter (Dhebi) died of phthisis. The eldest son, Bhutan, is doing well in the Geological Survey of India; and the
twins, Gour and Nirai are still students. The other two girls, Baby and Sankori, are happily married with several
children each. But this is anticipating.
Of Charu Babu’s other daughters, the second, Purl (Daritri), was just married at this time to Keshub Chunder
Gupta, a police court pleader, and the two others were then about 10 and 11 and unmarried. Raju married Paresh
Gupta, a pleader, in 1919 and Radha married Nirmal Gupta who had a job in the post office.
After Charu Babu’s death, P.M. decided to start practice in Calcutta, and established himself in a flat at 98
Dhurrumtollah with Sidhu, Pinu and Piboo and Raju and Radha, leaving Tom to look after the Islampur Estate.
Tom had lately married Panchanani, daughter of A. C. Sen, a Delhi Bengali—related to Sansar Babu—in charge
of a printing press at Delhi.
11
Accordingly, P.M. was enrolled as a member of the Calcutta Bar and began working at the High Court. He
bought a high trap and a pony for evening drives, although he used to go to court on a bicycle at that time. He was
glad to meet his old friend N. C. Mallik again, and also Mrode’s (Omy’s) cousin Satyen Mallik, whose father
Nogen Mallik had just built a palatial house called “The Minar” in Lower Circular Road, very near P.M.’s flat. He
used to go there often, as well as to 12 Wellington Square, and also had many other friends in Calcutta. Lily’s
husband's family house was very near, and also Puti’s family house was within easy reach, so the boys and girls
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were catered for in their leisure time; and of course Sidhu’s uncle’s families at Colutala were at hand, as well as
other relations.

† Photograph of the entrance to the home built in 1835 by Raja Rajendra Mullick, still the residence of his
family, at 45 Muktaram Babu Street, Chorbagan, North Calcutta, India. †

† Above, an angled view showing the depth of the building below; one of the delicately carved marble lawn benches †

At this time P.M. was very friendly with Sir Tarak Nath Palit and his daughter Lil, and it was mainly through
them that my husband and I eventually met.
Sir Tarak Nath Palit was a very wealthy eccentric and quarrelsome man, who had been to England and liked
the life there so much that he had his son and daughter educated there, just as my father did. My father was a close
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friend of Sir Tarak Nath Palit, and one of the few with whom he never succeeded in quarreling. They had been
fellow students in London in the sixties. Sir Tarak Nath had three sons and one daughter. With his eldest son he
quarreled, and drove him out of the house because he wanted to marry an English girl and they were never
reconciled in spite of all the efforts of their friends. Lady Palit was a quiet self-effacing little woman who was
terrified of her husband and obliged to do whatever he ordered her, though they quarreled perpetually. Loken was
a very fine, intelligent, cultured man who passed into the Indian Civil Service, and married Mabel Dutt as has
been already described. He and his lather were never on very good terms. The next brother, Shatu, was also a very
fine man and got on with both parents, but unfortunately he died in his early manhood.
The father was very fond of his only daughter Lil, who was, and still is, a woman of exceptional culture,
genius, and charm, but—as could only be expected in such a family—she was wild and flighty, made an unhappy
marriage, and afterwards left her husband (Sisir Mullick) and son for another man with whom she seems at last to
be happy. Her career caused great excitement in the Calcutta of 1909, as such things as divorce were scarcely ever
heard of in those days! Lil was always a great friend of my sister Milly in their girlhood, and even in those early
days her escapades and affairs used to astonish us.
As has been said, P.M. became very friendly with this family at that time. Sir Tarak Nath took a great fancy to
him and used to make him come almost every day and drive his car, to teach his chauffeur. Through the Palits he
met the Sinha family, Mr. S.P. Sinha being then at the top of his form and in high favor both with the government
and the Congress Party. He had begun life in quite a humble way, and after he was called to the Bar, did so badly
for nearly 10 years that he was thinking of trying to get a munsilf-ship\fn{A lower-level judgeship, at the bottom of the
judicial hierarchy, overseeing civil matters, usually at the district level } somewhere. At that time his luck began to turn and he
began making a lot money, and was appointed first Standing Council, then Advocate General, and finally Law
Member to the Government of India. He was knighted and later became Lord Sinha, was given a seat in the
House of Lords, became Under-Secretary for India under the Montague-Chelmsford regime and was later
appointed Governor of Behar. Here he was thoroughly unhappy, his health broke down completely and his family
caused him a lot of worry as all his three daughters turned out unsatisfactory—of whom more mention will he
made later. To make a long story short, he eventually died a brokenhearted, disappointed, unhealthy man in 1928,
to whom a magnificent and unique career, unheard-of honors and riches beyond the dreams of avarice could not
bring happiness.
12
At this point I propose to write a short account of P.M.’s sisters and their families, as that has not yet been
done.
As has already been noted, his father wanted to have his daughters near him, and chose for some of them
husbands who would be willing to settle down in the village of Islampur, for whom he built small houses near the
big house. The eldest daughter, Modan Mohini was married to Babu Rajendra Das Gupta, and her house is very
close to the big house. Her husband … was a very nice man who acted for some time as Postmaster at Islampur.
They had five sons and two daughters: Sri Mohun and Saroj Mohun, who were a few years older than P.M.; Nalini
Mohun, about his age and playfellow at school; Haripada (Mohini Mohun) and Ram; and the daughters, Suroma
and Santi, who married very young and scarcely ever came back to Islampur. Sri Mohun and Saroj Mohun were
fine, clever boys and after taking their B. A. examination one became a Deputy Magistrate … .
In 1913 a most terrible tragedy occurred. Saroj was taken ill with smallpox, Sri Mohun went to nurse him and
caught it and they both died. Nalini, who has a job with C.K. Sen and Co., also went, caught the disease, but
recovered.
Sri Mohun’s first wife had died and he married again, a niece of Banshi Dhar Gupta of Chapra, and had two
sons, Kalipada and Rash Behary, and three daughters—all married now—Annapurna, Narayani, and Sivarani.
Saroj, also a widower, married Banshi Babu’s daughter and had six children, and their story is almost t[ragic]:
[after the] father died, the eldest son Satyendra died of typhoid, and another child also died of the same disease. A
few years after that, yet another child died, and some years after, one of the two surviving daughters, who was just
married to a suitable young husband, died in childbirth, the baby dying too. There are now only two surviving
children, a son, Buro, and a daughter, Manik, who is married and has children of her own, her husband being a
son of the Guptas of Panchanput near Islampur.
In spite of all these disasters, Saroj Mohun’s wife never complains nor bewails her hard lot, and though quite
heartbroken regards it as kopal—i.e., her fate.
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She has never had any psychic experiences, but her sister-in-law and cousin, Indu, Sri Mohun’s wife, has had
several strange experiences which are worth recording. I am told that she was a nervous and rather hysterical girl
who, when first married, used to have a species of fits. These were put down to a sort of “possession” by the first
wife, through jealousy of her successor! She completely got over these attacks and was a very happy wife and
mother, touring with her husband wherever he was stationed.
After his death, she had two very strange visions. When Satyendra was ill with typhoid, her son Kalipada was
also dangerously ill, and she was completely worn out with nursing him. One night, she told me, she was
watching him alone when she saw her husband come into the room. She was quite calm, and oddly enough his
presence seemed perfectly natural. He told her that the boy would recover, from next day the fever would begin to
go down, and there was no need for further anxiety. As she was so exhausted, he told her, he had been allowed to
come and help her, and he urged her to lie down and sleep a little while he watched. She was so convinced of his
presence and of what he said, that she allowed herself to be persuaded to lie down and immediately fell asleep.
Towards dawn, she felt him waken her and tell her he must go, and she got up soothed and refreshed and resumed
her watch. The next day, the fever began to go down and all went well. She told me this story only a year or two
after the incident, and was still absolutely sure that Sri Mohun really had been with her.
The next incident was this. She was very anxious to arrange for Narayani’s marriage, and the people who were
helping her told her that the choice lay between two young men, A and B (I cannot remember their names). Both
seemed equally suitable, and when Narayani was taken to be inspected by their families, both parties were
agreeable. It was therefore left to Indu (Narayani’s mother) to decide which young man to select for her son-inlaw. While she was worrying about this, she told me her husband came to her in the early morning one day and
said to her,
“Whatever you do, you must choose A for Narayani’s husband. On no account choose B.”
And without giving her any reasons, he disappeared.
Accordingly, A was chosen and the marriage celebrated, and all has gone well. Six months after the wedding,
news came that B had died suddenly of a snake bite. I leave the reader to explain these incidents as he thinks best.
They were related to me by Indu a year or two after they occurred.
To continue with the account of P.M.’s eldest sister’s family, the other sons and daughters have all prospered
with their families. Nalini married a sister of Mr. S.K. Mallik, the Judge, and has three sons and two daughters
(Rothin, Tunu, and Kabul, and Asha and Ranu, all married except Kabul). Haripada, who is a doctor, married
Nonilata daughter of Babu B.C. Sen of Hazaribagh, and has four daughters and two sons; one daughter, Mitu, is
deaf and dumb (poor child!) and is at the Deaf and Dumb School in Calcutta. Ram married a relative of the C.K.
Sens. The two daughters married men in jobs at Rurki and Lucknow respectively.
P.M.’s second sister’s husband, Krishna Ballabh Roy, was given a house and some lands about 15 minutes
walk down from the big house, which—being in the open country—is always called Mather Ban or Field House.
This man was not so amenable as the other sons-in-law, but being of a very quarrelsome disposition quarreled
with all the family in turn, gave his brothers-in-law and their sons endless trouble. His wife had 17 children, many
of whom died very young. There was one son who lived to grow up, but he died also, long before his parents, and
his death caused them great sorrow. Five daughters also lived to grow up, and marry, but as they were usually
away at their husband’s homes, the parents had a lonely life. The third sister and her husband died, leaving four
sons … . The husband of the fifth sister as well as the girl herself also died young, and their son Phani died at the
age of eleven or twelve. The sixth sister Anuj married Basanta Roy who was for many years head of the Cooch
Behar State Treasury Office, and their children—Pachu, Jagadish (now dead), Arindam, and the daughter Bina
who has also died—were born there. Both Anuj and her husband died very shortly after one another in 1918.
The youngest sister Chalu married Souribilash Gupta, a Deputy Magistrate and they had two Sons and several
daughters, and lived in a variety of districts. The eldest son, Potol, is in the Imperial Bank of India, stationed
chiefly in the U.P.\fn{Uttar Pradesh} and the younger is struggling as a pleader in Burdwan. The daughters are
married. Chalu died first a few years ago and Souribilash a couple of years later. As I write now, in 1935, the only
surviving members out of all the twelve brothers and sisters are Biren’s mother and my husband.
If Biren owes a debt of gratitude to P.M., so does Potol, because in the height of the Swaraj agitation in 1921
he was very anxious to become a professed follower of Mahatma Gandhi by non-co-operating, which would have
meant giving up his work for the Intermediate Arts Examination, leaving College, and learning to spin, in the
meantime giving up all hopes of a wage-earning career for some time to come. Being very torn in the mind, he
wrote to his uncle asking his advice, and P.M. replied sympathizing with all his aspirations but at the same time
strongly advising him to finish his college career before he came to any final decision about the future. This he
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did, and has never regretted it, when he sees how others of his contemporaries who “came out” in the first flush of
eager enthusiasm now swell the ranks of the unemployed. Mahatma Gandhi’s ideas were sound, but unfortunately,
the bulk of mankind being what it is, at that time little could be done by non-cooperating students, though the
spinning and Khadar campaign had a lasting effect on Manchester trade.
Having brought this history up to the point when P.M. first met his future wife, which actually happened at a
tennis party at her house at 6 Park Street Calcutta, where he was brought by her brother R. C. Bonnerjee, a fellow
barrister, in December 1908, I shall leave the fortunes of the Majumdar family for the present and give a brief
account of the Bonnerjee family.

† The city of Madurai in the South Eastern Indian state of Tamil Nadu is one of the oldest continually
inhabited cities in the world and has been a functioning metropolis for over two thousand years. At its heart
lies something extraordinary – a temple to the Hindu Goddess Parvati and her husband consort, Shiva. A
temple on this site is mentioned in Tamil literature for thousands of years. The present structures go as far
back as the 7th century—the previous buildings were mostly wiped from the face of the earth by the Muslim
invader Malik Kafur, in 1310. It was not until the middle of the sixteenth century that the decision to
rebuild was taken by the then king of the city, Viswanatha Naya. His design was substantially enlarged
during the reign of Thirumalai Nayak (1623 to 1659) into what can still be seen today. †
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† Detail study of a small part of one of the twelve towers guarding the Meenakshi Amman Hindu Temple,
Maduri, Maduri District, Tamil Nadu State, India, dedicated to an avatar of Pavati, consort of Shiva. †
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† A detail studies of a tiny portion of the South Tower of the above structure, built in 1559 †.

† Another small detail of the thousands upon thousands of painted, perfectly polished stone figures.†
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263.66 Excerpts from A Child Widow’s Story: “The Words Of Sister Subbalakshmi”\fn{by Subramania Iyer (1886after 1966)} Mylapore District, Madras, Tamil Nadu State, India (F) 8
§\fn{The following vignettes of Subramania Iyer have been isolated from the narrative of her commemorative biography, and are
reproduced here. It is these words that are actually hers, and the narrative in which they are embedded are of importance only to those who
wish to understand her story, as such; but it is the analysis of her words that is of importance in discovering the secret to world peace—that
secret that is hidden in them, and in the thousands of other tales in this compilation:H }
“Tell me, which do you prefer, sweet things or hot things? his is the battery of my deaf-aid. Did you say both?
Very well. You shall have both.”
*
Of course you didn’t. But we must observe the laws of hospitality, don’t you know. … Now what would you like me
to tell you? … Everything! …
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*
“Here in the South, child-marriages are very much a thing of the past. They do, of course, still take place, and the
average age at which girls marry is still far too young. But nowadays there are not the thousands upon thousands of
child-widows that there were then.”
*
“Some of my girls used to be very finicky about their food. It wasn’t at all easy to make them understand that they
could not expect to grow up strong and healthy and able to do useful work in the world if they didn’t eat properly.
Such a fuss some of them would make because Chitty and I insisted that they should eat greens every day.”
*
“Why don’t you finish your big biography of Rajaji instead of writing about me? He is a very great and
important man, and everyone will want to read how he became the first Indian Governor-General of India. And
who am I? Nobody! Whoever heard of me?
*
“No, no. You are wrong. Anyone given my opportunities could have done as much as I have done. …
Important! Who cares about being important? Being useful is the only thing that matters.”
*
“Brains! Most people have brains, though too often they don’t care to learn to use them. At any rate, I may tell you
that it was a very great disappointment to everyone when the doctor did succeed in pulling me out, and after all that
pain and worry and trouble I turned out to be a girl.
*
“It was only my character that did not change. I was born, on the dark side of the moon. Well, I suppose I am obstinate.
And why not? How can anybody get anything done if they are perpetually taking advice and wondering what other people
will think of their actions? You have to be a little bit obstinate if you are to be of any use in this world.”
*
“My parents had bought me a small little umbrella and small little shoes. Every morning, when my father left the
house to go to the college, I would trot along beside him until we reached the school. My mother or Chitty—my
Aunt Valambal, who lived with us. You know that Chitty is our word for aunt? Everyone called her Chitty because
—because she was an aunt to everyone.”
*
“I didn’t learn anything at that school. Eating peas was my only study.”
*
“The strange thing is that in the following year my mother actually did give birth to a son. Of course, it was
purely a coincidence, and the poor little boy did not live very long. Some time afterwards my mother had another
son. He also died while he was still a baby. That is why there was such a big gap in age between we three older
sisters and the two younger ones, Swarnum and Nitya.”
*
“He\fn{An early schoolmaster} was the most uncouth, uncivilized brute of a man you ever could meet. His only
pleasure was in beating the children. Every morning he would count up those who were present. Then he would start
beating the nearest child. The poor little thing, whoever it happened to be, would be given one stroke for each of the
absentees. The master would carry on like that for the whole day, and by the time we went home every one of us would
have had a beating.”
*
“As soon as we got there my great-uncle said that we must be given a purgative. No, no. It wasn’t that at all. It
was because he was so proud of his castor-oil plants. The oil had just been pressed, and my great-uncle said that
whatever the state of our intestines it would be sure to do us a lot of good. I can tell you that it was a most horrible
experience.”
*
“How eager I was, to wear it\fn{ A favorite sari} again! After the calamity,\fn{Of the death of her husband when she
was still a girl} I used to ask if I might put it on, but my mother wouldn’t hear of it. Now I realize, don’t you know,
that she cut it up because she did not want a single thing to be left to remind me of what had happened. I used to
feel so resentful when I saw my sisters wearing those skirts, and all the time I would be wondering how my mother
could have done such a thing with silk that really belonged to me. I have never told this to anybody before, but I was
thinking last night that since you are so interested in all these little details there was no reason why I should not tell
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you how I felt. I did so want to wear that sari again. Of course, I wouldn’t have dreamed of telling my mother how I
felt, but those bitter feelings lasted for a long, long time.”
*
“My father was rather a constipated man, and getting up and out in the mornings was not easy for him.
Sometimes when I woke and looked out of my window, I would see him down below, packing up and down,
perhaps for the sake of the exercise, or perhaps because he was waiting until the last moment before getting on to
the bicycle and riding off. In those days there were no pneumatic tires. The roads were not very good, either, and
those rides to and from the station on that solid-tired bicycle were a great strain on him. Generally, he would come
home at eleven to take his food, and then go back to the College again in the afternoon.”
*
“I was a devotedly religious person, and when I was in my sixteenth year I was initiated into the Siva mantram
by my father’s uncle, a very learned and devout man. You have heard of the sacred syllable OM? My great-uncle,
when he taught me this said, ‘Women must never utter that OM. Never. It is too sacred for them. Women must,
instead, only say Um.’ All the time I was repeating to myself OM, OM, OM. I could see no reason why women
should be less than men in the eyes of God.”
*
“Advita\fn{The belief that there is but one supreme reality } cannot easily be understood by all. For many people it is
too abstract, too far from the experiences of their daily lives. It is also very difficult to grasp the doctrine of maya.
It is not everyone who can understand that the world as we know it is based upon illusions. How real our dreams
are! How hard it is to understand that ultimately we shall be one with God when we realize that everything here is
all a dream.”
*
“I couldn’t bear the prospect of going there\fn{To school} and sitting class with so many strange boys.”
*
“I was speaking of Robert Ingersoll last time you came, wasn’t I? What a wonderful book he wrote! Have you
read it? You should read it all. It begins, “Did God make man or did man make God?” What a splendid question! I
found it a most absorbing book.”
*
“Mother Patrick—Mother Paul never troubled me even once—was really a most bigoted Christian. It was the
way that Mother Patrick talked, don’t you know, that made me realize how much intolerance there was in the
Christian religion. She would say to the Protestants,
“‘I would rather have these Hindus than you Proddies!’
“Yes! Proddies, she called them! What an offensive way to talk! She would have done so much better to show
some respect for beliefs that were different from her own. I used to argue with her. I repeated some of the things I
had read in Colonel Robert Ingersoll’s book—about the creation of the world, and the Flood, etcetera, etcetera.
*
“What customs to choose for criticism! I answered her. “Is there any saying of Christ that people should not
wash their bodies every day or that they must eat meat?” I told her that in this climate it is better for the health not
to eat meat, and that it is absolutely necessary to take a bath not just once a day, but twice at least. These were the
sort of ideas which very many Europeans—though of course not all—had in those days. Once, some head-master
said to me in a very proud voice,
“‘We see that all the boarders here take a bath once a week.’ I was so shocked!
“‘Look here,’ I said to him, ‘do you mean once a week or once a day?’
“‘No,’ he answered, ‘not once a day, but weekly as people do in England—’
“‘Even in England,’ I interrupted, ‘many people take a bath every day.’
“‘No doubt. Of course, not everybody who goes to England has the opportunity to learn how gentlefolk live.
And many low-caste converts to Christianity adopt the customs of those whom they imagine to be their betters,
without ever considering whether they are suitable for our life here or not.’”
*
“I may also tell you that in the end things happened in quite the opposite way, and both Mr. and Mrs. Natesa
Iyer became re-converted to Hinduism. That was an event of real historical importance, because until that time
converts to Christianity who regained their original faith were not accepted back into the Hindu fold. Mr. Natesa
Iyer succeeded in convincing our religious authorities that they were wrong. Since then all those who have wanted
to return to their old religion have been allowed to do so. I can remember hearing Mr. Natesa Iyer tell my father
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that he had been very much shocked by the intolerance of the Christian sects, and I believe that this was the chief
reason why he decided to give up Christianity.”
*
“Everyone who got so far\fn{As Benares on a journey of pilgrimage to particularly holy places associated with Hinduism }
would also visit Allahabad and Gaya. After that, those with strength in their bodies would go on to Hardwar.
Some—a few—would go further, all the way to Badrinath. That was a difficult and dangerous journey, as it still is
even now.
I have just remembered that when I was a girl there was a man from a village in Tanjore district who went
away and simply didn’t come back. There was no word from him, not so much as a postcard, and when five years
had passed he was given up for dead. His wife, who was a thoroughly orthodox lady, had herself disfigured and
put on a white sari. Then the very next year her husband came back! He had thought nothing of staying away for
so long, and he was so astonished to see his wife looking like that!”
*
“And really, it is not so very surprising.\fn{ S said, commenting on being questioned by the wife of a station-master who,
being entirely ignorant of European ladies, asked them whether or not they came “straight down from heaven,” and whether or not they
went “through all those things and suffer as we do,” since “they are so soft and white and beautiful, not like us with our hard brown
skins.”} You know yourself how much importance our people attach to the color of their skins, and how very much

easier it is to get a husband for a girl who is fair-complexioned. I suppose you know, too, that although some of
the gods were born, most of them were not. Even the saints were generally found under trees or gooseberry
bushes or other plants. This poor woman had naturally grown up with the idea that superior beings—and most
people in those days thought of Europeans as superior beings—were spared from having to undergo the sort of
sufferings that common people did.”
*
“They say so much about Ganges water. It is said to be so sacred and so pure. With all those bodies and all that
filth floating in it, how can it be pure? Yet all the same, Ganges water is pure. There must be something in it—
antibodies—or should I say antibiotics—which neutralizes all these poisons. I have a bottle of Ganges water here
in the house now, and it seems to be keeping very well.”
*
“My father had no belief in such things.\fn{Customs based on superstition} He couldn’t tolerate them at all.”
*
“I have never been able to forget that sight.\fn{ In the city of Gaya, Bihar State} There was an old woman lying there
dying, right in the middle of the road. She was dressed in rags and her poor old bones were sticking through her
skin, and there were flies—thousands upon thousands of flies—crawling all over her. All the time people were
going past, some walking, some in their carriages and carts, and not one of them paid the slightest attention. We
wanted to help her, but what could we do? We couldn’t even speak the language. We didn’t know of any place
where we could take her so that she could die in peace. Whenever anyone speaks of the holy city of Gaya, I think
of that poor old woman, lying there with no one to move her, to help her, to ease her sufferings. What is religion?
What is this thing? Where is kindliness? How can people treat each other so?”
*
“The poor driver kept on getting down to try to persuade the horse to go to George Town. The creature most
obstinately refused. People kept coming up to try to help, but it was no use. We went right along the marina, and
then the horse turned round and went into Triplicane. The result was that instead of being half an hour early, I was
half an hour late. It didn’t matter. My classroom, as I told you, was at the top of the building, and I was sitting in
my place before the inspectors got up there.”
*
“Mother Xavier particularly wanted me to wear a white sari and white shoes and stockings for the prize-giving
ceremony.\fn{At the end of the school year} At first, my mother simply wouldn’t hear of it. All the other girls, the
Christians and Europeans and Anglo-Indians, were to wear white dresses. According to our custom, as you know,
white is the color for widows, and for that reason my mother had never allowed me to wear it. The nuns had been
so good to me, and for them white meant something quite different from what it meant to us. So in the end my
mother was persuaded, and I took my medals and prizes dressed all in white so that they should not be
disappointed.”
*
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“And I didn’t even know what botany was!\fn{ She is signing up for a college course } I had never even heard the
word. But I put my name down. I was so glad that I did. I had always been interested in the behavior of plants and
trees, and although at the time I was sorry to give up mathematics, it was really a very good thing that I made the
change.”
“Certainly not.\fn{When asked if any of the male college students thought themselves in love with her } They were mostly
young men who had come up from mofussil—country—places. In the villages and small towns girls were not
allowed to go out after their coming-of-age, and these boys had probably never seen a girl outside of their own
families. It was mere curiosity which made them behave as they did.\fn{ She was one of only a handful of female students
then, and text says that “it became a regular thing for the boys from other colleges to stand on the pavements to catch a glimpse of the
border of her sari as she went past.”} They were always thinking of some new trick to make me and my friends

uncomfortable. They would write our names on the walls and carve it into the woodwork of the desks. When we
found out, we were terrified in case there should be some scandal. You won’t put this in your book when you
write about me, will you? Well, if you don’t mention anybody’s names—the names of any of my friends—I
suppose it will be perfectly all right.”
*
“It is good for a man to do his own duty. Though he may do it unsatisfactorily, it is better than even the
satisfactory performance of another man’s duty. Even death is glorious if it comes in the performance of one’s
own task.”\fn{She said in 1911, about her first appointment as a teacher}
*
“Many year later, when I was at Cuddalore, the two Maharanis of Kollegal became friends of mine. Once
when I was visiting them it happened that the astrologer to the royal family of Cochin was staying in the house.
We discussed with him when the horoscope of a child should be taken. I knew that there were two opinions on
this question. One was that the time to cast the horoscope was at the instant that the head appeared. The other was
that the calculation should be made on the assumption that the instant of birth was the moment when the whole
body appeared. This great astrologer said that both views were wrong, and that the correct time from which the
horoscope should be taken was the moment of conception. Imagine! How can anyone ever possibly know the
moment of conception? When he said that I simply laughed and went out of the room. So, I said when I told this
to my family afterwards, if that man was right poor Balam need not have waited that extra half an hour.\fn{ In order
to match the actual birth of a baby (by forceps extraction) with the most auspicious astrological moment for the birth to take place } Mani
would have been a famous doctor just the same.”
*
“My two younger sisters are in a class I teach. They call me sister, so the other girls have taken to doing the
same. I want to be a sister to all young widows.”\fn{When asked by a future employer in 1911 why she called herself Sister}
*
“In those days there was practically no chance for a girl in a Brahmin family to get a husband when once she
had attained her age. The parents of boys, who were in no such hurry, would make the most exorbitant demands
for dowries, knowing that they could get almost anything they chose to ask. Really, it was a form of blackmail,
don’t you know, and terribly hard on people who had more than one or two daughters. The parents would practice
deception. The mothers would keep it a secret when their unmarried daughters—these poor young girls—attained
their age. You know, people are so ridiculous! Someone—don’t mention the name—came to me in 1916 and was
speaking about her daughter, who was then eighteen. This girl, the mother remarked, had not yet attained her age.
I asked how such a thing could be possible. The mother answered, ‘As you know, my daughter is not yet married.
No girl can attain her age until after marriage.’ Fancy saying such a thing!”
*
“This time they\fn{The local Hindu priests} had not come to criticize. ‘We are grateful to you,’ I remember them
saying, ‘for having shown such courage. We priests are poor men, and we have often had to borrow at exorbitant
rates so as to find the money to get our little daughters married before they come of age. Now that you have set an
example, others will be sure to follow.’”
*
“The girls at the P.T. School gave me a great send-off. They all wept profusely because I was leaving them.
Later I realized that they were not so very sincere. After I got to be a bit more experienced I found out that girls
thought it was the right thing to shed a lot of tears whenever a teacher left them. Such tears mean nothing.”
*
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“I never believed in teaching out of books. I always thought that the right way for girls to learn about practical
things was by seeing and doing. I had just started teaching at the P. T. School when I came across an article about
the habits of silkworms. They sounded so fascinating that I got somebody to give me a few worms and took them
to school. We put them in glass cases on the window-sills, with perforated paper at the back of the cases so that
the little creatures could breathe, and the girls used to bring leaves to feed them. Then the first worm died just
when it should have been making its cocoon. I got a hold of a book on silkworm rearing, and I found that they
have to make their cocoons underground. So I put a layer of sand into the glass case, so as to give them something
to borrow into. It was so fascinating! They would burrow into the sand, until the whole of their bodies had
disappeared. Their bodies, I may tell you, are covered with tiny hairs, which they use to hold the cocoon together,
in exactly the way engineers use metal rods for reinforced concrete. After the moths came out, I would scrape
away the and, and we would all look to see how the cocoon had been made, with its top shaped like a roof to
prevent the sand from getting inside Beautiful! The first worms were not enough for us, so I wrote to the
Government Agricultural Research Station near Delhi and asked them to send me some. The people there were
very good. They sent more than a hundred. It was quite a job to feed so many, and I had people scouring the
whole of Madras for mulberry leaves and castor-oil leaves. Then I found a new way of keeping the worms. You
know those palmyra umbrellas which people wear in the rain? I tried keeping the worms in them, of course with a
cover over the rim to prevent them from running away. They flourished amazingly, and when Lord Pentland paid
an official visit to the P.T. School, he seemed very much taken with them. Soon afterwards, I got an invitation to a
garden party at Government House. I was terribly nervous of going among all those grand people. Of course I had
to accept, and I had not been there very long when Lady Pentland came up to me and said, ‘It must be you who
keep the worms. I should so much like to see them.’ So she came, and after that she would often bring her foreign
guests to visit the Widows’ Home, and would always help us in any way she could.”
*
“At first he\fn{The owner of a house being approached to house the Widow’s Home after having been told to vacate their original
premises} seemed quite happy. Then I noticed, when we had seen almost everything and were moving towards the
kitchen, that he was getting more and more nervous. He very much wanted to let the house, so he was afraid of
saying anything that he thought might offend Miss Prager—and at the same time he was simply terrified that she
would step into the kitchen. Because I knew her so well, I could guess exactly what she was thinking. We were
just getting to the kitchen door when she turned to the man and said in her sweetest voice, ‘It’s perfect all right.
I’m a Brahmin, too.’ And the funny thing, you know, is that she really was She didn’t behave like a European at
all. She was completely one of us in all here ways.”
*
“Certainly not,”\fn{Sister said, when asked by a Madrasi lady whether or not “the preparation of food for Vaishnavite and Smartha
girls takes place in different kitchens.” } It is enough that our girls should be brought up as pure vegetarians and taught all
the laws of hygiene discovered by our ancestors should be strictly observed. It would not be either sensible or
right to make distinctions between girls whose families happen to belong to different religious denominations.”
*
“Did I ever tell you about the young widow who re-married, and who left her husband because he was so
rapacious and cruel? She was a very nice, intelligent girl, and settled down happily and made a lot of friends.\fn
{One of which was a single girl about the same age } The father of this second girl was anxious to find a husband for his
daughter who was not merely in a good position but who would appreciate having an educated wife. He put an
advertisement in the newspapers. A week or two later, he came to the Ice House to tell the girl that he had a reply
from a young man in Calcutta who appeared to be in every way what was wanted. The father was a rather
modern-minded man who would not have made any arrangement without consulting his daughter. He gave her the
young man’s letter to read, and she was very much taken with the idea of marrying him. So after a short time the
father went off, saying that as soon as he had spoken to his wife he would send a telegram to Calcutta, telling the
young man to come to Madras at once.\fn{However, the handwriting was recognized by her unhappily married friend as being
that of her husband, and Sister at once sent a message to the father of the bride-to-be } Luckily the telegram had not yet been sent
off. The young man was, of course, told that he was not wanted, and both girls stayed at school for some time
longer.”
*
“She\fn{A non-Brahmin girl living at the Tripllicane school } was the daughter-in-law of a zamindar who had become a
Theosophist and who had taken a house at Adyar so as to be near Mrs. Besant and the headquarters of the
theosophical Society. He was a religious and kindly man, but his son, the husband of this girl I am telling you
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about, was the most disgusting, degraded creature imaginable. He had been ill-treating his wife, who was then
about sixteen or seventeen, in the most vulgar way. He did things to her which I cannot possibly tell you—things
which are too horrible to speak about, don’t you know. Then he went off to Europe. For some time his wife was
left in peace. But the things the poor girl had suffered preyed on her mind to such a point that one morning she
slipped out of the house and walked along to Elliot’s beach, intending to drown herself. The poor father-in-law
was advised by his friends to bring the girl to me. I told her that if I took her into the Ice House she would have to
study just as hard as all my other girls. ‘That,’ she said, ‘is what I want to do. I cannot stand any more of married
life. If I learn to work, then I can be free.’\fn{ But the girl seemed quite unable to learn, and did not stay long } She heard that
her husband had taken a second wife. When she came to me with the news she said, ‘Now I had better go and see
if I can make him give me a son. If he does, I can leave him again, and he will have to give me the money I need
for the rest of my life.’ So off she went. I don’t know whether she had a child. I never heard of her again.”
*
“At the time I am speaking of\fn{1921} it was a common thing for respectable men—so-called respectable
men—to keep such women.\fn{Members of the caste of Devadasis: dancing girls } The origin of the devadasis was
harmless enough. In ancient times it was customary for respectable families, and even great people like
maharajahs, to dedicate a daughter to the gods. The girls would live in the temples and take part in the worship. In
fact, it was very like the life of nuns in Roman Catholic countries. Unfortunately, after a time the priests began to
get hold of these girls and spoiled them. Then men who came for worship began to do the same, until the system
became nothing more than legalized prostitution. Dr. Muthulakshmi Reddy tried to get a bill passed to stop it all.
In the end, as you know, she succeeded. Of course, the poor little children of such women were not to be blamed,
but some of them knew too much and I thought it better that they should not mix with our girls. Well, what is the
consequence of doing away with the devadasis? Nowadays so-called respectable young women from good
families do all sorts of things which are not at all nice even to think of. But I suppose it is all part of the times we
live in.”
*
“Religious and moral instruction are really one and the same thing. There is an eternal struggle going on in
everyone to attain the unknown by noble thoughts and good deeds. It is the attainment of this higher self, or God,
which is the true aim of education. One side of man’s nature is always dragging him down and chaining him to
lower things. It is the aim of every being to free himself from these chains.”
*
“Personally I have more faith in the progress of social reform by means of education and social propaganda.
But for the welfare of the people laws are absolutely essential. Even though the mass of the people may feel that
these laws\fn{Legal prohibition of marriage where the bride was under sixteen } are unjust at present, in the course of time
and with the spread of education, especially among women, they will begin to appreciate and abide by these laws
willingly.”\fn{Italics in text, here and elsewhere:H}
*
“According to the Hindu religion, marriage and consummation of marriage should come very late in life.
According to the Ashrama Dharma, every boy and girl should lead a Brahmachari life\fn{A life of chastity and
concentrated attention on learning} during their studentship. If the Hindu religion be followed to the letter, marriages
would be ideal and perfectly satisfactory. All the present troubles have come because we are not following what
has been laid down in the ancient books.”
*
“I am still an excellent sleeper. Perhaps that is part of my good fortune. When I lived at the Ice House, I used
to go to bed at nine, fall asleep at once, and wake at five. One evening I took a group of girls up to the third-floor
verandah just before dark. We watched the sun go down and the stars come out and presently started naming the
constellations and the planets. We were all enjoying ourselves so much that the time went by without our noticing
it. Then, when we decided that it was time to go indoors, we found that the girls who had been studying in the
room inside had locked the door and turned off the lights. They had evidently forgotten all about us when they
went downstairs to have their supper. We weren’t worried, because we knew the girls would come upstairs again
as soon as they had finished. After about half an hour the lights in the room behind us went on again. So I tapped
at the window. The girls inside drew back the curtains, but it was so dark outside that they couldn’t see anything.
They didn’t recognize our voices and they were perfectly terrified. They ran out of the room and rushed down the
stairs to call the watchman. He came up with the gardeners. These big strong men thought we were robbers. The
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more we shouted the more frightened they got, until at last we began to think that we should have to stay outside
until morning. It was that brave, bold woman Chitty who came and rescued us.”
*
“In the family, they\fn{Young widows} are surrounded by people enjoying worldly pleasures which are denied to
them. Often they are led astray by some male relative … When her shame cannot be hidden, she may go and
drown herself. No one pities her. No one defends her. She is pointed at by both men and women, her own kith and
kin maybe, and ostracized. The man who spoils her goes scot free, and the woman is gold, ‘Oh! He is a man and
he can do anything he likes. There is no punishment for him. But, you, you witch, how can you tempt him?’ Men
never tempt women! It is always the woman who tempt men! This is the law of man. This must go, and that very
soon.”
*
“Do you know what it means to come under the influence of Saturn? Then you had better get someone to
explain to you exactly how the influence operates. All I need tell you is that when that particular planet is ruling
your life the most unfortunate things are like to happen. I have twice come under the influence of Saturn. There is
no need to speak of what happened the first time. The second period, during which I suffered every possible kind
of trial, don’t you know, was during the year 1931. I shall tell you what happened then. Of course when the girls
got to hear of the suggestion\fn{Made by a British member of the Sarada Ladies’ Union that they should be taught some European
dances} they were all in favor of it. They were typical modern girls, and nothing else was to be expected. The lady
responsible—never mind her name—canvassed for support and managed to persuade a number of people who
should have known better to vote for her proposal. The upshot of it was that we had to make a break with these
people. We decided to move out of Triplicane and set up our headquarters in Mylapore.
Then I made a very foolish mistake. I told everybody that no evil spirits were going to stay in the place to harm
our girls. I had no patience with such superstitious nonsense, and I was quite sure that after living all that time in
the dirt and noise of Triplicane everybody would find the new house a perfect paradise.
Now I am going to tell you a most terrible thing. There was a lady on my staff, a very good, clever creature
who was doing excellent work. She was unmarried, and a man who should have known much better than to do
such a thing—he was a senior government official—was pestering her and making her life a perfect misery. She
asked me to take her into the Ice House so that she would have some protection. Of course I did. But that man still
would not leave her alone. I may tell you that this man used to come at nights and write rude things— very rude
things—on the compound wall. Every morning, I used to send the servants out with buckets of water and brushes
to scrub off all the filth before people started out to walk along the marina. It was so extremely disgusting! And it
went on for months.
Then in April—this was 1931—Nitya and I and several others decided to go to Burma for a holiday. We had a
friend in Rangoon who had invited us to stay with her. On the morning of the day which we were to arrive she
was chatting over the garden wall with her neighbor, an official in the Criminal Investigation Department. She
mentioned that she would be going down to the docks later in the day to meet us. He said that he would probably
see her there, because he had been instructed to go on board the Madras boat to search the luggage of a political
suspect who was believed to be traveling on it. Our friend came onto the boat and we had hardly greeted her when
this gentleman from the C.I.D. appeared.
“Oh!” he exclaimed, “is Sister Subbalakshmi the lady you have come to meet? She is also the lady whose
boxes I have to examine!”
“I don’t need to tell you that I had never had anything to do with politics. This poor man from the C.I.D. must
have guessed as much. It was very embarrassing for him to look through my things. All the time I was in Burma I
was followed about by the C.I.D.—and afterwards I found out that it was this man who had been making trouble
in Madras who had arranged for me to be pestered in this way. He had reported that I was engaged in subversive
activities! Subversive! Just imagine!”
*
“In thousands of elementary schools, there is an appalling waste of time and suppression of energy in the
children, amounting almost to a crime, due to bored, ill-paid teachers who, after finishing the year’s work in three
or four months, spend the remaining time keeping the children in order.”
*
“Both parents and teachers suffer from the don’t approach, forgetting all the time that children crave for work
and pleasant occupations under the urge of nature fore rapid learning … Don’t do this! Don’t touch that! Instead
of this, if they would take a real interest in their darling children, answering all their interesting and intelligent
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questions, they would find out how very interesting children are, and not a bore as they imagine, and how much
their children are capable of learning and doing.”
*
“There was a gentleman who also spoke at the meeting.\fn{ A public meeting in Madras in 1931 on the subject of child
marriage} He called himself a social reformer, and he spoke very vigorously about the evils of child marriage. I
know that he had married off his own daughter when she was only eight years old, so after the meeting I spoke to
him about it.
“‘How is it possible,’ I asked him, ‘for you to preach one thing and to practice something which is quite
different?’ He answered,
“‘We must go along with the times. Of course it is wrong that girls should be married before they attain their
ages. I am entirely of the opinion that we should wait until they are full adult and capable of taking responsibility
for their actions. But if I had waited until that time came before I married my daughter, I should have had not a
moment’s peace in my house. My grandmother would have been after me. My mother would have been after me.
My wife would not have let me alone for a minute. I simply could not do it. But is that a reason why I should
refrain from telling other people that they ought to do what is right?’”
71.91 Excerpts from My Experiences As A Legislator\fn{by S. Muthulakshmi Reddy (1886-1968)} Pudukkottai,
Pudukkottai District, Tamil Nadu State, India (F) 3
1: How I Became A Legislator
It was only at the beginning of the third Madras Provincial Legislative Council, that is about the middle of
1926, that women were granted the right to be elected or to be nominated to the local Council. Therefore there
was not much time before the election-date for women candidates to do any canvassing among the electorate. In
spite of the shortness of time our sister in S. Canara, Mrs. Kamaladevi Chattopadhyaya, now in Yerwada Jail, had
the public spirit and the courage to announce her candidature in the press and to face election with the gentlemen
candidate in her constituency, but unfortunately she was defeated by a narrow majority of votes.
Therefore, there was no other alternative for women but to be appointed to the Council through nomination.
The premier Women Association in the city, namely the Women’s Indian Association, that not only secured
franchise for Indian women but also secured for them the right to sit in the Council, chose and sent up to
Government a few names of well-known women workers (including mine) for nomination to the local Council
and thus the Madras Government conferred on me the honor and the privilege to represent the women of this
Presidency in the local Legislative Council.
When the Women's Association pressed me to accept the honor and the high responsibility of that office, I
hesitated; my reasons being:
Firstly, myself being a medical practitioner of fourteen years’ standing and commanding a wide practice, I
thought that Council work would interfere with my medical work;
Secondly, having then recently finished a course of post-graduate study in diseases of women and children in
England and having learnt the most up-to-date methods of treatment, I did not want to exchange medical and
research work for politics;
Thirdly, I felt that I had not enough experience of public life.
In short, I was neither a politician nor was I interested in the politics of the country except what directly
concerned the women’s life even though, subsequently I found that whatever concerns men equally concerns
women and all Acts and Laws should affect both men and women alike.
However, when the Women’s Indian Association pleaded that I should accept nomination to represent my
sisters’ cause in the Council, I could not but yield to their wishes. Therefore, with many misgivings and fears I
entered this new sphere of public activity.
Hereafter the records of the local Legislative Council which lasted from December 1926 to June 1930, will
speak for themselves.
2: Election of the Honorable President
On the 14th December 1926, the new Council assembled when the election of the President took place. Rao
Bahadur C.V.S. Narsimha Raju Garu was unanimously elected to the chair, on which he was congratulated by all
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parties in the Council. Being the only woman member in the House a few of my brother councilors desired very
much that I should also address the Chair on that occasion. I had not known the president before, I had no other
women friend in the house to consult on that matter and I must confess that I felt very nervous, with all eyes
turned towards me, when I stood up to speak. Here is an extract from my speech:
Sir; I have great pleasure in congratulating you on the very lofty position that has been assigned to you by the
unanimous vote of the House. I am the only lady member in this assembly, even though one half of the population
are women. You know, Sir, that our position in society is still backward and we have many grievances one of
which is that only two women out of every one hundred are able to read and write. So, you will side with me in all
my attempts to ameliorate their condition realizing that no country or nation will prosper without the active
support and co-operation of its women.
Now I rejoice to state that the president did come up to my expectations of him and readily and willingly
helped me in all my attempts to better the condition of women in this Presidency as the following records will
show. The Council then adjourned to meet again on the 24th January 1927.
Meanwhile it was brought to my notice that in the Chengleput District Board, in the seat vacated by a woman
member, a gentleman was nominated by the Government and I immediately felt called upon to ventilate that
grievance on the floor of the Council; I gave notice of certain interpellations (interpellation is the parliamentary
term for question) which appeared with the Government replies on the agenda paper of the 24 th January meeting:
Questions:
Will the Hon. Minister for Education and Local Self-Government be pleased to state:
(a) whether any proposal has been received from the President of the Chengleput District Board or the
Collect or of Chengleput for filling up the vacancy caused by the resignation of a lady member of the
District Board; and if so; when;
(b) whose name was recommended to the Government;
(c) if the name of a lady member has not been proposed, the reasons given by the recommending
authorities therefore:
(d) what attempts were made to get a lady nominee for the place vacated by the lady member; and
(e) whether Government will be prepared to consider the desirability of appointing a lady member in
that vacancy?
Answer (a) to (d)
The President, District Board, Chengleput, submitted proposals in July 1926 for the nomination of a
lady resident in Madras in the place of Mrs. K. Satthianadhan resigned. As the nominee was entirely
unconnected with the district, the President was asked to suggest the name of a lady of the Chengleput
District. He submitted a nomination accordingly in September 1926. The Government however considered
it desirable to fill the vacancy otherwise on that occasion.
(e) The Government will consider the question of appointing a lady member when an occasion presents
itself, as stated in answer to clauses (e) and (f) of question No. 19.
*
Question:
Sir, with reference to the answer to the question (a) to (d) may I ask the Hon. Minister for Local SelfGovernment on what grounds the government have set aside the nomination of the President of the District
Board and appointed a gentleman in the vacancy caused by the resignation of a lady member?
Government reply:
The then Government thought that the Board would be better served by the nomination of the
gentleman.
*
Question:
Does the Hon. Minister presume that the lady member recommended had not the requisite capacity?
Reply:
I never said anything of the kind.

We women are grateful to the Hon. Dr. P. Subbarayan who did keep up his promise to the Council by
nominating women to the District Boards, Educational Councils and Municipalities in the Presidency. However, I
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found, later on, that owing to my shy and sensitive nature, questioning and replying was not a very agreeable task
for me though the Government Members were always polite and considerate in their replies to me.
3: Election of the Deputy President
After the question time on that day the election of the Deputy President took place. As all the parties had
already made up their minds to elect me, when my name was proposed by Mr. P. T. Rajan of the Justice Party and
seconded by the zamindar of Seithur, the whip of the Ministerialist Party, it received the unanimous support of the
whole House and the Hon. President announced that I was duly elected.
I very much wished that such honor and responsibility had fallen upon older and more experienced shoulders,
but even then, my natural reserve and shyness prevented me from speaking out my mind, though on the previous
day, I had pleaded with my friends my incapacity and inexperience for such a high place. However I became
conscious that the Council had conferred on me a great honor and a heavy responsibility and that I should
discharge my duties to the best of my ability so as to bring glory and honor to my sex. Many a time I have since
wished that I were only an M.L.C. and not the honored Deputy President of the Council not because I experienced
any difficulty in the discharge of my duties but because I was aware of my inexperience in parliamentary work.
On the same date I spoke in support of a motion for a grant to a scheme of extension and improvements for the
Government Women and Children’s Hospital, Mangalore. Here is an extract from that speech:
I am of opinion that all the district hospitals for women and children should be properly equipped and
staffed on the most up-to-date lines so that the women and the children of those districts may have the
benefits of the most up-to-date treatment for their ailments because we in Madras very often get cases from
the mofussils that have been badly handled and treated; also you know as well as I do, that any money spent
on the health of women and children is an asset to the State.

Which speech I noticed was well received by the Council.
The Council reassembling on the 25th January, the President announced amidst loud applause that His
Excellency has given his assent to my election as the Deputy President of the Council, when Dewan Bahadur M.
Krishnan Nayar expressed the following sentiments:
May I say one word Sir, with reference to the election of Dr. Muthulakshmi Reddy as Deputy President?
I wish to convey my hearty congratulations—I am sorry she is not here—and also I convey the
congratulations of the whole House to Dr. Muthulakshmi Reddy. The Madras Legislative Council has given
the lead to the other Legislative Councils in India in the matter of giving privileges to women. It was this
Council that first passed a resolution giving the right of franchise to women and some of the other Councils
in India followed the example of this Council. It was again this Council that first passed a resolution
enabling women to stand as candidates for election and to be nominated as Members of this Council. I
believe this is, so far as I am aware, the first instance in which a woman has been elected to preside over
the deliberations of a Legislative assembly in the whole world. I know, Sir, that there have been women
governors in some of the States that form the United States of America. We know also that there have been
women members in the Cabinet; for instance, in the Last Labor Cabinet in England there was a woman
Minister; but I believe there has been no instance in the world in which a Legislative Assembly chose a
woman as a person to guide its deliberations. I believe it is the proud privilege of this House to have
bestowed that honor upon a woman.
If I may be permitted, Sir, to strike a personal note, I may say that I have had the privilege of moving
both those resolutions in this house—the resolution to get franchise to women, and the resolution to give
the right to women to stand as candidates and as nominees to the Legislative Council. With these
observations, Sir, I congratulate Dr. Muthulakshmi Reddy and in all humility, this Council also.

During the above proceedings I was not present in the Council as I was detained in a private house that
morning by an urgent delivery case.
4: In the Chair
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On the 27th January 1927, the Hon. President announced that the Hon. Deputy President would take the chair
for the first time. The Deputy President who was taken by surprise by such an announcement, before occupying
the chair, addressed the Council as follows:
Before taking the chair I wish to express my heartfelt thanks to the Council which has conferred on me
this unique honor so unanimously, and so whole-heartedly. My elevation to this seat I consider is not so
much an honor to me personally as to the whole of Indian womenhood. This Presidency so far as the
women’s cause is concerned, has been very unique in many a respect. It was the first in granting the
franchise to women, and then in admitting one of them to this Council. It has now earned the unparalleled
distinction of electing her to the post of Deputy President of this council unsolicited and unasked, thereby
authorizing her to guide its deliberations. I hope and I am sure that our Presidency will take the lead in
initiating many reforms conducive to the welfare of my sex. Such action on your part speaks very highly of
your wisdom, statesmanship and magnanimity and above all of the honor and esteem in which you hold
your women. You have demonstrated to the world that you have rightly understood the power and influence
of women not only in the inner life of your homes but also in the wider sphere of your public activities. In
conclusion, I wish to express to the Hon. Members of this Council that I have accepted the onerous
responsibilities with the full hope that I can always count upon your sympathy, co-operation and support
which has already been assured to me by your unanimous vote. With these few words, I take the chair.

I found that the Presidential Chair was too big for me and I simply sank into it, but realizing very soon that I
was there to preside over such an august body composed of the Members of the Madras Cabinet, the Hon.
Ministers, the ex-Ministers, Zamindars, Rajas, Landlords, District Board Presidents, Advocates, Lawyers,
overcoming my nervousness I listened gravely and attentively to the speeches of the Hon. Members. It would
interest others to know that I was not then feeling very comfortable in the chair, as these thoughts were passing
through my mind in rapid succession that I have accepted too much responsibility, that I might not do full justice
to that high office, that the public might be disappointed in me, that I might not bring honor to my country people
but on the other hand by my failure to come up to their high expectations of me, I might lower my sex and my
country in the estimation of the whole world. During that first sitting itself, I was called upon to give a ruling. The
discussion was on the amendment of the Kumararaja of Venkatagiri to the Madras Famine Code. I gave the ruling
which was accepted by the Council and I learnt afterwards that my ruling was correct. I now record with a feeling
of pride and gratitude that whenever I was in the chair, the Council was most courteous and considerate towards
me.
62.1 & 63.1 1. Our Village 2. Five Months And Twenty Days: Two Short Stories\fn{by Kanuparti Veralakshmamma
(1886-1978)} Andhra Pradesh, India (F) 7
1
After retirement from service, wondering where to settle down, Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu,\fn{The Brahmin.}
raised the matter with his wife.
“Why anywhere else, let’s go to Ramavaram and settle there,” said his wife Butchi Lakshmamma promptly.
“Useless Ramavaram. Though you have been living in a town for twenty-five years, why can’t you give up
your fondness for that village?” said Ramanayya Pantulu.
“I can’t say, to me our village is like heaven,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“What nonsense! Is there a railway station or anything at all in that wretched place?”
“What if there is no railway station, there is a bus plying every hour, they say.”
“Neither newspaper, nor radio. Whatever you need you have to go looking for it in the town eight miles away.
For that matter, who is there whom you can claim as yours? Your parents are no longer there. No brothers. Sister
too somewhere far away. Then what else is there to make you say that we should go to your village?” said
Pantulu.
“Don’t we have the house which my father has left us? Let’s go and live in that house,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Oh yes! Because that ramshackle house is there we should go. Of course!” Pantulu mocked.
“Not just the house! Everything is available in our village, it seems. Didn’t the other day my uncle’s grandson
Ramakoti come and tell us?”
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“What all did he say there is?”
“They have now a radio playing on battery cells, even newspapers are coming, it seems.”
“Ah, everything is there of course!” said Pantulu crossly. Because he kept mocking her, Butchi Lakshmamma
was overcome with grief.
“A house as big as an audience chamber, but no one there to even light a lamp daily, and it is falling apart. Because you are only thinking all the time of living in this town in a house taken on exorbitant rent. But you never
think of living happily in the house bequeathed by your father-in-law, tending trees and plants. How glorious was
that house while my father was alive!” said Butchi Lakshmamma, her eyes filling with tears.
“Vu-shh, don’t cry now! Unless you go to that village you won’t know what the problems there are. In this
town, just turn the tap and you have water jetting out as thick as an elephant’s trunk. What is there in that place?
You have to tire out your arms drawing water from the well.”
“How much do you have to draw? Two yards of cord is enough.”
“Once the sun sets, it is nothing but darkness all over, but here every night is bright as day. If you have to go
out there, however far the distance, you have no option but to foot it. Here you have city buses, cycle-rickshaws,
jutkas\fn{Small horse carriages.} available whenever you need them—no need to set foot on the ground. Coming to
talk of trains, this is a five-route junction. Any place you can go to and come back in no time,” said Venkata
Ramanayya Pantulu.
“Why not! In this town even when you are miles and miles away they still say you are in the town. Frankly
speaking, though we are supposed to be in Bezwada, tell me how many miles away is the railway station?” asked
Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Does it matter? Are you walking the distance? These town facilities—how can you get these there?” said
Pantulu.
“Oh! What wonderful facilities! Machined rice! Machined water! Nothing but machined nuisances! On top of
it all, any time of the day, you have machined music bursting your eardrums. Aren’t we enjoying ourselves
unbearably! To speak the truth, even the people living in this town are machine people. Just as the cogs in the
machine turn and spin, the human beings in this town also spin around, looking every moment at the clocks,” said
Butchi Lakshmamma.
Pantulu burst out laughing. Still laughing, he said:
“The Goddess Saraswati seems to have conferred her favor on you and sometime during the night wrote the
essential wisdom on your tongue, it appears! You are speaking poetry like Kalidasa.”\fn{ A note reads: The most
celebrated of Sanskrit poets and playwrights [375?-415?AD], he had been a goatherd until the Goddess of Knowledge and the Arts,
Saraswati, wrote the magical seed-letters on his tongue.}

“Enough of it! Stop making fun of me! Me with my irregular education write poetry! Whatever you may say,
you can never get in this town the bliss of life in a village. Pure milk, thick curds, aromatic ghee, vegetables
freshly plucked from the vines, grain grown in your own fields, rice hand pounded before your own eyes—take
any food item, how tasty it is? In this godforsaken town can you ever think of fresh provisions? Everything is
exposed to the sun and ripened artificially and then eaten. We used to eat guava fruit just picked from the tree.
How tasty they were! Having ears of paddy brought along in sheaves, getting the grain threshed, and then
gathered—my mother used to make parched rice out of them. How tasty it was, that parched rice!” exclaimed
Butchi Lakshmamma, gulping hard.
“How wonderful is the bliss of one’s own motherland, Sugunakara!” said Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu,
quoting a verse.\fn{A note reads: Sugunakara, or Repository of Virtues, is Lord Rama, the hero of The Ramayana. The birthplace of
Rama can only be “Ramvaram”—the village to which Butchi Lakshmamma (in the story) has returned }
“I don’t know, however much you may laugh, my love for our Ramavaram hasn’t diminished, nor have I seen
anything extraordinary in this town,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
Meanwhile, Saradamba, a neighbor in the next portion of the house overhearing this conversation, quickly
came around and observed:
“Though she has enjoyed the city facilities all these years, our pinni garu’s\fn{Aunt’s.} attachment to villages
has remained perfectly intact, babu garu!”
“You are right, amma, that’s what’s surprising to me also,” said Ramanayya Pantulu.
“If I go to any village, I feel totally bored. How can our pinni garu feel happy there! Just a few hours there and
I feel suffocated. Our maternal uncle lives in a typical village. Whenever I went there for some unfortunate
reason, I went crazy with boredom. Having to meet those people who would demand to know all about the
visitors to the village, would scrutinize them from top to toe, and ask, ‘Where are you coming from? Whose home
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are you going to?’ I felt totally disgusted. There is no liveliness in those people. Hours after sunrise men loiter
around with a cheroot in mouth or a twig for a tooth brush. As for women, either they go to the village pond with
a metal pot or go looking for cattle dung, basket in hand. Otherwise you just cannot see a decent man or a decent
woman. Only if you can grow it in your back yard, you have a vegetable; unless you have milch cattle of your
own, you won’t have milk and curds. If you want to buy them you can’t get them for love or money. And then if
you want to get away from the place, it is impossible, unless out of his generosity our uncle arranges for a cart. On
our own we can never leave the place. That’s why I consider villages a big headache,” said Saradamba, laughing
freely.
“Exactly, I feel the same way!” said Pantulu.
“Now, pinni garu! Are there any Brahmin households in your village? In our uncle’s village, there aren’t any,
of course,” said Saradamba.
“No such problem in our village, of course. Our household is there, our paternal uncle’s is there, the purohit\fn
{Family priest.} Punnayya Sastry garu’s house is another, the Vishnu-priest Rangacharyulu garu’s another, Sivapriest Bhadrayya garu’s another, the school teacher Gopalam garu’s house one more—a total of six households
there used to be,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“In our uncle’s village even such people aren’t there! If our maternal uncle’s wife has to perform some
religious ceremony, she has to come to our house to do it!” said Saradarnba.
“No such problem at all for us. Our own people would suffice for us—ours is a massive family, for the simplest religious or auspicious functions plenty of relatives would come over. Any number of religious ceremonies
we could manage in our own home,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“If she starts telling these tales, your aunt will go on for days and nights,” said Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu
garu and putting the upper cloth over his shoulder, quietly walked into the street.
“Enough of your uncle’s words! Whatever the religious observance, my mother was never in the habit of
limiting it to our family alone. Whatever was cooked for the religious ceremony, double that amount she made for
distribution in the village. Sharing with others whatever one had, helping each other, supporting each other in
times of trouble, that way we all lived life as one family.
“Now and then, our aunt and family used to come from Guntur. Even they used to laugh, like you, at our
village courtesies. Once our younger aunt came. One day while a boy from the weaver caste was passing by down
our street, our father said to me, ‘Please call that Narayana, amma!’ I called him: ‘Narayana annayya, Narayana
annayya!’ Observing this, my aunt said to me, after he had left, ‘You little girl, is that weaver boy your
annayya?’\fn{Elder brother.} and doubled up with laughter. I was very offended, and complained to my father,
‘Father! Father! Because I called Narayana annayya, see how aunt is laughing.’ ‘What does she know! Those
town people, addressing—even near and dear ones formally as Sir! What do they know of the courtesies of our
village? Ignore her.’”
Butchi Lakshmamma’s voice became tremulous with sorrow. Her eyes filled with tears.
“Pinni garu, please control yourself. Because you were so happy there, you have so much affection for that
village,” said Saradamba with pity.
*
Because of Butchi Lakshmamma’s prompting, they put their boy, Chalapati Rao, studying in Inter Class,\fn{ A
note reads: The first two years of college; Intermediate .} in the hostel, and taking their little girl, Subbulu, with them,
Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu and Butchi Lakshmamma went to Ramavaram.
For twenty-five years now, since the death of her parents, Butchi Lakshmamma had not been to Ramavaram.
They owned agricultural land, of course, bequeathed by their father to her and her younger sister, and the tenants
themselves went regularly to their town and paid them the dues. If something more was needed either Ramanayya
Pantulu or his co-brother would go on a visit, but never the womenfolk. So, as they reached the outskirts of their
village, Butchi Lakshmamma had a sense of entering a strange place. They went straight to their own house
bequeathed by her father.
At the sight of the house, Butchi Lakshmamrna was overwhelmed by unbearable sorrow. In their childhood
that house had seen great glory and now, walls crumbled, verandahs collapsed, it stood in a dilapidated state.
When she looked at it, old memories all came back. She sat crumpled on the pyol for a long time.
“What is it, why are you sitting there like that? Our village, our village, you kept on pestering, and now that we
have come here, why do you sit looking so sad like that? Come on, get up and do something about cleaning up the
house,” urged Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu.
In one part of that dilapidated house, without paying a single paisa as rent, lived a verandah-school teacher.
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Cleaning up another side of the house, these people made arrangements for cooking. In the absence of a servantwoman, Butchi Lakshmamma had to do everything herself, including drawing water from the well. And then there
was no milk, no curds. There seemed no end to the hardships she had to face.
Even in the village, everyone appeared to be a stranger—not one could she find to talk to! With such wonderful dreams she had returned here, and not one of them could she realize. This is not our village, she felt. When she
enquired about Ramakoti garu, the karanam,\fn{Village revenue official.} she came to know that for the sake of his
children’s education he had established the womenfolk and the children in the town, and was somehow managing
his affairs by coming to the village off and on.
Ayyo! In twenty years how totally Ramavaram has been transformed, thought Butchi Lakshmarnrna.
*
Ramavaram now was no more the old Ramavaram. The village had expanded much. A union panchayat
board\fn{To manage civic matters.} had been formed. Here and there lamp posts with dim kerosene street lamps and
even dirt roads had materialized. Thatched houses were being taxed. In the center of the village, under the
Mahalakshmarnrna tree, a radio set had been fixed and people could listen to the news in the evenings. In the
main bazaar, a barber’s shop, a washer-man’s shop, a coffee hotel had appeared. Coming on bicycles from the
town, vendors were giving newspapers to whoever asked for them. As an ornament to the village, a library and
reading room had also been established. Everywhere you could see town trends. What one once found in the
villagers—the innocence, the “unurbanity,” the cordiality—not a trace of these could one see now.
Earlier they used to address each other as elder sister, elder brother, sister-in-law, brother-in-law, maternal aunt,
maternal uncle, paternal aunt, paternal uncle, grandfather, grandmother. Now they were greeting each other with
ridiculous respect and formality. As if this were not enough, the villagers were divided severally among the
Congress party, the Communist party, the Socialist party.
On the third day, in the evening, karanam Ramakoti returned from the town and came to call on Butchi
Lakshmamma and Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu. Ramanayya Pantulu welcomed him, asked him to sit and,
offering him the normal courtesies, told him that food would be cooked in their house and invited him to eat the
evening meal with them.
“Aah, why? I can cook it myself. I have all the provisions,” said Ramakoti.
“That won’t do,” said Butchi Lakshmamma firmly and cooked the food herself.
After the evening meal, sitting on the pyol facing the street, chatting about this and that, Ramanayya Pantulu
garu said:
“I say—your village is so completely changed.”
“Yes, mamayya garu!\fn{Uncle.} We too have acquired all the town traits,” said Ramakoti.
“Besides, all the political parties too seem to have set up their nests here,” said Pantulu.
“Aaha, Mamayya garu has grasped the entire matter of the village in three days,” said the karanam.
“How can it not be grasped? Yesterday people from all the three parties came with application forms and
pressed me to join their party. Of course I haven’t joined any. I have seen that there is no dearth of divisions in the
village,” said Pantulu.
“Ayyo! Is there a village now without divisions? When elections came, then itself the unity, the harmony of the
village was destroyed,” said the karanam.
“Yes, of course! This thing we call democracy, we rejoice over it. But now the chances of families living in
harmony in their own homes are next to nothing.”
Meanwhile, having finished her work in the kitchen, Butchi Lakshmamma came out and asked him,
“Ramakoti! Who is the munsif\fn{A note reads: A village official supervising law and order .} now? Are brother
Ramaswamy and sister-in-law Kotamma doing well?”
“Ramaswamy garu has grown old. It is four years now since Kotamma garu passed away and he grows more
and more depressed. Even now how much he loves us! Go and call on him once, aunt!” said the karanam.
“What about uncle Peri Setty?” asked Butchi Lakshmamma.
“He died a long time ago. As for his wife, she is bedridden, totally debilitated. Both the sons are running the
business. The daughter has gone to her husband’s place,” said the karanam.
“What a change has come about in twenty years!” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Why not in twenty years when the world is changing every moment, all the time,” said Venkata Ramanayya
Pantulu.
“Our aunt is utterly of the older times,” said Ramakoti.
“Yes, of course, I don’t know anything about the ways of these times,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
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“If you had known would you have insisted on coming to this village?” laughed Venkata Ramanayya Pantulu.
Ramakoti also laughed.
“Laugh, I say, laugh you both. How was I to know that Ramavaram had changed this way! Anyway, when you
got a single holiday on a Sunday you would run to go and see your town Guntur, so why can’t I have as much
attachment to my village?” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“You have love for your village, agreed. If your village were also to have some love for you, it would help,”
said Pantulu, laughing.
“However much of a townsman you may be, do you think I can’t know that much? How can the village have
love? The people in the village will have love,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Aha, our aunt hasn’t done badly, she has twitted us nicely,” said Ramakoti, laughing.
“We don’t, of course, have the shrewd ways of the village,” said Pantulu. All three laughed.
*
The day after Ramakoti’s visit, Butchi Lakshmamma went in the afternoon after meals to brother Ramaswamy
garu’s house, escorted by the village peon sent by Ramakoti, Ramaswamy’s son Gopalaswamy Naidu was
strolling to and fro in the front yard and he asked the peon who she was.
“I don’t know, sir. Karanam garu asked me to show her your father and I have brought her, sir,” he said.
Surprised that a brahmin woman had come to see their grandfather, the grandsons and granddaughters stood
staring.
Butchi Lakshmamma went straight into Ramaswamy’s room. Drained of all strength and spirit, Ramaswamy
lay there in his bed. Hair grayed, face wrinkled, eyes sunk. Sight grown dim. Where was that youthful
Ramaswamy with the curly hair, thick moustaches and proud looks who was extremely dignified? And here was
this pitiful Ramaswamy looking like a sun that had set. How many stages man passes through! Ramaswamy had
changed so much that she wouldn’t have recognized him. Even with her mind so stupefied, she called:
“Brother Ramaswamy!”
The voice, calling with such tender warmth—had he heard it somewhere, in the past? Tales of twenty-five or
thirty years ago were heard in that voice. Ramaswamy, who had been lying in bed, quickly sat up and putting his
face close to hers, scrutinized her.
“Peddammai, its you! Peddammai, its you! After how many days I have seen you, amma!! After how many
years I have seen you! When did you arrive, Chelli?”\fn{Younger sister.} he said. Immediately he was overcome
with grief.
“Please sit down, amma, sit down,” he said, pointing out the three-legged stool next to him. Sitting on the
stool, Butchi Lakshmamma handed over to Ramaswamy the sugar candy packet she had brought with her.
“Ammai! How much you love this elder brother of yours,” said Ramaswamy.
Where they had been living, why they had come back to this village, how many children they had and who was
doing what, where her sister Ramalakshmamma was—all this he enquired. He confided in her his own helpless
condition.
“Peddammai, your sister-in-law is no more, you know. With her has gone my reign. If she were alive, she
would have been so happy at your visit. How grandly she would have honored you. Ammai, I have become helpless, you know. However many people I may have, in old age the plight of not having one’s own wife is no
ordinary one, amma!” said he and cried inconsolably like a child.
Butchi Lakshmamma’s eyes also brimmed over and she consoled him.
“Don’t think of it now, annayya! Sister-in-law was fortunate. Rarely does one get to die while one’s husband is
still alive.”
“Yes, amma! Your sister-in-law was fortunate. As long as she was alive, in style, without submitting to anyone,
she managed her affairs with great dignity. Even in her going she displayed grandeur. It’s only me who has
become helpless, amma! After your sister-in-law, however many others there may be, everything looks empty.
When will I find deliverance?” said Ramaswamy and his eyes filled with tears again.
“Annayya, think of God. What more do you need? Your son has become as competent as you. Everything he
and his men will manage,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Yes, you are right, ammai, what do I need? I was just speaking by the way. Now then, has brother-in-law also
come? Is he still in service? Or has he taken retirement?” asked Ramaswamy.
“He retired only this month. He, me and Chinnammai have come,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Then won’t you show your husband to me?”
“I shall send him tomorrow, all right?” Butchi Lakshmamma said and rose. “Annayya, I take leave now,”
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“Going already, ammai! When I see you I feel as though I am seeing father, mother and all the others. Please
stay for a while, amma,” said he.
Butchi Lakshmamma stayed. Gopalaswamy Naidu sent for some bananas, a coconut and some betel leaves and
told his wife to give tambaalam\fn{A note reads: Ceremonial farewell with fruit, coconut, betel leaves and nuts .} to Butchi
Lakshmamma. His wife came and applying the vermilion to Butchi Lakshmamma’s forehead, gave her
tambaalam.
“Amma, you have come after so many years and I am not able to present you a simple sari and blouse piece. If
only your sister-in-law were alive, would she have sent you away like this?”
“Doesn’t matter, annayya! Don’t talk of giving saris and blouse pieces to casual visitors,” said Butchi
Lakshmamma.
From there Butchi Lakshmamma went to the house of Peri Setty garu. Peri Setty’s wife Mahalakshmi was
lying in bed in a pitiful room with bamboo-strip walls on the pyal of her younger son’s house. Butchi Lakshmamma went to her and called:
“Sahukar attayya!”
Though Mahalakshmi’s back had become weak, her eyes and ears were still quite alert. The moment she heard
the call, “Sahukar attayya,” she sprang up and sat.
“My dear, after how many years you have come,” she said, embracing Butchi Lakshmamma.
“Attayya! Drop this in your mouth,” said Butchi Lakshmamma and put the sugar candy packet in her hand.
“How much affection you have for this aunt of yours! You have come all this way from town to see us,” she
said.
“What affection is there in it, attayya,” said Butchi Lakshmamma. “You are elders, and having come to this
village how can I go back without visiting you? In fact, I had come here to this village only to see you people.
Now then, have your sons begotten children? Where is your daughter Nagaratnam?”
“What can I tell you? The elder son has no children. His wife is a termagant. Does not allow us to step into the
house. Whatever she makes she doesn’t offer us. That eldest son of ours is a useless fellow. He just says yes to
whatever she says. In her presence he is even terrified to call me ‘Mother.’ Though the younger son is a little
harsh his wife is somewhat all right. That’s why I am lodging with them. And as for Nagaratnam, she has enough
to eat and drink. How can these wretched people have her good fortune? Her husband does business with Bombay
and Morvail. I don’t know if you have seen it, they have a three-stored building in Tenali. However much they
may have, it is natural that daughters should expect more from their parent’s house. After the death of your uncle,
not even one brother bothered to invite her to their home and present her with even a pinch of vermillionturmeric. All my givings and giftings to her and others disappeared with your uncle,” said Mahalakshmamma,
shedding tears.
“Forget it, attayya, why grieve now. Whatever you have, won’t it go to Nagaratnam?” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
“When my only daughter is there, why will I give it to anyone else? Actually she would like me to be with her.
Only I don’t like living in the daughter’s house, so I am lying here somehow. The elder daughter-in-law of course
says, why give to the daughter who has everything, why not give us each a half of your sovereign necklace, gold
collar, bangles and anklets. Why would I give? Though the younger one doesn’t ask openly, even she has the same
idea. A little something to this daughter-in-law and her children I shall give and the rest I shall leave to
Nagaratnam. I shall never give even a gram to the elder one, take my word for it. Until this body breathes its last,
whatever jewelry I have must remain on my person. If I surrender even this little which I have, will they give me
even a little drink of water?” said Mahalakshmamma without a single pause, pouring out all her inmost feelings.
“I shall go now, attayya,” said Butchi Lakshmamma, rising.
“Just a minute, ammai, you have come after a long long time,” said Mahalakshamma and accompanied Butchi
Lakshmamma. Both of them turned the bend in the lane. Mahalakshmamma pulled out four one rupee notes from
the waistfolds of her sari, put them in Butchi Lakshmamma’s hand and said:
“Ammai! Treat it as a gift from your aunt. Get a brocade-bordered blouse stitched and wear it, amma!”
“Why, attayya! What’s this? I don’t want it, please. When I have come to see you because you are my elder,
what are these gifts?” said Butchi Lakshmamma and stoutly refused.
“Ammai if you don’t take it, you will be asking for my death,” said Mahalakshmamma.
Butchi Lakshmamma could not say a word more. She wondered how different the affections of the older
generations were.
*
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It was a week since Ramanayya Pantulu garu had come to Ramavaram. As they sat in the hall after meal one
afternoon, the postman came and gave him a letter. Even as her husband was reading it Butchi Lakshmamma kept
asking:
“Who is it from? Who is it from?”
“It is from Chalapati. From the third day itself after we left he has been suffering from fever, he says,” said
Pantulu.
“Ayyo! Exactly as I had feared. He cannot digest that hotel food. What illness could it be?” said Butchi
Lakshmamma, already worried.
“All right, I shall write to him to apply for ten days leave and come here. All right?” said Pantulu.
“Why ask him to come here? We ourselves will go,” said Butchi Lakshmamma.
Conveying his concurrence without words, Pantulu kept quiet.
2
Gopalrao used to reflect delicacy and refinement in whatever way you look at him. He never used to wear
anything other than fine cotton dhovatis, soft silk shirts and zari upper garments as soft as makhmal cloth. His hair
was never out of place, his shoes never dirty. He wore round spectacles in black frame and a wristwatch.
Everything used to befit his appearance and refined behavior.
If I say that he is very refined you may thinks that he might be a mere show-boy. Humility and kindness were
his natural adornments. His charming face was an outward expression of his inner humility. He is devoted to his
motherland. If one is devoted thus, how can one stop oneself from working for the welfare of his motherland?
When Mahatma\fn{The Great Soul; one of Gandhiji’s appellations .} gave a call to his countrymen to participate in the
Satyagraha movement Gopalrao was one of those first students who joined Gandhi’s movement. He chose to
work for the boycott of foreign clothes.
Rukmini went to her mother’s place for delivery seven months back. She delivered a son and he is now five
months old. Her father wrote to Gopalrao during the third and fifth months to come take his wife and child home
after duly celebrating the barasala, the naming ceremony of the baby. As he was busy in the Satyagraha
movement, Gopalrao did not reply. He did not come either. Rukmini’s parents, as they had sensed her anxiety to
go back to her house, sent her back after giving her all the customary gifts. In addition to having a son she also
heard that her husband had cleared his M. A. examination. They loved each other and they were young. They had
any number of things to talk about. They would be talking and making up for one full week, so Rukmini thought.
As long as she was in the train she thought only of the things they were going to talk about. She smiled to herself
at the way her mind was forging ahead of her train. She thought she should take him to task for not writing letters,
she should congratulate him for passing his examination, she .should make fun of him for getting so busy as to
miss the naming ceremony. Throughout she was daydreaming and building castles in the air. She was sure she
would be able to see his sweet lotus face at the station itself. She looked around for him as soon as she got down
from the train. Small clouds gathered in the sky of her heart.
That day as there was serious picketing near the shops selling the foreign goods. Gopalrao reached home late
for his lunch, at about one o’clock in the afternoon. In his busy schedule he did not remember that it was the day
of their arrival. He looked at her and remembered:
“Yes they wrote they were coming today.”
He might not have written letters, he might not have come to the station to receive them, but Rukmini did not
expect that he would not talk to her heartily when he came home. Rukmini was then wearing an art silk sari and
even to her son she put some silk dress on. There was anger and hatred in Gopalrao’s eyes. No sweet smile, no
smooth talk! He ate something in hurry and left home.
Her husband’s behavior struck Rukmini like a thunderbolt. Her son who like a ripened guava enticed everyone
to a feast of kisses with his sweet smile, with dark hair falling all over his face had no effect on his father. The
husband who she thought would not put him down once he picked him up was so indifferent that she felt totally
confused at his behavior. His manner of dress and address changed. She must find out the reason for all this
change tonight. She kept looking at the sun waiting for him to set. She could not eat properly and she could not
sleep either. As if sensing his mother’s distress the baby cried throughout the day.
Gopalrao came home at ten o’clock in the night. As he was taking off his shirt, he heard the police inspector’s
call.
“Gopalrao garu?” He came out to see.
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“Who is that?”
“Are you Sri Gopalrao?” So asking he showed him his arrest warrant.
Gopalrao stood still. There was no emotion at all on his face.
“Will you give one hour time?”
“No.”
“Can I eat and come?”
“I have no orders to that effect.”
“Okay, I am ready!” He followed the Inspector.
The magistrate patiently sat in court even though it was nighttime. Though they are paid normally sometimes
they work double their normal quota. The authorities thought that if all the highly dedicated patriots were sent out
as quickly as possible they can all sleep peacefully. Gopalrao entered the court with the Inspector leading and two
security guards following. Magistrate looked at him and started his questions.
“Yes! Is it true that you are working amongst the people propagating boycott of foreign clothes?”
“Yes.”
“Did you tell them to burn the foreign clothes?”
“Yes, true.”
“You are collecting your people near these shops and forcing people not to buy foreign clothes?”
“I was not forcing them, I was only pleading with them.”
“Then you are a criminal.”
“That is your view!”
“Do you want to have your defense arranged?”
“No.”
“Would you apologize?”
Gopalrao's eyes reflected all his courage. He said with a thundering voice:
“Defense and apology are the two words that the satyagrahis have erased from their dictionaries.”
The magistrate was stunned. He could not speak clearly. Arjuna must have shivered like this before the cosmic
form of Krishna. His conscience struggled as he delivered his judgment. Still he had to do his duty. In voice that
reflected fear and pain he said:
“Six months, C class.”
“Namaskaram!” said Gopalrao.
For Rukmini now, home is a jungle. She came home that very day after an eight months stay in her parents’
house. She did not show him their son. Neither words nor smiles were exchanged between them. They did not
tease each other. They did not exchange their heart’s sweet nothings. What an obstacle to their keenly anticipated
reunion! As soon as she heard of her husband’s sentence she collapsed, thunder-stuck.
“He cannot stand the sun! Nor can he stand hunger! He cannot do any manual work. He cannot eat anything
other than vegetables fried in pure ghee. He can sleep only on a soft bed. If you ever tell him to bring a small
thing from a shop he hesitates to go as he considers it below his dignity. How would you now, my son, stay in
prison for six months? When will you soothe our eyes with your presence again?” lament his parents. They could
neither eat nor drink. The family felt as if a bolt from the blue had hit them.
Rukmini was born in a well to do family. Her father was a high-ranking public official, trained to think of the
government with a high sense of loyalty. They were not aware of anything. that was happening in the outside
world. The troubles and trials of the poor, the disadvantages of using foreign goods, the servitude of the great
Indian nation—all these things never entered their minds. The ladies of the house when assembled in one place
could talk of only saris or the recipes of some new dishes over cups of coffee or tea. To this world of luxury
belonged Rukmini, never aware of the entire nationalist struggle taking place in the outside world. Though the
whole nation is on fire because of the Satyagraha movement she had not even heard of it.
Now that her husband was given rigorous imprisonment, like a common criminal, for wearing the clothes
made in his own country and for telling that others should also do so, was beyond her power of understanding.
“How was it a crime to wear clothes made in one’s own country? So tomorrow if they tell us that we are going
to make the food you should eat should we dig off our fires and obey them? What a horrible life. I was annoyed
with my husband for not talking to me. I did not understand why he did not talk to me. It must be because of the
foreign clothes we were wearing. I have been under the impression that foreign clothes have finesse and delicacy.
I never knew there is so much of mental servitude in this. Chi, Chi! Why should I wear the clothes that were so
detestable to him and the cause of his punishment today?”
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She bid adieu to all her silk wardrobe from that day and started wearing only khaddar. Earlier in the house one
could hear the notes of harmonium and violin, now only the sound of charkha, the spinning wheel, reverberates in
that house.
*
The wheel of time moved at a fast pace. Gopalrao was serving his sentence in Bellary prison. They heard that
jail food did not agree with him, that he was quite reduced in weight. He was suffering from dysentery yet he did
not try to get out of the jail by giving the apology as suggested by the authorities, his father and father-in-law.
Rukmini did not have any other work. Her mind was constantly on her husband and her hand on the spinning
wheel. It is five months since Gopalrao had gone to jail. She made a pair of upper garments, one pair of dhovatis,
and one shirt cloth with her own yarn. As soon as he heard of his son-in-law’s prison sentence her father told her
that she should come back to his house. Rukmini did not reply. She just wiped her tears with the tips of her fingers
and dried her cheeks with her sari end. Her father did not bring up that topic again.
Sankranti festival had come and gone. No festivals were celebrated in three fourths of the houses that year as
every family was directly or indirectly affected by the Satyagraha movement and prison terms were given to a
large number of people. When one’s own kith and kin are in jail how can one celebrate festivals?
In Rukmini’s mother-in-law’s house there was this tradition of worshipping the goddess Savitri Gowri every
year.
“If you want you can install the goddess this year also. Why should you stop worshipping a goddess?” her
mother-in-law told Rukmini. She also wanted to do it, as she believed that it would do good to her husband. But
this was not something that one could do alone at home. A number of invited ladies should sit together and
worship the goddess as community worship. A number of them would come that year too if they were invited.
But they would all come wearing fine silk saris, which was now against her vow. How could she allow it
knowing fully well that her husband disapproved of it. So she sent notes to all of them to come for the puja in
khaddar saris. Those who could not oblige did not come. Thus they were very few invited ladies that year.
Rukmini was not disappointed as she started her nine days long puja with those only.
It was eight days since they started their Savitri Gowri puja. The house was full of these ladies doing this puja
with great devotion. The next day would be the ninth day. The puja would conclude and the goddess would be
given a send off. The goddess was worth watching that eighth night. The house was full of people who came to
worship and to see the goddess too. The worship was conducted twice in a day throughout the week. The goddess
looked completely bright in pasupu, kumkum and flowers. The yellow grains of rice thrown at her feet as part of
the worship made her look brighter.
And ladies everywhere! Lamps everywhere! There were rice flour patterns drawn everywhere! Pasupu,
kumkuma, flowers, sandalwood coated rice grains on the goddess! Incense sticks! Food offerings to the goddess!
Who can say what thoughts pass through the minds of the ladies worshipping the goddess with such absolute
devotion and concentration!
*
It was five months and twenty days since Gopalrao had gone to prison. Rukmini was counting the days on her
fingers. But she did not anticipate that he would be released days ahead of schedule due to his good behavior. The
train from the west entered the station at eight o’clock in the night. It came and it went whistling loudly. Nobody
heard the whistle. They were all busy with their worship of Goddess Savitri Gowri.
Twenty minutes after the train had gone there was excitement outside Rukmini’s house. She heard people say
“Gopalrao is here!” As soon as she heard it there was no end to her joy! She did not even pause to think if she
could garland her husband with one that was meant for the goddess. Her husband was her God! She picked up one
garland and ran to meet him. Was she going to hand it over to him, put it on his neck or was she going to place it
at his feet.
He saw her approaching him with a garland in hand. He was looking very aged, thin and totally changed in
appearance. But the eyes were bright with light of patriotic fervor.
“Rukmini! If that garland is woven with foreign thread, I will not have it!” he said.
She did not collapse at his loud thundering voice. She too was not the earlier Rukmini. She told him with equal
fervor:
“It is five months and twenty days since I touched the foreign yarn!”
246.57 Excerpt from Studies In Indian Philosophy\fn{by Ramchandra Dattatr Ranade (1886-1987)} Jamkhandi,
Bagalkot District, Karnatka State, India (M) 6
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A. The Vedanta and Western Thought\fn{The first of two such chapters, the second (B) more elaborate than the first, but both
divided into the same number of lectures. Their sketchy nature is accounted for by Mrs. Vijaya V. Apte, R.D. Ranade’s wife, who says in
her Introduction to his book: “It has always been my earnest desire to preserve every word of Shri Gurudev and to offer it to the world of
scholarship. I am exceedingly happy that the present work is being published under the auspices of the Sahitya Samskriti Mandal,
Maharashtra State. My thanks are due to them. The work, though partly in the form of Notes, will be found highly useful by students of
philosophy and research scholars. It is with great satisfaction that I place this scholarly treatise in the hands of all those interested in
Philosophy and Religion.”}
1\fn{The first lecture is preceded by the following table of contents; no such table precedes the second series (B.), but presumably it is
intended to be followed by that set of lectures as well: “Part I: The Vedantic Philosophy. Lecture 1—Vedanta in the Upanisads; Lecture 2—
Vedanta in the Bhagavad-gita; Lecture 3—The Systems of the Vedanta. Part II: The Vedanta and Ancient Philosophy. Lecture 4—
Parmenides and Vedanta; Lecture 5—Plato and Vedanta; Lecture 6—Plotinus and Vedanta. Part III: The Vedanta and Modern Philosophy.
Lecture 7—Berkeley and Vedanta; Lecture 8—Spinoza and Vedanta; Lecture 9—Kant and Vedanta. Part IV: The Vedanta and
Contemporary Philosophy. Lecture 10—Vedanta and Personal Idealism; Lecture 11—Vedanta and Absolute Idealism; Lecture 12—Vedanta
and Mysticism.”}
For the source of all the systems of Indian Philosophy, and of Vedantic Philosophy in particular, we must go
back to the Upanisads. Here are to be found the earliest forms of Samkhya and Yoga; here are to be found the
germs of Buddhism and Jainism; of Saivism and Mimansa; and of all the various Vedantic systems. Here are to be
found various impersonalistic and personalistic theories of Cosmogony, which remind us of similar theories of
Greek Philosophy; various doctrines of personal and impersonal immortality; various theories of the moral ideal,
such as self-realization, beatificism, and supermoralism. Above all, there are to be found here the roots of all the
later Vedantic systems, such as monism, qualified monism, and pluralism which rent the Indian Philosophical
world in times to come.
2
Next to the Upanisads, the Bhagvadgita has exercised a profound influence on the development of Vedantic
thought. Even here, as in the Upanisads, the doctrines of Prakrti and Purusa, of God and Appearance, have been
advanced with a naïvete, which would reject the philosophical architectonics in favor of a direct mystical
attainment of God. The doctrine of Karmayoga which is the central doctrine of the Bhagvadgita, is an advance
upon earlier moral theories, and the aim of the Bhagvadgita is to teach a life of reconciliation between works and
knowledge. In this lecture, an attempt will also be made to answer the objection that the theism of the Bhagvadgita was superlaid by a later interpolated pantheism, and it would be pointed out that theism and pantheism,
though they be contradictory as philosophical systems, may yet be reconciled in a mystical attainment of God.
3
After the Upanisads and the Bhagvad-gita, the Brahmasutras supply us with the perennial bedrock of Vedantic
philosophy. These sutras themselves, like the texts of the Upanisads and the Bhagvad-gita, have been pressed into
service by different systems of Vedantic thought, each trying to interpret them in its own way. Thus arise the
various schools of Sankara, Ramanuja, Madhva, Vallabha and others. All these are at one in making an attack
against non-Vedantic systems, such as Buddhism, Jainism and the rest as well as in their spiritual presentation of
philosophy. Where they differ is about the nature of God and the self, and the reality of nature. An attempt will be
made in the lecture to envisage a clue for the reconciliation of these different Vedantic systems in a doctrine of
mystical realization, which cancels none of these systems, and yet absorbs all of them, giving to each an
appointed place and level in the thought-evolution of the Vedanta.
4
After having given an outline of the development of the Vedanta, we have now to compare it with the great
systems of Ancient, Modern, and Contemporary thought in the West, and see how it stands related with them.
Parmenides is easily the greatest early philosopher, whose teachings can be compared with those of the Vedanta.
His doctrine of Being and Not-being admuberates\fn{ Represents in outline, or faintly indicates } the Vedantic doctrine of
Reality and Maya, and his identification of Being with Thought, the Vedantic conception of the unity of Sat and
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Cit. By an exhaustive consideration of Parmenides’ poem,\fn{ On Nature, his single known surviving work, though only in
fragments:H} as well as of the analogous teachings of Xenophanes, Zeno, and Melissos, we shall see how the
Eleatic School is the earliest forerunner of Vedantic thought in the West.
5
Plato is evidently the greatest of the Greek Philosophers whose thought has a Vedantic significance. Though
his Theory of Ideas is peculiarly Greek in character, the central conception of the theory, namely the Idea of the
Good, and the emanation of the other Ideas therefrom, has a close parallel to the Idea of the Great Brahman in
Vedantic philosophy, and the manner in which other things stand related to it. As the Idea of the Good is the only
ultimate reality in Plato, similarly the Idea of the Great is the only ultimate reality in the Vedanta, all other things
being merely appearance.
6
The emanatory tendency in Plato is carried to its logical conclusion in Plotinus, whose mysticism almost
faithfully represents the mysticism of the Vedanta. As opposed to creation and evolution, both Plotinus and
Vedanta speak of emanation, God being the central effulgent light, which dissipates itself into existences of
secondary and tertiary order, such as the self and nature. A practical appropriation of the Godhead is the aspiration
of the one as of the other; and Plotinus represents the mystical side of Vedantism more faithfully than almost any
other Philosopher of the West.
7
When we come to Berkeley, we come to problems of epistemology and metaphysics. Berkeley’s Philosophy is
a compound of sensationalism, idealism and spiritualism, and though sensationalism of the lowest type is
conspicuous by its absence in Vedantism, it will be the business of the present lecture to consider to what extent
idealism and spiritualism are present in Vedantic philosophy. And though Vedanta condemns an extreme idealism
as of the Buddhistic school, we shall consider in this lecture to what extent the Vedanta is an idealisticospiritualistic philosophy.
8
Spinoza’s philosophy is a philosophy of God-intoxication, and Vedantism like Spinozism is often compared to
a lion’s den to which all steps point, but from which none returns. Though, thus, Vedantism and Spinozism are at
one in their presentation of the ultimate nature of Substance, a guarantee of truth indirectly admitted by Spinoza to
the modes in his scheme of psychophysical parallelism is absent in the Vedanta in its final doctrine of Appearance.
9
The problem of Appearance was tackled in another way by the German philosopher Kant, who made a
distinction between the Phenomenal and the Noumenal, giving to phenomena the things which are of phenomena,
and to noumena the things which are of noumena. The distinction between phenomenal and noumenal is closely
akin to the distinction between Vyavaharika and Paramarthika of Vedantic philosophy, but where Kant failed and
the Vedanta succeeded was in the problem of a first-hand apprehension of noumenal reality, which Kant in a vein
of Spencerian agnosticism declared unknowable, but which the Vedanta regarded as the only object of knowledge,
because alone real. Here consciousness turns upon itself, making self-consciousness the only reality that exists.
10
In Hegel’s hands, reality consists of this very self-consciousness, a circle of circles self-closed. It is interesting
to see how both Hegelianism and Vedantism ramify into two different, though allied branches of thought, the
Monistic and the Pluralistic. Sankara and Ramanuja in Vedantism have as analogues Bradley and Bosanquet, and
Ward and Rashdall in European Philosophy. The same ineradicable plurality of selves, the same reality of nature,
the same doctrine of personal immortality, and the same identification of God with the Absolute which we find in
Ramanuja, we also find in theories of personal idealism like those of Ward, and Rashdall.
11
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Of even greater interest is the comparison of absolute idealism as represented in Bradley and Bosanquet with
that of Sankara. The same annihilation of space and time, the same identity of cause and effect, the same
phenomenal character of the world, the same doctrine of degrees of reality, the same subordination of God to the
Absolute, which we meet with in Bradley, we find also in Sankara. Would that Bradley were more of the mystic
temperament than he was! Would that he sympathized with the practical way of God-realization which the
Vedanta advocated! He would then have been the veriest Sankaracarya of European philosophy!
12
This leads us to the ultimate mystic consummation of the Vedanta. Vedanta is not mere intellectual doctrine but
a practical appropriation of the God-head by suitable means. Inge and Underhill and Otto represent the mystical
side of thought in Contemporary European philosophy. The truest summum bonum for the mystic is not liberation,
either of the asymptotic or of the catastrophic kind, but the enjoyment of divine bliss here and now. Thus
Vedantism may be seen to be like a multilateral diamond, which has its facets in the philosophies of Parmenides,
Plato, and Plotinus, of Berkeley, Spinoza, and Kant, of Ward, Bradley, and Inge.
B: The Vedanta in Relation to Western Thought
1
The Upanisads and the Vedanta. In the first lecture, an attempt will be made to find the perennial bed-rock of
all later Vedantic Philosophy in the Upanisads themselves. Here are to be found the eternal problems of the
relation of the Individual to the universal soul, of creation, of the Nature of God, and such others, which have
supplied all later Vedantic Philosophy with an eternal basis upon which to build. The standpoint of the present
Lecturer would be, as detailed in his “A Constructive Survey of Upanisadic Philosophy”, that the Upanisads
supply the basis for speculation for various kinds of Vedantic systems, but that a supreme clue for the
reconciliation of these could be found in a mystical interpretation of the philosophy of the Upanisads, which
would cancel none of these systems and yet absorb all of them, and give to each an appointed place in the
thought-evolution of the Vedanta.
2
The Bhagavad-gita and the Vedanta. Next to the Upanisads, the Bhagavad-gita has played an important part in
the moulding of Vedantic Thought. Even here, as in the Upanisads, the doctrines of nature, of Purusa and Prakriti,
of God, of Appearance, of the Relation of Theism to Pantheism, and such others have been advanced in a naïve
spirit, which would reject the philosophical architectonic in favor of a direct mystic attainment to God. The
Doctrine of Karmayoga, as taught in the Bhagavad-gita, is really an advance upon any early moral theory, and the
aim of the Bhagavad-gita is to teach the doctrine of reconciliation between divine attainment and the life of
activism. An attempt will also be made in this lecture to probe into the real nature of bhakti, and to answer the
objection that the theism of the Bhagavadgita is incompatible with an interpolated pantheism, as it will be pointed
out that theism and pantheism, even though they may be contradictory as philosophical systems, can yet be
reconciled in a theory of mystic attainment to God.
3
The Samkhya and the Vedanta. All the later Vedantic systems have joined hands in condemning the basal
principles of Samkhya philosophy, in spite of the fact that they have all been much indebted to the doctrines of the
Samkhya. An examination will be made in this lecture of the basal ideas of Samkhya philosophy, the relation
which these bear to the ideas of the Vedanta, together with the objections which the Vedantic systems have urged
against them. A critical and philosophical evaluation of the doctrines of Samkhya philosophy is much needed, and
it is possible that new light would be thrown upon it, especially in view of the fact that Buddhi in Samkhya
philosophy is almost as Janus-faced as the Kantian schema, and plays almost the same part in Samkhya
philosophy as the schema plays in the Kantian.
4
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Buddhism and Vedantism. The Vedantic systems, in their criticisms, have generally not taken into account the
early Pali Buddhism. It is only the later schools of the Hinayana that have been refuted by the Vedantic writers, as
also certain tenets of Mahayanism. A detailed examination would be made in this lecture of the various doctrines
of Buddhism from the Vedantic standpoint, and the value would be determined of the Buddhistic doctrine of the
causal chain, of its doctrine of the non-ego, of its relation in its various forms of idea to reality, of its metaphysical
denial of absolute existence, as well as, finally, of its doctrine of Nirvana. In many of these respects, the Vedanta
may be seen to be a good antithesis to the Buddhistic doctrine.
5
The Vedantic Systems. The architectonic systems of the Vedanta have all of them claimed descent froin the
Upanisads, interpreting the texts of the Upanisads, the Bhagavadgita, and the Brahma-sutras in their own way.
An attempt will be made in this chapter to find out what justification there is for the doctrines of Shankara,
Ramanuja, Madhva, and Vallabha in the texts themselves. Three points are noteworthy in a discussion of these
Vedantic systems: (a) the common attack they make against the non-Vedantic systems, such as the Vaisesikas, the
Bauddhas, the Samkhyans, the Jainas, and so on; (b) the fundamental points of agreement of these systems; (c) the
fundamental disagreements of these systems, which constitute a line of differentiation between them. An attempt
will also be made to envisage a clue for the reconciliation of these different Vedantic systems in a doctrine of
mystic realization, giving to each its appointed place and level.
6
The Vedantic Criterion. We are now prepared to enter upon the details of Vedantic philosophy. The question of
the criterion would be a fundamental one at the very outset. An attempt will be made in this lecture to contrast the
Vedantic criterion of Anubhava with such other criteria familiar to students of contemporary European thought as
the idealistic criterion of coherence, the realistic criterion of correspondence, the pragmatic criterion of
satisfaction, and so on. At the same time, an inquiry would be instituted into how Anubhava, the supreme criterion
of the Vedanta, differs from such other criteria of the other systems of Indian Philosophy, namely those of
perception, inference, belief and the rest. An inquiry would also be instituted into the psycho-metaphysical nature
of Anubhava, and it would be shown how it blinks at intuition on the one hand, and beatification on the other.
Finally, an examination would be made as to how far the elements of necessity and objectivity of the Kantian
criterion pertain to this supreme criterion of Vedantic philosophy.
7
The Problem of Nature. Next comes the problem of nature. In the light of of the three different theories of
cosmogony familiar to European thought, viz. creation, emanation and evolution, an attempt will be made in this
lecture to adjudge the value of the cosmogony of the Vedanta. The relation of the world to God will be thoroughly
investigated, and an examination will be made of the doctrines of the fundamental reality or unreality of the
world, citing parallels from Plato, Plotinus, Spinoza, Kant and Hegel. An attempt will be made to see whether the
doctrines of the reality or unreality of the world in the Vedanta could be explained in the light of the theories
which make a difference, in Sankarite fashion, between the Vyavaharika and the Paramarthika on the one hand, or,
on the other, in Kantian fashion, between the Phenomenal and the Noumenal. The question would be raised how
far the world of nature is a mere appearance.
8
The Problem of the Self. The central problem of all philosophy is the relation between the self and God. Here
an examination would be made of the different doctrines held about the relation between the self and God by the
various Vedantic thinkers. A numerical pluralism, it would be shown, is not inconsistent with a qualitative
monism. The teachings of Sankara, Ramanuja, Madhva, Vallabha and others on the subject could be set on a par
with those of Bradley, Bosanquet, Ward, Royce and others in European thought. So far as the question of
transmigration is concerned, after citing parallels from Platonic philosophy, a discussion would be made of the
doctrine that reincarnation is an illusion from the absolutistic standpoint. All the theories of the later Vedanta on
the subject would also be requisitioned, wherein the self and God are regarded as adjectival and substantival
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existences (Avaccheda-vada), or the category of part and whole is made applicable to the relation between them
(Ansa-vada), or the conception of the archetype and the image is introduced to explain their relation,
(Bimbapratibimba-vada), or even where the self is regarded as merely an appearance before God (Abhasa-vada).
9
Doctrine of Appearance. The doctrine of appearance affects both the existence of nature as of the self.
Examination would be made of the theory that both these are appearances before God, and the inner meaning of
the dream-analogy of the Brahma-sutras III.2 would be brought to light. Opinions on the subject would at the
same time be cited from various European philosophers such as Plato, Kant, Hegel, Bradley, and others. The
objections, which Ramanuja, Vallabha and Madhva raise against Sankara’s doctrine of appearance, would be
examined, while it would be contended that though, in sensuous experience, the reality of the world could never
be gainsaid, it is only in the ecstatic state that the doctrine of appearance would have sufficient vindication.
Finally, the great moral value of the doctrine of the appearance, as apart from the metaphysical, would be brought
to light.
10
God and the Absolute in the Vedanta. An attempt will be made in this lecture to focus together the various
characterizations of Brahman as in the first chapter of the Brahma-sutras, and to deduce therefrom the nature of
the supreme Godhead, while it will be shown that the categories of the personal and the impersonal are
inapplicable to the supreme Godhead. An examination would also be made of the conceptions of God and the
absolute in contemporary European thought, and a parallelism would be cited from the difference in the teachings
of Ramanuja and Sankara on this subject. Consideration would also be made of the theory that while God is a
theological conception, the absolute is a philosophical conception of reality, and it would be established that there
is no necessity for making that distinction between God and the absolute as is contended.
11
The problem of Human Conduct. It is difficult to characterize the Vedantic ethics in one word. The various
theories of anti-hedonism, pessimism, supermoralism, beatificism, and self-realization, which the Upanisads
advocate, have each of them a place in the full scheme of Vedantic ethics; while it owes not a little to the activism
of the Bhagavad-gita. In any case, the exuberant optimism of the Vedantic mystic is in decided contrast to the
Buddhistic Nirvana, if we interpret this latter in a negativistic, annihilationistic, sense. The realization of the
divine bliss for oneself and others is the be-all and the end-all of the Vedantic mystic, and to that end all these
activities are directed.
12
Mysticism in the Vedanta. The question arises how this divine bliss is to be attained. The true summum bonum
for the Vedantist is not liberation, whether of the asymptotic or of the catastrophic kind, but the enjoyment of
divine bliss here and now. The part which meditation plays in this realization would here be brought to light. A
full-fledged life of mysticism, it would be contended, reconciles alike the claims of intellect, emotion, and action.
It would be wrong to say that mere intellect or mere emotion or mere action leads to the realization of this mystic
bliss. One or other of these may be stressed no doubt; but all must be present in a greater or lesser degree to
enable one to attain to that divine bliss. Jnana, Bhakti, and Yoga would thus be shown to be not contradictory of
each other, but only corroboratory. Vedantic mysticism is thus absolutely on a par with all real mysticism. They
may speak different languages, but the meaning is identical. The experience which made Christ and St. Paul,
Plotinus and Augustine, Thomas A. Kempis and Eckhart, great mystics of the western world, is also the same
experience which made Sankara and Jnanesvara, Gauranga and Manikkavachagar, Kabir and Tukaram, the great
mystics of the east. The essence of all Vedantism is mysticism, and it would be our business, time permitting, to
expound what this mysticism is in a future work entitled “The Pathway to God”.
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109.10 Akanandan:\fn{My title:H} A Folktale\fn{told by Mrs. Dimal (1887- )} Srinagar, Srinigar District, Jammu &
Kashmir State, India (F) 1
There once lived a poor Brahman and his wife. They had seven daughters but no sons.
The couple prayed and prayed and so did their daughters. But still there was no son for the parents and no
brother for the seven girls. The Brahman visited all of the famous holy places. He met with many saints and
religious men. He also gave alms to the poor, hoping that their blessings would earn him a son. But the gods did
not seem to favor this outcome. The poor Brahman soon began to reason that his bad luck was the result of many
sins committed in a previous life.
One day a beggar came to the Brahman’s house seeking alms. The Brahman invited him in and showed him
extensive hospitality. He first asked his wife to bring water to wash the beggar’s feet. Then the guest was offered
good food and rest.
The visitor was pleased and soon asked if he could do anything in return. So the Brahman and his wife related
their story and their woes. They cursed their fate for not having a son to continue the family line. Hearing of all
this sadness the beggar was moved with pity. He soon said,
“Oh Brahman! Do not grieve! You will have a son, but it will be on one condition.” The Brahman was
overwhelmed with emotion and interrupted at this point with the words,
“I will agree to any condition whatever, O holy man! Only let me have a son! I promise you I will do anything
you want.” The saintly beggar then looked into the eyes of the Brahman and into those of his wife and proceeded
with great seriousness,
“You will have to return the boy when he is twelve years old.”
Then without waiting for the Brahman’s answer the beggar suddenly disappeared.
The household couple was saddened by the harsh condition the stranger had outlined. They were also puzzled
by the manner in which he disappeared, but they did not have much time to worry as the Brahman’s wife soon
conceived. After nine months a son was born. This event filled the couple with hope and joy. Their great sense of
happiness drowned the earlier sadness, at least for a few years. Indeed, the two almost forgot about the harsh
condition the saintly beggar had set.
The young Brahman was soon given the name Akanandun, meaning “only son.” He quickly grew to be a
beautiful and very intelligent young boy. His mother and father showered much love and affection on him. And
his sisters loved him even more. They would not let him out of their sight, even for a short while.
When Akanandun reached the age of five he was sent to school. There he proved to be very clever in his
studies, and he was admired by friends and teachers alike.
At the age of ten the family celebrated his sacred thread ceremony with great pomp. This ritual entitled him to
a second, or spiritual birth.
But finally the day arrived when Akanandun was twelve years old.
One fine morning, while Akanandun was getting ready for school, the saintly beggar suddenly appeared at the
door once again. At the sight of this man a dreadful chill went through the Brahman’s spine. Nonetheless, he
contained himself. What else could he do? A man’s word cannot be given and then taken back. The mother and
the sisters had also feared the reappearance of this man. It was the same fear that a lost lamb feels upon seeing a
lion. As soon as the saintly beggar entered the house he asked for the young boy.
“Where is Akanandun? Return him to me. Have you forgotten your promise?” he said. The Brahman answered,
“Oh holy man! I stand by my word,” but he was in tears. The drops rolled down this man's sunken cheeks.
Nonetheless he soon brought Akanandun before the guest. The saint then said,
“Give the boy a ritual bath and wrap him in new clothes.”
The couple gave Akanandun a bath. It was a bath of tears. They also clothed him in new clothes and brought
him to the stranger.
The saintly beggar then asked for a knife. When this was provided, the beggar swiftly cut off Akanandun’s
head. Then slowly and carefully, like an expert butcher, he also cut off the limbs and the other body parts.
Seeing her only son torn to bits in this way, the mother soon fainted. The sisters wept and beat their breasts.
They tore out their hair. Indeed the whole village came to know of something which they had never heard of or
seen in their lives before.
Soon after cutting Akanandun into many pieces, the beggar asked the couple to wash and purify the kitchen.
He then asked them to cook the little bits that had been Akanandun’s body. Amidst sounds of wailing so intense
that they could have melted stones, the butchered Akanandun was boiled.
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Next the half dead mother was asked by the beggar to taste this preparation, to see if it had enough salt. She
did this.
And as if that was not enough, the beggar then ordered that the cooked meat be served to both parents and also
to the sisters and to any other kinsmen who were present. But he also asked that one share of the preparation be
set aside in the name of Akanandun. Once this had been done the beggar gave the order for everyone to begin
eating.
My god! That was cannibalism! And no less than a saintly beggar was ordering these actions!
Everyone present heard the sound of a roar in their hearts and in the sky. It was as if the earth and the oceans
had opened up. They felt day turn into night. The animals and birds stopped breathing. Every star which once
shone in the sky disappeared.
Suddenly the saintly beggar asked the couple to call Akanandun’s name and to ask him to come and take his
food.
This made things even worse. No one could understand or even began to question the purpose of such a joke.
So they ignored the request.
But the beggar, true to his plan, was serious. He repeated his order.
“Call Akanandun. Call him and ask him to take his food. Do what I say,” he said.
One of the sisters, fearing the wrath of the beggar, finally obeyed. After mustering all her strength, she cried
out in a small voice,
“Akanandana, Akanandana.”
And lo! Akanandun suddenly appeared before his family, dressed neatly, smiling, and holding his bag of
books. No one present could believe their eyes. Was this a dream or some kind of nightmare?
The mother, the father, and all the sisters broke into smiles. They began to kiss and to hug Akanandun. While
this unexpected turn of events was being celebrated the saintly beggar disappeared. And so did all the cooked
food. The birds started to fly again and animals began to move and to breathe. Daylight reappeared on the horizon
and everything returned to normal.
After this, Akanandun lived a long life with his parents.
109.15 The Clever Boy Solves A Problem:\fn{My title:H} A Folktale\fn{told by Hamsheswar Sain (1887- )} Silipur
Village, near Durgapur, Burdwan District, West Bengal State, India (M) 1
There once lived a very poor farmer. By dint of great efforts he managed to collect a small sum of money by
begging from door to door. He then used this money to marry a beautiful young girl.
But he was hard pressed to supply a livelihood for his new family. So the young husband finally decided to go
abroad to earn money.
The boy was a Brahman. He now approached his mother and offered her whatever he had saved. He then said,
“Mother, I have decided to go abroad to earn some money. I will not return home until I have earned a
substantial amount.”
His mother was sad, but she did not object to her son’s departure. Instead she bade him goodbye and gave him
her blessings.
Next to the house of this Brahman family there was a large wood apple tree. In that tree there lived a ghost of
another Brahman. The evening of the same day on which the young man left home, this ghost came down from
the tree and took the departed boy’s form.
The ghost then entered the house. On seeing him everybody thought the young boy had returned. The boy’s
wife hurriedly asked,
“How is it that you have returned so soon?” The ghost replied,
“It was an inauspicious day today. I have returned in order to wait for a better moment of departure.”
Neither the mother nor the wife of the boy suspected foul play. The ghost therefore stayed on in the house and
behaved as a master without encountering resistance. Several years passed this way.
In the meantime the true husband earned a considerable amount of money in a foreign country. He now
decided to return to his old home. When he entered his house, however, he found another person impersonating
him and living there in his place. He became very angry.
On seeing this intruder the ghost also became angry. It said to the returning boy,
“It is unlawful for you to enter house without my permission.”
The mother and the wife of the young man were shocked at these events. They did not know what to make of
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this domestic dispute. Not finding any solution, the true Brahman husband decided to lodge a complaint with the
king of his country.
The king then asked his court to solve the mystery. He required both men to appear before his counselors on
the following day. The unhappy Brahman returned home, having cried from anxiety all the way.
While crossing a field, however, he happened. to see some boys playing in the shade of a tree. They were
imitating a king presiding over a court of justice. On seeing the Brahman crying, the young boys asked him to
explain his sorrow. The Brahman then narrated his story to the children.
One boy, the one who played the role of the king, was very clever. When he had heard the story, he decided to
go to the true king of his country. There he said,
“Your majesty, kindly let me offer a solution to the problem of the two Brahmans who lay claim to the same
house.”
The king gladly agreed to let the boy try to solve the problem.
The next day the trial began in the king’s courtroom. The Brahman and the ghost were each asked to make a
statement. The young boy was also present.
After hearing both sides, the boy stood up and pointed to a bottle. He then asked each of the two men if they
could enter this bottle. He promised that whoever entered it first would become the master of the house in
question. The boy first asked the true Brahman,
“Can you enter this bottle?” But the man replied,
“How can a full grown man enter into a little bottle?”
The boy next asked the same question of the ghost. This second party replied confidently, saying,
“Certainly I can enter your bottle.” He then became very small, and in front of the entire crowd, he squeezed
himself into the bottle.
The clever boy immediately corked the bottle and the ghost became trapped. With this the dilemma was
solved. The true Brahman returned home in a state of great happiness.
32.3 A Toposy-Turvy Tale\fn{by Sukumar Ray (1887-1923)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M)
11
It was terribly hot. I lay in the shade of a tree, feeling quite limp. I had put down my handkerchief on the grass:
I reached out for it to fan myself, when suddenly it called out:
“Miaow!”
Here was a pretty puzzle. I looked and found that it wasn’t a handkerchief any longer. It had become a plump
ginger cat with bushy whiskers, staring at me in the boldest way.
“Bother!” I said. “My handkerchief’s turned into a cat.”
“What’s bothering you?” answered the Cat. “Now you have an egg, and then suddenly it turns into a fine
quacky duck. It’s happening all the time.” I thought for a while and said:
“But what should I call you now? You aren’t really a cat, you’re a handkerchief.”
“Please yourself,” he replied. “You can call me a cat, or a handkerchief, or even a semi-colon.”
“Why a semi-colon?” I asked.
“Can’t you tell?” said the Cat, winking and sniggering in a most irritating manner.
I felt rather embarrassed, for apparently I should have known all about the semi-colon.
“Ah!” I said quickly. “Now I see your point.”
“Of course you do,” said the Cat, pleased. “S for semi-colon, p for handkerchief, c for cat—and that’s the way
to spell ‘spectacles’! Simple, isn’t it?”
It didn’t seem simple at all, but I nodded to stop him from sniggering again. Instead, he stared at the sky for a
while and suddenly exclaimed,
“Why don’t you go to Tibet if you’re feeling the heat?”
“That’s easily said,” I retorted, “but it’s quite a job getting there.”
“Why, what’s the problem?” asked the Cat.
“Do you know the way?” I asked him in return.
“Of course,” he said with a grin. “Here’s Calcutta, and here’s Diamond Harbor a little to the south, and here’s
Ranaghat a little to the north, and then presto! You’re in Tibet! Straight roads, an hour and a quarter’s drive—just
say the word.”
“Do show me the way,” said I.
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He suddenly turned very grave, shook his head and said:
“That’s beyond me, I’m afraid. If only I had Cousin Treehopper here, he’d be able to tell you.”
“Who’s Cousin Treehopper?” I asked. “Where does he live?”
“Up in the trees, of course,” the Cat replied.
“Where can I find him?” I asked again.
“Oh, you can’t do that!” he cried. “Quite out of the question.”
“Why?” said I.
“It’s like this, you see,” said the Cat. “Suppose you’re looking for him at Uluberia: you’ll hear he’s in
Motihari. So you go to Motihari only to fmd he’s at Ramkrishnapur. Off you go again, but they tell you there he’s
left for Cossimbazar. You just can’t run him to earth.”
“Then how do you manage to meet him at all?” I wondered.
“It’s quite a job,” said the Cat. “First you’ve got to work out the places where he can’t possibly be. Then you
work out the places where he just possibly might; and then you calculate where he actually is. After that you plot
where he’s going to be by the time you get to where he is now. Next after that—”
I cut him short and said:
“How do you work out all these calculations?”
“It’s hard work,” he replied. “Like to see?”
And he took a stick and cut a long furrow in the turf, saying, “Suppose this is Cousin Treehopper.” Then he sat
silently for a long time. Then he cut another furrow in the same way and said, “Suppose this is you,” and crooked
his neck and fell silent again. Then he cut yet another furrow and said, “Suppose this is a semi-colon.” And he
went on like this, pondering and drawing more and more furrows, saying things like “Suppose this is Tibet.” …
“Suppose this is Cousin Treehopper’s wife cooking dinner.” … “Suppose this is a hole in the tree- trunk.” …
After a while I felt annoyed and said:
“You’re talking nonsense, and I’m getting quite bored.”
“All right, I’ll make it simpler for you,” said the Cat. “Shut your eyes and work out the sums I call out.”
So I shut my eyes.
I sat like that for quite a long time without being set a single sum. In the end I got a bit suspicious and opened
my eyes, only to find the Cat escaping over the garden wall with a smirk on its face.
There was nothing I could do, so I sat down again on a big stone under the tree. At once I heard a hoarse
croaking voice call out:
“What’s seven times two?”
I wondered what it could be this time. As I looked about me, the voice came again:
“Why aren’t you answering? What’s seven times two?”
I looked up and saw a jungle-crow scribbling something on a slate and bobbing his head towards me.
“Seven times two is fourteen,” I answered.
He shook his head very hard and said:
“Wrong answer! No marks!”
I felt very peeved indeed.
“Of course I’m right!” I protested. “Seven ones are seven, seven twos are fourteen, seven threes are twentyone.”
The Crow didn’t answer for a while, but just sat there sucking his pencil. Then he began muttering:
“Seven twos are fourteen, put down four and carry the pencil.”
“Well then!” said I. “What made you say seven twos didn’t make fourteen?”
“It wasn’t quite fourteen when you spoke,” answered the Crow. “At that point it was only 13 rupees, 14 annas
and 3 pice. If I hadn’t very cannily put down 14 just at the right moment, it would have got to be 14 rupees 1
anna and 9 pice by now.”
“I’ve never heard such rubbish,” I told him. “If seven twos make fourteen, it’s always fourteen, an hour ago or
ten days from now.”
The Crow looked shocked and said:
“Don’t you count the cost of time in your country?”
“What do you mean, the cost of time?” I asked.
“You’d know if you lived here a few days,” he replied. “Time’s terribly expensive here, we daren’t waste one
little bit. Here had I scraped and scrounged a bit of time together, and now I’ve lost half of it talking to you.” And
he set to work again on his sums, while I sat by feeling rather guilty.
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Just then something slithered out of a cranny in the tree and dropped to the ground. It was a little old man just
three feet tall, completely bald but with a long green beard that reached down to his ankles, holding a hookah
without a bowl. Somebody had scribbled on his bald head with—a piece of chalk.
He took two hurried pulls at his hookah and asked very concernedly:
“Well, are the accounts ready?”
The Crow shuffled this way and that and finally said:
“Almost.”
“This is absurd,” said the Old Man. “You’ve had nineteen days and they still aren’t ready.”
The Crow sucked glumly at his pencil for a few minutes. Then he asked:
“How many days did you say?”
“Nineteen,” answered the Old Man.
At once the Crow called out:
“Going twenty!”
“Twenty-one!” cried the Old Man.
“Twenty-two!” cried the Crow.
“Twenty-three!” cried the Old Man again.
“Twenty-three and a half!” yelled the Crow, exactly as if they were bidding at an auction.
Now the Crow turned to me and frowned.
“Why aren’t you bidding?” he demanded.
“Why should I?” I replied.
The Old Man hadn’t noticed me all this time. Now he began spinning round and round at the sound of my
voice, and finally came to a stand facing me. He then fixed his hookah to his eye like a telescope and observed me
for a long time. Next he took some bits of colored glass out of his pocket and looked at me through these. Finally
he brought out an old tailor’s measure and began to measure me, calling out as he did so:
“Height 26 inches, arms 26 inches, cuff 26 inches, chest 26 inches, collar 26 inches.”
“Impossible!” I said. “How can my chest and collar both be 26 inches? I’m not a hog.”
“See for yourself,” said the Old Man.
I saw that all the figures on the tape had faded away. Only the 26 could still be made out, so everything he
measured came to 26 inches.
He then asked me, “How much do you weigh?”
“Don’t know,” I replied.
He prodded me a little with two fingers and called out:
“Two and one half seers.”
“Impossible,” I protested again. “Patla weighs 21 seers, and I’m a year and a half older.”
“You’ve got a different scale of weights,” said the Crow hurriedly.\fn{ At the time this story was written, the seer did
indeed vary throughout South Asia from eight ounces to over three pounds, although in Calcutta, where the author was apparently born, and
in Bengal province (this is of course prior to the partition of Bengal into Hindu and Muslim sections in 1947) the (British) Government (or
railway) seer was most commonly used, and it was equal to 2.057 pounds; however, even in Bengal, other seer weights than this were
used.}

“Take this down,” the Old Man told him. “Weight two and one half seers, age 37.”
“Of course not!” I cried. “I’m only eight and a quarter, and I won’t have you saying I’m thirty-seven!”
The Old Man considered for a moment and asked:
“Upward or downward?”
“I beg your pardon?” said I.
“Is your age increasing or decreasing?”
“How can one’s age decrease?” I asked back.
“Do you mean to say it’ll keep going up and up?” he exclaimed with a shudder. “Good heavens, that way
you’ll end up sixty or seventy or eighty, and even grow old and die some day.”
“Of course,” I told him. “One’s very old by the time one’s eighty.”
“But that’s stupid!” he answered. “Why should you ever get to be eighty? Over here, we turn our age back
when we’re forty. Then we don’t go on to be 41 or 42 but start growing younger at 39, 38 and so on. When we’ve
got down to ten in this way, we turn upward again. I’ve quite lost count how often I’ve grown young and old in
this way. I’m thirteen now,” he added.
It seemed too funny for words.
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“I wish you'd talk more quietly,” said the Crow. “I could finish my accounts that way.”
The Old Man sidled up to me at this, sat down dangling his legs, and began to whisper.
“I’ll tell you a lovely story. Just let me think.”
He closed his eyes and began to think his story out, scratching his bald head with his hookah all the time. Then
he suddenly hissed:
“Splendid! I’m ready now. Just listen: Meanwhile the Head Vizier had swallowed the Princess’s spool of
thread. Nobody knew about it. And just at this moment along came the man-eating giant, roaring as he rolled off
the bed in his sleep. At once there was a hideous din of drums and bugles and cymbals and bassoons and guards
and gunners and dragoons and cavalry, clash, clash, bang, bang, boom, boom, rattle, rattle—when suddenly the
king cried out: ‘What’s this magic horse doing without a tail?’ And the pastors and masters and doctors and
proctors began telling each other, ‘A very good question. What’s happened to its tail?’ Nobody knew the answer:
they all tried to slink away.”
The Crow interrupted at this point to ask me:
“Have you got my handbill?”
“No,” I said, so he drew out a piece of paper from a big wad and gave it to me. It said:

Corvus Sylvanus Protect Us

CROWORTHY COLE-BLACK, Esq.
Chartered Accountant,
41 Raven Row, Woodmarket


We undertake all kinds of accounting work,
business and unbusinesslike, wholesale and retail;
on scientific principles.
Rate: 1 rupee 5 annas per inch.
Children half- price.
For free brochure by return of post,
send all relevant information such as
size of shoe, color of skin, propensity to earache, whether alive or dead, etc., etc. …


BEWARE! BEWARE!! BEWARE!!!
We represent the reputed house of
Sylvan Corvines or Jungle-Crows.
It has been brought to our notice that inferior practitioners
such as House-crows, Gor-Crows and Carrion Crows
are currently imposing upon the public
with base profiteering intent.
Do not be deceived by their vulgar publicity.
“What do you think of it?” asked the Crow.
“I don’t fully understand it,” I told him.
“Yes, it’s rather difficult. Some people can’t follow it at all,” he remarked. “I once had a client with a bald head
—”
The Old Man flew into a rage. He made for the Crow, yelling:
“I won’t have all this talk about bald heads, d’you hear? Just once more and I’ll crack your slate across with
my hookah.”
The Crow was somewhat taken aback. He thought for a moment and said,
“I didn’t say bald—I said balled head, meaning round like a ball.”
Even this didn’t calm the Old Man, who sat muttering to himself. The Crow finally said to him:
“Want to look at the accounts?”
The old Man thawed a bit and said:
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“Oh, have you finished? Let me see.”
“Here you are,” said the Crow, and dropped the slate straight onto the poor man’s bald head. He collapsed at
once with a hand held to his head and began to howl like a baby.
“Oh Mummy, oh Auntie, oh Cousin Shiboo!' He flung his limbs about as he blubbered.
The Crow gazed at him vacantly and finally said:
“Hurt again, old chap? I never saw such a one.”
“Two, three, four,” the Old Man began counting, stopping his tears straightaway.
“Five,” cried the Crow.
I thought they were going to start bidding again, so I quickly stepped in:
“You haven’t seen the accounts yet.”
“Quite so, quite so,” said the Old Man. “Just read what you’ve got there, will you?”
I picked up the slate and found it was scrawled over closely in this way:
Be it known unto all men by these presents that whereas I, Croworthy Cole-Black, licensed legal practitioner
accountant and notary public having considered, surveyed, assessed and evalued the assets fixed and unfixed, movable
and immovable of the principal party (hereinafter referred to as “the party”) in the case at issue hereby declare and
requisition for and on behalf of the said party the right of decree right of action right of arbitration right of appeal …

The Old Man cut me short and turned to the Crow.
“What’s this drivel?” he asked.
“You’ve got to write all that,” said the Crow. “How do you expect your figures to last otherwise? You need all
that for a nice solid set of accounts.”
“Very well,” said the Old Man, “but let’s see the actual figures.”
“They’re there at the end,” said the Crow; and then to me, “Why don’t you read the whole thing out?”
I found that he’d put down in big letters at the end:
7 x 2 = 14
Age: 26 inches
Cash in hand: 2½ seers
Expenditure: 37 years.
“It’s obvious,' said the Crow, “that this is neither LCM nor GCM.\fn{ Least- or Greatest Common Multiple.} So it’s
either Fractions or the Rule of Three. 2½ seers is a fraction, so the rest is the Rule of Three. You’d better tell me
which one you’d like to have.”
“I’ll have to ask,” said the Old Man. He stooped and laid his mouth to the foot of the tree, and called:
“Brother! Brother!”
After a while someone growled from inside the trunk in a huffy kind of way:
“Wha’d’you want?”
“Croworthy wants to know something,” called the Old Man. Again came the growl:
“What’s he saying?”
“Fractions or the Rule of Three?” shouted the Old Man.
This time we heard quite a roar.
“Who’s he calling a fraction? You or me?”
“No, no, he’s asking whether the accounts should be in Fractions or the Rule of Three.” After a while came the
answer:
“Tell him to make it the Rule of Three.”
The Old Man gravely stroked his beard and began shaking his head.
“Just like silly old Brother! Rule of Three indeed! What’s wrong with Fractions? I really think you’d better
make it Fractions, Croworthy.”
The Crow began to calculate:
“Take away two from two and a half seers and what’s left is the fraction, half a seer. So your accounts come to
half a seer. Half a seer of accounts costs 2 rupees 14 annas if it’s neat, and 6 pice if it’s mixed with water.”
The Old Man said, “Three teardrops fell on your figures while I was crying. So here’s six pice, and here’s your
slate.”
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The Crow seemed very pleased to get the money. He began dancing and drumming on the slate, singing “Oh
bold and brave—”
“Did I hear you say bald again?” the Old Man roared. “Well, you’ve asked for it. Brother, Brother! Quick now,
he’s just said bald again.”
Even as he spoke, a huge bundle of rags tumbled out of a hole in the tree. I could see an old man trapped
beneath it, waving his arms and legs in an agitated manner. He looked exactly like the Old Man with the hookah.
But he, instead of coming to his brother’s help, leapt on top of the bundle instead, and sat there crying, “Get up at
once, you clod,” while he beat the poor man with his hookah. The Crow winked at me and said:
“Don’t you see? This new chap would like to pass the bundle to his brother, but he won’t take it, of course.
They keep quarrelling about it all the time.”
By now the old man with the bundle had managed to stand up. He lifted the bundle in a threatening way and
said, clenching his teeth, “You stupid old Other!” While Other, rolling up his sleeves, roared, “You hateful old
Brother!”
“Go on, go on,” yelled the Crow. “Have a good fight.”
And they went at it hammer and tongs, biff, bill, thud, thud. After a minute Other lay gasping on the ground,
while Brother rubbed his bald head and shivered.
Then Brother began to bawl, “Oh my poor, poor Other, what’s happened to you?”
And Other also started howling, “Oh my precious, precious Brother, what have I done to you?”
So they fell on each other’s necks and wept for a while, then went off chatting arm in arm, as friendly as you
please. Meanwhile the crow had also shut up shop and left. I was just thinking of going home myself, when I
suddenly heard a strange sound in a nearby bush, as if somebody were laughing himself into stitches. I looked and
found a most peculiar creature—part man, part monkey, part owl, part gobli—thrashing about with laughter and
spluttering:
“It’s too much—I’ll burst, I know I will.”
He paused a little on seeing me, and gasped, “Thank goodness you've come, or else I'd really have died of
laughing.”
“But what makes you laugh in this monstrous way?” I asked.
“Why, it’s like this,” said the creature. “Imagine the earth were flat, and all the water in the sea were to drain
onto the land, and it grew all muddy and slippery, and every one kept slipping and breaking his bones—ho, ho,
ho, ho.” Again he began tumbling about with laughter.
“Surely you aren’t laughing like this for such an absurd reason?” said I.
He paused again and said, “Well, not only for that, of course. Suppose there’s a man coming along, with an ice
cream in one hand and a lump of clay in the other, and he takes a bite out of the clay instead of the ice cream—ho,
ho, ho, ho.” He started laughing again.
“Why on earth,” I asked him, “are you hurting yourself by laughing at such impossible things?”
“Oh, they aren’t as impossible as you may think,” he replied. “For instance, suppose there’s a man who keeps
lizards, and he feeds them and baths them and puts them out to dry, and along comes a billy goat and gobbles up
the lot—ho, ho, ho, ho.”
He really was a most extraordinary creature.
“Who are you?” I asked him. “What’s your name?”
He thought for a while and said, “My name’s Higgle-Piggle-Dee. I’m called Higgle-Piggle-Dee, my brother’s
called Higgle-Piggle-Dee, my father’s called Higgle-Piggle-Dee, my uncle’s called Higgle-Piggle-Dee—”
I cut him short.
“Why don’t you simply say the whole family’s called Higgle-Piggle-Dee?”
He pondered the matter again.
“Oh no,” he said at last, “I’m really called Tokai. My uncle’s called Tokai, my nephew’s called Tokai, my
cousin’s called Tokai, my father-in-law’s called Tokai—”
“Are you sure?” I asked sternly. “Or are you making all this up?”
He grew quite confused and stammered, “Well, actually my father-in-law’s called Biscuit.”
This really made me very angry.
“I don’t believe a word you say,” I declared.
Just then there was a rustle behind the bush, and a big bearded goat came stomping out.
“I believe you were talking about me?” he enquired.
I was going to tell him we weren’t, but he’d already launched on a long speech.
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“You can argue as much as you like,' he said, “but I tell you there are some things that goats don’t eat. I would
therefore like to deliver a short discourse on The Diet of Goats.”
He then stepped forward and began:
“Assembled children and dearly beloved Higgle-Piggle-Dee, you can see from the label round my neck that
my name is Grammaticus Homer, BA Nutritional Consultant. I am very fond of gram, so I am known as
Grammaticus, and my horns are plain to behold. I have been honored with the degree of BA for my widely
acclaimed skill in going ba-ba. I have personally investigated the nature of Things That Can Be Eaten and Things
That Cannot, hence my merited profession of Nutritional Consultant. I know it is proverbial to say ‘Fools bleat
everything, goats eat everything,’ but this is a foul libel. You have just heard this miserable creature saying that
goats eat lizards. This is utterly mendacious. I’ve had a lick at all kinds of lizards, and they simply aren’t worth
eating. It is true, of course, that we consume many items that other species refuse—like paper bags, or coconut
fibre, or newspapers, or good magazines. But we wouldn’t dream of eating costly bound books. We may
sometimes savor a quilt or a blanket, or perhaps a mattress or pillow, but those who accuse us of devouring beds,
tables and chairs are no better than liars. When we feel inspired, the muse may induce us to face all kinds of
challenges—like india-rubber, or bottle-tops, or old shoes, or canvas bags. It is reported that my grandfather
chewed up half a surveyor’s tent out of sheer high spirits. But of course we do not partake of knives, forks, jars or
bottles. Some of us are fond of soap, but usually they are the vulgar sort with cheap tastes. And yet my own young
brother once swallowed a whole bar of washing-soap.”
At this he looked up at the sky and began to bleat in a melancholy way. Obviously his brother hadn’t survived
the experiment.
The Higgle-Piggle-Dee had fallen asleep, but the Goat’s dreadful wailing awoke him: he sat up with a start and
began to splutter and choke. I was quite afraid he’d die, but there he was again a little later, sprawling with
laughter in the same old way.
“Now what’s the joke?” I asked him.
“There was once a man with a most fearful snore,” he said. “And one stormy day there came an enormous clap
of thunder, and everyone began to thrash him because they thought it was his snore … ho, ho, ho, ho.”
“Rubbish!” I said, and was about to turn away, when I noticed a man with a smooth shaven head, wearing a
collarless coat and a pair of baggy trousers, looking at me with an insufferable grin on his face. The moment he
caught my eye he began to buck and simper and rub his hands saying:
“Please, my dear fellow, don’t ask me to sing right now. My voice is a little off today.”
“Here’s a nuisance!” I exclaimed. “Whoever’s asked you to sing?”
But he simply kept on whining, almost into my ear:
“Now you’re getting angry. Don’t tell me—I can see you’re angry. Come, come, old chap, I’ll sing you a few
songs if you like. No need to get worked up.”
Before I could get rid of him, the Goat and the Higgle-Piggle-Dee called out together, “Yes! Let’s have a few
songs!”
In a twinkling, Smoothpate took out two large songbooks from his pockets, held them up to his eyes, hummed
a little to himself, and suddenly began to bawl:
A rose-red song with sky-blue tune,
A little scent of laughter.

He sang this single line over and over once, twice, five times, ten times.
“This is getting tiresome,” I told him at last. “Don’t you know any other words?
“I do indeed,” he replied. “But they’re out of a different song. It goes like this:
On pavement and alley
The revelers rally
And paint the walls pink
With blacking and ink.

I hardly sing this one nowadays. There’s another one that begins
O the hills where they grow new potatoes
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You have to sing it in a Mealy and Mushy Manner. I can’t manage that either these days. What I do sing quite
often now is Peacock Plumes.” And he began at once:
The darkness looms with peacock plumes
That whisper in the welkin's ear,
And bottle-tops with tuneful pops
Go sailing up so thin and clear.
The lisping light that rambles right
Around the bright and tender air
Through black and white
In dreamy flight,
Through thick and thin
Goes floating fair.

“What kind of a song is this?” I asked. “I can’t make head or tail of it.”
“Yes, it’s awfully hard,” said the Higgle-Piggle-Dee.
“What’s hard about it?” remarked the Goat. “Except the bit about the bottle-tops, of course.”
Smoothpate began pouting as though we’d hurt his feelings very much, and said, “Well, if you want a simple
song, you’ve only to say so. There’s no need to make rude remarks. I’m perfectly capable of singing simple
songs.” And he started off:
The Bat said to the Porcupine,
“Old Spark,
We’re going to have a proper little lark.
The owlets and the batlings will assemble,
The froggies and the tadpoles all a-tremble,
The shrew will shriek, or even faint with fright:
The wretched mouse awaits his doom tonight!”
The Porcupine responded,
“Here’s the rub:
My missus lies asleep beneath this shrub.
You’d better tell the Owl and all his fellows,
If she’s disturbed by screeches, croaks or bellows,
I’ll draw my quills and spank and spike and spear:
You’d better make that absolutely clear.”
The Bat replied,
“I couldn’t in all conscience.
The owls will simply hoot to hear your nonsense.
The inky eve’s a funny time to snore:
Your better half’s a lazybones and bore.
And you, dear chap, are daily growing dafter:
A soot-faced sot and batty butt of laughter.”

I don’t know how much longer he’d have gone on, but a great hubbub arose at this point. I looked about and
saw quite a crowd around me. A Porcupine stepped forward and began sniffling and crying, while a Crocodile
wearing a wig patted him on the back with an enormous book and whispered:
“Now don’t cry, don’t cry, I’ll see that you have your rights.”
And a large Toad in livery raised his baton and announced:
“Action for libel!”
At these words a Screech-owl in a long black gown clambered onto a big stone and fell to nodding and
drowsing quite openly, while a hefty Shrew fanned him with a very dirty fan.
The Owl blinked round with his bleary eyes, fell nodding again, and mumbled:
“State the charge.”
The Crocodile now rose, puckered up his face to look as sad as possible, and poked at his eyes with his claws
until he’d squeezed out a few tears. Then he began to speak in a hoarse, rasping voice:
“My Lord, it behooves us to get to the root of the matter. First, then, a few words about roots. Roots are of two
classes, edible and inedible. The yam is an edible root. It comes in several varieties, and is a celebrated
nutriment.”
At this point a Fox, also wearing a wig, jumped up and said, “My Lord, the yam is a toxic and execrable weed.
It irritates the throat, and ‘Go and eat yams’ is a vulgar insult. Only pigs and porcupines consume yams.”
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The Porcupine was about to sniffle again, but the Crocodile shut him up with a rap from his book and asked,
“Can you produce witnesses or documentary evidence of the charge?”
The Porcupine pointed to Smoothpate and said, “He’s got all the documents.”
The Crocodile snatched Smoothpate’s songbooks, opened one at random and began to read:
One, two,
What shall we do?
Lie on our backs,
Tie up our packs:
Roses in posies,
Fishes in dishes,
Beans and greens,
Floors and doors,
Wash them with soap:
What makes you mope?

“Not that one,” protested the Porcupine.
“Isn’t it?” said the Crocodile. “Well, what about this?” And he turned up another page and read:
The moon shines bright,
The witches light
Upon the drumstick tree
Where mumbling schools
Of grubby ghouls
Go crackle-crunch with glee.
The banshee swings
And shakes her rings
Because she’s feeling slighted:
She pouts and squeaks
Through painted cheeks,
“I want to be invited.”
The hairy hag,
Just see her wag
In upsy-daisy fashion:
She’d like a slice
Of soft and nice
Young human for her ration.

“Rubbish!” cried the Porcupine. “You don’t know what you're looking for.”
“Perhaps it’s this one then?” said the Crocodile.
Cream and curd
Your case is heard
A wily bird
Just say the word—
It’s quite absurd.

“Not that one either? Well, try this—”
I lie in a fright
In the attic at night,
And find that I’m feeling quite famished.

“No? What's that? A poem about Mrs. Porcupine? Why didn’t you say so all this while? Here you are:
Ram Bhajan’s wife
Is a creature of strife:
Tossin’ and pitchin’
The pots in the kitchen.
And thumping and sloshing
The clothes in the washing.
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“Don’t tell me I’m wrong! Then it’s bound to be:”
My old man wheezes
And coughs and sneezes,
He’s suffered a couple of strokes:
He shudders and jibs
At a crack in his ribs,
It shouldn’t be long till he croaks.

The Porcupine positively began to wail, crying, “I’m done for! All that money down the drain! Here’s a
worthless lawyer for you, can’t find a document when it’s handed to him.”
Smoothpate had stood by all this while. He now asked, “Which song do you mean? The Bat said to the
Porcupine?”
“Yes, yes, that’s the one,” said the Porcupine excitedly.
The Fox jumped up again and said, “What did the Bat have to say? My Lord, I wish to call upon the Bat as a
witness.”
“First witness—Bat!” croaked the Toad.
But everybody looked around, and the Bat wasn’t there at all. So the Fox went on,
“In that case, My Lord, I supplicate for the death penalty to be passed on all the accused.”
“Not on your life,” said the Crocodile. “We’re going to appeal.”
The Owl, his eyes still shut, growled,
“Appeal admitted. Summon the witnesses.”
The Crocodile glanced round warily and said to the Higgle-Piggle-Dee:
“Like to be a witness? You’ll get four annas in good money.”
The Higgle-Piggle-Dee seemed only too pleased to get the money, so he jumped into the witness-box and
started to giggle immediately.
“What are you giggling about?” asked the Fox.
The Higgle-Piggle-Dee answered:
“There was once a man whom they’d coached to be a witness. They’d taught him to say that a certain book had
a green cover with a blue leather spine and a blotch of red ink at the top. So when the lawyer asked him ‘Do you
know the accused?’ he replied, ‘Yes, your hono’r: he has a green cover with a blue leather spine and a blotch of
red ink at the top.’ Ho, ho, ho, ho!”
“Do you know the Porcupine?” said the Fox.
“Yes, your honor,” said the Higgle-Piggle-Dee. “The Porcupine, the Crocodile, the whole pack of ’em. The
Porcupine lives down a hole and has long sharp quills. The Crocodile has big bosses on his hide; he eats goats and
suchlike.”
At which Grammaticus Homer began to weep.
“Now what’s the matter?' I asked him.
“A crocodile chewed up half of my youngest uncle but one,” he wailed, “and so the other half died too.”
“Well, good riddance,” I snapped. “Now just keep quiet.”
The Fox turned again to the Higgle-Piggle-Dee.
“Do you know anything about the lawsuit?”
“About lawsuits of all kinds,” said the Higgle-Piggle-Dee. “There are two parties to a lawsuit. One’s called the
plaintiff, and he has a lawyer with him. The other’s called the defendant, and he’s got a lawyer too. There are ten
witnesses on each side. And there’s a judge who sits down and goes to sleep.’
“I haven’t gone to sleep at all,” protested the Owl. “I’ve got my eyes shut because there’s something the matter
with them.”
“Yes,” said the Higgle-Piggle-Dee, “I’ve seen a lot of judges and they’d all got something the matter with their
eyes, poor things.” And he began giggling again.
“What’s wrong with you?” said the Fox.
“There once was a man,” said the Higgle-Piggle-Dee, “who had something the matter with his head, and he
used to give names to things. His shoes were called Pusillanimity, his umbrella was called Perseverance, his
bucket was called Plenipotentiary—but he’d no sooner named his house Paradoxicality than it fell down in an
earthquake. Ho, ho, ho, ho.”
“How interesting,” said the Fox. “And what may you be called yourself?”
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“At present,” he replied, “my name is Higgle-Piggle-Dee.”
“What d’you mean, at present?” asked the Fox. “One always has the same name, I suppose.”
“Indeed not,” said the Higgle-Piggle-Dee. “In the morning, my name is Coconut-and-Spuds, and later in the
afternoon I’ll be Scarecrow Major.”
The Fox turned to the Owl and said:
“My Lord, here’s a fine pack of dolts and lunatics. Their evidence has no value at all.”
The Crocodile flared up and began to lash his tail.
“Who says it has no value?’ he shouted. “I’m buying it at four annas a time.”
He made a great show of counting out the money and gave it to the Higgle-Piggle-Dee.
Someone announced from over our heads:
“Witness no. 1, price 4 annas.”
I glanced up and saw Croworthy Cole-Black at his accounts again.
The Fox asked once more, “Do you know anything else about this dispute?”
The Higgle-Piggle-Dee thought for a while and said, “I know a song about foxes.”
“Let’s hear it,” said the Fox.
The Higgle-Piggle-Dee began to croon:
O come and view these rousing scenes,
Foxes wolfing aubergines.
And all they lack by way of spoil
A pinch of salt, a dash of oil—

The Fox hastily stopped him, saying, “That’s about a different lot of foxes. I have no more questions to ask this
witness, My Lord.”
There now began a regular stampede for the witness-box, as it seemed witnesses were being paid good money.
While everybody was milling and jostling, I suddenly saw Croworthy hop down from his perch and climb straight
into the witness-box. Before anyone could ask him any questions, he began:
“Corvus Sylvanus Protect Us. Croworthy Cole-Black, Esq., Chartered Accountant, 41 Raven Row,
Woodmarket. We undertake all kinds of accounting work, business and unbusinesslike, wholesale and retail—”
“Stop that rot and answer my questions,” said the Fox. “What’s your name?”
“Croworthy Cole-Black,” said the Crow, “I've just told you.”
“Place of residence?”
“Woodmarket,” said the Crow. “I’ve told you that as well.”
“How far away is that?” asked the Fox.
“Hard to say,” said the Crow. “Four annas per hour, 10 pice per mile, discount of two pice for cash. 10 annas
by addition, three annas by subtraction, seven pice by division, 21 rupees by multiplication.”
“Don’t show off,” said the Fox. “Do you know your way home?”
“Of course I do,” said the Crow. “It’s the road just in front of you.”
“How far does it go?” asked the Fox. “Why should it go anywhere?” replied the Crow. “It stays right where it
is. Roads don’t roam about. They don’t go for holidays in the hills.”
“You’re a pretty piece of goods,” sneered the Fox. “Do you know anything of this case in which you’re
supposed to be a witness?”
“I like that!” parried the Crow. “Who’s been keeping the accounts all the while, I’d like to know? Apply here
for any information you need. First, there’s a yam at the root of the matter. Yams belong to several species. They
hurt the throats of foxes but not of crows. Next we have a witness, price four annas net, whose spine used to turn
black and blue. Then there was a man who gave everything names. He called the fox Oil and Grab, the crocodile
Old Twister, the owl Gloomscreech—”
At this, complete pandemonium broke out in court. The Crocodile went berserk and swallowed the Toad, the
Shrew began to gibber with terror, the Fox tried to drive Croworthy out with an umbrella.
In the middle of this, the Owl started intoning:
“Silence in the court! I shall now deliver the judgment.”
He turned to a rabbit with a pen stuck in his ear, and said:
“Take down what I say. Libel case no. 24. Plaintiff: Porcupine. Accused:—who is the accused?”
Everybody was taken aback and began saying:
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“Goodness gracious! There’s nobody accused!'
So they quickly hustled poor Smoothpate into being the accused. The silly fellow thought the accused would
also get some money, so he happily agreed. Instead he was sentenced to three months’ imprisonment and seven
days’ hanging.
I was just thinking of protesting against such an unfair sentence, when suddenly the Goat bleated, “Gr-r-rrammaticus!”, butted me in the back, and then began to bite my ear. Next everything got a bit blurred, and the
Goat came to look more and more like my uncle. When I could see plainly again, there he was, hauling me up by
the ear and shouting,
“Caught you, boy! Sleeping away when you’re supposed to be learning your grammar!”
I was quite taken aback. Could I have been dreaming? But honestly, when I looked round for my handkerchief,
I just couldn’t find it; and there on the wall sat a cat preening its whiskers, who scurried away as soon as I caught
its eye. And just then a goat began bleating beyond the garden fence.
I told my uncle the whole story, but he only said:
“Nonsense, my boy. You’re making up stories out of some silly dream you’ve had.”
People turn funny as they grow old: they just don’t believe things any more. But you aren’t very old as yet, so I
thought I’d tell you all about it.
264.49 Quotations of Saroj Nalini\fn{by Saroj Nalini (1887-1925)} “at [her father’s] country house at Bandel, near
Hooghly,” Hooghly District, West Bengal State, India (F) 9
You cannot pass your whole life shooting; you know the people of your province best, and Bengali is your
mother-tongue. You should choose Bengal. You will be able to do more good in your country in that service. (22)
*
The work of a Judge brings more pay but it ruins one’s health. We should not care merely for money. You
should go back to a Collector’s work. You will be able to do more good to your country in that capacity. (22)
*
Your discussions furnish me with valuable hints regarding my schemes for the good of my own sex and our
methods of work. (23)
*
If I do not see what people are achieving by co-operation, how can I understand the country’s problems and
their solutions? (23)
*
No reading during meals. (28)
*
It was all your fault and your pseudo-civilized ideas, depriving me of the pleasure of this beautiful ceremony
that every Hindu bride goes through. (31)
*
One puts on sankhas\fn{Conch-shell bangles} and the noah\fn{Iron bangle} for the welfare of one’s husband. This
is a beautiful old custom of our country, and I love it. (31)
*
I want this blessing from you, that I may die at your feet with my sankha and vermilion intact, and leaving you
and my son in health and comfort. (34)
*
How can you, with your modern education, understand the meaning of a Hindu wife’s ideals? I shall go first,
of course, but I will wait for you. (34)
*
If I had a daughter, I would have named her Savitri. (35)
*
Leave aside the men; so far as women are concerned, character is their brightest jewel. If a woman is not
wholly good or chaste, her education, rank, splendor, all are absolutely useless. We belong to the land of Sita and
Savitri, and we should be examples to our sisters elsewhere. (35)
*
If you delete these beautiful and merry old customs, what will there be left of innocent joy in our social and
national life? (36)
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*
If I neglect my duties at home I shall lose my right to do my duties to society. (39)
*
God is very good, and whatever He does is for our best. (42)
*
I wonder why people boast of wealth or rank. They are only valuable as giving an opportunity for doing good.
If they lead only to pomp and luxury they become an evil. (43)
*
Jewelry does not attract me. (44)
*
I do not want a great deal of money. What is the use of having more money that is just necessary for ordinary
comforts and for being able to do one’s duties? Vast wealth only brings a good deal of misery and is a hindrance
to the living of a simple, happy, and peaceful life. (44)
*
I hate and fear drunkards. (45)
*
I don’t mind if you are not brilliant in your studies, but I do want you to grow up into a man of character. (45)
*
I do not object to your smoking, if it makes you feel cheerful or if you find it useful in mixing with men. (46)
*
No, one lie is no better than another. Color cannot cure moral debasement. (47)
*
I don’t know why, but I never feel at my ease if a debt remains unpaid even for a day. (50)
*
I can never look at this house without a feeling of exaltation and delight. If ever we have enough money I shall
buy it and make it our own. (54)
*
It swells my heart with pride when others come to know that my husband writes to me every day. Basta\fn{ Her
brother} is always mocking me and saying: “Look at this pair of lovers!” May I thus have your love till the last
moment of my life! That is my prayer to God. I want nothing else in this world.
*
God of my heart, don’t I remember that day? Can I ever forget it? On the day this letter reaches you, your
Saro\fn{The name by which her husband used to call her} will be thinking of you all day. I feel sad at the thought that I
shall not have your tomorrow near me. But I pray that I may have you in all my lives to come—you who are the
light of my life. This day eighteen years ago I did not get united to a stranger. You have been mine from all
eternity. This is only the anniversary of the day of our union on this earth. In memory of that day you are giving
jewels. But I do not want jewels. I want only you. Has your Saro really been able to make you happy? (55)
*
I could write only a very short letter yesterday, in a hurry. As I sat down to write, Nina\fn{ Her youngest sister}
came, and while she sat there I had not the courage to write a long letter. You know how they pester me with their
inquisitiveness and their jokes when they see me writing to you. I got your letter of the 23 rd this evening, and it
has really made me very happy. Have I really been able to make you happy, Gurudev? Since I read your letter last
evening a great bliss has settled on my soul. My life, then, has not been wasted. Oh, to know that he who is dearer
to me than life is happy! Is not that the highest fruition of my life? My own Gurudev, I want nothing else. … I
only want your love while I live on earth, and your feet to lay my head upon when I pass away. That is my one
prayer to God. If I have been a faithful wife He will not deny me this happiness. As to the jewels, I have already
written to you about them. Do not feel hurt because I do not care for them. I really do not want them. I have got
you. What do I care for ornaments? Do forgive me for not wanting them. Was I really able to penetrate into the
enchanted chamber of my poetic lover’s fancy? I wonder. But I know this, that he ever remains entwined with my
heart.
I got your telegram in time. You have given me ever so many presents. I could give you nothing. You know I
have given my all; what more can I give? If I had been very rich I might have bought you expensive presents. But
I am not. How slowly the days are moving! The 1st October seems a long way off. I long to go to you. (55-56)
*
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Although you tried to rub out the price marks I could read them. Don’t be sorry, but I am not going to keep any
of them. Your expenses have lately been so heavy. Is it good to waste so much money at this time, Gurudev? (57)
*
You careless boy, who knows about your bank account better—you or I? (57)
*
You will preside over the Ram Mohan memorial meeting today and I shall not be there to see you. I cannot tell
you how disappointed I have been, not to be present on such an occasion. (57)
*
I feel so wretched that while you were ill I was not there to nurse you. (57)
*
If you care to hear it, I can sing it to you. … Of course I do, and I am very fond of them too. I know every one
of them, and this one, My Motherland, is a favorite song of mine. (60)
*
Take this blessing, son, today,
May thou have long and happy years;
Thy soul attuned to Heaven’s laws,
Subduing self serve others’ needs.
For virtue and for wisdom high,
Win fair renown in every field;
Keep clear of base and evil thoughts,
March on with fearless heart and mind;
Illumed with light and faith divine
The laurel wreath’s reward attain! (61)
*
Come hastening here, come one and all,
Come to the home of sleep!
As chair or stool none have we here,
On baby’s eyelids spread your seats;
Come, rippling breeze, come quickly here,
And fan my baby’s eyes to sleep!
Come hastening here, come one and all,
Come bearing loads of sleep!
I’ve kissed this cheek, sweet baby dear,
Turn me the other now—
And drunk with kisses’ drowsy draughts,
Sleep on full soundly thou! (61-62)
*
Look, the moon has risen
To give the earth delight! (62)
*
This little, pretty, fluttering moth,
Oh, spare his tiny life! (62)
*
In thne own house,
In loving care
Thou tendest us,
Good Lord! (62)
*
If nobody listens to thy call,
Then march thou all alone. (63)
*
My thorns will blossom into flowers,
My pains to the hue of rose. (63)
*
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I used to think that it was the foreigners who were responsible for the condition of our unfortunate country; but
the more I think and the more I observe, the more I realize that it is we who are mainly responsible. If our people
strive to be men, our misery will end of itself.
Three things we need above all else: First, education: not only do we not help to educate others but even those
among us who have the means to educate our children do not do so—at any rate they do not send their girls to
school. This defect in our character will have to be removed.
Secondly, we have to create living ideals of social service in our homes. We are apt to think that it is enough to
work for the family and its comforts, and that when these are secured all our duty is at an end. But that is not
enough. We must work for the family, of course, each day; but over and above that, every man and every woman
must also do some work, no matter how little, for the Motherland.
Our third defect is mutual jealousy, of which we seem to have a larger share than other nations. At any rate, the
people of other countries, whatever their private quarrels, co-operate in civic affairs of common interest. They do
not grudge the distinction that one of them may achieve by reason of wealth or by good service in public life. We
have got to create this public spirit, this feeling of brotherhood between man and man. Let every man and every
woman among us regard it as his or her duty to do something, and that daily, for achieving these three things;
education within home and without, social service, and cultivation of public spirit. (65)
*
Considering the present condition of women in this country, it is more important to work for education and for
social reforms than to agitate specially for votes. (65)
*
That is the golden time of life—the life at school. It is our duty to see that every girl has a chance of obtaining
a thorough school education. (65)
*
I implore you to set up a school for girls in your village and to engage a woman as teacher. See that every girl
goes to school till at least her fourteenth or fifteenth year. That will make me happier than receiving mere words
of welcome from you. I hope when I come again I shall see my suggestion carried into effect. (66)
*
Let those widows who want to remarry do so by all means, but marriage is such a sacred tie in the eyes of a
Hindu woman that it is my belief that few widows who have had an opportunity of loving their husbands will
marry again.
Child-widows, of course, stand on a different footing. Let us see that there are no child-widows. The only way
to prevent child-widowhood is obviously to ensure that no girl marries before she is sixteen. Let every Indian
parent take a vow today that no girl shall marry before she is sixteen and most of this agitation about widow
remarriage will be unnecessary. Before marriage every girl ought to receive some sort of vocational education that
will be an insurance against want in case she is unlucky to lose her husband prematurely.
*
The chief reason why a Bengali woman’s life is drab and cheerless is that she has no opportunity of knowing
what girlhood is. It is during girlhood that the sheer joy of living reaches its height. Girlhood lasts from the end of
childhood to the full bloom of youth; that is to say, it is the period from the tenth to the nineteenth year. In other
countries girls are not married before they are twenty-four or twenty-five, so that they get full opportunity not
only for education but also for enjoying the delights of girlhood. They mix with other girls in play and sport, and
their bodies and minds as well as their faculty of joy get full scope for development. In our country, however, girls
pass straight from childhood to motherhood. They do not know what girlhood is. They miss its joys, its
opportunities for education, and the chance it gives to guild up a reserve of bodily health. Until we attend to these
matters our women will never obtain opportunities for full mental and bodily development, and the country is
bound to lag behind. It is an imperative necessity, therefore, to raise the marriageable age of girls to eighteen or
nineteen at the lowest. (71-72)
*
To those who shut up their women on the pretext of religion and yet complain of the moral deficiencies of their
sons I would say this: It is because our good women are kept secluded that the level of morality among our men in
public as well as in private life has sunk so low. A people who keep their chaste women carefully hidden behind
high walls and heavy veils shut out their influence from social and national life. Among such a people men are
bound to go wrong. Even those at the top cannot escape the taint, not to speak of the common folk. We see the
same thing in the history of Japan too. So long as the gentlewomen were kept shut up in that country the men
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were specially liable to fall into an unrestricted license and under the evil influence of the geisha. With the
abolition of this custom there has been a distinct rise in the level of purity in Japan’s national and social life and of
individual morality among her men. (73-74)
*
It fills me with sorrow when I see the women of these countries and realize how far behind we are in education
and how woefully limited also we are in our activities. When will our men awaken to a sense of their duty in these
matters and encourage us to go forward? When will they realize that the nation can never advance by the progress
and efforts of its men only? (74)
*
If we want to live in the world-struggle for existence it will not do for our women to be content with a merely
one-sided development. Those who shun everything national, including the beautiful ideal of Indian womanhood,
are as sure to perish as those who are content to sit behind the purdah, shutting their eyes to what goes on in the
great world outside and worshipping only the past. What we have to do is to choose the middle course—that is to
say, while preserving traits which are essentially our own, to be receptive to all progressive ideas and to march
with the times. Only thus can we help our country to keep up with the march of progress. In Japan men and
women have both realized this. That is why, while they are now in the van of progress, we lag so sadly behind.
(75)
*
What distresses me more than I can tell you is to see a certain section among our higher-class young Bengali
women running mad after adopting everything European! Why, for example, they are so eager to transplant the
European custom of ballroom dancing, with its kalajagahs\fn{Literally, “black-places”, the name given to the dark, dimly
lighted and screened-of retreats prepared in European clubs in India on the occasion of large ballroom dances where the dancing couples
retire after each dance} and other similar institutions, into our national life is what passes my comprehension. Has the

West nothing better to offer us? Why can’t we leave these distinctively Western customs alone and imitate,
instead, the spirit of tireless activity and initiative of the Western people, their zeal for scientific learning and
invention, their genius for democratic progress, their national solidarity, the spirit of self-help and self-reliance
among their women, and above all the wonderful spirit of social service and mutual help which is such a
remarkable feature of the internal life of the more advanced European countries and particularly of England? (7576)
*
We are coming home after a year and a half. Our heart is full. There is nothing in the world like home and
one’s own country. (81)
*
Indian women may be illiterate, but certainly they are by no means unenlightened. That they cannot carry on a
conversation is an utterly wrong impression. Give them the opportunity, put them in touch with other women in
social life and let them take part in some kind of activity for the amelioration of social and national life, and you
will find that they will have plenty of things to talk about and also to carry through in action. The dumb will
speak, and an immense capacity for work, now lying dormant, will become aroused in them, to the untold benefit
of the family and the country alike. (90)
*
From the many thoughtful contributions one nowadays reads in the periodicals, it is fairly obvious that there is
at least a stir of awakening among the women of this country. That is a very good sign, though compared with
other nations we lag hopelessly behind. A nation can never rise if its women remain ignorant. No amount of
political agitation will be of any use so long as one side of us remains palsied. One half of India is stricken with
paralysis, under the affliction of such ills as child-marriage and seclusion of women. What hopes can there be so
long as these remain uncured? Must we thus remain content to sit as helpless witnesses of this miserable
spectacle? Men are absorbed with politics—they have no time for anything else. Let us women wake up and try to
remedy the disease.
But how many of us are doing so? Those among us who are educated have no enthusiasm. It is the duty of
every woman to educate her own children, but how many of us are doing even that? Few mothers realize that
without education there can be no progress; fewer still understand the value of the education of their girls. Some
think it is a sheer waste of money. Why? Because they do not earn money and add to the family income. “What
need is there to educate a girl?” they ask. “Surely they are not going to hold any posts?” As if the ultimate object
of education is the holding of a billet!
622

A great deal can be written on the topic of women in India, but I propose to deal with one matter only—the
subject of education.
Three years ago I went to Japan. Japan is now the foremost nation in Asia. And why is this? The answer can be
furnished in one word: Education.
You have to go to Japan and see for yourself what the diffusion of education can achieve. There is a profusion
of primary education from one end of the country to the other. A primary school in Japan is as big as a college in
India. When one gets out of bed in the morning in Japan a great sight can be witnessed. The whole girlhood and
boyhood of Japan, from mere tiny children to boys and girls, all are astir on wooden getas\fn{Sandals}, rap-tap,
rap-tap, rap-tap, streaming gaily to school; not in carriages but on foot.
In our country a girl will not walk a step. Carriages are not available everywhere, and so the majority of them
will not go to school and they grow up ignorant. Sometimes they are not sent to school because the mother wants
them to help at home.
If mothers only knew the value of education they would not sacrifice the future of their girls to a little selfish
convenience. The day on which every home sends out its girls to school will be a red-letter day for this country. I
do not blame mothers at all—how could they possibly know the value of education? Those who have not tasted
knowledge themselves cannot know its value.
Many things have got to be done, but one of the most urgent is to train the mothers.
“Surely,” some mothers ask me in surprise, “you would not send them to school!”
“Yes, I would if I could.”
But the school is not the only place where you can pick up knowledge. To know people and to mix with people
—this is itself an education as everyone who has had experience knows. What I mean is that since it is not
possible to send the mothers to school we must educate them by other means. In Calcutta, for instance, there are
many Women’s Associations. But how many are there outside Calcutta? It seems to me that there should be one in
every town and in every village—just a place where the ladies could meet and talk. Call it a Samiti or what you
like, but it must be a place where the women can meet one another. That will itself, in the first place, produce a
sense of mutual fellowship, and you can then easily turn it into a means for imparting all kinds of useful
knowledge.
An interchange of ideas will thus inevitably follow. What I do not know I may thus learn from another, and
another may learn from me what she does not know.
Of course, to form a society of any kind we must have some ladies who have enthusiasm and will take the
initiative. But the effort is well worth making, and when earnestly made is sure to be attended with success. I have
seen with my own eyes what a power for good in the whole neighborhood a single Mahila Samiti in a town or a
village can be, and if what little experience I have gathered in this matter could be of any use in forming a Samiti
anywhere it will not have been acquired in vain.
To start with, we may form a Samiti in each district town and then gradually in every village. If that is
accomplished we shall have advanced far towards our goal. The first object of the Samiti will be to get the women
to meet, and directly this is done the women will find that they can do a lot of good work, even without discarding
the purdah.
They can, for instance, keep an eye on the local hospital, see that the patients are properly nursed and fed,
contribute a little money to buy them comforts, and occasionally go and visit them. Those who think that the
hospital authorities can themselves do all this are probably not aware that most of the hospitals cannot take proper
care of their patients for want of funds. Nursing is essentially a woman’s part—it becomes her more than anything
else. She understands better than man the wants of the sick. Where I have established Mahila Samitis the district
hospitals have been greatly benefited by them.
At a hospital visited by one of our Mahila Samitis there was not a single utensil out of which the patients could
take their food. Even milk and sago were being given to them in leaves or earthen pots. That touched the mothers’
hearts in the members of the Samiti. They at once set about to remove this want, and the hospital which had so
long been without any utensils was soon provided.
Three-quarters of the trouble come from ignorance about what is going on. Some of the members made gifts of
utensils, and the rest were bought out of the funds raised by the Samiti for the purpose. Here you see an example
of a crying want, of which for months and years the men had either not felt the need or else had not cared to
remove. But women saw it at a glance and removed it in a day. This Samiti was not even a year old. And the good
that was done was done from behind the purdah, without fuss or a very long step outside home. Each member of
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this Samiti puts away one handful of rice every day, and the money obtained from the price of the rice so collected
is spent in buying comforts for the patients in local hospitals.
A Samiti, once more, can play a very useful part in disseminating knowledge among women. It can, for
instance, establish industrial homes and classes for widows, and schools within the zenanas; can award prizes to
girls’ schools, train midwives, and set up child-welfare centers. All these require money, of course, but it is my
experience that, given the will and a Samiti through which the will can act, money will not be wanting. The
essential condition is that a group of women must join together and cooperate.
One woman can do almost nothing. But the Samiti can arrange instructive lantern lectures on sanitary topics,
and to the benefit of such lectures I can testify from personal knowledge. A girl of six had once come with her
mother to one of these lectures organized by a Mahila Samiti. Some time later, one day, as she sat at her meal,
some flies kept settling on her rice. She would not eat any more.
“Why don’t you eat?” asked her mother, wondering what was the cause.
“Didn’t you hear the other day at the meeting,” answered the little one, “that food contaminated by flies makes
one sick? I am not going to eat that rice.”
I wonder how many of the mothers who had listened to that lecture had carried the idea home? But this child
had, and the seed had sprouted. She will become a mother one day and the idea will by then have passed into a
habit.
Among the mothers of this age such lectures may not bear fruit all at once, but they are bound to bear fruit
among the mothers of the future. No amount of agitation will do any good to the country until every woman in
our homes is educated. In our country a girl is sometimes married when she is ten and is a mother at fourteen.
What experience or education has this child-mother to bring up a child of her own? These girls must therefore be
taught after they become wives and mothers. It cannot be done at schools. It must be done in their own homes,
and that through the agency of the Mahila Samitis. There is no other way. I therefore say to the mothers and
sisters of our country:
“Wake up from your sleep! Organize a Mahila Samiti in every district, in every town, in every village. Flood
the land with the light of women’s education! Otherwise there is no hope for this country. Women of this land,
awake! Otherwise freedom for this country will be a dream that will never come true.” (90-96)
*
Since you love me so much, I feel confident that you will love my Samiti and keep it alive with your affection.
… I am very happy to hear that thirteen midwives have passed. You cannot, however, expect much good result
until people engage either these or the lady doctors. See that nobody calls in a midwife who has not undergone
training. (97-98)
*
May the rising generation of our girls when they grow up regard this Mahila Samiti building as a temple of
social service for the uplift of women and the advancement of the country. This is my prayer to God. (98)
*
It\fn{The attempt to interest women in affairs outside their homes } will certainly not denationalize them, and what is
more, it is not alien to our civilization. In ancient India did not women take a leading part in the intellectual life of
the country? Who has not heard of Maitreyi, Gargi, Lilavati, and the illustrious wife of Mandana Misra, to
mention only a few typical among them? Then, coming down to much later times, is it not a fact that it was
Khana, a woman of Bengal, who is still our greatest authority in agricultural science and agricultural economics?
Then, again, is it not a fact that even at the present time in Bengal a housewife, in referring to her work, always
speaks of her ghar-sansar?\fn{“Home-world”}
This conclusively proves, that in the old times the woman’s legitimate sphere of work in our country was
considered to be not the home alone but the world as well as the home, neither of which can be neglected without
great detriment to the other. In the course of time the men of our country, in their blind and shortsighted
selfishness, persuaded the women to believe that their world was synonymous with their homes and to confine
their activities and their outlook within the four walls of their home alone, to the utter neglect of all that appertains
to the outside world. We know what disastrous result has followed. The men have made a hopeless mess of
everything. It is the women alone who can set things right now. (98-99)
*
We are going to organize a Mahila Samiti here\fn{ Said Saroj Nalini to Srimati B—, an average Hindu matron } and I
want your co-operation in the matter.\fn{But what good is a Samiti going to do?}
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A Mahila Samiti will be very useful in a number of ways. In the first place, it will make the women of the
locality meet and get acquainted with one another, which alone will be a great advantage and an education in
itself. We shall also have lectures on health and hygiene and many other matters which our women ought to know
about.\fn{But surely if so many women meet together they will only quarrel among themselves? }
Why should they quarrel?\fn{Oh yes, I am quite sure of it. It has always been so. Whenever women meet together they quarrel. It
is part of our nature.}
Oh no, quarrelling is not part of women’s nature. It is no doubt true that they often quarrel, but that is merely
due to their lack of education. If they have education they will soon get cured of this habit.\fn{ But surely the women
of our country are all educated. It is true that they do not know English, but except that, what more is there for them to learn? }
Do you really mean to say that the women of our country already know all that they need to know? That there
is nothing for them to learn?\fn{ We know everything that a woman need learn. What need is there for us to know or learn anything
concerning the outside world? That is the business of the men.}
If you think that the women know all that they need to know, then how would you account for the appalling
rate of infant mortality in our country?\fn{ Surely mothers cannot, by merely joining a Samiti, lengthen the preordained span of a
child’s life—the age to which it is destined to live? }
Surely God never ordained that so many millions of children in our country alone should die in their infancy?
Infants die in millions every year in our country, unlike other countries, merely owing to the sin of ignorance of
their mothers. Education in the laws of health and hygiene and in the art of mother-craft can alone lift this curse of
ignorance from the mothers, and by thus propitiating destiny make the children live longer. Moreover, so long as
the child does live, the mother can keep it healthy and strong if she knows the laws of health. How many mothers
in our country know them?\fn{Yes, I admit what you say is true. I remember the case of Mrs V—, wife of one of the former District
Officers here. When her first child was barely a year old she had another baby. In such circumstances in our case the first child would have
got weak and diseased, but hers was quite healthy. But then she had a nurse. We cannot all keep nurses. }

It is not necessary for everyone to keep a nurse. If mothers learn the science of mothercraft, they will
themselves be able to look after their children in much the same way as a nurse can.\fn{ That is of course true. But then I
am a woman, and I prefer to remain within the sphere of my home and cannot go about the world learning these things. }
A woman can learn a great deal even while remaining within the sphere of home. That is exactly why a Mahila
Samiti is needed. It will bring the knowledge of the sciences to the very doors of the women. It will also be a
meeting-place of women and home-makers. Besides, times are now changing and a woman cannot shut herself off
within the home without bringing harm to the family. By joining the Mahila Samiti you will be able to keep in
touch with the world.\fn{Yes. My sons also tell me that we must nowadays keep in touch with the world. All right, my daughters-inlaw and myself will join the Samiti and see how we like it } (100-102)
*
A school for the mothers-in-law is what we most urgently require in this country. (105)
*
But just think what a difference it will make to your granddaughter’s life if she became a widow before she
was grown up! Moreover, it will mean her withdrawal from school and the stoppage of her education.\fn{ The
question of widowhood is entirely a matter of one’s destiny and no one can change it. But as to school education, what good does it do? It
only turns our girls into “mems.” Of my three baus,\fn{Daughters-in-law} one went to school before marriage and she is the most useless
of the three! She does not know how to cook a single good dish and prefers to pass her time reading. }

That is merely due to the kind of schools we have had so far; we are now going to have schools not with male
pundits but with female teachers, and we are going to see that the girls are taught domestic industries, food values,
and the art of cooking. But as regards cooking tasty dishes, good housewives like yourselves must help, not to
teach your own baus only but also other girls. Our Mahila Samiti now holds regular cooking classes in the school
and you must come next week and give them a lesson. (106-107)
*
What shall I do with titles? I want only an opportunity to serve my country and work for the uplift of my sex.
(108)
*
In Calcutta men and women get so absorbed with the city life that they forget the real country outside. The
thought of the vast country outside, of the miseries and pains of the thousands of villagers, of the sufferings of the
millions of women caused by social, economic, and physical wrongs, does not touch their hearts. No
improvement of the rural masses is possible without joint effort, but nobody makes it. The shame of this we must
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remove at whatever sacrifice. Let us establish in Calcutta, whatever the cost, a Central Mahila Samiti to unite the
whole womanhood of Bengal into a corporate life. (113)
*
Since coming to Calcutta I have associated myself with a few women’s movements, and I find that there are
many European and a few Indian ladies who are doing most admirable work. But most of the work that I have
seen and heard of is being done chiefly for the benefit of the inhabitants of Calcutta. I have no doubt that this is
very important work which has to be done. I shall be very pleased to do anything that is in my power to help such
work. But at the same time I think that some of us should take up work which will help the country districts as
well.
This task is no doubt very difficult and may not appeal to many ladies residing in Calcutta. But it is extremely
important work, and unless it is taken up by some of us there can be no real improvement in the country.
I have lived the greater part of my life in the country districts and have seen a great deal of district and village
life in Bengal. It is probably for that reason that I have always felt for our sisters in the villages and districts, who
are very much more backward in every way than the dwellers in Calcutta. Therefore I think it is our duty to help
them. I have tried to do a little, in my humble way, for the uplift of our sisters in the villages and small towns
where I was living till only recently. Much good can be done to the women by bringing them in contact with
wider ideas and by giving them a wider vision, and therefore I think it would be very useful if we could have a
central organization in Calcutta to help the small organizations already existing in the districts.
I do not think that our sisters who have lived most of their lives in the cities can realize the colossal work that
is waiting to be done in the villages and towns of India. I am sure it is a very difficult task, but I think it should be
tackled. There can be no real improvement in the country unless we can educate and widen the ideas of women in
the smaller towns and villages.
In three different districts, in my capacity as the District Officer’s wife, it has been given to me to organize
Mahila Samitis. … Some are doing good work, but the others exist only in name, as there is no one sympathetic
enough, or with the necessary ability, to guide the work. It is for this reason that I have a scheme in my mind
which, if worked properly, will solve this difficulty and help to keep these scattered organizations in touch with
each other and with a central organization, thus supplying the advice and guidance which they need.
For the benefit of those who have no idea as to what a Mahila Samiti in the districts and villages, if properly
organized, can do, I shall give a brief account of the work that the Bankura Mahila Samiti has done and is still
doing and can do if further organized. We started the Samiti with about eighty members, who paid one rupee (one
shilling and sixpence) annually for membership. There were a few generous members, however, who voluntarily
paid more than one rupee. The Samiti consists of an Executive Committee with a President and a vice-President
and Secretaries and about a dozen members. The Executive Committee meets once a month and discusses
business and accounts.
The General Committee meets once in two months. All carriage expenses are paid by the Samiti, as otherwise
no members would come. As funds are short, the general meeting cannot take place more than once in two
months. These meetings are mostly of a social nature. At the same time it is the intention of the Samiti to impart
education, and with this view interesting lantern lectures\fn{ Lectures illustrated by projected slides on a wall or screen, from a
device known as a magic lantern; they are still manufactured:H } form a feature of these social gatherings and have been
much appreciated. An exhibition of Mrs. Bentley’s cinema film The Cry of the Children was arranged by the
Bankura Samiti at their last general meeting, and this was very much appreciated by the members.
The Samiti has presented gifts of articles, such as cooking utensils and brassware, etc., for the hospitals in the
town which did not possess any such things. Articles of furniture, clothes, and eatables, etc., for the use of the
patients have been presented by the Samiti. The Samiti encourages educational institutions in the town by giving
medals and prizes. The Samiti has taken up the difficult but important task of training midwives, and has also
recently started a Child Welfare Clinic. I am sure that if every district, and, later on, every village, had a Mahila
Samiti, much good work could be done in the country.
An organization to be called the Bengal Mahila Samiti Federation should be formed in Calcutta, and should
consist entirely of women workers.
This organization should have an Executive Committee consisting of half a dozen members, a President, and
one or two Secretaries as may be necessary. The Bengal Mahila Samiti Federation should be prepared to give the
fullest information as to how Mahila Samitis are to be formed, to furnish speakers, to supply model rules and
helpful literature, and to assist in securing expert demonstrators and lecturers, with lantern slides if possible, when
required, and generally to give the movement every encouragement.
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But the Mahila Samitis should be left entirely free to manage their own affairs, control their own funds, and
undertake whatever work seems to the members best suited to their locality.
Anyone desirous of starting a Mahila Samiti in a particular district or village will be expected to write to the
General Secretary of the Bengal Manila Samiti Federation, who will put the correspondent in touch with the local
Committee responsible for the propaganda work in connection with the Mahila Samitis in the province. (113-118)
*
I have set my heart on it, and carry it through I will! (118)
83.135 & 231.67 1. Jamuna In Spate, or The Yamuna In Spate 2. Jakshani 3. In A Hand-Cart 4. True Dialogue 5
My Journey\fn{My title:H}: Five Short Stories\fn{by Ramnarayan Vishvanath Pathak (1887-1955)} Gujarat State?, India
(M) 18
1
Evening.\fn{Quotation marks have been restored.}
With one look at the mad fury of the Jamuna whirling in spate, and another at the leaf-boat—its wick lighted—
which she was holding in her hand, she said to herself: “A dear hope on which I had set my heart over great many
days will today gain its end.”
After a while, turning to the craft tugging at the shore, she said: “Fisherman, take your boat to midwaters.”
One, a stripling of a lad, said: “The boat shall not ply today. I have never seen such floods in all my life.”
Another fisherman, well past his prime, said: “It is now twenty-five years since we had such floods. And, that
time, much as we warned, a raft went and was sunk right over there”—he stretched his finger towards that spot.
Seeing no sign of acquiescence on the face of any of these fishermen, she quickly disappeared from the knot
of people.
*
Evening, and it was time for the daily worship of the Jamuna. A number of women were launching small
lighted leaf-boats from near the ghats. There were now countless lights catching the main stream of the Jamuna,
being urged there now by the breeze, by the drag of the current, or by the splash of the fish. Jamuna, almost
besides herself with all these lights—some reeling, some steadier, some faltering, some big and some small, some.
all in a bunch and some solitary—this Jamuna was as if setting the sacred river above at naught, turbid as it was
with cloud-drift.
Over there, far off, what was that big light that flared over midwaters, and went out? There! Yet another one
bursts only to be blown out.
At that point. the embankment on the Jamuna stood like a wedge to reach up to the main current. And here she
was trying to release her light on to the waters. Twice she had tried in vain. She set out for a third time.
She suspended the lighted boat at the end of a long slim stick with a string, and extending the stick over the
current. She set the boat afloat. Then tilting the stick a little over the flame of the light, now going with the
current. She let the string burn itself up, and then withdrew the stick. This time veritably the light was launched.
moving swiftly with the current, being now properly let off.
It was now time for the evening-prayers. The lights glittering over the gushing waters of Kalindi (Yamuna)
looked like so many fireflies by night. The seven-tongued brazier of lights which was being swung about in
worship looked like the Kalya Nag, swaying itself at the beauty of the spectacle, a flaming jewel studded on each
of its seven hoods. All the women stood rapt, each stripped of her separateness, having lost herself to the splendor
and the sublimity and the simple piety of this solemn spectacle.
But her thoughts ran a different course. She was all intent on seeing her one dear hope of all these days win its
end at last today:
“My light sets itself above the rest; it is the brightest; it will last the longest; it will go the farthest over the
expanse of the wide waters; and all along, villages far and wide will gaze on it and wonder: Here is a light
launched indeed. And do we not know whose it is?”
When, near the place of the evening-prayers, all the lamps were racing ahead, each at its own speed, oblivious
of whose they were and where, her light was scurrying all alone like some solitary date-tree on desert sands.
When all the women, forgetful of their several lights, were abandoning themselves to the beauty of the sight, she
was standing all to herself in a corner, rejoicing at the gleam only of her own light.
The light sped past. To see it cruising along, she climbed up an adjacent temple. It made for a still farther point
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and she reached up the high dome of the temple. It took itself yet farther, and she perched herself on the tall
steeple of the temple.
Where do I spot it now? Where, the light of mine which the villages far and wide are to watch agape? She
leaned sideways to keep trail of the light now following a bend of the river.
Her foot lost hold. And that selfsame Kalindi—who had laid a path for Krishna—she, not caring for her as
much as she did for the life of the tortoise and the fish drifting in her depths, not even so much as she did for the
lights, big and small, sailing on her, or even for the woman’s own light now skimming away at a distance, she—
Kalindi—swallowed her up, and not a soul to take heed of it!
No one ever was told of the distance her light had gone to. She was tho sole witness to that light.
This selfsame Kalindi has, ere now, done ceaseless ablutions at the feet of many a mountain poised like so
many Yogis lost in meditation; she has dragged so much of the dross of the earth along her current to consign it to
the depths of the ocean; she has fertilized countless fields stretching along her banks; she bears today on her
bosom myriad lights, and, maybe, the light kindled by the woman herself.
But Kalindi did not take pity on her to let her be pleased with the fulfillment of her one dear hope: “My own
light be allowed to outbid the rest and so confound them all.”
What could it be stirring at the back of the floods ot this world?
2
At evening, looking with crazy rapidity at the overwhelming flow of Yamuna, and then gazing at the bowl of
leaves held in her hand, with a lamp in it, she muttered to herself:
“Today the long-awaited yearning will be fulfilled.” After a few moments, staring at the small boat anchored to
the bank with a rope, she pleaded,
“O boatman, can’t you take your boat towards the middle of the flood?” A young boatman averred,
“The boat won’t go today. Never have I seen such an onrush of the flood in my lifetime.” A middle-aged
boatman informed,
“Some twenty-five years ago such a flood had overflowed the banks, and despite our forbiddance one boatman
sailed his boat in it, and there only it was overturned,” he pin-pointed that spot with his finger. She slipped away
hurriedly from that crowd finding no positive response on any boatman's face.
As usual the evening aarati\fn{Worship} of the river Yamuna was about to be commenced. Many women tried
from the ghat\fn{The bank of any river with steps leading to the water } to float their bowls, kindling lamps in them. Some
by the wind, some others because of the rapid current of water, still others on being pushed by the stroke of the
fish—those bowls sailed forth on the stream of the Yamuna. Some were pushed, some were steady, some were
rolling; some were small and others big, at some place together and at other scattered—by many such lamps, the
crazed Yamuna was today as if smiling at the galaxy in the skies above now darkened by clouds.
There in the distance one big lamp was floating in the midst of the flow—but why did it get extinguished?
Again, being the same sort of lamp, it got extinguished!
At that spot, Yamuna’s ghat cutting in like a wedge had got almost right into the main stream of the river. From
there she went on trying to place her lamp on the rush of the current. Failing twice, the third time, she tied a string
at one end of a long thin stick, to which she tied the lighted lamp; then dipping the stick above the main current,
she allowed her lamp to glide upon the waters; then bending the stick a little over the gliding lamp, she burnt its
strings in the flame of the lamp. This time the lamp being separated from the stick sailed on swiftly with the flow.
The aarati was going on this side on the main ghat. The floating lamps upon the rolling flood of the Yamuna
looked like glazing moths in the cloudy night. The aarati with seven wicks was being swayed in rhythmic way in
rounds; it appeared like kaliya serpent, with its every hood studded with precious glittering stone, dangling at the
marvelous sight. The women, forgetting themselves, were stunned and stood there communing deeply with this
lovely, pious, splendid scene. But the thoughts of this one woman were quite alien; she was extremely anxious to
watch her long-awaited yearning being completed:
“My lamp is totally distinct; it is the biggest; it will last for the longest period of time; even in the midst of
such engulfing torrent my lamp will sail farther away and away; and the people of distant villages will be
awestruck at its sight, and will exclaim, ‘Oh! What a wonderful lamp this is!’”
In the vicinity of the aarati, all the lamps, without being bothered by anything—whose lamps they are, where
they are and all that—moved on elegantly at different speed, adorning one another. Amidst this gathering of
lamps, her lonely lamp dragged on, looking like a lonely date-palm in the wilderness. While all other women,
628

leaving aside their attachment for the lamps, were possessed by the loveliness of the entire panorama, she like her
lamp standing all alone in the corner continued to watch her lamp only.
The lamp floated a little away. To watch it going away she climbed the steps of the temple in that corner. The
lamp was pushed still farther and she climbed on the top of the temple.
“Where did the lamp disappear?—my lamp, gazing at which the farthest villages are going to be astonished—
that lamp of mine—where did it go?”
The lamp turned at [the] curved path of the river; to look at it she just bent on one side; her foot slipped and the
Yamuna engulfed her in her waters; the Kalindi, that had parted her waters to give way to Krishna, did not bother
even as much as she bothered for the tortoise and the fish gliding on in her folds, for the big and small lamps
floating on her, not even as much, she cared for that far moving lamp placed by the woman; the waters flowed
over so as to submerge her, and nobody was even aware of it!
How far did her lamp float—that also was not noticed by anybody; she was the lone watcher of that lamp!
The Yamuna has so far washed the feet of many grand mountains as steady as a meditating yogi; the Yamuna
has so far disposed off in the ocean the world’s dirt dragging it along on her rapid current; the Yamuna has so far
fertilized so many fields situated on her banks; the Yamuna has so far borne many lamps on her bosom—probably
her lamp is also borne. But the Yamuna did not incline even to show concern and kindliness that her longing, “my
lamp going ahead of all will overwhelm all the people”, was finally fulfilled!
What could be the purpose of the world’s flux rushing on?
3
“What is the matter? Are you haunted by some new idea today?” I was awakened from my reverie by the
question asked loudly.
“Don’t you want roti?”\fn{A circular, flat, unleavened bread made of stone-ground whole grain flour; its thinner variety is called
chapatti}
Startled, I looked at her. My vahu\fn{Colloquial term for “wife”} asked me again:
“Which new idea has overpowered you today?”
The word vahu needs to be explained. The word “wife” is considered more respectable a term than the word
vahu by some unknown rule of linguistics. But, even before Gandhiji insisted upon the use of one’s’ own
language, my vahu had issued an order under her dominion to speak in Gujarati and Gujarati only, specially in the
kitchen, and that too, Gujarati, the way she would understand. Its impact has been so powerful that I have now
learnt to speak Gujarati, and my friends too have been speaking Gujarati when under that dominion. Though I
hold great respect for women, I don’t use the plural precisely because of such another order only. Another
question was hurled at me, before I could answer the first one,
“So where had you been today?”
My vahu throws roti in my plate more speedily than I can eat, and in a similar fashion she asks questions more
quickly than I can answer. I affirmed,
“I haven’t been anywhere.”
“Then, what are you thinking about?”
“Day before yesterday I had been for a meeting in connection with women’s education, where Mr. Pramanik
averred that not one among our thousand women is educated, and I was thinking that—“
“—That I have not learnt anything even today! You need not say anything else; I have understood everything;
did he not give the illustration of Mr. Browning and Mrs. Browning this year too as he does every year?”
I gave up the idea of saying anything more. Her obstinacy in not learning a bit more than reading and writing,
and not to study in the least Sanskrit and English literature so as to share its rasa—poetic sentiment—with me,
was so strong that without referring to it, I asked for dal\fn{A thick stew made from dried and split lentils, peas or beans, and
used to make curries or just eaten by itself} without raising my eyes. While serving dal she commented,
“I fail to understand how much more do men know than what we women know that they advise us all the
time?” I said,
“Tell me, then, what do they not know?”
“Why, tell me, do you know cooking?”
“Well, it is a matter of practice only. If we try step by step, what is there in it that one can’t learn?”
“According to the customs of our Hindu household, men-folk are expected to know cooking. Through the
practice of so many years, have you learnt how to roll rotis in an exact circular form? When you are agitated, you
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talk of freedom, you talk of abolishing old customs, but you never confess the basic lack of skill and efficiency in
you.”
“Those are trifling matter.” I casually presented my view, but then emphasized my point:
“You people are not used to reading anything; therefore, you do not have any knowledge.”
“Whatever that may be; but let me tell you, you boast of having read so much about education, can you
entertain and amuse babu?” Eh, you cannot even pacify him while he is crying.”
“I don’t talk of that aspect of life; I say, because you don’t read, your life remains incomplete, superficial,
hollow. You do not have any idea about what is going on in the world.”
“That itself is completely wrong; contrary to that, your knowledge of books is superficial and hollow. You do
not know how to organize even one tour or travel; then how can you presume to have the knowledge of the
world? Tell me, can you tie up a bundle nicely? How to tie the mouth of a big jute bag, how to tie up a packet of
clothes, how to pack grains in a piece of cloth, how to tie a string around a small water-pot to fetch water—do you
know any of these things? What do you say? Are not these things necessary for a journey or for acquiring the
knowledge of the world?”
“So, do you mean to say that we cannot travel at all without you?”
“The way you travel is not unknown to me. Do you remember how once we two travelled together and you
picked up some carpenter’s packet instead of ours? Though the tools in that pocket hurt you, you could not realise
that that bag could not be ours!”
“Let it be, those are petty things. I say, you people do not have any artistic sense.”
“Oh, a woman manifests art and artistic taste at every step! You are so tasteless that even the lack of salt in
food is not recognized by you! Besides, you yourself once remarked that only women know the art of wearing
clothes and dressing in different styles.”
“You talk of all this because you are not educated. Art means fine arts! Cooking, dressing, are these arts?”
“Dancing, singing are definitely included in fine arts; aren’t they? We ladies sing on many different occasions;
we move in garbas\fn{A circular dance, a variety of the folk-dance of Gujarat } in the moonlit nights and if I do not find
anyone, I can move in garba even with thakardis.\fn{Thankardis is a kind of community}You can neither sing nor
dance with your friends. And with thakardas?\fn{Another kind of community} Oh, you cannot even talk with them!”
Meaning to change the topic, I said,
“Okay, you are a very wise woman! But you are dominated by me, your husband, right Then, what more do I
want?”
“Alas, you don’t know that even! Imagine, you have set out to impart freedom to women!”
“That is our generosity!”
“No, no, it is not your generosity; nobody would allow freedom through generosity. You—who are so much
dependent on women!—how are you going to give us independence?”
“Why not? Do I place any hurdle in your way? Whether it is a matter of your clothes or of your ornaments, do
I ever interfere?”
“But, the reason is quite different! Men of the olden times had a taste for jewelry, for clothes and the colors,
types and design; they had their own view as regards pretty and ugly, like and dislike, good and bad; accordingly
they would buy things to satisfy their desires, and they would insist on our wearing those things. You do not have
such an insight, hence you have no way but to give us freedom! That is your generosity! You are devoid of any
longing in life.
When I came here newly wedded, I had longed to prepare delicious dishes that you would enjoy. In spite of my
queries so often as to what should I cook for you, you would never reply, and I used to get confused. Only now I
realize that you don’t have any taste for such things.”
“We live on a much higher plane.”
“It is totally wrong. When I cook delicious food, you obviously look pleased arid even eat more. The only
thing is that you eat without feeling its delicacy, let me say, just like babu only!”
“For that reason then it is said, bhojyeshu Mala.\fn{“Like mother at the time of dinner”} But our love for each other
does not depend on your clothes and all that. Would you agree with that or not?”
“It is left to you to read and to inquire what love is ! But I don’t agree with your statement that you are not
impressed by clothes. Please, don’t ask anything more about it.”
“No, no, tell me, dear! Why do you keep it half-said?”
“Do you remember? That day you were coming hurriedly to me to convey something with great excitement.
Coming to me, you just looked at me; then you stared at me mutely for sometime, turned your glance on different
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things in the house, examined the titles of books, again stared at me, and contrary to your excited joyous mood,
you began to ask me:
“Why is it that today I don’t feel at ease? I came to tell you something interesting, but I don’t know, it has just
slipped me. Why is it that I am depressed?”
“Yes, yes, I do remember, and the answer you had given was quite sarcastic; am I right?”
“Not sarcastic, but quite simple: ‘How can I know the reason of your depression?’”
“But how is it related to this talk of ours?”
“It is definitely related; I want to emphasize that my clothes influence your mind. That day I had intentionally
worn [a] sari, borrowed from a neighbor, having a dark shadow of mourning, and that was the reason that you got
depressed, and had turned mute. How can you say now that clothes have no impact on you?”
“So, so … you experiment like this on me too!?”
“Why shouldn’t I? Before that, once I was going to visit Ramaniklal’s place. I had put on good clothes, and
you delivered a long lecture on love and clothes and adoration and Saubhagya. Can you recall? I wanted to check
how much from this was correct!”
“Well, you put on good clothes and we are pleased; you cook and we enjoy the food: isn’t that too a delightful
design of life?”
“No, no you don’t even enjoy food. Some times you get engrossed in thoughts after eating the first roti, then I
have to remind you; you have to then take an account from me as to how many rotis you ate. At other times, when
completely occupied in talking, you forget even that!
That was right. Simply by moving my hand on my belly I could feel that I had eaten too much. I got up
without eating rice, went to my room, and lit the lamp. I burst into laughter pondering over today’s conversation. I
then began to jot down today’s talks. I had just finished writing, when she entered asking me,
“Why were you laughing all alone?”
I made her sit besides me and read whatever I had written. She too laughed and said in an ironical tone,
“Until today I had assumed that you don’t know anything, except reading and writing. How can I judge you, as
you read English books? But today after reading this, I cannot help passing a judgment that you don’t know even
writing! And, and you include that too in it.” I said,
“It is not necessary to write that at all. Since long I have been aware that I do not know how to read or write.
There is nothing new about it. The above mentioned things are new, so I have noted them down. Tell me now,
what should be the title of this note?”
“Do as you had done once: ‘True Dialogue’”
“Okay.”
“Then, what is your contribution in this?”
“Why, the title! I take its meaning differently from what you have presumed.”
4
It was late evening: the darkness of the night was thickening, the main road of the city had come to an end; the
broad concrete roads of its bungalows had just started. There, the aged man and woman, after the long day’s work,
were pulling their hand-cart at a slow pace. Crossing a short distance, they stopped and looked back; the woman
then called out “Kanku … di!” with a shout. From a distance, the voice came,
“You people go ahead; I am just coming.”
But they waited holding their handcart. After a few moments Kaknu came there limping.
“Look, now the city has ended; get in the hand-cart,” the woman told her.
“If you walk in this limping condition, pus will spread further,” the man stressed the point.
“You go ahead, don’t worry; and now our house is shifted to a spot nearer to the city! I shall reach [it] within
no time.”
Her words “shifted to a spot nearer to the city” were not that true. Kanku’s parents lived on Amba Patel’s
mango grove. Well, whether Amba Patel’s name was Ambo or there was any other reason, but this Patel had
evolved a tricky system. In his very huge farm outside the city there was a well, situated on the side of the city.
Many Vagharis\fn{Defined here as “a backward community”H } came to the city to earn their living, by pulling goods in
the hand-carts. That Patel allowed them to build their huts on his farm, but asked them to cultivate mango-trees in
lieu of rent. In the beginning the trees were grown away from the well, but as the new Vagharis poured in, the
good workers from the old group were promoted to sow mango-trees near the well.
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Kanku’s parents were Patel’s most hard-working tenants. Their desires—such as to come to stay near the city
and the well, to own the hand-cart instead of hiring someone else’s, to save and collect some money and all that—
were now fulfilled, and often at night sitting by the fireside, the couple would gossip about their happiness. In
fact, Kanku had quoted the above-mentioned words from their talks.
Her argument was not correct; their hut was not so near to that spot; there was still a long way to be crossed!
Yet Kanku’s parents did not insist on her anymore. Their daughter had unyielding nature and a strong sense of
honour even at this age. She disapproved of the idea of being carried in the hand-cart pulled by her aged parents;
and for that reason she had been refusing all the time. Many times, she herself had wished to pull the hand-cart
with her father, replacing her mother, who should just follow them.
But the loving parents had never accepted her suggestion. How deeply they loved their only daughter!
So Kanku's parents went ahead of their daughter. The sound of their cart slowed down and finally it stopped.
Kanku too proceeded on her way quietly listening that fading sound. Just then, she heard from behind the sound
of a new empty cart coming with a great speed and making clattering sound. Along with it she could also hear the
beating of the cart-puller’s shoes. From that peculiar sound, she at once understood that, that must be Kanyo.
Kanyo and Kankudi had been very intimate friends since their childhood. Kanyo, an orphan, was brought up
by the help of Kanku’s parents living in the neighborhood. When he was just a boy, he used to help in rearing the
mango trees and also in entertaining little Kanku. When he grew young, he began to carry the load in a hand-cart,
and recently he had purchased his own hand-cart.
Kanku hid herself on the side of the road as she saw Kanyo coming in her direction. The lanterns of the
municipality were no more seen now on the roadside; nonetheless, in the dark also she could trace Kanya’s black,
oily, combed side-locks, and the red piece of cloth tied round them. Kanyo passed by her in his fanciful mood
singing a folk song:
There is your hut at the gate,
O love-stricken,
There is your hut at the gate,
O love-stricken.
You are fascinated by those who come and go,
O, Arjaniya!

Kanku made a resolve unknowingly:
“Let me see, how far does he go!”
She allowed him to go up to the last point where her call might reach, simply to claim her right to call him
back from any distance. Then she uttered a long cry,
“Ey boy! … eh … love … stricken!”
Kanyo instantly stopped, holding his hand-cart, and inquired all around. As he did not find anybody, he stared
more attentively. Kanku wanted to delay as long as she could. She waited quietly, but finally she burst into
laughter. Kanyo ran to her pulling his hand-cart:
“Why are you standing here, eh, girl?”
“Well, I am standing, what of that to you?”
“But don’t you want to return to your home?”
“I will, slowly and softly! Why are you bothered?” Kanyo recalled how pus had formed in her finger. He
commented,
“O limping girl, this way it will be morning on the road; get in the cart!”
“How are you going to pull me ? You yourself pull the cart with so much difficulty! Can’t I see that?”
“Is it so?” saying this he practically threw smiling Kanku in the hand-cart, lifting her in his embrace. It was as
if he were not able to pull Kanku’s weight, he deliberately pulled the cart very slowly, sighing and swaying
himself. After some time Kanku spoke:
“Ey boy … eh …stop it; I would reach earlier even limping than the way you go. You cannot pull the cart and
yet pretend to be strong enough to pull.”
“Is it so?”
Kanyo had this habit of saying “Is it so?” He was capable of expressing various emotions employing different
intonations only of those three words! This time uttering those words he pulled the handcart so speedily that due
to jerks Kanku had to hold the stumps of the cart. A little farther, concrete and stones were spread on their way for
constructing a new road. The track for the hand-cart from there turned to a diversion. That point came nearer, but
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Kanyo did not divert the cart in that direction. Kanku told,
“Oh, ey, you won’t be able to drive on the stones, move on to the diversion.”
Instead of taking that track, he ran even more speedily, and finally he pulled the hand-cart only with one hand.
The road had become completely rough and uneven due to sharp stones; the new cart ran clattering on it. The
whole cart kept on shaking, and Kanku’s whole body too was shaking. With that, as if for the first time in her life
her blossoming graceful bosoms too got shaken. With that, her heart too experienced a throb. Because of the
external quiver and internal throb, Kanku burst into peals of laughter, as if somebody were tickling her! Uneven
earth below was laughing owing to the hand-cart’s clattering; Kanku sitting above in the cart, was enjoying her
youth’s first boisterous laughter.
Neither of the two could understand how far had they driven the hand-cart. But the stones on the road came to
an end and they arrived at the original track with soft earth. The mango grove came closer and there, Kanyo
slowed down his cart. Both could see that still the lighted lamp was not seen in Kanku’s house. Kanku
complained,
“O boy, I forbade you to rush this way like a mad man! Now what shall we do for this interim?”
“Why, you won’t go home!?”
“Mad man! My parents were going ahead of me. They insisted on me to get in their handcart, but I refused.
And now, if I reach there earlier, how will they react?”
“Then, where did they wait?”
“Near that new concrete road, they should be pulling the cart by the downward track, and we went ahead!”
“Then let us do one thing, somewhat more than what we have done. Come on, enjoy the drive for a little more
time. You will not get such a chance often!”
“No, no, not that. Let us go and sit behind those wild bushes. When the lamp is seen, you just drop me on the
way home.”
“And then, the shethani, seemingly wise, would go home limping!”
“Why not, then?”
Kanyo again took the cart; supporting his cart upon the dense bushes, Kanyo kept it there and then sat beside
Kanku in the cart. His hand touched Kanku’s. Kanku felt it very cold. So she patted his body; she found Kanyo
was sweating profusely. Kanku hinted sarcastically,
“I was telling, boy, don’t run so fast! What gain had you wished that you rushed this much?”
Kanyo knew that Kanku had not made any such remark; instead, she was laughing. But he expressed all this
only through those words,
“Is it so?” Both sat there quietly for some time. Then Kanku said,
“Ey, boy, do you remember the days when you used to take me in the cart there on that hillock for
amusement?”
“And once you made me climb that hillock; and then you insisted that I should pull and drive the cart speedily
down the hillock with you in it. At last when you wept, I had driven it speedily. And do you remember how the
vertical wooden piece for the support of the handcart knocked against the ground and broke off?”
“I was much amused, as you drove me speedily down in the clattering cart!”
“You were amused—what had you to lose in it? But do you remember, how much had your mother scolded
me?”
Both got engrossed in some confidential talks for some time: in their childhood, which different places they
had visited to eat jujube fruits; in the mango season how secretly Kanyo climbed up the mango tree and threw
mangoes down; sometime in summer, how they two slept in the carts placed side by side; sometimes when all
slept, each one would pull one’s own cart in the moonlight and there they talked in a way that might not wake up
anybody. They thus recalled this and that.
In the meantime, they saw light in Kanku’s house. Kanyo went to drop her on her way home, pulling the
handcart. As they came nearer to her house, Kanyo thought more seriously about the meaning of his behavior. Just
when Kanku was getting down from the cart, Kanyo said,
“What if your parents might have seen me, while I was running with the cart?”
“Then what? At the most, they would marry me off to you; what else is to happen?” Kanyo merely said,
“Is it so?” And nothing worse took place then what Kanku had told—in fact she had remarked that way
understanding her parents’ attitude towards their relationship.
When the ten-day’s rites of the wedding ceremony ended, Kanyo and Kanku both left for the city, taking that
same handcart from their hut. Kanku’s yearning to pull the cart standing near the front part of it got fulfilled after
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so many days! She pulled the cart, and along with it she pulled the cart of this worldly life too, side by side with
Kanyo; the glow of self-dignity flashed across her face, and it adorned her. When they walked slowly, and at
every step bent their necks forward, like a swan and a female-swan, and when Kanku thus swayed herself, her
hanging earrings dangled on her cheeks.
Both set out taking their handcart and the people of the entire mango grove gathered together to see them
going. The koels cooed from the branches of the trees; the monkeys, turning their heads, kept on looking at that
handcart, jumping on the road and also jumping from one tree to another.
5
I was busy preparing some snacks and eatables to pack the basket for a journey. Just then I heard his footsteps.
I know his footsteps precisely—I know when they are sad, when they are slowing down, for he is lost in thoughts
—I feel all this intuitively. His footsteps continued to proceed with zest; they were now quite close. Coming in, he
asked, “How are you?”, but he stopped at once, finding me busy with the preparations.
“Why, why, what are you planning?” I answered,
“I make some snacks and eatables, for I am leaving by the afternoon train.”
“But where? And why?”
“To improve my handwriting and to help you enhance your studies.”
Now, it had happened sometime in the past; there had arisen a special situation: I had met him after a long
time, and had naturally presumed that he would talk to me about this and that and what not; but all that he said
was,
“Living apart has its own advantages; women improve their handwriting, because they write letters during that
period of separation; but for that, they never get a chance to do some writing.” When I am with him, almost
everyday he would complain that his studies do not pick up.
“But have you thought about me, my food etc.? What will this Moti feel?”
Moti was our pet, a bitch—as white and pretty and soft as a pearl. I then argued,
“In Hindustan, those who work don’t get to eat, and those who don’t work, get it somehow. Human beings are
deprived, but dogs and cats and fish—all of them are provided for some way or the other. Hence, I am not at all
worried about any one of you.”
“Okay, I don’t forbid you to go, but where do you want to go?” I commented, while rolling pieces of dough
into puris.
“You write stories about detectives, about chasing criminals and all that; then find out that much on your own.”
Actually I had placed a note beside his incomplete story hoping it would catch his eye; I had assumed, I might
have to depart before he reached home.
“Your eyes! As if X-rays—”
“Speak in Gujarati!”
“Ksha-rays are released from there!” I continued to fry puris, and at the same time replied,
“Not ‘Ksha’, a little ahead of it, ‘Gnya-Rays’, I would say.”\fn{ Gnya was the pen name of a research scholar who worked
hard to decide the authorship of the plays ascribed to Premanand, a medieval Gujarati poet }
“Then, with the help of those ‘Gnya’ rays, why don’t you tell me, who is the real author of those plays ascribed
to Premanand, my omniscient lady-love? Poor Gnya has been trying hard since long; and he will be greatly
benefited. I gave you those plays that day; why didn’t you read?”
“Come on, I have served the plates: let us discuss while we eat. You had commented that Premanand’s works
are enjoyed by all—women, children and the old people alike. We women, though, could not appreciate those
plays. Consequently, it is proved that they are not written by Premanand, isn’t it obvious? Now you can declare
with confidence that the plays are not Premanand’s.”
“Do you mean, I should proclaim that as my wife cannot appreciate those plays, they are not Premanand’s?
Wonderful!” I asked,
“Why wonderful? Would you feel embarrassed to announce my view? You have remained so simple, tactless,
there was the case of that fellow who asked his wife whether she liked Gandhiji’s face or not, and he announced
that too! You have never asked me even about such an illustrious man!”
“Come on, then, I would ask you about one such significant face.”
“Ask then.”
“Do you like my face?”
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“But are you illustrious person?” I questioned.
“One English author makes one of his women-characters remark that the more pertinent matter to know for her
is who her husband is rather than who the Prime Minister of England is. Hence, the question of my face being
more pertinent than of another person just shouldn’t arise!” I asked,
“And … suppose … I say ‘no’ to it? What
will you do?”
“Whatever you suggest!?”
“Then I won’t like your face these fifteen days; and I request you to buy me a ticket for Agra.” At that moment
turning quite serious he asked,
“What? Is Kamala ill?” I said,
“It is not that serious, but the telegram says, she will have to be operated upon as she is going to be shifted to
the women’s hospital, Mr. Oza will not be allowed to see her. I shall stay with Kamala for those many days.”
The Ozas were so near and dear to us!
*
The condition of a married man in the absence of his wife is so queer in this world that one cannot find a word
to describe it. When a woman is unwed, she is called kumarika, when her husband is alive, she is called
saubhagyavati, when her husband has gone on a tour, she is called proshitbhartruka, when her husband is dead,
she is called vidhava. Kumarika is the determinant of saubhagy shringar, saubhagyavati, of affection—vatsalya,
proshitbhartruka, of “viyoga” shringar and vidhava of karuna.
When a man is not married, he is called “vandho”,\fn{Colloquial for “batch”, i.e., “bachelor”, unmarried man
not having been able to get a match} when gets married what after that? Just “married,” a “husband”. When his
wife has gone on tour? No name for it. When his wife passes away, then vidhur. Poor, poor fellow! He cannot be
the medium of any rasa: “old bach”, so much of an outcaste in the community and the world at large; if after
marriage he is much attached to his wife, then “over fond”, “weak husband”; if not attached, then quite
unaffectionate and cruel, always exploiting his wife’s beauty and freedom.
“Husband” means a foolish fellow. Vidhur means a candidate, fumbling around to get married a second time; if
he happens to find a wife then again “husband”, otherwise again “old bach”. If wife has gone on a journey, then
“Is it a matter of a day? To whose house can you go?” or “You could always pass a few days somehow here or
there.” But nobody would sympathize with him; he may try to appear gloomy, but nobody would accept the
reason for this gloominess.
With what wrong does he meet, when his wife passed away? Doesn’t he get enough to eat or to wear? Doesn’t
he have money? Has he at once turned unprotected and helpless? What loss does he feel?
On the contrary vidhur means, at least for some time, free from yoke. I feel, man is so much used to shoulder
that yoke that without it he does not feel at ease. Once I was traveling by a bullock-cart; along with the cart one
Makrani (resident of Makran) walked carrying the weight of [a] heavy country gun. I remarked,
“O Jamadar, why don’t you put down your gun in the cart. There is nothing to fear.” Jamadar replied,
“With this weight to carry, I can walk more leisurely.”
As Premanand says, a husband is a surabhi-suta—son of a cow; he doesn’t enjoy walking without a yoke.
Some time ago Mr. Oza’s son sat down to eat after getting well from serious illness. He finished eating;
Kamala said,
“Get up, boy, let me wash your mouth.” The boy got up, but began to weep and said,
“I cannot walk; something is wrong with my leg; something pinches me.”
All burst into laughter. His leg was benumbed.
When a wife passes away, nothing much is lost: only, your heart gets benumbed, it slows down, it is hurt a
little, and when one cannot walk, people laugh!
What dominance a woman has over a man! Everybody talks of women’s liberation; notwithstanding, I feel, the
problem of men’s liberation is more acute.
Now, what to do? The authors of the shastras have set the rituals of all the functions of kumarika,
saubhagyavati, proshitbhartntka, vidhava on the basis of the principle of rasa. They have not mentioned any such
thing about man; when a man is proshitpatnik, what should he do and what should he not do? Should he not
bathe? Should he do without hot water? Should he not take tea? Should he prepare bad tea and then drink it?
Should he eat out or at home? Should he not shave? Should he not comb his hair? Should he not attend the office
punctually? Should he not kindle a lamp at night? Should he spend the night sleeping on a chair only? Should he
keep awake at night and sleep in the morning? In fact, the world has neglected man so much!
At .last I felt hungry. Hunger is a good thing. When nothing strikes your mind, you think of that only.
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I changed clothes and got up to go. I was about to close the door and Moti came near me wagging her tail. So
far she too was in a gloomy mood. During separation, one is inclined to write poems; I too was inspired to
compose the following:\fn{There follows the poem in Gujarati, and then:} Its translation came to me spontaneously:
Don’t you remember the mistress of the house,
Whose beloved you were?”

You may find errors in this, but Moti immediately understood it. Caressing her back I seated her on the chair
and closed the door.
On one such occasion earlier, I had spotted one boarding house. I went there. It was a bit late, but the boarding
house was still open. The maharaj, that is the cook, was a newcomer, but as if he had known me since many
years, he exclaimed,
“Aha! Saheb! After so many months? Why have you lost so much weight? When you used to eat here, you
looked quite healthy and strong.”
I was much pleased by his boldness, as if I found a new toy to play with, to ponder over. I said,
“Yes, maharaj, you are quite right and for that reason only now I am going to start eating here. Will you then
serve my plate?”
This maharaj must have been created the day God enjoyed utmost leisure as the saying goes. His complexion
was fair—as fair as a potato with its skin removed after being boiled, and on it there were minute specks of black,
red, yellow moles. As if, in order to present his utterly loose limbs from simply falling apart, they were tightly tied
by a thin black dhoti, like the bundle of potatoes and bulbous roots tied by a vegetable-seller. His tummy was
bulky and big, but by this knot it looked as if it was parted into two; his black, sacred thread had stuck up on the
upper part due to perspiration; when he stood, his legs remained a bit wider and curved in shape in the middle; his
steps fell like those of a camel without any curve. It appeared, as if in his mouth, especially in the lower jaw, there
were two rows of teeth, or as if, throughout, there were only molars! Brahma\fn{Creator} should have been pleased
so much by this creation that he should have petted his forehead and back right at the time, when the material
must be yet unbaked—his head leaned towards his forehead and his back had protruded!
While the maharaj was busy serving, I renewed my acquaintance with Revashankarbhai, who sat next to me.
He knew quite well how to pamper the maharaj:
“Maharaj has a very good temperament!”
Maharaj was still serving us, notwithstanding, he went back into the kitchen, brought a bowl of ghee, and
without having any need, he served two spoonfuls of ghee in my plate, and also in that of Revashankarbhai’s. And
then he sat, exactly opposite to our seats, putting his one leg over the other and fondling the sole of his own foot,
and then began to speak slightly swaying this way and that.
“I am generous-hearted. We tarwadis\fn{Originally, trivedis, i.e., knowing three Vedas} are never greedy. You know
that sheth, that sheth, that Pandya! He is so miserly! Once he distributed small pots in our community by way of
gifts, declaring the weight higher than what it actually was. We have still preserved that pot; I might be a servant
here, but in the community all are equal. We won’t care much for anybody, we would retort even in the presence
of many other members. If I want to I would serve ghee eluding even the sheth’s attention. If he would criticize
adversely and constantly, I would say, here I leave your job, I don’t care. We are the sons of Brahmins; are we
going to be ashamed of moving around with a begging-bowl in our hand? What do you say?” The maharaj
needed somebody to support him, so I just flung a question,
“Does this Pandya belong to your caste?”
“Yes, sir, he is considered low in our caste; nobody was even ready to give him his daughter in way of
marriage; it was I that offered and brought him to higher level. My niece is given by me, but for my marriage, he
has not uttered a word of recommendation.” Looking at Revashankar, I remarked,
“O God, our poor maharaj is then yet unmarried! May I tell him about Jakshani?” But before Revashankar
said “yes”, the maharaj at once questioned,
“Jakshani? Who?” I replied,
“There is one Jakshani at my place, as if Goddess Mahamaya Incarnate! If you look at her in the darkness of
night, her two eyes would blaze like two lanterns. Whatsoever you wish, she would fulfill!”
“Then can’t you take me once for darshana?” I exclaimed,
“O, O! What did you say” She doesn’t meet anybody. For the whole day she would remain in the house and
would go on meditating. If she allows people this way, would the people allow her to rest even for a moment?
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Offering vows after vows, they will harass her! And when our people ask for something, they would ask her for
senseless things; they would ask for that which is not destined for them. One lady asked to have a son which she
was not destined for. She was given a blind son! Does this need any comment, tell me?”
When I was telling these things, the feelings of joy, worry, distress appeared on the maharaja’s face and then
soon disappeared. Hearing the last sentence, he felt relieved and said,
“But that is surely in my destiny! I am already engaged in Bhatt’s family. The bride is too young, but very
lovely, you see! She is younger in age, but, I swear, she understands everything from this age only; when I go
there she would ask, what have you brought for me? And if I ask for water, she would thump the ground and go
covering her head with the end of her sari!”
Uttering the last sentences, the rasa of his heart was physically secreted in the form of saliva in his mouth and
every moment we were worried about having the particles of that saliva sprayed on us. I asked for some more of
the vegetable dish, the maharaj quickly got up, brought it and served it to both of us. The vegetable and the ghee
were the signals of the maharaj’s great delight. I said,
“Then you don't need Jakshani Mata.” The maharaj spoke after pondering over something,
“Are you familiar with the profession of a physician?”
“No.”
“I was working at Mehta Deputy Saheb’s place. He had married a new young wife; she didn’t know how to
cook, so I was engaged as a cook. They had full faith in me”—I felt great respect for this unknown Deputy, for his
foresight in the selection of a servant for the young wife—“his wife was short-statured, so he consulted a
physician who suggested the treatment of coconut. His wife grew this much!”
The maharaj placed the palm of his left hand on the left shoulder on the support of the thumb.
“If I come to know a thing once, I shall not forget it. I have also begun that treatment of coconut. Still she has
not grown in height, but has become hale and healthy. She yet looks short in appearance.” I asked,
“Then would you prefer to take another woman as your wife?”
“No, no; I won’t get anyone else like this one. You do me a favor by propitiating Jakshani Mata so that she
may grow in height. And let me tell you, any lady will be quite happy in my home. Can’t you see? She has not to
do anything. Even cooking is done by me. Only she has to pick out extraneous things from raw dal and rice.
Though I am a cook, I am free at 12 o’clock. When I take a round in the town, nobody would presume that I am a
cook. Shaving would be done in a hair-cutting salon only. If he says eight annas, I would soon hand over eight
annas. Besides, I use scented oil and pomade for hair. At least once or twice in a month I would like to see a play
or a film. The wife would never be unhappy, you see!” Enumerating the qualities of a good husband, the maharaj
finally asked:
“Then, may I come for the darshana of Jakshani Mata?” I said,
“No, that won’t work. If I am not there, and suppose you go there, she could attack you turning into a bitch.
But you can do one thing: you start providing tiffin\fn{Lunch} for her daily.”
The maharaj was pleased. I finished eating. The maharaj informed me soon that the tiffin was ready. I said,
“She does not eat at night. I shall send a boy in the morning. You can give the tiffin to him. But listen, only
four chapatis; no rice, no dal, no vegetable; ghee, too, only a little. I shall pay you for that. She does not eat
anything free of charge, but the tiffin should reach in time.”
The maharaj was now plunged into astonishment. And from next day onwards, Moti got her food.
*
I returned. I could return one day earlier than was expected. I opened the lock of the house. The keys of the
house are kept by both of us, as we believe in equal rights of man and woman!
I entered the house. Moti carne to me wagging her tail. But in fact in the whole house she was the only person
that was such as he/she should be. Otherwise, wherever I cast my glance, I found nothing but dust. All the things,
books etc., except chairs, were such as they were. There was dust on the table and the note which I had placed
under the paperweight was also there!
These men! God has created them in what a peculiar way!
I swept and cleaned up everything. Going near the table, I looked in the mirror. Fatigue due to journey, and all
this dust; I thought of taking a head-bath. I loosened my hair; just at the moment there was a knock on the door.
Perhaps he would have come with that assumption. I threw the end of my sari round the neck and went to open
the door. Whom do I see there?
There was a very ugly fellow! He had put on a black coat; he had a fresh haircut and a shave, with so much oil
and pomade in hair; placed on his head was a black felt cap with oily dirty border; he was wearing a dhoti, which
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was folded in an orderly way; he had a thin, small, fresh stick in hand used as toothbrush; he came near me and
began to bow down to me. I withdrew myself; I asked,
“Hey, who are you? Why have you come?”
“Jakshani Mata! Forgive me! Have mercy on your servant.” I said,
“But since when have I been Jakshani?”
“I passed by this place every day, but always I found it locked from outside; today only it is not locked, so I
have come for darshana. Kindly fulfill my wish. I shall take the vows and fulfill them as you suggest.”
“Mister, you are misled by somebody. I am not Jakshani.” Saying this I was about to close the door, when he
pushed and came in and said,
“Mataji, until today I have sent food for you; won’t you look at me?” I got irritated.
“Who are you to send food for me ? Are you going or not? Otherwise, should I beat you with this piece of
wood?”
And Moti growled from inside. I would have beaten, but looking at his miserable, helpless face, I placed back
the piece. He again babbled,
“Mataji, 1 am fortunate to get a wife. I don’t want another one. Kindly bless me so that she might grow tall
quickly.”
Now, my anger knew no bounds. I took the long piece of wood in my hands; abusing him “you rogue” I was
about to beat him, but “O, Chandi,\fn{Literally, “fierce woman” but here a respectful allusion to the Goddess Durga } don’t be
wrathful”, saying this, stopping me; and sending that fellow away by the gesture of his finger, my husband
entered inside the house. He again told me,
“Chandi, be pacified! Be merciful and bestow your blessings.”
238.149 Excerpt from Selected Works Of Govind Ballabh Pant I: “Diary, 1 January-22 April 1908”\fn{by Govind
Ballabh Pant (1887-1961)} Khoont-Dhaamas Village, Almora District, Uttarakhand State, India (M) 26
1 January
Torts for one hour. Walk.
Received a card from P. Mahabir Pd. promising to publish my article in Saraswati. Uncle’s order for automatic
watch.
Dull pain as usual. Torts in the day.
Mr. Allen’s condition was reported “worse”—\fn{ B. C. Allen, Collector of Dacca, was shot at Goahunda on 24 December
1907; he recovered. This diary—according to a statement in the preface, the only one Govind Pant is known to have kept—has been
invested with 270 footnotes; and while they are very interesting, it suffices to say that most of the individuals referred to in them are the
usual Who’s Who of very important people of their age, and it is therefore unnecessary for the purposes of The Protocol for World Peace to
refer to them other than by name. I have also tried to restrict all the other notes to only those which further define or clarify obscurities
introduced into the diary itself:H}
Further details about “convention” and the Congress fiasco.—\fn{ The 23rd session of the Indian National Congress ended
in pandemonium on 24 December 1907, over a leadership struggle between its moderate and extremist wings }

2 January
Went to Chowk. Paid two rupees for Modern Review. The A. B. Patrika blames the moderates & the Bengalee
the extremists. Read Lajpat’s\fn{Lajpat Rai (1865-1928), “extremist” leader of the Indian National Congress; deported in 1907; INC
President in 1920, died from a police beating in Lahore } speech delivered in the Swadeshi Conference.\fn{ In which he appealed
to the people to use Swadeshi goods and imbibe the Swadeshi spirit, while not being adverse to learning from the West }
Ram Sunder’s\fn{Born at Varanasi; went to South Africa as an indentured laborer in 1905; was the first Indian passive resister to be
arrested under the Transvaal Asiatic Registration Act, soon after he left the movement and quit the Transvaal } life in Modern Review.
He is a passive resister in Transvaal—A priest there—Educated in Sanskrit at Benares. Speaks broken English.
Prepared to suffer for his country. Was not willing to leave the lock-up on bail. He would persevere to the last. A
young man of 32. See portrait in the Modern Review.
Read an article on Sugar Manufacture. See M. R. Withdrew Rs 23/-. Saw Gusainji, music director.
Recommended Mullick’s medicine. Slight cough. Heard of the death of P. Gouri Datt’s only son.
3 January
Went to Chowk. Gave up the tuition. Practised the first half of Bhairab Rag. Bande M[ataram]\fn{An organ of
the Extremist wing of the INC, published in Calcutta } protests against the Congress official note and designates it as “false”
and “biased”. Slight pain in the morning. Father’s card.
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Decentralization Commn.\fn{Royal Commission on Decentralization (1907)} left for Eastern Bengal.\fn{It toured the
Lord Curzon’s canvassing\fn{For an election to the House of Lords held on January 20, 1908; he won }
opposed by an Irish M.P.\fn{On the grounds that he was only nominally Irish} Riot between the upcountrymen and
Bengalee natives in two mills in Calcutta. Allen is improving. Aswini Kumar Dutt also joined the Moderate
Convention. Took the medicine. Jurisprudence chap. 1. Dreamt a dream and saw Ganesh.\fn{ The elephant-headed god
of good fortune}
4 January
Got up at 7. Wrote the introduction of the essay on “Our Future”. Attended the law class in the morning. Tort
for about an hour in day. Slight pain on the left extremity in the morning & dull pain in the head. Shooting pain in
the left side & centre of the head from about 3 till night.
Two more Transvaal Indians ordered to leave that portion within a fortnight.\fn{ Gandhi was served with such a notice
on December 28, 1907} Decentralization Commn. to East Bengal. The action of the extremists condemned in the
Bengalee. Mahratta quoted & criticized. Mr. Allen survived all danger. No danger. Culprits not arrested. G.
Subramanya Aiyar also condemns the extremists. Practiced over the latter portion of Bhairab Rag. Did not attend
the evening class.
5 January
Got up at 7. Went to the Ganges. Read Torts for one hour. P. Ganga Datt advised me to appear in the H[igh]
C[ourt]. Bought socks for -/3/3. Nothing noteworthy.
Health fair. Pain in the morning. Took harar.\fn{Herbal medicine} Bought oil.
Wrote a few lines of the essay in the morning. Wasted the night in useless chat. Did not smoke in the night &
hope not to renew it now.
6 January
Got up at 7. Jur[isprudence] for half an hour. To college. Torts for one hour in noon & in the night. Did not
attend evening lecture but was marked present.
Bengalee contains press comments against Tilak.\fn{ The Bengalee reproduced in its issues of 2 and 5 January 1908
country for six months}

comments against Tilak and other Extremists from such papers as the Indian Mirror, Gujarati Punch, Hindu, Indian Patriot, Parsi and
Muhammadan} Wrote a letter to father.

Not good health. Slight pain on the left side. Khamach & latter portion of Bhairab.
7 January
Got up at 7. Read Jur. Chap. II. Contract\fn{Contract Law:H} in the day. Spent the night in gossip.
The dull feeling of pain continued all day & became acute sometime about 2 p.m. Could not get the automatic
watch at Dill’s.
Received the Mahratta containing Tilak’s version of Congress affairs. His effigy was burnt at Chinsura & his
action condemned at Mymensingh. At Mymensingh a riot took place between police & people—according to the
latter the police used violence & indecent measures for unearthing the Allen outrage & earning Rs 10,000/-;
according to former the people commenced the melee.\fn{ The authorities offered a Rs 10,000/- reward and began searching
houses for arms}
In spite of the determined resistance, the Transvaal govt. sticks to its unjust & base policy. London Tribune
exhorts the Imp. Govt. to intervene.
Dr. R: B. Ghose told a press representative that they would hold the next Congress at Surat.
8 January
Got up at 7. The harara was efficacious. Vague feeling of pain in the left side. No medicine.
Jur. in the morning. Contract in the day. E[asement]\fn{ Class in the Law of Easement, dealing with the right of way or
similar rights over someone else’s land or property} in the night.
Went to Chowk. Did not learn music as the Bengali Babu was teaching them.
Press comments against Tilak still continue virulently. Letter to Mukandi. Cards to Basant & uncle. Naib of
Dacca shot.
Victoria Memorial at Calcutta will be built on its original foundation.\fn{ An Experts Committee having declared that
the site chosen in 1906 for the Victoria Memorial Hall was suitable for the building. It is still there, now a museum, a vast and stately (and
enormously expensive) construction of white marble, quarried from the same place that produced the marble for the Taj Mahal:H}
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† In January 1901, on the death of Queen Victoria, George Nathaniel Curzon, 1 st Marquess Curzon of
Kedleston and Viceroy of India, suggested the creation of a fitting memorial to the Imperial Age, then at its
zenith. He proposed the construction of a grand building with a museum and gardens. Curzon said,
*
“Let us, therefore, have a building, stately, spacious, monumental and grand, to which every newcomer in
Calcutta will turn, to which all the resident population, European and Native, will flock, where all classes
will learn the lessons of history, and see revived before their eyes the marvels of the past.”
*
George Frederick Ernest Albert, then the Prince of Wales, later King-Emperor George V, by the Grace of
God, of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland and of the British Dominions beyond the Seas
King, Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India, laid the foundation stone on 4 January 1906, and it was
formally opened to the public in 1921; but in 1912, before construction was finished, the Prince of Wales,
then King-Emperor, announced the transfer of the capital of India from Calcutta to New Delhi. Thus, the
Victoria Memorial was built in what would ultimately be a provincial city rather than an imperial capital.
*
The Victoria Memorial was funded by Indian states, individuals of the British Raj and the British
government in London, the total cost then amounting to 1 crore 5 lakhs (or 10,500,000) of rupees. Sixty-four
acres of gardens surround the structure, maintained by a team of 21 gardeners. Installed in them is a
bronze statue of the Queen seated on her throne and wearing the robes of the Star of India; and elsewhere
statues of Robert Clive (Governor of the Presidency of Fort William, 1757-1760, 1765-1766) and of
Governor-Generals and/or Viceroys of India Warren Hastings (1772-1775), Charles Cornwallis (1786-1793,
1805), William Bentinck (1833-1835), James Broun Ramsey (1848-1856), George Robinson (1880-1884),
and of course George Curzon (1898-1905). There is also a memorial arch to Edward VII, surmounted by a
bronze equestrian of the King-Emperor (during whose reign construction of the Memorial was begun). †
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† Queen Victoria, by the Grace of God, of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland Queen,
Defender of the Faith, Empress of India (1819-1901), Queen (from 1837), and Empress (from 1866). †

† Edward VII, by the Grace of God, of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland and of the British
Dominions beyond the Seas King, Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India (1841-1910). †
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† George V, by the Grace of God, of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland and of the British
Dominions beyond the Seas King, Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India (1865-1936). †

† Edward VIII, by the Grace of God, of Great Britain, Ireland, and of the British Dominions beyond the
Seas, King, Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India (from 20 January-11December 1936)†
642

† His Majesty George the Sixth, by the Grace of God, of Great Britain, Ireland and the British Dominions
beyond the Seas King, Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India (until 1947); then
George the Sixth, by the Grace of God, of Great Britain, Ireland and the British Dominions beyond the
Seas King, Defender of the Faith †
M. Madho Lal\fn{Congressman from Varanasi and member of the imperial Legislative Council } sends his opinion on
reforms scheme. He thanks the Govt. proposes that the advisory councils should have legal cognizance & should
be formed on elective system. 9 to be elected by municipalities, 9 by district boards, 2 by chambers of commerce
& so on. He proposes the division of legislative councils on important questions, Govt. retaining the power of
veto. He is against caste & creed election. His scheme on the whole is bold & useful. The scheme of Burma
councils is also placed before the Rangoon municipality.\fn{ These proposals were being debated by various bodies, after
which the Lieutenant-governor was to recommend them for consideration by the British Government }
9 January
Got up at 7. Saw Jur. chap. III & IV. Slept in the day for one hour & read contract for one hour.
Wasted the night in discussing the famine problem.\fn{ This eased by October with the arrival of the monsoon in July } I
was very keenly touched. The condition of the famished people must be very pathetic. When even Govt. is doing
so much for their help, is it not the duty of people to sacrifice a small amount of money for their good? I drafted a
letter to P. Hari Ram Pande\fn{ An Arya Samaj worker in Kumaun } but did not send it as they had already convened a
meeting & collected Rs 600/-.
A meeting of Sarolas was held in Garhwal, Raval Badrinath presiding. S.N. Banerjea received Viceroy’s reply
to his telegram as president, saying that the telegram would be forwarded to Govt. of India.\fn{ The communications
referred to are untraceable. S. N. Banerjea was president of the Indian Association at this time. “Government of India” in the diary seems to
be a slip for the Secretary of State for India}

10 January
Got up at 7. Attended the College. Contract in the day. Easement in night. Second part of Khamach.
Health as usual. A letter from home. Fine rain in night. Extremist version of Congress. Gokhale’s letter. Life of
Helen Gould & Heavenly Foot Society\fn{ Begun over thirty years earlier in China against the practice of foot-binding,
widespread at that time in China (though not among the ruling class of the Manchu:H) } in Modern Review.
11 January
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College in the morning & evening, Did not read any book. Quite well in the morning. In the evening bowels
stuffed, consequently headache. It was raining & cloudy all the day long. A short walk in the evening. Did not go
to Chowk. Saw the grandfather in dream. Pioneer contains another cutting comment on Congress dissolution.
Gandhi & seven others condemned for two months.\fn{ On a charge of not complying with the order of 28 December 1907 to
leave the Transvaal within 48 hours } A meeting held in London by Lord Ampthill & Bhowanaggree to appeal.to
Imperial Govt. & Lord E. Grey on behalf of Transvaal Indians.\fn{ Lord Ampthill (1869-1935), who had been Governor of
Madras from 1900 to 1906, was at this time a member of the House of Lords and Chairman of the South African British Indian Committee.
Presiding over a public meeting at Caxton Hall in London on 9 January 1908 he said that the Transvaal Immigrants' Registration Act could
have been assented to with the stipulation that registration would be revised, and expressed the hope that Lord Elgin, Secretary of State for
the Colonies, would yet act “for the national honor”. The Act had come into force on 1 January 1908. Sir M. M. Bhownaggree, a member
of the British Committee of the Indian National Congress in London and an M.P., speaking on the occasion also appealed to Lord Elgin to
intervene}

Took Sulemalii Salt in the evening but did not find it so efficacious.
12 January
Did not read any book. Went to Chowk in the morning. Wrote the notation of Chhaya Rag. Letters to uncle
L.D. about Sanskrit school, to uncle H.D. & to Gobind Lal & Bala Datt. Mullick prescribed phos. acid 30. Sir
Denzil Ibbetson\fn{Lieutenant-Governor of the Punjab who had ordered the deportation of Lajpat Rai and several other Indians }
resigned on account of illness. My wisdom tooth is emerging very painfully.
13 January
Cloudy & hazy all day. Attended morning & evening lectures. Read Contract Act in the day & night. On
account of toothache could not listen to it with due attention. Did not go to Chowk on account of toothache.
Transvaal Indians are in great trouble.\fn{ Indians in Johannesburg and Pretoria held public meetings on 10 January 1908, and
resolved to continue their struggle against the Asiatic Registration Act despite inhuman sentences being passed on them }
14 January
This being “uttarayan” & the first day of Magh, we went to the Ganges. I was much exhausted on account of
going & returning afoot. The sky is clear today. Did not go to Chowk. Took khichri\fn{A preparation of rice and pulses }
in the morning. Pain in the tooth, though a bit diminished, still continues. Did not go to Chowk as I was somewhat
tired. Received a card from father showing that he was not quite satisfied with the application draft I wrote to him.
Wrote to uncle not to remove the ladder. Received a bearing letter from uncle Devi Datt. Wrote to him a letter in
reply requesting him to reply to my letters regularly & to send the book of Torts.
15 January
Got up at 7. The day was cold & cloudy. Dull pain in the chest. Toothache was lighter. Read some pages of Jur.
There was a holiday on account of Bakr-Id. An appeal was issued by the Hindus & Mohammedans jointly &
consequently there was no disturbance.\fn{ Thirteen Hindu leaders appealed to Hindus to maintain the centuries-old tradition of
goodwill and friendliness towards Muslims. Similarly five prominent Muslim leaders asked Muslims and Hindus to avoid discord, which
often was fostered by mischievous elements. The appeals were published in the press on 13 January 1908 } The Transvaal Indians are

being prosecuted in groups of five or six each. At Johannesburg they collected £3700 for defense fund. The
Congress split question is still being discussed in Indian papers. Sri Krishna returned. He had an attack of
smallpox. Took a walk with H.G. We were of one opinion that the two families should unite before reform could
be made in villages round Chitai. Received a card from Little.
16 January
Read some pages of Jur. in the morning. The day was cold & cloudy. I felt the same dull pain. Slept at daytime
for about one hour. Saw Mr. Cox in the evening. He told me something about Mr. Nevinson. The latter had a very
high opinion of Lala Lajpat Rai. He also thought highly of Tilak & Gokhale who was his fast friend. He did not
think so highly of S.N. Banerjea. A meeting was held yesterday at College Square to welcome Lala Lajpat. S.N.
Banerjea presided. The guest laid great stress on “unity for had they not to fight against a common enemy?” He
also requested them to help the cause of Gandhi & others. His speech is reported in the Statesman & Bengalee of
the 15th. Directed Dill & Co. to send the automatic timepiece to uncle for a V.P.P. for 23. Wrote a card for home.
Lala Lajpat Rai spoke in a Marwari assembly for famine aid. Rs 5000 was collected & a committee formed.
17 January
Attended college in the morning & evening. Read & finished the first reading of Contract Act in the daytime.
Went to Chowk in the evening. Renewed phos. acid. There was slight pain in the chest. Heard the sad news of the
death of Mathura Datt Tripathy. May God grant peace to his soul. How are our friends being thus separated from
us even at such an early age. He leaves a child widow & a poor family, rendered quite helpless by his death. Sir
Jotindra Mohan Tagore\fn{1831-1908} also died some days ago. But at a mature age & a very rich man. Lala Lajpat
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Rai passed by Allahabad on his way to Calcutta. The Provincial conference will meet at Lucknow on the 29 th Feb.
& 1st & 2nd March. There was a hot discussion in the local senate on advisory councils. Messrs Ward, Pt. Sunder
Lal & others were against class representation. It is reported in the Advocate of the 16th. Trustees of M.A.O.
College wrote a letter of regret at Sir D. Ibbetson’s resignation at such an early time. 116 Retired Indian Transvaal
soldiers wrote an application to Lord Elgin & others asking them to shoot them rather than subject them to such a
humiliating process.\fn{These retired soldiers felt discontented and indignant at the anti-Asiatic legislation of the Transvaal
Government which applied to them also and asked to be shot on the South African soil } The printer & publisher of Yugantar
condemned by Kingsford to two years’ rigorous imprisonment & fine of Rs 1000.\fn{ For publishing allegedly seditious
articles}
18 January
Morning class. Clear in the morning. Walk in the park. Flowers have begun to bloom. The sight in the central
round is really interesting. Verdure, artificial arrangements & flowers of various colors exist side by side. Went to
Dill & Co. but found the shop closed. Saw Larkon ka Khilona, costing -/2/6, published by the Indian Press. It is a
very suitable book for boys. Read the introduction to Lala Lajpat Rai, the Man in his Word. The writer narrates
the birth, growth, goal & methods of the new party.\fn{ The Nationalist Party} He is determined to continue the
political struggle against all odds. No important news.
19 January
Took a morning walk around the Muir Road cemetery. In one sense the Christian custom of burial is
commendable as it reminds the relatives & friends of the departed when they happen to go there. The quotations
from the Bible are also peace giving. The day being clear, I took a bath. Read some pages of Jur, in the morning.
During the day talked with Pt. G. D. Pande. Read Lajpat Rai’s life. How his early youth indicated his future
greatness—Accepted the doctrines of Arya Samaj at an early age—Was instrumental in establishing many
orphanages, industries, D.A.V. colleges & schools. He also conducted many famine & earthquake relief
operations. Joined the Congress in 1888 when he also wrote certain open letters to Sir Syed Ahmad asking the
cause of inconsistency in his professions of the day as compared to his book “causes of revolt”.
Went to Chowk in the evening. Practiced first part of Yavana Kalyan.
20 January
Morning class. A brief sketch of Lajpat Rai’s life. Criminal P[enal] Code in the daytime. Went to Chowk for
writing the latter part of Yavana Kalyan. Contract Act in night. Received a letter & the Law of Torts from D.D.
Dull pain in morning. Winston [Leonard Spencer] Churchill is reported to have said that he cannot interfere with
Botha’s Govt. on behalf of Indians.\fn{ Speaking at a banquet given in his honor by the National Literary Club in London on 19
January 1908, Churchill said that although he yielded to none in admiration and respect for the Indian Empire, he could not dispute the
constitutional right of the Botha Government to make laws or take such steps as they thought necessary for the governance of their people.
It must be remembered that in 1908, the British Empire still occupied about 25% of the world’s surface, and only what was to be the United
States of America had successfully revolted against its domination. Indeed, its history, until the dislocations aforementioned, had been one
of continuous growth; in 1908, this particular form of the Imperial Ideal was at its zenith of territorial aggrandizement:H } He would like

their immigration to Eastern Africa. Alas! for a dependent country. Could any other people be subjected to such a
humiliation with impunity? Pray, what poison imbues these contagious people that at such a high stage of
civilization they must be treated worse than Pariahs. Why should the colonists have free scope in our country not
only to trade but also to rule over us & to kick & spit at us? “Our country”! no, we are not worthy sons & cannot
claim the miserable land of noble virtues as ours. God helps those who help themselves & outsiders cannot be
expected to treat them with consideration who are looked at contemptuously at their home.
21 January
Jur. in morning. C.P.C. in the day. Kesari throws the entire blame of Congress fiasco on the moderates. It is my
belief that both are blamable—the moderates for their high handedness & over-calculation, extremists for their
irreverence for Congress veterans, wild methods & unregulated zeal. Read some of Lala Lajpat Rai’s articles in
the evening. They indicate his active patriotism, his lucid method, his bold faith, his experience, his knowledge.
Though an idealist still he is the most practical patriot. He requests all patriots to be workers & living examples
instead of violent speakers.
Practiced the same song at Chowk. Could not attend the class. Lord Curzon has been elected a peer. Sir D.
Ibbetson will be succeeded by Sir L. Dane. Mr. Karamat Hussain sat on the H[igh]C[ourt] bench today. Indian
employees at the Bombay Ry. Workshop have gone on a strike—about 4000.\fn{ The Indian employees of the G.I.P.
Railway workshop at Bombay went on strike on 18 January 1908, demanding a rise in pay and compensation for the increase in prices of
grains. The strike ended after four days on an assurance from the authorities that their legitimate grievances would be redressed } Bengal
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Chamber of Commerce submits a memorial to the Viceroy asking for a due representation of European merchants
& zamindars in the new scheme. Lala Lajpat Rai delivered a lecture at Cawnpore on Swadeshi. About 6000
people assembled.
22 January
Jur. in the morning. C.P.C. during the day & some writings of Lala Lajpat Rai. As usual they are full of
sincerity & mark him out as an earnest worker. He is not for festivity & pomp but for work, genuine & solid.
Some pages of Mill’s Subjection of Women.\fn{Published in 1869} When the social status of women even in England
is reckoned as subjection, can any adequate word be found in any vocabulary to represent the dumb female
chattels of India. Mill wants equality for all & condemns the legal subjection of one sex to another. He cherishes
high hopes as the present subjection is based not on reason, but on sentiment, nor can it be said to be best for the
occasion as no other method has ever been tested. He ascribes it to the worst part of human nature.
Maharaja of Darbhunga contributes two lakhs & a half for a library in Calcutta University. Mr. Butler left for
Calcutta to take up his august appointment as foreign secretary. The Pabna provincial conference will be held
about the close of Feb. Rabindra Nath Tagore, poet & politician has been elected president. Is it not proper to
hope that Bengal will still pave the way towards liberty? A conservative club in England was quite destroyed &
many members were assaulted by liberals. Meetings to condemn the Transvaal Govt. were held all over—Lahore
& Bombay. Hindus & Mohammedans worked together.\fn{ At public meetings held in Bombay and Lahore on 21 January
1908 Hindus and Muslims expressed indignation at the harsh treatment being meted out to Indians in the Transvaal, and demanded
intervention in the matter by the Government}

A letter from father—Uncle’s daughter was dead. He was still unwell. How he resented those whose behavior
was not consistent with their professions. He has suffered much & he must be right. Father-in-law applied for
pension.
23 January
Jur. for about two hours in morning. C.P.C. during the day. Read nothing at night. Went to Chowk to see Dr.
Mullick. Prem Ballabh told me that some F.A. student required a teacher. I expressed my assent. This
decentralization commission will examine some Congress witnesses. Some misunderstandings have probably
brewed up between them & the Govt. of India. The people of Galicia have started a violent boycott of Prussian
goods.\fn{The people of Galicia, a Polish majority province of Prussia, opposed the policy of “Prussianization” of the provinces. At this
time the Polish Expropriation Bill was being debated in the Prussian Diet, and its second reading had already been adopted by the lower
house} Unofficial Comm[issio]n of Bhupendra Nath Basu\fn{ To inquire into police brutality:H} has returned from

Mymensingh. The Bengalee gives the comments of some English papers on Congress split. On the assurance of
their superintendent Bombay strikers have resumed work.
24 January
Slight feeling of dullness at morning. Morning class. Letter for father. “Politics in the Ramayana” published in
Saraswati by Saligram Dwivedi. “Egypt as I saw it” by P. Lal. The article is instructive & worth reading. Slept
during the day for about one hour. Heard some lines of “Ideals of the East”. The book is very advanced & is a
serious study.\fn{Of the arts of Japan } Went to Chowk but did not learn anything new. Law of Contract at night.
“Yellow God” in Modern Review.\fn{A story about the mad pursuit of gold or wealth, written by Sir Henry Rider Haggard, the
author of King Solomon’s Mines (1885). He had a knack for writing exciting yarns; some of them are still entertaining:H } Received a
card from Bala Datt that he had not been appointed yet. At Johannesburg a meeting was held by the Indians to
continue their resistance. Other residents of Transvaal are holding meetings supporting Govt. In the Kemp case of
Coconada, the Madras Govt. considers that as Capt. Kemp was provoked & the injuries that resulted were slight,
he must not be punished directly.\fn{ Krishna Rao, a student of Madras, was assaulted by Dr. Captain Kemp, the Civil Surgeon of
Kakinada, for which Dr. Kemp was fined only Rs 5. Krishna Rao’s appeal to the Madras High Court was rejected } The administration
suppressing the decisions of the Judges. What could be more partial & dishonest on the part of Govt! Had that
amount of injury been committed not by, but to, Mr. Kemp,\fn{ The text has here … Mr. Kemp by an Indian Govt., etc. This is
obviously a “slip of the pen”:H} an Indian Govt. would have enhanced his punishment to 7 years or more. Still they
boast of their “equality”, “impartiality” & “justice”.
25 January
Morning class. A letter to father-in-law. C.P.C. during the day. Sleep for about one hour. Went to Chowk. Wrote
Bhupali. There was an ordinary meeting in the boarding house. I had intended to speak to them about the
association, but owing to certain reasons kept quiet. It is growing warm now. Maharaja of Darbhunga gave a party
to decentralization commn. which will examine there Bhupendra Nath Basu, Moti Lal Ghose and Ambica Charan
Mazumdar. India Govt. will be examined from 28th April. Mr. Ressels, Transvaal secretary, says that registration
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will be insisted upon. Mr. Krishna Swami, on behalf of Mahajana Sabha, invited Mr. Hooper M.P. to Madras. He
said he would consider every proper scheme forwarded to him concerning Madras.\fn{ A. G. Hooper, b.1857; Liberal
M.P. 1906-10; d.1940. Hooper had come to India to acquaint himself with the political situation in India and had met members of the
Madras Mahajana Sabha in January 1908} Pioneer gives London Times’ leader on Congress. The Governor of Bombay

invited the editors to the laboratory for the manufacture of plague serum. Mr. Tilak thanked him on behalf of the
editors.\fn{After seeing the manufacture of anti-plague serum at the Bombay Bacteriological Laboratory, Tilak, who was the editor of
Kesari, congratulated the Governor of Bombay, George Clarke, on behalf of the press }
26 January
Went for a walk in the morning. Observed the method of preparing pots. There is a circular plate of stone about
4 or 5 inches thick. In the middle a stone pivot passes through it. Part of it is placed in a hole below while on the
other side it is covered with earth & is then turned round & round. The method is ingenious & it will be economic
to introduce it in the hills. The villagers are indeed hard pressed. They live in sheds of mud, 14 occupying one 10'
x 12' x 8' high in the middle. They are earning only As. 6 a day. Some were coming with large baskets of cow
dung [cakes] which they sell at 1 anna per 100. They do not know how injurious it is. Took a bath. Read two
articles by Lajpat (1) Reform or Revival\fn{ Where Rai argued that whereas the reformers invoked the virtues of reason and
western ideas for the reform of Hindu society, the revivalists referred to India’s past and the authority of shastras, and that since both
groups favored reform, there was no need for a conflict or controversy between them } (2) Unity in Hinduism\fn{Where he observed
that the Vedas were the main source of Hindu religious tenets, saying this in reply to those who held that in Hinduism there was hardly
anything substantially common which bound one Hindu to another } Brought another medicine from Mullick. Went over P.

Ganga Datt’s scheme for the formation of a non-political club. The question is of highest importance & I shall
think over it before I commit myself to paper. A meeting was held at Lucknow for famine relief. Sir John Hewett
presiding. Rs 1,40,000 were collected. His Honor contributed 1000 & his family 1000/-. The Nawab of Rampur &
Raja of Benares, 20,000 & 15,000. P. Sunder Lal 2000.\fn{ This was done in order to supplement government efforts for
famine relief in what was then called the United Provinces (essentially Uttar Pradesh):H } Chief Justice of Punjab has, in very
strong terms, criticized Mr. Martineau’s judgment, specially his strictures on police.\fn{ Justice Robertson of the Punjab
High Court considered it unfortunate that many people had been acquitted by the Special Magistrate Martineau in the Rawalpindi riot case.
As for the strictures passed on the police in the judgment, Justice Robertson asked the courts to avoid them in future as the police were not
present before them as accused. The riot in Rawalpindi had taken place on 2 May 1907 } Statements relating to third persons &

not strictly relevant should not find place in judgments. At Transvaal all municipal employees were dismissed
from service & expelled from their houses. One Mr. Lyttleton says that Govt. must explain this rigor.\fn{ In the
Transvaal the Indian municipal employees were being replaced by the whites, and the unregistered Indians occupying municipal houses
were being arrested. Alfred Lyttelton, a British M.P., speaking at Johannesburg, said that a full explanation would be demanded from the
South African Government at the proper time for “the painful and dangerous dilemma in the Transvaal” } In reply to a question in the

Bengal Council, between 16,000/- & 17,000/- were alleged to have been spent by Govt. on the police case against
Indian Daily News. A review on district board work is published in the Pioneer.\fn{In a review of the working of the
District Boards in Bengal during 1906-1907, published in the Calcutta Municipal Gazette of 22 January 1908, it was stated that little
progress had been made in the development of technical or industrial education and that the working of these boards had been generally
unsatisfactory. It was reported that the Government had been considering the question of raising the status of these bodies to improve their
functioning}

27 January
Morning class. Some sections of C.P.C. at noon. Slept for about an hour. Contract in the evening. Slight
dullness in the morning. Hockey tournament began today. Went to Chowk. Sadan Lal’s card. Saw grandfather in
dream. No letter from home. Read civil ideal85 & forcing of free trade on India.86 Both are very interesting &
instructive.\fn{Sister Nivedita in her article “The Civil Ideal”, published in Modern Review, January 1908, emphasized the importance
of civic duty as a test for national responsibility. In an unsigned article “The Forcing of British Free Trade on India” published in Modern
Review, January 1908, it was pointed out that Englishmen advocated free trade in order to increase the sale of their goods in India. Had the
free trade policy been reciprocal British industries would have been crushed by fair competition } Scientific & economic association
of Bengal proposes to send 62 students to Bengal in 08.\fn{ On the recommendation of its Selection Committee, the Bengal
Association for the Advancement of Scientific and Industrial Education selected 50 students for education abroad in 1908 } Received Rs

40 from uncle.
28 January
Jur. in the morning. Read some articles from the weekly edition of Bande Mataram. It is indeed very ably
edited & is a paper worth subscribing. Read two, & copied one chapter of Zoism.\fn{Zoism is a theory about the origin
of life} The book is very excellent. May I learn something substantial from it. Contract at night. A plea for unity by
Mr. Zutshi in Modern Review. The article distinctly indicates the necessity of union. Magnify your points of
agreement & minimize your differences. Wrote Kanhara at Chowk. No letter even today. C.P.C. during day. The
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feeling of dullness still continues in the chest almost every morning. 200 Indians are in jail in Transvaal. They
own property worth £150,000. Hundreds have been dismissed & ejected but they—the heroic souls—are
determined to continue their struggle to the last moment. A question will be put at Viceregal council on Friday
about the steps that India Govt. intends to take. At a meeting at Madras, presided over by P. Anand Charlu, general
boycott of colonists by Indians was passed. The Sikh Raja of Kapurthala married a Spanish girl according to
“orthodox Sikh fashion”. Leakut Hussain punished with imprisonment for three years & Abdur Gafur for one year
& half at Barisal.\fn{Leakut Hussain and Dr. Abdur Gafur, prominent Muslims of Barisal, were convicted and imprisoned on 27
January 1908 for the offence of distributing what was considered by the Government incriminating leaflets and for creating a state of unrest
in the district of Barisal} Another raid in the Sandhya office.\fn{The Sandhya office was raided by the police on 27 January 1908
and the printer and publisher was prosecuted for publishing articles considered by the Government as seditious } Lajpat Rai’s famine

appeal published in all papers.
29 January
Jur.—morning. Copied two chaps. of Zoism. Some pages of C.P.C. At Chowk I tuned the latter part of
Kanhara. Read nothing at night as I was feeling some headache. .
Heart is not quite free. No letter from home. I am growing impatient & anxious.
A meeting will be held tomorrow in Bombay to express sympathy with, & appeal to the Govt. for the equal
treatment of Transvaal Indians. The Aga Khan will preside. Almost all knights, Hindu, Mohammedan &
European, will join the meeting.\fn{Presiding over a public meeting at Bombay on 30 January 1908, which had been convened by
the Sheriff of Bombay, the Aga Khan appealed to the British Government to take effective measures to redress the grievances of Indians in
the Transvaal}

30 January
Jur. for two hours at morning. Last issue of Kesari, it gives quotations from veteran politician lawyers as to
how it is proper to move adjournments & to appeal to the house when the president is arbitrary. C.P.C. copied
some pages of Zoism. Contract at night. A card from father. He has, after all, written for a cook & all are quite
well at Almorah. Meeting in Bombay about Transvaal Indians. Sir Mehta delivered a bold speech.\fn{ In his
concluding remarks at the above public meeting Pherozeshah, Mehta observed that the Transvaal Indians were not fighting the battle of the
East against the West but they were fighting for the cause of peace, harmony and progress } He said that the white races had never

hesitated to enter the colored peoples’ countries. A time will come when the policy of retaliation will be followed
& white people will be similarly excluded. The King opened the parliament on the 29 th.\fn{Referring to the famine in
India King Edward VII, the eldest son of Queen Victoria, in his opening address to the Parliament on 29 January 1908, praised the people
and officials of India for facing scarcity conditions with courage and hope } The blue book published in England about

Transvaal Indians shows that the Indian Govt. was strongly against the bill. Only reference in King’s speech about
India was that concerning famine.\fn{ The blue book contained letters from eminent Englishmen, such as Lord Elgin, Lord
Selbourne, Lord Morley and Lord E. Grey, who were sympathetic to the Transvaal Indians } The editor & manager of Navasakti
have been prosecuted.\fn{Again, for publishing allegedly seditions articles } Lord Curzon formally elected. Report on
Madras education has been published. The number of students has risen above one million. Gross expense on
education per head is 4 a[nna]s & that from public revenue a[nna]s 13/4. Girls are about 1,64,000. There has
been progress on all sides. A like rule concerning strictures on police to that of Punjab has been accepted by
Calcutta High Court.\fn{The Calcutta High Court issued instructions to all courts not to pass comments on the police in their
judgments. For this the Lieutenant Governor of Bengal, Sir Andrew Fraser, was criticized in the press } At Concan forest rules were
very strict, people there have ceased to help & to give provisions to forest officers. Load at my heart is very acute.
31 January
Morning class. Took a round about the park. Spring has set in. Flowers have begun to bloom in their grandeur.
It is indeed beautiful. Talked with Shri all the day long about the relations of soul, body & earth. His ideas are
clear & philosophy is not a vain study. Went to Chowk & wrote the first part of Desh. The Transvaal Registration
Act has changed “Signature” for “Thumbmark”.\fn{ According to the settlement arrived at between the Transvaal Indians and
the Government on 30 January it was decided that the signatures of educated Indians and those possessing property would be accepted
instead of fingerprints} Persevering & united agitation of all Indians together with the tortuous resistance of the

Indians there have led to this result. The moral is—(1) be united (2) be bold & sacrificing (3) stick to the
procedure you have once adopted. Lord Curzon formally elected. Read no book. It rained at night.
January has come & gone. Is it not pertinent to ask one—what advancement did you make through the month?
How much time you utilized? Have you improved your habit or added to your knowledge or health? Are you
more moral & pious? Are you better informed? & so on.
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For February (1) I cease to smoke from today. (2) I shall finish the following books: (a) Jur. (b) C.P.C. (c)
Contract Act. (3) I shall learn at least fifteen new sargams.\fn{Syllabic forms of musical composition} (4) I shall read
three or two books that are not in our course. The following are suggested: (a) Mill’s Subjection (b) Rise &
Growth of Nations (c) Macaulay’s Schoolboy. (5) Some more time should be devoted towards meditation. (a)
Moral duties (b) Relation between my soul & body. (6) Some time should also be directed towards the reading of
patriotic books & writing of one article in Hindi on Sagar\fn{Apparently an article on the Gangasagar Fair, which is held
every year on Sagar Island} & thinking over the needs of the country. (7) Morals to be practiced—(a) Gentleness (b)
Truth. (c) Writing of affectionate letters to a— (8) My health must improve.\fn{ I have substituted letters for the numbers
of the diary where appropriate:H}
1 February
Morning class. Thelma.\fn{A novel by Marie Corelli (1855-1924); her novels dealt with psychic experiences and ecstatic
visions} Some sections of C.P.C. Slept for about an hour. Thelma again. Final heat of hockey tournament between
the Dogras & Middlesex. It was an intensely contested game, stretched to about two hours. Dogra beat Middlesex
by one goal. At about 8:30 P.M. went to the Ganges where we distributed fuel, about 100 maunds of wood,
amongst the pilgrims. It was cloudy & raining. It was very cold. What for their forbearance & devotion, hundreds
of those poor, famished people were lying flat, uncovered & unprotected from dew, rain or cloud. Is it not vital
love? Is it not genuine devotion? Their energies are to be diverted also to the present world. Their patience would
easily astound many.
Debate in the House of Commons. After some addresses followed Dr. Rutherford’s address with amendment.
He said that the reforms of Indian Govt. were quite inadequate. Either quick reform or revolution. Let there be an
imperial duma & provincial dumas. He was supported by Cotton, O’Grady, Smeaton & others. Mr. Morley
slighted the idea of introducing dumas. The reforms of Indian Govt. were undergoing scrutiny & criticism. The
separation of executive & [judiciary] was engaging his attention. He would always be sympathetic & helpful to
Indians. It is probable that a parliamentary committee may be formed to consider Indian problems.
Mr. Gandhi & others have been released.\fn{ On 30 January 1908 Gandhi was set free at Pretoria after an agreement was
reached between him and General Smuts (Colonial Secretary, 1907-1910), according to which the Indians in the Transvaal were to undergo
voluntary registration. Gandhi had been sentenced to two months’ imprisonment on 10 January. Soon after his release other Indians were
also set free} The pain continues. Still I smoked twice.

2 February
Read Thelma for half an hour & again during the day. The Sanatana Dharma Mahasabha began yesterday.
Some good speakers have come. Maghi Amavasya, the most crowded festival at Triveni, fell on this date. I could
not attend as it was cold & cloudy all day long. Went to Chowk but learnt nothing as Satyanand & Pantji had gone
to the Sabha. Went to Y.M.C.A. to listen to Mr. Furquhar’s lecture, but as he had not come, I came back.
Madusudhan came here from Benares. I gave him As./8/- as I had no more.
Saw Babu Ramananda Chatterjee, conferred with him for more than an hour. It was with great difficulty that I
could extract from him his opinion about the Congress split. He held a very high opinion of Mr. Gokhale. Mr.
Tilak, he said, is diplomatic & slippery. Sir Mehta had marvelous intelligence & statesmanship but he was not
self-sacrificing. Mr. Chintamani has moderate views but he knows both the strong & weak points of Sir Mehta.
He was for manliness, unity, self- reliance &c., but he strongly deprecated rowdyism; Mr. Gokhale was trying his
best for unity but there were some obstinate people in Madras & Maharashtra. Sir Mehta had not a strong hold on
Gokhale. In brief he seemed to attribute the split to extremists. The urgent need was of village primary education
& good national, cheap literature. Let every one take a vow to help education to his best.
In continuation of yesterday’s report Mr. Morley said that he as well as Lord Minto would be willing to appoint
an Indian member in the Viceroy’s executive council & to apply such democratic principles to India. The Pioneer
is angry with him. It contains a leader on moderates & extremists & cries down both moderates & extremists. It
attaches no importance to the Congress & says that moderates are extremists who have the virtue of ambiguous
language while extremists are moderates who have the courage of their convictions. He would condemn the
Congress fold altogether.
In the evening at about 8:30, when I returned from my supper Heera showed me the telegram from uncle D.O.
about the birth of a son to me on the previous day, the first Feb. The feelings that then vibrated my soul are
inexpressible. Then Heera & others came to our hovel here. I took their leave for half an hour.
At first I took a meditative stroll, then I spoke fervent prayers before Him who was pleased to impose upon me
such a terrible responsibility. I prayed to Him to confer on me such qualities as are essential for a father & to
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make him—my unnamed baby—strong & healthy, beautiful, intelligent, conscientious & moral, discriminating &
learned, noble, pious & religious, patriotic & loving.
I sometimes believe that such fervent & earnest prayers do touch Him. Oh Almighty! prove me worthy of Thy
trust & equal to the task that has been entrusted to me.
When I came back, I was closely embraced by A.D. Bhairabda had prepared the pithava & Gobind brought
sweets & betel. Prem Ballabh & others played some music & after that we parted at 11:30.
3 February
Morning class. Read Thelma. Brought aconite from Mullick. One card from Ramji who was at Nainital with
uncle L.D. A letter from father-in-law. Went to Tribeni to attend the Mahasabha. Heard the lecture of P. Jwala
Prasad of Muradabad & some others. Also attended the Arya Samaj conference. Slight headache in the afternoon.
4 February
Jur. in the morning. C.P.C. at noon. Contract in the evening. Thelma at intervals. It was cloudy & hazy all the
day long. Health as usual. I was somewhat abashed & did not go to Chowk. Assassination of the King & Crown
Prince in Portugal.\fn{On 2 February 1908 the King and the Crown Prince of Portugal. while driving in an open carriage, were shot
dead. A number of Republicans suspected to be implicated in the plot were arrested. Prince Manuel, a minor, acceded to the throne, his
mother, Queen Amelia acting as the Regent } Mr. M.S. Das, who himself is a Christian, presided in a meeting of the

Christians. He said that they also should be represented in the new councils as they were 40 lacs. Did not receive
Kesari. Still thoughts of various kinds haunt me.
5 February
Jur. in the morning. C.P.C. during the day. Thelma for one hour. In the evening took a cheering walk with
Gobind. I felt much relieved when I returned. He intends to offer a present to my wife on her maternity. Received
letters from father & father-in-law about the birth of the babe. Father had again an attack from colic. There will be
mourning in the Govt. house Calcutta for 3 weeks owing to the murder of Portuguese King. Manjar Ali rusticated
for six months for writing an essay which he alleges to be non-political. Afridi raid at Peshawar. Mr. Birrell &
others are against applying coercion in Ireland. It was drizzling early in the morning & the sky was overshadowed
with clouds all the day long. Went to Dill & Co. & was surprised to learn that uncle had refused the timepiece &
also stated that he had never ordered the timepiece nor directed anyone.
6 February
It is Basant Panchami today. An indication of the spring. It is a precursor of the coming fine season. Cloudy in
the morning. It looks solemn & somber. This is a gay & fine festival, besides it is the sixth day from my child’s
birth. The sky cleared at noon. Saw Mr. Cox with Ghanshiam Singh. We had a talk about the water mills for
grinding flour. The Pioneer gives an account of the debate about Transvaal Indians in the House of Lords. Lord
Curzon figures prominent.\fn{Speaking in the House of Lords, Lord Curzon congratulated the Transvaal Government on effecting a
compromise with the Indians and denounced any “depreciation of the claim of Indians to the full rights of British citizenship” }
We made merry all the day long. Feast was exacted from me. Arrangements were made by Heera & others.
Invitations were issued in the name of Shri Krishna. As Shri Krishna & Gangadhar & others had to appear on the
stage at Panditji’s they took their dinner late. Attended the Sanskrit drama at P. Ganga Nath’s. After returning
Prem Ballabh played some tunes & we went to bed at 12.
They must have enjoyed the day freely at Almorah. The coincidence with Basant is auspicious. Shri Krishnaji
inquired from me the hour of the babe’s birth. Then he discussed with P. Balkrishna Bhatt about the boy’s
astrological plane. The general tenor was that it was hopeful & the stars were appropriately seated. A card from
uncle.
7 February
Cloudy again. Read Thelma only in the morning. C.P.C. during the day. The Arya Samaj orphanage of Agra
entertained the students with their sweet & patriotic melody. Arya Samaj is beaming with vitality & vigor. It is a
living force & is doing much practical work. I could spare only As./8/- for them.
Lord Curzon’s debate on the Anglo-Russian convention in the House of Lords. He strongly disapproves of it.
The Advocate gives the views of Raja Rampal Singh & Rai Nihal Chand on the reforms scheme. The views of
both tally with the Congress school. Malaviyaji will preside over the deliberations of Lucknow conference.
Messrs Chitnavis, Mudholkar, Dr. Pandit & some other persons were examined before the Decentralization
Commn. A committee [meeting] was held after an interval of two months to decide the results of the previous
exam.
8 February
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Morning class. Notes were not dictated as the previous results were notified. 42 out of 146 passed from the
Univ. 26 out of 76 from our College. Krishna Nand only passes among the hill students. Chatura fails in all
subjects, Mathura Datt in aggregate only & Shri & H.D. in 4 subjects.
Slept at noon for about one hour. Thelma in the evening. Went to Shiva Prasad, nephew of B. Moti Chand of
Benares, & settled 7:30 P.M. as the usual time for teaching him at Rs 20 per month for one hour & a half daily.
Read Thelma for about one hour & Utopia in Modern Review. Wrote letters to father, father-in-law & Chani & a
card to uncle.
Pioneer sneers at Lord Curzon for his debate on Anglo-Russian Convention. The plans of secondary education
submitted to the Viceroy by H.H.—(l) Schools should be managed by Govt. & not by district boards. (2) There
should be at least one Govt. high school in every district. (3) Teachers should be of better quality & duly trained.
(4) Their monthly salary must range between 40 & 500. (5) Hostel accommodation should be provided for all
those who do not live with their parents or guardians.
Shri was somewhat depressed. I wrote a “bond” that he would certainly pass the M.A. Exam.
9 February
The season has somewhat turned up. The nights are cold & it is windy & unsettled all the day long. The spring
is manifesting itself in gorgeous colors. Went to the park in the morning. The central plot was variegated with
flowers. The various arrangements—circular, triangular &c—are very charming. The flowers there are not sweet
smelling but they are beautiful.
Read some pages of Jur. there. Some pages of Thelma in noon. Went to Chowk but as Pantji was indisposed &
Satyanand had been invited to the Bengali Sammelan, I could not learn music. Bhairab Dattji was at home.
Attended for about one hour the Bhishma anniversary at Malaviyaji’s as it was the Bhismastami day. Wish that
such meetings in the respectful memory of the Pitamaha were held all over.
Went to Shiva Rrasad’s. Read Contract for about one hour. The Pioneer contains an article on the art of abuse
—thus lavishing the vilest remarks on Indian journals. Probably some quotations are also from Modern Review.
All the papers European & Indian, Bengal police & even the Lieutenant Governor are heaping their lavish
praise on the Ardhodaya Yog volunteers. Mr. A. C. Chatterjee has accepted the presidentship of the Industrial
Conference at Locknow.
10 February
Morning class. Slept in the day for about one hour. Head becomes light but heart heavy after sleep during the
day, C.P.C.—40 sections.
A letter from uncle. They did perform the Shasti Utsava\fn{A ceremony performed on the sixth day of the birth of a child}
of my little urchin. He intends to build a new house at Nainital near Seven Oaks & to invest about Rs 11,000 on it
expecting about Rs 1,000/- or Rs 1,200/- annually.
Exports of England amount to 64 crores sterling & of India to 10 crores for 1907. How deplorable is our
industrial situation & consequently our pecuniary or material also! Took a light walk about the park. Went to Shiv
a Prasad. Wrote one letter to uncle Debi Datt.
11 February
Holiday on account of Muhurrum. To park in the morning. It was indeed pleasant & fresh. Read some pages of
Jur. Sun’s rays are warming gradually. Wrote a letter to uncle & one to mother. Slept during the day for about one
hour. Did not read any book.
Went to Chowk. Probodh Babu was training them, so I found no occasion to learn. Read Lajpat Rai’s essay on
education. It is replete with facts & figures & clearly shows our poverty & ignorance. Gayatri Debi delivered a
lecture in the Kayastha Pathshala. Some correspondent had written highly about her in the Pioneer. Mr. Gandhi &
some others were waylaid by some Indians while going to the registration office.\fn{ On 10 February 1908, while going
to the Registration Office at Johannesburg for voluntary registration as agreed upon between the Indians and the Transvaal Government,
Gandhi and one of his colleagues were waylaid by some Indians and severely belabored } In the House of Lords, Lord Curzon

continued his debate on Anglo-Russian Convention. Decen. Com. examined some officials at Benares. The
Calcutta Univ. will confer degrees on many officers & some non-officials at the occasion of its Jubilee.\fn{ Its 50th
anniversary}
12 February
Holiday owing to Muhurrum. Jur. in the morning. Did not read any book during the day or night. Did not learn
anything new at Chowk. Heard some shlokas from the Mahabharata prescribed for the F.A. They are worth
studying & fully represent the ancient Hindu administration & their ideal of sovereignty.
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Shiva Prasad had arranged for a feast. I also joined it. On returning, we went to Katra but as it had become late
we accompanied P. Ganga Datt Pande to his house, whence we returned at about 12.
Editor of the Sandhya on being prosecuted said that he would not produce any evidence for his defense.
An Englishman who had killed a coolie in Calcutta was fined Rs 50 only for assault.
A law has been passed in England about children. It prohibits smoking till the age of 16 & authorizes police to
arrest delinquents.
In Transvaal some Muhummedans & Panjabees are still unregistered.
The dec. commn. at Lucknow examined the Chief Secretary. Pabna Conference must have met today.
13 February
Holiday on account of Muhurrum. This being the Sankranti day or first of Falgun we went to the Ganges. We
returned afoot. C.P.C. during the day. Also slept for some time. Went to Chowkbut as I had become late, I could
not learn anything new. Returned from Shiva Prasad’s at about 9.30. As I was sleeping I could not listen to
Hargobind while he was reading Contract.
Letter from father & uncle. He is very impatient about the harmonium & has fixed upon the first as the last day
for its arrival. Besides the Govt. officials, some four Hindus—Indra Narayan Singh, Raja Ram Pal Singh, Rai
Sheopuri Bahadur, were examined before the Commn.\fn{ Rampal Singh said among other things that the distance between the
officials and the people was due to aloofness on the part of the officials. He also advocated non-official representation in district boards.
Rai Bahadur Shivapuri in his evidence corroborated the want of sympathy between the officials and the people and suggested that
panchayats should be created. He also considered the existing number of primary schools quite insufficient }

14 February
Morning class. Read some pages of Thelma. C.P.C. during the day. Thelma again. Some pages of Contract at
night. Went to Chowk. Did not learn anything new. Paid the harmonium maker Rs 30—10 being in advance for
my harmonium. Letter from Mukandi covering some twenty pages.
Zeka Khel expedition has started.\fn{Army was sent from Peshawar to punish Zakka Khels, a turbulent tribe, who, according to
Lord Morley, had led eleven raids on the Peshawar border resulting in killings and plunder during the past few months } There was a
melee between the Shias & Sunnis at Bombay.\fn{ Shias and Sunnis were involved in a riot in Bombay on the occasion of the
Muharram} The Police had to fire at the mob. Five men were killed.
Two Europeans allege that they were beaten somewhere near Calcutta. Rai Sunder Lal, P. Malaviya, B. Ganga
Prasad, B. Gokaran Nath Misra & one more gentleman were examined by the Dec. Com.\fn{ Sunderlal, while giving
evidence before the Decentralization Commission, stressed the need for non-official chairmen of district boards and an Executive Council
in the United Provinces. Madan Mohan Malaviya in his evidence deplored discouragement of private schools and advocated village
administration by panchayats without official interference and giving powers of taxation to municipalities }

Dr. Rutherford is against the Zeka Khel expedition. We had no evening class as the first & second years have
been separated.
15 February
Morning class. Thelma. Passed the day in interesting talk. Went to Shiva Prasad in the afternoon. In the
evening to Chowk. I had to give Rs 10 to Bhairab. Indeed, it was a fine, pure & simple. But I had no other course.
I care a fig for money especially where my honesty is questioned. I am sure that I had passed over his money
through either Gobind or some other person. It is a relief to me. It has not cost me much but has given him much
satisfaction. A card from father-in-law.
We heard the Navrang in the evening in the boarding. The performer was a dark man, resident of Baroda &
getting Rs 40 p.m. from the Gaekwar.\fn{ Sayaji Rao III (1863-1939), the Gaekwar of Baroda, was a benevolent and forwardlooking ruler of Baroda State from 1881 till his death } It was indeed a strange performance. He would shut up his mouth
altogether & then sing with the help of a sankh.fn{A conch-shell} Thus he could sing in one breath for 10 minutes.
He also produced various sounds. He had two tubes which he applied to his neck or cheeks when singing with his
closed mouth.
16 February
Went to the Ganges. Thelma. Did not read any book during the day. At Chowk, I tried to harmonize my voice
only. Talked with P. Ganga Datt at night. A letter from uncle.
The harmonium is not yet quite ready. The last octave is yet defective.
The speeches of Mr. Choudhri & Tagore. They are very useful. Both of them contain a vigorous plea for
unity.\fn{A. Choudhri in his speech exhorted the people to “support national institutions of every kind” and also strengthen the Swadeshi
movement. Rabindranath Tagore observed that dissensions in the Congress indicated vigor and not weakness in the political life. All
dissensions, he said, should be tempered by discipline. He advised the youth to go to villages and organize the people }
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The resolution[s] adopted in the Pabna are of a practical character. Mr. Keir Hardie did not receive a hearing in
Natal.\fn{A labor meeting held in the Durban Town Hall broke up in confusion, and Keir Hardie could not deliver his speech, the reason
being that the people were greatly agitated at the dispatch of a military expedition to the Zululand by the National Government and the
arrest of Dinizulu, the leader of the Zulus}

In Germany the Emperor has ordered that every soldier should know music.
17 February
Went to the Ganges early in the morning at 5.30. It was a light & refreshing bath. The season is swiftly
warming. It was not so perceptibly cold in the morning.
Morning class. Slept during the day. Walk to Chowk was a bit exhausting as it was hot. Prepared the first part
of Bhairav Dhrupad. Read first chapter of Evidence. Finished Thelma. Some pages of Liberty in Hindi. Mill's life
is prodigious.
A letter from Chani. It was affectionate, yielding & obedient.
Malaviyaji has considered only imperial questions. He wants a governor with council for U.P. The Provincial
Govt. should be financially free from the Indian Govt. Pandit Sunder Lal’s evidence was of an independent
nature, not much expected from him. Babu Ganga Prasad has dealt with minor questions. Raja Tasadduq Rasul
Khan’s evidence was also good.
Raja Fateh Singh of Puanyan has criticized Jyotish Chamatkar in a long letter to Abhyudaya\fn{He expressed his
faith in astrology and criticized the book Jyotish Chamatkar which held astrology as a fraud. Its author, a Deputy Collector, issued a
rejoinder reiterating his opinion about astrology}

Cards to father & Har Lal. At Barisal a boy of 13 was arrested as printer of some paper & his house surrounded
by 25 policemen. Pt. Mohan Lal has commenced Evidence Act from today.
18 February
Some pages of Jur. in the morning. Read Rabindra Nath Tagore’s speech. It is a marvelous production. Slept
for about one hour. Few sections of Evidence Act. Did not go to Chowk. As Maharaj had gone to Vindyabasini,
\fn{A temple of the Goddess Vindhyabasini, a few kilometers from Allahabad} we had no cooked meal in the evening.
Letter to G. Modern Review. Our Industrial situation & its remedies. The article is thoughtful & gives practical
hints.
Was a bit feverish & suffering from headache.
Keir Hardie pelted & troubled by a mob at Natal.
House of Commons discussed the Anglo-Russian Convention.
Mr. Gupta in reply to an address offered by the Indian Club at Calcutta said that he would work in the India
Council as a loyal servant of the Govt., but would always keep at heart the interests of his country &
countryrnen. \fn{In his speech at a reception hosted by the Calcutta Club on the eve of his departure for England to take up his seat on
the India Council, K.G. Gupta had said that he loved his country but remained a loyal servant of the British Government. His statement was
criticized by several newspapers including The Bengalee} The Viceroy will probably visit Aligarh in April. Mr. Saunders,

the Commr. of Lucknow, proved a helpful & liberal witness before the commn. Pantji says that from a sum of
500/- the minimum profit in working looms will be 60/-p.m.
19 February
Contract in the morning. Cards to uncle & Deoki Nandan. Har Govind prepared rice. Kesari divides the
educated Indians into four political classes & rulers into three. Slept for some time. C.P.C.—some sections.
Evidence
Act. Went to Chowk. I find that I am not quite capable to learn songs. Heera prepared rice in the evening. Did
not go to Shiva Prasad.
Kesari records a wonderful incident. In a village named Manikpur, district Faridpur, there is a temple of Kali—
the solid earthen image being 12 ft high. In front of the temple Matri Pooja drama was being performed. The
image shrieked loudly & its sword was found revolving quickly.
Mr. Keir Hardie was maltreated at Johannesburg in the same way.
The Pioneer gives a leader on Dr. Rutherford’s amendment. It compliments Mr. Morley’s speech very highly
& equally deprecates & abuses Messrs O’Grady, Rutherford & others. In reply to the welcome of Refah-i-am at
Lucknow Mr. R.C. Dutt remarked that India had never seen better & more sympathetic Governors than Lord
Minto & Mr. Morley. They knew the value of gradually yielding concessions. Much depends on ourselves & little
on Govt.
Was a bit unwell during day.
653

The dec. com. examined at Agra. Rai Nihal Chand Bahadur & Nawab Vikarul Mulk & other Mohammedans.
They have finished their tour in these provinces—& after a short trip thro’ Rajputana will assemble in Bombay by
the 4th March.
20 February
Jur. & a few sections of C.P.C. Krishna Kumari a novel in Hindi translated from M. Madhusudan Datt.\fn{ I.e.,
adapted from the Bengali drama entitled Krishnakumari Natak, the first historical romantic tragedy in Bengali literature (1861):H } Slept
for about an hour. C.P.C. Went to Chowk. Cards to uncle & D.N. Krishna Kumari at night.
The editors of Nava Shakti & Sandhya have been awarded punishment for 6 months & 2 years with fine Rs
1000/-.
The rumor about the separation of the Calcutta High Court is unfounded. A bottle of sulfuric acid was hurled
on an Indian magistrate at Howrah, who is badly injured. A meeting was held at Malaviyaji’s for the election of
delegates to Provincial Conference. The editor of Swaraj put himself in an awkward position. The vice of
imitation is on these people. Mr. Morley’s speech—as it appears from Bengalee’s comments—is equally cutting &
disappointing.
21 February
Contract Act. Morning class. Finished Krishna Kumari. Slept for one hour. Wrote a letter to Mukandi & one to
Chani. Read shipping & maritime trade in the Modem Review.\fn{A reference to “Our Shipping and Ship-building” by G. V.
Joshi, published in Modern Review for February 1908} Mr. Joshi has a vast knowledge of statistics & his article is
marvelous. Went to Chowk.
Three persons appeared before Kingsford offering themselves as the printer & publisher of Nava Shakti. The
Pioneer contains another insulting comment in the course of which it remarks that the Congress people are known
to none & wield no influence. One speaker in Parliament said that the price of peerage in Mr. Balfour’s time was
£150,000.\fn{This from Hart Davis and several other speakers in the House of Commons, who criticized Lord Curzon’s election as an
Irish peer}
After attending the Vaisya Conference at Meerut,\fn{ Where he exhorted the people to make sacrifices for the service of the
country} Lala Lajpat Rai has reached Agra. He received a grand ovation. All college students, although the Risley
Circular had been read to them in the morning, went to receive him.\fn{ On 19 February 1908 a large number of students of
Agra went to receive Lajpat Rai at the railway station in spite of the fact that the circular issued in 1902 by the then Home Secretary to the
Government of India, Sir Robert Hope Risley, prohibiting students from attending public meetings, had been read out to them in one of the
colleges} At Meerut he collected Rs 5,000.

Received letters from uncle D.O. & father.
22 February
Jur. Morning class. Read some pages of Swadhinta. Slept during the day. C.P.C. for about two hours. Met Sati
Babu in the way; so did not go to Chowk. Read Adarsha Balika. Her sacrifice is indeed noble. Letter from sister.
She has been unwell all the time. Uncle H.D. has been married. Uncle L.D. is expected .to attend the Lucknow P.
Conference. Indian Parliamentary Com. resolved to memorialize Mr. Morley for appointing a committee for
India.\fn{At a meeting of the Indian Parliamentary Committee held on 21 February 1908 in London it was resolved to memorialize Lord
Morley urging him to appoint a Parliamentary Committee to enquire into the working of and recommend reforms of the Indian
Government} Lala Lajpat Rai delivered a speech at Agra. “Money poured on him from all sides.”\fn{ Speaking at a
public meeting at Agra on 22 February 1908, Lajpat Rai appealed to the educated class to organize famine relief and maintain contact with
the masses}

The judges have delivered their judgment in the All-India Loom Exh[ibitio]n. The Churchill loom of Madras—
between 100 & 150—has been found best for factories; & the Gaikwar poor men’s loom costing Rs 40 for cottage
industry.\fn{A loom named the “Churchill New Loom”, exhibited at the handloom exhibition at Surat, designed by one Mr. Churchill of
Ahmadnagar, was awarded a prize for the best loom for factories. It was worked by foot and the weaver’s seat was like a bicycle seat.
Another loom, called the “Sayaji Poor Man’s Loom”, designed by the Sayaji Loom Works of Baroda, was awarded a prize for the best loom
suited for the cottage industry}

23 February
Jur. in the morning. Bathed with soap. Saw Mr. Cox. Went to Shiva Prasad. Dr. Satish has gone to Calcutta.
Heard some tunes at Chowk. Maya Shankar’s voice is sweet but he is not trained. He is conceited & shows off
his defects unhesitatingly. Heard the gramophone.
Brought Hering’s Domestic Physician from Satyanand. Returned at 8 from Chowk.
Heera is unwell. His exam. is drawing near.
The article “Swadeshi in Education” is from Mr. Cox’s pen. The other article about Indian students, as Mr. Cox
says, may be from Browning’s pen. Sir D. Ibbetson is dead.
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24 February
Morning class. New routine comes into force from today. We will have to attend only five lectures in a week.
Read some pages of Domestic Physician.
Went to the High Court as it had been announced that original criminal cases were to begin today. Those cases
have been postponed for a fortnight. Mr. Bannerjee locked at home. Slept for some time. C.P.C. for one hour.
Received uncle’s telegram of the 21 st for the harmonium. Wrote to the telegraph master to explain the delay.
Went to Chowk & asked Satyanand to send the harmonium to the maker so that the few defects may be removed
& it be packed soon.
Shiva Prasad was absent from his house. Read the essay on pan-Islamism in the Modern Review. Head was
heavy.
25 February
Jur. in the morning. Went to Chowk for sending the harmonium. Some time was spent in repairing the few
defects that had been left. Uncle is very anxious otherwise I would like to keep it here for about a fortnight to get
it minutely tried & corrected. At 5:30, I went from his shop to Sati’s from where I wrote one letter to uncle &
another to father. The telegraph master begged apology for his mistake in writing 21 in place of 24.
Read Adarsha Balika in the evening. It is an interesting & instructive pamphlet.
Mr. Morley has appointed a forestry committee for appointing forest officers for India.\fn{ All the members of the
committee were Englishmen} As an experimental measure the judicial & executive operations will be administered by
different officers in Assam.\fn{ In a few select districts in Bengal and Assam, separation of Executive and Judiciary was proposed to
be introduced as an experiment after obtaining the approval of the Secretary of State }
A suit has been decided in England in 444 years. The value of the property in dispute is £500 & cost incurred
£30,000. The papers of this suit are 10 tons in weight.
At Budapest the hundredth anniversary of a marriage was celebrated. The wife being 116 & husband 120 years
of age. Both are sound but blind. Their descendants number more than 700.
Suffering from headache in the evening. Lost a rupee. Probably it was stolen by our servant.
26 February
Jur. in the morning. Greece ki Swadhinta,\fn{Independence of Greece} translated into Hindi from an essay
published in Kal is very bold. It shows how Greece acquired freedom in 1825 from the despotism of Turkey. The
writer has very cleverly compared the condition of India with Greece & then left the reader to draw his own
inferences.
Went to Chowk at about 11. Remained there till 4 o’clock. Delivered the harmonium in the r[ailwa]y station.
Railway freight amounted to 2/12 for one maund. Read My Master by Swami Vivekananda, being the life of Shri
Ram Krishna Paramhansa. It is a wonderful book. While reading it I felt as though my dormant energy was being
aroused. It is inspiring & touches the divine element in man. The duty of reformers is very clearly expressed.
Headache again. Mr. Gokhale will go to England as a guest of Indian Congress Com. on 25 th April.
Justice Asutosh Mukerjee, an orthodox Brahmin, married [off] his widowed daughter of 25 years.\fn{ On 14
February 1908 Justice Asutosh Mukherjee performed the marriage of his widowed daughter with a young undergraduate of the Calcutta
University belonging to an orthodox Hindu family according to the Vedic rites, for which he was showered with praise by various social,
religious and political organizations } There was some discussion on a suit filed by the former relatives of the girl.

The Zeka Khel expedition continues.
The Pioneer criticizes Lord Curzon’s speech about Transvaal Indians in the Parliament at some length.
27 February
Jur. in the morning. Again repeated My Master of Swami Vivekanand. A letter to uncle H.D. with the railway
receipt. Slept in the daytime. C.P.C. for about two hours.
Went to Chowk. They have not yet brought the harmonium.
The list of subjects that will be taken up by the Lucknow provincial conference has been published.\fn{ Referring
to the Second United Provinces Political Conference } A prominent place is given to the reforms scheme. Delegates have
been elected at Almorah.
Maharaja of Jaipur will be awarded the title of L.L.D.\fn{ In absesntia} by the Edinburgh University.
28 February
Bhagavada Gita Jur. Deorani Jethani.\fn{Sarat Chandra Chatterjee’s novel translated into Hindi } Full text of Mr.
Morley’s speech. Deorani Jethani. C.P.C.
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Went to Chowk but as the harmonium was not there after reading some pages of Digby’s Prosperous India I
came back.\fn{William Digby, in his book ‘Prosperous’ British India (London, 1901), quoting facts and figures indicted British rule in
India for the alarming impoverishment of the people and the country }
Mr. Morley’s speech is simply a reiteration of what he said before. His taunts on Dr. Rutherford are many &
various. He considers India quite unadapted to representative govt. He would rather twenty times multiply states
like Haroda than appoint parliamentary govt. The theory of settled fact, he said, is a rational basis of govt. I would
rather cut down my right hand than commence with first principles in every case. He is sincere, for is he led by
mean motives but he has been captured by the bureaucratic rogues. Underlying his speech at certain points were
the sparks of his genuine sympathy & goodwill. There were three important points in his speech (1) The
appointment of an Indian to the Viceroy’s executive council (2) Parliamentary committee for Indian affairs (3)
Separation of judicial & executive. The efforts of our parliamentary friends will be directed in this direction.
There will be no occasion for discussing Indian matters till the budget time. Our friends are true & faithful & it is
foolish to doubt their motives. Mr. Morley though assuring that the reform scheme was but tentative also hinted
that drastic changes would not be made. Deportations, he attributed to the dastardly attempts to mislead the Indian
army.
Probably Lajpat Rai will accompany Gokhale to England.\fn{ In the event he did not:H}
29 February
Bhagavada Gita. Jur. Deorani Jethani. Slept for some time. Talked with P. Ganga Datt Pande. Went to the
Ganges. Returned at about 8. Went to Shiva Prasad’s.
While returning I peeped into the dance that was going on in the club. Four or five pairs were dancing at a time
each embracing & holding other very closely. Indeed it is terrible to consider how far it is a safeguard of chastity.
Letter to uncle D.O. A card from Han.
Deorani Jethani has very lively & truly depicted the character of some females. Evil characters are more
exacting & also extensive than good ones. The book though amusing is not instructive & quite unsuited for
females.
Munshi Madho Lal cares a button for morality. He is addicted to every sort of vice. He is also reported to have
misappropriated Congress money. He was also sorry for having joined the Congress. In his attempts to please
everybody he could please none.
1 March
The one happy festival which I observe as a mark of devotion to Lord Shiva—Shiva Chaturdashi day. Read a
chapter of Gita in the morning. Went to Shiva Kothi for a bath. It was very refreshing, invigorating & peacegiving. The Ganges had gone over about a furlong or even more to the further side. We bathed in the middle of the
stream or even further. Remained in the holy & pure water for some time. Repeated the Gayatri Mantra\fn{ A Vedic
hymn of three lines, each line consisting of eight letters; it is imparted to a Hindu boy at the time of his sacred thread ceremony } with
much attention 108 times. Then visited the temple there & one inside Rana’s house containing numberless
lingas\fn{Phallus deities representing Shiva} & came back on foot at about 12. Did not feel scorching sun nor was
much tired.
I tossed about the bed for nearly one hour. Then read Taitaraya Upanishad,\fn{The thirteenth Upanishad} but
could not digest, even clearly understand, it.
Saw the match between the juniors & seniors of the boarding. After taking the Faral returned to the house. I
was happy & felicitous all the day long. What a solace & ineffable peace I felt! Indeed even an approach to
communion is so miraculous. The rewards of spirituality transgress all worldly indulgence.
Began to feel somewhat hungry from about 4 p.m. Was quite refreshed after taking my dinner.
“India & outside world” in the Hindustan Review by Mr. Mahesh Charan Sinha. He appeals to the Indian
“religionists” to go to America to preach Hinduism to them who are intellectually fitting & quite prepared to
embrace it. A review of Victoria’s life in the same Review is very interesting. It is a true index of her feminine
heart, of her sympathy for her Indians, of her sense of responsibility & of her determination to stamp her
individuality in a;; that passed thro’ her hands, her piety. King Leopold, her uncle, had a great influence over her
as he was her chief instructor.
Read Rider Haggard’s second contribution in the Modern Review.
The Zeka Khel expedition will be soon amicably settled.\fn{ The Zakka Khels surrendered to General Willcrock on 27
February 1908 and assured him that they would not encroach upon the British territory in future. A jirgah of about 20 Afridi Maliks who
negotiated with the British on behalf of the Zakka Khels undertook the enforcement of this assurance. As a result, the British forces started
returning to Peshawar from 1 March}
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Received a card from father. The babe had suffered from cold but was quite well after a few days.
2 March
Holiday—This being Somvati Amavasya.
Jur. in the morning. Did not read any book during the day. Brought the harmonium from Chowk. A card from
Mukandi. Wrote a letter to sister & a card to the hon. secretary, national council of education, Bengal.
Sir Qinshaw Petit, president Bombay Corporation, condemned the present scheme of advisory council.\fn
{Speaking on the reforms scheme or “Simla proposals”, published in August 1907 by the Government of India, which provided, among
other things, an Imperial Advisory Council consisting of “ruling chiefs and territorial magnates”, Sir Dinshaw Petit, the President of the
Bombay Corporation, observed that such a council would be worse than useless and the ruling chiefs should not be associated with it. He
also criticized the provision in the scheme for the creation of separate electorates for different communities and landed classes for elections
to the provincial legislative councils } Sir P.S. Mehta remarked that even if sectarian principle of election was to be

adopted they must be allowed to elect anyone they chose, even a person outside their own sect.
Mr. Dutt was satisfied with the evidence submitted by Indians in different provinces before his council & was
much pleased with the Servants of India Society\fn{ Established by Gokhale in Poona in 1905 for promoting, by constitutional
means, the national interests of the Indian people and training young men for this task } & its library. He advised the extremists &
moderates to work apart & expressed himself against a false union until there became a genuine similarity in their
programme & creed.\fn{In his interview to the press at Karachi, he saw no objection to the Moderates and Extremists working
separately as long as their goal remained the regeneration of the country }
3 March
Jur. in the morning. Gita one chapter. Played on harmonium for one hour. Slept for about an hour. Some
sections of C.P.C. A card from Mukandi. C.P.C. for half an hour.
The Pioneer gives an account—though brief—of the conference at Lucknow. Some say that extremists were
[un]scrupulously excluded. Babu Arabindo Ghose said in his speech that there were 200 schools with 50,000 boys
affiliated to the national university. Looked over the list of study of national college & found it excellent. Wrote
Kedara sargam at Chowk. Malaviyaji has returned.
4 March
Gita one chapter. Jur. Harmonium for a short time. Slept for some time. C.P.C. for a few minutes. Went to
Chowk. Received no letter from Almorah.
Neither C nor G has answered my letters. It is unnecessarily enhancing my anxiety & unbecoming thoughts are
forcing themselves.
The Pioneer gives a further brief account of the conference which will meet next year at Agra. Mr. Asquith
said in a debate on armaments that there was no probability of curtailment of army expenditure in India. Though
the Anglo-Russian Convention had abated many impending dangers but there were other considerations also
which necessitated an adequate force in India. Bharat.Dharma Mahamandal will offer an address to the Viceroy
on the 10th.
5 March
Lala Lajpat Rai arrived here early in the morning. Hargobind had gone to the station to welcome him. Attended
the morning class of Mr. Sorabji. Played on harmonium. Slept for about an hour. C.P.C. for a short while.
Lajpat Rai’s lecture at Patharchatti on famine & our duty to the poor. Dr. Ranjit Singh presided. There were
some 4000 persons present. First of all he explained the cause of these famines which in spite of such rich
produce were so frequent. Famines were a consequence not of failure of rains but of deficiency of “purchasing
capacity”. He stated what were the measures for such occasion amongst us in past. Joint family system,
panchayats, village organizations &c. Then he said what was the Hindu idea of charity. He denounced their
munificence who were so generous to Govt. funds, expecting in return titles &c. In the end an appeal was made
for famine fund.
At Tuticorin they have formed an association where only boycotters can be admitted. There are 400 members.
They will start a paper from the 9th, the day of the release of Bipin Chandra Pal.\fn{ The swadeshi movement had
gathered momentum in Tuticorin. It was reported that since 28 February morning lectures were being delivered on swadeshi and boycott
there}

6 March
Jur. in the morning. Read some papers, harmonium for a short time. C.P.C. during the day.
Went to attend Lala Lajpat Rai’s lecture on national education.\fn{ This was at a meeting of students at Allahabad.
Speaking after him, Madan Mohan Malaviya was booed when he said that sending of representations to the Government about grievances
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was not wholly useless}

The notes are jotted in the notebook. Contributed a rupee towards his famine fund. Pioneer
also sent five guineas.
Did not go to Shiva Prasad’s. At about 10 went out for a walk & came back at 11 from park. Cards to Chani &
uncle.
Bharata Dharma M[ahamandal] is making strenuous preparations for presenting an address in its name. In that
meeting Malaviyaji put himself in a foolish position.\fn{ See above note:H}
7 March
Lala Lajpat Rai was presented an address by the Allahabad Arya Samaj at Katra. His answer was mainly
Samajik & religious.\fn{He emphasized the need for liberal education for the social development and unity of the country } As he
was not quite well he could not speak long.
Slept for some time. Played on the harmonium & talked away the whole day. Went to Shiva Prasad’s. Gobind
& Bhairab Dattji had gone out to attend the Parsi Original Theatrical Co. but as it was overcrowded & no tickets
were issued, they came back. P. Raghubar Dattji offered flowers, akshat\fn{Grains of rice, symbolic of auspiciousness }
&c. to Lalaji …
A European missionary was fired at Khustia, Eastern Bengal, but he has survived.\fn{ Hicken-Botham, a popular
Christian missionary of Kushtia town, was shot at on 4 March 1908. The lawyers of the town, at a meeting, condemned the incident and
prayed for his speedy recovery}
Bande Mataram contains a leader calling upon all patriots to advert to the villages.\fn{ In its editorial entitled “Back
to the Land”, it called for organization of village associations under the educated of the village and suggested a system of instruction which
would bind the educated with the masses } It also contains a portion of Malaviyaji’s presidential address. Mr. Nevinson

has returned to England & in order to give expression to his impressions & feelings he has contributed an article
in the Indian Review.\fn{H.W. Nevinson, the correspondent of the Manchester Guardian, was present at the Surat Congress and was
an eyewitness to the incidents which led to the split in the Congress }
8 March
Bhagvad Gita one chapter. Went out for a walk. It is growing warm every day though the nights are still cold
or not hot, spring has set into full vigor. The central plot is decorated with variegated flowers which are in full
bloom. They emit a mild sweet odor. Took an ample bath with soap. Read some pages of Puhlman’s homeopathic
handbook. Took some rest. Played the harmonium. Went down to Chowk. Gossiped at the boarding with P.
Mathura Datt till 10 & then came back to my house. Received a letter from G.
P. Bisan Narayan Dar’s speech in the provincial conference on reform proposals has been highly admired by
the press.\fn{He observed that the reform proposals were not acceptable and expressed disappointment with Lord Morley’s policies }
Splendid preparations are being arranged in Calcutta for the reception of B.C. Pal.\fn{ On his release from prison on
March 9, 1908; Rabindranath Tagore was its chairman:H}
Mr. Gokhale was examined by the dec. comn. He was in favor of fresh governors for every province. The
legislative councilors should be entitled to bring forth a matter for discussion before the council on the motion of
one-third of the members. District boards should be made free.\fn{ He strongly opposed excessive centralization of authority,
and observed if final authority rested with the Provincial Governments the people of the provinces would have a better opportunity of
influencing the course of administration. The provincial budgets, he said, should be fully discussed in the Provincial Legislative Councils }

An interesting statement of Sir A. Fraser shows he responded to shouts of Bande Mataram in the Pioneer.\fn
{Sir Andrew Fraser, the Governor of Bengal, speaking at the annual function of the Khelat Chandra Institution at Calcutta on 3 March
1908, related a personal experience. While driving through the town a few days earlier his carriage was stopped by some young men who
started shouting Bande Mataram, thinking that he would take offence. Instead, he told the boys that he had lived in India for a longer period
than they and so he also saluted the country and shouted Bande Mataram}

9 March
Bathed in the morning. Morning class. Went to the High Court to attend a criminal case. Took rest for about an
hour. After playing on the harmonium for some time went to Chowk. Wrote Sindhu bhairav. There was no
evening class. After returning from Shiva Prasad’s went to the boarding as Heera was very unwell.
Only 750/- were contributed here to “Lajpat famine” fund. Mr. S.N. Banerjea delivered a speech to the
entrance examinees at the Beadon Square. He asked them to cultivate their physique & to promulgate swadeshi &
to start akharas.\fn{Arenas for wrestling and other exercises. He also advised them not to be militant or aggressive, and to regenerate
indigenous industries}
Babu Bipin Ch. Pal must have been released today.\fn{ From the Buxar jail on March 9, after undergoing six months
imprisonment (the note does not specify the charge:H)} A card from father.
10 March
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Jur. for about an hour. Pt. Bishen Narayan Dar’s speech. Took short rest. Some sections of C.P.C. Did not go to
Chowk. Took a short walk around the park.
I am again suffering from exacting pain in my teeth. Probably another tooth is forcing its way up. Could not
take bread at night.
Dar’s speech is indeed worthy of its author. It has fully sustained his credit. Its sarcasm, its literary allusions,
its logical criticism & bold tone are all appropriate.
Received Rs 20 from S.P. Engaged from Sunday evening Bhawnia. Saraswati of this month has been issued. It
does not contain my article.
11 March
C.P.C. in the morning. There was very acute pain in my teeth. C.P.C. during the day. Finished the first cursory
reading of the C.P.C. Some pages of Marie Corelli’s Sorrows of Satan at night. Went to Chowk but did not go to
Shiva Prasad’s.
Mr. Tilak deposed before the Dec. Com. His evidence was similar to that of Mr. Gokhale.\fn{ In it Tilak advocated
a system of decentralization. which should restore village autonomy, and emphasized the need for giving more powers to the village
panchayats, municipalities and district boards} One Mr. Rafiuddin of the Muslim League was brought before the commn.

as a witness. His statements were full of jealousy & hatred.
Bharat Dharma M[ahamandal]’s address was only a sententious effusion of their deeply ingrained loyalty. Lord
Minto asked them to inculcate such feelings of loyalty in their children from their early youth.\fn{ A delegation of the
Bharat Dharma Mahamandal, an all-India Hindu religious association, led by Sir Rameshwar Singh, the Maharaja of Darbhanga, met Lord
Minto on 10 March 1908 and gave him a memorandum asking for inclusion of religious instruction in the educational curriculum to build
moral character of students. Minto appreciated the viewpoint and asked him to spread this ideal }
Mr. Har Kishen Lal of Punjab has married a Mahratta graduate. Hansa Raj Sawney is dead.\fn{ He had been
imprisoned on charges of sedition, which affected his health } One Rai Sahib Moti Lal has given a scholarship in the name of

Sir Denzil.
The excitement over Kaiser’s letter to Lord Tweedmouth is still burning.\fn{ The British Prime Minister, Sir Henry
Campbell-Bannerman, clarified in the House of Commons that the letter written by the Kaiser, William II of Germany, to Lord
Tweedmouth, First Lord of Admiralty, was not a secret letter as reported by The Times, but only a personal letter. The Times had alleged
that the letter was intended to adversely influence British naval preparations }
Japan has probably received an indemnity & apology from China for the seizure of its ship.\fn{ China apologized
to Japan for having seized the Japanese vessel Tatsu Maru on 5 February 1908 on the suspicion that arms and ammunition were being
smuggled into China by the revolutionary party of Japan. The Japanese ship was in fact taking civilians to Hong Kong }

12 March
Pain in the teeth as acute as ever. Jur. in the morning. Harmonium for a short while. Lay in the bed. Jur. again.
Went to Chowk & wrote another sargam. Some pages of The Sorrows of Satan. A card from uncle. He has not yet
received the harmonium. A meeting was held at Lahore on the 9 th to congratulate Pal & to condole at the death of
Mr. Gurudas Ram Sawney.\fn{This is a slip of the pen for Hans Raj Sawhney } A brother of S. Ajit Singh presided, he
himself being the chief speaker.\fn{Sardar Ajit Singh was a revolutionary; associated with Lajpat Rai and deported to Mandalay in
1907. He fled to Persia in 1908 and worked for Indian freedom abroad}
13 March
Gita one chapter. Arnold’s translation in poetry is not so tame & dry. It does carry with it the mystifying
element of the original.\fn{Sir Edwin Arnold (1832-1904) translated the Bhagavad Gita with the title The Song Celestial}
Jur. before meal. Harmonium & rest for some time. Went over the Jur. somewhat easily & cursorily & finished
its introductory reading. Went to Chowk & brought my harmonium home.
A meeting was held for organizing a band of volunteers for the famine & pilgrims. Our Joshiji also was to
speak there. After giving some directions to Shiva Prasad I returned soon to enjoy the feast arranged by our cook
on the sixth day from his son’s birth. Read some pages of The Sorrows of Satan.
The Pioneer has ceased to come to the boarding. The Review of Reviews also has mentioned Keir’s article,
“Keir Hardie in an Indian Village.”\fn{Writing about his enquiry into the condition and daily life of the villagers in Chaubepur, a
village 11 miles from the city of Varanasi which he visited on 8 October 1907, Keir Hardie, British Labour M.P., was convinced that “the
majority of them had hardly means enough for even one meal a day”. Keir Hardie’s account was published in several newspapers and
journals including The Modern Review of April 1908. The Review of Reviews (London) edited by W.T. Stead also mentioned this article }

On the 9th Surendra N. Banerjea was at Ranchi on swadeshi mission.
14 March
Indian Penal Code. Some pages of The Sorrows of Satan. Harmonium & rest for about an hour. Indian penal
code again. Received a letter from father with the Holi colors which began yesterday. Attended the meeting on
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Brahmcharya\fn{Celibacy} in the evening at Bharati Bhawan presided over by Joshiji. The meeting though well
attended was not a literary success.
A meeting was held in London to receive Dr. Rutherford. It was organized & presided over by Sir William
Wedderburn.\fn{At a luncheon hosted by Sir William Wedderburn in February 1908 to welcome Dr. Rutherford, Liberal M.P., on his
return from India several prominent British and Indian leaders were present. On behalf of the Labour Party Ramsay MacDonald also spoke
on the occasion} Many interesting speeches were delivered. Sir Wedderburn commented very satirically on “whole

six weeks”. Many members of Parliament were present & expressed their sympathy with us. Mt. Macdonald M.P.
said that all reforms concerning India can depend on the voice & vote of Labour members. Meetings were held at
Lahore & also at various other places at the release of B. C. Pal.
15 March
Gita one chapter. Took a lazy stroll about the park. Govind is striving to appear in the account’s exam. He has
been awarded a medal for his B.A & also a scholarship for his M.A. Some pages of The Sorrows of Satan. Went to
Mr. Cox but as he was taking his bath, passed on to Shiva Prasad’s. Went to Chowk. A card to D.N.
There was a fierce riot at Tinnevelly. Four rioters were shot.\fn{ The strikers of the Coral Mills, Tuticorin, expressed
resentment against the arrest of Chidambaram Pillai and his two comrades for preaching swadeshi and boycott in Tinnevelly (now
Tirunelveli). They opposed the prohibitory order issued by the Government asking them to refrain from demonstrations in connection with
the release of Bepin Chandra Pal. This culminated in a public agitation and serious breach of peace at Tinnevellyon 13 March 1908. In the
police firing which followed, four persons were killed} They burned to ashes some offices—municipal, post, judicial.

Surendra Nath delivered a speech at Ranchi. Volunteers were enrolled. Swadeshi vows were adopted by many
ladies. A meeting was held under the presidency of the Dy. Comn. in a school where Mr. Banerjea spoke of
swadeshi.
16 March
Attendance was marked but the class was not held as Mr. Sorabjee was busy preparing for the mask. I helped
him with other students.
Read an article in the Modern Review. Played on harmonium for some time. Went to Chowk. Shiva Prasad did
not read as we all had to see the mask of Oxford. It was not so amusing & we did not relish it much.
Malaviyaji’s speech has been published in the Advocate. Some doctors are of opinion that early rising is
harmful to health.
Lord Minto's speech as chancellor has been delivered. He has very highly eulogized Dr. Mukherjee, the vice
chancellor, & has preached religious education as necessary.
The Raja of Durbhanga has been enrolled life member of the Senate. Sir Cowasjee Jehangir has offered a
donation of four lakhs for scientific laboratories in Bombay.
Sent homocea for father. Wrote a letter about the garden to uncle & along with it a small chit for Hari.
17 March
It was a holiday on account of Holi. Read Gita—one chapter. Went out for a walk. Also read some pages of
Sorrows of Satan. Explained some articles of statistics to Prem Ballabh. Played on the harmonium—rather
listened to it.
In the evening there was a meeting on the Pavitri Holi at the Anglo-Bengali School. Amongst the signatories
of the notice I observed the names of Joshiji & Malaviya—father & son. Some national songs were chanted by B.
Madho Ram & one patriotic Holi by P. Raghubar Datt. After that I heard the speech of B. Abinash Ch. Mazumdar.
While stating the origin of Holi he said that having been baffled in every course he adopted, ultimately
Hiranyakashipu entrusted Prahlad to Holika Rakshasi who was supposed to be immune from fire. But she was
burnt to ashes while the devotee came out shining with joy & bhakti.\fn{Devotion} Having been delayed in the
meeting could not go to Shiva Prasad’s.
The first English Madarsa was started in 1782 in Calcutta. A chair of economic science at a cost of Rs 10000
annually will be started in the Presidency College.
18 March
Here the charari\fn{Holi festival} was observed today. Bathed in the morning.
Went to see Sorabji. He was in a testy mood & did not grant our request. Moreover he said that if we did not
come in July he would not sign our certificates. I argued with him for some time but he was determined. I Bade
him good bye.
After that I went to see Shiva Prasad. He disliked this coloring very strongly.
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Took my meal. In my absence the boarders came here. They had the Hom\fn{An oblation fire} performed in the
boarding. Heard Prem Ballabh singing & playing at noon. Went with other hill men to B. Daulat Singh’s & then to
P. Chandra Datt Pandeji. There was an evening entertainment in the boarding house.
Malaviyaji’s speech was not so suppressed. Sapru delivered a very humorous & at the same time very pithy &
patriotic speech. Mahesh Charan Sinha’s speech was bold & had an air of independence about him. Light
refreshments were served. As Shiva Prasad did not intend to read anything, did not go to him. Wrote a letter to G.
at night.
19 March
Got up early. Took my bath. Went out to celebrate the pahari charari.\fn{The festival of Holi according to the
Kumauni calendar} We went first to P. Jwala Datt’s & thence to other places at Katra. Sweets were served
everywhere. Others did not come to Chowk; the new boarders had not joined the Holi today but we all were there.
After staying there for about an hour we came back at 2. We took our bath & then after taking a brief rest we went
to the meeting held at Lawrence Gunj on “Work is Worship”.
Babu Abinash Chandra spoke in his own calm & tranquil style. There was a little of banter & not much of
humor in his speech. Every worker, he said, should practice (1) atmachinti, (2) atmapariksha, (3) atmasamarpan
and (4) atmavilop.\fn{Self-contemplation, self-examination, surrender of oneself, and self-effacement, respectively }
There was some symptom of impending cold. So, I took a dose of sulfur bitter at Shiva Prasad’s & did not take
anything besides some milk. A letter from sister.
20 March
All the day long I was engaged in passing over The Sorrows of Satan which I finished at about 3. After that I
went to Chowk where I wrote chaturang &c. Have not seen any newspaper since Tuesday. A card from father.
21 March
Gita—one chapter. Indian Penal Code from the beginning. Took rest for a short time. Indian Evidence Act.
Did not go to Chowk as P. Hari Dattji died in the morning. Shri accompanied them to the Ganges. Did not go
to Shiva Prasad’s as he was to go to Benares in the morning. Read some pages of domestic homeopathy & the
Upanishads.
It is growing hot now. Received a letter from uncle H.D. some days ago. The meeting for the help of gratuitous
famine relief was held in Calcutta, the Viceroy occupying the chair; among the speakers were noticed Maharaja of
Durbhunga, Munshi Madho Lal, Mr. Apkar & others.\fn{ The Maharaja of Darbhanga, Sir Rameshwar Singh, the patron of the
Indian Famine Charitable Relief Fund, 1908, speaking at a public meeting in Calcutta on 17 March 1908, appealed to the people to
contribute liberally to the Fund. Lord Minto, who presided over the meeting, said that this Fund would supplement the Government’s effort.
Munshi Madho Lal and A. S. Apcar, members of the Imperial Legislative Council, also emphasized the need for public contribution to the
Fund} The King had agreed to be the patron of the fund.
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† Maharaja Sir Rameshwar Singh Thakur Bahadur GCIE KCB (1860-1929) Maharaja of Darbhanga (from
1898). Darbhanga State was established in 1577 and acceded to India in 1947. Their seat was at the city of
Darbhanga. The State was estimated to cover an area of 2,410 square miles, incorporating 4,495 villages in
what is now Bihar State and employing over 7,500 officers to manage its territory. The State also had
significant holdings in the Terai region of Nepal; but these were given by Britain to the Kingdom of Nepal.†
22 March
It was Sunday & I enjoyed the holiday fully, reading not a single line. Went out for a walk in the morning. It is
growing hot now & as we had gone rather late, could not enjoy the walk. Slept for a short time.
Saw Mr. Cox in the evening. He was unwell. His article on Secondary Education which he showed to me has
been published in the Indian People. He is more partial to the extremists than moderates and does not require
students to take part in politics. Mr. Pillai has been released on bail at Tinnevelly.\fn{ He was to be sentenced to life in
prison on a charge of sedition; this was later reduced to a term of six years by the High Court } The trials are being held. Lala
Lajpat Rai has served notices\fn{I.e., suits of libel} of Rs 50,000/- each on the Englishman and C. & M. Gazette. The
Bengalee says that he will very likely go to England.
23 March
Morning bath. Morning class. Harmonium. Short rest. Indian Evidence Act.
Went to Chowk. Did not play on the harmonium there.
It is growing very hot. Wrote cards to father & Shankar Singh & Sri Ram for their success in the H.C. exam.
24 March
Morning bath. Gita’s one chapter. A few sections of I.P. Code.
Went to the top of the tower with Shri Krishna Pantji. It commands a complete prospect of the whole of
Allahabad. The bow-like Ganges beginning from the west & bordering more than half of the city makes a
transparent limit. Green trees are seen in very large numbers & houses extend to a great distance.
Took short sleep. Read I. P. Code & Evidence Act. Played on the hannonium. Did not go to Chowk.
The financial statement was placed before the council by Mr. Baker. A council has been formed at Baroda of
the representatives of the local boards, the prime minister being the president. The charity bili by D. C. Ghose &
the whipping and insolvency bills were brought before the council. The first one has been published for discussion
& criticism.
Nava Sudras’ conference was held in Bengal. They were in favor of free trade & grateful to missionaries.
25 March
Early bath. Indian Penal Code. Short rest. Indian Evidence Act. Harmonum.
Went to Chowk. Wrote another song.
Deoki Nandan arrived here today for his M.A. Exam. He has put up in the boarding. Telegram from Gobind
inquiring about his result.
Letters from D.D. & Chani. 180 men have been devoured by one leopard in Chaugarkag.
Some days ago there was a debate on Indian Army expenditure in the House of Commons.\fn{ Replying to Sir
Henry Cotton in the House of Commons on 20 March 1908 who had urged a reduction in the army in India in view of the Anglo-Russian
agreement, Richard Haldane, the Secretary of State for War, said it was not possible to do so as Russia was now stronger than ever in the
Middle East} The officials do not expect any reduction feasible.

At a sitting of the Muslim League a resolution on the separation of judicial & executive was passed & Agha
Khan was elected president for next year.
The Bande Mataram contains very interesting account as to the detective students sent to America to dog the
Indian students there. A suspicion has been aroused that arms & ammunition were being conveyed to India from
America. The story has to be confirmed.
At Tinnevelly & Tuticorin punitive police has been situated.\fn{ At Tinnevelly and Tuticorin where the people were
greatly agitated mainly because of the repression of the swadeshi movement, a punitive force, reserve police and a detachment of 100
troops under an European officer had been posted. On 1 April 1908 the people of the two towns represented to the Governor and the
members of the Executive Council against the imposition of punitive police on which Rs 4000 per month was being spent } In reply to a

question by Sir H. Cotton, Morley said that the punitive police tax in East Bengal had no reference to political
opinions.\fn{Replying to Sir Henry Cotton in the House of Commons on 20 March 1908 who had suggested exemption of those Hindus
and Muslims in East Bengal from the punitive police tax who were not sympathetic to swadeshi movement, Lord Morley said that he was
not ready to make any enquiry in regard to this matter}
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Paid Rs 2 for the harmonium. It was cloudy & consequently hot during the day but the night was clear & cold.
26 March
Got up at about 7. Took my bath. Indian penal code. Accompanied Mr. Nigam & some students to Ganga
Dhar’s. Wrote cards to D.D. & Chani. Slept for a short while. Played on the harmonium for a few minutes.
Explained a few articles to Hira Ballabh and analytical conics. Did not go to Chowk. Took a light stroll about the
park.
Special magistrate has been appointed at Tuticorin & Tinnevelly. A dialogue between Sirdar Ajit Singh &
Colonel Parsons of Lahore is amusing. At first he was very hot & excited but softened towards the close.\fn{ On 13
March 1908 Sardar Ajit Singh was called by the District Magistrate of Lahore, Col. Parsons, and taken to task for holding a meeting in
celebration of Bepin Chandra Pal’s release. The District Magistrate advised Ajit Singh to go back to his old profession of teaching and also
criticized British MP’s who, he said, came to India on short visits and made all sorts of remarks in England about the administration in
India}

An interesting story published in the Panjabee. A Bengalee lady of sixteen years was under a hysteric fit.
Foreign medicines were brought for her. She cried out: “Return these medicines or I won’t save your wife!” In a
subsequent fit she said Brahma Bandhava will be born in 6 months & you will recognize him by the wonderful
exploits he will perform at the age of 8.
27 March
Morning bath. Gita. Talked with D.N. Harmonium for a few minutes. Short rest. Went over some articles of
coordinate geometry with H.B. Could not go to Chowk. Returning from Shiva Prasad’s.
Went over Prasna Upanishad. It is either wild or difficult to understand. I think the latter.
Received a letter from uncle L.D. Pillai & one other person have been re-arrested on sedition charge.
28 March
Early bath. Indian Penal Code. Kesari. Music. Short sleep. Went to Heera but he was busy with Shakespeare. A
light stroll. A letter from L.D.
There was a large meeting at Canton attended by more than 5000 people where the Japanese boycott was
proclaimed & their goods burnt in a pile.
The Tata institute will be for higher study of sciences but probably not for research.
The High Court refused the application of Pillai for the transfer of his case. Mr. Sankaran Nair was one of the
judges. Malaviyaji will inquire about the overworked clerks in the next meeting of the Legislative Council.\fn
{Speaking on the United Provinces budget in the U.P. Legislative Council on 7 April 1908, Madan Mohan Malaviya demanded that the
staff in the office of the Examiner of Public Works Account at Allahabad be adequately increased as the clerks in the office were
overworked. But the Finance Member did not agree with it and said that the problem could be solved by improving the system of work }

29 March
Went to the Ganges. Returned at about 10.
The day was rather very hot. The defects of this house—splits in the door, low roof of tiles &c.—made it even
worse. I read no book & could not go out till 5 p.m. The glare without.
Went to Chowk but did not go to Shiva Prasad. S.N. Banerjea’s speeches are being filled in gramophone
record.
30 March
Morning class. Loo\fn{Low?:H} all the day long. Felt restless. I am not reading anything these days. The
weather is too hot. Summer has set in in right earnest. Am inactive & languid.
Pantji came up here & left a sargam for me.
The budget debate has been held in Lucknow. All the speeches are worth reading. There was a statement or a
prediction by Sir Harvey as to separation of judicial & executive.\fn{Sir Harvey Adamson, the Home Member to the
Government of India, speaking in the Imperial Legislative Council on 27 March 1908, pointed out the defects in administration and
emphasized the need for the separation of executive and judicial duties }

1 April
The first of this month is the fool’s day. I have been bewildered & befooled by the heat. Amba Datt received a
letter which placed him out of his wits & was likely to upset him altogether—but it was a bare joke. Shri had
written similar letters to many people.
Was lying at Prem Ballabh’s all the day. The heat is unbearable. Muir College has been closed from today.
Some students were detained in F.A. class—among them Dharma Nand & Loknath.
Results of pleadership are out. Poor Gobind—he fails. He could not afford but he cannot help. His circumstances are rather very queer to excuse failure. He has one more chance & may God help him! Ganga Dattji passes.
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Went to Chowk in the evening. At about 10 I went to Ganga Dattji. Krishna Nand is dead.
2 April
Went to the Ganges in the morning with Hargobind. Accompanied Amba Datt to the station. He has after all
decided to go to Lucknow. I was 62 seers in weight\fn{C. 160 lbs.} with the shirt, silk coat & dhoti.
A meeting was held in Calcutta presided over by Motilal to present the purse to Bipin Babu. The president said
that 5000/- had been collected. Bipin Babu wished that a trust were formed to pay him its annual proceeds.\fn
{Speaking at a public meeting held in Calcutta on 28 March 1908 presided over by Motilal Ghose, B.C. Pal said that the purse of Rs 5000
collected for him should be held in trust and used in helping forward the work to which he would consecrate the years that remained to him.
The purse was presented to him as a mark of appreciation of his “moral courage and patriotism” in voluntarily going to jail rather than
sacrificing his principle}
The college was closed on account of Somvatee Parwa.\fn{The first day of a lunar fortnight falling on a Monday } From
today commences our new year—Raudra. As the year commences from the Pratipada of Baisakh Shukla\fn{The
first day of the bright fortnight of the second lunar month } our year is lunar. From today commences the year 1965, our
Sambaf\fn{The Vikram Samvat Era; it was begun by King Vikramaditya of Ujjain in 57 BC } being 57 years prior to the
European. We enter also on a new Shak\fn{The Shak Samvat Era; it was begun by Emperor Shalivahan in 78AD, and was
adopted by the Government of independent India } from today. May the Almighty confer His blessings on this new year!

Our Sambat is in commemoration of a victory of King Vikramaditya while the western one is in memory of the
arbitrary execution of Christ.
3 April
Heat is aggravating every day. We sleep outside. All the day long I lounge in the boarding house. It is difficult
to do any work. Gouri Dattji had gone away on the first, Hargobind also has no mind to stay here any longer.
Read some articles from the Modern Review. Took some rest. Read some sections of Indian Penal Code. Taught
Heera for some time.
The revenue of England exceeded 15 crores sterling & there has been a clean saving of five million in 1907-8.
Keir Hardie received an ovation at Glasgow.
4 April
Went to Shiva Prasad in the morning as I had also to lecture to his uncle Mangla Prasad,\fn{ A zamindar of
Varanasi} a courteous, shy gentleman—thin and of normal height.
Returned at about 9:30. Slept for an hour. Read Modern Review. The articles dealing with paper, metal works,
agriculture, dairy farm, etc., delivered in the industrial conference are of a practical nature & their perusal is
instructive.
Some sections of Indian Penal Code. Taught Prem Ballabh and then Heera Ballabh. Saw Ram Bali and Mr.
Rathee in the evening. Read the article on executive & judicial separation in the Pioneer. His wrathful expressions
are a true index to his mental dissipation and rancor. As I had gone to Shiva Prasad in the morning I was free in
the evening time.
5 April
Went to Ganges with Ram Nath Roy & others. Returned at 8. It is terribly hot. Slept for some time. Read
Modern Review & Indian Penal Code.
Heera read convergently. He is again suffering from toothache. Went to Chowk. Kesari deals with the Dec.
Com.—which is at Simla these days—in the proper way it deserves.
The Panjabee contains an account of the talk between Col. Parsons & Observer's representative concerning his
discourse with Ajit Singh.\fn{In a letter to Akhbar Hitkari of Lahore, Sardar Ajit Singh clarified that in his talk with Col. Parsons,
the Deputy Commissioner of Lahore, on 13 March 1908, he had admired Lala Lajpat Rai and said that he was “the tribune of the people”
and so could not go hack to his legal profession. Sardar Ajit Singh said this with regard to an account of his talk as related by Col. Parsons
to a representative of the Observer and the Punjabee’s comment on it} He characterized the report as a tissue of falsehood. He

had given a high tribute to Lajpat Rai as a man instead of deprecating him.
The Tata Institute is soon to be a reality. There will be six professors and eight demonstrators. The director will
receive 25,000/- annually & the principal 15,000-20,000. Cards from father & Shri Ram Lal, letter from Padma
Dattji Puanyan & telegram from Gobind.
How can I communicate to him his failure! Pleadership results are published.
6 April
Morning class. Accompanied Har Gobind to Indian Press where he bought books for about Rs 2. The Press is
very decent & paying & is worked with steam. A new building is being attached to it.
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The B.A. examination commences this morning. The paper on unseen seemingly easy is searching. Heera has
done well. Have doubts about Bhairab.
Slept for some time. Read Modem Review. Did no work. Returned to this house at about 4. A regular stream of
perspiration is oozing out. Wrote a card to uncle. Harmonium. Accompanied H.G. to the station & came back at
about 11.
7 April
Got my hair cropped in the morning. Played on harmonium. Read Indian Penal Code—a few sections. Slept
for some time. It is growing hotter every day. Hot blasts were going on till 8 o’clock. Explained some articles to
Mangla Prasad.
Essay subject was not difficult. There were two subjects for choice.
The Tinnevelly deputation waited on the Governor of Madras.\fn{ A deputation of some citizens of Tinnevelly met the
Governor of Madras and two members of the Executive Council on 1 April 1908 and pleaded with the Governor that the citizens of
Tinnevelly should not be harassed as they were not responsible for the speeches of some individuals regarding swadeshi which had created
disturbances in Tinnevelly and Tuticorin. But the Governor expressed disappointment at the lack of support from the people in the task of
enforcing discipline and refused to relax the strict measures taken by the Government } His attitude was rather stiff and

unyielding. The members had to return back disappointed. Cases are still proceeding.
8 April
Got up at 8. Took cold bath. Read twenty sections of Indian Penal Code. Played on harmonium for a short
while. Could not read anything during the day. Tossed about Prem Ballabh’s bed & talked with him all the day
long.
Came here at about 4. Again played on harmonium. Went to Chawk & brought the big copy. I have
discontinued butter in the boarding as I take it in the morning. A card from Amba.
The third paper of English is also fair. Mr. Dutt contradicts all that is reported about him—in his interview with
Dr. Hassalamas—he had no such interview.
9 April
Spent the day as on the 8th. Did not go to Chowk.
Met Hari Datt. He is developing into a man of more serious type & is learning to look deep into ordinary
occurrences & customs.
Since the 7th there has recommenced the dull feeling of pain in my left side just below the heart’s region.
Poetry paper was of a different sort. Heera Ballabh has done well in English. Am not certain about Bhairab.
Deoki Nandan spoiled his paper today as he had left the examination room at about 8. Shri, if his exterior is not
misleading, is doing well.
The convention will be held in the Mayo Hall on the 18th & 19th.
10 April
It is a holiday on account of Ram Navami.\fn{ The birthday of Lord Rama, falling on the ninth of the first fortnight of
Chaitra, the first month of the lunar calendar } These are the Navaratri days.\fn{ A nine-day period ending on Ram Navami } Went
to the Ganges and returned at 8.30. Played on harmonium. Slept for about an hour.
Some pages of “When Lord is Kind” & some sections of Indian Penal Code.
Received a card from father about his transfer on promotion to Garhwal. Blessed art Thou, O Lord, who comes
to our help just when we badly require it. Also a card from Hargobind.
In the evening Razi asked me to abet a wicked proposal. I flatly denied. How do these men completely deaden
their conscience—the most valuable jewel & God’s gift.
Budget debate was held today in U.P. Council. Narain, the editor of Swarajya, was rebuked by the
magistrate. \fn{Narain, the editor of Swarajya, an Urdu nationalist weekly of Allahabad, was given a warning by the magistrate on 4
April 1908 for publishing a seditious article entitled “Plague and its Last Remedy” in its issue of 29 February 1908 and told that if he did so
in future he would be prosecuted}

11 April
Sanskrit & Persian papers were set today. In Sanskrit the order was changed. Uttara Ram Charitra\fn{The latter
part of Ramayan} was set today. Indian Penal Code in the morning.
Wrote a letter to father to Garhwal. The day routine was as usual. In the afternoon I accompanied Chandra Bali
to Mr. Cox, Ghosh & Parsi Sah for Mr. Cox’s group. In the evening the photographer did not turn up & we all
were disappointed.
12 April
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This being Sunday there was no exam. Read Indian Penal Code—some ten sections. Saw Mr. Cox. He said that
meat eating would be completely abandoned after some time & suggested Mr. Russell’s book on diet for reading.
Europeans were not available in England for educational department. They resented subordination to Local
Govt.
During the day I was in the boarding. It was cloudy & somewhat cold. Received letters from Amba Datt &
Gobind. I may go via Naini Tal.
The Abhyudaya has published a note on the ravages in Almorah by the leopard. Went to Chowk in the evening.
13 April
F.A. exam. commences today & will be finished on the 24 th. The first paper in English is not so difficult. The
paper of Sanskrit also is not so hard. Saraswati does not contain my article.
Again went to Parsi Sah & asked him to come to the college in the morning. Shiva Prasad will get some 15
marks in this paper. Did not teach him anything. Went to Hari Datt & saw P. Harnandan.
In the budget debate Malaviyaji spoke for 58 minutes\fn{ Madan Mohan Malaviya spoke in the U.P. Legislative Council on
7 April 1908 on the U.P. budget which had been presented on 31 March. The budget showed a big deficit because of the famine. Revenue
worth Rs 115½ lakh had been suspended, and there were large amounts of arrears also } & the L.G.\fn{Lieutenant-Governor} for an

hour & a half. His speech is long & its range is wide & covers almost every subject. Famine is the main subject &
then it proceeds to plague, sanitation, expansion of congested areas, education &c. He will improve the status of
Peshkars and Kanungos next year. Pilgrims are requested not to proceed to Badri Nath this year.
14 April
Was photographed with Mr. Cox. Went round the boarding with P. Chandra Datt, Dy. Collr. There was some
Mohamedan holiday & so the exams. were not held. Sunday night was very chilly. It is not so hot, probably it has
rained somewhere in the hills. Slept for some time.
Received a long letter from Amba. He has been utterly disappointed at the detention of his family. He intends
to leave Naini Tal soon.
Went to Shiva Prasad’s & received Rs 20 from him. At about 9 I went to P. Ganga Datt’s & returned at 11. The
Advocate is not in favor of the reunion of the two parties. Narendra Deb is suffering from smallpox & so could not
appear in the exam.
15 April
Read Indian Penal Code in the morning. The examinees were painfully surprised on getting the paper on
Marshall. They had been expecting Walker & others. Dr. Thibaut\fn{ George Frederick William Thibaut (1848-1914);
Principal Anglo-Sanskrit College Varanasi 1879-88; Principal Muir Central College Allahabad 1895; Registrar Calcutta University 1907 }
seems to be the examiner. Slept for a short time.
Read 25 pages of Intellectual Life. Wrote a letter to Amba Datt to Naini Tal. Received a letter with Tika\fn
{Vermillion applied on the forehead} of desain [sic] from sister.
Also a card from father. He has returned to Haldwani as he was given a telegram at Kotdwar saying that his
services were not required. Nothing could be more cruel. I was much dejected and gloomy.
16 April
Indian Penal Code for two hours. Tool’s paper on Keynes & other books was a bit difficult. The questions were
set rather indirectly. Wrote a letter to father, freely venting my feelings on it. Slept for a short time. Read some
pages of Intellectual Life. Played chess with Shri.
In the evening went to Chowk with Kedar. Took my meal after returning from S.P.’s. Felt terrible pain in the
left side of the heart. Bisesar Das has spent more than a lac of rupees in arranging for Gauharjan’s dance.
What a fine fool! Mr. Morley has accepted peerage.\fn{ It was announced in London newspapers of 10 April 1908 that Lord
Morley had accepted a peerage but would retain his position at the India Office } He is lapsing into a thorough bureaucrat.
Keir Hardie was welcomed by the Indian Congress Committee.\fn{ Speaking at a reception given to him in London on
10 April 1908 by the British Committee of the Indian National Congress and the Indian Society on his return from India, Keir Hardie said
that India ought to receive colonial self-government “not necessarily of the uniform character but adapted to particular provinces” }

Lala Lajpat Rai came & went to Mirzapur today.
17 April
Took a bath in the Ganges. I found that I could actually swim. It is a closed holiday on account of Good Friday.
It has again become too hot. Explained some articles on hydrostatics to Prem & then to Heera. Played chess for
some time.
Could not sleep. Pain in the chest continues.
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Received a letter from uncle. He asks me to go to P. Motiram’s house & to take his horse. He also intends to
send me Rs 20. He is always kind to me.
Wrote cards to Kesari, Jagannath & Saraswati editor.
Mr. Hobhouse has been appointed secretary of the treasury. Mr. Asquith has been appointed new minister.\fn
{I.e., Prime Minister (1908-1916); he means “elected” } He is not equally respected by the different sections of the Liberals.
Mr. Redmond said that the Irish Nationalists would not back the new party.\fn{ On Asquith becoming the Prime Minister
J.E. Redmond, an Irish Nationalist M.P., speaking at Dublin on 15 April 1908, said the Irish Party would have to change its attitude towards
the Liberal Party and that he did not think the Irish in Manchester could now vote for the Liberal candidate }
Sir Antony Mac.\fn{Sir Antony Patrick MacDonnell (1844-1925)} is going to resign.\fn{He was at this time in the last year of
his term as Under Secretary of State for Ireland, a position which he had enjoyed since 1902. Prior to that he had been Secretary Home
Department Government of India 1886-89; acting Lieutenant-Governor, Bengal, 1893; Member Governor-General’s Council 1893-95;
Lieutenant-Governor, North-West Provinces and Oudh, 1895-1901; Chairman of Famine Commission 1901; author of Indian Famine Code
(1902).}

Dec. Com. has assembled at Lahore. In Mymensingh the heaviest share of punitive tax has fallen on proswadeshists.
18 April
Read Indian Penal Code for an hour. Went to the boarding to see Shri who has accompanied Sudarshanacharya
in his widow marriage procession.
Mr. Tool seems to be the examiner in today’s paper on Walker & other books.
Went to the station to welcome Mr. Banerji & others. Messers Banerji, Mazumdar and A. Chowdhury were in
the second class while J. Chowdhry & Dr. Ghose were in the first. The convention commenced from 5.\fn{ A
committee set up by the “Convention” of Moderates at Surat on 28 December 1907 met at Allahabad on 18 and 19 April 1908, and framed
for the first time a written constitution for the Congress and prescribed elective procedures for all Congress committees. It laid down the
object of the Congress, known as the “Creed of the Congress”, as the attainment by strictly constitutional means a system of government
similar to that prevailing in the self-governing members of the British Empire. The committee also decided to exclude the Extremists from
the Congress in order to avoid any repetition of the Surat Congress fiasco } There were more than 100 members present. Dr.
Ghose was dressed in a simple shirt & a dhoti. Mr. Wacha\fn{Dinshaw Edulji Wacha (1844-1936); a founder-member of the
Indian National Congress and its President in 1901; belonged to the Moderate Party; Member Bombay Legislative Council 1915-16,
Imperial Legislative Council 1916-20, and Council of State 1920; knighted 1917; his works include Indian Railway Finance, Indian
Military Expenditure and Agricultural Banks in India} was entirely opposed to reconciliation. He went so far as to say that

if it took place he would wash his hands of the Congress. Mr. Gokhale asked him not to thrust personal questions
to the front. He was, if it can be inferred, in favor of reconciliation.
S.P. did not read anything with me. Wrote a letter asking for concession, certified by Bajpayiji, to Lucknow.
19 April
After taking my bath I went out towards the convention. All had assembled there from 7:30 but Dr. Ghose &
others came at 8:30 & then the work commenced. It was quite secret & nothing could be heard. The convention
sat almost all the day long. Explained some articles to Heera & Prem Ballabh.
At 4 went to Shiva Prasad & read statics with him.
Mr. Banerji delivered a lecture in the evening. He came to the place with J. Chowdhry & Mazumdar. No U.P.
leaders were present. His lecture was brief & not very rhetorical. He asked young men: (l) to adapt themselves to
their environment—social reform; (2) to spread swadeshi, to take swadeshi vows & to help the poor. He asked
them to be moderate & not to transgress the bounds of law & order.
In the evening Pts. Moti Lal\fn{ Motilal Nehru (1861-1931); eminent lawyer and nationalist leader; in the early years he was a
“Moderate” but later his politics took a radical turn; President Indian National Congress 1919 and 1928; joined Non-cooperation Movement
1920 and served several terms of imprisonment; founded Swaraj Party with C.R. Das for work in legislative councils; Leader of Opposition
in the Central Legislative Assembly 1924-29; chaired the All-Parties Committee that prepared the Nehru Report outlining the constitution
of free India} & Sunder Lal were at home in the Anand Bhavan to the convention & the graduates, but I did not go.

Received letters from Amba, Chani & Mahabir P. Dvivediji. He assures me that my article will be published.
20 April
Went to the Ganges with P. Ganga Datt. Last night I could not sleep on account of the dance or nautch beside
our house. Slept at Heera’s. Read some articles from Conics to him. Wrote a card to uncle.
The F.A. paper of dynamics was very easy. Went to Chowk & came back with Pantji. The Saraswati contains
many interesting notes—the transplanting of houses, the distance of certain stars, the method of finding the rate of
motion of light & sound soon. Chirkhari is a state in Bundelkhand.
21 April
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Took my bath & some sweets. Returned Indian Penal Code to Ghanshiam Singh. Peranjape’s paper on Conics
was quite unusual. Heera may get barely pass marks but Bhairab has done very badly.
We had the evening class today. Went to Shiva Prasad's. Explained some lessons on diff(erential] cal[culus] to
Heera.
The Bengal delegates to the convention fought strenuously for reunion of the parties. It was decided to recall
the adjourned Congress in Dec.
22 April
Went to Shiva Pd.’s\fn{Pandit’s:H} in the morning. Gave lessons in Algebra to him. Mr. Ghosh’s paper on
calculus was easy but Heera, as he had kept up late in night, could not do it well. Bhairab has done 3½ out of 8.
Went to Chowk & bought certain articles, also brought the harmo. box. Bhairab Da went to Haldwani today.
The offices have been closed for Naini Tal now.
Went to my pupil again & explained to him important articles in conics. Received Rs 20/- from him.
District conferences are being held in Bengal with much zeal. Telegrams were sent to the convention
requesting reunion. About a fortnight ago many meetings were held in England on Indian subjects.
The river flows under the Triveni.\fn{ Revered by the Hindus as a confluence of three rivers, Ganga, Yamuna and the invisible
Saraswati}
239.1 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Swami Sivananda\fb{by Sri Swami Sivananda Saraswati (1887-1963)}
Pattamadai, Tirunelveli District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 10
Pattamadai is a lovely place with green paddy fields and mango groves all around; it is ten miles away from
Tillnevelly Junction. A beautiful canal from Tambraparni known as Kanadiankal encircles Pattamadai like a
garland just as Sarayu or Kaveri encircles Ayodhya or Srirangam. Tambraparni is known as Dakshina Ganga
(Southern Ganges). As it passes through rocky beds which contain copper, it has the significant name, Tambraparni (tambra means copper). The water is very sweet and health-giving. Pattamadai is famous as the place where
the finest grass mats are made. People greatly admire the silk-like mat exhibited at the Sivananda Regalia.
My father, Sri P.S. Vengu Iyer of Pattamadai, was descended from Sri Appaya Dikshitar. He was the tahsildar
of Ettiapuram Estate. He was a virtuous, pure soul, a Siva-Bhakta and a Jnani. He was worshipped by the Rajah
Sahib of Ettiapuram and the public at large. People used to say:
“Vengu Iyer is a Mahan, a Maha Purusha.”
Justice Subramania Iyer was his classmate and had the gratest regard for him. He used to shed tears profuse—
Ananda-bashpam—whenever he uttered:
:Sivoham, Sivoham.”
His grandfather was a big zamindar of Pattamadai. He was known as Pannai Subbier. Pannaiar means a
landlord or zamindar.
At Pattamadai there is an excellent High School, founded and then conducted by the erudite scholar, late
Ramasesha Iyer, B.A, L.T. Another important feature of this place is that all children of the soil of Pattamadai
have a good ear for music and can sing well. Pattamadai has produced many eminent musicians.
I was born to Srimati Parvati Ammal and P. S. Vengu Iyer, as their third son, on Thursday the 8 th September,
1887, at the time of sunrise, when the star Bharani was in ascendance. My elder brother, Sri P.V. Veeraraghava
Iyer, was the personal assistant to the Rajah of Ettiapuram. My other brother, Sri P.V. Sivarama Iyer, was an
Inspector of Post Offices. My uncle Appaya Sivam was a great Sanskrit scholar. He was much revered by the
people in Tinnevelly District. He has written many philosophical books in Sanskrit. Kuppuswamy was the name
given to me by my parents.
In my youth I brought flowers and bael leaves and prepared beautiful garlands and served my parents in their
Siva Puja.
*
. Born in the family of devotees, saints and philosophers as a pet child, I was brought up carefully by my
parents and received very good training. People used to admire my wonderful physique, well-developed chest and
sinewy arms. The Rajah of Ettiapuram was all admiration for my well-developed body, my good manners and
habits. I was bold, courageous, care-free and amiable by nature. In former days, especially in villages, there was
no room for developing any evil habit at all. The environment and atmosphere were highly favourable for
progress in education and culture. I was unusually active as a boy; and had a highly pushing nature.
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Even now I clearly remember, that when Lord Ampthill, the then Governor of Madras, came to Kurumalai
Hills in 1901 for hunting, I was chosen to read the Welcome Address. I also sang a beautiful Welcome Song in
English at the station platform of Kumaiapuram, next to Koilpatti Railway Station. In the School Annual Prize
Distribution, I used to get a lot of books as presents. Once I got the Globe Edition of Shakespeare and Macaulay’s
Speeches and Writings.
I passed my Matriculation Examination in 1903 from the Rajah’s High School, Ettiapuram. Then I joined the
S.P.G. College, Trichinopoly, of which the Rev. H. Packenham Walsh was then Principal, who is now a Bishop.
I was interested in dramatic performances in the College. In 1905, when the Mid-summer Night’s Dream of
Shakespeare was staged in the College, I played the part of Helena.
I passed the Madura Tamil Sangam examination creditably. I chose the medical course and ran a Medical
Journal, Ambrosia, at Trichinopoly, for three years. I was very ambitious and enthusiastic.
I was a tremendously industrious boy in the school. During my studies at the Tanjore Medical Institute, I never
used to go home in holidays. I would spend the entire period in the hospital. I had free admission into the
operation theatre. I would run about here and there and acquire knowledge of surgery which only a senior student
would possess. And old Assistant Surgeon had to appear for a departmental test; he used to make me read his text
books for him. This enabled me to compete with the senior students in theoretical proficiency. I was first in all
subjects.
I had heard of an enterprising assistant in the Mannargudi Hospital. I wanted to become like him. With all
humility I may mention that I possessed greater knowledge than many doctors with covetable degrees. At home
my mother and brothers would persuade me to take up some work in some other line, but I was adamant in my
resolve to stick to the medical line, as I had a great liking for it. All my leisure hours were spent in studying all
kinds of medical books.
In the first year of my study in the Medical School I could answer papers which the final year student could
not. I topped the class in all subjects. I studied Osler’s medicine with Dr. Tirumudiswami in my first year. That
was a rare privilege for me. Lieut. Col. Hazel Wright, I.M.S.\fn{ Indian Medical Service:H} loved me. Dr. Jnanam
admired me as an ornament of the Institution. Even during holidays I worked in the Hospital and learnt many new
lessons.
I hit upon a plan that I should start a medical journal. I soon worked out the details. I got from my mother one
hundred rupees for the initial expenses. I used to approach Ayurvedic physicians for articles on Ayurveda. I
myself used to write articles on various themes and publish them in the Ambrosia under different pseudonyms.
The magazine quickly gained popularity soon after its inception In 1909. Distinguished. contributors started
contributing for it. Once my mother wanted to celebrate some festival and was in need of about one hundred and
fifty rupees to meet the expenses. I was ready with this sum.
The Ambrosia journal was successfully run for four years until I sailed for Malaya. It was of demi-quarto size,
thirty-two pages each issue, and was quite beautifully got up. The material that its contents presented to the reader
every month was attractive and highly useful to all medical practitioners. A significant spiritual touch could be felt
in the pages of the Ambrosia. Unlike other: medical journals, the entire outlook was based on the teachings of the
sages of yore. Spirituality was ingrained in me even in my youth.
*
I was not satisfied with the running of the journal. I wanted to take up some job, with a view to maintain
myself and to stabilize the journal. I, therefore, left Trichinopoly and went to Madras to join Dr. Haller’s
Pharmacy. Here I had to manage the accounts, dispense medicines and attend on the patients. Very hard work I
had to do. I would finish all these, and yet find time to continue the editorial and circulation work of the
Ambrosia. I brought the old copies from Trichinopoly and dispatched them to high officials and people of
distinction in order to enlist their support.
I resolved to seek a better position somewhere else. Finally, I decided to try my luck in the Straits Settlements
of Malaya, and wrote to a friend, Dr. Iyengar, who had his establishment next to Dr. Haller some time ago and
later settled in Singapore. I wrote to Dr. Iyengar that I was planning to go to Malaya. I left Madras by [the] S.S.
Tara.
I was unaccustomed to such long travels. I had no idea of the food I was to take on the way or what
preparations I was to make to begin my Career in Malaya, and how much money was needed.
I packed my things and did not forget to take a good consignment of sweets which my mother lovingly
prepared for me. I belonged to an orthodox family and was frightened to take the non-vegetarian food on board
the ship and so I carried a good quantity of sweets. In youth I liked immensely sweet preparations. Throughout the
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voyage, I managed to live with the sweets and drank plenty of water. Being unaccustomed to this diet, I reached
Singapore almost half dead!
It was a bold adventurous bid to throw oneself on the high seas of uncertainty. I had no money to fall back
upon in case of a reverse in my expectations. However, I had tremendous hopes and took a plunge to test the
mettle of my destiny. Strength of will and a fiery determination played a lot in molding my life and spiritual
career. No easy-going prospect was awaiting me in the distant swamps of Malaya, as I was altogether unknown
and friendless, with no financial safeguard whatsoever. I had to start from the very scratch and encounter
disappointing setbacks in the beginning. But the later events turned out much in my favor and I felt my position
secure.
Immediately after disembarking I went to the residence of Dr. Iyengar. He gave me a letter of introduction to
an acquaintance of his, Dr. Harold Parsons, a medical practitioner in Seremban, the capital of Negri Sembilan.
When I reached Seremban, I found that Dr. Parsons was absent. By this time, the little money I had was spent
away. I was highly optimistic about my getting a job.
Dr. Parsons himself did not need an assistant. I was able to impress this physician in such a manner that he
took me to Mr. A.G. Robins, the manager of a nearby rubber estate which had its own hospital. Fortunately for
me, Mr. A.G. Robins was just then in need of an assistant to work in the estate hospital.
He was a terrible man with a violent temper, a giant figure, tall and stout. He asked me:
“Can you manage a hospital all by yourself?” I replied:
“Yes, I can manage even three hospitals.”
I was appointed at once. I had been told by a local Indian resident that I ought not to accept, in accordance with
their policy, anything less than a hundred dollars a month. Mr. Robins agreed to give me one hundred and fifty
dollars to start with.
The doctor who was in charge of the Estate Hospital had just then left. Moreover, I was told that he was not
very competent. I quickly acquired a good knowledge of the hospital equipment and the stock of medicines, and
found myself absorbed in the job. Here again hard work awaited me. I had to dispense medicines, in addition to
keeping accounts and personally attending on patients as I did for Dr. Haller in Madras. Unusual handicaps began
to tell upon me and I felt like resigning the job after some time, but Mr. A.G. Robins did not allow me to go.
Later on, when I was in Johore Medical Office, my assistants used to take too much advantage of my kindness
and leniency and were super-lethargic in their duties. I had to do all their work as well. There I could not even
complain of overwork lest my employer should be harsh towards them. The problem of my overwork was never
solved in Malaya; still I continued in the same job.
I served in the estate hospital near Seremban for nearly seven years, after which I joined the Johore Medical
Office, Ltd., at the instigation of Dr. Parsons who had by then returned from war service. I served in Johore for
three years before renouncing the world.
In Malaya I came in direct contact with hundreds of the poor natives and indentured laborers as well as the
local citizens. I learnt the Malaya language and conversed with the natives in their own tongue.
I served the workers of the state nicely and endeared myself to them all. I gained the esteem of the employer
and the employee alike. I was always fond of service. This moment I would be in the hospital; and the very next
moment in some poor patient’s house to attend on him and his family.
Dr. Parsons, who was a visiting physician to the estate hospital, loved me very much. I used to assist him in his
private work also. Off and on I gave my earnings to help friends and the patients. I even went to the extent of
pawning some of my own valuables.
I was a friend of both the management as well as the laborers. If the scavengers went on strike, the estate
manager would come only to me. I would somehow run about here and there and bring them back to work. In
addition to my own work, I would go about visiting other hospitals and acquire special knowledge in
bacteriological and other subjects. There was not a single available English medical book at that time that I had
not read and digested. In addition to all this I would help my assistants too and train them for some time daily, and
then send them to other hospitals with a recommendation letter, providing from my pocket their railway fare as
well as some emergency money.
Soon I became well-known in Seremban and Johore Bahru. The Bank Manager would oblige me at any time,
even on holidays, by honoring my cheques. I became everybody’s friend through my sociable disposition and
service. I got rapid promotions and with that my salary and private practice increased by leaps and bounds.
All this was not achieved in a single day. It meant very hard work, unflagging tenacity, strenuous effort and
indomitable faith in the principles of goodness and virtue and their practical application in my daily life.
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During my career in Malaya, I contributed many articles on public health to Malaya Tribune, Singapore.
*
I specialized in microscopical study and tropical medicine. Subsequently I moved to Johore Bahru, near
Singapore, to join Drs. Parsons and Green and lived there for three years. Doctors Parsons, Green, Garlik and
Glenny complimented me as highly competent for the medical profession and admired me for my agile, nimble
and efficient nature. I was happy, cheerful and contented. I carefully attended on all patients. I never demanded
fee from my clients. I felt happy when they were free from disease and trouble. To serve people and to share what
I have is my inborn nature.
I used to cheer up people with my wit and humor, and elevate the sick with loving and encouraging words. The
sick persons at once felt a new health, hope, spirit, vigor and vitality. Everywhere people declared that I had a
special gift from God for the miraculous cure effected in the patients and acclaimed me as a very kind and
sympathetic doctor with a charming and majestic personality. In serious cases I used to keep vigil at night. In the
company of the sick, I understood their feelings and endeavored to relieve their sufferings.
I became a Member of the Royal Institute of Public Health (M.R.I.P.H.), London, a Member of the Royal
Asiatic Society (M.R.A.S.), London, and an Associate of Royal Sanitary Institute (A.R.San.I.), London. During
my stay in Malaya, I published some medical books such as “Household Remedies”, “Fruits and Health”,
“Diseases and their Tamil Terms”, “Obstetric Ready-Reckoner”, “Fourteen Lectures on Public Health”. I gave
shelter to many people during their days of unemployment and gave them food and clothing and fixed them up in
one office or another.
I was liberal in my views. The spirit of Sannyas was ingrained in me. Crookedness, diplomacy, doubledealing, are not known to me. I was very candid, straight-forward, simple and open-hearted. I trained many young
persons in the Hospital where I worked and fixed them up in various estate hospitals. I spent all my energy and
time in relieving human suffering by serving the poor and the sick, day and night, with a sympathetic heart. This
kind of selfless service gave me purification of heart and mind, and led me to the spiritual path.
In my youth I had a great liking for high class dress, collection of curious and fancy articles of gold, silver and
sandalwood. Sometimes I used to purchase various kinds of gold rings and necklaces and wear them all at a time.
When I entered shops, I never used to waste any time in selection. I gathered all that I saw. I did not like haggling
and bargaining. I paid the shop-keepers’ bills without any scrutiny. Even now, whenever I enter a book-shop, I
purchase a lot of books and add them to the Forest University Library for the benefit of the students in the
Ashram.
I had many hats, but never wore them. Sometimes I used my felt cap and the silk turban like a Rajput prince. I
prepared my own food for a long period. Biking was my best exercise. I entertained guests and served them with
great love and devotion. Malaya was a land of temptation, but nothing could tempt me. I was as pure as a crystal
and did my daily worship, prayers, study of scriptures. I used to conduct Nandan Charitram and played on
Harmonium and sang Rhajans and Kirtans. Even in Malaya I practiced Anahat Laya Yoga and Swara Sadhana.
*
Is there not a higher mission in life than the daily round of official duties, eating and drinking?
Is there not any higher form of eternal happiness than the transitory and illusory pleasures?
How uncertain is life here?
How insecure is existence on this earth-plane, with various kinds of diseases, anxieties, anxieties, worries, fear
and disappointments! The world of names and forms is constantly changing. Time is fleeting. All hopes of
happiness in this world terminate in pain, despair and sorrow.
Such were the thoughts constantly rising in my mind. The doctor’s profession gave me ample evidence of the
sufferings of this world. For a Vairagi who has a sympathetic heart, the world is full of pain. True and lasting
happiness cannot be found merely in gathering wealth. With the purification of heart through selfless service, I
had a new vision. I was deeply convinced that there must be a place—a sweet home of pristine glory and purity
and divine splendor—where absolute security, perfect peace and lasting happiness can be had through selfrealization.
I frequently remembered the Sruti Vakya:
“Vadahareva Virajet Tadahareva Pravrajet”\fn{ The day on which one gets vairagya, that very day one should renounce the
world} I constantly thought of:
“Sravanartham Sannyasam Kuryat.”\fn{For hearing the srutis, one should take sannyas}
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The words of scriptures have great value. I gave up the life of ease, comfort and luxury, and reached India in
search of an ideal centre for purposes of prayer and contemplation, study and a higher form of service to the
whole world.
In 1923, I renounced the life of ease and money-making and took to the life of a mendicant, a true seeker after
Truth. I left my luggage in Malaya with a friend. A school master in Malaya who came to the ashram\fn{An ideal
center for sadhana} in 1939 told me:
“Mr. S. is still keeping all your articles intact, awaiting your return!”
*
From Singapore, I reached Banaras and had darshan\fn{Insight; seeing the Lord or holy persons } of Lord Shiva. Then
I proceeded to Nasik, Poona and other important religious centers. From Poona I walked to Pandarpore, a distance
of seventy miles. On my way I stayed for a couple of days in the Ashram of Yogi Narayan Maharaj at Khedgaon.
Then I spent some four months in Dhalaj on the hands of Chandrabhaga. During my incessant travels, I learnt
how to adjust and adapt myself to various types of people
I learnt a lot from the lives of yogins,\fn{An aspirant going through a course of spiritual discipline; a student in the path of
Yoga} mahatmas\fn{Great men, holy persons, high-souled ones } and great men. The spirit of service ingrained in me
enabled me to lead a smooth life of peace everywhere. The life of a mendicant during pilgrimage helped me to
develop in a great measure titiksha,\fn{Forbearance} equal-vision and a balanced state of mind in pleasure and pain.
I met many mahatmas and learnt wonderful lessons. On some days I had to go without food and walk mile after
mile. With a smile, I faced all hardships.
*
Mahatmas and devotees go on pilgrimage and visit sacred places as a part of spiritual sadhana.\fn{Discipline}
They have different objects in view. Mahatmas come in contact with sincere devotees at various centers and
impart their knowledge and experiences, and guide them. They select suitable places for meditation where they
find inspiration and facility for intense sadhana. They clear the doubts of the householders, give their blessings
and guide them.
Devotees who take to pilgrimage get darshan of mahatmas and have their doubts cleared. They receive
inspiration by seeing holy men and sacred places and develop various kinds of divine qualities by mixing with
various types of people. They are trained to adopt a simple living and bear hardships.
There are some who spend their entire life in pilgrimage, wandering frequently from Kadirkamam (in Ceylon)
to Mount Kailas (in Tibet), Puri to Dwaraka, Amarnath (in Kashmir) to Allahabad, Banaras to Rameswaram. I
have seen many persons repenting in old age that they had so wasted their youth in such a wandering life. I led the
life of a wanderiing monk, just for a short period, in search of my guru and of a suitable place charged with
spiritual vibrations, for spending my life in seclusion and to do rigorous sadhana.
*
The spiritual path is beset with many obstacles. The guru will guide the aspirants safely and remove all sorts of
difficulties they have to face. He will inspire the students and give them spiritual powers through his blessings.
Guru, Ishwara, Truth and Mantra are one. There ia no other way of overcoming the vicious worldly samskaras\fn
{Mental impressions} of the passionate nature of raw, worldly-minded persons than personal contact with and service
to the guru.
In search of a guru, I reached Rishikesh and prayed to the Lord for His Grace. There are many egoistic
students who say:
“I need no Guru, God is my Guru.”
They change their own robes and live independently. When difficulties and troubles confront them, they are
bewildered.
I do not like the rules and regulations of the scriptures, sages and saints to be violated. When there is a change
of heart, there should be a change in the external form also. The glory and the liberty of a sannyasi\fn{Monk} can
hardly be imagined by the timid and the weak. From the sacred hands of Paramahamsa Viswananda Saraswati, I
received holy initiation on the banks of the Ganges on 1 st, June, 1924. The religious rite of Viraja Homa was done
for me by my acharya\fn{Preceptor} guru, Sri Swami Vishnudevanandaji Maharaj at Kailas Ashram.
A personal guru is necessary in the beginning. He alone can show you the path to attain God, who is the guru
of gurus, and obviate the snares and pitfalls on your path. Self-realization is a transcendental experience. You can
march in the spiritual path only by placing implicit faith in the words of sages who have realized the Truth (Apta
Vakya) and attained knowledge of the Self.
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Guru’s grace is needed by the disciple. This does not mean that the disciple should sit idle and expect a miracle
from the guru to push him directly into samadhi.\fn{A state of super-consciousness} The guru cannot do sadhana for
the student. It is foolish to expect spiritual attainments from a drop of kamandalu\fn{A vessel used by sadhus for
carrying water, normally the shell of a hard fruit } water from the guru. The guru can guide the student, clear his doubts,
pave the way, remove the snares, pitfalls and obstacles and throw light on the path. But it is the disciple himself
who has to walk every step in the spiritual path.
Spiritual progress requires intense and unswerving faith in the teachings of the guru and the shastras,\fn
{Scriptures} burning and lasting vairagya,\fn{Aversion to sense-objects} yearning for liberation, adamantine will, fiery
resolve, iron determination, unruffled patience, leech-like tenacity, clock-like regularity, child-like simplicity.
If you have no guru, take Lord Krishna or Shiva or Rama or Christ as your guru. Pray to Him. Meditate on
Him. Sing His Name. He will send you a suitable guru.
*
I came to Rishikesh in June 1924 and found it my destination. My guru gave me initiation and enough spiritual
strength and blessings. Gurus can do this much only. It is the student who has to do intense and rigorous sadhana.
Rishikesh is a Railway Station in the District of Dehra Dun, Uttar Pradesh, in the Himalayas. It is a holy place
with many mahatmas. There are kshetras\fn{Alms-houses} to provide free food for all sadhus\fn{Anchorites} and
yogins and aspirants. They can stay in any of the dharmasalas\fn{Charity houses} or kutias\fn{The hermitages, huts or
cottages where a renunciate or yogi lives} or have their own thatched cottages and huts in any place. Near about
Rishikesh there are many charming places like Brahmapuri Forests, Nilakantha, Vasishtha Guha, Tapovanam.
Sadhus who stay in such places get their dry rations once in fifteen days and prepare their own food.
The scenery of the Himalayas is charming, soul-elevating. The Holy Ganga is a blessing. One can spend hours
in contemplation, sitting on a rock or on a sandbank by the side of the Ganga. There are some libraries from
where we can get authoritative works in Sanskrit, English and Hindi on yoga and philosophy. Some learned
mahatmas conduct regular daily classes and give private tuition to deserving students. The climate of the place is
fine—slightly cold in winter (November to March) and slightly hot in summer (April to June). There are
allopathic and ayurvedic Hospitals to attend to the sick.
Thus I found Rishikesh an ideal place for intense and undisturbed spiritual practices true for all seekers after
Truth.
*
Some mahatmas spend their whole life in deep study of scriptures and derive great pleasure in hot discussions
and arguments on abstruse points of Yoga and Vedanta. Some yogins struggle with Hatha Yoga exercises with the
hope of getting siddhis.\fn{Psychic powers} They indulge in practices which torture the body. There are a few who
are tempted by the Kundalini Yoga and Tantra Shastra for attaining spiritual powers to perform miracles. Devotees
spend all their time in japa\fn{Repetition of the name of God } and kirtan\fn{Loud singing of the name of God in different
tunes} and weep for hours because of their separation from the Lord. In this group, you will find also some
educated young persons who spend their whole time in writing thrilling articles and lectures. They plan and
prepare for a world tour. I have great love and reverence for all such mahatmas for the thorough research they do
in various directions. Do they all succeed in attaining perfection?
I found that they did not have proper facilities, comforts and conveniences. They lacked guidance from a
competent person. They could not be steady and systematic in their sadhana. The planning and scheming nature
in them led them to frequent changes in their daily practices. Either they paid undue attention to their wants or
completely ignored their ltealth. They all thought much of the future and aspired for siddhis, miracles, name and
fame. That only fattened their ego.
A deep study of the ways of mahatmas opened my eyes and gave me strength to stick to rigorous sadhana in
the right direction. I felt the Grace of the Lord. I derived strength and guidance from within. I found ways for an
all-round development. I had the goal of my life and self-realisation and determined to spend every bit of my
energy and time in study, service and sadhana.
*
Service of the sick and the poor and the mahatmas purifies the heart. This is a field for developing all divine
qualities such as compassion, sympathy, mercy, generosity. That helps to destroy the evil qualities and impurities
of the mind such as egoism, selfishness, pride, hatred, anger, lust, jealousy, etc. Mahatmas and the poor villagers
who were sick did not have proper medical aid. Thousands of pilgrims to Badrinath, Kedarnath also needed
medical help. Therefore I started a small dispensary, Satyasevashra, at Lakshmanjhula on the way to Badri-Kedar,
and served the devotees with great love and devotion. I arranged special diet for the serous cases and provided
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milk and other requirements. Spiritual evolution is quicker through service done with proper bhav\fn{Feeling of
devotion and love} and attitude.
For maintaining a high standard of health, I practiced asanas,\fn{Yogic exercises} pranayamas,\fn{Breathing
exercises} mudras and bandhas.\fn{These last two are specific groups of exercises in the discipline of Hatha Yoga } I used to got
out for long brisk walks in the evenings. I combined physical exercises such as dand and bhaitak also. I paid
special attention to simple living, high thinking, light food, deep study, silent meditation and regular prayers. I
loved seclusion and observed mowna.\fn{The observation of silence} I did not like company and futile talk.
From the Ram Asbram Library in Munikireti I used to get some books for my study and devoted some time to
study every day. I kept always a dictionary by my side and looked up the meaning of difficult words. Rest and
relaxation gave me enough strength to carry on intense sadhana. I moved closely with some mahatmas but I never
indulged in discussion and debates. Self-analysis and introspection were my guide.
With a view to devoting more time to prayer and meditation, I moved to the Swargasbram. I lived in a small
kutir, 8 feet by 10 feet, with a small verandah in front, and depended on the Kali Kambliwala Kshetra for my
food. Now the kutir is numbered as 111 with some additional rooms by its side. I continued my sadhana and
service to the sick persons of the place. Just for an hour daily, I used to go from kutir to kutir to attend to the sick
mahatmas, enquire about their welfare and supply their requirements.
I spent much of my time in meditation and practiced various kinds of yogas in my sadhana, and my
experiences have all come out in many of my publications as advice to aspirants. I quickly sent out my thoughts
and experiences to help the world and struggling seekers after Truth. It was usual for even great mahatmas to keep
their rare knowledge as a secret and teach only a chosen few.
*
I did not spend much time in cleaning the teeth, washing clothes and bathing. I quickly finished these when I
was a bit free from my sadhana, study and service. I never depended on anyone though there were a few disciples
who were awaiting opportunities to serve me. I had fixed times for all items of work such as study, writing notes
and letters to sadhaks,\fn{Spiritual practitioners} exercises, going out for bhiksha, etc.
Gradually people came to me in large numbers. That seriously affected my systematic work. With the
permission of the Kshetra people, I fixed up a barbed-wire fencing around my kutir and locked the gate.
Before the visitors, I did not show my erudition by discussing high philosophy at length. I gave some short
.hints on practical sadhana and disposed of each of them in five minutes. I kept a sign board at the entrance of my
compound: "Interview—between 4 and 5 p.m.—only for five minutes at a time.”
During winter, the devotees were not many. I utilized this time for a brisk walk in the compound, singing
bhajans and songs. For some days, I would not come out of my kutir. For my food, I used to keep some dry bread,
remnants from my daily alms. Thus intense sadhana was my goal.
My joy was indescribable when I spent hours in the evenings on the sand banks of the Ganges or sitting on a
fine rock and gazed at wonderful Nature. I became one with Nature. During this period, I established the
Swargashram Sadhu Sangha, to obtain redress for the grievances of the mahatmas, and registered the Institution. I
invited great mahatmas and organized weekly discussions and daily bhajan and Ramayana Katha for some time.
For some months, we had discourses on the Yoga-Vasishtha, Tulsidas Ramayana and Upanishads also. I trained
my students in organizational work through the Swargashram Sadhu Sangha.
*
In 1925 I visited Sherkot Estate, Dampur, in the District of Bijnoor. The Rani of Sherkot, Sreemati Phulkumari
Devi, gave me a cordial reception. I conducted bhajan there on several days and gave medical aid to the villagers.
The Maharani of Mandi, Sri Lalita Kumari Devi, also attended the bhajan. Whenever the Maharani met me, even
after several years, she used to say:
“I cannot forget your melodious, inspiring songs. They are ever green in my memory. I can now feel their
influence. They lulled me and elevated my soul.”
From Sherkot I returned to Rishikesh by walk after visiting the villages on the way. I gave discourses on Yoga
and conducted kirtans and bhajans to the groups of devotees I met. Occasional tours helped me to develop all
divine qualities and to serve mankind on a large scale.
Once during my Parivrajak life, I visited Rameswaram and saw the sacred places in South India. At this period
I stayed in Sri Ramana Ashram for some time. Sri Chand Narain Harkuli, Advocate, Sitapur, accompanied me. On
my way I went to Puri and worshipped the Lord Jagannath. I took bath in the sea at Waltair. At Rameswaram I
worshipped Lord Ramalinga. I reached the Ashram on the day of Sri Ramana’s birthday celebration. I did bhajan
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and kirtan in the big hall before Sri Bhagavan Ramana and the devotees and perambulated the Arunachala Hill
and worshipped the Tejas Linga.
Whenever I found an opportunity to serve people on a large scale or when people compelled me to preside
over spiritual conferences, I visited various centers in Bihar, Punjab and United Provinces. I started dynamic
centres for sadhana and organized spiritual conferences and kirtan sammelans\fn{Conferences} and participated in
the activities of many educational, religious and spiritual Institutions, Even while traveling in trains I taught yoga
exercises. to the passengers and gave them simple lessons on japa and meditation. I carried a chest of medicine
with me always and gave medical aid to the sick.
The important places of my visit were; Lahore, Meerut, Srinagar (Kashmir), Patna, Monghyr, Lucknow, Gaya,
Calcutta, Ayodhya, Lakhimpur-kheri, Bhagalpur, Ambala, Aligarh, Sitapur, Bulandshaher, Delhi, Shikohabad,
Nimsar, Mathura, Brindaban, Etawah, Manipuri and many other places in Northern India. In Andhra Province, I
visited the Santi Ashram in Totapalli Hills, the Mission of Peace in Waltair and also went to Rajahmundry,
Cocanada, Pithapuram and Lakshminarasapuram.
During my travels. I carried a bundle containing my ink-pot, pens pencils, pins, study books like Viveka
Chudamani, the Upanishads, the Gita and the Brahmasutras. I kept also some postage stamps to attend to some
urgent correspondence work. I used to go to the railway station two hours before the scheduled train timings.
Instead of looking here and there, I would sit under a tree and attend to my writing work. I never kept any address
book with me for meeting devotees or friends at important centes of my travel with a view to getting nice food or
financial help. I quickly finished my work for which I was traveling and returned to Rishikesh by the first
available opportunity.
I visited Kedarnath and Badrinath, Tunganath and Triyuginath. Swami Balananda, Swami Vidyasagar
accompanied me. I had a dip in the hot-water springs at Badri Narayan. Throughout my travel I sang kirtan and
bhajan and did mental japa.
By a steamboat at Calcutta, I reached Ganga Sagar—the confluence of Ganga with Bay of Bengal. Srimati
Maharani Surat Kumari Devi also was with me. There is a small temple of Kapila Muni at the sacred Ganga
Sagar. I had a bath in the sea. There was a mela.\fn{Fair} I helped the pilgrims in getting up the ladder.
*
In the early years of my sadhana at Rishikesh, I decided to see Kailas.
Mount Kailas is in Western Tibet. On the 12th June, 1931 I started on a pilgrimage to that sacred place with His
Holiness Sri Swami Adwaitanandaji, Sri Swami Swayam Jyoti Maharaj, Sri Brahmachari Yogananda, Her
Highness Maharani Sahiba Surat Kumari Devi, O.B.E., Singhahi State, and Sri Kedarnath, her secretary. We all
had a dip in Lake Manasarovar and went around Mount Kailas. I walked the whole distance.
There is no place on all this fair earth which can be compared with Kailas for the marvelous beauty of the
everlasting snows. Of all yatras, the Kailas trip is the most difficult. It is called Mount Meru—the axis of
Mountains. At the time I went there, His Highness the Maharajah Saheb of Mysore also visited Kailas. He is the
only Maharajah in India who has visited the sacred mount.
The total distance from Almora to Kailas is about 230 miles. In two months one can easily visit the place and
return. On August 22nd our party returned to Almora.
*
On the 9th September 1950, I started on a dynamic Mission of Dissemination of Knowledge, undertaking. an
extensive tour all over India and Ceylon for a period of two months. I returned to Rishikesh on the 7 th November
1950. I then came in close touch with thousands of sincere spiritual aspirants all over the land, rejoice heartily that
the Almighty gave me an opportunity to serve Him and His children by undertaking the All-India-Ceylon Tour. I
recollect with immense delight the deep devotion of the people of India and Ceylon, the reverence they have for
the Holy Order of Sannyasa and their eagerness to acquire the Knowledge of Yoga and Vedanta.
I visited all the important cities, towns and villages all over India. I addressed public meetings and conducted
kirtans. I delivered speeches in many schools, colleges and universities on ethical culture and real education and
addressed numerous public meetings on general spiritual topics. Several thousands of rupees worth of valuable
books were distributed free of cost to the public during this historic event—the All India-Ceylon Tour.
In keeping with my usual practice, I did not spend any time in preparing fine lengthy speeches on yoga, bhakti
and vedanta for such occasions. Along with my kirtans and songs, I gave practical lessons on sadhana. That
created a wonderful effect on the audience. When I was filled with immense joy in the company of devotees, I
combined nritya also—the Dance of Lord Shiva and Lord Krishna. People were thrilled; even today thousands
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repeat my favorite kirtans: “Agada Bhum”, “Chidananda-hum”, “Pilade”, etc. In various centers, the devotees
also stood up and danced for a long period in divine ecstasy.
Everywhere I went, I was overwhelmed by the love of the people. I enjoyed at every centre the warmth of the
people’s cordiality and devotion. I bathed again and again in the ocean of the masses devotion to the Lord. I drank
again and again the immortal elixir of the Lord’s name, which all people sang with bhav and fervor.
Service gives me joy. I cannot live without service even for a second. I found a dynamic field in the All-India
Tour. I worked without any rest or relaxation for a period of two months. I felt that the tourist car and the
scheduled timings for the travel by aeroplane, train, cars and steamers imposed a restriction on my method of
intense work. I had to stick to “time” in attending to various functions and did not have enough time to attend to
the needs of the devotees.
When I was at Bombay on my return journey, I wanted to dispense with the tourist car at Delhi and then to
continue the tour from province to province, going from door to door in every city, town, and village and singing
kirtans and bhajans and repeating Mahamrityunjaya mantra for the health and long life of the devotees. I wanted
to carry the message of divine life to each and every aspirant individually.
*
Though I had a special predilection for deep meditation in seclusion during my stay in Swargashram,
periodically I organized satasangas in the evening hours. I invited the mahatmas and the brahmacharis.\fn
{Celibates} One Punjiibi mahatma used to conduct classes on the Yoga-Vasishtha and Tulsidas Ramayana and
before closing I did bhajan and kirtan. Occasionally I visited Sitapur, Lakhimpurkheri, Meerut and other places in
the U.P. and Punjab. I conducted kirtans at night, lectures in all high schools and colleges with demonstration of
yoga exercises and distributed leaflets on “Twenty Important Spiritual Instructions” and “Importance of
Brahmachar-ya.” I introduced common prayers and silent meditation in the early morning at 4 a.m. and compelled
all the devotees to join the collective sadhana.
I asked people to maintain likhita japa.\fn{The writing of mantras} I saw many devotees sit in public meetings
motionless, write mantras and observe mowna during the period. I distributed presents to those who wrote the
largest number of mantras legibly. To encourage people, I gave spiritual books as presents not only to the winners
in the competition but also to everyone present in the hall. Devotees used to bring a lot of fruits, and the entire lot
used to be distributed to the audience then and there. At the end I used to take a small bit as prasad.\fn{Food offered
in a temple to a deity; a divine meal}
Invariably the organizers used to chalk out a tight programme for a week or two. There used to be Akhanda
Kirtan for 2 or 3 days. To relieve me in the work at out-stations, I used to take my students, Sri Swami
Swaroopananda and Sri Swami Atmananda. The former would quickly and ably translate my English speeches
into Hindi and the latter conduct melodious bhajans and kirtans. Many pamphlets and leaflets were printed for
free distribution.
In 1933 I took up this propaganda tour in Lakhimpurkheri, Meerut and Hardoi. Every year, for a week or two I
traveled in the Punjab and in Bihar. During such tours. I asked my students in Swargashram and the post master at
Rishikesh not to redirect my letters. I did not attend to this correspondence work during my tour and concentrated
on a dynamic work for dissemination of knowledge.
Though I lived a simple life with ordinary dry bread\fn{ Rottis} at Rishikesh, during such intense work, day and
night, I felt the need for energy-giving food and fruits. I used to keep a few pieces of bread or biscuits in my
pocket, because the work in various places did not allow me any time for my meals or rest. Before starting for
such conferences, I kept enough money with me for my return fare. For my expenses I never demanded money
from the organizers of the functions, but I asked them to print a large number of copies of leaflets and pamphlets
in different languages for wide circulation during the conference or sammelans. My students who accompanied
me in the tours invariably said:
“It is all joy to travel with Guru Maharaj for the wonderful treatment he gives.” I shared with them all that I
had and took great care of their health and made them very popular and well-known. Sometimes I wrote to the
organizers:
“Keep enough fruits and biscuits in my room. That is my Saguna Brahman. To bring about a solid and
substantial work, the workers need nutritious food and energy-giving fruits.”
In Sitapur during my visit in 1934, I started a Medical Relief Campaign. In Andhra Districts, during my tour, I
visited many villages and gave medicine to the poor village people. Sri Swami Omkarji and Sister Sushila (Sri
Ellan St. Clair Nowald) accompanied me.
*
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During intense work, I used to relax through japa, meditation, deep breathing exercises, bhastrika pranayama,
and kirtan; and that energized and galvanized me. I conducted nagar kirtans and prabhat peri\fn{Religious
procession early in the morning} in many places. The whole town, wherever I went, was charged with spiritual
vibrations. People felt the wonderful peace and power for days. Devotees used to write to me after several years:
“Beloved Swamiji, we hear your OM chanting and maha-mantra kirtans even today.”
People who work in the fields even now repeat my popular kirtans, Om Namah Sivaya, Chidananda-hum, and
Sita Ram Sita Ram, Dhwanis. The students in all colleges and schools repeat my favourite kirtan: Govinda,
Govinda—Don’t smoke, Govinda. The results of the tour were wonderful and lasting.
The work at the Ashram was heavy and I gave up the tour life in 1938. To various centers I sent my students to
attend the spiritual conferences at out-stations. People from Punjab compelled me on various occasions and did
satyagraha\fn{Strike} at my kutir and forced me to visit Lahore during their annual sankirtan conferences in
December.
*
Some of the letters written by me from 1933 to 1936, [which] I reproduce below, give an idea of the work
turned out during my travels:
When I travel, I pour out all my energy in the course of a week. I am tired now. But people compel me to visit
Meerut. It is all His Grace. May His Will be done. Do not send my letters to my camps. It will interfere with my work
here. People are devouring me from all corners. Nothing is definite. I may return to Rishikesh after one or two weeks.
*
My time is spent in delivering thrilling lectures during day and kirtans at night. I pump joy and power in the
devotees. I roar like a lion. People do not leave me even a second. Sitapur and Lakhimpurkheri are Vaikuntha now on
earth. I had a virat kirtan with 3000 people, a thing which Lakhimpur has never seen in its annals. I will have kirtans
with harijans today. Through Kirtan Movement, we can revolutionize India. India needs this. There is a great revival
now.
*
Tell the organizers that I am slightly pleased with them now. Akhanda Kirtan for 3 days on a separate platform is
very, very necessary. This is the only effective part of the work, solid and substantial. Sankirtan in different centers to
thrill and electrify the whole atmosphere is another task. These two items are important for the peace of the world.
Local riot and Section 144 are nothing before Ram Nam. You need not be afraid of the curfew orders

Even today I can easily visualize how, when I sang agada-bhum kirtans, thousands used to get up and dance.
After every bhajan and kirtan, I gave impressive lessons on sadhana. I conducted lorry kirtans in Bihar. I went to
various places in a lorry with a party of devotees and did kirtans. In Rishikesh, on several occasions, I did boat
kirtans.
Another highly interesting feature was the group kirtans. I selected the Government officers from the audience
for doing kirtan from the platform. Then a chance was given to all college professors, doctors, students, ladies and
girls. That created great enthusiasm. It was a novel feature. At first they all hesitated and felt shy. Then they felt
the benefit. After some months they all turned to be staunch kirtanists and established kirtan mandalis in various
towns. …
231.58 Excerpt from Jaya Somanath\fn{by Kanaiyalal Maneklal Munsih (1887-1971)} Bharuch, Gujarat State, India (M)
9
1
It was the eleventh day of the month of Kartik in the year 1082 of the Vikramaditya Era (A.D. 1024), the most
sacred day in the year.
They came in an uninterrupted flood—the pilgrims. They were arriving at the shrine of Lord Somanath, the
Lord of the Three Worlds in the holy city of Prabhas, as if attracted by a magnet. Some pilgrims came from
Delwada, some from the port of Veraval, others by road from Junagadh. Some were happy; some unhappy; some
fit and strong; others ailing and feeble; some lame and some crippled; some on foot and some by cart; some on
horseback, some in chariots, some riding camels and a few perched on elephants.
There were some pilgrims, who sang devotional songs, some played music to the accompaniment of the
sarangi, drums and cymbals.
There were some who were wealthy, each accompanied by a bodyguard. Some had saved money all their life
677

to have the darshan of Lord Somanath; some had taken a vow of voluntary poverty; some so poor that they had to
make their way by begging.
There were some who had come to offer thanks to the deity for the boons which had been given to them; some
with the intention of giving up worldly life; some for acquiring wealth or for business; some to gain religious
merit by getting rid of their sins.
They came in thousands, their only object being to offer worship to Lord Somanath. As the pilgrims arrived,
they found places to rest, sleep and cook their meals, outside the walls of the town of Prabhas, under a tree, or in
the shade of a house, or inside a Dharmashala.
All the pilgrims looked upon the shrine as the principal abode of Lord Shankar and their eyes were filled with
joy at the sight of the thousands of flags flying on temple tops and when their gaze finally rested upon the golden
dome crowning the temple of Lord Somanath, they felt they were on the way to salvation. They continued to
come, each proclaiming his arrival at the main gate of the temple with their shouts “Jaya Somanat”—
“Victory unto Lord of the Moon.”
*
The temple of Somanath was neither big nor located in a big city; yet everyone felt that it was the home of
gods. Though not glamorous as Amaravati, the city of gods, centuries of faith had made it the doorway to heaven.
Tall, well-built and fearful kapaalas had camped on the cremation ground outside the fort of the little town of
Prabhas. Their bodies were besmeared with ash. A garland of human skulls was their only adornment. They ate
human flesh and drank heady wines.
Inside the fort of Prabhas, there were rest-houses—dharmashalas—on both sides of the road, in which men of
means found accommodation. To the left of the main road lived the servants of the shrine, and to the right, the
watchmen and the trackers. A little further, towards the shrine, several wells were built on the roadside which
supplied fresh water to the pilgrims.
Then came the market square where traders displayed for sale the best variety of high artistic products, brought
from different parts of the world—pots and pans of brass and copper, silks, gold embroidered cloth and choice
ornaments of different workmanship.. The Gujarati bankers sat in their shops cross-legged, rubbing their bellies,
ready to lend money at exorbitant interest and grow rich.
On two sides of the square were houses of higher caste families. Beyond the square lived the Brahmins, with
some two thousand students engaged in the study of the Vedas and Shastras and practice of religious austerities to
secure ultimate salvation.
The inner fort was 20 ft. in height and 6 ft. in depth. On either side of the fort were shops where everything
required for worship was sold.
In the centre was the temple of Ganesh—the god of good auspices—said to be founded by King Yayati. On
both sides of the temple were beautiful gardens. Water was provided by two canals from the river Hiranya.
Beyond, to the right was the temple of Bhairav, in which the Kapaalas and other sadhus worshipped the Lord
with offerings of meat and wine. It was said that on the day before Deepavali, the dark night of Aswin, human
sacrifices were offered there. No pilgrim ventured near this temple, but in order riot to offend the deity, men of
faith, controlling their horror, made their obeisance from a distance.
Through the gate of the garden on the left was the shrine dedicated to Tripurasundari. Around this temple there
were several smaller temples dedicated to Her under other names, goddess Kali, Kumari, Kapali, Chamunda and
others. The temple of Tripurasundari enjoyed great popularity. Many great devotees, adopting female garb and
feminine gestures, worshipped the goddess day and night, as the goddess gave salvation only to women. The first
ten days of the month of Aswin were spent at the shrine of Tripurasundari; the days being sacred to the Mother
Goddess, the shrine would then become the centre of worship and those seeking salvation would come and
discarding caste, creed or position in life, join the mysterious rites.
*
Opposite the temple of Ganesh was the gateway to the main temple. Along the road on both sides. stood
beautifully carved columns bearing lights; on the top of each was placed the figure of a bull. On its balcony were
installed drummers who sounded big drums to announce the time by day and night, hour to hour.
Beyond the pillars to the right was the Chandrakund—a pool sacred to the Moon-God. It was believed that
anyone who bathed in it would rid himself of diseases.
As one proceeded on the road between the two rows of lights, he would come to the steps leading to the dance
hall and enter nritya mandap through which one had to pass to reach the sanctum.
In the dance hall was a large elephant sculptured in black marble with God Indra, depicted as coming to offer
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worship to Lord Somanath. The hall was large and impressive; five thousand worshippers could pray at one time
in it. It had forty-eight columns of marble. On every part of this hall, right up to the dome, artistic murals had
been painted by artists from different countries of the world.
Facing the entrance of the inner shrine was Nandi, a large bull made of brass, the favorite vehicle of the Lord.
Devout pilgrims offered homage to it by touching its tail.
In the innermost sanctum was the idol of Lord Somanath, the Lord of the Three Worlds.
2
The Brahmins attached to the temple, as they piloted the pilgrims, thus narrated how Lord Somanath became
manifest in Prabhas.
When the world first came into being, there were created Narayan and Narayani, Primaeval Man and Woman.
Then from the navel of Narayan grew a lotus of thousand petals, each one of them shining as the ray of the sun.
From the lotus of light came Brahma—Hiranya Garbha—who asked the question:
“Whose son am I?”
He spent centuries, wandering allover the creation seeking an answer to this question. At last, he began a
severe penance of indefinite duration. At long last, Lord Vishnu appeared before him and replied to the question:
“I am the Creator of the world. It is through me you are born.”
Unable to bear this insult, Brahma engaged Vishnu in a fearsome fight. It was when this fight was going on
between the two gods that there emerged a Jyotirlinga of ineffable radiance. Immediately, Vishnu took the form of
Varaha (Boar) and Brahma, of Hans (Swan). Both moved down into the heart of the earth and high up above the
heaven to locate the precise whereabouts of this Jyotirlinga. Ultimately they found it in Prabhas where a temple of
gold was constructed before the Satya Yug, the Age of Truth.
In the early days of the creation the Moon-God gave light all through the night and every day of the year. But
the god was not fair to all his 27 wives. It was Rohini alone whom he loved and loved passionately. The
remaining 26 of his wives, whom he ignored, complained to their father Daksha Prajapati about the behavior of
their spouse. Daksha, moved to anger by his son-in-law’s behavior, cursed the Moon-God:
“May you be consumed to extinction.”
At this curse the people of the three worlds were in distress. They could not bear the idea of spending nights
without the cooling light of the moon. The Moon-God, finding himself progressively declining because of the
curse of his father-in-law, came to the Jyotirlirnga in Prabhas and worshipped for years until word Shankar,
pleased at his devotion, stopped his progressive decline. The Lord blessed the Moon that he would decline for
fifteen days and be restored to his luminous self during the remaining fifteen days of the month. This boon of the
great Lord made the gods and rishis happy.
For the favor done to him, the Moon-God constructed a golden temple for the Lord, as also the Chandrakund,
and that is how the Jyotirlinga came to be known as Somanath—Lord of the Moon-God.
Thousands of years went by. Ravana of the ten heads, King of Lanka, anxious to acquire the kingdom of the
world, offered worship at this shrine.. In his desire to please the Lord, Ravana instead of worshipping Lord
Somanath with lotuses, cut off one head of his after the other and laid them before Him. When he was about to
chop off his tenth head, the merciful Lord restored his nine heads and gave him the boon which made him the
conqueror of the world. As a mark of gratitude, Ravana had a silver temple constructed for the Lord on the spot.
Again ages went by. The all-powerful amongst the Yadavas, Sri Krishna, came to the shrine accompanied by
his wives to offer worship to the Lord. Pleased with his devotion; Lord Somanath bestowed upon him the title of
“The Best Among Men.” As a token of his gratitude, Sri Krishna raised a temple of sandalwood for the Lord.
Centuries later, the Maheshyari kings of Vallabhipur got the shrine reconstructed in stone. It was said that
when the temple was constructed, the Lord of the Three Worlds Himself appeared at its consecration, when
heavenly dancers danced before Him.
*
The temple dancers continuously danced in the Nritya Mandap, dance hall, in front of the image of Lord
Shiva. Surrounding the temple, there was a pradakshana marg, the prescribed route on which the pilgrims went
round the temple ritually. There were three small gates leading out of this marg. One of these doors led to the
Pashupat Math, the monastery where Gang Sarvagna, the all-knowing, lived with his disciples.
Gang Sarvagna was the head of the Pashupat sect established by Lakulesh, who was an incarnation of Lord
Shankar himself. Gang Sarvagna was invariably called “all-knowing” because of his great learning. His reputation
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had spread throughout the world, and his disciples sang his praises from Kashmir to Kanyakumari. Rulers came
from different parts of the world and fell at his feet. His smallest wish was fulfilled by the devout as if it was the
command of Lord Somanath Himself. He had acquired a position in the religious life of the country which was
difficult for the rishis to achieve.
The second gate opened into a small square; which had another gate leading to the sea. To the west of the
enclosure, in the centre of which the shrine was situated, there was another gate leading to the enclosure
surrounded by a wall in which some three to four hundred temple dancers lived.
Some were from Gujarat. They worshipped God with soft-toned songs sung with feeling. Some came, from the
north and spoke in a language which few could understand. They placated the Lord by means or melodies and
songs of their land. Some came from yet further north; they were tall, fair and bright; their voice, however, was
harsh, and their singing lacked the charm that was to be found in others. Yet others came from the south; slightly
darkish in color they had flat noses. They danced beautifully and sang sweetly in a language which not many
could understand.
All these women had been dedicated to the service of the Lord in their childhood. Their only duty in life was to
worship Him through songs and dances. Day and night they spent their time in dressing up attractively and in
learning and teaching singing and dancing. They also instructed selected men in these arts.
*
In this enclosure, one house was set apart from the rest. It was small but distinctive. In the front yard of the
house, a young girl was lying on her stomach on a cot under the shade of a tree. Resting her face in her hands, she
kept time by striking her outstretched legs against the cot on which she lay. She had just woken up from her
afternoon sleep.
Her hair was black. Although it was not combed and straightened out, it covered her entire back, reaching
down to her knees, and as her feet beat impatiently against the cot, it flew about merrily. Her neck was so graceful
that the sight of it was enough to make many hearts beat fast. She was eighteen years old, but had the figure of a
girl of fifteen. Her face had the sweetness and simplicity of an eight-year-old child; her bright eyes had an innate
earnestness. Wrinkles on her forehead kept forming and disappearing.
Why did her mother not turn up in time? Why was Sarvagna detaining her mother so long? What did the old
man mean by it?
She lifted her face and turned it towards, the setting sun. As the rays of the sun fell softly upon the central
dome, it assumed the colour of molten gold. In its construction, the sculptors had poured out all skill and devotion
to give it a shape and magnificence all its own. It stood so high that it seemed to be touching the very sky.
As Chaula, for that was the name of the girl, gazed at it, her beautiful eyes grew meditative. It was Mount
Kailas to her, the home of the Lord. From her early childhood, she used to go right up to the gallery which
surrounded the dome and dance there to the music of the waves of the sea. In a little while, the sun would set.,
thought Chaula, and then the aarati would begin. When that was over, her great moment would arrive to which
she had looked, forward since she was a child, and for which her mother and her grandmother had prepared her
with care.
Ever since she grew up, she had devoted all her efforts day and night upon acquiring the high degree of skill
and excellence which she was to display on this occasion This was the moment for which she had been living.
In order to please Lord Somanath, three hundred temple dancers, including her mother, had been dancing
before the Lord day and night. But she was going to be different from them all, said Otaula to herself. No one else
had as strong and shapely legs as she had, nor had a waist as supple as hers. The great Gang Sarvagna, the pontiff
of the Pashupat sect himself, had taken a special interest in her. Many a time, as she danced, she found her feet
failing her, but every time Lord Somanath had given her strength to carry on. Many a time, the Lord Himself
appeared before her in her dreams and told her:
“You are my dancer.”
With her every breath, she was devoted to Him. She had no other interest in life than to dance in front of the
Lord every day of her life, and to die dancing in front of Him, with “Jaya Somanath” ringing in her ears; she
would like to bring her life to a beautiful end. Her imagination was incapable of going beyond this point.
*
According to the age-old custom of the temple’s school of dancing, every l8-year-old dancer who was
adjudged the most proficient in 18 types of dances, 12 schools of acting, and 7 styles of singing, was given a right
to dance before the shrine for the first time at the time of offering prayers on the eleventh day of Kartik. At that
great and auspicious moment, the young flower would blossom, and be offered to the Lord.
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Chaula was not in the least concerned about what would happen to her after this one great moment. The future
may be bleak: today she would dance and Lord Somanath Himself would be pleased with her. Had she not
worshipped Him with all her soul every day of her short life with the sole object of winning His approval? To
fulfill her destiny of the chosen bride of the Lord, she had acquired supreme control over all her limbs and
gestures; she had controlled her diet and her sleep, and had kept away from any man’s touch. She was sure that
Lord Somanath would be so pleased with her dancing that He would not wish to see anyone else dance before
Him on every ekadashi day and every shivaratri, sacred to the Lord.
How often had she gone in the deserted hall before dawn to worship and pray before the Lord! And every time
her prayer had been that she should achieve perfection in her art such as no one before had ever achieved. She
was sure that her Lord would grant her request. Tonight, therefore, when she danced, her dance would be superb,
her dream would be realized, and her beloved Lord Shankar would be pleased with her.
Once again she looked at the dome of the temple. For a long time she kept gazing at the flag.. She had always
been fascinated with this flag flying on the dome at that height. Her heart loved everything that danced. The flying
flag, the movement of the waves, gentle or stormy, and the swaying branches of trees, invariably aroused in her
heart a feeling of affection; she felt she was one with them; to her, rhythm and dance were reflection of the cosmic
dance of the Lord, of the rhythm of creation and destruction.
Chaula knew only two persons in this world; God Nataraj, the Supreme Dancer and she herself, His bride-tobe. She was barely conscious of the rest of the world: if it was there at all, it was only something dim and
shadowy.
“Chaula, get up. Why are you still lying down?”
Chaula heard herself being called. It was the voice of her mother, Ganga. Her face brightened. She raised
herself a little and turned round—a common enough movement, but there was grace even in the way in which her
neck and shoulders moved.
“Come, get up,” repeated Ganga, “do you know who has come to see you dance?”
“But have you brought my clothes?”
“Of course, here they are,” replied Ganga with a smile.
Ganga had already crossed the age of fifty. A few strands of silver hair testified to it. But, even at that age,
there was grace in her walk; her voice was melodious, but authoritative, as befitted the head of the temple
dancers. Her eyes did not sparkle like Chaula’s, but they were beautiful and grave. At this moment, they beamed
with happiness; they were still able to express various shades of emotion even at that age.
As soon as Olaula saw the clothes and ornaments in her mother’s hands, she ran to her. She looked at them as
if her whole life depended on them. Her eyes remained riveted upon them.
“Yes,” said Ganga, “these are the things which ‘he’ had arranged to obtain for you from various countries.”
Her mother always referred to Gang Sarvagna not by name, but in the third person—as was the customary way
with wives when referring to their husbands. Chaula was always intrigued and delighted by this habit of her
mother.
“Really, is this true?” Chaula dutifully enquired.
“Yes, but do you know who has come today?”
“No.”
“The King of Gujarat, Maharaja Bheemdev.”
“Well, so what?” rejoined Chaula indifferently, as she began putting on a necklace.
“So, you do not think much of the monarch of the land of Gujarat!” remarked her mother fondly.
“I am indifferent to all except my Lord Soroanath.”
“Don’t tell me that even I do not count,” said her mother, patting her cheek playfully.
“Oh mother! How can I ever do without you?” replied Chaula putting her arms around her mother and holding
her tightly to herself.
The whole of the dancers’ residential area was dominated by Chaula’s mother, just as before her, it had been by
Chaula’s grandmother. All the dancers stood in great awe of Ganga. There was nothing she did not know about the
arts of singing and dancing. She was able unerringly to pick out the slightest mistake in tone or rhythm and never
hesitated to punish severely whoever was at fault. It was she who had the authority to assign houses in this area to
the dancers, to distribute clothes and ornaments among them, and to permit them to go out. Everything, in fact,
concerning the lives of the dancers was controlled by her.
Ganga was still capable of moving about with the freedom, abandon and spirit of a young girl of twenty-five.
Whenever she danced—and she still danced—she had the capacity to hold the attention of the pilgrims, rendering
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them speechless with admiration. It was said that God Somanath was so pleased with her that once He gave
darshan of His living Self to her—a story which the dancers in her charge did not believe. The more malicious of
them suggested a totally different reason as the source of her power and supremacy.
She alone among all the dancers was able to approach Gang Sarvagna and make him do what she liked. Many
elderly people were fond of narrating legendary tales of the two when they were young. But no one was in a
position to say what truth there was in these legends.
About one fact, however, there could be no doubt: that every Monday night, when Ganga danced in the temple,
the venerable Gang Sarvagna was always present. The malicious had been trying their best for years to find out
any similarity between Chaula’s features and Gang Sarvagna’s, and strained to prove a similarity where none
existed.
Just as her mother had watched carefully over her development as a dancer, so had Ganga been preparing
Chaula to step into her shoes. She had taught the girl everything that she knew herself, and she was more
beautiful, even, than she herself was at her age. Ganga had arranged that the principal disciple of Gang Sarvagna,
Shivarashi, took an interest in the girl. And it was her greatest wish that when her own powers waned, Chaula
should be ready to take control of the dancers’ colony and the heart of Shivarashi.
Sometimes, however, she felt a little unsure of herself, particularly when she found that Chaula was not
practical. She certainly danced and sang exceedingly well and had also devoted herself wholly and solely to Lord
Somanath. Ganga herself had taught the dancers that those whose lives had been dedicated to the Lord must think
of Him only; but she herself had found that it was most difficult to practise what she preached. She was not at all
sure that Chaula, when she grew older and more mature, would behave as a practical woman of the world.
Chaula’s test was in a way a test for Ganga also. Today for the first time Chaula would be dancing before the
Lord at the time of the main worship. She had been preparing her for this occasion all these years. The previous
year Gang Sarvagna had suggested that Chaula might dance on the sacred day, but Ganga had succeeded in
putting it off on the ground that Chaula was still young and her training not complete.
3
Lights flickered in thousands of small clay vessels placed in the niches of the columns outside the temple and
on the walls of the fort. As the time for offering worship to Lord Somanath drew near, a large and growing crowd
gathered in the Nritya Mandap (the dance hall). The hall was also lit up by hundreds of small clay vessels placed
on the niches of the pillars.
The mural paintings on the ceilings and the walls came to life. The bells hanging from the ceilings by golden
chains, rang a joyous note. A steady stream of people came in, shouting “Jaya Somanath!”, and with folded hands,
bowed low before the sanctum.
Jeweled lanterns lit up the sanctum, in the middle of which was the creation-old image of Somanath, covered
with flowers and bael leaves. A golden vessel suspended from the ceiling by a golden chain, kept water dripping
upon it all the time. Brahmins, learned in all the four Vedas, were offering worship, reciting appropriate mantras.
Suddenly, from the gallery of the main gate came the beat of drums and the music of the fifes. The people
inside the Nritya Mandap began to jostle each other. About fifteen stalwart sadhus entered the hall and pushed
their way through the crowd to the front of the sanctum.
By way of calling the assembly to order, one of the sadhus blew a powerful conch; its blast reverberated
through the hall. There was complete silence and every eye turned towards the entrance.
An old man in his sixties, tall and fair, draped in tiger skin, with his body besmeared with ashes, came irito the
hall. His long gray beard was tied in a knot; his snow-white sacred thread was suspended from his left shoulder.
Everyone stood with folded hands. Some fell at his feet. One and all shouted:
“Victory unto Gang, the All-Knowing!”
The old man’s high forehead, indicative of his great learning, was marked by three lines of sandalwood paste.
His eyes were clear, grave and compassionate. He kept looking all around as if he was searching for someone. As
the high-priest came slowly, every one present realized that he was in the presence of someone whose life had
been dedicated to the service of Lord Somanath and for propagating the message of Lakulesh, the avataar of Lord
Shankar.
Twenty-seven years ago, when Gang Sarvagna became the head of the monastery, the cult of Pashupat was on
the decline. Today, learned men, rulers and common people from all over the country vied with one another in
accepting him as the supreme teacher of the cult. Due to his influence, people’s faith in Somanath had once again
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been restored throughout the world.
Gang Sarvagna was followed by three men. One of them was his principal disciple; Shivarashi, dressed exactly
as his guru, but looking more worldly than learned. The second man was strong and tall; his big, dark eyes
reflected the light of the flickering oil lamps. His face created the impression of frankness, boldness and
reliability. Although he-looked tired, his manner of walking indicated a person of royal status. The impression was
confirmed by his high turban, the long sword hanging by his side and the large bow suspended from his left
shoulder. Seeing him, one was reminded of a lion about to spring.
The third man, small in size, was impressive. His smooth skin, bright eyes and small well-formed fingers
suggested his high descent. At first sight one would think that he was very young, almost a child, but his firm lips
lent power to his face and removed the first impression. He too carried a sword, but the way he held it showed
that he was not very fond of carrying weapons.
Gang Sarvagna, the All-Knowing, slowly walked towards the door of the sanctum, responding easily to the
greetings of the pilgrims, blessing them with outstretched hands. When he came near the sanctum, he prostrated
himself before the deity and offered worship. Then, Gang Sarvagna, whom even kings considered a privilege to
worship, rose and stood before the Lord, his head bowed and his hands folded in silent meditation. As he offered
prayers, it was clear that his heart was full of devotion, that he was completely unconscious of everything around
him except the presence of the Lord. Then he took from the hands of a Brahmin standing nearby, a tray which had
been prepared for the aarati.
For fourteen years, every evening without fail, Gang Sarvagna had thus offered worship to the Lord in the
presence of large crowds of pilgrims, as thousand bells in Prabhas pealed simultaneously and hundreds of drums
sounded a triumphant note. When he had finished the aarati, he shouted,
“Victory unto Lord Somanath!”
His call was echoed by those standing around him; from them, it was taken up by others in the hall of worship,
and then by the pilgrims standing outside the hall. For one moment nothing was heard in the town of Prabhas but
the worshipful shouts of
“Victory unto Lord Somanath!”
After the aarati was over, Gang.Sarvagna came our of the sanctum and sat on a gold-encrusted, low stool. By
his side sat Shivarasbi. His two guests sat on a carpet embroidered in gold.
“Bheemdev, my son,” said Gang Sarvagna to the guest with the princely bearing, “so, in the end, the ruler of
Dhara had given the villages to you.”
Bheemdev moved a little nearer to Gang Sarvagna and urged that he should be entrusted with the
reconstruction of the temple at his own expense. Gang Sarvagna smiled and said,
“As you wish and as the Lord Somanath wills. When will you come again?”
“Next year. What do you say?” Bheemdev asked his companion, his Prime Minister, Vimal.
“Of course,” replied the handsome companion of the King with a smile. “By that time, if that be the wish of
Adishwar, the noble king would have conquered Malwa.”
For a moment Gang Sarvagna was serious. The mention of the name of Adishwar, the Tirthankar, venerated by
the Jains, to which community Vimal belonged, linked with the possibility of conflict with Malwa, was not to his
taste. He changed the subject by calling for the dance.
Silence prevailed. All eyes turned towards the special passage which had been marked off by ropes leading
from the southern gate to the dance hall.
First came two torch-bearers, followed by Ganga, dressed in gorgeous clothes. Behind her was a young
woman, veiled and draped in white, followed by six female dancers. Last came the musicians. All of them walked
right up to the center of the hall and prostrated themselves before the Lord.
Gang Sarvagna’s eyes were dimmed with affection as they fell upon the young woman dressed in white.
Bheemdev asked Shivarashi in a whisper,
“Is that the new dancer going to dance this evening?” Shivatashi nodded his head.
“Who is she? What is her name?” enquired Minister Vimal. Shivarashi gave no reply.
Ganga began her song in praise of the Lord. Her voice in spite of her age was sweet, but in that sweetness was
the sincerity of a true devotee. But while she sang praises of God Shankar, she hoped that the song would please
Gang, the All-Knowing. Her eyes rested more often on Gang Sarvagna than upon the Lord. She really sang for
him, and as usual, Gang Sarvagna listened to her, with his eyes half-closed. Along with all his other branches of
learning, he had made a deep study of the art of music, and no one’s singing had yet appeared to him to be
superior to Ganga’s.
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The song came to an end. Ganga’s eyes turned towards Gang Sarvagna to read in his eyes, whether he was
pleased or not. Half opening his eyes, Gang Sarvagna responded by a smile of appreciation. Then, almost
simultaneously, the eyes of both turned towards the veiled young woman in white. Gang Sarvagna gently
whispered to her,
“Now begin your dance.”
As he said this, there came before his eyes one unforgettable dawn nineteen years ago. The intervening time
disappeared. He could see before his eyes Arbudachal, the sacred Mount where he had offered severe penance for
six months in search of self-purification. He still had vivid recollection of the joy he felt on his return to Prabhas,
to join his devotees and disciples. On that day, he recalled, he could not sleep even after midnight. It seemed as if
someone was calling him from a distance. He took his staff and went out of the monastery. As he approached the
seashore, he saw in the waning light of the stars a beautiful young woman emerging from the waves. She
appeared to be someone not of this world, ethereal. He had never been able to forget that moment. He had asked:
“Who is it?” and the woman had replied simply:
“It is I.”
He had recognized her without difficulty. She was the daughter of the head of the temple dancers. She was the
one who by her wonderful singing made devotional songs in praise of Shiva, so immensely satisfying. He knew
that she was a temple dancer, and utterly devoted to the worship of the Lord, also one who had regarded His
service as part of her life. Gang Sarvagna had stopped in front of her; he had not been able to suppress the joy he
felt as he enquired,
“What are you doing here?”
“I had my bath just now. I want to dance before the Lord.”
“At this time? What special blessings do you seek from the Lord?”
She looked down shyly. Even after nineteen years, Ganga remembered the scene vividly.
“To be able to serve God and you” was her gentle reply.
And all of a sudden there arose in his ascetic heart an emotion which he could not understand. It seemed to him
as if God was ordering him to accept her. As the light of the stars became more dim and the gentle music of the
waves more intoxicating, while the fresh breeze of the early dawn was giving refreshing life to all, they were in
each other’s arms. Then happened what was still fresh in his memory. Gang Sarvagna woke up from this
daydream and said in his natural voice,
“It is time for the dance.” The very next moment his heart began to. beat fast, and anxiously.
Young Chaula, her face covered with her white scarf, was sitting modestly with her eyes fixed on the ground.
Her heart was beating fast as never before, and its throbs echoed in her ears. She became conscious of Gang
Sarvagna‘s order, followed by her mother's direction to get up. She stood up, found her feet trembling. How
would she be able to lift her legs? Then her mind became blank.
4
Chaula’s mind was blank. Her heart was overflowing with faith. Lord Somanath was there in front of her. He
would never forsake her. She fixed her eyes on the Image of the Lord; she bowed before Him, her God, .her Lord,
her Master. She heard her mother, asking her to obtain the blessings of Gang Sarvagna.
Her feet were no longer trembling. She went up to Gang Sarvagna, bowed and touched his feet. Gang smiled.
That was his way of blessing.
Chaula saw Shivarashi sitting beside Gang Sarvagna, and also noticed the two young men sitting by his side
whom she did not know. They appeared to be fascinated with her. She slipped off her white scarf and stood for a
moment like a goddess emerging from a white lotus. The crowd looked on, transfixed.
Her small, shapely feet tinkled with bells. Above her gold embroidered skirt, like a shikhar of some artistic
temple, rose her lovely body—slender waist, gently sloping belly, bust hidden by bejeweled bodice, blue-veined
neck, innocent little face. Chaula’s face did not bear the impressiveness of a goddess, but it was a kind of face;
gentle like a child’s which one sees only in dreams.
At this moment, however, she was totally unconscious of her charms. She was not even conscious of the large
assembly looking at her. Her eyes were fixed on the image of the Lord whom she had been worshipping for many
years in the single-minded hope of winning His favor. She felt that her Lord was waiting for her, was impatient
for her dance, was eager to congratulate her. The very thought brought life into her frozen feet. With swift
movements of her feet, she sailed towards the entrance of the sanctum; that was the signal for the music to begin.
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She, was no longer the temple dancer, Chaula, but the Spouse of the Lord. The temple was the high Himalayas.
This was not the image of her Lord, but the Lord Himself. She felt she was not a temple dancer, but His Spouse
Parvati herself wooing him. Her feet, her hands, her waist and her neck moved in rhythm and harmony in the way
Goddess Parvati’s would have moved when she offered herself to Lord Shankar. Her face bore the imprint of
intense devotion. Her eyes were full of intensity. She paid homage first by standing, then bending from the waist,
then kneeling. With graceful movements of her hands, she poured flowers, as if in a stream, over the image. Every
limb of hers indicated her eagerness to be merged in the Lord.
Then she changed the nature of the worship. Her hands and feet slackened in their movement. Her eyes too
showed signs of fatigue, her face became clouded with sadness. The music became softer, the rhythm slower.
Gradually all enthusiasm vanished from her face. There was helplessness in her eyes. She looked like the image of
misery. Chaula was not just acting. She was transformed into Parvati herself, and like her, bent on winning her
consort.
And what if she failed? By appropriate mantras, she expressed the fear of the Lord rejecting her. Suddenly she
changed her mood. In her imagination, she saw Kamdev, the god of Love, coming towards her. Her gesture
became very vigorous. Her feet moved forward in hope. Startled, she half-bent her body and looked at the image
with expectant eyes; she moved back. Kamdev’s arrow had found its mark and hit the Lord, and with rhythmic
steps she walked slowly, bashfully, gracefully towards the Lord, as if He was pleased with her at last.
Under the emotional strain caused by separation from the Lord, she—as Parvati—took some steps backward,
one step after another, slowly and shyly. A gentle smile played on her lips; her face bore an enigmatic expression.
Striving to hide her breasts with the help of her scarf, which she carried on her shoulder, she moved backwards. A
sense of pride, a sense of victory, pervaded her whole being, her dance. Suddenly she stopped, startled, frightened.
The dancers behind her resumed their singing, describing what the Lord felt:
Though I am God and All-powerful, why has My strength left me?
Why have I allowed myself to be blinded by love?
Why am I behaving so strangely today?
All-knowing as I am, if I am prompted to surrender to the lure of a woman,
is it any wonder that ordinary mortals should behave improperly when moved by that desire?

Gang Sarvagna, losing control over himself, joined in the song.
The Almighty Shankar sat down, his legs crossed in the lotus shape.
Thus did he conquer desire, for how can the omnipotent God allow Himself to succumb to desire?
Never.

Chaula trembled under the stress of emotion. The ringing of her anklets suggested fear and embarrassment.
The song went on. The Lord opened His third eye and with a blaze, the god of. Love was reduced to ashes.
Chaula shuddered, placed her hands on her eyes. Having lost her ally, the god of Love, she felt lost; there was
tragedy in her movements and on her face. The tears she shed for her friend turned into tears of helplessness. She
knew that he would never be able to win the Lord.
The drums began to beat falteringly. Chaula's feet stumbled. Her hands fell by her side helplessly, while her
eyes were full of tears. She was disconsolable.
The mood of Parvati had seized Chaula. As she expressed her mood in dance, expression and gestures, her
eyes were fixed on the image of the Lord. Slowly her expression hardened; her feet became steadier. Her dance
movements indicated a dignified woman undergoing severe penance.
She sat down in the yogic pose. Her eyes were focused on the tip of her nose, and slowly as the drums began to
beat softer, she lost herself in meditation. With a sudden movement, she expressed that her meditation was
interrupted. An old Brahmin had come to her. By dance, she indicated her welcome to the holy guest. With
appropriate gestures, she washed his feet. She bowed low before her guest, her anklets on her feet beating a gentle
welcome. She listened attentively to her guest. The singing went on:
Parvati, what a fool are you!
You have chosen to reject suitors like God Indra and the conquerors of the world, and prefer to love an ascetic shunned
by the world.
Is this proper behavior on your part?
Here you are, blessed with eyes like lotuses, and there he is, ugly with his three eyes.
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Here you are with a face which the moon may well envy and there is Shiva with his five mouths.
Your beautiful hair, well-braided, shines like a serpent; and look at his wildly matted hair.
Your body is covered with fragrant paste; he is smeared with the ashes from a funeral pyre.
Here you are, clad in gorgeous silk, and there is Shiva, clad in elephant skin.
Look at your beautiful ornaments and look at the snakes which he wears.

As the song went on, there was scorn on the face of Chaula. By the time the lines of the song came to this part
of the story, her anklets started-jingling furiously; her hands moved rapidly to express her anger. The drums also
beat furiously. Sparks began to fly from the angry eyes of Parvati. She moved round the Brahmin in wrath—the
place where he was supposed to be sitting—her feet keeping time fast and furious. She looked at the Brahmin
disdainfully; her movements, her eyes, her face, all expressed contempt. She bent slowly.
Suddenly Chaula looked up in wild surprise. The Brahmin was transformed into the Lord Himself. The drums
sounded like thunder in the sky. The music stopped for a moment.
Chaula was so carried away by her dance that she saw the Lord emerging out of the linga. Her dance indicated
the delight as it raced in her veins. Her heart was full of joy. She was borne on the waves of speed and rhythm.
Chaula forgot that she was playing a part.. In her excited imagination, she saw her Beloved standing in front of
her. She forgot everything, except that the aim of her life had been achieved. She forgot all that she had learnt of
dance and rhythm. She could breathe with difficulty. Overwhelmed by emotion, her eyes grew wide and
splendorous.
Her feet barely touched the ground; they were flying. Her hands did not merely gesticulate with grace; they
were like creepers, bending and swaying in a fierce wind. Her face shone with an ethereal brightness. Carried
away by impulsive joy, she went all round the image of the Lord; she embraced the Nandi, the mount of the Lord.
She felt as if she was embracing the Lord. She felt herself kissed, and she was shy.
As the speed of the dance increased, so did the tempo of the music. Her anklets kept time with her fast-beating
heart. She lost all control over herself. Her dance became a love song. Overwhelmed by unbearable flood of joy,
she sunk on the floor.
The music of the drums stopped immediately. The assembly almost ceased to breathe. Gang Sarvagna wiped
tears of joy and pride from his eyes.
Then followed a scene never seen during the last twenty-seven years. Venerable Gang Sarvagna, the AllKnowing, stood up, went swiftly to where Chaula was lying and picked her up. He carried her to the door of the
sanctum and addressed God Shiva:
“Lord, accept this girl. As long as Chaula lives, she will dance before You on every Shivaratri night, sacred to
You.”
As if he was placing a gift at His feet, Gang Sarvagna placed her on the ground before the image. Chaula
slowly opened her eyes. It was the supreme moment of her life. She appeared to be seeing before her eyes the
great matted-haired God.. .
“I am yours, yours, in this life and in every other,” she murmured, as she lost consciousness. …
234.14 Excerpt from Mary Baker Eddy: Her Communications From Beyond The Grave\fn{by Ursula Roberts
(1887-1971)} Meerut, Meerut District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 6
… This is a very difficult situation for me\fn{ Mary Baker Eddy (1821-1910), the founder of the religion known as Christian
Science, is meant. These are throughout alleged to be her words (either communicated by coming directly out of the mouth of a medium
named Ursula Roberts or being written by Ursula Roberts through a system known as “automatic writing” (in both cases whilst in an
entranced state), between 1944 and 1946. Where these séances took place does not appear to be mentioned in the second edition of the
book which is the text I have before me (though the first edition of 1948 may contain that information). In this edition the text below is
grouped together as if they are thought-units in chapters: they are reproduced as such, each united separated by an asterisk from the one
preceding (in place of the Arabic numerals of the original). I believe, however, that these are actually the words of Ursula Roberts, and that
is the reason they are in this compilation. That said, I am very far in my own mind from a complete disavowal of spiritual healing (although
I believe it depends far more upon the psychosomatic stress and traumatic hysteria potential of the individual than having anything
remotely to do with scientific methodology. On the other hand, the notions expressed in this text appear harmless, positive, and energetic;
and I see no reason on the face of it as to why such teachings should cause any sort of mental dislocation in the 21 st century. H} because I
decried all phenomena of this kind while on earth. Although I knew it to be possible, I did not believe it necessary
to work with spirits to accomplish healing of the sick. The fact that I am attempting to communicate with you
neutralizes much of my teaching, although I am now able to see that such communication may be good in its
place.
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I cannot altogether agree with the present-day methods of haphazard laying on of hands, which I see among
the Spiritualist communities; but on the other hand I can see that among my own members there is often a fault in
the consciousness which prevents them from realizing in all its fullness the divine principle of the perfection of
the Mind of God.
*
There is a power in the soul of man which comes into operation when he tries to express the ideal of the Mind
of God. This power is frequently left in a vague and negative manner for the spirit entities to use, and for this
reason it is essential that there shall be in the mind of the Scientist, by the use of affirmation, attempts to make
positive this Divine Power so that it may create in the mind of the patient a vacuum through which the power may
flow, and so attract the perfect image into the soul of the person bound by the error of wrong idea. This false
ideation prevents the life of God from expressing itself through the soul and human personality as health,
perfection, life.
The keystone on which to build is the development of the Life of God in the individual.
*
The divine potentialities in man are as yet unknown and unexplored, but by the patient perseverance in the
practice of prayer and by the fixing of his mind upon the ideal of God as shown in the pattern of Jesus Christ, he
is able to develop the power of concentrating upon the principle of the manifestation of the Idea of God through
himself.
This idea of God is an idea in embryo, an idea both perfect and powerful. The action of this idea creates in man
the ability to perfect his own nature. The nature of man reflects the nature of God, but the duty of man is to reflect
more of that Divine Nature. The possibilities of this reflective nature are infinite. As man advances, so does his
power of expressing the Divine Idea of perfect Life, perfect Truth and perfect Health grow in perfection. To
understand this it is necessary to admit the presence of matter, because it is in matter that the Divine Ideas are
expressed.
Matter bears the mark of God on its face. Matter is printed with the story of God’s Ideation and all the worlds
are symbols of His Power. I have seen many things I had not seen before and my soul is filled with awe as I
survey the majesty of the universe.
*
Everything bears the impress of the Mind of God, and those who can read the language of that impression can
read the language of the Perfect Idea. This idea comes clearer as one progresses in spiritual understanding. It is for
this reason that man bears the imprint of matter. Man impresses matter with the image of God and in this is rooted
his misunderstanding.
The destiny of man is to impress a more perfect image of Divine Life upon the material of his body and to help
others to do so. Disease lies in the inability of the spirit to impress the matter with the perfect idea received from
the Divine Mind.
Man can create a secondary sphere of thought around him and it is in this illusory sphere of thought that wrong
ideation is created. A healer needs to destroy that illusory mentality in order that it may no longer obstruct the
work of the spirit. The healer aims at the negation of this illusory form and by his concentration on the true idea is
able to stimulate it to greater activity. The power of one spirit to another is the expression of the Idea of God in
that spirit, for that spirit can impress matter for others as well as for himself.
*
This spiritual influence is the essence of the Spirit and proves that in essence all spirits are one with the great
Mind of God, and as His power is a power of perfection, so should they express the attributes of that perfection.
By prayer and conscious direction of the spiritual power by means of thought, so does the latent power of the
spirit spring to an ever-increasing activity in the soul. It seems to me that this is the position: man and matter are
beneath the ray of God’s idea and thought. As a potter impresses the clay with his idea, so does the Idea of God
impress the clay of human personality. It impresses it by means of the soul, which is like the clay impressed by
the hand of the potter. The soul is impressed with the “Idea of God” which fashions it into the semblance of a
human soul. As the artist may improve upon the pot and beautify it, so may man improve upon the design which
God has given. The man differs from the pot in that the idea of the Divine Potter becomes resident in him, while
the pot is merely impressed with the idea.
The living Idea of God can grow and because it is living and Divine can change the semblance of the vessel
which it has shaped. Therein lies the secret of our power. By realising to the full the Idea of God in ourselves we
are able to change the shape of our vessel and develop to a much fuller expression the capacity to express the
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Divine Image. In that fuller expression we are like the artist who is able to beautify other vessels. By means of
prayer and concentration we can transfer some of our own developed power to the other vessels and create in
them a more perfect image. It is the Idea of God acting through us in the sense that the idea is inherent in the
human soul. This is not easy to explain, but I have already tried to express similar views elsewhere. My difficulty
is to express in common language my transcendental knowledge.
*
The artist beautifies the pot by the action of a power within him which makes him understand beauty, and by
the expression of that understanding he shows forth the principle of the God within; so also is man able to express
the principle of God by his beautifying of the clay of other men’s minds, through the expression of the principle of
the God within, which makes him conscious of a greater beauty and perfection.
Beauty and perfection is not realized by the person who is still bound by imperfection. Thus a man exercises
his God-given power and acts upon the material provided by the Creator. All life undergoes this transformation
and each strata of life lends to the strata below it that which it has gained of spiritual life and power. Thus it is that
the Orders of the spirits each lend to the other, an accumulated power of love and wisdom which eventually
becomes transmitted to the world through instruments which are able to receive it.
Many people have desired to know whether I was a medium while on earth. I was a medium in the sense that I
was the recipient of knowledge which was being impinged upon my mind by beings of a far higher order. My
difficulty lay in that I could not translate that knowledge adequately.
The knowledge which can be transmitted in any era is always limited by the level of development in the mind
of people at that particular time. A few minds are able to progress to a slightly higher level, which is in advance of
the common mind. The knowledge transmitted through such minds becomes diffused among the minds of all
people. Each era is thus carried forward upon waves of thought which have been transmitted through the minds of
the greatest thinkers of that time.
In the time when I lived the world had very little in the form of spiritual knowledge which would help forward
the expression of that which had been conveyed to me inspir-\fn{At this point the thought-unit of this text breaks off, and the
following note appears: (Note: The following writing came eleven days later and commenced in the middle of a sentence and looking as
though the previous wording was intended to be corrected.). I begin the following thought-unit exactly as I found it.H}

*
which I received inspirationally. Had I understood that mediumship was possible upon various levels of
consciousness I would have been less mistrustful of it. As it was I knew only the forms which were related mainly
to the production of phenomena both strange and frightening. I made the mistake made by many other persons in
wanting my information to come direct from God. I know now that God manifests in the human consciousness
according to the development of that consciousness and always the power of God is limited by the consciousness
through which it manifests. Here I have learned that there are other spirits developed so far in advance of anything
we can ever know that I am unable to grasp the import of their teaching. I have learned that it is through advanced
beings such as these that the true spiritual knowledge is conveyed, and all the knowledge which reaches the earth
is as a repercussion of one of the waves of power released by such a teacher as I have described. These waves of
knowledge are conveyed through specially prepared persons and by them impinged upon the mind of anyone on
Earth who is recipient to it. Unconsciously, I was recipient to such a wave of knowledge, but my limited
consciousness was unable to translate it into adequate language.
The development of the mediumistic faculties allows of these communicators making a clearer contact with
the channel, because the psychic centers of power are open, and through these centers we are able to make a
closer contact with the consciousness of the chosen channel.
From such a teacher I have learned that there are continual waves of power being released in the sphere,
according to the level of development within the human consciousness. As each wave of thought is absorbed by
the thinkers on earth, so do they become capable of receiving a further impulse from on high. It was my privilege
to receive one of these impacts and to help forward the wave of human thought. It is now becoming possible to
release waves of a higher frequency and gradually the recipient personalities will become more attuned to them.
In this the development of mediumship plays its part, but only the mediumship which uplifts the medium and
enables him or her to reach a level of consciousness which is higher than would otherwise have been possible.
*
Development of this kind must take place from the inner center of the spirit by a perfecting of the real nature
of the person through the purifying agent of prayer and conscious thought, which gives the real divine image the
power to show, in the fullness of its perfection, through the personality of the bodily senses.
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Let me therefore adjure you to search the gospel of Christ with steadfast purpose and to seek for the inner
center of power with earnestness. Hidden within this hidden center lie all the powers which Jesus demonstrated
during the period of His ministry on earth and through His servants ever since. He said “Seek ye first the kingdom
of righteousness and all these things shall be added unto you.” In this lies the secret of His power, in righteousness
is the law of right; right living, right thinking, and right praying.
Out of the law of righteousness is born the law of perfect understanding. With the understanding of the law of
the central force comes the unfoldment of the hidden powers. Therefore you need to bring the wandering thought
home to its center and pray not to external deity but to God immanent in good in man.
The essence of Christian and spiritual science is to evolve a technique through which the temporal may be
subjected to the dominance of the Real.
This then is the method by which I advise the development of spiritual powers. A regular time must be chosen
and maintained during which any book may be studied which is likely to conduce the bringing of the student to a
prayerful frame of mind. Then let prayer flow from the soul in the form of supplication or adoration, according to
the mood. Then affirm your knowledge that God is with you, in you, and all about, as a spirit, sustaining as the air.
No man can visualize the whole of the atmosphere; he must fix his gaze upon a point in space; and so, no man
can visualize the whole of God; he must fix his attention upon a point in God, and the easiest method is to
visualize that point which is himself and the point which is known as the Divine Christ.
The attributes of God are immanent in every created thing and therefore the attributes can be discovered in
anything.
*
The attributes of God inhere in all created things. Thus, the attributes of the spirit in the plant are seen as
beauty and symmetry of form; color and perfume. In the animal it manifests as fleetness of movement and
devotion to master and mistress. In the bird, the attributes of God can be perceived as buoyancy and swiftness,
poise, and beauty of form. In man, all these attributes are present, together with the higher spiritual attributes such
as love, sacrifice, the ability to concentrate and focus through his mind the light of wisdom. Thus, in considering
the nature of God, man may meditate upon anything which betrays these attributes. In focusing the attention upon
himself, the student should be endeavoring to discover the attributes of God which are hidden within him.
The power of thought is the action of the spiritual and mental bodies distilling into an ethereal, creative
expression of that which is known as idea. Therefore in concentrating the thought upon the discovery of the
central source of power, the organs are created whereby such knowledge may become available to the ego. In the
quietness of concentration, meditate upon this inward Spirit as it was revealed in the Perfect One, Christ Jesus, for
in Him there is the pattern of all spiritual attributes.
Perfect quiet is essential for this practice. Having opened the way by prayer, the student should then remain
tranquil, with the whole of his attention fixed upon a point central in the head. From this central point proceed the
powers which move the man to good and cause him to live in accordance with his divine, rather than his animal,
nature. The keynote of spiritual development is the discovery of this center of power. As the idea becomes firmly
rooted in the mind of the student, that he or she is a center of power, so will power begin to flow through the
organs of the body from the central source, bringing a peace which will create tranquility in the mind. Peace is
one of the attributes of God, and Jesus spoke of it. Together with peace will come mental relaxation, with a
corresponding bodily relaxation.
Many of the ills to which people are prone result from an inability to relax; moreover, most diseases are rooted
in the same cause, either as lack of bodily poise or as mental tension.
When the inner source is found, the Power of Spirit will affect the outer life, as well, and discords will
gradually give place to that all-embracing harmony essential to spiritual well-being.
*
The fundamental language of the spiritual science of Christ can be summed up in the words “The wholeness of
the Spirit of God manifesting in the wholeness of the body of man.” There is no limitation to this manifestation of
wholeness, except as it is limited by the thoughts of the individual.
This limitation is like the outer rim of a vessel into which water has been poured. The rim is the part that
divides the water in the vessel from the water in the ocean. Loose the rim and the water comes back to the ocean.
Our work as a band of spirits working together in the production of these scripts is to loosen the confining bands
of man’s thought; to broaden the circumference of his thought so that the rim of his intellect becomes widened,
and he may receive a greater manifestation of the divine affluence.
I am grieved to see that the organization started through the books and truth I expounded has become so rigid
689

in its adherence to the letter of the word. I can see now that it was a mistake on my part to state so definitely and
finally that this was the whole truth. I see now that the whole truth can never be known on earth except through
the ever-widening power of man’s mind to express the truth of God.
Anything that binds man’s mind is contrary to the teaching of the Christ. Man is destined for freedom, but
always there has been and always there will be the binding of truth into blind forms of dogma.
Every religious truth that is revealed to the world is but part of the infinite truth of God.
Your work upon Earth is to help in the continual breaking down of old-established ideas, so that the newer and
greater Ideation of God may flow into the vessels of man’s mind and there be disseminated as part of the universal
truth.
This that we are giving to you now is but a fragment of the truth that has come to me in the widening of my
capacity to receive the truth of God since sojourn in the plane of spiritual light.
As this broadening of the circumference of the thought takes place, so does there come a gradual release from
the old fears and errors of the past. The mistake in the world at present lies in the fact that people let go of one set
of error and immediately grow into a new set of errors and fears. .
The great difficulty of widening the spheres of thought lies in the fear which people have of releasing their
hold upon what they have been taught, and to which they cling as a safety raft which may take them to heaven.
Christian Science had also created its own safety raft in the form of what I said, what I wrote, and what I must
have meant.
They must be taught to expand the consciousness again so that new manifestations of Truth may come to the
world. Out of these new manifestations of truth will come an ever-widening and deepening understanding of the
truth of Christ’s revealing.
We will write again.
*
The overwhelming power of fear becomes as a blanket which masks the true motives of men’s thoughts and
actions. To analyze these motives it is essential to disperse the fog of fear. This Spiritualism is gradually bringing
about. The aim of the spirit guides is eventually to dissipate the fog of collective fear so that the true power of the
spirit may function in the lives of people according to the laws of Christ. These laws of Christ are essentially laws
of wholeness and of health.
Did He not demonstrate the power of the Spirit to heal and harmonize according to the laws of God? Jesus
aimed at the dissipation of the fogs of ignorance and fear by creating in the minds of the sufferers a confidence in
Himself. This confidence was stronger than their fear of disease and death. By this confidence fear was slain.
As a healer you must develop this power of creating a confidence between your patient and yourself. You
cannot do this by means only of spoken word, but also by the power of the Spirit in yourself. Aim therefore at the
development in yourself of a reservoir and fund of boundless\fn{ The text has: fountless, which males no sense, and must be
the editor of a previous editor:H} strength by the right dissipation of the spiritual essence into its correct centers.
The disposition of the power throughout the various centers can only be accomplished by persons who have
attained to the control of the various functions of the bodily system in such a way that each center is under the
guidance of the spirit of the Christ principle in him.
Thus in the head is the seat of consciousness, and by thought from the head, therefore, will the power, as it
flows through each center, keep the solar plexus well supplied. By means of quiet, steady concentrations upon it
in thought, and having affirmed in prayer, your sense of unity with the Spirit of Christ, keep the power in the solar
plexus, and from there envisage it radiating outward to all the other nerve centers, as it does through the nervous
system. In this way the whole man becomes gradually filled with the power of Divine Love, which is essentially a
Love of healing and perfecting.
By means of this Divine Love of Christ can a perfect confidence be established between patient, healer and
God Spirit, so that a perfect interflow of power is continually flowing through from the Divine Source to the
center of the head, thence to the nervous centers, and then again through the hands, and by means of directed
thought to the patient.
The patient is an open channel if the fog of fears has been vanquished by confidence in the power of the healer,
and in this openness lies the secret of true perfecting.
*
The plan of the spirit world is to diffuse a light of spiritual wisdom through the minds of all people, so that the
darkness of ignorance may be forever vanquished. To bring this to pass it is necessary to approach them through
channels of interest already worn in their mind. Therefore these scripts are designed, not so much to deal with
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things that are far removed from human life, but rather to graft on to the fabric of existent thought, other thoughts
more akin to our own.
Mrs. Baker Eddy is the instigator of these scripts, but many other minds fuse with hers, because here in this
world the individual becomes less individualistic and more part of the blended consciousness of the whole
community. We seldom bring things to pass upon our own individual and undivided effort.
Even those on earth are far more part of a whole than they are able to realize; and the true development of the
individual tends to make him blend more and more with the universal consciousness at work through whole
communities of people. Here the egoism of the human has to become changed into the true individualism of the
developed soul, and the whole aim of our work and training is the development of such a state.
It is not that the individual ceases to exist. He still exists, but in a more intensified form of life in which truth is
recognized as truth and wherein vanity has to be changed into true recognition of fact.
The fact that there is no single individual unit working alone is accepted and recognized. Therefore though
these scripts are instigated by this one communicator, many other minds are blended with hers. We tell you this
because it will be of help to the many who imagine that they and their guardian intelligences are functioning
alone.
The full understanding of this blending of consciousness will help in the understanding of many conditions
associated with disease. Because on the earthly plane there are many strange blendings of consciousness that
should never be allowed, if the laws of God were fully recognized.
It would seem that for purposes of worldly gain, men and women must live in environments which are not
suited to the degree of their development, and for purposes of individual gain will sometimes ally themselves to
partners who are not attuned to their degree of consciousness. Thus, an overbearing, materialistic type of
consciousness may dominate a workroom or office and impinge upon other more sensitive souls this type of
thought; and because his whole consciousness is one of greed, this thought will become embedded in the mind of
the more sensitive type and will one day blossom forth as disease.
Many cancerous subjects have gained their disease through the constant impingement of the thoughts of
persons of this type. It would seem that many innocent people suffer needlessly through disease, but always there
is a mental cause to be discovered.
The only guard against such impingements is for the sensitive soul to be actively attuned to the Divine
Consciousness of God through the constant practice of prayer and the diffusion of the divine life essence
throughout the bodily centers, by means of daily concentration in the manner previously described.
*
Man’s nature unfolds in the endless life of God’s eternal laws. Always there is eternal change at work, forever
creating out of the mental conditions already existent, further conditions of greater expansion and understanding;
and even in that expansion man is ever becoming ultimate perfection.
I wish to state this because man’s mind forever holds the error of a futurity. The Ultimate Perfection is a state
of being; a state of being in which all consciousness of past experience is blended in the present bliss of life. In
that bliss of existence all fear, and thought for the future, ceases to exist.
Man’s heritage is that of the attainment of a consciousness closely akin to the pure being of Eternal Power.
Analyze all the attributes of God and separately they reveal the attributes of bliss, light, life and love. Wisdom
is a state of realizing; love is a state of feeling; and life is the result and culmination of these attributes. Where
there is love, life and wisdom, there is a corresponding state of light.
Light! Light! Light! more light, is the great cry of the heart of suffering humanity; and that light is ever
diffused through the attributes of love, life and wisdom. Develop these attributes in the heart of man, either singly
or collectively, and you will begin to see the light growing in the world consciousness of man.
*
Out of this widening consciousness there will gradually emerge a race of people who are able to transmute the
bad elements of thought into good, and so negate the mass of evil thought, which is not only being continually
created by the bad thought habits of ordinary people, but which is also absorbed by the young lives who are born
into this field of thought.
This widening of consciousness will gradually bring out of the darkness of man’s consciousness many hidden
things which need to be transmuted into the good of Christ consciousness. From this you may deduce that there
will be spiritual ills even as there are now bodily ills, and these ills can be classed under the general heading as ills
of the nervous system, and ills which result from the lack of co-ordination between the mind and the brain.
There are more ills of this type than cases of so-called possession. Many of the cases of possession are cases
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whereby the person is possessed merely by the thought creation of their own or of the minds of other people. It is
well therefore to stress the fact that thought, and especially collective thought, creates forms, and these forms can
be possessed of a partial consciousness and can have the semblance of a human appearance. The true possession
is only such, because within the consciousness of the person concerned rested something akin to the type of
thought expressed by that obsession.
From my study of this, I would not call obsession by any such name, but rather would I classify it as a cloud of
destructive thought which covers the mind of the possessed and clouds the clarity of his thought.
For the dispersal of such a condition, the very fact of considering it as real adds to it a greater reality. Rather
negate it by declaring the complete unreality of the condition and declare that by the light of God’s Love such a
cloud must disperse, even as a cloud is dispersed by sunshine.
This condition is called one of spiritual ill because it is frequently the lot of the spiritually advanced soul, who
is extremely sensitive, to be the victim of such a cloud of thought. The real root of the trouble lies in the fact that
people are not taught how correctly to attune themselves to the spirit of Universal Love.
By the practices we have given earlier in these papers, can these ills be guarded against and finally negated. I
will return and I will endeavor to cast further light on these problems. May God bless … I have waited long for
the opportunity whereby I might give some of my thoughts concerning the matters in which I was so deeply
interested while on Earth.
*
Deep in the soul of man lies the hidden gold of spiritual truth. We do but help him to dig beneath the earth of
ignorance that he may discover the hidden treasure. Such treasure is of more worth than all the wealth of earth.
Such treasure can bring heaven to earth, for when man comes to know the powers of God which are latent within
his soul, then will he begin to arise as a giant in this strength of his God consciousness, and lifting on his
shoulders the woes of the world, like Atlas, will go and stand in his own strength and gradually vanquish the ills
of disease and ignorance.
Ignorance is not to be condoned nor yet excused. It is said that all the faults in the consciousness of man are
due to ignorance of the laws of Christ. This is so, but ignorance often has its roots in laziness; laziness of mind
and of spirit.
Where there is a correct attunement of the consciousness of man with the consciousness of God, there can be
no laziness; for the consciousness of God is ever one of activity and life. Therefore, to vanquish the ills rooted in
ignorance you have to awaken man’s interest in things spiritual, and so prod his laziness into an effort whereby
the great life of God manifests in him as a power of continuous activity, enquiry and learning.
By the practice we have named in these writings, the mind of man becomes attuned to the mind of God, and
the life of God becomes active throughout all his organs, and the corresponding return to health and poise must
also bring him to a realization of the old faults of his ignorance.
Disease often acts as a spur, whereby man is urged to seek for greater knowledge of his own nature and of that
concerning the God consciousness in him.
In my own case I discovered that the illness from which I suffered was part of the method whereby I became
spurred to seek for wider and deeper knowledge. I frankly admit that I was of a deeply religious nature when
young, and my dissatisfaction with my marriage and with the religious practices of my day no doubt manifested
themselves in the form of that disease resident in the spine. …
238.1 Excerpt from Memoirs Of An Octogenarian\fn{by Sushama Sen (1887-after 1971)} “at my grandfather,
Romesh Dutt’s house, 20 Beadon Street, Calcutta,” Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (F) 9
1
I was born at my grandfather, Romesh Dutt’s house, 20 Beadon Street, Calcutta on the 25 th April 1887. I heard
from my mother that when I was born I had a brown birth-mark extending from my right forehead all down that
side of the cheek (I must have looked ugly)—but soon after birth, it cleared and disappeared leaving only the
birth-mark on the upper right side of the forehead which is there to this day. According to astrologers the
birthmark was a sign of “great luck”.
Yes, life has been full of luck, but there is no light without shade. I have had plenty of both but faith in the
Almighty has been unfailing as I had learnt from my earliest days and it was on a firm rock after marriage with
Prosanto.
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Being the first granddaughter I became a favorite of Borda’s from my infancy. Borda has been my guiding star
throughout my life. My first memories are of laughter and music. I cannot remember those days without the sound
of my loved ones and my grandsire (Borda’s) voice echoing in my ears. He was always an active exponent of the
philosophy that life without a sense of humour is not worth living, together with a firm simple faith in God. He
first taught me to “sing the praise of God”. Music was his joy and has been a joy throughout my life. I became his
“Pet Moyna”. My father named me “Sushama”.
After me, my second sister Suroma was born on 16 th July 1888 at 20 Beadon Street. My father had to go for
survey work in the hilly tracts of Darjeeling where coal and copper were supposed to exist in abundance. He
continued his survey at a higher altitude. He reached the Tibetan border, with the Political Agent, an altitude of
over twelve thousand feet. My father had immortalized this venture in a Bengali article, “Besides a Snow-Stream
in the Himalayas”. He had rented a house Lasa Villa in Darjeeling where my third sister Pratima was born on the
14th November, 1890. She was a chubby, bonny child, very fair and looked like a hill baby.
My earliest recollection of my father is that of a tall and handsome man with a fair, rosy complexion almost
like a foreigner’s. He was exceptionally kind and sweet-tempered, and could not say a harsh word. Although so
tender-hearted, yet he had a physique of steel. He could brave the most hazardous unbeaten tracks all by himself.
He had visited almost every part of our vast country, including Kashmir, and Assam as well as Burma and the
Malayan Archipelago. Today one wonders how in those days when there were no facilities of transport he could
penetrate as he did into the remotest parts of our country and also whenever possible taken the family with him.
My mother was very beautiful and with a sweet and charming personality, she looked like an angel to us. She
was never harsh to us, but never spoilt us. My sisters Suroma and Pratima were too young to stand the strains of
travels, so they were left with my maternal grandparents at Calcutta. Suroma was very fair and pretty but shy and
timid, Protima, had rosy complexion and attractive ways and was precocious. So they became the favorites in
Borda’s household.
When I was six months old I was taken to camp with my parents in the dense jungles of the Central Provinces
now M.P.\fn{Madhya Pradesh} and we stayed with father’s friend Colonel and Mrs. Nityanand Chatterjee at Nagpur;
our friendship with them continued and they used to visit us at Calcutta. My father rode on horseback and my
mother too dressed in smart lady’s riding habit, and my “Dada” Asoke.as yet a boy of 7 years, used to ride on a
small pony with my parents while Mejda (Aloke), better known by all as “Bhaiya”, and myself used to be carried
in baskets on men’s back.
Often at night while living in tents in dense jungles, we heard the roaring of tigers and wild animals and big
fires were lit on all sides of the tents to scare them away. One night a tiger came near our tent and killed a man.
We were not afraid and felt safe because my father always had a gun near him. He sometimes shot wild animals,
even tigers, but he never killed birds.
Even after a strenuous day’s camping my father sat with the family, brought out his "fiddle" and accompanied
my mother’s melodious singing. Towards the end of his life he again brought out his same fiddle and asked us to
sing his favorite song:\fn{There follows a few lines of what is probably the text of that song, which I am sorry to say have not been
translated:H}
We had two faithful Bihari servants, Hem Raj and Pahar, who accompanied us on our travels. Such servants
are rare now. They came as punkha pullers. In those days big fans had to be pulled by ropes and they did this, then
mother trained them to do house work as bearers and they became experts.
Our first trip to Burma was the first time we went abroad in a big ship on the sea. It was a novel experience. At
Rangoon we were the guests of Mr. P.C. Sen, Barrister, a great friend of my father’s. We became very intimate
with his family and all through our lives we have kept up our friendship.
*
When the family increased and the children were to be educated, my father rented a large one-storied
bungalow—36 Park Street. Father, apart from his work of his Geological Survey, wrote his book on Civilization
of Ancient India. My fourth sister Purnima, (called “Chinima”) was born on 20 th June, 1893. My grandfather sold
20 Beadon Street to Dr. Rajendra Mookerjee and removed to the house next to us, 37 Park Street as said, where
my Chotomashima Sarala’s marriage was celebrated. There my Sejomashima’s eldest daughter, Usha was born on
5th August, 1893, and my Chotomashi’s first son, Sudhi, was born in 1895. My third brother, Amar (Raja) was.
born at our house on 29th January, 1895. So with three babies we had dolls to play with.
About this time my mother had a serious accident. Her brother, Ajoy (fifteen years old) felt interested in my
father’s revolver, which was lying in a corner of the room. No one knew that it was loaded; the peon whom my
father had instructed to take out the bullet forgot to so. Ajoy took it up, and no sooner he pulled the trigger,
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accidentally the shot hit my mother in the abdomen.
My father was called from his office; in the meantime Ajoy took such a fright that he ran away from the house,
and with difficulty father traced him back, hiding himself on a treetop. Doctors were summoned, the English Civil
Surgeon operated on mother, but strange to say the bullet could not be found, but my mother was ill for a long
time, when her devoted sister, Bimala, nursed her day and night. She had a vision that God would save her sister. I
was then only six years old, and used to weep fearing mother would die.
My mother’s fever continued. The doctors, unable to diagnose, advised “fresh air on the river”. My Borda
arranged to take her to Chinsura (Hooghly) where my uncle J.N. Gupta was posted Asst. Magistrate. A
commodious houseboat was secured. My mother with her sister, Bimala, and the baby with an ayah lived on the
river in this boat. We, including Borda, stayed with our Chotomashi and Chotomesho in the bungalow nearby. We
used to love having baths in the river and would swim up to the boat to visit mother daily.
One day the majhi (boatman) told Borda that there was warning of a storm that night and it would be better if
Memsahib was removed to the bungalow. My mother too was getting tired of being in the boat, so she and the rest
were taken to the bungalow. Sure enough there was a violent storm, and the boat was washed away. So mother
had another miraculous escape through God’s Grace.
*
The fever, however, continued, and a change to the hills was advised. My father rented a house in Darjeeling
“Sunny-Bank”, where he took us all, but as he had to go away to camp for the summer, he arranged to take my
mother’s Jathamahashay (J.C. Dutt) to accompany us.
After a time Borda came to stay with us to our great joy. For our education he arranged to send my brothers
Ashoke and Aloke to St. Joseph’s College. We three sisters—Suroma, Pratima, and myself—were sent to the
Loretto Convent.
Our first performance there showed our utter ignorance of the English language. We were used to speak[ing]
Hindi—that too bad Hindi taught by our Behari servants, Pahar and Hemraj. I was used to hearing that I was
Sare-sat (seven and half) years old. While admitting us, the Mother Superior asked my name, which I gave
correctly, “Sushama Bose”.
Age? I reflected and said “half past-seven”. Suroma knew she was a year younger, promptly stood up, after
giving her name, age—“half-past six”.
The mother Superior and the other nuns looked at each other perplexed but were too courteous to discourage
us and just passed it over by smiling. They thought it wiser not to ask Pratima, who was a wee pretty little thing
barely five years old, and instead fondled her. When we returned home and innocently related about our
admission, and that the nuns had smiled when we told them our age, our dear Borda roared out with laughter and
poor mother felt distressed and pointed out our ignorance, and we knew better.
With a coach like Borda at home, I soon made good progress at school and stood first in class and got a double
promotion to the third standard. Suroma and I loved going to school, although we had to walk every morning not
less than three miles from our house to the Convent, and in Darjeeling the weather is chilly and damp. But
Pratima, only five years old, was cute and mischievous and she thought it better to stay at home and play than to
be tied up in school. She would go each morning to my Borda’s room, would sit on his knees, sing and recite
nursery rhymes, then would press the tips of his ears (this was the way she showed her fondness, she even did this
to her children later to fondle them). So this led even the great man Borda, to “let her off”. He used to tell my
mother,
“Kamala I can manage all the rest of your children, but this girl baffles me.”
At school we made friends with Motrie (Suhashini), only daughter of Karuna Chandra Sen. She was a little
older than me, and used to play the elder sister to us. I soon overtook her and read in the same class with her.
Miss Pigot, under whom my mother had her education in her younger days, retired and had been given a
bungalow by the Cooch Behar State, which was near ours—“Rook’s Nest”. She loved us dearly, especially her
pupil, my mother, and came daily to our house. She must have been quite ninety years old then, but walked
straight, and her mind was wonderfully clear, and had rosy cheeks. She had about dozen dogs who used to sleep
on her bed and sit and eat with her.
Miss Pigot was a great comfort to my mother; her Sunday School was a great attraction for us. We learnt the
Bible, history, and all the lovely hymns she taught us, which to this day gives me much joy and comfort. Aloke
(Bhaiya) was Miss Pigot’s favorite, and he topped us all in the Sunday School lessons. He was deeply religious
and had great faith in God. This faith in him grew with years, and he developed a fine character, which is shown
in his letters later on hearing of Borda’s death.
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Strange are the ways of Providence; our parents were destined to lcse both these fine sons, Asoke and Aloke in
the prjme of their youth, and both my father and mother showed us the path of resignation of submission to God’s
will.
The Maharaja and Maharani Sunity Devi of Cooch Behar lived in a palatial house, “Colinton”, Darjeeling.
They were at the height of popularity in Darjeeling in those days, and all social and cultural activities centered
round them. Sunity Devi used to come with her three sisters, Sucharu, Monica and Dhoni, (Sujata) who were
unmarried then and lived at Ulick Villa, to see my mother when she was ill and bedridden at Sunny Bank. Their
visits acted as a tonic on my mother. Maharaja’s personal Secretary, Priya Nath Ghose, and his Assistant
Narenbabu lived near us in “Bachelor’s Cot”. They were very helpful, and loved us, called me “God Mother”,
Suroma “Good-Mother”, and Pratima “Pretty Mother”, and Chinima “Sugar-mother”. My mother improved
gradually, and we left Darjeeling.
*
In 1896 father bought a big coal mine at Asansol, and he put his brother Kumud in charge as Manager. Father
rented a house at Asansol, and took the family there.
For our education, my two elder brothers, Ashoke and Aloke were put into the St. Joseph’s College, and we
sisters went to the Loreto Convent. There was a large “Pleasure Ground” in front of the Convent where we spent
many happy hours during off times. Asansol was a Railway headquarters. There were mostly Anglo-Indians,
children of Guards and Drivers studying there, but we made some good friends.
The day we had our admission into the schools, on our return home we were surprised to find a baby in
mother’s bedroom. Our youngest sister, Uma, was born on the 1 st February, 1897. She was very fair and so chubby
that the eyes could hardly be seen; she looked like a Chinese doll, and we had her as our plaything.
We loved to go visit the coal mine to go down the pits to see the coal sparkle like diamonds. On holidays our
Kumadkaka, who was very hospitable, used to arrange lively picnic parties. He had a huge family himself and we
came to know them intimately.
But father was not a man of the world, and he could never make any profit nor had his brother, our
“Kumadkaka”, any head for business, so ultimately he sold the mine at a loss.
*
Calcutta was then called “The City of Palaces”, and was the Capital of India, where throbbed education,
society, and culture. Now it is indeed “The Problem City”.
In 1900 we all returned to Calcutta. My parents felt that we were growing up and needed advanced studies,
training in music and congenial society. My father rented a huge two-storied barn-looking house, 63 Dharamtolla
Street.\fn{As I am writing I read in the Statesman of 21st July, 1969, the busy Dharamtolla Street has been renamed “Lenin Sarani” by the
United Front controlled Corporation, Calcutta. It is indeed mysterious and sad that an Indian name, meaning “abode of religion” which has
existed for centuries, and where eminent Indians have lived, should be changed into a name who has had no connection whatsoever. It is a
matter of grief to me as I spent the best years of my childhood at Dharamtolla. I also came to know that the old 63 Dharamtolla Street has
been demolished now and a new modern structure has been put up } Though unseemly from outside it had large bright rooms

inside. This house was suitable for a large family like ours, and for the numerous guests we had almost the whole
year.
Our Borda came to stay with us after presiding over the Indian National Congress at Lucknow, early in 1900,
with my Didima and Sushila-Mashima. They participated in our games, and we all loved them. Indeed our
“Sushiliamashi” who was unmarried, was exactly as “Borda” has described her:\fn{ In a poem entitled “The Girl of
Gold”, written in 1908}
Should you see a girl of gold,
Useful, loving, meekly bold,
So devoted to her mother,
In her duties to her father,
Loving little girls and boys,
And arranging children’s toys,
Deep in Skat,—with tens and aces,
Used to work,—the home she graces,
True in duty, true in game,
Tell me what may be her name.

My youngest brother “Modhu” was born on the 12 th February, 1900. Coming from a historical place— Ayodha
(Lucknow)—Borda wanted to name the baby Ayodhanath.
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An accident happened to the baby. While feeding him with honey, it stuck in his throat, and he turned blue.
Mother had to send for the doctor to relieve him. Thereupon our servant Pahar called him Modhu Baba, and the
name “Modhu” has stuck to him, even when he became one of the first Director and Producer of Films in India.
There was a spacious courtyard at the back of the house where we played badminton, and my brothers cricket.
Our happiest memories of our youth are ever-green. Life was full of gaiety, laughter, and love with self-discipline
and self-help.
The house being right on the pavement of the street, the tramcars with loud sounding bells passing just by our
house made a terrible noise. Our Borda immortalised them in his last poem he composed on me and Tush (Param
Bandhu):\fn{Entitled Nyumphs and the Minstrel; it reads in part:}
Where with lightning-gilded Chariots
Dharamtolla’s echoes rang,
Dwelt a fairy in her mansion,
And her fairy verses sung!

The noise of the tramcars used to drown our music and conversations, and together with it the yelling of the
street vendors to make themselves heard above the trams, made life miserable at times. But they were a great
attraction for us children, specially a South Indian monger who sold “Appa Chura” (idli) early in the mornings.
We loved them and spent our pocket money in buying these and lozenges, and forgave them for the time being.
At Dharamtolla not only our family and my father’s mother (our Thakurma) and youngest brother, Amlokaka,
stayed with us, but relations and friends from far and near places came.
How my parents could accommodate so many guests is amazing. It was purely their large-heartedness and
unselfishness that enabled them to form a larger family beside their own kith and kin. Conditions in those days
were not difficult as they are now. The prices of essentials have risen to such a height that even if one desires, it is
impossible for a householder to keep guests for long. It seems selfish these days, but the prevailing circumstances
have made people seem to be selfish even against their own wishes.
In our younger days we had no luxuries, yet we had comfort, good food, books and amusements, and we learnt
to be accommodating to others. It was indeed a pleasure for us to give up our own beds and sleep on the floor to
put up a guest.
Father was usually too busy with his preoccupations, but mother looked after the house with discipline and
love. She used to take us to the Bharat Varshiya Brahma Mandir on Sundays and during the Magotsava (the
foundation day of the Brahama Samaj) on 11 th Magh. All of us being lovers of music used to be thrilled with the
Brahma Sangeet and Kirtans accompanied by khol and kartal, then led by Rev. Troilokyonath Sanyal—later by
Satya Bhusan Gupta, which we tried to emulate. We came into close touch with the Lily Cottage Sen family and
there were frequent interchange of visits.
We went to the Sadharan Brahma Samaj in Cornwallis Street where Pandit Sivnath Shastri, and sometimes
Pandit Sitanath Twatta Bhusan, Dr. Pran Krishna Acharya took the pulpit. The services were inspiring together
with hymns usually led by Miss Amala Das (Mr. C.R. Das’s sister) which to this day ring in my ears. Mrs. Subala
Acharya’s sweet singing of hymns captured our hearts.
During the Magotsava we never missed going to Jorasanko. It used to be held on the quadrangle on ground
floor. Maharshi Devendra Nath Tagore used to sit on the verandah on the first floor from where he joined in the
ceremony. He looked an imposing saintly figure with his loose flowing yellow robes and, he spoke a few words
which sounded as if there was music in his voice—it was so sweet.
Gurudev Rabindra Nath composed new hymns each year for the occasions which at times he led the choir,
otherwise it was led by his nephew Dinu, Dinendra Nath Tagore, who became a great friend of ours and taught us
some of the new songs. There was an ostad (expert singer) who sang in the choir-Shyam Sunder Misra. Mother
engaged him, and we learnt the latest Rabindra Sangeet. Maharashi’s eldest son, Dipendra Nath Tagore’s wife,
Hemlata Devi, was the hostess on these occasions.
There was noble Christian family—Mrs. G. C. Roy, who lived in her red brick building on Circular Road—it
still stands there, with her two daughters Sarat and Basanta, and two sons Phoonie (H.C. Roy) and Choochoo
(R.C. Roy). They were all older than us, and all unmarried but treated us as their own age. Mrs. Roy was the
sweetest old lady. She used to give vent to her disappointment that the sons and daughters had not married; but
she was full of jokes. She used to advise us not to follow her children’s example in not marrying. She said,
“You see young people of today reject suitors and say, ‘China, China’ (don’t want); then when it is too late
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they say ‘Japan! Japan’”
Later the sons married. Choochoo married a niece of Poet Rabindra Nath Tagore, Ena. We used to have feasts
of English music at their house as they were also music lovers like us. Saratmashi was an expert pianist and singer
—she taught us to play and sing English pieces and songs. She was companion of the Rani of Dighapathia—who
had a palatial house next door to theirs, where she took us occasionally; the Rani was in purdah; she used to love
to hear us three sisters sing Bengali songs. Basanta mashi was an artist—she taught us to paint. Phoonee and
Choochoo were expert violinists—they taught my Dada and me to play on the violin, and Mejda (Aloke) learnt
the banjo and accordion from them. On Christmas Eve they, along with Dada and Mejda, used to dress up as.
Christy minstrels—blackened their faces, went from door to door, singing with the accompaniment of banjo and
accordion songs which we loved—“The old folks at Home”, “O my darling Clementine”, “Swanee”.
In those days there were no cinemas or outside attractions as now, so after our study hours all our amusements
were at home. We had our friends, boys and girls, but we could not dream of “going out” with a boy friend, or
even with a girl friend alone. The children were encouraged with not only games and music in which the young
and old joined but our elders encouraged us to organize dramatic performances at home. We took everyone by
surprise when we performed “Alibaba” with Dada (Asoke) Abdulla, and Mejda-Hussain, and myself as
“Morgiana”. My Borda was so enthused after seeing our dress rehearsal, that he ordered a stage to be put up. in
his rented house—“Ruby Ville”, on Circular Road—and invited all his distinguished friends including Mr. and
Mrs. B.L. Gupta, which Mr. Gupta thoroughly enjoyed and congratulated us; but Mrs. Gupta had conservative
ideas, she did not approve: of me “a girl dancing on a stage”—although it was a private performance!! However
all others were full of praise of our achievements.
Then we performed Borda’s Bengali novel; “Sansar”. He dramatized it for us, and was very pleased.
Years later when I was in Calcutta and hearing that Choochoo was seriously ill, I went to see him in their same
old house—but he was the only one left of the family and there was a void. Ena and his son were looking after
him. He was much touched at my visit, held my hand and tears were in his eyes. After a while he brightened up
and spoke that he had lately seen “Alibaba” acted by Modhu and Sadhona,
“It is very good, but it cannot equal Ashoke’s Abdulla and your Morgiana”—such is the partiality of old
friendship!!
For their studies Dada (Asoke) and Mejda (Aloke) went to. St. Xaviers’ College. They did well in their studies
and Father Lafont gave them good certificates which enabled them to get scholarship for going to England for
Technical studies at Birmingham. We sisters and Raja were admitted to Miss O’Brien’s private school. I passed
the primary scholarship and got a medal.
Then we went to the famous Loretto House in Middleton Row. All the nuns were foreign, and we loved them.
There was only one Indian nun, who was dark in complexion, Mrs. P.L. Roy’s sister. She was a cripple and came
to teach us in a wheeled chair. She took great interest in me.
I passed the. Middle and High School examination equivalent to Senior Cambridge. My Chotomesho, J.N.
Gupta coached me; thanks to him, I passed well, specially in French, and English securing 80% marks, and in
Domestic Economy, I stood first and I started corresponding with my Borda in French. My class friends were
Mrs. C.R. Das’s sister, Madhuri Haldar (she was called Matty Haldar at school), and Lulu (youngest daughter) of
Mr. B.L. Gupta and Leila Roy, daughter of Mr. P.L. Roy. Suroma and Pratima’s classmates were Nezma, daughter
of a famous lawyer at Calcutta, Mr. Rasul; she was married to Mr. Latiff, and their daughter Moeena is married to
Sunil Roy, grandson of Dr. P.K. Roy and son of Saral Roy. Usha and Suro Nag, daughters of Mr. Basudev Nag
who lived in Ray Street were also with us at the Convent. Usha’s daughter, Kamala (Baby), was married to my
nephew, Asis Bose (Khokon).
I was ambitious and longed to join the Presidency College as Charulata (Minnie) Ray, eldest daughter of Dr.
P.K. Ray and Amiya (Kitty), daughter of Mr. R.N. Ray went to Presidency College for studying for the B.A. They
were the first young ladies to join—Minnie being very pretty and Kitty very intelligent, were the attraction of the
young men. My father was against the idea. My chotomashima (aunt) hearing of my ambition wrote to me
strongly dissuading me to join college, on account of my weak health.
Just at this time my Sejomesho and Sejomashi (Mr. & Mrs. K.B. Dutt) had arranged a tour to North India, and
offered to take me, along with their daughter, Usha, and son Bhula. This kind of a free offer one gets in a lifetime,
so I gave up my despondency of not being able to join college and accepted their kind offer.
This tour starting from Calcutta in a reserved second-class five-berthed compartment, which was good enough
and quite comfortable in those days; we traveled straight up to Lahore. We put up at the Civil and Military hotel,
and did all the sight-seeing. The famous Shalimar gardens attracted me the like of which I had never seen before.
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Then to Amritsar, where the Golden Temple seemed to me as a dream. Next we went to some places in Rajputana,
Jaipur, Udaipur; the palace in the middle of the lake at Udaipur was a beauty.

† The Great Entrance of the Palace at Udaipur, Udaipur District, Rajasthan, in 1878 †
Then we visited Ajmere, and Chittor, the historical places where to save herself and the women, Queen Padmini
with her companions burned themselves in fire rather than to be captured by the Moslem invaders. We saw the
spot where this took place and were greatly impressed.
Our next trip was to Agra; there the Taj-Mahal we saw by daylight, twilight, and moonlight—the impression
there has lasted throughout my life. My sejomesho made me sing inside the Taj, Bare Bare je dooke diacho Tara,
se kebali daya tobo. It resounded and the echo sounded even sweeter than my singing.
We saw all the lovely sights at Agra, and then came to Delhi. In those days Delhi was quite different, the Red
Fort was much more attractive then to what it is now. We arrived at Delhi when preparations for the famous Delhi
Durbar was in full swing, which I have described before. We then returned to Calcutta. I felt convinced that what I
had gained during my first travels I had not lost anything by not going in for academical career.
Travel is a great educator, it imparts knowledge and brings forth the finer instincts in us, and gives a broad
outlook of life by sight-seeing, and coming across peoples of different walks of life. I felt a yearning for more
knowledge and truly as the poet sang, “Let knowledge grow from more to more, and more of reverence in us
dwell.” Now I plunged myself in devouring the literatures my parents and my Borda had placed at our disposal—
such as the poetical and historical works and novels of the best authors of the day.
It is indeed sad to see some of the sensational foreign literatures which have taken place to the fine books of
old and some of the young people are imbibing a taste for them. I doubt if this is good.
Each one of us got well-trained in at least one musical instrument, and all of us could sing well. Music has
played a great part in our lives. It has been a joy in our bright days, and a comfort in times of sorrow and
affliction.
At some of the musical soirees held at our place in Dharamtolla, our parents invited Rabindranath Tagore, and
his brother Satyendra Nath Tagore who recited several poems, and we were thrilled. Also often came the veteran
Karuna Chunder Sen with his sons Kabla (Sunada) and Kunal from Lily Cottage and Satya Bhusan Gupta, the
renowned singer, also came. Karunababu was an expert tabla player. My Dada who was an adept in all good
things, soon learnt it from him, and he played to the accompaniment of Satya Bhusan’s thrilling songs. My
Sejomesho, an astute lawyer and Chotomesho, an efficient administrative officer, when they heard the singing
forget their vocations, and were enthused and felt young, sad, and even danced in ecstasy.
Then again when the famous composer and singer, Mr. D.L. Roy, came on invitation, my father enjoyed his
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songs very much, specially his comic songs with his usual caricatures, one of which was “Bengali Babu”.
I very good Bengali babu.
In Calcutta I long time stop.
Ramdhan Chunder Ghose my name.
Radha Bazaar I keep my shop.
Very good Hindu, smoke my hookah,
Eat my Dal-bhat every day—
Night come I make plenty puja.
Hear natchwalla on turn-turn play.

His patriotic songs were inspiring like “Amar Janambhumi” translated into English by Sh. Aurobindu Ghose. The
last lines
Though thy light Divine has vanished.
And the day is dark as night
Clouds will pass away and glory shine—
In luster fresh and bright.
…
Oh my goddess,
On my life’s goal—Oh my heaven—
My Motherland.

Alas, even after 22 years of Independence, have the clouds passed away?
The musical soirees at Mr. R.N. Ray’s house, 24 Ray Street where we often met, came the veteran hearty
Aghore Nath Chattopadhya with his wife and his talented daughters; Sarojini Naidu, Mrinalini and son Harin
Chattopadhya are famous for their poems. They were all lovers of music. “Tagore Seng” was sung with great zest
by young and old.
We also met for music at one of the aristocratic homes, [that of] Sir K.G. Gupta, I.C.S., at Store Road. His
eldest daughter, Labanya (later married to B.C. Sen, I.C.S.) though she was older, she treated me as her friend.
The third daughter Kemkusum had a romantic marriage with her cousin, the famous Atul Prasad Sen (Barrister).
He taught us the first song he composed. His love songs were most sentimental, and sad ones which were the
outcome of his own life’s experience. Equally thrilling were his religious and national songs, one of his devotional
songs which is loved by all in the family:
What else is there left to want oh my Beloved,
Only that Thou art merciful let me realize.

Sir Jagadish Chunder Bose, the famous scientist, and his wife Lady Abala Bose, an important social worker
who founded the Brahmo School for girls, lived in their big house on Upper Circular Road, which is now the
Science College. They had no issues, but they adopted his brother Mr. A.M. Bose’s children as their own. They
were passionately fond of music, and invited a large circle of friends to musical evenings, amongst whom we
were often invited. At a phonograph party which Sir Jagadish’s cousin, Mr. H. Bose, organized, our songs were
recorded. I wrote to my Borda who was at Darjeeling. An extract I received in reply :
Rothrimay, Darjeeling
Dated May 12, 1904.
I am so happy to get your long and loving letter of the 8 th May and to read your account of Dr. J.C. Bose’s
phonograph party. … So you people seem to be amusing yourselves even when the temperature is between 90° and
100° in the shade; with us here it is all rain this year.

Mr. A.M. Bose who was elected a President of the Indian National Congress lived with his wife and children
near us on Dharamtolla Street. The sons were great friends of my brothers, and I was a friend of their daughter,
Minnie, who was later married to Saroj Dutt, an Engineer son of Srinath Dutt of Ray Street. One of the sons, Ajit
Mohon Bose, qualified as a skilled Orthopedic Surgeon. He rendered us great help during our daughter, Anjali’s,
illness.
As said we met Mr. H. Bose and his wife at the parties. Now his graceful grand-daughter Lakhi is married to
our grand-nephew Amitabha (Khokon), only son of Sudhir Kumar Khastagir and Annapurna, and grandson of
Prof. Benoyendra Nath Sen and Sakuntala. She had the great joy of witnessing her beloved grandson's marriage
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during her last years. Amitabha was a professor like his grandfather, Benoyendranath Sen. May he be not only an
erudite scholar, but inherit his predecessor’s greater virtues. Such men and women are the need of the hour to save
our country.
At Mr. B.L. Gupta’s house in Elysium Row there were constant exchange of visits. His eldest daughter,
Snehalata (Lottie) was already married to K.N. Sen Gupta of Patna. During Mr. Gupta’s second daughter,
Shirine’s marriage to K.P. Basu, Barrister, my Borda enthusiastically arranged for us three sisters, Suroma,
Pratima and myself to sing the songs for the ceremony. This was our first public performance with Saraladevi
Choudhury as our leader, proved a great success, and my Borda felt very proud of us.
The third daughter, Bonnie, was married to Mr. S.R. Das, who became the Law Member to the Government of
India. They lived in Simla, in the house just above our house “Anjali” at “Ava Lodge”. The youngest daughter,
Lulu, was my class friend. She married Captain S.L. Mukherjee, I.M.S. (son of a very good Brahmo—Dr. Moti
Lal Mukherjee) and brother of Naren Mukherjee who owned the best Press then known as “Art Press”. He
rendered great services to the Samaj.
Mr. Gupta’s eldest son, Satish Gupta’s marriage with Priyabala took place about this time. We have been very
close friends with them all our lives. The second son, Romesh’s wedding with Mr. P.C. Sen’s youngest daughter,
Urmila (Buddhi) was also celebrated. The youngest son, Asoke, was a great friend of my Dada, Asoke. He was
our constant visitor. He rose to be the Financial Advisor to the Government. Towards the end of his life he lived at
the Calcutta Club, and passed away recently after 90 years.
During our Dharamtolla days—l902-1904—some interesting events occurred. At “Lily Cottage”, Keshub
Chunder Sen’s fourth daughter, Monica was married to Professor S.C. Mahalanobis of the Presidency College. He
and his father, Guru Charan Mahalanobis, were the devout Brahmos of the Sadharan Brahmo Samaj. The
marriage was of great significance as an alliance between the two sections of the Brahmo Samaj. The ceremony
was conducted by Pandit Gour Govind Roy as laid down in the New Samiti. After which Dhoni (Sujata) was
married to Willie (Surendranath Sen) who rose to be High Court Judge of Rangoon, and was the eldest son of my
father’s great friend, Mr. P.C. Sen.
Then the marriage of my friend, Motri (Suhashini), only daughter of Karuna Chundra Sen, with a young
Punjabi barrister, Chaman Lal Dhingra, took place. This was the first inter-provincial marriage in the family.
Unfortunately she became a widow at an early age. She settled at “Otterbourne” in Simla, where she worked for
the Himalaya Brahmo Samaj with us to her last days.
Lastly, after the marriages of Sucharu Devi’s sisters and niece as said above, who were under her loving care
since the death of their mother, she having suffered silently and patiently for 14 years, was united in wedlock with
the Maharaja Sri Ram Chandra Bhanj Deo of Mayurbhanj. Her engagement had been broken off owing to
opposition of the marriage by his relatives and the State. It was a momentous marriage in 1904. After marriage the
happy couple went away to Mussorie, from where Sucharudi sent us her loving greetings when our marriage took
place a little later on 15th August, 1904.
Early in 1903, on two successive days the two beautiful daughters of Dr. and Mrs. P.K. Ray—Charulata’s
(Minnie) marriage with Mr. S.C. Mukherjee, I.C.S., and Swarnalata’s (Mina) marriage with Mr. P.K. Bose,
Barrister took place. The ceremonies were held at their Maternal ancestral residence of Durgamohon Das and
Bhubon Mohon Das at Beltola. They were the leaders of the Sadharan Samaj—and there arose the great
Chittaranjan Das. He was my Chotomesho’s class friend and he took us to their home very often.
Dr. Ray’s third daughter Kanaklata (Bulu) was a little older than me—but we were friends as of the same age.
She married Jotin Roy who was a class friend of Prosanto; he was full of humor. We met them during holidays at
Darjeeling and Mussorie and spent most enjoyable times. After Jotin’s death, his son, Togo, who was Buddha’s
contemporary at Cambridge, tends to Bulu’s comforts, who is now an invalid, along with his wife Khuki who is
my niece, with great filial affection.
In connection with the Das family, the picture of Basanti-didi (Mrs. C.R. Das) comes to my mind as I saw her
then—thin and tall with a sweet countenance. She was the most beloved and respected Bowthan (Elder brother’s
wife) in the family P.R. Das (younger brother of C.R. Das) came from England qualified as Barrister with his
English wife Dorothy. Basantididi taught her to cook our dishes and even to grind masalas, and she became an
excellent housewife as we saw her later at Patna.
After Mr. C.R. Das’s death the ancestral house at Beltola was gifted for the establishment of “Seva Sadan”
(hospital) and it was named “Chittaranjan Seva Sadan”, which was organized by Dr. Bidhan Roy. I was one of its
first patients when Dr. Subodh Mitra, the famous Gynocologist, was in charge of Radiology. Basantididi was
given a house near the Seva Sadan in Nafarkundu Lane, where she lives to this day, now invalided and bed-ridden
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in her 89th year. Her devoted, widowed daughter-in-law Sujata nursed her with great affection, and also ran an
efficient widow’s home—but strange are the ways of Providence, for Sujata suddenly died in 1967.
Basantididi has suffered reverses but with calm resignation submits to the will of Providence. Her daughters
Mona and Kalyani and her grandchildren are devoted to her. We sisters never fail to visit her especially when I am
at Calcutta, and she relates many incidents of the olden times. Her memory is wonderful at this age.
Father’s great friend of Rangoon Mr. P.C. Sen’s eldest daughter Sarala often spent her holidays with us when
she was a boarder at Bethune College. We all loved her. She was married to Mr. S.R. Das—later Law Member in
Government of India; but she died early. Mr. Das then married Mr. B.L. Gupta’s daughter Bonnie. Mr. Sen’s
second daughter Cissy also spent her holidays with us, and was like our elder sister. She married C.R. Das’s
brother J.R. Das, who became a judge of Rangoon High Court. After her husband’s death she spent her days with
her daughters at Simla, when Roma married to Colonel Dutta, I.M.S., was the Civil Surgeon of Simla. Last we
met Cissy at her daughter Leila’s who is married and settled in London. On her mother’s 80 th birthday, she and her
sister Bushy invited us; she was still full of life and cut jokes with my son Buddha. She passed away soon after.
Living near our house in Dharamtolla Street a remarkable intelligent family—Mr. Manmohon Ghose who was
a famous poet. He was the son of K.D. Ghose whom my father-in-law, Prosonno Sen knew him very well and
often told me about him and his wife Swamalata, who was the daughter of Raj Narain Bose. He played an
important role during Maharashi Devendrahath Tagore’s foundation of the Brahmo Samaj in 1854.
Monmohonwas sent to England at the tender age of eight years, with his two brothers Benoy and Aurobindo
Ghosh, and they were educated there. So the English poems which Manmohon also Aurobindo brought forth,
speak of the inherent talents of Indians to master a foreign language.
I went sometimes with my father to see Manmohon Ghose; he used to be surrounded with books in his study. I
saw his two little daughters Mrinalini and the younger Latika (Basu) then a baby of 6 months. Later she
distinguished herself and graduated from Oxford; she helped us with Victoria Institution for some time, and
published a delightful book, “Indian writers of English Verse”.
There I met Aurovindo Ghose for the first time. He was not only a scholar, but a poet, patriot and philosopher.
During this time my father was consulting the luminaries of the day—Sir T.N. Palit, Dr. Nilratan Sircar, and
others—about the establishment of a National Council of Education. The name of National Council of Education,
under the guidance of Dr. Ashutosh Mukherjee was changed to “Bengal Technical Institute” in 1920. It made
great progress, with the princely legacy of over sixteen lakhs rupees of Dr. Rash Behari Ghose which enabled it to
be located in the magnificent building at Jadavpur, and it was a renamed “College of Engineering and Technology,
Jadavpur” in May, 1929. My father was bestowed the Honorary Member of Council in 1932, a rare distinction,
two years before he passed away.
His dream came into being during the Swadeshi upheaval in 1905 and he was appointed the first Honorary
Rector and Aurobindu the first Principal. Later (Raja) Subodh Mullick’s only son (Kanu) K.N. Mullick was
appointed the Rector of the Institute at Jadavpur. It is indeed gratifying to know that the younger generation now
try to emulate the good deeds of their ancestors. I wrote to my grand-nephew Abhijit Bose who is studying at the
Jadavpur University, if this was the same University? He writes:
The Jadvapur University in which I study is the same in which your great father was a Founder-Member. There is a
large portrait of him in our University library and I am greatly honored being the great-grandson of such a great man.

In 1903 father was superseded as Superintendent in service by an Englishman, Mr. Holland (later Sir Thomas
Holland). Although they were on very friendly terms, my father resented any injustice, so he sent in his
resignation from the Geological Survey of India, and thereby lost his full pension, although there was the large
family not only his own, but his brother’s and sister’s children to maintain, educate and marry. He had faith and
courage, and these sustained him. He got immediate appointment to prospect and survey the Mayurbhanj State in
Orissa, the details about the discovery of the Gurumahisani iron ores have been described in his biography. …
33.49 Excerpt from Nabha\fn{by Nanjanagudu Tirumalamba (1887-1982)} Nanjangud, Mysore District, Karnataka State,
India (F) 2
… The setting sun indicated that the sun of Nabha’s fortune was going down as well. The skies darkened, and
a dark shadow of worry engulfed Nabha. Ten days had gone by since the death of her mother. Though it was past
nine o’clock, Shankarnath had not returned that night. Sharavathi, his wife, stands by the door, waiting for him. In
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the small room at the back of the yard sits Nabha, unadorned. She shows no sign of calmness or enthusiasm. She
had given up all her wealth to Sharavathi by means of a transfer deed on the third day after her mother’s death.
Will and determination were the only jewels she possessed now.
Learned reader! Do those gripped by the desire for wealth ever respect their gurus, their parents, their kith, or
kin? Do they think of evaluating anything in terms of justice and injustice? The power of money can render a
guilty person innocent, an ignorant man knowledgeable. Small wonder that our elders said:
“Money can make even a dead man talk.”
Until now, the last rites of Nabha’s mother had been performed without a misstep. Yet, the question of Nabha
had not been settled. Sharavathi, who was capable of nourishing a poison tree in her heart, now forcefully
expressed her desire. A decision had to be taken about shaving Nabha’s head. Nabha waited anxiously to know
what would happen.
Sharavathi's gaze was on the road. Shankarnath returned home at last. As he entered, Sharavathi fixed him with
a hawk-like glare and spoke sharply.
“Are you done with roaming around the town? You’re fit to do nothing else!”
Smiling, Shankarnath said, “It looks as if the mistress is in a fine temper! Who’s provoked your anger today?”
Sharavathi: “I'm angry at nobody—what right have I to do that? You carry on with your activities. It’s you
who’ll suffer in the end.”
Shankarnath laughed. “Why are you in such a rage? Each sentence of yours is turning into a sharp arrow.”
Sharavathi: “That’s the way I am. Why tease me when you know it?”
Shankar: “It’s only natural that you make demands of me and that I pull your leg.”
Sharavathi: “I don’t want any fooling around.”
Shankar: “Why not?”
Sharavathi: “You never listen to me.”
Patting her back placatingly, Shankarnath said, “All right. I understand now. According to you, I’ve done
something wrong today. I should have come home sooner. It’s true. But I was delayed because I was getting some
things for tomorrow’s rites. Forgive me. Speak now and I’ll listen. I’ll carry out your bidding.”
Turning away, Sharavathi said, “What should I say—and what will you listen to? Isn’t this indication enough?”
Amazed by her talk, Shankarnath assured her, “I promise to do as you wish.” He led her to a small room off
the verandah.
Nabha, a witness to this exchange, thought, “What? Can a wife demand so much of her husband? Isn’t he to be
treated as a god? O Lord Rama! How cruel are the ways of the world! I for one cannot accept today’s values,
practices, talk … but I must listen to their conversation today; they are bound to discuss me.”
Standing by the door she listened.
Shankar: “True, it’s nine days now. So what?”
Sharavathi: ‘What arrangements have you made for the next task?”
Shankar: “What task is this?”
Sharavathi: “About the girl.”
Shankar: “What about her?”
Sharavathi: “Her adornments should be removed.”
Shankar: “But what’s left on her that we can remove?”
Sharavathi: “Her hair.”
Shocked, Shankarnath fell silent. His head started spinning.
Sharavathi: “What does your silence mean?”
Shankar: “Can’t we let the hair be?”
Striking her forehead, Sharavathi exclaimed, “A curse on you! Why has God given you such ideas? Can we let
a woman who’s lost her husband keep her hair?”
Shankar: “She’s still young, poor girl, and grieving for both her mother and husband. How can we bring
ourselves to punish her like this?”
Sharavathi: “You think we shouldn’t do it. But you are a man and may do what you please. Still, what about
us? What about the fire consuming us?”
Shankar: “What do you mean?”
Sharavathi: “Why do you keep asking the same question? What adorns a woman best? Isn’t it her hair? If we
allow the hair to add to her youth and beauty, one can only imagine what will become of her. Vile practices are
only helped by long and plentiful hair. Think about the effect it’ll have on the family, on your lineage. Still, what
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does it matter once the husband himself is gone? How does morality matter, or our customs?”
Shankar: “All right. But not straight away. There’s time enough for all that.”
Sharavathi: “Why not now?”
Shankar: “Give her another five or six months at least.”
Sharavathi: “But why not now?”
Shankar: “We’ve managed to snatch away all her property. Why be charged with having had her hair removed
as well? No, I can’t possibly do it.”
In a rage, Sharavathi said, “In that case, you must face the music. But just know that what you’re doing will
bring a bad name to the family.”
“Don’t shout.”
“Yes, I shout all the time. I’m ignorant. But you, you’re all-knowing. Do as you please.”
She walked away in a rage.
Nabha overheard the whole conversation and moaned as she returned to her corner:
“O Lord! Is this my destiny? But, as the elders say, we must suffer our sins. Yet, Lord, dear Lord! What have I
done to deserve this?” …
1888

238.29 Excerpt from M. Asaf Ali’s Memoirs: The Emergence Of Modern India: “Barrack Life And
Reflections”\fn{by M. Asaf Ali (1888-1953)} Delhi, National Capital Territory, India (M) 18
6th September 1942
… When Govind Ballabh Pant joined us at Ahmadnagar he brought the news that Rene had spoken at the
public meeting that was to have been addressed by Maulana and Jawahar, and had hoisted the Congress flag. He
also brought the news that the meeting was dispersed with tear-gas bombs, and many persons were injured and
arrested. This made me most anxious about Rene. The anguish of suspense lasted nearly three weeks till I
received a brief note from her which she wrote on the 21 st and which was delivered to me on the 27 th after it had
been duly scrutinized by the Home Department of the Bombay Government.
But the suspense recommenced very soon with the arrival of the newspapers the next day. They carried the
report that a notice had been affixed on our house requiring Rene to surrender within a month. Her last postcard
(no address) shows that she is still free.\fn{ We have here to do with but a tiny fragment of Ali’s section of the 654-page prison
diary, maintained by him and Jawaharlal Nehru while they were under house-arrest at Fort Ahmadnagar between August 1942 and March
1945 by the Imperial authorities for refusing to co-operate (in the interests of pacifism) in the Imperial intention to destroy the Axis military
power by violent means during World War II. It was published in this book for the first time, it is true, but not in the traditional manner of
such publications—i.e., as a straightforward series of entries as written by the diarist. The editor, G.N.S. Raghavan, has broken up the
entries under various subject headings, and organized them into chapters of a comprehensive period history, thus destroying its serial
integrity. I have re-assembled the entries “Aruna and the Underground”, “A Shared Discovery of India”, and “Cameos: Gandhiji,
Jawaharlal Nehru, Sardar Patel, Maulana Azad, Syed Mahmud”, which he grouped together under his chapter 8, “Barrack Life and
Reflections”, in the manner in which they would have originally appeared:H }

8th September 1942
Wonder of wonders! For the first time in 14 years I nearly forgot the 5 September, our wedding anniversary. I
was thinking of it often enough before the 5 th, and I became aware of the lapse last night as I lay awake in my bed
till long after all the others had switched off their lights. And it pained me to think that Rene must have missed
some token from me. Every time we have not been together in Delhi on the anniversary, we have reminded each
other by telegram of what to us was a day of destiny. Although it is not one of the major calamities of this
universe, the oversight marks a breakdown of a hallowed tradition of our personal life—of which so little is left to
us in the stormy political weather in which we have been living.
So I have written today to Rene, but it is nothing like my usual letters for I had to skate on thin ice. I could not
even say where I was writing from, except “somewhere on this globe”. Ridiculous. .They seem to set great store
by being mysterious about the place of our detention, even more than on winning a battle on any of the war fronts.
I am certain that this folly, after the initial blunder of precipitating an avoidable situation, has added much to the
fire of the people’s indignation. The mysterious spiriting away of us in the morning dusk to an unknown
destination must have lent itself to a crop of blood-curdling rumors.
13th September 1942
[Syed] Mahmud is the only person here to whom the ritual side of religion has as much meaning as its spiritual
th

703

realm. It is difficult to define religion and spirituality, with their varying significance for each individual
according to his bent. Even Balzac’s atheist (in The Atheist’s Mass) had a religion of his own. Though his rational
self rebelled against the revealed, traditional religions, his sense of integrity was deeper by far than may be found
in the blatantly and garishly devout. He said mass in an obscure church to avoid the shallow and ostentatious
rationalist, because he had pledged his word to his dying mother. To be true to our roots, and to be faithful to the
law of our being is the essence of spirituality in the profound sense.
My skeptical tendencies blossomed by the time I was 17. I began to sibilate, in stark ostentation, a halfdigested agnosticism derived from Huxley and Spencer, to the intense repugnance of my horrified mother. I have
never ceased to regret the flaunting of my agnosticism, for it caused my mother great distress. It was in later years
that maturity brought me a respectful recognition of emancipated spirituality. But in my adolescence I could not,
in all honesty, conform to the ritual which is the common fare of those who sacrifice the core of belief for the
husk of traditional religiosity.
I recalled all this while, realizing how frightfully handicapped Mahmud is on account of his curtailed eyesight,
I offered to read him the Qur’an. He is observing the first fast of the Ramazan today, and I have just finished
reading out to him one of the thirty parts of the Qur’an. I was quite surprised at my facility in completing the 22
pages within half an hour. My early study and my mother’s frequent recitation of the Qur’an were embedded in
my mind, and the occasion woke up the dormant memory.
20th September 1942
Among the back numbers of the Bombay Chronicle, now given to us, there was one issue, dated the 22 nd
August, which contained an item of news in italics, with the headline, “Asaf Ali very much alive”. It caught
Jawaharlal Nehru’s eye first. At lunch time, as I walked into the mess room, he laughed and said:
“Asaf, there is a report in the papers that you were dead. I think it is an exaggeration. The government had to
issue a communiqué about it.” I was a bit late, and not knowing what it was about, replied in a bantering tone:
“I am afraid it is a bit premature, in any case.”
Later on I saw the communiqué which was dated the 20th August. It said:
It is now definitely learnt that Mr. Asaf Ali’s relatives have received news that he is hale and hearty, and the rumor
of his death, which was sedulously propagated yesterday, is consequently a malicious falsehood.

Heavens knows how this rumor originated, but it must have caused a good deal of stir in Delhi, and pain to my
friends 300 relatives. It is obvious that the Government felt compelled to contradict the rumor: otherwise they
may have had to confront another upheaval. Dear Delhi—after all they reciprocate my love, and appreciate the
fact that I have given them the best portion of my life.
I wonder whether Rene had reached Delhi by that time, and whether she was also given this “news”. What she
must have gone through is beyond my imagination—even if it was only for a few hours. Of course some day it is
bound to be—and I hate to think what Rene may have to face. I have full confidence in her firm, confident and
resolute will. She is equal to any situation in life. But it hurts me to think that she may have to rough it. With
constant setbacks and heavy sacrifices, which are concomitants of the kind of public life permitted in a subject
country, it has not been possible for me to build up sufficient reserves for Rene’s future. She, however, would
resent such an observation as a reflection on her self-reliance—which it is not. It only expresses my desire to be of
service to her. I cannot repay her in any way adequately. As a friend, comrade and companion she has proved to
be my ideal—and that is saying a great deal. I had to wait for about twenty years of conscious life before making
my final choice.
But how did this rumor originate? Perhaps from the mystery about our whereabouts, and the news of Mahadev
Desai’s death. Instead of intimidating, this stupidly devised secrecy about the place of our detention must have
enraged the people and raised all sorts of doubts in their minds. Quite possibly they were led to believe that the
Government had either done us to death, or transported us.
29th September 1942
They have admitted that on five occasions they machine-gunned “mobs” from the air—in Bihar and Bengal.
And they have the audacity to declare to the world that the Nazis are the worst barbarians! The debates in the
Central Assembly and the Council of State have stripped the Indian puppets, of the Executive Council, bare to the
bone. The historic eleven are well symbolized by the Delhi potter who, it is reported in the newspapers, has
applied for the restoration of his “eleven donkeys” hired by someone and later seized by the Delhi Police because
they graced a public procession.
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In spite of the repression, Delhi cannot be subdued to the point of losing its humor. I can well imagine the
eleven gaily caparisoned donkeys proceeding in solemn procession, to symbolize the eleven asses of the Viceroy’s
Executive Council. The police promptly seized the offending donkeys and impounded them!
3rd October 1942
For three days I have read very little and written nothing. The reason is that while playing badminton, my
partner (Pant) happened to strike the shuttle with a sweep, just behind me. Anticipating the stroke I ducked, and
received the blow under my right eye, the rim of the bat hitting me on the right cheek bone. Fortunately the
glasses were not broken. I did not take notice of the injury at the time and played on, in spite of the eye watering
and the bruised face hurting me. Two days after, acute conjunctivitis set in.
On the 30th of September I had a letter from Rene, and almost immediately afterwards read the newspaper
report that they had declared her an absconder and her “belongings forfeited”. I was terribly annoyed by the
description of her as “absconder”. But perhaps it cannot be helped. She knows the conditions best. To me it
appears that it would hurt her dignity to give herself up.
They are in authority, entrenched behind military power, maintained with our money and our men! Those who
feel that the foreigners’ decrees and orders should be treated with contempt are fully justified, provided they
themselves have the capacity to organize the people into an ordered society. I suppose they are fully convinced
that they are entrenched within the citadel of the people’s affection and can organie them by their own willing
consent into an autonomous society of men and women. It is, therefore, not the “fear of consequences” which
keeps them from facing the police and the courts, or the prisons, of the foreigner; it is their passionate desire to
build up the people’s strength to resist the internal and the external enemy—the foreigner and his henchmen
within the country, and those who hope to invade India and step into the former’s shoes. From this point of view,
it is both dignified and honorable for Rene, and others who are in a similar position, to treat the foreigner’s orders
and decrees with contempt. But since those in authority are trying their damnedest best to prejudice us in the eyes
of an easily gullible world, I would regard it as more appropriate for Rene to come right out into the open and
challenge the validity and morality of their infamous orders, and go behind the prison bars after exposing the
iniquity of the rulers.
Anyway, I think all underground activities are, in the very nature of things, demoralizing: for they proceed on
the basis of avoiding the consequences (not in a narrow personal and selfish sense) of open action. I am convinced
that absolute honesty and sincerity of purpose cannot fail to win approbation, and it needs no cloaks and masks.
Rene, I am sure, has gone underground only to be spared from being rendered inoperative. From a selfish point of
view, I don’t like it; it causes me many sleepless hours and intense anxiety. However, from a larger point of view,
when I remind myself that she is doing what she thinks is best for the country and the people, I cannot but feel
proud of her.
12th October 1942
It is Id today. The delicate and most perfectly carved scythe of the new moon last evening stood silent and
mournfully innocent over a rough-hewn cloudlet of orange in the west—just above the skyline of our prison
fortress. There was a mild stir in our colony. At least one among us, Mahmud, who had observed 27 out of the 29
fasts (he was compelled by fever the last two days to give up fasting) deserved all the greetings which go with the
Id new moon.
Some four centuries ago the Id moon must have meant merry-making on a royal scale within these walls. How
many Ids must have come and gone since then, and what revelries or tragedies, romance and wars the Id moon
must have witnessed in this fort and in the old buried palaces! If only the moon could narrate her tales, why, the
incidents of the last 400 years would be sufficient for a lifetime of absorbing study. For the Nizamshahi kings and
queens and their Muslim and Hindu noblemen, and grandees of the kingdom, Id must have meant the occasion for
a great release of the human desire to make as much of life as possible. We, too, have sent for about fifteen
rupees’ worth of sugar, milk and some almonds, pistachio and dry dates, for giving the ordinary prisoners and the
poor warders (altogether about twenty-five) besides the twelve of us, a feed on something rare in these
surroundings.
My mother used to deplore my indifference as a youth to Id and Bakr-Id. Well, she is fast asleep in her grave
till eternity, and Id can never again be for me what it used to be while she was alive—all the feverish preparation
for the day of days, her tearful blessings, and the embrace and kiss of motherly love. Rene has kept up the
ceremonies to maintain the family tradition. I do miss the kids Maffo, Billo and Naffo,\fn{ The three children of Rauf
Ali, dear friend of Asaf Ali} and some of the friends who make it a point to call on me on Id and Bakr-Id—specially
Khwaja Hasan Nizami and Wahidi who never miss doing so—and the telegraphic exchange of greetings between
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me and the Nawab of Rampur, that characteristic maintenance of wazadari.
21st October 1942
No letter from Rene yet! But a note from Jugal Kishore Khanna dated the 5 was handed to me two days ago.
Though brief, it was welcome. He has signed himself illegibly but as “your younger brother”, and therefore the
Censor has, in his perplexity I suppose, decided to let it come through; the note is in Urdu, and characteristically
revealing in its double entendre. The situation is the same as before, the note says:
“Delhi has not cooled down. There is no change in the climate. Business is as usual.”
He also hints that it was necessary for them not to surrender if the pot was to be kept boiling. I do admire the
tenacity and loyalty of Khanna; and I admire Rene’s deliberate “roughing it”. But it does not release my anxiety
and concern about her.
I don’t propose to write to Rene now until the receipt of previous letters is confirmed. If my letters do not
reach her at all, it is love’s labor lost.
25th October 1942
Jawaharlal and I are very happy at the success of our effort to raise a garden in the quadrangle of these
barracks. It was almost incredible that the torpid seeds which we had put in five days ago, into what looked like
inhospitable—though most carefully prepared—soil would succeed in waking up and breaking the ugly crust. The
tender shootings peeping just above the dark earth presented the most joyous sight You felt as if you had assisted
at the birth of a sylvan symphony. I believe hollyhocks will come up today, and cornflower, nasturtium and
petunias tomorrow or the day after, and sweet peas in another day or two. So our garden is actually springing up. I
am glad that Jawahar and I decided on this hobby. Our partnership has proved fruitful not merely in the happy
results of gardening but it has, I think, brought us closer together in other respects too.
26th October 1942
Jawaharlal Nehru is subject to vocal release in his sleep. Last night we talked till about 10:30, but I could not
go to sleep till after 12. After he left and Mahmud had gone to bed, I sat up in my chair for some time and then
walked out into the open for a breath of fresh air. It was delightful out in the courtyard. The waning moon had
gone past our skyline, and the brighter stars were defiantly bold. The air was fresh, and tinged with a nip. I
returned and laid down in my bed.
I was about to go off when, at about 12, I heard first a smothered groan and then other inarticulate sounds and
once or twice a garbled pronunciation of my name as if somebody half-gagged was calling me. It was Jawahar
talking in his sleep and, I suppose, shouting for help or as a warning. He sleeps in the verandah, a few paces from
my window. When I inquired from him this morning “What was the row about?”, he just smiled and shrugged his
shoulders, pleading amnesia.
27th October 1942
Yesterday evening Major Sendak showed me the Bombay Government’s reply to his inquiry, at my instance,
about Rene’s letters which I felt sure were being impounded. It said that four of her letters—received during the
past four or five weeks, I presume—have been forwarded to the Chief Commissioner of Delhi, “as she is evading
arrest”! I lost my temper and told Sendak that it was pure and simple sadism. Did they think that correspondence
between husband and wife would blow the British empire to pieces? I added that I wished it would. I also said
hard things about the officials who were behaving like panic-stricken fools.
Today I have received The Gray Eminence (Aldous Huxley) from Siva Rao, and a huge parcel of umpteen
things “from Afzal Beg”. Of course these must be from Rene—biscuits, dry fruits, all sorts of sweets, pastilles,
scents, honey, marmalade, etc. I have got a whole shop here. I have retained a few sweets and toilet things, and
distributed the rest.
14th November 1942
I had a letter from Babloo\fn{Pet name of Prabhat Gangulee, youngest of Aruna’s three brothers, who worked in the Education
Department of the Government of India } the day before yesterday—from Delhi—dated the 5 th. He has assured me that
Kulsum Zamani is “very well”. This is Rene’s wedding name, which has come in handy after more than 14 years
as a domestic code.
I imagine Rene is somewhere in New Delhi. Probably living, sub rosa, with her brother and mother. Such is
the result of foreign rule. Those who love liberty must either live as prisoners, or like moles and foxes
underground. Freedom of the spirit is inconsistent with freedom of the person in a subject country.
16th November 1942
I have replied to Babloo very briefly. Towards the end of the letter I have said:
“My love to Kulsum. It is time she went to school to learn kindergarten scrawl, if only to write, How do you
th
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do?” I forgot that they are withholding her letters.
I wish Rene had gone to prison. It would have meant much more rest than she can enjoy outside; and it would
have set me at rest too. Isn’t it curious that I, who want with all my heart to see her free and happy, now wish to
see her in gaol? I am all the time afraid that they will implicate Rene in some serious charge, if only to prove their
contention that responsible Congressmen and women are encouraging violence.
21st November 1942
I fear that Rene has come to Bombay, where they are hot on the trail of all those believed to be behind the
scenes. Who can restrain those who feel justified in adopting any course, violent or non-violent, for securing the
freedom of their country? I for one would hold it fully admissible to resort to organized violence on a national
scale for the establishment of a country’s freedom, but only if there was a reasonable chance of success. Prudence
dictated the course of non-violence 22 years ago, and the circumstances that now prevail, during the war, make it
even more imperative.
22nd November 1942
Sucheta has written to Kripalani that Rene (whom she refers to as Sonny’s\fn{ Pet name of Uditendrea Gangulee,
second younger brother of Aruna} sister) is worried and tired. Heaven knows what discomforts she is enduring as the
price of defying her persecutors.
Persecution is the oldest instrument of foreign conquerors and indigenous tyrants. But persecution has never
paid, and never shall pay: for human conscience cannot be snuffed out. Brute force does prove effective for a
time, but not for all time. It blunts the edge of sensibility in the tyrant, but at the same time sharpens the swords of
nemesis.
23rd November 1942
After the fullest consideration, and in consultation with Maulana, I have written to Babloo today to have it
conveyed to Rene that the dignity of her position demands that the Government should not be able to say she is
“evading arrest”. She should therefore voluntarily surrender herself for arrest and detention.
4th December 1942
In reply to my protest to Maxwell against the blocking of my correspondence with Rene, Richard Tottenham
has sent a laconic reply:
“Such instructions are being issued as seem to be necessary.”
7th December 1942
I was shown a letter from Krishna Kripalani\fn{ Writer reputed for his biographies, and husband of Nandita (Aruna’s cousin)
who was daughter of Nagendranth Gangulee (Aruna’s paternal uncle) and Miradevi (daughter of Rabindranth Tagore) } from Bombay
dated the 1st December. He is a dear affectionate fellow, and level-headed. I had to return the letter, because he is
not included in the official list of “near” or “immediate” relations. It was a matter of grace and discreet
accommodation that the Superintendent showed it to me. Krishna has given me news of Rene:
“I have met Babloo’s sister.”
I wonder if the Censor is left in the dark by this formula, or deliberately winks at it. Anyway, Krishna’s letter
was doubly welcome on account of the reassurance of Rene’s safety.
14th December 1942
Two of Rene’s “numerous letters”, as she puts it, have been delivered to me. I think this is the first installment
of the result of the instructions which Tottenham said the Government were issuing. So far so good.
Seeing Rene’s handwriting was almost like traveling home after a long absence and seeing her at the railway
station. How I used to crane my neck out to catch a glimpse of her, waiting to wave to me. And then I devoured
the letters.
The nobility of her soul would not let her submit to the order calling upon her to surrender, on pain of
forfeiture of her property. She refused to be bullied. Quite right too. They don’t seem to realize that threats cannot
bend the will of the self-respecting.
23rd December 1942
J.N. was in a pleasant and confiding mood yesterday, after some time. There was, a week or ten days ago, a
little uncalled for show of bad temper on his part. Despite my hypersensitiveness I showed remarkable selfcontrol. He came round half an hour afterwards and handsomely apologized. But once I am upset, it takes me
almost days to regain my ease with the offending party.
However, we drifted back gradually into a happier attitude, and yesterday he provided proof of his return to
friendliness. He showed me the copy of a letter he had sent in the morning to Mme. Chiang Khai-Shek chez the
Government. It was, in his words, the result of a brainwave. The excuse was the newspaper report of her illness,
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and to convey New Year greetings.
Jawahar has reiterated his pledge to stand by China and the cause for which China stands, and has regretted the
circumstances which have prevented “us” from redeeming that pledge. In a sense it is a well timed move. Whether
the letter reaches its destination or not, it cannot fail to attract the attention of the government. This reaffirmation
of undimmed conviction really shifts the burden of responsibility for the present impasse to their shoulders.
*
1st January 1943
The first day of the New Year is about to pass. And every day we live a day we die. I was too tired to keep
awake last night for ringing in the new year. Most of us were sound asleep when the expiring year handed over
the torch to the next runner. But I was up at 4:30 a.m., well before the first golden ray of the sun touched tbe
cheek of the exiting night. And then by five or so I exchanged greetings with Jawahar and Maulana.
Jawahar had sent for roses to decorate the table, and he went about humming Auld Lang Sine. What an
Englishman he is at heart! And what a tragic irony that be should draw on himself the wrath of the British
imperialists every now and again, and find himself immobilized at this crucial moment of history.
2nd January 1943
I have not felt so terribly down in the dumps during the past five months as today. Quite suddenly, about
midday, I collapsed into the deepest mental depression—and imagined all sorts of horrible things happening to
Rene. Even after a couple of hours during which I tried to rest and calm down, I was still a lost soul. And then I
addressed the Controller within, and begged him to pull me up.
A deliberately active game of badminton, to which I was summoned at 4:30 p.m., sweated the “blues” out, and
I am now much better.
8th January 1943:
th
Yesterday I received an Urdu letter from “Kulsum Zamani”, written on the 8 of last month! She has either
bobbed or Eton-cropped her hair, so she says through an artful complaint skillfully put into a friend’s mouth. I
was most agreeably surprised to receive the letter, and pained on reading it. She is intensely active, legitimately
proud of her achievements, but emotionally tense and almost morbid and tragic. For me this is indication enough
that underground life is robbing her of peace and rest.
How angry I was with myself. Here we are, calmly pursuing a peaceful life while one who is my dearest being
is piloting a rudderless bark amid high breakers and rocky shoals. I could not restrain myself, and went and
showed the letter to Maulana. He was moved, and came round after a while and stayed in my room for a couple of
hours, trying to assuage my feelings.
10th January 1943
For three days I have wanted to write to Rene, but each time I started to write I tore it up. I do not know how to
contact Rene, and not the over-zealous political stranger who has dominated her mind and activities during these
five months.
Once an idea has caught her imagination, she rides it to gallop until the tired steed has to be discarded, or put
to rest. First, the social pony of Saraswati Bhawan,\fn{ Office of the Delhi Women’s League in Daryaganj } trained to
perfection, fell from favor. And Irwin College took its place. Then Irwin College faded out, and the Women’s
Conference succeeded. One day the Women’s Conference was abandoned and journalism followed as the next
quarry, and serious study filled her hours.
But the political bias swelled all the time to the point of flood. And now I find that Gandhian politics has
invaded and conquered her imagination. The governing passion of the time claims all her energy and time. She is
noble to the roots of her soul, and whatever she touches becomes the dedicated devotee’s sacred tabernacle.
I suppose her early convent training has given a “devotional” bias to all her efforts. I can’t help admiring even
her extravagances.
18th January 1943
The newspapers are under censorship but there is enough in the papers to show that the country is moved to its
depth by Gandhiji’s three-week fast which has now entered the 9 th day.
22nd January 1943
A postcard from Delhi dated the 12 th says that they have announced a reward for information leading to the
arrest of the Delhi “absconders”. I take it that this includes Rene. News after news about the recovery of
explosives, etc., from Delhi, and now the Explosives Ordinance enhancing the sentence to capital punishment. I
know, and feel perfectly certain, that Rene will never go near violence, but how can I be certain that the
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persecutors will not try to implicate her in some dire offence? I would not mind in the least if I were involved in
the most serious charge, and were to suffer the penalty, but the mere apprehension of such a nature touching Rene
affects me so terribly that I become morbidly melancholy. How I wish Rene had surrendered in the beginning, and
not been carried away into wholly unwarranted heroics.
23rd January 1943
Alas! Rene will never realize, in the present flood of her innocent and emotional elation, how I have suffered
on the score of her risks. I can see from this distance how she is running like a somnambulist on the edge of a
precipice. Since yesterday’s news I have been on the rack of anxiety and it has reduced me to pulp—physically
unfit for normal life. I am as depressed, and look as aged, as a man in the grip of some fell disease. This is the first
time that mental torment has so palpably told on my physical self.
Rene must have worked herself up, as she always does, to the highest pitch of Satyagraha zeal for her plan to
deliver India from bondage, even as Joan of Arc did in the case of her motherland. But the mental faggots are for
me, to begin with, and who knows what else is in store for both. At times I feel that I shall never see her again, for
before the end of this incarceration something terrible—heart failure—may happen to me.
25th January 1943
I have tried hard to relax my mental tension about Rene. Why should some human beings be so consumed by
their emotional attachment? After all she is a separate unit of intelligence, with an individuality not in any way so
bound up with me as to abandon her own personal inclination for my sake. And in any case, when I am dead and
gone she will have to carry the burden of life in her own way. The shadow of my almost selfish love should not
cross her path and prevent or eclipse her self-expression in any way. And yet, not being able to help my own
nature, I continue to suffer mutely.
Sublimate it? Sublimate to which level? Nothing short of the universal, as in my poems that seek to touch the
furthest confines of the Infinite-Eternal. Or in the flowers and song-birds, butterflies, and the tints and delicately
nuanced hues of sunrise and sunset that fill me with tenderness, like the most sensitive love.
26th January 1943
I am physically somewhat better today, after more than 36 hours of lying in bed. And yet the doctor could
detect nothing! So, Rene, if ever you happen to discover these notes, you will know that mental pain can prostrate
one even more than bodily pain. And yet, instead of finding fault with you I am filled with admiration. Perhaps
you are better fitted for life’s tough challenge than I am. You once wrote and said:
“One has to steel one’s heart.”
13th February 1943
Yesterday the newspapers brought in the concluding portion of the Government’s communiqué. In a letter of
the 5th February to Gandhiji, Lord Linlithgow while trying to prove that the Congress was responsible for the mob
violence and other crimes, says that “even now there is an underground organization, in which the wife of a
member of the Working Committee plays a prominent part.” Then he says that this organization “is actively
engaged in planning bomb outrages and other acts of terrorism.”
I could barely manage to read through this, and my mind stood stunned. Of course it does not necessarily mean
that the reference is to Rene. She will never, never knowingly associate herself with any such thing.
My mind was unprepared for this blow—even though for weeks and weeks past I had an ominous feeling that
they would do their utmost to implicate her in some serious offence. My foreboding has as last come true and
knocked me on the head. I know she is innocent. My heart tells me that it is a frame-up, or in the last resort she
has unknowingly and certainly not deliberately, got associated with some persons who, while pretending to her
that they are scrupulously adhering to the Congress creed, have possibly gone and indulged in terroristic acts. I
shall say nothing against honest but foolish patriots acting that way. But I cannot bring myself to believe Rene
would associate herself with such persons.
She has served four terms in prison (nearly four years out of the less than 15 years of our married life) as a
Satyagrahi. I cannot stand the idea that her name should be associated with the terrorism of those who have
allowed really stupid things to be done, and that she should suffer for that. The government are in a savage mood,
and God knows what they propose to do. I do most earnestly pray that I may succumb to my heart condition
before she comes to any harm.
After all, I am a true Pygmalion, and she the true Galatee. I was 40, a well known lawyer and not an unknown
politician, and one who had seen a great deal of the world, when I met her, a frail but beautiful girl of 19, with
sensitive eyes and a longing for knowledge although just fresh from her convent school and almost imbued with
Christian instruction. She was an idealist, and like idealists endowed with a distinct personality and an unbending
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will. I realized in a moment that she was the person I had waited for all the years.
Our correspondence during the days of courtship fills a sizeable box. How we probed each other’s mind, and
how I filled her with such choice delicacies of the spirit as I hoped she would appreciate. For fifteen years we
have lived together, until lately I her mentor and she my apt though not uncritical follower. After the second
imprisonment of 1932, she began to take in much individually, and her mind began to expand and blossom in its
own personal climate. How well she came out intellectually. and with a tall, commanding moral stature, was
proved by her compelling personality as recognized by her elders among both men and women. An indefatigable
and voracious pursuer of knowledge, a single-minded activist who could put life into dead bones, a creative
genius who brought to life anything she touched. Well! But I was her creator—a pardonable pride—and her
tactful preceptor. In latter years we bagan to develop by critical contacts and mental repercussions on each other.
And she became quite as much my preceptor as I was hers.
But I still flatter myself to think, without meaning any the slightest reflection on her individuality and
originality, that I am her leader in every matter, and therefore whatever she does in life, whether after consulting
me or otherwise, I am primarily and finally responsible. I have, therefore, in anticipation of a trial, should the
persecutors launch one against her, prepared a draft letter requesting Government to allow me to be present at her
trial whether as her counsel and husband, or better still as a co-accused to overcome the difficulties of
bureaucratic procedure. I have also offered to defray the expenses of my transfer etc. My whole object is to be
with Rene, should she become the victim of Government’s policy of tarring and besmearing us to save their own
face. If it is to be a long imprisonment, I wish to share it, even voluntarily allowing the judgment to go against
me.
15th February 1943, 6 a.m.
The darkness of the night is rolling away and the eastern horizon is slowly turning gray and bluish white by
turns. I had a better night.
The more I think about it the more certain I feel that Rene is not the object of this dark allusion. I feel certain
that she could not have allowed herself knowingly to be associated with any body of persons who may be
responsible for the stupidities reported from the Bombay Presidency. And in any case how could she possibly be
connected, from all that distance in Delhi, with those persons in Bombay?
Oh! I must not forget to note that I have found Jawahar the very soul of nobility and genuineness of heart.
Immediately after reading the government communiqué he came to me, and finding me deep in thought wondered
whether the oblique reference to the wife etc. had affected me. He added with feeling that he could not imagine
Rene doing or associating herself with anything so silly. I was grateful to him for the transparently genuine
estimate of Rene and for his deeply felt sympathy,
16th February 1943
Could it have been Rene’s brilliant idea to give currency to the description of the Viceroy’s executive
councilors as “the eleven donkeys”? It must have annoyed the government and, I dare say, Maxwell in particular.
Rene must have become their bete noir. During the last movement, of 1940, she resigned from Lady Linlithgow’s
Red Cross Committee, and in 1941 turned down her invitation to organize women for Air Raid Precautions. And,
of course, she refused to surrender this time.
1st March 1943
My imagination, always prolific, has become my tormentor. I used to picture all sorts of tragic mishaps when
Rene would get late, if she happened to be driving her car herself. And now, what horrors of hardships in her exile
have occurred to me.
Only now have I realized how deeply I love Rene, not just her physical self but her, pure and simple. My love
for her is the love of a parent, brother, friend and lover all rolled together.
So the crisis is nearly over! A veritable miracle has been wrought. On the 21 st of last month the news was so
bad that here we had all given up hope. Today Gandhiji completes 20 days, and is reported to be “holding on
well”. God, what faith and will can do!
3rd March 1943
At long last, 21 centuries of anguish are over today. Mahatma Gandhi has miraculously pulled through the fast
and has broken it.
It is reported that, in a fresh “charge sheet”, they have accused Gandhiji of using his non-violence as a mask.
They dare say this of the apostle of truth and non-violence, with whom the Working Committee had to tussle in
1940 for a concession as regards the use of troops by the State! If Gandhiji can be charged with assuming a
“mask” of non-violence, who on earth is left to claim sincerity and purity of intention and deed?
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My mind goes back to my first significant meeting with Gandhiji, in 1919. I was assisting C.R. Das in
connection with the Hunter Committee that was appointed to inquire into the Punjab disorders and repression. The
Committee was presided over by Lord Hunter and had among its members Justice Rankin, Chimanlal Setalvad,
Pandit Jagat Narain and Sahib Zada Sultan Ahmed. It was to begin its work at Delhi. C.R. Das was to lead the
presentation of the people’s case, and to suggest counter-accusations against the Government and their police and
other officers.
Delhi’s case was prepared by me after some other lawyers had helped to record the evidence that was to be led
by us. The general brief I had prepared ran into some 20 typewritten foolscap sheets. Gandhiji arrived in Delhi to
supervise the whole work of the defense. He was staying with his friend Principal Rudra. Gandhiji looked at my
lengthy brief and returned it to me with the direction that it should be reduced to “half a sheet of paper”.
It knocked me flat. How could one reduce facts covering 20 pages to half a sheet of paper?
Then Gandhiji told me the story of Gokhale’s interview with Lord Morley, then Secretary of State, and
Morley’s insistence that Gokhale’s memorandum on the Reforms—which eventually took the shape of the 1911
Constitution—should be reduced to half a sheet of paper.
I was rash enough to undertake to complete the task by the evening. I carried it out by reducing facts and
events to categories, excising comments and compressing counter-charges to the briefest compass. But I could not
get it typed out till late in the evening, and took it to Gandhiji only the next morning. He greeted me with:
“You have barely saved yourself. I was wondering whether you would fail us. A promise is a promise, and
should be kept.”
Gandhiji looked at the draft and was pleased with it, and passed it as “excellent”.
Soon afterwards I had the privilege of spending a whole afternoon and evening in the company of the great
man. There was a Khilafat meeting in March 1920 at Meerut, where Gandhiji was going to propound the four-fold
Non-Cooperation programme. I accompanied him on this trip. Also with us were his younger son Devadas, and
Mahadev Desai. As the car which carried us was whirling along, Gandhiji plied me with questions, asking for
equivalents in Urdu of certain English words and phrases. He was obviously occupied with the mental preparation
of his speech. He wished to know, for example, how one would say in Urdu:
“For clean ends you must employ clean means.”
The phrase sank deep in my mind, for that was the pivot of his entire thinking. I had some difficulty in finding
simple words to express this idea, not because the thought or words were scarce in Urdu, but simple words resting
on Hindi hinges would not come to my mind. Arabic words came more readily. However, Gandhiji fixed his
choice upon some out of the synonyms I offered. He weighed his words, as the world knows by now, with great
precision and did not use those which might vary his thought even by a delicate shade.
By the time we reached Meerut it was past tea time. Naturally my first thought was to suggest to our hosts that
the party should have tea before Gandhiji was taken to the meeting. Gandhiji firmly vetoed it. And to my shame
and horror he brought it up in an indirect way in the opening sentences of his address to the Conference. While
stressing the gravity of the times through which the country and the Muslim community were passing and the
harder times yet to be encountered, he said he felt that all this was not yet fully realized by those who were talking
of righting the Khilafat and Jallianwala wrongs. People still thought in terms of their normal habits and wanted
their tea at the usual time. Devadas and I had taken our stand right at the back of the audience in the packed
theatre. The moment he referred to this I felt thoroughly ashamed of myself. The incongruity of normal life in the
midst of the turn he was giving to men’s minds came home to me—not that I was in any way sparing myself.
Soon I was to give up European-style dress, which entailed many superfluous habits not suited to the times.
Gandhiji had the knack of constructing a sermon on a stray incident, event or example of human behavior.
The return journey at night from Meerut, with Gandhiji on one side and I on the other and Devadas in between
on the back seat during the forty-mile drive through an arbor of shisham trees, with occasional talk, is one of my
happiest memories. Devadas dozed off and his head rested on Gandhiji’s breast. Gandhiji tenderly supporting his
sleeping child is an unforgettable picture in my mind.
11th May 1943
The inevitable milestone is reached today. I have completed 55 years. Had a letter from “Nasrat” and two
books. Really my darling is astonishingly resourceful. She has managed to send these to reach me on my birthday.
What a birthday, indeed! Yesterday it was reported that the case against Rene was taken up on 8 th May and she
was tried in absentia for disobeying the Chief Commissioner’s order to present herself on September 7 th last
before the Police Superintendent. It was this order which put Rene’s back up and she refused to surrender. And
now she has braved nine months of exile with its risks and hardships.
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As my eye caught her name in the Chronicle yesterday, my heart stood still for the moment, and a disagreeable
sensation passed over me. I have become so hypersensitive about Rene. This has made me a phenomenon at once
pitiable and disgusting. Maulana and Jawahar have hinted that I should exercise my will and pull myself together.
It was humiliating. And yet, despite every effort, I fail to get over it. The Viceroy’s dark allusion—if the reference
was not to Sucheta but to Rene—was a shattering shock to my nerves, and I have not recovered from it. What can
I say this birthday, in this state of mind?
1st June 1943
I have heard from “Nasrat” again. She is shocked by my despondency and bitter pessimism. She says:
“I thought you were one of the few persons alive, evolved and integrated.”
Further, she conveys to me the conclusion of an “academic’ debate, that tyranny whether dictated by love or
hate is bad, and it is the personal right of an individual to be free to travel to the furthest limit of one’s
individuality. How my own teachings and views come home to roost!
Babloo says in one of his letters, pleading passionately for my blessing for his projected marriage with his
cousin Phutoo:\fn{Pet name of Shobha, who was in a prohibited degree of relationship for the purpose of marriage with Prabhat
Gangulee under Hindu customary law}
“Now I can tell you that you need not worry. Nothing has happened that should alarm you.”
I take it that he is referring to Rene. Since the receipt of these letters I have felt a bit relieved. And my body too
has registered improvement. During this week I have regained nearly two pounds of the 16 pounds of weight lost
by me.
13th June 1943
th
Babloo has got married to his cousin Phutoo on the 29 in Delhi. They married as Muslims!
I have so much to say (for I feel and think so much), but somehow I don’t seem to have regained mastery of
either the mind or the nerves so far, and all my mental energy is exhausted day after day and hour after hour in
thinking of Rene and praying for her. Yes, the mind in its helplessness is reduced to praying.
17th June 1943
Have had letters from Babloo and Kulsum Zamani. Babloo is married, and too happy to think of anything.
Kulsum’s letter is reassuring, and yet there is in it a note which disturbs me. Apparently she is disappointed that I
am officiously anxious about her. But so long as she remains the “hawk-hunted nightingale” I can have no rest of
mind.
28th July 1943
Kulsum left for Calcutta after some weeks in Bombay, it seems. For nearly two months she has been in Bengal.
I had a letter from Nandita to this effect. Then came a letter from Kulsum from Curseong. Thank God she has
gone out of the plains and is now in the hills. I have passed a comparatively less worried time this month.
9th August 1943
So today is the first day of the second year of detention. For me than half of the year has been a period of the
gloomiest anxiety. Rene has reassured me in various ways, from time to time, and it has occasionally relieved me.
But somehow I have not been able to regain my balance, physical or mental. If only I am spared to see her again.
29th August 1943
Full 20 days have gone by and I have not put in a word. The truth is that for months the entire rhythm of my
life has been disrupted. I am like a plant whose roots have been pulled out of its soil.
5th November 1943
I had a relapse of colic ten days ago, and in its wake malaria. I seem to have got rid of it only now, after days
of saturation with quinine. What a wretched time I have had these two months and more. Maulana has been very
tender and sincerely sympathetic and helpful. Every time he has heard me groan, he has come to me.
12th November 1943
I had a letter (very brief) from “Nasrat” three days ago. She has been ill. God knows how and under what
circumstances she is living.
6th December 1943
There was a letter from Nandita three days ago. It was very welcome, for it gave me news of Rene. Nandita
says:
“Nasrat has lost his job, and has been here (Calcutta).”
11th December 1943
I was looking at the pages of the notebooks of these jottings. I had written nearly 300 pages from August to
14th December 1942, and during all of the past year I have barely written 154 pages. I appear a different man to
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myself. Am I going crazy? Nonsense. I am as fully in possession of my senses as ever. But I have become so
obsessed with anxiety for Rene that my interest in life has shrunk to just one point. Just now news has come
through that Jugal Kishore has been sentenced to three years’ rigorous imprisonment for (1) disobeying the Chief
Commissioner’s order and (2) writing a reply to Government’s pamphlet on “Congress Responsibility for the
Disturbances”.
Three years! Rene may get a similar sentence. It means that, even if set at liberty, I shall have to undergo
further separation and mental agony. Unless there is a settlement which includes a “clean slate”, her imprisonment
may begin when others end theirs.
22nd December 1943
I have received an interesting letter from Rene, from Delhi. It has to a certain extent calmed my anxieties. But
it has made me think, and think hard. She has taken me to task, and has asked me to be my “brave and courageous
self”, and “the beacon that you have been”. There is a reference to two generations, mine and hers, and the
difference of outlook. If so, instead of a beacon, I must be a stumbling block.
30th December 1943
On the whole it has been the worst year of my life.
*
9th January 1944
My mother-in-law is, alas, stricken with cancer and, pending the inevitable, is going through agony. What it
must mean to Rene! She cannot be with her mother to nurse her. Then, Norah is suffering from tubercular glands
and is running temperature. And Rene, who is fonder of her than ordinary sisters are, cannot be near her. My
uncle, too, who is old, is rapidly going downhill. And yet in these last three weeks I have, with a supreme effort of
the will to live, tried to pull myself together. I have begun to interest myself in books, and have improved
physically too.
The new year began rather sadly in our little colony. Maulana’s sister Abru Begum died on the 30 th December.
He and we first got the information through the newspapers received here on the 2 nd January. It seems to have cast
a deeper gloom over Maulana than even his wife’s passing away.
22nd January 1944
The newspapers carry a news item about Rene’s Baby Austin being auctioned for Rs. 3,500 because she has
been declared an absconder. Probably they will auction the house too. I don’t care what they do to the property so
long as they leave her alone. Patriotism is a virtue all over the world, but a crime in India!
26th January 1944
Two days ago a notice was received from the Secretary of the Bombay Government, in pursuance of
Ordinance III of 1944, stating the grounds for our detention. This is the first formal intimation of the grounds,
after 17½ months of detention! The grounds are that:
“You were a party to the passing of the Congress Resolution of 8 th August 1942 sanctioning a mass movement
calculated to impede the successful prosecution of the war”, and “if not detained, you would have taken part in
organizing and. conducting this movement.”
A meeting was called today to take the Independence Pledge. Maulana and Patel made brief speeches. Then at
Pattabhi’s suggestion the question of the notice was taken up. The issue was whether it should be ignored, or
should be met with a rejoinder. Jawaharlal did not think any rejoinder was called for. He thought that it would not
fit in with “our dignity”. The political situation had reached a plane where noticing these legal points was
irrelevant.
I differed. The grounds were entirely misleading and biased, and we should refute the charges which were
intended to besmear us. The August 1942 resolution offered wholehearted cooperation to the United Nations in
the prosecution of the war on terms worthy of a great country and consistent with the people’s indefeasible rights.
The contingency of a mass movement under Gandhiji’s lead could not arise until the rejection of this offer by the
British Government. I pointed out that no opportunity was allowed by the Government for negotiations.
Precipitate orders were issued for detention. Further, I maintained that Gandhiji’s letter to the Viceroy following
his release, declaring his readiness to consider the situation de novo, rendered even these alleged grounds void.
We must join issue on these points, I urged, through a communication to be sent by the Congress Secretary.
Jawaharlal admitted the logical soundness of my proposal but felt that the demands of dignity precluded a
rejoinder. I persisted, and wanted to know whether argument was excluded from notions of dignity.
“No,” he said.
Then I saw no reason for allowing it to be said that we acquiesced in the charges made against us. The meeting
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was adjourned for further discussion of the issue.
27th January 1944
My draft reply was approved by Maulana. I showed it Jawaharlal. He read it and kept quiet. Pattabhi approved
of my points. Patel seemed to be in a huff.
I do not like Patel’s attitude. He seems to consider everyone who does not agree with his point of view a sort of
delinquent.
During the debate on the proposition, Pattabhi supported my suggestion in a well-argued speech, and quoted
from Mahatma Gandhi’s letters and articles. Pant, as usual, was mildly for it, but a little more mildly against it.
Shankar Rao put questions to ridicule it—pointless questions. Ghosh made an impassioned speech about the
Bengal famine, and opposed it! Mahatab was for it. Kripalani was ironical. And Patel opposed it most vehemently
as “undignified”.
Jawaharlal in his second speech was again quite decent about the logic of my proposal, but professed his
temperamental objection. Maulana summed up the debate and made it clear that there was no question of a
rejoinder being undignified or in the least harmful. But it was not likely to be of any consequence either, because
the main question rested on higher policies.
I felt inclined to reply to the debate but left it alone, for after all Mahatma Gandhi has already said all he could
have, in his letters to the Viceroy. Mahmud purposely kept quiet during the debate because Patel & Co. have, time
and again, spoken in a manner rather ironical, indicating that Mahmud, I and (less marked) Maulana don’t come
up to their mark. It is a galling and unfortunate attitude, and if I have not shown as much resentment as I and
Mahmud (and even Maulana) feel at times, it is simply to avoid bitterness during our stay here.
28th January 1944
Gandhiji’s “era” is fast drawing to a close. His philosophy of life will not pass away with him but will, like all
philosophies (and religions) go on influencing the thoughts and actions of many for a long time. But it will cease
to be a political force the day he dies.
The only person who can take Gandbiji’s place as an acknowledged all-India leader, whom the world has come
to regard as such, is Jawahar. He is 55 now, and if for some reason or other he does not come into power to
translate his ideas into practical forms, say for another ten years, he will lose the opportunity to do what he alone
can do for this country. And I can descry none in the ranks of the younger generation who can acquire this unique
position. Given an opportunity, Jawahar can guide India out of the confined past into the light of the new world—
a rational and wide-awake, dynamic and fast-progressing world.
13th February 1944
I have now more or less reconciled myself to the possibility of my leaving Rene without any provision for life,
except the residential house with its annex. But it can hardly be called “provision for life”. I am thankful to God
that Rene is not a helpless person like most other women, and will do something to help herself. But it does not
console me. Like so many others who have been active in public life, I have suffered, and now Rene is suffering,
and God alone knows whether all this will bear the fruit for the coming generations for which we have struggled.
When I read history and see that the most colossal sufferings go in vain—not sometimes but often and often—I
begin to wonder whether Nature’s laws, or God’s laws, are what we believe they should be.
24th February 1944
News was brought in by the Superintendent yesterday that Ba (Kasturba Gandhi) died on the 22 nd. Today’s
newspapers contained a full account of her last hours, and the cremation in Aga Khan House (Poona).
Poor dear Ba, and poor dear Mahatmaji! They have been parted after sixty years fateful partnership. What a
kind little lady she was. One of the sweetest women I have ever seen, a perfect mother and wife. She has died
while in prison with her life’s partner, respected and loved by millions. What a fortunate woman!
I remember a little incident. Gandhiji lay convalescing after his operation and release in 1933 in Poona, where
a conference to sort out the issue of Council Entry had been convened. I was in a sense one of the two
protagonists of the school of thought which wanted a reorientation—Satyamurti being the other. My “open letter”
to Gandhiji had become a kind of manifesto and ultimatum of the Swarajists.
I arrived in Poona for the Conference and went straight to Gandhiji. He asked me to sit on his bed, and we
began our discussion. I said something to the effect that I had little to add to what I had written, and he replied:
“I know and I understand it.” Meanwhile Ba came along and I stood up. He said:
“Don’t get up, she is here only for a moment.”
But I could not sit down while she was standing, and said so. I saw a gleam of pleased appreciation in his face
and eyes. I pulled a chair for Ba, and Gandhiji beckoned to her to take her seat. It was all so moving.
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19th March 1944
Today’s Sunday Chronicle carried the news that
Mrs. Asaf Ali has been declared a proclaimed offender by the District Magistrate of Delhi in connection with writing
and publishing prejudicial literature. In the course of the search of a house in Karol Bagh, a press and some manuscripts
were recovered. And the writing of the manuscripts has been certified by the Government Examiner of Questioned
Documents to be that of Mrs. Asaf Ali.

So there. I have felt for some time that something was amiss in connection with Rene. It is distressing. Who
will benefit by this romantic patriotism? Can India get freedom through denunciations of the Government issued
by the underground press?
15th April 1944
A letter from Uncle Mujtaba has come in. He is going downhill, and T.B. has captured his granddaughters:
little Akhter, and poor dear Gauhar. They are being treated, but Mamunjan’s resources are very meager. The house
is a pen, and the entire surroundings so depressing.
It is a sin to have so many children without adequate means. Hence the need for a drastic change in the
structure of society. Russia has certainly offered a good experimental model. There is hope for all in a
communistic structure—if only the approach to that state is purged of needless suffering. It is a pity that such
suffering is regarded by the exponents of communism as “inevitable”.
The fact is that the existing social structures are all more or less vicious in their practical results—the theories
notwithstanding. The Islamic social structure may be a half-way house in theory, but in actual practice it
degenerates. This is how we find it today, assertions to the contrary notwithstanding.
20th April 1944
My talk with Vallabhbhai on my idea of a Commonwealth of India has traveled in some form to the different
“clubs” here. Jawaharlal brought the news to Maulana that I was described as going one better than Jinnah. There
is no limit to narrowness, suspicion and a fanatical adherence to the idea that only that political structure which
some of these gentlemen have in view is the best. Some six months ago, when I spoke in similar terms to
Narendra Dev, he held that the principle of self-determination could not be permitted to be exercised by anybody
except by the population of India as a whole. He further said that all those who thought along those lines—we
were talking of Muslims—would have to be “driven out” of India. I stopped the talk with the rejoinder,
“Try it!”
Since then I have not discussed politics with him. On earlier occasions I decided to eschew discussions with
Kripalani for similar reasons. And yesterday Shankerrao flew into a rage and said:
“Every inch of ground is mine—the land of five rivers, and Peshawar, are sacred to me.”
He could not see that if the Muslim majority in certain parts of India wanted self-government and this was
denied, it would mean the imposition of Hindu rule on them. It is a pity that even tried and tested patriots cannot
talk of these things in a rational way.
I felt very depressed afterwards. It is a subject which has not been debated by the Working Committee for fear,
I am sure, of acrimony.
29th April 1944
th
Poor dear Moshima (Rene’s mother) passed away on the 26 . Two lines of an obituary notice in the Leader
announced it, and I saw it yesterday. It was a heavy though not unexpected blow. How it must have affected Rene
and Norah.
Moshima was a brave soul who faced life’s trials and sorrows with courage. Who is infallible in the world?
Her human weaknesses were, sympathetically considered, part of the charm of her life. Her affectionate nature
was brimful of kindness, and bordered on what may be described as extravagance; for she often irritated her
children by her overwhelming attention to the most trifling details concerning their lives. Yet she showed an
amazing grasp of practical affairs, and proved a good and energetic manager of business. I had great respect for
her tenacious nature, which helped her to manage her husband’s Hotel, after his death. Had Sonny shown as much
capacity, they could have made a great success of the hotelier’s business.
Moshima’s death was reported as the passing away of “the mother of Mrs. Purnima Bannerjee and Mrs. Aruna
Asaf Ali”. She died as the proud mother of two of the most remarkable daughters of India. I may not say more.
16th May 1944
Ten days have gone by since Gandhiji was released unconditionally, and all are left wondering what he means
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to do now. I am praying hard that Rene may be guided to seek his advice,\fn{ Asaf Ali had no means of knowing that, from
soon after Gandhiji’s release, there was sustained correspondence, as well as a meeting at Poona, between Ghandiji and Aruna. Gandhiji
advised Aruna to give herself up, but she came out of underground only after the cancellation of her arrest warrant early in January 1946 }

and terminate the long agony of my anxiety about her. He alone can talk her out of the tangle of self-imposed
banishment and its trials.
Often I pour out my heart in long letters intended for Rene, and then consign them to the flames since I do not
wish to subject my sacred thoughts and feelings to a public exhibition to the Censor. Perhaps my preoccupation
with Rene’s safety is a failing of my character? But then, I say to myself:
“No, my friend, you are only a cell in the body of universal being, and you are a love-cell. You cannot deny the
law of your being. You cannot will it otherwise.”
21st May 1944
Have heard from “aunt Kulsum”. It appears that she saw Moshima before she died.
Rene has rebuked me soundly. She can’t imagine why I torment my mind so much. Perhaps she is right. And
perhaps she is annoyed because my letters in a way deepen her sense of responsibility for my anxiety. In any case,
I must not write letters likely to annoy her on this point. She has become touchy, and with all the trouble and
strain she has undergone, it is natural.
19th June 1944
It is surprising that Gandhiji has not advised Rene to surrender yet. Why, I wonder and ask myself in anguish.
13th July 1944
Dr. Pattabhi has become fairly intimate with me, and comes over for some time daily, either to read some Urdu
book with me—e.g., Darbar-i-Akbari—or to discuss politics. I have found him frank and outspoken, patient and
polite. He does not seem to have any reserve with me, and discusses persons freely.
It appears that while Jawahar is held in affection by the “night club” friends (which means nearly all but three
of us—Maulana, Mahmud and I), none seems to regard him capable of the constructive patience and ability of a
good leader! Isn’t it strange?
Among Gandhiji’s followers, especially, Jawahar is held to be animated by a desire to outstrip all of them as a
“modern leader”. All I can say is that if Jawahar only realized the meaning of primus inter pares and did not allow
himself to say or do things—he does it unconsciously—which give them an idea that he believes himself to be the
yardstick in every matter, and his tastes and ideas as the ultimate standard, he would be an ideal chief by virtue of
his real ability, nobility of character and desire to be useful. But his impulsive outbursts and ultra-Westernism
somehow put off many, like Pattabhi, Patel, Shankar Rao and that group. It is a million pities.
25th July 1944
Although the writing of the autobiographical notes keep me occupied for hours each day, every now and then
my mind leaps back to Rene—what is she occupied with, what is the state of her health, has she consulted or seen
Gandhiji, etc. Sometimes I even wonder whether this long separation and the queer conditions of life she finds
herself in will affect her mind in a manner which I cannot foresee, and in some way disturb the idyllic harmony of
our lives. It oppresses me.
27th July 1944
I was overjoyed to get a parcel from “Sonia Khan”. It contained a shawl, cigarettes (American “Camel”) and
some scent (khas).
It was obviously Rene’s gift. Why has Rene sent me these things? It is such a waste, Rene darling. I have gone
off scents—not that I don’t like them. And the shawl is wholly superfluous. Cigarettes are welcome: but these are
too strong for my throat.
28th July 1944
The newspapers report that Gandhiji has advised underground workers to surrender themselves, or rather to
“discover” themselves and run the open risk of being arrested. Surely Rene will heed the advice?
15th August 1944
I had a telegram from Dhiren\fn{Aruna’s paternal uncle Dhirendranath Gangulee, film maker who won the Dada Phalke Award }
the day before yesterday, saying Rene now “intends doing the domestic science college”. I hope this means
ending underground life. Of course imprisonment will follow. But I am sure it will not continue beyond the war,
which cannot now last for very long.
27th August 1944
Did I read too much into the “domestic science college”? I have been scanning the papers, but so far Rene is
still in purdah. God knows why she is hesitating.
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26th September 1944
I had a telegram from “Nasrat”, from Firozabad. Id greetings! And a letter from Dhiren from Calcutta. It says:
“Rene has inherited all the obduracy of her father.” After Gandhiji’s release I had felt a bit relieved, but this
“obduracy” is discouraging.
Maulana and I are next door, and often talk across the screen that separates us. He is writing a history of
political events of the last 30 or 35 years, and many literary and philosophical essays. We discuss much, and the
topics are mostly serious, not light. Strangely enough we agree almost on all subjects.
Jawaharlal, I fear, is leaning a great deal on the rediscovered greatness of ancient India. I do hope it does not
overlay his progressive outlook. He has acquired a somewhat unfortunate trick of affecting omniscience, and
disconcerting one by holding forth from a higher level of encyclopedic information. This puts me off. In spite of
my desire to discuss with him many things I freeze up. So does Maulana. But Maulana can in turn manage
monologues with him. I can’t indulge such luxury.
6th October 1944
Quite suddenly, sometime in the afternoon, Mahmud was informed that orders for his unconditional release
had been received. It is a good thing, because he was frightfully worried over domestic troubles and was himself a
permanent invalid. There was no point in detaining him, for he was opposed to Gandhiji’s idea of a movement. I
have advised Mahmud to “keep off the grass” and just stay put, for after all if he is to get back to his domestic life
there is no point in getting mixed up with politics.
14th October 1944
Narendra Dev showed me a paragraph in the Leader of 30 th September from “A Special Correspondent”. It
refers to Aruna as one of the rising stars, whose name is becoming popular for new babies. Even this does not
assuage my pain. I may feel proud, but it does not hurt me the less to think what it has cost her, and I dare not
think of what it may yet cost her.
15th October 1944
How strange! For the last five or six days Mahmud has become the subject of much anxious curiosity, if not
also of suspicious speculation and penetrating inquiries here. Some newspaper correspondent started the ball
rolling by saying that it was believed in certain circles, in New Delhi and Bombay, that Mahmud had not been
released on grounds of health but had been in correspondence with Government and had, in some way, indicated
that he was not going to have anything to do with Gandhiji’s movement. It was further reported that, approached
in Bombay, Mahmud said he would not, until he has seen Gandhiji, either confirm or deny that he has been in
correspondence with Government.
It is now definitely ascertained by Vallabhbhai Patel that Mahmud did send a sealed letter somewhere,
probably to Government. Maulana says that Mahmud did mention the fact of sending a letter to Government
complaining against the inadequacy of the medical attention he was receiving. Anyway I am perfectly certain that
it is most unfair to suspect poor Mahmud of having secured his release by giving an undertaking. True, he was
opposed to the August resolution and he was far from approving of this stalemate. But he would never give an
undertaking, I am sure. I regret to say that, with honorable exceptions, some of the colleagues here have carried
their discussions and speculations to a painfully extreme length on this subject.
Well! Such is the value of one’s credit in public life. It can be blown off the waters like a bubble by the mere
breath of suspicion. I have fought and resisted the insinuations as a loyal friend, and I believe Maulana and
Jawahar have done the same. But I fear some of our colleagues remain suspicious. Mahmud has gone to Wardha,
and in a day or two he is bound to clear up the position. However, it is a painful episode.
19th October 1944
Apparently there is no hope of Rene “discovering” herself. I had a postcard from Mahmood from Bombay to
say:
“Your niece’s condition is not satisfactory. She has declined to go to the sanatorium. She is very obstinate, and
has refused to listen to the family doctors.” And Nandita wrote from Santiniketan saying she had been to Calcutta
where she found that:
“Monica refuses to join her college. It is no use trying to persuade her.”
Nandita also says something about “Sabina” having left her husband’s home and not wanting ever to return.
This has left me utterly shocked and miserable.
The Mahmud controversy and speculation have now developed into a serious accusation. It is clear from his
brief statement that he did send a letter to Government (probably about his ailments) and he has asked for
suspension of judgment until it is allowed to be published. But the accusation is that he kept it secret from
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everyone here. What a pity! He should have taken Jawahar into his confidence, and Patel says that it would have
been better if Maulana had written to Government on Mahmud’s behalf. It is ever so strange that Mahmud did not
even so much as hint about it to me, though we used to talk about so many things every day. Anyway, the
disagreeable atmosphere it has created here is unfortunate. And I do heartily dislike the reflection to which he is
needlessly exposed.
24th October 1944
So the much awaited communication of Mahmud to the Viceroy has appeared in the press in two installments
(concluded today), with an introductory statement by him and a brief comment by Gandhiji. Mahmud has said
that he is “guilty of gross indiscretion” in sending the letter without the knowledge or consent of anyone of his
colleagues here. And Gandhiji has, after pointing out the “indiscretion”, almost absolved him because of the
purity of his intention.
Now it is clear that while Maulana and I used to tease Mahmud about his confidential writing, he was engaged
in drafting and making a fair copy of this letter. It is a matter of the greatest surprise to me, Maulana and to
Jawahar—with whom Mahmud was sharing a room—that all this time he did not allow any of us to get the
slightest inkling of it. I am genuinely sorry that his indiscretion has exposed him to disagreeable criticism and
affected the whole of his future. I fear he has committed a serious mistake. Had he taken Jawahar or Maulana,
preferably Jawahar, into his confidence he could have secured his object without attracting any blame. After all he
has suffered these two years and more, and had behind him the work and services of a lifetime. However, be it far
from me to judge a friend—or even a foe, if I cannot be just.
The episode has caused a serious situation here. At least one of our colleagues said:
“Whom can you believe, now?”
14th November 1944
For the last few days I have been reading the manuscript of Jawaharlal’s Discovery of India. This is the latest
revelation of his mind. So far I have read only four out of eight or ten parts. The fifth is before me now.
I have already discussed with him my comments on the first four parts, and he has taken down notes. Some of
my points concerned trifling matters, orthographical or verbal. Others were matters of some importance, which
went to some of the starting points of his approach. His patience and readiness to accept suggestions has left on
my mind a pleasant impression. And there is something in this attitude which spells much hope for India, if only
the future does not crush it out of him.
I could not help feeling, as I jocularly remarked to Maulana, that Jawahar’s book reads rather like a good
synopsis of the 19th Puran (a culmination of the known eighteen is overdue). It is an encyclopedic review of the
past and the present and a kind of prophecy of the future. I have told Jawaharlal that his review of the distant past
is sometimes in the superlative strain and is liable to act as a soporific more than as a stimulant. The present
generation undoubtedly needs to be reminded of the glorious past; but what is far more essential, in my opinion, is
the need to make them aware of the inadequacy of the past, the achievements of other peoples in the present, and
the ideals that can be realized in the future through enlightened endeavor. To my mind, Miss Mayo’s Mother India
kind of stuff, properly juxtaposed with a just appreciation of the past, is what the country needs.
Today the Muslims in India even more than the Hindus are employing the umbrella of the idealized past for
comforting shelter and escape from the scorching heat of glaring reality. Even among the Hindus, it is only the
really thinking and rationally aware few who are trying to adjust themselves to the present. The rest are apt to read
far too much in the misty past. There have been so many interpolations and even forgeries in Sanskrit literature
that the unwary (and all of us, outside the circle of profound scholars, are unwary) tend to become victims of
exaggeration.
An Indo-Turki like Ghiasuddin Tughlaq knew the secret of progress. He said:
“Keep affairs of state separate from religion, which is a matter of personal preference.”
I pointed this out to Jawaharlal yesterday, while discussing some points arising out of his Discovery. He
himself is strongly inclined that way. But I felt, while reading his manuscript, that he was unconsciously affected
by some of the prevailing impressions among the Hindus about the consequences and problems of the Arab and
later Turki, Afghan and Turko-Mughal invasions of and settlements in India. However, I was very glad that he
undertook to revise or reconsider much.
He accepted my suggestion that “Moslem invasion”, “Moslem government” etc., were not appropriate
expressions. They somehow lumped together various factors and elements, and assumed the Hindus and Muslims
to be a kind of thesis and antithesis. Even if that were not incorrect historically, the synthesis which has existed
for several centuries, and which must be promoted and encouraged, will suffer by such an attitude. He saw the
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point instantly.
I am glad that I have had this opportunity of both looking into his mind and telling him how I have reacted to
some of his thoughts. Of course it is for him to review and recast anything or not.
The 11th was Maulana’s birthday and today is Jawaharlal’s. Nobody knew anything about the former excepting
myself, and I refrained from informing others. Maulana does not like fuss, though I don’t suppose—barring
Jawaharlal—anybody here would have cared to fuss.
Jawaharlal’s birthday has somehow called for celebration since his first birthday here, in 1942. He does not
dislike it. Even politics, patriotism and nationalism somehow tend to become anthropomorphic in a sense.
Jawaharlal, after Gandhiji, has already been admitted to the national pantheon—not only in the estimation of
India’s millions but in the estimation of foreigners everywhere—as the next in degree. But I suppose his real
apotheosis is yet to come. However, his birthday has already become a recognized national ceremony, here too.
I have noted this fact to illustrate how masses of human beings create symbols of their aspirations or emotions.
When somebody asked Jawaharlal at the time of the Chiang Kai-sheks’ visit something about India, he was
reported to have said:
“I am India.” Even at that time I wondered how some other aspirants must have felt.
19th November 1944
A letter received today from Babloo shows that the New Delhi social set is fully occupied with its club life. He
also draws a depressing picture of Kucha Chelan and the “unpleasant state of disrepair” in which he found the
house. Natural. The shadows of the evening are gathering fast round me, too. Life on this planet is only what the
eternal can reflect through the body. I know that the visible structures which house the eternal—I and also Rene—
are destined to dissolution. I am dissolving rapidly.
30th November 1944
I finished Jawahar’s Discovery of India Ms. last week and our discussion of the points I had noted was
concluded a couple of days ago. In the last part of the book he looks ahead to India’s role in the world. While
discussing this I “sold” him—to use an American idiom—the idea of an Indian Ocean League: that is, India, the
pivotal sub-continent, with the Middle Eastern countries up to Iraq, and the whole of Malaysia and Indonesia. In
my opinion this is a natural economic federal region, which must stand together. He seemed to like the idea.
I feel that these discussions over the Discovery have been useful. It has brought us nearer together and we have
come to know each other’s minds. It is possible that he has looked into the working of my mind for the first time.
And he must have realized that my range is not confined to day-to-day politics or some hobbies like studying
flowers and the vegetable kingdom in general, and watching termites, spiders, stars, butterflies and birds, and
gazing at the sky or writing verses. His feeling of intimacy towards me is evident.
4th December 1944
Many days have slipped by, and I have not been able to resume the thread of my autobiography. A gust of
poetic afflatus disturbed my routine and the flow would not let me turn to other things. Three or four poems came
into being in Urdu. Maulana heard them with obvious and repeatedly expressed appreciation. The titles and
opening lines will show what they deal with. “Torn Manuscripts” begins with: “Life holds the fragments of torn
manuscripts, while new ones are being written every day.” “Sparks from Stone” says: “Rise up like a flame and
burn out the scar of disappointments and sorrow; even stones when kicked emit scorching sparks.” Then the
“Sightless Eye” asks the mind, “Oh, let me hear what colors grace your court. I know they pass in caravans
through me.” And so do all the senses question the mind. Even the lute and plectrum wonder what happens when
strings thrill, to make men go into ecstasy. The mind itself wonders whether it is not a stage where messengers
rest on the way to other realms.
8th December 1944
We have completed today two years and four months of the most rigorously segregated detention. The
relaxation of interview rules having been disregarded by us, the segregation is now self-imposed. The Home
Member’s replies in the Central Assembly on this subject of interviews were so wanting in veracity that many of
us here felt that something had to be done. At last Maulana was persuaded to address a letter to Wavell to
challenge the suppression of truth. He was at first unwilling to take any notice of it. But Vallabhbhai, backed by
others, pressed the point.
One evening I, too, put in a word. I drafted a few points in Urdu on a sheet and gave it to Maulana to consider.
The next day he gave me a draft of his own, accepting my main structure but omitting the more far-reaching
points. And when asking me to English it, he said:
“You see, what I have said is likely to lead to further correspondence, when the other points can be taken up.
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This is enough for the present.”
We have put in a reference to Gandhiji’s declaration about suspension of a mass movement, and pointed out
that some of the Government’s acts of commission and omission are indefensible: e.g. the refusal to permit
Gandhiji to meet us even after his declaration; and refusing permission to Phillips to contact any of us—or even
Gandhiji. We have emphasized the unfairness of carrying on false propaganda world-wide against the Congress.
I rendered it into English, but had some difficulty in keeping literally close to Mauana’s writing. Knowing how
sensitive he is about his drafts, and how he has rejected variations of his drafts by Jawaharlal on one or two
occasions, I had to sail as close to his words as possible. I was not happy with the result: for, some of Maulana’s
elegant Urdu expressions done in English sounded stilted. When the translation was completed, Jawahar saw it
and, with one or two additions at Vallabhbhai’s instance, the final draft was faired out by me and handed in.
It was a job skating on thin ice, between Maulana’s sensitiveness and Jawahar’s criticism. To my mind, the
omission of conventional phrasing demanded a more personal touch, but our anomalous situation here does not
permit it. However, with a tortuous sentence or two, the letter was completed, signed and handed over to the
Superintendent.
9th December 1944
They gray monotony of this place—fancy twenty-eight months of incarceration at one place—is enough to
wear out one’s freshness and the capacity for work. Luckily, to me metaphysical excursions and poetry come like
refreshing gusts of wind. Once a poem grips you, it will not be denied even if you are dying; like truth, it must
out.
Maulana is a great believer in tahmiz (Arabic for hors-d’oeuvre or, rather, pickles) and he resorts to intellectual
breaks, or suspension of serious thought, at least twice or thrice daily for a few minutes when he busies himself
with odd things like pruning creepers, or just talking at random for the sake of amusement. On such occasions I
join him in the talk, and it becomes a game of playing with words or ideas, parodying well known poets, and so
on. It is an interesting pastime.
Maulana combines a sharp and swift mind with wide reading, and his prodigious memory and insistent logic
give him a great advantage over most others. But somehow he appears to fight shy of steady creation. However,
he is now occupied in some creative work. He has written reams and reams of prose during these two-and-aquarter years, and it is bound to be first-rate prose larded with poetic expressions. What it is all about is more than
I can guess. But his avidity for scientific books—relativity, physics, chemistry—and pursuit of history, and history
of thought, Eastern and Western, indicates that he is engaged on a major work.
19th December 1944
No news of Rene from anywhere. A thousand apprehensions fill my mind. I pray and pray, and that is all I can
do.\fn{Part of the editor’s text (pp. 302-303) reads: This is the concluding paragraph of the last entry in Asaf Ali’s prison diary at
Ahmadnagar. He was shifted to a prison at Gurdaspur in Punjab, as part of the dispersal of members of the Congress Working Committee,
during March-April 1945, to or close to their home provinces preparatory to their release [from detention]. Asaf Ali became so seriously ill
at Gurdaspur jail that he was sent to Willingdon Nursing Home (now Ram Manohar Lohia Hospital) in New Delhi. Aruna managed to visit
him there even though she was still underground. Gandhiji sent a telegram from Mahableshwar on 30 th May 1945 to Asaf Ali: “Wire exact
condition. Sorry you are ill.” And he wrote from Panchgani on 4 th June 1945: “I do not like your being ill. But you are brave and you have
still to serve the country. You will leave the sick-bed. Keep on sending me news through someone. May God make you well soon. I hope to
remain here till the end of the month. Blessings from Bapu.” Ali went on to become the first Indian ambassador to the United States:H }

86.122 Neela, The School Teacher\fn{by Godavarish Mahapatra (1888-1965)} Banpur, Khordha District, Orissa State,
India (M) 1
Only three villages were concerned. But other villages close by knew it. Crows from one village spanned the
sky of the other and perched at day break on the roof tops of the third. Cattle of one village grazed on the pastures
of the other and mongrels roamed the lanes of all the three. But nobody took them into confidence. Only men
talked among themselves in village lanes, in chance encounters in paddy-fields and weekly markets. Some found
fault with the education system; some blamed it on the society; others put it squarely on the schoolteacher, Neela.
It was a summer night; a haze hung in the sky and an anemic moon shed its lurid light all round. In an
inconspicuous hut in a corner of the village lay the twenty-two year old woman tossing restless on a heap of
soiled clothes. It was not the physical exhaustion of the day’s toil but a tortured mind that kept her awake. Agony
of the last few years had burnt her insides to ashes. Within the closed eyes she could see an entire world in ruins,
with no escape route, and not even a roof over her head.
*
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The scenario was different ten years ago, in the quiet cottage of a Brahmin family with a father and two
children. Mother had died two years earlier. It had been rather sudden and premature. It had pained the children
but it had pained the father more.
Father would get up from bed very early, walk to the temple on the bank of the village tank to gather flowers.
When the sun had risen high he would return and embrace the children waiting for him in the unswept lane and
wipe a few quiet tears from his eyes in secret. He would, then, sweep the floor, cook the food and retire to the
puja room. The children did not know what all transpired between him and the gods.
The young woman turned on her side and opened her eyes. There was no one in the house. She closed her eyes
again to see the bygone scene—of the two motherless children, the younger one was the brother, and the sister
was then eight years old. On their return from school, father’s affectionate hands would wipe off the dust and dirt
from their body.
*
She now tossed to the other side. When she came of age, she remembered, she was given in marriage to a man
she had not seen before, on a platform specially made in front of the house amidst a crowd of elders and relatives
and chanting of the Vedas. Her sleepy body shivered. She tried to get up but fell down on the soiled heaps. And
then, the end!
Six months after the marriage the young girl returned, a widow shorn of new clothes and jewelry, a flower
fallen from the stem at daybreak. Who would pick up this flower to adorn a god! There was no such custom. Two
drops of tear fell on the soiled clothes.
“Oh, mother,” the voice quivered without her knowledge.
She could now see how her father helped resume her studies. She learnt to knit, read and write and keep
accounts.
*
A wind of change swept the countryside. A women’s liberation movement gained momentum in the villages.
Father put aside the customary taboos as much from conviction as for her sake. He secured her the job of a
teacher. She would from then on teach in the primary school of the village, to be known to the world at large as
Neela, the school teacher—Neela Mastarani.
She raised her head from the soiled heap but could not see Neela, the school teacher. Father was dead, the
brother was far away. Neela lived in one of the neighboring villages. By and by she became a mere school teacher. The children adored, the young admired but the old hated her. She taught in the school and returned home to
give a mother’s love and care to her orphaned brother.
*
Days passed. The young men of the village formed a theater group to stage Rama Lila, the story of Rama, and
Krishna Lila, the sports of Krishna.
Madana Sethi lived in one of the villages and washed the clothes of the villagers of the other two. This was
part of a traditional service his family rendered to the villages. Young Madana played the role of Arjuna, the
Pandava prince in the drama of Draupadi Swayamvar. The arrow he shot at the eye of the fish on the moving
wheel to win the hand of Princess Draupadi, hit, alas, the eye of Neela Mastarani and made her blind with love.
She followed him as Draupadi followed Arjuna in the Mahabharat story. Advice of friends and admonitions of
village elders were of no avail. The scandal could not deter her from her resolve. She lost the teaching job and the
affections of her brother. She severed all ties with her caste and community, left the family and all its memories
behind to live with Madana, the washer-man.
For about two months she lived in Madana’s house as a bride. But time would not stand still nor would
Madana’s heart. A day came when the theater group broke off. Arjuna’s target shooting ended and with it, her role
as Draupadi. Madana took to drinking. She protested. Quarrels, want and poverty tore the home apart. Neela, the
school teacher became Neela, the washer-woman. She trod her weary path to the village ghat to wash soiled
clothes. It was not the load on her back but the shame of it that bent her. From then on she walked with her head
down.
*
The woman on the soiled heap got up to see that she was the same Neela, one of the two motherless children,
who had strayed too far.
The turbulent night was deepening when she suddenly heard a noise in the neighboring house. She opened the
door and burst into the neighbor’s hut like a mad woman.
“Let me taste whatever you have brought,” she demanded. “Is it not the marriage feast of my brother? Had I
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been there I would have given you a feast, served you all with left-over of food.”
The women in the house bowed their head in silence but could not help thinking that Neela, the school teacher,
had not yet become a washer-woman.
Weighed down with the thought of her brother’s marriage she did not go to the village pond the following
morning. The marriage sari of the bride lay in the neighboring house to be washed.
“Let me wash it,” she implored. “It is after all my sister-in-law’s.”
The neighbor yielded and handed her over the sari. She washed it and kept it with her. Urgent messages to the
neighbor for return of the sari went in vain. The sari remained with Neela Mastarani. She would give it only to
her brother.
Would the brother come to a washer-woman’s hut to get back the sari? Would he address a washer-woman as
his sister? It seemed unlikely. The crisis engulfed the village in which Neela Mastarani was born, the one in which
she worked as a school teacher and the village in which she was now living.
The brother sat thinking in his house unable to decide whether to go to the washer-woman or not. So engrossed
was he in thought that he did not know when he had left his house and now stood before the washer-woman’s.
Distraught, he called out aloud,
“Sister!”
The door opened. A sad woman with disheveled hair and tearful face embraced him in the darkness.
“You shouldn’t have come here,” she sobbed, “what will the people say? Will you also be a blot on the family.
Go back, go back, please.”
The brother returned to his house. The place wore a mirthful, festive look. He went inside and in the dim light
saw the stain of a few drops of tear on his hand. He felt the lingering sensation of a touch, full of love and listened
to the stirring of his heart at the distant echo of a lost voice.
His fingers tightened on the bridal sari in his hands.
263.39 A Reply\fn{by Tottaikkattu Madhaviamma (1888-1968)} Ernakulam, Ernakulam District, Kerala State, India (F)
-1
1
I read the Malayala Manorama of the thirteenth Chingam (August-September). Let me greet you, first of all,
for making my visage look attractive as part of your “character sketches” of the members of the Legislative
Council of Cochin. However, since I do hold that the work of newspapers, which perform the duty of popular
presentation in another fashion, is to circulate truthful news among people, inquire into their needs and point to
solutions, I can, unfortunately, look upon that figure only as an instance of hyperbole.
However, I hereby fulfill my responsibility as a member of the Legislative Council by making a clarification
regarding your assertion that “the vote in favor of the government during the debate about the Excise Department
was probably out of the conviction that men are worse affected by the evils of alcoholism”.
I do not have much to say, really. Women are not in favor of measures that bring harm to men. Moreover, I am
aware of the fact that all women are not widows or unwed; and that even such women are unavoidably dependent
on men in diverse ways. I would like you to know that since the mothers, sisters and wives of drunkards suffer
deeply from such habits of their men, I would be the first to support prohibition on behalf of these unfortunate
women.
In an issue which both the government and the people agree to be necessary for public well being, but in which
differences in policy choices—mostly hanging within guesswork—persist, I do not think that legislators should
vote without explicit agreement, or for the simple purpose of showing off one’s partiality to the people. Voting
along with the government committed to the welfare of the people should not be read as a sign of being on the
opposite side in intention. The issue just mentioned was one such.
Therefore my humble insistence is that voting was uncalled for. It was an adjournment motion brought up to
point out to the government that a “difference in policy” was necessary to effectuate prohibition, put forward in
the criticism of the Budget. A representative of the people also produced the contrary opinion. Therefore, it must
be known, first, that both these opinions surfaced from the side of the people.
*
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Now I have a few words on “difference in policy”. The formulators of this argument have demanded that
liquor shops should be closed down, and that trees must not be given for toddy tapping. Since there is no need to
repeat here what the opponents of this demand had to say, I will cite only the government’s policy.
The government does recognize the evils of drinking; its interest is certainly to discourage it. For this, its
policy has been to raise the taxes on liquor and gradually reduce the number of trees allowed for tapping. Other
than this, if the guidelines suggested by the above members are to become acceptable in the small state of Cochin,
the neighboring Travancore and British Malabar should also consent to the same policy—shutting down the liquor
shops and disallowing trees for toddy tapping. This was what the government had announced.
Besides the urgency of generating consciousness among the people regarding the dangers of drinking, and
seeking the most expeditious means towards this end has not been lost on the government. The easy and effective
means identified towards this end was to institute sermons and other sorts of advice from the pulpits of churches,
so as to reach the Christian population, which (as the formulator of the argument himself informed) is worst
affected by the excesses of drinking. Here my objection was to the government’s negligence in implementing an
appropriate scheme of education that would direct individuals to honest livelihoods, making them aware of not
only the dangers of drink but also all other social evils, from childhood onwards. I do believe that I have voiced
this criticism before the government from within my own perspective, during the debate on the Education
Department.
245.49 Excerpt from Dream Half-Expressed\fn{by Nanji Kalidas Mehta (1888-1969)} Gorana, Maherwada District,
Rajputana State (now Gorana, Jamnagar District, Gujarat State, India) (M) 9
3
… Sweet are the days of childhood and sweeter still their memories. Rich or poor, all like to recollect and
ruminate over their past; for innocence is another name for childhood and men are nearer God and nature when
they are young. The joy of reviving the past is greater, if one’s boyhood has been passed in villages.
Half a century ago, villages were like Nandanvanas—pleasure gardens of gods. I was born at Gorana in one
such village, in the month of Margashirsha of the Vikrama Era 1944 (1888 AD). I can, even now, recall the happy
days of my childhood. My mother would rouse me from my bed in the early morning, as the mill stone began its
early grinding. Mother would keep on singing songs as she did so. When the flour was ready for the day’s bread,
she would go and chum buttermilk. Her voice was so sweet that I would not like to get up from my bed, but I
stretched the bed sheet over my head and tried to sleep longer. Soon the flute-like voice of mother would be
heard:
“Are you getting up, Nanu, my sweet child?”
Hearing her loving voice, I would come out from my bed, cleanse my teeth, wash my hands and face. As soon
as I had finished the morning routine, I went to an inner apartment. Breakfast would be ready by then. It consisted
of a cold bajara loaf prepared the previous night, porringer-full of curd and pickles that I greatly relished. After
breakfast, naturally there was school.
*
Schooling in those days was different from, and yet better than that of modem times. The teaching of
arithmetic was sound; multiplication tables were to be learnt by heart and handwriting was to be formed as clear
and beautiful as pearls. Reading was distinct and pronunciation clear. Knowledge imparted through geography
and history books was sound and textbooks and notebooks were fewer as teachers had enough knowledge and
experience to teach without them.
Inattention and mischief were punished with a thrashing or caning and corporal punishment was considered a
necessity. Yet teachers were kind and affectionate and there was a respectful distance between them and their
pupils. This, perhaps, no longer holds good today. Schools have ceased to be Minerva’s temple of learning and
have become places of commerce where underpaid and disheartened teachers ration out knowledge in measured
doses to apathetic students.
The mutual bond of love and respect has become a thing of the past. Students are usually found wanting in
discipline, civility and feeling of respect, and hence they fail to imbibe healthy influences from their teachers.
Even at this later stage I remember my revered teachers. Their plain living and high thinking, cleanliness and
regularity, honesty and truthfulness left a deep impression on my tender mind. As I recall those happy days of my
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boyhood, tears fill my eyes and my voice is choked with emotion as I talk about them. Gone are those happy days
forever!
There were two school sessions, one in the morning and the other in the afternoon. At the end of the first, at 10
a.m., we used to go home, leave our satchels and run to the river. The rivers were full all the year round. It was
really enjoyable to dip in the river, swim and bathe in the open; it was far more refreshing than taking a bath in the
closed marbled rooms of today. Rains were enough and regular. We used to wash our clothes, dry them and go
home late, when lunch would be awaiting us at noon. Whenever we were unusually late, a gentle rebuke from
mother would welcome us. However, she would serve us the meal with amiable care and loving kindness. We
played indoor games after meal and rested for a while.
Again back to school at 2 p.m. There was a little break at four o’clock for afternoon tiffin. It was exactly like
the morning breakfast. Only milk replaced curd in the evening. School was over on the stroke of five after a
thorough oral drilling of all the multiplication tables. There were Indian games and light physical exercise after
five for an hour and a half which filled us with joy and fun. Younger teachers joined us in those games and as the
lamps of the night faintly lighted the humble homes of the hamlets around us, we returned to our respective places
and got ready for our evening supper.
I recall an incident of my boyhood, when we had been to a neighboring chalk-mine to get white dust for
writing words on slate. It provided preliminary training in good handwriting. As I put my hand in one of the holes
of the chalk-mine, I felt something wind up like the root of a plant around my hand. I was taken aback and took
my hand out. To my great surprise and apprehension, I found that it was a serpent—a very black one. It moved
towards my shoulders, then slithered into the river bed and disappeared in its running waters. I realized then the
truth of the proverb:
“Who can harm those that are protected by gods?”
*
It was a part of our daily routine to go to the temple every evening, young and old together. Neither Kitsan
lamps nor electric lights were in vogue; men fed earthen lamps with castor oil or tin pots with kerosene and
lighted their homes. It was difficult to recognize any person in the dim light of these lamps, as evening crept over
the quiet villages. One could only know and recognise men by their voice in the faint light of the sparsely-lighted
rooms.
There was plenty of food to eat and milk and ghee were in abundance. Greed or stinginess was not known. It
was common to have a good feast once or twice a week. The shop’s store of dry coconuts, dates and sugar-candy
was at our disposal. At times excessive eating led to sores. Then an embargo would follow; but we stole the
coveted eatables from the shop, went outside and shared the spoils with friends in child-like innocence.
Off and on, there would be guests at our place. A stray pilgrim or sadhus (devout men) would come and visit
our home, on way to Dwarika. Father used to go at times to the outskirts of our village and bring saintly men to
the village, provide them with food and shelter in the blazing sun or stormy nights and treat them with reverence.
They, if necessary, stayed over for a night and religious songs and recitals from the epics would last till late in the
night. Next day, when they left for Dwarika, he would put a few coins in their hands and seek their blessings. All
these events left an abiding influence upon my growing mind and imperceptibly moulded my character.
Things were so cheap then. A maund (a little under 20 kilogrammes) of dates could be had for twelve annas.
An equal quantity of gur would cost a couple of rupees, and sugar was sold at three rupees a maund. Who would
then dare be a miser? Corn was so abundant and cheap that no one cared for the morrow. The farmers’ granaries
were full throughout the year and they disposed of their surplus grain at the end of the year. As the essential
necessities of life were easily available and peace and plenty prevailed, all lived a happy and contented life.
*
I completed the second form at the vernacular school\fn{ The school in which instruction was in the native language, as
opposed to English; it was the style of the day to refer to Indian languages as “vernaculars” and English as English } when I was nine
years old. As I began to grow, I began to think about the world and its Maker, lying on a cot under the open sky. I
gazed at the twinkling stars and asked questions:
Were the stars suspended in the heavens?
Were they unsupported in the air?
Would there be God enthroned over those richly laid clusters of shining objects?
I sought answers to these child-like questions from my mother; but poor illiterate soul as she was, they were
left unanswered; however, she pacified my questioning mind with songs and sent me to sleep.
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Boys of the same age-group used to go to the village outskirts and play games in the moonlit nights. I gladly
accompanied them and got so interested in games that I lost all count of time. Engrossed in playing, I would
suddenly hear the anxious call of my mother, but would still persist in play. It made her very angry and she would
beat me so that I might behave better and be punctual. Both of us were very ill-tempered and beatings and
quarrels followed. It seemed my spirit would never rest till I got a thrashing once or twice a week from her! And
yet what could be sweeter or more protecting than the mother’s lap?
My maternal uncle used to visit Gorana from Visavada. My mother would talk to him about the mischief of my
adolescent period, but I paid no heed to his scoldings or threats.
My father was “God’s good man” and a devout Vaishnava, who read stories of “two hundred and fifty-two
Vaishnavas,” kept singing bhajans\fn{Devotional songs} till eleven o’clock at night and heard recitals from the epics
and Puranas of the olden times. We, the younger children, sat by his side during these religious recitals.
It was father’s unbroken vow to feed pigeons and other birds and throw grass to the starving cattle. In later
days he would ask for money from me from Africa for this charitable work, which I unhesitatingly did as a
bounden duty to my father.
In his life he has served dumb cattle and fed them lovingly during famines or other calamities, for then people
thought that merits earned through good deeds were to be rewarded in the next birth and they protected them from
all adversities and misfortunes of the present life. They also believed that one never knew for whom one was
earning. There was a bond of indebtedness between the beings of the world and sooner or later it was to be paid
and got rid of to get ultimate salvation. A son might come to take his dues of the past life and father be reborn to
pay off his dues even to his son. Such was the pious, simple and pragmatic philosophy of their life and when
anything ever went wrong with them or their relations, they reconciled their uneasy selves with these ideas which
faith and belief had woven into the texture of their personal and social life—whatever be the truth about the ideas
they cherished.
My mother was tired of my mischief and when I completed the second form, my maternal uncle came and took
me to Visavada. I was put under his loving and tender care.
4
My maternal uncle was not so well-to-do as one would suppose; yet he did earn a good livelihood. He ran a
shop and sold cloth, grains and other articles of daily use. Father often used to come to Visavada once a fortnight
and affectionately bring with him coconuts, dates, sugar-candy and gur for me.
My maternal uncle did not like this and urged father not to worry about me and my needs. Yet, father that he
was, he insisted on doing so out of sheer love and fondness for me. Even my maternal uncle finally understood it
and ceased to object to it. My heart is filled with an indescribable feeling of love and obligation as I remember his
paternal love and kindness towards me.
Visavada, according to some, was the original Dwarika of the days of Lord Krishna. This added a hallow of
sanctity to this lovely village. Hundreds of pilgrims visited it every year, as it was a resting place between
Sudamapuri and Dwarika. I daily used to visit its fine clusters of temples mounted on a very high plinth and
poured out rice as an offering to the gods within. I used to beat the temple drums and ring temple bells at the
evening arati or prayer and bow down my head with faith and devotion to the temple deities.
The air around these temples resounded with the tintinnabulations and tinkles of different kinds of bells from
the different temples and their sacred echoes could be heard for miles around in the quiet of the evening. Golden
dust would rise from the feet of the returning cattle and the tinkling sound of the cows’ bells would fill the air with
sacred music. Everything got musical and devotion and sanctity seemed to be hovering over the village that
gradually returned to rest and sought quiet in the night.
There were moonlit games to play, like Chaka Bhillu and Kho-Kho. These games not only provided joy, but
inculcated in us a team spirit and taught us how to attack, catch or escape within a prescribed code of rules. There
were games of “hide and seek” and even mock fights that were the gift from the brave mahers who introduced
them to the village. They were played with great joy and gusto and provided ready amusements and simple
pleasure to the rich and the poor. Whenever I used to be late, my maternal uncle would come to take me home and
I had to yield reluctantly. He would ask me to sleep on the bedstead near him in the verandah and off I went to
sleep.
*
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Being the only child between two maternal uncles, I shared the love and fondness from both the families. I was
brought up with utmost care and loving attention. New crops and fruits of every season were first given to me
after they were offered to the family deity.
Land was quite free and fertile and gave varied yields. I remember picking a cucumber, three feet long, from a
vegetable farm. The village folk were kind and generous and children enjoyed swarajya (freedom) to take
whatever they liked from fields, farms and orchards. Such were the magnanimity of men’s hearts and the bounty
of Mother Earth.
Times have changed now. Noble ideas of sharing and enjoying together have bidden good-bye and humanity
and goodneighborliness are gone with the winds. God knows whether they will ever be revived.
But in those days things were quite different. It was the bounden duty of the patel, the headman of the village,
to go over the village and see that nobody starved and went to bed without food at night. It was a sin to sell milk,
curd or buttermilk. They considered it as sacred as the sunflower and these things could be had from anywhere for
the mere asking.
*
Parvas or holy days had a special fun and frolic of their own. Diwali, Holi and Janmashtami were the three
chief parvas in the village. Men, women and children donned new clothes and there was a colorful display of gold
ornaments and indigenous cloth designs at the assembly of women. Their voices had the clarity of a flute and they
met and sang rasas or rasada, simple native folk songs. They would break the dull and austere routine of daily
life and their suppressed joy and pleasure would flow out of their emancipated spirits.
Young men would ride their horses and run races. A traditional fair at the temple would bring relaxation in
their social life and there would be all the glee and glamour typical of a maher village. Young and old, they would
recite dohas, couplets from folk literature, with resounding voices and these would remind them of the heroism of
their brave ancestors. They narrated the exploits of outlaws or sang of the martyrdom of satees-women who had
laid down their lives while protecting their chastity or truth. These reverberating couplets would also tell in terse
and simple style the anxiety and frustration of unfulfilled love and the romantic meetings of the lovers of the
distant past.
There were groups of men who would sit with ektaras, mono-stringed instruments, in their hands and play on
them to the accompaniment of manjeeras, brass bells, while singing bhajans, a form of devotional songs.
Especially during these festivities, the village headman would go to the chowra or the village square to see that
none was deprived of the joy and pleasure of these festive days. The poor peasants and those who traditionally
lived upon the good will and charity of the people did not starve and shopkeepers, who are generally depicted as
hard-hearted, had a softer side to their character and supplied the necessary grocery even to the poorest in the
village and provided loans on easy terms, for to them the village was a magnified version of the joint family or
free commune where everyone must enjoy during these days of festivities. Such was the spirit of unity, cooperation and humanity in these villages.
*
Time and again, I used to go for a walk on the seashore with companions of my boyhood. We gathered shells,
built sand houses and floated paper boats. As the waves came forward and receded, we had a running race with
them. I felt as if the sea was my old friend and sat for hours watching the blue expanse of the sea that swelled and
sparkled under shining rays of the sun. We looked at the ships that passed by with their white sails unfurled.
I asked myself how ships could float on the surface of the sea and why men in boats did not get drowned. I
thought that in one such ship my uncle might have gone abroad and wondered what hardships and troubles he
must have suffered to reach his destination. I asked myself how ships could swim in water and why they did not
tumble and get upset in water. Were they all drinking sea water or taking fresh water with them to cook their
food? What happened to them when it rained? Would they be sleeping upon their bedsteads and reaching the
opposite shore? At times, I even doubted the very existence of the other shore, as it was not visible at all to the
naked eye.
Such were the doubts and questions which I tried to solve. The sea had a great hold upon my imagination and I
watched it with peculiar emotion that never got stale with the passing of years.
When my uncle went on another voyage, he took his two sons with him. He sent for my elder brother
Gordhandas within a year and the sons of my cousins from Salaya left for foreign countries, namely Zanzibar,
Aden or Madagascar. People in those days considered it a great calamity to go on a voyage to distant countries
and never rested till they got news about their relatives’ safe landing. Tears would not dry up for months from
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their anxious eyes and mothers would go without milk or ghee till they heard definitely about their sons reaching
their respective places. Young man after young man left Visavada to go abroad.
And I felt miserable and lonely when I went to the seashore. I looked at the ships with unseeing eyes! The call
of the sea was already inviting my imaginative self to go to the other shore. I was so deeply enamored of the
thoughts of far-off lands that I could not think about the troubles and tribulations of a sea voyage even in my
boyhood.
But alas! Who would allow me to go at an early age? Mother and sister-in-law had wept bitterly when my elder
brother left. As I remembered it, I was more discouraged from within; but in spite of all this, something invincible
in me heard the call of the sea and I was mentally ready to go abroad.
I felt homesick and decided to go to Gorana, where I could get a little holiday with the comrades of my
childhood in the cordial atmosphere of my dear native place. I was eleven years of age and soon decided to join
my father and help him in business. I could not study further than fourth form as there were no further facilities to
continue studies at Visavada or Gorana in the days of my boyhood.
5
The mahers of Visavada were a brave and valiant people. They have played a very important part in
maintaining the unity and integrity of India in this part of Saurashtra. They have an overpowering sense of selfrespect that often touches the borderline of pride and vanity. In ordinary matters their passions were easily roused
and skirmishes would occur which often resulted in murder. The joyful atmosphere of dandia ras or folk-dance
would be tarnished with human blood and policemen had to hurry to maintain order and peace in their villages. I
heard several stories of notoriously brave youths like Natha, Modha and Deva Ratadia. I myself was once an
eyewitness to such a scene.
Raja Okhai, a maher from Gorana, lived in Visavada at his sister’s place and worked as sathee, farming
assistant to the patel. A maher from Visavada had a long-standing grudge against him. He sought an opportunity
to satisfy it. One day Raja Okhai was ploughing his field. He had laid aside his axe and turban on a bed of green
grass away from him.
Two men were concealed in a hedge nearby. Absorbed in reciting dohas, Raja turned the corner and guided his
bullocks along when the two men challenged him. Raja was five cubits tall, courageous and bold. But as he had
no weapons in hand, they dealt him a severe blow with a sword which almost proved fatal. Raja’s head hung loose
on his bleeding shoulders, yet he rushed at the opponents with almost unearthly fanatical vigor. They turned back
and struck the struggling body with an axe and soon it fell to the earth.
The news spread like wildfire and a hue and cry was raised. Everyone knew who the slayers were, but no one
turned out from the village lest it should result in a deadly riot. A complaint was lodged with the police who
immediately arrested the perpetrators of the crime. They were found guilty and were sent to the Sabarmati Central
Jail for a long term of imprisonment.
Smaller States in those days had no jails of their own and they made over their prisoners to the British
Government. These prisoners were subjected to hard labor and suffered enough for their misdeeds; but the idea of
revenge would not leave the mind of Raja Okhai’s relatives; for not to do so was considered cowardice and
disloyalty to the traditional sense of avenging the wrong done to one’s relatives. So they took a vow not to wear
head-dress till they wrecked vengeance upon someone of the family, whose members were partners of this
dastardly act. Five years elapsed and Raja Okhai’s relatives secretly looked for an opportunity to fulfill their vow.
One evening two youths arrived at Visavada from Gorana and hatched a plot to avenge the heinous act of the
culprits whose relatives had been strutting about with pride in the bazaars of Visavada. The conspirators then
stationed themselves behind a hedge and two others hid behind further down the roadside. As the two brothers of
those who were in prison were going home with their implements in a cart the assailants fired but missed. Soon
the man with a gun raised a cry and ran behind. Meanwhile, the other two, who had hidden by the roadside,
blocked the way of these two brothers, attacked them and did them to death. The avengers filled their shoes with
the dead men’s blood and offered it to the palia or stone monument of Raja Okhai that stood in the field nearby.
After fulfilling their vow they soon escaped to Gorana but were soon arrested and tried in a Court of Law.
They pleaded that they had acted in self-defense, but their plea was dismissed and they were sent to the Sabarmati
Jail to undergo a long-term imprisonment. Their opponents were transferred to the Yeravda Central Prison lest
there would be skirmishes even in prison between them!
*
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This was how a feud continued and the good old days of festivities were stained with unnecessary human
blood. It was a matter of great tragedy for me as I thought how men became victims to the inexplicable urge from
within to kill their own fellow-men and continue to kill them till they had destroyed bravery and unity,
characteristic of their clan.
It was because of this irrational and overpowering sense of vengeance and social prestige attached to it that the
brave and handsome mahers suffered a great deal and did not progress. If their misguided spirit and enthusiasm
were directed into healthy channels of useful activities, they would shine out as fine specimens of brave and loyal
men and be an asset to our national defense. But all of them were not naturally so.
A maher named Kalwa, history tells us, galloped his horse over the city gates of Junagadh, which was named
after him “Kalwa Gate”. They were generous too. Many of the sadhus own lands donated by them in the past.
Thanks to the efforts of Maldev Rana, one of the men of their community, many of them have academic
qualifications and occupy high posts and responsible offices; but a few of them still revel in medieval notions of
life and a perverted sense of heroism.
They have a very simple yet artistic costume, which shows their sturdy physique and muscular activities as
they dance their traditional folk-dance, dandia ras, which reminds us of their inner vigor and spirit of agility. It is
verily one of the great experiences of life to see them doing their typical sword-fight and indulging in mock-fights
and other manly games. They are wedded to agriculture and farming, and many of them work at the plantations in
Africa and a few own their farms there.
6
Though I had formally left school, the school of life had already begun. My elder brother had left for
Madagascar in 1900 AD and I joined my father to help him in his business when I was twelve. Father’s shop was
a kind of school to us grown-up children. Everyone followed one’s paternal occupation and the elders made it a
point to make their sons adept in their own professions.
A carpenter’s son used to sit by his father, chop wood, use his implements at leisure and in the end took his
father’s job; so did the blacksmith, the tailor, the potter and others. A farmer’s sons learnt farming as they worked
and labored with their father in the sun and rain and a merchant’s sons kept plying the trade of their forefathers
and gave their firms stability and prestige that are not quite unknown in modern European families.
However, in the West, as democracy would have it, every child is free to practice the profession of its choice
and often children selected occupations that were quite different from those of their forefathers. When Mahatma
Gandhi initiated his Wardha Scheme of Basic Education, he wanted to emphasize the teaching of basic and
fundamental crafts and occupation. His ideas on education were not only academic but practical. He had the
genius to recognize the best in the old tradition and to adapt and transform it to the needs of the present.
Naturally, I enjoyed working in my father’s shop. I had to measure cloth, weigh articles for sale and deliver
them to the customers. Peasants did not pay in cash but in kind. A sort of barter system was in vogue and it suited
both traders and customers. Today, of course, the whole world, which includes these villages, is governed by
currency dealings.
*
The State’s levy of Kalyanpur Mahal was collected by our firm. It also held rights to receive octroi duties from
the surrounding region according to a contract with the State. Our commercial connections were and are still with
Porbandar. It was a port of call for foreign ships and steamships from many parts of the world. Its sailors have
sailed the high seas and weathered storms and their fame is immortal in the annals of Kutch and Saurashtra. I had
to go there to sell our merchandise to our agents, and it had great educative value for growing youths like me.
They provided experience-situations which were so necessary for moulding the personality of a child.
Trips to Porbandar would begin after the Diwali festival and would last for seven months till the end of
summer. A series of twenty or more carts would leave Gorana and move to the city with bullocks harnessed to
them with tiny tinkling bells tied round their sturdy necks. Leaving the place at five or six in the evening, the train
of carts full of goods would plod its way leisurely through the cool and quiet hours of the evening, but at night we
had to keep awake for fear of theft or pilfering that would happen during the sojourn.
My mother had made for me a stuffed bed and a soft pillow and I used them at night as the carts made their
way to Porbandar. She would also cook for me bread with milk, lest it get polluted during the way. She thought so
because she was a devout Vaishnava and only believed in taking food prepared by one’s own hands.
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Water was not allowed to be used in food to be consumed during the journey. I was dressed like a real village
merchant, my dhoti reaching my feet and a shirt string-tied and not buttoned. I had to put a heavy turban on my
head which protected me from heat and cold.
On way to the city, there is Ramvav, a well with steps that led to its water. It is a quiet and pleasant place. We
had to cover a distance of fourteen miles to travel there and reached the spot at about nine at night. On the way as
I slept looking skywards, innumerable clusters of stars rose and bejeweled the heavens and I knew the names
which the villagers had given them. In the dark of night, the surrounding villages could only be traced by the stray
glimmers of light from the houses and adjoining fields and farms were only discernible by the fires that peasants
lit to warm themselves in winter. Often, during the night, the driver of the cart would cover his head with a
shoulder-cloth to ward off flies and dozed at ease, putting his reins on the twisted circular horns of his bullocks
and tied their other ends to the seat of his cart. Yet, we had to be careful about the safety of our merchandise.
The carts would then stop at Ramvav and the bullocks would be unyoked. Under the shady groves of trees all
of us would rest for two hours, take our meals and give fodder to the tired and hungry bullocks. Then we had to
take to a macadamized road which led us to Babda, another resting place on the way. We used to rest there for two
more hours and as we started, we were on the main road to Porbandar which was quite good and safe.
At the break of day when the sun peeped over the far-off Barada Hills and shed its warmth, we would reach
Bokhira, a place almost a mile away from the city of our destination and pay an anna as octroi duty to the
Municipal Toll Station. This was a sort of passport to enter the city and with the receipt tied to the string of our
shirts, we immediately reported ourselves to our agents in the city who sold our goods.
The carts that were unloaded returned after a while to the village, but a few of them had to be kept, for they
would carry jaggery, oil, cotton-seeds, sugar, dates and coconuts to be sold in the villages all around as we
returned to Gorana. We had to stay till the afternoon and we went to a boarding house where a full meal could be
had for six pice and to which was added curd as a luxury item for six pies more. Later in the evening, we could do
with two annas worth dinner, but we bought some sweets to supplement the night meal during the return journey.
At 4 p.m. again the carts were loaded at Porbandar and by the evening we reached Babdeshwar Mahadev
temple at Babda, covering seven miles from Porbandar. After a little rest and food, the bullocks would be reharnessed and carts would proceed to Ramvav, reaching there at eleven in the night.
It was a really wonderful sight to look at the silvery moonlit night and the star-studded sky. There would
commence a doha competition between the members of the trip and some would sing bhajans that would match
the moods of the dying night. At dawn, the carts would again begin to move towards Gorana and touch the
riverbank of Vartu, one of the two big rivers of Saurashtra. We would come down from the carts, clean our mouths
and do morning ablutions before we started on foot from the river site. The river Vartu was full of water
throughout the year and it fascinated me and provided rest to my tired and restless mind.
*
These trips began with Kartika, the first month of the Hindu calendar and lasted till Vaishakha, the seventh
month of the year. During these days of trips, I had to spend a night at Gorana and two more on the way. While at
Gorana, I had to read religious stories to my father because his eyes were weak. He would sit listening to my
narration, telling his beads.
The stories of these Vaishnava saints included those of a negro-saint and also a Pathan-saint. There were other
books written or printed in Devanagari in Brij Bhasha, a sweet and charming literary offshoot of Hindi. It was not
without its finale, the bhajans or devotional psalms, which were followed by prasad, offerings placed before the
deity. I was then allowed to go to bed. All these daily religious exercise helped to inculcate in me the samskaras
or seeds of moral attitudes and religious culture.
Services thus rendered to the parents had their effect in unconsciously moulding the character of youngsters
who turned out to become citizens later, as religion was a force to be reckoned with in those days. The life of the
common people was full of joy and young daughters and daughters-in-law of the village recited garbas or dancesongs in the open square at night in the moonlight and men and women witnessed these folk-dances. Their daily
cares and worries vanished and temples and public squares rang with devotional singing or recitals. They purified
the hearts of the young and old.
The men were of a strong physique and were addicted to nothing. Hardly anyone smoked bidi, the Indian
counterpart of cigarette, but elderly persons smoked their hookahs which were less harmful. Rain and fodder were
in abundance; cows and buffaloes were well-fed and well-built and milk and its products abounded. People were
able-bodied and good-looking. Their cheeks were rosy with good health and their eyes were large and full of the
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elixir of life. To have a look at them was a great experience of life. As I pen these words, the half-forgotten
dreams of youth play hide and seek upon the canvas of my mind and produce indescribable emotions.
*
My father once said that a hundred years before there was a dense forest on the edge of our village. It was
frequented by thieves and robbers at night and often leopards and other wild animals rendered it risky and
dangerous. Travels after sunset were forbidden and no one dared to leave the village at night.
Monday was our usual day to collect dues from the village. As I entered the village street on this business,
sprightly maher women would greet me in their traditional style and speak sweetly when they understood the
purpose of my visit. A raised colored seat of wood, decorated with green parrots, and a red back support with a
soft cushion was offered to me and before I said a word about my mission, they would answer in clear, ringing,
sincere tone:
“Nanu, my dear, do come next Monday. We have no cash to offer but will give you ghee worth that amount.”
Then they sent greetings to the members of my family and extended an invitation to my mother to visit their
“humble cottages”. These visits were quite interesting, for as I left their houses, they would affectionately fill my
pockets with til-seeds and I would forget the pain of not receiving the dues on these visits. I thus basked in the
sunshine of their affection and warmth of their unaffected sincerity.
Nothing, not even a shadow of these early days, remains now. Where am I to look for the sweetness and love
of simple common folk? The tender beauty of a day that is gone, will never come back again.
Occasionally, these innocent loving people did quarrel amongst themselves, but the headman of the village
would call both the sides to him and let them have their say and settle their disputes amicably. Then they sat on
the same carpet, exchanged greetings, Ram Ram, and drank milk together.
*
This was how my twelve years passed in the village. The shop did a fairly good business. But I was not
satisfied and grew restless with the years.
I was fond of reading. Besides history, I read stories and romances of Gajara Maru, Sadevant Savlinga and
others, which had a powerful effect upon my restless soul. Looking to the material side of things, the shop was
flourishing and trade increased. The State’s contract too was continued. Father concentrated on this important
aspect of the State’s concern.
Every now and then I left for Porbandar on professional trips; but one more person was needed at the shop for
the day-to-day management and so he invited a maternal uncle of mine to look after the affairs of the shop and
thus relieved me of the continued responsibility of the shop during my absence.
Father was good, kind and truthful and he never raised his voice, even a little, during his whole life; but mother
was rather stiff and beat me, at times soundly, for my petty pranks and child-like mischief. It was father’s
accepted code of good manners that he went to the outskirts of the village, brought saintly persons who were on
their way to Dwarika to our home and offered them fruits, food and shelter at night, whenever possible. I was
presented by them with small religious books and once I had the opportunity of reading the Dhruva-Akhyana, a
Pauranic story, put into verse by one of the well- known poets of Gujarat.
Little Dhruva, the son of a king, dissatisfied with the dealings of his stepmother, leaves the place and goes to
do penance in the jungle. There the Lord appears to him with conch, wheel, mace and lotus-twig in His four hands
and blesses the young prince. This story had a very powerful effect upon me and I thought of doing the same
some day to quiet my restless spirit.
Khima, a maher boy, was a friend of my childhood. He had been my classmate at school and I used to
unburden my heart at times to him. I conveyed to him my secret desire to leave my house and go into the forest to
do penance like Dhruva and seek God’s blessings. Khima was struck with sorrow at the thought that I was to go
alone to a lonely temple on the Barada Hills to practice austerities befitting a young ascetic. Moved with
sympathy, he too, showed his desire to accompany me.
One evening when all were preparing to go to bed and silence reigned supreme in the village streets, two
young “ascetics” were planning to leave their homes at the dead of night. When it was pitch dark and not even a
bird stirred in its nest, two little “Buddhas” were ready to quit their material possessions and go out in search of
God, in the true Dhruva-fashion. I got up late at night, put my ornaments into the chest of the drawers in the shop,
took a change of Rs. 15/- and tied it to my waistband. From the local shrine I took a little brass idol of Vishnu
carrying mace, conch, wheel and a lotus-twig in each of his four arms; one a symbol of physical might, another a
suggestion of the eternity of the sea, third a sun-spoked wheel that cut the heads off the enemies of the devas and
the fourth an emblem of beauty and grace that made this struggling earth worth living.
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With a change of clothes, a brass vessel and a string to draw water, and the metal idol packed into a gunny bag
we, the two “heroic” souls, started in search of that embodiment of indefinable Truth which blessed the miserable
life of Dhruva.
We passed by the village bypaths and the darkening fields and reached Bhomiyavadar, a happy good village, at
sunrise. We skirted the village and went straight to the temple of Bhuvaneshwar Mahadeva that stood peacefully
at the foot of the far-off hills. It was shaded by a vast banyan tree and was cooled by the gurgling sound of waters
running in a canal. The place was quite fit for the purpose. We sat on the forefront of the floor, rested there for a
while and after a luxurious bath in the river returned to the temple.
By then our drowsiness had gone and we felt refreshed after our night march through the fields. We went
inside the temple, rang the gong and said our prayers to Lord Shiva, the deity of the temple, Shiva—the destroyer
of the Evil and protector of the Good. At about eight in the morning Khima brought some milk from the village,
which we happily shared together. After a short while we again resumed our prayers and recited bhajans in the
manner of a budding ascetic. Again in the evening, we took milk and stretched out our beds in front of the temple.
Meanwhile some of the shepherds who looked after their flock happened to pass by the temple. They tried to
inquire about the purpose of our coming, but as we did not answer, they went away, silent and amazed. It was
night and the two would-be tapaswis or ascetics were fast asleep, overcome by the tedium of the day’s journey.
Another morning and early rising at the temple. We had our wash and said the usual prayers. Sitting crosslegged, opposite each other, Khima and I began our penance and felt that we had experienced a quiet of mind. At
noon, Khima again went to the village and brought some milk; meanwhile I gathered dry twigs and lumps of dry
cowdung scattered on the ground and ignited a fire with them. We kneaded the flour with milk in a truly devout
fashion and prepared our bread upon it. When we had satisfied our hunger, the idea of spirit again seized our
minds and we sat meditating under the banyan tree. Gone were the worries of the outside world, and with an
image of Vishnu by my side, I sat with naïve and child-like innocence waiting for the darshana of the deity with
all his paraphernalia, conch, mace, wheel and lotus, to bless me.
Shepherds from Bhuvaneshwar who went to Zarera to sell their ghee gave the news of our doings to a
merchant who came down there, asked about our antecedents and offered to help us, but we refused to take
anything from him as we wanted to earn our bread after four hours of daily labor. We would have liked to hide our
identity, lest our penance be stopped abruptly, if our parents knew from him. But truthful and frank as we were,
we told everything about our adventure.
He, too, left the place in amazement and allowed us to have our way. At night we slept under the dome of the
temple, without fear of the leopards that often visited this lonely place at night. Quite a creditable performance for
boys of our age!
When I left home, I had left a note saying:
“Don’t search for me. I am going to offer penance to God! I have placed ornaments in the chest of drawers at
the shop, but I am taking Rs. 15/- with me.”
No sooner did they read this note than they began to search for me. After a hurricane-like search, night and
day, they got news from Zarera that we were at the Bhuvaneshwar temple. Horsemen in search of us came to the
Bhuvaneshwar temple, caught hold of us, soundly chided us for our stupidity and putting both of us on horseback, ceremoniously brought home the two ascetics, whose penance had come to an abrupt end.
My parents were very happy at my return, but I wept bitterly, for I had lost a chance of seeing Him who rules
the Universe with His benign powers and destroys the evil in man with His deadly wheel.
*
Elderly people in the village as well as men in the family were then very anxious for my future safety. To them
the only traditional remedy was to get me married at an early age, and thus bind me with the fetters of social life.
My maternal uncle took me again to Visavada where he tried to soothe and calm me. He led me to bhajan parties
and religious assemblies at the temples and tried to soothe my mind with a number of things that he could
provide.
Not long after this, one fine morning news arrived that I was betrothed to a girl of twelve living at Fatana. It
gave me a shock. I was then thirteen. In the past, whenever they used to talk about my marriage, I would say:
“Nothing of the sort for me! I want to be a recluse.”
My remarks and my recent adventure hastened their decision and against my will, I was wedded in the month
of Vaishakha. Little did the well-meaning parents know that marriage against one’s will often created an aversion
towards a healthy married life and the poor girl who came to the house with dreams and hopes profound, became
a target for the displeasure of one whom she had married!
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Right or wrong, I had certain ideas about those great men who succeeded late in life. Discouraged by their
married life, they many times left their hearths and homes and turned out to be great adventurers in other walks of
life. My reading of history had also provided me with such rare yet real examples and I could find among them
founders of great empires, missionary recluses, men of mercantile enterprises and fighters for national freedom.
Perhaps they transferred their loyalty to a higher cause, and used their pent-up energies in other fruitful fields
which they liked more. A soft man wedded to the life of a householder cannot sail the high seas, scale the tallest
mountains and take up hazards that draw the attention of the world. It may be a half truth, but knowingly or
unknowingly, I feel that the same thing has occurred in my restive life.
I married in the year 1900 A.D. and all the family was glad. But nature did not seem to co-operate, for there
was heavy drought and no dues could be collected from the village. Shepherds and herdsmen left for places new
and pastures green, and com had to be sold away. Ornaments worth two thousand koris were the only assets left
with us.
Just then there came a letter from my elder brother that as he was a devout Vaishnava, he wanted his own man
who could cook for him and at the same time help him in sharing the responsibilities of the independent business
he was about to start. That sent me into an ecstasy, for the field was opening for adventures full of hazards in a
foreign land which would quiet my restless spirit. Father agreed to this proposal but I feared that mother would
oppose; but to my good fortune she too consented as she feared that I might embark upon another adventure of
leaving the house and thus make their lives miserable.
Kanjibhai, an elder son of my uncle, had returned to India from Africa and I had to accompany him when he
sailed back to Africa. Thus the month of December of the year 1900 became the fateful month of my life. My
father handed me a small sum of money to buy goods to be taken with me. I waited anxiously for the day on
which I was to sail. Really! it was something of which I had dreamt and pined for long. …
278.40 The Religion We Need\fn{by Sarvepalli Radhakrishan (1888-1975)} Thiruttani, Thiruvallur District, Tamil Nadu
State, India (M) 8
1
To all who care to notice the symptoms of modern life it is clear that the present is a transition time. The slow
dissolution of traditional codes of social customs and beliefs, the steady breakdown of inherited sanctions of
religion and law, the confusion in regard to social ethics and the principles of government are some of the most
striking features of our age. The application of the methods of science to the facts of religion has resulted in an
unsettlement of religious beliefs. The Nation and the Athenæum and the Daily News conducted a religious
questionnaire, and striking differences were noticed in the two groups of answers submitted.
While the majority of the readers of the Daily News are clearly in sympathy with the traditional religious
convictions, belief in a personal God, personal immortality, and in the divinity of Christ in a sense “in which all
living men could not be said to be divine,” it is clear from the returns of The Nation and the Athenæum that the
educated men are abandoning these beliefs. It has become a sign of good breeding to avow disbelief in traditional
religion. Those who profess to have seen visions of God or heard voices from heaven are declared to be highly
suggestible folk of disordered brains and intemperate imagination.
A generation that sends its thoughts flying through the air cannot be persuaded that thunder is the voice of God
speaking. Religious beliefs are said to illustrate on a large scale the power of the will to believe. We project
against the vast dark screen of the unknown our own fond fancies and unfulfilled desires. It is an age that seeks
for positive proof and tangible evidence. When the author of Babbitt stood up in a Christian church and called
upon God to strike him if he wished to prove his existence, we had a typical exhibition of the mind and manners
of a modern intellectual.
God’s existence as a valid objective reality is not vouched for by any kind of proof or demonstration that can
convince the disciplined mind of man. The causal argument that, as everything we see in the world has a cause,
there must be a first cause, can deceive nobody. If everything must have a cause, then God must have a cause. If
God can be without a cause, the world itself may be without one. There is no reason to suppose that the world had
a beginning at all. It may have existed for all time. The hypothesis of evolution has shattered the validity of the
argument from design.
Besides, the world with all its defects and imperfections cannot be regarded as the best which an omnipotent
and omniscient deity could have produced after millions of years of muddling. The moral argument that God
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remedies the injustice of this world in another is, if anything, a telling proof against the existence of God. The
simple consolations of religion—that love of God will make up for human unkindness and that cruelty and failure
will give place to love and victory—may indicate a warm heart but not a clear head. We cannot believe in the
traditional arguments even if we would.
The scientific mastery of natural forces has intoxicated the modern mind with a sense of material success and
intellectual conceit. We are prepared to account for the scheme of the universe without indenting on the region of
the transcendent. The world is pictured as a vast mechanism where natural forces automatically bring about all the
changes. Descartes was the first of modern European philosophers to seek an explanation of all things in purely
mechanical terms.
“Give me extension and motion,” said he, “and I will construct the universe.”
His ideas received elaboration in the development of mechanical physics during the next two centuries. All
qualitative differences in the world were reduced to quantitative differences of size, shape, and speed in the
motion of the particles of matter. The processes of living organisms came to be explained in terms of physics and
chemistry. Many biologists regard the actual creation of life from non-living matter as something that can be
accomplished in the laboratory. Benjamin Moore says,
“Given the presence of matter and energy forms under the proper conditions, life must come inevitably,”
Consciousness is an inert spectator of life as ineffective and as ubiquitous as one’s shadow. If we delete
consciousness from the universe, nothing will be changed. Professor Watson, the leader of the Behaviorist school,
writes,
Psychology as the behaviorist views it, is a purely objective experimental branch of natural science which needs
consciousness as little as do the sciences of chemistry and physics. This suggested elimination of states of
consciousness as proper objects of investigation in themselves will remove the barrier which exists between
psychology and the other sciences. The findings of psychology become the functional correlates of structure and lend
themselves to explanation in physico-chemical terms. (Behavior, p. 27)

Psychology is a study of the physiological reactions of the human organism as a whole. As biology is a branch
of chemistry, psychology is a branch of biology. Men are conscious automata and freedom is a delusion. Values as
truth and beauty are mere by-products of a universe whose reality is physical. Though some evolutionist
philosophers like Herbert Spencer believe in an automatic law of progress, that the course of evolution is an
upward one in spite of reversions and atavisms, loops and zigzags of reactions deflecting the straight line, others
repudiate this view. There is no certainty that the human species is likely to outlive many of the so-called lower
forms of life, such as the bacteria of the soil or the unicellular organisms which destroy mankind. There is more
degeneration than advance, and some even go to the extent of saying that degeneration is the rule and advance the
exception.
The religion of the mechanical scientist is best described in Bertrand Russell’s essay on the Free Man’s
Worship. Life is an incident in the cooling of the solar system. Man comes into being in the midst of unconscious
forces which will eventually destroy him. Humanity appeared on earth as inevitably as beetles on a dunghill. The
cosmic fate of all values is to perish without trace. The end of it all is darkness, death.
*
Confronted by such a cold view, those who are anxious for religion are building for themselves different ways
of escape. We have first of all the fundamentalists—and they are not confined to America or to Christianity—who
ask us to shut our eyes to the facts of modern thought and inquiry. They want us to go by the beaten track, like
horses in blinkers, looking neither to the right nor to the left. They call upon us to repeat blindly the sayings of the
illustrious dead. It does not matter whether they are illustrious or not, as Aldous Huxley says, what matters is that
they should be dead. For the fundamentalists, education is the greatest calamity. There is much to be said for
ignorance; but as education has come to stay, fundamentalism does not seem to have any future. A few
intellectuals, who are apparently weary of the perpetual flux of the modern-time spirit and are therefore anxious to
come to an anchor somewhere, also seek refuge in fundamentalism.
Durkheim and his followers see in religion a merely social phenomenon. For them, truth is social utility. The
hypothesis of God has value since it helps us to an adjustment of our desires. Religion is a part of the social
mechanism. It has a social purpose, a social interest, and a social hope. We can use God though we cannot know
him. Religion has little to do with the discovery of truth; its chief aim is the enhancement of life. It does not
express the meaning of the universe or the deeper reality of the historical process, but yet fulfils man’s inmost and
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deepest wants, his highest hopes and aspirations. This school of thought asks us to use religion as a means of selfculture and social improvement.
But we cannot believe a thing simply because we wish to. We cannot worship what we know to be a mental
fiction. No amount of earnest ethical exhortation can take the place of religion. J. S. Mill in his Autobiography
tells us of the melancholy that came over him as he contemplated the eventual accomplishment of all social
reform. When privileges and corruption are done away, injustice remedied, and the oppression of the poor
abolished, will not the spirit still remain unsatisfied? The very thought overwhelmed him in despair. If we are to
stick to our ideals in face of all obstacles, we need to feel certain that they are not private fancies of our own, but
are somehow rooted in the universal nature of things.
There are some who uphold a lazy skepticism which declares that truth is unattainable and evidence is
inconclusive. They are unable to believe and are afraid to doubt. They are growing indifferent to religion and the
higher interests of life. On occasions they are inclined to give God the benefit of the doubt.
A few openly repudiate any divine or spiritual reality in the world. They assert that there is no purpose in the
world and any day anything might happen. The world is changing in unknown directions and not even God knows
what will come next. Let us not be fooled into falsehood by blind faith or imaginative piety. A considerable
number of this school assert selfishness in morals and anarchism in social life. The more heroic among the
atheists ask us to make the best of this world with all its cruelties and imperfections. For them the highest religion
is endurance and enterprise, the strength of soul to suffer and strive.
*
It is no use repudiating the religious implications of science. I believe that the growing dissatisfaction with
established religion is the prelude to the rise of a truer, more spiritual, and so more universal religion. The
scientific temper is opposed to the acceptance of dogma. The scientist pursues truth without any bias or pre suppositions. He does not start with the idea that his conclusions should square with dogmas. Religion as
revelation or dogma has no appeal to the believer in science. If religion starts with the assumption of an absolute
God and tries to infer his characteristics, the nature of the world, etc., from its initial assumption, it tends to
become mere scholasticism or deductive development of dogma. If there is an omnipotent and beneficent God,
then the world which is his creation must be good. Evil is only an appearance. The suffering of the wicked is
God’s judgment and the suffering of the righteous is God’s test.
Science has no sympathy with such a priori schemes of revealed religion. It starts not so much with the creator
as with the creation. It studies the facts of nature and society and frames an idea of God to suit them. It
approaches the problems of religion in an attitude of empiricism or experimentalism.
Rightly understood, science is essentially spiritual in its temper and leadings. Instead of abolishing the
mysteries of the world, it has deepened them. We may illustrate this fact by a reference to the scientific theory of
evolution.
2
The facts of biology furnish evidence indicating that life on this planet has evolved by a gradual and yet
continuous process from the earliest forms of living organisms to the latest product, man. Natural selection,
variation, and heredity are said to be the factors through the operation of which new species arise out of existing
ones. Natural selection is only a principle of elimination and not of initiation. The offspring of the same parent or
parents tend to vary in greater or less degree both from their parents and from one another. If all offspring entirely
resembled their parents, the world would still be full of amoeba and jellyfish. The principle of heredity tells us
that the peculiarities exhibited by the parents tend to be transmitted to the offspring in greater or less degree. With
the multiplication of individuals, struggle for existence results. Those members which happen to possess
variations which equip them better for the struggle tend to survive and others get eliminated. The offspring of the
successful tend to resemble the parents in exhibiting the favoured variation to a greater degree than the parents,
and a new type becomes established by a gradual piling up of small accretions at each generation.
This explanation of Darwin’s is amended in some respects by later biologists. Lamarek’s theory of the
transmission of acquired characters adopted by Darwin is not generally accepted. Weissmann distinguishes
between germ-plasm or reproductive tissue and somato-plasm or bodily tissue, and holds that changes induced in
the organism can be transmitted only if the germ-plasm is affected. Heritable variations represented in the germplasm are called mutations, while the non-heritable ones are called fluctuations. We cannot, however, say which is
which until the test of heredity is applied. Darwin’s idea of the rise of a new species by the gradual accumu lation
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in successive generations of insensible differences is now abandoned in favor of sudden and considerable
mutations. Again, natural selection is not the chief factor. There is such a thing as symbiosis or systematic cooperation between organisms of different species. On account of cosmic necessities, protoplasm deve loped into
the two main lines of the vegetable and the animal. Their mutual dependence suggests the “social” character of
the universe.
The hypothesis of evolution substitutes the theory of development for that of creation. But on the question of
ultimate causation it is silent. Scientific descriptions are limited to secondary causes. But sometimes they are
mistaken for metaphysical explanations. When rightly interpreted, we shall see that the doctrine of evolution is
not inconsistent with the highest idealism. Whatever be the value of the theory of evolution as a description of
observed facts, it is thoroughly unsatisfactory as an interpretation of the ultimate nature of the universe. Evolution
presupposes an interaction between the organism and the environment. Given the two, it can account for their
action and interaction, but the process of evolution cannot create the conditions for its own possibility. It assumes
something behind all evolution which is not the product of evolution, though its ultimate ground and driving
power. Is this basis of evolution to be conceived as one or many, blind or purposive, immanent or transcendent?
Variations, small or great, cannot be accounted for. While the changes within the world of living organisms are
difficult to explain, the transitions from the non-living to the living. from life to mind, from mind to intelligence,
are absolutely inexplicable. If we take up the relation of the non-living to the living, we find that characteristic
activities of organic life, such as reproduction, heredity, respiration, circulation, do not yield their secrets to
physico-chemical analysis. Neovitalists like Driesch contend that biological phenomena are not properly
explicable as physico-chemical processes within the living matter of organisms, but a non-physical principle
interferes to regulate and control the physical and chemical reactions. The hypothesis of a mysterious nonmechanical entity which is neither an energy nor a material substance but an agent sui generis, non-spatial though
acting in space, non-material though acting on matter, is hardly satisfactory.
Biologists who are opposed to both mechanism and vitalism hold that the living organism itself and not some
directive principle is dominant in organic activity. The organic exhibits a new character, though such an exhibition
of new character is more the rule than the exception.
Highly differentiated physiological processes are
accompanied by mental events. When we reach the human level, we have the new variation of reason. All
development is something more than a mere rearrangement of preexistent material. No product of evolution is
completely accounted for by a statement of the specific factors which have preceded it in a limited context. Its
whole setting in the cosmic process conditions its rise, though we cannot determine the precise manner of this
conditioning. A and B must precede O, though O is neither A nor B nor A and B. There are no empty gaps in time
and so every change is a new start.
The new is said to be a continuation of the old, if it conforms to the normal and does not contradict what has
gone before; it is said to be a new product if there is a change in the structure. When one organism succeeds
another, we have the continuation of the old; when life supervenes on matter, we have the production of
something new.
But strictly speaking, every change is a novelty. Nothing can be said to be a resultant of the past. It is literally
true that we walk among mysteries. To account for the universe, which is an unceasing procession of changes, we
need not assume an infinite series of entelechies.\fn{ Completed realizations of potential} The law of parsimony\fn{The
principle in philosophy and science that assumptions introduced to explain a thing must not be multiplied beyond necessity, and hence the
simplest of several hypotheses is always the best in accounting for unexplained facts } demands the supposition of a single

supreme super-entelechy. The unity and continuity of the universe require us to conceive the creative power of the
world as one and not many.
3
The supreme creative ground of the universe cannot be an unconscious force.
Let us look at the story of the cosmic evolution. At one time the earth was a gaseous part of the sun. Thence it
was removed by cosmic forces, when it gradually cooled and water was collected on its surface. It soon became
swathed in an atmosphere containing oxygen. The atoms combined into various complicated forms and the
singularly complex substance called protoplasm developed. Living things gradually made their appearance. With
the rise of organisms in the scale of existence, rudiments of mind appeared. As mental endowment improved, intellectuality, knowledge of good and evil, arose.
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It is difficult to imagine that this effort has no aim or significance. That the organisms are able to change and
that the environment is able to further the favorable changes cannot be traced to a blind and blundering accident.
Even within the limits open to our observation, we cannot be certain that evolution is due to blind mutations
selected by a blind environment.
Lamarck’s theory of the transmission of acquired characters is repudiated on the grounds that there is no
mechanism by which the changes in an organism such as increase of size could be represented by changes in the
structure of the germ-cell and that there is no experimental evidence in support of the inheritability of the effects
of use and disuse. Our ignorance of the way in which the germ-cell reacts to the bodily changes does not compel
us to deny all changes in the germ-cell as the result of bodily changes. The conditions under which alone
experiments are possible are not favorable to decisive conclusions. We have to induce changes in the organism by
more or less unnatural interference from without, and our observations regarding such artificially induced
characters need not be true of naturally developed changes.
Besides, evidence in favor of Lamarckian hypothesis is steadily increasing. The experiments of Kammerer,
Durkheim, Pavlov, are cases in point. Pavlov made some observations with white mice. While some white mice
were feeding, an electric bell was rung. After a time an association was established and the mice showed signs of
expecting food on the sound of the bell, though the food was not there to stimulate the organs of vision and smell.
Some 300 lessons were needed to teach these .mice that the sound of the bell meant food. For the children of these
mice, 100 lessons sufficed; with their children, thirty lessons were enough; and in the case of their children
belonging to the fourth generation, five lessons impressed the association.
It is clear that though the habit is not inherited in the strict sense of the term, it is acquired much more easily.
What is acquired in earlier generations facilitates learning in later ones.
In his Creative Evolution Bergson argues that if life manufactures like apparatus by unlike means or on
divergent lines of evolution, then a strictly mechanical explanation becomes inadequate. The structural analogy
between the eye of a vertebrate and that of a mollusk is a case in point. We cannot account for it on the hypo thesis
of insensible accidental variations (Darwin) or sudden and simultaneous variations (De Vries) or the theory that
assigns a direct influence to the environment explaining the evolution of the various organs by a kind of
mechanical composition of the external with the internal forces.
The convergence of effects seems to be unintelligible except on the assumption of an inner directing principle.
Variations are neither accidental nor determined from without, but spring from the effort of the living being to
adapt itself to the environment. Modifications of structure and function are achieved by more or less intelligent
efforts of individual organisms and are transmitted in however slight a degree from parent to offspring.
If we attribute initiative to the higher animals, the law of continuity\fn{ That there is no break in nature and nothing
passes from one state to another without passing through all the intermediate states } requires us to endow the lower animals also
with some form of spontaneity. Such a view will explain the fact that modifications and variations do not come
singly, but in complexes involving innumerable minor modifications.
If we follow out the implications of this view, we shall be led to the theory of Samuel Butler, Bernard Shaw,
and Bergson that creatures vary because they want to. Evolution is not blind and mechanical, but is the expression
of a purposive force which creates living organisms and endows them with life and with the need to develop and
evolve in pursuance of a definite purpose. As the lower organisms are not endowed with intelligent foresight, their
changes as a result of which new species occur are said to be the expression of the unconscious will of the
organism acting in pursuance of the purpose of life.
In other words, we have to assume the reality of a single supreme spirit which is at work in the whole course of
evolution, though it operates in different ways in different stages of the cosmic process.
4
Science is incomplete and looks forward to something beyond itself. It does not say that the world open to our
vision, which is an endless surpassing of itself, is all. When we ask, “Is this all passing away, or does the doom
which engulfs things meet its check anywhere?” Science suggests that there is something in the world which is
not superseded. Almost all the philosophers who have reflected on the implications of evolution agree in this
view, that there is a mysterious reality at the back of it all. Darwin wrote:
The births both of the individual and the species are equally parts of that grand sequence of events which the mind
refuses to accept as the result of blind chance. The understanding revolts from such a conclusion.
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Herbert Spencer called the inscrutable energy God, but, as Bradley\fn{ Probably the British idealist Francis Herbert
said, it was an act of pleasantry on Spencer’s part.
He called it God because he did not know what the devil it could be.
Bradley (1846-1924); doubtless my cousin, for all Bradleys are related:H }

A power not ourselves that makes for righteousness

was Matthew Arnold’s phrase. It is better than Spencer’s view in that it suggests that the tendency at the heart of
things which makes for perfection must be spiritual. Modern philosophers who are at the same time scientists like
Lloyd Morgan and Whitehead adopt this view. Lloyd Morgan defines his philosophical creed thus:
For better or worse I acknowledge God as the nisus\fn{The effort, or impulse, or striving, toward a particular goal or
attainment} through whose “activity” emergents emerge and the whole course of emergent evolution is directed.

Such a conclusion is in agreement with the data of religious consciousness on the main issue. From the
primitive savage kneeling before some supposedly sacred tree or holy stone, thrilled with the thought that
somewhere at the back of perceived phenomena lies and vibrates a force, a power beyond his knowing, into
contact with which he must somehow come, down to the great faiths of today, men have felt that God is the
reality, behind and beyond and within the shifting panorama of nature and history.
The possession of a faculty implies the existence of conditions that permit the exercise of the faculty. The
presence of eyes means that there is light; the existence of lungs means that there is air. If the human life is a
constant quest for God, then God is a conditioning factor of our being. The ineradicable religious instinct in
human nature finds fulfillment in the consciousness of a spiritual reality at the back of the cosmic process.
The supreme reality is difficult to grasp and impossible to define. We can be sure of what God is not, but not of
what God is.
He is not an emergent deity arriving on the scene at a particular stage of the cosmic process, not an
exceedingly able mechanical engineer who devised the world-mechanism and let it go, not a supernatural
proprietor of the universe interfering with it at all odd moments.
He is not a God to whom we are bound by a covenant, not one who is placated by sacrifices, or who takes
sides and has preferences, looking upon this or that body of worshippers with special favor.
He is not the remote ground of the structure of the universe, but the immanent spirit working in and through it
all. As we are to interpret the unknown by the known, the supreme principle is regarded as the self, not limited
and particular but infinite and universal. The supreme is the self of the universe.
While we cannot conceive of the supreme spirit except in terms of our personality, we should admit that
personality is only a symbol which is inadequate to the reality which is too large and too complex for us to grasp
entire. The history of religion refers to a series of ideas by which the human being attempts to satisfy its innate
sense for the infinite. Primitive man chose what seemed to him inexplicable in this world—the mountain and the
river, thunder and lightning, the forms of birth and death—as reminders of the infinite which is vaguely felt but
not clearly grasped. The symbols through which we apprehend the infinite became more subtle and refined as our
command over nature and our understanding of life increased.
But even the highest idea of God that we have is but a symbol of the ultimate, a suggestion of the Ineffable.
The soul of man is infinite in character. It has unlimited possibilities in it. The God whom it seeks is equally
infinite and wide. The reactions of an infinite soul to an infinite environment cannot be reduced to limited
formulas. There is a familiar text which declares:
As the birds fly in the air, as the fish swim in the sea, leaving no traces behind, even so is the pathway to God
traversed by the seeker of spirit.

Each of us has written in the blood of his own heart the pathway to God. Our idea of God is the result of the
interaction between the subject and the object. It is not the apprehension of the real object by a pure subject. The
purity of the subject is a matter of degree. The claims of the mind and the influence of the past form the medi um
of expression and color the picture of God. Our knowledge of God is controlled by the laws of
apperception.\fn{The mental processes by which a person makes sense of an idea by assimilating it to the body of ideas he or she
already possesses}
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God is supremely impartial to his devotees whatever form of address and approach they may adopt. Peter
expressed this faith in the famous words,
Of a truth I perceive that God is no respecter of persons, but in every nation he that feareth him and worketh
righteousness is accepted of him.\fn{Acts 10:34-35}

In God’s house there are many mansions.\fn{ An allusion to the saying of Jesus: “In my Father’s house are many mansions; if
it were not so, I would have told you.” (John 14:2):H } Provincialism in religion is obviously a sign of crudity and not
culture. The deepest religious souls have always been catholic.\fn{ All-encompassing:H}
The mystics of the world belong to the same blood royal, the same race, the same tradition. They ask us to get
behind and beneath all outward churches and religions and worship the nameless who is above every name. They
are certain that the Supreme is one, though he has many names, that he has no special favorites, that all men in a
true sense are his children, that his inspiration is not confined to any age or race, that his revelation is larger than
any single book or set of books, and that he has raised up teachers and saints in all lands.
The illogical idea of a single religion for all mankind, one set of dogmas, one cult, one system. of ceremonies
which all individuals must accept on pain of persecution by the people and punishment by God, is the product of
unreason and the parent of intolerance.
A religion represents the soul of the people, its peculiar spirit, thought, and temperament. It is not a mere
theory of the supernatural which we can put on or off as we please. It is an expression of the spiritual experience
of the race, a record of its social evolution, an integral element of the society in which it is found. No
improvement in the religious concepts can be effected without an advance in general knowledge and moral sense.
God will not refuse the aspirants’ wishes simply because they have not felt the power of his highest nature. In
the human family there are many millions of people who are unable to grasp the highest conception of Godhead.
They are satisfied with some symbol in wood or stone or words, but as their mind expands and their soul rises,
they will leave the idols and the images behind.
God’s creation is not an instantaneous act or series of acts, but is an eternal process. There is no divorce
between the natural and the supernatural. The two are continuous.
If God is anywhere, he is everywhere. He is the ceaseless creative activity which has actualized us, which is
working in us, through us, and beyond us.
We cannot say, however, how this universal spirit works through the cosmic process. The relation between the
two is enveloped in impenetrable mystery. If we regard the cosmic process as the unveiling of a vast, deep design
it will be difficult to account for the obvious failures of the world. Such a view has no place for any genuine
novelty in the universe. The facts are decisive that there is no inevitability about progress. There have been
animals which have stayed still, others with backslidings into degeneracy. Determinism of either the mechanical
or the spiritual variety does not deal justly with the facts.
There is undoubtedly a certain amount of flexibility within which variations are possible. When we rise to the
human level, conscious purpose takes the place of unconscious variation. Man knows that the power which has
produced personalities with spiritual, rational, and moral endowments is alive at the centre of the universe
claiming adventurous co-operation. The creative process is still going on and is unfinished in several respects and
waits for man’s willing and heroic service.
The future evolution of man on earth is not likely to be on the organic side; it will be in the ideal direction.
5
Religious life does not consist in the acceptance of academic abstractions or the celebration of ceremonies. It is
not sentimental adoration or cringing petition. It is not a confession of faith or a vague social idealism.
It is spiritual certainty offering us strength and solace in the hour of need and sorrow.
It is the conviction that love and justice are at the heart of the universe, that the spirit which gave rise to man
will further his perfection.
It is the faith which grips us even when we suffer defeat, the assurance that though the waves on the shore may
be broken, the ocean conquers nevertheless.
It does not lose heart if the universe seems to be unfriendly; it does not complain even if the very God seems to
forsake us.
It is so utterly indifferent to what happens to the little self and so completely taken up by the life of spirit.
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This is perhaps the significance of Spinoza’s great saying that he who loves God cannot want that God should
love him in return. Highest love does not expect any return, reward or recompense. Its satisfaction lies within
itself. It asks for no consolation and makes no covenant.
It is an utter self-surrender, a pure self-giving.
It is a deep acceptance of life and death and an unyielding determination to re-fashion existence in conformity
with the dreams of heaven.
It works for the welfare of the world, not for the sake of personal gain or private advantage, but because highset love (which is the highest wisdom as well) has for its natural outcome this highest duty.
It requires that because it must be so, therefore it shall be so.
*
This is to know and love and serve the highest.
This is release from one’s bondage, escape from one’s littleness.
This is to have the peace which the world can neither give nor take away.
*
We cannot reach this ideal of religious life without deep meditation and strenuous self-discipline. The true life
of spirit with all its ardors and heroisms is not to be cheaply won. The unusual gifts of spiritual power come only
to those who are given to solitude and self-denial. We should develop the spiritual or transcendental attitude
which is the very heart of religion, and in that spirit move and live in the world of life and sense. The Hindu
tapasvin or the Christian man of sorrows symbolizes the soul of man standing alone, defiant of surrounding
circumstances and indifferent to nature.
Religious life is a perilous adventure to be carried out on the principle of “die to live”. It is well that it should
be so. An heroic temper does not confuse happiness with the mere pursuit of pleasure. We need not be sorry that
we do not find ourselves in a world where there are no unfriendly forces to master. The aim of life is not safety
and comfort, but heroism and happiness.
The cosmic supplies the conditions by which personalities can be perfected.
Most of us admire self-control on the stage but shrink from it in life. The spirit of Socrates when he drank
death enthralls our imagination. He did not weep, he did not sicken, he did not shrink from the death to which he
was condemned by his judges. The crucifixion of Jesus touches our heart. The superiority to fortune of the Hindu
saints compels our respect.
But we are not prepared to develop the strength of spirit that can say that I shall not surrender my life-purpose
though it may mean my utter ruin. I may be crossed, thwarted, and defeated outwardly, but all that is nothing
when compared to the defeat of spirit.
Those who are anxious for religious life must be prepared to face the tremendous cost of it. Such people will
always be a few, but they are the salt of the earth, the savory remnant.
6
Self-perfection is the aim of religion, but until this aim takes hold of society as a whole, the world is not safe
for civilization and humanity.
The Hindu civilization has declined since it nourished within its bosom a large mass of ignorance.
The Hellenic and the Roman civilizations perished because, among other reasons, they were surrounded by
huge masses of barbarism.
The religious soul must seek for divine fulfillment not only in heaven above but on earth below. Each
individual must strive to spiritualize himself so as to become a fit member of the kingdom of spirit. If the
kingdom of God on earth is the ideal destiny of mankind, it cannot be reconciled with a gladiatorial theory of
human life which assumes that the weak must go to the wall for the benefit of the strong or which requires man to
slay brother-man.
“On earth one family” is the rule of the righteous. The Mahabharata says:
To you I declare this holy mystery, there is nothing nobler than humanity.\fn{ Guhyam rahma tad idam vo bravimi | Na
manusat sresthataram hi kincit (XII.300-20)}

Brotherhood of all men, irrespective of race or nationality, is the ideal aim.
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History provides an explanation of the way in which accident and environment together have made humanity
into innumerable races, each with its own language, its own racial individuality, its own physical characteristics.
We need not attempt to improve on God’s creation by extirpating all races but one. The feuds and agitations which
sow seeds of hatred among different nations and impel them to fly at each other’s throats in fratricidal strife are
the substance of irreligion. For those who have faith in the solidarity of the human race, the sufferings of one
nation are a challenge to those which are better placed.
We must wage war against oppression and injustice wherever found. The term “prostitution” need not be
confined to the grim traffic that is carried on under that name, but may be extended to cover all cases of
exploitation of one individual by another, of one historical group by another, and of one nation by another, against
the former’s real will and in the latter’s self-interest.
There are those who argue that we should not sacrifice civilization for justice, which means that we should not
sacrifice our prosperity for truth, mammon for God. A civilization based on injustice cannot last long. It is a
welcome sign of the times that a religion which does not make social reform and international justice an essential
part of its teaching has no appeal to the modern mind.
Religion is not a simple spiritual state of the individual. It is the practice of the divine rule among men. The
believer in God loves his fellow-men as he loves himself, seeking their highest good as he seeks his own, by
redemptive service and self-sacrifice. He will put justice above civilization, truth above patriotism. Wit ness
Gandhi’s declaration:
I would sacrifice India herself at the altar not of freedom but of truth.

Human unity can be achieved on earth only by strong religious souls whose patriotism knows no limits of
geography or of history, but only those of justice and truth, freedom and fair play, God and humanity. The world is
in dreadful need of these heroic spirits who have the courage of their vision of human oneness to assume the new
leadership. Never in history was there a greater opportunity for religious geniuses who do not count the cost and
are prepared to lose caste with the powers that be, the politicians, the merchants, and the traders in religion.
A more vivid, a deeper sense of the one universal God is the profoundest need of our age.
1889

245.124 Excerpt from The Christian Witness Of Sadhu Sundar Singh: 1. “Non-Christians Without Christ” 2.
“Non-Christians With Christ”\fn{by Sundar Singh (1889-1929)} Rampur, Rampur District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M)
9
1
Though Christians and non-Christians are equally the creation and sons of one God, yet there is a great
difference between them. Some men have a true knowledge and realization of Him, and are transformed into His
likeness and become the heirs of life and eternal happiness through living in the presence of His incarnation, Jesus
Christ; others, walking in the dim light of the truth as they know it, and following the desires of their own wills,
stray from the truth and deprive themselves of the blessings that are to be found in Christ.
The difference in the lives of those with and without Christ can be seen from the examination of the incidents
which we now present.
It is a well-known fact that in those lands where the Gospel has been widely preached, a noticeable change in
thought has taken place, even though comparatively few have become professed followers of Christ; while the
state of those countries where the Gospel has not been preached is little different from what it was in former days,
when they were counted as uncivilized and altogether superstitious.\fn{ This book was first published in 1928:H}
*
The Word of God tells us that all men are sons of God, “because He is the same to all and is no respector of
any. It says that “in every nation he that feareth Him and worketh righteousness is acceptable to Him” and it also
says that “He left not Himself without witness”.\fn{ I have excised the Scriptural references as not machine-readable:H }
The light of the truth which God revealed was sufficient to lead the nations back to Him, but it was not that full
light of truth that was afterwards revealed in Christ, the Son of Righteousness. Now that “the Light of the World”
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has come, conditions have changed, for those that are real seekers after truth have begun to follow Him in that
Light; while others, whose eyes are blinded by self, have turned away from Him and walk in darkness.
Unless man’s search for truth satisfies the craving of his religious nature he can find no rest, for when his
conscience. is awake, try as he may, he can never stifle its intense longing. Only those who, by deliberate neglect
of God, have deadened the craving of their heart and silenced the inner voice, can know any degree of peace—but
it is the peace of death.
Let us now try to find out how far those without Christ have succeeded in allaying this craving of their souls
for rest.
*
Some time. ago, in Hardwar, I saw a Sadhu lying on a bed of spikes. I went to him and asked:
“What aim have you in wounding and torturing your body in this way?” He replied:
“Don’t you know that much when you are yourself a Sadhu? It means austerity and the mortifying of the flesh.
I worship God in this way, but I confess that the pricks of these spikes are not so bad as the pain I get from my
sins and evil desires. My object is to crush the desires of self that I may gain salvation.” I asked:
“How long have you been doing this, and how far have you succeeded in your object?” He replied:
“I began this eighteen months ago, but I have not yet gained my object, nor is it possible to do it in so short a
time. Many years, and indeed many births, will be necessary to accomplish it.”
Then I told him of my own experience of failure when I tried to gain salvation by my own efforts; and of how,
in an instant, the Lord Jesus changed my heart and calmed my restless soul with that true peace, to gain which he
was expecting to torture himself through many rebirths; and I added,
“If, in this present birth, you cannot be successful then what proof have you that you will gain it in any future
birth? Now, not because I am in any way worthy, or have any right, but by His grace and mercy I have been freed
from the pricks of my sin and evil desires and temptations, and have yielded myself up to Him who can take away
not only my sins, but the sins of the whole world. For, as the spikes have pierced the hands and feet of that Sinless
One on behalf of sinners, so now—by His sacrifice—we are saved from sin and its consequences.” When he
heard this he made no attempt to argue, but said:
“I can never admit that salvation can be obtained as a free gift, and in one short life.”
How difficult it is for those, who have had no experience of this life in Christ, to understand it, or to admit that
it can be true!
*
Then I saw another ascetic who, with a rope tied to his feet, was being swung about from a tree with his head
downwards. I went away and after a while returned when he had been untied and had rested. I asked him what
motive he had and what profit there might be in such trying austerity. He said:
“I do not feel like saying anything just now; but, as you are a brother sadhu I will explain my motive in a few
words. Think, for a moment, why people are so amazed when they see me hanging head down, when the Creator
Himself has hung all mankind upside down in their mothers’ wombs. Well, this is the manner in which I perform
my worship and my austerity. In the eyes of the world it is foolishness; but by acting in such a way, I want to
remind myself and all men that, when we entangle ourselves in our sins, we turn ourselves upside down in the
sight of God, even though, in the eyes of the world, we appear to be right side up. I want also to keep on
outwardly and inwardly reforming myself until I am satisfied that at last I am right side up before God.” I replied:
“You have strange ideas. It is true the world is upside down, and its ways are also upside down, but we should
not adopt their upside-down ways of doing things. How can we, by our own efforts, free ourselves from the
entanglements of sin? It is a task beyond our strength. Hence the Lord of Love became man that He might set us
free from our bondage, and to set the world aright, He uses as His instruments those whom He has saved and set
free.”
At this the sadhu gave a sign that he did not wish the conversation to continue, so I rose and came away. One
thing is quite certain—in spite of the horrible austerity he was undergoing, he had not as yet been able to effect
any such reformation in his life as to give him either satisfaction or peace.
*
After this I met another ascetic who, in the hot weather, used to sit all day long between “the five fires”\fn{ I.e.,
four fires lit around him, plus the sun; it is called panchagni, or the five fires ritual:W} while in the cold weather he used to stand
for hours in cold water. On his face, sadness and hopelessness were expressed. I had with me another man who
asked him, with great sympathy:
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“You have been torturing yourself in this way for the last five years; will you give me some idea of what you
have learned from this manner of life? What good have you got from it?” The sadhu replied:
“I have no hope for any kind of benefit in this present life, and I can say nothing at all about the future, and
that is all I can tell you about it.”
*
Once, when I was spending a few days in the jungles of Rishi Keshfn{ In Dehradun District, Uttarakhand State } in
which many sadhus live, I saw a great many people sitting round a Sadhu seated on the bank of the Ganges. The
sadhu had one hand raised above his head, and from a distance I thought he was giving his blessing to the people.
When I came near, I saw that the bones of his arms were set so that he could not lower it. When he had finished
his talk with the people, I asked him how his arm had become dried and fixed. He gave his reply with the great
pride of one who had overcome an enemy in battle.
“Sir,” he said, “with this hand I have stolen much, and have beaten many, but there came a day when I had
such a great shock that the foundations of my whole life were shaken. I left my old life altogether, and decided
that I would either cut off this hand, or, by making it useless, give it the punishment it deserved. I consulted my
guru (teacher) and, on his advice, I held it up continuously above my head till it had completely dried up, and
become fixed in this position. Now I am very proud of it.” I replied:
“I admire your courage and your good intention, but I am sorry, for you have been spoiling a gift given you by
God. Instead of destroying your hand you should have used it in helping others. In this way, to some extent, you
could have made good the loss you caused by it. Real courage and victory consist not in uselessly destroying your
hand, but in using it to help others. My guru, Jesus Christ, said, ‘If thy right hand causeth thee to stumble, cut it
off’, and his meaning is that we should so cut out from our hearts the instrument of evil, that in future it should
never again be available for such a purpose.”
I had barely finished speaking when he jumped at me in such a rage that there is no doubt, had his hand been
of use, he would have struck me. Afterwards I respectfully pointed out to him how useless it was for him to have
mutilated himself. It would have been better had he changed the intention of his heart, which was behind the
hand, so that it might now move to fulfill God’s purpose in his life.
*
The next day I went to see another man whom the people called Moni Bawa—a sadhu who had taken a vow to
remain silent for a number of years. This man was a real seeker after truth. For the last six years he had not uttered
a word. He wrote on a slate the answer to any question I asked him. One of my questions was:
“Why do you not make use of this God-given gift, for He has given you the tongue for speaking, for glorifying
and worshipping Him, and for giving advice on spiritual matters? If God had intended you to remain silent He
would have created you a dumb mute, and would not have given you a tongue.” Without any show of pride, he,
wrote his answer:
“What you say is quite true; but my temper is so bad that no good ever came out of my mouth. I used to lie,
and say things to hurt people’s feelings. It is nearly six years now since I spoke last, but as yet I have not gained
my object. It is better to be silent than not to speak good words. Thus far no blessing has come to me, nor any
special message for the people, so silence is best for me.”
I talked a little longer with him, and then gave him a Gospel, which he accepted thankfully and promised to
read carefully.
*
One day I had some conversation in Benares with an educated Hindu sannyasi and in the course of our talk he
said:
“The ancient rules laid down for the orders of sadhus and sannyasis are admirable. There is first the state of
student, then that of householder, then later in life, retirement from family cares to the woods, and then, in old
age, the state of sannyasi or renunciation. But the method you have adopted is very strange, for in your youth you
have become a sannyasi.” I said:
“I am not opposed to your rules, but my motive in becoming a sadhu is very different from yours. I have not
become a sadhu because I think there is merit or salvation to be gained by so doing. My aim is that without
worldly encumbrances, in the simple way of a sadhu, I may serve Him, who has saved me by His grace. Is it not
right that, in the best days of my youth and strength, I should serve Him who gave His life for me? Besides this,
what would you say about it if any of your disciples, instead of presenting you with a ripe, juicy mango, were to
give you one that was only skin and stone, from which all the juice had been sucked out?” He answered:
“Such behavior would be unpardonable. It would be the height of loutishness and insult.” I replied:
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“Well, if in the days of our youth we waste ourselves in our own pleasures, and in the weakness of old age
present only the bones and skin of our past to the service of God, will not that be to present to him a gift of
foolishness, insult and sin beyond pardon?” The sannyasi answered:
“What have we to do with the salvation of others? Each must strive for his own salvation. The pleasure, the
anger, and the service of God, mean nothing to us, for salvation depends entirely on our own karma (works).”
How much better than this is the golden teaching of Christ: ‘Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy
heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind and with all thy strength … and thou shalt love thy neighbor as
thyself.’ If we apply this principle our lives cannot be selfish, and between us and God there will be the relation of
father and sons, and among ourselves we shall be real brothers and sisters. Ih this verse we have in a nutshell the
Gospel teaching on salvation and the Kingdom of God.
The lives we have thus far considered are those of a few sadhus who, unlike the ordinary run of men, devote
their time entirely to spiritual and religious duties. But millions of other Hindus hold a like faith; while even such
leaders as Mr. Gandhi confess that they have failed to realize God, for in his recently published autobiography be
has stated: ‘I have not yet found Him, but I am seeking after Him’;\fn{In the Autobiography; also in All Men Are Brothers}
and again be says: ‘It is an unbroken torture to me that I am still so far from Him.’\fn{ From the Introduction to the
Autobiography}
*
Those who have failed to find satisfaction of heart in their own religion or through their own works, are likely
to become altogether indifferent to all religions or to forsake religion altogether. A swarajist\fn{One who believes in
self-government or the independence of India} leader said to me:
“As long as I did not read the Hindu religious books I was a consistent believer in Hinduism, but after studying
them I lost all religion; for when I searched in the Vedas and other books, I did not find those teachings which I
had expected to find, and their widely conflicting doctrines completely confused me. Many other Hindus are
similarly mystified. In my opinion, we must get away from religion altogether and aim at getting swaraj, because
for centuries religion with its doctrine of maya (illusion) made us slaves to other nations. It is high time that we
should free ourselves from this slavery.” Then I remarked:
“Sin’s slavery is by far the worst and most binding of any; so, first of all, we must free ourselves from its
bondage. Before we get our birthright of swaraj, we must give to God His right to dwell and rule in us. Then He
will grant us our right, for beyond this we have none. For example, if we get this transitory Home Rule, it will be
Home Ruin without Christ. Hence we must seek first the Kingdom of God and His righteousness, and all other
things will be added to us.”
But my point of view had no interest for him. He only reiterated:
“First of all we must get Home Rule, and then all will be free to accept whatever religion they fancy.” A man
sitting with us gave this view:
“As I am neither a Hindu nor a Christian, but an adherent of Reformed Islam, I can say—quite impartially—
that India is miles away from freedom, either political or religious. We must travel a long way, with God’s help,
before we reach real freedom.”
Now let us glance at the state of a few of the followers of other religions.
*
One day in Tibet, when I was speaking about Christian hermits, a man remarked that in their country they too
had many hermits, and in the mountain opposite was a cave in which an ancient lama had, for several years, been
absorbed in prayer and meditation. He had had the entrance to his cave walled up and had never left the cave. The
people nearby used to take up tea and parched barley flour once every day, and put it in to him through a hole in
the wall. Owing to his having lived in the dark so long he had become blind, and he intended to spend the
remainder of his days in the cave.
I took with me the man who had told me this and went up to see the hermit. We had to wait for some time, as
he was engaged in prayer and meditation; but afterwards, at our request, he came and sat near the hole in the wall.
It was impossible to see him in his dark and narrow cell, and he could not see us, but we could converse easily.
At first he asked me where I came from and why I had come. Then I asked about his experience.
“What,” I asked, “have you gained from this solitary meditation? As Buddha has not taught anything about
God, to whom do you pray?” He said:
“I look on Buddha as God and pray to him. My motive in concealing myself in this cave is not that I may
obtain anything, but that I may be free from all desires of obtaining anything. I am seeking to obtain the Nirvana
—the extinction of all feelings and desires, whether of pain or of peace; but I am still in bodily and spiritual
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darkness, and I know not what the end will be. Yet I know that anything I lack now will be made up to me in some
other rebirth.” I replied:
“The desires and feelings you have are given you by God not that they may be crushed and extinguished, but
that they may be satisfied in Him. Had it been the Creator’s will that they should have been destroyed, He would
not have created them. Now to kill these desires is not salvation but suicide, because they are inseparably
connected with our lives. Even if you try to stamp out desire it is useless, for to desire to kill a desire is itself a
desire. Then how can freedom or salvation be thus obtained, for desire is created from desire? The best way is not
to stifle this craving, but to satisfy it in Him who has created it, and in this we find true salvation.”
“Well,” he said, “it will be seen what will be,” and with these words he ended our interview.
*
Once, in Peking, the subject of my address was Christ. the Universal Savior. At the close of the meeting a
Chinese doctor came to me and said:
“Christ was born only some two thousand years ago, but long before that we had teachers like Confucius in our
country; how then is it possible to say that Christ is Universal? The teaching and example of Confucius and our
other teachers are sufficient for us.” I answered:
“You make a mistake when you say that Christ came only two thousand years ago. Long before His
incarnation He was in the world, but the world knew Him not; but those who knew Him were glad. I am not
against Confucius and his teachings; but tell me in what things China, as a nation, has progressed through his
teachings and example and, in particular, what benefit have you yourself received?” He answered:
“This teaching is not a morsel that can be swallowed and its effect seen at once. Its influence will slowly make
it self-apparent.” I replied:
“Without doubt a morsel is not at once digested so that it becomes a part of our body, but at least we at once
enjoy its taste, if our sense of taste has not been impaired by some sickness. Mere good doctrine is like a necklace
of diamonds which, if it is placed on a sick man’s neck, has no effect on his sickness. The teaching of Christ is not
only good doctrine, it is “spirit and life” as well, and millions and millions who have accepted Him have obtained
new life through Him.” The doctor said:
“This new life and change cannot come from without; it depends on our own efforts.” I said:
“It is true that the act of receiving depends on us, but we cannot get this new life through our own efforts. A
bitter tree cannot of itself become sweet, but, it can be grafted into a sweet tree. Similarly, sinful man, through
faith, can be grafted into Christ, and Christ’s life flowing into him changes him into a new creature, and this is
salvation.” But the doctor was here called away to attend a patient and our conversation ended.
*
In Jerusalem I met a Jewish Rabbi who was liberal in his views. I asked him his opinion of Christ, and of the
future of the Promised Land. He said:
“I myself await the appearing of the Messiah and the restoration of the Promised Land, but I know not if this
longing will be fulfilled in this life or in the next. Nor can I say with certainty whether the Jesus who was
crucified in this town was the Messiah, or if the Messiah is still to come. Of course I am obliged to acknowledge
that Jesus was a great prophet, whom my nation treated with extreme harshness and cruelty; and I know that even
to the present day we suffer punishment for our sin of having killed Him. His blood is on our head.”
*
I might put forward many other conversations and incidents of this kind, but I have given enough. Those who
have had the opportunity of living in contact with the followers of different religions in other lands, and who have
made a sympathetic study of their needs, bear witness that without the touch of the Living Christ their lives have
no abiding peace and hope.
Many feel there is in their lives such a real want that they can never hope to satisfy it by any effort they may
make, or by any goodness which they may achieve. How true is the Word of God, ‘He that hath the Son hath life;
and he that hath not the Son [of God]\fn{Not in the text of the King James Version (from which this quotation is taken) before
me:H} hath not life.’”
2
Those engaged in Christian work in India, who are brought into close contact with all classes of the people,
know that there is a very considerable number of non-Christians who secretly believe in Him as their Savior. This
condition is also found to a greater or lesser extent in other countries as well. Besides these, there are many others
who do not accept Him as Savior, but who are nevertheless more deeply influenced by Him than they are by the
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doctrine of their own religions or of their spiritual teachers. I know of quite a number of non-Christian leaders in
India who are much influenced by the Spirit of Christ but do not. realize how greatly He has conquered them.
*
It is truly remarkable that the influence of Christ is often seen even in the lives of many who are zealous
adherents of their own faiths, and who take up a position of antagonism to Christianity. So much is this the case
that they commonly examine their own religions and seek to reform them in the light of Christ’s teaching. They
even copy many methods of Christians. In presenting modern interpretations of their religions they not
infrequently take their old doctrinal terms and pour into them a new content that comes directly or indirectly from
Christianity. So far have they gone in this direction that they often present their own doctrines clothed in Christian
phraseology, and, as a result, many Christians, and some Western scholars as well, have been deceived and
imagine that there is no great difference between Christianity and other great religions of the world.
In this chapter I wish to tell about those who, not having disassociated themselves from their non-Christian
environment, still seek to follow Christ in their lives.
*
Narrow-minded Christians often do not consider those to be Christians who believe in Christ, if they have
never publicly identified themselves with Christian communities. I do not agree that they are right in not coming
out openly, yet I have never been able to feel that they are not Christians. Among them are some whose service for
Christ is far greater than that of many Christian workers. Especially is this so in places where it is difficult for
Christian workers to go.
I have no right to publish the names of any of this class; but I can tell about their faith and their works. Their
position is perhaps similar to those to whom John directed the attention of the Lord: “We saw one casting out
devils in Thy Name; and we forbade him because he followed not with us. But Jesus said unto them, ‘Forbid him
not; for he that is not against you is for you’”.
There are many Christians among us who would say of such unrecognized workers that they should be
forbidden, because they are not members of the constituted Church. But when the Lord has not forbidden them,
what right have we to forbid them?
*
Several times I have met groups of people, who, though secret disciples, are yet organized and work for the
Lord according to their ability and light. One day I asked one of them:
“Why do you not confess the Lord openly before men?” He replied:
“There are in our society thousands of men and women who belong to different walks of life. They all believe
in Christ as their Saviour, and are baptized in His name, and enjoy His worship and service. Though the society is
fully organized, our work is done in secret. Are not all these thousands human beings before whom we make our
confession?
“Now about work. There are diverse ways of doing work. When so many work openly there must be others of
whom the need demands that they work in secret. In our bodies we have inner arid other organs. They are all parts
of one body and are directed by one mind, though the work which they have to do differs greatly. It is just the
same in the Body of Christ, which we call the Church.
“Besides this, Christians are like salt and leaven, which slowly and silently salt or leaven other things. Christ
has also called us to be fishers of men. You know that when the fisherman casts his hand-net he does it without
noise, otherwise the fish will all disappear. At the present moment there are in our society hundreds of fish, big
and little, who formerly had run away from Christ when they saw the noisy fishermen. But now He has them safe
in His keeping, and none shall snatch them out of His hand; and these, too, in this silent way are trying to bring
others to the Savior. Now, tell me whether this life is according to Christ’s will or not?”
*
There is no doubt that real Christian life, whether open or secret, will always be fruitful, and wherever it is, it
will have an influence on others for good; and searchers after truth, seeing the reality of lives such as these will
always be drawn to the Source of Life. Take this instance.
Once two preachers went out to the bazaar to preach. The first was quite clever and eloquent. He began to
preach, but, after a few minutes, a Hindu began to bombard him with questions and he had to stop to answer them,
which he did to his own but not to the questioner’s satisfaction. At last, as he was making no headway, he turned
to his companion and said:
“Now this brother will answer you.”
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This second preacher was neither a good speaker nor a skilled debater, but he was a sincere Christian and a
man of prayer. As soon as he came forward the Hindu at once, with joined hands, bowed to him, and salaaming to
him, said to the first preacher:
I have no question to ask him, for I know his life, and I have seen the Living Christ in his life, and have found
the way of salvation through him. But my argument is with you, for with your mouth you present the Living
Christ, but in your daily life you deny Him. It would be far better if such a mouth were closed forever, because
you have kept me and others away front Christ. I wish I had met your companion years ago, then I would not have
been kept away front my Lord for so long a time. Well, der aid darust aid (who comes slowly comes rightly). In
this, also, there must be some good purpose. May God forgive you.”
On hearing this, the eloquent preacher went off home with his head bowed in shame, and the new convert went
with the man of God and dedicated his life to God’s service.
*
It is a matter of common experience that he who seeks finds, and he who finds, seeks still further. As Pascal
said:
“Thou would not have been seeking for me if thou hadst not already found me.”
If a man has had no experience of God’s presence, he will not be particular whether he tries to find Him or not.
God indeed gives the sense of His Presence to all, but it depends on themselves whether they further seek Him or
not. God is within reach of us all, but to lay hold of Him it is necessary that our hearts should be attuned to Him.
For us to hear the message of the wireless, which in the form of song, music or address is present in the
atmosphere, it is necessary to have a receiving set which is perpetually attuned to the message. For if it were not
so tuned, the existence or the non-existence of the message would be one and that same thing for us.
*
A seeker after truth related to me his experience:
“In my old religion I had a kind of consolation, but I had no peace. This consolation stirred up in me a desire to
seek real peace, and while I sought it in a wonderful way it gradually led me on to find the Source of peace. When
I had arrived at this position I realized that this impulse and his satisfaction of heart had both come from the
Living Christ, in whom all my restless strivings have now found rest.”
I can illustrate my own state, and that of other seekers after truth, who at first did not know Christ, by relating
the following story.
A few years ago, during a famine, a man in a respectable position found himself without money and at the
point of starvation. Through pride or shame he would neither tell anyone of his helpless condition nor beg for
help. He could only cry to God.
His prayer was soon answered, for a merchant, recently returned from a foreign country, heard of his
difficulties and secretly sent provisions to his house at night. Overjoyed at this answer to his prayer, he knelt and
poured out his soul in praise to God.
Not long after this the famine ended, and the merchant visited him and offered such advances of money as he
needed. When his benefactor’s intention dawned on him, in sincere gratitude he fell before him and kissed his
feet, and it was only then that he learned that his benefactor was his own elder brother who, he had long believed,
had died in a foreign land.
*
One day I went to preach to the pilgrims in a town on the river Ganges. Just as I took my stand a pundit came
and sat by me and asked:
“Have you also come here to bathe like other pilgrims?” I said,
“No, I have already bathed by faith in the blood of Christ, and by His grace have been saved, and have no need
for ceremonial bathing in the Ganges. I have come here to tell these pilgrims about the Savior.” When the pundit
heard this he was amazed; but my own amazement was no less when, with beaming face, he said:
“That is splendid, swami. I too have come for the same purpose.” And with great love he embraced me.
On seeing this, several of the pilgrims joined us that they might hear the conversation of the pundit and the
sadhu. We both preached the gospel to them, and they listened attentively. Then one of the pilgrims asked:
“By Christ, do you mean Krishna, or some other incarnation?” Then the pundit repeated a few Sanskrit verses,
and said:
“We are preaching not about Krishna, but about Christ, the sinless Incarnation promised in the shastras,\fn
{Scriptures} for Krishna did not come to save sinners, but to destroy them (Gita 4: 8); but Christ came to save
sinners.
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When we had finished preaching, the pundit took me to his house and introduced me to his wife and two sons,
who were as zealous and earnest Christians as the pundit himself. After we had eaten, we talked for several hours,
and he told me that for many years he had been working for the Lord in this way, and that many had believed
through his preaching. He was not known to the missionaries and the Christians of that place, though the seed that
they cast upon the ground was beginning to spring up and grow, they knew not how.
I asked him to tell me how he had became a Christian, and he told me his story:
“I had often heard about Christ, but owing to my prejudices I used to keep as far away from missionaries and
Christians and their Christ as I could. But it once happened that at the Kumbha Mela, at Allahabad, I met two
learned men belonging to the Secret Society of Christians. They Were Sanskrit scholars, and at first I thought
them to be Hindus, but little by little they proved with great clearness that Christ alone is the Savior. In a few days
all my abhorrence and misunderstanding of Christianity disappeared.
“Then these two sannyasis, or sadhus, baptized me in the Jumna River in the name of the Father, the Son, and
the Holy Ghost. From that day I have spent my time and strength in my Savior’s service. Had I never met those
two sannyasis it is possible that I should never have become a Christian.”
“These two sadhus,” continued the pundit, “gave me a satisfying explanation of some of my difficulties. For
example, they said that, as in some other religions the Law is taught, so in the Hindu religion as well there is the
Law of Karma (Works and Retribution). The Law makes no one good. It only distinguishes between good and
bad, or between what we ought and what we ought not to do. No one ever has fulfilled or even can fulfill the Law,
so all are without hope of salvation. It matters not whether the Law was given through Moses, or through the
sishis (Sages). Grace and truth came through Jesus Christ. The Law makes no one righteous, but emphases the
need of righteousness, and this need is met in Christ. By Himself becoming man, He fulfilled the Law for man
and, by giving His own life, He imparted life to those who are dead in sin, and then over all this completed work
of salvation, He proclaimed, ‘It is finished.’
“Now,” added the pundit, “I and my family believe in Christ, not merely because someone has removed our
difficulties, but because we have come to know through personal experience that Christ is indeed our Savior, and
the Savior of the world.”
*
I recalled a similar testimony being given to me when I was in Cairo by a man who outwardly appeared to be a
Mohammedan, but was a Christian at heart. He said:
“I had been taught from childhood according to the Law and Commandments of God and, though I really
wanted to live up to the Law, I found that I failed so often that at last I became hopeless. I knew that God was the
Merciful and the Compassionate, but I got no peace. I saw clearly, whenever I thought of my sinful state, that God
and heaven are holy and that, even if my sins were forgiven, I could never enter the presence of the Holy God, so
long as my sinful nature remained unchanged and unpurified.
“For years I studied the Qur’an, Hadis\fn{ The Hadith, a set of four books, viz.: Sahih Al-Bukhari, Sahih Muslim, Sunan AbuDawud, and Malik's Muwatta} and other holy books so that I might find how to get rid of the old nature and how to
obtain salvation and new life, but all my efforts were in vain. But I thank the God of Love, that, even before I had
begun to search for Him, He was already seeking me. Even when I had found Him, and He had found me, I did
not fully know Him till I was born again.
“Now I know Him, whose likeness is in me, and who, since the foundation of the world, has been mine and I
His. My heart is now full of peace, for I have found the real Islam, which is Jesus Christ, who was crucified and
now lives forever. Now I am spending the rest of my life in His service.” He then went on to criticize the low state
of spiritual life in the Church, and added:
“It would be better for me to drown myself in the Nile rather than that I should be baptized as a member of the
Church, because the life of its members is often little better than that of the members of my old religion. What
good would it be if I got out of the thorns to fall into the thistles, or out of the swamp to fall into the mud? It
seems better that I should keep apart from them all and remain in touch with my Lord, so that whenever and
however I can, I may bear witness to Him. I fully believe that He will accept my work for Him.”
This man was well acquainted with both Eastern and Western Christians and knew their moral, spiritual and
social life. He had never joined the Church, though he had accepted Christ; for he found some Churches to be
lacking in sympathy, love, and Christian fellowship. This state of things is a challenge to Christians to awake and
realize their responsibility, for this man by no means stands alone. There are many like him, who, repelled by the
coldness of some Churches, prefer to remain apart from them; and the Living Christ Himself will declare to the
Christian-without-Christ, ‘I never knew you’”.
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*
Another man whom I met several times had, after many years of search, found Christ as his Savior. He, too,
remained outside the visible Church, but carried on work in his own way, and there had be no doubt that the Lord
had blessed his work. One day, in the presence of another man, he gave me a very interesting account of his work.
“When I accepted Christ as my Savior and He received me, I first of all tried to get my own relations to know
Him. As Andrew first went to his own brother, Peter, I first spoke to my brother and said,
“‘I have found Jesus of Nazareth. He has given me salvation from sin, and that real peace that I have sought for
years.’
“As soon as he heard this he flew into a great rage, and said:
“‘Curse you and your peace! You want to leave the Hindu religion and join these Christians whose religion is
all humbug. You will bring disgrace on your name and on your family. It would be better if you would go and
drown yourself in the well. I pray that Iswar (God) may bring you back to the right way, or that He will smite you
with blindness, that you may know the truth, and not leave your religion.’ I said to him,
“‘Don’t be angry, but examine these things seriously for yourself; then you will be able to see which religion is
false and which is true. You have prayed to your God that I may become blind; but I pray my God who is Love,
that He will open your eyes so that you may see Him and know Him.’
“When he heard this he calmed down and became quiet. For many days we continued our talks together, and
after some time he said to me,
“‘Well, there will be no great harm in it if you continue to believe in Christ, and stay as you are doing among
us, provided you do not move from here to that poultry-yard of a Mission compound.’ I replied:
“‘I have no desire to live at the Mission, for I have not become a Christian out of consideration for any padre
or preacher, but for Christ Himself, who is always with me.’
“After that he began to read the Bible with me daily, and the Spirit of God began to work in him. God heard
my prayer, and opened the eyes of my brother wbo had prayed that I might become blind. Now, not only by
physical, but by spiritual relationship as well, he is a real brother to me, and turning to the man at his side, he said:
‘This is that brother.’”
Then he also, with grateful tears, began to tell of his Christian experience and we three knelt together and in
turn prayed for each other. Then with salaams we parted.
*
One day I went to preach in a village where the people were chiefly Sikhs. When they knew that I was a Sikh
convert they bitterly opposed my preaching and began pelting me with pieces of brick. A man was sitting there
listening attentively. He at once got up and told the people to stop, and saved me from their attack. Later on, I
learned that he was a respectable and influential landowner. When the people began to disperse he took me with
him to his home and entertained me hospitably. After I had rested, he took me aside, and without reserve opened
his heart to me, and said:
“A few years ago I went to see a fair. There was a man there selling religious books and I stopped to look at a
Gospel. Some bigoted Arya Samajists\fn{Members of a Hindu reform group of this name founded in 1875 } standing by
warned me and others never to buy these books, but a sadhu who was passing, said:
“‘No, do not fear, and do not be narrow-minded. No one’s life has ever been affected for evil by reading them.
but many lives have been changed. I too, am in the habit of reading this book. If Hinduism, Buddbism.
Mohammadanism or any other religion is so weak and unconvincing that it can be defeated by merely reading this
book, then it is not worth believing. It is better that we should follow a religion like this, which can overcome all
others; and which, by freeing its followers from sin, makes them strong and victorious.’
“At once,” continued the Sikh, “a controversy began between the Arya Samajist and the sadhu, and acting on
the sadhu’s advice, I bought a Gospel and came away. I regret that I never met that sadhu again. When I came
home I began to study the Gospel daily, and its effect has been such that it has changed my life altogether. Now I
realize that Christ alone is my Savior, and the Savior of the whole world, and I daily repeat the prayer which He
taught His disciples.
“Now I have in my heart that perfect peace which I never had before. I thank Him for it from the depth of my
heart, and whenever I get a chance I too tell the life-giving teaching of the Lord.
“So far I know the baptism of the spirit, but not that of water. Can you baptize me? Because, in my old age and
weakness I cannot leave my home and go and live among those foreigners who, being Indians, are yet not Indians.
They have become European in all their ways, and are not one with better morally and spiritually than my people
here, but are indeed, in some ways, much worse.
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“Besides this I do not think: that it is the Lord’s will that I should move from here and go to live with them.
Some of them are, no doubt, true Christians, but the majority of them are in no way better than non-Christians. It
seems to me better to live on here and do what I can for the Lord according to my ability.” And with tears in his
eyes he added:
“I have perfect assurance that if He were to come today, or if I were called at once into His presence, He would
in no wise cast me out.”
As he sat there wiping his eyes, I began to recount to him my own experiences and persecutions, and to tell
how God had wonderfully preserved me. I stayed With him for a few days and he helped me in every way in my
preaching. As I myself do not baptize, I advised him to send for some padre; and to be like the man from whom
the Lord cast out the legion of evil spirits, and whom He sent back to witness in his own house and among his
friends what great things the Lord had done for him.
*
In my opinion, it would have been better if, instead of separating new converts from their friends and relatives,
they had been allowed to stay on in their old homes, and there to give their witness. Then they would have been
stronger through the struggle and persecution which they would have had to face. Without doubt they would have
had to face many dangers and temptations and difficulties; but this also should be remembered, that in their new
environment, freed from the social restraints of their brotherhood, they would have to meet equally great dangers
and difficulties. Judging by my own experience, I would say that the difficulties are just as great, though they
differ in kind, from those in the old home.
In this chapter I have attempted to show that the quickening work of the Living Christ is not confined to our
organized Churches, but is going on among non-Christians far in excess of what is commonly known or of any
estimate we can make. And it is undoubtedly true that people from all races of the world will continue to enter
into the Kingdom of God, while thousands of the sons of the Kingdom—the members of the visible Church—will
be cast into outer darkness.
262.41a I Remember The Days Of Love’s First Flowering\fn{by Janaki Bai (1889-1934)} Allahabad, Allahabad
District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) -1
I remember the days of love’s first flowering,
When the heart was in its place and your secret locked in the heart.
*
The double mystery is now revealed to me at last;
Magic and miracle both meet in that bewitching eye.
*
How can I hope to escape suffering and grief
When I’ve given my heart to one so treacherous?
*
To this day the lament in my heart hasn’t reached my lips;
My plaint perhaps holds the secret of one who is veiled.
*
Why ask me, why not ask yourself
How love began, what it has ended in?
*
In the vale of love they all went their ways,
My heart alone remained with me, my companion and friend.
*
What grief, what pain has come to Janaki from one
Of whose kindness and favor she was once so proud.
85.42 & 301.28 1. The Local Tough 2. Woman You Are Love Incarnated 2. Himadri Tung Shring Se 3.
Kamayani 4. Main Hrydaya Ki Baat Re Ma 5. Arun Yeh Madhumaya Desh Hamara\fn{by Jaishankar Prasad (18891937)} Benares, Benares District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 16
1
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He had crossed fifty. Still, in prowess and strength he was better than the youth. His skin had not wrinkled yet.
He enjoyed wandering bare-bodied in the pouring rain, in the shadow of cold winter nights and in the scorching
heat of summer. His twisted mustaches, like the scorpions sting, were an eyesore to everyone. His dark complexion was lustrous like that of a snake. The silken red border of his nagpuri dhoti could be descried from a distance.
A sea-shell encrusted hilt of a dagger was thrust into his silken girdle. The golden, open end of a turban, set on his
curly hair, spread on his broad back. On his high shoulders rested a broad blade chopper—this was his banner. His
nerves crackled when he walked on his toes.
He was the local tough.
In the later half of the eighteenth century it was no longer the “Kashi” mentioned in the Upanishads where
celibate scholars came to the Parishad of Ajatshatru to learn theology. The debates on religious philosophies of
Gautam Buddha and Shankaracharya could not be held for centuries because of the continuous destruction of
temples and monasteries and assassination of monks. With the advent of neo-religious fanaticism and religious
disintegration, even staunch Vaishanavism, known for its Puritanism and untouchability, realized its failure and
had taken a frightfully formidable form in the city of Kashi.
Realizing that might is right, the frustrated and forlorn citizens formed a new community. Valor was their
religion. Ready to die for their word, to subsist on lion-instinct, not to raise arms against cowards begging for life
and their injured opponents, to help the weak and the oppressed and to be ever ready to court death, was their
faith.
People in Kashi called them goondas, the local toughs.
Just as people turned recluse when deprived of a cherished desire, Nanhku Singh, though the son of a respected
zamindar, on suffering an emotional setback, had turned into a goonda, He played ducks and drakes with his
money. For a long time the people of Kashi could not forget the kind of impersonation, enacted by Nanhku Singh
on which he had spent a large amount. In those days, immense wealth, dauntless courage and impertinence were
required to act this contextual impersonation during spring time. Once Nanhku Singh wore belled-anklets used in
dancing on one leg, a bracelet on one wrist, kohl lining in one eye, precious pearls in one ear and in the other he
hung a sole of a torn shoe, held a jewel-studded grip of a sword in one hand and with the other on the shoulder of
jewel-laden actress, in the role of a beloved, he sang:
“If you find the vegetable-seller, send her …”
He could be seen usually among the verdure outskirts of Benaras, near the fresh water wells or in a wayward
boat on the waves of the Ganges. Sometimes, when he came out in the yard from the gambling den, the playful
prostitutes welcomed him with a smile and admired his well-built body concupiscently. Sitting at a betel-seller’s
shop he would hear them sing but he would never go upstairs. And he would toss fistfuls of money won at the
gambling table with such liberality through their windows, that their well-placed clients would be embarrassed.
Then he would burst into a peal of loud laughter. Whenever somebody asked him to a brothel, he would draw a
deep melancholic sigh and keep mum.
He came out of Bansi’s gambling house. Today the dice had not favored him. The dance of sixteen fairies
could not entice him. Sitting at Mannu’s betel shop he said,
“Luck did not favor me today, Mannu.”
“Why, master, what’s the worry about? What are we for? Everything is yours.”
“You have remained a fool! Nanhku Singh will die the day he has to borrow to gamble. Don’t you know when
I gamble? Devoid of every penny, I go to the gambling den and wager on the largest pile and then I win the bet.
This is the boon bestowed by Baba Keenahram.”
“Then, why today, master?”
“I won the first bet, then within the next few rounds everything was lost. Even then, these five rupees are left.
Keep one for betel leaves. And give four to Maluki. Tell him to ask Dulari to sing. Yes, that same song, My Love
Is In A Distant Land.
Hearing Nanhku Singh’s words, Maluki who was making ember fillings for the opium chillum, an earthen
pipe, was nonplussed and immediately stood up. He ran up the stairs and injured himself as he kept looking at the
chillum. But did he have the courage to look at the frowning Nanhku Singh? He could not forget that look of
Nanhku Singh, when on this betel-shop he sat with a bagful of money won at the gambling den and enquired,
“Whose marriage party is this?”
“Son of Thakur Bodhi Singh.”
Nanhku’s lips quivered on hearing Mannu’s reply. He said,
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“Mannu, it is impossible. Not this way. Bodhi Singh will have to first settle scores with me, and only then can
he take the marriage party.”
“Then, master, what should I do?” asked Mannu. Raising his chopper, Nanhku asked Maluki,
“Malukiya, what are you waiting for? Go and tell Thakur that Nanhku Singh is standing here. Ask him to think
twice before he takes the party this way.”
Intimidated Malukiya went to Thakur Bodhi Singh.
For the last five years Nanhku Singh and Bodhi Singh had not faced each other. Once in an encounter in the
gambling den they had exchanged hot words but people had mediated. Since then they had not seen each other.
Today, with his life at stake, Nanhku Singh was standing alone. Bodhi Singh understood his haughtiness. To
Maluki, Bodhi Singh replied,
“Go and tell him that I was not aware of Babu Sahib’s presence. When he is there, two fathers-in-law need not
go.”
Bodhi Singh went back and with Maluki carrying a bagful of money, Nanhku Singh headed the marriage party.
Whatever expense had to be incurred on the marriage he spent, and after the marriage ceremony was over, he
came and halted at the same shop and sent the son home with the marriage party.
Maluki also received ten rupees that day. Not to act on Nanhku Singh’s words was akin to inviting the God of
Death. He went and told Dulari,
“I’ll play the rhythmic percussions and you begin to sing. By then, Ballu, the sarangi player, will be back after
quenching his thirst.”
“O God! What’s all this hullabaloo about? Has some calamity befallen? Why Babu Sahib? Salaam.” Sparkling
Dulari peeped out of her window. Nanhku Singh reciprocated and turned his eyes to look at a passerby. With a
sleek cane in his hand, eyes lined with kohl, a beard dyed with henna through which the white roots were visible,
wearing a puffed cap and a six piece frock coat, walked a man accompanied by two armed constables. He was a
maulvi, Muslim priest. Nanhku laughed. Ignoring Nanhku, the mau told the constable,
“Go and tell Dulari that she has to sing Resident Sahib’s house today. She should get ready. In the meantime,
I’ll buy some perfume from Jaan Ali.”
One of the constables then began to go up the stairs, and the maulvi to Jaan Ali’s shop. Nanhku Singh spoke in
a lot challenging tone,
“Dulari, how long am I going to sit here? Has the sarangi player not returned as yet?” Dulari replied,
“Oh! Babu Sahib, I’m here only for you. Please listen. You never come upstairs.”
Maulvi was jealous. He thundered,
“Guard! That daughter of a pig! Hasn’t she come down? Go to the Inspector, take my name and tell him that
Maulvi Allah-ud-din Kubra has sent for him. He should come and thrash her soundly. Since feudal lordship is
abolished the infidels have become frolicsome.”
Kubra Maulvi! By Jove!—the betel leaf seller began to put things together in his shop. Close by a dozing
cloth-seller was startled and he injured his head. This Maulvi had demand three-and-a half kilos of ant’s head oil
from King Chet Singh. Maulvi Allah-ud-din Kubra.
There was commotion in the market. Nanhku Singh told Mannu Singh, “Sit still.” Then Dulari, “Stay there! No
need to move! Sing! I’ve seen many fools like him. Till yesterday he would predict the future with the help of
dice and come begging for money. Today he has come to assume command.”
Kubra turned round and casting a glance at him asked, “Who is this bastard?”
“Your uncle Babu Nanhku Singh!”
With this a full-blood slap was implanted.
Kubra felt giddy. The armed constables ran away in the other direction and dazed, tottering and stumbling
Maulvi Sahib somehow reached Jaan Ali’s shop. Jaan Ali said,
“Maulvi Sahib! Why did you bandy words with this rogue. You were lucky that he didn’t use his chopper.
Kubra was rendered mute.
“My love is in a distant land”—the song was over. Nobody came or left the place. Nanhku Sin left, walking
languorously. After a short while a palanquin covered with silken cloth, accompanied by a guard, arrived. The
guard read out the order of the Rajrnata, the King’s mother, to Dulari.
Dulari sat quietly in the palanquin. The palanquin was carried to the Shivalaya Ghat through the narrow lanes
of Benaras that were filled with the dust and smoke of twilight.
*
It was the last Monday of the monsoon. The queen mother, Panna, was worshipping in Lord Shiva’s temple.
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Dulari, with some other singers, was sitting outside and singing hymns. After the prayers, Panna devotedly offered
a handful of flowers at the feet of the Lord and prostrated before him. Then taking the sweets offered at the Lord’s
feet she stepped out and saw Dulari. Dulari stood up and with joined palms said,
“I would have come early but for that idler, Kubra Maulvi who wanted me to accompany him to the Resident’s
house. What could I do? An hour was wasted in this skirmish.”
“Kubra Maulvi, wherever I hear, his name is mentioned. Here too …” With an afterthought Panna changed the
topic and asked:
“Yes, what happened after that? How did you make it?”
“Babu Nanhku Singh came that way. I said, I have to sing hymns while Her Highness worships but the maulvi
doesn’t let me go. He slapped the maulvi who forgot all his arrogance. And only then, I could somehow escape
and come here.”
“Who! Babu Nanhku Singh?”
With bowed head Dulari said, “Oh! Her Highness doesn’t know? Son of Babu Niranjan Singh. That day, when
I was very small, swinging in your window sills and a nawab’s elephant, had run amok—that day the son of Babu
Niranjan Singh saved our lives.”
The memory of the incident made the Rajmata’s face change colors. Maintaining her poise she asked,
“How come? Was Babu Nanhku Singh there?”
With a faint smile, Dulari bowed her head. Dulari was the daughter of a harlot from the Rajmata’s father’s
area. Many a time during her childhood, Panna had been her swinging mate. Dulari had a sweet melodious voice.
She was also beautiful and agile, and had become a renowned singer when Panna became the queen of Kashiraj.
Her singing and music sessions in the royal palace were quite frequent. Since Maharaji Balwant Singh’s times,
music had been an essential part of Panna’s life. Then she was more interested in the songs of love, pain and
sorrowful separation. Now this had changed to the holy hymns of virtuous disposition.
Rajmata Panna’s face, radiant and calmed by widowhood, now turned gloomy. Even after the death of Balwant
Singh, the flame of jealousy of the step-queen remained unextinguished. The inner palace of the queen’s residence
was a stage for strife. For this reason Panna enjoyed being at the royal temple of Kashi and spent most of her time
in prayer and worship. She wasn’t happy in Ram Nagar. As the new queen she had the honor of being Balwant
Singh’s beloved, besides this she had the good fortune of being a mother to a son, but she nurtured in her heart a
social guilt of being low-caste. This was the cause of her agony. The initial discussions of her marriage proposals
flashed in her mind.
Sitting on a small dais, Panna was looking absent-mindedly at the gushing stream of Ganges. There was no
reason to think about the matter which in the past had unknowingly slipped out of hand and vanished. It was of no
consequence, but it is human nature to customarily keep accounting for the past and to question what if such a
thing had happened. On a similar pretext Panna too began pondering about the possibility of the incident before
she was coerced to be the queen of Balwant Singh, that too, on hearing the name of Babu Nanhku Singh.
Gainda, the maidservant was allowed too much liberty. She had been with Panna ever since she was Balwant
Singh’s beloved. She was a news-monger and was always well informed. She thought it necessary to say something to snub Dulari.
“Her Highness! Nanhku Singh has squandered all his money in impersonations, bull fights, horse races, singing and music, and has now become a bandit. He has a hand in every murder. In all—”
Dulari interrupted, “This is a false allegation. There is no ascetic like Babu Sahib. Many widows are provided
subsistence, many girls are married and the oppressed and exploited are protected by Babu Sahib.”
A feeling of troubled restlessness filled Panna’s heart. She alleged,
“Dulari, he comes to you, that’s why you are full of praise.”
“No, Your Highness! I swear, Babu Nanhku Singh has never stepped in the whore house.”
The Rajmata was fascinated by his versatility and was impatient to comprehend his singular personality
However, she conveyed to Dulari, through a sharp glance, to remain silent.
Dulari was quiet. The Shehnai was being played. Dulari took leave of her and sat in the palanquin. Then
Gainda said,
“Your Highness! The deteriorating plight of the city is a matter of concern. People are being plundered during
the day. Their assets are lost in gambling. Children are enticed away. For trifling matters sticks and daggers are
drawn. The king is not on good terms with the Resident Sahib.”
The Rajmata kept quiet.
The next day King Chet Singh received a letter from Resident Markheim, with scathing remarks about the
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mismanagement of Kashi. He had consented to check and to take in custody the rogues and robbers. The incident
of Kubra Maulvi had been mentioned. The visit of Hastings had also been notified. There was turmoil at Shivalya
Ghat and Rania Nagar. Himmat Singh, who was in charge of the Police Station, was like a possessed man, taking
into custody any person carrying a cudgel, truncheon, lauhangi, bichua, karauli or any other weapon on him.
One day in the thick sylvan foliage on the hill near the confluence of the Summa rivulet, Nanhku Singh along
with a few chosen friends, was drinking opium. His sleek boat was tied to the roots of a banyan tree. Singing was
in progress. Four carriages were also in attendance. All of a sudden Nanhku Singh said,
“The song hasn’t set the pace. Go and fetch Dulari in a barouche.”
Maluki was playing cymbals. He quickly left. Nanhku Singh was restless, the opium did not seem to have any
effect on him.
Within an hour Dulari was there. She smiled,
“I am at your service, Babu Sahib.”
“Dulari, I want to hear you sing.”
“Why! In this forest?” she laughed skeptically.
“You needn’t worry about that,” laughed Nanhku Singh.
“I told the queen that the other day.”
“What? To whom?”
“To Rajmata Panna Devi.”
The song failed to solace him. Surprised, Dulari noticed that tears had welled up in Nanhku Singh’s eyes while
she was singing. The music session was over. The wailful choir of gnats echoed in the grooves in the rainy night.
In a small room near the temple, Nanhku Singh was engrossed in deep thought. Everyone was asleep but
Nanhku Singh’s eyes were wide open. Dulari was awake and she too was deep in thought. She had to labor hard
to restrain herself today, but couldn’t. She got up and slowly came to Nanhku Singh.
He was alarmed at the sound and drew out his sword. Then Dulari laughingly said,
“Babu Sahib! What is this? Is the sword to be used on women?”
In the dim light of the earthen lamp, seeing the intense passionate face of that beauty, Nanhku Singh said,
“Why, Baiji! Do you want to leave right now? Has the maulvi sent for you again?” Dulari sat beside him.
Nanhku enquired, “Are you scared?”
“No! I came to ask you something.”
“What?”
“What. Only this. Have you a heart?”
“Don’t ask that! The heart, I think is good-for-nothing, always in peril. Anyone can break it, smash it, toss it …
I do everything to die but death doesn’t come.”
“Does one have to go in search of death? Don’t you know the plight of Kashi? Anything can happen any
moment, there’s going to be an upheaval, the streets of Benares are forlorn and desolate.”
“Any fresh news?”
“One. Mr. Hastings has come.\fn{ Warren Hastings (1732-1818) first (de facto; he did not officially possess the title} British
Governor General of India (1773-1784):W/H} I’ve heard that he has installed British guards on Shivalya Ghat. King
Chet Singh and the queen mother Panna are there. It is rumored that they might be sent to Calcutta as prisoners.”
“What? Panna too? Her Highness’s residence is there,” Nanhku said restlessly.
“Why, Babu Sahib? Why have your eyes become moist on hearing Panna’s name?”
Suddenly his face turned ferocious. Curtly he said,
“Keep quiet. What will you do if I tell you?” He stood up. Vexed, he began contemplating, then firmly said,
“Dulari! It is for the first time that a woman has come close to my bed in the solitude of night. I, a confirmed
bachelor, am committing several crimes to keep my promise. I am a misogynist. And Panna … what is her fault? I
couldn’t stab cruel Balwant Singh. But Panna! Britishers will arrest her and send her to Calcutta, there …”
Nanhku Singh was driven to frenzy. In utter darkness Dulari saw Nanhku untie the rope of his boat in the
gushing waves of the Ganges. Dulari trembled.
*
On August 16, 1781, Kashi was in a state of turmoil, At Shivalya Ghat, King Chet Singh was in the custody of
Lieutenant Eastekar. Terror was rampant in the city. Shops were closed. Children questioned their mothers,
“Mother, the sweet-seller hasn’t come.” The mothers would scold,
“Keep quiet.”
Streets were desolate. Sometimes Kubra Maulvi could be seen marching ahead of the company of British
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soldiers. On seeing him the shutters of the open windows would be pulled down. Terror and silence reigned
supreme. In the open yard of Chithru Singh’s palatial mansion were imprisoned the brave men of Kashi as though
it was a police station. Someone called out,
“Himmat Singh!” Peeping out of the window, Himmat Singh shouted,
“Who is there?”
“Babu Nanhku Singh!”
“Oh! You’re still out!”
“You fool! The king has been arrested. Set these gallants free! Let me, for once, take them to Shivalya Ghat.”
“Wait!” said Himmat Singh, and ordered something—constables came out. Nanhku drew out his sword. The
constables retreated.
Nanhku said, “You swindlers! Effeminate men!” and left before their eyes. There was silence again.
Nanhku was wild with rage. His few friends were ready to lay their lives for him. He didn’t know what King
Chet Singh’s political offence was. After pondering for a while, he sent some of his friends to create a disturbance
at the main gate. Clearing through the stream of the Ganges he reached below the window of the temple of Lord
Shiva. He tied his boat to a rock and like a monkey jumped through the window. There, Babu Manniyar Singh
was talking to Rajmata Panna and the young King Chet Singh. He said,
“What can we do, if you stay here? We are unable to decide. Had you gone to Ramagar after prayers then this
—”
Glowing with inner strength, Panna replied, “How can I go to Ramnagar now?” Melancholic Manniyar Singh
said,
“How can I say? My soldiers have been imprisoned.”
In the meantime there was a tumult at the main gate. The royal family was so engrossed in discussion that they
didn’t realize Nanhku Singh’s presence. The front door was closed and Nanhku Singh saw a boat was struggling
against the waves to reach the shore. He was pleased as he was expecting this. He cautioned,
“Where is the queen?”
Everyone turned to look. An unfamiliar idol of valor, a god fully armed with all the weapons of war stood
before them.
Chet Singh asked, “Who are you?”
“An honorary slave of the royal family.”
Panna sighed deeply. She recognized him. After so many years! The same Nanhku Singh.
Manniyar Singh asked, “What can you do?”
“I can die. First take the queen to the boat. It has expert sailors. Then we can decide.”
Manniyar Singh saw four sailors along with the guard of the queen’s residence waiting in the royal boat in
close proximity below the window. He told Panna,
“Come, I’ll accompany you.”
“And—”
Turning towards Chet Singh, the mother hinted at a question. Nobody had an answer. Manniyar Singh asked,
“Then shall I stay here?”
Nanhku Singh laughed. “My master, you must accompany them. Until the king reaches the boat Nanhku Singh
pledges to remain alive even if hit by seventeen bullets.”
Panna looked at Nanhku. For a second their glances met, their eyes were enlivened by the luster of faithfulness
for lives to come. The gate was being opened forcefully. In a frenzy Nanhku shouted,
“Master, be quick!”
Next moment Panna was in the boat and Nanhku Singh with Eastekar on the gate. Chetram handed a letter to
Manniyar Singh. The Lieutenant said,
“Your men are creating disorder and chaos. Now I cannot restrict my soldiers from firing.”
“Here! Where are my soldiers?” Manniyar laughed. Tumult rose. Chetram said,
“First you must take Chet Singh in custody.”
“Who can dare it?” Babu Manniyar Singh said sharply and drew out his sword.
Kubra Maulvi intervened. Here the Maulvi could neither use his pen nor could he leave. He said,
“What are you waiting for, Chetram?”
Chetram had just touched the King’s shoulder when Nanhku with an expert hand blew off his arm. Eastekar
advanced. The maulvi began screaming and shouting. Without the flicker of an eye, Nanhku had razed Eastekar
and his company to the ground. Then how could he spare the maulvi?
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“Didn’t that slap explain everything to you the other day. You scoundrel!”
Saying this Nanhku struck him a clear blow and Kubra fell to the ground. Within seconds this ghastly incident
took place for which no one was prepared. To Chet Singh, Nanhku bawled,
“What are you waiting for? Get into the boat!”
His wounds were bleeding profusely. The British sepoys entered the gate. While stepping down the window
Chet Singh saw Nanhku Singh wielding his sword surrounded by British sepoys.
Nanhku stood his ground unflinchingly. Jets of red blood spurted out of his rock-like body. His severed limbs
dropped to the ground one by one on that very spot.
He was the goonda of Kashi.
2
Now I’ve come to know –
I am a woman of weakness.
My soft beauty of winds
Makes me lose to everyone.
*
But why does my heart
Itself grows so tender?
And why do my dusky eyes
Well up suddenly with tears?
*
To lose myself fully,
To trust the shades of a tall tree,
To lie down there silently,
Why do my longings grow in the web of love?
*
Woman, you are love incarnated
Under the silver mountain of faith.
Keep on flowing like a river of nectar
On the beautiful bed of life.

† Konark Hindu SunTemple (13th century), Konark, Puri District, Orissa State, India †
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3: Himadri Tung Shring Se

† Kailashnath Hindu Temple (during the reign of the Rashtrakuta king Krishna I, 756-773AD), Ellora, (top
and front views). Aurangabad District, Maharashtra State, India. Carved from a single rock, starting at the
top and excavating downwards. No major part of the temple appears to have been an afterthought:
architectural evidence suggests that the entire temple was planned at the beginning. Its earliest attestation
is the Baroda copper-plate inscription (c.812-813 AD) of Karkaraja II (another Rashtrakuta ruler) which
says: “the king constructed a temple so wondrous that even the gods and the architect were astonished”. †
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† The same temple, viewed from the ground and then concentrating on the upper stories †
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4: Kamayani

5: Main Hrydaya Ki Baat Re Man
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† Tungnath Hindu Temple (c.1000 AD), Rudraprayag District, Uttarakhand State, India †
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6: Arun Yeh Madhumaya Desh Hamara

† Lad Khan Hindu Temple (5th century AD), Aihole, Bagalkot District, Karnataka State, India †
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234.99 Excerpt from Toward Freedom: The Autobiography Of Jawaharlal Nehru\fn{by Jawaharlal Nehru (18891964)} Allahabad, Allahabad District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 11
3
… An only son of prosperous parents is apt to be spoiled, especially so in India. And, when that son happens to
have been an only child for the first eleven years of his existence, there is little hope for him to escape this
spoiling.
My two sisters are very much younger than I am, and between each pair of us there is a long stretch of years.
And so I grew up and spent my early years as a somewhat lonely child with no companions of my age. I did not
even have the companionship of children at school, for I was not sent to any kindergarten or primary school.
Governesses or private tutors were supposed to be in charge of my education.
Our house itself was far from being a lonely place, for it sheltered a large family of cousins and near relations,
after the manner of Hindu families. But all my cousins were much older than I was and were students at the high
school or the university and considered me far too young for their work or their play. And so in the midst of that
big family I felt rather lonely and was left a great deal to my own fancies and solitary games.
We were Kashmiris. Over two hundred years ago, early in the eighteenth century, our ancestor came down
from that mountain valley to seek fame and fortune in the rich plains below. Those were the days of the decline of
the Moghal Empire. Raj Kaul was the name of that ancestor of ours, and he had gained eminence as a Sanskrit
and Persian scholar. He attracted the notice of the Emperor and, probably at his instance, the family migrated to
Delhi, the imperial capital, about the year 1716. A jagir with a house situated on the banks of a canal had been
granted to Raj Kaul, and, from the fact of this residence, Nehru (from nahar, a canal) came to be attached to his
name. Kaul had been the family name; in later years, this dropped out and we became simply Nehrus.
The family experienced many vicissitudes of fortune during the unsettled times that followed, and the jagir
dwindled and vanished away. My great-grandfather became the first vakil of the “Sarkar Company” at the shadow
court of the Emperor of Delhi. My grandfather was Kotwal of Delhi for some time before the great Revolt of
1857. He died at the early age of thirty-four in 1861.
The Revolt of 1857 put an end to our family’s connection with Delhi, and all our old family papers and
documents were destroyed in the course of it. The family, having lost nearly all it possessed, joined the numerous
fugitives who were leaving the old imperial city and went to Agra. My father was not born then, but my two
uncles were already young men and possessed some knowledge of English.
This knowledge saved the younger of the two uncles, as well as some other members of the family, from a
sudden and ignominious end. He was journeying from Delhi with some members of the family, among whom was
his young sister, a little girl who was very fair, as some Kashmiri children are. Some English soldiers met them on
the way, and they suspected this little aunt of mine to be an English girl and accused my uncle of kidnapping her.
From an accusation to summary justice and punishment was usually a matter of minutes in those days, and my
uncle and others of the family might well have found themselves hanging on the nearest tree. Fortunately for
them, my uncle’s knowledge of English delayed matters a little, and then someone who knew him passed that way
and rescued him and the others.
For some years the family lived in Agra, and it was in Agra on the sixth of May, 1861, that my father was
born.\fn{An interesting coincidence: The poet, Rabindranath Tagore, was also born on this very day, month, and year } But he was a
posthumous child as my grandfather had died three months earlier. In a little painting that we have of my
grandfather, he wears the Moghal court dress with a curved sword in his hand, and might well be taken for a
Moghal nobleman, although his features are distinctly Kashmiri.
The burden of the family then fell on my two uncles, who were very much older than my father. The elder
uncle entered the judicial department of the British Government and, being appointed to various places, was
partly cut off from the rest of the family. The younger uncle entered the service of an Indian State. Later he settled
down as a practicing lawyer in Agra. My father lived with him and grew up under his sheltering care. The two
were greatly attached to each other, and their relation was a strange mixture of the brotherly and the paternal and
filial. My father, being the last comer, was of course my grandmother’s favorite son, and she was an old lady with
a tremendous will of her own who was not accustomed to be ignored. It is now nearly half a century since her
death, but she is still remembered among old Kashmiri ladies as a most dominating old woman and quite a terror
if her will was flouted.
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My uncle attached himself to the newly established High Court, and, when this court moved to Allahabad from
Agra, the family moved with it. Since then Allahabad has been our home, and it was there, many years later, that I
was born. My uncle gradually developed an extensive practice and became one of the leaders of the High Court
Bar.
Meanwhile my father was going through school and college in Cawnpore and Allahabad. His early education
was confined entirely to Persian and. Arabic, and he only began learning English in his early teens. But at that age
he was considered to be a good Persian scholar, and knew some Arabic also, and because of this knowledge was
treated with respect by much older people.
But in spite of this early precocity his school and college career was chiefly notable for his numerous pranks
and escapades. He was very far from being a model pupil and took more interest in games and novel adventures
than in study. He was looked upon as one of the leaders of the rowdy element in the college. He was attracted to
Western dress and other Western ways at a time when it was uncommon for Indians to take to them except in big
cities like Calcutta and Bombay.
Though he was a little wild in his behavior, his English professors were fond of him and often got him out of a
scrape. They liked his spirit, and he was intelligent, and with an occasional spurt he managed to do fairly well
even in class. He got through his various university examinations without any special distinction, and then he
appeared for his final, the B.A. He had not taken the trouble to work much for it, and he was greatly dissatisfied
with the way he had done the first paper. Not expecting to pass the examination, as he thought he had spoiled the
first paper, he decided to boycott the rest of the examination, and he spent his time instead at the Taj Mahal. (The
university examinations were held then at Agra.) Subsequently his professor sent for him and was very angry with
him, for he said that he (my father) had done the first paper fairly well and he had been a fool for not appearing
for the other papers.
Anyhow this ended my father’s university career. He was never graduated. He was keen on getting on in life
and establishing himself in a profession. Naturally he looked to the law as that was the only profession then, in
India, which offered any opening for talent and prizes for the successful. He also had his brother’s example before
him. He appeared for the High Court vakils’ examination and not only passed it but topped the list and got a gold
medal for it. He had found the subject after his own heart, or, rather, he was intent on success in the profession of
his choice.
He started practice in the district courts of Cawnpore and, being eager to succeed, worked hard at it and soon
got on well. But his love for games and other amusements and diversions continued and still took up part of his
time. In particular, he was keen on wrestling. Cawnpore was famous for public wrestling matches in those days.
After serving his apprenticeship for three years at Cawnpore, father moved to Allahabad to work in the High
Court. Not long after this his brother, Pandit Nand Lal, suddenly died. That was a terrible blow for my father; it
was a personal loss of a dearly loved brother who had almost been a father to him, and the removal of the head
and principal earning member of the family. Henceforward the burden of carrying on a large family mainly fell on
his young shoulders.
He plunged into his work, bent on success, and for many months cut himself off from everything else. Nearly
all of my uncle’s briefs came to him, and, as he happened to do well in them, the professional success that he so
ardently desired soon came his way and brought him both additional work and money. At an early age he had
established himself as a successful lawyer, and he paid the price for this by becoming more and more a slave to
his jealous mistress—the law. He had no time for any other activity, public or private, and even his vacations and
holidays were devoted to his legal practice.
The National Congress\fn{The Indian National Congress had been formed a few years before, in 1885, largely by Hindus of the
student and professional classes, in protest against a number of discriminatory measures adopted by the British Government } was just
then attracting the attention of the English-knowing middle classes, arid he visited some of its early sessions and
gave it a theoretical allegiance. But in those days he took no great interest in its work. He was too busy with his
profession. Besides, he felt unsure of his ground in politics and public affairs; he had paid no great attention to
these subjects till then and knew little about them. He had no wish to join any movement or organization where he
would have to play second fiddle. The aggressive spirit of his childhood and early youth had been outwardly
curbed, but it had taken a new form, a new will to power. Directed to his profession, it brought success and
increased his pride and self-reliance.
He loved a fight, a struggle against odds, and yet, curiously, in those days he avoided the political field. It is
true that there was little of fight then in the politics of the National Congress. However, the ground was
unfamiliar, and his mind was full of the hard work that his profession involved. He had taken firm grip of the
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ladder of success, and rung by rung he mounted higher, not by anyone’s favor, as he felt, not by any service of
another, but by his own will and intellect.
He was, of course, a nationalist in a vague sense of the word, but he admired Englishmen and their ways. He
had a feeling that his own countrymen had fallen low and almost deserved what they had got. And there was just a
trace of contempt in his mind for the politicians who talked and talked without doing anything, though he had no
idea at all as to what else they could do. Also there was the thought, born in the pride of his own success, that
many—certainly not all—of those who took to politics had been failures in life.
An ever-increasing income brought many changes in our ways of living, for an increasing income meant
increasing expenditure. The idea of hoarding money seemed to my father a slight on his own capacity to earn
whenever he liked and as much as he desired. Full of the spirit of play and fond of good living in every way, he
found no difficulty in spending what he earned. And gradually our ways became more and more Westernized.
Such was our home in the early days of my childhood.\fn{ I was born in Allahabad on November 14, 1889, or, according to
the Samvat calendar, Margshirsh Badi 7, 1946}
4
My childhood was thus a sheltered and uneventful one. I listened to the grown-up talk of my cousins without
always understanding all of it. Often this talk related to the overbearing character and insulting manners of the
English people, as well as Eurasians, toward Indians, and how it was the duty of every Indian to stand up to this
and not to tolerate it. Instances of conflicts between the rulers and the ruled were common and were fully
discussed.
It was a notorious fact that whenever an Englishman killed an Indian he was acquitted by a jury of his own
countrymen. In railway trains compartments were reserved for Europeans, and, however crowded the train might
be—and they used to be terribly crowded—no Indian was allowed to travel in them, even though they were
empty. Even an unreserved compartment would be taken possession of by an Englishman, and he would not allow
any Indian to enter it. Benches and chairs were also reserved for Europeans in public parks and other places.
I was filled with resentment against the alien rulers of my country who misbehaved in this manner; and,
whenever an Indian hit back, I was glad. Not infrequently one of my cousins or one of their friends became
personally involved in these individual encounters, and then of course we all got very excited over it. One of the
cousins was the strong man of the family, and he loved to pick a quarrel with an Englishman, or more frequently
with Eurasians, who, perhaps to show off their oneness with the ruling race, were often even more offensive than
the English official or merchant. Such quarrels took place especially during railway journeys.
Much as I began to resent the presence and behavior of the alien rulers, I had no feeling whatever, so far as I
can remember, against individual Englishmen. I had had English governesses, and occasionally I saw English
friends of my father’s visiting him. In my heart I rather admired the English.
In the evenings usually many friends came to visit father, and he would relax after the tension of the day, and
the house would resound with his tremendous laughter. His laugh became famous in Allahabad. Sometimes I
would peep at him and his friends from behind a curtain trying to make out what these great big people said to
each other. If I was caught in the act, I would be dragged out and, rather frightened, made to sit for a while on
father’s knee. Once I saw him drinking claret or some other red wine. Whisky I knew. I had often seen him and
his friends drink it. But the new red stuff filled me with horror, and I rushed to my mother to tell her that father
was drinking blood.
I admired father tremendously. He seemed to me the embodiment of strength and courage and cleverness, far
above all the other men I saw, and I treasured the hope that when I grew up I would be rather like him. But much
as I admired him and loved him I feared him also. I had seen him lose his temper at servants and others; he
seemed to me terrible then, and I shivered with fright, mixed sometimes with resentment, at the treatment of a
servant. His temper was indeed an awful thing, and even in after years I do not think I ever came across anything
to match it in its own line. But, fortunately, he had a strong sense of humor also and an iron will, and he could
control himself as a rule. As he grew older this power of control grew, and it was very rare for him to indulge in
anything like his old temper.
One of my earliest recollections is of this temper, for I was the victim of it. I must have been about five or six
then. I noticed one day two fountain pens on his office table, and I looked at them with greed. I argued with
myself that father could not require both at the same time, and so I helped myself to one of them. Later I found
that a mighty search was being made for the lost pen, and I grew frightened at what I had done, but I did not
confess. The pen was discovered and my guilt proclaimed to the world. Father was very angry, and he gave me a
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tremendous thrashing. Almost blind with pain and mortification at my disgrace, I rushed to mother, and for
several days various creams and ointments were applied to my aching and quivering little body.
I do not remember bearing any ill will toward my father because of this punishment. I think I must have felt
that it was a just punishment, though perhaps overdone. But, though my admiration and affection for him
remained as strong as ever, fear formed a part of them.
Not so with my mother. I had no fear of her, for I knew that she would condone everything I did, and, because
of her excessive and indiscriminating love for me, I tried to dominate over her a little. I saw much more of her
than I did of father, and she seemed nearer to me, so I would confide in her when I would not dream of doing so to
father. She was petite and short of stature, and soon I was almost as tall as she was and felt more of an equal with
her. I admired her beauty and loved her amazingly small and beautiful hands and feet. She belonged to a fresher
stock from Kashmir, and her people had only left the homeland two generations back.
Another of my early confidants was a munshi of my father’s, Munshi Mubarak Ali. He came from a well-to-do
family of Badaun. The Revolt of 1857 had ruined the family, and the English troops had partly exterminated it.
This affliction had made him gentle and forbearing with everybody, especially with children, and for me he was a
sure haven of refuge whenever I was unhappy or in trouble. With his fine gray beard he seemed to my young eyes
very ancient and full of old-time lore, and I used to snuggle up to him and listen, wide-eyed, by the hour to his
innumerable stories—old tales from the Arabian Nights or other sources, or accounts of the happenings in 1857
and 1858. It was many years later, when I was grown up, that “Munshiji” died, and the memory of him still
remains with me as a dear and precious possession.
There were other stories also that I listened to, stories from the old Hindu mythology, from the epics, the
Ramayana and the Mahabharata, that my mother and aunt used to tell us. My aunt, the widow of Pandit Nand
Lal, was learned in the old Indian books and had an inexhaustible supply of these tales, and my knowledge of
Indian mythology and folklore became quite considerable.
Of religion I had very hazy notions. It seemed to be a woman’s affair. Father and my older cousins treated the
question humorously and refused to take it seriously. The women of the family indulged in various ceremonies
and pujas from time to time, and I rather enjoyed them, though I tried to imitate to some extent the casual attitude
of the grown-up men of the family. Sometimes I accompanied my mother or aunt to the Ganges for a dip,
sometimes we visited temples in Allahabad itself or in Benares or elsewhere, or went to see a sanyasi reputed to
be very holy. But all this left little impression on my mind.
Then there were the great festival days—the Holi, when all over the city there was a spirit of revelry and we
could squirt water at each other; the Divali, the festival of light, when all the houses were lit up with thousands of
dim lights in earthen cups; the Janmashtami, to celebrate the birth in prison of Krishna at the midnight hour (but it
was very difficult for us to keep awake till then); the Dasehra and Ram Lila, when tableaux and processions
reenacted the old story of Ramachandra and his conquest of Lanka, and vast crowds assembled to see them. All
the children also went to see the Moharram processions with their silken alums and their sorrowful celebration of
the tragic story of Hasan and Husain in distant Arabia. And on the two Id days Munshiji would dress up in his best
attire and go to the big mosque for prayers, and I would go to his house and consume sweet vermicelli and other
dainties. And then there were the smaller festivals, of which there are many in the Hindu calendar.
Among us and the other Kashmiris there were also some special celebrations which were not observed by most
of the other Hindus. Chief of these was the Naoroz, the New Year’s Day according to the Samvat calendar. This
was always a special day for us when all of us wore new clothes, and the young people of the house got small
sums of money as presents.
But more than all these festivals I was interested in one annual event in which I played the central part—the
celebration of the anniversary of my birth. This was a day of great excitement for me. Early in the morning I was
weighed in a huge balance against some bagfuls of wheat and other articles which were then distributed to the
poor; and then I arrayed myself in new clothes and received presents, and later in the day there was a party. I felt
the hero of the occasion. My chief grievance was that my birthday came so rarely. Indeed, I tried to start an
agitation for more frequent birthdays. I did not realize then that a time would come when birthdays would become
unpleasant reminders of advancing age.
Sometimes the whole family journeyed to a distant town to attend a marriage, either of a cousin of mine or of
some more distant relation or friend. Those were exciting journeys for us children, for all rules were relaxed
during these marriage festivities, and we had the free run of the place. Numerous families usually lived crowded
together in the shadi-khana, the marriage house, where the party stayed, and there were many boys and girls and
children. On these occasions I could not complain of loneliness, and we had our heart’s fill of play and mischief,
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with an occasional scolding from our elders.
Indian marriages, both among the rich and the poor, have had their full share of condemnation as wasteful and
extravagant display. They deserve all this. Even apart from the waste, it is most painful to see the vulgar display
which has no artistic or aesthetic value of any kind. (Needless to say there are exceptions.) For all this the really
guilty people are the middle classes. The poor are also extravagant, even at the cost of burdensome debts, but it is
the height of absurdity to say, as some people do, that their poverty is due to their social customs.
It is often forgotten that the life of the poor is terribly dull and monotonous, and an occasional marriage
celebration, bringing with it some feasting and singing, comes to them as an oasis in a desert of soulless toil, a
refuge from domesticity and the prosaic business of life. Who would be cruel enough to deny this consolation to
them, who have such few occasions for laughter? Stop waste by all means, lessen the extravagance (big and
foolish words to use for the little show that the poor put up in their poverty!), but do not make their life more drab
and cheerless than it is.
So also for the middle classes. Waste and extravagance apart, these marriages are big social reunions where
distant relations and old friends meet after long intervals. India is a big country, and it is not easy for friends to
meet, and for many to meet together at the same time is still more difficult. Hence the popularity of the marriage
celebrations. The only rival to them, and it has already excelled them in many ways even as a social reunion, is
the political gathering, the various conferences, or the Congress.
Kashmiris have had one advantage over many others in India, especially in the north. They have never had any
purdah, or seclusion of women, among themselves. Finding this custom prevailing in the Indian plains, when they
came down, they adopted it, but only partly and in so far as their relations with others and non-Kashmiris were
concerned. That was considered then in northern India, where most of the Kashmiris stayed, an inevitable sign of
social status. But among themselves they stuck to the free social life of men and women, and every Kashmiri had
the free entree into any Kashmiri house. In Kashmiri feasts and ceremonies men and women met together and sat
together, though often the women would sit in one bunch.
Boys and girls used to meet on a more or less equal footing. They did not, of course, have the freedom of the
modern West.
So passed my early years. Sometimes, as was inevitable in a large family, there were family squabbles. When
these happened to assume unusual proportions, they reached my father’s ears, and he was angry and seemed to
think that all such happenings were due to the folly of women. I did not understand what exactly had happened,
but I saw that something was very wrong as people seemed to speak in a peculiarly disagreeable way or to avoid
one another. I felt very unhappy. Father’s intervention, when it took place, shook us all up.
One little incident of those early days stands out in my memory. I must have been about seven or eight then. I
used to go out every day for a ride accompanied by a sawar from a cavalry unit then stationed in Allahabad. One
evening I had a fall and my pony—a pretty animal, part Arab—returned home without me. Father was giving a
tennis party. There was great consternation, and all the members of the party, headed by father, formed a
procession in all kinds of vehicles and set out in search of me. They met me on the way, and I was treated as if I
had performed some heroic deed!
5
When I was ten years old, we changed over to a new and much bigger house which my father named Anand
Bhawan. This house had a big garden and a swimming pool, and I was full of excitement at the fresh discoveries I
was continually making. Additional buildings were put up, and there was a great deal of digging and construction,
and I loved to watch the laborers at work.
There was a large swimming pool in the house, and soon I learned to swim and felt completely at home in and
under the water. During the long and hot summer days I would go for a dip at all odd hours, many times a day. In
the evening many friends of my father’s came to the pool. It was a novelty, and the electric light that had been
installed there and in the house was an innovation for Allahabad in those days. I enjoyed myself hugely during
these bathing parties, and an unfailing joy was to frighten, by pushing or pulling, those who did not know how to
swim.
I remember, particularly, Dr. Tej Bahadur Sapru, who was then a junior at the Allahabad Bar. He knew no
swimming and had no intention of learning it. He would sit on the first step in fifteen inches of water, refusing
absolutely to go forward even to the second step, and shouting loudly if anyone tried to move him. My father
himself was no swimmer, but he could just manage to go the length of the pool with set teeth and violent and
exhausting effort.
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† The Anand Bhavan (meaning Abode of Bliss), constructed by Motilal Nehru in Allahabad, Allahabad
District, Uttar Pradesh, India, as the Nehru family home during the 1930s. †
The Boer War was then going on; this interested me, and all my sympathies were with the Boers. I began to
read the newspapers for news of the fighting.
A domestic event, however, just then absorbed my attention. This was the birth of a little sister. I had long
nourished a secret grievance at not having any brothers or sisters when everybody else seemed to have them, and
the prospect of having at last a baby brother or sister all to myself was exhilarating. Father was then in Europe. I
remember waiting anxiously in the verandah for the event. One of the doctors came and told me of it and added,
presumably as a joke, that I must be glad that it was not a boy, who would have taken a share in my patrimony. I
felt bitter and angry at the thought that anyone should imagine that I could harbor such a vile notion.
Father’s visit to Europe led to an internal storm in the Kashmiri Brahman community in India. He refused to
perform any prayashchit or purification ceremony on his return. Some years previously another Kashmiri
Brahman had gone to England to be called to the Bar. On his return the orthodox members of the community had
refused to have anything to do with him, and he was outcast, although he performed the prayashchit ceremony.
This had resulted in the splitting up of the community into two more or less equal halves. Many Kashmiri young
men went subsequently to Europe for their studies and on their return joined the reformist section, but only after a
formal ceremony of purification.
This ceremony itself was a bit of a farce, and there was little of religion in it. It merely signified an outward
conformity and a submission to the group will. Having done so, each person indulged in all manner of heterodox
activities and mixed and fed with non-Brahmans and non-Hindus. Father went a step further and refused to go
through any ceremony or to submit in any way, even outwardly and formally, to a so-called purification. A great
deal of heat was generated, chiefly because of father’s aggressive and rather disdainful attitude, and ultimately a
considerable number of Kashmiris joined father, thus forming a third group.
Within a few years these groups gradually merged into one another as ideas changed and the old restrictions
fell. Large numbers of Kashmiri young men and girls have visited Europe or America for their studies, and no
question has arisen of their performing any ceremonies on their return. Food restrictions have almost entirely
766

gone, except in the case of a handful of orthodox people, chiefly old ladies, and inter-dining with non-Kashmiris,
Moslems, and non-Indians is common. Purdah has disappeared among Kashmiris even as regards other
communities. The last push to this was given by the political upheaval of 1930.
Intermarriage with other communities is still not popular, although (increasingly) instances occur. Both my
sisters have married non-Kashmiris, and a young member of our family has recently married a Hungarian girl.
The objection to intermarriage with others is not based on religion; it is largely racial. There is a desire among
many Kashmiris to preserve our group identity and our distinctive Aryan features, and a fear that we shall lose
these in the sea of Indian and non-Indian humanity. We are small in numbers in this vast country.
When I was about eleven, a new resident tutor, Ferdinand T. Brooks, came and took charge of me. He was
partly Irish (on his father’s side), and his mother had been a French woman or a Belgian. He was a keen
theosophist who had been recommended to my father by Mrs. Annie Besant.
For nearly three years he was with me, and in many ways he influenced me greatly. The only other tutor I had
at the time was a dear old pandit who was supposed to teach me Hindu and Sanskrit. After many years’ effort the
pandit managed to teach me extraordinarily little, so little that I can only measure my pitiful knowledge of
Sanskrit with the Latin I learned subsequently at Harrow.
The fault no doubt was mine. I am not good at languages, and grammar has had no attraction for me whatever.
F. T. Brooks developed in me a taste for reading, and I read a great many English books, though rather
aimlessly. I was well up in children’s and boys’ literature; the Lewis Carroll books were great favorites, and The
Jungle Books and Kim. I was fascinated by Gustave Dore’s illustrations to Don Quixote, and Fridtjof Nansen’s
Farthest North opened out a new realm of adventure to me. I remember reading many of the novels of Scott,
Dickens, and Thackeray, H.G. Wells’s romances, Mark Twain, and the Sherlock Holmes stories. I was thrilled by
the Prisoner of Zenda, and Jerome K. Jerome’s Three Men in a Boat was for me the last word in humor. Another
book stands out still in my memory; it was Du Maurier’s Trilby; also Peter Ibbetson. I also developed a liking for
poetry, a liking which has to some extent endured and survived the many other changes to which I have been
subject.
Brooks also initiated me into the mysteries of science. We rigged up a little laboratory, and there I used to
spend long and interesting hours working out experiments in elementary physics and chemistry.
Apart from my studies, F.T. Brooks brought a new influence to bear upon me which affected me powerfully for
a while. This was theosophy. He used to have weekly meetings of theosophists in his rooms, and I attended them
and gradually imbibed theosophical phraseology and ideas. There were metaphysical arguments, and discussions
about reincarnation and the astral and other supernatural bodies, and auras, and the doctrine of karma, and
references not only to big books by Madame Blavatsky and other theosophists but to the Hindu scriptures, the
Buddhist Dhammapada, Pythagoras, Apollonius Tyanaeus, and various philosophers and mystics. I did not
understand much that was said, but it all sounded very mysterious and fascinating, and I felt that here was the key
to the secrets of the universe. For the first time I began to think, consciously and deliberately, of religion and other
worlds. The Hindu religion especially went up in my estimation; not the ritual or ceremonial part, but its great
books, the Upanishads and the Bhagavad Gita. I did not understand them, of course, but they seemed very
wonderful. I dreamed of astral bodies and imagined myself flying vast distances. This dream of flying high up in
the air (without any appliance) has indeed been a frequent one throughout my life; and sometimes it has been
vivid and realistic and the country- side seemed to lie underneath me in a vast panorama. I do not know how the
modern interpreters of dreams, Freud and others, would interpret this dream.
Mrs. Annie Besant visited Allahabad in those days and delivered several addresses on theosophical subjects. I
was deeply moved by her oratory and returned from her speeches dazed and as in a dream. I decided to join the
Theosophical Society, although I was only thirteen then. When I went to ask father’s permission, he laughingly
gave it; he did not seem to attach importance to the subject either way. I was a little hurt by his lack of feeling.
Great as he was in many ways in my eyes, I felt that he was lacking in spirituality. As a matter of fact he was an
old theosophist, having joined the Society in its early days when Madame Blavatsky was in India. Curiosity
probably led him to it more than religion, and he soon dropped out of it; but some of his friends, who had joined
with him, persevered and rose high in the spiritual hierarchy of the Society.
So I became a member of the Theosophical Society at thirteen, and Mrs. Besant herself performed the
ceremony of initiation, which consisted of good advice and instruction in some mysterious signs, probably a relic
of freemasonry. I was thrilled. I attended the Theosophical Convention at Benares and saw old Colonel Olcott
with his fine beard.
Soon after F.T. Brooks left me I lost touch with theosophy, and in a remarkably short time (partly because I
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went to school in England) theosophy left my life completely. But I have no doubt that those years with F.T.
Brooks left a deep impress upon me, and I feel that I owe a debt to him and to theosophy. But I am afraid that
theosophists have since then gone down in my estimation. Instead of the chosen ones they seem to be very
ordinary folk, liking security better than risk, a soft job more than the martyr’s lot. But for Mrs. Besant I always
had the warmest admiration.
The next important event that I remember affecting me was the Russo-Japanese War. Japanese victories stirred
up my enthusiasm, and I waited eagerly for the papers for fresh news daily. I invested in a large number of books
on Japan and tried to read some of them. I felt rather lost in Japanese history, but I liked the knightly tales of old
Japan and the pleasant prose of Lafcadio Hearn.
Nationalistic ideas filled my mind. I mused of Indian freedom and Asiatic freedom from the thralldom of
Europe. I dreamed of brave deeds, of how, sword in hand, I would fight for India and help in freeing her.
I was fourteen. Changes were taking place in our house. My older cousins, having become professional men,
were leaving the common home and setting up their own households separately. Fresh thoughts and vague fancies
were floating in my mind, and I began to take a little more interest in the opposite sex. I still preferred the
company of boys and thought it a little beneath my dignity to mix with groups of girls. But sometimes at Kashmiri
parties, where pretty girls were not lacking, or elsewhere, a glance or a touch would thrill me.
In May 1905, when I was fifteen, we set sail for England. Father and mother, my baby sister and I, we all went
together.

† Jawaharlal Nehru at Harrow School (founded in 1572, now in London), England, when he was 15. The
school’s alumni include eight former British or Indian Prime Ministers (including Peel, Palmerston,
Baldwin, Churchill and Nehru), foreign statesmen, former and current members of both houses of the U.K.
Parliament, three kings and several other members of various royal families, twenty Victoria Cross and one
George Cross holders and many figures in the arts and sciences. Nehru is wearing the school uniform †
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On a May day, toward the end of the month, we reached London, reading in the train from Dover of the great
Japanese sea victory at Tsushima. I was in high good humor. The very next day happened to be Derby Day, and
we went to see the race.
I was a little fortunate in finding a vacancy at Harrow, for I was slightly above the usual age for entry, being
fifteen. My family went to the Continent, and after some months they returned to India.
Never before had I been left among strangers all by myself, and I felt lonely and homesick, but not for long. I
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managed to fit in to some extent in the life at school, and work and play kept me busy.
I was never an exact fit. Always I had a feeling that I was not one of them, and the others must have felt the
same way about me. I was left a little to myself. But on the whole I took my full share in the games, without in
any way shining at them, and it was, I believe, recognized that I was no shirker.
I was put, to begin with, in a low form because of my small knowledge of Latin, but I was pushed higher up
soon. In many subjects probably, and especially in general knowledge, I was in advance. of those of my age. My
interests were certainly wider, and I read both books and newspapers more than most of my fellow students. I
remember writing to my father how dull most of the English boys were as they could talk about nothing but their
games. But there were exceptions, especially when I reached the upper forms.
I was greatly interested in the General Election, which took place, as far as I remember, at the end of 1905 and
which ended in a great Liberal victory. Early in 1906 our form master asked us about the new Government, and,
much to his surprise, I was the only boy in his form who could give him much information on the subject.
Apart from politics another subject that fascinated me was the early growth of aviation. Those were the days of
the Wright Brothers and Santos-Dumont (to be followed soon by Farman, Latham, and Bleriot), and I wrote to
father from Harrow, in my enthusiasm, that soon I might be able to pay him a week-end visit in India by air.
There were four or five Indian boys at Harrow in my time. I seldom came across those at other houses, but in
our own house—the Headmaster’s—we had one of the sons of the Gaekwar of Baroda. He was much senior to me
and was popular because of his cricket. He left soon after my arrival. Later came the eldest son of the Maharaja of
Kapurthala, Paramjit Singh, now the Tikka Sahib. He was a complete misfit and was unhappy and could not mix
at all with the other boys, who often made fun of him and his ways. This irritated him greatly, and sometimes he
used to tell them what he would do to them if they came to Kapurthala. Needless to say, this did not improve
matters for him. He had previously spent some time in France and could speak French fluently, but oddly enough,
such were the methods of teaching foreign languages in English public schools, that this hardly helped him in the
French classes.
A curious incident took place once when, in the middle of the night, the housemaster suddenly visited our
rooms and made a thorough search all over the house. We learned that Paramjit Singh had lost his beautiful goldmounted cane. The search was not successful. Two or three days later the Eton and Harrow match took place at
Lord’s, and immediately afterward the cane was discovered in the owner’s room. Evidently someone had used it
at Lord’s and then returned it.
There were a few Jews in our house and in other houses. They got on fairly well but there was always a
background of anti-Semitic feeling. They were the “damned Jews,” and soon, almost unconsciously, I began to
think that it was the proper thing to have this feeling. I never really felt anti-Semitic in the least, and, in later
years, I had many good friends among the Jews.
I got used to Harrow and liked the place, and yet somehow I began to feel that I was outgrowing it. The
university attracted me. Right through the years of 1906 and 1907 news from India had been agitating me. I got
meager enough accounts from the English papers; but even that little showed that big events were happening at
home. There were deportations, and Bengal seemed to be in an uproar, and Tilak’s\fn{ He was one of the early
Nationalist leaders} name was often flashed from Poona, and there was Swadeshi\fn{Meaning literally, “of one’s own
country”; thus, the encouragement of Indian trade and industry, associated with the boycotting of British products } and boycott. All
this stirred me tremendously; but there was not a soul in Harrow to whom I could talk about it. During the
holidays I met some of my cousins or other Indian friends and then had a chance of relieving my mind.
A prize I got for good work at school was one of G.M. Trevelyan’s Garibaldi books. This fascinated me, and
soon I obtained the other two volumes of the series and studied the whole Garibaldi story in them carefully.
Visions of similar deeds in India came before me, of a gallant fight for freedom, and in my mind India and Italy
got strangely mixed together. Harrow seemed a rather small and restricted place for these ideas, and I wanted to
go to the wider sphere of the university. So I induced father to agree to this and left Harrow after only two years’
stay, which was much less than the usual period.
I was leaving Harrow because I wanted to do so myself, and yet, I well remember, that when the time came to
part I felt unhappy and tears came to my eyes. I had grown rather fond of the place, and my departure for good put
an end to one period in my life.
And yet, I wonder, how far I was really sorry at leaving Harrow. Was it not partly a feeling that I ought to be
unhappy because Harrow tradition and song demanded it? I was susceptible to these traditions, for I had
deliberately not resisted them so as to be in harmony with the place.
Cambridge, Trinity College, the beginning of October 1907, my age seventeen, or rather approaching eighteen.
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I felt elated at being an undergraduate with a great deal of freedom, compared to school, to do what I chose. I had
got out of the shackles of boyhood and felt at last that I could claim to be a grown-up. With a self-conscious air I
wandered about the big courts and narrow streets of Cambridge, delighted to meet a person I knew.

† Jawaharlal Nehru, probably at Cambridge University or shortly after, age 19 or in his early twenties †
Three years I was at Cambridge, three quiet years with little of disturbance in them, moving slowly on like the
sluggish Cam. They were pleasant years, with many friends and some work and some play and a gradual
widening of the intellectual horizon. I took the natural sciences tripos, my subjects being chemistry, geology, and
botany, but my interests were not confined to these. Many of the people I met at Cambridge or during the
vacations in London or elsewhere talked learnedly about books and literature and history and politics and
economics. I felt a little at sea at first in this semi-highbrow talk, but I read a few books and soon got the hang of
it and could at least keep my end up and not betray too great an ignorance on any of the usual subjects. So we
discussed Nietzsche (he was all the rage in Cambridge then) and Bernard Shaw’s prefaces and the latest book by
Lowes Dickinson. We considered ourselves very sophisticated and talked of sex and morality in a superior way,
referring casually to Ivan Block, Havelock Ellis, Kraft Ebbing, or Otto Weininger. We felt that we knew about as
much of the theory of the subject as anyone who was not a specialist need know.
As a matter of fact, in spite of our brave talk, most of us were rather timid where sex was concerned. At any
rate I was so, and my knowledge for many years, till after I had left Cambridge, remained confined to theory. Why
this was so it is a little difficult to say. Most of us were strongly attracted by sex, and I doubt if any of us attached
any idea of sin to it. Certainly I did not; there was no religious inhibition. We talked of its being amoral, neither
moral nor immoral. Yet in spite of all this a certain shyness kept me away, as well as a distaste for the usual
methods adopted. For I was in those days definitely a shy lad, perhaps because of my lonely childhood.
My general attitude to life at the time was a vague kind of Cyrenaicism, partly natural to youth, partly the
influence of Oscar Wilde and Walter Pater. It is easy and gratifying to give a long Greek name to the desire for a
soft life and pleasant experiences. But there was something more in it than that, for I was not particularly attracted
to a soft life. Not having the religious temper and disliking the repressions of religion, it was natural for me to
seek some other standard. I was superficial and did not go deep down into anything. And so the aesthetic side of
life appealed to me, and the idea of going through life worthily, not indulging it in the vulgar way, but still making
the most of it and living a full and many-sided life attracted me. I enjoyed life, and I refused to see why I should
consider it a thing of sin.
At the same time risk and adventure fascinated me; I was always, like my father, a bit of a gambler, at first
with money and then for higher stakes, with the bigger issues of life. Indian politics in 1907 and 1908 were in a
state of upheaval, and I wanted to play a brave part in them, and this was not likely to lead to a soft life.
All these mixed and sometimes conflicting desires led to a medley in my mind. Vague and confused it was, but
I did not worry, for the time for any decision was yet far distant. Meanwhile, life was pleasant, both physically
and intellectually, fresh horizons were ever coming into sight, there was so much to be done, so much to be seen,
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so many fresh avenues to explore. And we would sit by the fireside in the long winter evenings and talk and
discuss unhurriedly deep into the night till the dying fire drove us shivering to our beds. And sometimes, during
our discussions, our voices would lose their even tenor and would grow loud and excited in heated argument.
But it was all make-believe. We played with the problems of human life in a mock-serious way, for they had
not become real problems for us yet, and we had not been caught in the coils of the world’s affairs. It was the
prewar world of the early twentieth century.

† Emblematic of this world is this photograph, taken on July 9, 1937 outside the Grace Gates at Lord’s
Cricket Ground during the Eton v Harrow cricket match, of five English boys: two dressed in the Harrow
School uniform—including waistcoat, top hat, boutonnière, and cane—and three nearby wearing the plain
clothes of pre-war working class youths. The Harrovians were Peter Wagner and Thomas Norwood Armitage
Dyson, who had arranged to be at Grace Gates at 2 pm, where Wagner's father would pick them up and
drive them to Russ Hill, the Wagners’ country home in Surrey, for the weekend (hence the presence of their
luggage). The other three boys were George Salmon, Jack Catlin, and George Young, 13-year-old pupils at St.
Pauls Bentinck, the local Church of England primary school. They had visited the dentist that morning and
decided to skip school to earn money at Lord’s by carrying luggage and returning hired cushions for the
deposit.
*
Thomas Dyson died of diphtheria 13 months after the photograph was taken, on August 26, 1938, at the age
of 16, shortly after traveling by train from Bombay to join his parents in Trimulgherry, India, where his
father, Lt.-Col. George St John Armitage Dyson, was serving as an army officer. | Peter Wagner was
commissioned in 1943 as a Lieutenant in the Royal Corps of Signals. He suffered from pericarditis and
never saw active service during World War II; and after being discharged from the army in 1945, he
entered the family stock-broking firm, married, and had three daughters. But he became mentally unstable
in the 1970s and died in a locked ward at Hellingly Hospital, East Sussex County, in 1984.
*
During World War II, George Salmon served as an anti-aircraft gunner on board HMS Duckworth, after
which he worked for Imperial Metal Industries and helped the company expand across Europe. He died in
2000. | George Young ran a window cleaning business and was also married and living in a flat in The
Barbican (a housing estate covering some 40 acres of bombed-out London and officially opened in 1969,
now home to some 4,000 people living in 2,014 flats). His four sons joined their father in his trade. He died
some time between 1998 and 2010. | Jack Catlin’s family moved to Rickmansworth in London, soon after
1937. He joined the civil service and rose to a senior position in the Department of Health and Social
Security. Still living in 2010 at the age of 85, he was widowed, remarried and living in Weymouth.
*
Eaton beat Harrow by seven wickets. †
*
Internet sources: (1) Toffs and Toughs—Wikipedia; (2) Triumph of the Toughs by The Wilson Quarterly—Fall 2010: What If …
(3) The Toffs and Toughs | madgeniusclub (4) “Toffs and Toughs”—The famous photo by Jimmy Sime … - Rebrn.com
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Soon this world was to die, yielding place to another, full of death and destruction and anguish and heartsickness for the world’s youth. But the veil of the future hid this, and we saw around us an assured and advancing
order of things, and this was pleasant for those who could afford it.
I write of Cyrenaicism and the like and of various ideas that influenced me then. But it would be wrong to
imagine that I thought clearly on these subjects then or even that I thought it necessary to try to be clear and
definite about them. They were just vague fancies that floated in my mind and in this process left their impress in
a greater or less degree. I did not worry myself at all about these speculations. Work and games and amusements
filled my life, and the only thing that disturbed me sometimes was the political struggle in India. Among the
books that influenced me politically at Cambridge was Meredith Townsend’s Asia and Europe.
From 1907 onward for several years India was seething with unrest and trouble. For the first time since the
Revolt of 1857, India was showing fight and not submitting tamely to foreign rule. News of Tilak’s activities and
his conviction, of Aravindo Ghose and the way the masses of Bengal were taking the Swadeshi and boycott
pledge stirred all of us Indians in England. Almost without an exception we were Tilakites or Extremists, as the
new party was called in India.
The Indians in Cambridge had a society called the “Majlis.” We discussed political problems there often but in
somewhat unreal debates. More effort was spent in copying parliamentary and the University Union style and
mannerisms than in grappling with the subject. Frequently I went to the Majlis, but during my three years I hardly
spoke there. I could not get over my shyness and diffidence. This same difficulty pursued me in my college
debating society, “The Magpie and Stump,” where there was a rule that a member not speaking for a whole term
had to pay a fine. Often I paid the fine.
I remember Edwin Montagu, who later became Secretary of State for India, often visiting “The Magpie and
Stump.” He was an old Trinity man and was then Member of Parliament for Cambridge. It was from him that I
first heard the modern definition of faith: to believe in something which your reason tells you cannot be true, for,
if your reason approved of it, there could be no question of blind faith. I was influenced by my scientific studies in
the university and had some of the assurance which science then possessed. For the science of the nineteenth and
the early twentieth centuries, unlike that of today, was very sure of itself and the world.
In the Majlis and in private talks Indian students often used the most extreme language when discussing Indian
politics. They even talked in terms of admiration of the acts of violence that were then beginning in Bengal. Later
I was to find that these very persons were to become members of the Indian Civil Service, High Court judges,
very staid and sober lawyers, and the like. Few of these parlor firebrands took any effective part in Indian political
movements subsequently.
In London there was the student center opened by the India Office. This was universally regarded by Indians,
with a great deal of justification, as a device to spy on Indian students. Many Indians, however, had to put up with
it, whether they wanted to or not, as it became almost impossible to enter a university without its
recommendation.
The political situation in India\fn{India was at this time divided into two great parts: British India, where the British
Government, through its Viceroy and/or Governor General, exercised virtually supreme authority; and the Indian States and Agencies,
which were governed by Indian rulers owing a limited responsibility to the Viceroy through British Agents. British India consisted of a
number of provinces: Ajmer-Merwara, Andaman and Nicobar Islands, Assam, Baluchistan, Bengal, Behar, Bombay, Central Provinces and
Berar, Coorg, Delhi, Madras, Laccadive Islands, Northwest Frontier Province, Orissa, Punjab, Sind, and United Provinces of Agra and
Oudh. The largest of the Indian States and Agencies were: Assam States, Baluchistan States, Central India Agency, Eastern States, Gujarat
States and Baroda, Gwalior, Hyderabad, Jammu and Kashmir, Kolhapur and Deccan States, Madras States, Mysore, Northwest Frontier
Agencies, Punjab States, Rajputana, Sikkim, and Western India States. } had drawn my father into more active politics, and I

was pleased at this although I did not agree with his politics. He had, naturally enough, joined the Moderates,
whom he knew and many of whom were his colleagues in his profession. He presided over a provincial
conference in his province and took up a strong line against the Extremists of Bengal and Maharashtra. He also
became president of the United Provinces Provincial Congress Committee. He was present at Surat in 1907 when
the Congress broke up in disorder and later emerged as a purely moderate group.
Soon after Surat, H.W. Nevinson stopped with him at Allahabad as his guest for a while and, in his book on
India, he referred to father as being “moderate in everything except his generosity.” This was a very wrong
estimate, for father was never moderate in anything except his politics, and step by step his nature drove him from
even that remnant of moderation. A man of strong feelings, strong passions, tremendous pride, and great strength
of will, he was very far from the moderate type.
And yet in 1907 and 1908 and for some years afterward, he was undoubtedly a moderate of Moderates, and he
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was bitter against the Extremists, though I believe he admired Tilak. Why was this so?
It was natural for him with his grounding in law and constitutionalism to take a lawyer’s and a constitutional
view of politics. His clear thinking led him to see that hard and extreme words lead nowhere unless they arc
followed by action appropriate to the language. He saw no effective action in prospect. The Swadeshi and boycott
movements did not seem to him to carry matters far. And then the background of these movements was a religious
nationalism which was alien to his nature. He did not look back to a revival in India of ancient times. He had no
sympathy or understanding of them and utterly disliked many old social customs, caste and the like, which he
considered reactionary. He looked to the West and felt greatly attracted by Western progress, and thought that this
could come through an association with England.
Socially, the Indian national revival in 1907 was definitely reactionary. Inevitably, a new nationalism in India,
as elsewhere in the East, was a religious nationalism. The Moderates thus represented a more advanced social
outlook, but they were a mere handful on the top, out of touch with the masses. They did not think much in terms
of economics, except in terms of the new upper middle class which they partly represented and which wanted
room for expansion. They advocated also petty social reforms to weaken caste and do away with old social
customs which hindered growth.
Having cast his lot with the Moderates, father took an aggressive line. Most of the Extremists, apart from a few
leaders in Bengal and Poona, were young men, and it irritated him to find that these youngsters dared to go their
own way. Impatient and intolerant of opposition, and not suffering people whom he considered fools, he gladly
pitched into them and hit out whenever he could.
I remember, I think it was after I left Cambridge, reading an article of his which annoyed me greatly. I wrote
him rather an impertinent letter in which I suggested that no doubt the British Government was greatly pleased
with his political activities. This was just the kind of suggestion which would make him wild, and he was very
angry. He almost thought of asking me to return from England immediately.
During my stay at Cambridge the question had arisen as to what career I should take up. For a little while the
Indian Civil Service was contemplated; there was a glamour about it still in those days. But this idea was dropped
as neither my father nor I was keen on it. The principal reason, I think, was that I was still under age for it and if I
was to appear for it I would have to stay three to four years more after taking my degree. I was twenty when I
took my degree at Cambridge, and the age limit for the Indian Civil Service in those days was twenty-two to
twenty-four. A successful candidate had to spend an extra year in England. My people were a little tired of my
long stay in England and wanted me back soon. Another reason which weighed with father was that in case I was
appointed to the Indian Civil Service I would be posted in various distant places far from home. Both father and
mother wanted me near them after my long absence. So the die was cast in favor of the paternal profession, the
Bar, and I joined the Inner Temple.
It is curious that, in spite of my growing extremism in politics, I did not then view with any strong disfavor the
idea of joining the Indian Civil Service and thus becoming a cog in the British Government’s administrative
machine in India. Such an idea in later years would have been repellent to me.
I left Cambridge after taking my degree in 1910. I was only moderately successful in my science tripos
examination, obtaining second class honors. For the next two years I hovered about London. My law studies did
not take up much time, and I got through the Bar examinations, one after the other, with neither glory nor
ignominy. For the rest I simply drifted, doing some general reading, vaguely attracted to the Fabians and
socialistic ideas, and interested in the political movements of the day. Ireland and the woman suffrage movement
interested me especially. I remember also how, during a visit to Ireland in the summer of 1910, the early
beginnings of Sinn Fein had attracted me.
I came across some old Harrow friends and developed expensive habits in their company. Often I exceeded the
handsome allowance that father made me, and he was greatly worried on my account, fearing that I was rapidly
going to the devil. But as a matter of fact I was not doing anything so notable. I was merely trying to ape to some
extent the prosperous but somewhat empty-headed Englishman who is called a “man about town.” This soft and
pointless existence, needless to say, did not improve me in any way. My early enthusiasms began to tone down,
and the only thing that seemed to go up was my conceit.
During my vacations I had sometimes traveled on the Continent. In the summer of 1909 my father and I
happened to be in Berlin when Count Zeppelin arrived flying in his new airship from Friedrichshafen on Lake
Constance. I believe that was his first long flight, and the occasion was celebrated by a huge demonstration and a
formal welcome by the Kaiser. A vast multitude, estimated at between one and two millions, gathered in the
Tempelhof Field in Berlin, and the Zeppelin arrived on time and circled gracefully above us. The Hotel Adlon
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presented all its residents that day with a fine picture of Count Zeppelin, and I have still got that picture.
About two months later we saw in Paris the first airplane to fly all over the city and to circle round the Eiffel
Tower. The aviator’s name was, I think, Comte de Lambert. Eighteen years later I was again in Paris when
Lindbergh came like a shining arrow from across the Atlantic.
I had a narrow escape once in Norway, where I had gone on a pleasure cruise soon after taking my degree at
Cambridge in 1910. We were tramping across the mountainous country. Hot and weary, we reached our
destination, a little hotel, and demanded baths. Such a thing had not been heard of there, and there was no
provision for it in the building. We were told, however, that we could wash ourselves in a neighboring stream. So,
armed with table napkins or perhaps small face towels, which the hotel generously gave, two of us, a young
Englishman and I, went to this roaring torrent which was coming from a glacier near by.
I entered the water; it was not deep, but it was freezing, and the bottom was terribly slippery. I slipped and fell,
and the ice-cold water numbed me and made me lose all sensation or power of controlling my limbs. I could not
regain my foothold and was swept rapidly along by the torrent. My companion, the Englishman, however,
managed to get out, and he ran along the side and ultimately, succeeding in catching my leg, dragged me out.
Later we realized the danger we were in, for about two or three hundred yards ahead of us this mountain torrent
tumbled over an enormous precipice, forming a waterfall which was one of the sights of the place.
In the summer of 1912 I was called to the Bar, and in the autumn of that year I returned to India finally after a
stay of over seven years in England. Twice, in between, I had gone home during my holidays. But now I returned
for good, and I am afraid, as I landed at Bombay, I was a bit of a prig with little to commend me. …
250.16 To Women\fn{by Rajkumari Amrit Kaur (1889-1964)} Lucknow, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) 10
1
If we admit, as I think we must, that we are, as a rule, wholly out of touch with the poor women of our city, we
will realize that the primary task before us is to make personal contacts with them. Experience has taught me that
if one visits a mohalla one is greeted in the first instance with curiosity but, if the visit is repeated with practical
service, the latter soon paves the way for friendship. For ignorance and suspicion can only be overcome by
understanding service and love.
Washing the children, sweeping dirty rooms, procuring medical aid for the sick, such acts cannot but touch the
hearts of the hardest. Little by little the response comes in simple but touching ways. The poor are, if anything,
generous-hearted and if a small band of workers visits even one mohalla daily for any length of time and serves
the women and children there, the neighboring areas proffer invitations too.
Once a beginning is made the field of work enlarges by leaps and bounds. It becomes not a question of what
one is to do but how one can cope with the demand.
My plea with my town sisters is to give every moment of their spare time to the poor women and bring to them
the message of hope and cheer which they so sorely need. The life of educated women in the cities has become so
full with their own social engagements that very little, if any, time is left for the service of the needy. Well-to-do
women are seen in their hundreds at parties, in cinemas, in clubs, in shops, on the main roads but never or seldom
in the haunts of those who constitute the large majority of our sisters and with whose welfare and redemption
from ignorance and superstition lies the only hope of our own salvation.
This apathy on the part of most of us must go and here too it is those who have the urge to serve who must
break new ground. It is monstrous to think of parties and extravagance on foodstuffs, on clothes, on jewelry and
on other idle pleasures, when most of our people have not the wherewithal to eat even one full meal a day or
provide milk for their children or sufficient clothing or shelter for themselves.
There is no gainsaying the fact that it is the deep poverty of India and deeper ignorance that are mainly
responsible for our present distressful state. We cannot banish the former until we have rid ourselves of the root
cause of our exploitation and having rid ourselves of it build a structure which shall have moral rather than
material values for its foundations. But we can, here and now, help to lighten the darkness that stalks the land and
thereby hasten the dawn of a better day. To this task it is the duty of all of us to harness our talents, our energies
and our means.
Every town should have a Committee of women dedicated to social service. This Committee should again be
divided into small sub-committees each allotted with a special task. Statistics should be prepared in each mohalla,
of the children, of the sick, of the widows, of the laboring women, of the facilities for clean water, medical aid and
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education, of such homes or hovels which are not fit for human habitation, of the incomes of the families, of their
working hours, etc. Not until we become intimately acquainted with the needs of the women will we be able to
help them.
Once the contacts are made small gatherings can be held to talk to the women on hygiene, the proper care of
children, diet, good neighborliness, prevention of disease, discipline, the evils of untouchability, child marriage,
wasteful expenditure on ceremonial occasions etc. etc. Classes for the removal of illiteracy, spinning, weaving,
basket-making, toy-making, and any special handicraft of the town should gradually be arranged. Women must be
made aware of what a pitiful condition our country is in and what part they have to play in making her free. They
must be made aware of their latent strength.
It is my firm conviction that unless and until we develop within ourselves the belief that moral stamina is able
to withstand all the onslaughts of physical might, we shall not be able to divest ourselves of that inferiority
complex which millions of years of man’s domination has bred in us and nor will be able to help in bringing in a
world where might shall no longer be right.
*
While it is true that in the larger urban areas hospitals do exist for women, my experience in my own province
is that the really poor do not get all the attention they need. They cannot afford either the expense of a conveyance
to take them to the hospital nor can they afford the other expenses which have to be incurred when they are
admitted as in-patients.
They are ignorant themselves of the elementary rules of hygiene or prevention of disease.
A fair amount of quackery exists to which they often fall victims.
Many will not, even if this were available to them, allow themselves to be examined by men doctors. The
indigenous midwife, unaware of the laws of hygiene herself, often works havoc and there is a tale of untold woe
and misery which need not be if medical aid were really made available, as it should be under any good
government, to every individual.
Our Committees could, in any case, arrange for the admission into hospital of all such cases as need the
immediate attention of doctors. We must organize funds to pay for medicines and nourishment for them while in
hospital as well as during their period of convalescence in their homes. Inasmuch as prevention is far better than
cure, we must try to instruct the women in our areas in the simple rules of hygiene. Cleanliness is often almost an
impossibility for them because of poverty. I have more than once given soap for washing clothes only to find that
the soap has been sold in order to provide for the more urgent need of food. Nevertheless, it is the lack of the
realization that dirt means disease that is responsible to a large extent for unwashed children, unswept homes,
refuse in lanes, a sad imperviousness to smells and unsanitary conditions in latrines and drains, allowing children
to answer the calls of nature in streets and all the squalor that meets the eye not only and not always in the lanes
and houses of the really poor in all our towns.
This ignorance and apathy it is our duty to fight. It is uphill work. It requires time, patience and funds. But if
we undertake it with a will we can achieve a good deal.
Most of the larger towns now have Lady Health Visitors. The scope of service which they can render is
immense. Maternity and child welfare centers are a sine qua non of the health of the mothers and children of a
nation. They are of very recent birth in our towns, and far too few in number. One started by me over 20 years ago
has been through many vicissitudes.
To get financial aid for it from the Municipality in the first instance was a difficulty. To get people to realize
that the Lady Health Visitor is not a practicing midwife at the beck and call of those who can pay her or who think
they can commandeer her services free has been a problem. Finally this center has for some years been run under
the aegis of a voluntary Committee of Health of women with the Civil Surgeon and the Medical Officer of Health
as Adviser and Secretary respectively and has made good.
The Lady Health Visitor attends for confinement only the poor women of the city; she is responsible for both
ante- and post-natal care; she trains midwives who, when they get certificates, keep her in touch with the pregnant
women in their areas; she holds refresher courses for the midwives continually; they are given small boxes with
the necessary equipment; all cases of abnormal labor are made over to the Lady Doctor in the Civil Hospital.
She has now two centers in the city, and two in the neighboring villages; midwives are also trained for work in
the villages from which they come, children up to the age of three are brought regularly to the center to be
weighed and examined, local funds are collected for medicines such as cod liver oil for both mothers and children
as also for milk and fruit juices; clothes and woolen garments and old linen are also donated.
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The work could be expanded still further if more funds were available as also trained help, for one Lady Health
Visitor for a town with a population of 100,000 is not enough. But I am definitely of opinion, from experience,
that the Conference or any Committee of women should take over the supervision of Health Centers from
Municipalities, the latter, of course, providing the funds for the proper running of the same.
No dasi\fn{The text has: dais, which is certainly a typo. Dasis were Hindu women of low caste, very often professional
prostitutes:W/H} should be allowed to work. We should encourage our women to go in for becoming trained
midwives and lady health visitors. The same applies to lady doctors and nurses. Nursing is a profession which
should appeal more to women than any other but alas! it has, owing to the narrow-mindedness of our society, been
shunned by girls of the better classes. It is time we realized the importance and urgent need of this noble
profession and encouraged our girls to go in for it.
Lessons in first aid, home nursing and invalid cookery should also be arranged for women in our areas. They
should be taught what vitamins mean, that hand-ground flour, hand-pounded rice, raw vegetables and greens are
necessary items in their dietary. We should try to enforce the free distribution of milk to children and pregnant
women by our municipalities. We must insist on medical examination of all school-going children and physical
exercises in our schools. There is a wide field for research in medicine which our doctors must take full advantage
of and make their contribution.
*
There is no doubt that the education so far imparted has been neither adequate nor on right lines. The buildings
for municipal schools for girls are often if not invariably wholly unsuited. The area is cramped, there is
insufficient light and air and no playgrounds. The standard of efficiency of the teacher is pitiably low. Parents
have not realized that girls should be educated just as well as boys and there is apathy on their part towards
sending girls to school even if one exists in their neighborhood. Too often, for the sake of domestic work or
marriage, girls are withdrawn from school when they have barely become literate with the result that they lapse
back into illiteracy.
Now that Basic Education holds the field we should try to persuade our municipalities to adopt this method of
imparting instruction to children from the ages of 6 or 7 to 14 in at least one girls’ school in their area to begin
with. There should be no delay in beginning. The Hindustani Talimi Sangh should be approached through
Shrimati Asha Devi to furnish us with the necessary information.
If possible, the Conference should undertake the supervision of one girls’ school where the children are to be
instructed through a craft, the municipality providing the necessary equipment for the start of the school as also
the pay of the trained teacher. If after, say three years’ practical experience, the girls in a Basic School prove
themselves to be better, mentally, morally and physically, than the children in the other schools, a definite case
will have been made out for universal Basic Education.
The lack of nursery schools in our land is a terrible tragedy. Owing to the ignorance and poverty of our women
our little ones have literally no proper upbringing. Until such time as the State provides such institutions, it is up
to organizations like ours to try to get hold, at any rate, of some of these children and give them the care and
attention they need.
In all these endeavors, however, we are handicapped by the lack of trained women teachers and voluntary
workers. I have often wished that our girls, once they have finished their school or college course, should give at
least three years of service in voluntary work of whatever nature appeals to them, before they marry.
I know that teaching is a vocation and everyone cannot make an ideal teacher. But the need today is so
immense and the means of implementing it so inadequate that I do think voluntary workers can render invaluable
service. I do also believe that even after marriage, if we were to husband our leisure judiciously, we could give far
more of ourselves than we do today to social service. Indeed to husband their leisure is one of the things we also
have to teach those whom we wish to serve.
Adult education offers a wide field. Here again much can be done by voluntary endeavor. The abolition of
illiteracy is an imperative need but to make persons literate is only one item in the program of adult education. I
have found women, after 25 or 30 years of age, as a rule quite apathetic to becoming literate. Even if they do
become literate they lapse back into illiteracy very soon, partly owing to lack of time to spare from their innumerable household duties and also because of lack of suitable literature for them. The provision of suitable literature
is a real need which some of our literary minded sisters might well turn their attention to fulfilling.
I am of opinion that we should try our level best to liquidate illiteracy particularly among women under 30
years of age. In my classes I found that reading aloud to the women gave a definite impetus to them to learn how
to read themselves. It also gave one opportunities of imparting all kinds of useful knowledge to them, of giving
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them ethical instruction, teaching them the principles of citizenship, love of country as well as giving them some
idea of their present fallen state and how they must better their own lot. It seems to me that this type of all round
knowledge is really far more essential for our women than mere literacy and each one of us can impart this,
provided we are willing to give the time and provided we have won the confidence of the women in the area
concerned.
*
The development of these is one certain way to bring some economic relief to women. Spinning, weaving, toymaking, basket-making, needlework, both plain and embroidery, are among some of the main crafts that should be
taught. Having taught the women to produce cloth and other articles, it should be our duty to try to dispose of
them. The yarn spun and the cloth woven can be absorbed by the dwellers in the area concerned.
It is a thousand pities that we women have not taken a more living interest in the All-India Spinners’
Association, an organization primarily catering to the economic relief of women. Even if we have not believed in
the efficacy of the spinning wheel as a symbol of non-violence and of the moral regeneration of our land, we
might have welcomed it as a source of economic betterment of our poor village sisters. But the lure of machinemade cloth and even foreign finery have proved too much for most of us. I have for many years wished the Lady
Irwin College, Delhi, to have a handicraft section where we might train girls capable of teaching these to women
in need of earning for themselves or supplementing their meager incomes. Industrial schools for women where
they can learn handicrafts are a necessity for every town.
While talking of education, I should like to appeal to parents to bring their daughters up to some profession
just as well as their sons. Girls must be given every opportunity to rise to their full stature in whatever sphere of
activity they may choose. Even if ours is a land of universal marriage we want our girls to have the necessary
knowledge wherewith they can earn their own livelihood and whereby they may better serve society.
*
The service of these unfortunate members of our society is a cause that should appeal specially to us. Our
sympathies should naturally go out to those who have been oppressed simply by reason of their caste just as we
have been by reason of our sex. It is a crying shame that these people who cater for our well-being and without
whose services we should not be able to exist, are relegated in most towns to live in the most abominable
dwellings—if, indeed, we can call their hovels by this name! How very few of us, however, even care to know
where and how they live! They are often better off financially than many other poor citizens of our towns but the
dirt and squalor in which they live and the ignorance in which they are steeped deserve our immediate attention.
The Harijan Sevak Sangh is, in my opinion, the most philanthropic organization in our country today but it too
needs workers, especially women workers. I would like to recommend us women to do dharma before our
municipalities, until such time as they have built decent quarters for the Harijans who serve the town. And, in any
case, we can try to get hold of their children, see that they are washed and cleanly clothed and educated. Their
proper education is a certain way of making them get rid of that psychology of inferiority from which they, as a
class, suffer. I would like to see Harijan girls trained by the score as nurses and midwives and where possible as
doctors and teachers. Prejudice against them, as a class, will then ipso facto disappear.
*
In laboring areas too there is ample scope for us. In the large industrial towns, labor laws have forced the
employee to give a certain amount of living, medical and educational facilities for our women and children but we
have a long way to go yet. In our non-industrial towns too there is plenty of unregistered woman labor which
needs our protection.
Even if the output of work is the same, the woman gets paid less. She is often the sport of the men with whom
she comes in contact during her hours of work. Their living quarters are often as bad as those of the Harijans and
their children are often neglected.
*
Inasmuch as example is far better than precept, we must bring about certain changes in our own life before we
can ask others to do likewise. There is a terrible amount of wasteful expenditure among our people on the
occasions of marriage, birth, death and other ceremonial functions. Whenever I have approached men in this
matter the reply has invariably been that it is the women who will not listen to them, however much they would
like to curtail expenditure.
It is a known fact that many poor families remain indebted for years or even generations because of foolish
extravagance on ceremonies and there is also the menace of the dowry system. This must be eliminated. It is a
scandalous and degrading custom. We have to set a good example in this domain ourselves. We too have erred
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grievously in the matter of maintaining a standard of life which many of us cannot really afford. Simplicity in
dress, in diet and in life generally will redound to our benefit all round and help us better to influence those whom
we wish to serve.
*
It is a well-known fact that in spite of the Sarda Act child marriage continues. There is no remedy for it except
education and more education for the people. Laws help to check an evil up to a point but it is the realization of
the evil on the part of every member of society that contributes most towards its abolition. More vigilance on our
part and a stricter penalty for the parents will help to some extent.
The same applies to polygamy. Not until woman herself realizes that polygamy is degrading to her status will
she be able to make man realize that it is wrong. For the poor man it is sometimes an economic necessity. It is
cheaper to have three wives than to have one and pay for two women to work in his fields. Here again if women
are educated and self-reliant they will not allow themselves to be exploited.
Then too there is the tyranny of custom which makes man, often enough at the instigation of the first wife and
nearly always with her consent, take unto himself a second mate for the purpose of begetting a son and heir.
Nothing but education can make us refuse to bow to custom and usage which deal harshly with any member of
our society.
And this ignorance does not by any means apply to women only. Our men need to be educated just as much if
not more. The worst opponents of social reform are men who are steeped in ignorance, who have never felt where
the shoe pinches and who glibly talk of religion and tradition being in jeopardy whenever any attempt is made to
get rid of their domination over women.
And what am I to say of some of our educated women who sometimes go in for contracting second marriages
or to educated mothers who for material benefit give their daughters to men who are already married? I can only
appeal to their better sense and ask them not to go in for hurting a fellow woman. Such acts detract from the
dignity of womanhood and lower her moral stature.
Purdah has vanished up to a point and will go absolutely in time. But it is still fairly strict in certain parts and
among certain sections. It is inconceivable that any sensible man or woman can still cling, with religious fervor, to
a custom which denies to woman all that man himself would not for one moment forego and which has a detri mental effect on her physical, moral and intellectual well being. It can only be by a full and free contribution on
her part to society that woman will be able to set standards of behavior in all walks of life which shall uplift
mankind. If I believed in dictatorship one of the first ugly customs that should be abolished straightaway would be
purdah. Men should pause to think before they advocate its continuance while every woman under its sway
should rebel against it.
*
I have long since been of opinion that we Indian women should frame a new code of laws relating to marriage,
inheritance, guardianship, divorce, etc. This code should be optional in the first instance and any one, of whatever
religion, should be at liberty to be governed by it. If it worked fairly for both men and women, I am sure that as
education spread, it would become increasingly popular and would in time supersede all other codes. It would
save the trouble of reforming laws which have become complex and even the mildest changes in which seem, at
the moment, to arouse an almost fanatical opposition.
“Religion in danger” is a very potent caveat which scares even seemingly intelligent persons in the same way
as the proverbial ghost does children
*
This\fn{Swadeshi} is a sphere in which women can and have played an enormous part. To love one’s country, to
be proud of and cling to its traditions, to glory in art and beauty in all its many forms, to treasure what is produced
in one’s village or home, town or province comes natural to women. There should be no difficulty then in our
taking a vow not to use anything foreign if we can get Indian made goods. Hand-made articles have always been
valued at a greater price than machine-made. This obtains in all countries.
I have mentioned khadi before. I would appeal again for the realization of its intrinsic merit. With the new
orientation that Gandhiji is now giving to khadi produce, it really rests with townswomen whether they will help
to maintain its output so that homespun may still be available to them. Spinning an hour daily—if the ethics of
khadi have been at all understood—should afford a pleasant and uplifting pastime for us. If we could realize that
with every thread we draw we are helping to mend the broken warp and woof of the fabric of our national life, we
would love the wheel and its music would refresh our souls.
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In any event home industries should receive our full patronage, if for no other reason than that they bring
economic relief to women. Then again we must think out for ourselves whether we are anxious to see our country
go the way of all heavily industrialized countries or whether we are anxious to save her from the disaster that has
overtaken the lands of the Western hemisphere. If we believe that the machine is made for man and its use shall be
limited insofar as it helps to lighten man’s load and in no case shall it reduce man himself to automaton as
happens in large scale machinery, then we shall have no difficulty in doing our best to promote home industries.
\fn{Since writing the above I have read with great joy Shriman Narayan Agarwal’s The Gandhian Plan. I recommend its careful study to
my co-workers}
*
It has been one of the many tragedies of foreign rule that the medium of instruction in our educational
institutions has, except in its initial stages, been English. The result has been a sad lack of real knowledge of our
own languages for many of us who have gone in for higher education.
Needless to say we cannot reach the large mass of our people through English and nor can we produce suitable
literature for our women, either original or by translation if we have not more than a working knowledge of our
own languages. Then too there is the vexed question of a lingua franca for India. Owing to the unfortunate rift that
exists today between the two main communities of India there has grown up a bitter controversy regarding
Hindustani.
In any event we should all set to and learn both Hindi and Urdu in both the Devanagari and Persian scripts. I
believe it is persons well versed in both that will eventually contribute without prejudice to the enrichment and
proper development of our common language. After all it is not the masses who wrangle about these and many
other things. Our main object is to reach them and to contribute to the growth of everything that augurs well for
them and through service of them for national unity.
It is tragic to walk along the street of any town and hear Indians talking to each other in poor English rather
than in the mother tongue or to ask for something in a hotel or restaurant and be replied to by the waiter in
English! It is part and parcel of the insistence by the Englishman on the higher standard of his language, dress,
habits etc., that has gained an insidious hold on the Indian and made him lose not only his self-respect but taken
from him all sense of national pride.
And while thinking aloud on the subject I should also like to express my sorrow at the lack of pride in our men
in their national dress. I know Indian men resent strongly the adoption by us women of European dress even when
this is mainly for sport. But why do they go in for it themselves? It is just as tragic to see young men in
Government offices dressed in ill-fitting European clothes as it is to hear them talking broken English. We women
should try our best to influence them in the right direction.
Among the many vital contributions to national life that Gandhiji has made is the restoration of pride in all that
is worth while in our ancient culture and the desire to return to our national dress and languages has taken root. It
needs encouragement on the part of all of us so that we may grow to our full stature. There are many qualities in
English people—such as discipline, punctuality, hygiene, co-operation, sinking of personal difference in the face
of national need, a passionate love of and pride in their country, their art, their language, their literature, that we
might well emulate.
But blind imitation of what is unnecessary to our way of life or what is even harmful to us must be shunned if
we are to evolve a new India whose moral and cultural values shall lie deep in our own soil.
*
Alcoholic excess brings almost more suffering on woman than on the victim of drink. Among the laboring
classes, among castes such as the washerman and Harijans, in the great Sikh community, alcohol has worked and
is working havoc. In laboring areas we can help to wean the victims by opening canteens of non-alcoholic
beverages as also by trying to tide them over the drink hour, so to speak, by providing healthful pastimes for
them.
Women’s organizations are working along these lines. More must be done. I have been successful in the case
of more than one washerman by providing strong tea for him. It is heartening to learn that the Sikh leaders have
quite recently spoken strongly against the drink habit in their community. Let us hope that this effort at reform on
their part will spread to the Sikh villages too.
Educative propaganda on the destructive effect of alcohol on the moral and physical well-being of all who
indulge in it should be an important arm of our work of reform. Smoking too is having its deleterious effect. How
often do I remonstrate in Simla with rickshaw pullers, weight carriers and even small boys to give up smoking!
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I am told that with the rise in wages of the working man he has more to spend on such luxuries as drink,
gambling and smokes. Cigarettes have penetrated even to our villages and have displaced the hookah which was,
at any rate, less harmful to the smoker. The evil of gambling too is on the increase. We have to set a good example
by eschewing these vices ourselves. In the matter of drink, as in many other things, we of the well-to-do classes
have followed European custom and it is sad to see many of our young men, in particular, officers in the armed
forces today, over-indulging themselves. It is up to us to have the moral courage to refuse to conform to such rules
of Western society as are alien to or harmful to ourselves.
I know it is a hard task for the wives of officers to stand out against offering alcoholic drinks to their guests.
But it is their duty to do so. Co-operative effort in such matters is of great assistance. I know of more than one
young officer who has refused to drink and has not lost in popularity but has gained the respect of his brother
officers. If one can do it, then all can.
*
In spite of recent legislation this evil\fn{ Prostitution} persists and war has, as it invariably does, given it an
impetus. Here again it is a question of lack of moral stamina. We might cope with the economic side of the picture
by trying to provide other means of livelihood for these unfortunate sisters but not until they are converts to our
way of thinking will we be able to begin to eradicate the evil.
So far it has been thought beneath our dignity or unwise to be seen talking to such women. Any woman seen
with a prostitute is herself branded as one. This barrier we alone can and must break.
I am sure we could wean many from their way of life if we could assure them of a welcome in society and, in
any event, we could win them over from dedicating their daughters to the same profession. I am proud of three
such girls so saved by personal contact and happily married. Why not thousands more?
Too long has there been one moral code for men and one for women. The men are just as guilty but they are
not shunned by society. Just as we need thousands of Florence Nightingales, so do we need thousands of
Josephine Butlers to espouse the cause of these hapless members of society.
*
The lack of this\fn{Communal unity} is eating as a canker into the vitals of our national life. Those who
propagate hate and mistrust between man and man are doing a tremendous disservice to humanity itself. No
religion but preaches love for fellowman. It is only man’s abuse of religion that has led to the present woeful state
not only of our country but of the entire world.
We may not shut our eyes to the fact that the poison is spreading among our ranks too. If we could have the
realization within us of the high calling of womanhood, our finer instincts would rebel against such dissensions
and such perversion of religion as stress what is au fond immaterial and bring into jeopardy what is definitely vital
to the spiritual and moral development of life.
Arguments are of no avail under existing conditions. Indeed I often feel that the less said in the Press and on
public platforms the better it would be. But there are so many common avenues in social service that can and
should be explored. I believe it is in the practical fulfillment by common endeavor of all we as women want for
ourselves and for our children that an unbreakable bond will eventually be established which will transcend all
barriers of caste and creed in our homeland and in the wider world of race also.
2
This is a sphere where our organizations have not penetrated. And yet India is a land of villages. If she is to
live it must be through the resuscitation of village life in all its phases, moral, cultural and economic. Many years
ago I suggested that if our Conference Branches could adopt even one village each, they would be making a vital
contribution to nation building. I make the appeal again.
But I feel that very few of us, perhaps, of the towns and of the older generation will be able actually to adjust
ourselves to village life and not until we go and live in the villages will we be able to render any real service.
Conference Branches can, all the same, do a good deal by frequently visiting the village they adopt and by
keeping a paid worker or workers there to carry out work on lines approved and laid down by our Committee.
The appeal to dedicate their lives to service of the villages must be made to the young generation. There are,
no doubt, risks involved for women who undertake such work. I feel that young married couples would be most
suited to the task provided they were willing to become one with the villagers.
But even if there are risks, they must be taken. “Nothing venture, nothing have” is never more true than today.
Our villages are not attractive. The humanity that inhabits them is, apart from its poverty, sunk in the deepest
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ignorance. They know nothing, they have almost lost the instinct to appreciate anything, they eke out a mere
existence.
Virgin soil should yield results more quickly than any other and it may be, that if we have the faith, the will
and the energy and enough workers, we could, sooner than we imagine at any rate educate the villager and wipe
out the dirt and squalor that reign in village lanes and village homes and bring down the incidence of disease. But
it is an uphill task and needs real missionary zeal and spirit. The work, however, must be undertaken whatever the
hardships and difficulties involved.
Here again, apart from teaching the simple laws of personal and social hygiene to the women and children,
apart from making them literate and imparting general knowledge to them, apart from a cleaning campaign of the
entire village, we have to teach them, above all, the inestimable benefits of co-operation. The village is for all and
therefore if trench latrines have to be made to improve the sanitary condition of the place, all must join hands; if
pits have to be filled up and roads or paths made, it must be done by concerted labor, if there is to be a school, all
children must go to it, if any cottage industry is to be revived, its produce must be for the whole village.
They must feed and clothe themselves first and the surplus only may go to neighbors. If the Panchayat system
is to be revived, as I feel it should, the members must be elected by the women, no less than by the men. The
villagers must be made to feel proud of their village. Occasional competitions may be held between villages so
that an impetus may be given to them to co-operate with our workers in making their surroundings and
themselves prize-worthy. Co-operative labor for the common weal must be our motto so that our villages may
learn to stand on their own legs and wasteful expenditure on litigation may cease.
I am quite sure that if the lesson of co-operation were learnt and practiced in our villages which will be the
basic units of administration in our country that all the disunity which today exists among our towns folk would,
ipso facto, disappear. Our workers must keep their own houses and the area round them spotlessly clean, they
must eat bread made from hand-ground or bullock-ground wheat, hand-pounded rice, vegetables and fruit such as
can be grown in the village, they must not be above putting their hands to some manual work during the course of
the day, they must, in short, practice what they preach and there is no one so steeped in ignorance as will not, after
some time, begin to emulate their good example.
The problems of a clean water supply, of sanitation and hygiene, of illness and disease, of illiteracy and
ignorance, of untouchability, of child marriage, of widow re-marriage: all exist in villages as well as in towns.
There will, in some places, be the evils of drink, gambling and smoking also to be tackled. And everywhere, apart
from the reforms already alluded to, there is the question of the revival of such handicrafts as will occupy the
leisure hours of the villagers and bring them some economic relief. Spinning and weaving have vindicated their
right to be fostered. Workers will revive those particularly native to any area.
Then there is the most crying need of educating the children. Basic education whatever the craft employed,
must be resorted to. Here too those young women who are burning with an urge to serve should get into touch
forthwith with Shrimati Asha Devi and get a training in basic education. Students can devote some of their leisure
hours to serving neighboring villages during term and they could give more time during their vacations.
I have said that married couples will probably be able to serve best. But there is no reason why a brother and
sister or two sisters or two friends should not do equally well. It is difficult for lone young women to go and settle
in a village. Apart from risk there is lack of intellectual companionship, which does, after a time, have a
depressing effect. The work to be done too is so vast that even two persons will be hard put to cope with it.
But inasmuch as all life is adventure and it is the adventurous always who make history, we must hope for
courage from those in whose hands lies the power to make or mar the future of this great land.\fn{ Since writing the
above the Conference has started the Save the Children’s Fund and homes for orphans in Bengal and other famine areas. It is good to know
that the children are to be educated on basic lines and it is to be hoped that from among these we may get physically strong and healthyminded young men and women who will give back a hundredfold to the villages what they have been fortunate enough to receive in
education and general training. The Kasturba Memorial Fund has also come into being. Its aims and objects have definitely been made
known by Gandhiji and they offer a wide sphere of service for women in villages. It is a tragedy that we women are not in a position to
become sole trustees for a fund which is to raise the status, moral, intellectual and economic, of our sisters. I do not mean trustees in the
narrow sense of holding the funds but trustees in the true sense of fulfilling the trust bequeathed to us by God of devoting our whole
energies in serving the villages. If the All-India Women’s Conference had been able to undertake the work I know Gandhiji would have
handed it over to us. But we have not justified our existence yet as an organization that has its roots deep in Indian soil. We must turn our
thoughts to widening the scope of our activities so as to be an organization really representative of and working for the mass of Indian
women}
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I have said elsewhere that every girl should be brought up to a profession. Whether she has need to earn her
own Livelihood or not is immaterial. Basically it is right that every human being should have the opportunity of
developing to his or her full stature in whatever sphere the individual bent may lie.
“Learning by doing” is the educationists’ motto today.
“Living by doing” should be every person's motto and each one of us should be fitted for that “doing”. It is an
empty life that contributes nothing to its environment by “doing”.
The need for doctors, nurses, midwives, teachers, artists and experts in handiworks is very great. If all the girl
students in India today went in for these professions it would be a mere drop in the ocean of our want. The appeal
for implementing this vital lack must needs, therefore, take first place, for health and education are the sine qua
non of the well-being of a nation.
There cannot be any unhealthy rivalry between men and women in the matter of such professions at the
moment. Nor, in my opinion, need there ever be such problems in this regard as the countries of the Western
hemisphere have had to face and will have to face in increasing measure when the war is over\fn{ This pamphlet was
completed in 1945:H} and the specter of unemployment once again raises its head, provided we plan wisely and
refuse to become the slaves of large scale machinery.
There are other professions such as journalism, dairy and poultry farming, agriculture, gardening and
architecture in which I should like to see women playing their part. But as, at the moment, I feel the social
services need them more than anything else I would like them to give their all to health and education.
There is plenty of scope for service for women in municipalities and local boards. They could bring into these
bodies a sense of civic responsibility and duty which is sadly lacking there. I know that where women have served
on local bodies they have kept themselves above communal strife and personal rivalries and I would like to see
more and more of them come forward for such work. At the moment I feel they can be of more practical use here
than in our assemblies.
But they must take their share in public life. They have acquitted themselves well in the political struggle for
freedom. The names of many of them will be honored when the full history of the courage and sacrifice of the
Indian National Congress is written without prejudice in letters of gold. It is women who will perhaps be able to
rise above party and communal strife for the common weal and raise the standard of politics.
Why should politics be a dirty game? I know how often it is said that Gandhiji has mixed up ethics and politics
and hence his failure in the realm of politics. When an impartial judgment can be formed of him I am sure it will
be recognized that one of the greatest of the many great contributions he has made to humanity is his insistence on
Truth in politics. He alone has kept his lamp burning brightly in a world steeped in darkness because of his
undying faith in the spiritual values of life.
I hope Indian women at any rate will be true to him. For it is he who has raised our stature by showing us a
way of life in which women can play even a nobler part than man if she becomes conscious of her innate strength.
It is often said against us—and I think there is a large element of truth in this accusation for the average run—
that we do not study deeply enough. If we are to take a creditable share in public life, we must be keen students of
and intimately acquainted with the burning problems of the day. Facts and figures must be at our finger tips and
ways and means of redress of any grievances and inequalities or of reform must be carefully thought out so that
we may not be worsted in argument.
I personally would like to see a State Social Service under a Free India in which women can take their full
share. It is a tragedy that we have no social service training centers even now. Camps are good exercise and may
serve as refresher courses but we need proper schools where the right training may be imparted.
I have mentioned dairy and poultry farming, agriculture, gardening, architecture among subjects for women to
study. The care of the cow should really come instinctively to us by tradition almost, as it were. Is her well-being
not a symbol of health and happiness for us and our children?
Then, if we are to serve the villagers, why should we leave knowledge of agriculture to men only? Growing of
fruit and vegetables, so necessary for our proper diet, must be our special care. Ours is a land of hovels at the
moment. One of the first things a national Government must do will be to provide proper living accommodation
for every family. Women architects will have ample opportunity and scope for planning cottages suited to our
requirements, bringing all the knowledge of house-craft and artistry into the building of our houses.
In short, there is no sphere of national life where we cannot contribute provided we have the will to serve and
are industrious enough to acquire the requisite knowledge.
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4
Coming as I do from a State,\fn{I.e., a Native State, of which under the British Raj over 500 existed:H } having opened my
eyes in a palace, and having spent the early years of my childhood in all the pomp and paraphernalia of princely
India, I cannot but be deeply interested in their welfare.
It is a tragedy too deep for tears that our ruling Princes have not come up to standard and that what is called
Indian India is no better off and in many instances much worse off than British India. There has been too much
stress on the non-essentials of pomp and ceremony and a poor imitation of the system of government in vogue in
British India. The Princes have not had the training or education necessary to fit them to rule and hence the
natural feeling in the minds of national India that there is no room for them in the future polity of our Republic.
I say Republic, advisedly, for I am sure India will evolve a socialized State when she has won her freedom. But
since this is a book only for women I am here concerned only with what my sisters in States can do.
All that has been said in the preceding pages about service in towns and villages is equally applicable to the
States. I do think, however, that Indian Princesses can and should take the lead in social service in their domains.
Just as we educated well-to-do women are out of touch with the vast majority of our women, so are they out of
touch with their poor subjects.
This gulf must be bridged. A much more simple form of life, less luxury, less extravagance on what are nonessentials should be adopted, a good example in the matter of education on right lines of their daughters must be
set, a refusal to give their girls in marriage to Princes who are already married should come natural to those who
are often relegated to a back seat themselves, rebellion against the dreadful custom of purdah should be resorted
to. No social reform in a State can be of any value if the rulers themselves do not conform to standards essential
for civilized society.
I know how helpless Indian Princesses are against the tyranny of age-worn and evil customs and my heart has
bled for many a one. But on the analogy that God helps those who help themselves it is time that they ceased to
suffer in silence. They have many sympathizers who would at any rate, harness public opinion against the wrong
doer.
It should not, in any event, be beyond the reach of Indian Princesses to bring light and life to their women
subjects. They could draw up and carry out plans for housing, for proper water supply, for sanitation, for
prevention of disease, for medical relief, for equal wages for women, for maternity and child welfare clinics, for
basic education, for crèches, for nursery schools, for schools for cottage industries, for the removal of
untouchability, for rural uplift and all other social reform.
They would not or should not meet with the opposition which we have to come up against in British India
owing to official prejudice. I know how much has been done in certain States in the matter of housing, rural uplift
and even for the removal of untouchability and the development of handicrafts. But it is a drop in the ocean. The
gulf between the rulers and the ruled is too wide.
It is up to the Princesses to try to bridge it. If they took the lead they would find many women in the States to
work with them. That only socialized States will be able to exist in the future is a lesson that our Princes would be
well advised to learn from now. How marvelous it would be for them if by reason of their service to their subjects
they could unanimously be elected to remain at the heads of their State governments.
5
It is but natural while we are struggling for our own freedom that the manifold problems of our own country
should absorb all our energy and thought. But we cannot afford not to look beyond our borders. The world has
been narrowed down by means of scientific discoveries which have willy-nilly drawn us nearer to each other. Two
successive world wars have also shown that the actions of one nation have repercussions far beyond its neighbors.
Moreover humanity is one in spite of its varying nationalities and if there is to be peace we must strive to bring
into being a world where there shall be good will. The color bar, the mad lust for domination can only disappear if
human values are appraised higher than material gain.
There is something radically wrong with the entire structure of human relationship that makes man delight in
killing man whether it be in the name of civilization or religion or anything else. Two wrongs do not make a right,
hatred must beget hatred and what is brought into being by violence can and will always be destroyed by greater
violence.
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It is this fundamental truth that women have got to bring home to the people in their respective countries. No
peace treaties can avail that have revenge as their basis and a self-righteous arrogance and hypocrisy in the socalled victors.
Women are the natural preservers of life. Life grows from within them. They could make their influence felt if
they would be big enough to rise above the walls of narrow nationalism that confine us today. Just as communism
calls to the workers of the world to unite, let us women of the world unite and stake our all for a life worth living.
Love conquers all things. We have it in us to give if we could only realize our moral strength and non-cooperate with violence in whatsoever form it raises its head.
6
I do not suppose that I have said anything new for any one of my co-workers, but inasmuch as few of us are
giving ourselves as whole-heartedly to service as we should, I hope my words may have some effect and give
some help to those who have felt frustrated or who do not know where and how to commence.
Above all I trust my appeal to the young to gird themselves for service will not go in vain. I know that placed
as we are under a foreign rule which has sapped our mentality and done inestimable harm to us if not ruined us
morally, materially and culturally, we can do little until we are free from the chains of slavery.
But freedom will come to us as surely as the darkness of the darkest night vanishes at dawn and it is for
preparing ourselves for that great day that I appeal for giving and more giving of ourselves. The future can only
be ours if we work for it here and now without a moment’s delay.
The past has its lessons for us, the future its hopes, but the hopes can never fructify if we let slip the shining
hours of the present. When the great day dawns and our own government looks for servants ready to go forth at its
bidding to banish all that is bad and usher in all that will conduce to the greatest good of the greatest number, let it
not be said of us, women, that when we should have been working hard to uproot the weeds that were choking our
growth we stood by idle.
Ours is a rich inheritance. Let us prove ourselves worthy of it.
241.34 The Thief\fn{by Bhatta Mathuranath Shastri (1889-1964)} Jaipur?, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India (M) 3
The scorching sun of May was extremely uncomfortable in the noon and Nandaram’s shop in the village of
Madhupur near the railway station was then open. Nandaram, however, was busy preparing his food inside.
A sadhu came to his shop. The large tilak conspicuous on his forehead was being wiped away by his
perspiration. Even his locks were soaked in sweat. Bright sunshine had reddened his face and dust had covered his
feet. He was followed by a disciple with a stick and a kamandalu\fn{A water jug, especially the type used by ascetics } in
his hands.
The sadhu’s voice showed a mixture of exhaustion and arrogance, as he yelled,
“O son, won’t you provide a little place to an old Brahmin? The house of my disciple is far away from here.
This body is unable to bear the fatigue of walking that far now. If your fortunes have not been reversed, I would
like to stay over here for the night and depart the next morning. What do you say?”
An ardent devotee, Nandaram was always prompt in providing all hospitality to sadhus. He prostrated before
the sadhu. Seeing him perspiring in the sun, his heart was filled with sympathy. The sadhu was clad in a dhoti tied
round his waist and an upper garment, stamped with the name of Rama, worn over his shoulders. The crown-lock
with a topknot flowed down his shaved head. He was wearing a garland of tulsi beads round his neck, and the
sacred thread across his chest. He had been walking barefoot.
The shopkeeper was immensely impressed by his appearance. He thought—“Here is a holy man”—and
exclaimed,
“Oh, don’t worry, sir! Take this also to be the house of a disciple. Please oblige me. All the mahatmas going
this way visit me. Do purify me with the dust of your feet.”
He then handed over a jug full of water to the Brahmin. The latter kept all his belongings in the shop. The
disciple also kept his stick and jug inside the shop and washed the feet of his guru. After getting his feet washed,
the Brahmin addressed the shopkeeper again,
“Now, my son, arrange for our food. If you like, you will also be given a bit of prasad\fn{Food offering to a god}
out of it. So why bother about preparing your food separately?”
Nandaram was keen on eating leftovers from his food. Delighted at the prospect, he placed all the material for
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preparing food at the disposal of the Brahmin. The chawka was all set. Seeing everything in order, the Brahmin
now devoted himself to the arduous task of preparing a meal. Very soon, the smell of the items being cooked
began to spread. Nandaram tirelessly went on handing over all sorts of things required by that divine soul. The
mahatma, obviously enjoying the fun, went on chatting endlessly. Nandaram felt that Lord Jagannath himself had
descended on his shop!
When the food was ready, the Brahmin blew his conch and rang his bell. He started chanting hymns and placed
the food in front of the image of God Nrisimha, which he took out of his bag. Then he gave the prasad to his
disciple and to Nandaram.
The poor shopkeeper had not eaten anything since morning. He somehow contented himself with the scanty
prasad given by the Brahmin. Carried away by the appearance of the noble soul, he was in no mood to bother
about his hungry belly now. The Brahmin and his disciple began to devour enormous quantities of food and in no
time finished everything. Then the noble soul began to smoke his chilmi.\fn{Cheroot} Nandaram, feeling hungry,
was waiting for the remainder; filled with devotion, he ate up the leftovers. He heard the shrill sound of a train
whistling just as he was eating. Startled, he shouted in a hurry,
“Keep an eye on mahatmaji. If any customer comes, don’t let him go away please. You know—this is my
living.”
He had hardly finished making his request, when a gentleman arrived. He was wearing an English coat and a
black-bordered dhoti. There was a shawl on his shoulder—a symbol of learning. His feet were encased in shiny
shoes which produced a crunching sound when he walked. With a slim stick in one hand and a purse in the other,
he commanded awe and respect. The shopkeeper could visualize the babu from the interior of his shop, and
shouted,
“Sir, wait a minute and have the cheroot. I am just coming!”
There was no need for the Brahmin to deal with the babu. The shopkeeper washed his hand and feet quickly
and came out. Impressed by the appearance of the babu, he politely asked,
“Hullo, babu saheb, have you had your lunch?'
“No. But then it is very late for lunch. I will just have some snacks—that’s all.”
“Okay sir,” said the shopkeeper and ran to the nearby shop of the vendor of sweets. The babu was thus quickly
served with a variety of items, more than sufficient for his lunch.
*
All these persons spent the night with the shopkeeper. Early in the morning, the noble soul saw a silk garment
hanging from a peg inside the shop. He summoned the devoted shopkeeper.
“If you don’t mind, my son, I will put on this pitambara\fn{Yellow dress} just to perform my morning prayers.
You know, the village of my disciple is far away. I don’t know when I will be able to reach there. It will be
therefore proper for me to finish my morning prayers right now.” The shopkeeper said,
“Maharaj, I purchased this shawl only the day before yesterday. I have not worn it even once. It will be such a
pleasure if it becomes a prasad from your holiness. Please do have it.”
Placing the garment on his shoulders, the noble soul began to perform his morning rites with great gusto. He
placed his danda\fn{Stick} and kamandalu inside his ritual space, and having seated himself on a low wooden
stool, closed his eyes, appearing to have gone into a trance immediately.
In the meantime, the babu had properly dressed himself in his gentlemanly attire and called the shopkeeper.
“Hullo friend! How much does yesterday’s food cost? Tell me. I want to settle my account and then I have to
go immediately.” The shopkeeper thought,
“I have labored hard and I have spent money. I must earn a little profit.” So, after a little calculation, he said,
“Well, taken all together, it is two rupees and five annas—”
“Oh, don’t talk of five annas! It is just the usual trick of the baniyas. Now give me back eight rupees for the
ten-rupee note that I give you.”
The shopkeeper was delighted. He opened his box, extracted eight rupees and handed it over to the babu. The
latter put it in his purse and getting hold of his stick, started to set out. Seeing him ready for departure, the
shopkeeper said,
“Babu saheb, the note please?”
“Oh, the ten-rupee note? Well, O have already handed it over to you!”
“When did you do so, sir? I am just reminding you about it!”
“Arre! What a man you are! First you took my ten-rupee note and then you returned eight rupees to me.”
“No sir! You forget. Just open your purse and see. We do not charge twice.”
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“We also do not pay twice. You open your box and see. These cheating tricks will not do.” The shopkeeper
thought to himself:
“What a thief! Oh God, hearing him, anybody will take me to be a liar. Nobody will take this well-attired man
to be a thief. Well, he should receive the treatment he deserves. He is going too far. He will not return my money
unless I give him a blow or two.”
*
So, the shopkeeper rushed out of his shop suddenly, and grabbed the babu’s purse. A fight started between the
two. Seeing them fight, people began to gather around them, trying to find out the reason behind the quarrel. The
brahmin was still performing the morning prayers. But hearing the noise, he left his seat and came out.
“What happened?” he asked, surveying the crowd.
The shopkeeper was relieved to find him at his side. He believed that the noble soul would come to his rescue
by revealing the truth. But even without questioning, the Brahmin began to pass strictures on the shopkeeper
himself.
“Hare! Hare! This baniya appeared to be religious. Oh, he is such a cheat. First he persuaded this gentleman to
spend the night here. Then he charged two rupees just for one meal. And this good gentleman agreed and gave
him a ten-rupee note. Then he returned eight rupees to the gentleman. And lo! Now he says that the gentleman
had not given him the ten-rupee note! Oh, you sinner, bereft of religion. One should always keep religion in mind.
Remember that God sees everything.”
People now encircled the noble soul to get the details. The noble soul remarked, as if trembling with fear,
“Oh, take me away from the door of this sinner. If this scoundrel robs me of my belongings, what can a person
so ignorant of worldly ways like me do? Oh, the poor gentleman! He handed over the ten-rupee note to this fellow
in my presence. But when I paid him the bill for my meals yesterday, there was nobody there as a witness!”
The shopkeeper was attacked from all corners by the people.
“Arre Ram! This is your behaviour with godly persons like them! Fie on you,” they said. One of the neighbors
said,
“Arre Nand, you think over it yourself. Will sadhus like them ever tell a lie? And you go on denying that you
received the ten-rupee note.” Another said,
“Well, you are denying that the payment was made by this gentleman. This is all your wicked design. But what
about the payment made by the sadhuji yesterday for his meals? Are you saying that you did not receive that
too?” Seizing his opportunity, the cunning babu again exclaimed,
“O sadhuji, why stay in this robber’s shop even for a moment? There are so many shops along the road. Save
yourself from him. You do not know what he will say next.”
Stunned, the shopkeeper stood like a stone.
Meanwhile, the disciple of the noble soul had collected the stick and the jug, along with several utensils from
the shop and packed them in a cloth-bundle. Then he came out carrying that bundle on his shoulders. Now the
shopkeeper shouted with all his might,
“In clear daylight these robbers are robbing me and you are my neighbours and you do not even want to listen
to a word from me! You are helping these thieves!” Nobody listened to his wailings.
“He is an old sinner,” they all said and tried to silence him with threats. The shopkeeper tried to convince them
several times, crying,
“This plate and these utensils are mine! These thieves are carrying off my things!”
But he was countered with more and more rebukes. The trap designed by the sadhu worked so successfully
that when the shopkeeper, seeing him depart with his shawl, cried, “This is mine”, all the persons standing on the
road exclaimed,
“O Nand, what has happened to you? Have you gone mad? You want to snatch away even the pitambara of the
sadhuji? Oh, dear friend, have some fear of religion, which alone ultimately counts. Otherwise, you must be
afraid at least of other people. You are claiming the belongings of these persons before our eyes! Our bellies are
not really filled with such unholy deeds! Say, how long are you going to live in this world? You should now think
how long you are going to live by committing such crimes! Ultimately, you will have to stand in that court, where
no other witness counts. Will the members of your family come to your help then, for whom you are earning by
dishonesty?” Finding this to be the right moment, the sadhu also raised his eyes towards his forehead and uttered
these words with pride,
“He Ram! If only we knew that he is such a sinner, we would never have come to the door of this merchant.
Narayan! Narayan! This man, doomed to hell, has made the fruits of my sandhya and gayatri\fn{Types of prayers}
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go waste!” The babu said,
“Arre maharaj! Are you leaving this sinful place or not? Or do you want to be deprived of your belongings
too! What will you do if these people combine and snatch your danda and kamandalu?” Shocked by these words,
the villagers quickly said,
“Please, don’t say that babu saheb! If one person of this village is a cheat like this one, all the villagers should
not be taken to be like him.” Babu:
“Well, friends! Who knows? He is your neighbor. You can take his side as well.” Sadhu:
“Now I understand! You people will not come to our rescue if something happens. This is the nature of people.
Still, religion is something. Religion cannot vanish this way!” A number of persons from the crowd began to sing,
“O sadhuji, the great bridge of religion is not yet completely broken even now! In this Kalikala,\fn{Age of Kali,
i.e., this age of consummate wickedness and deceit:H } the world is, of course, full of sinners, but even then religion counts.
Some people may have wicked tendencies! What of it? The bright lamp of religion always shines.”
Happy and victorious, the sadhu and the babu departed in the middle of the dialogue with the crowd.
251.153 Excerpt from Looking Back\fn{by Mehr Chand Mahajan (1889-1967)} Tika Nagrota Village, Kangra District,
Himachal Pradesh, India (M) 10
1
Those were the days of the reign of great Queen Victoria, days of peace and quiet, contentment and plenty, but
also of slavery and dependence. They were the days when “dogs and Indians” were not admitted to the
Mussoorie Library or the Yacht Club, days when Indians could not walk on the Mall Road at Simla or at other
hill stations and were expected not to open an umbrella in the presence of a Britisher. It was an age when the
highest ambition of the Indian people was to live under the perpetual domination of the British, though now and
then clamoring for small crumbs of political power or office.
In those distant days, it is said, people were truthful and God-fearing. Butter, milk, ghee and honey were
available in abundance. Laws were scarce. The struggle for existence was unknown and problems of
unemployment, family planning and the like, unheard of. Tilak, Surendranath Bannerji, Dadabhai Nowrojee and
Hume dominated the political scene. Gandhi, as the world was to know him, was yet in the making and Nehru
was an infant one month old.
It was during such times, in the year of grace 1889, that I was born in a family of Mahajan Sahukars residing
in a tiny village, Tika Nagrota (District Kangra, Punjab), far away from the reach of modern civilization.
My grandfather, Chhajju Shah, was a well-known man of means, respected, pious, God-fearing. He had
believed that wealth earned by dishonest means would not last long, but when earned honestly it would last for
generations. He was the head of a joint Hindu family consisting of six brothers, five sons and their numerous
children and enjoyed all the powers of a Roman pater-familias.
A number of stories about his life are preserved in the village folklore and the family archives. Three of these
furnish an index to the life of the people of those days and their character.
Sometime in the years 1866-68, James Lyall, who later on became the Lt. Governor of the Punjab as Sir James
Lyall, came to Tika Nagrota as the Settlement Officer of the district for making revenue assessment on the lands
of the village. He told Chhajju Shah that he was prepared to settle on him 200 acres of forest land at a nomi nal
revenue assessment. The generosity of the offer had no effect on the Shah. He was content with his sahukara
business and had no interest in land, which in those days was more a burden than an asset. Even when Sir James
explained to him that in days to come each pine tree would sell for at least a rupee, thus earning for him lakhs of
rupees, Chhajju Shah was not persuaded. Lyall then entered about 20 acres of forest area as Chhajju Shah’s property which now serves as a grazing area and meets the fuel requirements of his descendents.
The Shah had money-lending dealings with a rich and influential family of Pathania Rajputs living in a village
nearby. The head of this family was a former palace guard of Maharaja Ranjeet Singh. After the death of that great
Maharaja, when loot, murder, arson and anarchy reigned supreme, the Pathania Rajput also did his bit in
collecting booty. He brought to his village lots of gold, silver, coins etc. Having settled in his village, he began to
run through his treasure by spending it on village feasts and the like. On all such occasions when thousands of
rupees were spent, Chhajju Shah was his financier and manager.
It is said that Chhajju Shah, who had the good of the prodigal’s family at heart, ventured to suggest to the Mian
on one such occasion that he should not squander away his wealth in this manner. This roused the Rajput to such
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ungovernable fury that he unsheathed his sword to chop off the head of the Shah, a lean, short-statured individual
who was no match for the hefty Pathania Rajput. The Shah was quick to discover that he had given offence. With
folded hands he asked for pardon. The Rajput paused and said that out of his high regard for the Shah he would
spare his life; had it been anyone else he would have killed him for advising him to retain the ill-gotten wealth,
which was plundered booty. The sooner it was spent, the better it would be for all concerned. If such wealth was
not quickly spent, the whole family and his entire property would be destroyed by fire! The Shah, of course, never
again offered gratuitous advice to his client.
Chhajju Shah died at quite a young age in the year 1886. When he was 52 or 53 he started on a pilgrimage to
Hardwar, Rishi Kesh, Jagan Nath Pun, Prayag (Allahabad) Godavari (Nasik), Rameshwaram and finally
Banaras. He took with him his wife and young son, a cook and a servant. The nearest railway station then was
Amritsar, a distance of about 90 miles from his village.
In those days, when a person left on a pilgrimage, it was customary for the whole village to bid him farewell
by accompanying him for a short distance beyond the village. Chhajju Shah was similarly escorted to a small
tank outside the village. When farewells were being said, an old playmate of the Shah asked him when he was
likely to return. The reply was prophetic. He said that if he had been true and pure in character and honest in his
dealings, this was his final goodbye to them all; and if not, he would soon return.
After completing his pilgrimage down south, he came to Banaras. Here, one morning he performed worship
at the temple of Vishwanath. This over, he asked his companions to prepare a bed for him in the temple
precincts. Then he gave away what he liked in charity, went to bed and died. Chhajju Shah’s son, Brij Lal, was
then a student of the B.A. class in the Government College at Lahore.
*
The birth of the child on 23 December, 1889 was declared highly inauspicious by the astrologers. They said that
he was born at a moment when the stars were in such malignant conjunction that the child’s father would die as
soon as he saw the face of his son. A family council was held and it was decided to tear the infant from the lap of
his mother, and exile him from home. Who dared gainsay the astrologers when they claimed to reveal the future,
particularly if it was unpleasant? In another family such an unlucky child might have been abandoned.
But the fates were kind to me, then, as always. One Mayya, a Rajput, and his wife Rugtu, lived in a village a
few miles away from Nagrota in a small thatched hamlet on a lonely hilltop. They had a son, Gopalu, a tall,
handsome and sturdy young man of affable manners, married to a wife who was very loveable, good natured and
affectionate. They had no son, but the wife of a cousin had recently given birth to a son. She had plenty of milk in
her breasts. This family had business dealings with the family of Chhajju Shah.
The then head of my family, Dallu Shah, stepbrother of the unlucky child’s father, sent for Gopalu and his
mother Rugtu. The old woman readily agreed to take me to her home and treat me as her own son. She said there
was plenty of milk in the breasts of her daughter-in-law and she could feed both the children.
Thus it is that the would-be Chief Justice of India was sent away from home on astrological grounds. But my being
placed in a hill Rajput peasant proprietor’s family was a piece of good luck for me. I was brought up as a peasant
proprietor’s son up to the age of seven. Mayya was an invalid and remained lying in bed. The family had a number of
cows and buffalos and there was plenty of milk, cream, curd and whey for them all. The ghee prepared in the house
was famous for its high quality. When Gopalu and the women-folk were away in the fields or with cattle, I was left at
home tied by a string to the cot of the old man.
One day I discovered the old man get up from his bed, remove all the cream from the milk and eat it. I got jealous
of the old man. In revenge I told Rugtu that the old man had stolen the cream and eaten it up. My complaints became
a standing joke in the family. Mayya would have the last word and declare,
“You, young Mahajan! You complain even against me though I am bringing you up.”
When I became four years old I was assigned the duties that a peasant boy has to perform; look after the family
goats and sheep, take the cattle to the pasture for grazing, sit on the water mill and the furrows. One evening while
sitting at the water mill where flour was being ground from wheat, I threw a stone in the mill and it stopped working.
A hue and cry was raised and it was ultimately discovered that the stoppage had been caused by my impish act!
Gopalu was too kind to scold me. But he loved to narrate the story to the zemindars of the Illaqa and the Mahajans of
Nagrota to show how mischievous was the boy he was caring for.
When I became a little older I was employed on the farm in various small jobs and took to them all with gusto. My
mother and other kinsmen visited the hamlet occasionally and brought me sweets and clothes. This would not bring
them any nearer to me. I looked askance at them and would sometimes ask angrily:
“Why do these Mahajans come here? What business have they here?”
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*
By the time I was seven, my father had graduated and become a mukhtar, a sort of attorney entitled to
practice law in lower courts. He now got a little suspicious of the grounds for the enforced separation of his son
from the family. He felt that his collaterals had probably made a fool of him by separating him from his infant
son. But he too was a firm believer in astrologers and Pandits. There were always about a dozen or score of them
living more or less permanently in his house, propitiating the gods and preparing horoscopes. Off and on he
would consult them to find out whether the boy born on 23 December, 1889 was really unlucky and likely to
bring death to him if he saw him. Finally a council of the learned men gave their verdict in favor of the exiled
infant and declared that the boy was very lucky and would be a great man and would either become a judge or a
minister. They further asserted that, if brought home, he would bring good luck to his father.
Brij Lal was still not convinced, but when his eldest son died suddenly, young Mehr Chand became the only
son of his father. Babu Brij Lal then decided to play it safe; he would bring the boy home but would not see him!
He sent his wife, a younger brother and his mother to bring me home. Rugtu brought me back to Nagrota. All
kinds of attractions were here offered to me, joy rides on horseback, two servants to carry me on their backs,
nice clothes, and tempting sweets; but I would still run back to the hamlet and stick to the old lady like a leech.
It became a problem to wean me away from my foster family. Parting with a boy whom they had brought up
for seven years as their son was also difficult for Gopalu’s mother and the rest of the family. Ultimately I was
persuaded to stay with my grandmother and mother.
*
Soon after reaching home I was sent to Nurpur for my education, in charge of a trusted servant of my father,
accompanied by a cook and a valet. Here I lived in the house of my relatives, Laiq and Sohna Behdu. One of the
sons of the family, Menku, was of the same age as myself. We soon became playmates. Menku now runs a
confectionery shop at Nurpur. I always make it a point to visit him whenever I am at Nurpur.
A few months later I was shifted to the school hostel. There I lived till I was promoted to the fourth primary
class. The hostel and the school were situated in the famous fort of Nurpur. This is the fort which Ram Singh
Pathania defended for several months against the British in the Second Sikh War. Ram Singh was let down by
his own men. While he was performing puja, the invaders made an attack and were able to effect an entrance.
Ram Singh got up from his puja and fought hard but was killed. The fort fell into the hands of the British. The
Ballad of Ram Singh Pathania is still sung in these parts on festive occasions.
The diamond jubilee of Queen Victoria was celebrated in 1897 with great pomp and show. Bands played,
parades were held, and prayers were said for the great Queen wishing her long life. Boys sang songs in her honor.
However, the most important item that interested me along with other students was that each of us was given five
delicious ladoos to celebrate the occasion!
The schools were closed for a whole week for the celebrations. All over the country there were scenes of joy
and merry-making. Durbars were held, and Indians vied with one another in showing their loyalty to the crown.
Some Indians who were invited to London for the occasion made the customary nazars (offerings as a sign of
allegiance) on being presented to the Queen.
During 1900 and 1901 there was much fear in India of a possible Russian invasion. Schoolboys chanted
“Russia will come and invade India.”
The astrologers added to the fear by predicting that there would be a great earthquake and all the land would be
submerged in water. Schools were closed and children sent home. People slept in the open just as they did in 1960
when an Italian astrologer predicted the end of the world. But nothing untoward happened either to the people or
to the astrologers!
Thus ended the first period of my life in the Nurpur School in the year 1902. We were not coddled or
pampered by our teachers. Both parents and teachers believed in the saying, “Spare the rod and spoil the child,”
and the rod was used “properly” and “adequately”. In the Nurpur school, however, it was not a rod that was
used, but a rope of the old style punkhas. But no one thought of complaining.
2
Till now Babu Brij Lal had not seen the face of his son even though I was in my twelfth year. Now that I had
been living with my grandmother for five years without bringing the family any disaster, my father took courage in
both hands and decided to look at my face. The learned Brahmans and clever astrologers were now pressed into the
service of filial affection. An auspicious day and hour was fixed for his first look at his son. The gods had however
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to be propitiated first. A yajna on a grand scale was performed in which a hundred and one pandits participated.
They were at it for a full week. At the proper hour the inauspicious son was placed in the lap of his father, and 500
Brahmans were fed.
I was now put in the Arya School at Dharamsala. Like all children, I disliked studies and liked to play. I was
fond of gymnastics and sports. One day when I was in the sixth class, my mother sent a servant to the school with
some milk and eatables. The servant returned home with the story that the boy was not to be found in the school!
The headmaster sent home a message that not only had I not shown my face in the school that day, I was often
absent from school.
Unaware of all this at 4 p.m. I arrived home with my satchel in hand and glibly told my mother that the school
was over and I was happy to be home! When my father returned from court, my mother unburdened herself to
him. Father got furious and gave me the one and the only thrashing that I ever received.
Father now decided to send me as a resident student to the District Board High School at Palampur, 22 miles
from Dharamsala. I was admitted to the school hostel and put in [the] charge of Pandit Sukhchain Nath, the third
master of the school, who was a great friend of father’s. Lala Narain Das Gupta was then the headmaster of the
school and Mr. Mookerji the second master.
The days spent in the Government High School at Palampur were not very eventful. We got up at 4:30, read
for some time in the light of the kerosene lamps and at about 6 we went out to the fields to answer the calls of
nature (there were no bathrooms and lavatories in hostels then). Then followed a bath at a nearby beautiful
spring. On return to the hostel, we did some more reading. After the morning meal students went at 9:40 to
school, which finished at 4 in the afternoons. Back in the hostel, we performed some exercise. The evening meal
followed after which we were expected to go to bed.
Off and on, we played cards, though students were not allowed to play in the hostel in those days. Attending
the miracle plays (Krishna Lila) which were quite often performed at Palampur, was the only relief from the
dreariness of our days. Now and then we attended the local fairs, and occasionally raided nearby fields for corn.
While I was at Nurpur, Fateh Chand, the physical instructor in the school—himself a very good athlete—had
taught me a number of exercises on the parallel bar and the horizontal bar. I continued my interest in them at
Palampur now under the supervision of master Kharka Ram. Here I learnt to play cricket and football, and
became a member of the school cricket team, My interest in calisthenics soon won dividend in prizes in the
district athletic meets.
Pandit Sukhchain Nath took me on trips to the temples of Kangra, Jawala Mukhi and Sujanpur Tira and to—
what was very unusual for a student in those days—the glacier from which emerges the Neugal Khad, at a height
of 13,000 ft. from the sea level. I made a number of friends at Nurptir and Palampur. Though we went our
different ways after leaving school, I continue to enjoy the friendship of some of my schoolmates still, among
them of Lala Gyan Chand, Pleader, Nurpur, Pandit Raja Ram, retired Tehsildar, Mian Attar Singh, Central
Secretariat Service, Pandit Durga Dutt, Senior English teacher and others.
*
In 1904 I took my first public examination, the middle school examination then held by the Punjab University.
For this I had to go to Kangra. Here, in the Christian High School, students from the nearby schools were
examined for about a week. I came out successful and was promoted to the ninth class.
The Russo-Japanese war broke out when I was at Palampur. The success of Japan—a small Asiatic power—
gave us all a vicarious thrill. Did not its people profess the Buddhist religion, whose founder was born in India?
In January or February 1905 orders came for the transfer of Pandit Sukhchain Nath, my guardian at Palampur.
He was appointed Assistant District Inspector of Schools at Dharamsala. My father thought that if I remained at
Palampur without a tutor of his caliber, I might go wild. He was not prepared to let me play the truant at school for
lack of supervision, so he decided to send me elsewhere. Bakshi Sohan Lal, Advocate, Dharamsala—a great friend
of my father—had shifted his law practice to Lahore on the demise of his brilliant younger brother, Bakshi Jaishi
Ram—a leader of the Lahore Bar—who had been Chairman of the Reception Committee of the Lahore Session of
the Indian National Congress. His nephew Bakshi Tek Chand (later the Honorable Mr. Justice Tek Chand, who, as a
member of the Constituent Assembly, played a very important part in shaping our Constitution) often used to spend
his summer vacation with my father at Dharamsala. Uncle and nephew both advised him to send me to Lahore for
my studies and assured him that they would look after me. I could stay with them at Lahore.
My father was soon persuaded and I was sent to Lahore. I was admitted to the Central Model School, Lahore,
where Mr. Tydman was then the headmaster to be followed by Lala Shiv Dayal and then by Lala Sunder Das Sun.
*
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I had not been long at Lahore when the great earthquake shook the Kangra valley on 4 April, 1905. It
destroyed completely the towns of Baijnath, Palampur, Kangra, Dharamsala and all the intervening villages,
killing thousands. The whole valley was in ruins. The historic temple of Kangra was razed to the ground along
with the famous Kangra fort constructed by its Katoch rulers. Not a single house in this area survived the shock.
The only building that stood the shock in Dharamsala was the district treasury, an arch-like stone building not
more than nine feet in height.
The great Dharamsala Church, where Lord Elgin lies buried, became a heap of stones. Several English
officers, including the District Judge, died in the earthquake. The District Judge—poor fellow—had come there
only the previous evening. He had come, it seems, only to die. In spite of persuasions to the contrary, his
predecessor had left the station late the previous evening, choosing to spend the night at the Shahpur Rest House,
which was not affected by the earthquake!
Our house at Dharanisala shook and fell burying my father in the debris. Happily, he was soon pulled out by
two of his faithful servants who had been outside the house at the time. He was not dead, but his limbs were
broken. He was carried to Shahpur on a charpoy. From there a tonga took him to his roadside cottage at village
Bhadwar, five miles from Nurpur.
Jotshi Kirpa Ram, the astrologer, who used to live in our house at Dharamsala, died when the house fell. His
astrological knowledge did not help him to see that his end was so near! A cousin of mine also died in the house.
All my father’s possessions were buried in the debris though some ornaments, along with his library, were
salvaged later.
All my roommates in the school hostel at Palampur died or were severely injured. Had I remained at Palampur
I would have shared their fate. But the move to Lahore had saved me. I was safely in Lahore where the shock of
the earthquake was only mildly felt.
Dharamsala, the headquarters of the District and once a fine and popular hill station is still suffering from the
after-effects of the earthquake. It is endowed by nature with beautiful scenery, springs and waterfalls. Its forests
are full of game and it is close to a perpetual glacier. With a ropeway to the glacier and rest houses affording all
amenities, it could be developed into a tourist paradise.
I got the news of the disaster that had overtaken my father the next day at Lahore. Bakshi Tek Chand, Lala Rattan
Chand Koharu, sub-editor of the Panjabi, a well known weekly of Lahore and Lala Gauri Shankar (who later on became
an Assistant Currency Officer in the Reserve Bank of India, Lahore), were leaving for Dharamsaia for carrying out relief
work in the district. I accompanied them by rail to Pathankot and then walked from Pathankot to Bhadwar, a distance of
21 miles. I was happy to find my father alive, though injured. My mother had been at Sujanpur, her parental home, but
had hastened to her husband’s side on learning the news.
*
The headquarters of the district were now shifted from Dharamsala to Nurpur. After his recovery, my father
made Bhadwar his headquarters, and attended courts at Nurpur, Kangra, Palampur and elsewhere.
After my accidental escape from death in the earthquake, I matriculated from the Central Model School,
Lahore, in 1906. I had always taken interest in hockey and cricket. Hockey had been recently introduced in
schools. I now joined the Government College, Lahore, which was then under Principal Robson, a great
disciplinarian and educationist. I enjoyed my stay at the Government College thoroughly. For a very short period I
was a resident student and lived in the Quadrangle. But for the greater part of my four years at the Government
College, I stayed with Bakhshi Tek Chand in his house at Hospital Road.
There used to be a halwai (sweetmeat seller) in Anarkali close to the house where Bakshi Tek Chand—who
had by now started his own practice as a lawyer—lived. While on my way to college I invariably spent a part of
my pocket money on the halwa from this halwai. The confectioner was an expert in halwa-making. He only made
one big plateful of halwa early in the morning. When it was sold out in a couple of hours, he went home, content
with the money he had made. Students in those days loved halwa, kulfi—ice cream and milk sweetened with rose
sherbai.
The Government College led in games. The University Hockey Shield became its monopoly for some time as
it emerged winner in the hockey tournaments year after year; and the Cricket Shield too. The Forman Christian
College kept the football Shield for a time. I played hockey, tennis and joined in athletics. I ran cross-country,
relay, hundred yards and obstacle races and became secretary of the hockey club. I represented the college in
hockey during my last two years at college.
*
One match is still fresh in my memory. It was played on the Khalsa College grounds at Amritsar. The Khalsa
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College students concentrated on hitting the shins of the Government College players, instead of hitting the ball.
The crowd of Khalsa students watching became rowdy and violent and the Government College team had to be
escorted out to safety.
Cricket provided another exciting game between the F.C. College and the Government College with Ahmad
Hassan of Jullundur, who rose to be a Deputy Commissioner later on, as captain of the Government College Team. In
those days the camaraderie between the boys was not spoilt by communal feelings and festivals like Lohri and Divali
were celebrated by Hindus and Muslims together.
We staged a “blazer” strike in the college! Principal Robson had issued orders that all the students of the
College should wear blazers with the college crest and made out of English woolen cloth. But the students, deeply
imbued with the spirit of the swadeshi movement which had followed the partition of Bengal in 1905, would not.
When the boys won their point, the Principal said they had blackened his face!
Ganga Ram Mehta, the hostel superintendent, bore the nickname of tota (parrot). The boys used to shout tota, tota,
when he came to their rooms. Later on he joined the judicial service and retired as a senior sub-judge.
The college dramatic club used to stage Shakespeare’s dramas with great success. I played minor roles in the
production of Macbeth and Othello. Some professors also played; Lala Mukand Lal, Professor Nur Elahi, Lala Ram
Prashad and several others. The life of the dramatic club, and one of the best actors of the time, was Shree Bua Lal—he
blossomed forth as Man Mohan later on and retired as Deputy Director of Public Instructions, Punjab.
Gurudutt Sondhi, another student actor, joined the Indian Educational Service and retired as Principal, Government
College, Lahore. He is playing a leading part in the youth movement and the Olympics.
Principal Robson, Professors Hemny, Bret, Jones, James, Jia Ram, Nur Elahi, Chetan Anand, Chatterjee, Mukand
Lal, Master Shiv Dyal, and Dr. Iqbal were great teachers who took much interest in the careers of their students.
The college magazine The Ravi was edited by a student editor. Life sketches of college celebrities were
published in its issues. For my multifarious activities I became the subject of a sketch in its pages.
I managed to win a prize or two for my academic work too. My participation in college sports was also fruitful.
I was popularly called Buddha (old man) by my contemporaries and friends. They wrongly thought that I carried a
wise head on young shoulders!
Gokhale visited Lahore and also Professor Ram Murti the great exponent of physical feats. I was given the
honour of presenting addresses to them both on behalf of the students. Sir Shadi Lal presided over one meeting,
when Gurudutt Sondhi read the addresses, and Mohammad Ali Chishthi sang couplets in honour of Gokhale.
I graduated in the year 1910 with Honors in History. I had studied English, chemistry and history at college.
3
Before describing my stay in the Law College, I would go back a little to make mention of the various
ceremonies which my father and mother performed for their only son and hopeful. Before the earthquake of 1905
my father performed my chhalian (ear-boring ceremony) at Machhi Bhawan—eight miles from my village—
where there is a spring full of fish and the temple of a goddess. We left home in the evening, men, women and
children marching like pilgrims, singing songs all the way. We slept the night in the open, in a mango grove.
The next morning very much to my dislike, my head was shaved. My ears were pierced by a prick of the gold
earrings that had been prepared for the occasion and had pearls in them. It was a painful process but soon my new
attractive clothes and sweets took away the feeling of pain. Thirty-two goats were offered to the goddess, the head
of each being severed by one stroke of the sword by a Rajput servant of my father.
A grand feast was held to celebrate the occasion. The whole of the town of Nurpur and all friends of father
from Dharamsala and all our relations attended this feast. Separate arrangements were made for the Muslim
invitees on the occasion under the supervision of two friends of my father, Abad Bhat of Nurpur and Sheikh Amir
Ali.
My grandmother presided over the whole show. Her authority over her sons and relations was supreme. She
was highly respected and implicitly obeyed by everybody in the village and the neighborhood. My father, though
now a leading lawyer, obeyed her like a child.
The next ceremony was the sacred thread ceremony. This was performed at our Bhadwar house. I was then in
my B.A. A number of learned pandits sat officiating at it in all solemnity. As a brahmchari (novice) I was dressed
in leopard skin and yellow loincloth, and was given a stick to protect me and a mat to squat and sleep on. I left
home for the purpose of entering on the life of a student novitiate, but was soon persuaded to return by my sisters’
(uncle’s daughters) importunities.
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It was a solemn farce. I still remember one thing about it. My mother, by way of offerings (sluzgun) got a lot of
presents and cash and pocketed them all. She knew little arithmetic and asked me to do the counting. As a
recompense for my services I helped myself to a little money to spend on my own. She never found out!
*
On my first visit to Delhi I witnessed an amusing incident. We were staying in a hotel and used to sleep in the
open on the hotel roof. A family of Peshawaris was also staying in the same hotel and sleeping close by. A peddler
came in the morning. Soap was one of the articles he was peddling. The Peshawari gentleman asked the price of a
cake. The peddler asked for 14 annas and the Peshawari offered one anna. After an hour of hard bargaining the
peddler agreed to sell it for an anna! The Peshavaria, however, now refused to buy it, saying that even in one anna
there must be lurking a huge profit somewhere!
I tried my best to persuade him to buy it on the ground that the fellow had been there for one hour and he was
entitled to sell one cake of soap at least! This had no effect on this resident of the Pathan country. So the peddler
departed without doing any business! Delhi peddlers and hawkers—and even some shop-keepers—indulge in such
questionable methods of trading even now!
I accompanied my father on several other trips during this period. The first interesting trip was to Satkulara in
Chamba State, near the Chauri pass, over 9,000 ft. above the sea level. Father was always looking for water
springs with digestive qualities, because, though dyspeptic he still loved rich food! Mother was one of the finest
cooks I have ever come across.
His Highness, Raja Bhuri Singh of Chamba was on very friendly terms with father. He had told my father that
the spring water at Satkulara was good for digestion and father decided to give it a trial. His Highness made
arrangements for my father’s stay there in very well furnished State tents. The forest officer was ordered to look
after us and vegetables were daily sent to us from Chamba, a distance of over ten miles.
We went to Satkulara in the month of September when the courts were closed. Father had decided to go alone
with a Rajput friend of Mamoon village who was a good musician to keep him company. Mother had prepared
delicacies for father’s stay in this holiday place. As edibles were being packed, I got scent of this trip and went on a
hunger strike. When mother discovered what all the fuss was about, she persuaded father to take me also with him!
We reached the place in the evening after crossing the Chaurai pass. Nature, of course, was at its best and there
was any amount of good spring water. Our tents were pitched on a fine piece of level, grassy ground, surrounded by
splendid pine and deodar trees.
But no sooner had we reached our camping ground, than it began to rain. Since the rains did not stop for full ten
days, we were confined to the tents all the time. There was a Gujar hut nearby offering plenty of milk, cream and
butter. I made full use of its resources but was otherwise soon fed up with the place. So father decided to leave for
Chamba as soon as the rains stopped.
At Chamba where we were State guests, we were looked after with princely hospitality. After a short stay at
Chamba, we went to Dalhousie, then a popular hill resort, mostly visited by the British. Father came to Dunera in a
rickshaw, as there was no tonga service then to Dalhousie and I came on horse-back. At Dalhousie we lunched at Rai
Bahadur Sohan Lal’s (the Chamba vakil at Dalhousie); if my memory serves me right, it was an enormous meal, some
two dozen courses following, one another. From Dalhousie we returned home via Pathankot.
The second trip was to Simla. We stayed there at the palatial bungalow of R.B. Jailal, a leading advocate and scion
of the Sood community that owned more than half of Simla. He was legal adviser to the Simla Hill princes and
himself lived like a prince. He had great influence with the local officials and the Government of India. His father was
then alive and was staying with him. Jailal was a vegetarian but his father was fond of sport and hunting. I have
seldom seen a more virile old man.
I enjoyed the monkey feast at Jakhu and the trip to Prospect Hill. I saw the Viceregal Lodge and tramped up and
down the Mall during the earlier hours of the day. Indians could not walk on the Mall in the evenings when it was full
of Europeans.
The third trip I took was to Bombay. We stayed at Kalbadevi road in Rai Banke Mal's house. He was a mill
owner of Ferozepur and was doing cotton business in Bombay. We spent ten days here visiting various places
of interest including a trip to Elephanta caves. We soon discovered that Bombay climate did not suit us. It
affected us so badly that we could hardly walk about without some pain and discomfort. After 15 days in the
city we returned home.
*
My first marriage was performed in 1910 after I had passed my B.A. Father had been approached on behalf of
some highly connected girls for his boy. Of course the would-be bridegroom had no say in the matter. He was not
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consulted, much less allowed to see the face of the girl he was expected to make his life-partner. The selection of
the bride was entirely in the hands of the parents.
After a good deal of consideration, father selected Kesri Devi, daughter of Lala Nand Lal Mahajan of Shahpur
Kandi, District Gurdaspur. She belonged to a high caste Mahajan family of Bliekhetras and was handsome, good
natured and of simple habits. Lala Nand Lal was a petty shopkeeper but was married in a well-to-do Mahajan
family of Dina Nagar. Nand Lal lived next door to the house where my uncle—my mother’s sister’s husband—
lived. My mother’s sister gave all details about the girl to my mother. The match was thus arranged between them,
the poor bridegroom knowing nothing about the bride and the bride, of course, knowing nothing of the groom!
A small marriage party left for Shahpur Kandi on the hottest day of May. The graduate bridegroom was
carried in a palanquin to the bride’s house. After the marriage, the bride traveled closely covered in another
palanquin and guarded by a woman relative and a barber’s wife so that the husband may have no contact with
her.
Father invited all his friends and relatives for the marriage feast at Bhadwar. Some 1,500 of them, in all,
responded to the invitation. Tents and shamianas were set up to accommodate the gathering. All officials of the
District, members of the Bar, notably R.B. Sukh Dial (who retired as Chief Justice of Jammu and Kashmir State)
R.B. Bakshi Sohan Lal, Bakshi Tek Chand, R.B. Chuni Lal, then District and Sessions Judge, Mr. Moti Lal Kaistha,
Dewan Bishan Dass, were all there. Lala Ghanaya Shah and Lala Hat Dayal Shah looked after the guests and did it
very well. My grandmother acted as the presiding deity.
Costly dresses made at Amritsar and ornaments were given to the bride, but she and the bridegroom were not
allowed to see each other, though our hearts ached for at least one look.
*
I remember an incident of some interest. Back home, the kangna (a thread tied round the wrist of the
bridegroom during the marriage ceremony) has to be untied by the bride. When this was being done, my
grandmother invoked the blessings of the family gods and goddesses and made offerings to them all. But she
forgot to invoke the blessing of Nagini Devi, a serpent shrine, about a mile from our house in whose
“jurisdiction” we were supposed to be living.
Suddenly from one corner of the house a small snake put out its head. We all saw it and were frightened. My
grandmother now remembered that she had forgotten to ask for Nagini Mata’s blessings. She immediately made
her obeisance to the serpent and fed it milk. It drank the milk and disappeared.
*
As was the custom then, coins were thrown on the palanquins of the bride when it passed through Nurpur City.
A feast was given at village Mamoon where father had some lands.
Another event is also fresh in my mind. Rai Bahadur Sukh Dial was an old friend of father. They had
practiced at the Bar together at Dharamsala. In 1910, he was practicing at the Punjab Chief Court. Father had
always given the customary present (neonda) at weddings in Sukh Dial’s family. For my marriage, he offered
father Rs. 210 as neonda, a big amount in those days. Father had been giving Rs. 51 as neonda on such
occasions. The Rai Bahadur said that it was a custom in his family to add up all the neondas received to date
and in return to offer a sum larger than what had been received till then. Father had to take Rs. 210 but at the
next wedding in the Rai Bahadur’s family he had to offer Rs. 251.
I had to wait for two years to see the face of my wife! She was mostly at the house of her parents while I was
at Lahore studying.
*
A great Darbar was held at Delhi in 1911 on the occasion of the coronation of George V. I attended this Darbar
with father who was on the management committee of the Mela held at the Bela on the side of Jumna behind the
Red Fort. Like many other managers, father got a sanad (a certificate) for his good work
there. I enjoyed the sight seeing and the show. I had a look at the King.
I remember one incident. All the princes bowed before the King, offered him homage and nazars, and returned
to their seats without turning their backs on him. The only exception was the Gaekwar of Baroda. He neither bent
before the King, nor walked backwards! Serious notice was taken of this discourteous conduct, and the Gaekwar
lost favor with the Government.
4
During this impressionable age of 15 years to 19 years when I was in school and college a good deal of change
came into my life, thoughts and religious and political ideas. I was considerably affected by the speeches of political
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leaders like Lala Lajpat Rai, Gopal Krishna Gokhale, Srinivas Sastri, Surendranath Bannerji, Mrs. Basant, Bipen
Chandra Pal and Lokmanya Tilak.
I have yet to come across a more fluent and powerful speaker in Urdu than Lala Lajpat Rai. He could
command an audience of fifteen to twenty thousand persons easily and carry them with him. He could convert
them to his views, powerfully expressed in language unsurpassed in diction and oratory. I first heard him on the
Arya Samaj platform and was converted to his views. He was a great political leader, a spirited public speaker,
never afraid, prepared to sacrifice his all, and ready to face all perils for the causes he sponsored. He commanded
the allegiance of the Punjab as long as he lived.
Gokhale and Sastri I heard with rapt attention. They spoke beautiful English, full of the sonorous periods and rich
diction of those days. Their obvious sincerity and enthusiasm for the political uplift of the country were infectious!
They fearlessly criticized the Government but in language that would not give offence. India has not produced another
orator like Surendranath Bannerji. His oratory was a stream of well-chosen words—unmatched in their logic,
sentiments and emotion.
I also heard Sarojini Naidu, the Nightingale of India. There was sweet melody in her voice and a poetical touch in
her words, but, as an orator, she was no match to Surendranath Bannerji. Mrs. Besant also rose to great heights when
speaking.
Tilak was vehement and forceful; his words were patriotic fire. While Tilak’s addresses showed an ingrained
Vedic culture, Babu Bipen Chandra Pal was a public speaker who held the masses spell-bound. Between them,
these great patriots laid the foundation on which Mahatma Gandhi built so well in later years. The educated
youth of the country was very much influenced by their speeches and thoughts.
Like others, I imbibed patriotic ideas and a desire to work for the freedom of the country was born in me. I
came to admire revolutionaries but was never converted to the cult of violence. I felt that violence could not
bring freedom. I now began to wear swadeshi.
*
The speeches that I heard on religious subjects in the Arya Samaj at Lahore and elsewhere converted me from
an orthodox Hindu of the old style to a zealous Arya Samajist. Our ancestral family home was a fortress of
orthodoxy and up to my college days I was brought up under its spell. My grandmother saw to it that all of us
performed the daily worship as enjoined by the Puranas. Under her rigid rule, we performed the yajnas and
sacrifices, observed various fasts and performed the shradhas.
Our family goddess was Mahl Devi, installed in a temple-like niche in the house. Every morning and evening, a
half-literate Brahman performed puja before her. She was given a bath early in the morning, dressed in new
garments and decked with jewels. The blowing of the sankh (conch), beating of drums and cymbals, announced
that the goddess was ready for the day’s work. Food was then offered to her, most of which the priest took. Arti,
which followed, completed the morning service. No one could eat anything cooked or brought into the house till it
was first offered to the family goddess.
I took active part in beating the drum at both the morning and evening worship. I always felt envious of the
priest who got the best of all the eatables in the house! My father’s house was always full of learned pandits and
astrologers who were kept busy performing japs (recitations) and yajnas in the Puranic style. My mother observed
all the fasts enjoined by the Puranas and Eke, my grandmother, was a firm believer in the Puranic mode of worship.
We always enjoyed mother’s fasts, as they gave us the nice phoolahar she prepared on these occasions. Though
it was intended as phoolahar, (a meal as light as a flower) it was always rich and appetising. Except when it was a
twelve hour fast, one could take milk, fruits, sweets, potatoes etc.; only cereals could not be eaten.
Mother was as much an expert in preparing phoolahar as she was in cooking meat and other dishes. Her dahi
baras were famous. Though this article of food is prepared everywhere in India, I have never tasted anything as good
as hers.
*
My birthdays were observed in true Puranic style. On these occasions I was weighed against grain, salt, iron, ghee
and what not. The stuff was then given away in charity under the supervision of the officiating priest. Even when I
ceased to believe in propitiating heavenly bodies, I continued to observe the rites, just to please my mother.
To make provision for dead relatives, shradhas were performed regularly in our house. They were of two kinds:
khiah was performed on the actual death anniversary of the deceased member of the family every year. During the
shradha fortnight the spirit of the dead was invoked on the tithi (the day by lunar reckoning) on which he had met his
death. On both occasions, excellent dishes were prepared; sweet palao, khir (rice pudding), dahi bara, rice, puries
and madhras and pulses. It was a grand feed.
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The Brahmans were fed and the deceased ancestor was invoked by calling the crows outside the house. It was
through the stomach of the Brahman that the food was transmitted to the hungry dead to last them a full year.
A death in the family was followed by kirya rites fifteen days after cremation. The first death anniversary was
celebrated as barkhi, the chaubarkha was performed on the fourth death anniversary. This over, performance of khiah
and shraadh were recurrent annual rites.
*
The speeches of Lala Lajpat Rai, Mahatma Hans Raj, Principal Dewan Chand, Dr. Gokal Chand Narang, Lala Sain
Das and Kali Babu, Bengali Editor of the Tribune,who spoke quite often at the Sunday meetings, weaned me away
from the orthodox Puranic way of life and worship in which I had grown. All these persons had made great sacrifices
for the Arya Samaj. Mahatma Hans Raj had given his life to the Arya Samaj and the D.A.V. movement without any
remuneration. Principal Dewan Chand, Dr. Gokal Chand Narang and Lala Sain Dass were Life Members of the
D.A.V. College, dedicated to serve the College and the Arya Samaj for a mere pittance. They lived simple lives,
studied the scriptures and modern literature and gave effective religious discourses. I was also influenced by the
speeches of Lala Munshi Ram who later became Swami Shradanand. He was a powerful speaker. His scheme of
education in Gurukalas appealed to me a good deal.
I was considerably influenced by the teachings of Swami Dayanand as interpreted by the Arya Samaj leaders
and the dedicated men who were its members. The sacrifices the Life Members had made for the cause appealed
to me greatly.
I also attended the Brahm Samaj on several occasions, but it did not exercise much influence on me for it
looked like a foreign plant on Indian soil, more akin to Christianity. It was inspired more by Western thought than
by ancient Indian culture. It never took root in the Punjab, though it claimed the allegiance of some men and
women known for piety and high character.
A special feature of the religious and social life of Punjab in those days were shashtrarths, i.e. debates on
religious doctrines between orthodox Hindus, Arya Samajists, Sikhs, Christians, and Moslems. These debates
were carried on in an academic spirit without ill-will or quarrels. Malvis, pandits, Arya Samajist preachers and
Christian Missionaries took part in them and the people learnt a good deal about different religions from these
discussions. I too learnt a lot by attending these debates, which were conducted in a spirit of good humour,
without rancour and fanaticism.
This great institution has now disappeared.
It was in this atmosphere of social, religious, political and Swadeshi ideas that I was brought up in my school
and college days. …\fn{Below, the stone chariot (16th century) of the Vittala Temple at the Hampi temple complex, Bellary District,
Karnataka Proviince, India}

301.27 1. Pushpa Ki Abhilasha 2. Excerpt from Ganga Ki Vidai: Two Poems\fn{by Makhanlal Chaturvedi (18891968)} Babai Village, Hoshangabad District, Madhya Pradesh, India (M) 1½
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85.48 The Sheltered\fn{by Vrindavan Lal Verma (1889-1969)} Mauranipur, Jhansi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 3
Rajjab the butcher was returning from Lalitpur after a day’s work. Accompanied by his wife, he had a big
amount of about two to three hundred rupees on his person. The road was dangerous and deserted. Lalitpur was
quite far off and they had to take shelter somewhere or the other. He decided to stay in village Marpura. His wife
had fever, he had money, bullock-carts were expensive, therefore, he thought it expedient to halt for the night.
But where could he stay? He could not keep his caste a secret. His wife was wearing silver rings in her nose
and typical Muslim pajamas. Besides, many people in the village recognized him. He had bought milching
animals from them.
He requested people he dealt with for some shelter for the night but they refused. Those people had sold their
animals on the sly to Rajjab. His stay would start rumors, so they declined.
A poor thakur lived in the village. He had a little land but no bullocks or plough. The land was tilled by the
farmers and he faced no problem in charging land-tax for two or three years. He had a small house, but, out of
deference, people referred to it as “the fortress” and the thakur was addressed as “Raja” out of fear.
Compelled by circumstances Rajjab reached the thakur’s door with his sick wife. The thakur was smoking a
hookah, sitting in his lobby. Rajjab saluted him from outside and said,
“Doujou,\fn{Term of address used for elder brother.} I have a request.”
Without moving an inch, the thakur asked, “What?” Rajjab said,
“I have come from quite a distance. I am very tired. My wife is running high temperature. If she stays out in
the cold her condition would worsen, therefore, give me a little space somewhere for the night.”
“What caste are you people?” the thakur asked.
“I’m a butcher,” Rajjab replied plainly. There was a beseeching look on his face.
The thakur’s eyes were filled with rage. He said,
“Do you know whose house is this? How dare you come here?”
With hope in his voice Rajjab said, “This is the house of the Raja, that is why I have come here.”
All the hardness vanished from the eyes of the thakur. He spoke somewhat softly,
“Did nobody take you in?”
“No, Lord,” Rajjab replied. “I tried a lot but due to my lowly occupation nobody is willing to accept me.” And
he squatted in one corner of the floor. Behind him, his wife, groaning and shivering sat like a bundle!
The thakur asked, “Do you have your chillum?”\fn{A clay pipe used to smoke tobacco.}
“Yes, sir!” Rajjab replied.”
“Then come in, you can smoke tobacco from your pipe. Bring your wife in. You can lie in a corner of our
lobby.”
When both of them came in, the thakur asked, “When will you go away from here?”
“While it is still dark, sir. We have bread with us and so need not cook.”
“Your name?”
“Rajjab!”
*
After some time the thakur asked, “Where are you coming from?”
Rajjab named the place.
“Why did you go there?”
“In connection with my livelihood.”
“Your work is very bad.”
“What to do, sir, something has to be done to satisfy hunger. Whatever job God has assigned to each one of us,
we have to do it.”
“How much was your profit?” the thakur asked with some hesitation.
Raijab answered with even greater hesitation, “My lord, I just scraped together subsistence.”
The thakur did not pry any further.
After a moment Rajjab said, “I’ll leave at dawn. By then my wife will be all right.” After this, the tired couple
went to sleep.
Late at night some people called the thakur out as pre-arranged. Wrapped in a tattered quilt, the thakur came
out. One visitor said softly,
“Douju, today we have come back empty-handed. Tomorrow evening will be more auspicious.”
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The thakur said, “We needed money today. Anyway, we’ll see tomorrow. Did you make an effort?”
“Yes,” said the visitor. “A butcher came this way with a bundle of notes. But we were a little late. He gave us
the slip. We’ll see early tomorrow.” The thakur said in a contemptuous voice,
“We are not going to touch a butcher’s money.”
“Why not?”
“It’s tainted money.”
“‘Butcher’ is not written on the notes.”
“But the money is contaminated due to his occupation.”
“The money belongs to others. By coming into the butcher’s hands, it does not become his money.”
“My head does not accept it; it’s unsanctified.”
“We’ll cleanse it with our swords.”
They did not argue for long. The thakur made his visitors leave from outside. He looked inside. The butcher
and his wife were fast asleep. The thakur also slept.
*
Morning came, but Rajjab couldn’t leave. His wife’s temperature had gone down but her body hurt and she
could not take a single step. Seeing them there in the morning, the thakur was furious. He told Rajjab,
“I’ve collected many guests. In a short while the whole village is going to see you sitting in my lobby and all
kinds of rumors will fly. You must leave. Right now.”
Rajjab requested again and again but the thakur did not yield. Although the village accepted his authority, he
was also under a great pressure from the community. Therefore, Rajjab accompanied by his wife squatted under a
tree outside the village and started cursing the Hindus. He hoped that his wife would be fit to walk after a few
hours. But this did not happen, so he decided to hire a bullock-cart.
With great difficulty a cobbler agreed to take him to Lalitpur for a heavy charge. In the meantime it was midday. The fever rose again, and his wife started shivering from cold. Rajjab did not have the courage to take her in
that condition. He postponed the journey till the fever came down and she stopped shivering.
After an hour and a half or so the shivering stopped but the temperature still rose. Rajjab put his wife in the
cart and asked the cart-driver to hurry up. The cart-driver said,
“You have spent the whole day here and now you want to hurry up.” Rajjab again asked him very cordially to
go quickly. But the cart-driver said,
“In this way I’ll not go. You can take your money back. I’m going home.”
Clenching his teeth he kept quiet for a while. Then cautiously [he] said,
“Brother, calamities befall everyone. Only a human being helps another being, animals cannot help. You too
have children. Have pity on me.”
The cart-driver laughed on hearing the butcher sermonizing him on pity. When he did not budge an inch,
Rajjab gave him more money and then he moved on.
After traveling for five or six miles, evening fell. There was no village in sight. Rajjab’s cart was moving
slowly. His wife was unconscious with fever. He felt his waist. The money was safe. He remembered that he had
to part with some more money due to his wife’s illness and waste that money on the cart-owner. He was angry at
the cart-driver but did not want to show it to him. He started a conversation with the purpose of killing time.
“How far would a village be from here?”
“Very far, we’ll stop there.”
“At whose place?”
“Anywhere, under a tree. Tomorrow morning we’ll go to Lalitpur.”
“You’ll again ask for money tomorrow?”
“Why? I have taken my fare. Why will I ask again?”
“Just as you insisted today, son. If it was Lalitpur I would have shown you!”
“What would you have shown me? Did you want to sit for free in the cart?”
“What! Even after paying you’re saying we wanted to go free in it. Do you know my name is Rajjab. If you
make any trouble in between, I will cut you with a knife here and throw you and take the cart to Lalitpur.”
Rajjab did not want to express his anger but perhaps it was manifested inadvertently.
The cart-driver looked around. It was dark. There was no one in sight. There were thick bushes growing
around. It seemed that any moment someone would spring from behind them. Hearing Rajjab’s words he felt a
chill down his spine. It seemed as if cold steel had touched his ribs.
The cart-driver quietly pulled the cart. He thought, “As soon as I reach the village I will get down and start
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shouting and collect people and get rid of Rajjab. I’ll return his money, and refuse to go ahead, lest he should kill
me on the way!”
The cart must have moved a little further when the bulls stopped suddenly. Rajjab was not looking in front, so
he said, shouting at the driver,
“Why, you scoundrel, have you fallen asleep?”
But a more sharp, authoritative voice came from one of the men standing in front.
“Beware, don’t move!”
Rajjab saw about four or five men with huge sticks in their hands. God knows from where they had sprung in
the midst of nowhere. One of them promptly hit one blow on the yoke and two others stood ready to attack Rajjab
from his left and right.
The driver got down, leaving the cart, said, “Sir, I am the cart driver. It has got nothing to do with me.”
“Who is he?” asked one in a thunderous voice.
The driver was petrified. He couldn’t reply.
Rajjab carefully handled the money on his waist and said softly, “I am a very poor man. I have nothing. My
wife is lying sick in the cart. Let me go.”
One of them raised his stick on Rajjab’s head. The driver wanted to escape but one man caught him. Then he
opened his mouth and said,
“Lord, leave me. I’m just taking this cart on hire. I have only three-four annas on me.”
“And who is he? Tell us,” asked one of them.
The cart-driver replied immediately, “A butcher from Lalitpur.”
The stick which was raised on Rajjab's head remained there. The man with the stick asked, “Are you a
butcher? Speak the truth!”
“Yes, Lord!” Rajjab replied at once. “I’m very poor. I beg of you, don’t harass me. My wife is seriously ill.”
His wife groaned loudly. The one with the stick said in his companion’s ear,
“His name is Rajjab. Leave it, let us go.” But the man disagreed and said,
“Douju, smash his head, if he doesn’t agree. We don’t believe in butcher or no butcher.”
“We’ll have to leave him,” the man said. “We will not hit him nor will we touch him.”
The other said, “Scared that he is a butcher, Douju? Have you gone out of your mind today? Let me see!” He
immediately pointed his stick at Rajjab’s chest and asked him to part with whatever money he had. But the man
standing on the ground said in a sharp tone,
“Get down. Don’t say anything to him. His wife is sick.”
“Let her be,” the stick wielding man replied from the cart. “I’m the cure for butchers.” And he again threatened
Rajjab. The man standing down below said,
“Beware! Don’t touch him. Get down, otherwise I’ll smash your head to pieces. He had come to me for
shelter.”
The stick wielder got down from the cart in frustration. The man down there said, “Everyone go home now.
Don’t pester the travelers.” Then he told the cart driver,
“Ay! Go, drive your cart away. Take him to his destination, then return, otherwise your life would be in danger.
And you two, if you discuss this matter with anyone, I’ll have you roasted alive.”
The driver moved away with his cart. The man who had wielded the stick over Rajjab in the cart said
distressfully,
“Douju, I’ll never come with you again.” Douju said,
“Don’t come. I can manage alone. But remember never would the Bundel betray the one whom he shelters.”
87.6 Excerpt from On The Path Of Life: “The Birth Of Nationalist Fervour”\fn{by Rama Devi (1889-1985)}
Muzaffarpur, Muzaffarpur District, Bihar State, India (F) 4
… My father was a government official. In those days Orissa was yet to be a separate state; it was together
with Bengal and Bihar. When my father fell ill, his elder brother would call him back from wherever he was to his
own place. He would oversee father’s treatment and allow him to leave only after he was fully recovered. Along
with my sister I usually accompanied father and stayed with him at uncle’s place.
The bungalow where uncle lived now houses Lady Shailabala Women’s College. The entire family, including
mother, used to stay there at times. Other people also put up there. They were Miss Das, Miss Hazra and Chandra.
During our stay Miss Das would always lord it over me and my sister. She would give us lessons on table
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manners and how to use the toilet. Slight deviations from the norm would draw her displeasure. But uncle never
seemed to be pleased with her demeanor. He could never resist saying,
“Shaila, don’t discipline the children so much. Leave them alone and they will pick it up as they grow.”
Uncle mostly spoke Bengali, even while conversing with the Oriyas, let alone with Miss Das. As for Miss
Hazra, it was not in her nature to be stern. She regularly spent time with us in the garden. She was pursuing her
studies at Calcutta at that time. On her return she carried fine black clay, fit for making images, all the way from
Calcutta only for us. She herself taught us the art of making images in clay. She made us draw pictures with
colored pencils. Whether it was prompted by her own interest or by uncle’s wishes was immaterial, In the garden
she would show us plants and flowers and ask us to draw them. She often helped us with the drawing and also
trained us in the art of preparing bouquets.
My mother was more like a daughter to uncle. So people would joke,
“You will be an owl in the next birth.”\fn{ An unlucky animal to the Indians, ancient or modern; for the sin of talking with
one’s husband’s elder brother.}
Mother’s nickname was Pala, But uncle called her Pali with affection. He very much liked the curry and sweet
dishes prepared by mother. So she prepared breakfast, cakes and curry every day on a raised earthen oven on the
terrace. Over dinner he was usually heard saying,
“Pali, I may take one more sandesh and risk overeating if it pleases you.”
As he particularly liked kakra we had more of that kind at home. But he was candid enough to say that his own
mother was a better hand at that variety of cake. Miss Das would curiously ask mother the secret of her trade, and
a quick remark from uncle would follow,
“It is not the oil or spices but the love with which you serve food that makes it delicious.”
Almost every day we moved around with uncle in his car. One more adult went with us. Mostly it was the
tannery that we visited. The other person with us would escort us through different sections in the tannery and
explain to us the activities there, while uncle would be busy doing his own work. Once we were getting spruced
up for a very interesting trip when uncle’s footsteps were heard on the staircase, and then his voice,
“Where are you all? Come, let us start.”
He waited for a while in the drawing room and then left finding no response from anyone. Father called us
immediately after that and wanted to know why we hadn’t responded to uncle. Displeased with us he said,
“That is not how you should behave. Never do it again. Now don’t budge till he comes, and when he does, the
first thing you will do is to beg his forgiveness.”
Just a few moments later uncle came back and asked indulgently, “Where are the two monkeys?”
He was told we were weeping, having been scolded by father for our misdemeanor. At once he came to us,
lifted me, tossed me in the air and gathering me in his arms said with a lot of tenderness,
“You should promptly respond if someone calls you, or you would develop a bad temperament.”
Then he pleaded with father to allow us to go out as we had already been punished for our faults. Saying this
he left with us in his vehicle.
Off and on he took us to the jeweler’s or to the toy shop. To know our preferences he would ask us which of
the items we liked most.
“Pick up anything you like,” he would say.
We took whatever we chose, and back at home he talked about those purchases and our likes and dislikes with
our parents. Uncle was very indulgent towards children. He would rather have us play with the odds and ends in
his sitting room and break them. But Miss Das was too strict about that. She did not like the rooms to be untidy.
There was a chess table in the drawing room with dots of gold and silver. Once in a while uncle tried to initiate us
into the game.
When he sat together with father, they talked about national problems, and the prospects of a separate state of
Orissa. Never did they gossip aimlessly, as I remember, and mother was always present on those occasions. She
had a special liking for music. So Miss Hazra made it a point to sing to her playing the piano herself. She took it
upon herself to make us learn songs in Bengali.
Father came back to normal health, and we returned to Muzaffarpur in Bihar. Official quarters, it seemed, were
a rarity those days. So we moved into a large rented house. On the front was a big orchard dotted with beautiful
flowers. Did it belong to us? Or to the landlord? I often wondered. The two of us regularly hung around in the
garden, where there were ripe pomegranates. Once the gardener gave us two pomegranates along with some other
fruit. We came upon father while running home happily with the gifts.
“Who gave you the fruit?” father asked in a tone of disapprobation.
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“The gardener,” I replied in a guilt-ridden voice.
“Does the owner know about it ?” he asked, guessing he did not.
“We do not know,” we naïvely said.
He came to know from the gardener that what he guessed was right. Then with tenderness he said,
“My dear, you must know that taking something without the knowledge of its owner amounts to stealing. The
gardener has given you the fruit without the permission of the owner. So it is not proper to accept them. Now, go
with the gardener to his master and return the fruit to him, and do not forget to apologize to him for what you
did.”
We immediately went with the gardener to meet the landlord. After all this we had lost the power to speak. The
landlord heard everything from the gardener. He appreciated his gesture, treated us with a lot of affection and
gave us back the fruit with a little more from his own stock.
This was the second time that we were punished for having done something not to father’s liking.
Long back when I was a small child of seven or eight, one day the woman from the laundry came with the
clothes. Thoughtlessly I queried her about her caste. Having overheard it father came to me and with a soft
annoyance said,
“You inauspicious wretch! Don’t you ask anyone his caste. That is bad manners.”
I remember his words till today—and have never repeated that blunder since.
There were a few junior cooks in our service, who were taking lessons from the chief cook. When one of them
refused once to carry out my instructions I was annoyed and said,
“You are employed here, why shouldn’t you obey?”
As soon as it reached the ears of father he came to me and said.
“It is true that he is our servant. Yet we must not remind him of the fact, for it may hurt his feelings. Poverty
has forced his parents to send him to work at this tender age. At least, you should not tell it to him to his face.
Think before you speak, whether your words will hurt the other person.”
My aunt told me that once father asked the cook to escort my elder sister when she went to see the puja. On
her return father asked her about the chief attractions of the festival. She joyfully said,
“Nana bought me strange looking sweets, red and juicy. They were good to taste.”
Father could understand what they were and at once slapped the cook on the face. My sister burst into tears
and in a voice choked with emotion said.
“You beat him up, papa! Poor man! It must have hurt him a great deal. You should not have done that, papa.”
After that he is never known to have chastised any servant.
We were staying at Muzaffarpur. Dinner time was about 8.30 or 9 p.m. Father and two of us sisters were
halfway through dinner. Mother was sitting nearby.
Suddenly a great sound was heard outside startling both of us. We could not make out anything. Father said,
“That is the sound of a bomb.”
With this he fell into solemn silence. I remember that sight even now. After a short while an official came with
a letter. Father silently went through the letter and said,
“It is from Kings Ford.”
Kings Ford was a good friend of father’s. We paid regular visits to him with father. Then father engaged
mother in a conversation about the bomb explosion.
We had quite a few Bengali neighbors. They were not government servants. One of them was Mr. Yogesh, a
renowned lawyer. We were very close to some of them. The men used to come to my father and talk with him, and
the children used to sing to us, Our Bengal Our Mother, and many other songs in Bengali. In course of time we
also picked up a few. The use of indigenous materials, such as alloyed combs and bangles, and coarse cloths from
Banga Laxmi Mill, was going on in full swing.
Khudiram was tried and sentenced to death. We heard all such things being discussed at home. That was how I
came to know about Aurobindo.\fn{Sri Aurobindo Ghose (1872-1950), Indian nationalist and mystic philosopher .} Father
talked to his friends mostly in English, but we could make out what they meant from the bits of Hindi or Bengali
that crept into their talk. The atmosphere was tense all around us. We became fully convinced that to do
something worthwhile for the country one had to be self-dependent and use indigenous products and welcome
incarceration as well as capital punishment. Talks at home often centered around the activities of the freedom
fighters, for which they were eulogized. We began to feel the impact of all this and realized that this was the
reward for those who fought for the country. “Seven crore cry out ‘Our country’ in a chorus,” was the refrain at
the tip of our tongue.
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The activity of Aurobindo\fn{He began to agitate for Indian independence in 1893 and, suspected of terrorist activities, was
came very much into discussion and inspired me. I began to have deep regard for him
and tried to know more about him. We had a fair idea of the jail as we often accompanied father on his visits there
for inspection. He sat in the office and one of the officials showed us the inner parts of the jail.
I never saw Khudiram inside the jail, but I remember the day his mother had come to see him. Everyone was
talking about him. I felt a strange bond with him and was deeply pained to learn of his death sentence. I timidly
asked father if we could see Khudiram for a while. He turned down my proposal with great annoyance saying
they would not allow us to see him.
His official duties required his presence at the site of hanging. When such eventualities arrived he got up at
about 3 a.m., dressed and left early for the jail. The day appointed for the hanging of Khudiram neared. From his
case we learnt that a convict, before being hanged, is asked about his last wish, which, if found lawful, is granted.
On the eve of the fateful day, the sorrowful event that was to occur was uppermost in my mind. I had a very
uneasy feeling and I felt like weeping. We requested mother to try to ensure father’s absence from the site of
hanging. Mother asked us to talk to father ourselves. We timidly approached father’s table. My sister signaled to
me to broach the subject myself. Sensing our presence father looked up and said,
“Yes, tell me what you want to say.” Mustering courage I forced out a few words,
“Please, do not be present at the hanging.”
“Who else will do my duty?” father said regretfully.
We had no answer to that. Then thinking for a moment he said that he would not. He looked very solemn. At
night he mostly wrote out the judgments of different cases. That night also he did the same.
Khudiram was hanged at the scheduled time. By the break of dawn the news had spread far and wide. I can
still remember the changed atmosphere, but I feel powerless to describe it. Everyone was outraged but expressed
the feeling only privately. Gradually the tension eased. People’s attention shifted and was focused on Aurobindo.
There may be many people besides me on whom Aurobindo made a deep impression. An ashram was set up at
Pondicherry.\fn{Now its own Union Territory; it was in 1954 (when a treaty ceding them to India was concluded) the chief of four
arrested by the British in 1908.}

settlements of what was, under the French, officially referred to as the Établissements Français de l’Inde (French Establishments in India),
the other three being Karikal (an enclave of many villages in the Thanjavur District of Madras); Mahé (on the Malabar Coast in the
Cannanore District of Kerala State); and Yanam (in the East Godavari District of Andhra Pradesh State). The site of Pondicherry was
originally purchased in 1674 by Fançois Martin from the Raja of Gingee, with the first permanent settlement made in 1683; that of Karikal
was obtained by military conquest in 1739 from the Raja of Tanjore (added to somewhat later); and that of Mahé by military conquest
under a French army commanded by Bertrand François La Bourdonnais, Comte de Mahé (whence its name) in 1726 (to which were added
a mountain and some outposts in 1751).} His followers multiplied day by day. The image of Aurobindo engraved in me
is that of a revolutionary. I do not know if it is the same with his devotees.\fn{ Aurobindo underwent a spiritual change
whilst in prison; and in 1910 he renounced politics and violence, retired to Pondicherry, and founded an ashram; subsequently (1926) he
attained the path of enlightenment, retired more and more from contact even with his disciples, and passed quietly away .} It was

Aurobindo who made us realize that one had to sacrifice one’s all for the country. I never had an opportunity to
see him.
I was fond of listening to stories. Mother reclining on a bed, would tell us stories, after her evening worship.
She would choose stories woven around characters from the Ramayana and the Mahabharata, suitable
particularly for children. Also stories based on historical events and illustrious personalities such as Rana Pratap,
Rabindranath\fn{Probably Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) the Bengali poet, philosopher and Nobel laureate .} and Lady
Chowdhury, and on novels like Anandamatha that found place in her repertoire. When it came to Khudiram and
Aurobindo she was at her best as a storyteller, simple and effective. She was so brilliant in her portrayal of
Aurobindo that it generated in us a great regard for him.
We had at home a picture album of Queen Victoria. Well, I do not remember properly if it was an album or a
picture book. It covered the whole period from her childhood to the day of her accession to the throne.\fn{ 1837.}
One of the clippings showed the four-year-old Victoria pulling a dirt-trolley. Midway in her effort she was telling
the attendant, “I shall not pull it any more,” and the man was trying to put the idea into her little head that one
must complete the task one has taken upon oneself however difficult it may be.
The contents of that book with the illustrations had a lot of educative value, specially for children and women
including housewives. Mother would show us the photographs and tell us something about each. Whatever we
heard in the evening we wrote out next morning for mother to see and correct.
Mother never punished us for any of our lapses, so we were not afraid of her. All of us feared father as he
would fly into a rage at times. We often noticed that mother took care to shield the servants from father’s wrath by
diluting their misdoings while reporting them. Also we got into the same habit in course of time, and the servants
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took advantage of that. Spoilt dishes were explained as special ones made to cater to mother’s taste. They would
tell such lies even in our presence knowing they would get away with them. Or they would not do some of their
duties and plead innocence, saying it clashed with some other work ordered by mother. They would dodge
father’s reprimand with the help of such blatant lies.
Mother would keep quiet at the moment, but would softly tell them afterwards that such habits, if not checked,
would spoil their nature. Mother never rebuked them. If ever she got angry with them she would only say,
“You are good to everyone but me.”
Since our younger days we had been dealing with the laundry man. When the clothes arrived from the laundry
we would keep them properly arranged, replacing buttons if necessary.
My sister and myself had separate sets of things like pens, knives and scissors. The purpose was to see with
whom they lasted longer and in better condition. It was a kind of competition. One whose articles went out of
order first was to lose.
At that time there was no fountain pen.\fn{ The first patented steel pen point was made by the English engineer Bryan Donkin
in 1803. The first practical fountain pen was patented by the American Lewis Waterman in 1884) .} We were using pens made of
wood or feather. To scrape the feather carefully and make it into a pen was quite a feat.\fn{ Use of the quill rapidly
declined during that century,[the 19th] especially after the introduction of free public education for children; more emphasis was then
placed on the teaching of writing than on teaching the skill of quill cutting .}

In my childhood I was fond of games, and when defeated, would break into tears. If it was a holiday father
would join us to play cards, chess or cowry. My sister and father played on one side leaving myself and mother on
the opposite. During the play a plate full of fruit like orange and grapes would be put on display. Father could
make us win or lose. Sometimes he would engineer my defeat but would still promise to offer me the fruit,
normally the privilege of the winner, if I did not weep; otherwise he would take all, he would say. Some other
time he himself would win and eat the spoils, with my sister forcing me to watch on with a sense of deprivation.
In this way he pulled me out of the habit of breaking down in moments of crisis.
We took great pleasure doing odd jobs for father. Such as handing him his clothes while he was getting ready
for duty, helping him put on his socks and shoes, or taking them off on his return, passing him the water jug after
meal and readying the hookah or cheelum for him.
He had an ear for music. Listening to songs during the meals and at bedtime was almost a hobby with him.
During lunch and dinner we too would be there at the table eating with him, and so could not sing to him. But
when he was in bed both of us would be on his side, one singing for him and the other softly combing his hair
with her fingers or caressing his back. Particularly people like Khanu, a Muslim singer, who took a fancy to him,
came on their own to accompany his eating with songs. We were staying in our Dagarparah residence in Cuttack.
Later on father gifted it to Sarbeshwar babu through a will. We had another house at Puri.
Father always took a horse-drawn carriage to court. Very often we went with him. When there were a lot of
money transactions in the treasury, we liked to sit there and see the cashier at work. In those days paper money
was not so much in circulation. Notes did not exist below the denomination of five rupees, so heaps of coins were
a usual sight in the treasury. One had to see the cashier jingling the coins while counting them with a swift
dexterity. …
1890

139.66 Hanchi: A Folktale\fn{by Chennamma (1890- )} Kittur, Belgaum District, Karnataka State, India (F) 2
An old woman had two children, a son and a daughter. The girl had golden hair, but the brother had not been
struck by it till, one day, when both of them were grown up and the girl was a lovely young woman with hair of
gold, he happened to see it as if for the first time and at once fell in love with her.
He went to his mother and begged her to give his sister in marriage to him. The poor old woman was shocked
and knew at once that disaster was ahead. But she hid her feelings and sent him to the nearby town to bring rice
and flour and lentils for the wedding: As soon as he left the house, she went to her daughter and said to her,
“Daughter, the time has come for you to leave me. You’re as good as dead to me after this day. You’re too
beautiful to live here in safety. You have hair of gold; no one can look at it without desire. So I shall get a mask
made for you; it will hide your face and save you from future danger.”
Then she ran to the potter and gave him a gold vessel and bought a clay mask to fit her daughter's face. That
very night she sent away her daughter with the parting words,
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“Never remove the mask from your face till your situation is better.”
When her daughter was gone, the poor woman poisoned herself in her grief. The son came home next day,
found his sister gone, and his mother dead. Searching for them everywhere, he went mad, and became a
wandering madman.
The girl with the clay mask wandered from place to place as long as her mother’s bundle of bread and rice
lasted. She changed her name to Hanchi (hanchu means a clay tile). She would stop by wayside brooks, untie her
bundle of bread, and eat at noon and by moonlight. At last she came to a place very far from her hometown and
struck up acquaintance with an old woman who gave her food and shelter.
One day the old woman came home and said that a nearby saukar (rich man) needed a servant-maid, and that
she had arranged to send Hanchi to his place. Hanchi agreed and went to the big house to work there as a servantmaid. She was an expert cook, and no one could equal her in making dishes of sweet rice.
One day, the saukar wished to arrange a banquet in his orchard and ordered Hanchi to make her special dishes
of sweet rice. That day, everyone in the household went to the orchard for a grand meal—everyone, that is, except
Hanchi and a younger son of the sauka1j who had gone out somewhere.
Hanchi thought she was alone, so she heated water for an oil-bath. She wished to finish her bath before they all
returned. She took off her mask, undid her splendid golden hair, applied oil all over her parched body, and started
bathing.
Meanwhile the young man who had gone out came back home, and shouted for the maid. Hanchi did not hear
him in the bathhouse. Impatiently, he went in search of her, heard noises, and peeped in the bathhouse, and saw
her in all her beauty.
He was still young. He sneaked away before she saw him; but he fell deeply in love with the glowing beauty of
her body and the glory that was her hair and decided at once to make her his wife. As soon as his mother returned
from the orchard he took her aside and told her of his desire.
She was quite puzzled by her son’s fascination with a black-faced servant-maid. She asked him not to make a
fool of himself over a dark lowborn wench, and promised to get him a really good-looking bride from a rich
family if he would wait a little.
But he would not hear of it. He was stubborn and they had a heated argument at the end of which he dragged
his mother to Hanchi, put his hand to the girl's face, snatched off her mask, and dashed it to the ground. There
stood Hanchi in all her natural loveliness, crowned by her splendid tresses of gold.
The mother was struck dumb by this extraordinary beauty, and found her son’s infatuation quite
understandable. Moreover, she had always liked the modest good-natured Hanchi. She took the bashful Hanchi
with her to an inner chamber and asked the young woman a few questions, listened to her strange story, and liked
her all the better for it. At the first auspicious moment, Hanchi was married to the young man.
*
The newlyweds were happy as doves, but their happiness didn’t last long. For there was a holy man whom
everyone called Guruswami in the saukar’s house. He was the rich man’s chief counselor. He had a reputation for
secret lore and black arts of many kinds.
This man had been casting lecherous glances at Hanchi and wanted her for himself. When Hanchi’s mother-inlaw told him one day of her eagerness to see a grandson by Hanchi, he had his plan ready. He told her that he
could make Hanchi conceive with the help of his magic arts, and asked her to send Hanchi to him with some
plantains, almonds, betel leaves, and nuts, which he would use in his magical rites.
On an auspicious day, Guruswami summoned Hanchi. He had before him all the fruits and nuts over which he
had chanted his magical formulae. If she ate them, his love magic would work on her, and she would be
irresistibly drawn to him. When she visited him, he was chanting secret; spells and praying that Hanchi should
become his.
Hanchi was a clever girl and knew all about these wicked magicians. When he gave her a plantain, she secretly
dropped the enchanted fruit into a trough and ate another that she had brought with her. Guruswami went to his
room, trusting that his magic would draw her to him and bring her into his waiting arms.
While he lay waiting for her, a she-buffalo ate the enchanted plantain in the trough and fell in love with
Guruswami. She was in heat and came running to Guruswami’s chamber and butted at his door with her horns.
Thinking that Hanchi had come, he hastily opened the door and was badly mauled by the amorous buffalo.
But he did not give up. On several days he asked Hanchi’s gullible mother-in-law to send Hanchi to him for
certain rites. When she came, he gave her enchanted almonds, betel leaves, and nuts. But clever Hanchi played the
same old trick on him and ate the harmless almonds, leaves, and nuts, which she had carefully brought with her.
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She palmed away Guruswami’s gifts and put them into measures and bowls on her way back to her quarters.
As Guruswami lay waiting for her in his bedroom that night, the measures and vessels came rolling towards
his room and knocked on his door. He hastily opened his door for the long-awaited Hanchi, but, instead of her
caresses, received hard blows from inanimate vessels that were irresistibly drawn to him.
After the third visit, she threw the magic nuts at a broomstick that stood in a corner. When Guruswami opened
the door and received a thorny broomstick into his greedy arms, he accepted failure.
He changed his tactics. He went to his old friend, Hanchi’s father-in-law, and suggested that they should have
another of his famous picnics in the garden. The old man agreed. As before, Hanchi prepared her fine dishes of
sweet rice and, like a good daughter-in-law, stayed back to look after the house while everyone was away.
When everyone was at the orchard picnic, Guruswami found an excuse to go back home. He told everyone he
had left something behind, and hurried home. On the way, he collected pieces of men’s clothing like coats and
turbans. Then, while Hanchi was in the kitchen, he stole into her room and planted a man’s coat and turban there
and threw bits of chewed betel and smoked stubs of cheroot under the bed and on the floor. After planting all this
false evidence in Hanchi’s room, he ran breathlessly to the garden where the family was enjoying itself and cried,
“Your daughter-in-law is a whore! I surprised her with a lover. She has forgotten the dignity of her family, her
womanhood. This is sinful. It will bring misfortune to the whole clan! The slut!”
At these shocking words from their trusted family friend, all of them ran to the house. With righteous
indignation, Guruswami showed them the hidden clothing and the telltale cheroot stubs and betel pieces as
unquestionable evidence of Hanchi’s adultery. Hanchi was as surprised as the rest of them, but her protests were
just not heard. She accused Guruswami himself of being a bad man, and told them of his black magic, but they all
got so angry that they beat her till she had blue welts. When she found that everyone was against her, she became
silent and gave herself over to her fate.
They shut her up in a room and starved her for three days, but they got no confession out of her. Her stubborn
silence put her husband and his father into fits of rage. Then Guruswami, finding that his plot was prospering,
suggested,
“All this will not work with this wretched woman. We must punish her properly for her sin. Put her into a big
box and give the box to me. I will have it thrown into the river. You are too good to this sinner. We must punish
her as she deserves!”
Anger and shame had made them blind. They listened to him. She was dragged out, shut up in a box, and
handed over to Guruswami. He had it carried out of the house, happy that his plot had succeeded.
Then he had to think of a way to get rid of the servants. He asked them to carry the box to an old woman’s
house outside town and to leave it there till morning, as the river was still a long way off. The old woman was no
other than Hanchi’s good friend who had helped her to get a job and settle in the town. Guruswami told the old
woman that there were ferocious mad dogs in the box; he was taking them to the river to drown them next day. He
asked her to be very very careful with it, not to meddle with it or open it lest the dogs should be let loose. When
he left her, he had scared her more than he intended to. He promised that he would soon come back to take the
dangerous dogs away.
After he left, the old woman heard peculiar noises coming from the box. At first, she thought it was the dogs.
But then she heard her own name being called out. Hanchi in the box had recognized her old friend’s voice and
was calling for help. The old woman cautiously pried open the lid and found, to her great astonishment, Hanchi
crouching inside the box! She helped the miserable girl out of her prison and gave her food and drink. Hanchi had
eaten nothing for days and she was ravenous.
Hanchi told her all about her misfortunes and the villain Guruswami’s plot to get her. The old woman listened
carefully, and her mother wit soon found a way out. She hid Hanchi in an inner room, went into town, and found
someone who was about to get rid of a mad dog. She had it muzzled, brought home, and locked up in the box. She
had taken care to loosen the muzzle before she locked up the dog.
Guruswami was back very soon. He was eager to taste his new power over Hanchi. He came perfumed and
singing. When he examined the locks, the old woman assured him in a frightened voice that she was too scared
even to touch the box. He asked her now to leave him alone in the room for his evening prayers.
He closed the door carefully and bolted it from the inside. And calling Hanchi’s name lovingly, he threw open
the lid of the box. His heart leaped to his mouth when he saw a hideous dog, foaming at the mouth, which sprang
upon him and mangled him horribly with its bites. He cursed his own wickedness and cried that he was served
right by all-seeing God, who had transformed a woman into a dog. Full of remorse, he called for mercy as he sank
down under the dog’s teeth.
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Neighbors, drawn by the cries of the wretched man, soon gathered and killed the dog. But they could not save
Guruswami. He had been fatally bitten by the dog and infected with rabies.
*
Hanchi’s husband and his family were shocked by what happened to their friend Guruswami. Months later, the
old woman invited them to her house. The good woman could not rest until she had seen justice done to Hanchi.
When Hanchi’s in-laws came, the old woman served them a scrumptious meal, wonderful dishes of sweet rice,
which no one but Hanchi could have prepared. Everyone who tasted it was reminded of her and felt sad. They
naturally asked who this excellent cook, who had equaled Hanchi, was.
Instead of a reply, the old woman presented Hanchi herself in flesh and blood. They were amazed and could
not believe their own eyes. They had believed Hanchi was dead and gone, drowned beyond return in the river.
Guruswami had got rid of her for them, and the poor fellow had gone mysteriously mad soon after. The old
woman cleared up the mystery of Hanchi’s reappearance by telling them the true story about her and the villain
Guruswami.
They were full of remorse for what they had done to Hanchi and were ashamed that they had been taken in by
such a viper as Guruswami. They cursed him at length and asked Hanchi to pardon them.
Hanchi’s good days had begun. Her luck had turned and brought her every kind of happiness from that day.
53.116 & 54.104 1. Excerpt from Rama, The Hero Of India: “The March To Lanka” 2. Excerpt from The Chief
Of The Herd: “How The Chief Was Chosen”\fn{by Dhan Gopal Mukerji (1890-1936)} Kajangal Village, nr. Calcutta,
Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 3
1
… After all the monkeys had assembled in Kishkindha under King Sugriva, Rama, Hanuman, Andaga and
Lakshmana made inspiring speeches to them and exactly described their coming march to Lanka.\fn{ Sri Lanka;
formerly, Ceylon.} Last of all spoke Sugriva, urging them to uphold the honor of the monkey race no matter where or
how.
“On the morrow,” the King concluded, “we march to Kanya Kumari (Cape Comorin) the southernmost point
of India. Now go home and say farewell properly to your families. Report for duty before the first sun-wing rises
again above the gloom in the east!”
And the following day just as the eagle of dawn had begun to preen his golden pinions with the clamor of a
thousand storms the monkeys set out for Lanka. They leaped over many trees with the agility of hawks. They
cleared the rolling hills as goats clear broken fences. They drank, bathed, and swam tawny rivers. They passed as
locusts spread over autumn fields. Distances vanished under their feet like sugar into the mouth of a child. Rama
and Lakshmana were carried on the backs of large monkeys who worked in relays. And ere the first day was done
they had covered a twentieth part of their journey.
No sooner had the sun risen and set seven times three than the cohorts of Rama stood like clamorous forests on
the edge of Cape Comorin. They roared and shouted so loudly with joy that the surge and thunder of the Indian
Ocean was drowned as a sparrow’s chirp is stilled by the wind whistling in an eagle’s wing. There they stood, two
men surrounded by untold apes and baboons. Before them mile upon mile unfurled the blue banners of the sea.
Wherever they peered the waste of waters stretched into forbidding immensity.
After sunset as soon as the bivouacs had been lighted and all the soldiers had been comfortably settled in their
separate camps Rama, Lakshmana, Sugriva, Jambuban, Angada and Hanuman held a council of war.
“How to span the ocean?” they questioned one another again and again. Rama said:
“We cannot leap over the ocean like thee, Hanuman. Only a few tree-dwellers have thy skill and strength.
There is naught for us to do but to build a bridge.”
“A bridge on a vast ocean!” exclaimed Jambuban and Sugriva. But the young, such as Angada and Lakshmana,
said:
“It will take a long time to make. By the time it is completed Sita and most of us will have grown old and
died.” Hanuman cried:
“Why do I not leap over to Sita and bring her back on my neck. That will rescue her quickly and save us a long
task of bridge-making.”
Rama smiled at them all and said:
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“It is not only for Sita’s rescue that we have come, but also to put an end to Ravana and his demon-race. Sita is
but one woman amongst many who are exposed to attack by the Rakshasas. It is not enough that we rescue her
alone. We must destroy all Lanka and free all womanhood from the menace of Ravana. In order to do our task
completely we must have a vast army at Lanka’s door. Sita must wait until we build a bridge on which our cohorts
can cross and annihilate the Rakshasas utterly.”
“Sadhoo, well spoken,” shouted all his listeners. But Jambuban the bear-headed monkey who was Sugriva’s
Dewan (prime minister) counseled:
“With all the monkeys working every day every hour it will take ten years to build that bridge to Ceylon. Ten
years without fighting will undermine the heart of every soldier. Bridge-building will make pacifists of our
warriors. O Rama, set not out upon thy plan to span the sea.”
A sombre and profound pause followed. As if it were unbearable Sugriva broke the silence.
“I have pledged you, O Rama, that we shall rescue Sita for you. But I see no reason why we should toil to free
all humanity from the menace of Ravana.”
Lakshmana answered:
“King Sugriva, it is your head, not your heart that speaks so. Prudence is a dweller in the house of reason, a
miserly tenant in a narrow home. But what Rama wishes is the truth. We should slay Ravana. Let us save not only
Sita but all womanhood by slaughtering the demon vipers no matter how long it takes.”
Then shouted Angada and Hanuman:
“Thy words have converted us, O Lakshmana. We are devotees at the shrine of thy truth. Let the bridge be
built.”
“Bur ten years of civilian work will dry up the spring of our enthusiasm,” reiterated Jambuban. “An army of
civilians cannot fight demons. Ferocious soldiers are needed for that.”
Another pause more depressing than the previous one followed. The monkeys turned their faces toward Rama.
Their instinct told them that he had a noble idea in his mind. That tiger-silencing one spoke softly like a mother to
her children:
“The bridge can be built in two years. We may have to besiege Lanka for at least ten years after that.”
Sugriva grumbled, “How canst thou say that?”
“I have the means by which to do it,” rejoined Dasaratha’s eldest-born. “Let us rest for the night with perfect
peace; on the morrow, friends, we shall commence the building of the bridge.”
The force behind Rama’s simple words was so great that the meeting broke up without further discussion, and
each monkey softly walked away to his camp to bed. Only the two men stayed together. Then, without speaking,
Rama signed Lakshmana to meditate.
The two princes folded their legs and sat still praying and meditating. The stars strode across the sky and
faded. The giants of the jungle roamed and clamored while the vast army of tree-dwellers slept. But the two men
prayed for the help of Heaven, for the aid of all four-footed beasts, and for the cooperation of birds. They sought
also the assistance of the sun, the moon and the seasons. Each by each the souls of the sleeping birds and beasts
answered, “Yes, we will help.” The heavenly bodies, too, answered, “We come, Rama, to aid you as you ask.” So
while the world slept, its waking soul pledged Rama to be his slave. Such is the power that prayer and meditation
can create! And because Rama was fighting to save not only his own bride but all humanity the whole universe
was glad to espouse his cause.
Thus that memorable night was spent. And long before the red wheel of the sun had churned the ocean into
scudding gold, purple and amber birds were swarming with stones in their beaks, leopards and lions were flinging
skulls and bones of their prey into the deep, monkeys row upon row were pulling down trees and rocks, elephants
were ploughing up earth with their tusks and flinging it with their trunks, even Makara (Leviathan) and his seaconcealed family rose to assist Rama in his bridge-building.
Last of all came the chipmunks. They begged to be of service. Rama with sweet thanks said:
“Dip your bodies in the sea, roll yourselves in the sand, then go and shake the sand between the stones that the
apes are joining together. Go, make mortar for me.”
The chipmunks busied themselves at once.
Lo, hardly a few minutes passed when their chief crawled up to Rama’s lap and said:
“Some monkey flung a rock the wrong way and hit me. O Rama, I am dying.”
But Rama said, “I will heal you,” and he stroked the chipmunk three times with his hand. The previous night’s
meditation had given Rama so much power that healing passed out of him and made the little beast whole in a
trice. But Rama’s fingers left their marks on his body so that even now India’s chipmunks wear coats of three
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stripes. Those are the finger marks that their ancestors received at the building of the Rama-setu or Ramacauseway to Ceylon.
The sea rose and fell but it was no longer heard; the sharp chirp of stones falling from bird-beaks, the crash and
smash of rock and timber, the hissing of the surf, the hammering of boulder on boulder, the sinking of mammoth
granite shafts in the deep, and the singing of those who worked and enjoyed work because they could sing,
drowned all else. Thus toil became a joy, and joy a serenity of the soul.
The day ended and the night was no less like day, for the moon poured effulgence from above in answer to the
prayer of Rama. So the beasts of night toiled as had done those of the day. Hammering of stone on stone rang
louder than the storm smiting the sapphire-silver sea. So numerous were the beasts at work that they wrought with
thunder-stilling fury.
Though Rama slumbered his friends toiled at night. Since they were not his slaves they forged the stone chain
on the sea without regard to his presence or his absence. Toil became their joy. They loved him, hence they toiled,
not lashed by overseers, not cursed by leaders. …
2
… Though Sirdar was one of the young elephants, without any hesitation, the herd made him their chief. This
was contrary to all precedent. But it had to be done because the crisis at hand was too great.
After all, to Sirdar they not only owed their escape from capture, but also from death. Out of sheer gratitude
and respect for his ability they chose him their leader. In the history of the herd no one under thirty years old had
been given that honor before. In fact none of the aged elephants could recall electing a chief who had not seen at
least fifty summers. They said, however:
“Sirdar is young in years but old in intelligence.”
That unusual things happen even among elephants is an old adage. And the series of events that led up to
Sirdar’s election were most unusual.
One day early in the morning the herd had scented the presence of their eternal enemy—man. The more they
moved away from that scent, the nearer it drew. No matter which way they turned they were faced with the
presence of man. They felt caught in a ring of humanity.
Every member of the herd—calf, cow, and bull—switched his trunk east, west and north in order to locate in
one direction an inch of air that was not charged with the odor of men. Alas! there was none! What were they to
do now? Whither must they run for safety and cover? Their ancient chief, ninety-five years old, decided to go
north. A fatal decision, no doubt; but they had to obey as soldiers obey a general. Everyone knew that they were
exposing themselves too much, for only a mile to the north of them was open country. How they could hide in
such a place from the pursuit of man passed their understanding. But since the way to handle a command of the
chief was to obey it, they proceeded to the only direction whence, he said, came no scent of humanity. Thither
must they repair first and take counsel afterwards.
Had that aged fellow put up his trunk five feet above his head, he would have learnt that in the north, too, was
man and worse—a gigantic trap. Since the hunters wanted them to go northwards into the Kheddah trap, that one
direction was kept free of human scent. For all the men were hiding on trees whence their odor was blown up by
the wind far beyond the knowledge of the hatis. As they went north, the herd drew close to the Kheddah. All the
expert elephant trappers of India had come this year armed with high-power rifles, with the intent to kill all the
bulls. They were hiding on tree-tops in order to be able to aim carefully at the most vulnerable parts of the
elephant’s head. The entire herd knew nothing of that. The hunters’ purpose was twofold: they meant to capture
most of the herd and to kill those bulls who might flee the Kheddah. Since the males of this particular herd had
the best tusks in India, the hunters felt all the more eager to shoot.
They surmised from their perch that the ivory they might get would be vast, for they noticed that more than
one bull had tusks over five feet long, while the Chief’s two dantas, teeth, appeared to be about seven, the longest
tusks available at the time. Since this was the last year of elephant shooting in Indian history, the hunters and
trappers had come prepared with the most merciless weapons. Each man felt that since the law prohibiting
elephant killing was coming into force in another week’s time, he must shoot as many as possible in case the herd
stampeded. Business firms that dealt in Indian ivory in Paris, New York and London, had paid and armed those
huntsmen to perfection. They were going to kill the most magnificent pachyderm, not that they enjoyed slaughter,
but because they were hungry folks who must earn their daily bread.
After the herd had marched closer to the open country, they were called to attention by the shrill trumpeting of
Sirdar, who was bringing up the rear. He gave a sharp short call. The Chief snorted at the herd which meant:
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“That young fool at the rear needs punishing. Follow me. March.”
Ere they had put forward another foot, the flock heard distinctly:
“Kunk-Know-Kon—man ahead, man above, about turn, retreat.”
That undisciplined cry of Sirdar enraged the Chief so that he bellowed furiously:
“Follow me—Tonk-Too.”
Just then something happened that froze his muscles. In order to trumpet well, the Chief had thrown up his
trunk so high that it had not only obtained the odor of man overhead, but it had literally grazed the latter’s leg,
knocking him down. What a shock! He went round quickly trampling on the wretched human. Simultaneously he
trumpeted to say:
“Flee—man, man-flee. Khron-hun-Gromm.”
In an instant a man from another tree shot him through the ear. The bullet proved fatal. Like a mammoth
stricken, the master of the herd fell. But instead of dying like a dumb beast he used his ebbing strength for those
who followed him. With his last breath, he trumpeted to them: “Ghoom-ghoon,” meaning “Follow Sirdar.”
Thus died the noble Chief. He died not a brute, but a master.
In the meantime Sirdar, who had seen a man on a near-by tree and had shouted his warning just in time, was
doing all he could to lead the herd to safety in the depth of the jungle. They were all running southwards after
him. Shots rang out from boughs behind and over them. Trees crashed to the ground before them as they thrust
their hard heads forward. Their feet crushed all opposition till the thunder of their flight stilled all other sounds.
Sirdar was cool and unafraid. That is why he could extricate nearly the entire herd from the Kheddah trap. He
went on and on. With every step the stench of human presence became more and more formidable yet he pushed
south, roaring, trumpeting and squealing:
“On, on, on, into the thick of that humanity. Kill the murderers, kill,” he said to himself and friends.
The effect of his bellowing was magical. They rushed through an army of beaters who like squirrels ran up all
kinds of trees.
“So that is man,” Sirdar said to himself. “They run faster on their two feet than we on four. How easily men
take fright.”
In thirty more minutes they vanished in the depth of the jungle where man had never penetrated. As soon as
they had recovered their presence of mind automatically they went to a lake not far off and washed themselves.
After washing away all taint of hate and fear they came ashore.
Since a herd must not remain leaderless, they all assembled under the tall trees, and in a few minutes’ time
chose one. It was Sirdar—that young male who had saved and led them through dire danger. Had not the old
Chief said “Follow Sirdar”? That was enough to settle his election.
“Because we owe our lives and freedom to him, the least that we can do is to make him our Chief. Kunk,
Kunk, Kunk,” they roared. Thus acclaiming him, they took their oath of allegiance to their new leader, who was
more humbled than pleased by such a turn of events. …
263.44 Women And Literature\fn{by B. Bhageeraty Amma (1890-1938)} Kerala State, India (F) 5
Those who seek to examine in detail the state of the social, material and spiritual culture of a people should train
their gaze upon their literature. The greater the heights occupied by vernacular literature, the higher will be the
regard for the people to whom it belongs.
We must remember that the respect for India in other lands came largely on accord of its literature. Once
foreigners were enabled to enter the treasury of Indian literature, they began to praise India’s ancient civilization.
Not satisfied with the knowledge of the ancient past gleaned from books, the students of history have begun to
excavate repositories of knowledge from beneath the ground, lost to us in Nature’s boisterous play. The stone
inscriptions and other such remnants thus excavated have become invaluable treasures. These monuments reveal
with pride the greatness of ancient India.
Humanity is forever in turbulence. Change and progress come naturally to it. Society never stays the same; nor
does it turn back. Like the Arabian steed, it is imbued with the enthusiasm to charge forward, and struggles to
surge in that direction.
The human race, intent upon progress, cannot help expressing its life ideals and thoughts in words. These
expressions are the stuff of literature. What stage is society in? What are its ideals? Literary inquiry provides the
answers to these questions. Human beings produce literature, which thus marks the condition of society. The
writer circulates moral messages in pleasing language.
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The evil-minded are counseled about goodness, and the excitable, about calmness. Wealth-creation is
recommended to the impoverished, and the wealthy are advised charity. The sorrowful are soothed with
consolation, and the ignorant are given knowledge. The idle are made active, and the cowardly are turned
courageous.
Needless to say more, history offers evidence to prove that the truly talented author is capable of controlling
and leading society and the Nation. The literature of a country, and its history are bound together in this manner.
This hardly needs any debate.
*
In speaking of literature, one is reminded of the verse that says:
Lord, you yourself load the beggar’s bundle upon the shoulder of kings.
Lord, you yourself raise a fellow to heights in but a few days.

Here a poet paints two distinct pictures and attributes them to God. In the same way we may claim here that
both the progress and the regress of society are equally attributable to literature. Great ideals and thoughts help to
uplift a society, and these enter human hearts through literature to purify thoughts and emotions.
It is indisputable that the lack of fresh air will slow down blood circulation in human bodies. In the same way,
a society without literary wealth will lose its vitality. Any society that thrives in this world in beauty and
happiness is blessed with a wonderful literature.
Now, I seek to unveil another picture beside this beautiful image.
What purpose lies behind the creation of Woman? Such a question is bound to come up, doubtless. However,
just as the ideals of Eastern and Western peoples differ, so do their ideals of Womanhood.
The Westerners grant primary significance to the external form—the shape, the radiance, the gesture. There is
little contemplation of abstract qualities without attention to form. The material manifestations and external
properties are crucial to them. They do not see the divine element that is merged in the material. The dignified
place of women, their spiritual superiority, never figured in their ideals.
The Easterners, however, imagined the prana or the Divine Essence to inhere in the physical body. Feminine
power is exalted thus:
You are the Will
That brings forth the Universe.
You are the Energy
That preserves the Universe.
You are the Force
That destroys the Universe.
Emerge in triumph,
O Embodiments of Power!

Such narration of spiritual energy seems rare in Western literature. Indeed, Woman, the very embodiment of
spiritual energy, does possess the natural ability to recognize the frailties of the masculine character.
Literature is the ambrosia of thought, that is, the more it is enjoyed, the sweeter it tastes. Literature seduces
Man by constant companionship.
Woman is endowed with the inner energy to influence Man and the Affairs of the World by her gentle
conversation, which is passionate and persuasive. Woman covers Man’s mind with sweetness, slowly and
delightfully, as if to test it. Men of evil ways are reformed by the strength of untainted Womanly character. The
gentle and sweet power of a chaste wife can revive a man’s vim and vigor, when he is tired and sick at heart. In
moments of peril that render a man inert, the knowledge of his wife’s sustaining presence will rouse him to
victory over all dangers.
The invisible power of the Woman can alter the very destinies of Nations. The responsibility of guarding the
purity and the morality of a society, and the shaping of its character lies with the Woman. The social progress of
countries rests more or less upon the virtue of its women and the respect they enjoy. The survival of a society, its
pride, the mutual trust between men, the sense of justice—we must remember that all these are dependent upon
the position granted to women in that society.
A society that constantly insults Woman, looks upon her with lascivious eyes, reduces her to but an instrument
of bodily pleasure and play, will soon deteriorate. The Woman must be looked upon as a Divine Power that
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maintains and protects social order. When this status fades, the society will be reduced to degeneration. Any
society that is on the ascendant may be seen to be offering women proper regard and respect.
It is foolish to think that one half of humanity was created to belittle the contribution of the other half, and remain
in enmity with it. The truth is that the male and the female were created to remedy each other’s deficiencies and
enrich society through the blending of virtues. We will readily admit that Woman, who holds within herself the
ambrosia of love, is capable of delighting the whole of society. These arguments are sufficient to highlight that both
literature and women are indispensable to any society that is on the path of progress.
Next we may examine how these fit together.
*
Literature builds images from words about the manifestations of nature and the principles of life. It is comprised as
poetry in prose and in verse. Both Woman and poetry are naturally endowed with certain inherent powers. Illustrious
devotees of Nature transform these powers into forms useful for the prosperity of society.
First, kavita\fn{Poetry} and vanita\fn{Woman} resemble each other in significant ways. Language itself is imagined as a
woman. Both have the quality of sweetness; kavita and vanita both cannot be forced; both are enriched by alankaram\fn
{Meaning both “literary device” and “ornamentation”}; both are capable of enlivening leisure hours. Richness of meaning and
sweetness of recitation are essential to both. We find kakali\fn{Indicating both the name of a meter as well as “fine, musical tone” },
kaiakanji\fn{Again, the name of a meter, and also “waist-chain”}, annanatla\fn{Meaning both “the use of light and gentle verse” and a
“graceful gait”} in both poetry and Woman. Lalitapaa'avinyasam\fn{Means both “simple and graceful arrangement of words” and also
“light footsteps”} endows both literature and Woman with beauty. Sadvrttata\fn{Meaning both “well-versified” and “goodness of
character”}, gentleness, mutual agreement of ideas—all these are needed by both Poetry and Woman.
But noise, disorder, bad character/verse, lack of skill and so on, are ill advised. Thus we see that there is considerable
resemblance, in form and function, between literature and Woman. These, which give wonderful form to the exquisite
music that flows forth from the veena of Goddess Saraswati, are they not the two beloved daughters of Goddess Nature?
These two creations make the world chaste and splendid.
If this truth is adequately grasped, the importance granted to literature and women in society will certainly
increase. Women are generally of a passionate nature. Woman’s talent for language, genius and powers of close
observation gives a peerless loveliness to the image of Nature mirrored in her heart, in the form of the literary
creation. Women have a natural talent for literature and therefore they are more dexterous at mixing the melody of
Nature in literature. Women’s literary efforts are more capable of making an impact upon the human heart. The
stories of women authors who thus serve humanity will be doubtless edifying.
Historians of literature who turn their eyes towards the ancient past will certainly remember Indian Womanhood
with pride. They were unrivalled in the world; no female race anywhere matched up to them. Behold! The
Navamandala of the Rig Veda has been recorded as the philosophical vision of Vagdevi.\fn{ Goddess of Words}
Scholars agree that the Upanishadic Sutras are found in their nascent form in these songs.
When we reach the epoch of the Buddha, we find that he had a Female following, with scholars like Vassita,
Padachara and Tunga among them, who however, wrote in Pali, which we have not been able to read.
Near the sixteenth century after Christ, we hear of wonderful personages like Mukta Bai of Pandharpur, Mira
Bai of Chitor and Leela Devi of Kashmir. Mukta Bai and Mira Bai were devotees of Krishna, and Leela Devi, a
devotee of Siva.
We also know that there were scholars not only among Hindu women but also among Muslim women, and that
they wrote poetry in Persian. In the South, Ambai, Ramabhadramba and others were prominent among Dravidian
poets. Honnamma, the Kannadiga poet, is worth remembering. She was an ardent champion of equality between
the sexes—a suffragist of sort. She was known to have written polemical poetry, unable to tolerate the scorn of
men.
*
Let us now move on to Kerala. It will not be inappropriate to briefly examine the history of Kairali\fn
{Malayalam} and its present status.
It will not be far-fetched to infer that both Kairali and the womenfolk of Kerala have come up through the
same stages of life. The condition of Malayalee women may be the same as the condition of the Malayalam
language. The transformation of the lives of Malayalee women parallels the upheavals undergone by the
Malayalam language.
In the present, the institution of university examinations has raised the importance of both the Malayalam
language and Malayalee women. In the olden times, both enjoyed considerable eminence. Then, as the wheel
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of time turned, both lost their prominence. We also see them emerging now from the fall. To make this clear,
we may briefly examine the history of both.
Before Malayalam separated from its root language into a distinct entity, our language was known as
Malayarm Tamizh. There are many great works in this language, for example, Patittuppattu, which relates the
exploits of the rulers of Kerala. Chilappatikaram, which describes the performing arts of this age, is also from
Kerala. Its author, Illango Adikal, was a ruler in the line of the Cheras and the younger brother of the hero of
Patittuppattu, King Chenguttuvan. There is also evidence to prove that these potentates and their subjects were
matrilineal. The Cheraman prince of Ennaikkadu Cherumandalam published the collection Ainkarunnuru, which
contains songs by five poets. The grammar Vembamala by Aiyyanilattanar, which was distinct from Pandy
Tamizh, was already prevalent then.
All these are the rightful legacy of Kairali. Is it not an injustice that all these have been usurped by the Tamils
and integrated into their literary history? It is painful to watch our wealth being stolen by others. The Sahitya
Parishat, which includes scholars of law and literature, should decide whether our claims still hold even though
they have been advanced rather late.
These works are excellent testimony to the robustness of Kairali in those times. Though the ballads of Taccholi
are not very old, their content appears quite ancient. They narrate many stories of courageous mothers and heroic
warriors in the times of the Perumals,\fn{ Note: The reference is to the Keralolpatti, a Brahmin-centric myth of origin of Kerala,
which claims that Parashurama created Kerala, raising it from the sea, and gave it away to Brahmins to atone his sin of having
slaughtered Kshatriyas. The Brahmins settled here were unable to live in peace with each other. Parashurama instructed them to bring a
king—a perumal—once in every 12 years from an alien kingdom. Twenty-one such kings are said to have ruled Kerala, the last of whom is
said to have converted to Islam and left for Mecca, dividing his kingdom among his lieutenants. Bhageeraty Amma, of course, sees the end
of the Perumal rule as a result of deliverance from alien rule through struggle } and earlier.

There is plenty of proof to show that women of those days were truly educated. We are informed that there
exist documents, which show that women were trained as fighters, and lent a hand in overthrowing the alien
regime of the Perumals and earning independence for Kerala. How virtuous and refined their minds must have
been! And how pathetic the present conditions, the result of a great fall from these heights!
After the period of the Perumals, the contact with Tamils weakened. The nobles of Kerala who had initiated
self-rule could not rule unitedly, and were divided into small loci of power, within tiny principalities. Malayam
Tamizh, too cast off from Pandy Tamizh. The mutual strife of rulers destroyed the peace of the land.
At this juncture, the language of Kerala, too, was orphaned. It was compelled to rely upon Sanskrit, the
language of the Aryans.
The very same calamity befell the women of Kerala. The internal strife of the rulers and the Mughal inroads
destroyed the peace and prosperity of the country. Women, too, became dependent. The Brahmins bound the
society of Kerala in the chains of religion. The women of Kerala were subjected to evil customs and degraded
to the condition of domestic animals. The Supreme Court verdict of Na Stree Swatantryamarhati\fn{Women
deserve no freedom} was also pronounced. Even when Malayalam began to emerge as a distinct language, and
gain in strength, the evil days of the Malayalees did not abate. Recently, however, this misfortune has begun to
recede.
In this way, once the language of Kerala transformed itself into Malayalam, it was shaped into a separate
language by the Great Poet Tunjan\fn{The 16th century poet Timjchattu Ramanujan Ezhuttachan, previously referred to } and
further nourished by the poets Cherussery\fn{ Note: A founder-figure of Malayalam, who lived in the 15 th century} and
Kunjan.\fn{Note: Kunjan Nambiar, the great Malayalam poet of the 18 th century} With the benevolence of the Education
Committee and the political awakening, Malayalam can now match up to other local languages, and she now
produces an abundance of offspring.
In these times, the status of Malayalee women paralleled that of the language. Once the infighting between
nobles ceased and unrest ended in the land, the women of Kerala were more able to express their natural talents.
The condition of women in those times may well be inferred from the fact that the first Guru of Aroor Bhatratiri,
the author of the Uttaranaishadhakavyam, was a woman, Manorama Tampuratti.\fn{1760-1828, of the Samutiri royal
house of Calicut, Orissa State} She was followed by several scholars like Umadevi Tampuratti of the Changanashery
Palace, Kuttikkunhu Tangachi,\fn{ 1820-1904} Tottaikkattu Ikkavamma\fn{ 1864-1916} and the Nagercoil
Ammachi.\fn{1839-1909} Many are presently engaged in literary pursuits.
We may also remember here our sisters from British India who are engaged in literary work in their mother
tongues and other languages—Toru Dutt, Sarojini Naidu, Swarnakumari Devi, Seeta and Shanta Chatterjee and
others. Under the influence of modern education and revival in the political field, the women of Kerala have
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begun to reclaim their freedom, and the children of modern enlightenment are growing in numbers. Thus,
examining the transformation of the language of Kerala and its women, we find that their histories have moved
along almost the same path. Let the culmination of the agreement between literature and women turn out
auspiciously, with the blessings of Goddess Kairali.
*
Mothers who do not rejoice in an abundance of children and mothers who do not wish to see virtuousness in
their children are rare. In the community’s perspective, the strength of numbers is desirable, but in the race of life
it causes frustration. The present is a moment in which Malayalam is giving birth to large numbers at a rapid rate.
Political visionaries and popular representatives are issuing warnings to people that birth control is necessary even
today, and that without birth control, scientific or non-scientific, the future holds terrible dangers.
In the world of language too, birth control is being publicly announced. It is a declaration that brings both joy
and sorrow to the mother. As the saying goes, “the lack of strength in children is better than the perverted strength
of children”. Scholars who find this entirely compatible with worldly wisdom have instituted scientific literary
criticism as the means of birth control in literature. Insubstantial and ignoble works should not be permitted to
enter the temple of literature. Doing so will hamper the growth of literature, the virtuous life of society and moral
domestic existence.
Some English scholars claim that criticism rears its head only when literature is in decline. But greatness
cannot be attained without criticism. It is hoped that the attention of the lovers of the language will turn in this
direction.
While expressing one’s satisfaction at the advancement of Malayalam, one is also disappointed at the huge gap
between the number of women who have acquired higher education, and the number of women who have turned
to literary pursuits. It is regrettable that those who have gained distinction in their study of foreign literatures do
not bother to achieve excellence in their own literature. The poverty of articles we now experience, in a situation
in which the number of graduates is growing, is indescribable—the grief I express, having engaged for the past
years in journalistic work, quite possibly, is a product of self-interest.
Some time back, a few persons wrote to me that they were finding it difficult to write articles in their mother
tongue. I had not the least doubt that they were telling the truth. I am happy to say that upon accepting my
suggestion to read certain books at once, and give some special attention to the use of words, they have now
become quite proficient in writing prose.
Most authors are reluctant to try hard enough. That attitude is inimical to our own betterment. Women who
desire political equality should not display lack of will in literary endeavors. That is a breach of duty. I do regret
having to state that the sisters who have gained higher education are no less guilty in this matter, and that this is
certainly a shame. A change in this sorry state would be welcome, so that a bright future may be expected.
*
Before I end this speech, I would like to make one more point. The literature of Kerala must be urgently
protected from contamination, it must grow without abandoning its national character. Like a particular society, a
particular literature too has its unique features. It is said that a person’s wealth of ideas lies in his veins. Human
beings are scrupulous in protecting the purity of blood, and taking on an aristocratic bearing.
Womankind is marked by a certain intensity: the fundamental principle of marriage is the preservation of the
purity of blood, and the vitality of society. Marriage must effectively enhance the essential qualities of society, its
radiance and energy. Marriage with aliens leads to the admixture of blood and the destruction of the ideas and a
way of life unique to a society.
What will be the consequence of marriage between two completely different individuals whose social ideals
are vastly apart? Bound together by love, they stay united for some time under its spell. As the blood cools, so
does the attachment. Nearing old age, the memory of ancestors and the race reappears. Then, in this, second
childhood, with increasing detachment to food and company, both parties recognize their errors, become hostile,
and regret their decision. The last phase is swathed in gloom.
There is reason to fear that in our eagerness to multiply the wealth of our language, we may make illegitimate
liaisons with foreign ideas that do not suit our uniqueness, and in which .the latter take the upper hand. In this
case, the fate of the ill-matched couple just mentioned will befall the language.
This is not to say that changes appropriate to moving times must be banned: change is the law of Nature. But
we must remember even as we imitate the foreigners that they zealously preserve their traditional identity. Reform
should not surpass necessity.
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Take in the better elements; why absorb the unnecessary? Reform is not meant to disrupt smooth and peaceful
social life. Reform must be tailored to suit the unique circumstances of the Nation and the community. I would
only plead that the deluge of reform should not sweep our identity down into the sea where it would sink without
a trace.
I would like to close my words by expressing the hope that the patriotic fervor and the enlightenment of
women will prove useful in this matter.
241.37 Misjudgement\fn{by Pandita Kshama Rao (1890-1954)} Pune, Pune District, Maharashtra State, India (F) 4
The month was Chaitra and the time evening. In one of the posh mansions in Mazgaum, a Bombay suburb, the
preliminaries of house decoration in connection with a daughter’s marriage were in full swing. The large building
was bursting with various sounds: those of the melodious chants of priests conducting the auspicious ceremony, of
workmen chiseling the marble stones and digging a foundation for the marriage pandal, of servant-folk shouting
at each other, and of people bustling about noisily. Only the previous day, the engagement of the daughter of this
house with a rich bridegroom had been settled by the elders.
This bride was just twenty years old, slender in build, short-statured, sweet-voiced though reticent in speech,
not so pretty, though fair in complexion, with eyes sparkling like fish, though her name was its opposite, Amina.
She was seen conversing with her friend Sarala, a simple-natured girl, true to her name, in a corner of the mangogrove beside the side entrance of her father’s mansion, as the sun god was setting in the west. Sarala:
“Oh my dear friend. What precisely is the time fixed for your wedding tomorrow?” Amina:
“At sunset.
“What is this my dear, how is it you have agreed to marry even without seeing the would-be bridegroom?”
“What use is there in seeing? In our country most brides get married to men before seeing them. Look at my
mother. She had hardly stepped out of her childhood when she went out to live with my father whom she never
had a chance of seeing before marriage. But I am twenty years old. I depend upon my parents for everything and
wholeheartedly obey their bidding. Without any hesitation, I shall marry the bridegroom they have chosen for
me.”
“Look! Had you known the bridegroom before marriage, you could have been more confident about your
future happiness.” So saying, Sarala bent down a little, collected a few full-bloomed bakul flowers and started
smelling their sweet scent. Amina:
“Yes! Ideas like love-marriage are feasible only in a western society. In western countries, even among couples
married for love, we frequently hear of divorce because of promiscuity, mutual discord and so on. But in our
country such instances are very rare.”
*
These two girls had been neighbors since their childhood. They had been brought up differently and educated
differently. Their family customs were different in many respects just as their religions too were different. Yet
their friendship had become deep-rooted and strong over the years. Though Amina had been sent to a girls’
school, she never knew the joy of freedom. Lacking a strong personality of her own, without even a thought of her
own, she could not have any say in the matter of her marriage. Her parents had fixed it with Hamid, the wealthy
owner of an industrial factory. The bridegroom was also a resident of Bombay. For that matter, this guileless girl
would have agreed to marry any bridegroom at her father’s bidding.
The next day, Amina’s house was festive with music and dance as a part of the preparations for the marriage.
The guests were welcomed, served rich food and entertained with nautch girls and the music of top singers till
midnight. After the marriage ceremony in the early morning, the bride came out smeared all over with scents and
unguents, clad in white silk, crested with white flowers and wearing ornaments of diamonds set in gold, like
necklace, earrings and bracelet.
The newly married bride found it difficult to part from her friend Sarala. Before she left her father’s place,
Amina promised to write a letter to her daily, to be delivered by a messenger; and this promise she kept.
She wrote describing colorfully the lovely seaside mansion of her husband, its enchanting splendor with its
rows of innumerable electric lights decoratively arranged and its retinue of men in colorful and unique uniforms,
its inner apartments breathing the scent of diverse flowers, the elegance of her own gold and diamond jewelry, the
many motor-vehicles Hamid owned and the numerous horses in his stable. All this she proudly described at length
in her letters, but she had not even a word to say about her husband.
Yet Sarala did not make any enquiry about Hamid. And in Amina’s mind memories of her childhood friend
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Sarala came again and again as she walked about her husband’s posh bungalow. Amina felt she was like a parrot
fledgling lost in the forest, its mother dead, and flying desperately from tree to tree.
Indeed, this mansion was built of rare and costly stones. In the inner hall was a flight of steps supported by
massive green pillars and leading into the women’s apartments. The walls were adorned with paintings which had
remained there from the times of the great Mughals, displaying the excellent skill of the artists reaching almost
celestial perfection. The floor of the apartment was covered with costly Persian carpets. The walls were decorated
with embroidered silk curtains. In her mother’s house Amina had wondered about her marriage:
“I hope my marriage with the wealthy Hamid will bring me happiness. But how will I ever be able to pass time
alone in such a vast mansion?”
In the beginning Amina felt very disconsolate as she had no work to do. Her husband would leave home early
in the morning for work to his factory some six miles away; and would return only about the time of sunset. In the
complete seclusion of that mansion this young lady had to pass time with difficulty; now chewing betel leaves,
now getting her feet massaged by servant maids, now enjoying the breeze of the electric ceiling fans turning
round and round above her head, and congratulating herself on her good fortune.
But she was completely bereft of all company except that of ignorant servants. There was no intelligent friend
to talk to. Bent down by the weight of her many glittering ornaments, her hair glistening with scented oil, her eyes
dyed with collyrium, and clad in costly garments lined with golden threads, she would either enjoy the cool seabreeze wafting moist drops of the ocean waves or listen to the sounds of parrots and other pet birds or walk
endlessly to and fro in the hall from one apartment to another.
This way Amina passed her time until she became a mother of twin sons.
*
A few years later Amina’s childhood friend Sarala married a youth, dependable as well as good-natured. Their
marriage was celebrated without much fanfare. Sarala’s husband commuted daily to Bombay from a suburb for
his work and had no permanent residence in the city. In due course he decided to settle down in the city; and
acting on the counsel of Sarala, he obtained on rent a small flat with two or three rooms on the ground floor of
Amina’s mansion.
In this huge building, even longstanding tenants lived without knowing each other. Sarala’s flat was exactly
opposite the high window of Amina’s bedroom portico on the first floor. One could see distinctly her bedroom
through the thin muslin curtains. When Sarala’s husband was away from the city on tour, she would pass most of
her day in that flat of her bosom friend Amina. The two friends were exceedingly happy at their reunion.
Amina, following the traditional custom of her religion, wore purdah and stayed in seclusion. Rarely did she
go out. She was unaware of society and of her close neighbors too. But in course of time, she mothered many
children and was supremely happy with herself. Whenever Sarala started talking of her boundless happiness in
marriage, of the sweet company of her dear husband, of each other’s longings when they were apart, Amina’s
looks would become vacant and desultory. In due course Sarala detected a streak of sadness in Amina’s eyes. On
seeing, day after day, Sarala and her husband walking hand-in-hand with great intimacy on the seashore adjoining
their flats, Amina’s sadness grew more intense. With a deep sigh, she once started angrily chiding her heart:
“How foolish you are to sigh now like this!”
In the course of a whole day she had no more than a few moments of joy in seeing her husband’s face. Hamid
was a big gambler and given to entertainment in many clubs; and as the days passed, he was more and more late
in returning home. Every night Amina would be waiting anxiously for his return. At last, gradually, when the time
of his return came to be extended up to the early hours of the morning, Hamid said to Amina:
“Don’t wait for me. Have your dinner at the right time and go to bed, I shall be dining with friends.” Although
Amina was anxious to know the real reason for his delay, she did not have the courage to ask him point-blank:
“Why are you so late in coming home nowadays?”
When their marital relationship thus came to be a thing of the past, she began looking upon him only as the
father of her children. Amina really believed that this was the pitiable lot of all women, of even intelligent
women, due to circumstances. Hence, though she never knew even in her dreams the pure joy of conjugal love,
she did not think even once that her lot was exceptionally pitiable.
*
One day in her sleep Amina dreamt a very bad dream. She dreamt that her childhood friend, Sarala, had robbed
her of everything and driven her out of Hamid’s mansion. She woke up with a cry as if lashed by a tempest,
rubbed her eyes, and found that her voice had died in her throat. In a flurry she moved her slinking body to the
nearby window with faltering steps and stood there long staring at Sarala’s flat down below.
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Amina was depressed because of her total seclusion and the continuous drone of waves only increased her
depression. Her spirits were drooping like a crushed lotus creeper and she was most in need of consolation by
somebody dear to her heart.
As she was looking on, she saw lights switched on in Sarala’s bedroom. Peering behind the transparent
window curtain of that room, Amina saw Sarala’s slender form moving from side to side.
“When her husband is away on tour, what can Sarala be doing at the dead of night?” Amina wondered.
Just then, when she was about to call out to her friend, Amina saw the form of a man resembling Hamid
moving from the back of Sarala’s house. At that very moment, the light in Sarala’s bedroom was switched off. For
an instant Amina could not believe that this man moving so silently and furtively was her own husband; but when
he opened the front door of her mansion and entered straight, she was convinced that he could be none other than
Hamid.
Her face lost color and became pale, her body trembled and she remained stunned. In a short while it would be
daybreak! Why was her husband so late in his return? Why was Sarala’s bedroom lighted at midnight? Such
doubts assailed Amina’s mind.
The next night, though Amina stood again for long at her window, she found Sarala’s house completely
shrouded in darkness. Peace reigned supreme around the place. The moon was shining like a tilak mark on the
lovely forehead of the bride, night; and its rays were like jets of milk washing the earth white. At regular intervals,
the gentle roar of the ocean waves filled the ears of Amina.
No sooner had she turned back from the window than she heard a sound somewhat like that of one moving
outside the window. Before long, her eyes caught sight of Hamid’s bodily form moving out of the mansion’s
ground floor. Thrown over his snow-white dress was a dark silken shawl and his head sported a red Turkish cap.
All these contrasts in color stood out brightly in the moonlight. All the darkness was swept out of her by the bright
flood of moonlight pouring in from the window. Her own bedstead glittered as if it were fashioned out of seafoam. All that Amina could do at that time was to sit up on her bed, her face downcast, and let out hot sighs full of
doubt and anger.
For five consecutive nights Amina continued her night-watch and this was enough to convince her that Sarala
had betrayed her. She became quite certain that there was not a shred of doubt regarding the secret affair between
Sarala and Hamid. Every night she would witness this spectacle and become red with rage. Her lips would throb
and her eyes would bum. Helplessly, she would lie in bed, rolling from side to side.
“Oh, what a fool I have been! How long I have remained unaware of Sarala’s secret betrayal!” She would
scold herself again and again.
As usual, when Sarala arrived at her residence one day to do embroidery, Amina remained very moody, boiling
with rage within herself. Sarala thought her friend was upset by some household squabble, and tried to raise her
spirits with jokes. But Amina only became more morose. When Sarala tried to read aloud from a book, Amina
stopped her firmly with her hand more than once. Whenever Sarala attempted some intimate conversation with
her, Amina showed her displeasure clearly. Thereupon Sarala remembered the wise adage, “Too much familiarity
breeds contempt”, and stopped her visits to Amina’s mansion.
*
However, the fire of jealousy and hatred rankling in Amina’s heart was gaining in intensity. Often she thought:
“How could the very person in whom I placed full and implicit trust ever since childhood take the initiative in
such a horrid affair, that too, with her own friend’s husband? How she has deceived me from behind, talking such
sweet words to my face! Oh, what a wretch she is! All this time she has been presenting herself to me as a pure
lotus, as autumnal moonlight, as a paragon of chastity described in legends! And yet all the time she has been so
foul! Poor me, I treated her only as a trustworthy, bosom friend and sister! Has she become so enamored of
Hamid’s riches that she could blandly betray even her own dearest husband without a thought? Alas, what breach
of faith! Oh, what a fickle mind she has! What misfortune that I have been made an object of pity for one and all,
that too by my own bosom friend! Oh, how I failed to notice all these days her sensual infatuation! Oh, why did
she take up residence near my place? Was she plotting from the outset to commit adultery in secret during her
husband’s absence? How could such a black cobra find a place in her heart?”
Doubt and distrust gnawed at her heart like thorns. Although she wanted to question Sarala in detail about this
matter, she chose to remain quiet because of her false pride. Sarala’s long friendship and sweet talk now appeared
to Amina as no more than a dream, a magic show, an illusion! And yet she remained outwardly calm, keeping her
heartache within herself. Years later, when Sarala heard that one of Amina’s children was seriously ill, she wrote
affectionately to Amina offering assistance to her friend in nursing the child. But Amina sent the letter back with
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the messenger without even showing the courtesy of opening the cover. This made Sarala feel very bad; yet she
never said or did anything against her friend. She remained calm and contented herself by making enquiries about
the sick child and Amina through her own servant.
*
After the lapse of another year, Hamid was stricken with an incurable and fatal disease. In course of time, he
lost his senses and his speech; and knowing that his end was near, he pointed his finger in the direction of Sarala’s
house and dumbly suggested by gestures his last wish that someone from that house should be called. Though
Amina understood his desire, she did not comply with it as she disapproved of his relations with another’s wife. In
her mind Sarala’s figure loomed menacingly like death’s shadow.
A few days later, Hamid expired at the time of sunset. The news of his death spread at once to all the neighbors
and in no time to the entire city. It was not that Amina was overwhelmed by sorrow at her husband’s demise; but
she was shocked by the suddenness of it and she remained motionless in her bedroom. She was aroused by the
sound of servants scurrying and the loud laments of old attendants. Her children, seized with commotion and
fright, ran into their mother’s bedroom. Warmly fondling them with embraces and consoling them with sweet
words, the mother put them to sleep in her own bed. When they were asleep, Hamid’s man-servant approached
her silently and said:
“The master’s body is washed, perfumed and scented with unguents, etc. Soon the citizens will be arriving
here to express their condolence; and they will take away master’s anointed body to the ground-floor to arrange
for the funeral. The priests have already arrived.” Hearing this, she dismissed the man by saying:
“I shall be coming out soon.”
Desiring to take a last look at her husband, Amina hastened out of her apartment. Passing along the several
well-lit passages in the mansion, she reached at last Hamid’s bedroom adjacent to the big staircase, where a broad
flight of steps led downstairs. As she was about to open the bedroom door she saw Sarala slowly ascending the
flight of steps from below. On seeing her, the widow stood aghast right there, her body shivering apparently in the
cool breeze blowing then.
Even as Sarala with a downcast face stretched out her arms to embrace lovingly her friend in distress in a
gesture of sympathy, Amina pushed her away with her hands, shouting in a harsh tone:
“Indeed, you have come now to have a last look at your lover!” Sarala averred her innocence by shaking her
head and stating:
“No, no! I have come now only for your sake!”
With these words, she went away. Without replying to Sarala, Amina opened the door of her husband’s
bedroom and saw there a beautiful, strange woman, golden in complexion. On seeing her, Amina began to cry.
“How come this? Who is she? Why is she here? Oh, alas!”
These were the questions she mumbled in a trembling voice. Amina stood there dazed, with gaping eyes, as if
transfixed to the spot. She noticed that the young woman was kneeling beside Hamid’s bed and mourning silently,
her body draped in black muslin. She had a handsome face, fair complexion and a body as tender as a fresh
creeper. Her head was laid down at his feet and she appeared to be burning in the fire of sorrow. Sarala saw that
Amina’s question concerned this woman and whispered into her ear:
“O friend, indeed it is very natural that this woman should be in such a sorrow-stricken state for the sake of her
lover who is no more! I think you know how they loved each other for long. All the neighbors here are aware of
this.”
“Is it so? Since how long has this been going on? I was thinking all the time that you were his beloved,”
gasped Amina indistinctly.
Sarala was flabbergasted and for a moment her eyes gaped wide as if she could not understand the meaning of
Amina’s words. At length, seeing Amina’s face from which all color had gone, she said quickly:
“O foolish woman! Just as you have been blessed by fate with all the earthly treasures and riches, so have I
also been blessed with the singular happiness of a husband’s exclusive and abundant love. All men, other than my
loving husband, are but brothers to me.”
When Sarala finished saying this, Amina bent down her face with shame and remained silent. After a moment,
on recovering her self-possession, Sarala said:
“Now I have come to know the reason for your prejudiced and poisoned attitude towards me. All these five
years you have been heavily piling up on your innocent, childhood friend ghost-like doubts created by your own
foolish imaginings; you have banished her from your sight for no reason; and you have troubled yourself with evil
thoughts without any point.
819

“Human behavior is grounded in speech. Truth and falsehood can be ascertained only when people speak to
one another. If only you had asked me straight, you would have known the truth long ago. But oh, how sad; you
have been wrongly nursing the suspicion against me in your heart secretly, burning with the fire of jealousy at an
imagined betrayal, cursing me in your heart all this time. Drowned in a flood of silent tears, you have been like a
deer smelt and hunted by the tiger of a terrible anger, born of suspicion. Surely, your husband’s action was not
proper. But it is known to you also that according to Islamic law, it is quite legal for a man to take a second wife,
even when the first is alive.”
Hearing this, Amina fell at the feet of Sarala, her words faltering very low in tone, overcome by shame. She
folded her hands in a gesture expressive of her mixed emotions. She said:
“Oh my dear friend! Please pardon me. Though I had my husband, I live somehow all along as though I were
without my husband since he was estranged. With my husband’s death I once again revert to my former state.
There is not much difference indeed for me between the two states. But my childhood friend estranged from me
so long has fortunately come back to me. This is indeed the return of sunshine in my life. It would be a formality
to say that I am exceedingly happy. Amen! Let us live together the rest of our lives as best friends.”
Then Amina embraced Sarala warmly and took her into her bedroom.
251.141 Excerpt from A Greek Interlude: “The Political Theory Of Imperialism”\fn{by Kuruvila Zachariah (18901955} Cochin, Ernakulam District, Kerala State, India (M) 12
I must begin with an acknowledgement and an apology. It is a real pleasure to me to come back, if only for an
evening, to my old University\fn{This was delivered at the Senate House of Madras University on February 21, 1930:H } and it is
an honor to come back in this capacity, to lecture on a Foundation associated with the name of one who, perhaps
more than any other living Indian, has upheld, in his life and his teaching, true principles of politics and public
duty. I must thank the University for this opportunity and this honor.
I must apologize for a subject which, to a certain extent, overlaps last year’s. I had chosen my subject and
written out the greater part of my lecture before I obtained a copy of last year’s lecture; and then it was too late to
change. I have been compelled to content myself within enlarging the historical part of my treatment and
curtailing the special application to India. This is the explanation of a certain disproportion of which I am
conscious; for that and for the overlapping I express my regrets.
The role of political philosophy has generally been to justify the accomplished fact, to prop up existing
institutions with the buttresses of reason. States, like individuals, are often moved primarily by material interests
and the hope of material rewards. But the moral sense generally asserts itself; and they are uneasy till they can
convince themselves that ethical principles sanction, or at any rate are not violated by their activities. Nor is this
difficult, for there are few actions and few institutions for which the human intellect is not ingenious enough to
devise a justification which the human conscience is not elastic enough to accept. From slavery to anarchy, there
is nothing which has not had, at one time or another, its advocates or defenders.
The purpose of these lectures is to trace and analyze some of the arguments that have been put forward in
defense of conquest and empire. The inquiry cannot be exhaustive, but it is possible, even within the narrow limits
of time at my command, to indicate the principal grounds for the political philosophy of empire.
Modern writers, as a rule, have paid little attention to the subject, for the basic assumption of modern political
theory is the conception of the state as expressing the general will and commanding the good will and active cooperation of its members—an assumption generally incompatible with imperialism. But there have always been
some, who, with more candor or more realism, have faced the problem of the conquering state. After all, empires
are one of the recurring facts of history and have often been justified by their results, even if not just in their
origin. No survey of political institutions can afford to neglect them.
*
The first Western people who moralized over history were the ancient Greeks; and we may well begin our
study with them, not for that reason alone, but because in Greece we can see that problem in its simplest form,
without the complication of disturbing or irrelevant factors. For the Greek theory of empire, however, we have to
turn to others than Aristotle and Plato. Writing at a time when the city state was already beginning to break down,
they still regarded it as the only true political unit. It is in Thucydides that we find both an analysis and a theory of
imperialism.
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The general character of the Athenian Empire is well known. Starting as a symmachia, a confederacy of equal
states, it was rapidly transformed into an arche or empire under the domination of Athens. Even in discreet
official documents, the allies were sometimes described as “states over which the Athenians rule”.
After an unsuccessful revolt the oath of allegiance was sworn to the men of Athens alone. Nor did Athenian
statesmen make any attempt to veil the real character of her government. Cleon told the ecclesia:
Your empire is a despotism and your subjects disaffected conspirators, whose obedience is ensured not by your
suicidal concessions, but by the superiority given you by your own strength and not by their loyalty.

Even Pericles held very similar language:
What you hold is, to speak somewhat plainly, a tyranny.

The desire for autonomy was particularly strong in Greece and the loss of liberty was felt as an intolerable
grievance. Many cities, which had joined the League to secure their own and their neighbors’ freedom, now found
themselves through that very alliance reduced to the status of subjects. They might well be indignant. The
Mitylenean envoys at Sparta voiced the general feeling:
We did not become allies of the Athenians for the subjugation of the Greeks, but allies of the Greeks for their
liberation from the Mede. Trust in Athens,

they added,
we can no longer feel.

This distrust of the imperialism of Athens was universal and was shown very markedly by neutrals in the
Peloponnesian War. They rightly suspected that, if they gave the Athenians an inch, they would presently take an
ell, and were prepared to make peace with their enemies rather than accept help from Athens.
But the Athenians did not let the case go against them by default. They have plenty to say for themselves; and
nearly all the arguments that have ever justified empire may be found, stated with admirable conciseness, in the
speeches of Thucydides. There was sometimes an uneasy feeling that, in its origin, the empire was difficult to
justify.
To take it,

admitted Pericles,
was perhaps wrong.

But these qualms were transient. The Athenian speakers at the congress at Lacedaemon pointed out that the
empire had been almost thrust upon Athens nor had it created a new precedent,
for it has always been the law that the weaker should be subject to the stronger.

When Athenian character had deteriorated through years of war and tyranny, the principle that Might is Right
is put forward naked and unashamed.
You know as well as we do,

say the Athenian envoys in the Melian conference,
that right, as the world goes, is only in question between equals in power, while the strong do what they can and the
weak suffer what they must.

And again,
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it is not as if we were the first to make this law or to act upon it when made: we found it existing before us and shall
leave it to exist for ever after us; all we do is to make use of it, knowing that you and everybody else, having the same
power as we have, would do the same as we do.

It would be impossible to state more clearly an argument for imperialism that is a hardy perennial and
constantly reappears. The possession of Might confers a Right to empire, almost imposes an obligation.
But this is not the only ground on which Athens defended her empire; an even stronger one was the plea of
self-interest. A state may be strong and yet not use its strength for aggrandizement; but few states can be expected
to refrain from using all their resources when their power or prosperity is threatened. Pericles, when he confessed
that to take the empire was perhaps wrong, added,
but to let it go is unsafe.

The same view was expressed, in greater detail, by the Athenian speakers at the Peloponnesian congress.
At last, when almost all hated us, when some had already revolted and been subdued, when you had ceased to be the
friends you once were and had become objects of suspicion and dislike, it appeared no longer safe to give up our
empire, especially as all who left us would fall to you. And no one can quarrel with a people for making , in matters of
tremendous risk the best provision that it can for its interest, Fear, honor and interest,

they said, combined to forbid any surrender of the empire.
It was to the empire that Athens owed her position as the leading Greek state of the time; her pride was
engaged in its maintenance. To abandon the empire would be to relegate herself to the level of a second-rate state.
Indeed, her very independence would be threatened. The dualism in Greece, which made neutrality almost
impossible, compelled Athens to employ every possible means to strengthen and extend her position: what was
lost by one side will be gained by the other. Was it reasonable to demand that the city should commit political
suicide?
Unsought, the headship of the confederacy had devolved on Athens; thenceforward, every advance was
dictated by an inexorable process of evolution. Once the empire was in being and the political and economic
fabric of the city adjusted to the new framework, it was impossible to retreat or retract without the certainty of
dislocation. It was dangerous even to stand still, to be content with what had been achieved and decline all further
acquisitions. As Alcibiades put it,
We cannot fix the exact point at which our empire shall stop; we have reached a position in which we must not be
content with retaining but must scheme to extend it, for, if we cease to rule others, we are in danger of being ruled
ourselves.

This resistless inner impulse in empires which urges them to continual conquests finds abundant illustration in
history; there is scarcely one empire of which it is not true. Nor is there any need to ascribe this to an insatiable
lust of conquest, the appetite growing with food, though this seems true to some extent of the great conquerors,
like Alexander and Napoleon.
*
But states, whose imperial expansion is slow and gradual, are driven onward by other forces than a mere
passion for power. The history of Roman imperialism is too well known to need detailed exposition. Just as the
Athenian empire was the alternative to Persian domination over the Aegean, so the Roman conquest of Sicily—
the first step in its victorious march to world power—was the alternative to a Carthaginian conquest.
Once started, the pace might be slowed or quickened, but there could be no halt till some defensible frontier
was reached, desert or sea or mountain range. In vain did men like Cato strive to stem the tide; the quest of the
natural frontier opens up an almost boundless perspective.
The same tendency is illustrated by the growth of British dominion in India and, on a smaller scale, by the
history of Venice in the later Middle Ages. Defended by her lagoons from Goth and Lombard, the island republic
had become a great maritime and commercial power concentrating her energies on the Eastern trade. But the
states on the mainland, which controlled the outlets for Venetian commerce, the rivers of Lombardy and the
passes over the Alps, imposed heavy duties on her merchandise. To protect herself against this rapacity, Venice
was compelled to acquire possessions on the the mainland and to become a continental and imperial power.
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But once this policy was adopted, it could not easily be abandoned. There are no natural frontiers in Lombardy
to the west or north till the Alps are reached. The Venetian boundary was gradually pushed to the Adige, from the
Adige to the Mincio, from the Mincio to the 0glio, from the Oglio to the Adda and Venice found herself
committed to a task which was beyond her powers. And although, as with other imperial powers, the first step was
dictated by the principle of self-preservation and the succeeding steps seemed to follow by a sort of logical
necessity, this persistent advance awoke the alarm and resentment of all the neighboring states and earned for
Venice a reputation for greed and lust for territory.
Everyone,

said Galeazzo Sforza, lord of Milan, to the Venetians,
everyone says you want to eat up all Italy;

and a few years later, the League of Cambray protested against
the insatiable cupidity of the Venetians and their thirst for dominion.

Everything depends on the point of view. Interests clash; and the expansion of one state, even when it is not
wanton, but the necessary means of or corollary to self-preservation, spells peril or annihilation to other states.
Athens sought empire because it guaranteed her independence and prosperity and the other Greek cities hated
Athens because her imperialism threatened their independence.
*
But the Athenian statesman did not justify the empire solely on the plea that Might is Right or that Necessity
knows no Law. The best of them realized that the advantage of the conqueror was an argument too one-sided to
win the moral approval of mankind. But, if to it they could add the advantage of the conquered, then indeed their
title would be tremendously strengthened. The trouble was that the subjects were not as sensible of the benefits
conferred on them as the rulers and preferred autonomy and isolation to the gains they derived from their
association with Athens.
Athens maintained that this was due to the very mildness of its rule. If its government were more despotic,
there would be fewer complaints. It was precisely because it always acted in accordance with law and justice that
the allies were emboldened to complain.
Nor is this paradoxical claim as absurd as it might appear. Revolutions are the result, not so much of
unmitigated oppression as of that consciousness of oppression which is aroused only with the dawn of liberty and
material prosperity. The lot of the Greek cities was far more tolerable under Athens than under Persia or even
under Sparta. Not without truth did Isocrates say:
If they recall the trials which were held for the allies at Athens, who is so witless that it will not occur to him to
reply to this that the Lacedaemonians put to death without trial more of the Greeks than all those who have come up
for trial and judgment with us during all the time that we have governed the city.

It is difficult to deny that culture and civilization gained by the existence of the Athenian empire. When the
tribute was no longer needed for the war against Persia, the money was used largely for the adornment of the city
and the glory of the gods. Empire was apparently the historic condition of the brilliant artistic achievements of
Athens during the Periclean age and these in turn seemed to justify the empire.
In the words of Pericles, Athens became the school of Hellas: she charged high fees but provided a first class
education. If the allies paid her tribute, she gave them something that often cannot be bought with money: she
gave them civilization. They had to pay, but they got their money’s worth. She taught them not only through her
art and literature but through her law, her wide outlook, her institutions of liberty and self-government. Some of
the best of them made their home in Athens and drew from it their spiritual inspiration: so did Polygnotus of
Thasos, Hippocrates of Cos, Herodotus of Halicarnassus. To some extent Athens led the Greeks from the old,
narrow ideal of the city state to the possibilities of a larger political unity; and many of the allies were freed from
the burden of oppressive oligarchies. Pericles could with some justice say that
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Athens alone of her contemporaries is found when tested to be greater than her reputation, and alone gives no occasion
to her assailants to blush at the antagonist by whom they have been worsted, or to her subjects to question her title by
merit to rule.

I have dwelt at some length on Athenian imperialism because it was the first self-conscious imperialism that
attempted to defend itself by reason and because the arguments it used are those which, allowing for changes in
circumstances, have reappeared from age to age. The empire arose without deliberate intention on our part and
almost in spite of us. The loss of it now would involve the loss of our power and prosperity and perhaps of our
independence. It is a natural law of history that the weak should be ruled by the strong and we cannot be blamed
for being strong. Our rule confers benefits on our subjects otherwise far beyond their reach, benefits conferred—
as Pericles puts it—not from calculations of expediency, but in the confidence of liberality, fearless of
consequences.
*
Such was the Athenian defense of empire. But these arguments commended themselves neither to the other
Greek states nor to the mature reflection of the great Greek thinkers. But it was not so much the principle of
domination that Plato and Aristotle condemned as the practice of domination over fellow Greeks; and in their
philosophy, which was built round the theory of the city as the ideal unit, there could be no place for any
extension of territory which would impair its self-sufficiency and react on its institutions.
But they supplied a fresh and potent argument for empire. The distinction, which Aristotle in particular drew,
between those who are freemen and those who are slaves by nature, supplied a basis for empire grounded on
justice and right. He maintains that what is best for the individual is best for the state.
That the unequal should be given to equals and the unlike to those who are like is contrary to nature, and nothing
which is contrary to nature is good.

But nature itself is responsible for an innate natural inequality between men: some are born to command and
others to serve, not by virtue of descent, but of the character indelibly engraved on them. And it is just and natural
that men and states which posses such a superiority should rule over those which do not. The whole argument is
thus summed up:
Men should not study war with a view to the enslavement of those who do not deserve to be enslaved; but first of all
they should provide against their own enslavement, and in the second place obtain empire for the good of the governed,
and not for the sake of exercising a general despotism, and in the third place they should seek to be masters only over
those who deserve to be slaves.

The rule of Greek over Greek is intolerable; but the rule of Greek over barbarian is sanctioned by the laws of
nature. Let us remember that Aristotle was tutor to Alexander of Macedon.
*
Rome did not contribute much that was new to the theory of empire, although it is worthwhile noting that
nearly all the terms we use in the connexion are Latin terms.
Colony, dependency, plantation, province, state, possession, dominion, empire, all directly or indirectly come from the
Romans.\fn{Lucas, Greater Rome and Greater Britain, 1}

The Roman empire developed some peculiar features, which distinguish it from earlier eastern Empires like
the Assyrian or Persian and from modern empires like the British; but few of the Romans were troubled about its
justice, though some of them questioned its wisdom. The empire was such a large and imposing fact, so universal
in its scope that to question it would have seemed almost like questioning the ordinances of nature. Neither
against other states nor against the public opinion of mankind did it have to defend itself by words.
Only in the later Middle Ages was such a justification felt to be necessary. By that time the mediaeval empire
had ceased to exercise any ecumenical authority; and it struggled to defend itself, not against the independent
nation states fast rising to power, but against the militant and aggressive Papacy.
Dante is the best known of mediaeval imperialists. To Dante, as to many others of the time, the mediaeval
empire was the heir and successor of the old Roman empire and to vindicate the authority of the former it was
necessary to establish the right of the latter to universal dominion. In the second book of the De Monarchia Dante
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addresses himself to this task and, during the course of his arguments, produces reasons, some of which are
characteristic of mediaeval thinking but alien to the mind and temper of the Greeks.
Whatever God wills,

says Dante,
in the society of men is to be regarded as true and pure right..

But the will of God in itself is invisible and has to be understood by outward and visible signs. The Romans
were the noblest of all peoples; it was meet that they should be rewarded with the honor of empire. The public
spirit they exhibited and their sincere desire for the good of the commonwealth is another proof that they had right
on their side.
The Roman Empire

Dante quotes a saying current at the time
springs from the fount of compassion.

Miracles, moreover, attested the divine sanction. The procedure of law also vindicated the Romans for the
duellum or single combat was one of the acknowledged methods of proof in which the God of Battles intervened
to defend the right—and the Roman Empire was established by a series of conflicts which were often of the
nature of single combats.
Another characteristically mediaeval argument was based on the current view of religion. Christ approved the
claim of Augustus to the sovereignty of the whole world by obeying his decree for the enrolment of the citizens of
the world. The empire was indeed essential to the whole scheme of salvation. The sin of Adam was the sin of
mankind as a whole and justice could be vindicated only by a valid punishment of collective human nature. Such
a nature was present in Christ, but the punishment to be lawful had to be inflicted by an authority who had
jurisdiction over all men. Both in His birth and in His death,
at either limit of his warfare,

Christ confirmed the universal power of Rome.
Such a chain of reasoning seems fantastic and has no evidential value for the modern mind. But Dante uses
two other arguments which often reappear, explicitly or implicitly, in modern defenses of imperialism. Success in
a competition follows desert or right: it is the judgment of God. Many strove for the empire of the world; but none
obtained it save Rome. The Romans, then, not only deserved empire, but won it by the will of God, that is, by
right.
This is one of the most insidious and ubiquitous of historical misjudgments.
We have a theory,

says Lord Acton,
which justifies Providence by the event, and holds nothing so deserving as success, to which there can be no victory in
a bad cause; prescription and duration legitimate; and whatever exists is right and reasonable; and as God manifests His
will by that which he tolerates, we must conform to the divine decree by living to shape the future by the ratified image
of the past.

Empire thus justifies itself and, in the process of its acquisition, there is no moral principle that we can apply,
because only failure can condemn it. What is de facto is always de jure, a view that was later developed by
Hobbes, and which is closely allied to the theory that Might is Right.
*

825

The second argument of Dante is derived from the Greeks, in fact, he makes acknowledgement of his debt to
Aristotle. There is a harmony between natural faculties and vocation and the maintenance of this harmony leads to
order and well-being. Now, some are apt to rule and others to be subject and the Roman people were ordained by
nature for universal command. Did not Virgil himself say:
Excudent alii spirantia mollius aera,
Credo equidem; vivos cucent de marmora vultus,
Orabunt causas melius, coelique meatus
Describent radio, et surgentia sidera dicent:
Tu regere imperio populos, Romane, memento;
Hae tibi erunt artes, pacisque imponere morem,
Parcere subjectis et debellare superbos.\fn{ Others shall beat out the breathing bronze more softly, I do well believe it! And shall draw living features
from the marble; shall plead causes better, and trace with the rod the movements of the sky and tell of the rising stars. Roman! do thou be mindful how to
sway the peoples with command. These be thy arts: to lay upon them the custom of peace, to spare the subjects and fight down the proud .}

But Dante and other mediaeval thinkers were not concerned to defend imperialism in general; they were
concerned rather to prove the necessity for a world empire, a society coterminous with the limits of Christendom.
The existence of such a society was a commonplace of political thinking, though it was no longer a historical fact,
except in the spiritual sphere. It was, however, necessary to prove its rightness, its accordance with natural and
divine law, for, as St. Augustine said,
Remota justitia quid sunt regna nisi magna latrocinia?\fn{ Devoid of justice what are states but mighty robbers?}

But the weakening of Christian influences in the 15th and 16th centuries, the return to classical antiquity, the
emergence of modern nation states in an international condition of precarious balance, the decay of that organi zation which had hampered the free exercise of royal power, all combined together to usher in an era of “realist”
politics. The state, being a complete and exclusive sphere of obligation and right, regarded itself as absolved from
the restraints of any higher law: and Machiavelli laid down precepts for the emancipated state.
*
It is now a commonplace that Machiavelli has been harshly judged by his own and later generations. This is so,
not only because many of those who condemned him are convicted of hypocrisy by the evidence of their own
words and actions.
Three centuries,

says Acton,
have borne enduring witness to his political veracity.

But it was also because he was misunderstood or only partially understood. Meinecke, the latest and most
learned historian of Machiavellianism, brings this out clearly in his Die Idee der Staatrason:
It has been the fate of Machiavelli, in common with many other great thinkers, that he has been able to influence the
course of history with only one part of his range of ideas. The effect of his new method, the building up of politics on
the basis of experience and history, was profound and permanent … But his ideal of virtu faded away … With it also,
the ethical ideals of his politics, the idea of regeneration, was shattered to pieces. His republi can ideal was not
unheeded, but it was misunderstood in many respects.

Virtu, fortuna and necessita are, says Meinecke, the three words that ring like a refrain through the Prince and
the Discourses and they are the key to the understanding of Machiavelli’s political thought. And it is on the
ground of necessity that he defends conquest and expansion.
All human affairs being in movement and incapable of remaining static, they must either rise or fall; and where we are
not led by reason, we are driven by necessity.
It is impossible,
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he writes in another place,
for a republic to remain long in the peaceful enjoyment of freedom within a limited frontier. For, should it forbear from
molesting others, others are not likely to refrain from molesting it; whence must grow at once the desire and the
necessity to make acquisitions.

And again,
Men never think that they hold securely what they have unless when they are gaining something new from others.

But Machiavelli was not advocate of conquest for conquest’s sake, no admirer of inordinate ambition or empty
glory. He is a clear-eyed student of history, realizing the dangers and the effective limits of empire.
Since, in a thousand ways and from causes innumerable, conquests are surrounded with dangers, it may well happen
that, in adding to our dominions, we add nothing to our strength; but whosoever increases not his strength while he
adds to his dominions, must needs be ruined.

Some states are unfitted for expansion by their constitution. His statecraft is of a utilitarian kind: conquest is
good only if and in so far as it promotes the actual power of the state; and the government of dependencies should
be such as conduces to this end. Two practical conclusions are drawn from this principle. In the first place, it is
better to treat those over whom you extend your authority as allies and companions, as the Romans did in Italy,
than to hold them in direct subjection, like the Athenians. He quotes with approval the case of Privernuin.
This city rebelled and was subdued and when some citizens appeared to plead their cause, one of them was
asked by a senator what punishment he thought his fellow citizens deserved.
Such punishment,

he answered,
as they deserve who deem themselves worthy of freedom.

And the Romans admitted the people of Privernum to the privileges of Roman citizenship, declaring that
men whose only thought was for freedom were indeed worthy to be Romans.

The Roman Empire differed, indeed, from all earlier and later empires in the gradual and ultimately universal
extension of Roman citizenship. In the second place, expansion is most desirable and most durable where there is
geographical, racial and linguistic unity of conquerors and conquered. We should remember that Machiavelli
wrote at a time when the states of Europe had not long been constituted in their modern form. France absorbed
Brittany only in 1491, Spain absorbed Granada only in 1492. In painful contrast to these stood Italy, torn by
domestic dissensions, the prey of invading foreigners. Machiavelli’s writings, like Dante’s, are warmed by a
burning patriotism. In the Discourses, he pours his wrath on the Papacy:
To the Church and to the priests, we Italians owe this first debt that through them we have become wicked and
irreligious. And a still greater debt we owe them for what is the immediate cause of our ruin, that by the Church our
country is kept divided.

In the famous last chapter of the Prince, he turns against the foreigner.
To all of us this barbarian dominion stinks.

Machiavelli, then, is no blind champion of war or imperialism, Necessity drives states to expand, but the wise
ruler or republic aims at no indiscriminate expansion, conquering only what can be absorbed and absorbing what
is of national unity. Machiavelli may thus be regarded almost as the exponent of the principle of nationality.
Nationality however, is not a pacific influence and has been the cause or the excuse for most of the wars of
modern history.
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*
The Prince was written as a text-book for rulers and Machiavelli looks at empire from the point of view of the
conquering state, not of the conquered. A wider standpoint was taken by a later writer, who pursued the method of
inquiry basing his conclusions on a broad induction, but who was informed by the humanitarian and rationalistic
spirit of the 18th century.
Montesquieu’s defense of war and conquest is partly the same as that of Machiavelli, though it is more
carefully tempered with qualifications.
The right of war is derived from a severe necessity; to base it on glory or utility is to open the door to rivers of
blood. ]
The right of conquest proceeds from and is the consequence of the right of war; and it should be governed by
the same principles.
The right of the conqueror over subjects follows four kinds of laws: the law of nature which ordains that
everything should be directed to the conservation of the species; the law of natural enlightenment, that we should
do unto others what we would that they should do unto us; the law of the formation of political societies, which
are such that nature has not limited their duration, and the law flowing from the nature of the act itself—for a
conquest is an acquisition and the spirit of acquisition carries with it the spirit of conservation and use, not the
spirit of destruction.
The object of conquest is conservation, not enslavement. Enslavement may sometimes be the necessary means
of conservation, but it is only a means and not the end, only an intermediate step to eventual freedom and mild
government.
I define,

says Montesquieu,
the right of conquest thus; it is a necessary, legitimate and unhappy right, which must fulfill an enormous obligation
before it can pay its debt to human nature.

Nor is it difficult to discharge this obligation; for a country which is conquered is presumably in a decadent
condition, with a corrupt, oppressive or inefficient government. Subjection to and association with a virile state
may revitalize it and rid it of the burden of unequal laws or selfish oligarchies. It is only in so far as it confers
such benefits and prepares its subjects for freedom that imperialism can be vindicated.
There is another strain in Montesquieu’s thought which is of interest in this connection. One of his dominant
ideas, it is well known, is the influence of geographical factors on historical and political development. Climate
and geographical formation fit Europe for liberty and Asia for slavery. Asia, he reckons, has been subdued thirteen
times, while Europe has undergone only four great cataclysms.
The results of conquest, again, are different. The Tartars, in destroying the Greek Empire, established in the
conquered lands slavery and despotism; the Goths, in destroying the Roman Empire, everywhere founded
monarchy and liberty. Rousseau, who asserted that
man is born free

and denied any foundation for conquest except the law of the strongest which can confer no moral right, quotes
this theory of Montesquieu’s with approval.
Liberty,

he says,
not being a fruit of all climates, is not within the reach of all peoples. The more we consider this principle established
by Montesquieu, the more do we perceive its truth.

*
Both these lines of thought, which Montesquieu, was careful to safeguard with restrictions and limitations,
have been followed to their logical end by later writers. For instance, Treitschke regards war and conquest, not as
a necessary evil, but as the very essence of the state, to be welcomed rather than deplored.
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Without war no state could be … The laws of human thought and of human nature forbid any alterna tive, neither is one
to be wished for.
We learn from history that nothing knits a nation more closely together than war. It makes it worthy of the name of
nation as nothing else can, and the extension of existent states is generally achieved by conquest … War and conquest
are the most important factors in state construction.
The power of the conqueror is morally justified by its protective and consequently beneficial action.
All great nations in the fullness of their strength have desired to set their mark upon barbarian lands … Those who take
no share in this great rivalry will play a pitiable part in time to come.

On the other hand, differences of race have been added to those of territory and climate to justify domination
and empire. In illustration, we may take the very frank statement of Dr. Burgess.
The Teutonic nations can never regard the exercise of political power as a right of man. With them this power must
be based upon capacity to discharge political duty, and they themselves are the best organs which have as yet appeared
to determine when and where this capacity exists … They are called to carry the political civilization of the modern
world into those parts of the world inhabited by unpolitical and barbaric races, i.e. they must have a colonial policy.

By the time Montesquieu wrote, the character of political expansion and empire had changed. The
opportunities for aggrandizement in Europe were now scarce, but the opportunities elsewhere were abundant.
Large unpeopled or thinly peopled lands were open for colonization and countries occupied by peoples in a low
stage of civilization offered a tempting field for exploitation. Empires grew, larger in area than any the world had
seen before, but consisting almost entirely of dependent colonies settled by emigrants from the mother country
and of conquered lands inhabited by barbarous or semi-barbarous tribes. These changed conditions produced a
corresponding change in emphasis in the political theory of imperialism.
Colonies proper were usually endowed with institutions similar to those of the mother country; and the revolt
of the American Colonies made it clear that loyalty could be preserved only by the grant of a large measure of
autonomy, a lesson that was only slowly learnt. With this phase of the development we are not primarily
concerned. Empire is the dominion over communities politically subject and the theory of imperialism is the
analysis and justification of such dominion.
The fact that such an empire is generally exercised in modern times by civilized states over comparatively
uncivilized communities has provided its apologists with a line of argument that is distinctively modern; and most
writers on the subject follow it temperately or to its logical conclusion. A characteristically moderate statement is
that of Sidgwick. Where the conquered are markedly inferior in civilization, he says,
if the war that led to the conquest can be justified by obstinate violation of international duty on the part of the
conquered, the result would generally be regarded with toleration of impartial persons; and even, perhaps, with
approval, if the government of the conquerors was shown by experience to be not designedly oppressive or unjust;
since the benefits of completer internal peace and order, improved industry, enlarged opportunities of learning a better
religion and a truer science would be taken—and, on the whole, I think, rightly taken—to compensate for the probable
sacrifice of the interests of the conquered to those of the conquerors, whenever the two came into collision.

And again,
there are sentimental satisfactions, derived from justifiable conquests, which must be taken into account … Such are
the justifiable pride which the cultivated members of a civilized community feel in the beneficent exercise of dominion,
and in the performance by their nation of the noble task of spreading the highest kind of civilization; and a more intense
though less elevated satisfaction … in the spread of the special type of civilization distinctive of their nation.

Rather more decisive is the historian of modern colonization, Leroy-Beaulieu.
It is neither natural nor just,

he concludes,
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that the civilized peoples of the west should be limited indefinitely to the restricted spaces which were their first home
… and that they should leave perhaps half the world to small groups of ignorant men, resourceless, truly helpless
children, scattered thinly over an immense area, or to decrepit populations, without energy or directions, truly old men
incapable of all effort or corporate and far-sighted activity. The intervention of civilized peoples in the affairs of
peoples belonging to these two categories is justified as an education or as a guardianship … The role of teachers and
guides, which devolves on civilized peoples, is laid down by the very nature of things, especially as far as the vast
territories occupied by small savage or barbarous tribes is concerned. There are countries where it seems that
civilization—the domination of man over himself and over matter, the spirit of enterprise and disci pline, the sense of
capitalization and the aptitude to invention—cannot develop spontaneously.

Burgess uses even more definite language.
The civilized states have a claim upon the uncivilized populations, as well as a duty towards them, and that claim is
that they shall become civilized; and if they cannot accomplish their own civilization, then must they submit to the
powers that can do it for them. The civilized state may righteously go still further than the exercise of force in imposing
organization. If the barbaric populations resist the same, à l’outrance,\fn{To the death, or the very end} the civilized
state may clear the territory of their presence and make it the abode of civilized man … It violates thereby no rights of
these populations which are not petty and trifling in comparison with its transcendent right and duty to establish
political and legal order everywhere … There is a great deal of weak sentimentality abroad in the world concerning this
subject … Interference in the affairs of populations not wholly barbaric, which have made some progress in state
organization, but which manifest incapacity to solve the problem of a political civilization with any degree of
completeness, is a justifiable policy … The civilized states themselves are the best organs which have yet appeared in
the history of the world for determining the proper time and occasion for intervening in the affairs of unorganized or
insufficiently organized populations for the execution of their great world-duty.

This reasoning is clear, whether or not it is cogent. It does more than merely justify empire; it asserts it to be a
solemn obligation. Not conquest, but the refusal to conquer needs apology. Civilized nations have the mission of
spreading civilization and establishing order all over the world. Where they do not exist, they have to be
introduced—and they cannot, as a rule, be introduced except by force.
Imperialism thus becomes a service to humanity and that is its vindication.
*
This modern theory of duty is result, in part, of the changed character of empires and in part of a more widely
diffused, if not more sensitive, public conscience, which demands for empire some justification less parochial and
more ethical than that of mere State necessity.
But it has obvious weaknesses. In the first place, to the question, who is the judge of duty? the only answer is,
the conquering state. Its decision may be fortified by precedents and the example of other states, but the fact
remains that it is judge in its own cause. Such a judgment is ipso facto suspect; and the suspicion is increased by
the fact that the verdict is to the interest of the judge. Whatever may be the benefit to humanity and to the
conquered peoples, it cannot be denied that the conquerors benefit substantially, if not most of all.
Secondly, there is the difficult question, what is civilization? The word is generally applied to a certain form of
it that has been developed in the modern West, but even in the West, it is not homogeneous. How profound
national variations are may be seen, for instance, in such a wise and witty book as Madariaga’s Englishmen:
Frenchmen: Spaniards. The Germans have long maintained the distinctive character of their own culture and on
the strength of that asserted their mission of world domination.
It has been shown over and over again that there is little anthropological basis for political superiority, that race
is not identifiable with nationality and that whatever claim the Nordic race may have to political genius, it can
scarcely be translated into the terms of practical politics. Common factors are, no doubt, discoverable in the
civilizations of the West, but at any rate they are not the only civilization in existence. One of the finest
civilizations of the world is that of China, now\fn{ 1930} in its decay, but animated, as Havelock Ellis points out, in
an exceptional degree by art.
This universal presence of art,

remarks another writer,
manifested in the smallest utensil, the humblest stalls, the notices on the shops, the handwriting, the rhythm of
movement, always regular and measured, as though to the tune of unheard music, announces a civilization which is
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complete in itself, elaborated in the smallest detail, penetrated by one spirit, which no interruption ever
breaks.\fn{Hoveloaque, La Chine, quoted by Ellis, The Dance of Life, 25, 6}

Here we have a finished culture rich in an element of great value in which Western civilizations are poor; and
yet no one maintains the right of the Chinese to extension and empire.
*
The fact is, the theory is based, like many other theories, merely on the circumstances of the moment. The
creation of a civilization strong in the qualities of organization and military force has enabled the Western nations
to occupy and rule over tracts of the earth weak in those qualities; but that fact does not by itself prove the
intrinsic superiority of Western civilization, much less its duty to impose itself on other nations. Unless, indeed,
we fall back on the old principle that success justifies itself.
There is another point worthy of note. For the transmission of culture all that is needed is contact, not
necessarily conquest. Thus, when the Romans conquered Greece, it was Greek civilization that spread over the
Roman world, not Roman civilization over Greece. When the barbarians overthrew the Roman empire, Roman
law, Roman religion and other parts of the Roman system survived the cataclysm. Fugitives escaping from the
submerging Eastern Empire hastened the Renaissance in Italy.
Where a state is organized for power, it becomes expansive and imperialistic; but its civilization may be of a
comparatively low order. On the other hand, an elaborate and advanced culture may be weak in its capacity for
offence or power of resistance and may be subdued, perhaps to the advantage of both, by a more virile, but less
sophisticated, foe.
*
But the world has now been parceled out; and the immediate problem is the justification, not of conquest, but
of the retention of empire.
It is all to the good that the emphasis has been shifted, and that philosophers consider the good of the
conquered peoples rather than the necessity and advantage of the conquerors, as Machiavelli did. The further
question then arises, what is the good that is contemplated? Where the conquered people are in a barbarous state,
with little or no organization and culture of their own, it is obvious, on the one hand, that the conquerors can give
them nothing except what they themselves possess and that the educative process must be a long one; and, on the
other [hand], that the temptations to aggression are infinitely great.
The difficulties of education may be solved by extinction, as has happened, more or less, to the Indians in
North America and the aborigines in Australia. Civilization spreads more quickly by substitution than by
education. This is one of the dangers of the theory of duty; for, if the primary mission is to spread civilization, that
may be done more rapidly and effectively by settling those who are already civilized than by the tedious process
of training those who are inept by nature to education. Where climate offers no barriers to settlement, this
tendency is difficult to resist.
But where the subject people have a civilization of their own and are tenacious of it, the problem becomes
much more delicate. The most interesting example perhaps is India.
There are several complications. First, there can be no question of simple giving on one side and receiving on
the other, but rather of interaction and adjustment. The meeting of two civilizations is an event or process of
uncertain issue, with possibilities for both good and evil. The frank recognition of the virtues and failings of either
is a condition of any happy fusion; but the political relation of rule and subjection is in itself an obstacle to any
such recognition.
Secondly, if the subject people need to be educated, a clear conception of the end of such education is
necessary. For what purpose is rule exercised? For the good of the governed. What kind of good? The answers to
this fall broadly into two classes, their economic and social, material and intellectual advancement and their
preparation for autonomy and the ordering of their own future.
Last year, my predecessor on this Foundation illustrated in masterly fashion the two great currents of thought
in the political theory of the Government of India; and it is not my intention to traverse the same ground or to do
over again what has already been done so well. The theory of trusteeship or guardianship is now generally
accepted and it is recognized that self-government is the ultimate aim. This is the only defensible ideal, because
without free will there can be no morality and a state of tutelage is justified only by an education in responsibility
and the art of ruling. To produce capacity, however, without providing a sphere for its exercise is not only waste,
but it is the source of discord.
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We reach, therefore, the true but paradoxical conclusion that that imperial government only is acceptable
which sooner or later, makes itself unnecessary.
*
It may be and has been argued that to countries like India the ideal of self-government is not relevant, because
it is counter to the traditions and alien to the spirit of the people. In illustration, I will quote Sir Charles Lucas:
British constructive administration in India has been successful, not as having brought in political institutions of a
British type, but as having bettered what was in India already, that is, more or less personal rule. It has given what was
and is understood, and not a House of Commons, which would not be understood. Self-government implies the many,
not the few; and it is not until the many have, in the long course of ages, been wholly transformed that the sphere of
rule can be assimilated to the sphere of settlement, though the few may be and are being increasingly associated in the
work and training which rule implies.

These words were written in 1912 and have been largely belied by the history of the eighteen years since. They
contain two fundamental fallacies; first, that, for the initiation of self-government, anything approaching universal
franchise or fitness for the franchise is necessary and, secondly, that a democratic country can indefinitely govern
a dependency autocratically.
The assumption is constantly made that democracy implies the actual and active participation of the great
majority of the people in politics, either as representatives and legislators or as electors and critics. But this
assumption is not supported by the facts, even in the most advanced democratic countries. Politics is an art for
which most men have no leisure and in which, except when some great and simple issue arises such as war or
revolution, most men feel no absorbing interest.
The Greeks were right, as usual. Leisure is the condition of any significant political activity; and even Greek
democracies were built up largely on a basis of slave labor. Indeed, Aristotle declared that all ordinary labor was
unworthy of the man who aspired to rule. This was perhaps not because he did not believe in the dignity of work,
but because he believed in it intensely. Work was such a serious thing that one kind of work was enough for one
man: if he works at government he must be prepared to work at nothing else. Almost everywhere, democracy
meant at first government by a ruling class; and the extension of the franchise has been beneficial chiefly in
opening up a political career to talent outside the ruling class.
It has been beneficial also in another respect. It has ensured that the few shall generally rule in the interests of
all. Hence, some amount of national solidarity, a measure of agreement on essentials and the diffusion of popular
education are necessary conditions. If India is not considered fit for immediate self-government, it must be not
because she has had a tradition of personal rule nor because the persons who have the will and capacity to pursue
a political career are comparatively few, but because she has not yet attained the necessary minimum of po litical
and social homogeneity which enables and obliges the few to govern in the interests of all.
The creation of this homogeneity is one of the most important services of empire.
In part, it is created directly by administrative unity and by the opportunities which common government
brings of cultural and social contact. But, in part, it is produced by reaction, by the sentiment of common
grievances and the realization of the need for common action to remove them.
Historical conjectures are hazardous, but it may well be doubted if the divisive elements in the American
Colonies, which culminated in civil war ninety years later, would have allowed the formation of a United States
were not for their common subjection to Great Britain. In the same way, the British Government in India has
fashioned or strengthened the bonds of national unity; and it is precisely the lack of uniformity in the incidence of
that government, the differences in the degree of control that it exercises, that creates one of the problems of
modern India, the position of the Native States.
Fitness for self-government, then, there must be, though perhaps not of the kind that is usually postulated. But
it follows, almost as an axiom, that both communities should have a voice in deciding whether, at any given time,
the requisite degree or quality of fitness has been attained. Self-government cannot be given until it is taken. The
demand for self-government by a community is evidence in itself, up to a point, that the community is fit for selfgovernment; for one of the conditions of self-government is self-consciousness, and the demand is proof of the
self-consciousness. Other conditions, however, may still be lacking. But a demand, continually made and
continually resisted, creates a psychosis in both parties that is not favorable to any rational determination of the
problem.
*
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I have attempted to sketch, in this short survey, the salient features in the evolution of the political theory of
imperialism. Some elements of the theory are remarkably persistent, reappearing from age to age in different
disguises—the doctrine, for instance, that the possession of superior power confers a right to empire; or that state
necessity, its right to security, justifies all things. Other arguments are devised to suit the facts of the time.
Sometimes, a claim to conquest is made in the name of nationalism. To an age or people dominated by religious
ideas, like the ancient Hebrews or the Middle Ages, empire becomes the will or command of God. In a colonizing
period, it is justified by differences in civilization or national character.
But generally speaking, the emphasis has been gradually shifted from the interest of the conquering state to the
interest of the conquered, at least in theory. The interest of the conquered has been further equated to their training
for eventual self-government. The “When” becomes the crucial problem, which has to be solved together.
This is no easy task, for, even if the dominant state accepts with a single mind the view that the dependency
should be administered for the purpose of making it fit for freedom, it is inevitable that it should be reluctant to
relinquish a control of long duration and should approach the question from the angle of order and security rather
than of responsibility and freedom. It is always easier to regard politics a study in statics rather than in dynamics,
but it is fatal. All life and growth implies and depends on adaptation and where two are concerned, the adaptation
is much more difficult.
The reconcilation between liberty and order is the ultimate problem of all government and no easy formula
exists for its solution. That must be the result of experiment, of delicate compromises, of that perpetual
movement, which, as in a bicycle, maintains equilibrium.
*
But the modern theory of empire has advanced yet another step. Empire is not a matter for the rulers alone, or
even for conquerors and conquered together; there are already the outlines at least of a world order.
The mandatory system is the first fruits of the impact of the world order on the theory and practice of
imperialism. This offers a line of approach that is full of promise. It is not difficult for the dominant state to
vindicate its rule to itself. To vindicate it to the satisfat ion of its subjects is so difficult as to seem impossible.
But the common sense and the common conscience of mankind are now available to help in the fulfillment of
this task; and we move at once to a more serene and impartial atmosphere in which national pride, greed and
hatred may gradually be replaced by a spirit of mutual respect and helpfulness.
*
Nothing that I have said is new and perhaps not all of it is true. But at this moment of our country’s fortunes it
seemed worthwhile to draw attention to the principles that fashion our destiny, not from the narrow and
misleading point of view of the day, but from the wider point of view of historical development.
I must apologise for my shortcomings and thank you for your patience and courtesy.

† Jagatjit Palace (constructed (1900-1908) by Sir Jagatjit Singh the last Maharajah of Kapurthala State †
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72.56 Excerpt from Maharani: The Story Of An Indian Princess\fn{by Brinda, Maharani of Kapurthala (1890-1962)}
Kapurthala, Kapurthala District, Punjab State, India (F) 4
… Early in 1922 the Prince of Wales\fn{Edward VIII (1894-1972) King of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern
Ireland, Emperor of India (January 20-December 11, 1936).} came to Kapurthala at the tail end of a long and strenuous tour;
Kapurthala was the last state he visited.
We were charmed by the young heir to the English throne. Handsome and gay, he captivated the state by his
lively interest in everything about him. By the time he reached Kapurthala he was exhausted from his weeks of
official duties and speeches, but he remained cheerful and smiling throughout his visit.
The maharaja put on an elaborate spectacle for the prince with enormous banquets, entertainment, and fireworks. Since the maharaja’s own wives were in purdah, it was up to me to act as hostess. I was delighted. The
prince and I had many friends in common and throughout the long ordeals of lunch and dinner we discussed, like
ordinary people, the friends we knew. I was most impressed by the friendliness and democratic spirit of this
young man who was later to become king. It seemed to me then that his ease of manner and warmth endeared him
to everyone who met him, even on the first encounter.
At the state banquet, it was necessary that he rise to reply to the maharaja’s toast of, welcome. As the maharaja
was saying his last words, the Prince of Wales reached for my hand under the table, smiled wryly, and whispered:
“This is always the worst part.”
As the Prince of Wales got up to speak, a sudden feeling like a premonition swept over me. Perhaps it was
based on the fact that his genial manner seemed too democratic to be that of a king, but as I sat as the table and
listened to his talk, I had the strong feeling that he would not rule England.
I brushed the thought away as foolishness—how could he not be king? And yet, some accident, death, or
illness—I could not visualize what would prevent it. I have thought of that moment many times since his
abdication from the British throne—not for death but for love.\fn{ Edward had fallen deeply in love with a married American
woman, Wallace Warfield Simpson, who divorced her (second) husband so that she could marry Edward. Such a marriage would have been
possible as a morganatic marriage (“a legally binding union between royalty and certain ennobled persons no longer of royal rank, and
those who are not, providing the latter agree to the terms; which, if a woman, would be that she does not acquire the husband’s rank, and
the children do not succeed to the titles, fiefs, or entailed property of the parent, whether father or mother, of higher rank.”); but this
arrangement was strongly opposed by the British government and the Commonwealth governments, as well as by a large section of their
populations; nor does it seem that Wallace herself and her intended were too keen on the idea; but in the event, Edward abdicated and
married her anyway (June, 1937), entering upon a life of more or less permanent, voluntary exile (since a bill that made him Duke of
Windsor after the fact pointedly denied any prerogatives of that of Duchess to his wife, who was generally regarded as just an ordinary
social-climbing former colonial, and a cold and ungracious one in the bargain) .}

† Sita Devi (1915-2002) “Maharani” of Kapurthala, who married one Karamjit Singh (1896-1967) a son of
the Maharaja Sir Jagatjit Singh [below, (1872-1949, Maharaja (from 1877), the last reigning Maharaja of
Kapurthala]. Karamjit Singh never became Maharaja of Kapurthala State; his title was Maharajkumar.
her title was officially Maharajkumari, “Maharani” being a convenient societal/publicity assumption. †
834

† Below, a portrait of Anita Delgado, the fifth of six wives of Maharaja Jagatjit Singh, and the last living
Maharani of Kapurthala of a reigning Maharaja of Kapurthala (his sixth wife having committed suicide a
year before the Maharaja’s death) †

Some months after the visit of the Prince of Wales we left India with the maharaja and sailed for Europe. This
time the three of us spent more time together than we ever had before. We were in London the spring of that year
and the city was buzzing with excitement. The late King George and his bride-to-be, Elizabeth, were soon to be
835

married and one April afternoon we were invited to a party at Buckingham Palace to view the wedding presents.
There we met the late Duke of Kent who came over to us, introduced himself, and insisted on showing us all the
presents. He was as excited as if it was his own wedding.
London was gayer that year than I had ever known it. For the first time it was more fun to be in England than
in France. I was happy to see my old and beloved friend, Lord Hardinge, and we laughed together in
remembrance of my career as an “international incident.”
The Duke and Duchess of Sutherland entertained us and it was at their lovely home in Green Street that I once
again had proof of how small the world is. As I mingled with the guests while tea was being served I passed by a
very beautiful woman who was pouring tea. There was something vaguely familiar about her. She was blonde and
elegantly dressed, a typical English beauty.
“Who is she?” I asked Lord Hardinge. “I have the feeling that I know her from somewhere.”
Lord Hardinge peered at the woman through his monocle. Then he told me her name. I had never heard it
before. But all afternoon her face nagged at me. It was not only her looks which were familiar; there was something about the way she moved, even about the way she poured the tea which I recognized.
The tea! Of course, that was it. I should have recognized her at once. For the elegant woman pouring tea was
my little English friend, Sheila, with whom I had played “tea” so many times in Dehra Dun. I got up from my seat
quickly and rushed over to where she was sitting. I introduced myself and we nearly fell into each other’s arms.
Sheila had grown into a charming woman, not without a sense of humor, for she picked up the teapot and swung it
near my face.
“What you deserve now,” she laughed, “is for me to take this pot of tea and dump it over your head!”
Sheila and I talked for hours about all that had happened to us in the many years since I had last seen her and
we were both chagrined at the way we had behaved as children.
“I was a perfect little beast,” I confessed, “to have plagued you the way I did.”
“It was exactly what I deserved,” retorted Sheila, “I was an insufferable prig.”
Seeing Sheila had made the years dissolve and for a moment I could remember myself as a child. It is a shock
to tear off the veil of age and realize the difference between what you thought life was going to be like and the
way it turned out. There is more pain in the remembrance of innocence than there is in disillusionment.
*
In August of that year we went with the maharaja to Scotland to visit Lord Inchcape at Glenapp Castle,
Ayrshire, for grouse-shooting. I had no idea what grouse were but I was game to join in the fun.
The morning of the hunt I arrived punctually in the downstairs hall. In India time means little, but I had learned
in Europe that l exactitude c’est la politesse des rois. But unfortunately I had not yet learned about being correctly
dressed for grouse-shooting. When Lord Inchcape saw me in what I thought an infinitely chic bright red Paris suit,
he said:
“My dear, you shall frighten the birds away.”
I suppose that my cheeks, too, would have frightened away the birds, for they took on the same color as my
dress. Kind Lord Inchcape, however, asked me to follow the hunt on horseback. An enormous horse, as wide as it
was long, was brought out of the stable, but the breadth of the horse was too much for me. After riding all day I
ached all over and was all the more anxious to get back as I never enjoyed the spectacle of defenseless animals
being killed.
The horse’s tremendous breadth had another effect on me. Twisting about all day trying to find a more
comfortable position had wrought havoc with my lingerie. On our return home as Lord Inchcape helped me to the
ground, a tangle of pink silk slipped down my legs and twisted about my dangling feet. Even the staid Britishers
standing about had to burst into gales of laughter. I am sure that a British princess would have been able to make a
perfect riposte, but I admit that I never felt less a princess than when I bent down, picked it up, and stuffed it into
my pocket as though it were a handkerchief.
*
Shortly after my debacle at Glenapp Castle we returned to Paris before going to India. Paris was at its height of
gaiety and there were many changes since the last time we had visited France. Night clubs were swarming with
people and for the first time my husband did not object to going about to the night spots.
We escaped one evening from a boring embassy reception with three Americans—reputed to be the three
richest men in America (although that was always being said about Americans)—and wandered into an almost
unknown little club called the Florence. It was completely deserted except for five Negro musicians who sat
disconsolately at their music stand. The waiters stood about in boredom and we were the only guests in the place.
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“Let’s get out of this dead place,” suggested one of the American men.
We got up to leave but when the manager saw himself losing the only business of the night, he motioned to the
musicians to start playing. As if they were possessed by a strange magic, the five musicians suddenly sprang to
life and played a hot jazz such as I have never heard since. We all sat down again quickly and stayed nearly until
dawn listening to the wild excitement of these jazz players.
I could hardly wait to tell my friends. Before the next day had passed I had called almost everyone I knew in
Paris and arranged to take them to Le Florence. A few days later we returned with a large party of people; within a
week the Florence was crowded nightly with jazz fans. It soon became the most fashionable night club in Paris
and remained so for twenty years. After that incident many of my friends teased me by saying they were going to
rename the Florence La Boite a Brinda.
Paris society was crowded with gigolos. I could feel nothing but pity for those handsome young men who
pushed the old fat women around the dance floor; they more than earned their money. Most of their customers
were women of sixty and seventy who covered their faces with rouge and their falling hair with wigs, frantically
trying to appear to be in the bloom of youth. When I was a young girl in Paris, a middle-aged French society woman was content to look her age. All that was changed now in the frenzy of excitement. that was sweeping across
the world in the twenties. Now there was only one way to look and that way was like a frisky young flapper with
coal-scuttle hat, and hair cut straight across the forehead and bunched out at the ears. As I look back I am
astonished that I was able to look at myself in the mirror without being horrified by the ugliness of my costumes.
The crazy desperation for gaiety from Paris to Rome, from London to the Riviera, brought out the ugliest
aspects of human nature. There was a price for acceptance in this so-called society. Almost everyone was willing
to pay it. You could buy a title and its papers then almost as easily as you can buy a tube of toothpaste today. The
only difference was that the price was slightly higher. Counterfeit letters of introduction to famous people, checks
forged to pay for gambling debts, and fast motor cars: these were the standards of society of that time. Scandals
were bursting like Roman candles all over Europe—only some of them were hushed up. It was not only that
people I had known all my life were so hard up for money that they allowed themselves to be mixed up in this sort
of intrigue. It was more the story of the times. One could not help but be swept up by the wildness of the twenties.
*
In June of 1924 the Tika Raja and I, accompanied by the maharaja, were received by the King and Queen of
England in Buckingham Palace. On such an occasion it was necessary that I wear formal Indian dress.
I was in a state over which one to wear. At first I chose the brightest and most gaily colored of my saris but
Eyres Monsell, who was then chief government whip, advised me that a more subdued sari would be in better
taste. I finally chose a black silk chiffon, hand-embroidered with butterflies of gold and silver and colored threads.
On my head I wore a headband of diamonds and emeralds, matching emerald-and-diamond drop earrings, and
twisted about my neck were three strands of gleaming pearls.
We were received by Their Majesties in a small anteroom. Queen Mary was dressed regally in pale blue and
silver with magnificent diamonds. Across her corsage was the blue ribbon of the Garter. Queen Mary smiled
cordially at me as I bowed low.
“You were a little uncertain of your English in Delhi some years ago,” she said kindly, “but I am told you
speak it now as well as you do French.”
I was flattered that the queen remembered me so well after all those years. The maharaja did not like the fact
that I had been singled out, but King George was kind to me as well and was particularly insistent that I attend the
horse show which was scheduled for the following week.
We were conducted by two guards to the ballroom where the maharaja and his son were placed on the dais
behind the two thrones. I was given an ornately carved armchair a little to the right where I could see the
proceedings clearly.
It was a remarkable occasion in many ways and I was impressed most of all by the efficiency of the English. It
was far different from the more careless attitude of Indian royalty. In three hours, more than eight hundred debutantes were presented before the king and queen. The timing and the graciousness of the presentations could not
have been better arranged. Also present on that occasion were the Prince of Wales, the Duke and Duchess of York,
the Duke of Connaught, and Prince and Princess Arthur.
When the royal family was ready to leave, a band hidden from sight burst into God Save the King and the
entire court rose to its feet as the king and queen and their family left at the head of a procession which included
all the Indian princes who were present. I walked beside the famous Maharaja of Alwar, who towered above me
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like a brooding giant. As we passed slowly through the many state rooms lined on both sides with guests, I could
overhear whispered remarks which speculated on who I was.
No one had any idea. I was the only Indian woman present and none of the guests realized that I understood
English perfectly. It was difficult not to laugh as I walked down the aisle under the barrage of comments.
Some days later the king and queen invited us to lunch with Their Majesties at the horse races at Ascot in the
royal box. The road to Ascot was crowded with cars and in the confusion we lost our way. We arrived there three
hours late, long after lunch was finished. We tried to be as unobtrusive as possible in the crowd, some distance
from the royal box, but Lady Churchill spotted us and insisted that we join her until the race was over.
I was mortified by our inexcusable lateness and felt that our conduct deserved the worst possible punishment.
But instead, when the king and queen learned that we had finally arrived, they sent for us and consoled us for
having had the bad luck to lose our way. I was overwhelmed by their kindness and it was a great lesson to me to
observe the graciousness of those monarchs.
*
Soon after this we, returned to India. It was 1925. Winter in Kapurthala was usually an unhappy time for both
my husband and myself. Somehow, there was always trouble of one kind or another.
In the last few years, the maharaja seemed to derive a perverse pleasure from interfering between the Tika Raja
and me. This year he was worse than ever.
My marriage had never been a perfect one. But what marriage is? I had grown to accept the problems of our
life together and it seemed to me that the Tika Raja had also become more content as the years passed by. He had
always been in love with me; in the beginning, perhaps too much so. Not all the fault of our difficulties had been
his. As a young girl I had not been ready for the burden of love and this had only accentuated his jealousy and
insecurity. But, like many people, in some way he had been able to work out a more satisfactory relationship.
I had grown more fond of my husband as the years passed and at last there was a good deal of understanding
and quiet affection between us.
But the maharaja seemed determined to make trouble. Possibly, since he disliked me, he could not bear for me
to have the affection of his son. Seeing us happy together seemed to infuriate him. He began to hint to me that all
was not well. He pretended to have great sympathy for me. It was almost as if he were consoling me on the failure
of my marriage. At first I laughed it off since I could so easily see through his tactics but later it began to upset
me. There are none of us so secure that the constant tearing down of our defenses doesn’t have some effect.
Gradually, the maharaja’s campaign began to work. His constant criticism of me to the Tika Raja also began to
work. The result was that we both became irritable and many quarrels resulted. I began to get jittery and my
nerves were at a breaking point from the strain.
Just when I was feeling my lowest the maharaja proposed that he and the Tika Raja go off to Europe together
for the summer and that I remain in India. The separation, he said, would do our marriage good and he promised
that when they returned, all would be well again. By that time I was so exhausted that I no longer cared what
happened and I agreed to remain in Kapurthala while they made the trip together.
I took the children to Mussoorie for the hottest months of the year and then returned to our home. In the winter
my father’s health began to fail. He had never been well after the death of my mother and his exile from Jubbal
had made him a broken man.
My late uncle, Rana Padam Chand, had left two sons. The elder son had died at the age of twenty-two so that
Bhagat Chand, the younger, now ruled the state. He turned out to be a conscientious ruler and under his development the state’s chief source of revenue, the timber forests, increased enormously in value. My father admired his
brilliant nephew and also had a good deal of affection for him. But Bhagat Chand had been brought up to consider
my father a villain. He had also been taught that my marriage had brought shame on the Jubbal family and
believed that my father had purposely engineered it out of hostility for his relatives.
Still a proud man, my father was reproachful and demanding to his nephew while the raja remained aloof and
unforgiving. My father wanted desperately to return to his own state of Jubbal but his nephew would not hear of
it. Even when he was an old, sick man, the raja would not allow him to return. On their last interview my father
broke down and wept but it was to no avail.
“Very well,” cried my father. “You refuse to honor your father’s brother but the day will come when you will
take my corpse to the burning ghat!”
This was in the nature of a curse for to carry a body to the funeral pyre is the most painful duty one can
perform to the dead.
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At the end of the winter, soon after the maharaja and my husband had returned to Kapurthala, we received the
news that my father was dying. The maharaja was deeply saddened by the news for they had been lifelong friends.
I could not believe it was so and was convinced that with proper care my father would live a long time. I began to
prepare a small cottage near our home so that we could send for my father and nurse him back to health. In the
meantime I sent my sister Madhvi and my brother Kajucto Simla to be with our father. At home we prepared for
the invalid’s arrival. ...
85.50 Bangles On The Ears\fn{by Radhika Raman Prasad Singh (1890-1971)} Patna?, Patna District, Bihar State, India
(M) 4
“Kiran, what have you on your ears?”
“Bangles,” she said pushing aside the wayward locks from her ears.
“What? Bangles on your ears?” And he saw for himself the two bangles around her ears.
“Yes. Where else shall I wear them?”
Kiran was still very innocent. Not innocent as the world knows the innocent to be. But call it the innocence of
wild flowers. She did not have the poise of flowers cultivated in modern gardens, whose life is sustained by
various nutrients; whose beauty is maintained by constant pruning and trimming; which temporarily adorn the
shining, coquettish tresses and which grace your flower vases for a while. Wild flowers are not like this. They are
sown by nature, nurtured by rain. They remain invisible to the fickle glance, untouched by worldly winds. Such is
their life-simple and artless, beautiful and virtuous, fragrant. As long as they are alive they flourish on their own,
and when their end comes, they shake themselves free in the lap of mother earth.
The sky was clear blue, beautiful and expansive. The leaves still. Evening was descending. From the far away
crest of the mountains, the golden rays looked down. Who knows what this one dying ray was looking for in such
an impervious nonentity like the forest grove? Who knows who it was staring at so intently? Was it trying to
express love for its amorous playground or was it trying to look out for what was happening leaving us aside—
how can I tell?
Whatever it was, there was indeed a sense of expectancy in that look. And I, I stood devouring the rays of
sunshine radiating from her big eyes. Whether one looked at the stars in the sky or at her shining bright eyes, it
was all the same. We, so far away from the stars, can only see their vibrant glitter in the sky; it is difficult to
penetrate into their mystery and to know whether their inert glow is indeed emotionless or are they really happily
engrossed in themselves. We lack the eyes that can fathom the depths of their profound, hidden selves.
I stood nearby, holding on to the branch of a mango tree. The picture of her trying to show me the bangles she
had on her ears kept coming back to me. If the epic-famed, Lord Krishna, the mischievous butter-thief, could
bring down the innermost defences of young belles, or if Noor Jahan could knock the bottom out of Shah Jahan’s
cruel heart with the simple gesture of shooing away a pigeon from her hand, why could not this extremely
beautiful girl, sitting by the river side in the shade of the tender spring blossoms of the mango tree, win my heart
with her simple, affectionate stance?
Kiran, somehow, invariably presented herself before my eyes every day. She would sometimes fill her mantle
with raw mangoes and sometimes braid a garland of maulsiri flowers. But never before had her childish
innocence touched my heart the way it did today. Who knows what good or bad omen had so destined that
suddenly this wild creeper appeared even lovelier than the flowers of paradise. Who would have guessed that
putting aside all conventions and wearing bangles on her ears instead of the wrists, would have such a captivating
effect? What out of the world attraction had these inexpensive bangles? But then, had the village belles enamored
of Lord Krishna, even dreamt that a wooden flute would have the power to make them shed their veils and have
them dancing?
I quickly took off those bangles from her ears and slowly started pushing them up her fingers, on her wrists. A
strange agitation overcame me at that moment and these words escaped my lips:
“Kiran! I’ll never forget what has happened today until I die. It has touched the very core of my heart.”
Her big eyes grew even bigger. I felt a sharp pang and immediately made for the cottage where Yogishwar
lived. It was amazing how my heart did not stop beating.
*
There was a time when people could experience the ecstatic joys of heaven living in this mundane world. It
would be asking for the impossible to have—the fine shades of the harichandan\fn{A kind of yellow sandalwood.}
foliage on this earth. However, we did once have forests, under the cool shade of which even the Gods used to
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descend on earth and spend some time. The perennial youth and freshness of Panchvati\fn{The venue of Ram’s stay in
Dandakaranya during his banishment.} too was here, which captivated Ram at the very first sight. Those who lived
there never missed garlands woven out of the heavenly amartaru\fn{An evergreen tree.} flowers and the cool, fine
spray of the waters of the gurgling Mandakini.\fn{Celestial river Ganga.} There were forests as extraordinary as
Nan-dopavan.\fn{Also Nandan, mythological garden of Indra, the chief of all gods.} The shade of the kalpvriksh\fn{The
evergreen wish tree.} would undoubtedly bestow tranquillity. But could there be anything better than the shade of the
kadam tree? None of us has ever witnessed the divine festivities at Nandanutsav; but on this very earth of ours
there have once been festivities which made nature and night both feel cheated and seeing which hundreds of
heavenly nymphs stripped the Nandan grove of all its blossoms to rain parijat\fn{Queen of the Night, a flowery fragrant
shrub; one of the five trees said to exist in paradise.} flowers on those taking part in the celebrations.
Times have now changed. We no longer have forests where Krishna could think of descending from Go-lok to
play the flute for a moment or two. No longer do we have beautiful cottages, the sight of which could fill the heart
of Ram with joy, nor are there sages who could teach religious precepts to the most erudite, religious Dharamraj.
\fn{Used for a king to indicate his responsibility to rule in a just and righteous manner .} Even if there are freak occurrences of
one or two such scholars, they have not yet come to light and have not bewitched the people.
But how long will they remain aloof and unknown? How long will this world allow unworldly things to
happen? Is it ever possible to steady oneself on the billowy bosom of the ocean of the world?
There is a beautiful forest near Rishikesh; not just beautiful but extraordinarily beautiful. It cannot compare
with the amorous Edenic arbors of Pramodvan,\fn{Garden of pleasures.} but it has all the dignified grandeur of Chitrakoot\fn{Name of a place referred to in the Ramayana .} or Panchvati. It does not urge people to sensuous revelry in the
silvery moonlight; on the contrary it fills the heart with such divine inspiration that one experiences the eternally
spiritual and rare moments with the entire universe. It is there that one can see the eternal glory of the Ganges or
experience the profound trance permeating the whole forest. Who can tell what this fickle mind will wish to have
there—rich, deep and unearthly joy or a calm, pleasing death?
It was in this forest that Yogishwar had built himself a cottage. Yogishwar was true to his name, though it was
not right to call him of this world. His entire being was either dedicated to the goddess of knowledge or merged
with the eternal peace of the Brahmalok.\fn{Abode of the gods.}
And that young girl illumined the whole forest like a beam of light descended from heaven. Hers was not the
life of a person enslaved to worldly snares. It was like the playful dance of free and unhindered rays of light—as
though the unbridled, fragrant, pure winds coming from the Malaya mountains went about touching every branch
and flower of the forest, or a tangible, unending melody was playing with gay abandon, wafting on the air or the
waves of the sea. I was the only mundane representative of this world there. It was just I alone who used to drag
her and her father into this complex world of mortal beings.
For some years past I had been a regular visitor to Yogishwar’s cottage. It was my father’s command that I
should go there and study the scriptures. My father and Yogishwar had been friends since their youth. That is why
Yogishwar showed such consideration to me. Kiran was his daughter, a veritable, and the only, light in that
cottage. The incident that I described earlier happened on a day in the very morning of which I had completed my
studies and when, as instructed by my father I took with me a pair of yellow cloth pieces, five gold coins and two
gold bangles for Kiran. Yogishwar returned everything but meanwhile Kiran had taken away the bangles.
It is a mystery why he kept quiet at that moment. And what an irony that Cupid unfurled his banner, there on
the very day I turned away from the scriptures.
The next day I went to see Yogishwar. I do not know what he was teaching Kiran, who was sitting by his side.
He had a somber look. As soon as he saw me he got up and putting his hands on my shoulders spoke in an ecstatic
tone,
“Narendra! My time to depart has come, I hand over Kiran to you.”
Saying this he put her tender fingers in my hands. Two drops rolled down from the corners of his eyes. I was a
little bewildered. Did he know everything? Had his penetrating eyes looked into my inner being? He did not stay
alive for a second longer and left us, me quivering and Kiran with dazed eyes.
Deep silence prevailed. Even the breeze of the forest came to a standstill. Both of us walked silently with
Kiran leaning against my shoulder. I heard a strident voice from within,
“Alas, Narendra! What is this you are doing? To which garden are you taking this blossom of the forest? In
which worldly bonds are you going to enslave her independent heavenly life?”
*
A pebble dropped onto a sheet of water cannot create a permanent hole. The water, of course, may be dis840

placed for a moment, but soon it comes back undulating and the hole disappears for ever. The ways of the world
are similar. Even if Almighty Devendra himself were to come down on this crowded earth, it would soon change
him into a worldly being. It is thoroughly impossible for anyone to remain in the world and still remain unaffected
by its worldly ways. It did not take more than two days for Ram to cry out, “O Janki, O Janki!” and he kept wandering from forest to forest in search of her. The same fate befell Vishwamitra, who did not take more than a few
moments to succumb to the ways of the world.
Kiran also met with the same fate. There could not have been a greater contrast between life in the completely
independent lap of nature and her rigorous bondage to the worldly snares. What a fall! Her divine innocence and
her natural air of freedom did not take long to get robbed. The spotless luster of that blossom of the forest got
transformed into the deceptive attraction of an artificial garden of the world. How could she now even get a single
moment for fixing her gaze heavenwards and entering into a silent communion with the space above. How could
she rejoice and partake in the pure fruits matured in the exalted air of Malyanchal?
When this youthful girl had her worldly incarnation, it became difficult to even recognize her. Now she started
bedecking herself with red shirts and green saris, a vermilion mark on her forehead, her mind captivated by
bracelets, earrings, necklaces and ornamental waistbands. Whenever she emerged on the moonlit terrace in her
full finery the spring breeze would carry the fragrance of the jasmine flowers worn by her and fill the verandah
where I sat. Then some maddening fragrance or heady wine would so intoxicate me that I would immediately
dispatch a small note written on a flowery, colorful letterhead containing my amorous wails to her through the
maid, Juhi, or would rush to the market to buy for her Cuttack jewelry or imported bangles.
Even so, at this stage also, one could see in some rare moments, on her lustrous body the beautiful signs of
heavenly origin like the happy memory of an earlier birth. And then for some time that very divine image would
dance in my ken and my external behavior could not remain unaffected by that inner joy. With such a life two
years went by living in Muradabad.
Then one day I went to see a dance performance at Mohan’s house. And lo and behold, my eyes met—not
merely met but became one with, and got lost in the eyes of a divine danseuse; fresh youthfulness, sweet throat,
artful, supple movements and dazzling brilliance—what else was needed to make the mind go astray? The
danseuse was not only a dancer, but one who made everyone dance around her. At first sight it was impossible to
believe that she belonged to this world. She looked like a flame, and stupefied the spectator. My friends egged me
on to move forward on the primrose path. The union did not remain confined to the eyes alone, even the heart was
dragged into it.
The result was predictable. Religious instruction spread over a long period, one revered for centuries as Laxmi,
family prestige, the sacred bond of love with the wife, each one of these was engulfed in that fire of lust. The fire
became increasingly fiercer. The oily, flattering eyes and speech of the danseuse added fuel to the fire. The house
and the family were all set aflame. I too felt as though I was burning, but the more I burnt, the more I wanted to
burn.
Five months passed—but the mind was still inebriated. I kept offering fanciful gifts to her—silken saris from
Benaras, Persian jackets, a pearl necklace, earrings from Cuttack—all this I offered at the red stained feet of that
bewitching temptress. Kiran had turned into a cold, wintry creeper—flowerless and leafless. What else could a
wife do? The one to whom she was eternally bonded, who was her life-partner, he himself was sold out to another
woman. Then what of these? Were they not mere baubles, sometimes adorning one and sometimes another?
As for me, I would spin endless excuses to Kiran during the day and come evening, I would shamelessly, load
the danseuse with pearls—this was what my life was reduced to.
Then one day the secret was out. Kiran fell to the ground in a swoon. There were no tears in her eyes nor any
compassion in mine.
It was a rainy night. A slight drizzle fell constantly. Moonlight was playing hide-and-seek with the clouds.
Lightning streaked ever now and again from behind dark clouds. Who was it that the lightning was trying to see
from behind the dark closed doors. And why did the clouds intermittently groan out?
I didn’t have the time to give all this even a thought. I had returned frustrated from the portals of the danseuse;
neither the moonlight nor the clouds above mattered to me. Stuck half way to heaven, Trishanku had undergone
untold misery, but my case was worse since I had to return from the very doorstep of heaven.
What a shame! Had I been left with even a single ring on my fingers, I would have offered it at her feet.
Entering the house I called out to Juhi,
“Juhi, if Kiran has anything left on her person, bring it to me instantly.”
No voice answered in return. Meanwhile a dark cloud passing over my head gave out a cry of deep pain. My
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head reeled and I lost no time in rushing upstairs.
I looked into every box, but found nothing. I broke everything open, but to no avail. There were only cobwebs
in the cupboards and a lizard sat pretty in the vanity box. Angrily, I rushed towards Kiran.
As I neared her, I felt something was amiss. As a lifeless, helpless dummy she reclined against a pillow. The
moonlight filtering through the window seemed to have taken her into its fold and a whiff of breeze fanned her
body. There was an indescribable grace on her face. Perhaps there was still a little life left in her! Her eyes were
vitally lustrous. Perhaps life tarried there a while before departing. I called out again,
“Kiran, Kiran. Have you any piece of jewelry left?”
“Yes,” she muttered feebly.
“Where is it? Let me see.”
She pushed aside her veil gently and the very same bangles adorned her ears. Her head slid down the pillow
and her eyelids drooped. That last remnant of life got lost somewhere—was it waiting only for this moment?
My eyes turned to her face and I saw the same bangles, they even ringed the ears in the same fashion they had
done earlier. With lightning speed my memories came flooding back. Dushyant had at last identified the ring and
the long-forgotten Shakuntala came to be recognized at that moment.
However, Dushyant was lucky, he was a great emperor and had thus succeeded in his long and frantic search
for his beloved. But my Kiran was not alive and I could not find her even by staking my life. As for reaching her
in the other world—I wish a petty mortal like me had the power to do so.
At long last the stupor was over. Truth stared me in the face. All illusions melted away.
But alas! There was now nothing to see except pervasive darkness all around.
246.14 Excerpt from Pakistan: Birth And Early Days\fn{by Sri Prakasa (1890-1971)} Varanasi, Varanasi District,
Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 11
1
It was after the general elections of November-December 1934, that I found myself in the Central Legislative
Assembly at Delhi for the first time in January 1935. There were only about 150 members there. The Congress
and the Government were equally divided with about 50 members each. A large number of Muslim members
formed an Independent Party under Mr. Mohammad Ali Jinnah.
They did not call themselves a Muslim League Party, and had actually two Parsi members—Sir Cowasji
Jehangir and Sir Homi Mody—with them. Their number, if I am not mistaken, was about 35. The others were not
allied to any party, and voted just as they pleased in the divisions that were constantly taking place.
The two Parsi members had joined this Independent Party out of their personal regard for Mr. Jinnah.
Generally speaking, the Independents constituting this party used to vote with the Congress in any divisions
wherein any so-called Muslim interests were not involved. On one occasion, while a debate was on, there was
some sort of altercation between Maulana Shaukat Ali and Sir Homi Mody, the former threatening the latter with
his raised fist between the benches so that the President Sir Abdur Rahim could not see.
Next day we found Sir Homi Mody sitting on one of the benches on the Government side. There was a
European group in the House also of 12 members. They were the best informed set of legislators and looked after
the business interests of Europeans in the country. They had included the nominated Anglo-Indian member Sir
Henry Gidney among them to make up the required minimum number for recognition of a Group in the House.
Their votes, except on very rare occasions, were always at the disposal of the Government. The Independent
Party, soon after, became the Muslim League Party, and Sir Cowasji Jehangir also left it, getting a front seat on
the central benches.
*
I remember a pamphlet entitled “Pakistan”, was distributed among the members in the very first session of the
Assembly, over the signature of a gentleman of the name of Mr. Rahmat Ali, if I remember aright. It came from
Cambridge, and put forward the claim of a separate Pakistan—“P” for Punjab, “A” for Afghanistan, “K” for
Kashmir, “S” for Sind—which was thus to consist of an Indian State and an independent kingdom besides two
Indian provinces. Sir Henry Craik, the very strong Home Member of the time, had a good laugh over it; and if I
am not entirely wrong, Mr. Jinnah had even a heartier one.
Conditions, however, went on unfortunately changing as the years passed; and for reasons to which I might
come later, both the British and Muslims became supporters of the idea of Pakistan. The communal situation in
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the country went on deteriorating; and many riots besmirched the Indian scene. The life of the Assembly that
should have ended some time in 1937 was extended. The Second Great War followed, and the same Assembly
continued in existence right upto 1945.
The winter session of 1939 was about to close. There had been a communal riot in my home town of Banaras;
and I had gone up there to see things for myself; and do what little I could, in my own humble way, to help in reestablishing mutual goodwill. This session was practically the last of the Assembly elected in 1934, so far as
Congress members were concerned, for during the Second Great War, the Congress under the leadership of
Mahatma Gandhi, raised the cry of “No man, no rupee”—Na ek bhai, na ek pai—for the war, and declared total
non-co-operation with any sort of war effort. Congress members of the Assembly were asked not to attend its
meetings. On some crucial occasions when the leader Shri Bhulabhai Desai so enjoined, we went up for definite
purposes, but, generally speaking, the Congress benches were empty throughout.
A great deal of time was spent by most members in jail as well in this interval. The “individual civil
disobedience movement” (1940-41) and the “Quit India” revolution (1942-45) took place in this interval.
*
It was some time in April 1939, just before the Assembly was about to be adjourned sine die, that I asked for
an interview with Mr. Jinnah. So far as I was concerned, I must say that I received every courtesy from him, and
had occasional talks with him also in the lobbies of the Assembly.
When I asked if I could come and see him at his residence, he readily fixed a time for me; and I went. He gave
me quite an hour, letting many Muslim League visitors wait for him outside. We had a frank talk. I believe I was
generally known in the Assembly despite my orthodox old-fashioned ways, that I was a friend of Muslims—in
any case I had no prejudices against them—and in the course of their speeches in the Assembly many Muslim
members had very often referred to me in very friendly terms. I had thus no difficulty in establishing good
relations with Mr. Jinnah.
I had first seen him at the Lucknow Congress in December 1916, but had actually talked to him for the first
time in January 1922 in Bombay, during a Conference that he, Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya and others had
called in an attempt to bring about some sort of an understanding between the Government and the Congress,
when the visit of the Prince of Wales was being boycotted, and some of the greatest of our leaders were in jail. I
had met Mr. Jinnah on odd occasions later, but really came to know him at close quarters as a fellow-member of
the Legislative Assembly (1935-45). I also saw the change that steadily took place in him from the position of a
nationalist to that of a rabid communal leader.
To start the conversation, I assured him of my great personal regard for him, and of the close associations of
members of my family with Muslims, both of my home town of Banaras and outside. I also told him of the vivid
memories of my boyhood when I used to see a large number of my grand-father’s Muslim friends constantly
visiting our house and being affectionately referred to as uncle, by his sons. I did not forget to mention that Sir
Syed Ahmed, the founder of the Aligarh College, was among his friends.
Mr. Jinnah then told me how he had been in the Congress—and by no means a small fry either—and if he had
changed, there must be reasons for it. He turned to me rather affectionately and said:
“Just as your grandfather had so many Muslim friends, so perhaps I might tell you that for myself I have only
Hindu friends.” He then flourished what used to be known at that time as the Pirpur Report, in which a Muslim
talukdar had brought out all the mis-doings of the then Congress Government in the United Provinces {now Uttar
Pradesh).
*
It may be recalled that, in 1937, provincial autonomy was established in terms of the Government of India Act
of 1935, and Congress or Muslim League Governments were formed in various provinces. The United Provinces,
my home State of Uttar Pradesh, had always been in a unique position. So far as the population was concerned,
the Muslims there have been only 14 per cent, but it had been the centre of Muslim rule either wholly or in parts,
through the centuries. What may roughly be called Muslim culture, was always very predominant there, and all
educated persons of the earlier days were familiar with Persian and Arabic.
Their social converse was very much attuned to Muslim ways. The language of the courts of law was Urdu in
modified Persian script; and it was not easy to file any paper therein of any sort in the Devanagari character, even
if the language used was highly Persianised Urdu. Educated Hindus—members of the very important
communities of Kashmiris and Kayasthas for instance—made fun of Hindi as “Bhakha”—Samskrit Bhasha—and
while they quoted Persian sayings and couplets by the handful, any quotation of Samskrit words was ridiculed. I
have had such experience myself.
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Even though Bharatendu Harish Chandra had started his great movement for Hindi during the days of my
grandfather and grand-uncle, and quite rightly came later to be recognised as “the father of modern Hindi”, they
themselves were well-versed only in Persian and Arabic, and read Urdu papers of the time with avidity. They
knew very little English, and practically no Samskrit. At home they spoke Urdu.
It should not be wondered at, that brought up in an atmosphere like that, I could not see much evil in a Muslim
qua Muslim, and was generally friendly to them. Later, I was taught Samskrit and English with some care; and
my contacts with Persian and Urdu ended early. In my youth there were great movements like those of the
Theosophical Society and the Arya Samaj that called upon English-educated Hindus to study carefully their own
religious books, and understand and appreciate them. I also received my full share of instruction along those lines,
but I could not forget my grandfather’s friends; and my relations with their families and co-religionists have
continued friendly to this day.
I argued with Mr. Jinnah for a long time not to disturb the spiritual life of Uttar Pradesh where we were
evolving and developing a beautiful composite Hindu-Muslim culture with a large Hindu population dominated
by traditions of Muslim thought. Mr. Jinnah, however, had made up his mind; and with the Pirpur Report in his
hands, and with all the one-sided examples of hardships on Muslims inflicted by Hindus that had been sedulously
supplied to him, and with quotations from even little known persons who, posing as Hindu leaders, had
inadvertently spoken ill of Muslims, he told me that he was determined to have his Pakistan. He added:
“I tell you, Sri Prakasa, as soon as Pakistan is established, all possible problems would be immediately
solved.”
*
But has it really been so? As I see the situation, I find all the old problems remaining where they were—and
often in an aggravated form—while a good few even more serious ones have been added to them.
Mr. Jinnah regarded the Congress as a purely Hindu body. He used to refer to it as the Hindu Congress. He
disliked even the very learned and highly respected Muslims who had positions as leaders in the Congress
organization. In reply to a letter of Maulana Abul Kalam Azad proposing a meeting for a quiet friendly talk, Mr.
Jinnah ridiculed him as a show-boy of the Congress, and asked him to resign the Congress before thinking of
coming to him. Even Muslim supporters of Mr. Jinnah thought that he was very discourteous, and that the
langqage he used went against the traditional good manners for which Muslims had always been famous. Mr.
Jinnah so abhorred Mr. Asaf Ali who was a member of the Congress Party of the Legislature, that he deliberately
left him out when he invited all the other legislators to a tea party at his residence.
It was clear to all who could see that Mr. Jinnah had the support and even encouragement of the British. They
allowed him to pour commuual poison with impunity while, for much less, even leading Hindus were put in jail.
They hated the Congress, for it was asking for freedom, and so sided with the Muslim League and made Mr.
Jinnah almost their ally on the general principle that “an enemy’s enemy is a friend”.
*
Mr. Jinnah was quite cordial to me; and as the talk proceeded, he asked if he could pour out a drink for me as
he feared he was appearing very inhospitable. We made a compromise at some cold drink. The talk was at last
over. He was good enough to walk up to the door to see me off ; and, as I parted, I expressed my sincere thanks to
him for his kindly receiving me and also added with deep sorrow:
“Mr. Jinnah, you will have your Pakistan; but my dear Uttar Pradesh will be ruined.”
*
In 1962, I returned to my home State after 15 years of absence holding the office of High Commissioner, in
Pakistan, and of Minister and Governor in various parts of the country. I cannot say if my prophecy was correct. I
personally find it difficult to recognise Banaras, Allahabad, Lucknow and other places in the State which formerly
I knew so well. Everything is so changed.
I may be wrong. The world is for the young and not for the old like me.
I next met Mr. Jinnah in Karachi where my own official life began: I was the first Indian High Commissioner
to the newly founded sovereign State—“country” if you will—of Pakistan, with him as the first Governor-General
thereof.
2
It was on the 4th of August 1947—the date adheres to my memory—that as I was looking into some papers in
my room at home in Banaras (now Varanasi), the telephone bell rang, and a most urgent message came through
from the Prime Minister, Shri Jawaharlal Nehru, telling me that he would like me to go to Karachi as High
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Commissioner accredited to Pakistan that was being created by the vivisection of the living body of our dear
motherland. I had returned from Delhi after attending the meeting of the Constituent Assembly only a couple of
days earlier, and no one had talked to me on the subject at all.
I could not be more surprised than I was. I had other plans for my life after swarajya had been won. Taking up
of any Governmental office was as far away from my mind as anything could be. I had no ambitions that way, and
certainly no expectations. I remember I said that I would be able to give an answer the next day.
I certainly did not desire to be a symbol of the partition of the land that I totally abhorred. Members of my
family, whom I consulted, were all keen that I should accept the office, and be helpful in bringing about good
relations between the two parts of the country as they would be after the pending partition had been completed.
My father Dr. Bhagavan Das was, however, not inclined to favour my going. After all, his life-long endeavours in
the cause of communal harmony he was very deeply hurt at our Congress leaders having agreed to partition the
country. Then curiously enough, his desire always was that I should carry on his own work of spreading the
thoughts embedded in our ancient lore, which he himself had striven so much to do; and thought that as I should
now be free from politics after swarajya was won, I would have sufficient time and energy for this work.
The pressure of others in the family being very strong, he yielded; and so, on the message being repeated the
next day, I agreed to go, not without misgivings regarding my own capacity to fulfil the difficult and delicate tasks
that may fall to my lot later in an assignment to the duties and responsibilities to which I was a total stranger.
There was very little time for preparations, for the partition was being effected on the 15 th of the same month of
August. I went up to Delhi, had my talk with the Prime Minister, who, seeing my hesitation and obvious lack of
self-confidence, told me that I might be present at the ceremony of the inauguration of Pakistan on behalf of India,
and then on coming back, finally decide as to what to do. I was also briefed about my duties by Sir Girja Shankar
Bajpai, the very able and well-informed Secretary-General of the External Affairs Ministry.
The High Commissioners at that time had not to present credentials to the heads of the Commonwealth States
to which they were assigned. The King of Britain was also the King of all these countries; and while diplomatic
representatives of one country to another are called Ambassadors, the diplomat assigned from one commonwealth
country to another was, and is, called High Commissioner. Sir Girja Shankar gave me a letter for the Prime
Minister-designate of Pakistan, Nawabzada Liaquat Ali Khan, whom I had known well for years, in which he
introduced me, and said that I was conveying India’s greetings to Pakistan.
*
I arrived in Karachi by air on the 12th August, and was put in Palace Hotel where a room had been reserved for
me. The same evening I went up to the Nawabzada who was living very near there at that time. I had not learnt
any formalities of official or diplomatic life; and, as ever before, just walked into his house and went up the flight
of steps at the top of which I met the Prime Minister-designate in a loose informal dress, feeling entirely at home.
1 was received most warmly and before I could complete the message as told to me by Sir Girja Shankar Bajpai to
the effect that “I was bringing the greetings and good wishes of the Government and people of India to the …”,
the good gentleman asked me to sit down and told me that that was enough. He took the letter and assured me that
he was happy that I had come, and was sure that his relations with me would be as pleasant in the future as they
had been in the past.
I set up some sort of an office in the room at the hotel with myself as both secretary and clerk, and started my
work. I had gone by myself and had no one to help me in any way. I met a number of Muslim friends there whom
I had known well in Banaras, Delhi and elsewhere, and who had migrated to Pakistan as officials or private
citizens. They made me feel that I was among friends and in congenial company.
Soon after I had arrived, I learnt of the arrival, in a room in the self-same hotel, of Sir Lawrence Grafty-Smith
as the High Commissioner from the United Kingdom. I thought I should make a courtesy call on him and
introduce myself to him. I felt that he must be an experienced hand at the game, and so I might just as well get a
few tips from him. I knocked at his door and was soon in friendly conversation with him. I told him that I had
been a mere politician, but as he himself had much experience of diplomatic life, I hoped he would put me
through the paces and help me in every way in a task with which I was totally unfamiliar. Soon I came to know
the other Ambassadors, High Commissioners, Consuls-General that came from other lands: but my personal
relations with Sir Lawrence remained particularly close and friendly to the last. Curiously enough, the only advice
he gave me at the time was:
“Don’t invite work; let the work come to you.”
*
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The work, however, was to fall on me in torrents soon afterwards; and I had more than heavy and anxious days
ahead. Karachi itself was not at all unfamiliar to me. I had visited it twice before: once as the General Secretary of
the Indian National Congress at its session held there in 1931 under the presidentship of Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel,
after the Salt Satyagraha Movement; and then again in 1945, as a member of the Central Advisory Council of
Education, having been elected to it by the Legislative Assembly. The second visit was a purely official one, but
the first was important for in a way we celebrated partial victory of our movement as symbolised by the
immediately preceding resistance to the salt laws and the subsequent invitation of the British Government to our
leaders to come to tbe Round Table Conference that they had organized in London.
In December 1929, the Congress, under the presidentship of Shri Jawaharlal Nehru, had declared complete
independence as its goal at Lahore; so both Lahore and Karachi, now in Pakistan, have a very definite place in the
freedom movement of our country. It is indeed a pity that they should no more be regarded as parts of India. My
feeling of unhappiness at the situation can be easily appreciated. The great leader of Karachi, Mr. Jamshed Mehta,
a friend of my father and really a great friend of everybody, the most honoured citizen of the town, had met me at
the airport, and taken me under his shelter immediately. Some years later he died of a broken heart, for the city,
that he had served and brought to its later eminence, practically disowned him. He became a stranger where he
was so well known to all, and so greatly loved and esteemed by everyone.
*
Not many hours after my arrival came Shri Choithram Gidwani, an old and respected leader of the Congress in
Sind. I was naturally happy to see him and rushed to greet him; but he was in an angry mood and asked me what I
meant by being there at all? He told me that he had been the President of the Provincial Congress Committee
continuously for twenty-five years; and when he was available for the job, no one else had any business to come. I
must confess I was taken aback; and I told him as quietly as I could, that I was not responsible for my presence,
and that he should go to the Prime Minister to know why I should have been sent.
I also ventured to tell Mr. Gidwani that I was sorry that he should have carried on the burden of the presidentship of the Provincial Congress Committee for quite twenty- five years, for I preferred the rule we had in my
home province called then the United Provinces (now Uttar Pradesh) where no one could be a President of the
provincial Congress organisation for more than one year because of which quite a number of us became President
in succession. We could not have had the chance to learn the work of the responsible office if it had been
monopolised by an eminent personality all the time.
Anyway he was very furious; and I fear that my first welcome to Karachi, by the very persons on whom I had
most counted, was thus made a little unpleasant. I told Mr. Gidwani that I hoped that I shall have his help as I was
a total stranger there. I proposed to put up our National Flag outside my room which for the time being was my
Embassy, on the 15th morning, to herald the advent of freedom. I also hoped he would come to the function.
He said he was too upset to come to any such functions for freedom was not real freedom for which Sind had
been sacrificed. In any case he offered to send some young girls to sing the Vande Matararn song when the flag
was hoisted. No girls actually arrived; and I myself sang the song as best I could as I raised the flag on the small
pole that was all I could muster. The hotel authorities gave me all the help they could, and even illuminated the
dear tricolour at nights while I remained with them. Conventions about the flag were later evolved which I duly
followed as instructed.
*
Lord and Lady Mountbatten arrived in Karachi the next day to inaugurate the new State. There was the
ceremony at the Constituent cum Legislative Assembly when power was formally transferred on behalf of the
British Sovereign to the Government of the new State of Pakistan; there was the banquet at Government House,
where pleasant, mutually complimentary and felicitous speeches were delivered by Lord Mountbatten and Mr.
Jinnah; and after all the functions were over, I returned to Delhi and Banaras to make up my mind as to whether to
accept the office of High Commissioner or not, and to make arrangements accordingly.
Unfortunately murders and violence were let loose immediately in the wake of the partition; and all the
ceremonies of the inauguration of the new sovereign States of India and Pakistan became almost a mockery in the
light of the stern facts of reckless shedding of the blood of innocents, and the unplanned movements of vast
populations from one place to another.
I reached Banaras in the morning, and was hoping to do my packing properly for a long absence in case it was
finally decided that I was to go back.
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I was scarcely given time to think. The situation was such that I was immediately summoned back, and had to
leave the same evening for Delhi. It was fortunate for me that my old friend and colleague Shri Vishvanath
Sharma kindly agreed to accompany me on this hazardous journey.
On arrival there, I was shipped to Lahore instead of to Karachi. The few preceding days had just been terrible;
and vast masses of people were on the move. Cruel things were happening on either side of the frontier. Lahore
itself was an armed camp; and Lajpat Bhawan, the headquarters of the Servants of the People Society, Lala Lajpat
Rai’s old residence, housed pell-mell a mass of seething humanity that had collected there from all parts of the
western portion of the erstwhile fair land of the five waters, the Punjab, now in Pakistan.
I myself lay in a small cormer of the house of Sardar Sampuran Singh, our Deputy High Commissioner for
West Punjab, stationed at Lahore. His hospitable house was also full of refugees, and there was scarcely room
enough to move about. When I remember how he had lived before in Lyallpur where once I had been his guest, I
felt as sorry for him as for the condition of Lala Lajpat Rai’s house now turned into an overcrowded refugee
camp, where too I had stayed in comfort as a guest in the earlier days.
3
The situation in Lahore, when I reached there towards the end of August 1947, was indeed sad and dismal. I
certainly had no idea that I was in any real physical danger. Lahore was by no means an unfamiliar place to me. I
went there for the first time at the session of the Congress of December 1929. The President Shri Jawaharlal
Nehru made me the General Secretary of the great organisation. Since then I had opportunities of visiting that
great city over and over again.
The aim of its citizens was to turn it into a regular Paris with broad roads, boulevards, palaces, parks and playgrounds. Many prosperous Punjabis, after making their fortunes in different walks of life, liked to build beautiful
houses in Lahore where they hoped to pass the evening of their lives. Pretty model towns were being constructed
in the suburbs to take the overflow of higher middle class folks. Lahore actually had a majority of Hindu
population, and it was hoped that it would come to India after the partition. If the river Ravi was to be the
boundary, as was expected, Lahore would have been with us.
Out of political considerations, however, it went to Pakistan. The then arbiters of our destiny thought that both
Calcutta and Lahore could not be with us. I found that in the wake of the partition, the whole of Hindu and Sikh
population of West Punjab was on the move. Millions of men and women concentrared in Lahore for their journey
to Amritsar and beyond. I arrived there really without any idea of what I was fated to see. It was only when armed
police guards were given to me, and I was asked not to go out except in their company, that I realised that there
was any danger about.
I tried to look for friends, but they had all left. I visited the familiar Lajpat Bhawan and the sight that met me
there made me gasp with pain and surprise. I recognised Mrs. Rameshwari Nehru and Shri Achint Ram holding
the fort, and doing what they could to bring comfort to this uprooted mass of humanity, and make arrangements
for their passage eastwards.
My sudden appearance among them acted like red rag to the bull. Mrs. Nehru called out in deep anger:
“Where were you all this time? You—our High Commissioner!”
I did not quite realise what was happening when someone in uncontrollable anger, with his two hands in the
posture in which one takes another by the throat and strangles him, came saying:
“You pretend to be the High Commissioner! You have left us herein this condition! You-you …”
I sat apparently unconcerned, for, recalling the scene at this distance of time, I can say that as I sat there, I felt
quite sure that I would soon be strangled to death. Somehow I did not seem to feel nervous or afraid, or in any
mood to defend myself—physically or morally. Shri Achint Ram intervened, and I came away unharmed.
*
Lahore certainly presented an appearance in which I had never seen it before, or even expected to see it at any
time. The Governor of West Punjab was Sir Francis Mudie, who, a quarter of a century earlier, was the joint
magistrate of my home city of Banaras, and nominated by the Government to the then Municipal Board of which
I was an elected member. I had known him since then. He, like many other high-ranking British Officers of the
time, was a keen Pakistani, and was made a Governor in the newly established State.
While masses of people from all parts of the State were assembling at Lahore to be shipped eastwards, a highpowered meeting was held at Government House which was attended both by our Prime Minister, Shri Jawaharlal
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Nehru, and Mr. Jinnah, the Governor-General of Pakistan. They must have discussed the problem of these vast
migrations from West to East and vice versa.
I had an unexpected visit from General Rees in my couped-up cabin in Sardar Sampuran Singh’s house. He
was in an angry mood. He shut up a major of our army who had accompanied me from Delhi, and who he thought
had no business to contradict him or bandy words with him, as he himself held a much higher rank. Indeed the
General turned to me looking aghast that a junior should have dared to speak as he had done! The poor major of
my party had really said nothing offensive.
I was entirely new to my job, and did not know the niceties of conversation between members of various ranks
of the armed forces, and so was unable quite to grasp the situation. While I ventured to speak about what was
happening in Western Punjab, the General very frankly—and almost brutally—told me that he would not
guarantee a single Hindu or Sikh life if every Muslim life in East Punjab was not assured every security.
The General belonged to the Boundary Commission to look after the safety of either side. I ventured to argue
with him that we were not there to take sides but to look after everybody impartially. He was not satisfied. It was
good of him to have come to see me. No practical results followed.
*
The next day Mr. Jinnah arrived from Karachi by air, and both the General and I were at the Airport. The
General was an enthusiastic welcomer, but on this occasion he did not even recognise me as I passed him there.
Along with Sardar Sampuran Singh, our Deputy High Commissioner, I used to go to the Chief Minister, the
Nawab of Mamdot, every day to discuss matters at his office. One afternoon a chaprasi came to tell me that
Brigadiers Thimaya and Brar—later high ranking generals—were outside urgently wanting to see me. I went out
to meet them. They told me that there was a likelihood of a big carnage right from Sheikhupura to Sargodha.
Could I do anything to prevent it?
I rushed in and asked the Nawab Sahib if he had any objection to see these Brigadiers who had important news
to give. He invited them to come in; and when he heard the alarming news he said that he would not have
believed it possible, if such high-ranking officers were not telling him that. The head of the police, Mr. Qurban
Ali, who enjoyed the highest reputation for integrity and impartiality, was sorely upset. Thumping his fists on the
table, he cried out in apparent anguish:
“Damn your Pakistan and damn your India. Has the partition taken place for the good of the people or for
murder and violence?”
Dewan Chaman Lal who had also gone with me to Lahore and this good police officer straightaway marched
off to Sheikhupura in Gujranwala, and arriving there at midnight, were able to save the situation in the nick of
time.
So far as news used to reach us from the other side, things were equally bad in East Punjab. What a terrific
atmosphere of hatred had been generated; and those who were brothers and colleagues only the day before, were
now at each other's throats, without any rhyme or reason—simply because they happened to profess different
religions!
*
Our Prime Minister, along with Lady Mountbatten, the wife of our then Governor-General, visited Lajpat
Bhawan. Later he with Nawabzada Liaquat Ali Khan, the Pakistan Prime Minister, toured by air various districts
of East and West Punjab. In the meantime a party consisting of Sardar Baldev Singh, our Defence Minister, and
myself from the Indian side, and Sardar Abdur Rab Nishtar and Major Ayub—the present\fn{This memoir was
published in 1965:H} Field Marshal President Ayub—from the Pakistan side, toured by road through some of the
districts of West and East Punjab. We went through villages and saw burning houses. Pointing to a three-storeyed
house with smoke coming out of it, a little away from the road-side as we passed that way, Sardar Baldev Singh
said to me that that must be a Sikh village on fire. I was surprised when he mentioned “village”, for in U.P., I had
been used only to small huts and hamlets that constituted a village. That any village would have three-storeyed
brick houses came to me as a very pleasant surprise. That only shows how hard the Sikhs had worked to make
Punjab prosperous.
In Sialkot, bordering Jammu, we saw concentrations of Hindus and Sikhs ready to move away. Since boyhood,
I had known Sialkot as the place whence I used to order cricket bats and tennis racquets from their manufacturers
Ganda Singh and Jhanda Singh Uberoi & Co. As I went through the deserted town, I found large numbers of
buildings—private houses, shops, etc.—all on fire. It was some time before the angry Pakistanis realised that they
were destroying their own property by burning these houses even though erstwhile belonging to Hindus and Sikhs
whom they had suddenly and quite irrationally begun to regard as their enemies.
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As we passed the Kasur railway station, the party got down to see a strange sight. Overcrowded trains with the
roofs of all bogies overloaded with men, women and children, standing side by side with engines pointing to
opposite directions—one train going to the East and one to the West with their human freight of emigrants forced
to leave their ancestral homes. It was a sight that would have made even the devils weep.
Both the Prime Ministers’ touring party and our own finally met at Jullundur at the residence of the Governor,
Sir C. M. Trivedi, who extended to us a warm welcome while the whole of his compound was full of refugees and
frightened folks seeking shelter. From there we all returned to Lahore.
*
During these tours we saw masses of men both in the East and West Punjab, just moving away with such of
their belongings as they could muster. Sometimes I used to get down from the car to enquire why they were
going, and where they were going, and to beg them not to do so, but remain in their homeland. They would
answer that they knew nothing; they were just going—and must go on. It was all too pathetic for words. Many
must have fallen on the wayside.
Exoduses had taken place in history many times and in many places, but none perhaps on such a vast scale as
took place in our country at that time in the wake of the tragic partition of the land. Those who came to see all this
disaster from foreign countries, were left wondering as to how such vast migrations of human beings could have
taken place so automatically, without any planning or any arrangements whatsoever on the part of the concerned
Governments. They compared these with some migrations in Eastern Europe which were all planned, and where
the transport of a hundred thousand persons took more time and caused more trouble than this self-arranged, selfmanaged transfer of millions of human beings from one side to the other in the Punjab of August and September
1947.
After about a fortnight’s stay there, and doing all the little that I could to help in my official capacity as High
Commissioner, I came away to Delhi, the Prime Minister giving me a lift in his plane. From the plane that was
purposely flying low, we could see masses of men moving away from one side to the other in the plains below.
There was no escape for me now. Whether I liked it or not, I had to take up the office of India’s first High
Commissioner in the newly founded state-kingdom or country or whatever it may be called—of Pakistan.
I told the Prime Minister that I would go home, and in about ten days’ time, pack up and put my affairs in some
sort of order, and come away for a long stay in Pakistan. And thus with the image of all these terrible happenings
imprinted on my mind, I made my way homewards to Banaras (now Varanasi) wondering all the time in my sad
heart as to what I would have felt and could have done if my home city had gone to Pakistan!
4
It is, alas, only too true that when we see any persons in so-called high office, we feel that they must be having
a happy time indeed living in great splendour and glory. We imagine that they are always surrounded by the best
that life can give, and live in great joy and comfort. We also think that they have really nothing to do and have no
responsibilities to shoulder. There is no doubt that in our country, high ranking government functionaries receive
an excessive amount of adoration, and elaborate arrangements are made for their residence, travel, etc., involving
a great deal of ostentation and expense. One may only hope that in time, the lives of our dignitaries will run along
the same lines as those of highly placed persons in other countries, and that all useless show will be a voided, and
that they would also live like other citizens of the land.
We must not forget that we became a free people only a short while ago. There has always existed amongst us
a tradition of much splendour for kings and governors, made worse by recent imperialist domination. Whoever
comes in office, begins to like such pomp, human nature being what it is, and sometimes he finds it necessary as
well.
We cannot, however, afford to forget that the green-eyed jealousy is a terrific monster vitiating human nature
all the time. This evil emotion comes to the surface at odd moments. We ought to try our best to keep ourselves
free from this, and should avoid as far as possible feeling jealous and bitter against those whom we may regard as
having undeservedly come into prominence. Those in high office should also see to it that they so live and
conduct themselves as not to give any occasion to others to think ill of them.
It is a truism that when someone from amongst ourselves who worked on an equal footing with us, gets a high
place leaving others behind, he becomes an object of jealousy. We do not usually feel this evil emotion towards
persons living at a distance. We do so only towards those who live near us. Since swaraj came, it became
inevitable that some amongst us should be in places where the British alone ruled supreme before. In swaraj, it
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also became necessary that new posts should be created which also should go to our own brethren. In
circumstances such as these, the field for the play of jealousy became greatly extended; and during the last
seventeen years,\fn{These lines are being written in December 1964} since we attained Independence and gave ourselves
the status of a Sovereign Democratic Republic wherein all persons are regarded as equal, we have been
experiencing this cruel emotion in a particularly unpleasant manner.
*
At the beginning of September 1947 when I parted from the Prime Minister at Delhi on return from Lahore,
telling him that I would be back to my post of duty in about ten days’ time after having collected my luggage and
prepared myself for a long stay away from home, I met with strange situations which might just as well be
recorded here. Maybe all persons recruited from public life have similar experience in similar circumstances. I
was already 57 years of age at that time. Usually that is the age when persons should retire from the busy
concerns of active life. On the attainment of Independence, my great desire was to travel about a little in the wide
world. I was anxious to have a look at the changed conditions of various countries after the two great World Wars,
and of which I had heard and read so much.
I had no opportunity of going abroad after my return from Cambridge on completion of my studies there in
1914. I had accidentally once gone to Nepal without doubt. Nepal and ourselves have been so near each other
through the ages, that it is difficult for me to imagine Nepal to be a foreign land. I was very desirous of seeing
various eastern countries. I was specially eager to wander about in China and Japan.
In these circumstances, I disliked the idea of having to go to Pakistan which was a part of my own country, and
turned artificially into a separate entity. I thoroughly disapproved of the Partition and still feel it could have been
avoided; but when the Prime Minister told me in reply to my disinclination to go that if his friends were not to
stand by him in those difficult times, when would they do so—I had no option left; and so I went.
*
The ten days or so that I passed at home after leaving Delhi and returning to Karachi were full of such experiences as I could never have anticipated and which were painfully instructive. During those days, I was busy
collecting my luggage and inducing some assistants to come with me. The lessons of my experience may be
useful to my brethren as well.
Pakistan had been established only twenty days earlier. Hindus and Sikhs were leaving Punjab in large
numbers. I have already written about that. Now began a similar exodus from Sind as well. Murder and violence
were in the air all along. I cannot say if anyone had imagined that this would happen; but it did happen all the
same. My old Congress friends and colleagues who had come away from Sind to Delhi, may or may not have
spoken to the leaders about conditions there. They certainly spoke very derogatorily of me though I had been with
them as High Commissioner only for a very few days.
On my way from Delhi to Banaras, I stopped for a day at Kanpur to meet some friends. I did not know when I
would be seeing them again. Without consulting me on the subject, these friends had arranged for a large tea party
for me. There were refreshments to eat and speeches to give and hear.
News however was coming thick and fast from Sind, Baluchistan and Punjab of riots and murder. A Lucknow
paper wrote that High Commissionership was certainly a joke for me when I was “holidaying” at home despite
the terrible events that were happening in Pakistan. The paper also went on to say that I was getting tea parties
arranged for myself.
For some days afterwards both morning and evening, the radio broadcast the news that Shri Choithram
Gidwani who had been for a quarter of a century the President of the Sind Congress Committee, and who had now
come away to Delhi, had written to Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel to say that Sri Prakasa should be asked to go back to
Pakistan at once, and to handle the situation there.
When I heard the self-same message morning and evening from the Radio, I felt unutterably unhappy. Sardar
Vallabhbhai Patel was the Home Minister as well as incharge of the Ministry that controlled the radio. I felt that
this news was given over and over again with his consent so that the general public may be made aware of my
callous indifference to my duties. In the interval, I had a telegram from the Prime Minister to say that he hoped
that I would be able to go back by the prescribed 14 th of the month after completing my arrangements, to take up
my duties in right earnest.
*
Despite my father’s wishes to the contrary which made me particularly sad, I packed up my luggage; and with
some difficulty induced an assistant and some servants to accompany me, and reached Delhi. At that time
Mahatma Gandhi was staying in the Birla House there. I went to see him. As soon as I reached the place, Shri
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Ghanshyam Das Birla kindly met me. He took me aside; and in a friendly manner, told me that Gandhiji and his
associates were very angry with me, and that I should approach them with care and caution.
Anyway, I went up to Mahatmaji. He was surrounded by Sindhi men and women who had come from Karachi.
In a voice of sarcasm, he said to me that I was enjoying myself at home when such events were happening in
Pakistan. It was clear from what he said that my Sindhi brethren had not only told him of my heedlessness, but
had also spoken ill of me behind my back. They would have certainly made him aware of their own difficulties
which were obvious, but they had also doubtless shown me in a bad light.
I felt it would be against my self-respect to stand on my defence specially when there were so many persons
present there. Ordinary folks were always at a disadvantage, and had to put up with much embarrassment, when
meeting Mahatmaji, for large numbers of persons were always surrounding him. He himself could speak as he
liked. There was no stopping him; but out of respect, small folks like myself could not adequately reply back to
him. If Mahatmaji would have been alone at that time, I would certainly have told him my side of the story.
At this very moment, walked in Sardar Patel and his daughter Maniben. Father and daughter both spoke to me
in words of biting sarcasm. I seemed almost to feel that they thought I was not only indifferent to the sorrows of
Hindus, but that I was actually siding with Muslims and upholding Pakistan.
In deep anguish, I sat down there silently. Mahatmaji became his usual quiet self and started telling me a great
many things about Sind. He was full of praise of the Sindhis whom he described as citizens of the world. He told
me how in pursuit of their trade they had spread themselves all over the world, but they never lost their contacts
with their homeland. He went on to add that all Hindus living in towns would come away. There would still be
two lakhs of them left in the villages, and that I should take very great care of them.
The population of Sind at that time was about forty lakhs, out of which fifteen were Hindus. They generally
lived in urban areas as minorities almost invariably do. They were in a majority in Karachi, Hyderabad, Larkana,
Sukkur and other cities and towns. The situation, however, was such that they all came away; but the two lakhs of
Hindus in the rural area of Tharparkar remained behind.
I feel unhappy that I could not help them at all. They could not come out. Restrictions were placed on their
movement by Government. All others migrated to various parts of what remained of India or Bharat, and
established themselves in business. They showed great courage, initiative and enterprise in doing so. The Hindus
of Tharparkar, however, could not and did not come. I cannot say what their condition is today. I was certainly
amazed at the very intimate knowledge that Mahatmaji possessed of conditions of the country in its remotest
corners.
*
At the time of the interview with Mahatma Gandhi at Delhi on my way from Banaras to Karachi early in
September 1947, Pandit Sundarlal, a great and consistent friend of Hindu-Muslim unity, and an earnest worker for
communal harmony, was also present. He was very unhappy at the situation. He said to me:
“Will it now be your duty to remove all Hindus from Pakistan? Do try that they may remain there.”
After this talk with Mahatma Gandhi and his companions, I felt very unhappy and went straight to the Prime
Minister and told him that if he would be good enough to relieve me of my office, I should indeed be glad. I
certainly did not deserve or desire to continue in it. When he asked me the reason for this sudden change of
attitude, I told him that I did not like the way Mahatmaji and Sardar Vallabhbhai bad talked to me. Without
making sure of tbe facts from me, they believed wbat bad been told to tbem against me. This certainly shows that
I do not enjoy tbeir confidence. In tbese circumstances, it would be best for me not to go to Pakistan.
At this be said that the necessary formality was that I should enjoy the confidence of himself, namely the
Prime Minister. I have not to worry as to whether others have or have not any confidence in me. Since he had full
confidence, I should proceed to Pakistan without any hesitation.
I agreed on the condition that in case he ever felt I was no more enjoying his confidence, he would let me
know. He assured me that I could confidently depend on his doing so. This agreement continued for quite 16 years
during which I worked from office to office at his desire. At last at the advanced age of 72, I begged him to
relieve me. His personal kindness to me had always been great, and I can never be sufficiently grateful to him for
the same. The External Affairs Ministry placed a special plane at my disposal; and along with my small party of
assistants, I went over to Karachi.
*
These incidents make it clear that all these so-called high offices may or may not be supposed by others to
entail work or responsibility. They certainly rouse feelings of hostility, suspicion, jealousy, misunderstanding and
other evil emotions among the nearest colleagues and comrades. This is certainly not good for anyone. The heart
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of the worker gets broken; work suffers; the atmosphere is vitiated; and the mutual sympathy and confidence that
should exist between officials and non-officials is not created. The worst feature of the situation is that even the
erstwhile nearest companions refuse further cooperation. In the midst of a crowd, the person concerned feels lost
and isolated.
5
During these few days of my absence, Delhi had sent a high ranking ICS officer to Karachi as Deputy High
Commissioner. Although Indian members of the ICS in the course of performing their duties, helped the British
Government in every way, and did all they could as required, for the suppression of their countrymen and the
crushing of the movement for freedom, actually they were not against Independence. The picture they had in their
minds of swaraj, was that all Englishmen would be turned out, and in their places, they themselves would be
installed. They had no idea that those very people whom they were suppressing in the course of the political
movement and sending to jail, would themselves fill these places.
Actually in their minds, they had contempt for such people. They regarded them as uneducated, incapable folk
who only knew how to wave a flag and shout slogans. In accordance with British tradition, however, where the
defeated Government gives place to the Opposition, the British while leaving, handed over the Government of
India, that is Bharat, to the Congress, and of Pakistan to the Muslim League.
Because of the non-violent nature of Mahatma Gandhi’s struggle for Independence, no one was removed from
his place. Those English people who did not like the look of things, parted from us. The few who remained back,
continued in their places undisturbed. No Indian official was dismissed. They not only remained where they were,
they were pushed up to fill the places vacated by the British, and went on getting their promotions according to
the rules of their Service.
Governors, ambassadors and holders of other political offices, however, began to be drawn from public life.
Ministers, of course, came from there. The old highly placed Indian officers of the British regime did not like all
this. My so-called deputy belonging to the Indian Civil Service, told me quite frankly that he could not remain as
my subordinate. If Government gave him the position of High Commissioner, he would remain; if not, not. I told
him that I too did not like to remain there. If Delhi appointed him as High Commissioner, no one would be
happier than myself, and I would be glad to leave.
This gentleman would not accept my directions. The situation was tense and serious, but he wanted to go his
own way. My desire was that the ill-feeling that was existing among Hindus and Muslims should be removed so
that all the horrors that it had created, may be laid to rest. I was anxious to spread a feeling of friendliness.
The Deputy said that if only I had been in Delhi at the time of the Partition, I would have seen what terrible
things Muslim officers were doing. It was difficult to retain even a chair in the Secretariat. They wanted to carry
everything away.
I understood his feelings, but I did not want to enhance the quarrel. I feared that this would only cause further
estrangement. What had happend, could not be recalled. We must, however, now ease the situation by proper and
wise dealings.
It would be interesting to recall that our great Prime Minister too had his own sad experience. He told me when
comparing notes on one occasion, that high-ranking ICS officers thought that government should be run according
to their directions, and that he himself has had difficult times keeping them in check and getting his policies
implemented. When even he had to encounter such opposition, the position of small folks like myself can well be
appreciated.
*
The ICS officers at Delhi—and they were actually in control of the administrative machinery—were very
suspicious of the diplomats who were drawn from public life. On the contrary, they naturally trusted the ICS
assistants who had been accredited to the various High Commissions and Embassies as these belonged to their
own class.
My so-called assistant directly contacted his ICS colleagues at Delhi over the telephone. He was not prepared
to accept my directives. I came to know of this because whenever any Muslim weavers from my home city of
Banaras came to me for permits to go back, I readily asked the office to give them the necessary facilities to do so.
Many Muslims had got an idea that as soon as Pakistan was established, all their troubles would be over. They
would become prosperous by just going there.
This however is not the way of the world. If anyone leaves his home and seeks his fortune elsewhere, he has to
work very hard to establish himself in his new domicile. I myself did not want that the famous art of Kashi that
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produced such lovely silk fabrics and made it famous in the world, should disappear as it was bound to do if our
weavers who were all Muslims, came away.
On one occasion, my office did not issue the required permits to these weavers as I had directed. They came
back to me two days later. I was surprised to see them. On enquiry I learnt that they were refused permits. When I
enquired of the Deputy, I was told with a certain amount of hauteur:
“It was not the policy of the Government of India to allow such people to go back. I have asked Delhi, and
therefore I did not give them permits.”
I felt very greatly hurt and humiliated. I asked him if he was expected to know the policy of the Government of
India better than myself. My order had to be obeyed.
It was clear however that we could not both remain there. I wrote to the Prime Minister that in these
circumstances, I should be relieved of my office. He expressed surprise and regret. He said that when I was the
High Commissioner, my directions had to be followed. The matter ended there.
This incident however would clearly show what the actual relations were between those public men who were
sent to these political assignments and members of the permanent services who were sent as their supposed
assistants. Both the attitude and the angle of vision of the two would be clear from what I have narrated. I blame
no one; but I fear that other public men would have also experienced similar difficulties in the course of their
work when in such offices.
*
The fact is that even today the position is not very different. Ministers have to face such situations day after
day. No doubt things will improve as time goes on. Work will proceed smoothly and efficiently once the exact
status and position of different functionaries have been established by law and convention. Difficulties however
are unavoidable during periods of transition. Tactful handling of men and affairs would enable the administrative
machinery to function smoothly and successfully.
Some time later when I had gone to East Bengal on routine work, this gentleman having arranged matters with
Delhi, went away. When I returned, he was not there. Another person was sent. Ambassadors and High
Commissioners work under the Ministry of External Affairs. I have marked that slowly but surely public men
have been removed from diplomatic assignments and their places taken by ICS officers. They must have
impressed the Ministry that public men cannot work properly in such places. A Foreign Service cadre has also
been organised. No doubt most of our future ambassadors and high commissioners would be drawn from that.
I myself do not like this position. I have a feeling that persons drawn from political and other non-official
spheres of activity can work in these positions with greater freedom and dignity. Permanent officers cannot help
having a narrow outlook, and working in accordance with the prescribed routine. Ordinarily—there are, of course,
always exceptions to the rule—they cannot have that width of vision which to my mind is necessary for work of
this nature. That however is something on which I must not say more. …
250.51 The Sphere Of Indian Women In Medical Work In India\fn{by Hilda Mary Lazarus aka A. W. Jagannadham
(1890-1978)} Visakhapatnam, Visakhapatnam District, Andhra Pradesh, India (F) 4
It was in 1888, when A. W. Jagannadham the first Indian woman crossed the waters to study western Medicine
in Scotland. She felt the call to help her suffering sisters and their children, her sisters who would suffer silently
even to death rather than be examined by men. Whatever the personal cost may have been, and the obstacles and
prejudices she would encounter, she was ready to overcome them with courage and fortitude. There were not
many facilities in India itself at that time for the study of medicine. The task she was taking upon herself was
great and she wanted to equip herself in the best possible way before beginning her life’s work.
She commenced her medical studies in the Medical College, Madras in 1884, where a few women were
studying medicine. This was the first college in India to open its doors to women; the triumphant victory having
been won by the first woman student there in 1878, just over fifty years ago. This was the young wife of a
civilian, the well known and much revered Dame Mary Scharlieb. The women students in Madras were drawn
from all parts of India. Amongst its first Indian women was a lady from Bengal, no less a personage than Lady
Bose, wife of the famous plant physiologist, who, casting aside all purdah and religious and social customs,
journeyed a thousand miles south, to study medicine in Madras. The way opened by these noble pioneers has been
continued and has steadily widened, for to-day Madras has no less than 664 women medical students, of whom
251 are in the colleges and 413 in the schools. There are in India six medical colleges and thirteen medical
schools that take in women and of these, one college and four schools are entirely for women and staffed only by
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women. Two of these schools are mission institutions and two are Government. The remaining colleges and
schools have co-education.
The Lady Hardinge Medical College Delhi, was opened on October 8th 1916. The College was named after its
founder, the late Lady Hardinge of Penshurst, who knew that one of the greatest needs of the women of India was
the provision of medical help, and that such help could best be given by their own countrywomen, provided that
these could be satisfactorily trained. A certain number of Indian women were receiving medical education in the
existing medical schools and others in Europe, but she felt that social and religious customs did not permit of coeducation to all and the close association between the sexes which necessarily must exist in mixed schools. For
these and other reasons, she urged the establishment of a medical college, staffed entirely by women, in which
medical education of the first order could be obtained, and she undertook to collect money for this purpose. Lady
Hardinge’s enthusiasm and her charming, gracious personality gained the interests and the help of the people, and
it is worthy of note that the cost of the College and Hospital has been provided almost entirely by Indians—
Hindu, Mahomedan, Parsee, Sikh—all contributed willingly. The cost of the scheme was over twenty-two lakhs
of rupees.
There are 113 women students in the College, 89 of 53 whom are Indians and 24 European or Anglo-Indian.
The College teaches for the M. B. B. S. of the Punjab University. Of the eight professors, four are Europeans and
four are Indians.
The Lady Willingdon Medical School, Madras, was established in 1922. It is the second largest of the women’s
medicals chools in India. It has ninety-five students and it is staffed wholly by Indians, all university women, five
of whom have foreign qualifications. The staff of other schools and colleges are composed of European, American
and Indian women. The colleges in India train students for university degrees which entitle them to registration on
the British Medical Register and the privilege of practising in Great Britain and its colonies.
*
A number of Indian women marry after qualifying, yet their knowledge is not wasted as even after marriage
they carry on their good work. Unlike the Durham County Council, which prohibits the employment of married
women, the Councils in India welcome them, as married women in India get a much readier hearing from the lay
public than unmarried women, especially with regard to maternity and child welfare work. The women doctors of
India feel even as Elizabeth Blackwell, the first woman doctor in the West, that men as doctors cannot do all that
should be done to improve the home, the school, the state. They are persuaded that the qualities of mind and heart
which have come to women through ages of motherhood are needed for the full comprehension of the physical
nature of girls and women, and that it is essential for women to be medically educated in order to help on the good
work of the prevention of disease both physical and moral, the education of girls, and the management of the
state.
The work done by Mrs. Muthulakshmi Reddi, M. B., C. M. the first woman on the Legislative Councils, does
not disprove the idea before the Indian woman doctor of to-day. By education, legislation, example and precept,
she is, with the co-operation of her sisters, helping to set things right. Her bills for the suppression of brothels,
immoral traffic and devadasis and for the raising of the age of consent are tending towards the goal aimed at. Miss
Commissariat, F. R. C. S. I., a senior medical officer of the Women's Medical Service for India, and
Superintendent, Medical Aid for Women, United Provinces, has greatly helped to extend medical aid in rural areas
by opening several new hospitals while improving the status and work of the hospitals in her province. She has
established maternity and child welfare centres and helped Baby Weeks and Health Weeks in towns and villages,
thus emphasizing the need for preventive medicine.
Mrs. Veerasinghe-Chinnappa with her powers of organization and foresight, started the maternity and child
welfare scheme of the Corporation of Madras in 1919. The efficiency and utility of the scheme have so advanced
that there are over sixty midwives, twenty-two health visitors and ten child welfare centres, with a woman doctor
in charge of each centre. The steadily growing appreciation by the public of Madras, of the invaluable benefits of
the free maternity service rendered by the scheme, in particular to the women belonging to the wage-earning
classes, whose husbands lack the finances necessary to engage the services of qualified private nurses, is clearly
reflected in the statistics of work done. The work of the scheme is educative, preventive and curative. It is
educating the poor to good midwifery and an increasing number of the poor are taking advantage of this free
attendance. In 1919, 119 per cent of the total number of births in the city were conducted by the scheme, while in
1926 the percentage of births attended by the scheme, rose to 273, while 298 per cent of the births in the city were
conducted in hospitals as against 169 per cent of 1918. It has greatly decreased the infant and maternal mortality
also, as the infant death rate among Child Welfare infants fell from 2768 to 1814. This, even as it stands, is a high
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figure; but the maternal mortality rate for all deaths among cases brought to the notice of the scheme was 072 per
cent, several of these deaths being due to General Diseases.
The Madras Presidency Maternity and Child Welfare Association of the Red Cross Society, is also doing much
for the propagation of health. Here East and West meet to work together for the very poor of the Presidency. There
are Health Centres established in the city and mofussil\fn{Country} towns with a nurse or Health Visitor in charge.
She is assisted by ladies of means and leisure, European and Indian who find time to get to the centres and carry
on their work of love and service. They befriend the poor, attend to their needs, teach them mothercraft and
arrange for their confinements either in their homes or, if not suitable, in hospitals.
The Lady Chelmsford All-India League for Maternity, and Child Welfare was founded in 1920. The work of
the League divides itself into three main activities, namely, Health Schools, Health Centres and Propaganda.
There are five Health Schools, which train women as health Visitors, one in each of the Governors' Provinces—
Delhi, Calcutta, Bombay, Madras and Lahore, three of which are supported by the League. The Punjab Health
School was taken over by the Government from the Lady Chelmsford League in 1927.
There are several centres scattered all over India but the number directly assisted by the League is small. The
work of the Centres comprises Maternity and child welfare work, antenatal care and house visiting. In addition,
the centres except in south India, undertake the training of dais or indigenous midwives.
Propaganda is carried out through conferences, travelling exhibitions, cinemas and lantern slides, National
Health and Baby week celebrations and publications. National Health and Baby Week is celebrated throughout
India at most of the large towns and in Indian States during the cold weather. It is gratifying to note that people
are beginning to take an intelligent interest in the aims and purpose of the Week and that the lessons taught during
it are bearing fruit, and in a small measure are doing their part in the attempt to solve the great problem of
maternity and child welfare in India.
In Indian States, Indian women doctors are doing all they can for medical relief, education and the State. Mrs.
Poonen-Lukose, B. A., M. B., B. S., the daughter of a great educationalist of the Travancore State and one who
laboured not a little for the advancement of female education, is a member of the Travancore Legislative Council
and is in charge of a large women’s hospital in the State.
Dr. Maya Das in Baroda, Dr. Kanga in Hyderabad, Dr. Preni Pyari in Jaipur, Dr. Dalal in Gwalior and Dr.
Rukhmabai in Rajkot, are but a few of the many Indian women, in Indian States, who are working towards the
same goal of India's women doctors. There are several women doctors who, in spite of their pressing duties, find
time to serve on municipal bodies, educational committees and maternity and child welfare associations.
In 1885, the most Honorable the Dowager Marchioness of Dufferin and Ava, learnt of the needs of the sick and
suffering women and children in India and founded the National Association for supplying Medical Aid by
women to the women of India. The aims of the Association also included the training of women as doctors, as
nurses and midwives. An appeal was made and the ruling princes and princesses and aristocracy of India readily
came forward with donations and endowments. Branches were formed in the provinces, and hospitals staffed by
women were established in cities and towns, named after our great and good Empress Queen Victoria. The work
of the Association increased so much that private funds alone were not sufficient to expand the work, maintain the
hospitals up to the required standard with modern equipment and buildings or to found hospitals in new areas. In
1913, the National Association founded the Women’s Medical Service with a subsidy from the Central
Government, so that medical women, whether English or Indian, with the highest standard of qualifications, might
be attracted to practise in India. The services of officers of the Service are lent free of cost to first class women's
hospitals to enable local bodies to spend more money on suitable buildings and equipment. This is the premier
service of women doctors in India. It has 44 officers working in 25 first class and up to date hospitals, with one
medical college and two medical schools for women. The number of patients admitted into these hospitals during
1927 was 41,646 in-patients, 284,165 out-patients, 7782 labour cases of which 1594 were abnormal. The total
number of operations performed was 18,563.
The increase in the number of patients admitted is not necessarily due to any seasonal variations or increased
unhealthiness of the localities, but that patients are less prejudiced against hospitals and western treatment. They
are learning to take advantage of the opportunities they now have for early diagnosis and treatment leading to a
more speedy recovery. The predominance of normal labours over abnormal ones is another proof of the increasing
popularity of women’s hospitals, whether State, mission, aided or private. In former years (and the practice still
continues in some Government headquarters hospitals in mofussil stations) women were paid five rupees to
induce them to go to hospital for their normal confinement, but nowadays in the city State hospitals there is not
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adequate accommodation for all the needy cases seeking admission, and those whose husbands get a monthly
income of Rs. 60 or more have to pay hospital stoppage fees.
About forty years ago, when the National Association for supplying Medical Aid by Women for Women, was
founded and hospitals opened, there were a larger number of abnormal than normal labours. Patients were
admitted generally moribund and succumbed shortly after admission or lived only a few days, so that hospital and
death were generally associated together. But this prejudice is now far removed in cities and the larger towns.
Patients seek admission and treatment readily, asking for operation or injection, even if not indicated, for the
simple reason that their friends or relations were cured and that they feel the same would cure them also.
Another fact that goes to prove that the treatment in hospitals is appreciated, is that donations and gifts to
hospital still continue, donations made, not with the purpose of pleasing the officials whose wives made the
appeal, nor of getting a title or honour from Government, but out of gratitude and in appreciation of the benefit
gained. I know of a case where the patient made a vow for a son. After the birth of the son and her safe recovery,
she was anxious to fulfil the vow she had made. She consulted her husband and they both agreed that, instead of
making a pilgrimage to the deity to whom she had made the vow and spending money on her journey and offering
it at the temple, it would be better to build a ward in the hospital, naming it after the deity and so observing the
true spirit of the vow.
The Victoria Caste and Gosha Hospital, Madras, which was founded by Dame Mary Scharlieb and was
endowed by the Ruling Chiefs of the south, had during the years 1921 to 1927, 9670 labour cases. Of these 8309
were normal and 1361 abnormal. This hospital is for high caste Hindu and Mahomadan women. The number of
first-mothers (prirniparac) among those confined was 2208, of whom 1865 were Hindus and 343 Mahomadan. Of
these first-mothers there were only three Hindus who were 13 years old, 8 who were 14, while 1331 were between
the ages of 18 and 25. There were 16 at 35, 3 at 38 and 2 at 40 years of age. Among the Mahomadan first-mothers,
there were 2 at 14, 236 between 18 and 25, 6 at 35 and one at forty. The average age of a primipara among the
Hindus was 20-42 and among the Mahomadans 2124. Although child marriage still continues, especially among
orthodox Brahmins, the consummation of marriage is not till after puberty. There is a gradual rise in the age of
consummation owing to education, health exhibitions and social influences. Among the higher caste nonBrahmins, girls are not married before puberty and often not till they are 17 or 18. The steadily increasing number
of unmarried students—Brahmin and non-Brahmin in the women's colleges and secondary schools scattered
throughout India, must necessarily raise the age of marriage and of motherhood
The number of more highly qualified Indian women in mission hospitals is small. Most of the hospitals have a
foreign missionary in charge and have not the funds (nor perhaps is it the policy of the Home Boards) to engage
Indian women to be in charge. The missions can generally afford those of the lower grade Sub-assistant Surgeons
or L. M. P.s. There are quite a number of these trained at the Union Mission Medical Schools at Ludhiana
(Punjab) and at Vellore (S. India), who have proved quite efficient assistants and are able to carry on the work for
short periods during the summer or autumn vacations when the missionary leaves the hot and stifling plains to
recuperate her health in the hills. There is a proposal to raise the school at Vellore to the status of a college, and it
is hoped then that Indian women with higher qualifications will be called to carry on the noble service of women
mission doctors.
*
There is a clear call to Indian women doctors to take their full share in human progress. They have not met
with the same opposition from men doctors as did their pioneers in the west. In schools and colleges where there
is co-education, men students have been known to be most polite and considerate. Indian men doctors welcome a
consultation with women doctors in the case of their women patients. They understand the feelings of their
women; patients and their finer feelings suggest and do not repel a consultation with a women doctor in diseases
peculiar to women. A man doctor is often handicapped as his patient either refuses to give him a full history of her
symptoms, while physical examination of any kind is out of the question and so he may be compelled to seek the
aid of a woman doctor.
Thus in India we have not competition but co-operation between men and women, doctors. Women doctors
specialise in midwifery and in diseases peculiar to women (gynecology). A woman patient who is not purdah, as
is the case with the majority of patients in southern and western India, may not hesitate to consult a man
.physician for ordinary ailments, but in diseases relating to women and mothers, she would continue in suffering
silence even at the risk of her life, rather than go to a man for relief. The women of the north are strictly purdah
and will not on any account see a man. Even those who have come out of purdah or do not observe purdah, with
their generations of inherited bashfulness, modesty and shyness, would still prefer hospitals staffed by women and
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attendance by women. It is not her false modesty, but her quiet, shy and bashful nature that sometimes makes it
difficult for an Indian woman to relate her symptoms even to a woman doctor. She generally pours out her tale of
woe to her nearest woman relation or friend who is her spokeswoman. As long as this attitude of mind remains,
and it is her privilege to choose her medical attendant, the need for women doctors in India will continue and not
in the field of curative medicine alone, but in preventive medicine and in the uplift of humanity.
The number of women’s hospitals and women doctors are far too few to meet the growing demand for such.
Often patients are brought in from great distances, fatigued and exhausted from the trying journey over rugged
cart tracts and in springless conveyances, for want of medical aid at closer quarters. Much pain and suffering
could be lessened and life saved if rural dispensaries could be established in villages.
Government have done much to encourage medical education among women by given them free education and
stipends to certain students in the schools. These students after graduation should not be allowed to collect in the
cities and larger towns, but be encouraged to go out into the villages and settle down in rural areas, perhaps, in
their own villages, form dispensaries and be given a midwife to assist them in their work. Much equipment would
not be necessary. Cases I diagnosed early and requiring major operations or special treatment could be sent to the
district headquarters or women’s hospital without much risk or delay. The doctor would be able to divide her time
between dispensary work antenatal clinics and child welfare work, health talks and health exhibitions. Thus we
may look forward with hope to the future, and to a more widespread influence of Indian women physicians who,
with sympathy and reverence guiding intellectual activity, will continue to apply the vital principles of their Great
Master to the healing art in every walk and way of life.
1891

85.54 Tai\fn{by Vishwambharnath Sharma Kaushik aka Raqib (1891-1945)} Mirpur Village, Mirzapur District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 4
Running towards Babu Ramjidas a five-year old boy asked, “Taoji, will you bring me a train?”
Stretching both his arms towards him Babu Ramdas said, “Yes son, I’ll bring it.” As he said this the boy moved
closer to him. He lifted the child in his arms kissed him and said,
“What will you do with the train?”
The child lisped, “I’ll ride in it and go very far away. I’ll go and also take Chunni along. I won’t take Babuji.
He does not buy me the train. Taoji, if you get the train, we’ll take you.”
“Who else will you take with you?”
Pausing to think the child said, “That is all, nobody else.”
Babuji’s wife sat close by. Pointing towards her Babuji asked, “Won’t you take your aunt?”
The child looks at his aunt for a while. At the time Taiji sat looking somewhat annoyed. The child did not like
the expression on her face, so he said,
“I won’t take Taiji.”
As she sat shredding the betel nuts, Taiji said, “Take your uncle. Have mercy on me.”
Tai\fn{Wife of father’s elder brother.} spoke these words rather curtly. The child sensed her annoyance.
Again Babusaheb asked him, “Why will you not take your aunt?” The child said,
“Taiji doesn’t love me.”
Babusaheb asked, “If she loves you will you take her?”
The child seemed doubtful about this. Seeing her mood he did not think that she would love him. This made
him silent. Demanding an answer, Babusaheb again asked him,
“Why are you not speaking? If Taiji loves you will you then take her on the train?”
The child only nodded his head to please Taoji but said nothing with his lips.
Babusaheb took him close to his wife and told her, “Here cuddle him, then he’ll take you.” But this joviality of
her husband did not please the child’s Tai. She petulantly retorted,
“You sit in the train and go. I don’t want to go.”
Babusaheb paid no heed to what Rameshwari said. Trying to make the child sit in her lap, he said,
“If you don’t love him he will not let you sit in the train. Isn’t it, Manohar?”
Manohar didn’t answer his Taoji.
Taiji pushed Manohar from her lap. He fell down. His body; was not hurt but his heart was. The child burst out
crying.
857

Babusaheb lifted the child in his arms. Kissing and hugging him he pacified him and after promising some
money and the train, he let him go. Staring fearfully at his Tai, Manohar walked away from there.
After Manohar left Babu Ramjidas questioned Rameshwari,
“What sort of behavior is this? You pushed the child. Suppose he had been hurt?”
Making a face, Rameshwari said, “Had he been hurt it would have been good. Why did you load him on my
head? You are the one who thrust him on me and now you are talking like this.”
Fretfully Babusaheb said, “You call this loading on the head?”
“What else do you call loading? You just can’t sense anybody’s joys and sorrows except your own. God knows
when who is feeling what; this does not concern you at all. You are only concerned with your jocundities.”
“No matter what the mood is like, listening to children talk sweetly indeed pleases the heart. But of what
strange metal is your heart made?”
“May be it pleases your heart and perhaps it does happen but only if the child be such. Can someone else’s
wealth fill our coffers?”
After remaining silent for a while Babusaheb spoke,
“If one’s own nephew can be called someone else’s wealth, I don’t understand what can be called our wealth.”
Agitated, Rameshwari said, “You know how to talk grandly. He is your nephew, whatever you may think, but I
do not like this kind of talk. We are destined to suffer, otherwise why would we have to see these days. Your ways
are distinct from the world. What lengths men go to beget children—pray, worship, observe fasts but what do you
have to do with these ways? You are forever engrossed in your brother and nephew.”
An expression of hatred appeared on Babusaheb’s face. He said,
“All this—prayer, worship, fast—is hypocrisy. Whatever is not fated cannot be obtained by prayer. At any rate
this is my irrevocable belief.”
His wife spoke in a tearful voice, “This belief has ruined us. If everybody sits back with such a belief, how will
things carry on? If every one believed thus, why would people make any effort?”
Babusaheb considered it improper to bandy words with this stupid woman, so he stepped away from there
without replying.
*
Babu Ramjidas was a wealthy man. He ran a commission agency for cloth. He was a financier as well. He had
a younger brother. His name was Krishnadas. The families of both brothers lived together. Babu Ramjidas was
thirty-five years old and his younger brother was about twenty-nine years old. Babu Ramjidas was childless.
Krishnadas had two children. One son, with whom the reader is familiar, and a daughter. The daughter was two
years old.
Babu Ramjidas had great affection for his younger brother and children. Such was the strength of his affection
that being childless did not pinch him. He considered his younger brother’s children his own. And the children too
were so close to Ramjidas that they loved him even more than their own father.
But Ramjidas’s wife, Rameshwari, was extremely unhappy about being childless. Day and night she
languished for a child. Her husband’s affection for his younger brother’s children hurt her like a thorn in the flesh.
Ramjidas, after having eaten his dinner and finished all other tasks for the day, lay along in bed enjoying a cool
and gentle breeze. Close-by on the bed, Rameshwari was lost in deep anxiety. Both the children had just got up
from Babusaheb’s side and had gone to their mother. Turning towards his wife, Babusaheb said,
“Today you pushed Manohar so badly that I’m still sad about it. Sometimes your behavior becomes extremely
inhuman.” Rameshwari answered,
“You have made me like this. The other day the Pandit did point in our horoscope to a favorable configuration
for us to be blessed with children. Taking recourse to certain rituals and prayer may even lead to the birth of a
child. He also suggested appropriate rituals but you did not even try a single one. You are just engrossed in these
two. This attitude of yours inflames my heart. Man, at least, attempts the remedies. Whether or not they are fruitful is subservient to God’s will.” Babusaheb said,
“What can I say to a simpleton like you? You believe in these astrologers who are liars and knaves. They earn
their livelihood on the basis of these lies.” Rameshwari spoke petulantly,
“You perceive the whole world as false. All these scriptures are also false. Pandits do not churn out concoctions on their own. They tell us what is written in the scriptures. If that is untrue then they too are liars. Your
English education has made you think that all others are nobodies. What has come down to us from generationseven that you say is false.”
“You don’t understand the matter, but keep harping on it. I cannot say the science of astrology is false. Possibly
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it’s true, but most astrologers are hypocrites. Without fully knowing the science, having read an odd book or two,
they proclaim themselves astrologers and go around cheating people. Then how is it possible to believe in what
they say?”
“Hmmm! They are all liars, you are the only great, true one—”
“All right, tell me, don’t you ever long for a child?”
This time Rameshwari hit the tender-most core of Babusaheb’s heart. For some time he kept quiet. Then
drawing a deep breath he said,
“Could there be such a person whose heart does not nurture the desire for a child? But what can be done?
When there isn’t any hope of having a child, what is the good of worrying uselessly? What my children would
have been to me, so are my brother’s children. What love I would have for mine, I have for them. Also, what joy I
would have from their childish playfulness, I have from them as well. So why worry then?”
Fretfully Rameshwari said, “What can I say about your views? But this very thought gnaws at my heart day
and night. Just tell me, after you, will they carry on your name?”
Babusaheb laughingly said, “Oh! What petty things you have brought in. The name isn’t carried on by one’s
offspring. Good deeds carry on the name. Every child in the country knows the name of Tulsidas. Surdas died a
long time ago. Similarly, are the names of all great men remembered on account of their children? Truly speaking,
the hope of children immortalizing one’s name is matched equally by the fear of their disgracing it. But
benevolent deeds are such that they lead only to fame and never to disgrace. In our city, Rai Girdharilal was so
famous once. Where is his progeny now? But his Dharamshala and orphanage perpetuate his name and will do so
for who knows how long.”
Rameshwari pointed out, “It is written in the scriptures, he who does not have a son, he does not get salvation.”
“I don’t believe in salvation. What does salvation mean? Even if salvation is possible, how can one believe that
all those who have sons will find salvation? Is it so easy to obtain? Will all those who have sons obtain
salvation?”
Rameshwari, left wordless, said, “Now who can argue with you? You don’t value anyone other than yourself.”
*
The human heart values the sense of belonging. However useful and beautiful a thing is, as long as man
considers it alien, he does not care for it. But even the ugliest of the ugly and absolutely worthless thing which he
considers his own, he loves it. No matter how valuable, how useful, how beautiful an alien object is, man does not
grieve over its destruction because that object is not his but someone else’s. However ugly, worthless his own
object, man grieves over its destruction because it is his own. Sometimes, it happens that man starts loving
something which is not his own but somebody else’s. In such a circumstance also, man does not rest contented
until he has won the object of his love or begins to consider it his own. Belonging generates love and love,
ownership. Both go hand-in-glove. They are inseparables.
Although Rameshwari did not have the good fortune of becoming a mother, her heart was full of maternal
qualities. In her heart were present and latent all the qualities which a mother’s heart has; but they had not
developed. Her heart was like the soil in which lay the seed but there was no one to care for it. Her heart did get
drawn toward those children; yet when she remembered they were not hers, but somebody else’s, in her heart
aversion was felt, hatred was aroused. Particularly when she saw her husband doting on children who were not
his, her malice grew all the more.
It was evening. Sitting on the terrace Rameshwari was reveling in the cool breeze. Her sister-in-law was sitting
beside her. Both the children were romping on the roof. Rameshwari was watching them play. At that time
Rameshwari was enjoying the innocent play of the children. Hair flying in the air, small mouths open like lotus
flowers, their lively, lisping talk, their shouting, running, retreating, all their play was soothing to her heart.
Suddenly Marlohar leapt forward to beat his sister. Laughing heartily she ran and dropped in the lap of Rameshwari. Running after her Manohar also came and fell in her lap. Rameshwari forgot all her ill-will at that moment.
She hugged both the children as only someone who yearned for children would. Hungrily she caressed them. At
that moment if an unknown person had happened to see her, he would have taken Rameshwari to be the mother of
those children.
Both the children continued to play in her lap for a long time. Suddenly the children’s mother, hearing the
sound of somebody coming, got up from there and went away.
Babu Ramjidas appeared on the terrace saying, “Manohar, here, take the train.”
On hearing his words both the children restively wriggled out of Rameshwari’s lap and ran towards him.
Ramjidas first fondly stroked them and then sitting down started demonstrating the train to them.
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At this point, something snapped inside Rameshwari. Seeing her husband engrossed in the children she
frowned. Once again the same old ill-will and hatred arose in her heart against them.
Giving the train to the children, Babu Ramjidas walked up to Rameshwari and smilingly told her,
“Well! Today you were showering love on the children. It is obvious that you also love them.”
Rameshwari was offended by what her husband said. She regretted her weakness. Not just that, she was also
vexed with herself. Pain and anger grew manifold by her husband’s statement. The revelation of her weakness
became intolerable for her.
Ramjidas said, “No wonder I say it is futile to think about our own offspring. If you can shower love on them,
you will feel they are your very own. I am delighted by the fact that you’ve learnt to love them.”
Though Babusaheb spoke in all innocence and sincerity Rameshwari sensed sharp sarcasm in it. Irritated, she
said to herself, “Even death does not claim them. If it were to do so, the story would end. Day in and day out their
presence has my heart wishing to love them. Because of them I feel my deprivation all the more.”
Seeing his wife remain silent, Babusaheb told her, “Now what’s the point of feeling embarrassed. Trying to
conceal our love is useless. Concealing is not even necessary.”
Inflamed Rameshwari retorted, “Loving them is none of my business. You are welcome to them. Worthless
things, they force themselves on me of their own accord. Living under the same roof it becomes necessary
sometimes to laugh and talk. The other day I gave him a little push and you ticked me off hundreds of times. My
life is one long crisis. There is no peace for me.”
Listening to his wife’s outburst Babusaheb was really annoyed. In a harsh tone he spoke,
“Strange heart this woman has! She was happily sitting and loving the children. The moment she sees me she
changes colors like a chameleon. She does whatever she likes but on my asking she throws tantrums. I don’t know
what poison is dissolved in her statements. If my words are so resented, I will not speak as I do. But remember
that henceforth if you utter any derogatory words like ‘useless’ or ‘worthless,’ it will serve you ill. These children
are much more dear to me than you are.”
Rameshwari did not answer. Instead she expressed her sorrow and anger through her eyes. The more affection
Babu Ramjidas showered on the children, the more hatred and malice grew in Rameshwari’s heart. Often husband
and wife had an altercation over the children and Rameshwari had to listen to his bitter words. When Rameshwari
saw that because of the children, she had fallen into disfavor with her husband, a storm gathered in her heart. She
reflected,
“For the sake of his brother’s children he loves me less and less all the time, saying all kinds of things. To him
the children mean everything and I am nothing. Death overpowers the world but not the two of them. Why didn’t
they die soon after their birth? If it weren’t for them, I would not have fallen on these days. I’ll rejoice the day
they die. They alone have ruined my home.”
Few days passed thus.
One day Rameshwari was sitting alone on the roof while all kinds of thoughts were coming to her mind.
Thoughts of nothing other than that of the lack of her own kids, the fondness for her husband's brother’s children,
etc. After some time when her thoughts became painful, she began to walk around to divert her attention.
Just then Manohar came running. Rameshwari raised her eyebrows as she stood on the roof resting her hands
on its four walls.
It was evening. Multi-colored kites were flying in the sky. For some time Manohar stood and watched the
kites, thinking what fun it would be if a kite landed on his roof. After hoping long enough for it to fall Manohar
ran to Rameshwari and clinging to her legs pleaded,
“Tai, get us some kites.”
Rameshwari snubbed him. “Get lost, go and ask your uncle.”
Somewhat stunned Manohar again turned his gaze to the sky. After a while he couldn't contain himself. This
time he said with great love and in an extremely pathetic tone,
“Tai, do get some. We will also fly them.”
His innocent plea melted Rameshwari’s heart. She looked at him unmoved for a while. Then taking a deep
breath she told herself, “Had he been my son there would not have been another more fortunate woman than I.
The worthless being, what a good looking child he is and how sweetly he talks. I really feel like lifting him and
embracing him.”
Thinking thus she was about to stroke his hair when seeing her silent, Manohar spoke,
“If you don’t get the kites for me, I’ll tell uncle and have you beaten.”
Even though this innocent statement of the child had sweetness in it, Rameshwari’s face became red with
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anger. She snapped at him,
“Go and tell your uncle. Let’s see what he can do to me.”
Frightened, Manohar moved away from her and again longingly watched the flying kites in the sky.
Rameshwari said to herself, “It is because of his uncle’s undue affection that this slip of a boy threatens me.
God willing, may lightning fall on him.”
Just then a kite was cut loose, and descending from the sky towards the roof, passing over Rameshwari’s head,
drifted down to the terrace. There were four walls all around the roof. Where Rameshwari was standing, there was
the only door which led to and from the terrace. Rameshwari stood blocking that door. Manohar saw the kite fly
to the terrace. He ran towards the terrace to catch it. Rameshwari stood watching. Manohar ran past Rameshwari
almost brushing her, and standing two feet away watched the kite. The kite having flown over the terrace fell
down in the courtyard of the house. Putting a foot on the boundary of the terrace Manohar glanced in the courtyard below and seeing the kite fall there he was too overjoyed to contain himself. Swiftly he turned to go down
but while turning his foot slipped. He fell but as he was falling down he managed to hold on to the parapet. He
climbed on to that and looking towards Rameshwari shouted,
“Tai!”
Rameshwari saw all this happen with a pounding heart.
“It was good, let him die, get rid of him forever,” she wished. Thinking thus she stopped a moment and
Manohar began to lose his grip. Fearfully and beseechingly he looked at Rameshwari and shouted,
“Oh, Tai!”
Rameshwari’s eyes met Manohar’s. The imploring look on Manohar’s face made Rameshwari restless with
grief. And perturbed, she extended her hand to hold Manohar’s. When her hand just about reached his, the parapet
slipped out of his grip. He fell down. Rameshwari let out a shriek and dropped on the terrace.
*
Rameshwari remained unconscious with fever for a week. Sometimes she would scream, “Here he is falling,
rescue him, run, rescue my Manohar.” At other times, “Manohar! My son, I didn’t save you. Yes, if I wanted I
could have saved you, I delayed,” so she babbled on.
Manohar’s leg was dislocated and had to be set again. Gradually he regained his normal state.
After a week Rameshwari’s fever abated. Regaining her consciousness she enquired, “How is Manohar?”
Ramjidas replied, “He is well.”
Rameshwari said, “Bring him near me.”
Manohar was brought to Rameshwari. She endearingly held him to her heart. Tears poured out from her eyes
in an endless stream, hiccups choked her throat.
A few days later Rameshwari recovered completely. She no longer nursed any malice towards Manohar and his
sister Chunni. And Manohar was now her life. She couldn’t bear to be without him even for a moment.
234.1 Excerpts from Paper Boats: 1. “The Indian Beggar” 2. “My Little Arunalam” 3. “My Grandmother” 4.
“My Neighbour”\fn{by Kaveripatnam Siddhanatha Venkataramani (1891-1952)} Tamil Nadu State?, India (M) 9
1
The Indian beggar is the most interesting of the world’s ragged men. Of all the numerous progeny of poverty,
he is the eldest born. Thus entitled to the virtue of the good law of primogeniture, he has inherited the vast estate
of the world’s wretchedness. He is a wayward and wandering fellow. He is a melancholy being. He trembles like a
tear-drop on the lotus-leaf of life. But he would dance with rainbow joy, if but touched with the sunbeam of a
silver coin. He is a vivacious creature, keenly alive to the sensational properties of sunshine, to the gleam of a
transferable piece of silver. His is the most absorbing of vocations. Never resting, ever hoping, he is nothing but
for his faith and resourcefulness—even in the darkest hour. His virtues are ever fugitive. Yet he is the first in the
roll of the Recording Angel.
The recognised Indian beggar is always a valiant beggar. The truly disabled, who have of necessity to beg for
their existence, are only a dying minority, ill-equipped for the combat. The valiant beggar is the ornament of the
profession, the aristocrat of the race. He lords it over his puny and crippled brethren. He is first and foremost a
gentleman. He insists on an engaging,. at any rate an unmaimed, personality, as the criterion of fitness for any
profession, especially for begging, where people are apt to forget one’s presence. He has learnt from the
Bhagavad-Gita the dignity of labour, and .he is the most detached worker. Hence he is a hard fighter and sincerely
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believes in the battle of life, where laurels are not to be won with crutches and wooden legs. He is outspoken in
his several. ways. Each way is a delightful study in the fine art of begging.\fn{ The sections are various entitled: this one,
The Beggar with the Bowl}
His is the most ancient and least expensive form of begging. He has numerous compeers and learned
colleagues,. who have made the profession a trifle congested and decent living considerably precarious—the fate
of all liberal professions. His skill in begging is of a varied and interesting character. He has nothing to
recommend him except his own fine physique. A pertinacious humility and cunning cajoling are two of his
traditional methods to enlist the sympathy of the reluctant householder. He trusts to his lungs to attract attention,
and his vociferative power is at times the envy of orators. But a clever fellow harmonises his incoherent appeals
for charity into a prose-poem of tolerable melody. He is eloquently appreciative of the virtues of the passer-by,
and trusts for a pie or two as a matter of reciprocal courtesy. For sheer industry and patience, even under distinctly
discouraging circumstances, he is surely unmatched..
He is of an emaciated appearance. He often lives on the verge of starvation. His cares, by their very chronic
character, have almost passed off into a tranquil ease. He seldom turns out a rogue or a thief. He is generally a
bachelor—after all, valiant beggars are some of the finest specimens of single blessedness. He does his cooking
himself and lives all alone under the shade of big banyan trees on the outskirts of the village. He has few relations
to fall back upon, and his birth is often obscure. He is an orphan—even from the cradle.\fn{ The Beggar with the
Moneky and the Dog}
He is the most popular fellow. He is truly the demagogue of the polity of beggars. He is an expert at playing to
the gallery. He tickles its emotions and makes the best use of the human love of sensation. He knows the quarter
to which to appeal for a lucrative, at any rate an easy living. He enslaves children, who go into ecstasies over his
honoured arrival in a village, and fetch out their fathers. He touches their pockets through children. Hence his
method is infallible. He collects a crowd and delights the audience with his antics. He is generally a family man,
with wife—sometimes wives—and children. He weds any stray girl as fancy approves or as pleasure dictates. He
dissolves the martial tie by the very simple method of desertion—on a dark night.
His two animals are the monkey and the dog. The former is well-dressed and adorned with tinsel. The latter
serves as a horse to the former, as the monkey is a splendid equestrian. Little children cry out for joy when the
dog and the monkey indulge in a homely fight at the bidding of their master.
Though the beggar with the monkey earns the most, he does not save much. He is an adept at kidnapping and
is up to any deed for money. Waylaying solitary men gives him a delightful change of vocation and a proper outlet
for his potential valour. He heaves only a sigh of relief when put in prison. The predatory and nomadic instincts
are ever rampant wherever he may be, whether in a village or in a city, and he is very fond of an exodus at least
once in five years, the viceregal term of office.\fn{ The Beggar with the Snake}
He is an extremely grim fellow. His grimness is surpassed only by his industrious pertinacity. He is a Korava
by caste, and he announces his arrival at a house by a prolonged labial respiration—birr, birr—the r recurring
with infinite pathos and passion. He has a deep, hoarse voice with a gutteral emphasis in his address. He never
goes out of a house empty-handed. Even a pie is welcomed, though not without a grunt. He never believes that the
game is not worth the candle. His snake is a half-dead thing. He handles the slimy creature with perfect
unconcern.
The cobra is the variety generally exhibited. It dances to the music of his magadi—the snake- charmer’s pipe.
Even if he is married, he is without children. People attribute this sterility to a curse of Adisesha—the Lord of
Serpents—who has inflicted this punishment on all those who imprison or molest his dear progeny.
Misery is truly writ large in the face of the beggar with the snake. He is grim and gruesome to look at. His
wrinkles seem ageless. He knows not a day of joy. He does not betray even the evanescent vivacity of his brethren
when a pie is put in his hands. His is a life of perpetual gloom, suggestive of mysterious wanderings in the night.
He has dropped the pearl of his soul into a perennial stream of tears. Prosperous for a beggar he is unhappy, like
all rich men, to a pathetic degree. He is proud, reflective and indignant. The iron has entered into his soul, and it
now gleams out of his eyes.\fn{The Gypsy Beggar}
He is an erratic segment of a not altogether flawless circle. He is the prophet of the race, but little honoured in
his own land. He would have been even peacefully stoned to death, but for his sartorial excellences which are flint
proof. He is ever an unwelcome interloper in the hierarchy of beggars. His habits are exotic, his tastes alien, his
talents and methods are voted altogether as dishonourable. His origin is obscure, and he is believed to come of a
gay, drifting, adventurous Scythian stock. Still, there is reason to suppose that he may be of indigenous growth.
Probably he is the fruition of the castaways of generations.
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His history is what his memory can remember, his traditions what the exigencies of a nomadic life permit. He
lives in supreme self-contentment, with little reverence for the past, much faith in the present and utter
indifference to the future. .
The gypsy beggar is the lay extempore astrologer of Hindu Society. He believes more in his own cleverness
than in the possibility of distant planets deigning to exert any influence over our humble destinies. So all his glib
predictions are cunningly coined phrases of certain universal currency, got out of a memory which is a rich
storehouse of such jeweled wampus.\fn{Lout} He is a very clever and amiable student of human nature,
remarkable for his intuitive powers. He can feel your thought-pulses ten beats in advance. He is a keen observer
of men and things. He is well-versed in all the weaknesses of human feeling. He is all sagacity when he is
charting, in rotund phrases of mellow felicity, the immediate future of a “pumpkin-bellied” landlord in whose
house he has generously posted himself.
He is a sweet talker, a consummate master of honeyed words, so long as there is a chance for alms. If he be
repulsed, hard fighter as he is, he of course reverses his rosy predictions and curses with the solemnity of an
injured sage; for this he is sometimes well paid in ringing knocks and blows.
Still in adversity, the advertising energy of his little drum which beats the eternal kudu kudu—which means in
Tamil “give, give,”—is immense. He is the most resourceful of the begging clans of India. He plays also the role
of a palmist, and makes innocent children and rustic men victims to his quackery. But he knows and well
appreciates the knowledge that the primary value of the palm is, in its being, a necessary, useful and God-given
adjunct to the mouth. He is quite a clever and cunning fellow in his professional habits and tricks, in the rare
mobility and versatility of his begging talents.\fn{The Beggar with the Bull}
He is very nearly a cousin of the gypsy beggar, but more royal in his methods of begging. His bull lends him
an air of dignity. His is the aristocrat’s temperament. Sometimes he looks like royalty in exile, and sometimes like
a pious king on pilgrimage in foreign lands.
He has a keen partiality for old cloths. Rags have received almost a touch of divinity at his hands. But there is
surely a motive behind. Rags are of greater value than anything he could hope to get as alms in copper or paddy.
The bull is trained to do tricks to the accompaniment of a jarring frictional note on a drum of fair size. The bull
is decked in many colours, and it struts about evidently in conscious admiration of the beauty of cloths even for
the animal kingdom. Its intelligence and training are generally. very much appreciated. The bull can salute and say
“good morning” with faultless phonetic accuracy, phonetics as understood best in the realm of cattle—a grunt
which means many things. Of a considerable number of questions, it can single out easily, “Do you want old
clothes?” and give a hilarious reply in the affirmative by its nod of assent, so gracious arid gentle.
The beggar with the bull is a trifle precarious in his habits. For he is the richest man in the begging realm. And
what are riches worth in this world without wine and women, the fairest products of Mother Earth! He is,
therefore, fond of liquor.
God has touched his fingers with the deftness and celerity of a sewing machine. He plies the needle, mends the
rags collected in the morning and converts them into coin which procures for him the nectar of his life, toddy or
arrack.
But he is the most jolly fellow in the beggars polity. He is cheerful and indifferent. He disdains to care for the
morrow or look prudently into the ethics or the economics of his profession. He lives only for the day and for the
cup that sweetens the many tears of life ere he too into the dust descends.\fn{ The Musical Mendicant}
Though it is music, it is not all sunshine for him. His is an Ariel life of song, and it is the only consolation. His
is no life lived on milk and honey. He tunes his solitary string or parched vocal chord into a never-ending chorus
of praise, but it is all a praise which pays ill the strenuous courtier. In the early hours of the morn, he wends his
way, treading but softly the harsh flint of earth like an angel gone astray. Breaking forth from the village corner,
the exquisite tenderness of his voice has something of the fugitive splendour of the dawn. The dark cloud
nourishes the lightning in its bosom. His stormy life nourishes the rainbow joy of full-throated song. Girls in the
street play “hide and seek” in merry rounds of laughter, and my musical mendicant fills the ear with the stringborn melody of purest rapture.
This nimble, wandering musician is the best-treated of Indian valiant beggars. He is the least unwelcome of
alms-men. But his cousins in the profession look upon his music as witchcraft, for he has forsaken the plain
language of charity for the secret charms and symbols of a magical incantation. Nevertheless, he is the simplest
fellow, with his own immortal longings—of the stomach. He is an unremitting exponent of his gifts. What though
he carol in vain, his sweetness like a lonely bird on a leafless branch? The wind that blows along the wild
bamboos breaks into a thousand songs: the rills that flow from rock to rock fill the air with falls of music; all in
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vain, as much in vain.
The musical mendicant is ever bursting with a song at the threshold of any decent householder—even as the
monsoon cloud cannot but descend as fertilising rain. It is either a ballad from folklore or a devotional offering in
praise of the Almighty, or if the pretty almsgiving hands kindle him, a love-song in the sweetest meter.
The ideal musical beggar is either a boy or, even better, a girl just breaking into adolescence. The ripening
voice in the travail of song is an enchantment in the air. It is the breath of youth and hunger— playing on the lyre
of life—for a handful of rice in regulated parsimony, or a few copper coins!
My musical mendicant is not a cooking animal. It ill suits his vocation. It chokes the. stream of music. The
soot of the kitchen fire slackens the throat of the warbling bird. Fire and fine arts go ill together. He cherishes this
philosophy in secret adoration. But the truth of the matter is that his hunger, like his music, is so lyrical that it
would brook no delay. O Hunger, he will never cease to adore you, never end his song celestial in praise of you,
the serpentine charms of your power! The more he bends under you, sadder, sweeter plays the finger on the harp,
and divinely calm and tender is the voice. Cassia smells the sweeter for being crushed. What matters it to him if
the sweetness wastes itself into the desert air, even as his own song?\fn{ The Nocturnal Beggar}
Like the members of the feline race, the nocturnal beggar sallies forth after sunset in quest of prey. The voice
of charity trembles in the throes of hunger. The eyes twinkle with prayer for the luck of the night, even as the
starlit void. The dark night seems but the darker. And the obdurate appeals of the nightly beggar disturb for a
while the retiring buzz of street life. He is the last line in the scroll ere another day dies.
He is more fastidious than even the musical mendicant in the matter of alms. He accepts nothing but prepared
food, which he eats all alone without toil and without pleasure. Like all vocations in the night, his is a
remunerative business. For his is a mendicancy which goes deeper to the heart, and seldom is the Hindu home
unresponsive to the shrill cry of nocturnal charity. Alms we would repulse in broad daylight, but never in the
deepening shades of the evening; and more strongly in the calm of night flits the thought:
“Who knows whether we may live yet another day to mend our soul. Sleep may be death.”
The nocturnal beggar, like great men, .is always born. None other, not even the most valiant, would exchange
the birthright of day mendicancy for the more lucrative and easier job of the beggar in the night, for he is the
lowest in the scale, and the unrelenting Law of Karma assigns him a mode of living with which Hindu Society
would not interfere and which he accepts with cheerful resignation.
The evening star shines in clear luster. The toil is over and the village heaves in peaceful. slumber. We hear the
dying echoes of the retracing steps of the solitary figure. In and out he goes from the maze of village lanes. Far
away on the outskirts, the big banyan tree edges on the mountain stream. To this hermitage, almost. at dead of
night, returns my beggar, to stretch forth his body in the quickening hour of peace and forget the: pain of life in
the dream of sleep.
*
Begging, as a profession, has a great educative value. I have the greatest respect for the professional beggar.
Though its ethics may chagrin chicken-hearted economists, valiant begging is the very fountainhead of all our
manly virtues. It thaws the heart and sets free the genial current of the soul. It is a stimulus to life. It is a tonic to
weak emotions. It nurtures generous impulses. It is the custodian of kind and gentle thoughts. It humanises man. It
the whetstone of the human heart and its touchstone as well.
Our feelings would lose half their elasticity and graciousness, if they were not ever kept awake by the artillery
of eloquent appeals. If valiant begging disappear from our society, a picturesque side of human nature would be
blotted out by unkind hands, and a poetic pendant of society broken off by the prose of economic pedantry. The
liberated souls of the great apostles of Love all over the world are born again as valiant beggars. For, where is the
teacher who is not anxious to test the effect of his lessons?
In India, valiant begging has ever been a tender plant, nurtured with great and loving care. The stream of
charity has even strengthened its roots. The seven classes are its seven fragrant blossoms. Just now the plant is
running its period of fruitful maturity. Surely posterity will take as much toil as the generation of today, to nurture
this tender plant and shield it from foul weather—the murderous attacks of dull, prosy social legislators.
2
My Pariah is called Arunachelam. He is named after the great Hill-God of Southern India; for in the mellow
splendour of the full moon, while :she was exalted in Taurus, my little Arunalam was born in the month of
Karthigai on the day dedicated to the Hill-God. The sacred fire that lit in a blaze the summits of the far-off
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Tiruvannamalai shone with human warmth in the cottage of my Pariah.
Arunalam is a late gift to his parents and the eldest born. He is the son of Nochi—the stalwart, the terror of the
neighbourhood, the adored of my grandfather, and the ihangalan of the caste or the head of the Pariahs.
The loneliness of a generation is no more. The long-running river, worn out to a thread in summer time and at
the brink of the seat, has at last found a secret spring of life. My little Arunalam is the new-born hope of all these
crowded metaphors of joy. Rolled up in rags and intimate with Mother Earth through the eyes of rents, my little
Arunalam, shooting his tender legs into the air, peals forth lusty cries melodious to the parental ear. The longdenied voice of the son of Nochi gladdens the tribal heart of the paracheri. The .arduous mantle of his forefathers
has already fallen on him, and even at birth he is anointed to the duties of hard and honest citizenship in the field.
And it is a good thing he proposes to face this deaf world with a pair of lusty lungs.
Days pass on in silent majesty, quickening the pulse and the powers, kindling the ambitions and aspirations of
my little Arunalam. Every day he is more decidedly nature’s insurgent rebel. The caressing fondness of his mother
only emboldens his childhood’s adventures across the frontier to gather grapes of thistles. The moment he knew
how to crawl out of the cradle, he had to face the problem of living. Neither the sword would he wield nor, much
less, the pen. And in the wake of Shri Krishna he begins with the stick of the cowherd—the symbol of his first
sovereignty. From seven to ten he rules over the empire of cattle.
So my little Arunalam may be seen with a stick longer than himself and a dozen full'-sized cattle! Nothing is
more heroic in life than his woodland rambles, tending the naughty animals. But nature, always kinder than man,
whispers: the message of Eternal Love. The sagacious animal and the little fellow begin to know and help each
other. Sympathy renders all life one. My little Arunalam finds cattle kinder and mote grateful than men. And a
god-like friendship springs between man and beast. Under the shade of trees, hid from the calm-pouring noonday
tropical sun, with the breeze lazily loitering among the boughs that hearken to the melodious notes of birds, my
little Arunalam, springing like a squirrel, is cast in the very image of the Divine Herd. Ah! for the Love and
Rhythm in nature. The oldest buffalo and its youngest master take a mutual fill of gazing.
The day declines into the evening and the herd is called home. The rambles have fatigued him. The oldest
buffalo knows it and helps him to a ride on its back. Thus every day the vehicle of the great destroyer Yama
becomes the vehicle of my little Arunalam. Nature swells him with pride. He rejoices with an exceeding joy. He
breaks out into pure woodland music on the glory of the sinking sun. The gentle East wind wafts his song to the
west, and the music dies in the bosom of a cloud on the far-off, God-enshrined hill-tops, covered with the sandal
and the wild rose. And my little Arunalam strolls back home to sleep on the bosom of his mother.
But the hours of music are evanescent in life, and Arunalam, with the inherited instinct, knows it too well.
From the cradle he has been hurried to the herd, and the pastoral air has nourished him into a promising lad. And
the lad is now hurried into the man. The toils of the field he has already tasted as a relieving hand. He is now
coveted in his tender youth for adult labour.
It is the month of July. The Cauvery Delta is flooded with generous monsoon falls from the distant Coorg. It is
the call of nature for the magic of my little Arunalam. He, like his ancestors in the wake of the all too solitary
furrow of the pariah, has consecrated his body and soul to the plough. He sinks thigh deep in the puddle. But he
manfully toils, true to the name of his father. Even in his first agricultural term, when the youth is yet unequal to
the hard labour of the field, he is cheered into adult suffrage. The romance of the herd has faded, even on the first
evening twilight on the field. Hardly has the season ripened to harvesting ere my little Arunalam has been forged
into manhood by dint [of] offered industry and compelling penury.
Arunalam has now proven his merit for adult wages, which entitles him further to shed his single blessedness.
In true bridal apparel brimming with the most vital and primitive of joys, he looks the very model of creation for
the happy end of race perpetuation. In stature stalwart, in bearing dignified, all brawn and muscle, the gift of daily
toil, he is easily Nature’s well-built child. He is dark in complexion as the rain-bearing cloud, and no less
fertilising. When he calls me from the back yard, in fear and hope, for his daily wages, I love him and his race,
and his grateful voice.
Arunalam is the secret of my agricultural prosperity. He is as essential as the monsoon and no less generous.
He is industrious as the bee. The manna he collects with care, with equal diligence is snatched away by an alien
hand. But what is it to him? Does the bee refuse to suck the flowers or build the honey-comb again? Like the
Cauvery, whose fertilising waters with nightless vigils he turns over my acres; my little Arunalam is a nature
force. Himself clad in loincloth, he clothes by the unremitting labour of his hand the bare universe around, in one
mantle of green. Nature takes its charm from the witchcraft of his hand. Pampered man! You know him not. Dewdrops make immortal his name in script of pearls on blades of grass, which he has grown. Creation looks up to
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him for the life-giving Fire in his hand.
Arunalam is as unlettered as Vayu and Varuna—the primal elements of Nature. The schools and colleges are no
more for him than they are for the ocean that rolls in tidal waves, the wind that blows wherever it listeth, the stars
that twinkle because of innate iridescence. The barrenness of brick and mortar—and modern life—he avoids even
their shadow. But what script or culture could make a man like my little Arunalam!
His is always a message of Labour and Love to our ancient land. But he, like the great avatars, only nestles on
its fringe. Like the toiling wave between the land and the sea he is restless and ever active. He is all alone in this
wide world. Over his fields, never weary of watching like Cerberus, he is wedded perhaps to the friendly twinkles
of distant Orion.
The raptures of his life are the verities of a fixed orbit of labour, even as the diurnal rounds of the earth. The
sorrows of his life are only his master’s regulated parsimony of a Madras measure of paddy.
I love my little Arunalam and his race, even as the salt of the earth.
3
My grandmother is of noble lineage. She has lived to a great age and alas, her only regret is that Time has
removed from the plane of life all her contemporaries. But age has not soured her temper. Except for a wayward
irascibility, she is a splendid ruler, exercising at mellow eighty an unceasing control over a joint family of a dozen
adult members.
My grandmother is a benevolent despot: Her rule is universal. She has you in the hollow of her hand. She
breaks the youngest colt with subtlety and vigour to the rather old-time traditions of her chariot. You cannot run
away from her. She rules you in all matters from sunrise to sunset. She holds always in her hands the reins of
government. Nothing escapes or wearies her eye. She is the patron of orthodoxy and the red rag of the social
reformer. She is an indomitable worker. Age has made her but more agile. She is at work earlier than morning
dew, churning the curd into whey and butter for her sons and grandsons. And earlier than the twilight of dawn she
wakes up the members of the home, each to his or her appointed work.
She is an exemplary ruler. Even the most naughty grandson yields to her command, her talent for the occasion,
her unbending will and unfailing energy for work. My grandmother is the family queen to her last pulse-beat.
Her conserving power is immense. She is the Adisesha who keeps stable our rather unsteady planet. She is the
apostle of conservatism. She is very much attached to the old and looks with disdain on the new. She is the
founder of the system of philosophy known in common parlance as “hasten slowly.” She always represents the
opposition in the council chamber of the joint family. She is the stronghold against which is brought up in vain the
pickaxe of the enthusiast and the spade of the revolutionary. She has the vision of the prophet and the walking
pace of the practical man in the street. Her ideal is the accomplished real. She is the mainspring of the Hindu joint
family and its most efficient regulator. She has weathered many a storm, and no captain loves better his freshtarred vessel.
My grandmother is ancient and holy as the cedars of Lebanon. She has the secret of long life and enduring
vigour of mind. Three generations have sprung from her whose life and character she has nourished with the
unrelenting energy of her own mind, with simple deeds of virtue in homely fields of work. The daughters of the
house she has moulded with sufficient elasticity for the harmonious pleasures of conjugal life in a transplanted
atmosphere, and the sons of the house with iron discipline. The daughters-in-law plucked from stems of varying
temper and taste, she grafts upon the rigorous unity and traditional design of her own family; because my
grandmother is the inheritor of a proud home culture which she keeps alive and enriches.
But in the Hindu family she is always accorded a dual reception. Every one has an affectionate corner for her;
but all the same the common effort is to resist her supremacy. But she is equal to the crisis. The daughter-in-law,
with bending grace and yielding charm, in soft-falling words from smiling lips, breaks into ripples the placid rule
of my grandmother. The sons and grandsons wink with pleasure in love’s enchantment, and “unworthy” cries the
grand old maternal heart, holding the reins even firmer. And my grandmother with dynamic skill changes every
friction into light and every cry, into a song. And with each conquest her rule is made more secure and better
integrated.
So much for the ruler. As for the kingdom, the Hindu joint family is the most democratic and the best-governed
in the world. Its ancestral house is full of stories and traditions. The spider has its silken web at every corner. The
foundations of the house were laid by the grandfather of my grandfather in those affluent days when paddy was
selling at four annas per kalam. With palmyra rafters and bamboo poles, with its indigenous beams and pillars,
866

with its spacious court- yards and never-ending corridors and windowless rooms, the ancestral home of the joint
family is the very quintessence of rural life. There is neither stint nor economy, either in conception or in
execution. This home, which some long-dead grandfather has reared, my grandmother preserves with an inherited
care and fondness. With its backyard of vegetable garden, it is dear and nourishing to the sense of family pride
and comfort. It transmits undiminished the fortunes of the line, and is self-sufficient for the needs of family life.
None, not even a spirited grandson, afflicted with modern architectural vanities, would ever dream of altering its
structure lest the established fortune of his family should escape through his irreverent and sanitary ideas of
house-building. So the ancestral home is always intact, and inspires the same emotion and faith in the mind of its
inmates from generation to generation. It is the very model of an ordered and religious life, the source of all that is
pious and pure in the daily life of the Hindu.
A respectable Hindu family is, even as a cluster of bananas, never less than a dozen in number. Mine begins
with my grandmother, alert at eighty, and closes with her great grandson, but a month old, rebellious in the cradle.
Youth and beauty, age and wisdom, set in the merry ring of children’s voice, mingle together to make this godly
life of perfect joy. Brothers and sisters, daughters and daughters-in-law, sons and grandsons, live and move
together like water drops in the ocean wave. Each forms in turn, over trifling things, a storm centre. But my
grandmother, by a wave of the hand, makes the family the home of calm and peace. The diverse talents and
temper that each from each brings out in the daily round of work, shade but deeper and richer the web of life. One
learns from the other the precious hints—the dull from the quick, the quick from the slow. Youth learns from age,
and age from youth. Backwards and forwards flies the shuttle in the Loom. Together they weave the living mantle
of God.
The Hindu family is the greatest conservative tradition and reality of our civilisation. It is full of sweetness,
even as the honeycomb, its sweetness, as honey, separated, assimilated and deposited in individual cells. It is the
Rishi-made school for the Hindu from the cradle to the grave. No generation wastes its sweetness in the Hindu
joint family, but leaves behind its experience and work for a richer harvest of tradition in succeeding years.
The Hindu family is the paradise of poor relations. Here alone man toils to share the fruits of his labour with
his weaker brethren, and shares them without murmur. It is the only democracy known to me just and complete.
My grandmother at its head often tells me with a pensive light in her face that in this kaliyuga,\fn{This Age} the
race is not always to the swift nor success to the strong. Her only grandmotherly duty is to hold even the scales in
the conflicts of the home among the children of her loins. She is most dearly loved by all, the earning and the nonearning, the fecund and the sterile.
The Hindu joint family is the age-long exponent of Socialism on a family basis. It is the model of co-ordinated
work. The functioning is perfect. The health is excellent. Its key-note is self-restraint and discipline. Its qualities
are the very virtues of evolution. It has the ever green spaciousness of a banyan tree and the impressiveness of a
spiral monument. It is the heart of Hindu culture and the coping-stone of its civilisation. It is the inspirer of its
love-laden songs and thought-laden philosophy. It is the most fragrant, immortal champak flower of Aryan
culture.
In the autumn dust and wind of modern life, the petals are falling off. Ere long the flower will be no more:.
May at least its immortal Fragrance live for ever in the memory of man!
4
My neighbour was once a Sub-Registrar of Assurances. He graduated at the University of Madras in those
palmy days when diplomas were pagoda trees in the Treasure Island. He was a successful though not a brilliant
student, but even now he remembers his first textbook on logic, and Macaulay’s life of Bacon. When he was
barely seventeen, he was crowned with the diploma by the Chancellor himself, like many other precocious and
enterprising Tamil lads. And at eighteen, even before shedding his single blessedness. he triumphantly entered the
Government Service on the usual. regimental pay of rupees fifteen per mensem. He was a clerk under the very eye
of the senior Dorai, Mr. Winterbotham, a truant chip of British manhood which had floated down the Atlantic into
the Bay of Bengal for the benighted Civil Service of Madras.
Mr. Winterbotham was just closing his distinguished career and in a few months he would retire on his pension
and bid good-bye to India. My neighbour was just beginning his career, and was still in the toil of the breakers
near the shore. He was quite aware of the mellow and generous mood of his master, who, he thought, might
perhaps give him a lift as a parting favour. So my neighbour worked harder all the livelong day, even as Mr.
Winterbotham, with a ripening pension, slackened the reins of office in the sultry and unambitious evening hours
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of his life. The days passed on and Mr. Winterbotham, on the eve of his departure, anointed my neighbour as the
Sub-Registrar of Assurances.
The stars of luck had, for the moment, set. Years rolled on, and my neighbour, though now a family man, was
in the clutches of a slow fortune, plying his pen and stamp quietly, unceasingly, in the far-away inland town of
Wandiwash till he caught the eye of the District Collector by his local repute for patience and industry and extra
loyalty to the BritIsh Raj. The Collector pitied this obscure apostle of official virtue and swore that he would
nevermore let Mr. Pichu Sastri share the dust of documents.
Ever since that fortunate day, my neighbour was no more the sterile roll-master of assurances, but a Deputy
Tahsil, fecund with the resources of the British Empire.
The Deputy Tahsil is the latest addition to the Hindu pantheon and the least mythological. The consecrating
authority is the British Raj. His powers are wider than the Houses of Parliament, and his rule is more conclusive
than that of the great Mogul. For he is the symbol of the ruling power, the might of Britain and the strength of
European civilisation. To the simple Hindu rustic, turning his field with his ancient plough-share, Mr. Pichu Sastri
is the Sircar. On him sits godlike the power and majesty of Britain.
Mr. Pichu Sastri is sprung of humble Brahmana parentage, of a priest’s line. Every male ancestor of his family
has inviolably been a purohit or a priest, well-learned in ritual mantras, better still in their choice recital, and best
of all in restlessly spinning and swinging the hand spindle which twists the soft cotton into the sacred thread of
the Brahmana. It is the only serious occupation of his leisure hour and the recreation of the most busy time. Such
is the tradition of the family.
But what a change of inheritance from the hand spindle to the “Swan pen” and “pince-nez.” But Mr. Pichu
Sastri is worth it. He is the last born of thirteen children to his mother, and the only surviving one. As his name
tells me, he is the token of a humble wish, at the moment of his birth, that he at least may be spared by the Gods
as alms unto an utterly brokendown maternal heart.
“Pichu” means in Tamil “alms,” and “Sastri” indicates the proud hereditary vocational surname. The title of
Sastri is itself an enrichment gathered of years of philosophic and sacrificial work by the family members, as laid
down in the Vedas. Therefore Mr. Pichu Sastri’s name itself has the spell of wealth and life-giving power. No
wonder, then, that Mr. Winterbotham and the nameless Collector yielded to the charm.
How my neighbour never could practise the ancestral vocation, happened this way. He lost his father while yet
a boy of five, and grew under the tender care of his mother. One day she sent Pichu to purchase some salt and he
delightfully used the copper for sweetmeats, and returned a verdict to his mother that salt was nowhere avai;able
in the neighbourhood because of some wretched sircar regulation. For this pompous lie he received a good
beating from his puritan mother. Like a spirited lad who should one day be the delight of the British Raj and the
Deputy Tahsil, he ran up to the nearest railway station and took train, flying away from the ancestral home and the
hand spindle at the comforting rate of forty miles an hour, till an extra vigilant ticket collector pulled him down
for defrauding the company of its fare.
Still undaunted, Mr. Pichu went about with valiant begging, till he secured a rich man who took him into his
personal service, and then, attracted by his useful intelligence and nimbleness, put him to school along with his
boys, till Pichu ran up by double promotions and matriculated. Now, sufficiently a child of adversity, he has learnt
enough to secure his B.A. degree at seventeen.
Bury the dead past with its story of lean and hungry years. Now Pichu is the Deputy Tahsil and all is milk and
honey. He is greeted everywhere with obeisance. While in camp on revenue inspection, or at the headquarters
exercising magisterial power, there is hardly one in his jurisdiction who does not bend his knee at the shrine. In
addition to the goodly salary the Government have voted for his services, the people, as occasion calls forth, break
coconuts and burn camphor to sweeten and straighten the sections of the Penal Code or to relax the rigour of his
revenue administration.
And Mr. Pichu Sastri, clothed in hauteur and reserve, looks the very embodiment of power and the paragon of
official virtue. His is a kingly life with the pomp of power, and the homage of the people.
But even he is surpassed by she. Mrs. Pichu transcends Mr. Pichu in sacerdotal eminence, even as the Ambal
transcends the Swami in any Hindu temple. Mrs. Pichu has very decided views about her husband. He is simply
the earning machine and a mere name-lender to her superior fortunes. She curses the wretched social regulation
which sends the woman to the hearth. She has the better horoscope. Otherwise the obscure clerk, which her
husband was at the time of his wedding, would never have become the Deputy Tahsil. The dreaded administrator
of penal law outside his house, Mr. Pichu meekly says “Amen” to these domestic aspersions on his hard-won
successes.
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Mrs. Pichu is a clever and frugal lady. She is an excellent housewife and a splendid shrew. She comes out of a
family of small agriculturists with the ingrained habit of thrift. She knows the value and ring of money and how to
make hay while the sun shines. She is an autocratic ruler :in her jurisdiction, and even my Deputy Tahsil is
governed. Mr. Pichu is as helpless at home as he is powerful abroad. Even the menu he cannot dictate, because it
is an encroachment on .her rights, an invasion of her domestic independence. With regard to Mr. Pichu’s comforts
she has the most ascetic notions. She has always a feeling that it is chronic dyspepsia from which her husband is
suffering, though Mr. Pichu Sastri protests like an ineffectual angel against this diagnosis. He complains, at least
outside, that he is not being properly fed and is most wrongl,y starved. Lean and hungry, he has to administer the
criminal law of the land.
Thanks to the British Raj and the Deputy Tahsil, Mr. Pichu is not a stationary Magistrate tied to the sacrificial
post, but he may move out .on camp on revenue work whenever he feels hungry beyond endurance. Free from the
clutches of this form of home tyranny, he invariably votes himself in camp the heartiest dinners and suppers. Even
as the camel provides in its own hump the food for lean days—how often has Mr. Pichu envied the noble animal
to which he bears some distant physical resemblance—Mr. Pichu has tried to develop a reserve fund in his camp
life to provide against the famine days of his home at the headquarters. It is always the thought of Mrs. Pichu and
her unsympathetic ways which has marred the happiness of my neighbour, even in his ecstatic moments of joy.
Otherwise he feels his career a pride and pleasure, and is cordially grateful to the British Raj.
His mother is yet alive in the chimney corner, bent with the snows of a century and the neglect of the Deputy
Tahsil. She has the maternal heart for dear Pichu, and pities the poor boy in the toils of a shrew. Mr. Pichu has
always had a .loving heart for his mother. Early in his life he had not the means to secure her comforts, and later,
when he could, he was under prohibition by his noble partner for life, Mrs. Pichu, who he always considered her
mother-in-law as the fly in the ointment.
The motherly heart forgives everything for the sake of dear Pichu, the only one surviving of her thirteen
children. She prays tp her family God, with unceasing voice, that her son may live long enough to light with his
own hand her funeral pyre and perform the last ceremonies of a son for her final emancipation. The mother
affectionately condones the neglect of her son and prays only for “the handful of fire,” as. the greatest tribute a
son can offer his mother.
Mr. Pichu is now declining in the vale of years and of service, even as Mr. Winterbotham. The official virtue
has now gone out of him. The shades of the evening are gathering round his. devoted head. A lifetime of hard
work for this self-made man has weakened his staying power. He has but a few months more before full pension
and honourable retirement. But he has a feeling: that he will not live long to enjoy the fruits of . service under a
beneficent Government. His life is somehow growing unhappy. Though he now feels helpless before his own wife
still he remembers with joy his spirited youth which entrained for a maternal word.
His hair is turning gray. The wrinkles have set in. His sons and grandsons, as the children of the Deputy Tahsil,
have not had the spiritualising early experiences of the father. A mutinous crew of children now clamour for the
costly comforts of modern life, and make his exchequer sound the more hollow for the turning of the key every
time.
Mr. Pichu is quite unhappy over the scheme of his setting life. But he is powerless in the hands of his children
and Mrs. Pichu. He increasingly feels a strange isolation and misery.. The fruits of a lifetime of labour turn to
ashes in his mouth. Even the proximity of a pension and the joy of ease and retirement do not cheer him.. He has
taken a strange fancy for solitary walks and the study of the Bhagavad-Gita. He longs for the pulsing joys of his
early simple days.
But Mr. Pichu has to be in service yet for a few months. The few months have not yet: passed.
One evening he never returned from his lonely rambles. Days rolled on and nothing was heard of Mr. Pichu.
The aged mother wag broken in twain. She was pining away in speechless grief.
It was a cheerless, neglected funeral, and lacked the “handful of fire” for which she had \ prayed so long from
the hand of her son. Where is he? Clad in yellow robes, moving silently came the figure of a Sanyasi to the
funeral pyre, just at the right moment.
“Ah mother! I am here, true to your wish. May your soul ascend to Heaven in peace. If there is virtue in me or
in my holy Order, let this pile of wood break into flame without touch of earthly fire.”
It did break into flame indeed! My neighbour and the whilom\fn{ Former} Deputy Tahsil is no more a man of
the world, the administrator of penal law. He has joined like his grandfather, the ashrama which is the dream
celestial of the Hindu. My neighbour is now a Sanyasi, clad in yellow .robes and consecrated to world service at
Haridwar in the Himalayas, free of Mrs. Pichu and her race.
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85.58 With Whom Shall I Share My Sorrow, My Beloved?\fn{by Chatursen Shastri 1891-1960)} Chandokh, nr.
Sikandarabad, Bulandshahr District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 4
It was summer. The Emperor\fn{Shah Jahan (1592-1666) Emperor of India (1628-1658).} had married Salima in the
spring. And now, getting away from the affairs of the state, he had come to the Royal Palace in Kashmir for a
blissful honeymoon with his new bride.
The night was bathed in milky whiteness. The snow-capped peaks in the distance created a semblance of
spring in the moonlight. And a mountain rivulet meandered down the foothills of the Arambagh palace.
In the flickering light of a candelabrum in one of the rooms of Motimahal, sat Salima near an open window
watching the splendor of the night, her hair loosely flowing on her turquoise odhni.\fn{Long scarf used as a veil with
Indian dress.} A necklace of pearls, each the size of grapes, hung over the delicately embroidered turquoise-colored
odhni which adorned a tight velvet bodice held with an emerald girdle round her waist. Salima’s complexion
glowed like pearls and she had an exquisite figure. On her white alabaster-like feet she wore slippers embroidered
with golden thread and studded with two sparkling diamonds.
A thick, rich Persian carpet was spread on the floor which sunk a foot deep when stepped upon. Ambrosial
fragrance emanating from the candles filled the air. There were four full-sized mirrors in the room and gold and
silver vases filled with flowers stood on marble stands. The room was filled with the fragrance from the intricately
braided garlands of magkesar and champa flowers which decorated the walls and the doors. There were other
innumerable valuables of master craftsmen from home and abroad.
The Emperor had been out hunting these last two days. It was late at night and he hadn’t returned yet Salima
looked intently into the moonlight and waited anxiously for a glimpse of the returning horsemen. Finally, getting
restless she moved away from the open window and went and sat on a settee. Unable to bear the heat of youth and
anxiety, she cast aside her odhni and irritably muttered,
“Nothing pleases me. What should I do?”
Picking up the flute lying close by, she tried to play on it but failed to strike a tune. Flustered she said,
“Like men, this is also not under my control.”
Bored, she kept it back and knocked for attendance. A maid entered with her head bowed in salutation.
The maid was extremely beautiful and in the prime of youth. There was the mark of deep melancholy in her
beauty and deep despair in her eyes. Asking her to sit with her, Salima queried,
“Saki, which flute do you prefer, the been or the bansuri?”
The maid replied with humility, “Whatever pleases my lady.”
Salima persisted, “But what do you like?”
With a tremor in her voice, the maid answered, “My lady, what likes or dislikes can a maid have?”
For a moment, Salim a looked into her face, which expressed the mixed emotions of sorrow, despair and
anxiety. Salima asked,
“Do I ever look upon you as a maid?”
“No, ma’am, you are specially kind to me.”
“Then why are you so hesitant and reluctant and withdrawn into yourself? Ever since you joined this service,
you have been like this. Tell me your sorrow, my dear.”
Saying this, Salima moved towards her and held her hand. The maid trembled, but remained silent. Salima
again said,
“For my sake, I request you to share your sorrow with me: Why is it that you are always sad?”
The maid asked in a tremulous voice, “My Lady, why do you remain so sad?”
Salima replied, “Lately the Emperor takes his own time to visit me and because of this I’m often sad.”
The maid said, “Your Highness, if the cherished desire remains unfulfilled, it is natural to be sad. Rich or poor,
everyone’s emotions are the same.”
Salima laughed.
“Now I understand. You are in love. Tell me the name of your lover. I’ll arrange the wedding.”
Saki was taken aback. Abruptly she looked Salima in the eye and said,
“I love you.”
Salima doubled with laughter. In the flow of this spontaneous laughter she did not notice the trembling of the
maid who, picking up the flute, asked,
“What shall I play?”
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“Wait, the room is too warm. Open all the windows and doors. Blow off the lamps. Let me enjoy the resplendent moonlight and place those fragrant flowers near me.”
The maid got up. Salima said,
“Listen, first get me a glass of sherbet, I’m feeling very thirsty.”
The maid brought the aromatic sherbet in a golden glass. The begum then complained,
“My dear, it is very warm, have you not added any rose essence to it?”
“I have done that.”
“Then, add some istambal to it.”
Saki picked up the glass and took it to the other room. She not only added some istambal but something else as
well. Then she brought the wine to her lady.
Drinking it in one gulp the mistress said, “Now, you sing. You said you care for me; now sing a song of love.”
Saying this and rolling away the empty glass on the carpet, Salima herself dropped on the velvet seat and with
intoxicated eyes gazed at Saki. Saki began to play a tune on the flute.
“With whom shall I share my sorrow, my beloved …”
For a long time the sound of the flute and Saki’s melancholy song resounded in the room. Gradually Saki
began to weeping. Salima, intoxicated by youth and wine, began to sway to the music.
When the song was over, Saki noticed that Salima was lying insensible to her surroundings. Her cheeks were
flushed with the effect of the liquor and her stained lips twitched time and again. Her fragrant breath permeated
the room. Salima’s bosom heaved gently like a tender being swayed by the gentle breeze. On her forehead, drops
of sweat glittered like pearls in the glowing light of the lamp.
Keeping the flute aside, Saki stood for a moment watching the begum. Her body quivered, her eyes burned and
her throat turned dry. Kneeling beside her she wiped the sweat from Salima’s face and gently kissed her.
Just as she lifted her eyes, the Almighty Emperor Shah Jehan was standing there observing the act in anger and
amazement.
Saki caught red-handed, stood aghast looking at the Emperor’s face. The Emperor questioned,
“Who are you? And what were you doing?”
Saki kept quiet. The Emperor thundered,
“Answer me!”
“Saki spoke in a low voice, “Your Highness! If your humble servant does not answer?”
The Emperor was astounded! Such impertinence on the part of a maid!
“No answer to my question! You’ll be stripped and flogged!”
In a trembling voice she replied, “I am a man!”
Outraged, the Emperor looked at Salima. She was lying disheveled in an unconscious state. Calling out to God,
his hand reached for the hilt of his sword. Swinging round he said,
“You damned dog! How dare you!” Then in a harsh tone, he called out:
“Madoom!”
In a moment, a fierce-looking Tartar woman came and stood respectfully before the Emperor. The Emperor
ordered,
“Throw this man in the cellar, so that he may perish for want of food and water.”
Madoom catching hold of the youth’s hand led him away.
Shortly afterwards they stood in front of a heavy iron gate. Unlocking the gate, the woman pushed him inside.
No sooner had he stepped inside, that the floor of the cellar began to sink under his weight.
*
In the morning, Salima, regaining consciousness, got up with a start, combed her hair, adjusted her odhni and
stood in front of the mirror to button her bodice. The windows were all closed. Salima called out,
“Saki, beloved Saki ! It is very hot, do open the windows. I have overslept! The wine went to my head.”
No one responded. She called out a little more loudly, “Saki!” Not getting any response she was surprised and
moved to open the windows herself and discovered that the windows were barred from outside. Astonished she
wondered to herself,
“What’s the matter? What has happened to all the maids?”
She walked to the door and discovered a fierce-looking maid stood guarding it with a naked sword in her hand.
On seeing the begum, she bowed her head. Angered, Salima enquired,
“Why are you here?”
“By the orders of the Emperor.”
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“Has he arrived?”
“Yes, madam.”
“Why was I not informed?”
“We had no orders.”
“Where is the Emperor?"
“In the women’s quarters of Zeenat Mahal.”
Salima’s self-respect was hurt. She said, “Right! Those who trade in the markets of beauty, what do they know
of love? So low fortune smiles on Zeenat Mahal.”
The woman stood silent.
Salim again asked, “Where is my Saki?”
“In prison.”
“Why?”
“The Emperor ordered so.”
“What was her offence?”
“I cannot reply.”
“Give me the keys of the prison, I’ll set her free.”
“You are not allowed to move out of your room.”
“Then, am I also a prisoner?”
“Yes, madam.”
Tears welled up in Salima’s eyes. Walking back into the room, she collapsed on the settee and broke down
completely. A little later she wrote a letter.
Your Majesty!
Please forgive my offence. After the long day’s wait I fell asleep and failed to present myself on Your Majesty’s
arrival. And please spare the life of my dear maid although she has erred greatly in not giving me timely information of
Your Majesty’s arrival; but she is new, young, poor and miserable.
Your servant,
Salima

The letter was dispatched to the Emperor. The Emperor was in a very bad mood. The woman of a man who
ruled the whole country had proved to be unfaithful! With his own eyes he had seen a stranger kissing her. He was
livid with rage. And in order to drown his sorrow, he was drinking beyond limit. Zeenat Mahal was making the
best use of this opportunity of defaming her rival queen. On seeing the Tartar maid, the Emperor thundered in
rage,
“What have you brought?”
The maid bowing humbly said, “My Lord, it is a request from Queen Salima.”
Biting his lips in anger, the Emperor said, “Tell her to die.” Then kicking the letter aside, he turned his face.
The maid returned. On learning of the Emperor’s reply, Salima sat down on the floor and ordering the maid
away, broke into tears. Hours passed by, the day was about to set. Salima said to herself,
“It is a misfortune to be an emperor’s queen. The eyes get tired waiting, the tongue gets worn out pleading, the
body breaks performing curtsies, and then on this small mistake that I fell asleep and could not wake up on his
arrival, he is punishing me so heavily, and humiliating me to such an extent! Then in what way am I a queen?
What will Zeenat and the maids think when they hear of this? How can I show my face after all this humiliation?
Now death is the only answer. Alas! Why was I not a poor man’s wife!”
Gradually the spirit of womanhood was roused in her. Self-esteem and strong determination reflected in her
eyes. She got up like a wounded serpent and wrote one more epistle.
Owner of the world!
Being your wife and servant, I die in obedience to your command. It is befitting for an empress to die after suffering
so much of humiliation, but a great emperor like you should not consider women such non-entities that a small
foolishness be punished so heavily. My fault was only this that I fell asleep oblivious of all else. Anyway, I die with the
wish to see my lord and master once again. And I’ll pray to the Almighty, All-Merciful One, to protect my lord.

Sprinkling some perfume in it, Salima kept it in a bouquet of fresh flowers in such a way that someone should
spot it straight away. She took out a valuable ring from her jewelry box; and kept staring at it for a while: then
proceeded to lick it.
872

In the evening the Emperor was out in the garden enjoying the fresh air. Two or three spies came up in great
panic and presenting the letter said,
“Your Majesty! A great calamity has befallen. The lady Salima has taken poison and is dying.”
Quickly the Emperor read the letter and leapt towards the palace. His beloved bride Salima was lying on the
floor. Her eyes were lusterless and her complexion had darkened like coal. The Emperor could not restrain
himself. In panic, he cried,
“Call for the Hakim!”
Several men hastened to obey. On hearing the Emperor’s voice, Salima looked up and in a faint voice said,
“My Destiny!”
The Emperor asked, “Salima, being the queen of the Emperor, did this become you?”
Salima said in pain, “My lord, my fault was trivial.”
The Emperor said in a stern voice, “You unfortunate one, was it a trivial fault to keep a man in a woman’s
disguise in the royal women’s quarters? I would never have believed my ears, but how can I disbelieve my eyes?”
Like a person who is stung by a thousand scorpions, Salima, writhing in pain, cried,
“What?”
The Emperor shrank back in fear. He said,
“Tell me the truth, this moment you are on your way to God, who was that youth?”
Puzzled, Salima asked, “Which youth?”
The Emperor said angrily, “He whom you had kept with you disguised as the wine-server.”
Startled Salima asked, “What? Is Saki a man?”
The emperor said, “It could not be that. You truly did not know this?”
Shocked, Salima said, “Oh, my God!”Then tears flowed down her cheeks. Now she understood everything.
After a while, she said,
“My Master, then I have no complaint. The punishment which you meted out was befitting such a crime. My
vanity may please be forgiven. I swear in the name of God, I had no knowledge of this.”
Moved, the Emperor said in a tearful voice, “Then Salima you are dying for no fault of yours,” and he began to
sob. Salima taking hold of his hand laid it on her heart and said,
“My Master, at the moment of death, I have received the joy which I had not expected. Forgive my sins and
grant my one last request.”
The Emperor said, “Tell me quickly, Salima.”
Salima said with courage, “Forgive that youth.”
After this tears flowed from her eyes and soon she lay lifeless and cold.
The Emperor knelt beside her, and kissing her forehead, wept like a child.
*
Hungry and thirsty, the youth lay in the cold and pitch darkness, when suddenly the gates screeched open and
light pierced the darkness. Along with this light, a sound resounded in the cellar,
“Unfortunate youth, are you in your senses?”
The youth enquired in a sharp voice, “Who’s there?”
The reply came, “The Emperor.”
Without showing any deference, the youth said, “This is not a place fit for emperors—why have you come
here?”
“I hadn’t heard your explanation, and have come to hear it.”
After keeping quiet for some time, the youth replied, “Only to save Salima from a bad name, do I give you my
side of the story. When Salima was a young girl, I was a servant in their house. I have been in love with her since
then. Salima also loved me, but it was a child’s love. As she grew up, she started observing purdah and then she
became Shah Jehan’s begum, but I could not forget her. For five years I wandered about like a madman. Finally,
disguising myself as a woman I took up the job of a maid, with the intention of only seeing her and serving her.
That day, the bright moonlight, the fragrant flowers, the intoxication of wine and the privacy made me lose my
self-control. After that I wiped the sweat off her face and kissed her. I am guilty only of this. Salim does not know
anything about this.”
The Emperor stood silent for sometime. After that he walked away slowly without closing the gates behind
him.
Ten days have elapsed since Salima’s death. The Emperor stays in Salima’s room day and night. Facing it,
across the river, Salima’s white tomb has been built. The window through which Salima had looked out that
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evening waiting for the Emperor’s return, on that very spot the Emperor sits watching her tomb in that very
manner. No one is allowed to disturb him.
When it is past midnight, a heart-rending song breaks the stillness of the night. The Emperor can hear it very
clearly. Someone sings in a sad, pathetic voice,
“With whom shall I share my sorrow, my beloved?”
61.93 Weeds\fn{by Sripada Subrahmanya Sastry (1891-1961)} Kotipalli, East Godavari Disterict, Andhra Pradesh, India
(M) 11
“Yes, yes, your honor. With one stroke of your pen you could provide a brahmin family with annam\fn{Food.}
for their entire lives.”
“Annam or chunam\fn{Lime mortar.}, only the President of the District Board can provide. What can I do?”
The name used, no doubt, is his. What I mean is, please permit me to submit an explanation—consider a
choultry\fn{Charitable resthouse.} for example. The founding donor is somebody different from the clerk who
actually supervises and manages the day-to-day running of the institution. Even then, is it not the duty of the clerk
to implicitly obey the commands of the donor, your majesty?”
“How am I a donor? Nor is the President like your clerk.” If your honor offers such an interpretation, how can
I make any further submissions? Can any President reject the honorable Sub-Collector’s recommendation and still
survive?”
“I agree. But you are talking of the old days. Such practices are no longer valid. In the old days some clerkpleader used to become the President. Such people knew how to conduct themselves with appropriate deference in
the presence of higher officers. People these days—talking of the majority—they need not pass even the schoolfinal exam. Vote—that is the magic mantra now. And beyond that of course you have the turmeric-smeared
cashbox\fn{A note reads: Tumeric, a germicidal spice, is widely used in India and Andhra cuisine; it has sacred connotations as well, as
a common item among pooja materials. The Hindu housewife in South India decorates her doorstep with a coat of tumeric powder diluted
in water and over this dabs strings of vermilion dots. The merchants of Gujarat (among the most enterprising) or for that matter, Indian
merchants and traders anywhere, beautify their iron or steel cashboxes with dots of tumeric, for good fortune and profit .} so dear to the
baniyas from Gujarat. What more can I add? Only after asking the duffedar or head peon\fn{A note reads: Of an
office, a very important person in India, and a very common word, with the worst of bureaucratic and venal connotations to this grand
flunkey.} if it is the long signature or the initials—”

“Now that your honor has initiated it, please permit me another observation. Our respected President—your
honour may have noticed—in addition to the other defects, night and day … only in the precincts of the …
courtesans—”
“How can you say such things about a fellow brahmin?”
“Because he is of my community, I am faced with these problems. Because he is a brahmin he is capable of
combining holy bathing in the sacred month of Maagham\fn{ January-February.} with promiscuity. On the other
hand, if it were some Reddy, some Naidu or some Choudhary—”
“What! Is this your brahminical wits in full flow?”
“Isn’t it only the hurt of a hungry man, your majesty, and nothing of wits?”
“So when you know the whole background, why can’t you approach any popular courtesan?”
“Where is the need, while your honor is here to help?”
“All the same, when there are easier ways why take unnecessary trouble?”
“Can there be a more miserable way than approaching and seeking the help of a prostitute or fallen woman?
On the other hand, the whole family of ours can starve fora month to—”
“Now you are talking sense! People like you make supplies readily and amply to the District Board President.”
“Quite so, quite so, your honor. My mistake. The Sanskrit maxim says: ‘Visit not with empty hands,’ as your
honor well knows. So, by this time tomorrow—”
“I just mentioned it by the way and you are taking it seriously. For a little recommendation, do you think I am
going to take a bribe?”
“Bribe? How dare I? In the company of a Dharmaraja like you,\fn{ A note reads: Dharmaraja, the eldest of the five
Pandava princes in The Mahabharata; also the name of the god of Death in Hindu pantheon: Yama, or Yamadharmaraja; and both are
embodiments of Wisdom and dharma or Right Conduct: tongue-in-cheek flattery from the suppliant .} how dare I mention such an

anathema? Even if I can think of it, to give a bribe to someone of your stature—do I have the ability or capacity?
Even then, however, as a token of our appreciation for providing our entire family with a means of livelihood, a
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maund\fn{In Bombay, 25lbs.; in Bombay, 30lbs.; in Calcutta, something over 82lbs. (1935 measures) } of pure ghee\fn{Clarified
butter.} might be of some use to you, you can use it to flavor your soup. A bundle of jaggery. To go with a pancake,
a tin of sugar-cane syrup—”
“All these, and other such things, are you going to propose to supply to me? Quite a plucky fellow, aren’t
you?”
“Because I feel assured that you won’t lose your temper with me—”
“An innocent brahmin like you, why should I be angry with you but … in a couple of days my elder daughter
and her husband and their children are coming to us. I can myself buy if I want, but—”
“Certainly not, your majesty. By cockcrow tomorrow I shall myself supply. I too am a father of girls. I know a
little of the expectations with which daughters come to their parents’ house and how the parents must satisfy
them. Moreover, when you are going to provide the means of livelihood for my son, can’t I supply a little
tiffin\fn{Lunch.} and a little coffee to your daughter—”
“I quite see your point. Let’s not talk of jaggery—even flies in our house don’t fancy jaggery. Your mention of
coffee reminds me—it appears you have a cow which has calved only recently?”
“Of course, Maharaja, of course. It slipped my mind. No need to say more. By daybreak I shall drive the cow
here myself.”
“I hope you are not treating it as a godaanam?”\fn{A note reads: Ceremonial donation of the cow. The donation of a cow, as
a part of the Hindu obsequies, to help the departed soul ford the River of Fire, Vaitarani in Hell. Once a cow is thus ritually donated it cannot be taken back.}

“Rama, Rama! No! Why worry unless you accept it as a donation?”
“If a brahmin were to be given things, whatever is given becomes a donation; but whatever is given to us … do
you understand? It’s simply “supply” … “inam”\fn{Endowment.} … “nazrana”\fn{Gift.} … “nemanu”\fn
{Tip.}.”\fn{A note reads: Various suphemisms for “bribe.”}
“Of course, your honor.”
“After all, you brahmins have only trained us to give and have divested us of our authority to take, don’t you
think?”
“I shouldn’t be saying it—our ancestors didn’t know anything except to sit in a corner and meditate.”
“No, you brahrnins didn’t simply sit in a corner, you ran a rope through its nostrils and made the entire nation
impotent.”
“Meaning?”
“Want to know? They divided man from fellow man, prompted mutual jealousies—but it is a long and bothersome tale, forget about it. At daybreak I was thinking of sending the servants to the cattle fair at Dwarapudi, shall
I drop the idea?”
“Where is the need now, your majesty?”
“Sure?”
“Still doubt? I swear by my Gayathri, my sacred thread.”\fn{A note reads: The most inviolable oath for an orthodox
brah-min. Gayathri is the sacred thread with which he is invested early in a ceremony to declare him a boy of the upper castes, eligible for
Vedic studies, and a bachelor. Gayathri is also the goddess associated with the most sacred Vedic prayer to the Sun God .}

“What do we believe in the sacred threads which we don’t wear … but of course only for the duration of my
daughter’s stay here, or until the cow starts going dry and yields milk only once a day. After that, let me assure
you, we won’t need your cow.”
“As the saying goes, the cow that has gone dry is like a weight around one’s neck. Then I shall come and take
it away, I assure you, food-giver.”
“All right then. If you give your cow to us for a few days, it cannot be construed as godaanam, is that clear?”
“Why, yor honour still doubts—”
“Nothing to doubt. Why, what is meant by doubt in the first place? And there is something more, I hope you
have noticed.”
“What is it sir?”
“If you insist on still calling it ritual donation, then if you take it away you will be guilty of taking back what
you have ritually donated. In order for you to save yourself from this sin, you cannot call it donation. Understand?”
“Yes, sir.”
“All right, you may go now. Hope to see you tomorrow morning, Avadhanulu garu?”
“Why talk of morning? By the cawing of crows, won’t I come and rouse you?”
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“That is intelligent. Want to know why? After daybreak, the worthless neighbors—”
“Alternatively, we can go one better.”
“How?”
“By midnight, twelve o’clock.”
“Great! Very good. By the time we return from the cinema show, you will come to us with the cow, right?”
“That’s right, your honor.”
“That is best. This evening, I shall draft a powerful recommendation to the President and you can take it to
him.”
“As you say, your majesty!”
“You may go now.”
“May the Food-Provider live long.”
*
“As much as a maund of pure ghee?”
“Can’t avoid it.”
“You have agreed to it?”
“Did I have a choice in the matter?”
“I have been running your home all these years, given birth to all these children, but even on a festival day we
haven’t known more than a millispoon of ghee—”
“Before he got into such jobs, that wretched fellow didn’t know either. Today was his day.”
“Nothing else, I hope?”
“Even—the … cow.”
“What?”
“Sitting at home and bellowing like that is no wisdom. We have to send our cow as well.”
“We are sunk.”
“We must swallow this bitter medicine somehow. Do you think getting a government job is that easy?”
“…”\fn{This indication of a blank space occasionally shows up in the short fiction; and in one of the stories, it is clear from the
context that it is intended to convey a non-verbal response: such as a look, a grimace of some kind, a shrug of the shoulders; something like
that.}

“After all, our son got this cow from his in-laws.”
“Why can’t you judge what is right and wrong?”
“What else have I done now except judge what is right?”
“Haven’t the in-laws given us the cow for supplying milk to the little granddaughter?”
“And for her father’s job, we must give the cow away.”
“Won’t everyone around heap abuse and scorn on us?”
“What is more important, the censure of the neighbors or the livelihood this man is providing us?”
“What am I bothered? The daughter-in-law’s wish, my son’s inclination and added to it your need. Do as you
like.”
“Our son will himself take the cow to him. Who am I in this matter?”
“Snatching the milk from the lips of an infant—does this kalakatare\fn{Collector.} have children of his own?”
“His elder daughter and son-in-law and their children are arriving in a couple of days. It is for their coffee.”
“He has begotten daughters? Then how could he say such things?”\fn{ Sons, not daughters, are the honored sex in India,
and in many other places, even (if covertly) by many in America .}
“Power, power, office, office—those who have it can say anything.”
“The little girl—a tiny little infant three months old—won’t her curse fall on this devil?”
“No more talk. Hush! A faggot once ignited will surely burn down. The beggars you see in the evenings after
lamps are lit, do you have any idea who they all were in their previous birth? People like this. Stop it now. Once
they are superannuated, nobody will bother about them.”
“I am not bothered what his plight is going to be later, but our grandchild will starve now. No alternative but to
give her tinned milk.”
“Just one month, please be patient for just one month. The responsibility is entirely our son’s. But please try to
convince our daughter-in-law about the various compulsions. The day one month is over, fifty rupees will tinkle
in our hands. The first month’s salary I will use to buy a wonderful Kamadhenu-like\fn{ Kamadhenu is the Heavenly
Cow in Hindu mythology which offers endless wish-fulfillment .} cow. Everyone will have curds then. The second month’s
salary will go towards a banaras sari—our daughter-in-law has a fine golden complexion, so to match it a fine
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purple shade with flowers of zari we will buy and present it to her and her face will open up again. The third
month’s salary will go towards inaugural ornaments for the infant and that will absolve our sin of denying her the
cow milk. After that only limitless affluence for the family.”
“You and your fancy. That is enough. stop it. Don’t go boasting like this, people will laugh at you.”
“These people! After our son is appointed in this job, do you think I am going to have anything to do with
these worthless fellows?”
*
“If your honour says so—”
“Am I saying something new now? I have just explained the factual position. It is for you to do as you wish.”
“Not that way, if your honor loses his temper I will be done for. I am a brahmin. Poor, a man with a family. It is
not for me to say, but I am a ghanapathi, a specialist in Veda recitation. Your honor may bestow his favor on me.”
“Is the favor any the less as it is? I shall arrange for an interview as soon as he returns home. I shall get you all
the time you need to explain your case. Is that enough?”
“If you speak from the tip of your tongue—”
“What about you?”
“…”
“What else are you doing?”
“…”
“As the saying goes, to suit your convenience, aren’t you treating me like a stranger?”
“ … I seek your merciful favour.”
“What is this? … That’s all?”
“Pray accept this.”
“A measly five rupee note you put in my hand and wish to carry away a mountain of a favor, do you? Very
clever fellow!”
“Aren’t you a maharaja? Believe me, these are not hands I am holding, but your feet. I have pawned my rosary
of rudrakshas\fn{A note reads: Sacred beads; the pawning of the rosary of rudrakshas is meant to suggest terminal penury.} for
these five rupees. Even if you cut me up, I cannot manage more. Please save me.”
“Is that so? All right then. Only you brahmins are capable of greed. We are not capable of it. All right tomorrow, then—it is too late today. Do you understand? If you can come tomorrow morning at half past eight, while he
has his coffee you can have his darshan. Don’t forget you have to give a rupee to the orderly at that time.”
“A rupee more?”
“Can’t help. He is the key.”
“That’s it then, all that is left remaining is my head, and for that one rupee I shall pawn it.”
“You have to manage somehow.”
“We lead a hand-to-mouth existence, what can we give, your honor?”
“Because you have given me a currency note and you are going to give one rupee to the orderly, don’t imagine
the entire responsibility is ours.”
“How can I? Then about this letter—”
“Letter …”
“What is the matter, why do you make such a face?”
“Don’t be shocked. Let me tell you the factual position. Telling lies, praising one to his face and then betraying
him is not within my competence. Because you are supplicating so humbly, my heart melts, has already melted.”
“Yes, your honor.”
“In the present circumstances, all the favor I can bestow on you is to get you an opportunity to present your
case to him at leisure. Actually this letter should have done the trick, but—”
“… Please tell the truth.”
“That is exactly what I am doing. The President has no love lost for the Sub-Collector.”
“I am finished. Why?”
“Forget about the why. That is the way it is.”
“God!”
“You cannot even use it as a tongue-cleaner.”
“We are sunk—”
“So, so, the real color is surfacing at last. Now, how much there?”
“Rama, Rama! The Sub-Collector favors brahmins. Went and sought his favor. He yielded.”
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“Is that so? Great!. All right, what am I bothered what underhand deals you have transacted with him—as I
said, that letter is as good as a blank sheet.”
“What is the alternative?”
“There is a no-risk proposition, a marvelous means. I shall suggest if you so desire.”
“Please favor me.”
“If you manage to pull it off, you need not even see him. By cockcrow tomorrow you will have the order in
your hands.”
“I have already requested you to favor me with it, haven’t I?”
“I am trying, am I not? But then, when the job is done, another currency note for me, do you understand?”
“One more?”
“ Very well, then. Good. Come tomorrow morning and I shall arrange a darshan for you with the honorable
President. I have eaten your money, I won’t betray you.”
“Is this fair?”
“If you feel bad, take your note and go away.”
“Tell me the way out.”
“Why not? But first you must agree to our terms.”
“Where from can I get the cash?”
“You are starting it all afresh? Where from to get, how to get, you expect me to tell you? All right then, how
about the maund of ghee—”
“…”
“Why are you turning pale?”
“Your honor is pleased to issue some commands. If you assess my capabilities first—”
“Your capabilities are already revealed by the cow.”
“…”
“Why do you bite your tongue?”
“…”
“Why don’t you speak?”
“…”
“Can’t I see through your shows?”
“Please tell me the way out.”
“Now you are talking sense. You are going to give without fail?”
“I will.”
“If you don’t, by first light the next day the order will be revoked.”
“No, no. Please guide me.”
“All right, now hold your sacred thread—”
“…”
“That’s enough. Listen to me now. And remember carefully.”
“Yes, your honor.”
“The Promontory Street—Duggirala Seshachalam—have you heard at any time?”
“No, who is he?”\fn{A note reads: Seshachalam is generally a man’s name, hence the confusion. The Vedic scholar here has not
heard of the name of the most famous courtesan of the town.}
“Not he, she. She is a courtesan.”
“…”
“What is the matter? Polluted? Need a ritual bathe with your clothes on?”\fn{ A note reads: A severe form of ritualistic
purification.}
“What difference does it make? Please go ahead.”
“She is very beautiful. A golden doll. And in the prime, too. One look and you are hooked. Already four or five
gents have become bankrupt.”
“No need for description. Please continue.”
“If she can recommend—”
“Recommend?”
“Yes, what I mean is if she agrees for love-play.”
“…”
“It is here that your intelligence will be tested, and your scholarship.”
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“I have memorized the Veda—”
“Then why don’t you teach the same Veda to your son, you will be saved all the trouble, don’t you think?”
“…”
“You want to monopolize the Vedas and the Sastras. And at the same time snatch away all these government
jobs. Am I right?”
“…”
“Your ancestors ruined us completely, but at least left us in slavery. People like you now want to deny even this
to us. Don’t you agree—”
“ … then this letter—”
“As valuable as castor oil. First grade castor oil manufactured in Ambajipet. Excellent as a purgative. And I
believe it has already done its job.”
“You are rubbing chilli powder into my injuries.”
“It will save you from sepsis, and will help heal quickly, don’t you think?”
“…”
“Get a move on, you naïve brahmin! Standing there dumbstruck won’t help you in today’s conditions, will it?”
“Then there is no way out except this?”
“Why not? Why, is there a compulsion? My honest advice is to forget the whole thing. But before you do that,
that desire for a Government job, that cursed thing which is responsible for all your troubles. So give it up, if you
can drop it, get rid of it, then there will be no need for any courtesan’s darshan, nor even a temple deity’s. You can
then sit in peace, twirling your fingers around your sacred thread, then Vedas and Vedangas … you must excuse
me now, plenty of work pending, so thats all for today.”
“Siva, Siva.”
*
“Who are you?”
“We are brahmins.”
“My respects, please proceed that way.”
“Krishnaarpanam\fn{Offered to Lord Sri Krishna.}
“On what purpose have you visited us?”
“I have come on an important mission.”
“You want us to arrange a dancing troupe, or a concert?”\fn{ A note reads: Two of the public services offered by the
courtesan caste. Prostitution was a later, inevitable, development .}
“I don’t have the capacity for either. Nor is there any need. I have memorized the Veda.\fn{ There are four Vedas; I
am not sure what is meant here by “the” Veda .} In that field I have no equal in the entire district; but I have a big family.
No property, besides. I have come to you with the hope of a livelihood.”
“Where does your honor hail from?”
“Originally Duppalapudi; but for the last four years we have been living in this town.”
“Shall return in a minute, please come in.”
“…”
“I don’t have the capacity to honor people like you. Nor do I have the competence. Even then, we must offer
‘Leaf, flower, fruit or water—as the Lord Srikrishna commands in the Gita. Please accept … and give your blessings.”
“Blessed already with every prosperity, what more blessings can I give you? Moreover, as much as ten rupees
you have put in my hands and you tell me that you don’t have the ability, nor enough competence.”
“I have not been able to give you even a month’s provisions. I am ashamed. But then please treat this as an
annual. Like this, once a year, first thing after my morning puja, please grace me with your visit.”
“Thalli,\fn{A note reads: A richly connotative salutation: “Mother/Goddess/dear lady/dear little girl;” form of address to woman of
any age; term of endearment to a little child; both of which seem to be appropriate here .} I am overwhelmed with ecstasy. I can’t
find the words. I had heard of your merit. I can now see a demonstration of it. I am extremely happy. But then I
want you to think about this, I haven’t come to you for money, so first please take back these rupees—”
“Let the money be with you, please utilize it. Once I give, I do not take it back. Now please go ahead and
permit me to know of what use I can be to you.”
“Shall I?”
“Why doubt?”
“No doubt. I have come with great hope.”
879

“Please go ahead. If it is worth doing, if it can be done, then I won’t say no.”
“If you can favor us, you will provide us with our livelihood for ever. That’s why I have come looking for
you.”
“All right.”
“This is the first time I have entered the street of courtesans. I am already half-dead with shame; but your worthiness makes me feel that it is unnecessary to feel ashamed.”
“Please command me.”
“Unless you promise to me that you will fulfil my wish I cannot say it.”
“That kind of promise I never make. Courtesans cannot promote great missions. Even if there are such missions, as I have told you, I must know what it is first.”
“If you say so … All right then, listen. I have six daughters; three of them married and settled. All three are
mothers already; the eldest daughter has even been blessed with grandsons. I have two more daughters to marry.
The fourth daughter’s nuptial ceremony is to be celebrated. Next, I have only one son. That son has an infant
daughter of three months—”
“What a family! Anyone who sights you first thing in the morning will be absolved of their sins, sir.”
“That you think so is our good fortune. Coming to the present business, with great difficulty, I have been able
to get my son educated up to F. A.\fn{A note reads: Fellow of Arts: the first two-year course of the university education in those
days; the present “Intermediate.”} Then—what do you call.it—L. T.\fn{A note reads: Licentiate in Teaching, a diploma in Education.} Even that he has finished. Now I am gomg from pillar to post for securing his appointnent as a teacher.”
“Is that so?”
“If you can recommend it—”
“Me?”
“Yes, thalli! That is what I have come to know! Wouldn’t you earn merit in heaven for this service?”
“This matter appears to be a pathway of burning coals. I already sense a conspiracy. Even then, who is to give
this.”
“The District Board—”
“Aah!”
“—President, it appears.”
“…”
“What is the matter, amma? What is it? Why do you seem to be shivering all over? Why are you perspiring so
much, amma?”
“…”
“Why don’t you speak, amma?”
“I shall tell you later. Sir, who told you that the job will be given if I recommend?”
“That clerk who is with him always—”
“Srihari, Srihari.”
“What is happening, amma?”
“…”
“Your reaction somehow worries me. Why don’t you say something, amma?”
“Don’t get worried. Today I am being put through an ordeal. Otherwise this wouldn’t have happened and this
way. That thin … venomous-looking … officious rascal—is it he who told you about this?”
“Yes, that fangless panther.”
“Do you believe God exists, Avadhanulu garu?”
“Why, amma?”
“Ask me why? There is no God, but devils exist. No, dharmam. Injustice is all-pervasive. You don’t get even a
tiny sample of good anywhere. Violence, wrong alone is on the increase. Morality doesn’t exist not just in our
community but in the country as a whole. Everyone seems to be telling only lies, no truth whatsoever. Violence
pervades everywhere. Turn in any direction, any place and you see bloodshed. God does not exist of course.”
“What incident has led to such a loss of faith in God, thalli?”
“Don’t be angry with me. Nor should you rebuke me. You do have utter scoundrels among brahmins, would
you agree or not?”
“I c-a-n-n-o-t d-e-n-y.”
“If there are, the President you mentioned is their ringleader, their caste-elder.”
“…”
880

“Why, is that difficult to take?”
“Not at all; but there are some things only scavengers would do.”
“True, but why spoil the name of the scavenging community?\fn{ They are also a caste in India.} Scavenging is their
occupation. What is the connexion between occupation and tendency?”
“None, I must say.”
“Therefore the scavenger does his scavenging job. Or he must show higher talent?”
“True.”
“Then what about a brahmin?”
“Must reveal a divine element.”
“As far as our President goes, forget about any divine element does not even have a human element; worse, he
enjoys a devil’s nature to the full.”
“I had heard of some weaknesses, perversions. Didn’t know that he is so thoroughly evil.”
“Not simply a scoundrel, he is a beast—worse than a beast.”
“What harm has he done to you, thalli?”
“He hasn’t done any harm to me; he only revealed his savage nature.”
“Meaning?”
“The traditions of dance are observed even by forest-dwellers like the Koyas. Even this much was beyond our
President.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I happened to go to perform at a wedding in a brahmin’s house.”
“Yes?”
“Our President is related to the boy’s family.”
“He came to attend the wedding, that means.”
“Yes. He sent word to me to go to his lodge for one night. The emissary was no other than the mongrel dog
who told you about me.”
“I am asking out of my ignorance, thalli, was there no prior relationship between you both?”
“No. Had received messages. I never agreed.”
“Is that so?”
“He has a liaison with my aunt’s daughter. Because of my attachment for her, I turned him down. When I told
her, they quarreled over it. Two months later they broke with each other.”
“A very complicated affair?”
“I never, ever go to anyone’s lodgings. More so when I go to perform at a place, I observe total abstinence
Impossible, and I told him so.”
“Well done, thalli.”
“He threw a hundred rupee note at me. I looked at it as though it were a worthless leaf plate and moved far
away from it.”
“You should have been born among the upper castes, thalli.”
“Why do you say that, sir? What is so special about the upper castes now? Do women in the upper castes get
any love and respect? Even among the upper castes woman is only a slave, isn’t she? A plaything isn’t she?”
“…”
“Why, are you hurt? If you are, please forget what I have just said. Kindly pardon me.”
“No, not at all, thalli, not at all. You have only commented on the way of the world. No need for anyone to
forgive you. Then what happened?”
“God only knows what this mongrel dog told him, or he lost his mind, or perhaps that’s his nature, the next
evening in the open sabha,\fn{Session.} when I had put on my string of anklet bells, he made me undo it, and he
made a rank beginner dance instead. And in the wedding procession that night, he insisted on my dancing.”
“He swore revenge on you, that means—”
“This is bestiality, not revenge, sir, isn’t it? The fellow who in the sabha forces the chief courtesan to undo her
anklet bells, and who commands the chief courtesan to dance in a procession, is he human?”
“What do people of this generation know about our arts, our customs and etiquette?”
“They don’t want the arts, but want the woman who knows these arts. That’s why I call them beasts. Let it be.
Later I made some enquiries. Our President has nothing but figure-lust. The whole plot is engineered by that mongrel dog.”\fn{The President’s assistant; the creature who has been baiting our brahman all this time .}
“Just to please his master?”
881

“To make a puppet of him and make money on the sly.”
“…”
“How much of it is falsely created do you understand now? Generally speaking, we permit anyone to come
who has enough money. But among them hardly one in a hundred or one crore qualify as rasikas.\fn{Aesthetes.}
The rest of them are all—”
“A brahmin, of a noble family, and our President, if he behaves like this why talk of others?”
“Do you understand the meaning of my recommendation?”
“I understand.”
“Supposing I agree, then your son’s getting the job is certain?”
“That’s what the clerk said.”
“That means my self-betrayal and the bestial nature of our President combining together will provide livelihood to a brahmin family, am I right?”
“…”
“Therefore, sir, tell the mongrel dog to fetch the President tonight.”
“Amma—”
“Won’t take a copper, tell him.”
“Amma—”
“Sit down, sir, why are you already leaving?”
“Nothing. I shall go the way I have come. Please don’t get ready for self-betrayal.”
“Why not?”
“Such a conspiracy? Such treachery? That fellow is, as it is, a pimp. This blackguard has turned me into another like himself! I believed that the President and you had had a liaison earlier and if I implored you you would
recommend and get us the job. I thought so and I came. Besides, I didn’t at all know you are so merited. I am a
brahmin. Have memorized the Veda. Sustain my family on mendicancy. Hereafter I shall approach a few more
people for help, but I shall never venture to play the pimp and sacrifice a courtesan who is a noble artiste—for
selfish ends I shall not throw a terror-striken deer to a tiger—I cannot, I dare not do it. So, thalli, please forgive
me. Forget my request. Please permit me to take leave.”
“Impossible, sir, you cannot go away. If because of me a sound Vedic scholar can achieve livelihood for his
family, it shall be my good fortune. In my life this is a sacred episode. I may not get this opportunity again. Anyway, I am not an embodiment of chastity, still lless am I a married woman. So there is no new merit I am going to
achieve now through this. I have no regrets; nor do I want you to feel sorry.”
“Thalli—”
“I am not going to listen to you any more, please. Please don’t say anything more. It has to be this way.
Haven’t I submitted it to you? Cohabitation with such beasts is nothing new for us. Sir, please don’t worry about
me. Convey my message to the mongrel dog.”
“Let me—”
“I won’t let you say a word more. If you do anything else it shall be betraying the Veda you have learned.”
“You have put a noose around my neck, dear child.”
“Please don’t say such things. Please depart now. Once in a while please honor me with a visit. Please convey
my respects to ammagaru.”
“Amma, you have clamped my mouth. You have tied me up hands and feet. You have made me a living corpse
—”
“Don’t say such things, sir.”
“What strength you have, thalli! How merited you are! What a noble birth is yours! You shouldn’t have been
born in the courtesan caste.”
“Why, what is wrong with the caste of the courtesans, sir? Are all upper caste housewives without blemish, sir?
Among us, we have housewives far far superior to me—and courtesans, thousands of them keep faith each to a
single man. But the world is blind, menfolk libidinous … All this is irrelevant talk. Please depart. Let me touch
your feet once …”
“Krishnaarpanam. What travails God has subjected me to! Isn’t there God? Isn’t the Goddess Gayathri
watching all this? This traitor—this scamp, will he prosper in life?”
*
“ … sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, twenty.”
“Are they two hundred? All right?”
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“Yes, but just the amount of two hundred and nothing more?”
“…”
“You Brahmins don't know the etiquette. The whole bazaar is overflowing with sweet batavias, couldn’t you
have brought even a hundred fruit? At least four chakrakeli banana bunches, a mere one dozen apples, four seers
of grapes—”
“It didn’t occur to me. Please don’t be angry. First month’s salary—”
“It is six hundred a year. In two years twelve hundred—”
“Why say more, haven’t I said I would fetch them?”
“Then don’t forget one thing more.”
“Still more?”
“One piece of cloth for a frock. Not more than four yards will be enough. At two or two-and-a-quarter rupees a
yard—just drop the cash in my hands, I shall take the rest of the trouble.”
“…”
“Why, can’t you speak?”
“…”
“I have just one daughter, born after keeping us waiting for long, after our four sons, sir. Just completed her
ninth year! We named her after my mother-in-law! We are rearing her like a sweet cake, sir. She is my very life,
sir!”
“All right, shall get it for you.”
“Righto! That’s the way. That is class. Now you may go. Come first thing to my house in the morning.”
“All right … but then the order must cover two years straightaway.”
“What do you think, my tongue is no toddypalm bark. Do you suspect I shall go back on my word?”
“All right, I take leave now.”
“You may, sir.”
“ … Look here, the film Maalapilla is showing, interested in going?”
“If I start, my entire family will move with me, do you know?”
“No problem about that, I shall send the jutka, get them ready.”
“Sabash, you are a brahmin of much enterprise. Let me assure you, you can treat the District Board as our own
hard-earned property. The President’s very life is held in my fist, you know. So don’t forget me and I shall not
forget you.”
“With you there.”
“After these two years, mark my word, I shall pull you up to the two hundred grade.”
“Good boy, Good boy.”
*
“ … President garu—”
“Is he coming or has he asked me to come?”
“Coming, I hear.”
“Escort him here and get away from the scene. But before that, here … five rupees in connection with the road
contract. These two from the school teachers. Take and go away.”
“Thanks, thanks.”
*
“Have any contractors been around?”
“No, sir.”
“Any petitioners?”
“No, I am afraid, no again, sir.”
“Need cash at once, how can we manage?”
“Tomorrow perhaps it can be—”
“Can’t wait until tomorrow! Unless I take a minimum of hundred rupees Ammani won’t allow me to cross her
doorstep.”
“Why, is she sore with you?”
“Last night it was hopeless.”
“I shall compensate all that tonight. Forget about Ammani.”
“How will forgetting help?”
“We shall go tonight to a vastly superior courtesan.”
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“What?”
“Your tapas, devotional penance, is bearing fruit tonight.”
“Who is it, I say?”
“I shall tell you, be patient.”
“Rajamani?”
“Tcha!”
“Neelam—”
“Tchee!”
“Veerabhadram—”
“Chuss!”
“Then who is it?”
“Aren’t you going to see her? Dine and then in just two hours we start for her place, don’t we?”
“No dinner, no nonsense, straightaway—”
“…”
“Don’t look so shocked, send for the driver—”
“Not so fast, all right, let me tell you, please be seated.”
“Be quick.”
“Seshachalam”
“Duggirala—”
“That is her.”
“Oh Yes! You are a true clerk! I must say! Deserve to be private secretary to emperors—”
“Mere words! Just empty handshakes!”
“Not hereafter. You have brought round a courtesan that spumed me. Whatever I do, I can never acquit myself
of my debt. Now tell me what you want, I shall do it forthwith.”
“All right then, sign on this paper …”
“What is it? Contract for road metalling? Have you squeezed something out of it?”
“Rama, Rama! He is related to our in-laws, sir.”
“Looks like a higher quotation than Venkatayya’s quotation.”
“We shall get the figures changed, don’t worry.”
“Hush, hush! Get it quickly …”
“Scribble one on this as well.”
“What is this?”
“Vacancy in the high school.”
“There must be two of them … I see, this is the fifty rupee one. At least in this, something.”
“Absolutely impoverished man. Moreover the only son-in-law of the purohit\fn{Family priest.} of my in-laws. I
said no, no but he pressed on me a southern frock cloth for my daughter—”
“'Thoo—what am I interested?”
“…”
“What is this?”
“Two month vacancy.”
“The twenty-five rupees one?”
“Yes.”
“At least in this—”
“It is to recommend this Seshachalam—”
“Aah!”
“I stirred up Avadhanulu garu into the mission.”
“Great fellow, why not issue the order in her presence?”
“Instead of having a merry time, why spoil your mood with these matters?”
“Sabash! There is no other major-domo like you.”
“If you keep taking care of me, won’t I sacrifice my life for you?”
“Hereafter whenever you want me to sign, without asking “what”—without even looking at it—I shall sign, all
right? As far as possible, Board funds also—”
“With your kind favor, a humble dwelling—”
“Why a humble dwelling, say ‘an upstair building.’ I shall get the Prime Minister to lay its foundation, just
884

see.”
“Then I shall leave and make the necessary arrangements, have a bite myself and come back say by half past
eight, please be ready.”
“All right, my dear Premier.”
61.104 The Chenchu Queen\fn{by Chinta Dikshitulu (1891-1961)} Dangeru Village, East Godavari District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 6
On their way from Kurnool to the temple town of Srisailam, pilgrims camp at a place called Nagalooti. The
residents of this tiny hamlet are all Chenchu tribals. The same place has recently come to be known as Bairagikatta and Mondikatta.
There is a temple at Nagalooti. Opposite this temple, pilgrims light bonfires and spend the nights. Some climb
on to the mandapam or stone pavilion of the temple and sleep there.
Nagalooti is situated in the midst of a forest. mango trees and bamboo brakes have formed dense masses here.
In the month of Maagham\fn{January-February), the taandra trees (Belleric myrobalam) are in full bloom. The fragrance of their blossom spreads throughout Nagalooti and its neighborhood. Around the same time green mangoes
and parrot-pecked fruit start dropping to the ground. The Chenchu tribals feed on them and fill their bellies.
In summer there is the fear of wild animals at Nagalooti. Now and then at night an occasional tiger comes to
the area for a drink of water. That is the reason why the pilgrims go without sleep and keep a watch around the
bonfires.
There is a small pool near Nagalooti. Into that pool flows perpetually the river Paataala Ganga, a branch of the
river Krishna. In the same pool the pilgrims bathe, and the same water the villagers drink. For the same water
tigers too come at night.
The Nallamala Hills are covered densely with forests. Scattered among them there are numerous Chenchu
goodems or settlements. Nagalooti is one such colony. It is only on this hill that you have holy pilgrim centers.
Srisailam has become famous as the most sacred among all these. All the rocks on Srisailam are Siva lingams,
they say; all the Chenchus on Srisailam are siddhudus (those who have acquired supernatural powers), they say.
Because of Srisailam, the Nallamala Hills and the forests thereon too have acquired supernatural power.
Once, it is said, some pilgrims returning from Srisailam after the Sivaratri festival were cooking a meal near
Nagalooti. They were going to eat a hare for the evening meal. Putting its meat in the pot they cooked it on a fire.
Not finding anything to stir it with, they picked up a length of wood lying nearby and stirred the curry with it and
out sprang the hare from the pot and ran away. The power of the life-giving herb sanjivini, people believe, some
of the trees on the hills possess.
Not just the trees, the siddhudus living there too possess such powers, it is said.
How wonderful it would be if men were not to experience hunger: then without any worry they could happily
spend their time meditating on God’s name, a brahmin used to think. He tried very hard, approaching every bairagi (wandering mendicant) he could find and requesting him to free him from hunger.
Once he met a siddhudu in the Nallamala Hills. That Siddhudu gave him the juice of some leaves and did away
with his hunger. Though the brahmin felt happy at that time; later unimaginable was the worry and anxiety he
went through. Instead of reciting God’s name, the brahmin felt as though he had been afflicted with some disease,
and he swallowed many a medicine. All in vain. At last he chanced upon another bairagi. And the bairagi gave
him an efficacious medicine. Because of the effect of that medicine he vomited the leaf-juice he had swallowed
earlier. Imbibing the leaf-juice that bairagi conquered hunger and entered ceaseless samadhi (deep meditation).
Such is the power of the Nallamala Hills, folks say.
*
There were many bamboo huts in Nagalooti goodem. One hut, however, was at a distance under a mango tree
near a sacred pool. In that hut lived a Chenchu woman and a Chenchu boy.
The Chenchu woman was old. Dark-skinned. In her youth, [she] must have been a beauty. Now her skin was
all creased. Eyes bluish, hair copper-colored. The Chenchu boy was twenty. He was of course the Chenchu woman’s son. During the day he went hunting and secured enough food for his mother and himself. The old woman
would forever sit absentimindedly outside the hut. All the Chenchus there called her the Chenchu Queen.
Hearing her addressed as Chenchu Queen, pilgrims believed she was a great female Siddhudu and made her
offerings of coconuts and bananas. The old woman never noticed either the fruit or the pilgrims. Occasionally she
would mutter this to herself:
885

“Seas, and a country in the midst of the sea. Towns in that land, and in one of the towns my God.”
Pilgrims couldn’t make anything of these words.
The name given by her parents to the old woman in her infancy was Lachchi; the name she was given later was
Bessy; and in her last days the name she got was Chenchu Queen. The son’s name was Veerabhadrudu.
She never spoke to outsiders but she would converse occasionally with her son. She would ask him if he could
take her across the seas and the countries. She would enquire if he was interested in visiting the lands of the Gods
situated in the midst of the seas. And he would ask her if there were forests there, if he could hunt there and if
there were Chenchus there. She would tell him that their God lived there and wouldn’t he take her there when he
grew up?
Not comprehending the import of her words, at times Veerabhadrudu would not even reply.
Lesser animals which her son caught in his snares, green or ripe fruit, bamboo rice, the wax of the honeycombs
sustained her; for sustaining her heart she had the image of her son and her own thoughts. Now and then she
would sigh. The wind too, from some corner would sigh at the same time. She would shed tears occasionally; at
the same time the leaves would shed droplets of dew. At times she would embrace her son and say that he alone
was her God.
“I am not,” he would say. But the bamboo brakes would shrill, preventing her from hearing his words.
All the Chenchus living in those parts called Veerabhadrudu alone the son of Chenchu Queen. They all treated
him with respect. Veerabhadrudu was extremely skilled in hunting. If he went into the forest with his bow and
arrows, he never returned home empty-handed.
Why he didn’t look like the other Chenchus and why he and his own mother were treated with deference by
one and all he could not understand. What could be the reason for this, he asked many. Somehow they never gave
him a satisfactory explanation.
He realized that except his mother no one else would tell him, and one day he pressed her to tell him. After
much hesitation at last his mother told him. The Paataala Ganga emerges and flows through hills, she told him; it
takes a turn somewhere to the east among the hills in the midst of forests, and where it curves the water comes to
a standstill; the curve looks like a cave, it’s called the Corpses’ Corner. If he went there, she told him, he would
see two Chenchus. He should meet those Chenchus and tell them that he was Lachchi’s son, and he must also tell
them that Lachchi was going to the midst of the seas. Only those two, she said, would tell him the whole story of
his birth.
Now Veerabhadrudu grew eager to go there, but how could he leave his mother all alone and go? The Chenchu
Queen understood his hesitation and told him that the Chenchus nearby would feed her and so there was no need
for him to worry on this account.
*
Veerabhadrudu made preparations for his journey. He picked up his bow and arrows. With a cloth round his
loins and another on his shoulders and a big knife stuck in his waistcloth, he set out. He struck across the forests.
Leavng in the hours before sunrise, by the time the sun climbed two yards into the sky he had reached a big
pond. Nearby were situated a Chenchu goodem and a Lambadi goodem. Skirting the two goodems, he ate the
mangoes, tunki fruit (sweet and sour wild berries) and tamarind fruit which he had gathered on the way, drank his
fill from the pond, and resumed his journey.
Further ahead, when the Chenchus there sighted him, they thought he was an alien and got ready with their
bows and arrows. When they got close to him, however, they fled, shouting:
“The Chenchu Queen’s son, the Chenchu Queen’s son.”
Pushing ahead, on and on, he sighted the river Krishna. It was flowing gently over the boulders. He kept
walking on its bank. The jungle fpwl began calling from the bamboo brakes. At his approach, troops of monkeys
jumped from boulder to boulder and disappeared. On the way he passed countless teak trees, maddi (sal) trees,
wild acacia trees. Without noticing them, lost in thoughts of his mother and himself, he pushed ahead.
By the evening he reached Srisailam. He had not come across any more Chenchus on the way. He felt hungry.
He felled a country date, cut it up, ate its unopened sprout and thus satisfied his hunger and thirst. That night he
slept in one of the rooms of a choultry (charitable rest house) opposite the Srisailam temple. He rose in the fourth
quarter of the night, and followed a beaten track.
Noticing his bow and arrows, the bears on the way quietly moved away. Herds of deer bounded away, leaping
and flying.
After walking for long, he sighted the Paataala Ganga. Along the river he proceeded. The sun now beat down
fiercely. Bathing in the Paataala Ganga, drinking of its water, he lay down to rest under the shade of a boulder. All
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around him stood big hills; and as though sprinkled around lay boulders. The hills were entirely covered with
forests. A place for tigers to roam about. He dozed off there. He did not know how long he slept.
When he opened his eyes, there opposite on a boulder he saw a Chenchu maiden. Rubbing his eyes he sat up
and looked again. A dark Chenchu girl, around sixteen years of age. Next to her lay a basket, and in the basket he
saw fruit, both ripe and green, a knife and some snares. The Chenchu maiden’s beauty shone like the rays emerging out of the sun and enchanted his heart. His mind lost its poise.
“Are you a Chenchu?” asked the girl.
“Yes,” said Veerabhadrudu.
“We two shall settle down in these hills. Will you live with me?”
“Don’t you have parents?”
“I don’t have and I have. Why don’t you answer my question?”
“Will you guide me to the Corpses’ Corner?:
“If I do, will you be friends with me?”
“I shall ask my mother.”
“Where is your mother?”
“In Nagalooti.”
“There is no forest in Nagalooti. What a forest we have here! We can roam about freely, can’t we?”
“Yes.”
They conversed in this fashion for some time. The Chenchu girl fed Veerabhadrudu fully on fruit. Together
they both swam across, shouting, to the other side of the Paataala Ganga. After crossing the stream, they went
round the hills and then ahead. On the way the Chenchu maid told him so many things and so many stories. Many
were the songs she sang. That night they spent on a tree, chatting. Before daybreak they rose and continued their
journey. Over untrod paths and by tracks not known to any the Chenchu maiden escorted him.
The Paataala Ganga flows through the hills. At one point right in the middle of the river’s path stands a
mountain. This is the point where the river Krishna has to flow around the mountain. Here during the season of
floods the river Krishna cuts into the hill. Over a long period this process has resulted in the formation of a cave in
the hill. The water in the hill is still. All the trees that fall into her, the Krishna hoards in this cave. Upstream there
is a high hill. Right below that hill is the Paataala Ganga. On the side of the hill there is a smooth rock. On that
rock are two footprints. They are known as the “Sandals of Sidda Ramayya.” Pilgrims seeking moksha stand on
these footprints and offer themselves to the Paataala Ganga. All such people the river Krishna gathers in this cave.
The place is known as Corpses’ Corner.
On the other side of Corpses’ Corner there was a small Chenchu goodem. The. Chenchu settlement had two
leaders: Gangadu and Guravadu.
The Chenchu maiden and Veerabhadrudu together reached this settlement. The Chenchu maiden was well
known to the tribals of this settlement. Both men and women of the settlement were shocked by the independent
ways of the Chenchu maiden. She had nothing whatever to do with their customs and practices and traditions or
with their restrictions. Unhampered by any kind of curbs and controls, the Chenchu maiden had grown up naturally.
When these two arrived at the settlement, many of the tribals had gone away hunting. Veerabhadrudu and the
Chenchu maiden together began roaming among the bushes. They wandered around until evening, filled their
bellies and finally went back to the settlement.
One day the Chenchu.maiden gathered all the menfolk and womenfolk of the place and organized a dance.
Without joining in the dance, Gangadu, Guravadu and Veerabhadrudu sat at a distance on a boulder. The
moment the two leaders saw Veerabhadrudu, they recognized him as the son of the Chenchu Queen.
“What is the reason for your coming all the way here?” they asked him.
'It seems my mother will go to the middle of the seas. She wanted me to convey this news to you,” said Veerabhadrudu.
“Where did you meet Gowri?”
“Who is Gowri?”
“The maiden who escorted you.”
“Happened to meet her on the way, she guided me here.”
“Then you are a fortunate man!”
“Why?”
“Gowri has not moved freely with any man so far.”
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Veerabhadrudu was silent.
“Gowri is the Little Chenchu Queen.”
“What is the reason for calling my mother the Chenchu Queen and me the son of the Chenchu Queen?” asked
Veerabhadrudu.
Gangadu, a little older than the other, gave him the whole story as follows:
*
“In her youth Lachchi was very beautiful and lively. There were no hills she did not climb. She was the equal
of men in hunting and in carrying out rough work. Moreover, going all over the forest she secured medicinal herbs
and cured people and even learned some mantras. For that reason the Chenchus held Lachchi in great respect and
awe.
“Even in our childhood Lachchi and I were great friends. Together we both used to go hunting. The two of us
would go swimming in the stream. We would lie in ambush on the bank of the river in the sand and when the
crocodiles came out we would capture them with our nooses. In those days we did not know what fear was. At
times for days on end we would remain in the forest, hunting.
“It was during this time that Lachchi told me she would marry me. Those were difficult days for the Chenchu
tribals. All the produce of the forest the officials of the Government took away. We could not procure enough to
eat. However we tried and struggled, we could not satisfy our hunger. Then all of us, men and women, met and
talked about the problem. Among us Guravadu was very intelligent. Many people gave many suggestions.
“Finally we resolved that we should not allow the officials to step into the forest. But then, how to do this? We
all kept thinking. No one could suggest a way. Then Lachchi announced that she would marry the person who
would suggest the right solution.
“Guravadu said he would do it. I was grieved. I was angry with Lachchi and Guravadu. But that was not the
right time to take revenge.
“Guravadu divided all the Chenchus into ten bands and fixed an elder for each group. Some others he spread
out to tackle the officials in the forest.
“Afterwards Guravadu married Lachchi. Giving four pairs of cows to her parents he took Lachchi away. One
day I met Lachchi secretly and reminded her of the promise she had made me in her childhood. Lachchi laughed.
She said to me:
“Earlier I married you. Now I have married Guravadu. Can’t I have two husbands?”
“Privately I told her that she could not have two husbands, but she ignored my advice. The result was that
though Lachchi continued to be Guravadu’s wife, we too decided to be husband and wife. Of course we kept this
a secret.
“In those days the outside world came to know of the valor of the Chenchu tribals. Anyone traveling on the
roads became a target of the Chenchu tribals’ arrows. Our fellows finished off as many officials as they could lay
their hands on. People were afraid of coming anywhere near the forest. It is impossible to say how many the
Chenchus killed and how many they made prisoner. The kingdom of the forest the Chenchu tribals ruled again for
some time. In those days we had enough to eat. We were happy.
“Unexpectedly police battalions entered the forest. Battles took place between them and us. We had bows and
arrows, they had guns. Because of that many of the Chenchu tribals were killed. And they started fleeing. The
police hunted them as though they were so many deer. Not much later the forest kingdom changed hands; from
the Chenchus it was captured by the white folk. Those of the Chenchus who survived the slaughter could not but
accept the rule of the whites. Through trickery and through bribes, a white lord captured some of the Chenchu
leaders and hanged them. With that the uprising subsided.
“To pacify the anger of the Chenchus, and to prevent another revolt another white lord was appointed to give
them work and proper wages. He was a kindhearted man. A good man. He lived in a bungalow near Nagalooti and
carried out all the works justly, fairly. He treated all the Chenchus with kindness. When they were in need he gave
them money. All the Chenchus began to treat him with honor and deference. Everyone was satisfied and happy.
“Guravadu realized that Lachchi was on intimate terms with me. Guravadu and Lachchi went on a hunt one
day. I too went hunting separately. That afternoon we confronted each other at a place. Guravadu raged the moment he sighted me. He pounced on me. We wrestled with each other. Lachchi backed me. She pushed Guravadu
away. Without a word, Guravadu left. That day Lachchi and I roamed the forests until the evening and returned
home.
“Guravadu took his complaint to the Chenchu elders. The elders opened the trial. Is this true, they asked me.
True, I said. True? They asked Lachchi. I shall do as I wish, Lachchi replied rudely. As the charge was proved, the
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elders delivered the verdict: by deceit Gangadu has taken Guravadu’s wife as his wife. Therefore from today
Gandgadu alone should play husband to Lachchi and because injustice has been done to Guravadu, Gangadu
should pay him a fine of fifteen rupees. Such was the verdict.
“That Lachchi had become mine made me and Lachchi also happy. But how to pay the fine of fifteen rupees? I
had not even one rupee at that time. Neither had I any property worth mentioning. If I failed to pay the fine they
could do anything to me. Not knowing what to do, I only accepted Lachchi and did not think of the fine for a long
time.
“The Chenchu elders were incensed. The Chenchus were preparing to punish me. My relatives and friends
sided with me and were trying to protect me. That should have led to a war among us, but we were saved. This is
how it happened.. .
“The white lord in Nagalooti came to know of our dispute. He arrived and found out the details of the whole
affair and imagining that the real reason for the whole dispute was the non-payment of fifteen rupees only, he
gave the amount to Guravadu on my behalf and left. But then that led to another problem. The custom was that
whoever gave fifteen rupees, Lachchi should belong to him. That Lachchi should belong to me, however much I
tried to convince the elders, they wouldn’t agree.
“‘That is the custom, they said.’ The next day they escorted Lachchi to the white lord and telling him, ‘She is
your wife,’ handed her over to him. This was in return for the fifteen rupees he had paid, they tried to convince
him.
“The white lord was taken aback. But he believed he was bound by the customs of the Chenchus. He bowed to
destiny and kept quiet. He was, besides, a bachelor. Thus, it so happened that Lachchi remained in the white lord’s
house from that day.
“It pained me to see the way the Chenchu elders disposed of Lachchi. Guravadu too felt bad. The same cause
brought us together again. We tried to fetch Lachchi back from the white lord. That would bring a bad name to all
the Chenchus, said the others, rebuking us. Even then it was not fair, we told them, that a Chenchu maiden born of
a Chenchu family should be surrendered to outsiders. But they wouldn’t listen to us. At that we collected our
friends and relatives and condemning the Chenchus there as low-caste, came away and here—at the Corpses’
Corner—built a settlement and have lived here ever since. Both of us hadn’t lost our affection for Lachchi.
Hoping to make her our own some day, we waited.
“Lachchi entered the white lord’s home. For some time there was no conversation between the white lord and
Lachchi. But if she were to run away and go home she was afraid of what the white lord might do. Meanwhile, at
this place there was no lack of food or clothes and things looked heavenly. To give up such good fortune her mind
did not feel inclined. Gradually, in course of time the white lord started addressing her.
“My dear, come here, give me a kiss,” he would say.
To Lachchi he gave costly clothes and excellent food. Gradually, they grew intimate. The Chenchus came to
know that they had begun to live like husband and wife. When the Chenchus had to talk to the white lord, or
wanted to convey to him their problems or request the white lord for something, they would do it only through
Lachchi. In course of time Lachchi became like a goddess for all the Chenchus.
“The white lord used to call Lachchi, ‘Bessy, my beloved, Bessy.’ Whenever he had to deal with any of the
Chenchus’ affairs, the white lord would not do anything without Bessy’s advice. Lachchi would try as far as possible to help all the Chenchus.
“Sometimes the white lord and Bessy would take some Chenchus with them and go hunting. On those trips
Bessy learned how to shoot the gun with perfect aim. Because of this, some of the Chenchus grew afraid of Bessy.
It was in those days that the Chenchus gave Lachchi the title of the Chenchu Queen. Coming to know of this even
the white lord was pleased and began calling her the Chenchu Queen.
“One day, I and Guravadu together went to Nagalooti. We bided our time there and when an opportunity rose
we met Lachchi secretly. We asked her if she would go back with us to the new goodem we had constructed.
Lachchi’s love for us had not decreased. But if she came away with us the white lord might do something nasty
and that wouldn’t be good not only for us but also for the Chenchus in general; such excuses and some others she
gave us and avoided it. Our efforts proved fruitless.
“At that time Lachchi was pregnant. The white lord was now treating her with more and more affection. In
those days he wouldn’t allow her to do anything. Day and night he spent in her company. And Lachchi too was
greatly in love with the white lord.
“While they were in such love with each other, the white lord was transferred. When he conveyed the news to
her, Lachchi begged him much to take her with him. That wouldn’t be possible, said the white lord. At last
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Lachchi had to agree with him. Giving her some gifts, the white lord departed. All alone the Chenchu Queen lived
in a hut she had erected in those parts.
“Receiving the news I and Guravadu went again to Nagalooti. On seeing us Lachchi shed tears. When we
asked her to come back with us, she told us about her condition and said she would not go with us. It was then
that she gave us for safe custody a gun, a silver cigarette case and three sovereigns. When she wanted, we should
return them to her, she said.
“Now that you have come we shall hand them over to you today. Because you are her son, because they belong
to your son, they should be with you. When you were a little infant we went again to Nagalooti and asked Lachchi
to come back with us. She raised all kinds of objections—the white lord might return to these parts some time or
other, therefore she must be there; ultimately she would have to go to the white lord’s land and so she must continue to live there. In the days of her life with the white lord, he had told her about his country and his countrymen
and their costume and speech, their customs. Since then Lachchi wished to go to that country and in that country
live with her husband.”
*
Veerabhadrudu heard the entire story of his mother. He came to know of his birth. He now understood why his
mother had now and then told him that she would go to the middle of the seas.
Gowri came running and saying:
“What have you been doing all this while without my seeing you, come let’s go and dance, come,” she held his
hand and took him away. For a long time they danced with the Chenchus and enjoyed themselves.
That very day Veerabhadrudu took the gun and other things from Gangadu and Guravadu and got ready to go
home. The Chenchu maiden said she too would go with him.
Both of them set out the next morning. The Chenchu maiden took him through new trails. That evening they
rested near a lake in the hills. They chatted happily. There and then the Chenchu maiden wanted him to marry her.
“Unless we give cows as dowry to your parents there could be a problem,” said Veerabhadrudu.
“All of them call me the Younger Chenchu Queen. It is I who command everyone. There is no one who could
order me,” she told him.
“If you are the Younger Chenchu Queen, there could be another Elder Chenchu Queen; won’t you obey her?”
“Who is the Elder Chenchu Queen?”
“My mother.”
“Really! Then of course I shall obey her. That is why it occurred to me to marry you.”
“If I say I don’t want to marry you, what will you do?”
“I shall marry you. I am the Younger Chenchu Queen. You I must obey me.”
“If I were to obey you even after the marriage, then I won’t marry you.”
“Then, afterwards, I shall obey you,” said the Chenchu maiden and coming close to him she stood as though
imploring him.
Finally Veerabhadrudu agreed to marry her. But then unless he told his mother first he wouldn’t give her his
word. The Chenchu maiden berated him for some time, wept for some time. She threatened to go back from that
point. She wouldn’t guide him thereafter, she said. After all this she embraced him hard and said that unless he
married her then and there she wouldn’t let go of him. At last Veerabhadrudu agreed.
The stars were reflected in the hill lake. The breeze blew gently through the branches of the trees. From the
bamboo brakes came the music of the wild. Bird pairs were preparing to go to sleep. A lone bird perched on a
branch and sang sweetly. At such a time, at such a scene, took place the marriage of the Chenchu maiden and the
Chenchu youth. A wedding without elders, without dowry.
The first man and woman of mankind must have married in exactly similar circumstances.
To seal their marriage, they kissed each other. They lay in each other’s embrace. The bird on the bough sang
still more sweetly.
Early before daybreak the two Chenchus, twittering as birds, chatting with each other, proceeded towards
Nagalooti. To them the whole world sparkled. There was no strain in their trek. The Chenchu girl’s talk, her gait,
her stories, her limbs, were all full of jollity; all was laughter.
They both reached Nagalooti. Veerabhadrudu took his Chenchu girl to his hut. He could not see his mother
there. The neighboring Chenchus came and told him the story.
The day after he had left, the Chenchu Queen fell ill and in the illness kept saying, “I am going to the middle
of the seas,” and died.
Veerabhadrudu grieved for a long time. The Chenchu lass consoled him. The very next day they both bathed in
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the sacred pool at Nagalooti and went away to establish a home in the thick forests in the community of wild animals. Finding Veerabhadrudu still sad the Chenchu lass Gowri said to him:
“Your mother the Chenchu queen has gone into the middle of the seas. Your wife the Chechu Queen is roaming these forests with you. Then why grieve still?”
234.65 Excerpt from Memories And Reflections\fn{by Sampurnanand (1891-1967)} Benares, Benares District, Uttar
Pradesh, India (M) 14
1
My early life could hardly have been different from that of any other boy born in a lower middle class family
in one of the larger cities in northern India. My own city happened to be Varanasi. There was, therefore, a definite
religious atmosphere in the house which might not be present to the same extent in other cities. Our house was
situated in a thickly-populated locality of the town. There was no open space around, or anywhere near it. The
Victoria Park which is now barely two furlongs away was then a refuse dump. The only games which we had
were enacting scenes from the Ramayana with which Ramlila celebrations had familiarized us.
We were vegetarians to all intents and purposes. This qualifying phrase requires an explanation. My mother
was a pucca vegetarian but my father could not refuse the meat of an animal sacrificed to Durga. This meant that,
on an average, he took meat three or four times a year. I was a non-vegetarian to exactly the same extent. Then in
1902, an incident happened which made me give up meat entirely.
That year, there had been a violent outbreak of cholera in the city. Our own family lost two of its members.
Three others had had an attack but recovered. When it was all over, we—it was a large party consisting of a
number of father’s friends—went to Vindhyachal and two goats were sacrificed as a thanks-offering to the
Goddess. The meat was cooked and I ate it. Then about three or four days later, I woke up at midnight with a start
and the whole scene of sacrifice came vividly before me. The eyes of the sacrificed goats specially held me with
their pained, appealing looks. I can still recall that scene. Since that night, I have never touched meat.
Education in Kayastha families began with Urdu in those days, but my father insisted on teaching me Hindi
first. After a year or so, I switched on to Urdu. Then a Persian scholar, Maulvi Moinuddin Ahmad, was engaged to
teach me Persian and another teacher took charge of subjects like English, Geography and Arithmetic. My father
did not allow himself to become a sleeping partner in the field of my education. He and my teachers were never
sparing in their use of the rod.
The opportunities for using it were numerous. I was a fairly intelligent boy, but Ramlila often secured
precedence over books and homework was neglected.
Living was cheap in those days and members of a family like ours, definitely in the low-income group, were
very well fed, both qualitatively and quantitatively. With an income twenty times as large, I was never able to
provide the same food for my dependents. This good food must have been the secret of the good health we
enjoyed, because there was little else to contribute towards it.
My school education was preceded by the reading of some religious literature. I had finished the Ramayana of
Tulsi Das twice over before I was ten. Not that I understood the whole of it. As a matter of fact, the portions
which most attracted me were those describing the war between Rama and Ravana. I had finished two other
books, the Sukha Sagar, the well-known free translation of the Srimad Bhagwata and the Devi Bhagwata. There
were other books, but I do not remember them all.
There were three persons who produced the deepest impression on me in my childhood days, an impression
which I have carried all my life. They were my parents and Sital Baba. My mother was a quiet, simple soul. She
knew no language other than Hindi, but was a voracious reader. When the daily chores were over, she would lie
down with a book in hand, generally a work of fiction, and continue to read sometimes for a couple of hours. My
father was an equally voracious reader. Even when he returned from the theatre—and those were the days of the
Parsi theatrical companies whose shows lasted till two in the night or morning, shall I say—he could not sleep till
he had put in at least half-an-hour of reading. It can easily be seen that contact with parents such as these would
induce in their son the habit of reading from a very early age.
There was another trait of my father to which I must draw attention, a trait infinitely more important than the
habit of reading. In a period when the acceptance of a bribe did not bring much of a social stigma to a
Government servant of his class—at the time of his death in 1918 at the age of 52, he was drawing only Rs. 200 a
month—he was noted for his strict honesty. All the English officers under whom he served spoke highly of his
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integrity and conscientious performance of duty. He would not deviate from the truth for anything.
A test of this came before him in 1904. I was in the School-Leaving Class, but a rule was made that year laying
down that no one should sit for the examination before reaching the age of 16 years. I was 14 at the time, having
been born on January 1, 1889. It had been provided that if an age entry had been made by mistake, it could be
corrected through a Civil Surgeon’s certificate and, in special cases, through the guardian’s affidavit. It was
pointed out to my father that his affidavit would be accepted.
He refused to sign a paper embodying a false statement. A relation took me to the Civil Surgeon on his own
initiative. The Civil Surgeon said at once that I was not 16. No doctor, looking at me, could have expressed a
different opinion. I was held up for two years for my matriculation, but my father’s example has always stood out
before me as an ideal.
The two years’ enforced rest was not entirely wasted. I spent all my time in reading. The literature on which I
concentrated was fiction. I cannot give the exact number, of course, but the number of English novels that I took
out from the Carmichael Library must have run into several hundreds. Of course, there were other books also.
Among those which I found most fascinating were Todd’s Rajasthan, stories about Russian Nihilists and Scottish
Chieftains and Abbot’s Life of Napoleon. The last was probably not quite authentic as sober history, but it was
very popular with young men in those days. It fed the fires of the latent anti-British emotion that was present in all
of us.
A word about Sital Baba, to whom I have already referred. He joined the family as a servant round about 1857,
at the age of sixteen and died in our house in 1910, at the age of 71. I and my younger brothers and sisters were
relegated to his fostering care before we were a month old and no child could have had a better nurse and
governess. Many of the stories he used to relate and the lullabies he used to sing are still fresh in my mind.
Although a servant, he was like a member of the family. My mother used to touch his feet on formal occasions.
He was himself a deeply religious man and had visited all the important places of pilgrimage.
I do not think any of my school teachers had much of an influence on my life. The school which I first attended
was the Harish Chandra School, situated in a narrow lane in a thickly-populated area. There was not even an
apology for a playground attached to it. The only thing in the nature of games and sports that the students enjoyed
was breaking municipal street lamps with cloth balls available in the adjoining bazaar at a pice; and some
surreptitious wrestling when, for one reason or other, class rivalries became unmanageably bitter.
2
In the previous chapter, I have indicated the type of literature, apart from fiction, which attracted me in those
days. The ground had been prepared by Hindi books which I had read earlier along with my mother, like the
works of R. C. Dutt, Bankim Chandra Chatterji and a number of novels and dramas dealing with the exploits of
Maharana Pratap and Shivaji. We did not know exactly what we wanted, no specific grievance to which we could
refer, but there was a sense of irritation, of resentment, against British rule which was daily growing. I say “we”
because my feelings were shared by a large number of young men all over the country.
The Boer War had created the impression that the British were bad fighters who were no match even for a
small nation of determined men and the Russo-Japanese War had clearly demonstrated that an Asian nation had
defeated the mighty Russians of whom the British were reputedly afraid. People drew the obvious conclusions
from these events. The conclusions were not openly expressed; perhaps, they were not even clearly visualised.
But they were there, nonetheless. I could see their impact even in our own family, a typical family whose head
was a Government servant. Most of my father’s friends were also Government servants. They were loyal to the
core, and yet, one could see that the new breeze had blown even across their faces.
Then came the Partition of Bengal. Because of its large Bengali population, Varanasi (then Banaras) was
naturally most deeply affected by the events in Bengal. I had a number of Bengali friends and attended with them
some of their secret meetings and the places where intensive physical exercise was practised as a preparation for
the coming struggle with the British. The town was full of spies, tik-tikis as they were called, and there was some
risk involved in moving about with Bengalis. But this element of risk added to the zest of life and provided that
enthusiasm which participation in conspiratorial activity never fails to create.
I should like to describe an interesting episode of those days. It seems silly today, but there was deep
earnestness about it at the time. News about repression in Bengal following the Partition agitation was pouring in,
not so much through the Press as the whispering gallery which springs into existence overnight on such occasions.
Passions were getting more and more inflamed. It was the summer vacation and schools and colleges were closed.
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I used to go every day to the nearby Victoria Park, and politics, naturally, formed the dominant theme in our
conversations. My own brain was fast becoming a mad-house. I would sit brooding for hours at home. As a
release for pent-up tensions, I would go to a small room at the top of the house and walk back and forth, like a
caged animal, brandishing a sword. The only victim of my violent thoughts was a small piece of rope stretched to
hang clothes on, but I was in deadly earnest all the time. A sense of frustration generated by my inability to decide
what to do added to the bitterness of my feelings.
My father became alarmed and I was forbidden to leave the house, for fear of my violent outbursts in the Park
bringing me into trouble with the police. My madness simmered down after a week and things became normal as
before to all appearances but the iron had gone deep down.
The Banaras session of the Congress gave me the opportunity to serve as a volunteer and to hear stalwarts like
Shri Gokhale, the President, Pt. Madan Mohan Malaviya, Lokmanya Tilak, Lala Lajpat Rai and Shri Surendra
Nath Banerji. What I heard and saw provided the much-needed intellectual support to a mind already stirred to its
depths by emotion.
The Swadeshi movement was an off-shoot, and a very important one, of the political agitation against British
rule. I was one of those who took the vow never to use foreign cloth, in effect cloth manufactured in England. I
kept the vow faithfully except for one lapse. When I joined service at the Daly College, Indore, in 1915, I found
that taking part in sports and games was compulsory. I was absolutely no good at all this but had to get my kit
nevertheless. The local shopkeepers assured me that Indian cloth of a suitable kind was not available. Probably, I
showed less than the moral courage which should have been rightly expected of me: in any case, I succumbed.
Along with Swadeshi, a movement had also started at the time for boycotting foreign sugar. It was reinforced
by an appeal to religious sentiment. It was urged that the sugar was purified by passing it over bone-ash and the
bone probably came from the cow. Many people were deeply affected by this argument. I was also caught up by it
but, somehow, the appeal was not serious enough in my case.
All this while I was pursuing my studies at the Queen’s College—it no longer exists—and took my B.Sc.
degree from the Allahabad University in 1911. A good deal of my time was devoted to extra-curricular studies.
My subjects for my degree were Physics, Chemistry and Mathematics, besides General English. As stated in the
previous chapter, I had read a fairly large amount of fiction during the two years that I was not allowed to appear
for my High School Examination, being under-age. This produced a kind of natural reaction and I read practically
no fiction during my years in College. Whatever time I could spare from my regular studies was given to subjects
like Botany, Zoology, Geology, Psychology and Astronomy.
I found the last the most fascinating of all. My father had studied some Astrology and some Sanskrit
astronomical terms like the names of the Zodiacal signs and of the lunar houses were familiar to me from my
childhood. I was anxious to locate these objects in the sky but there was no one to guide me. This only whetted
my appetite for the subject. I purchased one or two star atlases and, with their help, tried to identify some of the
principal constellations. My pains were partially rewarded with success.
My first essay in star-gazing had a rather discouraging sequel. While walking along a rather crowded lane with
my eyes fixed on the stars, I stepped on an innocent dog enjoying a well-earned nap. He did the only thing
possible in the circumstances; I received a nasty bite in my calf. The dog was not insane, the insanity having been
rather prominently displayed by me. No serious treatment was, therefore, attempted.
But I had not learnt wisdom. Only a few days later, I sprained my ankle-joint in the course of a similar walk.
This damped my enthusiasm for peripatetic star-gazing and I went back to books on Astronomy instead. The view
of the sky from the roof of my house was a very restricted one and I could not afford to purchase even a small
telescope.
We were fortunate in having some very distinguished men among our teachers at College. There was Dr. Venis,
the Principal, ably assisted by Prof. Randell, Prof. A. C. Sanyal, Prof. Sharda Charan Chakravarti and Dr. Ganesh
Prasad. After his retirement, Prof. Randell was placed in charge of the India House Library. I sought him out when
I visited London in 1948. He was good enough to invite me to his house near London and introduced me to
members of his family.
I have named Dr. Ganesh Prasad last but his was the most dominant personality among our teachers. He was
our Professor of Mathematics. A scholar of international reputation and a man of exceptionally austere habits, he
enjoyed universal respect from his pupils, some of whom gained great distinction in later life. He was a hard
taskmaster but the habit of hard, honest work which we acquired from him has been a most valuable acquisition
of all his pupils.
3
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There are certain aspects of a man’s life which should remain shielded from the limelight of publicity. Among
these, Religion—a man’s beliefs about the nature of Reality and his relationship to It, the manner in, and the
extent to, which he senses the existence of something that is truly within him, a part of himself and yet transcends
him, the intimate contact, the at-one-ment, which he establishes with that substance which is the substratum of,
and pulsates through, all that exists—I feel, stands pre-eminent. It is here that a man has most truly the right to
commune with himself in the privacy of his own self.
It is true that a man’s religion, using the word in the above sense, not in that of a credo or set phrases out of a
catechism, influences his whole conscious and subconscious life, and a study of it cannot be excluded from an
analysis of the forces which have moulded his personality. Still, I feel that here, if anywhere, a man is entitled to
as much privacy as is physically possible.
In my own case, many people know something about what they call my religious tastes and religious approach
to fundamental problems. My bent of mind is revealed by my writings. It would, it appears, be meaningless to
keep silent over this facet of my life and leave room for speculations, many of which are bound to be unfounded.
In the first chapter, I have stated that from a very early a.ge I began to read some religious books. It was not
possible for me to understand mucli beyond the stories. But I distinctly remember two problems which fascinated
me. Brahma, Ishwar, Devi, the books used different names, but they were unanimous in asserting that this
Substance, whatever its name, is omnipresent. Two difficulties presented themselves to me. If it is omnipresent, it
must be occupying the space occupied by other objects, my own body, for instance.
The second was that an object like this should be visible. My father to whom I referred my difficulty managed
somehow to satisfy me. I need not enter into the details. But there was one problem which haunted me badly and
no explanation that father could advance would satisfy.
This was the problem of creation.
All that I could gather was that in the beginning there was nothing but a vast, infinite sheet of water. Out of it
somehow—the process completely eluded me—a human body was created and God inspired it with präna, which
I equated with breath. For a child of my age, the number of occasions on which I tried to visualise this scene were
countless. The only large sheet of water I had seen was the Ganga. I often conjured up the vision of a human body
standing on its sandy bank and someone breathing down its nostrils.
But the picture was, somehow, not satisfying. Vague questions would come up for which I could find no
answer. Where did the water come from? Has it all dried up now? How did this lifeless body crawl out of the
water? These are some samples of my early philosophical speculation.
As I grew older, I outgrew this earlier mood but read a good deal about various religions. The Arya Samaj,
Islam, Fire-worship, all seemed to possess some attractive features but none held me for long. In college, I came
across many of the books published by the Rationalist Press Association and, for a time, became almost a convert
to atheism and materialism. But this was also a passing phase. My mind ~was constantly seeking to find
something, but I did not know I exactly what it was. The books of Swami Vivekanand and English translations of
the Brahma Sutrasand the Upanishads drew me towards Vedanta. Intellectually, I was powerfully affected by the
grandeur of Shankar’s thought but the void was still there.
In 1910, I met a young Bengali neighbour named Harendra Nath Sen. He and the other members of his family
belonged to the Radha Swami faith. I went through all the literature of that sect available to the general public and
was then led to take up the writings of Kabir, Nanak, Dadu, Jagjiwan, Paltu and the other Mahatmas of the Sant
Mat. Literally, a new world was revealed before my eyes. It was a world in which there was no room for verbal
jugglery and syllogistic hair-splitting, a world in which truth was not talked about but directly apprehended. It was
a world in which people lived on a plane of existence which distinctions of race, caste, creed, class or sex could
not reach. It was a region in which the knowledge of “Reality” was not a prize for intellectual wrestling: here
Reality was to be met in all its nakedness.
I was fascinated and frightened. It was clear that entrance to this world could be secured only through the grace
of the Guru and progress depended upon Abhyäsa, practice of Yoga, and Vairagya, non-attachment. Where could I
find a Guru and how could I, a householder, ever become Virakta, free from attachments?
I went about meeting a number of Sadhus. Many of them were probably good men but, somehow, I came away
disappointed. They did not come up to my expectations, though I myself could not have defined what my
expectations were. Incidentally, I also took up the study of Sanskrit about this time. Quite naturally, I was
attracted towards books on Yoga. They spoke in the same language as the saints but, unfortunately, the Rosetta
Stone was not available: I could not understand the language. There was of course the temptation to join the
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Radha Swami Sect, to which my friend Harendra belonged. I seriously toyed with the idea, but ultimately gave it
up.
I had a vague concept of what a Yogi should be. To my mind, such a person can be serious when the occasion
so demands, but at other times he should be able to laugh and enjoy a good laugh creating around him an
atmosphere of cheerfulness and optimism. Unfortunately, most of the members of the sect whom I saw always
appeared to be wrapped up in a cloak of seriousness and melancholy and laughter seemed to be taboo in their
company. Again, most of them seemed to have reconciled themselves to the dictum contained in the following
couplet:\fn{The couplet is rendered in one of the Indian languages, but for those of us who do not speak this language, it appears to be
summarized in the rest of this paragraph:H} Serve the Guru in one life, you will get the sacred Name in the next. In the
third life, you will get release from birth and death and in the fourth you will reach the Nij Dham (own place), the
final goal of complete self-realization.
To me this seemed much too long a wait. Let me make it clear that I am not passing any judgment on the
Radha Swami Sect and its members. I am only giving my own reactions. These reactions may have been entirely
baseless and unrelated to facts.
I felt my condition to be hopeless and began to brood for hours in secret, often weeping bitter tears of despair
and frustration. My studies were neglected and, contrary to my usual nature, I became irritable and secretive. My
parents were worried and so were my friends. The climax came when I failed in the B.Sc. examination. No one
uttered a word of blame or reproach, but that everyone was pained was obvious. I myself felt sorry for having
caused so much pain but there was nothing that I could do about it. Then one day, my mother quietly said to me:
“Why not go to Dada? He will help you.”
Dada was my maternal grandfather, my mother’s father. I knew him, of course. I knew that he was a Sadhu and
the disciple of Baba Ram Lal, reputed to be a great Yogi. The Baba had breathed his last when I was a boy of
eight or nine. Dada was not my grandfather’s name but people called him by no other. Very fond of flowers, he
had a small garden of his own which he watered with his own hands. A very genial man, he enjoyed a joke and his
laughter was infectious. He kept up right through old age his habit of taking vigorous physical exercise, Indian
style, and took only one meal a day. This was in the evening. He had a very strong memory and could go on
repeating by the hour extracts from Sanskrit, Persian, Urdu and Hindi literature on Vedanta and Yoga.
All this I knew but somehow the idea of approaching him in connection with my quest had never entered my
head. I followed mother’s advice and went to see him. Quite naturally, he gave me no lesson in spiritual technique
that day. As a matter of fact, he gave no specific instruction for months. In the beginning, he seemed to be trying
to laugh me out of my ideas. When this failed, he began to speak of the seriousness of the attempt I was thinking
of making and the qualifications needed in a person who would aim so high. That I was not possessed of such
qualifications was obvious to me but, as I sometimes used to say in vexation, what would be the need for a Guru
and where would his grace come in, if the novice were all perfection. An enigmatic smile was the only reply I
would receive on such occasions.
Of one thing, however, I was certain. My quest was over: I had found my Master. It is improper to pursue this
theme further. What I received from him, unworthy as I am, is not a subject for public narration or discussion. It is
sufficient to say that life has now acquired a meaning which it would not have possessed otherwise and I can
approach the problems of the present and the future with an assurance and a steadiness of step which I would
otherwise have lacked.
4
These were ten uneventful years in a purely domestic sense, except for a number of deaths in the family,
including that of my father from pleurisy in 1918. He was 52 at the time. I was in Bikaner those days but a
telegram brought. me to Banaras in time to be with him during the last five hours of his life. He breathed his last
in my arms.
As stated earlier, I had taken the vow not to accept service under the British Government. But it was not
possible for me to continue my studies further. I joined the London Mission School in Banaras as a teacher and
migrated the next year to the Prem Mahavidyalaya, Vrindaban, founded by Raja Mahendra Pratap. He offered to
send me abroad but, in those days, I was too orthodox to accept the offer. Next year, I came to the Harish Chandra
School, Banaras, which I left for the Teachers’ Training College, Allahabad, from where I took my L. T. degree in
1916. The Allahabad University no longer grants this degree. The Principal, Mr. Mackenzie, was very kind to me
and, on his recommendation, I was appointed a teacher in the Daly College, Indore. This was an institution meant
for the education of members of the families of ruling princes, chiefs and sardars of Central India.
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The College was run on English public school lines. The number of students varied between 50 and 52 and the
staff consisted of 17 persons of whom 4, including the Principal, were Englishmen. The Principal, Mr. Hide, was
an institution in himself. He was a strict disciplinarian and did not allow the scions even of the biggest princely
houses to develop a swelled head. The students had to wear Indian dress in school and were not allowed to enter
the Masters’ room with their shoes on. He had certain queer ideas or perhaps they were devices, intended to keep
those working in the College divided in separate groups.
Once one of the clerks was found reading a newspaper meant for the Masters’ room. Mr. Hide marched him to
the room and delivered himself of the dictum that “a clerk is little better than a chaprasi” and cannot touch a
paper meant for the teachers.
Some of his ideas on teaching were still more queer. To people like me who had studied the latest methods at a
training college, they seemed ridiculous. For instance, here is a definition of “to read” given by the Principal
himself “to look at a sign and make the sound for which the sign stands”.
I can give another example which reaches still higher levels of absurdity. I had joined the College along. with
two other teachers. At our very first meeting, tile Principal asked us how we would explain the word “door”. My
two companions were floored by the question, as any sensible man would be. By a rare stroke of perverse genius,
I gave this definition: “A door is something with which we open or close a doorway, a door-way being a hole in
one of the walls of an enclosed space which is called a room.”
This silly performance won for me the Principal’s appreciation.
It was a Rajkumar Gollege, but, in their own way, the senior students gave expression to a number of
grievances. One of the boys used to say that his ruling ambition was that England should become an Indian
dependency and he should be appointed Resident at the Court of the English King. He would then try to avenge
himself for all the petty insults to which Indian Rulers were subjected by the Residents accredited to their States.
It was at this College that I came in touch with Pandit Banarasi Das Chaturvedi, the famous journalist and
expert on the problems of Indians overseas. He was also a member of the staff and immensely popular with the
boys.
After three years’ stay at Indore, I went to Bikaner, to act as the Headmaster of the Dungar College. It was a
fairly large institution and had over one thousand students on its rolls. It even boasted a law class, where
instruction in Law was given in Hindi.
Bikaner was a progressive State by Rajasthan standards and its ruler, Maharaja Ganga Singh, had won an
important place for himself in public life. There was a Council of Ministers, whose ablest members were Rai
Bahadur Munshi Kamta Prasad, the Home Member, and Mr. Rudkin, I.C.S., the Revenue Member, whose services
had been borrowed from the Punjab.
There was also a legislature with the members possessing the right of interpellation. His Highness was never
tired of advertising this fact. Every year, a number of editors of English newspapers were invited to witness the
Budget Session of the Assembly. The budget was debated upon and there were questions which Ministers had to
answer.
All this seemed very democratic but it was really a façade for pure autocracy. As one of the members who had
large business interests in Calcutta said to me,
“If we were free to do so, we could tear this budget to shreds.”
Everything, including the questions, was dictated. My services were requisitioned to translate in Hindi, from
the English original, the speeches to be delivered by His Highness and the Finance Minister. As a matter of fact,
the Maharaja delivered his speech in Marwari, in the form of a free and extempore version of his English speech.
Among other things, one feature of life in the State was hostility against non-Bikaneris, pardesis (foreigners),
as they were called. One could sense it in the atmosphere. I remember an incident which amply illustrates this
anti-pardesi feeling and also limelights the greatness of the science of Astrology.
The Maharaja was a great believer in Astrology. The astrologer whom he most trusted was
Mahamahopadhyaya Pandit Ayodhya Nath of Banaras. Ayodhyanathji would not live in Bikaner and he had
posted one of his best pupils there. The latter had not only to prepare the advance Varshaphal (a detailed account
of the year’s happenings) for all members of the ruling family but to arrange for the religious worship necessary
to ward off the evil effects of likely planetary combinations. A copy of each Varshaphal was kept by His Highness
under his own lock and key and a register was maintained giving full particulars of each propitiatory puja. The
Astrologer belonged to Uttar Pradesh and the staff of Brahmans engaged by him all came from U.P. and Bihar,
because he did not trust the local men. Naturally, this was one of the sore points in the anti-pardesi campaign.
Lord Chelmsford visited Bikaner in 1920, accompanied by his Foreign Secretary, Mr. Wood. In the course of a
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shikar in one of the outlying districts, a bullet aimed by Mr. Wood at a deer accidentally hit the heir-apparent,
Maharajkumar Sardul Singh, in the arm. The wound was not very deep but, quite naturally, there were great
rejoicings in the State at the Maharajkumar’s recovery. The occasion was utilized by the local chauvinists for a
frontal attack on the pardesis. It was represented to the Maharaja that the Pandit had failed to give any warning of
such an accident, which might well have proved fatal, and also failed to take any steps to avert the catastrophe.
Every pardesi—and there were quite a good many of us among the officers—was worried, because we felt that an
attack on one of us was an offensive against all of us.
But the Pandit himself remained supremely calm. His Highness called a small meeting for the purpose. The
Pandit asked him to take out his copy of the Maharajkumar’s varshaphal. It was recorded in it in clear and
unambiguous words:
“On such and such a date, between the hours of 2 and 2:20 in the afternoon, there is a great danger from fire.”
The Pandit turned round in triumph and said,
“This is the nearest we can go. If anyone can find mention of fire-arms in books on Astrology, I shall retire
from the profession from today.”
He clinched the matter by showing from his register the puja that was being performed to minimize the risk.
No one had any observations to make. The Maharaja himself admitted that all that was humanly possible had been
done. This put a quietus on the anti-pardesi movement for the time being. And Astrology had been fully
vindicated.
My wanderings from one place to another in search of employment in various types of educational institutions
brought me a wealth of experience which would not have been possible otherwise. I gained knowledge of
conditions in feudal India which people in British India could not have easily imagined. But I did not spend all my
time digesting such varied experience. Another sphere of activity had attracted me.
I had entered the field of literature. I wrote my first book, Dharma Vita Gandhi—it was a life of Mahatmaji—
when the South African Satyagraha was on. The proceeds were given to the fund raised in India for the purpose.
The book underwent three editions. Other books written during this period were Maharaj Chhatra Sat and Bharat
Ke Deshi Rashtra, a book about the Indian States, Bhautik Vijnana on Physics and Jyotirvinoda on Astronomy. I
also used to contribute to a number of Hindi journals. It was not safe to write on political subjects while in service
in Indore and Bikaner. I had, therefore, to adopt a number of pen-names, the most common being “Kapalika” and
“Sukhakhil”.
A very important event that took place during this period was the eighth session of the Hindi Sahitya
Sammelan at Indore in 1917. I was one of the Vice-Presidents of the Reception Committee and the President of
the Exhibitions Sub-Committee. Pt. Banarasidas Chaturvedi was the Secretary of the latter. It was a successful
session from every point of view but what contributed most to its success was the fact that Mahatmaji was its
President. This was the first occasion for me to come into contact with him. Another person whose acquaintance I
first made on this occasion was Shri Purushottam Das Tandon.
5
During the period covered by the previous chapter, events had taken place which shook the world to its very
foundations. There was tbe First World War and its aftermath in the form of displacement and decimation of large
populations, economic ruin, epidemics and disruption of international intercourse. But there was an important
credit side. Poland which had remained vivisected for a century and a half had at last become a united and free
country, and Czechoslovakia had regained her independence after four hundred years. The Arabs had shaken off
the Turkish yoke, and Ireland had intensified its efforts to throw off British hegemony. And, more important than
all this, was the overthrow of the rule of the Czars and its replacement by the Soviets.
News of what the U.S.S.R. and the Communist Party stood for took time to filter through. There were no direct
means of communication and insidious British propaganda based on half-truths and untruths was practically the
only source of information. I remember that what was most talked about, discussed and, of course, condemned,
about the Communists was their attitude towards Religion and their supposed policy of nationalization of women.
But, with all this, there gradually grew the belief that the Communists were enemies of imperialism and friends
of the underdog. The manner in which they were holding at bay the forces of reaction and the armies of the
imperialist powers also evoked admiration and sympathy.
The whole of northern Africa and South and South-east Asia was in a ferment. India as a politically conscious
country was naturally most deeply affected. Indian soldiers had fought on many fronts and the bubble of white
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invincibility had burst. Indians had received emergency Commissions and the belief in the indispensibility of the
British Officer no longer existed.
For long, Indians had been feeling that they had a right to govern themselves. The British had, for a time,
succeeded in creating a division in nationalist ranks by helping to bring into existence the Muslim League. But
such devices can, at the best, bring only temporary success. The Morley-Minto reforms satisfied no one, and 1916
saw the bringing about of a rapprochement between the Congress and the Muslim League which again brought
the whole of nationalist India together.
If the British had been wise and more far-sighted, if they had applied the lessons of history more carefully, they
could easily have made friends of India and changed the course of world events. But imperialists are never wise.
Probably, there was also the conviction that what was true of white people was not applicable to the brown and
other coloured races.
In any case, no sincere attempt was made to win over Indian opinion. The Montagu-Chelmsford scheme of
reforms was no doubt drawn up, but what might have satisfied people ten years earlier appeared to be hopelessly
inadequate in the climate of post-war years. Of course, there was a section of opinion willing to work the scheme
for what it was worth but, on the whole, advanced nationalist opinion rejected it completely. It was felt, and
openly stated, that the country was being cheated of its due after the unstinted help it had given to the British
during the War.
The situation became more and more tense. The language of liberalism failed to evoke any response and the
idea of freedom slowly broadening down from precedent to precedent lost all its charm. People, at least some of
the more virile young men, began to think in terms of wresting power by violent means and secret meetings and
conspiracies sprang into life. Those who took part in such activities were brave men, who did not care for life or
property. They were hunted by Indian spies and sometimes betrayed by faithless companions, but they carried on
their work, supremely indifferent to consequences. It was a privilege to know some of them, as I did.
The British showed utter lack of imagination and resorted to the favourite weapon of repression. The history of
those dark days is too well known to need lengthy recapitulation. There was the infamous Rowlatt Act, and then
the Jallianwalla Bagh massacre of innocent men in a crowded enclosure by roldiers under the orders of General
Dyer. Such butchery was a disgraceful act of which soldiers should never have been guilty. But Dyer and the then
satrap of the Punjab, Sir Michael O’Dwyer, were out to teach the people of India a lesson which they should never
forget.
They succeeded too well. The crawling lane, through which every Indian had to pass on his belly, the open-air
floggings of respectable citizens, the Jallianwalla Bagh massacre, all these things have really taught us a lesson
which we shall never forget. That this was a different lesson from what Dyer and O’Dwyer had intended is a
different matter. The nation had been insulted as it had never been before and nothing had brought home to it so
strongly the humiliation that foreign rule implies. National self-respect had been hurt too deeply for the wound to
heal. The British Government had irrevocably signed its own death-warrant.
Lokmanya Tilak who had first taught the nation, “Swarajya is our birth-right”, was dead. He occupied the
place of pre-eminence among those national leaders who had discarded the begging-bowl approach of the Liberal
leaders. He pointed out that appeals to the fair-mindedness of the British people could not carry us very far and
our nationalism would have to be militant if it was to succeed. His death would have created a vacuum hard to fill.
But the nation’s destiny had decreed otherwise. Mahatma Gandhi stepped into the breach and Tilak could not
have had a better successor. Gandhiji called himself a political disciple of Gokhale. Whatever he might have
meant by this expression, it is clear that his technique was entirely different from any advocated by Gokhale.
Gokhale was the last of the great Liberals: Gandhiji was the first and the last of the great Satyagrahis.
The campaign in South Africa had brought Gandhiji unrivalled prestige among Indian leaders and even before
he had formally joined the Congress, all eyes had turned to him as the prospective leader of the nation. The
country was in no mood to listen to the Liberals and even the Home Rule League sponsored by the dynamic
personality of Mrs. Besant had proved a still-born institution. The Congress, with over three decades of political
service behind it, was the one organisation which could weld the nation together but it stood in need of a new
ideology and a new driving force.
This was supplied by Gandhiji. He had not had time to expound his philosophy or explain his technique in full
and the nation had not fully understood exactly what he stood for. But it was felt that his technique was one of
active, aggressive, resistance and, for the moment, this was enough. All opposition to his methods was swept
aside. The old leadership had serious misgivings but it was helpless. The Nagpur Session of the Congress in 1920
accepted Gandhiji’s programme of Non-cooperation and the schism with Liberalism was complete.
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I was in Bikaner during these stirring times. The State was in the back-waters, far from the active currents of
political activity, but even the sluggish life of such remote places was stirred by the breath of life. The state of
mind of a man like myself can easily be imagined. It was clear that my place was in the thick of the fight, not in
Bikaner.
It is idle to deny that my post had its attractions. My service was secure and I was drawing a salary of Rs. 350
a month which would have been automatically raised to Rs. 375 in September next. It has to be remembered that
Rs. 350 in those days was equal in purchasing power very nearly to Rs. 1,400 today. And I had a large family to
support and had no other assets to fall back upon. I was not one of those simple folk who believed that when
Gandhiji spoke of Swaraj in one year he literally meant that India would be free on December 31, 1921. So far as
I could see, we had before us a long period, extending over several decades, of travail and suffering.
But there was a growing faith in the nation’s destiny, a confidence that
Freedom’s battle once begun
Bequeathed from bleeding sire to son
Though baffled oft is ever won,

a chafing at my own tardiness in joining the ranks. The dormant wishes and aspirations of my early days came to
life and the only question was how soon and how I would enlist under Gandhiji’s banner.
Events in my own city hastened my decision. In response to Gandhiji’s call for the boycott of educational
institutions, a number of students, led by Prof. J. B. Kripalani, had come out of the Hindu University and founded
the Gandhi Ashram. This was the humble beginning of this institution which now produces and sells khadi worth
several crores. It is a pity that the Ashram shifted its headquarters from Varanasi to Meerut.
Sometime earlier, the Kashi Vidyapitha had been started with a generous donation from that philanthropistpolitician, Shri Shiva Prasad Gupta. It was intended to impart education of university standard, but two conditions
were attached to it. One, that the medium of instruction should be Hindi and the other, that it should not accept
any financial assistance from the Government. Any infringement of these conditions would make it ineligible to
receive help from the trust established by the founder-donor.
The Provincial Government used to conduct Sanskrit examinations every winter, and confer degrees, on the
basis of these examinations, which were recognised as the hall-mark of scholarship all over the country. This year
a number of students decided to boycott the examinations and to prevent others from sitting for them. A number
of Congress leaders from the city took an active interest in this agitation, chief among them being a Muslim
gentleman, Dr. Abdul Karim.
The agitation was put down, but the courage shown by these young men won for them general appreciation
from the public. Those who had a hand in giving support to the authorities—and Pt. Madan Mohan Malaviya was
among them—came in for bitter public criticism.
This was the first essay in dynamic non-cooperation that was practised in this State (then, province) and
Varanasi had the credit to stage it. Many of the non-cooperating young men were sent to jail. On coming out they
formed a body called the Sanskrit Chhatra Samiti. I shall have occasion to refer again to this splendid body of
selfless workers. It may be pointed out, in passing, that Chandra Shekhar Azad, the famous revolutionary, was one
of its members.
These events in my own city naturally produced a great impression on me and added considerably to my
agitation. I went home from Bikaner for the summer vacation. Subscriptions were then being collected for the
one-crore Tilak Swaraj Fund. I contributed my mite, but this could hardly be satisfying. I made up my mind to
resign from service and did so in July when the College re-opened, after the vacation. In my letter of resignation, I
pointed out my desire to take part in active political activities against the British Government with which the State
was in alliance and requested for an early acceptance of my resignation. According to the usual rules, the State
Government could have asked me to stay on, for three months but they were good enough to let me leave after
only one month. I was free on July 31,1921.
From Bikaner, I proceeded to Ajmer and stayed for a few days with my friend, the late Shri Chand Karan
Sarda. He was a prominent social and political worker of the town. It was there that I first became a member of
the Congress. It was Shri Sarda’s wish that I should stay in Ajmer and make it my field of activities. I felt,
however, that my proper place was in my own province, particularly my own city. Early in August, therefore, I
took leave of Ajmer, to seek adventure as a humble recruit in the ranks of the Congress.
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After a few days’ stay in Banaras, I proceeded to the Shantiniketan. Shri C. F. Andrews, Dinabandhu Andrews
as he came to be affectionately called, was there and had asked me to see him. His intention was to visit some of
the States in Rajasthan, specially Udaipur, and investigate cases of large-scale repression of peasantry, so widely
reported in the Press. He felt that my knowledge of Rajasthan might be useful and asked me to accompany him as
his Secretary. I readily agreed, but the States he had approached refused to grant him the necessary permission.
The visit had, therefore, to be called off.
Coming back to Banaras, I was offered the editorship of the Maryada. This was a Hindi monthly started years
ago with the blessings of Pt. Madan Mohan Malaviya. At the time of which I am speaking, it had become a
financial liability. Shri Shiva Prasad Gupta, to whom I have already referred, took it over to relieve its editorproprietor Pt. Krishna Kant Malaviya of the burden, promising to return the journal whenever the latter so wished.
The magazine was brought from Allahabad to Banaras. I was able to introduce one novel feature during my period
as editor. Every month a chart of the night sky, prepared for the latitude of Banaras, was given, with brief
explanatory notes.
I became an active Congress worker almost as soon as I came back from my visit to Shri Andrews. Among
those who took a prominent part in Congress activities in those days were Dr. Abdul Karim, Babu Baijnath Singh,
Prof. Ram Das Gaur and Pt. Shiva Vinayak Misra. All, with the exception of the last, are now dead. The tempo of
popular feeling was rising. The Tilak Swaraj Fund had been fully subscribed and people were expecting the
Congress to take the next step in the fight for Swaraj.
I had been elected Secretary of the District Congress Committee. The President was Dr. Bhagavan Das, the
noted thinker and scholar. He was every inch a gentleman and, in spite of his scholarship, he had a genial fund of
humour which at once endeared him to those who had the opportunity to come in close contact with him. He had
his own ideas which often differed materially from those enforced officially from the Congress platform, and had
his own ways of expression which sometimes irritated younger men. But these peculiarities were inseparable
facets of his personality to which it was not difficult to accommodate oneself. Anyone who took an interest in
Sanskrit and the mode of thought and life which found its best expression in Sanskrit literature, was sure to win
the affection and regard of this great scholar, of whom Banaras had every reason to be proud.
A word about the Khilafat movement would not be out of place. The people at large traced its etymology to
Khilafat, opposition, on the ground that it was aimed against the British Government. Actually, of course, it was
derived from Khalifa, the title of the Turkish Emperors as semi-religious heads of the Islamic world. As a matter
of fact, this title was not universally recognised. The Mughal Emperors of India, for instance, never acknowledged
this headship. In fact, the Caliphate had almost ceased to exist except on paper but, faced by determined
opposition from European powers, the later Sultans had sought to revive it, with a view to win the support of
world Muslim opinion. They succeeded to the extent that colonial powers with large Muslim populations felt
embarrassed in engaging in hostile activity against the Turks.
At the end of the first World War, Turkey lay in ruins at the feet of its European victors. There was every
prospect of the Sultanate, and along with it the Caliphate, being abolished. It was at this juncture that the Khilafat
movement was born. Its object was to exercise pressure on the British Government not to disturb the position of
the Sultan. As he was not a mere religious head, he could not remain the Khalifa without retaining his kingship.
The success of the movement would have robbed the victors of the fruits of their victory and ensured the
perpetuity of the Sultanate.
Quite obviously, the movement as such could have appealed only to Muslims but, under the inspiration of
Mahatmaji, the Congress lent it its powerful moral support. The result was that while a number of Muslims were
drawn towards the Congress in this way, a very large number of Hindus began to take an active part in the
Khilafat campaign.
The Government had thus to face a two-pronged attack. At a very early stage, I was coopted a member of the
Majlis-e-Shoora, the inner circle of the Banaras Khilafat Committee, but somehow I could not muster the
enthusiasm which some of my other Hindu friends found so natural. I could not find any explanation for Hindus
fighting to perpetuate an institution pertaining to another religion when there was no rational basis for the
institution by itself. It also seemed dangerous to import religion into politics to such an extent as to base the
patriotic actions of a large section of the population on religious sentiment which had been aroused by a political
act of certain European nations which could quite as easily undo the mischief. An incident brought the illogicality
inherent in the situation to a head and solved the problem, at least so far as I was concerned.
The political divisions carved out by political organisations for their convenience were not always coterminous
900

with the government’s administrative divisions, and in some cases, were not coterminous with each other. The
district of Meerut, for example, fell under the jurisdiction of the Delhi Provincial Congress Committee, but was
included in the United Provinces by the Khilafat Committee. An exhibition sponsored or supported by officials
was held in the district in winter. The Provincial Khilafat Committee decided that it should be boycotted, but the
Delhi Congress Committee saw no need to issue any such instructions.
This placed persons who owed allegiance to both organisations in a quandary. The possibility of a clash was
inherent in the situation. An overt dispute was averted but feelings were sore for quite some time. This was a local
affair but a sharp difference of opinion over a more serious question and affecting a larger area could easily be
visualised.
I resigned my membership of the Khilafat Committee. Gradually, Hindus in other places also dissociated
themselves from the organisation and nationalist Muslims also saw no reason to remain in two bodies when the
Congress was quite potent to find scope for all their energies. When Kamal Ata Turk liquidated the Sultanate, the
movement collapsed for lack of a basis and those who had flocked to its standards merely because of its religious
appeal quietly went home.
As the end of the year approached, tension grew. There were brief skirmishes, so to say, in one place and
another. In Banaras, there was an intensive picketing of shops selling foreign cloth. The shopkeepers capitulated
after two or three days and accepted the conditions laid down by the Congress Committee. There was only one
casualty—Dr. Abdul Karim. had been arrested. But these were insignificant events and everyone felt that there
was something big in the offing. What its nature would be and how it would materialize no one knew.
The British Government solved this probleni for us.
It invited the Prince of Wales to visit India.
Wherever the Prince went, his visit was heralded and accompanied by powerful demonstrations and violent
repression. In the United Provinces, he was scheduled to visit Lucknow, Allahabad and Banaras, the dates being
December 11, 12 and 13 respectively. The Congress had decided that, while the people should keep perfectly nonviolent, there should be a complete boycott of all functions connected with the visit and all bazaars completely
closed.
Naturally, we in Banaras were anxious to organise things in a manner worthy of its importance in the country’s
life. The first thing was to issue a notice calling upon the people to implement the Congress decision. Here a
difficulty presented itself. The word universally used in this connection was hartal but, our President, Dr.
Bhagavan Das, would not permit it to be used. His idea was that it was derived from har (bones) and tala (lock),
indicating that whenever someone in the old days wanted to organise a stoppage of all business, he would put a
few pieces of bone on the lock in every shop.
Be this as it may, we had to eschew the word hartal and use in its place the expressive but cumberous phrase
karbar band, stoppage of all business. It was decided that a notice over the signatures of all members of the
Committee would be printed at the Jnana Mandal Press, owned by Shri Shiva Prasad Gupta. It would be brought
to the house of Dr. Bhagavan Das, and a couple of days before the Prince’s visit, we would all assemble there and
distribute copies all over the city.
An unfortunate incident, however, prevented the execution of this plan. In course of conversation with the
district magistrate, one of our members who was a personal friend of his, inadvertently let slip the information
that notices were to be taken from Dr. Bhagavan Das’s house and, distributed that very afternoon. The magistrate
drove down to the place and simply walked away with the notices.
The meeting which took place after these facts came to our knowledge, was one of the worst that I have had
the misfortune to attend. Bitter epithets were hurled about and the atmosphere was one of distrust and suspicion.
We felt angry and frustrated that our well-laid plans had gone awry and Banaras would not be able to give a good
account of itself.
In the midst of all this confusion, one could see that Dr. Bhagavan Das was feeling very sore that the
magistrate had been able to carry away the notices from his house. In a way, he seemed to feel personally
responsible for what had happened and wanted to make amends, as it were. Ultimately, at his insistence, it was
decided that another notice should be published, this time over his signature alone and Pt. Shiva Vinayak Misra
promised to print it overnight in his small press. The Gandhi Ashram group under Kripalani’s leadership
undertook to distribute it.
Dr. Bhagavan Das, Pt. Shiva Vinayak Misra, Shri Kripalani and other members of the Ashram were all arrested
but the hartal and boycott was a complete success. It was the first effort of the kind made by the Congress in
Banaras and the results went far beyond our wildest expectations. The people were only waiting for a lead from
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us.
What had happened in Banaras had happened in Lucknow and Allahabad as well. The Government had issued
a notification under the Criminal Law Amendment Act, making it illegal for anyone to enrol himself as a
Congress Volunteer: to enrol another was a still more heinous offence. This provided the opportunity for which
people had been waiting.
The Government itself provided the means to defy authority. On the day the Prince visited Banaras, the U. P.
Provincial Congress Committee was holding a meeting in Allahabad. Only one member from Banaras, Prof. Ram
Das Gaur, could attend, the rest of us being busy with arranging reception for the Prince. In all fifty-five members
were present; they were all arrested.
The Princ’s visit was over and there was a temporary lull but everywhere people were busy seeking to utilize
to the full the technique so considerately provided by the Government. The situation was an unprecedented one.
The British Government had not anticipated such feelings of deep resentment and determination to defy authority
regardless of consequences. It was the first time after 1857 that the Indian people had stood up against the British,
but the situation this time was fraught with greater danger because every class of the population was equally
stirred. As Lord Reading, the Viceroy, said,
“I am puzzled and perplexed.”
But the situation was no less puzzling and perplexing for Indian leadership. Forces were being unleashed
which it would be no easy task to keep in restraint. The whole movement was pivoted on non-violence. It was not
that every Congressman accepted non-violence as a creed, like Mahatmaji. There were very few, indeed, who
were prepared to subscribe to the dictum that Swaraj would be unacceptable if it came through violence. But most
Congressmen had adopted non-violence as a kind of a working hypothesis, as a matter of policy. It was felt that,
circumstanced as we were, an armed revolt was out of the question. Non-violence would not allow the enemy to
use to the full the brute force at his disposal.
At the same time, it was ennobling, purifying, cleansing. It entailed self-sacrifice. It denied the petty
satisfaction which comes from hitting back, but opened the door to the experience, at once ineffable and pure,
which comes from a sublimation, however imperfect, of one’s lower self. We did not become saints, all of us, but
those who had the rare good fortune of feeling the Mahatma’s touch were different men ever after. His alchemy
turned dross into gold. This happened to individuals all through Gandhiji’s life, but the experiment was not
repeated on a mass scale after 1921. As some people said, it was the culmination of scores of previous births to
have joined the Congress in that year.
But non-violence is not easy to practise on a mass scale. It is a miracle to which so many have borne witness
that during the height of the movement, not an Englishwoman was molested, not an Englishman was robbed of a
pice. And yet discontent was intense and, if violence were once to break out, it might become uncontrollable.
However, all this had to be faced and yet the struggle had to be continued. Volunteers began to be enrolled in
every town. When this failed to provoke the authorities into activity, lists of volunteers began to be openly
published. It was not possible for the police to condone this open defiance and arrests followed as a matter of
course.
In Banaras, however, I found myself in the midst of an exceptional set of circumstances. The District Congress
Committee decided that the enrolment of volunteers should not take place till after the session of the Congress
which was scheduled to meet in Ahmedabad in the last week of December. I could not reconcile myself to this and
set about the work of enrolment. In this work, I received the greatest assistance from the young members of the
Asahyogi Sanskrit Chhatra Samiti to which I have already referred. These men were indefatigable and hard work
seemed literally to be the breath of their nostrils. In a few days, several hundred volunteers were enrolled.
But this posed a new problem. The volunteers were restive and wanted to do something.
It was then that I proposed to the editor of the Aj to publish the names of our volunteers, as some papers in
other cities had done. The Aj was a daily with a very wide circulation and was practically owned by Shri Shiva
Prasad Gupta. Shri Sri Prakasa, at present Governor of Maharashtra, was the Chief Editor. My suggestion was
accepted and the names were composed.
Then for some reason not known to me, opinions suddenly changed. The composed matter was ordered to be
distributed. A meeting was called at the Jnana Mandal Press to which I was invited. It was decided that nothing
should be done till everyone had returned from Ahmedabad. Shri Shiva Prasad Gupta was good enough to
purchase a ticket for me. This was, perhaps, one of the most difficult times that I have ever passed through. Here
were men, all senior to me in Congress work, influential men who had been maintaining the organization with
their money and the moral support which their social status gave them. They were unanimously of the opinion
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that we should lie low for the present. Heaven alone knows what line of action would be pursued on their return.
On the other hand, I was a comparatively unknown man, new to the Congress, with no resources to back me.
And yet, it seemed to me that the decision which the seniors were endorsing was all wrong. It seemed to be
completely out of tune with the times. I also felt that it was unfair to Banaras and to our volunteers. But could I,
should I, ignore their decision and adopt a militant programme on my own responsibility?
No one knew what form British repression would take. People might be hanged or shot, deprived of all their
property or tortured. Was a humble individual like myself to take the responsibility for letting loose all this and,
perhaps, worse on individuals who would be following me blindly without fully realising the implications of their
act? Heaven knows what a restless night I passed but calm came to me in the early hours of the morning. I made
up my mind to take the risk and felt a load slipping away from my shoulders. I sent a letter to the Joint Secretary
of the Committee, Shri Shivanandan Singh, intimating him of my decision and of my willingness to accept
whatever disciplinary action the Committee might take against me for acting in contravention of its wishes.
Our plans—the plans made by members of the Chhatra Samiti and myself—were soon finalized. Instructions
were issued as to who and how many would court arrest, once the Police began to take serious notice of us. Our
idea was not to send more than twenty men to jail each day. In this way, our volunteers would last for at least a
fortnight. By that time, the leaders would have returned from Ahmedabad. They could then deal with the situation
as they best pleased. Notices were then issued over my signature, calling upon the people to enrol as volunteers
and pasted in several places. One of these was pasted on the notice-board in front of the main police station, the
Kotwali. The Police removed it several times but a fresh copy would invariably be found on the board after some
time. The credit for this goes entirely to Chandra Shekhar Azad.
I was arrested at my house at eight in the morning, on December 24.
The plans I had made broke down completely. Instead of 20, about 75 volunteers courted arrest the first day
and this continued for several days running. The Police gave up all attempt at discrimination. They would station
a van in front of the Police station and anyone who wanted to go to prison had simply to take his seat in it. Many
enthusiasts who had never cared to enrol themselves secured precedence over regular volunteers. This was
something novel. In the evening when it was getting late and people continued to sing and raise slogans before
entering the vans, the Police would beg them to desist and come in.
“We have been standing here the whole day and are terribly tired,” they would say, and the volunteers would
obligingly move in. Such large-scale onrush created serious difficulties for the Jail authorities. They had suddenly
to find a large number of blankets. Our volunteers would not accept old and torn blankets and there was no way of
bullying them into obedience. Reforms had to be introduced in the kitchen within a day or so. The usual practice
was for flour to be kneaded by foot. This had to be substituted by kneading by hand and the stringy vegetables
supplied to prisoners had to be replaced by fresh cabbages and cauliflowers growing in the jail garden.
In February 1922, I was transferred to the District Jail, Lucknow, where all Congressmen who had been placed
in the special class were concentrated. I could give many interesting stories of jail life, particularly of tikram, the
clandestine machinery through which prisoners manage to get almost anything that they want. I shall refer to this
in a subsequent chapter.
I shall only say this that a prison is a wonderful school in practical psychology. We can all afford to pose like
gentlemen in the brief periods of intercourse outside, but it is impossible to sail under false colours for long in jail
where people are thrown in one another’s company all the twenty-four hours. Tempers get easily frayed and little
weaknesses which might otherwise have gone undetected peep out for all to see. He is indeed a fortunate man
who is able to retain the respect of his fellows after a long stay with them in prison.
At the same time, heights of character are revealed where one would least expect them. I have seen the spirit of
self-effacement, helpfulness and forbearance and a devotion to truth among the so-called ordinary prisoners who
were in prison for offences that no one would associate with goodness of mind.
My time was mostly spent in reading but I did a little spinning as well. Many of the friends I made in Lucknow
District Jail came later to occupy a prominent place in our national life. It almost seems a pity that very little is
known to the public about the special skills of which some of them gave evidence, while in prison. How many
people, for instance, know that the great Acharya Kripalani used to climb trees and jump from tree to tree with a
grace of movement which might put our simian cousins to shame! I have used the word “men” when referring to
our volunteers. They were not all adults. Among the two youngest of these “men” in Banaras, were Kamalapati
Tripathi, aged 12, and Raghunath Singh, aged 13. The former has earned a great reputation for himself as a
Congress worker and a Minister in Uttar Pradesh. The latter has also distinguished himself as a Congress worker
and a member of Parliament. And I must not forget to mention Chandra Shekhar Azad. He was also a boy and one
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of the most enterprising members of the Chhatra Samiti. By his courage and intelligence, he stood head and
shoulders over the others. A few days after our arrest, he was also arrested and brutally flogged. He cried “ Bande
Mataram!” with every stroke of the cane. The physical wound healed, but from that day, Azad became a changed
man. The British Government made him an implacable enemy and a powerful revolutionary.
I had been sentenced to twelve months’ imprisonment and a fine of one hundred rupees. The fine had been
realized by the Police carrying away from my house some watches sent by Dr. Brahmanand Agnihotri, an old
pupil of mine who was in Germany at the time. I was released in July 1922, as my sentence had been reduced by
six months on the recommendation of a Committee set up by the Government to review the cases of noncooperators in prison. The last few months in jail had been very dull and uninteresting. There were no fresh faces
to be seen. The movement had been suspended by Mahatmaji after the unfortunate incident at Chauri Chaura, in
Gorakhpur, in which some policemen were violently done to death by an angry mob. Many of us did not
appreciate this suspension. We were of the view that while no Congressman should countenance violence in any
shape or form, it would be difficult in a big country like India always to keep the people in check everywhere. The
outbreak of spasmodic violence under provocation could not be entirely ruled out. If the movement were to be
suspended every time someone in a remote corner acted foolishly, we could never proceed much further.
Incidentally, we would be placing a powerful weapon in the hands of the Government. It would be the easiest
thing in the world to incite some people to violence over some local grievance and then sit back for our leaders to
call a halt to our movement. A very large number of Congressmen entertained such thoughts at the time, but sober
reflection convinced us that what Mahatmaji had done was an act of the soundest statesmanship. In the first place,
the movement had already spent itself. It visibly weakened after about six weeks. There had been little preparation
and the momentum generated by mere resentment and the novelty of jail-going as a pleasant spree was bound to
be exhausted sooner or later. A wise general knows that orderly retreat is sometimes the only method of
preserving his army’s morale. If this tactic is not adopted in time, the army might become a disorganised rabble in
flight. Again, the suspension of the movement on the ground that people had not practised non-violence gave the
public a much-needed jolt. It emphasized the fact that when Mahatmaji and the Congress spoke of non-violence,
they really meant what they said. If the nation wanted to march forward under this leadership, it would have to
accept the discipline imposed by non-violence. It was a timely lesson and the public paid heed to it.
A couple of years later, I heard a curious commentary . about our movement. A political leader from Tunis was
making a tour of India and happened to meet some of us during a visit to Banaras. If I remember aright, his name
was Abdul Karim. The gist of what he told us was this:
“You do not know what people in Africa and South Asia think of you. You are yourselves slaves but you are
also the willing instruments of the British for keeping other nations in bondage. Whenever trouble breaks out in
any British Colony, Indian troops are sent to restore order. All these nations hate you. Our own tyrants, the French
and the Italians, take heart from the fact that the British keep you down so easily. When at last you began your
non-cooperation movement, there was jubilation all over North Africa and South Asia. We felt that our day of
deliverance had come. Our foreign rulers were really trembling from fear. But you are wonderful fighters. You
collapsed after a bare six weeks. The result is that our chains have become tighter. Europeans have become
confident that Asians and Africans can never shake off their serfdom.”
I must say that for many of us this was a revelation. We had never looked at the question of our independence
from this angle. …\fn{Text resumes on the following page}

† Hindu temple of Akshardham in Delhi, India, from the back. †
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250.70 Some Aspects Of Medico-Social Work In India\fn{by Dr.. Mrs.. Jerusha Jhirad (before 1890 (1891-1984)} “Born
on March 21, 1891 in the state of Mysore”, Bene Israel Community, Karnataka State, India (F) 2
One of the widest fields for social service has been opened up by the maternity and child welfare movement. It
has led to various paths of investigation the most important being the causes of the enormous mortality amongst
mothers and infants. This question is not peculiar to India but much yet remains to be achieved here in this
direction.
In the West, a great reduction in infant mortality rates has been brought about through persistent efforts, but
work along similar lines has not met with the same success in reducing the maternal mortality. The reasons given
for such failure are many and varied as can be seen by following the correspondence going on in some of the
leading medical journals.
In this country the high mortality rates simply baffle us, and the main causes are not far to seek. Apart from the
mortality rates, the percentage of mortality, both amongst mothers and infants, must be very high judging from the
character of work seen at hospitals and dispensaries. What should naturally be a normal physiological process is
morbid mostly through ignorance.
Looking through the statistics of any large maternity hospital, one would notice the fact that the largest
percentage of maternal mortality is due to purely obstetric conditions which are preventable. Still-births also show
the highest percentage of avoidable causes, thus showing the great importance of preventive work in midwifery.
Ignorance and superstition are two great factors preventing access to modern methods. Indians are naturally
fatalists, which is helpful when unavoidable accidents occur, but certainly a very trying attitude when confronted
with remediable complications. Old mothers and grandmothers still hold great sway in Indian families, and while
we are still busy trying to form large committees, meeting in Town Halls, for discussing welfare problems, or
organizing welfare exhibitions on grand scales, these women continue to impart their time-honored customs to the
next generation, which has grown up directly under their influence, and has been carefully guarded and warned
against the advances of modern teaching
Is it a wonder then that many a time we are met with such adamantine resistance to any suggestion of change
even from the younger generation?
The untrained midwives, known commonly as dais, are very popular, in fact indispensable, in these families.
These women fall in with the superstitious ideas, and carry out every instruction with great detail.
They are very sympathetic, and will turn their hand to anything. They are really handy women, and, more
important still, they are well up in the latest gossip of the town. No wonder they are so popular. If only they had
some scientific knowledge of the subject, they would form a great asset in social work. Their opinion is highly
valued, and many a time I have noticed that, even if eminent doctors have urged certain treatments, unless the dais
agrees with it, patients will not follow the doctor’s advice!
Dais may have been and perhaps still are a valuable aid in confinements and all may go well if everything is
straightforward, but the least abnormality is tackled so artlessly and heartlessly by these women, that in the long
run they are a real source of danger to humanity.
With the evolution of modern methods in midwifery, we have come to realize the great value of preventive
work. Medical women with special training are indispensable for such work in India, and if this work is carried
out thoroughly, all normal maternity work can be safely and profitably left in the hands of midwives. The question
of replacing dais by trained midwives has been, and is still being, widely discussed.
There is first the economic difficulty, as the provision of sufficient number of midwives in any town means a
large outlay. Some of the foremost welfare workers are still of opinion that the indigenous dai should be
befriended, given a course of training and allowed to continue her practice.. There is much to be said in favour of
such schemes, for everyone realizes the difficulty, nay the impossibility almost, of dethroning these women from
the position they occupy in most Indian families.
The difficulties of befriending them are just as stupendous, for these honorable women take a prejudiced view
of the modern doctor and midwife, and I do not feel it can be an easy task to bring them round to our way of.
thinking. Theirs is a hereditary profession and they have too many of their own ideas and practices deeply
ingrained within them to allow of easy conviction as to our methods. The period of training for midwives hitherto
in force in England has been thought to be quite inadequate and has been increased to one year. If it takes so long
to train a fresh person properly in the practice of midwifery, is it possible that a much shorter course is sufficient
to train our already biased person?
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An indigenous dai has to start by unlearning all her former practices, which cannot be achieved immediately
she enters a training institution. It will take months for her to realize how fallacious her own methods were. In
face of this one can see the absurdity of giving nominal courses, lasting only a fortnight or so, to these women
brought for the first time into a civilized town from remote villages, and then expecting that these women will
introduce modern methods into their own practice. Why, they have hardly had time to get over the wonders of
large spacious buildings, and the uniformed staff that glides about the place!
The dais are still a great asset in our maternity service, particularly in the villages, but they will need a much
more thorough grinding, followed by continuous and persistent guidance and supervision.
The problems of maternity service in a large town are easy enough to be solved if only the local municipality will
realize its responsibility and make an adequate provision for it in its annual budget, but the difficulties of country
practice still remain.
*
It is not possible for a midwife from another place to go and settle in a new village. She will always be looked
upon as an alien. The reform must come from within the village itself, and efforts should be made to take up the
rising generation of the existing dais and give them a proper preliminary education, and then an adequate training
in midwifery.
The effects of the spread of education are noticeable even amongst some of the most orthodox families. The
mother or grandmother is generally the authority in these families and younger women are under the thumb of
these. But the education of the men-folk is bringing about a change and many a time an educated son may be able
to persuade his old-fashioned mother to see things from his angle of vision.
The rising generation of men are certainly a great stand-by in introducing reform into families, hence fathers
classes are an essential part of any welfare movement in India. Social workers can do much in organizing such
classes, and one of the most hopeful signs of the time is the number of young men attending social service
training classes every year. The salvation of our country lies in the hands of social workers but not so much in
those who delight in denouncing old customs from public platforms. The real workers are those who carry on
their propaganda quietly from house to house. Theirs is work which cannot be measured by numbers and
statistics, but it is none the less certain.
For success in social work, intensive propaganda rather than work on an extensive scale should be the aim.
Large schemes may show big figures at the end of each year, but they do not necessarily prove success, unless a
sufficient amount of individual work has been done at the same time.
The great task before social workers in this field lies in raising the masses from their ignorance and
superstitions. Education, by creating sound public opinion, stimulating agitation against early marriages, and
education in sex relationship, is a preliminary to work for any welfare scheme. Such reforms will go a long way
towards helping in the progress of preventive medicine.
But whatever schemes are set afoot careful consideration must be given to make them suitable for local needs.
Blind following of Western methods will only increase the prejudice of the masses and the only way to success is
by evolving methods adaptable to Indian ways of living and thinking.
234.43 1. Ranga’s Marriage 2. Our Teacher 3. Jogyora Anjappa’s Chicken: Three Short Stories\fn{by Masti
Venkatesha Iyengar (1891-1986)} Hongenahalli, Kolar District, Karnataka State, India (M) 14
1
When you see this title, some of you may ask, “Ranga’s Marriage?” Why not “Ranganatha Vrvaha” or “Ranganatha Vijaya?” Well, yes, I know I could have used some other mouth-filling one like “Jagannatha Vijaya” or
“Girija Kalyana.” But then, this is not about Jagannatha’s victory or Girija’s wedding. It’s about our own Ranga’s
marriage and hence no fancytitle.
Hosahalli is our village. You must have heard of it. No? What a pity! But it is not your fault. There is no
mention of it in any geography book. Those sahibs in England, writing in English, probably do not know that such
a place exists, and so make no mention of it. Our own people too forget about it. You know how it is—they are
like a flock of sheep. One sheep walks into a pit, the rest blindly follow it. When both the sahibs in England and
our own geographers have not referred to it, you can not expect the poor cartographer to remember to put it on the
map, can you? And so there is not even the shadow of our village on any map.
Sorry, I started somewhere and then went off in another direction. If the state of Mysore is to Bharatavarsha
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what the sweet karigadabu is to a festive meal, then Hosahalli is to Mysore State what the filling is to the
karigadabu. What I have said is absolutely true, believe me. I will not object to your questioning it but I will stick
to my opinion. I am not the only one who speaks glowingly of Hosahalli. We have a doctor in our place. His name
is Gundabhatta. He agrees with me. He has been to quite a few places. No, not England. If anyone asks him
whether he has been there, he says,
“No, Annayya, I have left that to you. Running around like a flea-pestered dog, is not for me. I have seen a few
places in my time, though.” As a matter of fact, he has seen many.
We have some mango trees in our village. Come visit us, and I will give you a raw mango from one of them.
Do not eat it. Just take a bite. The sourness is sure to go straight to your brahmarandhra. I once took one such
fruit home and a chumey was made out of it. All of us ate it. The cough we suffered from, after that! It was when I
went for the cough medicine, that the doctor told me about the special quality of the fruit
Just as the mango is special, so is everything else around our village. We have a creeper growing in the everso-fine water of the village pond. Its flowers are a feast.to behold. Get two leaves from the creeper when you go
to the pond for your bath, and you will not have to worry about not having leaves on which to serve the afternoon
meal.
You will say I am rambling. It is always like that when the subject of our village comes up. But enough. If any
one of you would like to visit us, drop me a line. I will let you know where Hosahalli is and what things are like
here. The best way of getting to know a place is to visit it, don’t you agree?
*
What I am going to tell you is something that happened ten years ago. We did not have many people who knew
EngJish, then. Our village accountant was the first one who had enough courage to send his son to Bangalore, to
study. It is different now. There are many who know EngJish. During the holidays, you come across them on
every street, talking in EngJish. Those days, we did not speak in EngJish, nor did we bring in English words while
talking in Kannada.
What has happened is disgraceful, believe me. The other day, I was in Rama Rao’s house when they bought a
bundle of firewood. Rama Rao’s son came out to pay for it. He asked the woman,
“How much should I give you?”
“Four pice,” she said.
The boy told her he did not have any “change,” and asked her to come the next morning. The poor woman did
not understand the EngJish word “change” and went away muttering to herself. I too did not know. Later, when I
went to Ranga’s house and asked him, I understood what it meant.
This priceless commodity, the English language, was not so widespread in our village a decade ago. That was
why Ranga’s homecoming was a great event. People rushed to his doorstep announcing,
“The accountant’s son has come,”
“The boy who had gone to Bangalore for his studies is here, it seems,” and
“Come, Ranga is here. Let’s go and have a look.” Attracted by the crowd, I too went and stood in the courtyard
and asked,
“Why have all these people come? There’s no performing monkey here.” A boy, a fellow without any brains,
said, loud enough for everyone to hear,
“What are you doing here, then?” A youngster, immature and without any manuers. Thinking that all these
things were now of the past, I kept quiet.
Seeing so many people there, Ranga came out with a smile on his face. Had we all gone inside, the place
would have turned into what people call the Black Hole of Calcutta. Thank God it did not. Everyone was
surprised to see that Ranga was the same as he had been six months ago, when he had first left our village. An old
lady who was near him, ran her hand over his chest, looked into his eyes and said,
“The janewara is still there. He hasn’t lost his caste.” She went away soon after that. Ranga laughed. Once
they realised iliat Ranga still had ilie same hands, legs, eyes and nose, the crowd melted away, like a lump of
sugar in a child’s mouth. I continued to stand there. After everyone had gone, I asked,
“How are you, Rangappa? Is everything well with you?”
It was only ilien iliat Ranga noticed me. He came near me and did a namaskara respectfully, saying,
“I am all right, with your blessings.”
I must draw your attention to this aspect of Ranga’s character. He knew when it would be to his advantage to
talk to someone and rightly assessed people’s worth. As for his namaskara to me, he did not do it like any presentday boy—with his head up towards the sun, standing stiff like a pole wiiliout joints, jerking his body as if it was
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either a hand or a walking stick. Nor did he merely fold his hands. He bent low to touch my feet.
“May you I get married soon,” I said, blessing him. After exchanging a few pleasantries, I left.
*
That afternoon, when I was resting, Ranga came to my house wiili a couple of oranges in his hand. A generous,
considerate fellow. It would be a fine thing to have him marry, settle down and be of service to society, I thought.
For a while we talked about this and that. Then I came to the point.
“Rangappa, when do you plan to get married?”
“I am not going to get married now,” he said.
“Why not?”
“I need to find the right girl. I know an officer who got married only six months ago. He is about thirty and his
wife is twenty-five, I am told. They will be able to talk lovingly to each other. Let’s say I married a very young
girl. She may take my words spoken in love as words spoken in anger. Recently, a troupe in Bangalore staged the
play Shakuntala. There is no question of Dushyantha falling in love with Shakuntala if she were young, like the
present-day brides, is there? What would have happened to Kalidasa’s play? If one gets married, it should be to a
girl who is mature. Otherwise, one should remain a bachelor. That’s why I am not marrying now.”
“Is there any other reason?”
“A man should marry a girl he admires. What we have now are arranged marriages. How can one admire a girl
with milk stains on one side of her face and wetness on the other, or so young that she doesn’t even know how to
bite her fingers?”
“One a neem fruit, the other, a bittergourd.”
“Exactly!” Ranga said, laughing.
I was distressed that the boy who I thought would make a good husband, had decided to remain a bachelor.
After chatting for a little longer, Ranga left. I made up my mind right then that I would get him married.
*
Rama Rao’s niece, a pretty girl of eleven, had come to stay with him. She was from a big town, so she knew
how to play the veena and the harmonium. She also had a sweet voice. Both her parents had died, and her uncle
had brought her home. Ranga was just the boy for her, and she, the most suitable bride for him. Since I was a
frequent visitor to Rama Rao’s place, the girl was quite free with me.
I completely forgot to mention her name! Ratna, it was. The very next morning I went to their house and told
Rama Rao’s wife,
“I’ll send some buttermilk for you. Ask Ratna to fetch it.”
Ratna came. It was a Friday, so she was wearing a grand saree. I told her to sit in my room and requested her to
sing a song. I sent for Ranga. While she was singing the song, … Krishnamurthy, in front of my eyes …
Ranga reached the door. He stopped at the threshold. He did not want the singing to stop, but was curious to
see the singer. Carefully, he peeped in. The light coming into the room was blocked. Ratna looked up and seeing a
stranger there, abruptly stopped.
Suppose you buy the best quality mango. You eat it slowly, savouring its peel, before biting into the juicy flesh.
You do not want to waste any part of it. Before you take another bite, the fruit slips out of your hand and falls to
the ground. How do you feel? Ranga’s face showed the same disappointment when the singing stopped.
“You sent for me?” he asked as he came in and sat on a chair.
Ratna stood at a distance, her head lowered. Ranga repeatedly glanced at her. Once, our eyes met, and he
looked very embarrassed. No one spoke for a long while.
“It was my coming in that stopped the singing. Let me leave.”
Words, mere words! The fellow said he would leave but did not make a move. How can one expect words to
match actions in these days of kaliyuga?
Ratna ran inside, overcome by shyness. After a while, Ranga asked,
“Who is that girl, swami?”
“Who’s that inside?” the lion wanted to know. The he-goat who had taken shelter in the temple replied,
“Does it matter who I am? I am a poor animal who has already eaten nine lions. I have vowed to eat one more.
Tell me, are you male or female?”
The lion fled the place in fear, it seems. Like the he-goat, I said,
“What does it matter to either of us who she is? I’m already married and you aren’t the marrying kind.” Very
hopefully, he asked,
“She isn’t married, then?” His voice did not betray his excitement but I knew it was there.
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“She was married a year ago.”
His face shrivelled like a roasted brinjal. After a while, Ranga left, saying,
“I must go. I have work at home.”
*
I went to our Shastri the next morning and told him,
“Keep everything ready to read the stars. I’ll come later.”
I tutored him in all that I wanted him to say. I found no change in Ranga when I met him that afternoon.
“What’s the matter? You seem to be lost in thought,” I said.
“Nothing, nothing’s wrong, believe me.”
“Headache? Come, let’s go and see a doctor.”
“I have no headache. I’m my usual self.”
“I went through the same thing when the process of choosing a girl for me was going on. But I don’t think that
that could be a reason for your present condition.” Ranga stared at me.
“Come, let’s go and see Shastri,” I suggested. “We will find out whether Guru and Shani are favourable for
you or not.”
Ranga accompanied me without any protest. As soon as Shastri saw me, he exclaimed,
“What a surprise, Shyama! Haven’t seen you for a long time.”
Shyama is none other than your servant, the narrator of this tale. I got angry and shouted,
“What? Only this morning—” Shastri completed my sentence,
“You finished all your work and are now free to visit me.” Had he not done so, I would have ruined our plan
by bursting like grains that are kept in the sun to dry. I was extremely careful of what I said afterwards. Shastri
turned to Ranga.
“When did the young son of our accountant clerk come home? What can I do for him? It’s very rarely that he
visits us.”
“Take out your paraphernalia. Our Rangappa seems to have something on his mind. Can you tell us what’s
worrying him? Shall we put your science of astrology to the test?”
There was authority in my voice as I spoke to Shastri. He took out two sheets of paper, some cowries and a
book of palmyra leaves, saying,
“Ours is an ancient science, ayya. There’s a story to it. But I won’t tell you that story now. This is not a
harikatha which allows you to tell a story within a story. You may get bored. I’ll tell it to you some other time.”
Shastri moved his lips fast as he counted on his fingers and then asked,
“What’s your star?” Ranga didn’t know.
“Never mind,” Shastri indicated with a shake of his head. He did some more calculations before saying in a
serious tone,
“It’s about a girl.”
I had been controlling my laughter all this while. But now I burst out laughing. I turned to Ranga.
“Exactly what I had said!”
“Who is the girl?” It was your humble servant who asked the question. Shastri thought for a while before
replying,
“She probably has the name of something found in the ocean.”
“Kamala?”
“May be.”
“Could it be Pachchi, moss?”
“Must it be moss if it’s not kamala? Why not pearl or ratna, the precious stone?”
“Ratna? The girl in Rama Rao’s house is Ratna. Tell me, is there any chance of our negotiations bearing fruit?”
“Definitely,” he said, after thinking for some time.
There was surprise on Ranga's face. And some happiness. I noticed it.
“But that girl is marred …” I said.
Then I turned to him. His face had fallen.
“I don’t know all that. There may be some other girl who is suitable. I only told you what our shastra
indicated,” Shastri said.
We left the place. On the way, we passed by Rama Rao’s house. Rabla was standing at the door. I went in alone
and came out a minute later.
“Surising. This girl isn’t married, it seems. Someone told me the other day that she was. What Shastri told us
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has turned out to be true after all! But Rangappa; I can’t believe that you have been thinking of her. Swear on the
name of Madhavacharya and tell me, is it true what Shastri said?”
I do not know whether anyone else would have been direct. Ranga admitted,
“There’s greater truth in that shastra than we imagine. What he said is absolutely true.”
Shastri was at the well when I went there that evening. I said,
“So Shastrigale, you repeated everything I had taught you without giving rise to any suspicion. What a
marvellous shastra yours is!” He didn’t like it at all.
“What are you saying? What you said to me was what I could have found out myself from the shastras. Don’t
forget, I developed on the hints you had given me.”
Tell me, is this what a decent man says?
*
Rangappa had come the other day to invite me for dinner.
“What’s the occasion?” I asked.
“It’s Shyama’s birthday. He is three.”
“It’s not a nice name—Shyama,”I said. “I’m like a dark piece of oil-cake. Why did you have to give that
golden child of yours such a name? What a childish couple you are, Rabla and you! I know, I know, it is the
English custom of naming the child after someone you like. Your wife is eight months pregnant now. Who’s there
to help your mother to cook?”
“My sister has come with her.”
I went there for dinner. Shyama rushed to me when I walked in and put his arms round my legs. I kissed him
on his cheek and placed a ring on his tiny little finger.
Allow me to take leave of you, readers. I am always here, ready to serve you.
You were not bored, I hope?
2
It was Thursday. I was in a hurry as it was getting late for school. Lakshmi was behind me, almost running on
her little feet. She was still asleep when I went to call her, and that had delayed things even more. As we walked
along we saw our teacher ahead of us. I slowed down too. There was no reason for us to rush when Teacher
himself was taking it easy. That was when Shastri, comingin the opposite direction, spotted him.
“So, Venkataramaniah, on your way to school?” he asked.
“Yes, swami, I am. Do you have a pinch of snuft?” Teacher asked
“Here. What other news? Aren’t you a little late?”
“What can I. say, swami? My wife told me there was no salt in the house. I was late for school so I told her I
couldn’t get it. She started saying all kinds of things. Perhaps it would have been better if I had gone out and
bought the salt. I would have reached the school by now. Problems, swami, problems …”
“It’s no problem. I’ll send it to your house through one of the boys. Do you have the money for it? Give it to
me.”
Since Teacher was standing and talking, there was no point in our going on to school. So Lakshmi and I sat
down to play Guchamma Nakshatra. We were so engrossed in our game that we did not notice our teacher had
gone. I got up quickly saying,
“Lakshmi, come, let’s go. It’s late. Teacher will be angry.”
But Lakshmi just sat there, crying, because she had lost all her balapa sticks to me. I had not cheated. She lost
them because she did not know how to play. I begged her to get up, but she kept wailing,
“My sticks, my balapa sticks.”
I. tried to reason with her. But she had no sense of fair play at all. She only knew that the chalk pieces were
hers. Fed up with her crying, I gave back all the pieces I had won and tried to coax her into going with me. But
she continued to stand there, asking for the chalk pieces. She would not listen when I told her I had given all her
pieces back.
“You have some more in your pocket,” she said.
“Those are mine,” I protested.
It was no use. Finally, I handed her all the pieces I had. She would not have come to school otherwise. And I
would not have had the excuse that I had gone to fetch Lakshmi, when Teacher asked me why I was late. I had
won the game but she had won the chalk pieces! I was reminded of the occasion when the Inspector had come on
a visit, and Saraswathi had got more marks than Gowri!
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By the time we reached the school, Teacher had already started the lesson for the first standard. Lakshmi and I
slipped in unnoticed and sat down. After he finished with that class, he turned to our group and asked,
“Why haven’t Gowramma and Sitamma come as yet?”
“I came long ago, Teacher,” I said.
“Good girl. Try to come earlier from now on, amma,” he told me. When he saw me nod my head in Lakshmi’s
direction, he added,
“So you brought Lakshmi with you, did you? You are late every day because of her, I know. But come on time.
Just for a few days more. The Inspector is going to visit the school any day so all of you should come on time and
study properly. This is a new Inspector and he says he will present pearl necklaces to those who do well in studies.
Saraswathamma, you must study hard, like Gowramma.”
“Let her study well if she wants to. I don’t have a squint,” Saraswathi said.
Everyone laughed loudly. I did not want to, but I could not help joining them. Lakshmi clapped her hands and
giggled. Naughty girl. Even Teacher wanted to laugh, but he controlled himself and scolded
“Cheh! You shouldn’t say such things.”
Saraswathi was proud that there was nothing wrong with her nose and eyes, and she made fun of Gowri’s
squint. There was nothing wrong with my nose and eyes either. Nor with Lakshmi’s. Most people are like us. Yet
Saraswathi was vain. It seems girls are like that. They think that a straight nose and proper eyes are all that they
need. Their only desire is to please men. So whatever is required to do that, is enough for everything else.
But even men are like that. Suppose there is a man who has passed his B.A. He may be one-eyed, or have a
dark complexion, or an ugly face. Yet he believes that all women admire him because he has a degree. A man has
to earn a living. If he has what is required to do that, then he thinks he is attractive to girls.
Men do not realise that good looks do not come with education, and women do not know that you cannot pass
an exam by beauty alone. A boy who is not good-looking thinks that education itself is good looks. Saraswathi,
who was no scholar, thought that beauty was everything. After all, she had been praised by the Inspector the
previous year, even though she had not learnt the lesson.
That was the day Gowri and Saraswathi, who were friends until then, fell out. The Inspector had asked the
class what a river was. Saraswathi did not know. Only if you learn the lesson by heart you will know, won’t you?
She kept quiet. The Inspector turned to Gowramma, and she repeated, word for word, all that was written in
Raghunatha Rao’s book on geography.
None of us felt jealous when Gowri got high marks. Gowri was a good student and we knew it. The Inspector
asked another question.
“How is a river formed?” Gowri did not know the answer. It was Saraswathi’s turn. She replied,
“The water that falls here and there, joins together to form a river.”
“Shabash!” exclaimed the Inspector. He turned to Teacher and complimented him for having prepared the girl
so well. Teacher had actually coached Gowri. The Inspector had meant Saraswathi. Poor Teacher. Thinking the
reference was to Gowri, he explained,
“I have indeed worked very hard, mahaswami. You must have also noticed it. You can ask her for any detail in
geography and she will tell you.” The Inspector realised that Teacher was talking about Gowri.
“This girl? Yes. She has studied well, I know. But I was referring to the other one.” Turning to Saraswathi, he
asked,
“What’s your name, amma?”
“Saraswathibai.”
“I was talking about Saraswathibai,” said the Inspector.
“My rib-cage has gone dry trying to teach her,” Teacher moaned.
It was the truth. As in the saying, You shall never learn and I shall never forget, Teacher was exhausted trying
to teach Saraswathi. And she had managed to get a shabashgiri for saying something he had not taught her.
Gowri was upset. From that day onwards the two girls were no longer friends. Gowri would taunt her,
“Oho, your shabashgiriye! Such pride even without studying!” Saraswathi had only one reply,
“What can I do, tell me? I don’t have your squint.”
Teacher was not aware of all this. He would advise Saraswathi to work hard like Gowri, and she would take
that opportunity to humiliate Gowri.
*
But to return to that Thursday. After telling them not to say such rude things, Teacher assigned some work to.
the students. Every now and then someone in the class would remember what Saraswathi had said and start
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giggling. Or they would whisper among themselves. They munched the chakkali, mucchore and avalakki they had
brought, and you could hearkutumkutum and gurumgurum sounds coming from them. They were busy doing
everything but the work given. No one else had much interest in studying except Gowri who was sitting quietly,
her brows knit together.
Gowri had not forgotten her humiliation. While I waited for Teacher to ask us to submit our lessons, I was
trying to cajole Lakshmi into giving my balapas back. My efforts were in vain. Before I could get really annoyed
with her, there was another occasion for some mirth.
I do not know what Teacher was thinking about—something very practical, like what awaited him at home
because he had left his household without salt, or about some. metaphysical issue, or about Rukku Samhite—when
a woman walked into the classroom. As soon as Teacher saw her in the doorway, he probably thought whatever
was to take place at home, was about to happen here, in the school. Shaken out of his relaxed posture, he started
to say something to her. But, in a slightly loud voice, his wife told him,
“I told you that there was no salt in the house, yet you went straight to school. What do you expect me to do?”
“Should you come here just for that?” Teacher asked her.
“Whenever I ask for something, you take refuge in the school. And you issue an order that I should, under no
circumstances, come here. What should I do, tell me. From now on, I will come to wherever you are, be it the
school or anywhere else. And I will ask for things we don’t have in the house. I can’t stand this anymore.”
“Couldn’t you have borrowed some from the neighbours? If someone were to come here now and see you,
what would happen to my reputation?”
“You will lose your reputation if somebody comes. What about the self-respect that I have to lose every day?
Rice from one house yesterday, dal from another one today, salt tomorrow. I'm fed up of having to borrow things.
I am not going to ask anyone for anything anymore. If you have money, buy it. Or say that you will bring it. But
don’t give me the excuse that you are late for school and run away. If you don’t have any money, say so. We’ll eat
without salt.”
In the meanwhile, there was a lot of excitement among the girls. Lakshmi had spotted Garudamari on the
street.
Garudamari? Garudamari was a little kitten. Very pretty to look at. The girls used to wave a broomstick in front
of it and the kitten would try to catch it, as if it was a mouse. They would pull its tail and make it spit in anger.
They would share their snacks with it. The kitten was fond of us all, but liked Lakshmi more than anyone else.
Once she had brought some tambittu. One was not sure whether her mother knew about it or not. Saraswathi,
Gowri and I, along with all the others, surrounded her, and persuaded her to give us some of it. Unfortunately for
us, Lakshmi had called the kitten and placed the tambittu in front of it for fun.
The kitten, however, did not think it was a game. It picked up the tambittu and would not let go of it. It
growled in protest if anyone went near it. Perhaps the kitten thought that it would get some tambittu from
Lakshmi every day, and so it showed special affection for her.
Lakshmi did not mind losing her tambittu. She was proud that the kitten loved her and she would not leave it
alone, petting and cuddling it all the time. Lakshmi had given it this name, Garudamari, because it was so pretty.
Some parts of it were off-whte, and the rest, pure white. Its neck looked a soft white while its nose and forehead
were also white but with a few black patches. Its mouth was red like the skin of a ripe papaya and the eyes were
pure yellow like topaz. Its paws—only those who had been scratched, knew how shaIp the nails were. That was
our Garudamari.
*
When Lakshmi spotted the kitten, she ran after it and brought it back with her. A few girls joined us, as we
made a circle around it, and played with it. I do not know what else Teacher and his wife talked about. Lost in our
game, we did not notice what happened. Suddenly we heard our teacher asking us to go back to our places. There
was fear in his voice. Quickly we sat down—the kitten on Lakshmi’s lap—and picked up our books.
When we looked up, we saw an elderly gentleman at the door, surveying us all with all air of absolute
authority. He looked at our teacher standing near the table and asked,
“Are you the teacher here?”
It was the Inspector.. Only Inspectors talk to teachers in that tone. There is a marked difference between the
way people talk to a teacher and the way an Inspector addresses him. Nobody should get upset be.cause I say such
things. I do not want my remarks to be taken seriously either. The authority an Inspector exercises over a teacher
is like the courage a cat displays in catching a mouse. Teacher too knew that it was the Inspector as soon as he
heard the question.
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“Yes, mahaswami,” he replied.
“Put on your turban. What do you mean being bare-headed?”
Our teacher knew the shastras and the Vedas. He could recite the Raghuvamsha and expound on philosophical
matters. His heart was free from malice. I have recently come to know something about man’s nature. Having
watched my young children and seen how utterly pure and innocent their hearts are, I can say that our teacher had
the heart of a child. Pure and guileless. He could not bear to see anyone suffering. That was why he often had no
money for salt.
There was no cunning whatsoever in him. Once he saw a cobra approaching a group of children, who were
playing on the street. He knew the strictures against killing a cobra but he ignored them. He knew that if it
attacked him, he was sure to die. But he put his fears aside and killed it. Even as the people who had gathered
around praised this brahmin’s courage, he took out his snuff box and placed a big-sized pinch of snuff on the head
of the cobra. You probably know that there is a belief that a snake-catcher puts a pinch of snuff in a snake’s mouth
when he catches it. The snuff makes the snake giddy and it falls senseless. Then he pulls out its fangs. Teacher had
the same intention, perhaps. He did not seem to realise that a snake, which was motionless enough to accept a
pinch of snuff from him, would not know its taste either.
But even this courageous soul was terrified of two things. One was his wife. The other was the Inspector.
When the latter thundered, “Put on your I.urban,” Teacher was like a timid man at whom a live frog had been
thrown. In his haste, he put on the turban, back to front. His face dripped with perspiration. I felt sorry for him,
even though his appearance made me want to laugh. The Inspector looked at Teacher,
“Put your turban on the right way,” he said sternly.
“Mahaswami!” said Teacher, taking it off and rearranging it. But to his bad luck, it got completely undone. You
cannot imagine the confusion that followed. The turban had come undone. The Inspector was furious. Not one girl
in the class had learnt her lessons. Teacher was afraid he would lose his job if the Inspector began to ask the girls
any questions. Moreover, there was his wife, sitting in the classroom. What would happen if the Inspector noticed
her presence? What answer would he give, if the Inspector pointed to her and asked who she was?
Teacher’s mind was in a turmoil. I cannot describe his agony. You can only imagine it. The Inspector looked at
the teacher’s wife.
“Who is that? A teacher?” Teacher, pretending to be busy tying the turban, mumbled,
“Mahaswami?”
Who knows what the Inspector would have said at that moment or what would have followed. For, just then,
Teacher’s wife seemed to have realised that her action had created a situation which was more serious than she
had expected. Her only desire was to escape from it. In reply to the Inspector’s question, she said,
“No, mahaswami.”
“Is she a pupil?” the Inspector asked.
“Mahaswami,” said Teacher.
“Yes,” his wife replied. The Inspector looked at Teacher.
“You certainly have caught hold of a mature one, haven’t you?”
“Mahaswami.”
“What class are you in?” the Inspector asked her. There was anger on her face. She walked to the door
muttering,
“A mature one, is it? Who is he then, a tender lemon?” Watching her leave the room, the Inspector turned to
our teacher.
“What’s this, ayya? She walked away without saying anything. What class is she in?”
“Mahaswami.” The Inspector was annoyed.
“What’s the matter with you? All you have done is repeated mahaswami, mahaswami.”
“Mahaswami,” Teacher said, once again.
“Was she annoyed?”
“May be, mahaswami.”
“Yes. It was not right for me to call her a mature one,” the Inspector said. Then, he added, “Shall we get on
with the inspection?”
“You must be exhausted after your journey, mahaswami. Why don’t we have the inspection tomorrow?”
“All right Let’s have a song from someone who sings well, then.”
The best singer in the class was Lakshmi. Teacher turned to her and said,
“Come on, Lakshmi. Let's have you sing the one on King George.”
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Lakshmi stood up. The kitten was still on her lap. The Inspector went up to her in order to hear her clearly. As
Lakshmi started to sing, the kitten, which had been sitting comfortably in the folds of her dress, woke up, and
started to fidget. It wanted to get out. The Inspector’s eyes fell on the moving folds of her dress. He pointed to it
and asked,
“What’s that, there?”
Lakshmi was in two minds. She did not know what to say. She looked at me.
“Your baby?” asked the Inspector, who could have had a grandchild as old as Lakshmi. At the same time, he
put his hand out to find out what it was. The kitten was angry, since it could not get out. Soon it would have
scratched Lakshmi’s stomach. When the Inspector's hand reached it, it attacked!
I have already told you about Garudamari’s paws, and how they could scratch. Now, the Inspector too found
out. Pulling his hand back as fast as he could, he shouted,
“What kind of a school is this? That girl walks out in anger, this one brings a kitten with her. What is going
on?” There was helplessness in the teachers’s reply.
“Mahaswami, only God knows what I go through. As the girls grow older, they tend to lose their temper faster.
You can’t tell them to study. They run away from the school. The little girls want their kittens. If we ask them not
to bring the kittens here, they stay away too. If I have stayed on as a teacher, it is mainly because I do not want to
be disloyal to the hand, like yours, that feeds me. You saw it yourself. My rib-cage has gone dry trying to teach in
this school.”
“Tell me, what’s your salary?”
“Ten rupees for a month’s hard work, mahaswami.”
“Don’t worry. I’ll write today itself and recommend that your salary should be increased to twelve rupees a
month.”
That was the end of the school for the day.
*
Three days ago Teacher visited us. When I had gone to say goodbye to him before leaving the place after my
marriage, he had said,
“I had told you that you would be blessed with a good husband. And things have turned out that way. I shall
visit you one day. Think of us sometimes.”
And he had come to visit. He wanted me to talk to my husband about getting him a promotion. My husband
said he would help. When I told him this story of our teacher, he laughed heartily. Thanks to my husband, Teacher
was promoted and was entitled to a higher salary. His second visit was to thank us. He said to me,
“She is not there now, Sitamma, to benefit from your help.”
I did not have to ask him who “she” was. A man may have many a “she” in his life these days, but not then.
“What happened, Teacher?” I asked.
“Ammayya, she died leaving behind a girl child,” he said. “I have to look after my daughter, now.” There were
tears in his eyes as he added,
“She had a hard time throughout. If she were here today, I would have bought her a new saree. She would have
been thrilled. I wasn’t fortunate enough to do such a thing.”
I was too moved to say anything. After a pause, he continued,
“Her love for me was boundless, Sitamma. She held my feet that day and said, ‘It’s time for me to go. Don’t
hold any anger against me. I put you to trouble many times.’ I told her,’You gave me no trouble but I didn’t give
you any happiness.’ She said,’You don’t knw this. I was happy but I didn’t realise it either. Now that the time has
come for us to part, I know it.’
“Her love was the life-giving kind, Sitamma. She was qtterly guileless. I know her speech was rather rough.
But she had a heart which was like butter. Let me give you an example of it. Do you remember the day when the
Inspector came? I went home and told her that the Inspector had decided to recommend me for a promotion. She
said, ‘May be it is because he thought I was a pupil and realised how difficult it must be to teach someone like
me. You better tell him the truth.’ I told her that the Inspector was probably afraid that someone would find out
that he had called her a mature one. She said, ‘He has no sense. Is that the way to talk in a girls’ school? It doesn’t
matter to us what sort of a man he is. Tell him the reason for my coming to school, that I am not a pupil.’
“Sitamma, believe me or not, I told the Inspector the truth. At first, he was angry. But then he laughed loudly
and said, ‘I recommended a salary of twelve rupees a month because I thought she was a pupil. Had I known that
she was your wife, I would have raised it to fifteen. So that was your wife. Ayyo!’ Poor fellow, what did he
know?”
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Teacher was silent for a while, thinking.
Is there anyone who knows everything about another’s life?
3
Jogyora Anjappa is the oldest among the old people of our village. Whenever he gets a chance, he starts talking
about things that had happened when he was a mere boy. There is no one alive now who could have seen the
events he talks about. He claims he was a boy at the time of the Sepoy Mutiny. When we ask him his age, he says
he must be about a hundred years old. He has been a hundred for the last ten years.
The main thing is that because of his age, Anjappa has acquired the authority to advise everyone, whatever the
matter or the occasion. While the people may have some doubts about his assumed authority, he has absolutely
none. When Anjappa advised you to do this or do that, and you did not follow his advice immediately, he would
say,
“What’s this, fellow? My beard had become gray even when your father was a little child, and you take my
words so lightly?”
As a result of the vast experience he has had, the advice he gives is generally sound. In years he was a veritable
Jambavanta, and in the sharpness of his mind, a Hanumantha.
*
Three days ago, Anjappa had gone to see Rangappa. Just a few days earlier, Rangappa had received the ordcr
appointing him Bench Magistrate of our taluka. Everyone in our village was delighted that our shanbogh now had
the authority to put someone behind bars. It was a symbol of great power and prestige to be able to do that, they
thought. If nothing else, a man holding the office of bench magistrate was the equal of a subedar.
Earlier, only someone the rank of a subedar or higher, had this authority. They believed that the government
had now taken it away even from a subedar. H you look at it like that, the man to whom this position is given,
holds a rank higher than a subedar, even if it is so, only by as much as the weight of a gulagunji seed! And so, the
senior-most elder of the village had come to have a chat with the shanbogh, and to give him some timely advice.
“Come, Anjappa. Sit down,” Rangappa said to him. “So, you have been made the magistrate. Very happy to
hear that.”
“Happy all right, Anjappa. But, what’s there in it? Just some work without any wages. No money, nothing.”
“No money? Why not?”
“One does the bench magistrate’s work for the prestige. The government doesn’t pay a salary for it.”
“Why should you say that there’s no money just because there’s no salary? Didn’t salaried officers think of
their salary as small change? If their salary was one, their income was ten.”
“Those days are gone, Anjappa. You can’t take bribes and all that now.”
“Those who want to will, those who don’t want to, will not. But never mind. Tell me, if you ever get angry, do
you now have the authority to summon the subedar and fine him?”
“May be if you were the magistrate, you could have done it. I’m only a shanbogh. If I fine the subedar, he will
dismiss me saying that I haven’t submitted the accounts.”
Anjappa thought that there was a point in what Rangappa said. He took out his sanchi, the cloth bag with his
betel leaves and nuts, and started sorting them out.
Most of the leaves and the nuts in it were old, just like him. Though he bought fresh betel leaves now and then,
he would still chew the dried up ones first, saying,
“Ayyo, these leaves are getting spoilt.”
He did not like to throw them away. By the time he finished the old ones, the fresh ones he had bought would
have begun to wilt! The betel nuts in his sanchi too, were famous.
It is only the ignorant who think that betel nuts are to be chewed and swallowed along with the leaves. The real
purpose of the nut is to make the mouth water, not become water itself. It should stay in the mouth for a while, get
soaked in the saliva, and then be pulverised along with the leaf. If it gets soft as soon as it is popped into the
mouth, imagine the quantity of nuts that will be required by someone who is used to chewing leaves all the time!
Anjappa took out a withered leaf and a small nut and put them into his mouth. Then taking a small piece of
chunam from the tin, he said,
“Never mind all that. I have come here to tell you something.”
“What is it, Anjappa? You are a man with rich experience. There must be a hundred things that people like me
must learn from you.”
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“That’s why I am here. Now you have become a magistrate. When people are brought before you, you must be
able to clearly say this man is honest, this one is a thief, and then award punishment. You shouldn’t go only by
what the police or the lawyers say. I just came to tell you that.”
“That’s all right, Anjappa. But how will I know whether a man is honest or a thief, unless I listen to what
others say about him? There’s no other way a magistrate can find out."
“Once a man calls himself a magistrate, he should try to get at the truth. He should address himself to the man
brought before him."
“Anjappa, don’t get angry if I ask you something.”
“Go ahead and ask. Why should I get angry?”
“Tell me, was there a charge against you in the court of a magistrate?”
“You are asking me! That’s what I came here to tell you about. They made a complaint that I had stolen a
chicken. I said I had not. They insisted I had. Finally, the charge was upheld. If you pay a fine of twenty rupees,
we will let you go. Oilierwise, a term in jail, they said. I paid the fine and walked out with dignity.”
“How did they decide that you had stolen the chicken? Did they find it with you?”
“Yes, Rangappa, they did. It’s because that wretched bird was found on me, that I got caught.”
“It means that you had stolen it, doesn’t it?”
“No, and that’s what I’m trying to tell you. True, the bird was in my possession. But I hadn’t stolen
it.”
“Go on, then. Tell us what really happened.
And Anjappa told him the story.
*
This must have taken place some forty years or more ago, when Anjappa was already a middle-aged man. In
those days, his profession took him from village to village. The profession of a jogi meant dressing up in a
resplendent costume, carrying a cloth jholi on the left shoulder and a kindari on the right, and wandering around
singing songs that had come down from one’s grandfather’s time, seeking alms. In the days of Anjappa’s
ancestors, jogis did not till the land. They lived only on what they received from the people. But in these bad
times, they too have taken to farming. Anjappa described this as being similar to a brahmin keeping a footwear
shop in the market. To you and me, asking for alms might seem contemptible, but not to Anjappa.
“It’s not a joke, becoming a jogi,” he would say. “Wandering around for twenty years, with father or uncle,
canying the kindari, singing songs along with them, learning the job, it is not easy. Any boy can stand behind the
plough, twist the tail of the bullock and goad it, saying choh! choh! To learn a song, don’t you need a voice?
Intelligence? By just saying oon … oon … does it become a song? You need a fine tongue to master the words.
Not everyone can say Lakshmi properly. Ksmi, Ksmi, they say, as if they are about to sneeze. Nor is it easy to
shape your mouth to pronounce Draupadadevi.
“By the time I could become a professional jogi, I was twenty-five years old. Then, my father said, ‘Not bad,
not bad at all. Now you can stand on your own feet.’ In other words, becoming a proper jogi is as difficult as
getting a B.A. degree these days.”
I think Anjappa used to cover some sixty or seventy villages on his rounds. A jogi does not leave his house like
any ordinary beggar. Just as an actor playing the role of a king on the stage paints his cheeks, his lips, his
moustache, a jogi who goes round singing must also dress in the traditional manner before he sets out.
A jogi is not a Shaiva or a Vaishnava. Nor does he worship the minor deities. But he has not given up any of
them, either. That is why one can see all three—vibhuti, kumkuma and tunmeric—on his forehead. He uses
collyrium for his eyes, to prevent his normally fierce stare from harming the people. Unless he does this, his
penetrating gaze is sure to hurt them, especially when he sings songs about Bheema and Hanumantha, and send
them into a swoon.
Just as his face was painted in a special way, his robes too had to be distinct, and his turban made of rags of at
least three colours. Anjappa had been handsome in his youth. So it was not surprising that as he walked along in
his colourful dress, singing songs, all the women and children of the village gathered around him. They made him
sit in front of the big Gowda’s house, and listened to him. He would often say,
“I have sung so many songs and given pleasure to so many people.” In those days, forty years ago, his jogi’s
profession was at its peak and he was very popular with most people.
*
One of the places Anjappa used to visit on his rounds was Kalapura. That is not the real name of the place I
have in mind. If, by any chance, there is a place by that name, I would like you to understand that I am not
937

referring to it. Kalapura is a name I have made up.
It was a reasonably big place, so Anjappa would stay there for a couple of days on his visits. I have already
said Anjappa was handsome, haven’t I? We must keep that detail in mind.
So, when he went into the village with his make-up and his costume, it was only natural that a number of
women were charmed by him—as natural as women’s admiration for a handsome stage actor. Anjappa did not
mind sitting and chatting with women who were no longer very young because there was nobody to scold them
for it. But if they were younger, Anjappa would hesitate, for if the men of the house saw him, they would say,
“What’sthis, jogi? Instead of taking your bhiksha and going away, you are fooling around with our women?
Get out.” And the outsiders would say, with a smile,
“Not bad, jogyappa!”
Both these comments are not good for a man who lives on alms.
Once, when Anjappa visited Kalapura, the Gowda’s wife asked him to sing a song for her. She was the
Gowda’s third wife. When he had finished, she offered him betel leaves and nuts. He was still sitting there, talking
to her, when her husband came and shouted at him. Anjappa was not the type to answer back. But the Gowda used
some bad words and that infuriated Anjappa.
“You have said some very offensive things to me, Gowda-re. If you are a man with any self-respect, talk to
your wife. Don’t abuse me.” The Gowda was enraged.
“Watch it, jogi, or one day I’ll kill you!” he shouted. Anjappa said a few things himself in reply, picked up his
bag and walked away.
Anjappa went to Kalapura a couple of times after this incident, but nothing unusual happened. On his third
visit there, he was sitting and singing on the jagali of a house in one of the localities. A girl from the neighbouring
house was standing by her door, listening to him. When he finished and was about to leave, she called him and
gave him bhiksha.
Anjappa went there again the following day. The girl asked him to sit outside her house and sing. For a house
in the village, it was quite big. Anjappa enquired who the house belonged to and whose daughter the girl was. I do
not remember the name now. It was a well-to-do family. The girl’s husband was known to have taken to evil
ways. The girl also was not all that good, it seems.
Anjappa did not know about it then. There were three of them in the family—the girl, her husband and her
mother-in-law. They had a poultry and did business in chickens. When Anjappa went to Kalapura again, he went
to the girl’s house. She was good-looking. Anjappa had no evil motive behind his visit, but he enjoyed singing to
her because she made her pleasure and admiration for him so obvious. After he finished singing in that
neighbourhood and all the people had left, he went to her house to sit at her door and chew his betel leaves. After
a while, the girl came out and said,
“Jogyappa, before you leave the village, please come this way.”
“Why, amma? I’m about to go now. What do you want me to do?” Anjappa asked.
“Your songs have made me very happy. I have often thought of giving you something to show my
appreciation. You must take it and go away immediately. If my mother-in-law finds out she will scream at me.”
Anjappa was a little hesitant about taking the gift. Buthe did not want to refuse it either. Before he could say
anything, the girl ran inside and called him in. As soon as he went ill, she put a chicken into his bag and almost
pushed him out saying,
“Go, go!”
Anjappa went off without thinking too much about what he was doing, though his heart was pounding at.the
thought of what might happen if someone were to catch him.
“Be careful, jogyappa, and don’t ever tell anyone that I gave you the chicken,” the girl cried out from inside.
Anjappa walked off without saying anything. There was a well half a mile away from the village. He stopped only
when he reached it, and sat down in the shade of a tree to have his betel leaf and think about the events of the day.
*
This was the first time that such a thing had happened to Anjappa and he did not want it to happen again. A
chicken is an expensive item. Why should anyone give a chicken to a jogi for nothing?
There are two ways of giving bhiksha. One is to do it openly. There is nothing underhand about it. The other is
to give it secretly, and deceit is part of this. Anjappa had liked the girl. Such a good girl! So pretty too. Like a ripe
lemon, he thought. How could a husband go astray with a girl like that for a wife? That is life! The rich ones are
wastrels, the poor ones have to become thieves.
As he sat there thinking about all this, Anjappa had forgotten that it was not safe for him to remain in that
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place. A little while later, a man coming from the village stopped near him.
“How are you, jogyappa? Resting?” he asked.
“Yes,” Anjappa replied.
“So, your jholi is full?”
“The same as usual.”
“Ragi, is it?” said the man, peering into the bag. “What’s this?” he exclaimed. “A chicken!” A tremor ran
through Anjappa’s body.
“Someone gave it to me,” he explained.
Before any more questions were asked, about who gave it, he picked up his jholi and got ready to leave. Just
then, he noticed an elderly woman walking quickly towards him. She was accompanied by a man. A few paces
behind them was the girl who had gifted him the chicken.
Anjappa’s knees turned to water. He could not take a step forward. He realised that he was in great trouble. As
he waited for the man and woman to come closer, he saw the girl gesturing to him, asking him not to tell them the
truth about the chicken. The old lady came up to Anjappa, then asked the man with her,
“Is this the jogyappa?”
“Yes,” said the man. He was the talari, the watchman of the village.
“Jogyappa, have you seen one of our chickens?” the woman asked.
“Some wretched bird has got into my bag without my knowledge. This man here showed it to me,” Anjapppa
replied.
“Didn’t you say that it was given to you?” the man asked.
“Ayyo! It’s so difficult for a jogi to get even a handful of rice these days, who will give him a chicken?”
Anjappa told him.
The talari emptied the bag. The chicken was there, lying half dead.
“Not bad! We allow him near the house because he sings songs. Then he starts to steal our chickens,” the old
woman observed. “Come to the village. Let’s speak to the Gowda. Fine jogi you are,” she scolded.
“Amma, I didn’t steal the chicken. If it is yours, take it. Just leave me alone,” Anjappa said.
“Listen to him talk … as if he is some virtuous man! If you didn’t steal it, how is the chicken with you?” she
wanted to know. Turning to the girl, she asked her,
“Isn’t this ours?” The girl was evasive in her reply.
“May be it is ours. May be it isn’t. I can’t say. The jogi might have bought it somewhere.” The talari
intervened at that stage.
“There’s no point talking about it here. Come, let’s go to the Gowda and tell him everything. He will decide
who’s right.”
Anjappa could see no way out of this. The Gowda was still angry with him. It was his rotten luck, he told
himself, as he walked back to the village with his bag of alms.
*
There is no point narrating all that happened there. All those who had lost their chickens before this. and even
those who hadn’t, remembered having missed them after Anjappa had visited their locality. The Gowda arrived.
“Ai, jogi, you thought you were a singer, did you? Wait till you are sent to the lock-up. That\’s when you will
be really singing.” The police station was not far away.
They sent the accused there with a report and the incriminating evidence. Statements were taken from the
people concerned, and Anjappa came out on bail, after promising to present himself before the court on the day of
the trial.
The trial was held. What was the crime to investigate, anyway? The old woman had lost a chicken. It was
found in Anjappa’s possession. Three witnesses were present when she identified the bird as hers. The magistrate
asked Anjappa whether he had anything to say.
“Mahaswami, while I was singing, the chicken might have got into the bag thinking it was warm inside. I was
not aware of it and I took it along with me,” Anjappa said.
“What nonsense is this? Who has heard of a chicken getting into a bag? Tell the truth,” the magistrate ordered.
“It is the truth, mahaswami. I’m prepared to swear in the name of any god you want me to. I didn’t steal the
chicken.”
“Let us suppose you didn’t steal it. The chicken didn’t walk into your bag. Tell me, did someone give it to
you?”
Anjappa could have said that the girl gave it to him. The words were on the tip of his tongue. But he
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remembered that she had made him promise not to say anything to anyone, and how she had signalled to him to
keep quiet. Something had made her give him the chicken and he did not want to betray her. So he held back his
words. Again the magistrate asked him for an answer.
“What can I say, mahaswami? You are the ultimate authority in all matters of dharma. Only God can tell you
what the truth is. I didn’t steal the chicken.”
The magistrate chargesheeted him and asked him whether he had any witnesses to support his statement.
“Ayyo, mahaswami, God is my only witness,” Anjappa told him. The magistrate was impressed with his
speech.
“Even if he is a thief, see how well he speaks,” he said and sentenced him to a fine of twenty rupees or
imprisonment for fifteen days.
Anjappa paid the fine and went back to his village, with a sad face. All this happened, as I told you, some forty
years ago.
*
When he came to the end of this story, Anjappa said,
“It’s not enough to become a magistrate. It is God’s work to punish the guilty and protect the honest. If that
work has to be done by a man, he must act like God. He must always be careful not to make a mistake. Otherwise,
he will be unjust, like the magistrate who wanted to put handcuffs on me.”
“That is right, Anjappa,” I said. “But how do you expect a magistrate to know the truth unless you tell him
what really happened?”
“Why do we need intelligent people like you to dispense justice, then, if all that you do is base your decisions
on what people say? It’s the magistrate’s job to find out the truth.”
“You paid the fine to save the girl’s honour. You did a good thing, Anjappa.”
“Ayyo! What do you know about it? It seems that girl was on intimate terms with a man and had given him the
chickens two or three times before this. When her mother-in-law had asked her about the missing birds, she had
said that someone must have stolen them. The old lady didn’t believe her. So the girl waited for an occasion when
she could point out to someone who had a chicken in his possession. That would help her to cover up her cheating
on earlier occasions, wouldn’t it? That’s why she did all this. I came to know about it much later.”
“What? You are saying that she first gave you the chicken and then told her mother-in-law?”
“Hn, that’s exactly what happened. The old lady came in. She found the chicken missing. She asked the girl,
who said she didn’t know anything about it. The mother-in-law wanted to know whether anyone had passed that
way. At first., she said she didn’t know, then added that the jogi had come. The neighbour confirmed it saying that
he had seen the jogi walking away quickly from there. Well, everything fell into place and I was caught.”
“Didn’t you go and ask the girl whether it was right for her to do such a thing?” Rangappa asked.
“Rangappa, you are all still young. I’m an old man. Why do you want to know what happened in my youth?
Yes. I did go and ask her … I did everything …”
We did not ask for any more details. Finally, Rangappa said,
“If ever you stand accused in my presence, I’ll find out the truth and let you off, beheve me.”
“Now I will not be judged by any man. The only magistrate for me will be Venkataramanaswamy of Tirupati. I
will stand before him and admit I made a mistake. I will fall at his feet. He will take care of me.”
We kept quiet. Anjappa sat there for some more time. Then he said to Rangappa,
“Won’t you give me some betelnuts and leaves, now that you are a magistrate?”
Rangappa sent a boy to fetch some. Anjappa took them. As he left., he told us,
“Remember what I have told you.”
1892

238.10 Excerpt from Day-To-Day With Gandhi\fn{by Mahadev Desai (1892-1942)} Saras, Surat District, Gujarat
State, India (M) 10
… It has been decided to leave for Bombay tonight. The Commissioner’s meeting ended in a fiasco. The
peasants could not be overawed and, in the face of the Commissioner himself, they said they would stand by their
resolve not to pay their revenue dues. Gandhiji was delighted at this outcome of the meeting and indulged in
varied talks. About the Englishmen he said:
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“I have thoroughly studied them and have assimilated their excellent traits. I dare say, nobody may be treating
them with as much frankness as I do. Hardly may there be any Indian who has as many friends among them as 1
have. They never suffer under a sense of helplessness; it is we who do. I have never seen an Englishman worrying
how to procure the means wherewith to buy his next meal.
“We can certainly tell the Kaira peasants that through our local struggle, we are fighting for Swaraj for the
whole of India as well. The first act of our Swaraj Parliament will be to restore the confiscated lands to the
peasants. How is it possible for me, if I am then alive, to forget those peasants who had stuck to their resolve till
then?
“There can never be a Satyagraha by a government against the people.” He referred to More Sanghwani\fn{ A
famous outlaw of Kathiawar during the transition period, before the establishment of British rule } and his famous mare and said,
“Kathiawar is steeped in the heroic split, but all gone wrong. Bravely wasted in internecine fights. There is
acumen, too, among the people, enough and to spare, but used for intrigue and duplicity. They know only one way
to get rich—cunning and cheating.”
13 April 1918
Arrived in Bombay. Saw Carmichael and Duboley. Answered these questions put by them:
“Will the movement raise the moral tone of the people?”
“Will it make them more loyal to the Empire?”
The interview lasted for an hour and a half. Then saw Chandawarkar and some others.
14 April 1918
Returned from Bombay. A very impressive and moving exposition before me of the subject “Love is the
motive spring of Satyagraha”. Wrote “Instructions to the Volunteers” in the afternoon. Then a letter to Maffey
about Mohammad Ali.
15 April 1918
“My body has regained its normal health,” said Bapu.
Pratt’s letter full of grief, anger and irritation at the failure of the meeting he had called. Reply to him. Public
reply to Pratt’s speech for the Press, letters to Carmichael and Chandawarkar, message through the Press to the
ryots of Kaila, containing an answer to Pratt’s speech. Letter to the Lieutenant Governor of Bihar re. Swami
Satyadev. Revised both the papers for the Press at night. Other private letters, ten or twelve in number. Such
stupendous activity would astound any onlooker. It seems he is the embodied form of the maxim, “Knowledge of
the Self is to recognize and attain the Power of the Almighty Soul” as well as of his own comment thereon:
“The fully awakened soul can shake the world without stirring a finger. My worth is nothing before that
Power,” he had added, in all humility; at the time I, too, was indirectly given a sage advice through the following
words he wrote in a letter to someone:
“A man who has not taken a vow, is like a rudderless boat that is tossed hither and thither, till it strikes a rock
and is smashed.”
16 April 1918
Danteli and Chikhodra. A very large and impressive meeting at Chikhodra, Bapu’s speech, too, rose to the
occasion:
“I am sure that this place, ruled as it is by the spirit of the great Swami Dayanand, is daily resounding with the
sweet chants of Vedic hymns, and that the yogic rules of yama and niyama are observed here. Hence this ground
is just the right one where the vow (to refuse to pay the revenue dues) should be taken.”
His whole speech hung upon this idea. Letter to the Nayaka\fn{ A poor, low-class community among the Hindus}
friends:
I have been told just now that 25 among you are the first on whom the Government’s heavy hand has fallen. If the
news is correct, I write this to congratulate you. I believe that the farms which have been listed as “confiscated” will
remain so only on paper. Just the same, as, on your part, you have taken a vow not to pay the dues and to suffer the
consequences, there is no sense in giving you any consolation or assurance. The one thing I should do is to congratulate
you.

17 April 1918
Visited Ode. The reception by the people was very imposing, but in the meeting the result was nil. The village
is ridden by strife among its parties. Bapu wrote the mail for Johannesburg—delightful letters to Manilal, and Mr.,
Mrs. and Miss West: I can’t find copies. He read and corrected Padhiar’s (a Gujarati author) Antyajastotra (a
eulogy of the “untouchable”) and wrote an introduction for it. All this output of work within the two hours before
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the commencement of the meeting.
On our return, we two—Shankarlal Banker and I—lost the way. We had to take a round of 4 miles to reach
Bhalej station, and a severe rebuke from Bapu followed the mishap.
18 April 1918
Ras The beautiful scenery and the big maidan, which looked like a natural open-air theatre, was a pleasant
surprise to Bapu. Wonderful speech. Use of the word, lokasangraha”\fn{ guidance to mankind} in it.
19 April 1918
Nadiad. Ramnavami.\fn{Birthday of Rama} Wrote several letters—chief among them to Hanmantrao and some
Madrasis. Graduates and lawyers, twenty in all, wrote from Kumbakonam (a South Indian town) to the effect that
a teacher for Hindi should be sent to them, since they were eager to learn the language. Bapu thought of sending
Devdas. To the Madrasis:
*
I was delighted to receive your letter signed by so many of you. I shall send you a teacher, as fast as I can. I am
trying to secure the services of a volunteer who would teach Hindi for the love of it. The success of this great
national effort depends almost entirely upon the presidency of Madras. But I have great faith in the Tamil brethren
rising to the occasion. There will be no limit to our power for serving the land, as soon as we make Hindi the
common medium of expression, throughout the length and breadth of India.
*
Manu Subedar (a rich influential Bombayite) paid a visit. Talks with him.
“We don’t want your money. Money collected in Bombay and sent from there, would have an extremely
demoralizing effect on the peasants here,” said Bapu to him.
Subedar racked his brains at night to find an exact Gujarati equivalent for the English word pale-faced. Bapu
was at last tired and told him,
“Now, please! Save yourself the trouble. The word gora (lit.: white) will do for us.”
20 April 1918 and 21 April 1918
Ajarpura, Kasol and Samarkha. Meetings at all the three villages. Remarkable speech at Ajarpura.
“One of the objects of this Satyagraha is to resuscitate our old grampanchayats (village-communes).”
Subedar was indisposed and vomited during the round. We went to Ahmeda—bad at night. Saw Ambalal
(Sarabhai), Anandshankar (a scholar and arbitrator in the workers’ strike dispute) the next day. Returned from
Ahmedabad at night. In the train Bapu talked of a Maharashtrian gentleman who has come from Ahmednagar to
pick up the art and science of Satyagraha.
“These people,” expostulated Bapu, “are under the impression that all this (Satyagaraha) is like studying a
mechanism, everything about which can be immediately learnt up by merely watching its working. This is a
common fault with all Maharashtrians from the smallest of them to even such great men as Prof. Karve.”
But Joshi and another Maharashtrian friend, who visited Bapu in Delhi on the 28 th, drew from him a favorable
comment. As they took only 5 minutes of Bapu’s time, Andrews remarked,
“These people are very wise. They won’t take a minute more than necessary.”
“Yes,” Bapu agreed; “that is the white side of Maharashtra.”
22 April 1918
Meetings in the morning at Pandoli and Sunav. Overflowing enthusiasm at Sunav where nearly 2000 people
attended the meeting. But Pandoli welcomed us with the Indian drums and cymbals (jhanjh-pakhaj), whereas at
Sunav there was a modern musical band. Bapu commented,
“In the band at Sunav, we missed the melody and the natural simplicity of the indigenous drums and cymbals
we enjoyed at Pandoli. We have to take particular care to see that our activity too, does not degenerate into the
artificiality of that musical band. In our drums and cymbals, the age-old melody of India has been preserved,
while the band, with its discordant notes, jars in the ear. Our activity, also, must be full of harmony and
sweetness.”
Excellent speeches at both the places. Letters to Pratt, Ghosal and the Viceroy after returning to Nadiad. Left
for Bombay by the mail [train] at night. Such rush and over-crowding that we were separated.
23 April 1918
Immediately on getting up, I saw Bapu writing in the mail train letters to Maganlal and Ba. Among other
things that Bapu had heard from Ba, was the fact that Maganlalbhai and Santok (Mrs. Maganlal) had quarreled.
Hence, his letters with a view to smooth the matter.
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Chi. Maganlal,
Ba told me that high words had passed between you and Santok and that you were looking dejected. I wish you
never involved yourself in any friction. You must remember to be patient in your attempts to develop the soul of
Santok. Impatience may indicate want of love. We must be content, if we have done our duty, i.e., taken care to see that
we do not support anybody in the wrong action he or she may be taking. It is your worry that consumes you and blocks
your own evolution. It is high time you extricated yourself from this sad state.
Objects touch the senses and we feel
Pleasure and pain and heat and cold;
Contacts fleeting they, they come and go;
Be not by them subdued, O Bharat bold!\fn{Gita II:14}
Meditate over this verse and assimilate its precept. It is charged with the power to transform us. For me, I can say,
the verse has afforded peace during times of great anxiety and trouble. You must also make use of Santok as a mediator,
to end the differences in Bhupatrai’s family. They can and must be made up.”

*
My dear Kastur,\fn{Kasturba—Mrs. Gandhi}
You must give a mother’s love and solace to Maganlal. He has left his home and parents to make my work his own.
If there is anybody at present who is fit to inherit my work and responsibility, it is he. Who, but you, can arm him with
a mother’s moral support and strength? It is your business to share in his sorrows, to serve him with maternal love and
sympathy at his meals and save him from many a worry.
There is another thing you may look after—the quarrels between the members of Bhupatrai’s family. You are the
right person to bring about their reconciliation. I wish you kept yourself busy doing such silent service. Therein lies real
learning and real greatness. You need have no constraint in wearing a borderless white sari.\fn{Hindu widows alone used
to wear such saris} I will try to come soon.

Attended the meeting of the “Beggar Committee” at noon and took his meal after his return. I kept waiting for
him in order to dine in his company.
A public meeting on the Kaira trouble was held at night under the auspices of the Home Rule League. Hon.
(V.J.) Patel was the President. Tilak also came up unexpectedly. Patel began his speech in Gujarati, and the
speeches delivered; there were either in Gujarati or Marathi. Patel made a speech with inebriate excess. Subedar,
Horniman and others also let themselves go, and made Pratt the butt of their ridicule and sarcasm. Bapu’s speech
was restrained, gentle and full of good taste.
24 April 1918
My coat, with Rs. 125/- in cash, and a deposit receipt for Rs. 2500/- was stolen in Bombay. Bapu saw Maulana
Abdul Bari in the morning. Jamnadas came on a visit in the afternoon and during the long talks with him, Bapu
said,
“I disliked entirely the tone of yesterday’s speeches. The Englishman is deeply hurt at his name being made the
target of scoffs, and that is exactly what happened last night. I will have to raise a protest against such speeches
some day.”
Started for Delhi at 4:30 p. m. We finished our meals before the fall of the evening and had a short chat. On the
ground of his acquaintance with Bapu, as a volunteer at the Lucknow Congress, a Sindhi student came to see him
in the afternoon. Bapu put his visit to good use by asking him to buy our tickets, and occupy our seats in the train
till we came up.
During the journey the student came again into our compartment. He said he had received military training as a
cadet in the Indian Defense Force. Bapu was quick to see in the statement a good chance for the Ashram boys. He
said,
“Will you not be good enough to stay in our Ashram for a few days, and give our students the training: you
have acquired? When does your vacation begin?”
My father came to meet us at Navsari station and was very happy to see me doing well. The one question that
Bapu put him, late when the train was about to start, was:
“Well, aren’t you satisfied and free from worry now?” After a short silence, my father replied,
“Yes, sir.”
25 April 1918
The next morning, he wrote all his letters for the day, even as the train was running. Then he talked about
many persons, about Harilal,\fn{His eldest son} about Subedar, Banker and many others. Harilal had asked me to
procure a recommendation for him from Manu Subedar and send it to Calcutta. As I had raised no objection and
timely submitted to Harilal’s wishes, Bapu gave me what I should call a fatherly admonition. I was both amazed
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and charmed with it, as it showed at once Bapu’s unparalleled love and concern for me, his intense desire to round
off the angles in my nature, and, what was still more remarkable, his perfectly correct discernment of my faults. I
have never been pleased so much by his praises of me, as by this—his deep insight into my foibles.
“You are extremely pliant,” he began; “and this I point out not as a merit in you, but as a defect. You succumb
completely to the atmosphere around you. You do not display the mettle to resist and rise above a debasing
environment. That means you would be a prey to evil influences, if you happen to be in their midst. You are like a
painter who cannot help depicting obscenity in his portrait, if he chanced to see an indecent scene. Instead of
completely detaching yourself from an unclean surrounding, you take interest in it, are even tickled at it.”
“Your analysis is perfectly correct, I admit,” I replied, “and I am going to strive hard to remove the defect. But
how can I arrogate to myself the work of reforming such a big man as ——?”
“Where’s the question of reforming anybody else?” rejoined Bapu. “Nobody ever reforms others in this world.
We have to reform only ourselves. Get mentally detached from your associates, and, through this simple
aloofness, you can stamp your presence on others. People must realize that some kind of talk has to be
discontinued, immediately you happen to come to them. You can be said to have impressed yourself on others,
only when they would be ashamed to use filthy language or talk about any indecent incident in your presence. You
must learn to remain always in an entirely pure environment.”
I told him that, though I knew the close relationship between art and ethics, it was my nature to enjoy
unhealthy literature for the sake of its attractive :style or its gripping subject-matter.
“I have been observing that trait in you almost since you came to me,” said Bapu.
*
Bapu: “In the whole Bombay crowd, only one man caught my eye—Banker. But wait. There was Umar
(Sobhani) also, a stalwart Muslim. The Muslim, as a rule, is a man of strong likes and dislikes. That apart, he is an
excellent man and is highly cultured too.”
*
“Harilal threw away his whole life in a moment by one false step. I see in him all my faults magnified and my
merits minimized, as we see in some special mirrors reflections of objects larger and smaller than their size. My
virtues, generosity for instance, have been enlarged in him into defects. I feel that Devdas has been born to
compensate me for the dissatisfaction I feel from my three other sons.”
*
As we were going to the station, Bapu, disclosed an unknown fact of. his life:
“On my return from England, I sold away practically all the ornaments of Ba in order to pay off my debt for
my educational expenses in England. Do you know the only ornaments Ba possesses are the pair of gold bangles
she wears on her wrists? Harilal, too, can do likewise. The custom in our caste enjoins that Rs. 1700 worth of
jewelry is the minimum a bridegroom’s father must give as a gift to the bride. And the bride’s parents are not
required to give her anything. The caste does not object to the use of this jewelry by the husband in order to tide
over a difficult time in the family.”
At Bharatpur station Bapu went into the first class compartment in which Chandawarkar, Paranjape and Patel
were traveling. They must have talked a lot. When he rejoined, I asked him,
“Could you make them agree to combine and speak with one voice at the Viceroy’s meeting?” He heaved a
sigh and said,
“No. There was not much difference in their views, and they were discussing what they should do there. But
our great men appear so small to me! These three, for instance; they didn’t seem to be in earnest. Their attitude
showed that they did not believe that this occasion called for serious thinking.”
A reporter of The Hindu, Vyasrao, joined Bapu in the train at Mathura station. They talked about conscription,
and voluntary recruitment.
‘How can you,’ the reporter submitted, “wedded to non-violence as you are, encourage recruitment in the
army? Please clarify your stand.”
“I am definitely opposed to war as such,” Bapu explained. “But I would support the attitude of one who
approaches me with a fixed desire to fight. I would tell him to enroll himself in the army.”
The reporter was befuddled. Bapu said:
“I recognize the existence of human passions, and before a man learns to die, he must be capable to strike. To
one who comes for the advice whether it is right to fight or not, I would distinctly say ‘No, it is not.’ But to one
who comes with the clear conviction in his pocket that fighting is right, but is doubtful whether it is right to fight
on a particular occasion, I would advise him that the present is the right moment to fight.” After giving this
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clarification, Bapu asked the reporter,
“Do you see my point now? If you do, explain it.” The reporter said something, but he did not appear to have
caught Bapu’s view, Bapu then said:
“Take a concrete case. There is my son who tells me that he cannot do without marrying. I do believe that
celibacy is the best for him, and yet I must allow him to marry, simply to ensure that he does not go wrong, and
after his marriage persuade him to be more and more continent.”
26 April 1918
He showered his love on me, and gave me a parting embrace, before he retired last night. But the first thing he
did in the morning, was to call me and read me a lecture:
“What shall I say, when you did it all out of love? But I must say that spiritually you have erred.
“Why did you not take your meal the other day till I came back? I was deeply pained to find you waiting for
me. If you desisted from having your meal out of a feeling of love for me, let me tell you that that love was
mistaken love. If you wanted to have the joy of my company at dinner, it was simply self-indulgence. I wanted to
send you somewhere immediately on my return, but I saw that you had not had your meal, and was forced to give
up the idea. How can I take work from you this way?
“You are prone to mistaking your bad habits for good ones. Are not our relations too close now for standing on
any such formality? Your father and Durga have joined in pampering you rather too much.”
In the morning, he attended the preliminary meeting called by (Sir Claude) Hill. At the very commencement of
the meeting, Bapu raised his objection against the absence of Tilak, Mrs. Besant and Ali Brothers. Hill asked:
“Who resents their absence?” Only Bapuji said,
“I resent.”
Nobody supported him. He returned from the meeting disgusted and annoyed. Began to pen a letter to Hill.
Showed it to Andrews. It underwent several corrections. Mazhar-ul-Huq (ex-President of the Muslim League) also
was there to help him.
Dear Sir Claude Hill,
It was not without considerable pain that I had to decline the honor of serving on any of the Committees that will be
appointed at the eventful Conference and of speaking on the main resolution. I feel that the Conference will be largely
abortive with the most powerful leaders excluded from it. The absence of Mr. Tilak, Mrs. Besant and Ali Brothers from
the Conference deprives it of any real weight.
I must confess that not one of us, who were present at today’s meeting, has the influence of these leaders with the
masses. Refusal to have them at the Conference shows that there is no real desire to change the attitude hitherto
adopted by those who are holding the reins of the Government. And, without any real alteration in the spirit, all your
concessions will lose their grace and force, and will fail to evoke genuine loyalty from the masses.
How to evoke in the Indian the loyalty of the Englishman is the question before the Indian leaders. I submit that it is
impossible to do so, unless you are prepared to trust the trusted leaders of the people, and to do all that such trust
means. So far as Ali Brothers are concerned, there is no proof of their guilt before the public, and they have
emphatically repudiated the charge of having corresponded with the enemy. Most Mohammedans think what the Ali
Brothers think on the situation.
I feel that for other reasons, also, I could not effectively serve on the Conference. I have just read the Home Mail
papers. They deal with the Secret Treaties. The revelations make painful reading. I do not know that I could call the
Allies’ cause to be any longer just, if these treaties are truly reported. I do not know what effect the news will produce
on the Mohammedans of India. The Government will best serve the Empire if they were boldly to advise His Majesty’s
Government to recede from the false and immoral position they placed themselves in by these treaties. No one will be
more glad than I would be, to find that my reading of the papers is totally incorrect.
There will be no domestic peace in India so long as local officials administer affairs as they have been doing in
Kaira. I am sure the Viceroy does not wish that people should not resist injustice and tyranny. I do hope that the
contemplated spoliation in Kaira will be stopped at once, and the just demand of the Kaira people will be complied
with.
I would like to warn the Government against accepting or initiating conscription. I hope it will never flourish on the
Indian soil. But in any case, it ought not to be introduced until all voluntary efforts have been honestly made and have
failed. You will admit that the leaders have, with remarkable restraint, hushed all the tales of forcible recruitment that is
reported to have gone on hitherto. I venture to think that the danger point has been reached.
Lastly, a thorough education in Home Rule has now so widely penetrated the masses, that nothing short of very
substantial evidence of the near advent of Home Rule will secure the real co-operation of the people.
You will now understand and, perhaps, appreciate my reluctance to speak or to serve on the Committees. I can best
demonstrate my good wishes by abstaining from the Conference.
Will you please place this letter before the Viceroy at the earliest possible opportunity?
Yours sincerely,
M.K. Gandhi
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After the letter was completed, Malaviyaji came up. He thought thee letter rather too strongly worded, but
could not suggest any improvement except the one of adding “and oblige” at the end of the letter. Bapu, however,
rejected the suggestion. Andrews started for Metcalff House to hand the letter personally to Hill. Bapuji and I
accompanied him. Seeing us walking, Malaviyaji, who had left earlier, got down from his carriage and joined us.
Various subjects were discussed on the way. Malaviyaji said that he makes his son read to him Secret of
Success and Plain Living and High Thinking, and he himself quotes apposite verses from the Mahabharata during
the reading. The statement drew a smile from Andrews: Malaviyaji saw it and felt constrained to give us a
harangue upon the excellence of the books. After a short walk with us, he separated from us to pay a visit to a
friend. While Andrews often spoke of the letter in the highest terms such as “Splendid” and “Magnificent”, Bapuji
remarked, when Pandit Malaviyaji was no longer with us,
“I am sure Pahditji has not liked the letter. It is good that he came after the letter was finished. Otherwise, we
would never have finished it at all. He would have us wash it to nothing.”
Malaviyaji rejoined us and the chats touched various ordinary matters. We reached Metcalff House and
Andrews went in to hand over the letter to Hill. On his return to us, Andrews gave us a detailed report:
“I encountered Hailey on the way. He asked what I was about at that late hour. I said I wanted to see Sir Claude
Hill. He offered to take me there. He went in and told Sir Claude that I was waiting outside. Sir Claude came and
hastily told me,
“‘Well, Mr. Andrews, I am so busy, I cannot give you a minute.’ I said,
“‘I do not want a minute. I wanted to deliver this letter into your own hands. It is a very important letter, and I
hope you will read it tonight.’
27 April 1918
Bapu did not attend the Conference and sent a copy of the above letter to Maffey. In a covering letter he wrote:
The development the whole situation has since undergone, in my opinion, renders the discharge of the (Ali) Brothers
more than ever imperative. After considerable hesitation and deep thought, I have come to the conclusion that I cannot
take part in the Conference, and serve the cause for which it has been called. My reasons are set forth in my letter to Sir
Claude Hill, copy of which I beg to enclose herewith. I do not know whether His Excellency would still like to see me
about the Brothers. I am in Delhi up to the 29th, and can naturally prolong my stay, if necessary.

This letter was sent at 11 a.m. Within a short time came Maffey’s reply, which stated that the Viceroy wanted
Bapuji to interview him at 3 p.m. So the interview did take place after all, and it lasted for 2 hours.
“Don’t wreck the Conference by: keeping out of it. You may, if you like, wreck it, from within; you can place
all your views and facts before your friends, and try to persuade them to your view. But do you think anyone will
agree with you? If you don’t attend the Conference, your absence will have a: very bad effect on India”—this was
the gist of the Viceroy’s plea.
Then the question of the Secret Treaties came up. The Viceroy said,
“Are you sure that the Treaties have really been made? You can’t say anything before hearing the other Party.”
In his reply Bapu put before the Viceroy everything about that paragraph in his letter quite honestly.
“I do not read the papers and am usually ignorant of events. But Andrews gave me several issues of The
Nation, and from them I came to know of these Treaties. Both Andrews and I felt that your attention must be
drawn to them, and I wrote about the matter. I have no special information beyond what is given in those issues. It
is true, I admit, that we must hear what the Cabinet has to say about it.”
28 April 1918
A serious conflict. raged in his mind all through the morning on the question whether he should or should not
attend the Conference. To Andrews he said:
“The spirit of chivalry in me gets the better of the spirit of justice. I was simply cut up when he (the Viceroy)
said, ‘You will be alone in India some day: there will be none to agree with you or follow you. Try to persuade
your friends about what you say, and you will see what I say.’”
Before going to the Conference, Bapuji sent Andrews to Sir William Vincent to get an appointment fixed with
him. Andrews was made to wait for quarter of an hour in a bathroom. Then he said he could give Andrews about a
minute only. He did not even shake hands with him, but straightway launched with,
“Well, Mr. Andrews, what can I do for you?”
Bapuji saw him at 10 a.m. To Bapuji also he was curt:
“I cannot give you a single minute. What has the Brothers’ question to do with the recruitment question?”
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Bapuji said,
“It has a lot to do. The whole question or recruitment will be solved by the release of the Brothers.” Sir
William:
“Well, what have you done for the war? So far as I know, you have simply given a lot of trouble to the local
authorities.” Bapu:
“I did a lot of work in England. I offered to do similar work here, but the offer was refused.” Sir William
“Goodbye.”
That was all. The interview ended and Bapuji came back.
Attended the Man-Power Committee of the Conference, but spoke not a word there. When he returned from
the Conference in the evening, he decided to send a letter to the Viceroy after the end of the Conference, as he had
sent one before its commencement. The letter was drafted.
It was a remarkable letter containing a demand for the grant of self-government to India and the repeal of the
Arms Act as well as the Press Act immediately. The letter was discussed at Malaviyaji’s residence late till the
midnight hour. Malaviyaji had agreed to sign the letter then, but in the morning he retracted and refused to sign it,
In the absence of Malaviyaji’s signature, Bapuji decided not to send the letter to the Viceroy, though 17 others had
signed it. Then he thought of speaking in Urdu at the Conference, since he was asked to propose a resolution. So
he sent Andrews to get the necessary permission. The Viceroy not only gave it, but sent the following message
with it:
Please assure all your friends that I have already done what I possibly could do. The Scheme submitted will not be
exactly the Congress-League Scheme,\fn{The Indian National Congress and the Muslim League had jointly sponsored a scheme
of reforms, including an agreed (political) solution of the communal question. But the government afterwards weaned away the
League from it, and then foisted their Montague-Chelmsford Scheme, known shortly as the Montford Scheme, including their own
communal solution} but will substantially be like it. I hope tomorrow there will be no bargaining, no huckstering

therefore. The whole world—especially all in England—will be watching with anxiousness what happens tomorrow,
everybody’s eyes are fixed on tomorrow, and I do hope that there will be no huckstering.

29 April 1918
Simply with two sentences spoken in Urdu in support, he proposed the resolution that stood against his name.
Malaviyaji came to see him in the afternoon. He talked on eugenics, as treated in the stories of the Mahabharata
and the Puranas,\fn{Semi-historical and mythological Sanskrit books, giving religious precepts through stories, so as to make them
easy to understand by the masses } about Sri Krishna and Satyabhama, Pundarik and Samba, fruits of observing
brahmacharya for 12 years continuously and about love, joy and innocent living among birds and monkeys.
Referring to Malaviyaji’s speech at the Conference, Bapu said,
“He is now a spent force.”
At the Conference hall, Bapu had talked, with Sir Claude Hill also, who then felt ashamed of his conduct
yesterday. He began to prepare a letter to the Viceroy, part of which he dictated to me. At night he and Andrews
continued to revise it till 1 a.m. the next morning. Before going to the Conference, he had written the following
letter, intimating his decision to attend it, to the Private Secretary to the Viceroy:
In fear and trembling, I have decided, as a matter of duty, to join the Conference. After the interview with His
Excellency and subsequently with you, I feel I could not do otherwise.

This was the reply he had received:
The Viceroy does not believe in your “fear and trembling.” Nor do I. His Excellency is very glad, indeed, to hear
that you will join the Conference. I have written to Sir Claude Hill to inform him that you will join the Man-Power
Committee which meets at 11 a.m.

While the letter to the Viceroy was being written at night, a letter from Mr. Maffey was received:
Dear Mr. Gandhi,
I now find that in the morning’s rush, I did not read the end part of your letter, and only dealt with the first question
—your speech.
If I may deal with that, may I say that I know that the Viceroy felt very much touched by your presence; by tbe
simple words you said, and the way you said them.
I am so glad that you see scope for definite work ahead. It is all wanted and you will not regret it. Standing out for
rights is not always the best way of getting them. If you can believe in us, fight for us and don’t be impatient with us.
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We leave tonight, but if at any time I can be of service, let me know.
Yours sincerely
Maffey

Bapu’s reply:
It was very kind of you, in spite of your overwhelming work, to re-read my letter and find time to answer it. Pray
convey my thanks to His Excellency for his kindly sentiments.
I am preparing two letters for you which will follow you to Simla. I hardly think they shall be ready before you
leave. One of them will contain definite suggestions, in which you may use my services, and the other will simply
complete my views on the situation.
My trust in you is not to be easily shaken. I entirely endorse what you say about rights. But I have no business to
inflict a long letter on you. I always feel that I am committing a sin when I write to you.
Yours
M. K. Gandhi

30 April 1918
The revision of the letter which was again taken up in the morning continued all the day through right up to the
evening. Andrews went through every word and dotted the “is” and crossed the “t”. The letter that emerged after
all this scrutiny and revision, astounded all of us by its excellence. Rudra Andrews and others lavished praises and
called it “magnificent”, “splendid” etc. It was decided that Rev. Ireland should proceed to Simla by the night train
and hand it personally to the Viceroy. He was offered Rs. 70/- but contenting himself with the Inter Class fare, he
accepted only Rs. 20/-. The following two letters—to Sir William Vincent and Mr. Maffey—were also written that
same evening and sent:
Dear Mr. Maffey,
I would like you please to read the letter to the Viceroy and wire to me at Nadiad whether His Excellency has any
reason why it may not be published. It is intended to counteract forces of darkness. I am simply besieged with inquiries
as to my position. The people are befogged. Dame Rumor is doing all the mischief she can. I want to overtake her. You
will forgive me for my apparent impatience.
The other enclosure contains my offer. You will do with it what you like. I would love to do something which Lord
Chelmsford would consider to be real war work. I have an idea that, if I became your Recruiting Agent-in-Chief, I
might rain men on you. Pardon me for the impertinence.
The Viceroy looked pale yesterday. My whole heart went out to him, as I watched him listening to the speeches.
May God watch over and protect him and you, his faithful and devoted Secretary. I feel you are more than Secretary to
him.
*
Dear Sir William Vincent,
I ruffled you on Sunday. But I really came to further the object for which you have overworked yourself. I merely
came to tell you that the release of the Ali Brothers was calculated to encourage recruiting. If I did not believe this, it
would have been sinful for me to expect you to give me a single minute of your time.
You asked me whether I had brought the authorities a single recruit. I suggest to you that it was not a fair question,
and one might truly serve the Empire and yet not bring a. single recruit.
I hope you will not resent this letter, but accept it as an honest explanation of a visit which you so hastily
misunderstood.

That same day he came to know that the Poet (Rabindranath Tagore) was going to Australia, or somewhere out
of India, and was taking Andrews with him. After deep cogitation, Bapu wrote the following letter to him and sent
it with Andrews, who left for Calcutta:
Dear Gurudev,
Much as I should like to keep Mr. Andrews with me a little longer, I feel sure that he must leave for Calcutta tonight.
I know you want his soothing presence by you, whilst you are: keeping indifferent health. And you must have him
while you need him. We are on the threshold of a mighty change in India. I would like all the pure forces to be
physically in the country during the process of her new birth. If, therefore, you could at all find rest anywhere in India, I
would ask you arid Mr. Andrews to remain in the country, and kindly to lend me Mr. Andrews now and then. His
guidance at times is most precious to me.
Yours sincerely,
M. K. Gandhi
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The principal letter, which Bapu wrote to the Viceroy, was acclaimed as “classic” by those present. Bapu
himself said that it contained the quintessence of dharma, of Satyagraha and of his other ideals. When the
Government’s permission was received, it was published in the Press. Here is the text of that remarkable letter:
Delhi
April 29, 1918
Sir,
As you are aware, after careful consideration, I felt constrained to convey to Your Excellency that I could not attend
the Conference for reasons stated in my letter of the 26 th instant. But after the interview you were good enough to grant
me, I persuaded myself to join it—if for no other cause than certainly out of my great regard for yourself.
One of my reasons for abstention—and perhaps the strongest—was that Mr. Tilak, Mrs. Besant, and the Ali brothers,
whom I regard as among the most powerful leaders of public opinion, were not invited to the Conference. I still feel
that it was a grave blunder not to have asked them, and I respectfully suggest that the blunder might be partially
repaired, if these leaders were invited to assist the Government by giving it the benefit of their advice at the Provincial
Conferences which, I understand, are to follow. I venture to submit that no Government can afford to disregard leaders
who represent large masses of the people, as these do, even though they may hold views fundamentally different.
At the same time, it gives me pleasure to be able to say that the views of all parties were permitted to be freely
expressed at the Committees of the Conference. For my own part, I purposely refrained from stating my views, either at
the Committee—on which I had the honor of serving—or at the Conference itself. I felt that I could best serve the
objects of the Conference by simply tendering my support to the resolutions submitted to it—and this I have done
without any reservation.
I hope to translate the spoken word into action, as early as the Government can see its way to accept my offer, which
I am submitting simultaneously herewith in a separate letter. I recognize that, in the hour of its danger, we must give—
as we have decided to give—ungrudging and unequivocal support to the Empire, of which we aspire, in the near future,
to be partners in the same sense as the Dominions overseas.
But it is the simple truth that our response is due to the expectation that our goal will be reached all the more
speedily on that account—even as the performance of a duty automatically confers a corresponding right. The people
are entitled to believe that the imminent reforms, alluded to in your speech, will embody the main, general principles of
the Congress-League Scheme, and, I am sure, that it is this faith which has enabled many members of the Conference
to tender to the Government their whole-hearted co-operation.
If I could make my countrymen retrace their steps, I would make them withdraw all the Congress resolutions, and
not whisper “Home Rule” or “Responsible Government” during the pendency of the war. I would make India offer all
her able-bodied sons, as a sacrifice to the Empire at its critical moment; and I know that India, by this very act, would
become the most favored partner in the Empire, and racial distinctions would become a thing of the past.
But, practically, the whole of educated India has decided to take a less effective course, and it is no longer possible
to say that educated India does not exercise any influence on the masses. I have been coming into most intimate touch
with the ryots, ever since my return from South Africa to India, and I wish to assure you that the desire for Home Rule
has widely penetrated them. I was present at the sessions of the last Congress, and I was party to the resolution that full
Responsible Government should be granted to British India, within a period to be fixed definitely by a Parliamentary
Statute. I admit that it is a bold step to take, but I feel sure that nothing less than a definite vision of Home Rule—to be
realized in the shortest possible time—will satisfy the Indian people. I know that there are many in India who consider
no sacrifice too great in order to achieve the end; and they are wakeful enough to realize that they must be equally
prepared to sacrifice themselves for the Empire, in which they hope and desire to reach their final status.
It follows, then, that we can but accelerate our journey towards the goal, by silently and simply devoting ourselves,
heart and soul, to the work of delivering the Empire from the threatening danger. It will be national suicide not to
recognize this elementary truth. We must perceive that, if we serve to save the Empire, we have in that very act, secured
Home Rule.
Whilst, therefore, it is clear to me that we should give to the Empire every available man for its defense, I fear I
cannot say the same thing about financial assistance. My intimate intercourse with the ryots convinces me that India
has already donated to the Imperial Exchequer beyond her capacity. I know that in making this statement I am voicing
the opinion of the vast majority of my countrymen.
The Conference means for me, and I believe for many of us, a definite step in consecration of our lives to the
common cause. But ours is a peculiar position. We are today outside the partnership. Ours is a consecration based on
the hope of better future. I should be untrue to you and to my country, if I did not state that hope in the plainest
language.
But I do not bargain for its fulfillment. But you should know it. Disappointment of the hope means disillusion.
There is one thing I may not omit. You have appealed to us to sink domestic differences. If the appeal involves the
toleration of tyranny and wrong-doing on the part of officials, I am powerless to respond. I shall resist organized
tyranny to the uttermost. The appeal must be to the officials that they do not ill-treat a single soul, and that they consult
and respect popular opinion, as never before. In Champaran, by resisting an age-long tyranny, I have shown the
ultimate sovereignty of British justice. In Kaira, a population that was cursing the Government now feels that it, and not
the Government, is the power when it is prepared to suffer for the truth it represents. It is, therefore, losing its
bitterness, and is saying to itself that the Government must be a Government for the people, for it tolerates orderly and
respectful disobedience where injustice is felt.
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Thus, Champaran and Kaira affairs are my direct, definite and special contribution to the war. Ask me to suspend my
activities in that direction, and you ask me to suspend my life. If I could popularize the use of soul-force, which is but
another name for love-force, in the place of brute-force, I know that I could present you with an India that could defy
the whole world to do its worst.
In season and out of season, therefore, I shall discipline myself to express in my life this eternal law of suffering,
and present it for acceptance to those who care. And if I take part in any other activity, the motive is to show the
matchless superiority of that law.
Lastly, I would like you to ask His Majesty’s Ministers to give definite assurances about Mohammedan States. I am
sure you know that every Mohammedan is deeply interested in them. As a Hindu, I cannot be indifferent to their cause.
Their sorrows must be our sorrows. In the most scrupulous regard for the right of these States, and for the Muslim
sentiment as to places of worship, and in your just and timely treatment of the Indian claim to Home Rule, lies the
safety of the Empire.
I write this, because I love the English Nation, and I wish to evoke in every Indian the loyalty of the Englishman. I
remain,
Your Excellency’s faithful servant.
M. K. Gandhi.

The other letter which Bapu submitted along with this one, requested the Government to utilize Bapu’s service
in the recruiting campaign. His experiences of the Ambulance Corps he had raised in South Africa and in
England, were adduced therein to show his fitness for the work he was requesting the Government to entrust him
with. … \fn{Below: Brihadeeswarar Hindu temple (completed in 1010AD), Thanjavur, Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu State, India }

India 3 N. Khanutna Excerpt from Nurannecha Granthabali\fn{by Nurannecha Khanutna (1892-1961)} Murshidabad
District, West Bengal State, India (F) 22
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246.25 Excerpt from Memoirs Of Huseyn Shaheed Suhrawardy\fn{Huseyn Shaheed Suhrawardy (1892-1963)}
Midnapore, Midnapore West District, West Bengal State, India (M) 10
1
The course of politics in Pakistan, ever since its creation on 14 August 1947, leads one irresistibly to the
conclusion that it has been conditioned by the desire of those in real authority, the forces that actually determined
the government policies and actions, to delay the introduction of democracy as long as possible, and, just when it
was on the verge of fruition and all steps had been taken to enable it to function, to suppress it altogether.
The latest manifestation of such an unholy policy was the action of a constitutional president, viz., Major
General Iskander Mirza and the Commander-In-Chief of the Army, General Mohammad Ayub Khan, who
conspired to abrogate the constitution of 1956, which both had pledged to uphold and to dismiss the ministers,
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dissolve the legislatures, suppress and ban all political parties and political activities, suspend civil liberties, and
place the country under the combined rule of a President and a Chief Martial Law Administrator.
Their strength was based on the existence of a standing army drawn not from the nation as a whole but from
two well-defined preserves: Punjabis and Pathans. It was highly disciplined and brave and patriotic in its lower
ranks, but was amenable to exploitation by its superior officers; it was an army equipped with arms,
immeasurably superior to the puny strength of an unarmed civilian population, which could be used against the
people when called upon. Most soldiers belonged to a stratum of society easily capable of indoctrination that as
saviors of the nation they had been divinely charged with the noble duty of obliterating politics and politicians as
amoral and pestilential.
This phase of military dictatorships and military saviors is in apparent conformity with the general world
movement for supplanting and suppressing democracies (as democracies in their turn have supplanted oligarchies
and kingships); and even where democracies have theoretically been restored in their ding-dong battle against
such dictatorships, they have in fact never been free but have always been directed and controlled by the military,
who, having once tasted blood, find it advantageous and necessary in their vested, as well as newly-acquired,
interests to keep civilian power in subordination.
Military officers, high and low, were put in charge of important administrative civilian posts for which they
were untrained and unfit and were even given judicial powers to try offences and pass severe sentences which
were successively reviewed by several grades of the military hierarchy to the progressive disadvantage of the
convicted. Not only retired but also active military personnel, high and low, and members of their families were
rewarded with posts, lands, licenses, permits and pecuniary advantages commensurate with their ranks, their
influence or their family connections.
The military, therefore, are as a class interested in the continuance of a system so beneficial to them, and a
body of disciplined personnel is thus ready and prepared to exert itself to the full to maintain its gains and
privileges and to prevent a reversion to those bad old days when for a mere pittance its members could be called
upon to endanger their lives to safeguard the independence and security of their motherland. Hence, experience
shows, and illustrations are not wanting, that military dictatorships tend to perpetuate themselves, overtly or
covertly.
2
It would be incorrect to state that in the short history of Pakistan attempts have not been made from time to
time to give to the country a democratic government; but they have ended in frustration and failure.
The members of the first Constituent Assembly created by the Independence Act of 1947 of the British
parliament, which functioned both as the constitution-making body and as the central legislature of Pakistan, were
elected by those pre-partition members of the provincial legislatures whose constituencies fell within Pakistan as
it emerged after the Radcliffe Award. The representative character of the members of the Constituent Assembly
was thus indirect. The existing provincial legislatures of Sind and of the NWFP\fn{ Northwest Frontier Province}—the
latter had become part of Pakistan as the result of a referendum—remained intact; the provincial legislatures of
Bengal and of the Punjab were split according to the areas allotted to India and Pakistan. Hence, the provincial
representatives of the areas allotted to West Punjab formed the Legislature of West Punjab, and the provincial
representatives of the areas allotted to East Bengal formed the Legislature of East Bengal.
The Radcliffe Award did great injustice to the Muslims of the Punjab and Bengal. In the Punjab it gave to India
the Muslim majority district of Gurdaspur and, by means of a corridor, made a portion of Kashmir contiguous to
India. Had this not been done the whole of Kashmir would have been contiguous to Pakistan, and the Hindu
maharajah could not have acceded to India—this would have conflicted against both the principle of the religious
complexion of the population and of total contiguity—or obtained the help of the Indian Army without India
invading Pakistan.
In Bengal the Award partitioned the Muslim majority district of Jessore, giving away to India (West Bengal) a
portion predominantly Muslim; it also gave to West Bengal the entire Muslim majority district of Malda and did
not even partition it although south Malda was overwhelmingly Muslim. It gave to India some portions of the
district of Sylhet which was initially a district of Assam. This area was preponderantly Muslim and Bengali, and a
referendum had been held of the whole district to ascertain whether the people of the entire district wanted to go
to Pakistan or to India. The referendum had been in favor of Pakistan.
*
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In spite of East Bengal having been so truncated, its population was larger than that of West Pakistan (56% to
44%). The members were elected to the Constituent Assembly in proportion to the population of the various
provinces. East Bengal representatives were thus in a majority in the Constituent Assembly, but the Muslim
members of the East Bengal Legislature, with matchless generosity and self-sacrifice, in the interest of Pakistan as
a nation and Muslim politics as a whole and unmindful of their provincial or parochial interests, elected to the
Pakistan Constituent Assembly a number of non-Bengali Muslims from the Congress-dominated Muslim majority
NWFP and the Muslim minority provinces of India, who had no chance of being elected by the legislatures of
their own provinces, and whom the legislatures of the Muslim-majority provinces of the NWFP, Punjab and Sind
refused to elect, in preference to their own nationals. Amongst such persons elected by the East Bengal
Legislature were such Muslim League stalwarts as Nawabzada Liaquat Ali Khan, I. H. Quraishi, and Khan Abdul
Qayyum Khan of NWFP, and not less than five others of national importance. Hence in the Constituent Assembly,
Bengalis as such were actually in a minority, but, being more politically conscious, tended to influence the
deliberations of the assembly out of proportion to their actual numbers.
Now it was contended that there could not be a properly constituted democratic central legislature of
independent Pakistan until a new constitution had been framed by the Constituent Assembly and a general
election held based on the new constitution. Until then Pakistan must continue to be governed under the
Government of India Act of 1935 as adapted, and the Independence Act of 1947. Hence, the first obstacle to the
election of a representative legislature as a pre-requisite for democracy and a democratic government was
obviously the want of a new constitution of independent Pakistan.
*
Nawabzada Liaquat Ali Khan, the first Prime Minister of Pakistan, was reluctant to frame a constitution early.
He had been the secretary of the AIML\fn{ All India Muslim League} which had embattled for Pakistan and inherited
it when it was created. Thus, Quaid-e-Azam Mohammad Ali Jinnah, its President, took upon himself the office of
Governor General of the Dominion of Pakistan, instead of Lord Louis Mountbatten who had at first been favored
as the Governor General of the dominions of both Pakistan and India, and further bestowed the prime ministership
on its secretary.
The Muslim League had been the voice of the Muslim masses of India, as was proved in the 1946 election by
its sweeping successes in Bengal and the Muslim minority provinces, and its substantial successes in Sind and in
the Punjab. With the creation of Pakistan this was the only political party of the Muslims in Pakistan; the Muslim
members of the Indian National Congress, even though strong in the NWFP where they were known as the Red
Shirts, and in Sind, were submerged in Pakistan as a whole. The Congress Party in East Bengal was composed of
Hindus. Liaquat Ali Khan wanted to preserve the PML as the only political party of the Muslims in spite of the
fact that Jinnah in one of his very first speeches delivered after the creation of Pakistan had declared that
henceforth the Muslim League would be one of several political parties in the country and not the sole Muslim
party.
Liaquat Ali Khan, however, felt that a new constitution and a fresh general election would bring into existence
other political parties of Muslims which might challenge the supreme authority of the Muslim League. He was
anxious to avoid this and to maintain control of the Muslim League as long as possible. This he perhaps
considered was needed to consolidate Pakistan and, hence, there was no immediate hurry to frame the constitution
and hold general elections.
In his zeal for the Muslim League, however, he identified the party with the state and with the government,
which was a Muslim League government, and maintained that anyone who opposed the Muslim League political
party, and thus directly or indirectly his government, was a traitor to the state. This laid him open to the charge of
fascism.
The Muslim League in its own turn became a blind supporter of the government. From a mass organization of
Muslims it became a closed corporation, excluding from its membership all those who had some spirit of
independence and liberty and an urge for democracy; it developed a fascist mentality; it divided amongst its
privileged members all the perquisites of government such as foreign representation, import, route, car, bus, arms,
revolver and other permits and licenses, and foreign exchange and trading and industrial facilities; it thus created
a group of moneyed men around it and built up a handsome party fund.
It was mostly in West Pakistan that the perquisites were distributed. In East Bengal, later called East Pakistan,
the Muslim League ran into somewhat heavy weather.
I had been instrumental in creating and organizing the party in the whole of Bengal and was known to the
people as the architect of the Muslim League, but, owing to differences in political outlook, I found myself in
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opposition to the PML. The people of East Bengal, in general, were opposed to the official Muslim League. This
did not include, of course, those who were beneficiaries of government largesse, for the same technique of
distributing patronage and perquisites to the members of the official Muslim League—such as the monopoly to
import cloth from India, or licenses to export betel leaves (paan) to West Pakistan, or to import salt from West
Pakistan or to operate on road or riverine routes (routine permits)—was adopted in East Bengal as well. But the
quantum in East Bengal was small in comparison to the perquisites distributed in West Pakistan, leading to
considerable capital formation and rapid industrial development in the latter region, although this was confined to
the privileged few.
*
In spite of all his support to the Muslim League, however, Liaquat Ali Khan had to take some steps to produce
a new constitution—India had produced one at an early stage—and a BPC drawn from representatives from the
various provinces was created to establish the basis for one.
The BPC had stormy and lengthy sessions. Many were the problems that had to be covered: the name of the
state, whether Islamic or not, and the extent of the Islamic provisions. The number of representatives to be elected
from the various provinces and tribal areas, whether their numbers should be in proportion to the population and
whether the number to which East Bengal was entitled should be whittled down to equalize it with all the
representatives of West Pakistan taken together (principle of parity), were critical issues. Should the electorate be
joint or separate? Should the state be unitary or federal, unicameral or bicameral, and, if bicameral, what should
be the number of representatives in each legislature from each of the provinces? Also, should there be one or
several state or official languages?
There was never any question, however, that the constitution would be parliamentary. With a constitutional
head of government, with a prime minister choosing his colleagues, and a cabinet system with joint responsibility.
Elections would be by adult suffrage.
There was a complete hold-up while a pseudo-religious body of learned alims or ulemas of various Muslim
sects thrashed out what should be the contents of an Islamic constitution. Several reports were placed before the
Constituent Assembly by the BPC which were rejected either by the East Pakistan or West Pakistan
representatives. The reports were referred back from time to time for further consideration.
3
Meanwhile, there had been changes in the personnel of the central government even though the Muslim
League policy of fascism continued unchanged, albeit with abating strength as opposition forces could no longer
by suppressed. Jinnah died on 11 September 1948. Khwaja Nazimuddin, who at that time was Chief Minister of
East Pakistan, was appointed on the recommendation of the Muslim League cabinet, as Governor-General of the
Dominion of Pakistan; Nawabzada Liaquat Ali Khan continued as Prime Minister. After the assassination of the
latter on 16 October 1951, Khwaja Nazimuddin became Prime Minister. Ghulam Mohammad, the Finance
Minister, was selected for the post of Governor General by the cabinet and was duly appointed by Her Majesty
Queen Elizabeth II.
*
During the regimes of both Liaquat Ali Khan and Khwaja Nazimuddin the provincial ministries of West
Pakistan were manipulated by the central government. There were frequent changes in the chief ministerships and
in the cabinets of the various provinces to suit the interests of the Muslim League Party and of the central
government, and the entire political atmosphere was vitiated by intrigue and chicanery.
In May 1953, for some reasons which are not clear (officially due to the delay in framing the constitution and
unofficially to the suggestion to reduce the strength of the army by 30,000 and to various international forces
necessitating closer ties with the Western democracies) Governor General Ghulam Mohammad dismissed Khwaja
Nazimuddin in a dramatic manner by cutting off his telephone line and preventing his access to Queen Elizabeth.
Khwaja Nazimuddin wanted not only to appeal to the Queen against his dismissal but also he wanted to exercise
his right as a principle minister of one of the Dominions (and, hence, as one of her principal ministers), to demand
the dismissal of Ghulam Mohammad from the Governor Generalship. It was significant (and demonstrated the
venality and demoralization of the Muslim League) that the dismissal of Khwaja Nazimuddin, who was its
President and also the Muslim League Prime Minister of Pakistan, had just exhibited that he had a sweeping
majority in the legislature and should have been hailed with satisfaction, jubilation and approval by the Muslim
League Party, but there was hardly one dissident voice at the time.
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Ghulam Mohammad sent for Mohammad Ali Chowdhury, subsequently better known as Bogra Mohammad
Ali or Mohammad Ali of Bogra, (or even as Bogra from the United States where he was serving as Pakistan
ambassador) and appointed him Prime Minister. The cabinet appeared to have continued as before, and the
Muslim League members of the central legislature accepted the change without demur.
When Khwaja Nazimuddin, East Pakistan’s Chief Minister, became the Governor General in 1948 his place
was taken by Nurul Amin who continued in that post until 1954 when general elections were held to the
provincial legislature. The legislature should have expired much earlier; it was kept alive and its life extended
annually on one pretext or another by the central legislature. The central and the EPML governments were both
afraid that if elections were held the Muslim League would be swept off the board and would lose the province.
Actually, in the very early stages, one by-election had been held in which a stalwart of the Muslim League was
defeated by a very young but on-coming worker of the opposition party (the Awami League). Thereafter, in spite
of vacancies occurring from time to time, no further by-elections were held. By 1954 when general elections were
held—these could no longer be avoided without the Muslim League being held up to unbearable contempt and
ridicule—there were not less than 32 vacant seats in the East Pakistan Legislature; some of these had been lying
empty for several years.
When one contrasts this with the democratic conventions that prevailed during British times, when immediate
steps were taken to hold by-elections and fill vacancies within three months, one can realize to what extent the
Muslim League had taken to undemocratic ways just to retain itself in power and enjoy its privileges.
*
Now, although there could not be—or at least so it was maintained—general elections to the central legislature,
which was also a constituent assembly, without a new constitution, elections to provincial legislatures in West
Pakistan were held as their life expired by efflux of time. These elections were rigged with a vengeance in the
interests of the Muslim League. The West Punjab elections were held in 1951 and although Sirdar Abdur Rab
Nishtar, the Governor, asserted categorically, time and again, that the officials would be neutral, Liaquat Ali Khan
held a different view.
It cannot be controverted that government officials used all their influence and powers of persuasion and
coercion on behalf of the candidates of the Muslim League. They canvassed for them, utilized government
transport to convey them to the polls, and even went so far as to transfer votes from one ballot box to another and
even to break open the ballot boxes of opposition candidates and to make false returns.
The opponent parties were the Jinnah Awami Muslim League, of which I was the head, the Azad Pakistan
Party of Mian Iftikharuddin and the Jamaat-i-Islami. In spite of the terrible rigging my party won 32 seats, the
Azad Pakistan Party, 2, and the Jamaat-i Islami, probably 2, out of a total 175 seats.
*
Thereafter, elections were held in the NWFP, of which Khan Abdul Qayyum Khan was the Chief Minister, and
he openly and flagrantly used all his powers of coercion, undue influence, and executive interference on behalf of
the candidates selected by him. Although he was the President of the Provincial Muslim League, he even opposed
the candidates who had been nominated by the central Muslim League High Command to the exclusion of his
own nominees and succeeded through sheer brutality, force and chicanery in getting his own men returned. He
threatened to arrest me if I set foot in the NWFP on behalf of my own party members.
The NWFP elections were far worse than any hitherto witnessed in India or Pakistan. As, however, the
resulting ministry supported the central Muslim League ministry, the high command overlooked the
contumaciousness and seemed gratified at a result which after all had succeeded in smashing all opposition, even
though by nefarious means.
*
Then elections were held in Bahawalpur; the chief architect on behalf of the Muslim League was Hasan
Mahmud, and he rigged the elections adequately. Elections thereafter were held in Sind; there was some rigging
but nothing comparable to the others. There was little need of it in Sind where the feudal landlords were strong
and the popular movement was weak and could make little headway against the entrenched vested interests. The
result of these elections was that there was no difference in the complexion of the legislatures. The same Muslim,
League governments and party were in power and the same kind of people had been returned, namely, those
belonging to the feudal aristocracy, except in the NWFP where Khan Abdul Qayyum Khan had taken care to see
that a large number of illiterates were elected so that no one in the legislature would ever be able to challenge his
supremacy. The central Muslim League government supported all these misdeeds as its power was perpetuated in
the provinces and in the centre.
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*
After the dismissal of Khwaja Nazimuddin in May 1953, Bogra Mohammad Ali functioned as Prime Minister
and leader of the Muslim League Party. He obtained the consent of the British government to declare Pakistan a
republic under the new constitution which was expected to be introduced and was discussed in the Constituent
Assembly in December 1954.
But, again, there was a setback. It appears that in October 1954 determined attempts were made by Fazlur
Rahman (Commerce Minister) and others to curtail the powers of the Governor-General, and, it is said, to
challenge the capacity and sanity of Ghulam Mohammad to continue as Governor-General. Ghulam Mohammad
thereupon dismissed the ministers and dissolved the Constituent Assembly. To what extent Bogra Mohammad Ali,
the Prime Minister, was involved in the conspiracy against Ghulam Mohammad was never made clear. Ghulam
Mohammad suspected that he had knowledge of it, if not more. He maintained he had not. In any event he was
given the benefit of the doubt and kept on as the nominated president of the Council of Ministers, but hardly as
Prime Minister, and a fresh set of ministers was appointed. This included General Mohammad Ayub Khan, the
Commander-in-Chief of the Army, as Minister of Defense, and Major General Iskander Mirza, who was brought
back from East Bengal where he had been sent as Governor, as Minister of Interior.
I was lying ill in Zurich in 1954 after I had been successful in defeating the Muslim League in East Bengal in
the provincial general election, which at long last had been held in March 1954. All the parties opposed to the
Muslim League, namely, my party (which was the strongest), Fazlul Huq’s KSP and Maulana Athar Ali’s Nizami-Islam Party, formed themselves into a United Front. It was settled with Fazlul Huq that while I would support
him for the Chief Ministership of East Bengal, he would support me and follow my guidance in central politics.
At that time Maulana Bhashani was the provincial President of the Awami League.
In spite of the tours, speeches, propaganda and personal contacts of Prime Minister Bogra Mohammad Ali in
East Bengal, conducted with all paraphernalia in a very lavish and extravagant manner on behalf of the Muslim
League and the grandeur and organization of government at the disposal of the Prime Minister, in spite of election
meetings addressed by Miss Fatima Jinnah, who was specially brought to buttress the Muslim League, and in
spite of canvassing by government officials, particularly the Inspector General of Police, Doha, on behalf of the
candidates of the Muslim League, the Muslim League gained only nine out of 237 Muslim seats.
The brunt of selecting the candidates on behalf of the United Front and the task of addressing, organizing the
meetings and carrying on propaganda and touring all the constituencies fell mainly on me. Maulana Bhashani and
Fazlul Huq went where needed, the latter mainly where the members of his own party were candidates. I fell ill
with amoebic dysentery in May 1954 and was taken to a Zurich hospital for treatment.
In spite of the signal victory of the opposition against the Muslim League whereby the existing members from
East Bengal in the central legislature lost the slightest vestige of a claim to representative character, the central
government refused to elect new members from the East Pakistan Legislature to the central legislature or to make
any changes in the central ministry and ignored the defeat of the Muslim League as a matter not affecting the
central government or its policy.
*
After the election Fazlul Huq was appointed Chief Minister of East Pakistan on behalf of the United Front.
With his usual emotionalism and want of balance when in the presence of an audience, he made a speech at a
meeting in Calcutta which was calculated to draw the acclaim and plaudits of his Hindu-India audience. The
newspapers reported him stating that he could not understand the raison d' etre of Pakistan and would bend his
energies to bring the two parts of Bengal together. When the report was published, several meetings were held in
East Bengal condemning him, including one presided over by Maulana Bhashani.
The rift in the United Front had opened. The central government called him a traitor. He was dismissed from
the Chief Ministership with all his ministers, the legislature was suspended and Section 92-A of the constitution,
under which the Governor-General took over the province and the Governor acted as his agent, was promulgated.
Colonel (later Major General) Iskander Mirza, the Defense Secretary, was sent as Governor and he promptly
arrested and detained under the Public Safety Act (this provided for preventive detention without trial) a very
large number, probably 3,000, of the workers of the United Front. These mostly belonged to the Awami League
which was the predominant party. Some time later the central government took a decision to prosecute Fazlul Huq
for treason but on his giving an assurance that he would retire from politics the proceedings were dropped.
*
Before I left for Zurich Ghulam Mohammad and Bogra Mohammad Ali saw me, and further sent emissaries to
me when I was lying ill in Zurich, and requested that I join the central ministry when I recovered and returned to
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Pakistan. They felt that they needed some popular support for the central ministry and for that reason were even
prepared to elect to the Constituent Assembly members from the newly-elected East Pakistan Legislature if I
joined the cabinet.
I returned to Pakistan on 5 December 1954 by which time the old Constituent Assembly had been dissolved.
The old ministry had been dismissed and a new one set up. I was immediately contacted and bombarded by
Ghulam Mohammad and Bogra Mohammad Ali to join the central ministry of what they called “all talents”. They
had already induced Dr. Khan Sahib to join the cabinet. He had been the Congress Chief Minister of NWFP at the
time of partition and had continued in that post until the referendum which allotted NWFP to Pakistan. He was
also the brother of the Red Shirt Frontier leader, Khan Abdul Ghaffar Khan, but was, at the same time, a great
personal friend of Iskander Mirza. Fazlul Huq’s party in East Pakistan was represented by Abu Hossain Sarkar,
Ghulam Mohammad threatened that if I did not join the cabinet he would hand over the government to
Commander-in-Chief Ayub Khan, then also Defense Minister, and the country would have a military dictatorship.
I held out for over a fortnight. Partly wishing to avoid a Imilitary dictatorship in Pakistan and partly because
Ghulam Mohammad promised that he would set up a constituent assembly and restore the constitution if I joined
the ministry and took the matter in my hands, I consented to work as Law Minister with Bogra Mohammad Ali
who was the appointed President of the Council of Ministers. He had been my Parliamentary Secretary in Bengal
when I was a minister and my Finance Minister when I was Chief Minister of United Bengal.
My party did not like my joining the ministry but I thought the stakes were high, and I was anxious not only to
avoid the evils of a military dictatorship but also to get the constitution restored. Tamizuddin Khan was already
contesting in the High Court the validity of the dissolution of the Constituent Assembly. The various legal
proceedings and the steps taken in the Law Ministry to meet the situation were interesting for the constitutional
lawyer and we had to work overtime. The services of Diplock, QC,\fn{ Queen’s Counsel:H} an eminent constitutional
lawyer, were secured. In the end the Supreme Court advised that the Governor General should set up a new
constitutional assembly on a pattern similar to the previous one and with the same powers. However, it gave him
authority to alter the number of representatives and to establish quotas for the various provinces and regions as he
thought best in the interests of the country.
*
I had already decided to set up a constituent assembly in which East Bengal on the one hand and the provinces
and regions of West Pakistan taken together on the other, would be equally represented. But, as the representation
had been radically altered, we thought we could not name the new setup a constituent assembly. It differed from
the one constituted by the Independence Act of 1947; therefore, the designation constituent convention seemed
more suitable and less confusing. After the advice of the Supreme Court, however, we decided to call it a
constituent assembly.
I consented to parity between East and West Pakistan in the interest of a better understanding between the East
and West wings and to dissipate any feeling the East Pakistan would dominate over the West by virtue of its larger
number if the representation was according to population, a feeling which had given rise to ugly incidents and
walkouts in the previous constituent assembly. I also hoped that provincial parties would give way to all-Pakistan
political parties. Along with parity in representation, the policy of the government would be to achieve parity in
all fields such as services, industrialization development expenditure, foreign aid, central government allocations,
and even in defense matters.
But I had to convince East Bengal of the desirability of accepting parity. It was an uphill task. I was abused by
Fazlul Huq as well as by Maulana Bhashani. But, for good or ill, I managed to carry the day in the party.
*
On 21 June 1955 fresh elections to the central legislature from the various provinces and constituent units were
held and a new constituent assembly was brought into being. I again became a member of this after having been
deprived of my membership in 1949. As the election was by the system of a single transferable vote, a large
number of members of the United Front were elected from East Bengal. Only one member could be chosen by the
members of the Muslim League in the East Pakistan Legislature from the provincial quota of 40 and Bogra
Mohammad Ali was elected. Fazlur Rahman, who was also a member of the Muslim League, came in
independently, having managed to get some votes from some independent members.
It can be said, to the credit of the members of East Bengal, that they rarely, if ever, shifted their loyalties or
betrayed their parties. The charge laid by the 1958 Martial Law regime that the members oscillated from party to
party to suit their individual ends could not with any degree of honesty be leveled against members from East
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Bengal. This could, however, be applied to the feudal members of the West Pakistan Legislature, particularly
when the contest was raging fast and furious between the Muslim League and the Republican parties.
The new Constituent Assembly was to meet on 7 July 1955 at Murree. On 6 July a dinner was held at
Government House at which Nawab Gurmani, Interior Minister Major General Iskander Mirza, Defence Minister
General Ayub Khan, Dr. Khan Sahib and Chowdhury MohammadAli were present. It was decided that we should
sit together and come to an agreement on the controversial points which were holding up the framing of the
constitution. While the sessions of the Constituent Assembly were being held, negotiations proceeded side by
side. On 13 July a 5-point agreement, signed by the leaders of the various parties, was negotiated. Bogra signed
on behalf of the Muslim League. Nawab Gurmani, Dr. Khan Sahib and Chowdhury Mohammad Ali signed on
behalf of West Pakistan. Fazlul Huq was to sign on behalf of East Pakistan, but Huq insisted on the signatures of
Ataur Rahman Khan and Abul Mansur Ahmad. After they had signed, Nawab Gurmani undertook to take Fazlul
Huq’s signature and reported that he had done so. The five negotiated points were: (1) West Pakistan was to be
integrated into One Unit; (2) each wing was to have full regional autonomy; (3) there would be parity between the
two wings in all respects, not merely in representation; (4) election would be through the medium of joint
electorate; and (5) Bengali and Urdu would be the two state languages. It was understood that Bogra Mohammad
Ali would resign and I would be the next Prime Minister.
*
On 16 July 1955 Ghulam Mohammad returned to Karachi from London. On 5 August 1955 he was forced to
take leave, on the grounds of illness and inability to carry on, and Major General Iskander Mirza took over as
acting Governor-General. On 7 August Chowdhury Mohammad Ali was elected as the leader of the Muslim
League Party which decided that Bogra Mohammad Ali should resign and the Governor-General be asked to
appoint me as the Prime Minister. On the next day, Chowdhury Mohammad Ali announced that a coalition
between the Muslim League and the Awami League had been established and a resolution passed to form a
cabinet with myself as Prime Minister.
The arrangements appeared to be so firm and official that [the] BBC broadcast my name as the next Prime
Minister. Ali came to me on behalf of the Muslim League Party after obtaining the consent of Governor-General
Iskander Mirza and formally offered me the Prime Ministership. We sat down to select the ministers of my new
cabinet and for the division of portfolios. In this connection, he saw me several times.
However, Iskander Mirza, who had been forced to give his consent because the Muslim League had an
overwhelming majority in the Constituent Assembly, was averse to my selection (he is reported to have said that I
would be Prime Minister only over his dead body). This was perhaps because as a member of the cabinet I had not
supported him wholeheartedly in August 1955 when he was selected as Governor-General displacing Ghulam
Mohammad.
It may be recalled that, at that time, Iskander Mirza was also a member of the cabinet as Interior Minister, and
the Commander-in-Chief Ayub Khan, a great friend and protagonist of his, was the Defense Minister. These two
induced Bogra Mohammad Ali to propose that Ghulam Mohammad was becoming incapable physically and
mentally and that his orders could be understood only by his personal secretary. They suggested that a Medical
Board should be appointed to report on his sanity unless he resigned. This he did with much weeping and wailing
and bitterness. The cabinet was required to recommend his successor to Queen Elizabeth II. Commander-in-Chief
Ayub Khan canvassed forcibly in favor of Iskander Mirza and it is well known that he was responsible for
procuring the one vote which swung the election in the cabinet in favor of his nominee.
*
No sooner had the Muslim League decided, with Iskander Mirza’s consent, that I should be Prime Minister
than he started to undermine the decision. He sent agents to Fazlul Huq—whom only a few days ago he had
denounced as a traitor—and offered. him the post of Interior Minister with his party provided he support
Chowdhury Mohammad Ali as Prime Minister. Fazlul Huq, seeing in this offer chances for his own rehabilitation
to turn the tables on those who had called him a traitor and to return to politics in a cabinet post, accepted the
position with alacrity although it had been agreed at the time the United Front was constituted in 1954 that he
would support me in the centre. At the same time Iskander Mirza played upon the feelings of Chowdhury
Mohammad Ali and offered him the Prime Ministership.
Iskander Mirza advanced a specious argument that a convention should be established that if the Governor
General was from Bengal, I, another person from Bengal, should not become Prime Minister. The Prime Minister
should be from West Pakistan. Iskander Mirza claimed that he was from Bengal as he was descended from Mir
Jafar who had been made the Nawab Nazim (ruler) of Bengal by Lord Clive after Mir. Jafar had betrayed
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Sirajuddowllah at Plassey. But Iskander Mirza had seen nothing of Murshidabad, the family seat, and his
connection with Bengal and his claim to be considered a Bengali was less than tenuous.
This was discarded by him when it suited his purpose at a later stage. He was probably born in Bombay, spent
the whole of his life outside Bengal, and, after serving in the army for some time and being wounded in a skirmish
with the Pathans, joined the political service and spent most of his professional life among the Pathans as a British
political agent in the tribal areas. He spoke Pushto fluently and had learned the art of offering suitable
inducements and of playing off one party against another.
Chowdhury Mohammad Ali, who himself had been the first to offer me the Prime Ministership, hesitated, but
ultimately the temptation was too great for him. The Muslim League was canvassed to change its resolution and
offer Chowdhury Mohammad Ali the Prime Ministership with Fazlul Huq as Minister of Interior. The personnel
of the entire cabinet was changed.
I resigned from the cabinet and became the Leader of the Opposition. I was permitted to keep the state house,
which I had occupied as Law Minister, and which became the official residence of the Leader of the Opposition.
Chowdhury Mohammad Ali established some parliamentary conventions; the chief one affecting me was an
official recognition of the position of the Leader of the Opposition with a free house and phone, and consultations
with the opposition as regards proceedings in Parliament. I am not certain whether the position also carried an
allowance as a perquisite of the office. I never drew any nor had the slightest intention of doing so.
*
We now come to a very disturbed state of politics both in West and East Pakistan for which Iskander Mirza
was largely, if not wholly, responsible.
One of the first tasks which Chowdhury Mohammad Ali attempted was to integrate all the provinces of West
Pakistan into one. It is regrettable that the idea, mooted by the British as a matter of administrative convenience,
was revived as a result of distrust, suspicion and hostility to East Pakistan. It was believed that if West Pakistan
could put up a solid front it would prevent East Pakistan from dominating the West which it might be able to do in
spite of having surrendered its majority and accepting parity if any of the provinces of West Pakistan aligned with
it. Provincial jealousies and hostilities in West Pakistan were so bitter that he thought this was more than a
possibility. Indeed on previous occasions Khan Abdul Qayyum Khan of the NWFP had combined with Bengal
representatives to oppose some of the proposals of the Punjabi group, and this had rankled deep in his mind as an
act of betrayal of the interests of West Pakistan.
Chowdhury Mohammad Ali so managed that each of the provincial legislatures of West Pakistan passed
resolutions almost unanimously in favor of integration. The resolution by the Sind and by the provincial assembly,
of which Ayub Khuhro was the Chief Minister, was obtained by threats, intimidation, and arrest of members and,
in the NWFP where Sardar Abdur Rashid, a former Inspector General of Police, was Chief Minister, by making a
false promise that Peshawar would be made the capital of West Pakistan. The One Unit Bill, as it was called, had
a stormy passage through the Constituent Assembly.
Sardar Abdur Rashid of the NWFP, who had supported the resolution for integration into the provincial
legislature but had been dismissed, produced a secret document authored and circulated by Mian Mumtaz Khan
Daultana in which it was asserted that integration would ensure the domination of the Punjab not only in West
Pakistan but in Pakistan as a whole; in order to camouflage this objective, it would be advisable to get the
resolution for integration moved and supported by representatives of provinces and areas other than the Punjab.
To secure the support of the minor provinces, Chowdhury Mohammad Ali induced the representatives of Punjab
province proper to accept 40 percent representation although its population vis-a-vis other areas entitled it to 56
percent. Of course there were other areas outside Punjab proper in which Punjabis predominated and which could
be trusted to return Punjabis to the provincial legislature.
Sardar Abdur Rashid denounced integration vehemently. I opposed integration on the ground that there had not
been sufficient propaganda on its behalf, that the people had not consented to it, that the consent of the
legislatures of the provinces other than that of the Punjab had been obtained by coercion and false promises and
that there should be more propaganda to explain the implications and advantages to the people and to canvass
their support before taking legislative action. For it could be argued that, administratively, it was desirable on
account of the common rivers, the roads and the railway and irrigation systems and might perhaps also help to
ease the bitterness and hostility which existed between Pathan and Punjabi, Sindhi and Punjabi, and Baluchi and
Punjabi.
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At the same time, I stated that if once the provinces were integrated and an administration set up the scheme
should be given a chance to function. An early breakup, which was possible in view of public opinion not having
been canvassed, might lead to greater bitterness between the various racial groups in West Pakistan.
The bill for integration was duly passed in spite of vehement opposition. It was strongly supported by Dr. Khan
Sahib of the NWFP, though his brother Khan Abdul Ghaffar Khan, the Red Shirt leader, was dead opposed to it.
In the course of my speech I warned Dr. Khan Sahib not to be misled by the promises given by the Muslim
League to appoint him as the first Chief Minister of West Pakistan as a guarantee of its good faith and intentions
that the minor provinces would get a fair deal and would not be dominated by the Punjab. I said I was sure that
the Muslim League would betray him in the end.
As would be obvious, Dr. Khan Sahib told me to mind my own business. Chowdhury Mohammad Ali, in his
capacity as leader of the Muslim League Party and as Prime Minister, made this promise on the floor of the
House.
A new West Pakistan Legislature was constituted by election by the members of the various defunct
legislatures who were grouped into electoral colleges district-wise with special representation for Swat, Dir, Amb,
the Baluchistan states and the tribal areas. Dr. Khan Sahib was appointed Chief Minister of West Pakistan with
Nawab Mushtaq Hossain Gurmani as Governor.
After the passage of the One Unit Bill, Chowdhury Mohammad Ali addressed himself to the task of framing a
constitution for Pakistan in a spirit of dedication, and the assistance of Sir Ivor Jennings, an eminent constitution
expert from Cambridge, was secured for the purpose. The constitution was duly passed but was not promulgated
until 23 March 1956. This, it was believed, was the date on which the basic resolution which flowered into the
demand for Pakistan had been passed at a session of the Muslim League in 1940. Pakistan became a Republic and
Iskander Mirza, who till then had been Governor-General, was elected president under the new constitution of
1956. Iskander Mirza was a very close personal friend of Dr. Khan Sahib. It is one of his tragedies that after he
had done whatever he could to maintain Dr. Khan Sahib the two fell out a short time before Dr. Khan Sahib was
assassinated.
*
What I had forecast came to pass. The Muslim League Party in the new West Pakistan Legislature became
restive. It claimed that as the vast majority of the members of the new West Pakistan Assembly were members of
the Muslim League, having been elected by members whose own election as Muslim League candidates had been
rigged in their favor, it was unjust that the Chief Minister of such an assembly should be a non-party man and a
non-Muslim Leaguer, as Dr. Khan Sahib manifestly was. Therefore, they demanded that he should resign or be
dismissed from office and the leader of the Muslim League Party be appointed in his place. .
The movement was led by Mian Mumtaz Khan Daultana, supported by Sardar Bahadut Khan, the younger
brother of the Commander-in-Chief, Ayub Khan. Sardar Bahadur Khan was the leader of the Muslim League
Party in the West Pakistan Provincial Assembly and if the move succeeded he would naturally be the Chief
Minister of the province.
Chowdhury Mohammad Ali, the Prime Minister, pleaded with the Muslim League members not to press this
demand as this would dishonor the assurances which he had given to Dr. Khan Sahib on the floor of the House
and on account of which he had won the latter’s powerful support for the One Unit Bill which was the very
foundation of the existence of the province. One of his arguments was that if Dr. Khan Sahib was removed I
would be proved right, and this would lower the prestige of the Muslim League and raise mine which would be
most undesirable.
The West Pakistan Muslim Leaguers, however, were adamant and Dr. Khan Sahib was reluctantly compelled
to form a party of his own to save himself. This party was composed of those members of the Muslim League
who felt that the bond given by Chowdhury Mohammad Ali should be honored and that Dr. Khan Sahib should be
supported.
The Muslim League Party thus split into two. The new party was called the Republican Party. It was generally
understood that President Iskander Mirza had a hand in its creation in order to save Dr. Khan Sahib. Incidentally,
it provided President Iskander Mirza with a political party in West Pakistan which he would utilize as it suited his
purpose. It happened, too, that most of its members had in the pre-partition days been members of the Unionist
Party which was composed mostly of feudal landlords who traditionally supported power.
The first trial of strength came with the election of the Speaker. The Republican candidate won by the vote cast
by the chairman. The Muslim League Party in the central legislature also split in two on the above lines.
*
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In East Pakistan President Iskander Mirza had been able to shatter the United Front further by making Fazlul
Huq his Interior Minister. The party of Fazlul Huq, known as the KSP and which had no definite programme or
principles but was in fact and deed the personal party of Fazlul Huq, became the President’s party and acted
according to his bidding. After Chowdhury Mohammad Ali became Prime Minister, Section 92-A was withdrawn
from East Bengal and a nominee of Fazlul Huq, Abu Hossain Sarkar, was appointed Chief Minister. Sarkar’s
foothold was extremely precarious as the Awami League was in opposition. He managed to maintain himself by
refusing to call a meeting of the legislature.
A budget session should have been called in March 1956 but by a special dispensation from Chowdhury
Mohammad Ali this was delayed by three months. By mutual arrangement he was temporarily dismissed; the
budget was certified by the Governor for three months and he was reappointed after a few days. When he did call
the budget session ultimately, before the expiry of three months, he gave only four days for the discussion and the
passing of the budget. This was clearly a farce and against all constitutional practice. In the British days four days
used to be given for preliminary discussion and 15 days for considering the items in the budget. As no rules of
procedure had been drawn up since the partition, Sarkar took advantage of the situation to give only four days for
both.
The Speaker, Abdul Hakim, refused to entertain the budget, possibly in conspiracy with Sarkar, and adjourned
the House sine die. Sarkar was again dismissed temporarily. The legislature was again suspended, Section 92-A
was imposed and the budget was certified by the Governor as before. This suited Fazlul Huq and Sarkar very well
as by this means a meeting of the legislature was avoided and three days later Sarkar was again appointed Chief
Minister. The intrigue and chicanery were so obvious that Chowdhury Mohammad Ali had for very shame to
insist that Sarkar should get the budget passed by the end of August 1956. Sarkar, right till the end, refused to face
a meeting of the legislature to get the budget passed. Even President Iskander Mirza could not save him further.
This crisis in East Pakistan coincided with that developing in West Pakistan between the Muslim Leaguers and
the Republicans. The one led to a change of government in East Pakistan and the other to a change in the central
government.
It may be worthwhile mentioning that Sarkar adopted much the same expedient to secure support as Dr. Khan
Sahib had adopted in West Pakistan; the overnight creation of ministers and parliamentary secretaries ad libitum
out of all proportion to administrative requirements. The only difference was that while Dr. Khan Sahib faced the
House until March 1957, Sarkar continually ran away from it.
*
The situation in West Pakistan placed Chowdhury Mohammad Ali in a dilemma. He was the Prime Minister of
the Muslim League Party which had now split in two, and he owed his office to Iskander Mirza. The latter now
called upon him to leave the Muslim League and to join the Republican Party which after all had been formed to
support the assurances which he, Chowdhury Mohammad Ali, had given to Dr. Khan Sahib, and it would be
anomalous if he continued to remain a member of the Muslim League which had betrayed him.
But Chowdhury Mohammad Ali vacillated. Some times he thought he would join the Republican Party; at
other times he felt he could not leave the Muslim League. Ultimately he decided to stick to the Muslim League.
President Iskander Mirza in his turn decided to ask for his resignation or otherwise dismiss him. Having obtained
his consent to resign, Iskander Mirza went straight to East Pakistan where I was at that time, took me on his plane,
brought me back to Karachi, obtained the rather reluctant resignation of Chowdhury Mohammad Ali and
appointed me Prime Minister on 12 September 1956.
*
The Awami League was a minority in the central legislature. It had only 14 members. With seven Hindu
members supporting me, I had a party of 21 members only, and the other 20 necessary to have a majority in the
House, which was composed of 80 members, were mostly members of the Republican Party with some
independents. On the whole, 47 to 50 members pledged me their support. The Muslim League and Fazlul Huq’s
party formed the opposition, and Chundrigar of the Muslim League was recognized as leader.
In East Pakistan, Sarkar had already resigned on 6 September 1956 and Ataur Rahman Khan, who was the
leader of the Awami League Party in the provincial legislature, was appointed Chief Minister. In the central
cabinet I appointed five ministers from East Pakistan and five from West Pakistan. Dr. Khan Sahib continued as
Chief Minister in West Pakistan.
In the West Pakistan Legislature there was a constant tussle going on between the Muslim League and the
Republican Party; members were defecting and re-defecting and Dr. Khan Sahib, as the head of the Republican
Party and as Chief Minister, could only retain his position by appointing more and more ministers and deputy
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ministers and parliamentary secretaries from amongst those who could bring even one or two supporters. Their
number grew out of all proportion to the needs of the administration and assumed the aspect of a political scandal.
In spite of this he was unable to get his March 1957 budget passed and, at the last moment, advised the
prorogation of the House. Section 92-A was promulgated and the budget was certified. When Dr. Khan Sahib
demanded he should be reinstated—Abu Hossain Sarkar had been reinstated twice by Chowdhury Mohammad Ali
—I insisted that he should first prove to me that he had a majority in the House by signatures. He was unable to
do so and I felt myself unable to reinstate him although my own existence as Prime Minister depended upon the
support of the Republican Party in the central legislature. During my absence at the Commonwealth Prime
Ministers’ conference in London in January 1957, President Iskander Mirza had induced the Acting Prime
Minister, Abul Mansur Ahmad, to reinstate the ministry. Sardar Abdur Rashid was appointed Chief Minister.
A group of ten persons who belonged to NAP became, practically, the arbiters between the Republicans and
the Muslim League and apparently had the fate of West Pakistan and, possibly even of Pakistan, in their hands. If
they voted for the Muslim League, Sardar Abdur Rashid would be defeated. If they voted for Sardar Abdur
Rashid, he would be firmly established in power. …
78.441 The Letter\fn{by Gaurishanker Goverdhandas Joshi aka Dhumketu (1892-1965)} Virpur, Rajkot District, Gujarat
State, India (M) 3
In the gray sky of early dawn stars still glowed, as happy memories light up a life that is nearing its close. An
old man was walking through the town, now and again drawing his tattered cloak tighter to shield his body from
the cold and biting wind. From some houses standing apart came the sound of grinding mills and the sweet voices
of women singing at their work, and these sounds helped him along his lonely way. Except for the occasional bark
of a dog, the distant steps of a workman going early to work, or the screech of a bird disturbed before its time, the
whole town was wrapped in deathly silence. Most of its inhabitants were still in the arms of sleep, a sleep which
grew more and more profound on account of the intense winter cold; for the cold used sleep to extend its sway
over all things even as a false friend lulls his chosen victim with caressing smiles. The old man, shivering at times
but fixed of purpose, plodded on till he came out of the town-gate on to a straight road. Along this he now went at
a somewhat slower pace, supporting himself on his old staff.
On one side of the road was a row of trees, on the other the town’s public garden. The night was darker now
and the cold more intense, for the wind was blowing straight along the road and on it there only fell, like frozen
snow, the faint light of the morning star. At the end of the garden stood a handsome building of the newest style,
and light gleamed through the crevices of its closed doors and windows.
Beholding the wooden arch of this building, the old man was filled with the joy that the pilgrim feels when he
first sees the goal of his journey. On the arch hung an old board with the newly painted letters—

POST OFFICE
The old man went in quietly and squatted on the verandah. The voices of the two or three people busy at their
routine work could be heard faintly through the wall.
“Police Superintendent,” a voice inside called sharply. The old man started at the sound, but composed himself
again to wait. But for the faith and love that warmed him he could not have borne the bitter cold.
Name after name rang out from within as the clerk read out the English addresses on the letters and flung them
to the waiting postmen. From long practice he had acquired great speed in reading out the titles—Commissioner,
Superintendent, Diwan Sahib, Librarian—and in flinging the letters out.
In the midst of this procedure a jesting voice from inside called, “Coachman Ali!”
The old man got up, raised his eyes to Heaven in gratitude and, stepping forward, put his hand on the door.
“Godul Bhai!”
“Yes. Who’s there?”
“You called out Coachman Ali’s name, didn’t you? Here I am. I have come for my letter.”
“It is a madman, sir, who worries us by calling every day for letters that never come,” said the clerk to the
postmaster.
The old man went back slowly to the bench on which he had been accustomed to sit for five long years.
Ali had once been a clever shikari. As his skill increased so did his love for the hunt, till at last it was as
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impossible for him to pass a day without it as it is for the opium-eater to forego his daily portion. When Ali
sighted the earth-brown partridge, almost invisible to other eyes, the poor bird, they said, was as good as in his
bag. His sharp eyes would see the hare crouching in its form. When even the dogs failed to see the creature
cunningly hidden in the yellow-brown scrub, Ali’s eagle eyes would catch sight of its ears; and in another moment
it was dead. Besides this, he would often go with his friend, the fisherman.
But when the evening of his life was drawing in, he left his old ways and suddenly took a new turn. His only
child, Miriam, married and left him. She went off with a soldier to his regiment in the Punjab, and for the last five
years he had no news of this daughter for whose sake alone he dragged on a cheerless existence. Now he
understood the meaning of love and separation. He could no longer enjoy the sportsman’s pleasure and laugh at
the bewildered terror of the young partridges bereft of their parents.
Although the hunter’s instinct was in his very blood and bones, such a loneliness had come into his life since
the day Miriam had gone away that now, forgetting his sport, he would become lost in admiration of the green
corn-fields. He reflected deeply and came to the conclusion that the whole universe is built up through love and
that the grief of separation is inescapable. And seeing this, he sat down under a tree and wept bitterly. From that
day he had risen each morning at four o’clock to walk to the Post Office. In his whole life he had never received a
letter, but with a devout serenity, born of hope and faith, he continued and was always the first to arrive.
The Post Office, one of the most uninteresting buildings in the world, became his place of pilgrimage. He
always occupied a particular seat in a particular corner of the building, and when people got to know his habit
they laughed at him. The postmen began to make a game of him. Even though there was no letter for him, they
would call out his name for the fun of seeing him jump up and come to the door. But with boundless faith and
infinite patience he came every day, and went away empty-handed.
While Ali waited, peons would come for their firms’ letters, and he would hear them discussing their masters’
scandals. These smart young peons in their spotless turbans and creaking shoes were always eager to express
themselves. Meanwhile, the door would be thrown open and the postmaster, a man with a head as sad and
inexpressive as a pumpkin, would be seen sitting on his chair inside. There was no glimmer of animation in his
features; and such men usually prove to be village schoolmasters, office clerks or postmasters.
One day he was there as usual and did not move from his seat when the door was opened.
“Police Commissioner!” the clerk called out, and a young fellow stepped forward briskly for the letters.
“Superintendent!” Another peon came; and so the clerk, like a worshipper of Vishnu, repeated his customary
thousand names.
At last they had all gone. Ali too got up and, saluting the Post Office as though it housed some precious relic,
went off, a pitiable figure, a century behind his time.
“That fellow,” asked the postmaster, “is he mad?”
“Who, sir? Oh yes,” answered the clerk. “No matter what sort of weather, he has been here every day for the
last five years. But he doesn’t get any letters.”
“I can well understand that! Who does he think will have time to write to him every day?”
“But he’s a bit touched, sir. In the old days he committed many sins: and may be he shed blood within some
sacred precincts and is paying for it now,” the postman said.
“Madmen are strange people,” the postmaster said.
“Yes. Once I saw a madman in Ahmedabad who did absolutely nothing but make little heaps of dust. Another
had a habit of going everyday to the river-bed in order to pour water on a certain stone!”
“Oh, that’s nothing,” chimed in another. “I knew one madman who paced up and down all day long, another
who never ceased declaiming poetry, and a third who would slap himself on the cheek and then begin to cry out
because he was being beaten.”
And everyone in the Post Office began talking of lunacy. All working-class people have a habit of taking
periodic rests by joining in general discussion for a few minutes. After listening a little, the postmaster got up and
said:
“It seems as though the mad live in a world of their own making. To them, perhaps, we too, appear mad. The
madman’s world is rather like the poet’s, I think.
He laughed as he spoke the last word, looking at one of the clerks who wrote indifferent verse. Then he went
out and the office became quiet again.
For several days Ali had not come to the Post Office. There was no one with enough sympathy or
understanding to guess the reason, but all were curious to know what had stopped the old man. At last he came
again; but it was struggle for him to breathe, and on his face were clear signs of his approaching end. That day he
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could not contain his impatience.
“Master Sahib,” he begged the postmaster, “have you a letter from my Miriam?”
The postmaster was in a hurry to get out to the country.
“What a pest you are, brother!” he exclaimed.
“My name is Ali,” answered Ali absentmindedly.
“I know! I know! But do you think we’ve got your Miriam’s name registered?”
“Then please note it down, brother. It will be useful if a letter should come when I am not here.” For how
should the villager who had spent three-quarters of his life hunting know that Miriam’s name was not worth a
paisa to anyone but her father?”
The postmaster was beginning to lose his temper.
“Have you no sense?” he cried. “Get away! Do you think we are going to eat your letter when it comes?” And
he walked off hastily.
Ali came out very slowly, turning after every few steps to gaze at the Post Office. His eyes were filling with
tears of helplessness, for his patience was exhausted, even though he still had faith. Yet how could he still hope to
hear from Miriam?
Ali heard one of the clerks coming up behind him, and turned to him.
“Brother!” he said.
The clerk was surprised, but being a decent fellow he said, “Well!”
“Here, look at this!” And Ali produced an old tin box and emptied five golden guineas\fn{ The guinea—now an
expression, no longer an actual coin—was and is a sum of money equal to 21 shillings, or one pound one shilling. To have control over five
of them was, for a man like Ali, to possess a considerable fortune; to spend such a sum simply to ensure the delivery of a letter from a
daughter to her father could only be interpreted as an act of supreme love .} into the surprised clerk’s hands.

“Do not look so startled,” he continued. “They will be useful to you, and they can never be so to me. But will
you do one thing?”
“What?”
“What do you see up there?” said Ali pointing to the sky.
“Heaven.”
“Allah is there, and in His presence I am giving you this money. When it comes, you must forward my
Miriam’s letter to me.”
“But where—where am I to send it?” asked the utterly bewildered clerk.
“To my grave.”
“What?”
“Yes. It is true. Today is my last day: my very last, alas! And I have not seen Miriam, I have had no letter from
her.” Tears were in Ali’s eyes as the clerk slowly left him and went on his way with the five golden guineas in his
pocket.
*
Ali was never seen again and no one troubled to inquire after him.
One day, however, trouble came to the postmaster. His daughter lay ill in another town and he was anxiously
waiting for news from her. The post was brought in, and the letters piled on the table. Seeing an envelope of the
color and shape he expected, the postmaster eagerly snatched it up. It was addressed to Coachman Ali, and he
dropped it as though it had given him an electric shock. The haughty temper of the official had quite left him in
his sorrow and anxiety, and had laid bare his human heart. He knew at once that this was the letter the old man
had been waiting for: it must be from his daughter Miriam.
“Lakshmi Das!” called the postmaster, for such was the name of the clerk to whom Ali had given his money.
“Yes, sir?”
“This is for your old coachman Ali. Where is he now?”
“I will find out, sir?”
The postmaster did not receive his own letter all that day.
He worried all night, and getting up at three, went to sit in the office. “When Ali comes at four o’clock,” he
mused, “I will give him the letter myself.”
For now the postmaster understood Ali’s heart, and his very soul. After spending but a single night in suspense,
anxiously waiting for news of his daughter, his heart was brimming with sympathy for the poor old man who had
spent his nights for the last five years in the same suspense. At the stroke of five he heard soft knock on the door:
he felt sure it was Ali. He rose quickly from his chair, his suffering father’s heart recognizing another, and flung
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the door wide open.
“Come in, brother Ali,” he cried, handing the letter to the meek old man, bent double with age, who was
standing outside. Ali was leaning on a stick, and the tears were wet on his face as they had been when the clerk
left him. But his features had been hard then and now they were softened by lines of kindliness. He lifted his eyes
and in them was a light so unearthly that the postmaster shrank in fear and astonishment.
Lakshmi Das had heard the postmaster’s words as he came towards the office from another quarter. “Who was
that, sir? Old Ali?” he asked. But the postmaster took no notice of him. He was staring with wide-open eyes at the
doorway from which Ali had disappeared. Where could he have gone? At last he turned to Lakshmi Das, “Yes, I
was speaking to Ali,” he said.
“Old Ali is dead, sir. But give me his letter.”
“What! But when? Are you sure, Lakshmi Das?”
“Yes, it is so,” broke in a postman who had just arrived. “Ali died three months ago.”
The postmaster was bewildered. Miriam’s letter was still lying near the door; Ali’s image was still before his
eyes. He listened to Lakshmi Das’s recital of the last interview, but he could still not doubt the reality of the knock
on the door and the tears in Ali’s eyes. He was perplexed. Had he really seen Ali? Had his imagination deceived
him? Or had it perhaps been Lakshmi Das?
The daily routine began. The clerk read out the addresses—Police Commissioner, Superintendent, Librarian—
and flung the letters deftly.
But the postmaster now watched them as eagerly as though each contained a warm, beating heart. He no longer
thought of them in terms of envelopes and postcards. He saw the essential, human worth of a letter.
That evening you might have seen Lakshmi Das and the postmaster walking with slow steps to Ali’s grave.
They laid the letter on it and turned back.
“Lakshmi Das, were you indeed the first to come to the office this morning?”
“Yes, sir. I was the first—”
“Then how— No. I don’t understand.”
“What, sir?”
“Oh, never mind,” the postmaster said shortly. At the office he parted from Lakshmi Das and went in. The
newly-waked father’s heart in him was reproaching him for having failed to understand Ali’s anxiety, for now he
himself had to spend another night of restless anxiety. Tortured by doubt and remorse, he sat down in the glow of
the charcoal sigri to warm.
263.40 Our Women\fn{Mrs. I. C. Chacko aka Nidheerikkal Mariam (1892-1966)} Alappuzha, Alappuzha District, Kerala
State, India (F) 3
Respected Ladies,
Several important events have occurred after our last conference. One of these is the birth of a princess in the
Tranvancore royal family, under the star of Kartika. For the people of Tiruvitamkoor, who have in former times
worried over the paucity of ladies in the royal house, the fact that it is now adorned by three ladies, including the
Senior Maharani, the Junior Maharani and the newly-born Princess, is one that gives much gratification. I
congratulate our people, and pray that the little Princess and the other members of the royal family be blessed
with long life, health and prosperity:
Another event that has attracted our attention is that a decision has been taken to set up a statue of V. K.
Parukutty Amma, the wife of the Maharaja of Kochi who has done much for the well being of women and for
public activities, on behalf of the public of Kochi. I hereby record our happiness, as women, about their decision,
and express our willingness to extend cooperation.
The news that the governments of Madras and Cochin have nominated a woman each as unofficial members to
their legislative bodies is, indeed, one that brings us great honor. I congratulate these two governments, but also
express regret at the impropriety of the Tiruvitamkoor, government in its not appointing a woman among the nonofficial members, despite the fact that it is ahead of these two states in women’s education. I do believe that at
least in the next election, this will be remedied.
I heartily congratulate all the young women of our community who have earned university degrees after our last
conference. Among them, Margaret Paulose, who has passed the Literature Honors examination with very high
marks, and won three university medals, deserves special mention. These young women have become our trail
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blazers, our guiding lights. We may justly hope that our womenfolk will steadily march ahead with these young
women, and others like them, who have gained higher education.
Anyway, the fact that women’s education is spreading, albeit slowly, in our midst, is a sign of its promising future
—the progress or regress of a community depends upon its women. There is no doubt that citizens raised by
educated and cultured women will become refined, responsible and moral subjects.
*
Many seem to be of the opinion that the education that we gain from schools and colleges today is inappropriate
for women, and that they need to be trained in sewing, cooking, and so on. However, I do not agree with this view.
Women who are constrained to spend all their time in the home with little children and ignorant servants definitely
need higher education. Only through higher education are we able to interact with brilliant and learned scholars—
who were admired by the world in different times. It is through knowledge of the sciences, literature and history
that we obtain from the universities that we are enabled to connect our lives with those of the people of the past.
We must remember that the ultimate goal of education is the widening of the intellect and the refining of
character. This, surely, is necessary for everyone. Men, who ought to be more alert in the matter of wealth-creation,
may probably require more of education to suit their professions. Besides, because they are engaged in activities
that need them to get out of the home and travel afar, they are more likely to attain refinement through close
interaction with great personalities and seers, even without higher education.
For women, the only way to acquire knowledge is through books. It is improper to close down that path also. It
will be advantageous to train married women in taking care of children, nursing, cooking, sewing, and so on, after
higher education, in the same way that men are trained in professions of their choice like the law, engineering and
medicine after passing the Intermediate examination or securing a B.A.
*
Though Christianity has been established in India since many centuries, the customs and practices of marriage
among us are seen to be not at all different from our neighbors, the Hindus. Since their religion permits polygamy,
the Hindus insist that their girls are married off in their childhood\fn{ Here the editor of the magazine in which this article
appeared has inserted a clarification: Among the Hindus of Kerala, child marriage is not insisted upon; nor is it the usual practice } But I
do consider it a great misdeed that we, who value life as nuns over matrimony, should display total negligence
about marriage and related matters, and marry off girls aged twelve or fourteen. Where there is a law that stipulates
that persons who have not reached the age of eighteen must not be permitted to alienate a property, parents who
induce their twelve- and fourteen-year-old children to alienate themselves surely deserve punishment.
This early marriage will always prove a blemish upon the sense of morality of these young women and men. No
one thinks of the deleterious effects of child marriage. Married at an age at which they ought to be amassing
strength of the body and intellect through games and study, these young girls are denied a chance to fortify
themselves. Pregnancy and childbirth at a tender age foists unbearable burdens on them; and they soon become
stunted and wane in health. Doctors are of the opinion that women ought to bear children only after their bodies
have attained full maturity and vigor. Otherwise, childbirth becomes a threat to both mother and child. Human
beings do not become fully mature before the age of twenty-five. Therefore the marriage of women before the age
of twenty-four is inadvisable.
*
The health of infants depends upon the health of their parents. Compared to England and Wales, in India, a far
higher number of infants die before they reach the age of five. Among the rest, three-fourths turn sickly in their
infancy itself, and spend the rest of their lives as burdens to everyone else. Child marriage is one important reason
why this happens. How will healthy infants be born to mothers who have not gained their full strength!
The second reason for high infant deaths is the parents’ ignorance of the proper way to raise children. A Baby
Week is being celebrated once a year all over India as a means of alleviating this. In this period, expert doctors try
to enlighten parents through speeches, leaflets, and so on. But uneducated parents do not cooperate with this. They
continue to raise their children in the old established ways.
A third reason for high deaths among infants is the poverty of the Indian people. One solution to this is women
and men who do not have the capacity to support at least six children should refrain from marrying. To be born
healthy, to have healthy food, to be educated well, these three are the birthrights of all infants. To defend these
rights, a rule has been framed in Germany, by which everyone who gets married should necessarily obtain a
license. We, who are scrupulous in our adherence to entrenched practices, too need to have such a rule.
*
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After the debate on dowry, it has become a topic of concern for everyone. As long as dowry stays in the
woman’s hands and she uses it freely, any degree of increase in dowry will only be salutary. In England, it was
customary for the father of a woman, or her husband, or her husband’s father, or all of them together, to put
together some wealth in her name, because her progeny depended on her in their childhood, and because she
could not go out and enter a profession, like men, and earn money.
There is no one more concerned about the welfare of children than their own mother. She is forever and fully
ready to spend all her money and time for their well being. Besides, it is indeed a great relief to perceive, in
children’s affairs, that the mother and her wealth will be at hand, even if some mishap befalls the father and his
wealth.
However, the dowry system among us is a great shame. Though usually referred to as stridhanam\fn{Woman’s
wealth} it is, in actuality, purushadhanam\fn{Man’s wealth}. In the same manner as a person buys a bullock or a
horse for a sum of money, a father purchases a bridegroom for his daughter, paying a higher or lower sum
commensurate to his qualifications. Our stridhanam is that price. That money is used up by the bridegroom’s
father as if it were his own, and the woman does not even catch a glimpse of it.
This system cannot be deplored enough. The remedy to this, I feel, is the one suggested by Mr.
Anthappayi, \fn{C. Antappayi (1863-1950), a noted anti-dowry campaigner } scholar and lover of the community, that the
names of such parents who live by selling off their sons, and men who demand bribes from their brides’ fathers
in the name of stridhanam, should be published in the newspapers, and all social contact with them should be
suspended. As far as a woman’s wealth is concerned, daughters must be granted a share equal to that of the sons
as a right.
Yet, in the Christian Right of Inheritance Bill of Travancore, Syrian Christian women do not have the right
to inherit more than 5000 rupees from their parents’ wealth. I condemn the government that has passed this Bill
that affects women’s wealth too, without knowing their inclination. I do believe that you will permit me to
express here, as women, our protest against this Bill, and proclaim our desire that at least in women’s wealth,
equal shares must be assigned to both female and male descendents. The absence of landed property among
Syrian Christian women of Travancore is a handicap in their attainment of voting rights to the Legislative
Council and Praja Sabha,\fn{ Popularly known as the Sree Moolam Praja Sabha, the first popularly elected legislature in the
history of India. It began to have popularly elected members in 1905:W } and this leaves them bereft of all rights in matters
of ruling the land.
*
Though slavery has been abolished since long in India, as far as Indian women are concerned, they are still
slaves. They remain under the tutelage of the father in childhood, husband in youth, and the son in old age.
Everyone ought to stay under the father’s protection in his or her childhood. However, it does not seem that any
woman will desire to carry on like a mere animal in submission to her husband, with whom she is on equal ground,
and her sons, whom she brought up. Our indigence is the chief reason why our slavery persists. Pregnancy and
bringing up children will not permit a married woman to take up a profession and make wealth, like men.
As a solution to this, the women of England have begun to demand a right over a share of husbands’ earnings
for wives. We must agitate to put pressure on our government to make a similar law.
First, we must embark upon home-based industries like spinning, weaving, making ornaments of gold and
silver, painting, sewing, and so on, and improve our financial condition. Even if the incomes from these trades
are negligible, they are sufficient to rouse our enthusiasm for work. There is the old adage that many drops make
an ocean; everyone will be happy to find a livelihood by self-means.
Thirdly, our ancestral wealth—that is, stridhanam—must remain in our own hands. No woman must accept
husbands bought with that wealth. In this way, our slavery will gradually fade away, and we will be respected by
other women. The situation being such that married women need to have professions that generate income, the
policy of the Travancore government to dismiss women employees when they get married on those grounds
alone is most reproachable.\fn{ Note: This was a topic of much debate in Tranvacore in the legislative forum as well, in these
years. Nursing trainees, for instance, were made to agree to remain unmarried for rive years after training, and devote themselves to
government service. This was often questioned in the legislature, but the government took very long to change. In 1951, the All-India
Woman’s Conference was still appealing to the Tranvacore-Cochin government to repeal the rule }

*
Though most of our women are literate, they are not found to be using that skill in practical life. The
English author and poet Dr. Johnson recommended that a human being must spend at least five hours in
reading. The heavy load of domestic work, it seems, will not allow women to spend so much time in reading
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books. Nevertheless, we must devote at least one hour a day to reading the newspapers, magazines and other
worthy books. Women should subscribe to at least one newspaper and follow it regularly. Our knowledge
will increase only through reading.
*
Another thing is that we must pay attention to visiting; all the women of a locality should visit and get to know
each other. Though women are said to love to talk, Indian women do lead extremely lonely lives. There is no doubt
that women, who are confined the whole day long with children and ignorant and lowly paid servants, will love to
get together with their peers.
European women consider visiting one of their primary duties. In order to see that the visits do not disrupt
domestic duties, the time and days of visiting in the week are fixed. In those hours, they ready themselves to
accept visitors in their parlors in neat clothing. This habit of theirs is worth imitating. As the familiarity between
people grows, so will their desire to get together.
Besides this, women should organize a club for themselves in all places. These should not be like schools, all
women of the community should be granted entrance. Girls’ schools may be used as clubs at least for an hour
each day. In the club, besides friendly interaction, many sorts of exercises and games may be organized to
strengthen their bodies and delight their minds. A club also helps us to read good magazines, newspapers, and so
on.
Such an institution can be easily run by a group of educated women in a locality. In places where women
would find it impossible to take independent initiative, this could be done at least with the help and under their
supervision of local notables, respected vicars and others.
A few words about clean air and exercise are due in connection with this. Lack of fresh air and exercise count
highly among the reasons for the ill health of women. A noted doctor has remarked that simple physical exertion
cannot be equated with exercise. Exercise rejuvenates the mind besides exerting the body.
And again, it must be performed in the open, in ample sunlight. Doctors consider walking to be a good form of
exercise. Walking exercises all parts of the body, and does not need much effort. Therefore it suits women
perfectly. It is very healthy to walk at least for an hour every day in the evening, taking in fresh air and enjoying
the pleasant sights of Nature. Since women spend most of their time in inner quarters, they should spend some
time in the open to take in fresh air.
And besides, bedrooms must be spacious and airy. The windows must not be shut in winter. It is enough to
wear warm clothes.
*
When Mahatma Gandhi visited Malabar, he was all praise for the white-colored, short saris and mundus of the
women of Malabar.\fn{Note: Gandhi remarked that the white clothes of the women of Malabar reminded him of Sita following her
husband into exile, and reflecting their “internal purity” } As far as the Christian women of Malabar are concerned, they do
not deserve any such praise. Their waistcloths are so long that they are difficult to wash; though of white color,
they are so dirty that they appear black. At least our clothes must be short and light enough to be washed every
day. It is very healthy to bathe every day and wear fresh garments. White clothes let in sunlight, which is very
necessary for health, are much better than clothes of other hues. Therefore it is not good for women, and
especially children, to wear such clothes every day.
Many seem to hold the opinion that it is unnecessary to wear expensive ornaments and fabric like brocade and
silk. Compared to Western women, we spend only a trifling amount on clothes and jewelry. As long as everyone
wears clothes and ornaments in a way that suits their pockets, no one will have reason to complain.
Moreover, we must remember that in these times in which unemployment is growing, if we cease to use
brocades and ornaments, the workers who live by manufacturing them will lose their livelihoods. It is not possible
to say that we reject expensive clothes and ornaments at all. Being ornamental objects, they please the
eye.\fn{Note: The meetings chaired by the author at the All-Kerala Catholic conferences seem to have been quite turbulent affairs. At the
women’s meeting attended by some 500 women at the Catholic Congress at Pala (1927), which she chaired, one of the speakers, A. T.
Mary, who had spoken about the necessity to serve one’s husband, and keep quiet at times, was sharply attacked, and it was claimed that
was not at all necessary, and women’s right to a secure life and home was asserted. Violence, it was pointed out, was not to be tolerated,
and it was recommended that women who were beaten by drunken husbands seek legal redress }

61.110 The Unmentionable Hymn-Singer\fn{by Veluri Sivarama Sastry (1892-1967)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 8
The Brahmin Soma Sarma was a man of devilish determination. With his kind of will-power he had acquired
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the fourteen kinds of learning.\fn{According to a note, these include the four Vedas and the six Vedangas.} What for everyone
was “monk” was to him “monster;” your “right” would be his “wrong.” And to logicians he was a tongue-stopper;
to etymologists a spellbinder. He did not let a single practitioner of Vedic worship go without imposing a penance;
to Vedic scholars he was the mumps, to canonical scholars the tiger.
He had the trophy-drums\fn{A note reads: A victor in scholarship contests or poetical tournaments was awarded a bronze drum;
thereafter he would bang on the drum to proclaim that no one could defeat him ; and when he was vanquished in a contest his drum was
broken.} of many a scholar broken. Challenging others into debate and vanquishing them, he had the heads of

many such shaved to subject them to utter humiliation; and he even had the cheeks of some others slapped with
chappals.
He raged at the very mention of Vedanta;\fn{ A note reads: The Advaita system of philosophy based on the Upanishads .} but,
ever the quarrelsome cat, he would get into debates on Vedanta, lock horns with elders, lose and then boast to
minor feudatories that he had won.
For Soma Sarma money alone was Concrete Reality (Saguna Brahma); sensual enjoyment Abstract Reality
(Nirguna Brahma).
Mendicancy was his devotional chanting; extempore versification his only worship, recitation of the Thousand
Names of God. Once, in one congregation of scholars, there was a debate about who deserved the Highest Betel
Honor of the day.\fn{A note reads: The winner of the highest honor was given his reward (cash or gold etc.) along with betel leaves,
betel nuts, flowers etc. Even today, the “fee” of a ceremonial priest is offered to him along with betel leaves and betel nuts .} It went to a
Brahmin who, though young in years, was far accomplished in Vedic rites. And even without having anything to
do with betel leaves, Soma Sarma’s lips grew red; his face perspired; his throat went dry. He stood up and uttering
a couple of feet of verse—“Highest Honor you have given to the lowest”—he reviled them all and walked out.
From that day Soma Sarma nurtured dudgeon against the Highest Honor. And to achieve such an honor for
himself, he wanted to perform a yagnam or a sacrifice. He set out to collect the necessary donations.
At that time the brahmotsavam, the Deity’s annual festival, was being celebrated in the pilgrim town of
Kurumgudi.
“There I can recite from the holy books,” thought Soma Sarma. “Besides, I can demand donations for
participation in debates and for the yagnam as well and make a packet.” So thought Soma Sarma and packed his
bundle for Kurumgudi.
Near this pilgrim town of Kurumgudi there was a colony of untouchables. And therein lived an unmentionable
(untouchable) man. He was an expert in stitching chappals. For making the large leather bucket used for drawing
water from the well he was unequaled, a trend-setter. He also enjoyed a rare reputation for ploughing fields. As
for managing cattle, he was as skilled as Balarama, Lord Krishna’s brother. The moment he sighted a Brahmin he
would fly to get out of sight.\fn{So that he would not ritually pollute him by so much as giving the Brahmin the opportunity to look
at him.} Whenever he saw a temple top he offered worship, reverentially rolling around the holy precincts in
circumambulation. He was a jewel hidden in a filthy rag.
From the lobes of his ears dangled two brass pendants in the shape of Lord Vishnu’s Conch and Discus; around
his neck was a string of the sacred tulasi beads; on his body were drawn bands of sacred ash; on his shaven head
were painted the Foot-Marks of Lord Venkanna of Tirupati. Above his head, a pandanus-leaf umbrella; from one
shoulder dangled little cymbals; in his hand, a lute stitched with horse-hair. Arrayed thus, before daybreak every
day he would go to Kurumgudi, put his things down and with great abandon sing devotional songs in the
prayerful raagam known as mangala kaisika outside the compound wall of the holy temple. When a sudra gave
him a little of the holy water that had come out of the drain spout of the sanctorum, he would press his filled
hands reverentially against his eyes, sprinkle a few drops on his head and imbibe the rest and wait until prasaddistribution time. At last when a sudra in appreciation of his devotion came to offer him a portion of his own
share of the prasad or God’s offering, he would hold out his lute and have the prasad placed on it and bow to the
sudra. He would eat the prasad and dance majestically. Then taking the path that skirted the main village, he
would sing most melodiously, in the panchama note,\fn{A note reads: The fifth note of the Indian musical scale .} like a
koel, even getting the koels to respond, and thus return to his hut. This religious adoration was his unwavering
daily practice.
*
All the victual stalls of the Lord’s fair were outside the temple itself. All the devotees from castes other than
the first three\fn{Brahmins, Kshatriyas and Vaisyas.} were listening to the devotional songs of the untouchable daasari,
the devotional hymn-singer:\fn{A note reads: The daasari is recounting the story of Lord Vaamana (the fifth avatar of Lord Vishnu)
who is the presiding deity of the Kurumgudi temple, in whose Presence he is singing. Lord Vaamana subdued a demon-king, Mahaabali.
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The Lord approached the demon-king in the form of a Brahmin dwarf and asked for a donation of just three feet of space for Himself. The
great king, celebrated for his generosity, readily agreed, in spite of being warmed by his courtiers that the Lord Himself had come to trick
him into destruction. The Lord then assumed his universal dimensions; with one step He covered the entire earth and with another step He
took all [the] ether. For the third, the king offered his own head; he was suppressed. The Internet source of the (self-explained) text below
follows from reproducing the picture found under mages of Vaamana, and then left-clicking on “Visit Page” under the heading “Bal Gopal
Das: Lord Vamana Part Two. I offer the following explanation:H }
Where? Where is
The three feet
Of land
You promised
Where is it?

Vamana, the fifth avatar of Vishnu, and usually represented in Hindu art as a child or a dwarf adult, once
walked to a place by the Namada river where King Bali, ruler of the ancient Kingdom of Kishkindha in the
Ramanaya, was engaged in performing sacrifices to God; and, in order to reveal to the king (for his own
sake) the depth of His Majesty’s ignorance, asked him for a gift of three small pieces of land. (Vamana’s
body was so effulgent that the sages attending the ceremonies thought he was either the sun personified, or
a fire-god, so there could be no mistaking his divine origin.)
*
But after hearing Vamana's request for the land, King Bali, who was not only oblivious to the obvious signs
of Vamana’s godhead, but even more importantly to his demonstration of control in the modesty and
restraint of his (Vamana’s) request, in his fundamental blindness to virtue actually rebuked the avatar for
not asking for more; whereupon Vamana, moved by his natural compassion for the spiritual poverty of the
king—indeed, for all of us, at one time or another—uttered these words:
*
"O my dear king, even the entirety of whatever there may be within the three worlds to satisfy one's senses
cannot satisfy a person whose senses are uncontrolled."
Was the Lord in the sacrum sanctorum in ecstasy inspired by the music of the untouchable outside the temple
or was he listening to the disputation on the sastra engaged in by the scholars seated in the temple pavilion right
in front of the Deity?
King Cholendra Simha had taken the fan in his hand and, with half-closed eyes, was fanning the Brahmin folk.
Soma Sarma\fn{Who is not a follower of any Path, but a kind of hedonist .} entered the conference, accompanied by several
disciples. Casting sharp looks at the gathered scholars, he approached the king and said:
“Lord! First pleased be to give me the fee for participation in the debate and then donation for my religious
ceremony.”
The king raised his eyes once, bowed to him and said:
“Sir, the debate is on; please join the conference.”
Putting his right foot in first, Soma Sarma jumped into the debate at once.
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The subject of the disputation was: “Through bhakti or the Path of Devotion it is easier to attain mukti or
salvation.” Without further ado, Soma Sarma cut in:
“From mere bhakti to achieve mukti? Is mukti so cheap, like so much dal or common salt? Bhakti is toddy
liquor; out of it arises madness. Unaccompanied by religious rites and rituals, bhakti is abominable. The Path of
Karma or Religious Acts alone is the proper way. This alone is sanctioned by our sastras.”
“The Path of Karma is the lower path,” came the contradiction from the other side. “Bhakti is important.
Bhakti is not partial to anyone, knows no classes.”
“What you rely on are cheap sastras,” said Soma Sarma. “You are heretics. You are three-marks fellows \fn{ A
note reads: Contemptuous term for Vaishnavas, [who] wear three vertical lines on their forehead (or on the shaven head, as you have seen
the hymn-singer do earlier).} You are outcastes from the Path of Karma,” said Soma Sarma and rising precipitously,

ran to the king and said:
“Your Majesty should now listen to my arguments.” The king said:
“Is Lord Vamana listening to your argument or to the singing over there?”
Everyone laughed merrily. Soma Sarma became Agni\fn{Fire.} Sarma.
“These are the days of those untouchable sons-of-whores! Them alone you honor here,” he said and abusing
the king and the scholars, flounced out of the compound in a great rage.
Right before Soma Sarma was the untouchable singer. Surrounding him was the mob of untouchables; and
around them was the throng of saatanulu, the Vaishnavite sudras.
The untouchable had finished singing song after devotional song and was now dancing:
“Thakajham, thakajham, taamarasaksha.”
His cheeks were wet with tears of joy and looked like carved plaques of sapphire. The lute in hand accompanied him like a parrot. The spectacle of his dance melted the very hearts of the on-lookers.
Soma Sarma was consumed by envy.
“Is this too something of learning? Disputation? Art? What a gathering, to watch these ridiculous capers! Like
the dancing-bull musician accompanying a lame beggar’s wedding! Chee, chee outcaste! For you alone is meant
this brahmotsavam! Why be out here then! Make a triumphal entry inside,” he said.
“Thakajham, thakajham, taamarasaksha!”
“May your thakajham be cremated! Move aside, you!”
In the course of his dance now the untouchable singer staggered a bit. His body froze. He stared. His voice
choked. His hair stood on end. And like a lamb crying for its mother who has gone to the jungle for grazing, he
shouted:
“Govinda!”\fn{Lord Vishnu.}
The holy temple reverberated with that shout; the entire crowd around him responded:
“Govinda!”
“Chee, outcaste! Get away.”
In the thunder of that drum who would listen to Soma Sarma’s whistle? Finding no way out Soma Sarma
abused them roundly and picking up a rock near at hand, threw it at them, shouting:
“Make way! Make way!”
They got out of his way; the untouchables all disappeared like crows. Only the daasari stood there, lost in
ecstasy. A rock whizzed in and hit the back of his head; blood spurted out. The divine singer came to his senses.
Stopping the wound with his hand he prostrated himself in full-bodied obeisance and sought forgiveness from
Soma Sarma,
“May you pardon my lapse, Sir,” he said and then moved quickly away and out of sight.
“Why didn’t you think of this earlier, you wretched fellow? I could have departed clean as a flower!” said
Soma Sarma and moved away. Right behind him followed his disciples and supporters of the Karma philosophy,
watching alertly, fore and aft, every step.
*
From there, Soma Sarma went straight to the city of Madura. Within just a few days of his arrival there
everyone’s ears suffered from the affliction of his quarrelsome voice. Ill comparison with his cupidity, the sea was
a mere village pond. Ill disputations on the sastras, he met everywhere with humiliating defeats. Except for one
moronic disciple, all the others deserted him.
Even in such dire straits, he did not lose heart. He made gold by going to people who had been excommunicated, performed ceremonies of petty expiation\fn{ A note reads: No self-respecting Brahmin would accept these donations;
anyone who did had to undertake severe penances with recitals of the Gayathri mantra etc .} on their behalf, and ate by their side.
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Forcing himself into the ranks of ceremonial priests, he fought for his share of rice in purificatory rites in the
homes of baniyas and filled bags with it. During eclipses, he performed japams or chanting of Names and ritual
baths and the merit he thus acquired he exchanged with the well-to-do for money. He wielded a monopoly for
receiving the ritual donations of she-buffaloes, she-goats and for sin-donations as well and received countless
nicks from the sacred grass used in all such rites. When he was not invited, he invited himself and fed on the
oblations to the manes. As if all this were not enough, surpassing all these donations he received the donation of
costly materials the equivalent of the donor’s weight.
The groceries and other commodities thus collected he sold and the savings he gave to a baniya on interest.
Now there was no one willing to engage him for officiating at rites. All the mean types of donation had been
exhausted. Now he had to pay for and swallow meals that did not satisfy even half his hunger. Thus it was that he
decided to return home. So he went to the untouchable colony, bought a pair of chappals, applied oil to them and
fetched the Tanner’s cassia leaves to soften them. He had himself shaved, then went to the hot water shop where
he paid to get a thorough massage and took an anointed bath. To the meals-home\fn{ A note reads: An earlier avatar of
today’s boarding house.} for his food he sent more than normal milk, curds, ghee and vegetables. He filled a betel nut
pouch with betel leaves and betel nuts and prepared a bag of rice for his disciple to carry on his head. For his wife
he bought the most colorful saris. Finally he went to the baniya, sat on his pyol, the brick platform overlooking
the street, and, holding the palmyra leaf in his hand, demanded his money.
The merchant brought the amount, including the interest and put it before Soma Sarma. The Brahmin went
through his own account meticulously, item by item, and soon enough started arguing with the baniya, claiming
that he had underpriced his rice and other grains, that the dates of deposit were farther still in the past, that the
interest rates being applied now were not what they had agreed upon. The baniya opened his own copy of the
account and showed him the list of items, like rice and other grains, their prices and values, and the dates of deposit. Soma Sarma’s own handwriting too he showed. Even the interest calculated in writing he pointed out.
“All this is cooked up! Stealing a Brahmin’s money—but you won’t prosper!” shouted Soma Sarma, now
picking up a regular quarrel with the merchant.
From the time Soma Sarma bought his chappals to the time of this quarrel, the entire scenario was secretly
watched by a man with a goatee and a crow’s moustache.
*
All the wayfarers bound for various destinations were keeping each other company and snoring away in the
choultry (charitable rest-house). The crow-mustached fellow had also come along with a kind of traveler’s bag
and putting it under his head had gone to sleep.
At midnight the crow-mustached fellow woke up with a start and shouting, “Ayyo! It is daybreak, get up, you
fellow, get up,” woke his companion. At that shout all the others too woke up. All the wayfarers, in two or three
groups, began following the path taken by the man ahead Telling them, “This is the way,” the man in front led
them all into a forest. Ahead lay a stream. As soon as all the travelers entered the stream to ford it, the crowmustached fellow whistled.
That was the time when light was just breaking out, enough to see the lines in your palm. With a stunning
scream landed an arrow before the travelers. Then began to whiz down rocks shot from slings. All the wayfarers
turned back pell-mell. Like fiends, robbers armed with terrifying weapons surrounded them. The travelers now
stampeded. Some of them threw into the bushes the money they were carrying. The brigands hammered them
with clubs. When grabbed by the looters, some of the travelers managed to break free, tearing their own clothes in
the process, and fled
Some others pleaded with the looters, “Dear fellows! This sajja\fn{Basket.} is for divine worship. Don’t touch
it, please. If this is lost, we simply starve,” and opening it, showed it to them and gave away the fabrics with
which they had bundled it up. Some others implored them, “Please stand away. Don’t touch our womenfolk.
Whatever is there in our group we will surrender to you,” and completely stripping themselves of valuables, they
ran away.
The bandits took some aside and searched them. Those, who had hidden in the bushes they poked with their
lances and pulled them out. They untied the topknots of the travelers and rummaged them; they pierced with
needles the chappals of the victims and probed them.
The crow-mustached fellow searched everywhere and at last caught Soma Sarma. Abandoning his disciple,
Soma Sarma took to his heels; the crow-mustached fellow chased him and hooking his heels with a crooked knife,
pulled it; heels cut, Soma Sarma collapsed. The crow-mustached fellow pulled away the Brahmin’s dhoti, untied
the bundle of varahas or gold coins from his waistfolds and cut his earlobes to secure the earrings as well. The
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influence of the evil planet Sani\fn{Saturn.} in his mouth made Soma Sarma throw caution to the winds and he
shouted:
“You thieving son-of-a-whore! I know you belong to our neighboring village, let me see how you can take this
money and keep it.”
The crow-mustached fellow was about to quit the place, but now he returned and battered the Brahmin.
Meanwhile there was a noise of travelers approaching. The crow-mustached fellow and the other brigands
vanished into the darkness.
Soma Sarma’s brother-in-law, who was traveling with the group of wayfarers behind, now came up running
and, recognizing him, wailed and upbraided him and putting him in a bangy or yoke-pole began carrying him
away. Soma Sarma became unconscious. His brother-in-law grew thirsty; near Kurumgudi he saw a stream and a
big banyan tree. Putting Soma Sarma under the banyan, he went to have a drink of water.
The cool shade of the banyan revived Soma Sarma. He opened his eyes and looked up. A huge banyan above.
From the Kurumgudi temple side he heard the chimes of the temple bells. He remembered the untouchable hymnsinger. Then the pain grew and he lost consciousness. With the kind of acuity some people achieve in the last
moments before they die, he could clearly visualize the metal-cruse-like head of the crow-mustached fellow, his
goatee, his cotton-pod eyes, the crooked knife and such other gruesome images. Then he expired.
*
Tidings of the dead only the dead can give. Even then, some still living have let us know about these things,
before quitting us; are letting us know, will do so in future too.
The dead take one of three paths—(1) the path of light, (2) the path of smoke, and (3) the path of darkness. The
Enlightened Soul has no path: “The Naught merges with the Nothing,” as they say, and as soon as the body is cast
away, the Soul merges with the Supreme Reality.\fn{Thus achieving Nirvanah.}
*
Now the path of light: This path is for those who devote themselves to the pursuit of Supreme Truth in the
forests of the Land of Bharatha\fn{India.} Various gods—Maasa, Samvatsara, Agni, Vaayu, Aditya, Chandra,
Vidyut, Varona, Indra, Prajapathi—take turns to escort these dead souls to Brahma Lokam (one of the seven upper
worlds). There it is all left to their will and pleasure.
*
The path of smoke: Those who have performed a yagnam, those who have died in battle, for such this is the
path. Here there is no discrimination based on caste. Those turakas or Muslims who fought with King
Krishnadeva Raya went to Heaven and there had the kalpavriksha, the wish-fulfilling tree, materialize pots of
toddy liquor for them and drank it; they licked clean the religious marks on the persons of Sanaka and other great
rishis; on the sandy banks of the Aakaasa Ganga, the river in Heaven, they stomped with their shod feet on the
sand lingams being worshipped by the Sapta Rishis, the seven great sages; wherever they found Rambha and
other celestial damsels, they hugged them hard.
Now those who follow the path of smoke and reach Heaven will set out for our world again after expending all
their spiritual merit.
*
The path of darkness: For sinners this is the path. Those who get on to this path reach the City of Hell. No need
to ask anyone if there is Hell. The moment we commit a wrong it appears. And for a wrong act one’s own
conscience is the judge. In this path of darkness there is an alley. A blind alley. At the other end of this alley there
is no exit. To theosophists, occultists and exorcists this alley is all too familiar. In this blind alley dwell ghosts—
turaka or Muslim ghosts, Burmese ghosts, white ghosts and brahmarakshasulu.\fn{Brahmin ogres.} These spirits
are known to peoples of all nations.
*
Whatever emotions one dies with, he will be reborn with that condition of being, the Revered Geetacharya,
Lord Krishna of the Bhagavadgita, has said. With the image of the crow-mustached fellow lingering in his mind,
Soma Sarma died, came and dropped into this alley, became a Brahmin ogre and now established himself on the
banyan tree under which he had died. The few days he had lived as a human, his life had been nothing but
quarrels and money-making. Now that he had leisure, he fell in love with a score or two of ghostesses, got them to
requite his love and launched his domestic life with them.
*
The untouchable colony echoed to the bhajans of the daasari till he went to bed. In the second quarter of the
night, a cat entered his hut and went after the cock. The cock crowed. All the cocks around joined in a chorus. The
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daasari rose and looked at the sky. It was pitch dark; he imagined it was predawn and set out for the temple.
The sky was overcast. The whole place echoed with darkness. In that dense forest he probably stepped on
marulu matangi, the love-creeper, for he soon lost his way. He roamed around the thickets; fell into dilapidated
wells covered with wild grass and other vegetation and somehow managed to climb out. He wandered through the
scrub of wild cuscus. Plucking out the thorns from his feet, brushing off the spiky seed of the palleru\fn{Caltrop.}
bushes, picking out the broom needles, he drifted and wandered around and finally sighted the path leading to the
big banyan tree.
“Got it at last,” he told himself and proceeded that way.
Skulls lay around in heaps, like coconuts that had been eaten out. Raw hides, flyblown, hung on the thorn
bushes like blankets. Like heaps of darkness lay here and there piles of human hair. Still further ahead, dogs and
jackals were fighting over rotting entrails. The daasari mistook it for an untouchable colony. Moved ahead.
Rising on their toes and looking furtively at the tree, mongrel dogs were grabbing bones and fleeing the place.
Picking up lumps of flesh and rising into the air, kites hit the boughs above and shrilled in distress. Monkeys,
cuffed by some invisible hands, were crying in terror, their arms akimbo. On the far side a big flame appeared and
immediately vanished.
“Someone is on the tree,” thought the daasari. “But then it is not time yet for cutting firewood. Therefore this
is no human up there … I smell something foul. Who could this be?”
And the daasari peered closely at the place.
“I have spotted you, of course,” a voice said. A big flame blazed. And then at once it grew pitch dark again. A
thud was heard right before the daasari. And there stood a figure as tall as a hill, with dollops of flesh for eyes,
pot-like knees, navel deep as a well, wearing a cadaver for a clout, head like a metal cruse, beard like a honeycomb, legs elephantine. A crow- mustached creature!
The daasari silently called to God. The Brahmin ogre gave him a kick; the daasari gave him a good rap with
his staff.
At this disturbance, the ghostesses woke up and stretching their snouts seated themselves on the tips of the
boughs: The Brahmin ogre broke the daasari’s staff and buffeted him in his ribs; the daasari parried and returned
the blow. The Brahmin ogre attempted to pull the untouchable’s nose; the daasari defended himself with
fisticuffs. The Brahmin ogre lashed with the gutwhip; the untouchable pulled it away from him; the ghoul fell on
his face. All the ghostesses howled in unison:
“Ayyoyyo!”
Landing a kick on him, the untouchable attempted to run away.
“You daughters of a bitch! Having eaten pots and cartloads of food, you all sit there now doing nothing! This
fellow is escaping. Why don’t you come?” the ogre said, abusing them, and began circling the daasari.
“If you don’t ask, your own mother won’t feed you,” said the eldest wife, Sornidamma, a Brahmin ghostess,
and sprinkling cow-dung water\fn{ A note reads: The method of washing a mud floor, which is believed to cleanse and make holy.
The author is making fun of the brahmninical obsession with purificatory routines .} she climbed down.
“One should not go to a ceremony unless invited, so I was keeping away,” said the youngest wife, a ghostess
of the Lambadi caste—Hasili, I believe she was called—as she climbed down with a bone-knife and entrail-ropes.
“You alone are supposed to be the favorite loves,” grumbled the others—one with a broom of hair, yet another
with a girdle of entrails and still another with a breastbone stick. They all quickly clambered down.
Ghostesses are expert at capturing a man. The youngest ghostess threw an entrail at the daasari; the others
pulled it. The Brahmin ogre began tying him up. Thrashing out with his feet, jumping up and down, elbowing
them, the daasari kept struggling as he was carried away and tied to the banyan tree by the Brahmin ogre.
*
“You Somee! Fetch the pot and the knife. You, Nagee of the dommara caste! Set up a fire of dung cakes.
Lambadi Hasili! You go up and lie down,” the ogre instructed them. Then he turned to the daasari and hissed:
“You fellow! You have made me sweat, and do you think I am going to kill you quickly? I shall open your
neck and drink the blood piping hot. Look there now, in that grove of toddy palms, all those skull pots! Drinking
that toddy palm liquor, I shall eat pieces of your flesh nicely roasted and supplied by these wives of mine,” he
said.
All the ghostesses left on their respective chores. And the daasari said thus:
“Sir! Do not be in a hurry. I am a morsel already in your plate. And I am not so much in love with this body. It
had better go, because does not one of mean birth attain mukti by becoming food to another creature?”
“What? Are you so liberated of your body?\fn{ I.e., according to a note, one who can cast off his body whenever he wishes—
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and it does not mean a suicide, but a rare supernatural ability among humans.}

If so, why did you struggle so much?”
“If one is allowed to kill easily would it not be taken as a sin? That is why I struggled. Please do not hold it
against me.”
“Talking big, I see! Right, continue!”
“Sir, what can I tell you? Even so I shall give you a word of good counsel. Not out of fear of death. I am
speaking in a spirit of compromise.\fn{ A note reads: Now that the struggle is over, the daasari is proposing peace.} Sir, are you
a jackal or a tiger? You are undoubtedly of divine origin.\fn{ A note reads: When a Brahmin dies and, like Soma Sarma, is
reborn as a Brahmin ogre, he is considered to be of divine origin .} You have more strength too than we have, besides being
more clever. For such a one as you, is it proper not to discriminate between what is eaten and what is not? This
body of mine, is it tasty, is it pure? Besides, even this has been secured by violence. Because of this violence even
you won’t escape the torments of Hell, right? Are you not siblings of the gods! Yet what is the reason for your
being tormented by them? Is it not because of the taamasa or intemperate diet? For gods, amrit is food; and that is
saatvic or temperate. Because of their diet they live many years longer than you do. Considering all this, do as
you think best.”
“Don’t bore me to death with your impossible queries. Are you teaching us something we do not know? Let
that be, but tell me, you said gods are our siblings. Is there anything that Agni, the God of Fire, does not consume? So there! This is an ancient custom for us. No doubt you have picked up much learning. But who can fill
his belly with erudition alone? You cannot of course satisfy me and win my approval for your scholarship, therefore satisfy my hunger and then win the only appreciation can give: that this learned dish is very tasty.”
“Sir! You are omniscient; I do not even know the alphabet. Please condone all my lapses and grant me a
prayer. Worshipping the deity of Kurumgudi is my daily religious practice. Let the service be over, then this body
is yours.”
The Brahmin ogre laughed wryly and patting the daasari’s cheek, said:
“What a trickster you are. After waylaying travelers for long long years, only recently you became a daasari,
of course. All right, you tell me yourself—who do you think will let slip a morsel from his very lips? Having once
escaped, who will come back to offer up his body? Certain it is that I won’t let you go and you won’t go. Why this
discussion? Get ready to die!”
“Narayana! Narayana!” the daasari said covering his ears with his palms and opening his eyes wide. With
great earnestness he said:
“I swear by Lord Vamana, I shall return.”
This solemn oath shook up the Brahmin ogre. He recalled now Kurumgudi, Lord Vamana and the untouchable
daasari, the whole episode. At once he unbound the man. The daasari bowed to him with folded hands and left.
From his senior wife to the junior-most, the entire harem were astounded at the ogre’s folly. They all gave him
choice abuse; beat him black and blue.
“You fool, you have let go a mortal whom you had in your custody. Now hereafter you die your own death,
fend for yourself.”
And thus castigating him and without even divorcing him they deserted him en masse.
Though he was happy that Somi had left him so easily, for his beloved Hasili the ogre shed some tears. Then
bouncing back on to the tree, sitting in the thick of the boughs, he sat lost in thoughts. Because all his wives had
deserted him he was probably in a renunciatory mood.
*
“Lord Vamana! I am your horse, I am your elephant.”
With this prayer on his lips the daasari flew to the Kurumgudi Temple.
That day the untouchable daasari’s singing was the very path to mukti; the smile on his lips, God’s own sweet
smile; his eyes too were the way to mukti, and his face the abode of God. In that ecstatic dance of his, his body
was like a ball; his feet trod the talams or time in music. The daasari truly worshipped; and Lord Vamana Himself
listened. The daasari it was who danced his majestic dance; Vamana Himself watched.
Leaving Vamana, the daasari turned back. His face was a pot of honey. He performed the roll-obeisance and
got up. As long as he could see the sikharam or pinnacle of the temple he walked backwards, and then bowing to
Lord Vamana, adoring the God in the shrine of his heart, he ran. Even as the Brahmin ogre sat there staring wildly,
the daasari arrived below the banyan tree.
In that burning sun, his bald head appearing to be a living rock, the Brahmin ogre climbed down and
approached him. The daasari embraced him and said:
“Great One! You have helped me complete my religious vow. Releasing me from your prison, you put me in
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the prison of mukti. Famished you have been for how long I do not know, so please break your fast.”
The ogre’s eyes grew glassy with tears. Releasing himself from the embrace of the daasari, he performed a
reverential circumambulation around him; he put his forehead down on the daasari’s feet, then lightly putting his
feet on his head, rose and said,
“Sir, this most terrible vow is possible for you alone and for nobody else.”
He went on praising him in this vein when the daasari said:
“Sir, I have not seen anyone—nor heard of one—who though famished, trusting someone’s word, can give up
a morsel that is before his own mouth. Am I great or are you? Why more words? One can go on until one’s mouth
is tired. Sir, it is already very late, please eat me up.”
“Do not even mention it now. It is human flesh which has helped this belly grow, but with your acquaintance
my wheel has turned. If devotees like you don’t save sinners like us, how can there be salvation for us? For rain, a
desert is the same as a sea, is it not!”
“Sir! According to the oath this body is yours. I am not refusing it. God is my witness. No, no please! You
must take my body.”
“Sir! Am I more wicked than the die-hard atheist Ghantakarna?\fn{ A note reads: A demon; to ensure that the sound of
“Narayana!” (“Lord Vishnu!”) did not enter his ears, he hung bells around his waist and kept ringing them. Because while striving hard
not to hear the name of God he kept thinking of God, Lord Krishna granted him moksha or deliverance.} Did not Lord Krishna give

him salvation? Does not a devotee do more good than God Himself? Cannot you do such a favor to me? Is not
doing good to a fellow man worshipping God Himself?”
“Ayyabaabo! Is such a feat within my competence? Certainly not!”
“Aahah! Yes, it is within your competence,” rejoined the Brahmin ogre and holding the daasari, examined the
back of his head and said,
“Dear one, I hit you here!” But the daasari responded:
“God made me pay such a price for my sins, that is all.”
The Brahmin ogre was taken aback but recovered to say:
“Mahatma, Great Soul! Earlier, getting bashed up by a robber, with him in my mind, thinking of him alone, I
died and have now acquired this state. In my previous birth, I was a Brahmin. I deserve pity. Please donate to me
the spiritual merit of the devotional song you sang today. And this, my body, will reach its proper home.”
“Ammaa! I thought it was something else you wanted! Merely for the sake of this body not only can I not give
the entire spiritual merit of today’s song, I cannot even give a fraction of it. After all, how many of these bodies
have not come? And how many gone? This is a bubble. Enough of this. Are you not asking me to give camphor in
return for mere salt!”
“Pity! Give at least half! If a fish drinks does that make a difference to the sea?”
“Sir! What is the agreement between you and me? And what are you asking for now? Why these profound
questions? ‘When they dug a well for drinking water, fiends came out,’ it seems! Poor fellow! The day is far
spent, come now, eat me! O, ladies! Please fetch a pot! Fetch a knife! Where is the cooking fire? Where are they?
There’s no one here—does not matter, I myself shall fetch them! Just tell me where they are.”
“That family life is gone for good. Sir! should not devotees show some pity? For the welfare of the populace
did not the Saint Ramanuja\fn{A note reads: Sri Ramanujacharya (1017-1137AD), the great proponent of the dvaita philosophy, who
defied his guru’s injunction and proclaimed the secret mantra from the balcony of the temple so that all his fellow Vaishnavites could
benefit.} defy his own teacher’s order and climb the gopuram or temple tower of Lord Ranga and proclaim the

Ultimate Truth? As you said earlier, unless it is an unsullied body one cannot achieve Good. Therefore please end
this hideous form for me and give me salvation. From the merit of your song give me one-fourth at least!”
“Ammaa, what greed!”
“Or even the minimum possible merit will do. If you do not give even this much, no question of my rising,”
said the Brahmin ogre and prostrating himself before the daasari, grabbed his feet in utter surrender.
“Ayya!” said the daasari, “I do not know its merit. The joy of God’s countenance alone is the reward. Moreover, for the Refugee, a Devotee who has totally surrendered to God, where is the question of estimation of his
own spiritual gain to give or accord any permission to share it? One thing more—reward is the home of bondage.
Calculating that the spiritual profit is this much or that much, shouldn’t you feel scared to ask for a share in it?
God alone is your Savior. Be at peace.”
Even as the daasari was saying these words there appeared the tuft on the ogre’s head, the sacred thread across
his shoulder, a divine effulgence’\fn{“The sun! The sun! The beautiful effulgence of the morning sun,” my father would sometimes
say:H} on his body. Like fire out of smoke, out of the form of the ogre emerged Soma Sarma.
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† The royal palace of Lieutenant-Colonel His Highness Maharaja Sir Nripendra Narayan Bhup Bahadur,
GCIE CB, Maharaja of Cooch-Behar State (1862-1911), built during his reign (from 1863). Below, the
Maharaja in the review order uniform of a British officer of the 6 th (Prince of Wales’s) Bengal Cavalry †
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265.36 Quotations of Indira Raje of Baroda\fn{by Indira Raje, later Maharani Indira Devi of Cooch-Behar (1892-1968)
Lakshmi Vilas Palace, Baroda, Vadodara, Vadodara District, Gujurat State, India (F) 2
It’s Father’s own fault. I could have married at sixteen, but Father said I was too young and should wait longer
so that I might have a voice in the matter myself. Now I taste all the bitterness of life. I make my own choice, and
yet here I am a prisoner.\fn{Said to Miss Edith Tottenham, her mother’s “English companion and lady-in-waiting” } (22-23)
*
[I hated] to beg or say Yes, Yes, to everything which does not agree to my view, I don’t say that I am always
right but I will not give in to please anybody or to gain anything.\fn{ Said to her niece} (29)
*
The religion seems to me a very pure form of our own. I think my heart will be quite honest when I have to say
in the initiation ceremony that I renounce any other faith. I haven’t got any faith, you know, really, and this seems
good.\fn{Said to Miss Tottenham} (140)
*
If only the right spirit could stir India’s women today, what wonderful things could happen.\fn{ Said to Miss
Tottenham} (171)
*
In England unfortunately second class hotels are not comfortable and I have been compelled to live in first
class hotels.\fn{Uncredited saying} (184)
*
I have not even entertained on any scale befitting my position.\fn{ Uncredited saying} (185)
*
I never heard such sentimental rubbish.\fn{ Said to Jai (Man Singh, Maharaja of Jaipur) when he told her that he wanted to
marry Ayesha (which he eventually did), the future Maharani of Jaipur, then a child, when she was old enough } (201)
*
Don’t you know how to dress? Those earrings are too much for a cocktail party. Now, if you were going to
Buckingham Palace, they would be perfect … If I were a journalist, I’d describe you as, “The overdressed
maharani of Jaipur.\fn{Said to her daughter, Ayesha, at a small drinks party} (213-214)
*
The enemy are very near us now and I do not know what the future holds for our country. India is very open
and vast and so unprepared in many ways for an invasion, that there can be nothing ahead for us but merciless
slaughter. However, at the moment the Japs seem out to finish China. We can breathe in peace for a few more
months.\fn{Letter to Queen Mary, the Queen Mother (1867-1953), with whom she regularly corresponded, May, 1942 } (227)
*
Every now and then we read of women committing suicide for want of being able to cover themselves. … But
with peace in Europe, everyone has more courage to face trials in the East, hoping for Peace here too soon.\fn
{Letter to Queen Mary, May 1945} (228)
*
India is in a sad sate nowadays, and it is very difficult for our class to adjust ourselves to the new times.\fn
{Letter to Queen Mary, December 1946} (245)
*
What deterioration since Independence, it is hard to believe. … Doomsday for the Princely States.\fn{ Letter to
her granddaughter Devika, 1946?} (245)
*
Take my poor Bhaiya’s case, he will be 36 this December and yet no wisdom, it breaks one’s heart to see this
deterioration These two years of sitting idle since the merger [of Cooch-Behar with India] have done their damage
… I could not be more disheartened and without hope!\fn{ Letter to Jai, 1951} (245-246)
*
Of course he can be a taxi driver. But God help the passengers.\fn{ Said to a friend in the late 1940s about a budding
romance between her son Bahaiya and an American starlet named Nancy Valentine } (246)
*
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Luckily the Government of India disapproved of any such misalliances and refused to recognize the lady in
question, which sorted the situation. I hope in course of time he will find a suitable Indian girl to marry and settle
down with.\fn{Letter to Queen Mary in December, 1951, concerning Bahaiya’s romance with Nancy Valentine } (246)
*
I had lived in dread of some such accident for years and when the catastrophe happened I found myself
considerably prepared.\fn{Concerning the death of her son Indrajit in 1951, who accidentally burned himself to death after a bout of
drinking} (247)
*
I’ve always been to Czechoslovakia to buy my towels, to Ferragamo for my shoes. I’ve never had to give an
explanation for anything. I married the man I wanted to, I’ve always lived as I pleased.\fn{ Said to Swarup Das, a
family friend, when she helped Indira fill out her application for her first trip abroad from the new Republic of India } (247-248)
*
Indira of Cooch Behar. I have no surname. What do you call the Queen of England? I am Her Highness Indira
of Cooch Behar.\fn{Said to have been her standard reply when asked for her name at airport immigration } (248)
*
I’m an orphan. You can’t leave me here alone.\fn{Said to her teenaged grandson Habi when he attempted once to go out for
an evening without her} (248)
*
I am happy to come back and be amongst you all. It is sad to give up this lovely flat\fn{ In London} but such is
life! Look at my flat in Calcutta compared to Woodlands.\fn{ A favorite former home in Cooch-Behar, torn down after World
War II} such are the penalties for having weak-minded offsprings!\fn{ Said to her granddaughter Devika in the autumn of
1964} (229)
*
Remember they are fun when they are babies, then growing up, but once grown up they are no more yours! All
the love, care, anxieties parents have undergone are forgotten and they are out for themselves. In some cases it is
different, like Chotomashima\fn{Menaka, her youngest daughter}, your mother, even Chotomama\fn{ Indrajit, her son}
but Baramama\fn{Bahaiya} and Baramashima\fn{Her daughter, Ayesha, Maharani of Jaipur } are for self first! If I had life
to live, I would depend on no one, marry no one, certainly not produce children; but shower my affections on
those whose temperaments suit me and there must be so many in this large world, who need affection, help and
understanding.\fn{Advice told to Devika when she was expecting her first child} (249)
*
She\fn{Her by this time widowed mother, Chimnabai II } has suffered so much mentally due to the unkind treatment
from my nephew the Maharaja,\fn{ Pratapsinhrao, the new Maharaja of Baroda} that she succumbs very easily and
seriously to any little ailment. Disconcerted as she was at the arrangements made for Baroda State after my
father’s death, she gradually settled down to her lot. But today the Maharaja is out to give her constant new
worries too petty and too many to be mentioned.\fn{Letter to Queen Mary in 1945} (250-251)
*
How lucky you are to have a husband who backs you up in everything. Can you believe that some men are
jealous of their wives?\fn{Said to Ayesha; this is probably in the latter’s autobiography} (253)
*
I’m getting hysterical, you’re getting historical.\fn{ From a card sent to her daughter before Ayesha stood for a seat in the
1962 Rajasthan Assembly} (259)
*
If the princes had been content to keep their privileges and a low profile, the government wouldn’t have turned
against them and taken everything they had left.\fn{ Uncredited quotation} (259)
*
Uncle is improving daily, but aunty Gina wants to have her own way over everything which is causing Chota
Mashima\fn{Menaka} a lot of trouble. She and her husband have been left in charge to check any wrongdoing by
aunty Gina. I feel a leopard can never change its spots, however nice and kind one is to the animal.\fn{ Letter to
Devika in May, 1966} (274)
*
… spiritual healing treatment, and if with all this I do not get better, I am definitely not meant to get better, it is
obvious.\fn{The quoted portion of a verbal message to her granddaughter in 1967 about her health } (275)
*
1000

Darling, the girls\fn{Ayesha and Menaka} have palaces, they’ll be properly displayed there. “You’ll live in a
hovel, you won’t have space for them, and anyway who’d see them?\fn{ Part of a quoted verbal message to Habi, her
grandson, when he asked to be left some of her portraits upon her death } (276)
62.100 & 62.97 1. The Basket-Weavers’ Heaven 2. Acharla, The Easy-To-Please: Two Short Stories\fn{by
Kavikondala Venkata Rao (1892-1969)} Srirangapattanam, East Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 4
1
Love blossoming right from childhood and finding itself into a happy solution by way of marriage appears to
be more frequent in the poorer classes rather than in the richer. This conclusion is imminent for all those who hear
about the romance of those two in the locality of the basket weavers.
This was what happened when Potanna was a lad. He was sitting on the pial of his hut and was gazing at the
large open space in front. Standing there was an old discarded two wheeler cart. About a score of children of both
sexes were on it in a playfl mood; some of them on the long pole resting on the ground; some others on the central
frame and some more on the hind edge, on the whole balancing the weight so as not to swing it over the axis of
the wheels. Even then an elder from a distance rushed towards them crying hoarsely:
“Doggone your play! So many of you have perched on the cart. You are sure to fall!”
The children were all scared and tried to run away; some of them paled, some sobbing and some scattering
timid looks. The elder caught hold of a young girl and lifted her off her feet. Potanna was observing the whole
scene. An old woman who was splitting the bamboos inside the hut had not noticed that Potanna was there as a
spectator. She however remarked:
“Orev! Potanna look, somebody is snatching away your wife!”
And, Potanna was overwhelmed with grief. In fact, the girl had not been married to Potanna. Moreover, who
knows whether they would ever get into a wedlock? The old woman called the girl his wife only out of fancy.
The words of the old woman perhaps fell on the ears of the elder. He strode towards the pial where Potanna
sat, holding the girl in mid air, seated her on the head of the boy and slowly allowed the girl to slip over to the
ground beside. And he said:
“Ho, Ho, what do I need your wife for?”
The entire lot of children, who stood all the while with pale faces and were about to burst into weeping, had
seen what the man did and roared with laughter. Not only they, the whole lot in the locality enjoyed the fun.
Potanna stared at the young girl who first sat on his head and later slipped over to the ground. The young girl’s
mother came into the drama voicing a reprimand to the girl right from where she was!
“Olev! Be doggoned! You could better collect and file the chips of bamboos here rather than sitting pretty on
his head there. At least, we can earn a coin for a basket load.”
The young girl ran away at this and the soft looks of the boy followed her.
The girl was eight then and he could not be more than twelve.
Thus began the romantic chapter in Potanna’s life. He was keen to observe if anybody called the girl in order
to learn her name. So was he to take note of any man who took her out to identify who her father was. He could
not contain himself when the girl smiled or giggled. He used to rush to her, fold her in his arms and lift her off her
feet calling her by name:
“Olev! Kannamma!”
Kannamma was nine and Potanna thirteen.
For over a year from that time, the favorite theme of the children of the locality was that they were sweet on
each other. The elders too felt that they formed an excellent match to each other and that justice lay only in
bringing them together.
The girl was ten and the boy naturally fourteen.
The news then was not only in that locality, but through the town with its multi-caste society that the wedding
of Potanna with Kannamma was over; The luster of the Puste-two small gold discs in a necklace to indicate the
married status of a woman, around the neck of Kannamma, found a permanent abode in the eyes of Potanna.
Potanna grew into a young man of twenty and, Kannamma grew to be a comely lass of sixteen. Kannamma
came over to the house of her in-laws and commenced helping Potanna in his profession sitting side by side.
One day, they were squatting close to each other in the open air so like the newly-weds. Kannamma was laying
down a frame of threads to weave a mat curtain and Potanna was engaged in weaving a bamboo fan. Anyone who
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saw for himself what their surroundings were at the time and then what went on. in, their minds would not fail to
admit that the world one saw was nothing but a myth. Not only that it was a myth; he would hasten to agree that
the world did not exist at all and that what all existed consisted of only Potanna and Kannamma.
They were not aware of the dust that rose from the heaps of garbage around; not of the shrill cries of the eagles
or of the butchers, or of the overwhelming narrowness caused by the pile of huts. What fully occupied their minds
was a wave of love—a bright colorful dream of their childhood days. Bordering on the brightness of the dream
was a sort of sleepishness just about to wake up. Kannamma remarked to Potanna:
“Into whose hands is your fan to go and flourish?” Potanna replied:
“His Highness the ruler of this land ordered for this fan. He would fan himself with this.”
“Ho!,” said Kannamma, “If you are to boast and show yourself off for a petty fan like that how much more
should I for this mat curtain? Her Royal Highness, the queen ordered for this. She would rapturously dance
behind this!”
Both of them went into an ecstasy with this piece conversation and tears of joy welled up in their eyes. Later,
they went out to market their goods.
The day was extremely hot and sultry as if the breeze went on a sitting strike. His Highness was wondering
why the fan he ordered was not yet delivered. Her Highness felt that the wall before her would better be brought
down and a mat curtain hung in its place so as to allow any semblance of a breeze.
No basket weaver came into sight bringing with him a fan or a mat curtain. His Highness was wild with rage
and commanded the servants to bring to him the basket weavers with hands and feet bound.
The servants rushed into the streets and surveyed. Potanna was moving along the street fanning himself with
the fan he made to the royal order. He passed over the entrance to the fort and was proceeding towards the next
street.
The servants called him in a loud voice but Potanna never looked back. He was walking briskly as if he was
near running. All along he was fanning himself and there was not a hint in him that he would turn back. His wife
Kannamma too was moving forward in an absorbed mood gazing ahead at the distant horizon. The silver trinkets
on the toes of her feet made delicate sounds as if to summon her shadow to follow her.
The servants retraced their steps into the Royal presence and reported the two wondrous things they saw as if
they were two huge problems. The Royal couple were amazed at this and decided to see for themselves what
those basket weavers were like. They came down from the Palace, left the fort behind, walked along the street and
reached the outskirts of the town. With them moved in an embarrassing haste the Minister and the Courtiers: the
subjects followed the officials, the cattle followed the subjects. The whole lot of them moved along to the outskirts on that sultry day cooling themselves with their breath.
At last they heard what the basket weaver couple talked to each other. Kannamma asked her husband:
“You are using the fan yourself without surrendering it to to the king. Does he tolerate this if he comes to know
of it?” Potanna replied:
“What is strange today is that not only the body sweats but even my heart seems to perspire. Then, how could I
surrender this fan to someone else without using it myself?” Kannamma said:
“That is how exactly I too think. Even in this open field don’t you feel as if you are amidst the four enclosing
walls? I would prefer to remove the horizon there and hang this curtain in its place. That is how I feel.” Potanna
immediately declared:
“In that case we catch a glimpse of heaven through your curtain.”
All those who were listening entirely forgot their discomfort on the piece of earth they stood and stared
intently at the basket weaver couple.
Even their Royal Highnesses too.
2
His is a lengthy name—Addanki Tirumala Vainateya Vahana Acharyulu. Beaten by the length of it, I simply
call him “Acharlu.” The first time I met him was in Macherla sixteen full years ago. Most unexpectedly, I
happened to go to Ettipotala (near Macherla, famous for the water falls). It was the holy day of Sivarathri and I
bathed there. I hurried back to catch the train but as I was entering the approach road to the railway station, the
train puffed off. I went back disgusted. Near the office of the deputy tehsildar, I met Acharlu. He was fully clad in
khaddar. An open bundle of several pieces of khaddar was lying at his feet; the man hired to carry the bundle was
looking on.
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*
Acharlu was lecturing to a group of five or six on the significance of khaddar.
“Don’t you realize that we cannot attain freedom unless we wear khaddar? We shall continue to be slaves if we
don’t attain freedom. Better die than live as slaves. O, my Andhra brethren, why die unnecessarily? So please
purchase khaddar.” One among the audience removed the bidi from the grip of his lips and said:
“Today being Sivarathri, a sacred day, death today is not to be spurned!” Acharlu flashed:
“According to us, an auspicious day is Vaikuntha Ekadasi and not Sivarathri! But it does not matter. Our faiths
need not however interfere with the business of freedom. Therefore, I shall be happy if you purchase khaddar.”
I was extremely happy at the way he put forward his fine sentiment. How many of us are in fact as wise as he,
and are thinking along those lines! Religion or faith should not come in the way of our struggle for freedom. I
agreed with him. I went up to him and bought a khaddar upper cloth. It was of very good quality and probably
would have lasted till now but for my wife’s brother who saw to its wearing out.
Acharlu seemed to be content with this business transaction. He bundled the pieces back and entrusted the load
to the coolie. He then followed me. He took me to a choultry and made arrangements to feed me. Both of us
boarded a bus in the afternoon to Gurajala. He stopped there and I proceeded to Narasaraopet. He told me that
Gurajala was his “headquarters.”
All the time he was with me, he went on talking on one thing or another. He was a native of Manginapudi near
Masula. He learnt a bit of English and Telugu. Both his parents died on one and the same day due to cholera. He
was their only child. He left home to peruse studies and later several vocations and finally launched himself in
khaddar trading. His attempts at self-reliance were to be appreciated but I felt a pity for him for the guileless
innocence. I remarked:
“Alright with your khaddar trade, but how did you come to choose this region (Palnadu ) for your campaign?
It is like carrying needles for sale to a street of smiths.”
“I had no idea, Sir. When I saw that all the people here wear khaddar, I was fooled to suppose that there would
be a heavy demand for it. Well, any way, it would be more than enough if I can sell one piece a day. You know I
am all alone and I cook my food myself. I never clamored for any rich food.” He then grinned and added:
“Sometimes, I find myself unable to sell even a single piece. If only I have a bicycle, I could have done better.”
“How could a bicycle come to your rescue ?” I enquired.
“I could then easily cover ten to twelve villages each day and sell better,” he said, :
I was annoyed.
“Why don’t you use your brain? There is plenty of khaddar here. In fact there is a surplus and it is supplied to
the neighboring areas. As such, there is not the slightest need to campaign for khaddar here. That is why even the
Congress\fn{The Indian Congress Party.} has not opened any shop. I try to show you that it is nothing but madness to
try to promote khaddar here and you go on to plead for a bicycle! Utter stupidity!”
He meekly surrendered:
“Yes, yes. yes. I understand I did not bring in the subject of a bicycle for using it here in any way. I have been
crazy of a bicycle since long. My only submission is that you should be kind enough to let me know if it comes to
your gracious notice that a used one is available within a range of, say, twenty five to thirty rupees. You can
simply write a post card to my address just mentioning my name and the name of this town as address. You know
this is my “headquarters.”
He was still concluding when the bus started to leave. He finished his submission as he ran along with the bus
for a few paces.
*
Some five or six years passed away. During the summer at its height, I had to go to Amalapuram. I had to take
a boat from Rajahmundry to Bobdar Lanka and transfer to a motor launch. By the time we passed Rajavaram and
Peravaram it became extremely hot. I could not bear the oppressive heat. There was a throbbing pain in the head.
The vehicle made a brief stop somewhere. On the bank I saw a group of people gathering around some one selling
patent medicines. I asked a young boy near at hand to find out whether any pain killer was available with him.
The boy squeezed himself into the group and made enquiries. I heard his reply:
“Sure, though not for sale! We shall apply the balm ourselves.” He came into the motor launch saying:
“Who is that, Sir, suffering from headache?” I had heard the voice somewhere—probably he sold medicines in
trains.
He was wearing clothes made in mills—a dhoti, shirt and a waist coat plus a Gandhi-cap. He stared at me for a
moment. Then suddenly placing the medicine chest on a nearby bench he greeted me:
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“Namaskar, Sir; it’s I” He gave out his full name. I placed him and asked him:
“So, you gave up your khaddar trade?”
“Sure as you had directed Sir! No sense in selling khaddar in that God forbidden region—just like trying to
sell earthen pots to potters. Three days after your visit, sir, I gave up the job and came away. Are you traveling up
to Amalapuram, sir? That is fine. I shall also come along for a little distance."
He must have struck acquaintance with the transporters. He did not pay for his travel. He applied some
medicine to relieve me of the pain. A drifting cloud covered the sun. Acharlu said:
“Sir, I shall never forget your help. That day you not only purchased a piece of cloth from me but gave me a
piece of valuable advice. If not for that, I might have been ruined by now. I am extremely comfortable. Kottapeta
is my “headquarters.” My activities take me in a circuit around the neighborhood. My net earnings after deducting
expenses, we share in halves.”
“Who is the other?”
Acharlu darted a quick glance around and moved nearer.
“This is, of course, a secret. But I would not hesitate to confide in you. Sir, he is somebody I know intimately.
He is adept in yogic practices and had spent a long time in the Malayalam region. He came into possession of this
secret formula. He prepares this oil product. I am able to sell about a dozen a day. This is the main trade. But
would it be nice to be selling only a single item? I, therefore, carry a few homeopathic medicines too for sale. I
am undoubtedly well off now. I command good respect all over this area. But, as I said, if only I have a bicycle, I
would have sold a hundred bottles a day.”
The journey started again. There was a pleasant breeze. Acharlu was talking on several themes in succession.
One of them was the question of carving out a separate State for the Andhras. He strongly expressed his view that
the Andhras were put to a great disadvantage and loss as they had no separate State of their own. He said he had
many reasons to believe so. I tried to discourage his trend saying that as an Andhra myself, I was not unaware of
the necessity for a separate State and that he need not trouble himself to support his view. Oblivious of my strain,
Acharlu went on. A kaviraj\fn{Medicine-man.} from Bengal was marketing his products. Acharlu, it appears. tried to
obtain agency rights on commission basis for Kottapet and its neighborhood. As he was almost about to sign the
contract a Tamil speaking person snatched it away!
“So, a separate province of Andhras according to you would take care of such agencies.”
He asserted himself and remarked: “Certainly!.”
He traveled with me for over three miles. He, there, took leave of me and alighted. As a farewell remark he
cried out from the bank:
“Sir, do not forget! All I want is a used bicycle, say, in the range of fifteen to twenty rupees!” In a few
moments the launch negotiated a bend.
*
A few months ago, I was returning from Madras. The Mail which left the Madras Central stopped at Sullurpet
for its first halt. There were several hawkers on the platform selling buttermilk, nuts and other things. A
bespectacled man in loose pants and a longish shirt with a striped towel wound round the neck was reeling off the
names of all the daily newspapers, weekly, fort-nightly and monthly periodicals of contemporary times. He
peeped into the window where I was sitting, performed his list and enquired if I wanted any . He stopped abruptly.
and greeted:
“Namaskar, Sir, its I Acharlu. Returning from the City?” He entered the carriage.
“What are you doing in this area? How are you?” I enquired.
“I have now an agency for the Telugu newspapers and periodicals here. I am quite comfortable with a couple
of square meals a day.” He paused only briefly to ask: “How about the Andhra province?”
I could not restrain my smile.
“Why worry about it now?”
“No, please don’t divert. I have great faith in what you say, sir. I would love to know your views. Is it, sir, a
fact that C. Rajagopalachari is putting obstacles in the way?”
I answered in a somewhat severe tone:
“After all, who is Rajagopalachari to deprive several crores of Andhras of their legitimate right? Was it he who
created the Orissa State?\fn{Orissa was the last State created in India by the British prior to Indian Independence .} Don’t suppose
our people who have recently occupied the seats of power are the real rulers. They are elsewhere. It is not even a
few days since our men came into power, but already we start saying Achari harms Andhras, and Saheb harms
Kannadigas. It is the Britisher who has to carve out our province for us. If he decides, can Rajagopalachari stop it?
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What nonsense do you talk?”
There was a light in the face of Acharlu. With a great warmth he took my hands into his.
“That is exactly how I feel, sir,” he said. “Don’t misunderstand me, sir, for even a moment that I clear
Rajagopalachari because he is also a Vaishnavite like me. You know me well enough. But then, when can we
expect our State?”
The engine whistled and the train was about to move. Acharlu was not perturbed. He said:
“The Railway people are my bosom friends. I shall go up to Gudur along with you and come back by a return
train.”
I questioned, as he settled, the wisdom in running an agency for Telugu periodicals near a Tamil speaking area.
He was vehement in arguing that it was all a Telugu area.
“Have not the hawkers cried their wares in Telugu?”
The train had to stop at a wayside station for clearance and he got down. About to walk away, he stopped
hesitatingly and complained:
“You had not kindly taken to me!”
“Why?” I asked.
“About that bicycle. You must simply write to me if you come across an old bicycle being sold cheap. I have
no tours now and am always found at ‘headquarters,’ Sullurpet.”
*
End of the last February. I had some work in Masula. A friend of mine had some work in Challapalli. So we
decided to travel together by his car to Masula via Challapalli. As my friend was attending to his affairs, I loitered
in the streets of Challapalli for a while. I went into the Siva temple for a while and was returning. I met Acharlu
wearing a loin cloth and similar piece of cloth on the head. He was carrying a handful of plantains. Probably
because he was entering into shade from the sun, he did not notice me. I accosted him:
“I have to charge-sheet you on two counts—one for the bad omen of coming to meet me on the path from an
opposite direction; two, entering into a Siva temple! How do you explain?”
He stopped and greeted me.
“I crave your indulgence. I did not notice you as I was coming from the sunshine. Summer seems to become
severe this year. How did it happen that you are here, Sir?”
He went on to narrate his escapades. He changed several places between leaving Sullurpet. and settling down
in Challapalli. He was giving tuition to some children in the village.
“I am quite comfortable and have enough to feed myself. It is a pity that there is not a proper private tutor in
and around here. I am pressed by several parents in nearby villages to take charge of their children and the people
of this village are not prepared to allow me to leave the village. They have a great reverence for me! If only I had
a bicycle, Sir, it would have been easy for me to go round and cover three or four villages! Well, fate is like that.
One gets or does not get things according to it. Do you know sir, Sathagopacharulu foretold long ago that I shall
one day or other possess a vehicle of my own. Be sure Sir, I shall possess one now or later.”
I saw his hair was turning slightly gray. He did not seem to be as robust as he was.
My friend must have completed his work. The driver was blowing on the horn. Acharlu walked along with me
to the car. As I was getting into it, Acharlu asked:
“Sir, one question! Which party are you supporting in the coming elections?”
“Why do you ask that?”
“I am pretty sure that after the elections, we would be realizing our ambition.”
“And what is that?”
“A province for the Andhras. Rajaji also has removed himself from the path.” There he added:
“Sir, you must write to me without fail. Just a post card. Care, of Visweswara Swamy temple is my address.
This is now my permanent address.”
“What about?”
“A used bicycle for—”
The car moved on.
62.92 Not In Our Stars?\fn{by Mokkapati Narasimha Sastry (1892-1973)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 3
In our general ignorance, we dismiss lightly the influence of the birth star or time on our earthly lives. But, if
one diligently makes a study of his own course of life and that of his friends and relatives, I am sure he has to
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agree with me.
You find that some live like lords, a smooth, rich life like the flow of the river Godavari while a few others
lead a life of ups and downs as turbulent as a hillside stream—all under the impact of the natal stars. You may find
a person born under a lucky star winning acclaim as a well behaved, cultured, lofty man although he never helped
a fellow man. On the contrary, there may be the other one who is nice to one and all but all through his life is
blamed each day and hour for doing a thing as well as not doing it. The stars again! None can help.
Kurmayya is a typical example of the latter variety.
When he was born, it is said, his mother suffered from abnormal labor pains. She later fell sick again and was
almost dead. When Kurmayya was a child of one year, she really died. His father, brothers and uncles all blamed
her death on his ill luck. Kurmayya was held in contempt as if he killed his mother on purpose. Later on
Kurmayya’s father too died. Let me ask you, do others’ fathers live perpetually and never die?
Kurmayya’s brothers, sisters, aunts and others always condemned him for the death of his father as if they
suffered from the death and Kurmayya not at all.
Kurmayya went to school. His troubles increased. Whenever he sat with a text book, his sister used to box his
ear saying:
“Why do you always sit in the house like a book worm?”
If Kurmayya played in the streets in accordance with her wishes, his brother slapped on his cheeks saying:
“You like to roam always like a crow. Why don’t you show half the interest on your studies?”
Is any justification necessary to upbraid a boy?
He came out of the college. He got married. He found a good job. A daughter was born to him. It should all
sound like a happy state, should it not? He earned good reputation as an amicable gentleman and a friend in need,
People in the town respected him.
But, alas, things were different on the home front. His wife was always in a bad humor and kept him perpetually on the edge of his nerves, She was not mean, not bad, not wicked. She had enough of affection and regard for
him. Still, the moment he reached home, the hell-fire works started. Well at least the young daughter? Not at all,
she made her mother pale into insignificance. Together, the mother and the daughter, for some reason or even no
reason nagged him continuously. You wouldn’t believe me! Then listen to this episode,
One fine morning, Suramma, that is Kurmayya’s wife, developed an interest in going over to places as a
tourist. Within no time, she started her campaign,
“It is all my fate. I was born in that dirty village. In the name of wedding, I got stuck up in this foul town. Now,
my days must end here.” This was the first copy. A revised edition included further:
“I say, one must be lucky to fulfill desires. That is not in my destiny. I see even kids born before my very eyes
and even good-for-nothings visit Bangalore or Madras in no time. No such thing for me, not even a visit to a
grave yard.” In rhythmic movements, she wiped off a tear or two and blew her nose. Normally when the mother
concluded her monologue, the daughter resumed and ran through it. She was just a “His Master’s Voice.”\fn{ I.e., a
didactic repetition. “His Master’s Voice” was an advertising slogan of the R.C.A. Victor Recording Company, one of the earliest United
States companies to market recording cylinders and records, and to provide soundtracks for the earliest “talking pictures,” as moving
pictures with sound were once called. It also manufactured the earliest machines for playing these devices on, called “victrolas.” Primitive
as these contraptions were, they were to be found all over the world, including the Indian Empire. } Kurmayya ultimately broke in

and told her:
“Well, we too can visit places; as you please.” Her response was:
“Do I possess that much of luck? My luck wore out the moment I was given to you in marriage.” She
demonstrated her despondency with streams flowing out of her eyes.
At such a juncture, one cannot say what happened to the railway authorities; they suddenly announced [the]
issue of ten rupee passes for going round as far as one wished in a specified period. Suramma bubbled with
emotions. Kurmayya was deprived of comforts of food and sleep. He concluded that the railways bore grudge
against him and so announced the scheme. He took a month’s leave in the office and began the journey on an
auspicious day.
They went to Vizag first and halting briefly at Vijayawada proceeded to Madras. If I am to give an account of
all that Suramma did and spoke on the tour, it is likely to run into volumes. So, I confine to a single incident.
After they reached Madras, they visited all the spots to be visited, straining themselves for over a week.. They
decided that they would spend just two more days, relaxing and going to movies. That day Kurmayya told his
wife and daughter that he would go out and do some shopping.. He was lucky to make them agree to stay back
and leave him alone.
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He went out, breathed free air—and made purchases. He proceeded to the beach opposite the High Court and
relaxed. A little while later, he went towards the harbor in a saunter.
He stood for a while near the harbor in idle dismay over the vastness of the sea and the human effort to
conquer it. Several men and women who came for a stroll were passing up and down. Most of them were whites.
He saw a white woman and a four year old girl holding her hand walking along the pier. An ayah followed them
carrying several play things.
For Kurmayya, it looked like a world in a dream. He was only making a passive note of events happening
around. But some how his gaze was fixed on the young white kid. She was mostly clinging to her mother, but was
also jumping, circling around her. She was making innocent enquiries. Kurmayya thought the kid to be lovely.
All of a sudden, the girl left her mother and dashed forward. Her mother cried out to her to stop and ran to
catch her. Wishing to be out of reach of her mother, the girl ran forward. Onlookers stared with tension. Kurmayya
came out of his dreaminess and ran for the girl. Someone who was coming in the opposite direction made an
effort to hold the girl. In an attempt to avoid him, the girl side stepped and fell into the water. The mother’s cry
pierced through the atmosphere. Taken unawares, people around stood rooted to the ground.
As soon as he saw the girl falling into the sea, Kurmayya, jumped in. My narration took time but the entire
event happened in a flash. Some one from a harbored steamer also jumped into the water. Kurmayya held the girl
above the water level and swam towards the bank with difficulty. Meanwhile a life buoy was thrown; Kurmayya
and the girl were hauled up.
The mother swooned on the pier. Many white men and women gathered around her. By the time she regained
consciousness, Kurmayya reached there and returned the girl. The mother profusely thanked him. The white men
and women shook hands with him. Idlers looked at him grinning all the while. The mother offered a gift to him
which he declined. She then offered him a lift in her car to his lodge. He refused. He managed to slip out and in a
far corner of the beach dried his clothes. It was late by the time he joined his family.
Sliramma began her welcome monologue, right at the entrance:
“Why did you come back so early? You must have felt extremely happy away from our company; at least for a
short time. You could as well have gone away leaving us in a strange city to our fate. Do you care even if
something happened to us?” The daughter added her own part for cheating her from a promised movie.
The following day, they went to see a picture. On the third day they were preparing to leave for the pilgrim
town Tirupathi.
The event at the harbor appeared in all the newspapers. Although Kurmayya was unaware of it, someone took
a snapshot of his and the picture too appeared in papers. The mother and daughter were reading the account in
Andhra Patrika. Kurmayya lay awake. He heard the account as they read it aloud. He was nervous. Luckily, his
name was not mentioned. He avoided giving his name that day.
“How lucky that girl is!” admired Suramma. “Whoever he was that saved her must have been a brave one, and
a great soul to have jumped into the sea like that. Even a glimpse of such a pious man elevates one’s soul and
purifies one’s life. What is the use of living if once in a life time a man doesn’t do such a holy thing. Several are
others who neither serve themselves nor others. All they can achieve in life is nothing more than eating and
sleeping. A blot on the earth! I hate such men with neither manliness nor human values.”
After her well directed monologue, Suramma threw the newspaper sheets down and attacked Kurmayya who
was feigning sleep.
“Fill the belly and sleep—that is all you can do. A real royal way to stupidity. Did you hear it all? What a great
man he is! Have you ever contemplated such a brave act, any time? You do not care what befalls your own wife
and daughter. Do you care for others? It is more than enough for you if you are comfortable. You are so
hopelessly selfish.”
The daughter picked up the sheets of the newspaper and discovered the picture of her father in them. She
uttered a sharp cry and said:
“Mom, look here, father’s picture in the newspaper.” Kurmayya got up in a start as if some insect stung him
sharply. The mother said to her daughter:
“You are a confirmed stupid, Why should your father’s picture come in newspaper? For his handsomeness or
intelligence? Let me see.”
She snatched away the sheet from the girl’s hands. Under the picture was printed:
“The brave man who rescued the girl.”
“My God, good God! Is it all true?” wailed the lady. “Tell me, is it true that you jumped into the sea? Why
don’t you say something? I never knew you could swim? How did you learn it without my knowing about it?
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Good God! Have you any sense, any sense of responsibility, you obstinate idiot? If you died in the sea, what was
to happen to us in a strange place like this? Did you want us to become beggars in the streets? That is the way of
your crooked thinking. If you do not wish to look after us, poison and kill us. Then do what you like. You wish to
make me a butt of ridicule! You want people to say that I am a termagant and hence you had to kill yourself
jumping into the sea! You lived with me for so many years and now you do this! Is this why we came all the way
to this place? Enough of it, I shall never ask you again to take us anywhere on a holiday. I never could suspect that
you were so venomous and revengeful underneath your plain looks. Oh, I was happy that you at last decided to
take me to places. I believed you to be like any other husband of a wife, I never suspected you had such cruel and
wicked depths in you. After all, who was that girl? What was she to you? If that cursed girl fell into the sea, was
there no one else to rescue her? Were you the only man there? A curse upon your manliness, I say! Enough of all
this farce, let us go back home. Not a day more, we go this day. I am not born for pleasures, that is my fate. The
day on which I became your wife, the happy chapter ended in my life. If you survived the mishap, it is be-cause of
my good luck. And because of the good luck of my young daughter here. Considering your wicked, crooked,
hateful ways. you could have drawn your punishment by drowning there, I tell you. It is our good luck that saved
you. Look at him; I speak. The man does not even open his mouth to say anything. For all that I know, I may be
speaking to a wall rather than to a man. Are you not ashamed of what you did? Adding insult to injury, you pose
for a photograph and get it printed in news papers. How heartless! How cruel!”
Was there anything that Kurmayya could do against such a torrent? You just consider if there is any rhyme or
reason in this. What can it be other than the consequence of being born under a bad star?
245.192 Excerpt from The Legendary Crusader\fn{by Baba Prithvi Singh Azad (1892-after 1977)} Lalru, Mohali
District, Punjab State, India (M) 13
1
The motive force behind an individual’s existence is that sense of personal identity, technically described as
Ego, which integrates individual life and gives it the requisite élan. Even when the endeavor in later life is to
suppress the ego that endeavor itself is an indirect assertion of its presence. So I have perforce to have recourse to
a Capital “I” in relating the story of my eventful life, and it is the succeeding pages that will show how far, if at
all, I have succeeded in the conquest of my ego.
I come from a Bhati Rajput family of Lalru, a village on the main road, some 11 kilometers from Ambala in
what was then the real and undivided Punjab, the legendary land of five rivers. Ours was a poor family of tillers in
a locality that did not boast of any rich inhabitants and therefore there was some comfort in all being poor
together. However, the traditional ascendancy of Rajputs in the caste hierarchy brought to our family a measure of
social importance not quite consistent with our worldly possessions.
My grandfather, Arjun Singh, was the acknowledged chaudhari or head of the village, a distinction with a
concomitant responsibility to protect the weak and ensure justice between man and man. This responsibility he
could discharge successfully in a society in which physical prowess was an important factor of stability and my
grandfather and his three brothers were sturdy farmers and had the necessary physical strength to enforce
discipline in the village.
One of their pet aversions was the sight of an Englishman, which filled them with rage and occasionally led to
unpleasant incidents. The Punjab had been conquered by the British only a generation earlier, and it can well be
surmised that the complications were at least partially traceable to the insufferable arrogance of the new masters.
An anecdote will make this point clear. It so happened one day that one of my grandfather’s brothers, Nihal
Singh, was carrying their lunch to the fields where they were working. In true rustic fashion he had tied the small
bundle of chapatis at the end of a stout stick which was balanced over His shoulder. As he was passing through
the fields, he saw a group of Tomrnies out on shikar, scouring the fields as fancy led them, and treading the crop
under their feet. Drunk with power, the Tommies found the sight of my grand-uncle rather funny, and tried to be
fresh with him. Possibly they expected the simple peasant to submit sheepishly to their pranks, and were not
prepared for the reception they got. My grand-uncle met them with the stick on which he was carrying the lunch
and, after beating them black and blue, made good his escape.
This humiliation of the warriors of the ruling race created a hullabaloo, and all the young men of the village
were interrogated and manhandled by the police for many days. But such was the credit of our family with the
people that nobody disclosed the identity of the person involved.
1008

*
According to a time-honored Indian tradition a married girl has her first confinement at the house of her
parents. Being the first child in the family, therefore, I saw the light of day in my maternal grandfather’s village
on September 15, 1892. My mother, Chameli, was the daughter of a Chauhan Rajput family and had four brothers
well reputed for their strength and daring and very fond of manly sports. In accordance with the peculiar family
custom of Bhati Rajputs, I was christened at birth with water touched with a sword, a custom symbolic of the
martial past of the Rajputs and a wishful prognostication that the child would grow into a warrior knight and
would wield his sword for the protection of the weak.
My ancestors hailed from Jaisalmer, a tract in the inhospitable desert of Rajputana, and had to emigrate from
their birthplace nearly three hundred years earlier in one of the devastating famines which Rajputana has
continued to experience for centuries. Similar privation in the new settlement forced my father, Shadi Ram, to
leave Lalru and go elsewhere in search of a living, leaving my mother and his two children with his father. He
went to Burma, where his elder brother, Narain Singh, was a military police officer.
The decision to leave hearth and home was forced on him by continuous starvation, to ward off which he had
had to take a loan of thirty rupees from a money-lender; and that liability had increased to eight hundred rupees
through the relentless operation of compound interest. The loan was later on cleared by my father.
*
My father’s departure, though forced by circumstances, brought further privation upon the family consisting of
my mother and her two little sons. My grandfather was the only breadwinner now and had to put in superhuman
labor just to keep the wolf off the door. A large-hearted man, ever ready to grapple with difficulties and be of help
to others in spite of his meager resources, he had been affectionately given by the villagers the nickname
“Tungal”, a local variant of the Persian word which means opulent. In fact, his whole life exemplified the Persian
saying Tawangri ba-dil ast na bo-maal (Opulence consists in possessing a large heart, not a large property).
During those extremely difficult days he would get up early in the morning and go out in search of livelihood.
What long distance he trudged and what labors he put in will never be known, but he never returned without
something for us to eat. He obtained it through manual labor, and possibly even stole it at a pinch, but everybody
was sure that he had not begged for it. I still remember how he brought sometimes only a load of carrots, which
would be pounded and boiled for a meal.
His heroic battle against hunger has left an abiding impression upon me, although I was too young at the time
to comprehend the full significance of his efforts. In any case it is an exalting memory for me and I feel grateful
that my earliest education in life started in such a school of adversity and under such a teacher.
True to her name, Chameli (jasmine), my mother had a very sensitive mind which could not long remain
unaffected by the prolonged miseries through which we were passing. She succumbed to her internal sufferings in
a short time, and her shrouded corpse is one of my most poignant memories which haunts me for hours, whenever
I remember her.
*
I did not stay in Lalru much longer after losing my mother, because my grandfather and grandmother also did
not long survive her. But they were all the more considerate now to me and my younger brother, motherless as we
were, with our father struggling for survival in an alien land. The old couple became unusually indulgent, and
would not scold us even for grave misdemeanors, of which I was guilty fairly frequently. Lalru was a transit camp
for the British forces on their way from Ambala to Simla, and whenever the camp broke, children from the village
would flock to the camp site in search of things left by the tummies—knives, buttons, shoelaces, stationery and
small change.
One day I found a live cartridge and brought it home. I had heard that a cartridge explodes, and fires a bullet
under ignition. Ever curious for an experiment I surreptitiously threw the cartridge into the kitchen hearth in
which my grandmother was busy cooking food. There was a terrible bang, and the bullet hit the old lady in the
leg. A large crowd of neighbors rushed to our house on hearing the noise. I was thoroughly frightened and ran
away, to return only when the pangs of hunger became unbearable. What surprised me was that my grandparents
did not utter a single word of admonition.
On another occasion I had a mock tournament in archery with my younger brother, Deepati Singh. Our bows
were twigs tied with a string and our arrows were reeds with long acacia thorns at the end. With these mighty
weapons the two archers faced each other and released the arrows. My arrow pierced the abdomen of my brother,
who set up a tremendous roar.
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I pulled out the thorn somehow and ran away, to return under the compulsion of a famished belly as before.
Once again the old couple did not scold me, which shamed me all the more. In my heart of hearts I greatly
appreciated their kindness and did not wish at all to cause them any pain, but the childish exuberance continued to
land me into one scrape after another.
*
After the death of my grandparents, there was nobody to take care of us, so our maternal uncle came and took
us away to his village, Sarkpur-Tabar, on the banks of a stream. The village had no school, and boys had to go to
Raipur Rani for schooling, covering a distance of 16 kilometers both ways. That was considered too much to
travel for tender age children like us, with the result that what I gained in physical strength I lost on education,
and remained practically illiterate till the age of 10.
Instead of going to school I started looking after the fields and guarding the crops against wild beasts. I became
healthy, strong and daring, and a stranger to fear. As grazers of cattle, we boys found time enough to indulge in
manly sports, including riding unsaddled horses. These horses (mostly mares) were the ones that had strayed from
some nearby village, and such joy ride has stuck in my memory. Trotting hard the mare took a leap, but her
forelegs sank into a sandy tract, and I rolled down from her back and fell in front of her. The mare jumped with all
Her might over my prostrate body, leaving me alive to be able to write my story.
Another game very dear to my heart had to do with chasing one another on the trees. One boy would raise a
leg and throw a stick from under it with all his strength. Another boy would run to collect the stick and fetch it,
the interval being utilized by all other players to climb a tree. After depositing the stick at its original place, the
boy who had brought it back, would now run up the tree, chasing the others from branch to branch till succeeded
in catching one of them, who would then be subjected to the same ordeal as his predecessor.
One day, with the stick-chasers in hot pursuit, I jumped from branch to branch, going higher and higher up the
tree, till the branches became too slender to support my weight, and I tumbled down. Luckily, I did not suffer any
fracture, but the sharp end of a branch made a gash on my cheek which bled profusely. I still carry the scar on my
face.
Faction fights among cowboys from different villages were common occurrence and I still remember the
mighty thrashing I received from the rival faction once, having strayed into their part of the pasturage in a
moment of thoughtlessness. But I also remember how I collected my companions later on and gave bloody noses
and black eyes to so many of our rivals in a retaliatory attack.
Such was the early upbringing that I had instead of formal education in school. My maternal uncle was a
reputed shikari, and I learnt not only the ways but also the ethics of shikar from him. For example, he made it a
point of honor to pursue a wounded animal to the last against all odds, and that became an object-lesson for me. It
was from such an environment that I acquired the self-confidence to dare anything.
*
While my days were passing in this atmosphere of hard physical work and the satisfaction that it brought with
it, something happened which gave a new turn to our lives. Our mother and grandparents had passed away before
our very eyes, and about our father we were only vaguely aware that he was living and working in some foreign
country. One day, however, as we were herding our cattle on the banks of the stream, a man from Lalru came and
told us that a sum of one hundred rupees had been received by money order from our father for us.
A hundred rupees was an amount literally beyond our imagination at that time, since we had never touched or
seen more than a few coppers on festive occasions. It turned out that my father, who had gone to Burma many
years before, had tried to get into Government employment with the help of his elder brother, but the concerned
officer had failed to turn up to interview him. This had happened thrice in succession and, in a huff, my father
decided to leave Government service alone.
His decision annoyed my uncle and there was tension between the two for a number of years. An illiterate
farmer, ignorant of any business except tilling and looking after cattle, my father borrowed money, purchased
some milch cows, and became a modest dairy farmer supplying milk mostly to the Indian army personnel. Milk
not being very popular with the local inhabitants, the Indians had been finding it difficult to get it, and as my
father came to fulfill an acutely felt want, he became popular with his customers, and his business prospered at a
fast pace.
In a short time he had a large herd of cows and a larger flock of sheep and goats, and had to hire a jungle tract
for grazing them. Having come into his own, he made up with his brother, who had remained a bachelor, and
suggested that he should go home on long leave, get married and bring back both his nephews with him. It was
interesting to learn that my father had a diary of his own and a large herd of cattle.
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The uncle found us in a jacket and loin-cloth. He got us each a new suit of clothes and we looked
metamorphosed. He put us to school. I was ten. We were both taller than all other students. And yet we felt so
small. It was a single-teacher and single-room school. It was an ordeal to stay indoors for five hours a day, and I
felt cribbed, cabined and confined. It made me very unhappy [to be] in the new surroundings. Even now my
nature revolts against the unnatural way of educating children.
My days at school were, however, cut short. Unluckily for me, my uncle got married before long. I was one of
the party and had, for once, the privilege of eating sweets to my heart’s content.
*
After the marriage, we left for Burma. It was the first journey I ever had by rail which was, however, a very
familiar sight. The journey was long and took us two days to reach Calcutta. My uncle traveled in uniform in the
third class. We had almost a monopoly of a compartment, for common people would shy away in his presence.
The seats were, however, narrow and hard. Sometimes, we rolled down the seats when we turned sideward in
sleep.
At Calcutta, the uncle took us to the zoo. We enjoyed the trip. What else we saw, I do not remember. We then
took ship for Rangoon.
It was a splendid sight—the steamer tearing its way through water. A few deaths occurred during the voyage.
We were quarantined in an off-island at Rangoon for about a week. Then we took a launch for Monewa along the
Chindwin river. Thick forests and hills lay all along the route which had many a turn. It was a rare sight and very
picturesque. I wished it could last longer than three days. At last we landed on Burmese soil.
Burma was. then a part of India. After landing we made for the police lines. My uncle was a polo player, and
he had come back after marriage. His friends were many and they came one after another to greet him. We were
done up and felt sleepy, but no beds were made for us. So we dozed, heard and saw dimly in the candlelight who
these visitors were. They told my uncle of the events that had taken place during his absence. In the course of
inquiries made and news retailed, I gathered from what I heard that Shadi Ram was dead.
Who could this Shadi Ram be except my father?
Then, that person was no more!
Tears flooded my eyes. I felt too deeply wretched and miserable that I could not cry. I could not ask how that
had happened. I only suffered in quiet agony. Grave anxiety overwhelmed me. Sleep departed from my eyes. A
hundred fears assailed my mind.
One by one, the visitors retired. My Uncle got up and shook us by the arm to get up and to move out to another
place for rest; though we were in a state of shock we went. As we descended the steps, my foot slipped and I
rolled down 30 of them. I fell on the floor with a thud. My uncle’s bag that I was carrying served as a cushion and
saved my head from breaking. It was a miracle that amused my uncle.
We left the police lines and moved towards the Cantonment. My uncle halted there and sent us along with an
escort. At a distance of a mile, we came to an unpretentious house and went in. We were introduced to the resident
as sons of a subedar who were out for a walk. We were served hot and sweet milk.
After about an hour, my uncle turned up. He introduced us to the man who was Shadi Ram, our father himself!
My joy knew no bounds. At long last, we had found and met our father. A myth had become a reality. We had
come to a new home, and were united with our father as if with both our parents.
*
Our father had made plenty of money. He owned sixty cows and three hundred sheep and goats. He engaged
no domestic servant. He cooked his own meals even as he kept his own accounts. He was true to his word and
honest of purpose. His life was an open book to me. His industry, his sincerity and his friendliness made me love
and honor him more than ever and follow him as my preceptor.
Our house was built far away from town, and a jungle was not far off. It was infested with wild animals which
occasionally made inroads on our house at night. The house had a big yard and a thorny fence all round. We kept
a big dog which we called Kulu. I fed him well and looked after him with care. He accompanied me on my strolls
occasionally in the evenings in the jungle. I could wield a spear and carried it with me in the event of a possible
encounter.
In the neighborhood there were pools of stagnant water which bred mosquitoes. We never had any experience
to live in such surroundings: We succumbed to their malignant bite and fell ill, but mercifully turn by turn.
Otherwise who was there to attend on us?
When we felt at home in the new place, my father, who was himself illiterate like all the members of the
Pharya family, posed me a question: would you like to tend cattle or go to school?
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I was used to the former vocation. It was so easy for me. And education was not a family accomplishment. And
yet, I preferred to go to school. I cannot say why I chose to do so. My younger brother also showed the same
preference.
We were admitted to the Mission school at a distance of twelve furlongs from our house. English and Burmese
were the media of instruction. I found learning very interesting. My memory was good, so I made rapid progress.
We attended the school in the daytime and assisted our father in domestic matters. I had no time for games and
sports. Consequently I made few social contacts with my peers. In my spare hours I would learn my mothertongue, and go to a friend of my father’s for help in my lessons.
There were two temples in our neighborhood, one was Hindu and the other Sikh. We visited both. Religion
infused in me the spirit of reverence for and devotion to whatever is solemn, sacred, high and noble. In our
school, they instructed us in Christianity, which made a deep impression on me and I learned to treat all religions
with respect. This triple influence disciplined my mind and developed in me a sense of tolerance and selfrestraint; I feel grateful for these traits in me.
My brother went to school with me but before long he dropped out. He was much too grown-up to pull on with
kids half his age and strength. He took, however, a greater interest in dairy work. Now he began to assist father as
a whole-timer. This relieved me of dairy work altogether.
*
I became more devoted to studies. Once in an English reader, we read a poem by Sir Walter Scott as under:
My Native Land
Breathes there the man
With soul so dead
Who ne’er to himself hath said,
“This is my own my native land.”
Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned,
As home his footsteps he hath turned
From wandering on a foreign land.
If such there breathes, go, mark him well,
For him no minstrel raptures well
High though his titles,
Proud his name,
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim,
Despite those titles, power and pelf,
The wretch, concentrated all in self,
Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
And, doubly dying, shall go down
To the wild dust from whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonoured and unsung.

We liked it very much for its patriotic fervor. We were asked to commit it to memory. The more often I
repeated it, the deeper it stirred the inner chords of my heart. It gave a new direction to my emotional
development and the reaction of the Chopai in Ramayana strengthened my love for Matru Bhumi.
Rama was offered the Kingdom of Lanka. The reaction of Rama was:
“I can’t think of having abode in heaven in preference to my beloved land of Ayodhya.”
I began to take increasing interest in my own country. Books, other than textbooks, were not available in
English or Burmese. I applied myself to the intensive study of Hindustani in Urdu or Persian script. A friend of
my father’s was a havaldar (head constable). He knew Urdu well. I picked up a lot under his guidance. In a few
months’ time I could read simple small books and newspapers from Delhi or the United Provinces. The havaldar
too took interest in my readings and got me more and more books to read. Our acquaintances in the police and the
army used to receive newspapers and kept themselves abreast of the times.
My uncle’s house became occasionally a meeting place. He had risen high and was very sociable. They talked
of many things, mainly about political events. I had to look to their comforts and was often present in their talks
as an unobtrusive, but alert, interested listener. Sometimes I took courage to ask the company to elucidate certain
points, which they did to satisfy my boyish curiosity. Their discussions were lively and sometimes I found them
instructive.

1012

My memory now serves me better. Newspapers reflected, like a looking-glass, the outstanding events of the
world. The Russo-Japanese War of 1905, the Boer War in Africa, the swadeshi movement, unrest in Bengal, the
exile of Lajpat Rai, the arrest of Lokmanya Bal Gangadhar Tilak and his deportation to Mandalay were stirring
events that kindled my imagination and sent it soaring above. I could not understand it all but I felt the tingling of
blood in my veins.
Then came floating in the air the favorite and popular song of Banke Dayal, Pagri Sambhal Jata (Watch Thy
Turban, O Jat). We read it, we sang it, we were amused by it and were enraptured by it.
*
My emotional development had a religious dimension too. My father had a religious bent of mind. Once he
spoke with fervor on the marvelous potency of Ram nam (God’s name). It caught my fancy. I made it a rule to
meditate on Ram nam, beside the nearby tank, in the evening after my return from school and after taking some
refreshment. I had heard of wild animals coming to the tank for a drink. But I had acquired a strong faith in the
protective power of Ram nam.
“The devotees of God,” according to the traditional belief, “are protected by God himself.”
Fortified in the belief, I sat with eyes closed, repeating God’s name in my mind. Sometimes I seemed to
apprehend, of course, with eyes closed, that a powerful saint with a white flowing beard stood beside me with
right hand resting on my head in benediction.
My father was very hospitable to religious mendicants and ascetics, particularly Buddhist monks who were
frequent visitors to our house. It was a matter of pleasure to me to serve them. Once they told me the story of
Siddharth, how he fasted and did penance for months and years together and then got Enlightenment and became
the Buddha. This idea, too, electrified my mind.
*
One day I walked into the neighboring woods, went up a hill and took my seat on a rock. I closed my eyes and
fell into deep meditation. The evening came on. I felt hungry and thirsty but did not know what to do and though
uneasy, I sat on. Suddenly a voice shouted:
“Who are you here? And what are you doing?”
A wood-cutter he was, in search of dry wood to make his living. He was amazed to find me in this posture. He
could not believe his eyes, but made bold to shout at me. I explained myself but could not convince him of my
intention. He thought I was one out of my wits, if not a ghost.
He asked my father’s name. When he learnt it, he felt intrigued. He told me that he had seen my uncle only
shortly before. He was in search of something with a police escort. It filled me with misgivings. I was already
feeling uneasy for want of food and drink. Now I left my seat and wended my way home. At the edge of the
jungle, I saw a group of boys who, recognized me from afar and came running towards me. They caught hold of
me and carried me on their shoulders all the way home. They asked me a thousand questions and laughed at my
Buddhistic idiocy!
When I was found missing, everybody was distress. My father made anxious inquiries allover the town but, got
no clue as to my whereabouts. A boy had been murdered some time before, and his dead body was recovered from
the jungle. Such a fear filled his mind. He went to the police station and lodged a complaint. The police took him
to task for it. He must have, they argued, thrashed his boy so savagely as to drive him away from home.
The poor father looked for my dead body in the stream, in the dry channels and in deserted places, but in vain.
He returned home and was in mental agony when joyful shoutings of my schoolmates shook him out of himself.
He bombarded me with questions. I told him the whole story truthfully. The wood-cutter, too, appeared, in a
dramatic way, and bore me out.
I do not remember what impression it made on my father’s mind, but it had singled me out from my peers as
somewhat above them. The Buddhist monks lionized me. They began to preach to me the higher vision of their
religion.
*
I felt I was cut out for better things. This self-conceit estranged me from my classmates. I looked more at the
clouds and stars than at my friends. Their ways I could no longer appreciate. They played, loved and laughed but I
felt it all so childish, so inane! They married in time and entered some profession and were swallowed up by the
life-stream.
I was 15 then. The Burmese girls did not attract me even though they would try to win me over. I was not in a
hurry for job. I found nothing to hold on to. I thought I must go back to Punjab. But I could not dare ask my
father’s permission. When, however, I dared to broach my intention to him, he was struck dumb. My brother felt
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unhappy. Where shall I stay at my village, and with whom? What would be my plan and programme? I could not
answer the questions they asked; they found me obdurate.
Some Punjabi soldiers were proceeding on leave. My father knew some of them. Unhappy as he was at my
obstinacy, with a heavy heart he permitted me to sail back for home. All friends and relations came to see me and
gave me a hearty send-off.
*
So I sailed back to the Punjab with the soldiers going on leave. It took us about three days to reach there. As
third-class passengers, we had to ease ourselves in doorless or screenless latrines. It set my nerves on edge and I
simply could not move my bowels. For three days I had to abstain from food. It was a physical ordeal, nay a
torture, but I went through it.
At Calcutta, we went sightseeing and then we boarded a train for Punjab. I detrained at Ambala and hired a
tonga for Lalru where I was dropped outside the village. I carried the box on my head and a small bedding under
my arm.
But I did not know where to go. I had stayed in Burma for six years. I had grown up in size and bulk. As I
passed through one lane after another, nobody seemed to know me. Makhmal Singh, an uncle of mine, failed to
recognize me. My uncle Nallain Singh who had taken me to Burma also took time to do so. I was so bewildered.
Then I thought of my father and younger brother from whom I had parted for the sheer love of my native
place. What was that which had urged me to come to that place? Was it the house or the village that had exercised
some invisible charm on me?
The house was dark and dingy. The village was dirty and unsanitary. The people were strangers to me. When I
listened to the recitation in quatrains from the Ramayana given to me at Thakurdwar in Burma, I felt like Rama
scorning the price of the Lanka of Gold and returning to Ayodhya. Was this the Ayodhya for which I had forsaken
my father’s roof?
My love for my native land seemed humbled. The villagers would have laughed at me if I had told them that I
had exchanged the prosperity of Burma for the poverty of my village. Who could credit me with sanity? I felt
deeply disillusioned, and small. Nobody seemed to appreciate my sentiment. I felt so lonely so forlorn. The lads
of my village had no such idea. They could not talk like that. My political understanding and experience I could
not share with them. Nobody read newspapers, nobody talked politics. I had grown politically mature but here
political development of mind was unknown. I was in a way too old for my age. I was indeed a misfit.
*
I joined the mission school at Ambala city. The son of the Ziledar was already a student there. We two became
companions and went and came back together. I had done six grades in Burma. Had I done seven grades, I would
have been considered a matriculate. I should have, therefore, been placed in the ninth class in a Punjab Secondary
School. But they would not take me in the eighth class nor in the seventh but in the sixth.
That was atrocious. How could I be rated so low for not knowing Urdu so well? My English was good. The
Headmaster and the Class Teacher were impressed with my ability. But Urdu was the hitch. At last, I agreed to
join the sixth class on condition that I would take special examination every quarter and, if successful, would be
promoted to the next higher class. In this way, I could get promotion every quarter. I was too old for the class to
which I was admitted. I could not be happy in the company of my classmates nor could I play games with them. I
appeared to be a square peg in a round hole.
I made, however, the acquaintance of two boys of my age: one was Hansraj and other Teg Singh Burail: the
former belonged to the family of Chaudhrys and the latter to the Thakurs. I earned my promotions within the
academic year and made rapid progress. I passed the sixth and seventh classes.
*
Our country made rapid political progress in those days. The Arya Samaj movement made a big headway in
the Punjab in the year 1907-08. Whoever styled himself as a patriot and hated the English was known as an Arya
Samajist. Hundreds of Arya Samajists used to meet in special conferences and anniversaries. Arya Samajist
preachers delivered talks on patriotism and political matters. Bhajaniks sang songs of national devotion. They
exhorted the youth to serve the country and make sacrifices for its cause. They called upon the youth to lead a life
of self-denial and dedication.
One of them, I remember, advised us to forswear song and dance, which they thought weakened the moral
fiber of the youth. It was in these professions that low class women used to sing and dance for their rich patrons
who had a natural weakness for both. I made up my mind to deny myself both. It was in 1931 that I saw for the
first time a picture. It was in Soviet Russia which screened a historical event of great importance.
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Love for my country and hatred of the English developed in me like twin sentiments. In those days, wandering
bhats (minstrels) used to sing heroic ballads of Rajput chivalry. They came all the way from Rajputana and eked
out a pittance in the streets of the villages and towns of the Punjab. They told stirring tales of battles of long ago.
They filled my mind with vague yearnings. They shook my being to its depths and made me feel uneasy. I did not
know what to do. Sometimes, I would retire into loneliness and betake myself to the lonely woods.
One day our Urdu teacher asked us to write an essay on the war between Russia and Japan. I had already read
an account of the war in a newspaper in Burma as I had read of the Boer War in South Africa and of political
events in India itself. I found that they had produced some emotional impact on the mind of the common people
here. Japan was now the rising star of the East. Patriots began to look to Japan for inspiration. She came to be
regarded as a leader of countries struggling for political freedom.
I wrote an essay applauding the heroism of the Japanese. But I drew a moral: if the short-statured people of
Japan can beat the Russian bears, could not the brave people of India push a handful of English out of India and
win freedom for themselves? When I drew the parallel, I was ignorant of the lack of patriotic sentiment and
timidity in my countrymen.
The maulavi, my teacher, underlined these words of mine with a red pencil and also made a side line against
the passage. He made no comment in writing. But later on he warned me against such views saying that I would
rue forever. He tried to strike fear in my heart. So did my seniors in the school.
If they had put it properly and called these sentiments premature, I might have thought better of them. But I
was not to be frightened into submissiveness. The headmaster, too, came to know of my view which I held firmly.
He threatened to hold up my progress.
I took a leaving certificate and migrated with the help of a friend to a middle school at Rajpura. But there was
no high school. I could not continue my studies there beyond the eighth class. Nor was I prepared to go back to
Ambala and live in the same environment.
I was in a fix then. I had been in the Punjab for two years by this time. I was filled with patriotism but found
the feeling rather absent among the youth. I could not meet anybody who could appreciate my feelings and put me
on the right track.
*
It was then that my monthly allowance from Burma ceased to come. I could not live on air, nor could I
continue my education. I learnt that a disease had broken out among our cattle in Burma, and had carried off
hundreds of cows, goats and sheep. Our dairy farm was ruined. My father had taken this heavy loss to heart and
had fallen ill.
The news filled me with consternation. I had no business to stay on back here. I left Punjab again, for Burma. I
found my father had recovered from illness but the financial loss had left him utterly helpless. He could not give
me any monetary help. He advised me to go back to the Punjab to sell off land and continue my education.
His advice made little appeal to me. What use was this education to me? I argued with myself. I was not one to
seek a job under the alien government. What other significance could further education have for me? I was
dreaming of political liberation of India, but I had no leader, no comrade, no definite line of action, no concrete
plan and no programme. What course of action or what particular activity should I adopt or participate in to
realize my dream? I was in a fix again.
Financial straits drove me back, not to continue further education but to seek work to earn my living. I would
not be a soldier, for soldiers were mercenaries and were assisting their British masters to reduce and enslave other
countries, killing thousands of them in their struggle for survival. The railway employees were growing rich by
fair means or foul. They were corrupt and unscrupulous. I would not be a railwayman either.
I thought, however, better of the police. I thought, in my innocence, that they protected the common people
from robbers and dacoits. They were friends of the people, I then believed. A friend of mine to whom I expressed
my desire took me to a police officer who was an Englishman. He was pleased with me for my impressive
physical formation. I was selected after a short test. I was given a warrant to join the Police Training School at
Mandalay on an allowance of 40 rupees per mensem.
I was delighted at the prospect of being trained to seize robbers and dacoits. I went to my father to seek his
formal permission and to ask for his blessings. But he felt pained at this. The police service, he warned me, pushes
one rather low. The policeman, generally, releases the guilty persons who can pay for it and seizes the innocent in
their stead.
I could not verify for myself his views of the police. It was, however, enough for me to know that he did not
approve of my choice. Consequently, I refused to proceed to Mandalay for training in police service.
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I thought of some other opening. Again, a friend came to my rescue. He got me a clerk’s job in a post office.
This, however, met with my father’s approval.
*
I began to earn my living. I had enough and to spare. I found a place for myself in society, but my mind was
still uneasy. My imagination wandered in vain on the borders of my regional knowledge. When I was a student of
a mission school at Moneva, I had a large number of friends who were my peers around me. But now on my
return from the Punjab, the old ties were loosened. My cold indifference cooled off friendly warmth. My eyes
searched for a familiar face in vain.
I became more of an introvert. My social contacts ceased. Even my father felt worried on my account.
“Though he is staying with us and having a job of his own,” he was heard saying one day to his companions,
“he will not stick to a place for long.”
I was a meat-eater and had hunting for a hobby even in my early days. In Burma, too, I must have killed and
eaten many a he-goat and many a cock. Once in those days, I caught hold of three cocks by the neck with the right
hand, pressed them tight and then gave them such a vigorous jerk that three bodies were severed from their necks
which remained held fast in my grip. The bodies, fluttered and rolled as if in terrible agony. The sight was not new
to me, but this time it made an unusual impact on me. It filled me for the first time with pity for them and with a
sense of sin and remorse for myself.
I covered their bodies with a basket placed downward, drew a sheet on myself and went to bed on empty
stomach. At meal-time my father found things undone. He did not wake me. He thought I might turn an ascetic
and leave home. He had now misgivings about me to worry him. It was suggested to him by a friend that if I were
married off, there would be an end to my troubles. I began to ridicule the suggestion.
I began, however, to plan an escape; for I felt no longer at home in the threatening situation. But where shall I
go? My mind was clouded and no ray of light seemed to llght it up.
*
At last, I thought of going to America. While in the Punjab I had heard of young Indians going to America,
getting jobs there in the land of dollars and also receiving education in leisure hours. So I made up my mind to
leave this place under some excuse.
I used to keep family accounts and had, therefore, some money in hand. I took out a sum of rupees hundred
and left my home telling father that I was off to see a friend of mine in a village nearby. On the contrary, I made
my way to Rangoon, fearing all the while that it was a leap in the dark.
But the rebel in me goaded me on to the USA, the land of opportunity and where all the world revolutionaries
had been planning to organise the people for their salvation. I would find work there and pay for my education.
This very thought cheered me greatly.
On my way, I met many an Indian youth who had migrated to Burma in search of jobs. Some of them would
have liked to make friends with me. But I had little in common with them. I was out, not to earn my livelihood,
but to go to America, the land of plenty and freedom, haven for revolutionaries of the world. I was bound for this
land of the Pilgrim Fathers. Was I not a pilgrim myself?
When I reached the port, a boat was about to sail for Penang. I bought a ticket and waited for its departure. As I
sat alone, my thoughts wandered back to Moneva, to my father and brother. I had left them utterly ignorant of my
intentions. When I failed to return to them, what doubts and fears would assail them? What frantic efforts would
they make to trace me?
Yes, they would again inform the police, and send letters to friends far and near. I was lost in these thoughts
when a policeman came and sat beside me. He read my face and, like an experienced sleuth, detected a runaway
in me. But he was kind and sweet, and gained my confidence in no time. Like an uncle, he reasoned with me and
hinted at the unhappy consequences of rash adventures in foreign lands of ones like me, falling among thugs and
crooks.
But I was determined and adamant. He, however, bade me farewell, like an elderly relation, with words of
cheers and caution. Even as I write these line, his person seems to rise again before my mind’s eye wishing me his
best on my escapade.
*
I heard a ship was bound for Hong Kong. I hastened to be on it.
There were already in the ship about 1500 souls including a few Indians, besides myself. All the three decks
were overcrowded. I went to the top and took my seat there. A few other Indians joined me.
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The ship sailed off. It was a six days’ voyage. The rains had set in and the waves rose high. We got jerks and
shakings. Some of us became seasick and started vomiting. It was nauseating all round. The filth was hellish.
Sanitation was nobody’s concern, much less mine.
On the fourth day, a terrible storm overtook us.. It tossed the ship, which threatened to turn upside and on the
brink of sinking. The Chinese passengers who were ill or awfully reduced began to collapse in large numbers. The
crew carried their dead bodies to the top, and from there threw them overboard. It was a depressing sight. I was
not used to it. It struck me dumb.
Vague feelings and apprehensions filled my mind. My deck-mates who were Indians were carried off by high
and furious waves. I was left alone. I folded my bedding, put it on the box and sat on it. I would catch hold of a
deck rope and hold it tight for life, when the waves struck. Death stood before me, pointing its finger at me.
“Is this going to be the end of me?” I asked myself.
I had left my father and brother of my own accord. Their figures rose before my nrind with a look of
disapproval. It was my own doing.
“I must now face the music,” I challenged myself.
The captain warned us against hoping against hope. But there was no alternative, no escape. We acquiesced in
our imminent fate for 13 days. Our fate hung in the balance, hovering between life and death. We had nothing to
eat for four days together. The body endured the strain, but got broken. I had no strength left to walk, to get down
or to move out, when the ship touched the coast at Hong Kong.
*
The landscape was, however, very beautiful. The hills as well as the buildings presented a fascinating sight.
Before we could move off from our seats, the Chinese clambered up the ship and surrounded us on all sides. They
had many eatables to sell us, cooked foods and sweet ripe fruits. I chose the latter. The sweet juices stimulated
new life in me. I felt so refreshed; my legs could now carry me out of the ship.
I followed other fellow-Indians out. We made our way to a gurudwara which the Sikhs and Hindus, residents
of Hong Kong, had built together. There the Indians of all castes and creeds were welcomed and lodged, free of
rent. Families were allotted separate rooms but others were put together in a hall. I joined the larger company, and
got a seat in the hall. It was summer and the evening was hot. We slept in the courtyard in the open.
In the morning, I found the lock of my box picked and the sum of 65 rupees, all that was left of the
misappropriated sum of a hundred rupees, gone! The thief, however, must have been considerate for he spared me
five rupees from his rich booty. That was a great consolation; otherwise I would have been stranded penniless. I
began, however, to look for the thief and found him out at last.
I made, however, a mistake in taking him to the police station. There he denied what he had orally admitted in
the precincts of the holy gurudwara. I had no evidence to bear me out. Consequently, he was let off, and I was
worse off for it. And I thought,
“What can I do now? For how long can I live On a petty sum of five rupees.” There was no job on hand. It will
take me time to find one.
At Hong Kong I met two young men who had come from the D.A.V. College, Lahore, Punjab. One of them
was called Balwant Singh. He, too, was a runaway like me. He also had lost his bearings and was uncertain of his
goal. But he was full of enthusiasm. He had a sweet voice and was blessed with the gift of singing. His song
vibrated with a passion for national liberty. He would tread the same path on which I had lost myself. We
discovered kinship between us and came near to each other.
The other companion was Piarelal. He had money enough to go to America but he wanted the Western type of
dress and I spared mine for him. Balwant Singh had no job or work to do. I shared my food with him and we
could take only one meal a day. He used to sing patriotic songs for the company in the gurudwara and we talked
politics. The police came to know of our activities. I became a suspect.
We began to starve. Some friends would invite us to meals, and that was the saving grace. In the meantime,
Balwant Singh got an opportunity and left for America.
I was left alone. Indian soldiers used to attend the gurudwara on Sundays in large numbers. They came to
know me. They persuaded me to take meals with them in their mess which was at a distance of six miles. This
was not a small mercy. I began to take meals with them. The rest of the time I was free as a lark.
*
I wandered through the streets of Hong Kong, for I had nothing better to do. Once I came across a heap of long
hair cut off from many a Chinese head. I was puzzled at the sight. When I came to know of the cause, I was
simply amazed.
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The Chinese were then ruled by the Manchu dynasty. Their kings were great tyrants who compelled their
people to keep long hair. In course of time, discontent grew among the people who found a leader in Dr. Sun YatSen. He mobilized public opinion and hatched a plot. One night all men got their long hair cut off and deposited it
on the crossings nearby. Heaps of hair lay all over the city and all men were found hairless next morning. It was a
sight for the political gods to see!
The king was Chinese, I thought to myself, the police were Chinese, the detectives were Chinese, and yet not a
soul had given away the secret of the general massacre of the long hair! If the Chinese could conspire against their
own king for his tyranny, why could not the Indians act in a similar manner against their foreign rulers, who
belonged to a different race and spoke a different language?
Thus, I mused to myself, and then talked it out with my compatriots. They pointed out the flaw in my a
argument. The Chinese were, it was pointed out, a sovereign people. They still possessed the strength of character
which the Indians had lost through generations of political bondage. We Indians were selfish and weak, with no
guts to act and suffer together.
Now I began to think better of the Chinese. The first impression I had got of them was rather unflattering.
During several voyages I had found them dirty and timid. Now I corrected my prejudice against them. The
medium of instruction both in schools and colleges in Hong Kong was English; I could, therefore, communicate
with them in English and discuss politics with them. I learnt from them that many Chinese lived in America and
were doing well there. They were interested in the all-round progress of their motherland and were doing
something for the political uplift and unity of their people.
This knowledge about Chinese patriotism won my admiration. I thought the Indians in the USA also could do
something for their own motherland. I too would go and work for the political salvation of my country from there.
Something was leading me on somewhere. I did not know what it was goading me. I would, however, do the best
I could for my countrymen.
I tried to be useful to those who happened to stay at the gurudwara. They got naturally interested in me. Once I
came across one Balwant Singh. He lived somewhere in China. He had given up his job there and had come to
Hong Kong from the mainland, with a view to proceeding to America to make more money, he said. I found him a
noble soul who was a patriot to the core. We became intimate friends.
*
Through his help I reached Manila, the Philippine Islands, which was in those days a USA protectorate and
found the atmosphere congenial. I freely mixed with the Indians there and we had open discussion with them on
the political destiny of both the peoples. I took a keen interest in newspapers and articles on political topics. I
attended political meetings and heard their speeches. This was the political education I received on the island.
Once I heard a young man on the public platform. One of his remarks I still remember:
“There must be booming guns behind the arguments, then only the arguments count.”
In the free atmosphere of Manila, the people’s leaders were outspoken. I drew near to them. They appreciated
my views and sympathized with my dreams. They even helped me with money. With their help I paid Balwant
Singh back what he had spent on me.
In Manila, Indians from different parts of the country followed different professions. The Punjabis, for
instance, were engaged as watchmen at factories and godowns. They also hawked goods in the countryside
carrying a pack on their backs. Some rich Sindhis dealt in silk.
I became a hawker and sold goods in the rural areas. In two months’ time, I paid off my debts. It is said that the
man who shouts sells berries. I sold cloth by hawking around and I got popularity into the bargain.
*
Once I was passing through a village along with three Sikhs. The urchins began to tease them and to mishandle
their headdress. As a result, they got a thrashing from us. They ran back crying and returned with a policeman. He
was a well-built, strong man. He started beating my friends with his club. At this, I snatched away his weapon. He
whistled loudly in distress, fearing retaliation. At this, three more policemen appeared, each threatening me with a
club. At the instigation of the first policeman, all the three fell upon me. I had to defend myself. I had once been
adept in the play of stick (gatka). I warded off their blows and succeeded in giving them a few.
My companions did not take part in the skirmish. They simply looked on. Quite a crowd gathered around us.
The policemen had no gun with them. I had, therefore, no fear of being shot. But if the crowd rushed at me at the
cry of the policemen, I might be torn to pieces.
This fear seized me. I could not run in any safe direction. The only way in which safety lay was to offer myself
to be taken to the police station. The policemen agreed and we went there. There I told the whole story in English
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to the man in charge. He put me behind the bars and put one of them with an axe on duty to keep a watch on me.
At night only we two were at the station. Again and again the man with the axe would come near me and threaten
to slaughter me with his axe. I would simply laugh loudly at this and say:
“I have already given you a licking with your own club. If you go further, I shall cut you to pieces with your
own axe.” This dialogue went on for hours.
It was a small village. The news spread like wildfire. The headman also learnt it. He had a son who was a
student at a college in Manila. Luckily, he was back in his village on that very day. The headman told his son that
a young Indian had been in a lock-up since that evening. He had better interview me and also carry some food for
me. He called on me at about 10. I was taken out, and I narrated the same story again and referred to the boys and
the people as my witnesses.
In the meantime, my Sikh friends who had escaped the notice of the police went back to Manila and told my
friends all about the case. One of them was Barkat Ullah Khan, a Rajput of Halwara village. He engaged a lawyer
and wired. The station in-charge was coming there in pursuance of the case. The police became jittery about
keeping me in their custody. They could not produce a single witness. They now thought of compounding the
case. On the arrival of Ch. Barkat Ullah Khan and his lawyer, a compromise was arrived at. We took our meals
together and parted as friends.
*
Two more incidents happened to me as a vendor of cloth in the rural area roundabout Manila. On another
occasion, too, a Sikh young man accompanied me. The hill-folk lived in scattered villages. We visited one on our
round. My young friend was too young to have grown hair on the upper lip. But he wore long hair on the head.
We passed by a bevy of village damsels. They mistook my friend for a girl in disguise and me for her kidnapper.
They held him and took off his turban. The long hair was girlish. Their suspicion grew stronger. What could be
the motive for the disguise? They literally carried off my companion and dragged him into a house. They removed
his garments one after another, and lo and behold! they found him masculine! They left him alone to dress himself
again and ran out giggling after a refreshing observation! You can well imagine my first laughing in my sleeves
and then loudly to the mortification of the village Amazons! They however, happened to be sports. They gathered
the village lads around them and treated us all generously to a repast like kind hosts.
In the next trip also, my companion was a Punjabi Sikh. We had each a heavy pack of cloth: over 80 pounds in
weight. We left Manila by steamer and landed at a village port. We had brisk sales and went on to another village
island. There also, we sold cloth at fancy rates. Then we pushed on to a third village and there by evening we
disposed of half the pack, but our packets were heavy with silver. The villagers knew of our fat purses. If we
stayed there for the night we feared of being robbed. So, we left the village.
Some villager tried to dissuade us from proceeding along through the jungle infested with wild beasts. But we
apprehended greater danger at the hands of men than from animals. We showed them our pistols (toy ones) that
would frighten away wild animals and walked off.
After some time we lost our way. It was already dark and the clouds made it even darker. In all directions the
position was the same. We saw no lights or any far-off village. We, however, pushed on. But we got tired for we
were carrying each a heavy load. We felt hungry and thirsty. We had remembered to take with us a tin of
condensed milk. This went a long way in replenishing our losing strength. But our groping in the dark continued.
We talked and reassured each other.
At last we heard the barking of dogs. We turned in that direction. Soon we saw village lights. At that sight, we
heaved a sign of relief. It must have been about midnight then. The dogs proclaimed our arrival by a chorus of
barks. A watchman appeared. He asked us something in his own language and I replied in English. Neither could
understand the other. He then beckoned us to follow him and most faithfully we did so. We halted before a big
house, to which he had led us. The owner was awakened. He opened the door and took us in. He woke up his wife
also. There was no one else with them. They were both young, well-bred and cultured. We were feeling hungry
and thirsty. They gave us water to drink, food to eat and a place to rest for the night.
The next morning we left the village with a deep sense of gratitude. We traveled in a boat to the village harbor
whence we could proceed straight to Manila.
*
On the way, a storm arose and rocked our boat. The sailor lost all hope and fell into despair. The high, waves
carried us before them and threw the boat at last on a wild island. We tied the boat to a tree and made for the
village in sight for food and drink. The people were gathered at a fair and we got enough to eat and drink. And,
what is more, we sold out the remaining pieces of cloth.
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At a fair, we have sometimes a wrestler’s show which people are fond of watching and enjoying. The islanders
were having wrestling matches between cocks of the strongest mettle. Small knives were tied to their claws to
strike each other with deadly effect. There were cocks and cocks on parade. Their owners were in their gala day
dresses. And there were sports fans all around by the thousand. The judges were old veterans well-versed in the
chronicle of such events.
The show began. The rivals would spring at each other and deal slashing blows. They fell in mortal agony and
the spectators applauded. If a cock left the arena and fled for life the people clapped. Some were busy betting,
winning or losing large sums.
*
After the fair we rowed back to Manila. We had heard earlier of a ship Minnesota which was to leave for
America by the end of the year 1912 in a month’s time.\fn{ This would make the author 20 years old:H } It was 35,000
tons in weight. All the Indians who had been looking forward to such an opportunity got their passages booked.
Some of my friends persuaded me to avail myself of the golden chance.
But I had not the means. In a month’s time I made some money by living rather thriftily. I could, therefore, buy
what I required. But I had to possess a sum of fifty dollars to enable me to land on American soil. This sum I
could not raise. At last, my friends raised a fund and pulled me out of Manila along with them and we made a
jolly company of 50 young adventurers.
*
It took us a month to reach the States. Life during the voyage was a round of delightful activities. I kept the
accounts of the company. I was their spokesman for I knew both English and Spanish. I also cooked meals but by
turns. I felt new blood coursing through my veins. The change was exhilarating. I relaxed as I had done never
before.
The ship was almost like a small colony. The Chinese and the American crew became our friends. They would
love to share our tasty dishes. We took hearty meals, enjoyed creative activities and had a jolly time digesting
these. The first-class dining hall accommodated as many as 500 guests at a time. The band played at dinner-time.
It was a new observation I made at that time.
We called at the ports of Hong Kong, Shanghai, Nagasaki, Yokohama and the Hawaii Island. It gave us a rare
opportunity to see these beautiful places, and we enjoyed sight-seeing as far around as we could. When I learnt
later during World War II that the American army had dropped an atom bomb on Nagasaki, it gave me a horrible
shock. I exclaimed,
“Had the bombers even seen Nagasaki, they would have stayed their hand of destruction.”
War is, however, a ruthless game. Japan had taken the initiative and destroyed Pearl Harbor, but had not
calculated the vengeance of war.
*
At long last, the voyage was over and we landed at Seattle. We were medically examined. We produced a sum
of 50 dollars each to satisfy the immigration rules. We were asked certain questions by the customs authorities.
Since most of the Indian immigrants did not know English, the services of a bilingual British Canadian were
generally requisitioned. At the time, however, he was not as usual available from Vancouver. All the Indians were
held up in the ship. At the instance of the ship’s officers, I was accepted as an interpreter after satisfactorily
answering their questions.
“What religion do you follow? Can’t you change your faith? Are you married or not? Would you like to get
married here? For how long do you intend to stay in the country? What use would you make of your earnings?”
My companions from the Punjab were a simple folk. To all these questions, they would say in reply to me:
“What answers, can we give? You had better answer them for us.”
Then I answered for them as far as I could. If I had translated their answers correctly then many funny things
could have been said and some difficulties may have cropped up. But I chose, however, to play my part, and
played it in a business-like manner. I gave conventional replies to avoid any complications. At the end, however,
the customs officer, asked me a straight question:
“But why have you come to the U.S.A.? For a job only?”
In my youthful banter I made a speech for five minutes to which he listened with closed eyes. I said, in brief,
that I had come to the USA, the land of liberty, to learn how the Americans had ridden themselves of British
political bondage.
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He opened his eyes and gave a hearty laugh. He patted me on the back and wished me best luck. My
companions had been anxiously waiting for me. And when we were permitted to step on American soil, our joy
knew no bounds.
*
It was indeed a new world. The city was kept scrupulously clean. There was no dust to breathe in, no dirt to
disfigure the beauty of parks, roads and squares. The roads were not only swept but also washed clean. The nights
were dazzling with electric lights, creating a magic world of beauty and romance. They must have got an Alladin’s
wonder lamp to raise all these palatial buildings.
I roamed through the streets all night like one in Alice’s wonderland. …
1893

111.111 1. Birbal Shows Akbar Something New 2. Sher Shah And The Skull\fn{My titles:H}: Two Folktales\fn{by
Baldeo Prasad (1893- )} Haliya Village, Mirzapur District, Uttar Pradesh State, India (M) 1
1
One day Akbar said to Birbal,
“Show me something new. I have seen all the sights of the world.”
Birbal was puzzled, and his daughter enquired the reason. When he told her, his daughter sent for a donkey and
had it trained to the saddle. She then made it known that her father was on the point of death. When the news
reached Akbar he hastened to visit his minister; but his daughter sent out word that if Birbal saw the king in his
last moments he would go to hell. Then she announced that Birbal was dead, and after some time mounted her
father on the donkey, and made him ride to the house of one of the ladies of the court.
The lady was surprised to see Birbal risen from the dead. He said,
“God has provided me with a divine conveyance, and I am going about collecting information for Him.”
She informed the king that Birbal appeared, and he desired to see the divine conveyance. So Birbal appeared to
the king and told him the same story. The king said he wanted, too, to go to heaven; so Birbal made him cover his
eyes and mount on the donkey.
He led the king on the donkey to the chief market-place and left him there. After a time the king removed the
bandage from his eyes and saw where he was.
“This is something you never saw before in your life,” said Birbal, and Akbar was much pleased.
2
A certain King had no sons: he ordered his ministers to distribute alms and get the people to pray that the King
might have a son. One day a faqir entered the city, and when he learnt what was going on, promised the king two
sons, on condition that he got one of them. The two sons were born and named Sher Shah and Azim Shah.
When they grew up the faqir appeared and called on the King to fulfill his promise. The King, unwilling to
give up one of his sons, was about to present him instead with a low-caste boy: but the faqir read the king’s heart
and was going to curse him, when the king, in fear, gave over Sher Shah to him.
Sher Shah went to take leave of his mother and encouraged by saying he would fix an arrow in the palace wall:
as long as it stuck there she might know he was alive. Then he went with the faqir to his takiya,\fn{Hermitage.} and
the faqir leaving him there, took a kuppa\fn{A large leather vessel.} and went out to beg for oil. While he was away
Sher Shah saw a skull in the room which addressed him, and said,
“You will soon be like me.” Sher Shah asked why was this. The skull replied,
“The faqir has a large iron boiler, and it is his custom to boil boys in oil in it as a sacrifice.”
“How can I escape,” asked Sher Shah. The skull answered,
“When the faqir comes back with the oil, he will ask you to go five times round the boiler and bow to it. You
must pretend not to know how to do it, and ask the faqir to show you. Then, as he is bowing to the boiler, you
must seize him by his legs from behind and pitch him in. Then you must take some of the oil and sprinkle it on all
the bones which lie round the hut of the faqir. These are the remains of boys whom he has sacrificed. When the
oil touches them they will revive and be your servants.”
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Sher Shah carried out his instructions, threw the faqir into the boiling oil, and revived the bones. They all
became his servants and returned home.
Then his mother told him that the arrow had shaken a little in the wall just about the time of his danger, but
then became firmly fixed.
69.41 The Plot Of A Story\fn{by Shiva Poohjan Sahay (1893-1963)} Buxar, Buxar District, Bihar State, India (M) 3
I am not a writer of stories. Nor do I possess any talent to write one. A story-writer has got to be a virtuoso as
well as a connoisseur of arts, whereas I do not have even a smattering of arts. However, I’ve come by a plot on
whose foundations, it is hoped, they would build a magnificent edifice.
*
There is a small village in the neighborhood of my village. Its name is very rustic and uncouth which may
sound even disgusting to you. In this village, there lived an old munshiji who is now dead and gone. Like the
village, his name also was peculiar: “Letters dissimilar, meaning unworthy of remembrance.” Hence my hesitation
in disclosing his name.
Anyway, munshiji had a daughter who still lives. Her name—but forget it, it’s of no value to you. What would
you do with it? At any rate, I am also not going to tell you her name. Yet it is necessary to call her by an imaginary
name so as to make the story-telling convenient. Suppose her name is Bhagjogini or Glow-worm. Since the story
has a rural background, it is befitting to give her a rustic name. Well, let us proceed further.
Munshiji’s elder brother was a police daroga (Inspector) at a time when the number of English-knowing
persons was as limited as it is today of people conversant with religious scriptures. Hence only Urdu-knowing
persons got higher appointments. Darogaji had earned more money by reading Kat ima Kha/iquabari worth eight
to ten pice in those days than what lawyers of today earn even after digesting college and bar libraries.
But whatever Darogaji earned, he frittered it away during his lifetime. The only thing to survive him was a
mare, which he had purchased for a paltry sum of just seven rupees. But his mare excelled and outstripped the
horses of the Turkish breed—she was a devil of a mare, fiery as a pack of gunpowder. Although many high British
officials had fixed their covetous eye on her, Darogaji outwitted all of them. In spite of the fact that his promotion
was blocked for the mare, he refused to part with her till the last breath of his life. Although he was a capable,
industrious, honest, courageous, intelligent and prompt daroga, he remained a daroga, a mere daroga all his life,
only for the love of the mare.
The mare, too, on her part suitably requited his love. On his death, it was she which got his last rites performed
with pomp and show. If he had sold away the mare too, not a single Brahman would have been feasted in his
name. It was only by selling her to a white official at a high price that munshiji could pay his debt he owed to his
elder brother.
So long as Darogaji lived, munshiji also led a luxurious life, indulging in riotous merry-making. Be smoked
ganja tempered with the best of attar and his chillam (pipe) never ceased burning. At one meal he usually
devoured thirty-two quail and fourteen chupatties. In deflowering a virgin prostitute he surpassed even Darogaji,
and a new festivity on the occasion was a must every year.
But the whole scene changed abruptly when the hen that laid the golden eggs was dead. With the passing away
of Darogaji, every display of affluence vanished into thin air. Not only his chillam but choola (cooking-place) also
cooled and his stone hand mill fell silent. It became difficult for him to have even two square meals a day. The
tongue that once relished quail sauce now began to praise and lap up powdered peas mixed with water. The teeth
that once masticated chupatties now began to drag out their days by chewing just a few grains of gram. People
started speaking out: earnings of a police officer and getting warm by the fire of dry hay were all the same.
There came a time when the whole village looked down upon munshiji.
The same man, who used to deflower virgin prostitutes with much fanfare, was despised by the people of the
whole area. The same man, who used to apply attar so liberally to his clothes, was now unable to get even
mustard oil to apply to his rough and parched body. There is perhaps no one in this world to mend the torn sheet
of fate.
But his destiny had in store for him a double tragedy. Munshiji had been blessed with four or five sons when
Darogaji was living, but all of them were snuffed out like the morning lamp. There was no mouth to feed when
the poor fellow had his better days. But when he was weighed down with old age with both his legs fast stuck in
the quagmire of poverty, he got a daughter, like an itch in the festering wound of leprosy. To make the matter
worse, his misfortune proved as stable and immovable as the mare of Darogaji
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To beget a daughter in these days of dowry is really an extremely foolish act. But who can go against the
zeitgeist? Today the weaker sex has become stronger and more domineering than the so-called sterner sex, and
feminity is hot on the heels of the men-folk. Poor munshiji was not to blame. He begot only sons when he
invigorated himself with ghee and hot spices; now that he was dragging out his days on powdered peas, was it
possible for him to produce a male child? Poverty that vegetates on the grave of affluence is really very
poisonous.
*
Bhagjogini had lost her mother soon after her birth, and she had been born in the midst of dire poverty;
therefore, people looked on her as an orphan. No doubt, she was boundlessly unfortunate, but her beauty was like
a lamp in a dark room. Nobody had seen such a perfect model of beauty ever before.
It was my ill luck to have seen her. She must have been eleven or twelve when I first met her. I was badly
shaken by her unique beauty on the one hand and her grinding poverty on the other. From the pen of a sensitive
poet or story-writer a streamlet of pity and sympathy would have gushed without any effort. But my pen does not
have the capacity to portray on tender leaves of paper the horrifying picture of her penury embossed on my heart
forever. As it is a real story, so I find it very difficult to use pompous words to make it more effective. Howsoever
capable language may be in describing a wanton display of wealth and sensuous pleasure of a royal palace, it does
not possess the power to make an exact and true picture of poverty.
Ah, even at that age there was just a thin piece of cloth wrapped round her waist, which hardly covered her
nakedness. For want of oil her hair was awfully disheveled, and there was a strangely piteous look of suffering
and helplessness in her beautiful large eyes. It seemed as if the cruel giantess of privation had throttled the
delicate damsel of beauty.
Natural beauty is said to require no outer varnish and artificial make-up. Though embellished from top to toe in
the royal palace of Dushyanta, Shakuntala could never look as beautiful as she did in the forest by adorning
herself with leaves and flowers and bark of trees. She was, however, not brought up in an atmosphere heavy with
too much care; and\fn{The text has: heavy with much too care and.} suffering, and the harsh cries of the giant called belly
never grated on her ears. As she had attained her youth in the lap of absolute peace and contentment, so the poet’s
simile, “blooming like a lotus in the midst of algae,” suited her so aptly. How could Bhagjogini’s beauty bloom to
perfection when she was completely pulverized by destitution? She had to crave for a few grains of food and half
a yard of cloth. A few drops of even linseed oil to do her hair had become a dream, and a square meal, at least
once a month, had become a thing of the past. Then, how could Venus, the goddess of beauty, stay in such a hovel
of skeleton?
*
Oh, the day munshiji sobbed out to me the tale of his woes, I felt my heart being torn into pieces.
“What should I say, Baboo Saheb? I lapse into a fainting fit when I recollect my past. The cruel lash of penury
becomes all the more cutting on account of this girl. Look at her hair! It is dry and badly disheveled and full of
lice. Oh, things wouldn’t have come to such a pass if only her mother had been living! My eyesight has become
too weak to see the lice. And oil? Oh, not even a single drop of it can be had. Had there been a little oil at home,
she could have got her hair combed and braided even at somebody else’s place; her hair wouldn’t have taken the
form of a nest. This is a small village, you know. Hence her dry hair has its good luck only when there is a birth in
some family once in a year or a half. She waits eagerly for those village urchins who, after taking their meals, go
out on various errands with their pouches filled with parched grains. Even when she shadows them all day long,
she hardly gets one or two handfuls of grains to satisfy her hunger.
“If ever she strays into a house at the mealtime, she is at once chased out lest her evil eye should fall on the
food. How can I recount all my miseries, countless as they are, my brother? She doesn’t have even a torn apron to
receive a few handfuls of alms, as a result of which she has to quench her hunger with whatever food her tiny
fingers can hold. Sometimes she brings a handful of it for me also. On such occasions my heart is really torn by
anguish.
“On some evenings, when, after wandering through the day in search of food, she comes home and whispers
softly into my ears, “Babooji, I’m hungry, give me anything to eat,” then I feel like putting an end to my life by
hanging or drowning. But then, who else is there to look after her except me? If her mother had been alive, she
would have managed a few morsels of food and maintained her by any means. My elder brother would have
borne this rose of a girl on his palms and got her married into a Rai Bahadur’s family. On his prodigious income I
had such a fast and carefree life that I never could know what evil days the future had in store for me. My elder
brother had wasted all his earnings during his lifetime, leaving nothing, not even for his last rites. But the worst
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part of it all is the fact that he had made the entire village his enemy. Now the result is that instead of feeling
sympathy for me the whole village mocks and taunts and humiliates me. There was a time when my brother’s
urine could light a lamp but now my bones sputter and melt like a wax candle in the heat of my miseries.
“I made about fifty rounds of my caste and kinsmen of the area for the marriage of my daughter. I prayed and
cajoled and entreated all of them with tears in my eyes, going to the shameless extent of suggesting that they
should first compare my girl to the daughters of top lawyers, big zamindars and high government officials, and
then say whether she was the most beautiful of all other girls or not. I asked them not to accept her as their
daughter-in-law if they found a girl matching her beauty. My prayers and entreaties, however, failed to melt any
heart. Some of them would put me off by saying that the groom’s mother refused to marry her son into a family in
which there was neither mother-in-law, nor brother-in-law, nor any means to entertain a marriage-party. Some
would say a girl from a destitute family was more often than not gluttonous and close-fisted, hence he won’t allow
his own family to be spoiled. Most of the people said that they didn’t agree to marry off their sons even when they
were offered so much of dowry insinuating to me thereby that the question of even opening the talk about
marriage without dowry didn’t arise at all. Thus, there were as many views and opinions as there were men. My
affairs took such a turn for the worse that I had to run after persons I would never have deigned to look at in the
past. I start fretting and get sulky when I find people of very small and slender means demanding five or six
hundred rupees as dowry. But I’m helpless. I can’t flutter my wings clipped as they are by the cruel hands of
penury. Customs of this damned Hindoo society are also peculiar and strange.
“People who sell their sons after striking a bargain are respected by all, whereas a destitute fellow is
considered mean and vile if he bargains away his daughter in the like manner. If 1 sell away my daughter right
now, 1 can get as much money as to sustain me comfortably for the rest of my life. But I won’t accept a single
pice so long as I am alive, whether she remains unmarried or brings disgrace upon me after attaining her youth.
She is already young, you see, but because of the pangs of hunger her growth has been stunted and she is not
blossoming out. Had she been in a well-to-do family, she would have bloomed fully into youth by now. Only a
well developed body adds color to beauty and a girl grows up faster than a boy also.
“What more do you want to hear, Baboo Saheb? I sowed the wind and now I am reaping the whirlwind.
Cataract, gout and asthma have shattered and rendered me useless. Now even my tears of repentance have lost
their power to move God to pity. To tell the truth, my whole life hinges presently on one hope. A certain
gentleman has promised to marry her after a good deal of persuasion. It is yet to be seen whether the wicked
persons of the village scare him away or allow my badly leaking boat to touch the shore. The groom is of course a
bit advanced in age, nearly forty-one or forty-two. But now there is no way out. With a stony heart I shall have too
… this royal cuckoo of mine—”
At this point munshiji’s throat got choked with emotion and his eyes filled with tears. Having seated
Bhagjogini on his lap, he began to cry bitterly. I tried my best to console him, but it is not easy to do so when a
man has become a victim of destiny’s wrath.
*
After hearing munshiji’s tale of woes, I sounded many a bachelor friend of mine with a request to deliver a
poor brother from his miseries by marrying that destitute girl of unearthly beauty and thereby make his own life
worthwhile. But all of them turned a deaf ear to my proposal. Even those persons who drive their quills on social
reform with great vehemence parried my request. The widowers of advanced age also didn’t give their consent.
At last, that very gentleman took off Bhagjogini in a palanquin and got himself married to her. He salvaged
munshiji from the cesspool of anxiety by performing certain rites at his own place. The poor fellow was indeed
relieved of a load on his mind, but there was none left at home to serve him even water. When the last prop of his
old age was taken away, his body bent under its own weight, and by the end of the year he breathed his last. His
co-villagers threw him into a river after tying a pitcher to his neck.
*
Bhagjogini is living, a full-grown young lady at present. Her body has picked up flesh and is fully developed.
Her beauty is the heavenly possession of her present young husband. Her first husband is no more. Her second
husband is very much there—it is her stepson!
234.264 Excerpt from Selected Essays Of Rahul Sankrityayan\fn{by Rahul Sankrityayan (1893-1963)} Pandaha
Village, Azamgarh District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 6
It was in the third century BC, when the Emperor Asoka\fn{ Reigned c.274-232BC} became its great devotee, that
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Buddhism began to spread outside India. The Buddhist missionaries were not satisfied with the conversion of
Ceylon and Burma alone. They reached Mesopotamia and Syria in Asia Minor, Egypt in Africa and Macedonia in
Europe. In the same period Buddhism spread in Central Asia and, according to tradition, a son of Asoka was
successful in establishing his own kingdom in Kutcha and its neighborhood. There is a doubtful tradition that
Buddhism reached China at a very early period. We have got several translations of Buddhist works still preserved
in Chinese language; these translations were made by Kasyapa Matanga who went to China in 56 AD. Buddhism
was introduced into Korea in 372 AD, and it reached Japan, the land of the rising sun, in 538 AD. In Indo-China,
too, Buddhism was already there before the third century AD.
The question now arises why Buddhism was propagated into Tibet so late as 640, when it had already reached
so many lands situated so far away from its place of birth.
From a close examination of the situation it appears that the delay was caused by the geographical position of
Tibet and the consequent slow social evolution there. Generally, the human habitation in Tibet is at a height of ten
thousand feet above the sea level. If at some places it is met with a[t] lower levels, at others it is found at levels as
high as fourteen thousand feet. By reason of such enormous height Tibet experiences severe cold, .and her hills
and valleys are devoid of forests and of almost every kind of vegetation.
Thus in Tibet the people found the struggle for existence to be very keen. And in search of a remedy they
found an easy solution in restricting the growth of population by having one wife for all the brothers in a family.
Since they adopted polyandry, the difficulties were partly obviated and for generation[s] it sufficed to have the
same house, the same number .of sheep and goats, and the same plot of land without any need for expansion or
extension.
If we accept the tradition, agriculture was introduced there in the beginning of the Christian era when Bya-khri
was her sovereign. In fact, if the outsiders had not made dangerous passages across the Himalayas and compelled
the Tibetans to come in contact with them, it is doubtful if any change would have been effected in their archaic
ways of life till today.
*
Before the birth of Srong-btsan-sgam-po (617) Tibet was divided into numerous principalities. Kong-po, the
birthplace of Srong-btsan-sgam-po, is the warmest province of Tibet. Naturally enough, agricultural civilisation
was first to develop here. Tradition has it that Srong-btsan-sgam-po was a descendant of Prasenajit, the king of
Kosala, who was a contemporary of Buddha.\fn{ c.563-c.483BC, according to most early 20th century historians} Be that as it
may, there is no doubt that the family and the homeland of Srong-btsan-sgam-po were more advanced in culture
than their neighbors. The locality was more densely populated. And its people had heard the stories of the
grandeur and magnificence of the courts of the emperors of India and China.
1. Srong-btsan-sgam-po (reigned 630-698AD)
At the early age of thirteen Srong-btsan-sgam-po succeeded his father, but he was not the man to be satisfied
with such a small kingdom to rule. Like his contemporary Emperor Harshavardhana, he wanted to conquer all his
neighboring states and to build a great and enduring empire for his dynasty. He organized the fearless and hardy
Tibetan mountaineers and made out of them a strong army, with the help of which he was able to subjugate all
neighboring provinces of Dbus and Gtsang without much difficulty and in a few years he became the master of
the whole of Tibet.
But even this was not enough for his great ambition, and so the Tibetan army conquered all countries from
Gilgit in the west to the Chinese Turkistan in the north. He defeated Amsuvarman, King of Nepal, who was forced
to give his daughter in marriage to the Tibetan sovereign. The emperor of China was also defeated and he offered
his daughter, together with some of his provinces, to the conqueror of no small consequence. Srong-btsan-sgaropo was now the emperor of all Tibet, and the neighboring countries.
To be able to control such a vast empire effectively, he introduced many new laws, regulations and
innovations. One of his first measures was to change his capital from the bank of the Brahmaputra to the bank of
the Dbus-chu river and then founded the city of Lhasa. What. was formerly called Ra-sa (the land of goats), now
became known as Lhasa (the land of gods).
Before his time the art of writing was quite unknown in Tibet; so he sent his minister, Thon-mi, the son of Anu,
with sixteen others to India for the study of the alphabet. After his return, Thon-mi invented the Tibetan characters
on the model of the contemporary North Indian alphabets. He was the first grammarian of the Tibetan language.
His grammatical treatise is still the standard work on the subject. The emperor retired to a cave near the vicinity of
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Lhasa for four years in order to study the new alphabet and grammar.
It was Thon-mi with whom the Nepalese princess reach Lhasa. The Chinese princess brought with her a very
old sandalwood image of Buddha, which had gone from India to China via Central Asia. In the northern quarter of
Lhasa she built the temple of Ra-mo-che where the sandalwood image was enshrined. Khri-chu (Bhrikuti), the
Nepali princess, a daughter of King Amsuvarman (645), took with her the images of Maitreya, Akshobhya and
Tara; but she had not sufficient money and the emperor, coming to know her financial difficulties, built the
famous temple of Rjo-khang in the centre of the capital, after filling up a lake which existed there. It was through
the influence of his two queens and their countries of birth, China and Nepal, which were strongholds of
Buddhism, that Srong-btsan-sgam-po was converted to Buddhism.
Tradition has it that it was this emperor who introduced the earthen pot, water-mill and the hand-looms into
Tibet. It cannot, however, be gainsaid that Emperor Srong-btsan-sgam-po was a great and good ruler and was the
creator of the literature, religion and polity of Tibet. The conversion of the emperor into Buddhism opened before
him a new vision for developing primitive Tibet into a progressive country, which he successfully achieved during
his own lifetime. Buddhist scholars and teachers were brought to Tibet to teach the people civilized ways and
means, manners and customs, arts and sciences.
They did not fall into the common error of the reformists of all times, inasmuch so they did not try to Indianize
the Tibetans or make them a replica of the Chinese. On the contrary, they Tibetanized Buddhism and clothed the
new religion and culture that they had brought with them in the familiar Tibetan garb to make them at once easily
acceptable to the Tibetans. They conferred in Tibet their well-matured art, literature, religion and philosophy—but
none in a foreign garb.
With this end in view from the very outset they set themselves to translating their own sacred literature into the
Tibetan language. The great Pandit Kumara (from India), Sila-manju (from Nepal), Tuna (from Kashmir) and
Mahadeva (from China), with the help of Thon-mi and his disciples Dharmakosa and Lha-lung-rdo-rje-dpal,
translated many works into Tibetan.
Very few of Thon-mi’s translations survive in Tibet. All the other works were superseded by later translations
and hence the former are scarcely found there. Karanda-vyuha-sutra, Ratna-megha-sutra and Karma-sataka
were, translated by Thon-mi. The Chinese teachers mostly devoted their time to translating works on mathematics
and medical science. India, China and Li (Chinese Turkistan): all these three countries cooperated with the
Tibetan scholars for the translation of these works. Two monks from Li composed the life of the emperor which is
now lost.
After a long reign of sixty-nine years Emperor Srong-btsan, at the age of eighty-two, died in the province of
Phan-yul, to the north of Lhasa, in 699. After his death, Empress Kong-jo (of China) ordered the sandalwood
image of Buddha, originally taken from China, to be placed in Hphrul-snag (Rjo-khang) where it is still to be
seen.
2,3. Mang-sgrong-mang-btsan (reigned 699-712); Dung-srong (reigned 712-730)
Emperor Srong-btsan had by his Nepalese queen a son named Khri-tsun who died during the lifetime of his
father. So Mang-srong-mang.btsan, another son by the Chinese queen, succeeded his father.
Though before the grand personality of his father the valor of the new king paled, yet there is no doubt that he
was the worthy son of a worthy father, and his fitness as a ruler was shown by his defeating the Chinese forces
when the latter tried to wrest back some of the territories which his father had conquered from the Chinese.
He and his son Dung-srong (712-30) followed in the footsteps of their great predecessor in their devotion to
Buddhism. Dung-srong was married to Vun-sing-kong, a daughter of the Chinese emperor.
4. Khri-lde-gtsung-brtn (reigned 730-802)
Khri-lde-gtsung-brtan was born in the year his father Dung-srong died and was placed on the throne as an
infant. Finding an infant on the throne of Tibet, once again China essayed to recover her lost territories. It was for
the possession of Gilgit, through which lay the important highway to India from China, that there was a fierce
tussle between China and Tibet, in which the former was beaten. The Chinese emperor gave his daughter
Chincheng in marriage to the Tibetan crown prince Hjad-tsha-lha-dpon, but when the prince was going to receive
his future bride he died as a result of an accident; so the Chinese princess was married by the Tibetan emperor
himself.. She got a dowry of two of the provinces of China—Chin-chu and Ku-e-i on the Hwang-Ho or the
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Yellow River.
Mulakosha of the village Blan-ka and Jnanakumara of Ngag, two Tibetan translators, translated some works
from Sanskrit in the reign of Emperor Khri-lde. The translation of the Suvarna-prabhasottama-sutra belongs to
this period.
5. Khri-srong-we-btsan (reigned 802-845)
This emperor is considered to be Asoka the Great of Tibet. He was born near Bsam-yas in the Iron-Horse year
(790 AD). Like the great Emperor Srong-Btsan he was only thirteen when his father died; with the differences,
however, that he inherited an empire which was far greater in magnitude than that of Srang-btsan. At this period
the Tibetan empire was not confined to Tibet alone. It was a far-flung empire and encompassed within its limits all
the tracts to the north of the Himalayas from Gilgit to Assam and besides comprised several Burmese and Chinese
provinces as well. To the north it stretched up to the Yellow River, while the Indian possession of Tibet reached at
times almost to the banks of the Ganges. Since the time of Srong-btsan in the course of three quarters of a century,
the primitive and a pastoral Tibet was transferred into a progressive country and a mighty empire which rivaled
the great kingdoms of India and China.
At the same time a great tide of art and culture of religious fervor and progress surged over the length and
breadth of the land. Though the Tibetan emperors almost invariably married Chinese princess and were thus half
Chinese themselves, yet they never compromised an iota of their Tibetan culture and spirit, and [were] always
ready to fight their maternal relations for maintaining their own cultural tradition. Chinese men of letters,
however, had a great influence in the Tibetan court and most of the dharmacharyas (religious teachers) there were
Chinese.
Before the introduction of Buddhism in 640 Tibet had a religion of demon and nature worship which is known
as Bon. Though Buddhism showed great catholicism by accepting certain modes of worship from that indigenous
religion of Tibet, there was, however, a great considerable struggle between these two religions for supremacy in
Tibet.
During the minority of the emperor the Bon party got the better of the Buddhist party. The protagonists of Bon
wanted the famous sandalwood image of Buddha to be packed off to China for good; in which, however, they did
not succeed. But they removed the image from the temple and buried it at some unknown place. The temple itself
was changed into a slaughter-house and a butcher’s shop. But some calamity having soon after befallen the two
Bon party ministers, they were demoralized by superstition, and lost no time to unearth the image and send it
away to Skyed-rong in the province of Mang-yul near the border of Nepal.
While reading the lives of his forefathers, the young emperor learned how his predecessors had bestowed all
their faith and devotion on Buddhism. It created a profound impression on his youthful mind. He started studying
secretly the sacred books of Buddhism, stowed away and concealed by the people, and in the end he turned out to
be as zealous a Buddhist as any of his forefathers. He ordered two Chinese monks, Me and Po, and a Kashmirian
Pandit, Ananta, to translate Buddhist works, but the active hostility of his Bon ministers prevented them from
prosecuting the task and they were forced to go to Mang-yul, whose governor was a Buddhist.
The two Chinese monks and Pandit Ananta remained there, but Gsal-Snag who afterwards become known as
Ye-Ses-Dvang-Po (Jnanendra), went to India. After paying his homage to Mahabodhi (Boddh-Gaya) he went to
Nalanda where he heard of the fame of Acharya Santarakshita. But the acharya was not there at the time. Luckily,
however. he met him in Nepal.
At the request of Jnanendra the acharya consented to pay a visit to Mang-Yul. He remained there for some
time and Jnanendra was greatly benefited by his company. It may be noted here that in those days the main route
from India to Tibet lay through Nepal via Bhikhnathori in the district of Champaran and through Skyed-rong
(Mang-yul).
In the reign of this emperor too, China measured swords with Tibet. Once again Tibet emerged victorious and
this victory is inscribed on a stone column which still\fn{ This essay was first published in 1937:H} stands at Lhasa below
the famous Potala Palace.
*
Now, Jnanendra went to Lhasa and had many religious discussions with the emperor. The emperor and some of
his ministers were anxious to restore Buddhism to its pristine glory in Tibet, but the minister Ma-sang-khron-paskyed of the Bon party was so powerful that they dared not translate their desire into action. A conspiracy was,
however, hatched, as a result of which Ma-sang was buried alive and with his bones the Bon religion was also
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buried in Tibet.
According to the desire of the emperor, Jnanendra went to fetch Acharya Santarakshita. On his arrival, the
difficulty of the language was overcome by the Kashmirian Pandit Ananta, who was versed both in Sanskrit and
Tibetan languages, and served as an interpreter, and the king thus conversed with [the] great acharya of India to
whom he extended a right royal reception. For four months the acharya held religious discourses in the palace on
the ten forms of good (kusala), the eighteen spheres and the twelve-limbed causality. The emperor responded by
becoming a devoted disciple of Archarya Santarakshita.
But three great calamities followed on the heels of this memorable event. There came a great flood in
Phangthang, one of the most populous districts in Tibet, as a result of which it was totally devastated. Next the
Red Hill on which the present Potala Palace came to be constructed in 1645 AD, was struck by lightening and a
cattle epidemic raged in the land.
Superstition once again came into play, but this time it swung in favor of the protagonists of the Bon religion.
They raised the convenient slogan that the gods of Tibet were mightily enraged at the reintroduction of heresy by
Acharya Santarakshita and they were punishing the people with these fearful visitations. The people echoed the
cry and the emperor had to submit unwillingly to the popular clamor for the expulsion of the acharya; and he was
accordingly sent back.
After some time, Jnanendra, at the instance of the emperor, proceeded to China for making a collection of
Buddhist works there. There the emperor now commissioned Bhikshu Sang-si (from the province of the same
name, modem Shansi) with three other companions to fetch Acharya Santarakshita, in which they were not
successful. On their return Jnanendra was sent for the same purpose once again, an[d], old man of seventy-five as
he was, the acharya was not inclined to lose this opportunity of propagating the noble Dharma. Bsam-yas, in the
valley of the Brahmaputra, which was at a distance of two day’s journey from Lhasa, was selected for the
residence of the acharya.
Though Buddhism had been introduced into Tibet two centuries back, neither was any monastery constructed
there so far, nor was any Tibetan ordained for the Buddhist monkhood. The emperor had a great desire to achieve
these, and according to his direction a place was selected where the foundation of the first Buddhist monastery in
Tibet was laid in the year 823 and which was completed in 835.
Tibetan chronicles say that this Vihara of Bsam-yas was built on the model of Udantapuri (Bihar Shareef), a
vihara built by King Dharmapala in 769-809. The plan of the monastery reproduced the geographical notion in
vogue at the time. The centre was occupied by the main temple representing the Sumeru, with twelve abodes for
the monks surrounding it and symbolizing the four dvipas (islands) and eight upadvipas (semi-islands), which
were all enclosed by a rectangular wall standing for the chakravala or horizon which was pierced by four gates
facing the four cardinal directions. At a little distance from the main shrine four magnificent stupas were built,
each with bricks of different colors. It took full twelve years to complete this monastery despite the vast resources
of this powerful empire and when completed, the monastery must have presented a magnificent spectacle.
After the completion of the monastery, learned Buddhist monks from India and elsewhere were lodged in the
twelve dvipas or abodes of the monks, and they labored hard for the translation of the sacred works. The library
that gradually grew up in the monastery excelled both in number and in the variety of its collections more than
many older and famous libraries in the Buddhistic world—so much so, that when in 1047 Dipankara Srijnana, the
celebrated Buddhist acharya of India, visited Tibet, he was struck by the vastness of the Tibetan collection, and
what is more he found many texts there which were not available even in the greatest of the Buddhist monasteries
in India.
But as ill luck would have it, this library with its invaluable collection of works was totally destr9yed by fire in
the twelfth century, after which the ill-fated monastery, which was built of wood according to the prevailing
practice of the time, was rebuilt by Rva-le-tsa-ba Vajrakirti. The Indian practice of building monasteries on the
plains, which was originally followed in Tibet, was subsequently abandoned since the thirteenth or fourteenth
century and the practice of perching them on the slops of hills was adopted instead. The monasteries of Shalu
(1040) and Snar-thang (1155) and others, including the monasteries of Ne-thang, where Dipankara died in 1054,
were all built on the plains according to the Indian system.
When the construction of the original vihara was proceeding, Santarakshita sent for twelve Sarvastivadin
Bhikshus from Nalanda for the ordination of the Tibetan monks, probably as a special precaution, though the rules
laid down a quorum of five monks being sufficient for the purpose outside Middle India (U[ttar] P[radish] and
Bihar). Thus in the Sheep-year (827 AD) the first seven Tibetans—Jnanendra, Srighosa, Silendrarakshita of Gtsan,
Rin-chen-mchog of Rma, Nagendra of Hkhen, Devendrarakshita of Gtsang and Virochanarakshita of Pagor—
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were ordained. Thus by founding the first Buddhist monastery and the first Buddhist monastic order there,
Acharya Santarakshita laid a strong and deep foundation for Buddhism in Tibet.
Acharya Santarakshita and his Tibetan disciples also translated several Sanskrit works into Tibetan, but the
technique ot translation having been yet imperfect, they were superseded by later translations and are not
available now; the only extant work translated by Santarakshita with the help of his Tibetan interpreter
Dharmakosa is that of Hetuchakra—a work on logic by Dinnaga.
*
At the age of [one] hundred (in or about 840 AD) Santarakshita died, having met with an accident caused by
horse. His body was embalmed and preserved in a stupa built on hill in the eastern vicinity of the monastery. Only
about forty years back when the stupa had tumbled down, his skull and several other bones were collected, which
are kept in a glass case inside the main shrine.
Santarakshita was a great philosopher of his time which is evidenced by his monumental work, TattwaSamaraha, in five thousand stanzas, wherein he surveyed the whole range of the Indian philosophical systems.
Many scholars considered him to have been one of the great trio of Buddhist philosophers, the other two being
Dinnaga and Dharmakirti. There can be no doubt that for such a great scholar there was no dearth of respect and
honour in his own motherland in those distant days.
But the fact that the spirit of noble adventure and missionary zeal were not yet lost to the scholars and sages of
India, finds eloquent testimony in the case of Acharya Santarakshita who, even at the age of seventy-five,
undertook tasks which daunt people in the prime of their youth today. It is for this fact that he is better known in
Tibet as Acharya Bodhisattva than by his own real name. This deification is no doubt a worthy tribute to him from
those for whom he devoted the mature wisdom and the fullness of the learning of his latter days.
After his death there was some trouble in Tibet due to the preaching of the Chinese monks contrary to the
teachings of the great acharya. Thereupon his disciple Kamalasila was invited from Nalanda, and it was through
his intervention that the threatened schism, was averted.
6. Emperor Muni-btsan-po (reigned 845-846)
Emperor Khri-srong was a brave man, but he was more religious minded than worldly wise. His personality
influenced his entire household and also his people to no small extent. After his death in 845 his son Muni-btsanpo succeeded him.
The new king was brought up in an atmosphere charged with the extreme form of the Bodhisattva ideal which
viewed with great approval even the renunciation of one’s own salvation in rendering services to others and
removing their sufferings. So when Muni came to the throne he was already dreaming great dreams quite in
consonance with the great ideal that inspired him.. He saw poverty and misery in all sides which bred deep
discontent among those who found others richer and happier than themselves, and were treated with scorn by
them for their poverty.
In his quest for a remedy he hit upon a solution by an equal distribution of wealth—a strange anticipation of
the remedy proposed by the economists of today to obviate the widespread misery the modern world is suffering
from. So in the course of the years 845-846 he appropriated the wealth of the nation and redistributed it equally
among all.
But as the well-intentioned monarch did not realize in those distant days that an equal distribution of wealth
was meaningless without a proper distribution of work, his bold experiments achieved only contrary results by
encouraging idleness on the one hand and resentment on the other, and thus they came to nothing. These repeated
experiments so frightened the people, including his own mother, that the latter poisoned him and he died before he
had been more than nineteen months on the throne of Tibet.
Some people may look upon him as a mad man. If mad at all, he was only so after a noble ideal which many
sane men of our time have so devotedly served and so successfully fulfilled.
7. Khri-lde-btsan-po, or Sad-na-legs (846-877)
After his death, his brother Khri-lde-btsan-po succeeded him. He also was a pious Buddhist monarch like his
father and brother. Far from his capital in the west at Skar-rdo in Baltistan, he built a Buddhist temple.
Prior to his time Tibetan translation from other languages was carried on in a haphazard way. It was he who
introduced the new technique of translation which still remains unsurpassed even by the modem progressive
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translations of the world, in that it preserves at least eighty per cent of the perfect equivalents of original
vocabularies in an ingenious way. In the edict which he promulgated in this connection in the Horse-year (850 or
862) of his reign, he regretted the former haphazard translation in which due regard was not paid to the selection
of proper Tibetan words.
These works which were subsequently compiled are known as the Vyutpattis and are included in the Tan-jur
collection. The system of having definite words for all prefixes, suffixes and roots, which was thus evolved, is
now found to be invaluable for the purpose of the restoration of the original texts.
The emperor further ordered the Buddhist monks and scholars engaged in the translations [to do so] only from
Sanskrit texts, for the sake of precision. From 850 to 900, the period was one of intense activity in this direction
and the volumes of works translated during these fifty years surpassed those of any other period. Of the numerous
scholars engaged in this work, mention may be made of Jinamitra, Surendra-bodhi, Shilendra-bodhi, Danasila and
Bodhimitra from India, and of Ratnarakshita Dharmasila, Jnanasena and Jayarakshita among the Tibetan
interpreters.
8. Emperor Ral-pa-can (877-901)
By superseding his elder brother Glang-dar-ma, Ral-pa-can became the emperor. In his devotion to Buddhism
he was not only following his forefathers, but he tried to outstrip them all.
He had an unbounded veneration for monkhood. He allotted seven householders for the service of each monk.
Many state functions were appropriated by the monks during his rule. Even the chief administership of the capital
city Lhasa was given to a monk. By the consent of these fathers Prince Gtsang-mo entered the monastic order.
Thus this blind devotion surpassed all bounds with the result that many worthless people were tempted to enter
the order. Glang-dar-ma, the superseded prince, took this opportunity to spread all manner of rumors against the
reigning king and his Buddhist priests.. A rumor was read that the monk Bande-de-guna-sri, who was a favorite of
the king, had immoral relations with the queen Nan-tshul-ma.
In the end the Bhikshu was murdered by the conspirators, whereupon the queen also committed suicide. The
emperor was also assassinated by two favorites of Glang-dar-ma in the year 901.
Thus for 162 years (from 640-802) Buddhism was favored: and respected in Tibet, while for a hundred years
(from 802-901) it enjoyed extraordinary prestige and veneration.
Now it was its turn to fall on evil days.
9. Glang-dar-ma (901-902)
After the assassination of his brother, Glang-dar-ma ascended the throne. Chinese historians note that the new
emperor was addicted to drink, gambling, etc., and was a libertine, a cruel man, an oppressor and an ungrateful
one. Whatever he might have been, he could not have done harm to Buddhism if the Buddhist monks had not
taken undue advantage of the power and position they held and if the emperor Ral-pa-can had evinced
statesmanship, together with an intelligent devotion to and sympathy for Buddhism.
Glang-dar-ma rewarded Dpas-Rgyal, the assassin of his brother, by raising him to the status of a minister, and
many other notable anti-Buddhists were appointed to the high posts of the state. He ordered all Bhikshus to
renounce monkhood and return to lay life. Those who did not comply with his orders were given bows and arrows
and were forced to lead the life of hunters. Many were beheaded for their refusal to obey the order of the emperor.
The famous sandalwood image of Buddha was removed from the Rje-khang and buried in the sand. The gates of
the temples were blocked and plastered and on them were depicted the pictures of the Bhikshus in the act of
drinking wine. Many sacred books were destroyed and only those survived which were concealed by devoted
Buddhists in the catacombs of the Lhasa hills. Samadhibhadra of Ang and Ratnotara of Rma were murdered and
other pandir[s] and lo-tsa-vas fled for their lives.\fn{ I think these last two, though capitalized in the text, refer to offices; the
text is slightly defective at this point:H}
No doubt the Buddhists committed great mistakes and thus [earned] these well-merited chastisements on
themselves. But in these two centuries and a half Buddhism did a great service to Tibet and the Tibetan nation. So
it was scarcely in the fitness of things to award it [with; the text has was] the extreme penalty of extinction.
After some time when the wrongs done by the former priests and the monarch were forgotten, serious reaction
set in against the tyranny of the new ruler. Sri Vajra of Lha-lung, a monk, was practicing yoga a few miles to the
east of Lhasa. When he heard of the persecution of the Buddhists he could no longer restrain himself. Clad in a
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skin coat painted black outside with a fleeting color, and having seated himself upon a pony similarly painted
black, Shri Vajra rode to Lhasa with an iron bow and arrows in hand. When he entered the city he found the king
before the old Rdo-ring pillar in front of Rjo-khang reading the edict inscribed thereon. Shri Vajra pretended to
salute him.
“If a tyrannous king is to be disposed of, this is the way to do it.” With these words he shot an arrow right
through his heart. The arrow went home and king died on the spot. The last words that escaped his lips were:
“Why was I not killed three years back, in which case I could not possibly have committed such enormities,”
or “If I were to meet this fate, why did I not do so three years hence by which time no vestige of Buddhism would
have been left by me in the land.”\fn{There are no closed quotes or internal punctuation in this sentence, except a comma after
“enormities”; but this fact alone has inclined me to believe that we have here to do with two variants of these so-called “last words”; and I
have interpreted it thus:H}

Shri Vajra, however, took no chance and galloped off, and on emerging out of the city he washed clean his
horse of the paint, turned his coat inside out exposing the white interior and calmly rode away. This ma[g]netic
episode has been made the subject of the famous drama The Black Hat, which is frequently staged in Tibet.
The dynasty of Srong-btsan ruled for 272 years with undiminished power, prestige and vigor for seven
generations, though surrounded by the powerful Chinese, Islamic and Indian empires, a distinction of which
scarcely fell to the lot of any known dynasty in the civilized world. Its end, however, came with the miserable end
of Glang-dar-ma who alone broke away from the great tradition of the dynasty and broke the empire as well on
the rock of misrule.
10,11 Hodsrung (902-966) and Hkhor-ba-can (966-983)
The dynasty nominally continued for two more generations. Hodsrung (902-66), son of Glang-dar-ma and his
son Hk hor-ba-can (966-83) who followed Glang-dar-ma, restored Buddhism to favor but it was beyond their
power to restore the tottering dynasty to its former position: with the latter the mighty em pire crumbled to
pieces.\fn{Text continues on the following page}\fn{Below, sculpture on an unidentified Hindu temple in Madurai, Tamil Nadu State }

† The Twang Buddhist Monastery (founded 1680), Twang, Twang District, Arunachel Pradesh, India
Below, Rumtek Buddhist Monastery (rebuilt 1966) nr. Gangtok, East Sikkim District, Sikkim State, India †
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263.59 Dilemma\fn{by Narmada Kar (1893-1980)} Cuttack, Cuttack District, Orissa State, India (F) 2
The city of Surat boasts of a coffee shop patronized by people of many countries and race. They came there for
extended discussions.
One day, there arrived a wise man from Persia. He had, it appeared, spent his whole life searching after God.
An excess of thinking had made him somewhat deranged. Consequently, he became deluded and finally began to
doubt the very existence of God. Hearing this, the king of Persia banished him from his kingdom.
The exile had brought a slave with him. The latter waited for him outside. Entering the shop, first he partook of
some opium. Later, he sent for his slave and asked,
“What do you think of the existence of God?” The slave replied,
“My Lord! God’s existence is beyond all doubts!” With this, he brought out a wooden deity from his dresses
and declared,
“This is my God! He has been my Savior from childhood: my companion at all times!”
The visitors present listened to the conversation in amazement. One among the audience was a Brahmin.
Turning to the slave, the Brahmin said,
“You must be a fool! How is it possible that you are constantly thinking of God? The Brahman is the only God
and the Brahmins are his true servitors. He is worshipped in hundreds of temples in India. So much has changed
in the world in the last hundreds of years! And do not you see that the Brahmins reign supreme everywhere? Are
they not protected by the Brahman?” When the Brahmin fell silent, it was the turn of the Jew.
“There is no temple of God in the whole of India,” he argued. “In fact, God cannot be the Savior of the
Brahmins. The God of the Brahmins cannot be the true God! The true God is the God of Abraham and Jacob.
Only the Jews are saved by him. You see, from the beginning of creation, the Jews have been his chosen race. He
has assured us that one day he will unite us. And then we shall rule over the whole world.” With a note of
triumph, the Jew surveyed the gathering and sat down. An Italian priest now took up the debate.
“My friend,” he said, “What you claim is not correct. It is true that initially God was fond of the Semites. But
now he is sore with you. That explains your present grief. Anyone desiring freedom has to worship him according
to the ways of the Catholic. There is no other way of attaining salvation!” At this, a Protestant priest intervened,
“How can you say that only your religion can grant salvation? For, only those who follow the teachings of the
Christ in the Bible are worthy of it!” Now it was the turn of the Turkman,
“The religion you follow is not the true path,” he contended. “Mohammed’s preaching comprises the true
religion. Don’t you see how the religion of the Muslims is spreading far and wide? Only the Muslims therefore
deserve to be saved.”
*
This is how the debate over religion went on. It was intense and inconclusive. Each was eager to prove his
religion as the best.
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In the midst of arguments and counter-arguments, one man sat quietly. He was a student from the distant land
of China. Unable to resolve the debate, the contestants said to the Chinaman,
“You have heard everything. Now please tell us, whose religion is the authentic one?” The Chinaman reflected
for a moment and said,
“I think it is man’s ego that debars him from coming to an agreement over religion. Your arguments remind me
of an episode in my life.
“You see, I had set sail in a British ship from China. During the voyage, we anchored at the island off Sumatra
in order to load coal. Some of us disembarked and went to the shore. Roaming around, we thought of resting
beneath a tree. Soon, a blind man reached us. We gathered that the man was busy unraveling the mystery of the
sun. He had gazed and gazed at the sun, but could not reach any conclusion. Finally, he became blind. He could
no longer spot the sun. Thus he resolved that the sun was nothing and there was no object called the sun.
“The blind man joined our gathering. Along with him came a slave. At the approach of the evening, the master
declared,
“‘When I say that the sun does not exist, am I not speaking the truth? People claim that the sun exists. But
then, I do not see it. I see only darkness.’ The servant replied,
“‘I do not know what the sun is, I have no such need. But I know what lights. Now that I have lit the lamp, I
can work with its assistance. Therefore, the lamp is my sun.’ There was a man sitting nearby. Hearing this, he
said,
“‘The sun is actually a ball of fire. He rises from the sea every day and sets behind the mountain of our island.
Every one is witness to it.’ Instantly a fisherman exclaimed,
“‘Obviously you people know nothing. The sun never sets at the other side of the mountain. I have myself seen
the sun setting into the sea.’ At this, an Indian present said,
“‘You are all fools. You have no knowledge. The sun is a God who runs around the sky in his chariot. Only
ignorant people like you think that the sun radiates only in their country.’ Quite annoyed, this time, an Egyptian
countered,
“‘Absolutely wrong! The sun is not a God. I have traveled everywhere. I know for sure that the sun’s rays are
not meant for specific countries. Nor does it set behind the mountains. The sun rises in the East and sets in the
West.’ Before he could continue, an Englishman interrupted him and said,
“‘You are all an ignorant lot. There is no special place for the rising and setting of the sun. The sun rotates
around the earth.’ He tried his best to convince everyone about his line of thinking. But, alas, no one understood
him. Soon there was a babble of many tongues.
“The captain of our ship was an intelligent and wise man. And so everyone requested him to resolve the crisis.
The captain said,
“I see that you are all confused. You are only adding to the confusion. The sun does not go around the earth.
On the contrary, the earth is daily orbiting the sun. The sun radiates the whole earth. If you look around, you’ll
doubtlessly see that the sun is equal in heating all parts of the earth.’ Everyone soon fell silent. After narrating the
story, the Chinaman said,
“My friends, religion is no different from this. Differences arise only due to arrogance among men. That is
why there is so much of dilemma. The matter of the sun and religion are analogous to one another. As in the case
of the sun so also every individual and race looks for his or her own special God. Man tries to confine God within
separate temples, while in reality, God cannot be contained within the whole universe. Indeed, the whole world is
his temple! No temple can rival the sun’s abode. Man’s ways, rooted to the notions of the high and the low, can
never equal the spirit of God! Man creates many pedestals for him. But no pedestal can equal the niche that God
carves out in the hearts of the saintly and the devout. Ignorant of this fact, man creates separate Gods. The closer
man approaches God, the more he realizes God’s grandeur. Can he ever detest or belittle anyone? One who knows
that the sun brightens the whole earth and destroys darkness realizes that he makes no discrimination between
palaces and cottages. Nor does he bother about the rich or the poor, the wise or the foolish. The blind man who
succeeds in seeing the sun becomes worthy of grace. He is not an object of disdain. Only blindness or partial sight
is the cause of all dilemma and falsehood.”
Stating this, he fell silent. And so ended the debate among the contestants.
264.59 Excerpt from An Inheritance\fn{by Dhanvnthi Rama Rau (1893-1987)} Hubli, Dharwad District, Karnataka
State, India (F) 23
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1
For the first sixteen years of my life, my home was in the small provincial town of Hubli in the southwest of
India. Although I, like all but two of my eleven brothers and sisters, was born in Hubli, our parents came from
North India, and many of my earliest memories concern the differences between my family, who were Kashmiri
Brahmins, and the people who surrounded us in the South.\fn{ The division into chapters are the author’s, but the internal
divisions of the text are mine; and I have further isolated the simple definitions of foreign words into formal ones, in conformity with usage
in the other fragments of The Protocol for World Peace. The author seems fond of long paragraphs; I have subdivided them where it
seemed suitable for the attention span of a modern audience. None of the wording, of course, has been altered:H }

I remember, for instance, an incident that must have occurred when I was about three years old. One of my
mother's two maidservants, Chodabai, had taken me into our garden and was chatting with a friend over the gate. I
couldn't understand very much because they were talking in Kanarese and our own home language was Hindi, but
I did catch the words sone ka oonda.\fn{Lump of gold} Immediately, Chodabai caressed my face with her hands,
then cracked her knuckles on the sides of her own head, rushed me into the house, picked up a few chilies from
the kitchen basket, waved them over me, and threw them into the kitchen fire. At the time I was merely
bewildered by this performance, but much later I realized that Chodabai’ friend had expressed aloud her admiration of my unusually fair-skinned baby face—like “ lump of gold”—so Chodabai felt she had to perform the
whole ritual to ward off the evil eye.
I was born in 1893, the sixth child of my parents, and because my father was an official of the Southern
Maratha Railways, which had its headquarters in Hubli, we lived in a little whitewashed bungalow in the Railway
Colony a couple of miles outside the town itself. It was furnished in a pseudo-European style quite unlike the
traditional Indian homes in the town proper. We had a small garden in front and a path that led from the gate on
the roadside to the verandah screened by a trellis. Behind the house there was a well from which water was drawn
for household purposes and a lean-to at the further corner of the garden, which housed a buffalo for the milk
required by the family. On the verandah were two old-fashioned easy chairs that could be extended to form leg
rests.
From the verandah we entered into a small, sparsely furnished sitting room containing a sofa and chairs, with
white crocheted antimacassars, and a round table in the center. One door from the sitting room led into a largish
bedroom, which opened onto a small storage-room, beyond which was my mother’s prayer room. There was a
second bedroom, with a passage between the two leading out to a courtyard, where another small building
contained the kitchen, storeroom, and bathroom. We slept two or three on each bed, and, when they were fully
occupied, mattresses were spread on the floor to accommodate the rest.
In the storeroom, a month’s supply of rice, wheat, lentils, condiments, and so on was stored, a hand mill for
grinding wheat stood in one corner, and vessels that would be required for cooking and serving food were
arranged on a shelf. The kitchen had a homemade fireplace of mud plastered over brick, built on the floor, and in
it firewood and cow dung cakes were burnt for fuel. My mother, who did all the cooking for the family, sat on a
low stool by the side of the stove with her tongs, spoons, and the other implements she would need within easy
reach. At one end of the kitchen was an open space with cotton mats on the floor, which served as our dining
room.
In the bathroom, large vessels full of water stood on a raised platform, where the family bathed in turns in the
Indian way, by pouring water over oneself from buckets of hot or cold water, according to the temperature. The
courtyard was open to the sky, and we could sit out there in the cool of the evening on mats on the ground or on a
small raised wooden platform and sew, knit, or study before the sun set.
The roads in the Railway Colony were all unsurfaced and the bullock carts carrying produce from the villages
to the main market in Hubli raised clouds of red dust all day. The only means of transport for those who could
afford to ride rather than walk was the dumni—a wagon-like vehicle drawn by two bullocks, with two long bench
seats inside for as many passengers as could cram in.
Our neighbors were all Anglo-Indians and English-speaking Goans, mostly connected with the railway. The
Indian population centered on the market business area, but our family had no occasion to get to know them.
There was very little contact between those who lived in old Hubli and the newer settlement which had grown
up on its outskirts, and as my parents were considered part of the “Railway Group,” most of whom were
Christian, we had virtually no opportunity to get acquainted with the orthodox Hindu families who had lived in
the city since before the Railway Colony was established and the city had begun to spread out into the open
spaces around.
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Our colony had, however, other advantages. A small Roman Catholic Church had been built about a decade or
so before my birth, and a school attached to the church had been opened by Catholic missionaries for the children
of the railway workers. St. Mary’s School was a private school for boys and girls from the kindergarten stage to
the pre-matriculation class when my elder sisters were admitted to it. A boys’ high school existed in old Hubli and
was recognized by the educational authorities, but no schooling for Indian girls was available till St. Mary’s was
opened. At that time parents did not demand for their daughters the sort of education that was necessary for boys
who would have to seek careers under the British Government. Girls were educated at home, for there was no
thought that they might want careers or paid jobs in the outside world.
The climate of Hubli was temperate and salubrious, though great care had to be taken when epidemics erupted.
Plague, smallpox, and malaria were scourges which periodically ravaged the villages around us. The only doctor
we could call upon was a Dr. Braganza, a Goan gentleman, a general practitioner who lived and practiced in our
part of the town, though there was also a railway dispensary to which we were taken for small ailments.
My North Indian parents, with their Kashmiri Brahmin heritage, could not become integrated with the Indian
community living in the city because they did not speak Kanarese, the language of the South, nor could they fit
into the Anglo-Indian social group of the Railway Colony, who spoke English among themselves and culturally
aped the British in their way of living, dress, food, and manners. My mother never learned English and could not
(and did not particularly want to) conform to foreign ways. No newspapers reached our home and of course radios
and cinemas were unknown.
In any case, I can’t see how my mother would have had the time for any extensive outside life or social
contacts. She had two women servants, who spoke a smattering of Hindi, to help in the house. Each was paid five
rupees a month—approximately one dollar at that time—plus their food, for work they did for the family from 7
A.M. till 8 P.M. every day. Their duties included sweeping and dusting the rooms and washing the clothes and the
vessels—both the cooking pots and pans and the thalis\fn{Metal trays} and katories\fn{Small bowls} used for eating.
(We always ate with our fingers and, except for a few serving spoons, owned no Western cutlery.) All the metal
vessels were scrubbed with ashes from the cooking stove and coir fibers, which were stored in bundles for this
purpose. And then tamarind rind was often used to shine and polish the brass vessels.
The large earthenware jars in the bathroom were kept full of water drawn by our women servants from the
well. The courtyard and the latrines at the end of the courtyard were attended to by the sweeper, an Untouchable
who came twice a day for his part of the work. The buffalo was milked morning and evening by a milkman, who
was paid five rupees a month, and his son took the animal with several others in the neighborhood to graze in the
open fields some way off for two rupees a month. Since we had no electricity, our house was lit at night by
kerosene lamps, which all of us children, as soon as we were old enough to be trusted, learned to clean and
replenish; we learned to trim the wicks and polish the chimneys until the light came through absolutely clear.
My mother supervised all the household work, cooked all the meals, took care of the youngest children and
made all their clothes, and planned the lives of the older ones. Because my father’s work obliged him to travel
constantly, the major responsibility of maintaining our home and keeping us all together fell on her.
Her way of life and her outlook were different from everything we saw around us, but her wisdom and
affection persuaded us, without our knowing it, to accept her values as paramount. It was not till we were much
older that we began to be curious about these differences and seek to find out the origins of our parents’ early life
that had shaped them so strongly that even so far away in time and space from their own community they retained
implacably their own separate identity.
Gradually, bit by bit, the fascinating story of our ancestry was unfolded, and before I go on with the events of
my own life, I must narrate the events that shaped the lives of my parents, their growth and development, for, after
all, I too am a product of that past.
2
My mother’s and my father's families, the Shahs and the Handoos, were Kashmiri pandits, a small community
of Brahmins who had emigrated from Kashmir during the latter part of the Moghul period, about A.D. 1700. They
settled in all parts of northern India from the Punjab to the United Provinces\fn{ Then what is now approximately the
States of Uttar Pradesh and Uttarakhund, plus the now non-existent Native States of Rampur State and Tehri-Garhwal State } but never
really integrated with the other Brahmins in their new homeland. History does not record, definitely, what caused
them to uproot themselves, though various theories attribute the exodus to famine, Moslem oppression, or the
seeking of job opportunities away from the beautiful but impoverished countryside of Kashmir.
1063

They arrived and learned to live in what was almost a different country to them. They were obliged to alter
their dress from the loose robes and distinctive head coverings of Kashmiris to the Hindu saris for women and
pajamas and long coats for men, or to the trousers and tunics dictated by the Muslim Moghul court. They had to
learn a new language, adopt a new cuisine, and get used to the flat, dry landscape of the North Indian plains.
However, they continued to cling to their names and the customs, rites and ceremonies that belonged particularly
to their community. The marriages of their young men and women were arranged by the elders and kept strictly
within the bounds of the Kashmiri families. They all knew each other or were at least acquainted with the histories
of each other’s families.
In Delhi, the capital of the Moghul Emperors, so many Kashmiri immigrants sought homes in the same
locality, using their sense of community as a buffer against homesickness and providing themselves with moral
support in this huge foreign city, that there exists to the present day a Kashmiri maholla\fn{Residential area} and a
Kashmiri galli\fn{Street} where all the residents on both sides of the street are Kashmiris. They liked to be within
easy reach of each other, to depend on neighboring families, to share in communal functions and special Kashmiri
festivals, to keep an eye out for marriage possibilities for the younger generation, and so on.
The men, of course, were forced by circumstances to enter more freely into public life, to understand and work
with other groups, both Hindu and Muslim, outside the Kashmiri community. The women remained far more
conservative and maintained traditional observances and special Kashmiri practices in their general living, and
especially in their religious and ritualistic ceremonies. It took much longer for them to become integrated or even
to establish friendly relations with non-Kashmiri women living in their neighborhoods.
*
My mother belonged to the Dhar family, originally settled in Delhi though her parents had moved to
Moradabad, about 90 miles away. She was the eldest of four children and was named Bhagbhari. Her grandfather
was a scholar and a poet in the court of the Moghul Emperor Bahadur Shah, who reigned in the early eighteenth
century. Bahadur Shah was himself a poet. He wrote under the pseudonym “Zafar” and his poetry still thrills Urdu
scholars.
My great-grandfather, on one occasion, took part in a poetry recital at a court gathering. He was awarded the
highest prize, a khilat. or ceremonial robe, which he wore over his own costume. The khilat suited him so well,
the story goes, that when it was on the Emperor turned to the audience and said,
“Doesn’t he look like a shah?”
The name stuck to him, and since then he and his family were known as the Shahs rather than the Dhars. Even
today members of my mother’s family are known as the Shahs and it is only on ceremonial occasions that their
real Kashmiri surname of Dhar is used.
The Handoo family had settled in Delhi, and their eldest son was named Rup Krishna. He was born when his
mother was sixteen years of age, and in the course of time had five sisters and seven brothers. In accordance with
custom, a marriage was arranged by the elders of these two families between Rup Krishna Handoo, aged ten and a
half, and Bhagbhari Shah, aged eight years.
*
And so, one morning more than a hundred years ago, my mother, Bhagbhari, or Bhaggo for short, was told that
she would be married in a week. She did not know then of the elaborate negotiations that had gone on for months
beforehand, the exchange of astrological charts, the consultations with gurus,\fn{Priests} with friends of the
family, with go-betweens expert in the diplomacy of matchmaking. For her the whole affair was not much more
than a marvelous party in her honor.
From her own reminiscences and from the many orthodox weddings I have attended, I can easily picture my
mother as an eight-year-old bride running excitedly from room to room in her home greeting the large number of
relatives and guests who had assembled to spend a week with her parents. She was the center of attention, the
wonderfully fortunate girl for whom all the preparations were being made, for whom all the rites and ceremonies
would be performed throughout the week till the wedding day and after, when her bridegroom’s party would
return with her to Delhi. Although at that age she knew nothing of the full significance of marriage, she was
delighted by her sudden importance in her family, and the dizzying deluge of rich-colored silks and satins,
necklaces, bracelets, earrings, rings, and even a small diamond nose stud, all part of her trousseau, and the many
other presents showered on her by relatives and friends.
Like girls in most Indian communities, my mother was married in her parental home, and I can follow her in
my imagination through the crowded days of her wedding week. She could only think of Rup Krishna
impersonally as her “bridegroom” because she had never met him, but knew that he and his party, consisting of
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his parents, family members, and friends, had traveled by train from their homes to Moradabad and were met
there by her relatives with great honor and respect. They were garlanded, presented with bouquets of flowers, and
taken to the lodgings where they would spend the few days before and after the wedding. More of my mother’s
relatives were waiting to receive them there, to see to their needs and comfort, and to present them with fifty-one
large thalis\fn{Round trays} of sweet and salty preparations, with tea and sherbets. Of course, the whole party was
invited to a meal. An important member of the bridegroom’s entourage was the gurus who performed the premarriage ceremonies in the bridegroom’s lodgings and was joined by my mother’s family guru at the second part
of the wedding in her own home.
As soon as the younger members of the bridegroom’s family recovered from the fatigue of the journey, they
carried a large decorated casket containing jewelry woven from flowers and tinsel to the bride’s house. There,
surrounded by her friends, my mother was decked in this symbolic jewelry, a foreshadowing of the ornaments and
jewels to be given by her in-laws. Necklaces, bracelets, armbands, rings, earrings, head ornaments, a floral belt—
all were made from jasmine blossoms, rosebuds, and sweet-scented frangipani.
Only after this ceremony did the gurus begin the preliminary religious ceremonies of the wedding in their
separate houses. Sacred fires were lit, fed with clarified butter, incense, dried fruits, and sandalwood. Sanskrit
verses were recited with each addition to the fire of the ingredients considered sacred. Prayers were offered to all
the Hindu gods and goddesses, each representing one of the elements, and to the mythological heroes and
heroines of the great epics of India, invoking their blessings.
Before the next serious stage of the prayer ceremony or puja began, as in any fully orthodox marriage, both the
bride in her home and the bridegroom in his temporary home were given a public ceremonial bath, to the
accompaniment of Sanskrit recitations. They were dressed in their oldest clothes and rubbed all over with curds
and a paste of chickpea flour, both supposed to be cleansing agents. There is usually much merriment during this
ceremony—a relief from the solemnity of the earlier part of the puja—and my parents' wedding was no exception.
All the relatives and friends may join in smearing the head, ears, face, arms, hands and feet of the victims with the
sticky mess. My parents, still children then, sat patiently enduring—even enjoying—all this raillery until at last
they were allowed to go to their baths and emerge cleaned up and in new clothes. In their day the women relatives
of the bride helped to bathe her and the men relatives of the bridegroom helped to bathe him—but now it is no
longer the practice.
Before the barat, the arrival of the bridegroom’s procession, could take place, my father’s guru had to take the
nakal—a copy of the chart of the position of the stars in my father’s horoscope—to be presented to my mother’s
people. He was accompanied by a party of friends and relatives carrying a large basket of toilet requisites for the
ceremonial decking of the bride—a mirror and a set number of silver boxes containing powder, rouge, kumkum
powder (for the scarlet spot on the forehead of the bride), and attar—as well as flowers and sweets and nuts. All
this was carried in procession and accompanied by musicians and, in the olden days before my parents’ time, by
dancers. The mirror is still of special significance, as the orthodox bride sees her husband for the first time
reflected in the mirror when it is held up under her veil, at the actual marriage ceremony.
In the meantime, the decking of my father as a bridegroom was performed by his near relatives. He was helped
into his best achkan, the long, high-collared jacket, and jodhpurs and a gay-colored turban decorated with flowers
strung to fall like a curtain to cover his face. He was then ceremoniously led to a grandly caparisoned white mare,
her bridle embellished with flowers, on which he rode to the bride’s home. With him was a young lad, a relative,
as his “best man.” Musicians marched in front of him playing their instruments, and there were displays of
fireworks at various stages along the route. Behind his mare followed all the relatives and friends belonging to his
party, and when they all arrived at the bride’s house, they were warmly received with garlands by the bride’s
relatives.
The bridegroom always waits at the door of the bride’s house while she is brought out closely veiled for a
ceremony known as the Dwar Puja. or “entrance prayers,” which must be performed before he may come into the
house. The bride’s mother holds the arti, a tray of auspicious things such as coconut, the red kumkum powder,
sugar candy, betel leaf, and an oil light. She circles the tray around both the bride and groom to keep away the evil
eye on the momentous occasion of the entry into the bride’s home. Both my parents, carefully drilled in these
observances, then exchanged garlands. After this, my mother returned to her room to await the astrologically
propitious hour for the wedding ceremony to begin, while my father retired to another room to enjoy the teasing,
the music, laughter, jokes, and pranks of all the younger members of both parties.
The sacred fire, symbol of purity, has to be kept alive from before the actual marriage, and as the appointed
time approaches, the parents of the bride and of the bridegroom sit around the fire. My mother’s parents then
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performed the kanya dan,\fn{Giving away of the bride} repeating the chanted Sanskrit words after the guru. They put
her hands into the hands of her bridegroom, after which his guru performed the marriage ceremony according to
Vedic rites. In those days it usually took a couple of hours or more of chanting and prayers to complete the
marriage ceremony, while the bride sat with her face covered all the time. Nowadays many of the rites have been
simplified, shortened or omitted, but the most sacred part, the sapta-padi, always remains the same. These are the
seven steps taken by the couple hand in hand around the sacred fire, stopping at each step to repeat in order one of
the seven marriage vows. Once this is over, the bride and the bridegroom, usually exhausted by now, are allowed
a short rest, though they are still not allowed to talk to each other.
The following morning the traditional floral blessings, in my opinion the most beautiful part of an old
Kashmiri wedding, were given. The priests, as always, invoked all the gods and goddesses to bless the newly
married couple, who sat opposite each other, each covered with a light shawl on which the rela tives and guests
poured flower petals to punctuate each verse of the incantation. After this, my mother was taken to her room,
changed, and dressed in her elaborate wedding garments with as much as she could wear of the jewelry given her
by her parents and relatives—five or six necklaces, masses of bangles, rings, anklets, toe-rings, earrings—while
the rest of the jewels, impossible to put on, were carried on a tray, to accompany her to her new home.
At the leave-taking, always a very touching affair, even the onlookers could scarcely keep from being
emotionally affected. To the parents of a bride the departure of a daughter in the olden days meant a much more
complete severance from her parental family than it does today. In my father’s day the bridegroom rode on the
same white mare back to his own lodgings with his bride following in a covered palanquin. There his mother
performed another arti ceremony, now formally changing the first name of her new daughter-in-law to give her a
new identity as the wife of her son, and fed them both with sweetened rice from the same plate as an auspicious
gesture. All the bridegroom’s party then examined my mother’s dress, all the jewelry she was wearing—openly
counting the number of necklaces, bracelets, and the rest of her ornaments, trying to evaluate them, and often
deriding or appreciating their elegance and cost.
After refreshments, the young couple were allowed to rest, but the same evening the bride’s parents were
expected to invite not only the young couple but the whole marriage party to the first of several formal dinners.
This provided the occasion for the bridegroom’s party to display their gifts to the bride. All the finery she wore
when she entered the house was removed and she was decked in new jewelry and wedding garments given to her
by her parents-in-law. These were unfailingly admired by her own people, who were naturally less critical since
their daughter now belonged to a family in which she would have to win the good will of those around her. As
usual, at this first dinner, the trousseau given to the bride by her parents was set out for display before her new
parents-in-law and all the marriage party.
But courtesy dictated that several more ceremonial dinners had to be exchanged between the two families
before the wedding guests began to leave for their homes.
In my parents’ day, when marriages between children were an accepted practice, naturally the young couple
were not expected to grasp much of the significance of the ritual or the new relationships which would bind them,
and they soon forgot every unpleasantness that may have occurred during the wedding, the criticisms or
unfavorable views expressed by this or that relative.
*
During the first few days after their return to my father’s home in Delhi, my mother was on display, decked in
her bridal finery, to receive relatives and friends who called to congratulate and give them presents. After that,
they were children together in the family with other children, and automatically the newcomer fell in with the
ways and interests of her new family and gradually absorbed the teachings of her elders, with the necessary
lessons in reading, writing, and simple arithmetic that were considered proper for the girls of a family who had
never and would never expose their daughters to the immodesty of being taught in a school or acquiring a formal
education. Household duties, cooking, sewing, garment making. fancy needlework, knitting, crochet work were
essential and correct. There was no particular emphasis on her new relationship with her young husband. He was
just another elder brother—as he was to her new sisters-in-law, who were almost her own age and whom she had
to get to know and to whom she had to fulfill the duties expected of her.
In almost all Indian homes, under the system that we call the “joint family,” members of at least three and
often four generations live in the same house. Grandparents, parents, the sons and their wives and children, as
well as other relatives on the male side of the family who are dependent, disabled, or without a job would make
up a not unusual joint family. The girls who have married into the family must be taught the proper observances,
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obeisance due the elders, the care and training of the younger children, what ceremonial gifts are given according
to customary patterns on religious or such other occasions as births, marriages, and festivals.
The household is ruled by the oldest woman of the family, even if she happens to have lost her husband and
has a grownup son with his wife and children in residence. The men of the household earn the money, but it is this
woman who decides, often in consultation with other senior members of the family, all important matters relating
to the family—the arrangement of marriages, the dowries to be given to daughters, the trousseau suitable for each
bride, the general expenditure within the household for food, education, and other necessities, and the assigning of
duties to the younger women in the house, while the sons and other men of the family are either at their jobs or at
school.
In those days, when bride and groom were usually very young, the girls divided their childhood days between
the homes of their parents and their parents-in-law. They were taught the main household duties in the two homes,
especially looking after children younger than themselves. The purpose of this traveling to and fro was to keep the
young girls from getting too homesick, to give them a change of atmosphere and surroundings, to allow them to
keep in contact with friends and relations in their parental home, and, with these frequent breaks in rou tine, to
keep their interest alive in both households.
The only drawback to this sensible arrangement was that it required the humane cooperation of a
compassionate mother-in-law.
To my mother’s great misfortune, her mother-in-law was not such a woman.
*
Many of the living arrangements of North Indians are designed around evading or enduring the heat. From
March onward the temperature hovers around 100 degrees, and when the dreaded loo blows, the searing wind
across the Rajasthan desert, the mercury soars to 120 in the shade and dust storms whirl through the city. Only in
October does the heat subside, when the monsoon has cooled the whole subcontinent and Delhi’s cold, crisp, and
brilliant winter changes the whole style of life in the capital.
The Handoo family was reasonably well-to-do, and the Haridoo home in the Kashmiri galli in Delhi was a
fairly large and comfortable house. Like many homes of those days it had a basement where the family retired for
the hottest part of summer days; these basements (known as thakhanas) were so built that they kept the heat and
dust storms out during the scorching summer months. At this time, the annual retreat to cool hill resorts was quite
unknown.
Immediately after an early lunch the women of the family went down to the thakhana, where the work of the
younger members could be carried on as usual until the evening, when the worst of the heat was over. Then they
all emerged to prepare the evening meal, and as the heat was still uncomfortable, cots or charpoys\fn{Light cot-like
structures woven with tape and rope} were carried up a narrow staircase and placed on an open terrace, still a typical
feature of old Delhi houses. Light bedding was laid on these charpoys and the family slept in the open under the
stars, where it was much cooler than in the rooms below. It was not the custom then to change into nightdresses or
pajamas, and even now most Indians sleep as fully clothed as in the daytime. Privacy was not thought to be
essential for family members, who slept side by side on the open terrace.
If, for some reason, the women had to remain on the ground floor in the hot mornings, they used hand fans,
and sometimes a large fan was installed in a living room. A four- or five-foot wooden pole with a two-foot frill of
stiff material attached along it hung across the room from a beam in the ceiling. A rope tied to the pole passed
through a hole in the wall to a servant sitting in the passage outside. He was appointed to pull the rope
rhythmically, which moved the frill to and fro to create the breeze that cooled the room. Across windows and open
doorways, screens made of khus, a sweet-scented grass that was kept damp all the time, filtered, cooled, or
perfumed any faint current of air that reached the ground-floor room until the work was done and everybody
could seek refuge in the thakhana.
The main room in the Handoo household and, in fact, in almost all Kashmiri homes, was furnished with a large
takth, an oblong wooden platform covered with a light cotton mattress, a clean white sheet, and large bolster
pillows and cushions against the wall and along the two ends. On the takth there was always a paan daan, a
highly polished brass or silver box in which were kept the limes, catechu, areca nut cut fine, cardamoms, cloves,
eating tobacco, and all the other necessary ingredients that are wrapped in the green, heart-shaped betel leaves to
make paans. It was an essential courtesy to offer ready-prepared paans to all visitors and elders in the family after
meals. In another corner of the takth was a shiny metal spittoon, for people usually needed to spit out the betel
juice, especially if tobacco was used in the paan.
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Nearly always there was a hookah in the room, which stood within reach of men visitors. The hookah is
supposed to provide the coolest smoke in the world. The tobacco is prepared with molasses and scented, placed in
a clay holder, live charcoal is put on top, and this holder is fitted into a fancy pipe leading into a metal vessel of
water. Then the smoke is drawn through water and a long, flexible, decorated tube to the mouthpiece. Each
inhalation is accompanied by a gentle, liquid gurgling, and the fragrant aroma of the smoke fills the air.
It was often the duty of the young people in the house to fill and wrap the paans for their elders and for
visitors, and to prepare the hookah for the men after each meal.
The takth was always the focus of the main living room. Family members sat cross-legged on it and spread out
their reading, writing, or sewing materials. If visitors entered and the takth was already crowded, small round cane
stools were pulled up for them. They were light and convenient. People rarely sat on the floor, unless it was well
carpeted. To sit on a bare floor would have been considered crude.
For the women of the household, the kitchen was perhaps the most important part of the home. That was where
they spent the morning hours preparing the meals, measuring out the required amounts of grain, lentils, cooking
oils, dried foods, pickles, spices from the storeroom and preparing the meat, vegetables, and condiments that were
to be used. The food was served on thalis, each holding several katories containing different preparations of meat,
fish, or vegetables, with a little hill of rice in the middle of the thali. Each person added the contents of the
katories to the rice in varying quantities and mixtures according to his or her own taste. In most homes men and
younger children were fed first, while the women helped serve with glasses of water and second helpings of food.
After that, the senior women of the household settled down to eat. Since the food was eaten with the fingers,
hands were washed before and after a meal, and mouth rinsed with water afterward.
In most homes there was a mardana, a men’s quarter or an outside room, and a zenana, the women’s
apartments. This was a system adopted from the Muslim rulers, but while the Kashmiris did not insist on keeping
their women in veiled seclusion from the men within the community, no man of another commu nity was allowed
in the women’s section of the home. Even a Kashmiri man from outside the family was allowed to meet only the
older women in the zenana. Young women were not permitted to carry on a conversation with young men, even in
the presence of their elders, and of course there were no occasions when the young people could meet each other
socially, unless they were closely related. When Kashmiri women went out of their houses, they covered
themselves with all-enveloping shawls, woolen in the winter and cotton in the summer, drawn up to cover all of
the face except the eyes, so that they would not be seen by non-Kashmiri men on the street.
*
While the women of the household occupied themselves with domestic work during the day, and spent their
leisure hours at the temples for the evening worship or visiting each other to exchange gossip and discuss eligible
young men and women, with a view to arranging marriages for the sons and daughters of relatives or friends, the
men, after their working day, were free to indulge in those activities which found no place in a crowded joint
family. In every town there was a red-light area where music, dancing, singing, gaiety, laughter, sentimental or
racy conversation, and sex were available. There men sought relaxation from the humdrum life in the domestic
circle with the excitements of dancing girls and musicians.
No respectable woman could attend such an occasion. Only if a concert was arranged in a private home could
she enjoy it—and even then from behind a fretted screen or a curtain.
Women, as a rule, accepted the infidelities of their husbands as a matter of course, no matter how much
suffering such philandering might cause. Mothers and grandmothers advised young wives to allow their husbands
some latitude. A wife, they said, was the stake to which her husband was tethered by a long rope. If he wandered
into pleasant pastures he was bound to return and would give undiminished loving care to his wife and children. A
woman should be grateful for this and should learn to pull the rope skillfully enough to prevent too deep an
involvement outside his home.
Because the performing arts were associated with women of easy virtue, no decent parents would dream of
allowing their daughters to learn music, singing, or dancing, no matter how great an aptitude they showed. Love
songs, even if they were addressed to the deity, could not be sung by well-brought-up girls. Dance gestures, too
easily interpreted as seductive, were unthinkable even within the family circle. Married life was a serious and
honorable business which should not be cheapened by the shady frivolity of such arts.
*
My mother was a strong, healthy girl with large dark eyes, curly black hair, a golden-brown complexion and an
affectionate temperament. She soon learned to accept her role as a member of the Handoo family. Her husband,
his three sisters, and two brothers were all welcoming and friendly. Her father-in-law was a warm and charming
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man, but his wife was rather critical and demanding. She was young, fair, and beautiful at that time, but delicate in
health. She was still in the child-bearing stage and was constantly either pregnant or nursing a small child, spoiled
and fussed over by her husband, always needing rest and care. She soon became very dependent on her new
daughter-in-law, along with her own elder daughter, to help with small jobs in the house all day.
Boys were never expected to help out with domestic chores. In fact, they were waited on hand and foot by the
women of the family. My father and his brothers went to school in the city, where they sat on the floor or on
carpets and wrote on planks of wood coated with dried yellow mud. Their pens were reeds cut to certain lengths,
pointed and slit to form nibs and dipped in homemade black ink, making the letters stand out in sharp contrast to
the yellow planks. At the end of the lesson these planks were washed off and a fresh yellow mud coating was
applied to dry in the sun for the next lesson.
In the education of boys, there was heavy emphasis on languages, for no young man could get gainful
employment unless he knew Urdu, Persian, and Arabic besides Hindi and some English.
Gradually my mother found herself entrusted with a major part of the household responsibilities. At first she
only shared in the kitchen work, cutting and preparing the vegetables and serving meals to the younger children.
Later she took charge of the cooking, the mending and hand-sewing of clothes, for there were no machines
available, the embroidering of saris and shirts, the teaching of the younger children. She accepted all this as
natural in a home where she was older, stronger, and more intelligent than the other young girls, and she
performed all these duties willingly.
In the normal course of events, she would have returned to her parental home on frequent visits for respite
from the relentless pressures of her life in Delhi. But soon after her marriage her father died, leaving her mother
with very limited means, a son to educate, and two other daughters for whom dowries, jewelry, and trousseaux
would have to be provided. She moved, with her children, into the house of a relative, and could no longer afford
to invite her married daughter to visit her.
Regrettably, my paternal grandmother never offered to send her daughter-in-law home for a holiday.
*
The only occasions that lent some color to the uneventful routine of everyday life were the festivals which
punctuate the Hindu lunar calendar.
Every year the family guru presented a chart detailing the festivals, fasts, and religious occasions which should
be observed. Almost every month some special day, religious or seasonal, must be celebrated. Some, like the
spring festival early in the year, were hardly more than an excuse for young girls to dress up in shades of yellow
to represent blossoms of the yellow mustard fields, the first flower of spring, and to show off their finery to their
friends. Swings were put up in verandahs and gardens, and songs were sung to welcome the spring.
Equally, the Indian New Year, which usually falls in March, was always gay, with new clothes for the elders
and the children and special dishes for the midday meal. Holi, which marks the end of spring, was a rowdy,
colorful, and lighthearted time, when gangs of boys sprayed colored water or powder on pass ersby on the streets.
Friends visited each other, greetings were exchanged, the younger members of the household squirted the older
ones and, in turn, had their own faces smeared with colored powder.
Birthdays were celebrated, but rather modestly. There were no “birthday parties,” just a special sweet dish
made with rice, almonds, plums, and saffron, and served with rich curds, which the whole family enjoyed. The
only birthday presents were new sets of clothes.
Most of our festivals are connected with stories from the great epics of India, the Ramayana and the
Mahabharata, and every Hindu boy or girl is taught the significance of each day of cele bration and the related
story from the epics.
Navrathri, the Nine Nights, ending in Dasera, the Tenth Day, celebrates the battle and eventual victory of the
perfect mythological King Rama, hero of the Ramayana, over the forces of evil personified by the demon King
Ravana. After the nine days of feasting and processions and prayers, on Dasera itself effigies of the defeated
Ravana, a monstrous character with twelve heads, are publicly burnt with great rejoicing.
Diwali, the prettiest of the Indian festivals, celebrates the victorious return to their kingdom of Rama and his
queen, Sita, the pure, long-suffering, devoted Hindu ideal of a wife. At Diwali, every Hindu home, from the most
palatial to the humblest, is lit with strings of lights, small clay bowls filled with oil and homemade cotton wicks;
crackers and fireworks explode everywhere. Trays full of sweets are served to the family and sent out to
neighbors, and there is general rejoicing at the happy ending of India’s best-loved story.
Besides the joyous festivals of those days there were the fasts to be observed. In all homes fasting was
considered part of the life of the elders of a family. Some fasts were ceremonial, some religious, and some
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undertaken with prayer to the gods for some wish to be granted in return. They could last for a day or longer and
there were no set rules for them. But a young woman in charge of the daily routine in the family was obliged to
remember which one of her elders had to be catered for especially, what was necessary for the observance of each
fast or festival, and what prior arrangements she should make for food, flowers, gifts, offerings, so that when the
time of the celebration came she would not be disgraced or blamed by her family for negligence.
*
As my mother grew up into a strong, attractive young woman, her household duties increased even further as
the family learned to depend on her more and more. Every evening during the summer months, when rooms the
sun had heated all day radiated the heat at night, it was necessary for her, with the help of other members of the
family, to carry the light charpovs to the terrace, so the family could sleep under the stars. These cots had to be
brought down every morning with the bedclothes and put away until it was time to carry them up again in the
evening. After the cooking and serving of meals with whatever help was available it was time to settle down to
sewing garments for the children, embroidering saris and kurtas. Then, of course, there were the younger children
to look after.
When she was seventeen, new guidance from her elders began to awaken her to the fact that the boy she had
always treated as a brother had, in fact, a different relationship to her. No actual sex education was given in those
days, for it was believed that with maturity natural instincts would guide a young couple to discover for
themselves the meaning of marital relations. This same pattern continued to my day, and even now, in many
Indian homes, sex is never mentioned.
Menstruation, the physical changes of adolescence, the development of secondary sexual characteristics were
never referred to by the elders. When they decided that the time had come to bring the young couple together as
husband and wife, they invited friends and relations to a second religious ceremony conducted by their guru. After
this, my parents were assigned a room to themselves and, for the first time, were allowed privacy together—but
only at stated hours.
New restrictions were now imposed on them. They were no longer allowed to speak to each other in the
presence of their elders, and if one of them wanted to ask a question of the other it had to be relayed through the
parents. They could not spend any time together in their room during the day. Only at bedtime, when all the work
of the household was done, was my mother given permission to retire. My father, however impatiently he may
have waited for his wife, would never have protested to his parents about the long delays. It would have been
considered a lack of modesty and decorum for her to retire to their room without permission—no emotion or
demonstration of feeling between them was permitted in the presence of other members of the family. Any
spontaneous show of affection, even from young parents toward a new baby, was considered improper and
strongly discouraged in public.
*
Soon after my parents had their second “marriage” ceremony, they received an invitation to attend the wedding
of one of my mother’s cousins in Ajmer, an important railway and administrative center about 250 miles
southwest of Delhi. It is easy to understand why they were so excited by the prospect of being wedding guests.
For my mother it meant no domestic duties, a real holiday after years of drudgery, and parties with friends and
relations whom she had not seen since she first left her mother’s home. For my father there would be the added
pleasure of spending as much time as he wanted with his wife.
He had grown to be a handsome man, tall, very fair, dark-haired, vivacious, and full of the joy of living. My
mother, though short in comparison, had beautiful black sparkling eyes and curly hair. She was more reserved
than my father but with a depth of character and an intelligence that gave confidence to those who were close to
her and so easily depended on her in all matters of importance. They were, at this time, very happy with each
other.
As soon as she received her mother-in-law’s permission to go to the wedding, weeks before the date of
departure, my mother started making plans for the journey and packing her trunk. For safety’s sake, she put all her
jewelry into it, wearing only the heavy gold earrings, the typical Kashmiri sign of a married woman, and a thumb
ring of gold with a tiny oval mirror embedded in it, called an arsi. All young women wore such rings and glanced
into the mirror to see that their hair was not untidy, the red tika on the forehead or the kohl on their eyelids was
not smudged.
As the preparations for the trip were nearing completion, her mother-in-law realized how hard she was going
to find the absence of her daughter-in-law, who had become the most useful member of her large household, and
how much she had learned to depend on the services she so willingly gave elders and youngsters alike. The
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evening before my parents were to leave for their holiday, my grandmother began finding reasons for preventing
their journey, and after a long argument with her son (for her daughter-in-law had not the temerity to voice her
opinion), she laid down her verdict that their journey must be canceled and excuses telegraphed to their hosts in
Ajmer.
This was such a blow to their expectations that my stoical mother, who dared not say anything in contradiction
to her mother-in-law, burst into tears. Such unbridled emotion so improperly displayed was unheard of in those
days, but my father, the eldest and most cherished son of the family, could not bear to see his wife weeping and
had the courage to defy his mother. He insisted that they would go to Ajmer no matter what. Angry and frustrated,
my grandmother turned to her son and, according to the story I heard many years later, said,
“If you go, I have the right to refuse to allow you to take any of your belongings with you, for until you and
your wife are of age all your property belongs to the Handoo family. Bring it all down from your room
immediately and I’ll lock it up. Then, of course, you will be free to do as you please.”
My parents spent a miserable night but they remained determined, and the next morning they came down ready
for departure, without luggage, my mother weeping, my father defiant. As they left, my mother stooped to pick up
a iota, a brass water vessel without which no Indian ever traveled, but her mother-in-law, furious, snatched it from
her hand and said,
“No, you can’t take even this, for it belongs to my family.”
They left in an ikka, a one-horse vehicle, the cheapest means of transport, for the station. They had already
bought their tickets, but because they would need some money for the journey and after their arrival, they stopped
at a pawnbroker’s. My mother sold the thumb ring she was wearing for fifteen rupees, and it was with that sum
that my parents started their independent life together.
3
The joy and high hopes with which my parents had looked forward to the marriage festivities were badly
dampened by their unexpected anxieties. My father immediately began to search for a job. He had already passed
the matriculation examination, a great academic qualification in those days, and could speak and write English
well, a very useful skill in a country where English was the only lingua franca among dozens of Indian languages
and dialects.\fn{It is still found so useful that it was made one of the official languages of the Indian republic:H }He was offered a
small job by the railway authorities in Ajmer, and accepted it at a salary of fifteen rupees a month. Almost as
important as the job itself was the fact that it carried the right to a tenement. Once the wedding ceremonies were
over, my parents moved into their new home, and so a new life began for them.
My mother was much too proud to dwell on the hardships, financial worries, and uncertainties of those early
years. Probably it would have been easier for them to go back to Delhi, to apologize for their defiance of their
elders and receive their forgiveness. But there was a streak of stubbornness and a strong sense of justice in my
mother, which armored her against all suffering, so long as she was convinced that she had done no wrong and
provided her husband would stay with her. Perhaps a spirit of independence and even of adventure motivated her
readiness to face new situations, however difficult.
I have never understood from what source she drew her courage—a girl from such a sheltered background,
without the smallest knowledge of the outside world. But for her determination, my father might have weakened
and returned to Delhi, for he was the pampered and much-loved son of a well-to-do family and was not used to
deprivation. And even though my mother was confident of his love and loyalty, still she was afraid that the very
simple food, which was all she could afford to serve him, might make him so homesick for the luxurious living of
his father’s home that he would make her return with him.
So she always bought the fine quality of rice and cooked one delicacy every day for him alone, while she
subsisted on the coarser and cheaper rice and lentils. She never revealed this to him, but set about equipping her
new home with utensils given her by her aunt and collecting sets of clothes for herself and my father from friends.
My father was a very intelligent man with a love of reading. Of all the languages he had studied, Persian was
his favorite, and when we were children we loved to hear him recite long passages of Persian poetry. The sound of
the language is beautiful, and he used to stop periodically to translate for us and to be sure we understood the
rhythmic imagery.
My mother on the other hand had never been to school, and her education at home had trained her only in
domestic skills, in reading and writing Hindi, and in simple arithmetic. Her reading was confined primarily to the
great epics of India, the Ramayana and the Mahabarata. She was a deeply religious woman, and when she went
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through periods of anxiety and despair in the early days of her independent life, her faith in God and her own
good sense kept her from being overwhelmed by the difficult conditions and unfamiliar problems she had to face
in Ajmer.
*
The first major decision that faced her and my father was whether to accept an offer made by the railway
authorities of a transfer to southwest India, where a new extension of the railway was being established. My father
at that time was twenty years old and my mother seventeen and a half. Looking back now, it is hard to picture
how daunting such an offer seemed.
Those Kashmiris who had for generations been established in the North and had adopted the ways of the North
Indian communities knew nothing of the South of India. Northerners and southerners spoke different languages,
wore different clothes, cooked in different ways, ate different foods, observed different rules and customs in social
and religious matters.
The climate was vastly different. The intense cold of the North Indian winter and the great heat and dust
storms of the summer were unknown to the Southwest. Moreover, all Indians lived and still live, by and large, in
tight communities, and any newcomer would find it difficult to fit into and be accepted by the communities of any
other part of India. A further hurdle for people brought up in the closely knit joint families of the time was that the
distance between them in the South and their relatives and kinfolk in the North was so great that visiting home
would entail journeys of six or seven days and nights. The only comfort was that as railway employees these
journeys would cost them very little.
Perhaps, having made the biggest decision of all when they broke with the family in Delhi, this new uprooting
seemed less terrifying.
Perhaps a year of living by themselves on my father’s earnings, with no outside help, had given them extra
confidence.
Perhaps my father’s prospects for advancement in his work outweighed the misgivings they must have had.
Also they took courage from the fact that two other Kashmiri couples from the Railway Community, one my
mother’s younger sister, Kailas, and her husband, Niranjainath Hookoo, and the other a cousin of my mother’s,
Lakshmi, and her husband, Shyannath Gurtu, had also decided to go south because of better prospects. Niranjainath Hookoo was a few years older than my father, better educated, more serious-minded, and intellectually more
gifted. He had read about the work done by social reformers of an older generation and was progressive in his
thinking.
Years later when my mother was also interested in social reforms, he lent her support and encouragement in
breaking down old prejudices and outmoded customs.
It was a comfort to my parents to think that they would not be going to Hubli, into the wilderness, with no one
to help, advise, talk to, and associate with in times of loneliness or distress. But, as it turned out, neither of these
families was a source of companionship very long. My mother’s younger sister soon died in childbirth and her
cousin’s marriage broke up in scandal.
*
In any case, my parents packed their few belongings and left for Hubli, a small town in what is now
Maharashtra State south of Poona. When they first arrived, everything around them was strange, new, and
exciting, though my mother soon found that friendships would be far from easy to establish for someone who
spoke only Hindi. Kanarese was the language of these southerners, and only the working class could manage a
few words of Hindi.
Yet life soon took on a new and absorbing dimension for my mother. She became pregnant and looked forward
ardently to her first confinement, for which she would, in the conventional Indian way, have to travel north to her
mother. Her first child, a daughter, was born in 1883, when she was twenty years old, and to her great sorrow and
misery the child lived for three days only. She returned to Hubli sad at heart, but buoyed up by her husband’s
enthusiasm for his increasingly interesting work and better pay.
Two years later her second child was born, also in the North, and she returned this time triumphant, with a
lovely little girl, and with added important duties to perform. After that, during the next twenty years, ten more
children were born to my parents, in all six girls and six boys, three of whom died in childhood.
My mother had neither the time nor the inclination to seek out a wider world than her family and household
provided. Inevitably the horizons of her children were comparably limited. We had no means of knowing about or
understanding public affairs, and yet there was an instinctive feeling in all of us that there was more to life than
we encountered in our narrow circle.
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Not that we wanted to launch out on our own, in a spirit of adventure or in defiance of restrictions imposed by
elders or society. In fact, a great bond of duty and affection bound us to our home, our parents, our brothers and
sisters. Our greatest concern was for their success in all their undertakings. I have often wondered, as I look back
on my family history, what subtleties of indoctrination or tricks of chance or destiny scattered us across the world
and constructed our lives in such astonishingly different designs.
Our days had a certain rhythm and even now remembered details of that long-ago life in our austere and
overcrowded house bring back the comforts and excitements of my childhood in Hubli, though I am helpless to
explain why they seemed so satisfactory. I would sometimes wake very early in the morning to the sound of my
mother chanting prayers or softly singing hymns. She woke every morning at five o’clock, had a cold bath and
went into her tiny puja room. There she sat on a small square of carpet in front of a shelf holding several images
of Hindu gods and pictures of both living and dead saints. She made her token offerings—a couple of flowers, a
sliver of coconut—and read from her religious books for half an hour. Then she meditated for a short time and
finally recited prayers in the correct chant.
The last verses of her prayers were a signal for all of us to wake up and get dressed. At 6 A.M. she called the
older children to their various duties while she looked after the youngest ones and then went to the kitchen to
prepare and serve the morning meal. I remember the harsh whisper of the hand mill as one of the maidservants,
helped by each of us in turn, ground the wheat each day. I remember the taste of the fresh chapatis, the thin
unleavened bread, spread with home-churned butter from whatever extra milk our buffalo produced. I remember
the special treat of being allowed to lift off the layer of cream which formed on top of the cooled boiled milk, to
mix it with sugar and eat the whole rich, delicious mess.
After the birth of her third child, my mother could no longer travel north for each confinement. Without help,
heavily pregnant, and with small children to care for, she found the thought of a week-long journey nightmarish.
As there were no nursing homes or maternity hospitals in Hubli, all the rest of her children were born in our home
with only a dai, a midwife with no formal training, to assist her. But she was a strong, healthy woman, and after
her first sad confinement, she produced strong, healthy babies. Her three eldest living children were my sisters,
Kamala, Bishan, and Kishan, then a boy, Bali, after whom I followed, then my younger sister, Shyama, was born,
and after her five boys, of whom one, to our sorrow, lived only a few days.
The dai charged three rupees for a daughter and five for a son.
My mother, who always carried on with her usual household duties right through her pregnancies, could not
stay in bed for more than three days after each delivery. She then returned to her normal routine of cooking,
cleaning, washing, sewing, marketing, and taking care of her husband and children.
4
When I was young I took my mother for granted, as most children do. She was the authority in our large and
crowded family, and her word was law. She was alert, watchful, and loving, but expected and exacted strict
discipline to maintain order in a home in which children of all ages had to be considered. Our welfare was her
prime concern, with special emphasis on our health and education. Our activities were tactfully supervised by her
constant encouragement to each one of us to confide in her, to relate interesting incidents we might have
encountered during the day, quarrels with friends, triumphs or miseries at school.
We believed in her wisdom and accepted without question the rules and regulations she laid down for us. Her
pride and satisfaction in our achievements gladdened our hearts, and her disapproval meant we had to strive
harder to reach the standards she set for us. The pattern of her ideas for her children had already been set by the
time I grew old enough to understand and fully appreciate the codes by which she guided us.
It was not until I was the only daughter in our home that my mother and I became really close. My eldest sister
was married when I was six years old, and Bishan and Kishan, my other two sisters, were married when I was
thirteen. My younger sister had died at the age of eight. All the other members of my family were boys, one older
than myself and the other four younger.
There were few restrictions on my brothers’ activities. They were allowed to go to the playgrounds or visit
friends or join other boys in outings and excursions. But I was allowed only to go to school, return straight home,
and care for the younger children in the family. Inevitably my mother became my best companion, and I grew
more and more interested in the many and varied incidents in her life as she recounted them to me over the tasks
we did together.
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Gradually I pieced together the happenings in her story and linked coherently her past narrow orthodoxy with
her later mental expansion, the phenomenal progressive growth of her thinking, and the ambitions she developed
for her children. Coming as she did from a large joint family, where traditional practices were paramount, where a
woman’s place was well defined but limited to a domestic circle—the regulation of one’s kitchen, obedience to
one’s elders, care of one’s children, observance of religious rites and festivals, attendance at community functions,
at the naming ceremony of a baby or the thread ceremony of a boy, arranging of marriages, assessing of dowries
received or given, and so on—my mother was unaware of the outer world as she grew to adulthood. She had
never met people of other communities (except, perhaps, the servants, who were non -Kashmiris and who only
served in the household) and had thus never had the occasion to encounter different views.
It was a three-year-long conversation, frequently interrupted, always resumed in answer to my insistent
demand,
“Tell me another story.” And slowly I learned to respect her courage and strong-mindedness.
She used to say that, in part at least, it was the result of the isolation in which she lived. She had a great deal of
time to think. My father was often away; traveling was essential for his work. She was not a demonstrative
mother; she didn’t fuss and coo over her babies or play games with the small children. Instead, she began to think,
question, analyze.
Her reason told her that many of the customs and doctrines which she had accepted as inviolable were
meaningless. Her religion taught her that all men were equal. Why, then, should there be a caste system? Why
were Brahmins and non-Brahmins not equally entitled to decent treatment and dignity? Why should women be
considered inferior to men? Women were capable of handling every sort of problem within the domain of their
large households. Why should they not be interested in and consulted about men’s work in the outside world?
She saw that, among her contemporaries, women clung to old traditions out of fear. They became the
custodians of ancient practices, both religious and social, not only from pride in their heritage, but also from terror
that their own security, the stability of their society, would be threatened by Western ideas. Very likely it was her
solitary thinking through of this thorny position that led her to the most remarkable question of all—why should
daughters and sons not have equal opportunities of education and enlightenment?
Father d’Souza, an elderly, gray-bearded, rather portly gentleman, was the priest of the parish and the principal
of St. Mary’s School in Hubli. He was a Goan Catholic, spoke Hindi, and became intrigued by the only Hindu
family living in a Christian enclave and with ways and manners entirely different from those of his parishioners.
One day he called formally on my parents. He must have arrived hoping to persuade them to send their children to
his school and, knowing orthodox Hindu ways, probably expected firm, even shocked, resistance—especially
about the girls.
I wish sometimes that I had been present at that scene. It would have been amusing to watch the old man and
my parents perched on the only pieces of Western furniture in that spare Indian house, talking at cross purposes
and finally realizing that each of them held the most unlikely views.
My mother and, with her insistence, my father had already accepted the idea of formal education for their
children even though they had only two of school-going age at that time, both girls. Their chief worry was about
the company their daughters would keep at St. Mary’s. The school had been established for the benefit of the
Anglo-Indian children of the Railway Colony in Hubli. Their fathers were mostly engine drivers, guards, and
firemen, and the students were notorious for their fluent use of English slang and swear words. Usually their
mothers were Indian, but they identified themselves solely with whatever strain of English blood they could
claim, always took English names, and adopted as many of the ways of British life as they could manage. They
considered themselves vastly superior to their Indian fellow citizens.
My mother in turn considered her family vastly superior to them.
Father d’Souza, who surely must have cherished the possibility that he might be able to mold these Hindu
children into an acceptance of Christianity, found himself assuring my mother that her daughters would not be
required to attend the catechism or Bible classes. She, in turn, replied briskly that she wouldn’t think of depriving
her children of the opportunity of learning about other religions. A study of Catholicism would only help to widen
their vision. She would take care of their Hindu education at home. To this Father d’Souza very sensibly added
that she could probably train them in decent Indian manners, behavior, and attitudes too. The ways of their
schoolmates need not be a hindrance to their demeanor as respectable young Hindu girls.
Only one problem remained: language. My father was the only member of our family who spoke English. All
the rest spoke their North Indian mother tongue, Hindi, but all subjects in school had to be taught in English. With
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the confidence of wide experience, Father d’Souza told her that language would not prove any great obstacle.
Children learned it easily as long as they started young.
My two oldest sisters, Kamala, aged six, and Bishan, aged four, were enrolled in school the following week.
They were the first girls of the Kashmiri community to attend school—a coeducational school, at that—the first to
be instructed in English, the first to study Christianity, the first to associate with children of all communities and
to learn from personal contact the manners and customs of other very different families.
To do so was not a matter of pride in those days.
5
In the years that followed, a number of events occurred, some trivial, some tragic, that forced my mother to
examine old principles, accepted standards, traditional patterns of conduct. Had she still lived in the cushioned
world of a joint family she would never have had to make the kind of decisions that confronted her; neither would
she have put her independent mind to work on thinking out the rights and wrongs of long-estab lished patterns of
living.
An insignificant incident soon after my sisters started school made her take a small but determining step in the
liberation of her thinking.
Kamala and Bishan returned home one day complaining not about the language barrier but that the other
children laughed at their clothes—the loose trousers, cotton tunics, and bolero-like jackets that all North Indian
girls wore. My mother had the choice of taking her daughters out of school rather than allowing them to be figures
of fun, telling them to grin and bear the ridicule, or dressing them in English frocks, which, according to the rules
of her upbringing, exposed the legs in a thoroughly immodest way. She knew how merciless children can be
toward anyone “different” in their circle, but she couldn’t afford tailors to make these unfamiliar garments and
there were no shops in Hubli that sold them. I daresay that for once she wished she had managed to make friends
with her neighbors in the Railway Colony.
However, with considerable ingenuity, she thought up a method of learning something new.
She gave a couple of tea parties for her daughters’ little classmates and made sure they were served something
rather messy to eat, like mangoes, or easily spilled, like one of the more syrupy Indian sweets. She then persuaded
them to take off their clean, pretty dresses and petticoats while they enjoyed their tea with as much abandon as
they liked. She, meanwhile, took the clothes into another room and quickly cut out paper patterns from them. She
had been well trained in cutting and sewing garments in her mother-in-law’s house, and that night, after the guests
had gone and all the children were asleep, she sat up till the small hours finishing the frocks her daughters would
wear to school the next day.
*
Not long after this time, my grandparents belatedly realized that their son and his wife were reconciled to
living away from their relations and the Kashmiri community, that my father was earning enough to support a
growing family, that he and my mother were acquiring new interests, and independently planning a future for their
children, ignoring family traditions. They decided to bring about a reconciliation and resume contact with their
eldest son. They were convinced by then that my parents were not likely to return to the parental home to seek
forgiveness or beg for support from their elders.
Accordingly, my grandfather wrote to my father, and my grandmother, who had treated my mother so
callously, added a note reminding her of the tradition that it was her duty to send a token contribution each month
from her son’s salary to pay for his mother’s paan supari, literally her betel leaf and areca nut, though
symbolically it stood for her acknowledgment of her duty to her elders.
The one area in which my mother was tradition-bound was in matters where relationship with the elders of her
family were concerned. She responded immediately and dutifully sent a small money contribution to her motherin-law every month, and with that, to all extents and purposes, the rift between them was bridged.
*
Gradually family news began to filter south to my parents. My father’s four younger sisters had, in the
meantime, been married. The third, Brijkumari, nicknamed Birjo, a little girl when my mother left the house, had
been her special favorite. Birjo had been married when she was ten and six months later her husband had died.
Under Hindu law and community tradition, widows were not allowed to marry again. Birjo had only the
dismal prospect of growing from a strong, healthy, beautiful child to maturity and to old age carrying the
ineradicable stigma of widowhood, though she had never really been a wife.
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My mother, who had loved Birjo, was greatly distressed by this tragedy. She knew exactly how terrible life
would be for Birjo. Her dead husband’s parents would be quick to send such a hopeless liability as a child widow
back to her own family, and though she would probably be safer there, she could only look forward to living with
a hard and dominating mother. Her duties would be around the house, virtually a domestic slave, with no chance
of going out without the protection of some elder, and being at the beck and call of her sisters-in-law when her
two brothers married.
The presence of a widow in those days was considered inauspicious on all festive occasions. At marriage
celebrations or other festivities she would be kept in the background, and would always be the last to appear at a
reception or party.
Some years later, one of my father’s younger brothers fell in love with an Anglo-Indian girl and wanted to
marry her. My grandmother was shocked beyond measure. Such a step would ruin the family, she insisted. She
would commit suicide, she declared, if her son broke with the family on account of “an Untouchable woman.”
She succeeded in extricating her son from this romantic entanglement, but she couldn’t have got much satisfaction
from her victory. This love affair so preyed on his mind that he became melancholic and never again took an
interest in work or play, never left his room and ultimately, a few years later, wandered out of the house and never
returned.
When I was three months old my maternal grandmother invited all our family to the marriage of my mother’s
only brother, who was working in Kashmir in the State Government of the Maharaja of Kashmir. Many years had
passed since my mother had seen her mother and brother and sisters, and she decided to undertake the long
journey with all her children. It was, as usual, a colorful wedding and for her a real homecoming and a
wonderfully happy holiday, in spite of the first signs of another pregnancy and the prospect of weaning me, a
small baby, and preparing for the next arrival.
It so happened that when my young widowed Aunt Birjo heard that my mother would be returning from
Kashmir to Hubli, she wrote to suggest that she should meet us on the way and accompany us to Hubli for a visit
with her brother’s family. My mother welcomed the suggestion. Apart from the pleasure of having Birjo’s
company after so many years, my mother would be grateful for the help Birjo would certainly give in taking care
of me, the baby, while my mother was preparing for the birth of the next one.
Birjo, at that time in her early twenties, took charge of me completely, smothering me with love and rich
buffalo milk. The first agreed with me wonderfully well, the second upset my little stomach lamentably. She
stayed with us six months, and became so devoted to me that when it was time for her to leave Hubli she could
not bear the thought of parting with me. I was equally devoted to her, for she had given me wholehearted care and
attention, and I am sure she meant more to me at that time than my mother did.
Just before she was due to leave Hubli she made a serious proposal to my mother:
Could she adopt me?
She would promise to care for me, to educate me, to give me everything possible for my good, if only my
mother would give me to her. My mother had many children and would probably have many more; to part with
me would perhaps mean little to my mother but would be the making of her own future life.
Of course it was an impossible proposal. My mother could not give away any one of her children, no matter
how many she bore. She often described the heartbreaking scene when my Aunt Birjo had to part with me. She
held me in her arms, sobbing, and I cried to see her distress though I could understand nothing of what was
happening. My mother was equally moved, but could not change her mind. At last, Birjo dumped me on a stool
and rushed out of the house, where my father was waiting to escort her all the way back to her parents.
Two or three years later my parents heard of her sudden death. Rumor had it that she had become pregnant and
had committed suicide with the encouragement if not the connivance of her mother, who could not have tolerated
the scandal. My mother remembered with terrible remorse Birjo’s last leave-taking and all her sympathies were
for the unfortunate girl who could not resist a natural instinct. Birjo’s senseless death, more perhaps than anything
else, helped to widen my mother’s outlook and compelled her to focus her humane intelligence on practices she
had accepted from childhood as reasonable and moral. She became convinced that the ancient custom of
forbidding child widows from marrying again was pernicious and ought to be abandoned. She even began to
wonder whether child marriage itself might not be an evil, though it was many years before she could express so
revolutionary a view.
*
Disaster followed disaster in my father’s family. His youngest brother was married to a charming Kashmiri
girl; she bore him two children, a boy and a girl. Under the dictatorial regime of her mother-in-law she was
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subjected to the same observances and requirements of an orthodox home that my mother had experienced. This
young woman did not come up to the standard her mother-in-law expected in all matters and was continually
plagued by her carping, criticisms, and complaints. This situation began to get on her nerves, especially as she felt
she had no ally. Her husband, unlike my father, was not strong enough to stand up to his mother on his wife’s
behalf.
After one serious quarrel with my grandmother she reached the limit of her endurance, poured kerosene on her
clothes and set herself on fire. She died a painful death.
Once again my mother looked back on the momentous step she had taken years ago of abandoning her home
and property in what must have seemed like an explosion of youthful pique and disappointment. Once again she
thanked God for a husband who stood by her, supported her, and cheerfully sought a new life for both of them.
6
It is difficult, after such a long time to realize the courage and the farsightedness of my mother at that time. So
much of what she did in her own small sphere to break the chains of orthodoxy which she felt instinctively were
wrong is now the most ordinary practice of society. One forgets the almost irresistible pressures on her.
She knew that her daughters would have to be married. No other honorable life was open to them. She was not
yet brave enough (or, perhaps, foolish enough) to flout the convention of child marriage. In any case she would
find it difficult to arrange suitable matches for them with the new background they were acquiring in the different
surroundings of Hubli and St. Mary’s School.
Marriage to a boy of a lower caste was unthinkable, and of a different community, impractical. How could one
know the background of a prospective bridegroom unless the complicated network of Kashmiri friends and
relations could provide the necessary detailed information before a final decision was made? We lived a long way
from the rest of the Kashmiri community, and already rumors had spread about the unconventional way in which
the young girls of the Handoo family were being brought up.
Naturally enough, my mother’s determination to give her daughters an education in school was often shaken
by the anxiety of what would happen to them if the community rejected such educated girls and thought them
unfit for respectable homes. How, then, would she find good husbands for them within the Kashmiri community?
Whatever uncertainty or misgivings her interior arguments may have caused her, she always presented a calm
and confident front to her children. She was a strict disciplinarian, and may well have appeared rather detached
from her children, but we all knew that her whole heart and all her time were devoted to the welfare of her family.
Most extraordinary was her vigilance over and encouragement of our school activities, even though she herself
didn’t know what, exactly, a school education required. None of us was ever permitted to skimp on homework.
The older ones were expected to help and supervise their younger brothers and sisters. The boys were allowed to
take part in the school sports. It was good for their health. The girls had to come straight home and do their share
of household chores, looking after the babies, folding and smoothing out the wrinkles in the clothes the servant
had washed and dried (we had no iron), tidying the rooms, laying out clean clothing for each child in readiness for
the next day. Finally, after we had finished our homework, we could go out to our small garden and play, mainly
hopscotch and skipping rope, while we kept an eye on the smaller children.
Any thought of social life with our schoolmates, except for the tea parties to copy dresses, was firmly
outlawed. If we had to mingle with Anglo-Indians in the course of our education, that was unfortunate though
unavoidable. We certainly did not have to attend the parties and dances that were part of Anglo-Indian life. My
mother’s idea of a leisure-time occupation was to open one of her big books of epics, the Ramayana or the
Mahabharata in Hindi, lie down on the carpet and start chanting aloud in her beautiful voice. All of us would
cluster around her, spellbound by the stories of gods and demons and heroes, listening intently to her explanations
of the more difficult passages in the text.
The pattern of living that she imposed on herself and on all her family was simple and rigorous. Rise at
daybreak, eat a wholesome meal, work hard all day (work was essential for good health), relax in the evening,
sleep at night. The odd thing is that we never resented this spartan regime, never felt abused, never envied our
schoolmates—indeed, we felt rather superior to them—and, though we argued with her, we never defied my
mother.
Above everything else she wanted her children to be diligent and progressive of mind. Her chief dread was that
we might give cause for scandal or behave in a frivolous or unbecoming way.
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Kamala, my oldest sister, was brighter than any of us at school. She used to carry away so many of the prizes
after the annual exams that her teachers called her the “pride of the school.” Predictably and promptly, her fellow
students called her “P.O.T.S.,” not altogether in fun. It was Kamala’s future that first presented my mother with
the hard choice between reality and painfully formulated social theory.
*
When Kamala was eleven, my parents traveled north, making some family festivity the excuse for a holiday.
They took Kamala with them, a fair, delicate child with enormous brown eyes and an alert, intelligent manner.
There they met a Mrs. Kaul, who seemed very taken by Kamala’s looks and talk and general deportment.
Evidently she decided almost at once to propose her twenty-year-old nephew, whom she had adopted as a son
when his father died, as a bridegroom for Kamala.
It was not considered proper by Kashmiri society to approach a mother directly for the hand of her daughter.
Accordingly, Mrs. Kaul asked one of my mother’s relatives whether she would act as go-between through whom
she could send the young man’s astrological chart to my mother. Even today it is custom ary to begin marriage
negotiations with an exchange of nakals. This provides a convenient opportunity for a girl’s elders to inquire into
the antecedents, looks, health, behavior, economic position, education, and future prospects of a young man. They
may receive several nakals and make numerous inquiries through the vast interconnected network of Kashmiri
Brahmin families. When they have chosen the most suitable candidate for their daughter, they write to say that his
nakal tallies with the horoscope of their daughter, and so marriage negotiations may proceed, and they can then
gracefully refuse the other proposals by returning each nakal with the explanation that the girl’s stars are not in
accord with the boy’s.
No one would want to court disaster by pressing for a marriage that might be astrologically uncertain.
When my mother received Mrs. Kaul’s son’s horoscope, she hesitated for a long time before she could bring
herself to consider the proposal. After much thought and many reminders and warnings from friends and relations
of how difficult she had made it to find suitable bridegrooms for her daughters, she reluctantly accepted.
She was very aware of how many rules of the Kashmiri community she had broken. She herself was young.
She had four daughters for whom she must provide Kashmiri husbands, and already objections were being raised
to the way she was educating and training them and fears were being expressed as to whether they would fit into
orthodox homes on marriage.
The young man, Kishorilal Katju, was well educated, a law student, and owned an extensive landed estate in
Gujrat in the Punjab. He was the grandson of Motilal Katju, a learned judge of the Lahore High Court. His father
had died young, leaving two sons, the elder of them adopted, and his mother, Mrs. Katju, and a widowed aunt,
Mrs. Kaul, who lived in the same house, took charge of the two boys and cared for them. The grandfa ther, before
he died, had divided his money and landed property between the two widows in trust for his two grandsons, who
were children at the time of his death. The elder child, Kishorilal, was brought up by Mrs. Kaul, who had adopted
him and who moved with him to Gujrat from Lahore, a journey of a couple of hours, where the property left him
lay.
She was a powerful, intelligent woman, who was devoted to Kishorilal and ambitious for him, determined he
should follow his grandfather’s profession as a lawyer, and perhaps one day, like his grandfather, rise to a
judgeship in the Lahore High Court. They lived in a large house in the center of the property in Gujrat, with an
orange grove and fields stretching out on all sides where they grew sugar cane, cotton, wheat and corn.
My eldest sister was married to Kishorilal the following year, when she was nearly thirteen years old. Her
young husband, aged twenty-one, fell deeply in love with her at first sight. She might in turn have been attracted
to him and taken an interest in him if they had been given an opportunity to see more of each other, but she was
too much of a child to understand the meaning of an emotional attachment to an adult man whom she scarcely
knew even though she was married to him.
She called him Bhai Pyaré, Dear Brother, and meant it quite literally.
Her mother-in-law made it a point to keep them apart, for fear—as she explained—that the young bride might
distract her son from his studies. It was important he should work hard and single-mindedly for his law degree.
There were no near Kashmiri neighbors who could be companions and friends to Kamala, nor did the old lady
encourage any other girls of her daughter-in-law’s age. She expected service from Kamala and gave in return as
much loving care as her rigid nature allowed.
Five years went by for Kamala in this great house with no companions of her own age.
All her interest was supposed to be concentrated on the dutiful performance of services for her mother-in-law
and her household. She received, as well, some teaching in areas that were new to her—the care of the property,
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the collection of ripe cotton, the setting up of spinning wheels and looms, and the supervision of the spinning and
weaving done by the women from the villages around the estate when the cotton harvest was in. Mrs. Kaul was a
very able woman and worked hard herself, along with the workers on her land. She controlled the running of the
estate, the cultivation and sale of the produce, and the management of the rambling house of twenty-six rooms,
where friends and relations were entertained periodically with appropriate formality. Yet no opportunity was given
Kamala to make friends with girls she might meet in case they should subvert her mother-in-law’s domination
over her or make her long for a life of her own.
Using her advanced age as an excuse, Mrs. Kaul arranged that Kamala should sleep by her side, work with her
during the day, and get no chance to exchange even a word with the young man to whom she was married.
However, knowing Kamala’s love for reading, her husband clandestinely passed on to her books in English. She
read with avid pleasure Shakespeare, Longfellow, Wordsworth, Tennyson during the time the old lady rested and
the household work was over. She had a remarkably retentive memory and memorized pages and pages of poetry
that she loved. Even now, Kamala at the age of ninety is able to recite hundreds of lines of different well-known
poets that she learned by heart in those days long ago.
In a terrible repetition of my mother’s early life, the fact that Kamala became such an important and diligent
member of the household made Mrs. Kaul most unwilling to let her visit her maternal home, where Kamala’s
heart really lay. She was deeply attached to our mother, and the younger sisters and brothers whom she had
mothered even at her early age, and she yearned to see those who had been born after she left home. It was a great
sorrow to my mother also that years went by and Kamala was growing from childhood to womanhood, and her
family, whom she sadly missed, were not allowed to bring her home for visits in spite of their repeated invitations.
It was five years later that she did, at last, return to Hubli for a holiday with all of us, and her joy was
unbounded. She marveled at the changes that had taken place all around her and saw for the first time the two
youngest brothers, who at that time were four and two years old. Five years in the life of a child is a long time and
one incident in particular, both funny and sad, of Kamala’s first visit home remains vividly in my memory.
Filled with excitement and high spirits we went in full numbers to the railway station to meet the train. My
elder sister Kishan, who had grown tall at fourteen, suddenly decided to pretend to be a lady doctor attached to the
Railway Service, to take the temperature of all those arriving from long distances. She bustled into the
compartment and peremptorily asked to examine Kamala’s pulse and temperature, for which Kamala
submissively held out her wrist. She simply did not recognize Kishan until the whole crowd of us burst into
laughter at the success of Kishan’s brilliantly clever joke. Only Kamala, for a moment, looked unaccountably
lonely and left out.
Kamala stayed with us for about six months, and then her mother-in-law summoned her back to Gujrat. This
time when she returned to her home the usual gawna, or second marriage ceremony, was arranged there, and she
was allowed to live a married life with her husband. However, the old rules still applied, and the young couple, as
in my mother’s generation, were not allowed to talk to each other in their elders’ presence and had to wait till after
the day was over and the family had retired to find the privacy they longed for. If during the day my sister wished
to say something to her husband, it was always said to the mother-in-law, who conveyed it to her son, and the
same procedure was followed if the son wished to speak to his wife. For the next few years, again, there was no
chance for Kamala to visit all of us.
*
Meanwhile, my parents were worrying about the marriages of the next two daughters of the family, Bishan and
Kishan, aged sixteen and fourteen. Both of them were doing extremely well at school and loved their work. My
mother was in favor of their continuing with their studies, and with the urgent encouragement of the principal of
the school, Father d’Souza, she was more and more tempted to allow them to sit for the matriculation examination
that would entitle them to enter college.
But on the other hand, as in Kamala’s case, relatives and friends were pressing her to fix marriages for her girls
before they were too old or too hopelessly corrupted to be eligible. My mother remembered unhappily that
Kamala, who had shown promise of being a scholar, had been deprived of an academic career. But could she take
the risk and allow the two younger daughters to postpone marriage and go on with their studies?
What fortitude it must have taken to make her decision! Bishan and Kishan stayed on in school, and in the next
two years both the girls passed the matriculation examination with credit, which delighted my mother and made
her proud of their intellectual achievement, but left her extremely anxious, for it was now even more difficult to
arrange suitable marriages for them. Bishan, the elder, was seventeen, Kishan, the next, was fifteen, and most
eligible young men were already married or engaged to be married.
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She began to spend sleepless nights. Living as far away as she did from the Kashmiri community, she could
not meet the right people or allow the elders of families with eligible sons to meet her daughters to prove to them
that the education she had given them had not made them unfit for the duties and responsibilities of Kashmiri
homes and society. She, as usual, was facing all the problems alone, for my father was still away from home most
of the time on duties that required constant traveling.
*
At that time another painful and humiliating problem arose for my mother.
In the course of his journeys in the Goa area my father had met an attractive young woman in whom he had
begun to take a great interest. The affair between them had apparently been going on for some time when in the
classic, commonplace way, a letter arrived for my father when he was away from home on one of his trips. It was
written in Marathi, which has the same script as Hindi though the language is different.
Growing suspicious, my mother opened the letter and struggled through the message. She could not understand
the letter word for word, but she got the gist of it.
The young woman was thanking my father for his gift of gold bangles—a gift particularly hurtful to my
mother; gold bangles are always given to a girl at her wedding. My mother had never suspected that my father
could be unfaithful to her. Not unnaturally, she was furious and when he returned home there was the most unholy
row, which we children overheard without fully grasping the reason for it. Clearly our father had done something
frightful and was pleading for forgiveness and promising to make amends.
Although she was sure that with her as the pivotal force in the family, his interest in the young woman could
only be of short duration, still the sense of betrayal lingered. Even if the incident had not occurred, in a home
where the family is large and the responsibilities of the parents many, problems are certain to arise that seem
insoluble at the time and cause distress and even despair.
*
On one such troubled occasion, when my father was out of town and my mother was pregnant with her twelfth
child, she was so depressed that she left the children and her worries and went for a walk to calm her mind and
think out her situation quietly and alone. She walked to a deep pond and sat by the edge of it, wondering if it
would not almost be easier to end it all in the water by which she sat.
Suddenly she looked up and there before her stood a tall, elderly, bald-headed man wearing a loincloth and a
cotton shawl. There was, she felt, a radiance about him, and automatically she stood up and spontaneously bent to
touch his feet. She did not or could not say a word, but he turned gentle eyes on her and said,
“Go home. Your children need you.”
Somehow this cleared her troubled mind and she came back calm and resolute and ready to face all the
difficulties with which she was burdened.
After that encounter she, and all our family too, became devotees of this holy man and traveled three miles
every Sunday to touch his feet and ask for his blessing. When my mother met him, Shri Sidh Arur Swami had just
returned from the jungle, where he had lived the life of an ascetic for years, meditating and gaining spiritual
experience. Having attained enlightenment himself, he returned to the nearest town, Hubli, and was living in the
hut he had built near the pond where my mother had gone to think out her dark mood. By then he was ready to
teach those seeking help and extend his blessings and comfort to those in trouble. Every Sunday he expounded
Vedantic philosophy to those who came to him, and during the following years more and more devotees sought
him out for his wisdom and his philosophic discourse. In time they built an ashram to accommodate the thousands
of his followers.
To her dying day my mother’s faith in his teaching never flagged, and whenever she faced trouble she prayed
to him for help, even after his death at a great age. His biography, written in Marathi by one of his disciples,
mentions my mother and her devotion to the saint and the spiritual uplift she derived from her weekly visits to his
ashram.
*
Throughout this trying period in my mother’s life, she was plagued by yet another nagging worry, one she
could not help feeling she had brought upon herself.
After both my sisters had successfully passed the matriculation examination, both were understandably eager
to go on to college. The nearest college to Hubli was in Poona, a twenty-four-hour train journey from Hubli. If
Bishan and Kishan were to go to college they would have to live in a women’s hostel.
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Sadly, my parents balked at the idea of sending two young girls so far away from home, probably ruining their
reputations (who could know how carefully they would be chaperoned?). Besides, there was the prohibitively
high cost of college education and hostel living to be considered.
The only alternative course my parents could think of was marriage, and negotiations were begun with friends
and relatives to find suitable matches.
They were by this time eighteen and sixteen and considered old to be brides. Fortunately, young men were
gradually beginning to delay their marriages, some even till they had completed their college education and were
either newly employed or looking for jobs. In time my sisters got engaged and were married at a double ceremony
in Kanpur in North India to men they had never met.
Although according to our custom girls are married in their parental homes, for my sisters an exception had to
be made. We lived too far away for North Indian bridegrooms, their relatives and friends, or even our own
relatives and friends, to attend in the proper way. Besides, we couldn’t arrange the correct festivities and dinners
when there was no Kashmiri community in the South, apart from our own family, to attend the celebrations.
My mother had a cousin in the North who offered to find suitable accommodation for my parents and their
relatives and arrange for the parties of the two bridegrooms in his own home town of Kanpur. My parents traveled
with our whole large family, as we were all entitled to free passes on the railway.
Bishan married Dwarkanath Razdan, employed by the North Western Railway, and Kishan married
Chandramohan Nath Sharga, a district officer in the Government.
7
When we returned to Hubli from the weddings, I was fourteen years old, the only daughter in our home, for
my youngest sister had died at the age of eight. I had five brothers, all of us were at school, and my mother still
cooked for all the family and called upon me to help with housework after school hours. I still remember that
most of my evenings were spent darning my brothers’ socks and stockings, which were always in need of repair
because of their violent enthusiasm for the sports they played.
This was the period when, after school and during holidays, I spent so much time alone with my mother and
learned so much about her life and thinking. She did not encourage friends and visitors to our home. Language
and the difference in her ways made a barrier she found insurmountable. The close association of those years
created a bond between us, and her readiness to share her thoughts and discuss problems, both domestic and
social, filled me with deep affection and respect for her views and general approach to life. I know she loved me
with a great warmth though she never made a fuss over me or applauded any success I may have had either in
school or at home.
From the age of four I had been expected to take life seriously and was no longer considered a baby. All the
same, when my mother had decided that I was old enough to be entered for mally as a pupil in the school, I had
been filled with fear. I had once been taken to visit my elder sisters’ classes and had seen a long cane on the
teacher’s table and a flat ruler which was used to strike children on the knuckles for naughtiness or mistakes they
made in their lessons. On that first day of school I remember crying copiously and resisting strenuously all efforts
to keep me in my classroom when my sisters left me to join their own classes. It took me a long time to realize the
menacing long cane was not used indiscriminately as part of school work, and I gradually began to look on it with
less apprehension.
*
English was the medium of instruction, and as my eldest sisters and my brother had already acquired some
fluency in the foreign language, it did not take me long to pick it up in school, and as I grew older I developed,
like Kamala, a love of reading. Education at that time was based on the system devised in the days of Lord
Macaulay, who had played an important part in framing the educational policy for India in 1835, when it was
generally believed by those in authority that the whole of India with her teeming millions would one day abandon
all the languages indigenous to the various states of the country in favor of the English language.
There was also, we always thought, the hope among the British that, with the spread of education, con version
to Christianity was bound to follow. Under this educational policy, even the textbooks for primary and secondary
schools were the same as those used in England. Rows of brown-skinned, dark-haired children sat in classes all
over the South learning to read with an alphabet book which began, “A is for Apple,” and wondering what on
earth an apple might be.
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Nothing that we learned in school was related directly to India and the Indian scene in which we lived. Even
our history books allotted only the first twenty or thirty pages to describe the long and tumultuous centuries of
Indian history. The rest were devoted to a detailed account of happenings in England from A.D. 1066.
We learned, as we got older to recite the names of the dynasties that ruled over England; we could name the
wives of Henry VIII; we read with horror of Bloody Mary, the strife between Catholics and Protestants; we
marveled at the glorious deeds in the reign of Elizabeth I; we studied the succession of English monarchs, right
down to the reign of Queen Victoria.
We were barely acquainted with King Ashoka, the Mogul Empire, Akbar the Great, or the world-shaking
events during the early years of our own history, centuries before 1066.
We were taught the literary works of English poets, dramatists, and prose writers from the days of Chaucer, but
not a word did we learn of Indian authors, ancient or modern. Laboriously we memorized the names of English
flowers—the daffodil, the tulip, the crocus, the lavender—flowers we never expected to see, but we knew nothing
of the flowers that grew in our back garden and were unable to name any of our great variety of trees, except
perhaps the great banyan because of Buddha’s association with it, and the mango on account of its annual
delectable fruit.
Whatever we learned of our own country was through educated elders, who had no power to change the
curriculum prescribed for schools, but could supplement our education with whatever they knew of Indian history,
Indian traditions, Indian culture, and might create in us a desire to seek information that was not to be found in
our schoolbooks.
It seems strange to me, now, that as we progressed in school we never gave a thought to the anomaly of an
English education against the background of our strongly traditional Indian family and the learning we absorbed
there. We kept the two forms of knowledge we gained in our ordinary daily routine in separate compartments. The
subjects I was taught in school were English, French (thanks to our good French teacher, Father d’Souza, who had
been brought up in Mauritius), mathematics, history, geography and astronomy. I learned my multiplication tables
standing in line with my classmates in two rows with the teacher walking up and down between the rows and all
of us chanting in a singsong, “Twice one are two, twice two are four,” and so on, learning by heart until we
reached “twelve times twelve.” Progressive education was, of course, unheard of in the early years of this century.
Since reading was important to me and there were no Hindi libraries in South India, I devoured every English
book I could lay my bands on. Inevitably, English gradually become more important to me than Hindi, for there
was so much more to explore through the English language. The school had a very limited library and the Railway
Institute, a sort of social center to which all railway officials belonged, had a small lending library. They provided
me with countless hours of pleasure and excitement.
A totally undiscriminating reader at first, I devoured quantities of poetry—Tennyson, Wordsworth, Keats,
Shelley, Shakespeare—memorizing long passages that I found especially moving and beautiful. Whatever novels
were available—Jane Austen, Charles Dickens, William Thackeray, George Eliot, the Brontes—I read with the
same uncritical absorption.
It never occurred to me that all the time I was learning many aspects of Western culture, I was putting together
a picture of the English countryside, of the ways and manners of the people who lived in that far-off land, of what
they valued and what they hoped for and what they feared. I never identified myself with either the authors or
their characters. Their whole way of living, their expressions of feeling, sometimes embarrassingly frank, sometimes inexplicably reticent, were too remote for any intimate involvement. If anything, all my reading made me
more emphatically Indian, though I came to love the English language and its literature.
At that time I had never heard English spoken by Englishmen and women. All our teachers in school were
Indian, and the few Englishmen who were the top officials of the railway were too high and mighty to have any
contact with the families of the Indians who worked for them. As for the English women, they were even more
distant from the “natives” than their men-folk.
The English people in India seemed to have no relationship with the English writers and their fictional
characters who so enthralled me.
I saw nothing unusual in the curious triple existence I led, conforming to certain Western standards required in
school, plunging back into an Indian atmosphere the moment I came home, shedding my shoes, stockings, and
Western frock, and all the time the world of my imagination was peopled by Elizabeth Bennet and
Darcy,\fn{Characters in Pride and Prejudice} Romeo and Juliet, Silas Marner and Little Eppie.\fn{ A character in Silas
Marner} The strange thing was that there seemed to be no clash or psychological repercussions from accepting all
these standards simultaneously.
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† Elizabeth Bennet and Mr. Darcy in Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice (1813) as depicted in 1894. †
My only other contact with the Western world came at Christmastime. Father d’Souza never failed to invite us
to the big party he held on the 25 th of December and easily persuaded each of us to carry away some of the cakes,
sweets, and fruit that Christian members of his congregation had presented to him.
Another great Christmas party was given by the railway officials at the Railway Institute—a party to which all
the railway officials contributed. There a tree was set up in the conventional British way and hung with shining
baubles and tinsel, with an angel as the topmost decoration. The drab hall looked festive—beautiful, to our eyes—
and there was always a present for each of us under the tree. The party was the highlight of the year, and we
looked forward to it for months beforehand.
These were the only two occasions in the year when we joined our schoolmates in a party spirit, feasted and
played games together, admired the baby Jesus in his crib, and sang Christmas carols with the rest.
*
I did well at school and, like my sisters, won many prizes at our annual school functions. At fifteen I appeared
for the matriculation examination in Bombay, a twenty-four-hour journey from Hubli, but our nearest center for
university examinations. I had traveled by train before to weddings and sometimes during school holidays, when
my father had work in Goa and took a few of us with him for company.
I loved the sights of the seaside town, the rocky coastline, the ships in the harbor, the fishermen busy with their
nets on the beach, and, most of all, the open ocean and the waves crashing upon the shore. Once we even dared to
look for a hidden cove where, fully dressed, we dipped into the surf, exclaiming about the nasty taste of the salt
water.
But Bombay was altogether a different experience. The capital of Bombay Province\fn{Now the capital of
Maharashtra State} and the first large city I had ever seen, it filled me with awe and admiration. Between the
wonderful old Victorian buildings the roads were all surfaced and jammed with traffic—the one-horse hackneys
that we called “victorias,” the more dignified broughams, a few cars, the rackety trams, the bullock carts,
handcarts, and, of course, thousands and thousands of pedestrians.
My examination was held in the Bombay University Hall, one of the most imposing buildings, and lasted a
week. Every morning my father accompanied me to the hall, bought me a sandwich and some fruit for lunch, and
fetched me again at five in the evening. We were staying with friends of his family, and he made a point of driving
me home by the beautiful new road that had been built along the curve of Bombay’s back bay. I thought it more
sophisticated though not, perhaps, as romantic as the seafront in Goa. As a treat he sometimes stopped to buy me
an ice cream, a most exotic and delicious new taste. I returned to Hubli feeling immensely important, with all the
new experiences I had acquired.
Even before my examination results were announced my father was informed that he was to be transferred to
Madras. The Southern Mahratta Railway for which he worked had bought the Madras Railway, and since Madras
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had larger offices and was a far more important city on the southeastern coast of India, the main administrative
offices were shifted there.
It was a great upheaval. My parents had lived in Hubli for nearly twenty-seven years and, not surprisingly, my
mother was rather daunted by packing for the large family, reorganizing the education of the children, and starting
all over again to make a home in a city she had never even visited. …
1894

85.23 Amar\fn{by Jyotirmoyee Devi aka Sumitra Devi (1894- )} Jaipur, Jaipur District, Rajasthan State, India (F) 4
The village was small. Even smaller was its history. In this history, Khanaprabha had become immortal.
Well, people do become immortal—through duty, achievement, fame, wealth or for no reason at all—and
people never forget them.
The day-to-day existence, the stories of life and death don’t remain in one’s memory unless they are one’s
own. But when something extraordinary occurs, it is remembered by everyone, even if the person concerned is
not a friend or relative or of one’s own kin.
This was the incident:
*
At the time Khanaprabha was born and grew of marriageable age, the necessity of cheating the Sarda Bill to
get her married simply didn’t exist.\fn{ In 1927, Rai Saheb Har Bilas Sarda introduced the Hindu Child Marriage Bill which
recommended that fifteen years be the minimum age for marriage. The final Bill was amended to read fourteen years be the minimum age
for marriage for girls and eighteen years for boys. After a lot of controversy and public debates the Bill was approved and the Sarda Act
came into effect in 1930.} She was twelve years old long before the Sarda Bill was passed and what was most
important was that she was extremely beautiful. It seemed that the flash of the actual khanaprabha\fn{Lightning.}

had touched her. Her father was a wise man and didn’t delay in hunting out a suitable bridegroom from a
neighboring village and marrying her off.
When the twelve year old girl, dressed in her wedding finery was brought out to be given away in marriage,
her beauty dazzled the whole gathering.
The wedding ceremony, the young bridegroom, the music, the lights, all combined to add to the joy of the
glittering evening.
Whether she understood what was happening or not, Khanaprabha’s heart was filled with happiness. Till this
moment, she had been a mere child, but now she had suddenly become a person in her own right For the next
eight days everyone surrounded her, heaping jewelry, pretty clothes and affection on her. She felt as if her heart
had been touched with a magic wand and some one else had woken up within her.
In a number of different ceremonies, people fed her and dressed her up, willingly or unwillingly, whether they
could afford to or not. Her companions, some older than her, some of her own age, sat around her and talked to
her as an equal, as if she was one of them. And if she wasn’t as yet, she would be, very soon.
In due course of time, her in-laws sent for her. There too she wasn’t treated as a child. Four months back, she
was a little girl playing house, and now she was a young woman on the threshold of a secret world of romance
and magic.
Khanaprabha visited her parents and returned to her in-laws off and on, as was customary.
After two years, when, without her knowledge, youth and nurture had transformed her body to that of a young
woman, the news that her husband had died arrived at her parents’ home.
Khanaprabha’s mother, father, neighbors, all wept
They wept for the young man. But wept much more for the young girl, for her innocent girlhood, for the severe
austerity she would have to adhere to all her life, for her goddess-like beauty.
*
Just like the joy during the wedding had known no bounds, now there was no end to the grief.
Once again it was time to dress her up. In helpless anguish, the relatives changed her apparel. When it had
been time to dress her in alta-sindool,\fn{Alta is a red fluid used for decorating the feet of brides; sindoor is a vermilion powder
applied on the forehead and parting of hair as a mark of marriage .} gold and brocade, no one had consulted her—all had
laughed been merry, dressed themselves up, dressed her up. Now too, no one consulted her or asked her opinion.
As was the prevalent custom, an elderly woman of the neighborhood who had been widowed as a child, was
called to change Khanaprabha’s dress.
1084

The colorful clothes were replaced, not by a thaan\fn{A plain white piece of cloth, traditionally a widow’s apparel .} but
by white saris with narrow borders. Some jewelry, on the neck and wrists, were allowed to remain. Some
allowances were also made in the diet. Thus a number of modifications and alternatives were created in order to
lighten the hardships of this child widow’s life, at least temporarily. Everyone wept as Khanaprabha’s dress and
lifestyle was changed forever.
And just as once she had laughed along with the others, today she wept when everyone else did.
However, she didn’t really understand the deep significance of this collective mourning.
What seemed strange to her was that no one came to dress her up, no one came to talk and laugh with her any
more. Even her friends and companions seemed to avoid her. And even her mother didn’t call her to eat with the
others.
Days passed.
*
Khanaprabha’s parents gradually learnt to endure their grief. Khanaprabha reached the age of sixteen. She tried
to tie up the mass of black hair in a knot, but it still kept tumbling down. When she emerged after her bath,
dressed in the narrow bordered white sari, her radiant beauty, like a flower in full bloom, appeared to ignore the
lack of care and taunt the very austerity of her lifestyle.
In the playground of her heart, the happy laughter of that ceremony stayed on in the past, as did the mourning
of the other event. Neither had grown with her and reached where she was now. So her eyes reflected no grief, no
pain, only some compassion, and some surprise.
Those who had once dressed her up, now thought of ways with which her beauty could be destroyed and her
youthful body could wither away. To one who is not granted permission to attend any kind of festivity, what use is
a body humming with such joyousness?
The women in the neighborhood advised:
“Khani’s Ma, now make your Khani observe all the rituals of widow-hood. Let her develop faith. It is not right
for a widow not to devote herself to faith and duty. Don’t allow her to remain a child any more.”
To the mother, the word “widow” felt as if someone was pouring molten iron down her ears. But what could
she say?
*
Around this time, one morning, Khanaprabha disappeared. The village community was stunned. Questions
raged like a tempest in every heart but couldn’t find a way out. Her friends said,
“Khani has gone forever!!”
But no one had ever imagined that Khanu would go. With whom did she go? How? Where? Inner queries need
not be curbed, but no one dared to voice them. The elders thought,
“Where has the girl gone? Has she drowned herself? What else could have happened to her?”
They didn’t want to believe anything else, and sighed, “Durga! Durga!”\fn{An appeal to the deity to take care of the
departing soul.}
No one knew what Khanu’s mother thought. Her father also must have been wondering. But they didn’t share
their thoughts, not even to each other. Only Matangini Thakurani, the widow of the village who had changed
Khanu's apparel, who was called on to dress all the new widows of the village, said,
“I had told Khanu’s mother to teach her faith, to make her observe all the rituals. And look what happened
now! I was married at the age of seven and widowed at the age of eight. When I was fourteen, my in-laws took
me to Pirag\fn{Praying, in Allahabad, where the three rivers, the Ganges, the Yamuna and the Saraswati meet. This confluence is
considered a holy place by Hindus who gather there on auspicious occasions to bathe and purify themselves .} and shaved off my hair.
Of what use is all that beauty and youth? Everyone has that at some time or the other.”
The woman she was talking to was a mother herself. She sighed and said,
“But Didi,\fn{Elder sister.} Khanu was a very good girl.”
“Yes, of course they are all good girls! What on earth are you saying? Beauty like hers should be sent off with
the person it was meant for.” Matangini Thakurani’s harsh tone did not encourage further discussion,
Soon everyone but the parents had almost forgotten Khanaprabha.
*
One night, Khanaprabha's mother went to bolt the back door and saw a shadowy figure move away. As soon as
she exclaimed in fear, “Oh, my God!” she heard a frightened whisper, “Ma!”
Ma turned to stone. After a moment, she looked again, looked all around, and looked at the figure before her.
No, it had not disappeared, it was not disappearing! It was leaning against the wall, as if it wanted to blend into
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the wall. No, it was a human being!
It was Khanu! She had thought it was something else, she had also hoped that it was something else. After a
moment’s silence, she said,
“Where are you coming from so late at night?”
Ma’s words seemed to offer some assurance. Khanu wept, tears streaming down her face. Ma watched her in
stony silence. Who knows whether there was pity, sympathy or affection in her eyes? What was there was an
enormous question. A question Khanu, or the Khanaprabha’s like her can never answer.
Khanaprabha slumped down on the floor. Now Ma could see that the fair and healthy body had turned frail and
lifeless. The face was in the shadows, but she could make out that even that had changed. Suddenly something
struck Ma.
“Shall I call him?”
Khanaprabha grew agitated.
“Oh, no! No, Ma, I can’t do it!”
Ma stiffened,
“What can’t you do? What do you want me to do, then?”
The daughter bent her head so low that she seemed to turn into the dust on the floor.
“I will tell him!”
*
Ma didn’t wait any longer. Her husband was still awake. At her words, his face turned to granite.
“Why has she come? What does she want?” he asked bitterly.
Ma’s sympathy grew with Baba’s harsh reaction. She didn’t answer.
“Why has she come? Tell her that she is no connection of mine any more. Tell her to go away!” Baba repeated.
Ma thought for a moment, and said, “Shall I tell her to stay the night in the kitchen? It’s very late.” Baba raised
his voice and taunted,
“When she has been able to manage without our help for so many days and nights, she can do it now. Go on,
tell her!”
Ma stood still, like a block of wood, for some time. Then she walked slowly to the back door.
There was no one there. She lifted her lamp and looked around, no one could be seen. Had she been mistaken?
Had it really been something else? Had it been what she had initially thought? Or, was it.
Beyond the back door was the pond. To the left was a grove of bamboo trees. Further down was a garden of
coconut, mango, palm and jackfruit trees. She felt that through the darkness, everything was looking at her lamp
in surprise. She called softly,
“Khanu?”
There was no reply. Not a shadow moved in the dark. She called again, and went a few steps forward, holding
up the lamp.
No, neither a shadow nor a body was there.
*
Some distance away, Khanaprabha, rushing down the narrow village path, heard her mother’s voice. But she
had also heard her father’s last words. Banging against trees, stumbling on stones, thorns pricking her feet, the
sounds of her own footsteps and the fluttering of leaves startling her every moment, she walked on to some
unknown destination. Her ears were ringing with the words, “She has been able to manage without our help for so
many days and nights, she can do it today too!”
Shame, rebukes, revulsion engulfed the pains of her sorrow, fear and anxiety.
*
It was the sitting room of the Gangulis. The daily session of chess and gossip was on in full swing. Khanu’s
father was a regular visitor at these sessions. That day he had left a little early. Satyendra of the village had gone
to the city nearby on some work and had returned that day. When the crowd thinned, he said,
“I have brought some bad news from the city.” Ganguli said with avid interest,
“What news? Whom does it concern?”
“None of us. Roy—moshai!”\fn{The Bengali equivalent of “Mister.”}
“What news? Roy—moshai was here all this while, he didn’t say anything!” Satyendra said,
“He doesn’t know. His daughter was found the other day, in the city. She died of drowning.”
“What? After so many days? So close to the village? Where was she all this while?”
“No one knows that. The other day I got off the boat and found the wharf was overcrowded. A boatman had
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rescued a drowning woman. She was still lying unconscious. When I arrived, the police had already made their
inquiries and were sending her off to hospital.”
“Then?”
“Then—I was curious, so I pushed through the crowds and saw that the drowned woman resembled the Roy’s
daughter, Khanu. Her face had altered beyond recognition. Yet I recognized her.”
“Then, did you tell them? You didn’t, I hope!”
“No! No, I moved away. I know the doctor in charge of the hospital personally. Later I asked him, as if out of
mere curiosity, whether she had survived or not. He said that she wasn’t even alive when she was brought in …
she had been very weak, there was nothing left in her at all. The condition …”
Ganguli-Moshai was rendered silent.
Satyendra also kept quiet.
“Then?” After a long pause, the older man spoke.
“I didn’t hear anything else. The doctor said it had probably been suicide. I just kept quiet.” Ganguli said, after
another long pause,
“It is possible. You know, I was afraid of just this outcome, that is why I am imposing strict discipline on my
young niece. If the girl had to die, she may as well have died six months back.”
Satyendra didn’t protest. Faith, discipline, austerity, the rational mind, other people’s comments all faded away.
All he saw was Khanaprabha’s blue lifeless body, the child’s thin, pale face.
*
Soon, the parents got the news.
They turned into stone statues. Tears froze in their eyes and couldn’t find a way out. Words hardened and stuck
to their throats.
The mother thought, had she come here to bid us a final good bye, like one hears in stories? Why didn’t I clasp
her to my heart? She calculated mentally … what day had it been? Had it been before the day the event had taken
place, as they had been informed, or after? But no one in the village knew Khanu had come home one day. How
could she ask anyone?
The day she died … was that after she had been turned away? Was it because she had been hurt by her parents’
rejection of her? Was it because of that? Was it?
The mother trembled.
The darkness of the evening deepened. The mother stared out at the darkness outside.
Won’t Khanu come again, just once?
She had no more fear, no more shame.
Khanu didn’t exist anymore.
68.91 The White Horse\fn{by Ramesh Chandra Sen (1894- )} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India
(M) 3
This is an event from the chronicle of riots.
A period of relative calm has set in after several successive days of bloodbath in Calcutta. Both Hindus and
Muslims have ventured out of their homes in their respective localities with a degree of freedom. But there is
tension in the air.
One afternoon, a white horse appeared in the empty cab stand. Its skin was spotlessly white, the tuft in its tail
shone in the sun. The creature looks like a lost wayfarer. No one has seen it before in the locality. It must have lost
its shelter and its master, and wandered around till it fetched up in this place. Hunger makes it sniff at the road
surface, the dust swirling up from its breathing. Of course it can find nothing to eat. It sniffs at the smelly rubbish
and turns its face away.
Sheila’s mother noticed the horse from her window. She said:
“The poor thing seems starved. Both the groom and the coachman must have fled.”
Sheila, her newly married daughter, was standing close by. She said:
“They may have been killed.”
“Oh!”—her mother’s face fell. Though she had not seen any actual killing, she had seen one or two horrible
things happening. And many stories had been told, both of murder and of things crueler than murder. She had felt
physically ill afterwards, and could not eat or sleep. But she still could not bring herself to believe that man could
be so ruthless.
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“They may still be alive,” she said.
The white animal brings a fresh whiff of life into the riot-torn locality. The boys are totally absorbed in the
horse. The small ones are delighted at its sight. The bigger ones come close and caress its body. It neighs with
pleasure when they rub its neck. Speculation is rife. Almost everybody decides that it must belong to a raja or a
landlord. They talk about its feed: what a rich man’s horse eats and how much. Someone says:
“Do you know that these horses are given drinks, and foreign stuff too?” Nontey comments:
“Of course, it’s drinks that give them so much spunk.”
One boy is cussed enough to differ. He says:
“I think it’s a cab-horse.” There is an immediate roll of laughter. Nontey says:
“Oh yes, you must have seen helluva lot of them! You come from England, don’t you, and ride around in
carriages.”
While everyone is discussing the horse, Jamuna Prasad manages to push a piece of rope into the horse’s mouth
for a bridle, and gets on its back. He has a small stick in his hand. He is about twenty-two or twenty-three, dark
and slim, and wears a vest. For a living, he buys up film-show tickets and sells them at a premium right in front of
the booking window. Then he gambles away his earnings in the pavement den in half an hour’s time; if a little is
left, he manages to get a drink or two and shouts at everybody.
But he has become quite popular in these days of rioting. Whenever a temple is under attack nearby, his shouts
are the loudest. He leads the mob in its rush to the spot. He has become very friendly with the white soldiers
posted in the locality by offering cigarettes and cups of tea to them. The boys call him the Military Tea Canteen.
But these last few days, he hasn’t had any time for his usual round of activities. He is almost always on horseback. He keeps saying:
“I’ve become a sergeant now.”
He doesn’t listen to anyone and is completely uncaring. The only sound you hear from him is the tchk-tchk his
tongue gives out as it strikes the palate. Habul says to him:
“Well, you are doing all the riding, aren’t you? Do we only watch? This won’t do, you know.”
Jamuna tells him:
“All right, go and fetch me paan and cigarettes from the corner-shop. I’ll let you have a ride then.”
“What about money!”
“Mention my name. Tell him, it’s Jamuna Prasad who wants it.” Habul comes back in a few minutes’ time. He
says:
“No go. He want’s money.”
“Bastard! Son of a sheep! I’d saved the bastard’s shop; and he made heaps of money from gambling. Now the
bastard wants money for a two-paisa paan!”
He rides away towards the shop. Habul does not get his ride.
This time of the year usually brings a crowd of boys to the temporary stall erected for community worship of
the goddess. The clay artist fashions the straw figure, kneads the clay, daubs it on the straw. The boys stand
around in a crowd and watch; they are delighted when they have a chance to help out the sculptor with fetching
and carrying.
This year the stall has not yet been erected, and the boys are still busy with the horse. They have named it
Chand, that is, the moon. But the gloss of its coat and its beauty wane day by day. Chand drags a foot and, behind
the left hind leg, a small sore festers. Sheila’s father, Hrishikesh Babu, is an influential old man, a patron of the
young people. He asks Habul:
“Do you feed the horse at all?” Habul says:
“Nontey has perhaps fed him.” Nontey, on being asked, says:
“I don’t really know. Jamuna may be able to tell.”
When Sheila’s mother hears of it, she buys some chaff from the shop downstairs and asks her son, Santu, to
take it to the horse. It picks up a little of the chaff, but does not eat any more. Santu’s friend, Khokon, suggests:
“The fodder has got stuck in Chand’s throat. Come, let’s fetch water for him.” They both fetch water, but one
has brought it in an earthen pot which has too narrow a mouth, and the other’s mug has sprung a leak. So the
horse does not have a drink. There is no other container, so the boys go to the tea-shop nearby and bring some tea
in a broken saucer.
“Go on, Chand, drink up,” they say. “Gokul’s tea is nice, try it.”
But the fame of Gokul’s tea does not attract Chand at all. He sniffs at the saucer once or twice and turns his
face away. The horse has grown even thinner and has a sick look. The sore is worse. But Jamuna continues to ride
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it. Hrishikesh tells him:
“Spare the horse a little, Jamuna, or it will die.”
Jamuna has drunk himself into a stupor. He speaks in his mixture of Hindi and Banga; the gist is—why fuss
over a mere animal, when thousands of human beings are getting killed? He smiles a crooked sharp smile. It
flashes like the honed blade of a dagger.
Towards evening Hrishikesh mobilized the boys to lead the horse into an empty garage nearby; a bucket of
water and a bundle of hay were provided too. When they came out after tending to the horse, a truck full of
vigilantes rushed by, and there were shouts of, “Get indoors, all of you, get in.”
Next morning, they saw that somebody had locked the garage. Hrishikesh’s bucket was at the door, and the
horse was standing by motionless. Its eyes lacked luster, it did not have strength enough to flick its tail at the flies.
It looked in imminent danger of toppling down.
Santu hurried over to fetch a handful of chick-peas. Chand did not touch it. Nontey said:
“Give it to me, Santu. I may be able to feed it. You know we had a carriage once; and I used to feed the
horses.” But the dumb animal did not bear out Nontey’s self-confident assertion. Nontey said, in his own brand of
English:
“There’s a great deal of seriosity in its ailment.” Sheila's mother was in despair.
“Oh look, the poor thing doesn’t have the strength to stand on its legs. But if it once lies down, it won’t be able
to get up again.” Sheila asked:
“Is it true that horses sleep standing up?” Hrishikesh said:
“Who told you such nonsense? They lie down to sleep once a week or so.”
*
It was ten in the morning. The hot sun lashed your skin. Chand fidgeted in the heat, and the boys walked him
down to the portico of Tebu’s house to find him shelter. Nontey reassured them:
“It’s just that white-skinned animals can’t stand direct sunlight. There’s nothing to worry about.”
Just at that moment, a short stocky old man appeared at the crossing. He looked around in all directions and
entered the street. The man had a full white beard and whiskers, the body was bare above his dirty lungi, and he
had a fez on his head; a tin mug in his hand glistened in the sun. He would have attracted notice in any case. But
just at that moment, he stands out so much in a Hindu locality that people just stare at each other. Hrishikesh Babu
exclaims:
“Oh no! Why did he have to come here now?”
But the old man appears to be unconcerned. He seems to be looking for something or somebody. His eyes scan
the entire length of the street twice. He misses the white horse at first, but the next time his eyes brighten as he
catches sight of it. The old man runs to the horse and caresses it as he mutters endearments in his dialect:
“Ah! Sohrab, what’s happened to you, my boy!”
The animal shivers at the familiar touch. He looks up, and his gaze expresses much that human language
cannot quite reach. Budo walks up to the old man and asks in broken Hindi:
“His name is Sohrab, is it? We call him Chand.”
The old coachman says, “It’s the same really.” Nontey asks:
“Is this horse yours?”
“No, sir, it’s a cab-horse. I am the groom, and also the coachman.” Nontey says”
“That means the horse is yours.” The old man smiles:
“As you say, sir.”
He fetches water in his mug from the street tap and holds it to the horse’s mouth. When the horse finishes the
water, the boys cry:
“Jai Hind!”
The groom had brought a paper bag of chick-peas in the folds of his lungi. He fed the horse from his palm.
When the chick-peas were finished, he turned to the boys and said:
“Can you get some more, sirs?”
“Of course,” Nontey said, and ran. Habul, Goba and others ran off too. Four paper-bags full of chick-peas
arrived together. When the animal was a little better, the old man said:
“Sohrab will eat only off my hands when he is ill.” He started reminiscing—how much was paid for the horse,
how old he was, how many teeth he had cut, and so on. People would look at Sohrab’s gait and speed and would
ask him why he had yoked this race-horse to a hackney cab. He would touch his own forehead and answer:
“It’s just our fate, sir. Animals have to obey fate, just like human beings.” He asked Hrishikesh:
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“Will everything cool down, sir? Will hackney cabs run again? There won’t be any fear on the street?” The
man was thinking of the peaceful old days. Hrishikesh could not find anything to say in answer.
Just at that moment the sleeping ogre awakes again. It rises up and stretches its limbs at the crossing nearby.
Rumor spreads like wildfire—killing has started in Lalpatty. From the main road, a section of the mob rushes into
the street, like a tide swiftly moving from a river into a creek. There are aimless movements and shouts and calls
to arms. The old groom looks around, tries to find reassurance from the boys. Sohrab has a piteous look too;
perhaps he realizes the danger to his master. Nontey tells the groom:
“You have nothing to fear.”
But the old man does not seem to find reassurance in the hundreds of pairs of cruel eyes turned in his direction.
A number of people advance from the crowd. Jamuna, Nontey, Habul and other boys make a cordon round the old
man. Hrishikesh tries to quieten the crowd. He says:
“This man is innocent. Don’t beat him up.”
Voices speak in different tongues, Hindi, Bengali, English—“He is not a man, he’s the devil.”
“So you’ve already forgotten Metiabruz!”
“A tooth for a tooth.” Hrishikesh says:
“Don'’ you know they saved us in many places?”
“So what? We’ve done it too. Don’t listen to such rubbish!”
It was futile to argue or explain, and dangerous too. Jamuna and Nontey said, “You keep quiet, uncle,” and
stood straight in front of the mob. Jamuna said:
“Come on, the lot of you, let’s see who can beat us up, come on.” A boy cried:
“No one can touch the groom, our white horse’s groom.”
The mob stood undecided for a moment. Then the shouting started again. Brickbats were thrown at the boys.
Just at that moment, someone cries from the top of the four storey house in the corner:
“The army’s here!”
There is a rush to get away. Everybody hides, creeping into open doorways and narrow lanes. Jamuna Prasad
drags the old groom with him and runs into Hrishikesh’s house.
Rat-tat-tat, speaks the gun. The soldiers get off their trucks and start marching. The only sound you hear in the
entire area is made by their boots. A weird silence reigns. All doors and windows are closed. No one has courage
enough to even open the blinds to satisfy their curiosity. Fear of the unknown marks each anxious face.
*
About an hour later, Nontey and Jamuna Prasad venture out. The old groom follows. The door opens into the
empty, sun-parched street, looking like a burning ghat. They turn their gaze to the left and start.
The horse lies sprawling on the street, the head on the pavement, the body on the roadway. His white body
stands out against the dark asphalt. There is a small round hole on the right temple. The old groom calls:
“My Sohrab!”
Sohrab does not respond. This is the very first time the horse fails to respond. Sohrab is looking into a sky as
clear as diamonds, with eyes which match its transparency. There is no pain or grievance in his gaze. Hrishikesh is
there too now. He looks into the eyes of the white horse and suppresses a sigh.
32.14 Excerpt from Father Panchali\fn{by Bibhuti Bhushan Banerjee (1894-1950)}, Muratipur Village, Nadia District,
West Bengal State, India (M) 9
… The days had gone by before they knew it. Winter, too, was about to come to an end.
Ever since Durga’s death, Sarbajaya had tirelessly urged her husband to arrange for the family to leave the
village for good, and Harihar himself hadn’t been remiss in his various efforts to make this happen. But nothing
had come of his efforts. And so Sarbajaya, these days, had in a way abandoned hope of leaving.
Meanwhile, the widowed wife of Nilmoni Roy, Harihar’s distant cousin,\fn{ A note reads: In Indian familial
relationships, cousins are referred to as “brothers” or “sisters,” and a male cousin’s wife is a “sister-in-law” by relation .} had arrived
here last winter, and, finding her family house thickly overgrown with a forest of weeds, put up at Bhubon
Mukhujje’s house. Harihar had displayed considerable enthusiasm about bringing his boudi to his own house, but
Nilmoni Roy’s wife had declined. Accompanying her at present were her daughter Atasi and her youngest son
Sunil. The elder son, Suresh, studied at a school in Calcutta; he wouldn’t be able to come before the school closed
in the summer.
Atasi was fourteen years old; Sunil was eight. Sunil wasn’t especially good-looking; but Atasi was fairly
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pleasant to look at, though you couldn't say she was beautiful. All the same, they’d spent much of their life in
Lahore—Nilmoni Roy had worked there at the commissariat—there they’d been born, there brought up; thus the
Western country’s perfect health resided in their very bodies.
When they first arrived here, Sarbajaya tried to socialize with her affluent, well-established sister-in-law. After
she’d heard that Sunil’s mother was the owner of ten thousand rupees in cash and shares, her heart filled with
reverence for her sister-in-law, and, at her own initiative and with a degree of over-familiarity, she spared no effort
at getting to know her; eventually, foolish though she might be, Sarbajaya had realized that Sunil’s mother was
not ready to give her a great deal of importance. Her husband had always been a high-ranking employee; she and
her children were used to a different way of life. From the beginning, she maintained such a clear difference of
status between the family of her poor cousin and her own that Sarbajaya herself had no choice but to withdraw.
In conversation, behavior, day-to-day business, and all kinds of trivial ways, she informed Sarbajaya that she
was in no sense fit to consort with them as an equal. The fact that they came from a well-to-do family was brought
constantly to light in the things they said, their clothes, their manner of existence. The children were perpetually
well-dressed, no speck of dust permitted to stain their clothes, their hair perennially combed, a necklace circling
Atasi’s neck, gold bangles round her wrists, gold earrings on her ears; no one went anywhere in the morning
without having breakfast and a round of tea, and they had with them a servant from the Western provinces, and it
was he who performed all the domestic chores—in every respect, there was a great difference between the ways
of Sarbajaya’s impoverished household and theirs.
Sunil’s mother didn’t let her son get too friendly with any of the village boys, not even with Apu—in case,
finding themselves in the company of this backwater’s ignorant, rude urchins, her children should be corrupted.
She hadn’t come to this village to live here; the one objective of the visit was to supervise and take stock of their
own estate and property during land measurement. The Bhubon Mukhujjes had some of their property on lease,
and for this reason had reserved a couple of rooms in the western wing of their house for their use, and even their
cooking and meals were kept separate. There was no perceivable difference in the behavior of the Bhubon
Mukhujjes and Sunil’s mother; for Bhubon Mukhujje was wealthy, although he wouldn’t count Sarbajaya as a
human being at all.
During Dol, Suresh, the eldest son of Nilmoni Roy, came down from Calcutta and stayed at the house for about
ten days. Suresh was about Apu’s age; he studied in the fifth grade in an English school. He wasn’t very fair; he
had what might be called a wheatish complexion. Regular exercise had made his body strong, healthy. Though
merely one year older than Apu, he resembled, in his outline and structure, a fifteen- or sixteen-year-old boy.
Ramnath Ganguly’s son—of the Ganguly family of the neighboring locality—was his classmate. The Dol of
Ramnabami was much celebrated at the house of the Gangulys, and he’d come on a visit to his maternal uncle’s
house to mark the occasion. Suresh spent the greater part of his time there; he too probably considered none of the
other boys of the village worth mixing with.
The dark piece of land which, overrun with weeds and the wilderness, used to lie next to the deserted house,
and which Apu had seen ever since he’d come to consciousness, was these people’s land. For this reason, they
held, for him, a mysterious attraction. Suresh, his contemporary, studied in Calcutta—and for a long time he’d
been waiting for his arrival during the holidays so that he might get to know him. But Suresh, upon his arrival,
didn’t mix with him as one might have thought he would; besides, his behavior and his manner of speaking were
such that he seemed ready to exhibit his superiority to the village boys at every step. Though a peer in age, the shy
and tongue-tied Apu would feel daunted by such behavior and wouldn’t dare come near him.
Apu hadn’t yet been to school; when Suresh asked him about studies, he said:
“I study at home with my father.”
On the day of Dol, sitting under the Jalpai trees at the ghat of the pond owned by the Gangulys, Suresh was
asking the village boys questions on various topics in the manner of a world-vanquishing authority and pundit. To
Apu he said:
“Let’s see if you can tell us what the ‘boundary’ of India is. Do you know ‘geography’?”
Apu couldn’t answer. Suresh asked again:
“What sums have you solved? Can you solve a decimal fraction?”
Apu didn’t know all these things. But even if he didn’t, the books in that tin box of his weren’t few. A
handbook on everyday rites and observances, an old volume of physical geography, one Subhankari, a page-torn
volume of the poem Virangana, that old copy of the Mahabharata which belonged to his mother—these were the
books in the tin box.
He had read all these books; and would reread them even though he’d read them repeatedly. His father, asking
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at every quarter, dreaming of every avenue, tried to procure his son books whenever he could; for his deepest wish
was that his son should be well-educated, that he should become a scholar, that he should be brought up well—
like a patient in delirium, his thirst in this matter was indomitable, insatiable.
But he had no money, utterly lacked the means to keep his son at a distant boarding school, and didn’t have
much of an education himself. And yet whenever he was at home he’d sit with his son and teach him this and that,
talk about different things, and, in order to teach his son arithmetic, would, with the aid of a subhankari, return to
the once-perused, forgotten knowledge acquired in childhood to once more sharpen and revive it and then assign
his son arithmetic problems to solve. Whenever he thought something would enrich his son’s knowledge, he’d
either give it to him to read, or read it out to him himself.
For a long time he’d been a subscriber to Bangabasi; the old copies of Bangabasi, collected over many days,
had accumulated in their room; Harihar had, with great care, tied them into bundles and set them aside so that his
son might read them one day; now these were coming into use. Not being able to meet the cost of the
subscription, they no longer received new issues of the periodical, and the newspaper vendors had stopped
delivering it. Harihar knew very well just how crazy his son was for this magazine, Bangabasi, how, on Saturday
mornings, abandoning his games, he’d sit on Bhubon Mukhujje’s puja platform near the postbox, open-mouthed,
in expectation of the postman, and his heart would tingle with pain at not being able to get his son this most
beloved of things.
And yet Apu had learnt several stories reading the old Bangabasis. He’d tell Potu about them—Leuka and
Raphael, the volcanic eruptions on Martinique island, stories of magicians who could make gold, and so much
more.
But his studies at school came to nothing. He knew arithmetic only up to lessons on divisions, nothing of
history, nothing of grammar, hadn’t even heard of geometry or menstruation, and his knowledge of English
extended to the page with the picture of a horse in the First Book.
*
His mother had slightly different ideas about her son’s future. Sarbajaya had grown up in a backwater. She had
no elevated expectation that Apu would study at school and grow up to be an educated man. No one among her
acquaintances knew what a school looked like. Her great hope was that after a while her son would start
frequenting the houses of the disciples they had, keep them in hand.
Sarbajaya had yet another hope. The village priest, Dinu Bhattacharya, had grown old. None of his sons was
suitable for the job. Rani’s mother, Gokul’s wife, and the eldest daughter-in-law of the Ganguly household had all
been of the view that henceforth they’d have their rituals performed by Apu, that in Dinu Bhattacharya’s absence,
they’d have, instead of his ganja-smoking son Bhombal, this unspoilt, simple, beautiful boy preside over the
arrangements for the village Manasa puja and Lakshmi puja; this was what the women of the village wished.
Apu was loved by all. Sarbajaya had heard this wish expressed many times, on the river ghat, on pathways, on
the lips of the women who were her neighbors, and this, at present, was her highest hope. She was the child of a
poor family, she’d been married into a poor one; she had no conception of a future brighter than this. If what she
wished were to come true, she would have in her grasp what she’d dreamed of in her waking dreams.
The subject had come up one day in Bhubon Mukhujje’s house. It was afternoon, and not a few people from
the neighborhood were present there to play cards. Sarbajaya said, in a voice intended to keep everyone happy,
“Here’s Boro khuri, here’s Thakuma, here’s Mejdi; if they're kind maybe my Apu can take the sacred thread in
the coming Fagun and try his hand at the village puja. I won’t need to have any more cares about him then! There
are eight to ten families of disciples, and if by Ma Sidheshwari’s will the puja at the house of the Gangulys
becomes a permanent job, then …”
Sunil’s mother suppressed a smile. Her son Suresh would grow up and study law, and then practice with her
cousin, who was a well-known lawyer in Patna. This uncle of Suresh’s was childless, but a lawyer with a thriving
practice. It had become their wish, in time, that he take Suresh under his wing and educate him—but, saying,
“Why should we keep our child in someone else’s house,” and words to that effect, she, instead of blabbering the
truth like Sarbajaya, had already, in asides during casual and desultory conversation, explained to everyone why
her son still wasn’t with his uncle.
Emerging from Bhubon Mukhujje’s house, Sarbajaya told her son:
“Listen to me”—then said surreptitiously, “Why don’t you go up to your Jethima and tell her—Jethima, I don’t
have shoes—buy me a pair, won’t you?”
Apu said, “Why, Ma?”
“Oh, tell them, they’re rich people, if you ask, they’ll probably give you a good pair of shoes today—like the
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ones Suresh wears; haven’t you seen them? Such red shoes quite suit you …”
Apu said with a shy look, “I feel very ashamed—I won’t be able to say it—who knows what’ll they think, I—”
Sarbajaya said, “But what’s there to be ashamed about! Your own people—oh, tell them—what's wrong?”
“Oh … oh—I won’t be able to say it, Ma. I can’t speak in front of Jethima—”
Sarbajaya said angrily:
“Why should you? You demonstrate all your might in your little corner at home—wandering about everywhere
barefoot, and for two years there haven’t been good shoes on your feet; they’re rich people, if they wanted they
might have bought you a pair—but not a word will come out of your lips—king of the tongue-tied ones …”
2
On the day of the Purnima moon, Apu went to Rani’s house to receive the prasad for Satyanarayan puja. Rani,
calling him, said with a smile on her face,
“You used to come to our house so often before, why don’t you come these days?”
“Why shouldn’t I come Ranudi—I do,” Rani said in a hurt voice.
“Of course you do! You mean you don’t come at all! I think of you so much. Do you think of me, of us?”
“Don’t I! Oh that’s too much—why don’t you ask my mother and see?”
No other satisfactory excuse was available to him. Leaving him standing there, Rani went in herself and,
bringing him fruit, prasad and sandesh, transferred them to his hands. Smiling, she said:
“Take these, plate and all; I’ll go tomorrow and bring it back from khurima.”
At the smile on her face, a sense of absolute trust in her came to Apu. How beautiful Ranudi had lately
become; he was still to see a girl as beautiful. Atasidi always appeared impeccable, but her looks bore no
comparison to Ranudi’s. Besides, Apu knew that none among the girls of this village had a heart like hers. If he
loved anybody after didi;\fn{A note reads: Durga, Apu’s late elder sister, is being referred to here .} then it was Ranudi. And
Apu knew too, didn’t he, that something in Ranudi went out to him as well.
As he was leaving with the plate, he said, a little hesitant:
“Ranudi, Satuda doesn’t let me read the books you have in the cupboard in your west-facing room. Will you
give me one to read? I’ll return it as soon as I’ve finished it.”
Rani said, “I don’t know which books, though; wait, I’ll see.”
It was impossible to persuade Satu at first, but eventually he said:
“All right, I'll let you read the books if you do one thing for me. Everyday someone steals fish from the pond
in our field—Jethamoshai has asked me to go there and keep guard in the afternoons—I don’t like being there, all
alone; if you go there in my place, I’ll let you read the books—”
Rani protested:
“Oh that’s fine! He’s just a boy—he has nothing better to do than sit in the forest and guard the fish, does he?
You’re an overgrown boy and you can’t, so he has to go! Forget it, you don’t have to give him your books, I’ll ask
Father …”
Apu, though, agreed. Rani’s father, Bhubon Mukhujje, lived in another part of the country; it would be a long
time before he returned, while Apu, on the other hand, desired these books deeply. In his greed to read the books,
he’d loitered, with a covetous heart, in Satu’s west-facing room on many occasions. He’d even browsed through
one or two. But Satu, who didn’t read at all himself, didn’t let him read either. Snatching the book from his hands
just when he’d arrived at the protagonist’s most critical moment, Satu would say,
“Put it back, Apu, these are Chhoto Kaka’s books, they’ll tear, give it to me.”
Every day in the afternoon, selecting a book from the cupboard, and taking Satu’s permission, he’d leave; and,
spreading some tender branches from the Seora tree in the shadow of the bamboo forest, he’d lie on them on his
stomach and read undisturbed. Here was no shortage of books—The Icon of Love, Saroj-Sarojini, Kusum-Kumari,
The Illustrated Drama of the Young Yogini, The Bandit’s Daughter, The Fate of Love or Poison in the Elixir,
Gopeshwar’s Secret—how many more names need he utter! He’d begin with one; he wouldn’t be able to let go of
it until he’d finished it. His eyes would ache, the vein in his temples throb gently; in the meanwhile, the shadow
of the empty bamboo forest by the pond would, at some point, deepen, and descend on the cluster of weeds on the
muddy surface, and he wouldn’t even be aware in what way the afternoon had gone!
What stories!
Saroj, taking Sarojini with him, going to Murshidabad by boat … on the way, the Nawab’s men plundered the
boat and took them prisoner. At the Nawab’s orders, Saroj was sentenced to death; and Sarojini was imprisoned
inside a dark room. Deep in the night, the door to the room opened; the Nawab, stepping into it in a state of
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inebriation, said, “O beautiful one, Saroj has been put to death at my directive; why then …” et cetera. Sarojini,
turning proudly, said, “Demon, you still know nothing about Rajput women; until there is breath in this body …”
et cetera. At this moment, a great kick shattered the prison window. The Nawab started and saw a sannyasi with
knotted hair whose very physical proportions radiated strength, and with him four or five men who seemed
powerful as death’s emissaries. The sannyasi, his eyes red with anger, looked upon the Nawab and said, “O lowest
of humans, have you turned from being savior to savourerr?” And then, turning to Sarojini, he said, “Mother, I am
your lord’s guru, Jogananda Swami; your lord is not dead; my kamandulu’s water has given him life a second
time; come with me now, mother, to my ashram; my disciple Saroj is waiting for you …”
The writer had a beautiful facility of style—in order to give a more elaborate sense of the wonder of Saroj’s
new life, he would stimulate the reader’s curiosity about the next chapter by saying, “Come, reader, let us see by
what means, after being put to death in the place of execution, was it made possible for Saroj to have a second life
…” et cetera.
At the end of each chapter, Apu’s eyes would begin to blur—something would be stuck in his throat. Looking
at the sky, he’d seem to think something for a minute or two—his ears would emit, in joy, in wonder, in agitation,
a stream of fire; his breath stopping, he’d turn to give his attention to the next chapter. It would become evening,
shadows would congeal on every side, all kinds of birdcall would begin to be heard in the bamboo overhead; he’d
continue to read, thinking all the while, I must get up, his eyes an inch above the page—as long as the letters
remained visible.
But he’d never read such books before!
What were Sita’s exile and Duval’s story after these?
When he’d come home, his mother would scold him:
“How did you turn out to be such a silly fellow? You go and guard other people’s fish sitting alone in a forest
in your greed to read a book? They’ve discovered a fine fool in you.”
But his mother had no inkling whatever of the direction from which benefits were coming to the stupid Apu.
These days he’d acquired two books: The Dawn of Life in Maharashtra and The Evening of Life in Rajasthan.
Against the visible canvas of anthill and baichi forest, in the silent afternoon’s enchantment, picture after picture
kept changing—Zulekha, ministering to the injured Naren upon the river; Shivaji, finding himself placed on equal
footing with the Mansabdars who led five thousand men, swelling with anger and thinking—Shivaji, a leader of
five thousand? Go to Poona once, and count how many Mansabdars with five thousand there are in Shivaji’s
army! …
His entire day would pass on the desert peaks of Rajbara, in the Rang mahal and Sheesh mahal of Delhi and
Agra, among groups of beautiful women wearing scarves and Peshowaj skirts. What world was this—where there
was only moonlight, swordplay, lovely faces brought together in friendship, and, long spear in hand, men
galloping horseback across barren valleys and fields of corn during the Aheria festival? …
Pratap Singh had achieved all a hero, a Rajput, a human being could. His story was written on the face of every
stone on Haldighat’s mountainous roads. The story was inscribed in the imperishable glory of the blood spilt from
the hearts of twelve thousand Rajput men on the battlefield of Dewar.
Even after years had passed, the ancient warriors would sit by the fire on a winter’s night and narrate the story
of the astonishing heroism at Haldighat to their grandsons and granddaughters.
A spear was thrown by an invisible hand. Apu, who’d grown up by the perpetually dark shadows of the trees in
this village, among hidden creepers and leaves, and the wet earth’s smell, still knew every place in the province of
the Bhils in Rajputana, or in Aravalli Mewar; he was intimate with the incomparable wild beauty of Nahara
Mogro.
How beautiful was the image of Tejsingha, descending from the mountains, weapon in hand!...
“There, in Chappan Pradesh, for many days at midnight, a song sung by a woman could be heard issuing from
the uninhabited cavern and the utmost summit of that Bhil village. Very early in the morning, in that lonely place,
passers-by could sometimes see a woman’s pale face and her restless eyes; people used to suppose it must be
some forest goddess, unhappy and bereft of repose … it was as if the indistinct, mournful echo of that song would
come to Apu’s ears from behind the kaash flowers!
Kamalmir, the battle at Suryagarh, General Shabaaz Khan, Noor Jehan the beautiful, Pushpakumari, the wild
province of the Bhils, the child-hero Chandansingh—those remote, remote imagined places. And yet how near,
how real it seemed. In the deserts of Rajbara and the blue Aravalli, the chenar trees on the peaks of the high
mountains had flowered and shed their blossoms; the footprints of the goddess Mewarlakshmi, red as if with lac
and blood, were printed on the bits of stone on the banks of the rivers Bunas and Ravi, on the rocks beneath
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waterfalls, on fields of bajra and jowar and the Moul forests.
Chittor could not be saved. Rana Amar Singh bowed before the sovereignty of the Badshah. And in what way
did his father Pratap Singh, who had lost everything, who for twenty-five years had fought with legions of Bhils
in forest and on mountain, bear witness, his heart raging with sorrow.
To this? …
With hot tears, anthill, the baichi forest, the bamboo, would all grow indistinct.
*
That afternoon, his father, displaying a parcel, said, smiling:
“Tell me, son, what d’you think this is?”
Apu swiftly sat up in the bed; in an eager voice, he asked:
“A paper? Isn’t it, baba?”
Of the three rupees Harihar had got the other day from Bihari Ghosh’s mother-in-law for writing down the
Ramkabach, he’d sent two rupees (keeping it a secret from his wife) towards a subscription for the newspaper; if
his wife had known, the want of another five things in the household would have meant that there would have
been absolutely no way of salvaging those two rupees.
Apu, quickly taking the parcel from his father’s hands, opened it.
Yes—it was a paper. The word Bangabasi was written on it in those same, large letters, and here was that very
smell of new paper, that very newsprint—it was for this that, about a year ago, he, like a scavenging crow, would
go impatient and eager, every Saturday to sit by the postbox, near Bhubon Mukhujje’s porch where festivals were
celebrated, in open-mouthed expectation of the peon!
A paper! A paper! Who knows what news had appeared in it this time? What unheard-of things were printed on
its large pages? Harihar thought:
“The satisfaction derived from releasing some pawned earring surely couldn’t exceed the joyous smile that’s
come to my son’s face by the grace of two rupees.”
Apu read for a while and said:
“Look, baba, they’ve published a letter from a Traveler in England; its first installment’s come out today.
We’ve got our paper just at the right time—haven’t we, baba?”
Yet it still made him sad to think that, on the subscription being stopped suddenly last year, he hadn’t read the
last part of the story about the Japanese demon-spider; he hadn’t been able to find out what happened after Raiko
visited the emperor’s court …
One day Rani said:
“What’s that you’ve been writing in your notebook?”
Apu said in a tone of astonishment, “Which notebook? How did you—”
“Didn’t I go to your house the other day in the afternoon? You weren’t there: I sat and talked with khurima for
such a long time! Why, didn’t khurima tell you? That’s when I saw you’d scribbled all kinds of things in your red
notebook among the books in your “library”—my name’s there, and Devi Singha or somebody—”
Apu went red with embarrassment.
“That’s a story.”
“What story’s it, Apu? You’ll have to read it out to me.”
The next day Rani handed a bound exercise book to Apu and said:
“Write me a story in this, Apu—quite a good one. You will, won’t you? Atasi was saying that apparently you
write well! Write it, I’ll show it to Atasi …”
Apu used to write in his notebook at night. He’d say to his mother:
“Do give me another spoonful of oil, Ma. I’ll just write a little more and stop.”
His mother would say:
“Don’t read any more tonight—there are only another two spoonfuls left; what’ll I cook with tomorrow? I’m
cooking here, come and read in this light.”
And Apu would quarrel with her.
His mother would scold him:
“Oh, all the enthusiasm for reading and writing comes to this boy at night—there’s no sign all day even of his
forelock! What d’you do in the morning? Go away, I won’t give you any more oil.”
In the end, Apu’d come and sit down with his notebook at the edge of the stove, in the light of the burning
wood. Sarbajaya would think:
“When Apu’s a little older I’ll get him a good bride. Let’s give him his sacred thread next year; and then if the
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puja at the Gangulys could become a regular affair …”
When he returned the exercise book to Rani four or five days later, she asked, opening the book in excitement:
“Did you write it?”
Apu, a hint of laughter on his face, said:
“Why don’t you open it and see?”
Rani looked in and said happily:
“Oh, what a lot you’ve written! Wait, let me call Atasi and show it to her.”
Atasi looked at it and said:
“Apu’s written it or has somebody else—Ha! It’s all copied from a book.”
Apu said in protest:
“Oh yes, from a book, of course! I make up stories—let’s see, why don’t you ask Potu, Atasidi? Haven’t I sat
by the river with him in the afternoon and made up all those stories to tell him?”
Rani said, “No, I know he’s written it. That’s the style he writes in. He once read out a wonderful play he’d
written in his notebook to me.” Later, she said to Apu,
“Haven’t you written your name inside? Write your name on it.”
Apu, as if slightly compromised, said that his story wasn’t quite finished yet; he’d sign it the moment he had.
Although he’d begun the story in the style of the play, The Life of a Young Yogini in Pictures, he hadn’t been, able
to altogether decide how he’d finish it; on the other hand, if the exercise book stayed with him for too many days,
Ranudi—Atasidi in particular—might begin to doubt his creative powers; it was this fear that caused him to return
the story in its unfinished state.
His father wasn’t at home. Waking up in the morning, Apu, with everyone else from the village, went to a
funeral ceremony in the neighboring village they’d all been invited to. Sunil went with them as well; Brahmins
from various villages who made it their business to feed at such ceremonies walked as much as ten or twelve
miles to their destination. Each person had brought about five or six children with them; seating everyone
conveniently seemed to lead to the possibility of a riot.
After dispatching five luchis on everybody’s plate, the organizers, beginning to distribute fried aubergines,
discovered the plates were void of luchis—everyone was sitting pretty, having deposited them on to the cloth or
the gamchha they had by their side! Little boys, not knowing enough to grasp these maneuverings, were breaking
the luchis on their plates—Bishweshwar Bhattacharya swooped towards his son’s plate and, putting the luchis on
the cloth next to him, said:
“Why don’t you leave those alone! They’ll give you some more soon, eat them then.”
After this, for a while, there was a great disturbance—“Bring the basket of luchis to this row”; “By the way,
there’s absolutely no pumpkin on my-”; “Hey, see that they’re hot”; “Sir, touch and see what you’ve given me,
will you, it’s raw flour.”—et cetera.
With regard to the bundle of things to be given to the Brahmins to take home, there was noisy disagreement!
Someone began to shout:
“In that case you mustn’t invite bhadralok. Five or six heaps of luchis is the accepted “rate” for take-home
bundles—it’s been established since the time of Kallol Sen. I don’t want your bundle; in a place like this,
Kandarpa Majumdar would never …”
The organizers set about appeasing Kandarpa Majumdar in earnest. Apu too brought a bundle home.
Sarbajaya, quickly emerging from the house, said with a smile:
“O Ma, what a lot you’ve brought back—let’s see, open it! Luchi, pantua, gaja—how many, Apu! Let me
cover them and put them away; you can eat them in the morning.”
Apu said:
“But you’ll have to eat them too, Ma—I asked for a double helping of pantua for you.”
Sarbajaya said:
“What, did you tell them, ‘Give me some, my mother’ll eat them?’ O, you’re really too greedy!”
With a movement of his neck and arms, Apu said:
“As if I’d say something like that! I asked them in such a way that they thought I was going to eat the lot.”
Sarbajaya, full of happiness, picked up the bundle and took it inside.
Apu went to Sunil’s house after a while. Stepping on to the porch, he heard Sunil’s mother telling her son,
“Why did you drag all those things back home? Who asked you to bring them?” Sunil, too, following everyone
else, had brought with him a take-home bundle; he said:
“Why, Ma, everyone took one—Apu brought one back too.” Sunil’s mother said,
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“Why shouldn’t Apu bring one back—he’s the son a Brahmin who survives on the food at such ceremonies! In
the future he’s going to preside over pujas and take home many more bundles—that’s the course they’ve taken in
life. His mother’s just as pathetically greedy. That’s why I didn’t want to bring you two with me when I first came
to this village. Bad company’s setting you a bad example! Go, call Apu and leave these with him—go; or at least
throw them away, go. You were invited to a feast and you ate at a feast—what was the need for bringing back all
those things like low people.”
Frightened, Apu decided against entering Sunil’s house. On his way home, he thought, Ma was so happy to get
those odds and ends; why was Jethima so angry upon seeing them? Was the food blobs of earth, that it had to be
thrown away? His mother greedy? He the son of a Brahmin who survived on feasts? But Jethima might have had
many pantuas and gajas; his mother had little opportunity to eat them. And how often had he eaten these things
himself? How could what was reprehensible for Sunil be reprehensible for him?
He didn’t get a great deal of studies done; this was the way he spent his time. Eating at ceremonial feasts, tying
up bundles of food to bring home, accompanying his father to a disciple’s house, fishing. That small boy Potu—
the one who’d been beaten up when he’d gone to the fishermen’s quarters to play with cowries—was Apu’s
companion in all these things. These days he was bigger, and had grown taller; and he’d go everywhere his Apuda did. He’d come from another locality to this one only to play with Apu; he didn’t mix a great deal with anyone
else. He still hadn’t forgotten that it was while rescuing him from the fishermen’s sons that Apu had taken a
beating.
Apu had a great passion for fishing. The mouth of the Kanchikata canal, by the river Ichhamati that ran down
the Sonadanga field, was often full of fish. He’d go there frequently and sit down under a large chhatim tree; on
the riverbank to catch fish. He was very fond of this place; it was absolutely lonely; on both sides, the river was
bordered with all kinds of foliage and branches leaning over the water; on the other side were the deep green
thickets of ulu grass, the intermittent stirring of the leaves of the creepers on kadam and shimul trees, bushes over
which had spread purple bankalmi blossoms; further on, Madhavpur village’s bamboo forest; amidst birdcall,
forest shadow, the ulu thicket’s gloom, this mingling and merging with this tender loneliness!
Since that day in early childhood when he’d first come to the kuthi field, what an allure did field, forest, river
have for him! The moment he’d drop his line and, sitting beneath the shadow of the chhatim tree, look on all
sides, an amazing contentment would flood him. Whether he caught a fish or not, whenever the afternoon’s deep
gloom was suffused with the smell of the half-ripe dates on date palms on the edge of the field, and a soft breeze
broadcast in all directions the cries of the bou-katha-kao and the papiya bird, and the great sun, scattering silver
and vermilion on branches, would droop behind the corner of that banyan on Sonadanga field, the river’s water
grow black, flocks of river-shalik return home amidst their own noise, it was then he’d become engrossed, and
look on all sides with eyes heavy with joy; he’d think:
“Even if I don’t catch a fish, I’ll come here and sit every day, right here under this chhatim tree.”
Most of the time there was no fish; the float on the line in the still water would, hour after hour, remain as
immovable as the windless, tremorless flame on the wick of a lamp. He didn’t have the patience to stay in one
place for so long; he’d go wandering about restlessly in the vicinity, in search of birds’ nests in the bushes;
returning, he might notice the float was tembling a little. Drawing the line in, he’d say”
“Rubbish! There’s a shoal of jheya fish here; it’s no good fishing here now.”
Later, drawing the line, he’d go and drop the bait in the weed-covered surface a little further away. The deep
blackness of the water might make one suppose that, what else, large rui and katla fish would swallow the bait
straightaway! It didn’t take a long time for this delusion to end; the float on the line would attain a state of
transcendental samadhi …
On certain days he’d take a book or two to settle down with. He’d throw in the line and open a book. From
Suresh he’d borrowed an English book with pictures meant for younger children, and also its glossary. He
couldn’t understand English; turning to the glossary he’d read, in Bengali, what the story was about, and then only
look at the pictures in the English book. Narratives about distant countries and all kinds of human greatness had
always moved his heart since he’d been a child, and this book had several stories on such subjects. How, in some
featureless landscape, a traveler had lost his way in a terrific snowstorm and, going round and round in circles,
lost his life in the cold; in what way, crossing an uncharted ocean, Christopher Columbus had discovered America
—stories of this kind. The English girl and boy who’d climbed up the side of a mountain by the sea to collect eggs
from a seagull’s nest, and found themselves in danger; the courageous girl, Praskovia Lapulof, who, in order to
repeal her father’s exile, had embarked alone on a journey to the ice-girded land of Siberia—it was as if he’d
recognize them at once if he saw them.
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Reading the little story about Sir Philip Sidney,\fn{ English poet (1554-1586), couriter and soldier, a model of the ideal
his eyes filled with tears. He went and asked Suresh:
“Sureshda, d’you know this story? Would you please tell me more?”
Suresh said, “Oh, about the Battle of Zutphen!”\fn{ It was a raid on a Spanish convoy, in which Sidney was mortally
wounded.}
Apu, amazed, said, “What, Sureshda? Zutphen! Where’s that?”
Suresh could tell him no more about it.
*
One day, a few months later.
He’d been trying to catch a fish, and somehow a big sarputi had attached itself to the line and he’d reeled it in.
Expectant, now, Apu could no longer abandon that place—he’d break some twigs and branches and, spreading
them, sit there.
Time unraveled gradually, and once more that incomparable stillness would come to the field by the river; on
the other bank, by the border of Deyar’s field, in the green expanse of ulu grass, in the thickets of kaash flowers,
and on the tops of the kadam and shimul trees, all extending into the distance, was once more that most-familiar,
old friend of the blessed time of his childhood happiness—the afternoon’s disappearing, final sunlight!
He’d recall the beautiful story he’d read in the Letter From A Traveler in England in the Bangabasi. He’d seen
in Sureshdada’s English map where the Mediterranean ocean was; and he knew that, beyond it, was France. Many
years ago, a foreign army had borne heavily upon the heart of France; the country was in danger; the king
powerless; there was lawlessness everywhere; looting and pillaging! At this time when the nation was being
gravely wronged, an impoverished peasant girl,\fn{ Joan.} in a tiny village situated in the province of Lorraine,
went out to graze her father’s herd of sheep, and letting her sheep wander here and there, sat down upon the green
earth of that remote rural landscape, and, lifting her blue eyes to the sky, pondered, alone, on the sad state of her
country. After several days of deep thought, a voice was born in her untainted, tender maiden’s mind, which said
to her, You are France’s savior; go and gather the royal army; the nation’s deliverance is in your hands. St. Mary
was the one who granted her courage—day after day, her call would come to her from furthest heaven.\fn{ A note
Renaissance gentleman.}

reads: The city in which Kubera, the god of wealth, resides; it is also a name that means “heaven,” or the “paradisial city,” especially in
the sense Kalidasa used it in his long Sanskrit poem, Meghdut (c. fifth century AD). The name has a paradisial resonance in modern
Bengali literature also because of the importance Kalidasa’s poem had for Tagore. I may have inserted this footnote in the wrong place: H }

Then, in what way the reinvigorated French army had repulsed the enemy from the country, how an otherworldly
maiden herself took arms and restored the throne to the king, and then how ignorant, blind men, accusing her of
witchcraft, had burnt her alive—all this he’d read today. In what a wonderful way his heart would fill to the brim
as he thought over, the story on this afternoon, by the serene river’s side!
It wasn’t as if he thought a great deal about the tales of the maiden’s battles and her victories. But the picture
that came to his mind again and again was of the young girl, deeply pondering, in that uninhabited landscape, and
the sheep on all sides wandering of their own volition, the green earth below, above her head, the open blue sky.
On the one hand, the terrifying foreign enemy, the cruelty, the arrogance of victory, the streams of blood; on the
other, a simple, celestial, other-wordly, blue-eyed peasant girl. This picture absorbed his boy’s growing mind.
More pictures came to his mind. The faraway, blue-sea-encircled Martinique island. Sugar-cane fields on every
side, the blue sky above—so, so distant—only the blue sky, and the blue sea. Blue and only blue! And much
more, which you couldn’t convey—or communicate.
Drawing in the fishing-line, he’d prepare to go home. Clusters of babla and saibabla, their heads bowed before
the river, lowered their burden of flowers upon the soothing, dark water. The immense, blood-red sun had drooped
behind the corner of the banyan tree in the middle of Sonadanga field—it was as if some heavenly child had, in
play, blown a bubble from Alaka’s burning, curdling, golden ocean into the sky, which at this moment was
descending on the western horizon, into the interior of the earth’s forests!
Someone covered his eyes from behind.
As he forced the hands from his eyes, Potu broke into peals of laughter and, confronting him, said, “I couldn’t
find you anywhere, Apuda; then I thought, I’m sure he must have gone fishing, and so here I am. Didn’t catch a
fish? … not even one? Come, let’s untie a boat instead and go exploring—coming?”
Many boats from distant places came to Saheb ghat at Kadamtala—boat after boat moored to the bank, loaded
with the leaves of the fan palm, with grain, with oysters. The fishermen on the oyster-catching boats had cast large
nets on the river. Each year, at this time, they’d come from the South to catch oysters; they’d tied several boats to
each other in the river’s midst. Apu was watching from the bank—a darkish man was diving into the water again
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and again in search of oysters, and, surfacing by the boat after a few minutes, was retrieving the few oysters he’d
collected from the bag in his hand, and then, sifting them from the heap of sand and mud they were in, throwing
them into the boat. Apu, full of joy, said to Potu while pointing with his finger,
“D’you see, Potu, how long he can stay underwater? Come, let’s count one, two and see. Could you stay
underwater for so long?”
The bank, carpeted with durba grass, became a slope as it descended to the water’s edge; cargo-laden boats
were tethered, here and there, to posts—their anchors lowered. They had passed through so many lands, crossing
great rivers and canals, drinking in the high and low tides and storms of so many salt-waterways as they traveled
—Apu yearned to sit with the boatmen to listen to the tales of those countries. He desired nothing but to travel
from river to river, sea to sea. It was reading about the sailors of various nations in Suresh’s books that had
awakened this powerful wish within him! Potu and he went near the boat to bargain:
“Boatman, what price is a bundle of these leaves? … Where does this grain-carrying boat of yours come from,
boatman? … From Jhalkathi? In which direction’s that, how far is it from here?” Potu said,
“Apu-da, come, let’s go to Tetultala ghat and get ourselves a skiff, and go out into the river—come.”
The two of them untied a small skiff from Tetultala ghat, and, giving it a shove, climbed on to it. The cool,
moist scent of the river-water was rising into the air, jalpipi birds were adrift on masses of bindweed, and farmers
were weeding fields of patal by the sandbanks; some were tying the grass they’d cut into sheaves; a group of
river-shalik were clamoring, by Chaltepota, in the bushes on the bank; a many-colored heap of clouds had
gathered against the eastern sky in the dying light. Potu said,
“Apu-da, why don’t you sing a song? The one you sang the other day!”
Apu said, “Not that one. I’ve learnt the tune of a very good song from baba. I’ll sing that one, but after we’ve
gone a little further, though; there are all these people on the bank—not here.”
“You’re too shy, Apu-da. A few people somewhere in the distance, and you don’t want to—rubbish, let’s hear
it!”
After they’d gone a little further, Apu began to sing. Potu lifted the bamboo paddle and, sitting quietly on the
stem, listened, rapt; there was no need to row, because the skiff went by itself with the current, meandering
towards the bend at La-bhanga. When Apu finished his song, Potu began singing one. Now Apu started to row.
The distance the boat had covered wasn’t negligible—the bend at La-bhanga was about to come into sight.
Suddenly Potu, pointing to the north-east, said,
“Hey Apuda, have you noticed the way the clouds have piled up? The storm’s almost here—should I turn the
boat round?” Apu said,
“Oh let the storm come—it’s during a storm that rowing and singing’s most fun—let’s go on.”
As they talked, the dense black clouds, advancing towards Madhavpur’s fields, filled the whole sky, and their
black shadows spread upon the river’s water. Potu, with eager eyes, kept staring at the sky. Far away there arose a
windy, sibilant sound, an indistinct noise accompanying the cries of many birds; a cool breeze began to blow, and
the smell of wet earth floated towards them. The winged seeds of the sun-plant began to fly towards the field in
thousands; and before you knew it, the tops of trees tossed, swayed, and broke with the tremendous kal-baisakhi
storm.
The river’s color turned deep black, the branches of the saibabla and big chhatim trees looked about to break,
and a band of white cranes escaped, making a long line in their flight beneath the black sky! Apu’s chest swelled;
in enthusiasm and agitation he abandoned the boat’s helm, and began to look around him to review the spectacle
of the storm; no sooner had Potu opened the creased end of his dhoti and lifted it to the storm like a sail, than it
ballooned with the wind! Potu said,
“It’s really a harsh wind, Apu-da, the boat won’t go any further. And what if it capsizes? Thank God we didn’t
bring Sunil with us!”
*
Apu, though, was unmindful of Potu’s words; his ears and mind didn’t register what he was saying. Sitting on
the stem of the boat, he was staring, unblinking, at the river in turmoil and at the sky. The effervescent water of
the black river surrounding him, the cranes in flight, the piles of storm-clouds, the heap of oysters collected by the
fishermen from the South, the mass of water-hyacinths set afloat in the current—it was as if none of these existed!
In his imagination, he was that traveler in England he’d read about in the Bangabaszl His ship had departed from
Calcutta; leaving Sagardweep on the mouth of the Bay of Bengal behind him, passing many unknown and tiny
islands in the midst of the ocean, beholding the dark coconut groves on the coast of Ceylon and then going
beyond the blue mountains and horizons of so many marvelous countries, anointed by the red light of sunset, he
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was moving onward through the fresh and changing scenery of new lands!—onward!—onward!
Like this Ichhamati’s black, deep, angry water was the water of that faraway, unseen ocean; and like the green
of these bushes and thickets was the green of that island in the Arabian Sea. There, on an evening like this, he’d
sit beneath a tree at the port in Aden and, like that traveler in England, take a glass of water from the hand of an
Arab girl. When he looked at the bend at Chaltepota, it was as if he could clearly see the flock of water birds in
flight behind the ship that had been described in the paper!
He’d journey to all those places, see all those things, go to England, to Japan, he’d embark on commercial
voyages, he’d be a great merchant, traveling constantly through the seas of the world, facing, occasionally, great
danger; if his ship started to sink in a storm in the sea of China as terrific as today’s intoxicating kal-baisakhi
storm, he too, like the sailors he’d read about in My Wonderful Voyage, would get into a jolly-boat and, roasting
the oysters and shellfish he’d picked up from the sides of submerged rocks, cross an ocean that seemed to have no
shore! Over there, above the top of Madhuvpur’s bamboo forest, was a congregation of turquoise clouds, leaning
slightly forward—just beyond them were those blue seas, unknown seashores, coconut groves, volcanoes,
provinces upon which snow fell, Zulekha, Sarayu, Grace Darling, Zutphen, the beautiful English girl and boy
who’d gathered a seagull’s eggs, the magician Batgar who could produce gold, Lorraine’s blue-eyed village girl,
Joan, who sat pondering in a lonely landscape—and so much more! The few books in his tin box, the books in
Ranudidi’s house, the one he’d borrowed from Sureshdada, the old issues of Bangabasi, had spoken to him of
those countries; it was as if someone was waiting for him expectantly somewhere in those places. From there a
call would come to him one day—and he would go!
It didn’t even occur to him to think how distant those countries were, nor to wonder who’d take him there, or
in what way his journey would be made possible! He, who’d have to go from house to house performing
ceremonial duties in a few days in order to support the household, who had to listen to his mother’s reprimands
because he needed oil for the light by which he read at night, who still, at his age, hadn’t seen what a school
looked like, and didn’t know what good clothes or luxuries were—who would invite this ignorant, insignificant
village boy, who had neither wealth nor support, to take part in the celebrations of a greater life?
If these questions had arisen in his mind, the chariot-speed of his boyish imagination—the irresistible glamour
of the hope-filled avenue of life he walked down—would probably have conquered all his fears and doubts; but
these things didn’t even occur to him. He only thought that everything would come to be once he grew up, and
that, as he advanced onward, he’d find all opportunities and conveniences in his path … all he had to do was wait
till he was grown up! As soon as he’d grown up, the opportunities would come, as would enthusiastic invitations
from various places—he’d discover the world and come to know all humanity on his triumphal journey. The rest
of the way he spent absorbed in the color of the dreams that showed him his future life.
It had stopped raining; the storm, blowing away the pile of black clouds, had cleared the sky. The spell he was
under broke as the skiff approached Tetultala ghat; tying the boat, he walked ahead of Potu on the path through
the bamboo forest, whistling exultantly as he went homeward. He, too, had learnt to dream like his mother and his
sister.\fn{Below: the imperial arch erected in Bombay to commemorate the royal visit of the King-Emperor George V and Queen Mary in
1911. 85 feet tall, and completed in Bombay in 1924, it became the point of entry for new Viceroys of India and Governors of Bombay. }
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251.21 Excerpt from Men And Thought In Ancient India\fn{by Radhakumud Mookerji (1894-1961)} Berhampore?,
Murshidabad District, West Bengal State, India (M) 7
The history of India belies her geography. Mountain-guarded and sea-girt in the north and in the south, India is
sharply distinguished from the rest of the world as an indisputable geographical unit.
Yet her splendid physical isolation has not been able to shut out foreign influences upon her history. Indeed,
nearly all the principal movements of thought in human history have invariably touched India too and left some
marks upon her culture or civilization so as to render it a highly complex and synthetic system. Persian, Greek,
Roman, Scythian, Yueh-chi, Hun, Mahomedan and European have all contributed diverse elements to the making
of that remarkable composite called the Indian Civilization; but the basis of that civilization was that given by the
Indo-Aryan, and that basis has continued through all changes and amid its different phases.
*
The foundations of Indian Civilization were fixed roughly during the period 2000-1000 B.C., when the IndoAryans began and nearly completed their work of colonizing and civilizing the Indian continent, which was called
Bhãratavarsa, after the name of one of their representative peoples, the Bharatas. This primary and forma tive
phase of Indian Civilization is represented in the institutions and literature of the Indo-Aryans, and is conveniently
designated and distinguished as Vedic Civilization with reference to its sources in the vast body of Vedic
Literature, comprising in the main the three classes of works, the Samhitãs, Brahmanas and Upanisads.
Vedic Civilization had been the work of numerous sages, or risis, and kings, in whom were embodied its
characteristic ideals of thought and life. But, unfortunately, most of them are mere names to us, and are almost
like mythical personages, concerning whom we can hardly get at any historical facts or biographical details from
the records available. The religious history of the Vedic period is associated with many a generation of seers, or
risis, such as Atri, Angiras, Priyamedha, Bhrigu, Vasitha and Viévãmitra, who produced, and handed down from
sire to son, special bodies of Rigvedic hymns, which became the property of their respective families; while the
political history of the period is represented in the exploits of kings like Sudãs, who achieved his great victory
over a powerful coalition of ten kings such as Druhyu, Püru, Arm and the like, who were further supported by
their many allied peoples, like the Matsyas, Pakthas, Bhalanas, etc.
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But, unfortunately, none of these numerous names of the leaders of thought and action in old Vedic society can
be given a historic reality for want of concrete details and evidence regarding their life and work, and they must
necessarily remain as mere names and abstractions.
*
There is, however, at least one Vedic character of whom it is possible to work out a com paratively concrete
account. Yajñavalkya was a representative man of his age, one of the most typical embodiments of all that was
best and highest in Vedic culture and civilization. He was also one of the last Vedic risis, associated with the later
developments of Vedic thought and life, as expressed in the elaborate literature of the Brahmanas and Upanisads.
Hence Vedic culture in its most developed and typical form can be best studied in him, the acknowledged
intellectual and spiritual leader of his times.
Yajñavalkya is the first reputed author of the White Yajur-Veda. He is represented as a prominent authority on
rituals in the Satapatha Brahmana and on philosophy in the Brihadãrayaka Upanisad. Most probably he
belonged to the eastern parts of India, because the books associated with him mention only the peoples settled in
those parts, such as the Kuru-Pañchalas, Kosala-Videlias, Sviknas and Srinjavas. The same conclusion is indicated
by the intimacy of his connection with the two famous Kuru-Pañchala Brahman scholars, Uddalaka and his son
Svetaketu, of whom the former was one of his teachers and the latter one of his fellow-disciples.
*
The biography of Yajñavalkya is practically the cultural history of his country in his times. That part of India
was then the home of Vedic culture, and educationally most advanced. Its intellectual life was quickened from
various centers, which were being visited by groups of wandering scholars to slake their thirst for learning.
Soon after the completion of his education Yajñavalkya appears as one of a small group of such scholars
wandering through the country in pursuit of learning, his companions in travel being Svetaketu Aruieya and
Soma-Susma Satyayajñin. The traveling scholars were met on the way by the learned prince of the times, King
Janaka of Videha, who at once raised a discussion on some abstruse topic of ritualism, at which Yajñavalkya fared
the best and was rewarded by the king with a gift of 100 cows. But the king, before “driving away in his car,” was
careful to point out the deficiency in the knowledge of them all. This was felt as an insult by the Brahman scholars
with their sense of intellectual superiority. They said:
“Surely, this fellow of a Rajanya has out-talked us: come, let us challenge him to a theological discussion!”
Yajñavalkya, with the humility that genuine learning gives, said:
“We are Brähmanas, and he is a Rajanya: if we were to vanquish him, whom should we say we had
vanquished? But if he were to vanquish us, people would say of us that a Rajanya had vanquished Brahmanas: do
not think of this!”
*
They approved of his words and desisted from their contemplated challenge, which was against the spirit of
genuine culture. But Yäjñavalkya, a more sincere seeker after truth, parted company with them, and, “mounting
his car, drove after the king,” whom he soon overtook.
King Janaka, moved by his zeal for learning, at once gave him the desired instruction, for which he was
promised a boon by his Brãhman pupil. The king, with true nobility and respect for learning, anticipated him with
the remarkable exhortation:
“Let mine be the privilege of asking questions of thee when I list, Yajñavalkya.”
The distinction that he achieved as a student was followed up by greater distinction won in his later life. He
rapidly grew up to be one of the most eminent teachers and thinkers of his times. In the Upanisads, which
represent Hindu philosophy at its highest, Yajñavalkya figures as the most distinguished philosopher. His
intellectual and spiritual superiority is challenged, but in vain, by the leading philosophers and intellectuals of the
times, who were summoned to a Congress specially convened for the purpose by King Janaka of Videha in
connection with his celebration of a horse-sacrifice.
The royal invitation was extended to all the learned men of the entire Kuru-Pañchala country, which, as rightly
pointed out in the commentary of Sankara, was then “famed for its abundance of learned scholars.” A rich reward
of 1000 cows with their horns hung with gold coins (five pieces, or padas, to each) was offered to the one who
should be adjudged to be the most learned of the assembly. Yajñavalkya, in self-confidence, without waiting for
the judgment, at once appropriated the prize and asked his pupils to carry it off.
This assumption of superiority gave the signal for the tournament to begin. No less than eight learned
champions, one of whom was a lady, entered the lists against Yajñavalkya, who defeated and silenced every one
of them in argument. A large part of the Brihadaranyaha Upanisad is but the record of the transactions of this
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Philosophical Congress, so to speak, at which were developed and defined, by means of questions and answers,
discussion and disputation, the theories and solutions of some of the most intricate problems and mysteries of life.
*
One of those who challenged Yajñavalkya was his own whilom teacher, Uddalaka Aruni, himself one of the
most learned men of the times with a distinguished academic record to his credit. In his youth he wandered far
from his native place, the Kuru-Pañchala country, in quest of truth, and once dwelt for some time in the land of
the Madras in the north to seek instruction from their learned scholar Patañchala Kapya. At another time we find
him “driving out amongst the people of the northern country,” and “calling out the timid to a disputation,” at
which “fear seized the Brãhmans of the northern people” till they found their champion in their own scholar
Svaidayana Saunaka. He was thus a representative scholar and philosopher of his age, whose academic standing
and status are thus indicated by Oldenberg:
When the time shall have come for the inquiries which will have to be made to create order out of the chaotic mass
of names of teachers and other celebrities of the Brâhmana period, it may turn out that the most important center for the
formation and diffusion of the Brãhmana doctrine will have to be looked for in Aruni and in the circles which
surrounded him.

In answer to the question put by his former teacher, Yajñavalkya delivers a profoundly learned discourse,
describing the Absolute or the Atman, the All-pervading, and the Eternal, exterior to which nothing can be.
“After that Uddälaka Aruui held his peace.”
*
Another disputant was Asvala, whose learning gained him the high office of Hotri priest to King Janaka of
Videha. He put to Yãjnavalkya both philosophical questions bearing on mukti, or Deliverance, and practical
questions on points of ritualistic worship, and was silenced by his satisfactory answers.
*
The next disputant was Artabhaga, who puts a question on the Senses, their organs and objects, and then the
more abstruse questions about death, soul and immortality, which Yajñavalkya preferred to discuss in private and
in solitude, and not in an open conference. Hence said he to Artabhaga:
Take my hand, my friend. We two alone shall best know of this and not in a crowded meeting.

Then these two went out and discoursed on the doctrine of Karma.
“After that Artabhaga held his peace.”
*
Then followed Bhujyu, a fellow-pupil of his whilom teacher Uddalaka Aruni, and therefore a man considerably
senior to Yajñavalkya, with a question on the destiny of the Parikitas, as a consequence of the horse-sacrifice
performed by them in atonement of their sins. He was satisfied by the answer given.
*
Further questions are next put by Uasta and Kahoda on the nature of the Brahman that is immanent and not
transcendent, the Atman that is within all. To the former, who wanted to realize Brahman as one perceived an
object, Yajñavalkya’s reply is that the Brahman or Atman is something beyond the sensuous or the objective,
something by which the senses themselves are enabled to perceive their objects, and which is therefore
incomprehensible to the senses. To the latter he delivers the following profoundly moving message:
The Atman is that which is without and above hunger and thirst, sorrow and passion, decay and death. Realizing that
Atman, Brahmanas conquer the desire for progeny, for wealth and possessions and even for heaven, and embrace the
life of renunciation as homeless mendicants, subsisting by the strength which the knowledge of Atman alone gives;
then they devote themselves to contemplation till they are ultimately merged in the Brahman!

*
The next challenge comes from a woman, Gargi, the daughter of Vachaknu, who first puts a series of
questions culminating in a topic that is beyond the scope of discussion and exposes her own lack of
knowledge. She thus keeps silence for a while, but again returns to the fray, saying:
As an heroic youth from Kai or Videha bends his unbent bow and takes two deadly arrows in his hand, I have
armed myself against thee, O Yajñavalkya, with two questions, which solve for me.
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She was so sure about the difficulty of the two questions that she openly declared before the learned
assembly that, if Yajñavalkya answered them, he would prove himself invincible against all opponents.
The two questions were on Brahman, described as Limitless in Time and Space, but in whom exist Time
and Space. Yajñavalkya further defines Brahman
as the Aksara, Indestructible; who is devoid of the attributes pertaining to ordinary matter, such as gross or subtle,
great or small; who is not red like fire nor fluid like water; neither shadowy nor dark; not wind, and not ether; not
adhesive (unmixed with anything), existing by Itself; without taste, smell, eyes, ears, speech, understanding; without
light or breath; without a mouth (door) leading to something else; without size, and neither a measure nor
measurable; without inside or outside; and neither consuming nor consumable. This Aksara Brahman keeps in order
and functioning the sun and moon, earth and heaven; moments and hours, days and nights, half-months, months,
seasons, and years; He keeps rivers in their courses towards different directions; and it is He who secures to the doer
the fruits of his deeds, and connects causes and effects, though apart in time. That Brahman is unseen, but allseeing; unheard, but all-hearing; unperceived, but all-perceiving; unknown, but all-knowing; and the primary
Principle that enables Vision, Audition, Perception and Cognition.

At the conclusion of this discourse Gargi said:
Venerable Brahmans, you may consider it a great thing if you can now get off by simply bowing before him. No
one, I am sure, can ever even dream of defeating him in any argument concerning Brahman.

And, saying this, she held her peace.
*
The last of his opponents was Vidagdha Sakalya, who carries on a long discussion, in which he seeks to define
Brahman as one that rules in the bodily forms—in love, the sun, sound, etc. Yajña valkya corrects him by pointing
out that what he described was the subordinate purusa and not the supreme purusa,
who oversteps these purusas, separating them from one another and turning them back (i.e., inciting them to activity
and recalling them).

*
His last opponent in argument being thus silenced, Yajñavalkya addressed the assembly thus:
Reverend Brahmans, whosoever among you desires to do so, may now question me. Or question me, all of you. Or
whosoever among you desires it, I shall question him, or I shall question all of you.

But those Brahmans durst not say anything.
*
The fame of Yajñavalkya as the greatest philosopher of his age was now established. We now find him
teaching some of his own teachers. We have already seen how one of these, Uddalaka Aruni, himself a
distinguished leader of thought, yielded to his whilom pupil in knowledge and argument. Another was the learned
prince, Janaka Vaideha,\fn{Whom we are to consider as occupying the foremost position among the sages of his time (Deussen,
Philosophy of the Upaniads, 347} in discussion with whom Yajñavalkya was able to develop his doctrines.
Like the traveler furnishing himself with a ship or a wagon for a long journey, the king had his mind equipped for
the eternal journey of the soul with suitable Upanisads or doctrines,

imparted to him by his other teachers, named Jitvan, Udanka, Barku, Gardabhivipita, Satyakama Jabala, Vidagdha
Sakalya. These had taught him respectively six definitions of Brahman as Speech, Breath, Eye, Ear, Manas and
Heart.
Yajñavalkya further develops these definitions by pointing out the Upanisads or hidden attributes belonging to
those six appearances as their supports (ayatana), viz. Prajña, belonging to Vak (for knowledge is conveyed by
speech), Priyam to Prana, for Life always seeks its own good or satisfaction for its self-preservation, Satyam to
Eye, which conveys Truth better than the ear, Anantam to Ear, Ananda to Manas, for Thought is the source of
Bliss, and Sthiti to Hridaya, for in heart rests everything.
At the conclusion of each lesson, the King offered the gift of 1000 cows with big bulls like elephants; but
Yajñavalkya each time declined the offer on the ground that, under his father’s instruction, a teacher could not
accept it before he had completed the teaching of his pupil.
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*
On another occasion King Janaka, leaving his throne, approached Yajñavalkya, and, bowing to him, requested
his instruction. Yajñavalkya hailed the King as one who was self-collected by study of the Upanisads, worthy of
honor like the gods, wealthy and yet learned by studying the Vedas and listening to Upanisadic discourses.
Therefore to such a competent person he puts the most difficult question,
Whither will you go after death?

The question could not be answered by the King, and was made the basis of further abstruse instruction by
Yajñavalkya upon a theme which baffles human thought to this day.\fn{ Cf. Deussen’s candid confession: “Nor have we
even today any better reply to give” (Philosophy, 90)} The substance of his instruction is that
the soul after death goes nowhere where it has not been from the very beginning, nor does it become other than that
which it has always been, the one eternal Omnipresent Atman.

At the conclusion of the instruction the King was so much moved as to lay at the feet of his preceptor the gift
of his entire kingdom with himself as his slave!
*
There is recorded a third occasion on which these two held a philosophical discussion. Here the King first
proposes the question,
What serves man for light?

Yajñavalkya explains that, when external light such as sun, moon or fire fails, there shines the inner light of his
self or Atman. This Self is defined as
the spirit behind the organs of sense which is essential knowledge and shines within in the heart.

That spirit at birth assumes a body and becomes united with all evils, but the evils are left behind at death. A
person, as Yajñavalkya further explains, consists of desires. As is his desire, so is his will: as is his will, so is his
deed; and whatever deed he does, that he will reap. To whatever object a man’s own mind is attached, to that he
goes strenuously together with his deed; and, having obtained the complete consequences of whatever deed he
does on earth, he returns again from that world (which is the temporary reward of his deed) to this world of
action.
But as to the man who does not desire, who, not desiring, freed from desires, is satisfied in his desires, or
desires the Self only, his vital spirits do not depart elsewhere—being Brahman, he goes to Brahman. When all
desires which once entered his heart are undone, then does the mortal become immortal, then he obtains Brahman,
with his body cast off like the skin of a snake. If a man understands the Self thus, saying “I am He,” what could he
wish or desire that he should pine after the body? Knowing this, the people of old did not wish for offspring. What
shall we do with offspring, they said, we who have this Self and this world of Brahman? At the end of these words
the King repeated his previous gift, saying:
Sir, I give you the Videhas, and also myself, to be together your slaves.

Nor was Yãjflavalkya in the least unprepared to apply his teachings to himself. He lived the philosophy he
preached. His theory as to the means of self-realization, the quest of the Brahman, the Ultimate Truth, led him to
the crowning act of his life, the renunciation of the world and adoption of the mendicant’s life of homelessness.
This brings us to a most interesting episode in his life as related in the Bri. Upanisad, which states how
Yajñavalkya had two wives, Maitrey and Katyayani by name, of whom the former was conversant with Brahman
and the latter had only the knowledge ordinary women have. Resolving to leave the life of a householder for that
of the forest, he one day called his wife Maitreyi and announced his intention thus:
“Maitreyi, verily I am going away from this my house (into the forest). Forsooth, let me make a settlement
between thee and that Katyayani.” Maitreyi said:
“My Lord, if this whole earth, full of wealth, belonged to me, tell me, should I be immortal by it, or no?”
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“No,” replied Yajñavalkya, “like the life of rich people will be thy life. But there is no hope of immortality by
wealth.” And Maitreyii said:
“What should I do with that by which I do not become immortal? What my Lord knoweth of immortality, tell
that clearly to me.” Yajñavalkya replied:
“Thou who art truly dear to me, thou hast increased what is dear to me in thee. Therefore, if thou like, lady, I
will explain it to thee, and mark well what I say.” Then Yãjnavalkya proceeds to explain to her his doctrine of
Atman thus:
The husband is dear to the wife not for the husband’s sake, but for the sake of the Atman: similarly is the wife
dear to the husband not for her sake, but for the sake of the Atman. So also sons, wealth, Brãhmans, Kastriyas, gods,
Vedas and the universe, are all dear, not on their own account, but for the sake of the Self.

The meaning is that all objects and relations of the universe exist for us, and are known and loved by us only in
so far as they enter into our consciousness, which comprehends in itself all the objects of the universe and has
nothing outside of itself. Therefore it is stated further:
The Self in truth we should comprehend, should reflect upon, O Maitreyi. He who has seen, heard, comprehended and
known the Self, by him this entire universe is known. … As the notes of a drum, a conch-shell, or a lute have no
existence in themselves, and can only be received when the instrument that produces them is struck, so all objects and
relations of the universe are known by him who knows the Atman. From this great Being were breathed forth, like
clouds of smoke from fire kindled with damp fuel, the Vedas and other subjects of knowledge, nay, food and drink,
even this world, and the other world, and all creatures. As all waters have their meeting place in the sea, all touch in the
skin, all tastes in the tongue, all odors in the nose, all colors in the eye, all sounds in the ear, all precepts in the mind, all
knowledge in the heart, all actions in the hands, all movements in the feet, and all the Vedas in speech. As a mass of salt
has neither inside nor outside, but is altogether a mass of taste, thus, indeed, has that Self neither inside nor outside, but
is altogether a mass of knowledge.

After this Yãjñavalkya propounds the paradoxical proposition, after death there is no consciousness;
whereupon poor Maitreyi interrupts him, saying:
“Here, Sir, thou hast landed me in utter bewilderment. Indeed, I do not understand him (the Self).” Yajñavalkya assured her: “O Maitreyi, I say nothing that is bewildering,” and then proceeded to explain his meaning further
with the words:
For where there is, as it were, a duality (in reality there is not), there one sees the other, smells, hears, addresses,
comprehends, and knows the other; but where everything has become to him his own self, how should he smell, see,
hear, address, understand, or know anyone at all? How should he know him, through whom he knows all this, how
should he know the knower?

Then saying, “Thus, O Maitreyi, thou hast been instructed,” Yajnavalkya went away into the forest! Philosophy
in India meant something to be realized and lived, and not merely to be studied.\fn{“The knowledge of Brahman is not
an understanding of pantheistic doctrines such as may be obtained by reading The Sacred Books of the East in an easy chair, but a
realization in all senses of personal identity with the universal spirit, in the light of which all material attachments and fetters fall away,”
(Sir Charles Eliot, Hinduism and Buddhism, I, 751)}

*
Thus did Yajñavalkya withdraw himself from life and its interests to plunge into the Unknown, but his
teachings lived after him in the memory of generations of teachers and students succeeding one another, by a
system of oral tradition to which we owe the conservation of our entire sacred literature. His teachings in some
important particulars supply the basis upon which Hindu Philosophy has evolved and expanded through the ages.
They may be summed up in the three following propositions:
(1) The Atman is the knowing subject within us. As we have already seen, Yajñavalkya describes it once as
the spirit consisting of knowledge, vijñanamaya, shining within in the heart, the light that enlightens when sun, moon,
stars, fire, and even the guidance of sound, fail, the light of lights.

(2) The Atman, as the knowing subject, can never become an object for us, and is therefore itself unknowable.
It is to be noted that there are statements made by Yajñavalkya which apparently regard Atman as an object of
knowledge: e.g. “the Atman should be seen, heard, comprehended and reflected upon”; or the representation of
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Brahman as “Being, Thought and Bliss.” But these apparently positive descriptions are really negative attributes
from the standpoint of experience: the “being” of Atman is no being as revealed in experience, while the “bliss”
can be understood only as the negation of all suffering, for “what is distinct from Him is full of suffering”.
The knowledge of Brahman is thus radically different from ordinary knowledge, the knowledge of empirical
reality, distinguished as avidya—the immortal or Atman is veiled by empirical reality).
Ordinary knowledge implies the duality of subject and object, and hence Brahman, as the All-comprehending
Unity, is unknowable. Hence he can only be defined negatively by the expression nell, nell, etc. Empirical
predicates cannot be ascribed to him: the entire empirical order of things is subject to the laws of Space, Time and
Causality, but Brahman is Spaceless, Timeless and Independent of Causality.
(3) The Atman is the Sole Reality. “There is no second outside of him, no other distinct from him”\fn{ As
Deussen explains it, “There is not, and never can be, for us, reality outside of the Atman (a universe outside of our consciousness).” }
*
Here we have enunciated, to the immortal honor of the Upanisads and Yãjnavalkya, the fundamental position
in all Philosophy or Religion—the thought that the Universe (comprising both the external universe and the sum
total of our own inner perceptions) is only Appearance or Illusion, and not Reality. This Illusion must be pierced
through by the sharp sword of knowledge, in which consists Deliverance. We all need release from this existence,
which is the realm of ignorance. Thus the knowledge of Atman is itself, not merely helps us to attain,
Emancipation.
This doctrine of Atman as the sole reality is no doubt first uttered in the famous Rigvedic proposition Ekai Sad
Vipra bahudhã vadanti: “Him the Sole Reality the Sages describe under various names.”\fn{“All plurality,
consequently all proximity in space, all succession in time, all relation of cause and effect, all interdependence of subject and object, rests
only upon words, is a mere matter of words.}\fn{Chh. Up. vi. I, 4}

But Yajñavalkya was the first to grasp this conception of the Atman in its complete subjective and scientific
precision, and thus ranks as one of the founders of Upanisadic Philosophy.
*
We also owe to him another great contribution to human thought, viz., the recognition of the identity of what
we usually call God and Soul—the cosmical principle of the universe and the psychical—the recognition of one
Atman, our innermost individual being, as the Brahman, the inmost being of universal nature and of all her
phenomena, as expressed in the well-known formulae, Aham Brahma asmi, “I am Brahman”, Tat tvam asi, “That
art Thou”, “Sa va ayam atma brahma, “Truly the Brahman is this Atman”, and in other passages already cited.
In this connection, we may also note another necessary consequence of this teach ing of Yajñavalkya, the
assignment of sacrificial rites, insisted on by the older religion, to their proper place in the scheme of life. The
value of the sacrificial cult is thus given by Yajñavalkya, to quote one among several passages:
Of a truth, O Gargi, he who does not know this Imperishable One, and in this world sacrifices and distributes alms
and does penance for many thousands of years, wins thereby only finite good.

There are a few other minor biographical details about the sage which may now be referred to. The concluding
passage of the Brihadaranyaka Uanisad attributes to Yajñavalkya the White Yajus. There may be a question as to
whether this supposed authorship of Yajñavalkya implies that he actually composed or only that he collected and
compiled the sacred code of the Vajasaneyins. The question seems to be settled by the fact that at the time of
Panini (which, according to the well-known Indian authority, Sir R. G. Bhandarkar, may be roughly fixed at
seventh century B.C.) that code was regarded as the work of Yajñavalkya himself, and not as a work handed down
by tradition among a school of teachers and disciples, as was very often the case with reference to most of our
older Sanskrit works. A sutra of Panini, as interpreted by the Varttika, shows that the Satapatha Brahmana was
regarded in Panini’s time as a work which was, firstly, more modern in date than other Brahmanas, and, secondly,
produced by an individual author and not simply proclaimed (prokia) by him, or constituting the traditional
property of an ancient Vedic sakha bearing his name.
The evidence of Panini and Katyayana as to Yãjñavalkya being a somewhat later or more modern risi is
confirmed by a curious passage in the Grihya Sutra of Apastamba (about 500 B.C.), in which Svetaketu, the
contemporary and co-disciple of Yajñavalkya, is referred to as a rare example amongst the men of later ages
(when Brahmacharya rules were not strictly observed), of a scholar who became a risi by his knowledge of the
Veda.
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We have a few other biographical touches preserved: In the Sataapatha Brahmana, Yajñavalkya is sometimes
represented as a somewhat recalcitrant priest, to whom are attributed some new views and doctrines. He protested
against the priests’ new demand that the benefits of the sacrifices should accrue in part to the priest, and said:
How can people have faith in this? Whatever be the blessing for which the priests pray, this blessing is for the
worshipper (sacrificer) alone.”
The essential nobility of his soul is expressed in his prayer to the Sun, “Varcho me dehi, Give me Light,” which
strikes a completely spiritual note as compared with the materialistic flavour of prayers like “Give me cows!”

*
In conclusion, we may note the educational and cultural conditions and opportunities of the country, as
illustrated in the life of Yajñavalkya.
First, there were the small domestic schools, or homes of learning, run by a teacher who admitted to his family
as many boarder-pupils as he could manage. When their education is finished after several years of disciplined
life, they generally return home and settle down as householders.
But the more earnest students, in whom love of knowledge was like a passion, would wander about through the
country, seeking out for their satisfaction other more distinguished teachers in different seats of learning. Circles
of such wandering scholars were some of the common sights of the times. In the course of their wander ings in
quest of learning they would naturally meet other scholars and engage in exchange of views and, often, in
animated discussions.
Sometimes such discussions were not due to accidental meetings, but were deliberately challenged in a foreign
region by the visiting scholars, who would even throw down a prize for victory. Thus education, beside that
imparted by the settled schools, was very largely spread and promoted in its higher stages by learned debates
among scholars of different provinces, who would seek such opportunities of establishing their philosophical
positions or scientific theories, and thereby their intellectual status and eminence, in the realm of letters.
It was also a very happy sign of the times that Learning did not fail to receive her due tribute from Wealth. The
Aristocracies of Brain and Bullion lived in happy harmony and mutual esteem. Brahmans, proud of their
intellectual lineage and their own acquired knowledge, were not slow to receive instruction wherever found. They
cheerfully accepted pupilage under Katriyas who could teach.
In the age of Yajñavalkya a large part in the intellectual life of the country was played by kings, who threw
themselves into it with an enthusiasm that testifies to their genuine democratic feeling, their sense of universal
brotherhood in the kingdom of spirit, of which all were entitled to be free citizens. Some of the kings were
themselves leaders of thought and drew students for instruction in the special truths of which they were the
repositories: such were Janaka of Videha, Ajãtasatru of Kasi, Pravahana Jaivali of the Pañchala country, or
Asvapati Kaikeya. But, besides directly promoting learning as teachers, they also indirectly contributed to it by
their generous patronage of learning, in which King Janaka was foremost. His only enjoyment was not the
pleasures of the usual royal hunt or chase, but the company of the learned, as the Emperor Asoka in later times
replaced the royal pleasure-tours by tours for religious objects and pilgrimages. On festive occasions King Janaka
would summon Congresses of learned men from different parts and lavishly reward skill in debate and proved
intellectual superiority, while his own gain was the feast of reason they provided.
Thus gatherings of learned men at the courts of kings constituted another of the agencies by which intellectual
life was fostered in the country.
*
Lastly, it is worthy of note that women were not denied their share in that intellectual life. They were admitted
to public debates in learned conferences, in which they could play active parts: they developed philosophical
positions of their own, which they were free to expound and establish in such conferences; while at home, in the
privacy and seclusion of domestic life, they could enjoy a complete fellowship with their husbands in culture and
learning, and join in a common investigation of the ultimate problems and truths in a common spiritual life.
This liberty of life and learning enjoyed by the women of ancient India ought to be recalled in later times. It
was in this atmosphere of freedom and spirituality that the human mind in India was enabled to achieve some of
the greatest triumphs in the pursuit of Truth and the solution of the mysteries of existence.
163.199 Quotations of Uma Nehru\fn{by Uma Nehru (1894-1962)} Agra, Agra District, Uttar Pradesh, India (F) -1
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The same social forces which have led subjects to confront their king, craftsmen to confront their patrons and
workers to stand up against their employers have also brought women face to face with men … Tell the
worshippers of tradition to beat their theological drums even louder. … Our Hamlet-like young Indian male finds
himself grappling not with the question “To be or not to be” but with the more intractable question—Whether to
lift the veil or not to lift the veil, and if lifted then how far must it be lifted\fn{ In the article entitled Striyon ke Adhikar
(Rights of Women) in “a 1918 issue of Maryada.”}
*
Every factor in the present civilization is tending to generate in women the desire to be economically free of
man … The efforts of a Hitler or a Mussolini to send woman back to the kitchen or to coax or cudgel woman into
matrimony will not succeed.\fn{In “Our Cause”, by Shayam Kumari Nehru, pp. 413-415}
33.54 Sunset\fn{by Kalyanamma (1894-1965)} Bangalore, Bangalore Urban District, Karnataka State, India (F) 2
Most readers of Saraswati must know the history of Rana Pratap, the light of Mewar.\fn{ A note reads: The name
Rana Pratap (1540-1597) personified chivalry, self-sacrifice, and dedication to the cause of liberty. In 1576, despite a spirited resistance,
he lost the battle of Haldigatti to the famous Mughal emperor, Akbar .} Toward the very end of his reign some traitors in his
kingdom joined the Muslims and plotted to overthrow him. Although Rana Pratap despised the thought of an
alliance with the Muslims, there were many who deemed it noble. One such was Raja Mansingh, around whom
this story revolves. Mansingh had earned the goodwill of the emperor Akbar by giving his sister Jodhbai in
marriage to him.
One day as the sun set at the foothills of the Aravalli Ranges in Rajasthan, Mansingh paced up and down
recalling his brave deeds and glowing over his own achievements.
Mansingh: “Your star is at its height now. Everyone admits the extent of your power. Tales of your valor are
told from Kabul to the Bay of Bengal. You are the chief pillar of the Mughal Empire. The emperor himself
trembles at your growing success. Your name and your fame echo from corner to corner. What more do you want?
What else do you desire? Desires? Ah! There are so many! Is there an end to my desire? People still scoff at me.
They jeer at me because I gave my sister’s hand in marriage to a Mughal. Pratap! Pratap! Just wait and see. If not
today, tomorrow your fame will be trampled into the dust—by the people themselves. You are my Rahu—the
source of my shame—darkening my bright name. But you will answer for this—and soon!\fn{ A note reads: Rahu is
the post-Vedic name for the demon that was responsible for the eclipses of the sun and the moon; Rahu kalam is an inauspicious period.
“Post-Vedic” refers to any time after the period of use of the Vedic form of the Sanscrit language in India; this period was from c.1500200BC.}

[looking up.] “Who could this beautiful woman be? Her step is as soft as blossoms blown by a thunderstorm
onto the thick dew-laden grass. How soothing to behold her gentle walk in this forest ravaged by the rough march
of soldiers’ feet. Strange! She seems to be corning toward me. Is she the goddess of the forest? Who is she? She
seems to be overwhelmed by the goddess of sorrow and yet the sorrow but adds to her beauty!”
After thinking along these lines for some time Mansingh spoke to her.
“O woman! Draw closer and have no fear. I am a Rajput who knows how to respect women.”
“That is a lie!”
“You woman! You audacious woman! You dare call Mansingh a liar to his face!!”
“Why just that? I can say much more.”
“Your boldness surprises me. But anyway, you are safe, for Mansingh’s sword will never be drawn against a
woman’s body.”
“Isn’t your sword already stained with your brother’s blood? Isn’t that worse?”
“You speak in riddles, beautiful woman. I do not understand your meaning.”
[vehemently] “Never! Haven’t you crossed swords with your brother Rajputs? Haven’t you joined the Mughals
to fight the Sun of Mewar, Pratap, the sacred jewel of all Indians? What more do you want?”
“If you mention that name to me again, I may forget that you are a woman! Beware!”
[laughing] “Small wonder! How can a woman’s life be sacred to a traitor betraying his own motherland?”
“Stop! Don’t fuel the fires of my anger anymore!” [Draws his sword from its sheath.]
“Your sword does not frighten me. Just look at your shining sword. It is still stained with your mother’s
blood.”
“Mad woman! What did you say?”
“What did ‘I’ say? Every brave deed of yours, every noble favor shown to the Mughals—what is it but a cruel
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betrayal of your motherland? Can a mother ever forget such treachery?”
“Silence! Do you think that your beauty can always save your life? I am not a Mughal to set you free, seduced
by your looks!”
[surprised] “Ha! So you despise the Muslims? Then why have you given your sister in marriage to one of
them? Why do you help the Mughals? What wrong has Pratap done you that you behave thus? Is it because he is
far above your evil and treacherous ways?”
[turning to her with sword drawn] “Witch! Prepare to die!”
[courageously] “A Rajput woman does not fear death.”
[surprised] “What? A Rajput?”
“Oh yes. . . I was once that.”
“In the past? But not now? Come forward. I’ll pardon your boldness. Come here into the light and let me see
your face, so shrouded in mystery. Your voice sounds familiar. Who are you—capable of disarming me,
Mansingh, whom even Akbar fears?”
[fearfully] “Alas! … say, ‘whom Akbar too hates.’”
“Has he the courage to do that? After all, he knows that I am the support of his throne and his kingdom. Who
else can he respect?”
“A victorious king never respects those whom he has vanquished. You are mistaken if you believe that he will
respect the one missed by his arrow. Though he may pat you on the back, deep inside he has far greater respect for
his gallant enemy.”
[in a rage] “Stop it. You try a man’s patience too far. You must be a spy of Pratap, surely. According to the law
spies deserve to be punished.” [As he prepares to strike, the woman draws aside her veil.]
[amazed] “Ha! Jodhpuri! My sister! Am I dreaming? Or is this an illusion?”
“Yes, it is your sister—Jodhpuri.”
“Dear sister! Queen of Delhi! Mother of future emperors! Forgive me … but why do you seem so sad?”
“Don’t you understand anything?”
“Dear sister! Your words amaze me. You, whose word can make the country march, you, who are drowned in
wealth and riches—how can these words come from your lips?”
“You have sacrificed me to Agni, O Prince.”
“Don’t be so perturbed. Sister! Be calm! Your mind is saddened. Soothe your spirits and explain your meaning
clearly. I don’t understand you.”
“Meaning? Listen then. Why did you arrange my marriage with that alien?”
“Dear sister, for your happiness.”
[angrily] “My happiness? Or did my marriage help you consolidate your power?”
“Fair enough … but what is wrong with that?”
“You sought to further your own interests selfishly. Did you ever spare a thought for your poor sister’s
happiness? Curse your selfishness.”
[sarcastically] “The Queen of Delhi, ‘poor’—how sad!”
“Why? Is wealth the only thing in life? If it is, why wasn’t I brought up to believe so? Why was I born into the
Hindu fold, which condemns material wealth?”
“The essence of all religions is one, Sister. The emperor himself believes and practices it.”
“I am not learned enough to discuss such matters with you. But my earlier training rebels against what I see
today. What you call happiness is gradually destroying my soul—like termites destroying a building. Why didn’t
you give me in marriage to some poorer Rajput in your own kingdom? How could you sell a Rajput woman—
brought up to worship her motherland, taught from a tender age to worship Lord Shiva devotedly—to an outsider
in exchange for riches and power? Will you ever understand how that touch sears me?
“Sister, why didn’t you speak out earlier? I understand now.”
“Even now it’s not too late to repent and pray to God for forgiveness.”
“Forgive me, Sister.” [kneeling, he implores her].
“I may forgive you, but will your kingdom ever forgive your crime?
[eyes filling with tears] “What am I to do now? Have I written my name on sand then?”
“Yes, and Pratap’s name is engraved on every rock.”
[bitterly] “Oh, cruel fate! Will all my great deeds end like this?”
“Need I reply? History will tell all, adequately.”
Mansingh grew quiet and began to pace up and down again. Jodhpuri quietly turned to the western sky.
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“What a wonderful streak is sinking into the earth! Every valley in Rajputana is bathed in its light. The bleak
night will soon wipe out this splendor. Only Pratap’s fame, the Sun of Mewar, will shine alone in the coming
night. Will the ancient glory ever be revived?”
She spoke in a low voice.
Mansingh heard her.
“Alas, it is against the laws of nature. The bright morning light shines steadily during the day and into evening;
the sun sets with a glorious burst of light. In the end the dying reflections of the bright image enshrined in our
hearts are extinguished by the pervasive darkness, plunging us into infinite despair. Ah! What worthless
utterances, worthless hope, and yet how sweet, how wonderful.”\fn{ A note reads: The valiant part played by Rajput women
in correcting the errors of their brothers, father, or sons and in guiding them along the right path is evident from this small episode.
Although we are also women like them, we have lost our courage and become puppets in the hands of fear. Evidently supporting this God
of Fear, men have pushed us further and further aside. If only we had retained the courage and fortitude of the women of our past, many
brave men like Rana Pratap of Mewar would have been born. Instead of returning to Manu’s\fn{According to the Indian epic poem
Mahabharata, this Manu was the author of the Manu Smriti or Laws of Manu, (more formally called the Manava Dharma Shastra) a renowned code of
Hindu law said to have consisted of 100,000 verses originally dictated in remote antiquity, but in its present form consisting of 2685 verses, divided into 12
books. This work contains detailed rules for the observance of ceremonies and rituals (including appropriate sacrifices and penances), and moral and social
instruction; and it appears to have been composed for the purpose of strengthening the institution of the caste system in India in general and the supreme
position of the Brahmin cast in that system in particular. Mondern scholarship has dated the Laws of Manu from 200BC-300AD, or after the Vedic period of
Sanscrit literature (c.1500-300BC); but that said, it is certainly among the earliest of the post-Vedic metrical treatises on legal and allied topics. It is
understandably very popular with Brahmins, for in addition to upholding their caste authority over other castes, it also discusses at length the four traditional
stages of a Brahman’s life; the four traditional social classes (which form the theoretical basis of the Indian caste system); the concept of “mixed castes,”
their origin and duties; and the duties of a king.} dictum that “women are unfit to be free” and reducing women to uselessness, men should help

women to extend their knowledge and understanding. A return of that courageous spirit of the Rajput women will mean a reawakening of
India's glory through the birth of many more like Rana Pratap, Shivaji, Ahalya Bai, Jhansi Lakshmi Bai, and Tarabai. Let us pray together
with folded hands for such a transformation to come soon.}

264.156 Destiny\fn{by Nurunnesa Khatun Vidyavinodini (1894-1975)} Shahpur Village, Murshidabad District, West
Bengal, India (F) 6
Highly-educated young Bengali Hindus seem keen on propagating widow remarriage these days, especially if
they are from the city. The idea is to revive Ishwarchandra Vidyasagar’s project which had since been forgotten. A
certain judge here married off his widowed daughter and managed to retain his social standing. Lahiri, who lives
in the periphery of Calcutta, married off his widowed niece and was ostracized from the Barendra society for
some time.
But now these people are back where they belonged. These are the examples cited by young men who seem to
be itching to have young widows married again.
The Rays of Bishghara were one of the oldest zamindari families of Bengal. Legend goes that Sadashib Guha,
their ancestor, had made a lot of money working for the British East India Company during the time of Lord
Warren Hastings. Sadashib had bought some property in town and established a huge zamindari in his native
village. He had also earned the Company’s gratitude and respect for his continued loyalty and received the highlyprestigious title of “Ray”.
That was a long time ago. The Rays’ property was subsequently split into three parts. The smallest shareholder
was Ram Narayan Ray. The only son of his father, Ram Narayan did not have to share his portion of the
zamindari with anyone, and consequently, his income was the largest among all the shareholders. Hari Narayan
was his only son. He was the best looking among all the young Ray children, and undoubtedly possessed the
fairest complexion. His unusually fair complexion had earned him the sobriquet of “Saheb Babu”, and that’s what
he was called since childhood, and so shall we call him
Saheb went to study in Calcutta, and, as was inevitable, gathered around him a cluster of educated and
enlightened friends. Soon, these young men established society called the “Arya Widow Re-Marriage Society”.
All the members were unmarried, and their aim was to dedicate their lives to the noble cause of widow remarriage. To begin with, they were determined to encourage young widows in their respective native villages to
re-marry.
Very soon, however. Saheb’s dream was rudely broken. One by one, his friends, persuaded by their guardians,
got married and left the society unceremoniously. Nursing a huge sense of hurt, Saheb gave up his long-cherished
endeavor.
*
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Hari Narayan Guha Ray, alias Saheb Babu, had spent the first seventeen years of his life in his native village.
He passed the Entrance Examination from Bishghara High School, once established by the Rays and supported by
the income of their property. Then he left for Calcutta to pursue higher studies.
The village next to Bishghara was called Radhabalavpur. A poor kulin kayastha family lived in the eastern
corner of this village. Harekrishna Ghosh, the head of the family, lived with his wife, Bimala, their daughter,
Ashalata and an elderly widowed aunt, Shibani Dasi.
Shibanis parents-in-law were from the same village as Saheb’s mother. The two families were, in fact, distantly
related: Saheb’s mother happened to be Shibani’s niece. Shibani had seen the boy Hari Narayan a number of times
when he visited his grandfather. He was so adorable and ever-smiling as a child that no one could resist giving
him a hug and cuddle. Shibani, not having any child herself, was very fond of the boy and would often bring him
home with her. It was, in fact, Shibani, who had given him the pet name of “Saheb.”
As Saheb grew up, sudden changes occurred in Shibani’s life. She lost her husband, and as living with her
parents-in-law became more and more difficult, she decided to leave their house and seek shelter with her distant
relative Harikrishna Ghosh in Radhaballavpur. Shibani offered the money and jewelry she had saved to
Harikrishna, and began living with the family as a dependent.
The Saraswati River ran close to Harekrishna’s house in Radhaballavpur. The river was about a mile away
from their house, but iat was the perfect place for an evening stroll, and thirteen-year-old Hari Narayan, who
appreciated the beauty of nature, would often come to the riverside for a walk, with a servant. One such evening,
as he was strolling along the riverbank, followed closely by the old family servant, Amulya Sardar, Hari Narayan
saw a woman coming up the steps from the river. A small fair-skinned girl skipped along beside the older woman,
her curly hair dancing merrily around her face. The elderly woman reminded Saheb of the grandmother he had
spent time with in childhood. Trying to get a closer look, the boy stepped forward and the two were overjoyed
when they recognized each other.
It was Shibani who had recognized the boy first, calling him by the name she had given to him in his
childhood. She asked after his mother and the rest of the family. Any perceptive man, if he had been around,
would have noticed, however, that although Hari Narayan dutifully answered Shibani’s queries his eyes,
unwaveringly, hovered around the young girl’s face, eager to find out all about her.
“Well, Saheb Babu,” said Shibani, half in jest, “it seems you like Asha quite a lot. I could talk to your mother
and arrange a match between you two. It wouldn’t be a bad idea, would it, to have such a cute little wife? What do
you say?”
The idea of being wedded to Ashalata entered Hari Narayan’s ears, like a beautiful tune reverberating in his
head. Nor a bad idea at all, he thought..
A sudden gust of wind blew, bringing with it a few drops of rain. Saheb followed Shibani hastily to
Harekrishna’s house to take shelter from the rain. After much persuasion, Harekrishna’s wife Bimala was only too
glad when the boy tried a few homemade sweets.
When it was time for Hari Nazayan to leave, Shibani, who walked him to the main road, said,
“Saheb, whenever you come for a stroll near the river, drop in at our house.” Old Amulya Sardar followed him
dutifully, still munching the last few batasas that were given to him with the muri, puffed rice, at Harekrishnas
house, using the few teeth he had left.
From that day on, going on an evening walk became a regular habit with Hari Narayan. He would pass by
Harekrishna’s house every day and keep looking back at it as he went, trying to catch a glimpse of the girl. On a
couple of occasions he did meet her and asked after her grandmother.
As time passed, the dream of marrying young Ashalata kept growing in his mind.
*
Soon, Ashlata turned eleven. Hari Narayan was studying in the First Class in their village high school. His
final tests were over; and the Entrance Examination was due in another couple of months. Everyone at home
insisted that these two months were very important, and that Hari should work really hard.
Hari Narayan would often be seen sitting with an open book before him, but his mind was elsewhere. His
mother was the first one to notice the son’s abstracted look. She started to make discreet enquiries, and found out
about her son’s regular evening walks and frequent visits to the Ghosh household in Radhaballavpur.
Soon afterwards, the elderly Shibani Dasi paid a visit to the Ray house. Mrs. Ray welcomed the relative from
her father’s village, and varied subject were talked about for a while. Then Shibani, who was looking for an
opportune moment, said,
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“I’ve come to see you with a request. Your husband knows my nephew Harekrishna Ghosh rather well.
Harekrishna is not too well off and he is nor getting any younger, He has a daughter from his second wife. The
daughter’s just turned eleven. She’s a lovely girl, looks like a goddess. By the grace of Goddess Lakshmi, you
have enough. You would be doing a huge service to the poor man if you could make your husband agree to a
match between Hari and Ashalata. Ghosh’s wife is very keen to have Saheb as her son-in-law. Hari often goes for
a stroll along the river and has seen Asha with me at the bathing ghat a few rimes. I could bring the girl over to
see you, if you like.”
Hari Narayin’s mother, the daughter of a rich zamindar and now married to one, made a face at the suggestion
of a marriage between her only son and the daughter of a poor man.
“This proposal is not entirely unexpected, Kakima,” she said, careful to keep her voice expressionless. “I’ve
come to know my son has seen the girl a number of times. I know he’s got into the habit of dropping in at
Harekrishna Ghosh’s house every other day. This is causing a lot of distraction, and I’ve decided to ask my
husband to have him sent over to our house in Calcutta so that he can concentrate on his studies before his final
exams.
“Let me be quite frank with you, Kakima,” continued the mistress of the house. “My husband has already fixed
up Hari’s marriage with the beautiful daughter of a very wealthy gentleman in Calcutta. And, come to think of it,
isn’t it only proper that we negotiate with a family that is equal to us?”
Shibani had never felt so insulted in her life. She had always prided herself on her family’s high social standing
and the respect it commanded among all. She realized being poor was good as being dead. Harekrishna was a
high-caste kulin kayastha, and in no way inferior to the cash-rich and smug zamindar’s wife. How could that rich
family from Calcutta, who probably did not even know the names of their forefathers beyond three generations,
be a better prosper for marriage negotiations?
“I think I should be leaving now,” Shibani said, and stood up.
“How can you go away from my house without having something to eat?” said Hari’s mother, holding
Shibani’s hands and stopping her. She arranged some fruits, sweets and hot chilies on a plate for Shibani and
asked her maid to get a glass of water. Shibani sat quietly and reluctantly, fingering the food.
“Well, Kakima,” Hari’s mother said sympathetically, “I shall talk to Hari’s father and try to fix up a good
match for Harekrishna Ghosh’s daughter as soon as possible. We can help with some money as well, if necessary,”
she added.
Ever since she had heard of her son frequenting Harekrishna Ghosh’s house, Hari’s mother had been
apprehensive that the boy’s affections might veer towards the young girl. Her anxiety became even more deeprooted when she heard that the girl was extremely beautiful. She was keen to have the girl married off elsewhere
as quickly as possible. Hari’s father, Rama Narayan Ray, had never indicated that he wanted their future daughterin-law to be chosen from a rich family; nor had any match been fixed for him in Calcutta. This was, in fact, Hari’s
mother’s wishful thinking.
*
Towards the beginning of Baisakh, before Hari Narayan’s Entrance Examination results were out, Harekrishna
Ghosh’s daughter, Ashalata, was married off to a wealthy middle-aged man. The groom was from an established
family and quite well off. There was an absurd age gap between the bride and the groom. Indeed, when one saw
them together, they did not look like a couple at all. It was more like a grandfather come to fetch granddaughter
from her in-laws’. This was a second marriage for the groom, and he already had two grown-up sons from his first
wife.
After her marriage, a heavily-bejeweled Ashalata went to live with her husband, the bespectacled Gopijana
Ballavpadarenu Palit, more commonly known as Pada Palit. But God, it seemed, had turned away from poor
Ashalata, and happiness eluded\fn{The text has: deluded} her. She seemed destined for widowhood, and there
was no way her fate could be altered. Within eight months of her marriage an epidemic of smallpox visited their
village. And once it had claimed its last few victims, ignoring the blessings of relatives and friends who wished
that she was spared widowhood, the killer disease struck a blow at the root of Asha’s hopes and dragged her
husband away.
Since his death, the abusive sons and daughters-in-law of Pada Palit would chide Asha day in and day out, till
she could not bear it any more. Within a year of her marriage, she was back in her father’s home, wearing a
widow’s garb. Before she left. some gentlemen of the village made sure that the sons allowed the helpless widow
to take her jewelry and a lump sum in cash that would take care of her everyday needs.
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Returning home, Asha found her father Harekrishna Ghosh suffering from chronic cough and fever. Seeing his
beloved daughter dressed as a widow augmented his suffering. The fever was cured in two months, but the
constant cough remained to torment him. The doctors assumed this was a symptom of tuberculosis and medicines
were prescribed. Finally, he was diagnosed as suffering from an untreatable form of whooping cough. For the next
two years Harekrishna suffered terribly, bore the pain of chronic breathing trouble and ultimately passed away,
leaving his grieving family behind.
One day after Harekrisna’s death, on her way to the Saraswari River for a bath, the zamindar’s wife decided on
an impulse to pay the Ghoshes a visit. As she sat talking in the older women of the household, Asha came out and
bowed her head at her feet. The sight of the young innocent girl in a widow’s white sari melted the heart of the
zamindar’s wife. She kissed Asha’s, forehead affectionately and held her close. As Asha sat next to her and talked,
the lady suddenly felt that perhaps she had not done the right thing by stopping her son from marrying this girl.
Asha was a good-hearted well-behaved girl and very beautiful indeed. She would be a good wife to anyone,
thought Hati’s mother, a little wistfully. It also occurred to her that maybe the reason why Hari was resisting all
attempts to negotiate a marriage for him when he was still in love with Asha.
The zamindars wife left a little later, but could not resist going back to the Ghoshes’ house after taking a dip in
the river. Shibani was delighted and insisted that Hari’s mother spend some time with them and have\fn{ The text
has: had} something to eat. Asha brought out some mohanbhog in a small platter.
Hari’s mother was moved by the sincere affection of the Ghoshes. When she left that day her heart had
softened towards the women, particularly towards the young girl.
“Kakinia,” she said to Shibani before leaving. “do come over and see me now and then. I shall send my
palanquin for you. And bring Ashalata over with you,” she added. “I’ve seldom seen such a nice and quiet girl.”
*
Since then, the Ghoshes started to pay regular visits to the zamindar’s house, and cordial relations between the
two families were re-established in no time. Meanwhile, Ram Narayan Ray passed away quite suddenly as a result
of an attack of high fever. Hari Narayan received the news of his father’s illness and returned from Calcutta
immediately, but he was there for only a few hours before everything was over. Before he breathed his last, the
ailing Ram Narayan held his sons hands and addressed him for the last time.
“Get married, son,” he whispered. “Make sure that our ancient line lives through the next generation.”
Hearing of the zamindar’s illness, Shibani arrived there with Ahalata. At first glance, Hari Narayan did not
recognize Asha, who was sixteen years old now and breathtakingly beautiful. She was dressed in white, and that
for a second had confused Hari Narayan. However, as soon as he spotted the familiar tiny dimple in the cleft of
her chin, he realized with a slight sense of shock that this was none other than Asha.
In a flash all the old memories rushed into Hari’s mind … the innocent moments he had snatched with Asha
when both of them were young, Asha’s marriage and widowhood, the “Arya Widow Re-marriage Society” he had
established with such a lot of hope and expectation and its ultimate failure. Hari Narayan’s mind was in a whirl as
he looked at the widow who, but for destiny, could have been his wife.
Hari controlled his wayward thoughts with an effort as his mind tried to grapple with the tragic scene of his
father’s impending death. He stood looking helplessly at his father, knowing fully well that in a few moments the
old man would pass beyond all worldly happiness and grief. As his father’s eyes closed in his last sleep, Hari
Narayan realized again how futile and absurd it was to erect barriers among people, for in death everyone—the
rich and the poor, the big and the small, the wise and the foolish—was the same.
The last rites of the zamindar were performed by his son before dark. Saheb spent the next month shuttling
between home and Calcutta, trying to sort out his fathers affairs. When everything was arranged satisfactorily he
took leave of his mother and left for Calcutta.
Hari Narayan’s mother started to feel terribly lonely. Trying to come to terms with her recent loss and
loneliness, she would often send the palanquin to Asha’s house to fetch Shibani and Asha so that they could spend
some time with her. Hari’s mother found Asha’s company very soothing and restful at this time. Asha was
naturally affectionate, respectful and caring, and it was not long before Hari’s mother became very attached to the
young girl.
A few months later, Hari’s mother, who felt restless and wished to travel for a while, expressed a wish that her
son should return home and accompany her on a pilgrimage to Puri. She also invited Shibani and Asha to come
with them. The time was convenient for Hari Narayan since the puja holidays were to start soon. He returned
home, and very soon they started for Puri. A cook, two maids, and their old servant Amulya Sardar accompanied
them.
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Hari Narayan rented a small two-storey house on the beach near Swargadwar in Puri. His mother had come to
Puri once before. That was a long time ago, before rail service started. Saheb was very small then, and although
he had come with his parents, he could not recall that visit.
This was the first time Shibani and Asha saw the ocean. They could hear the roar of the waves at first, like the
incessant firing of a thousand cannons in the distance. Then they turned a corner, and suddenly before them was a
vast expanse of blue-green, that looked like a huge undulating meadow. They turned on the road to Swargadwar,
the ocean accompanying them all the way. Asha got goose pimples, the sea was overwhelming. White-crested
waves followed each other in an endless dance, crashing on the shore with a mighty roar. She looked at Hari
Narayan. The look of utter amazement and delight on his face told her that he shared the same excitement.
Saheb could not wait to have a dip in the sea. Dropping their luggage in the house, he proceeded to the beach,
followed by his mother, Shibani and Asha. Hari was brave enough to wade into the sea, but the women were too
frightened. Asha took a few hesitant steps into the water, and immediately ran back when she saw the waves
raging towards her. It was a new game, exciting because it challenged and tantalized her. The older women did not
venture into the sea at all; they sprinkled some water on their heads and returned home content.
In the evening they made their way to the famous Jagannath Temple. Up the winding path leaving the Garur
Pillar behind, they climbed up the wide steps. On their right was Ananda Bazaar: the place where the mahaprasad
of the deity was sold. Only Hindus were allowed to touch the offering. Or, rather, only those who looked like
Hindus. If one was not attired in a hat, coat or sherwani and Turkish cap, one could pass off easily as a Hindu.
One could just walk in, clad in a dhoti or sari, and pick up a handful of rice, dal or curry from the big pots, taste it,
and put the rest back in the pot for the next person. The offering to the greatest deity was so sacred that to think
the practice unhygienic was a sacrilege.
For Hari Narayan, however, it was quite an eye-opener. As soon as they entered Ananda Bazaar, Hari saw a
man scooping out mahaprasad from the pot. The man was as dark as hell. His face was unnaturally red, his
eyebrows half gone, the tips of his fingers and toes swollen. With a sudden shock. Hari realized that the man was
suffering from a blood-related disease or some virulent form of leprosy. When he saw the man pick up the
mahaprasad from the pot, eat parts of it, and keep the rest back, Hari made a resolve never to let his mother touch
the puja offerings. If that meant a sin, it would be Hari’s, not his mother’s; but he could never let his mother eat
the leftovers of a leper.
*
Hari Narayan’s mother went ahead with Asha towards the main temple. Hari followed them closely, looking
around and taking in the sights and sounds of the place. As soon as he looked up to see the sculptures on the walls
of the temple, he was shocked. Halfway up the temple tower, there was a series of sculptures depicting nude men
and women in bizarre postures. He stared in disbelief as Asha suddenly looked back. Her eyes followed Hari’s
automatically, and she immediately turned away, horribly embarrassed. Hari’s mother, noticing the whole thing,
immediately pulled the young girl towards her and led the way into the main temple. She did not stop until they
were standing in front of the wooden idols of Jagannath, Balaram and Subhadra.
Hari Narayan stood outside the temple, his eyes riveted to the horrible figures on the temple face. He felt anger
burning up his insides, and the desire to go in and offer puja to the deities had vanished. He had been dissatisfied
with Hinduism. He had never been able to accept the rationale of Sri Krishna’s Ras Lila: there seemed to be no
possible way one could morally justify the way the God was said to be dallying with numerous women.
Now he found himself wondering again. Families visited the temple every day, father and mother walked
beside sons and daughters to visit the deities and take their blessings. How could they expect people to feel pious
when the temple face was decked with such obscene sculptures? Didn’t the scriptures say that the reason for idol
worship was that the human mind was too imperfect and tiny to contemplate the vastness of the abstraction called
God? If that was so, then why couldn’t we try to keep that imperfect and tiny mind free from all unnecessary
complications and distractions by exposing it to such art?
Once not so long ago, Saheb had had an argument with a Muslim friend of his about the hoors in Islam.\fn
{More commonly referred to as hooris, the women of Paradise whom none can touch before death, offered to men as rewards at the end of
a good life, part of the ambience of Paradise } He suddenly felt ashamed of himself as he thought about that. If we can
condone such behavior in our “Gods”, and moreover, worship them despite that, why should we object to the
abstractions called hoors who are, after all, stationed in the Muslim heaven?
Hari’s mother came out with Asha and Shibani. She decided to buy a pot of mahaprasad before returning
home. but made sure that the pot was new and sealed.
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The next day was Bijaya Dashami, In the afternoon, Hari Narayan hired a carriage and took Asha and his
mother for a stroll near the temple, to a huge bazaar. Hari, his mother and Asha walked around, exploring the
shops, looking at tiny idols and clay models.
Suddenly, there was a commotion. A few small platforms had been erected in front of the temple. People
picked up little idols from the shops and danced to the beating of drums and cymbals, making their way to the
platforms. They placed the idols reverentially there and bowed their heads before them. What surprised Han was
that most of the idols were of a completely secular nature. They were in very bad taste: there was one of a dog
pissing on a drunken man’s face, another, of a man pulling at a scantily-clad whore. There were also models of
Englishmen and women, clad in perfect European clothes and holding hands. Among all these were scattered a
few images of Goddess Durga. People were worshipping the Englishmen, the drunk, the dog and the Goddess
with equal piety.
Saheb felt himself cringing away from traditional religion. Poor God, who had to be divided thus into thirtythree millions of His creations and worshipped like this! Standing before one of the most famous temples in India
and watching his fellow creatures worship the idols of dogs and whores and Englishmen, Saheb saw clearly how
idol worship blinds human beings to the true nature and nobility of God.
*
Living, in the same house as Asha for days together had its predictable effect on Saheb. He could not help
responding to her beauty and her gracious nature. After losing Asha, he had made a vow never to marry. His
mother had tried very hard to change his mind but Hari remained steadfast. After all this time however, he found
his resolve weakening. Nowadays, he caught himself stealing a glance at Asha every few minutes; and if anyone
else, even Asha herself caught him at it, he looked guiltily away.
Love, in its purest form, is a heavenly gift. Love begets love, even animals respond if love is given freely. Like
invisible waves, love travels from one heart to another and creates ripples there. Sahebs love for Asha was the
purest, and so it was not long before it was returned.
Asha started to return his looks and smiles. Inevitably, Sahebs thoughts reverted to his Arya Widow Remarriage Society. He made a resolve to resurrect the society and marry Ashalata.
It was as if a new world had opened up in front of Asha. Like a dutiful wife, she had tried to offer her devotion
and respect to her husband for the brief time that she was married to him, and since his death she had never
thought of any other man. From her childhood she had been fond of Saheb, but only as a younger sister. Now,
suddenly, she found herself responding to him in a much more intimate way. This surprised and alarmed her, she
saw a new woman in herself whom she did not recognize. The urge to hide her love from Saheb, indeed, from the
outside world, was instinctive, and yet Asha did not know how to conceal something that was so transparent, so
true. She suffered in silence, oscillating between extremes of happiness and an overwhelming grief; and her heart
found its only relief in hot, secret tears.
After his unsavory experience, Saheb had virtually stopped visiting the temple. His mother and Shibani still
went there with Asha, from time to time. One evening, they left for their usual visit, but Asha, feeling a little
unwell, stayed back. Just before evening Hari Narayan entered the room where Asha was resting.
“How are you, Asha?” asked Han.
“I—I’m not feeling very well,” Asha stammered, sitting up hastily. “I have a headache, and all my limbs are
stiff with pain,” she added.
“Would you like to come for a stroll with me on the beach” Hari asked.
They spent the next couple of hours strolling on the beach. A crescent moon rose slowly in the sky still alight
with the last rays of the sun, and, smiling mischievously, threw a handful of light on the darkening sky. Evening
gathered her sari around herself like an old fastidious woman and tiptoed away. With the twilight vanishing and
darkness descending on the world, the moon became the undisputed king of the night, and began sporting with the
ocean. Asha, tired after her long walk, sat down on the beach with Hari at her side. They sat there quietly for a
long time, watching the moonlight playing with the sea.
It was very quiet on the beach The only sound was the regular drumming of the waves on the beach, mingling
with the susurration of them ebbing away. Hari and Asha were intensely aware of each other, their senses
suddenly alert and alive. Each could hear the faint sighs emerging from the other and getting carried away by the
sea breeze. Hari Narayan turned to face Asha.
“Asha!” he breathed her name softly and held her hand. “How long … this torment …” his voice choked and
the broken words trailed away into silence. He touched her hand, feeling each and every little groove, brushing his
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fingers over every tiny little line. Caressing it still, he slowly raised the hand to his lips. Then, stealing a glance at
her, he planted a soft kiss on her palm.
Asha started to tremble. Her tiny palm sweaty and suddenly alive, slipped out of Hari’s. She moved away a
little and adjusted her sari over her head.
“Saheb-da, let’s go home. It’s getting late,” she whispered.
They did not say another word to each other on their way back home.
Hari’s mother and Shibani were not back yet.
“I think they’re waiting to watch the evening worship with lamps at the temple,” Asha managed to say in a
relatively normal voice. She was determined to keep her riotous emotions under control. Saheb did not answer.
From that evening, Asha started to feel worse. She spent a sleepless night, tossing and turning on her bed with
a splitting headache. Her temperature rose steadily and the headache showed no sign of abating. Shibani, who had
stayed up the night beside Asha’s bed, started to grow anxious and called Saheb early next morning. Hari Narayan
had earned some name as a self-caught homoeopath doctor. He examined Asha and prescribed aconite. Their was,
however, no visible improvement.
Asha continued to suffer from the headache, and now her whole body was wracked with pain. Hari Narayan
prescribed some painkillers, but noticing all the symptoms, particularly Asha’s bloodshot eyes, he suspected that it
could be a case of chicken pox. He was proved right when, on the third day, the familiar little eruptions showed
plainly in Asha’s skin. It was not a very severe attack, however, and Asha started to get better within a week.
That one week turned the tide.
“Don’t come near me, Saheb-da,” Asha would implore. “This is infectious. I shall never be able to forgive
myself if you get it from me.”
Hari would listen to her and not utter a word in reply. He would not stop coming to see her either. And
whenever he was alone with her, be would say the same thing over and over again.
“I have come to think of you as a part of myself, Asha. I can’t bear to be away from you. Don’t say you will
not be mine.”
*
Soon afterwards, Hari Narayan Ray returned to his house in Calcutta with his mother, Asha and Shibani. He
contacted his old friends and the Arya Widow-Remarriage Society was revived. This time the work of the Society
showed real progress, with all the members working sincerely for the common cause. A number of marriages were
arranged between young widows and eligible young men, and the man who led from the front was the new
zarnindar babu Hari Narayan Guha Ray, marrying Ashalata Dasi in the presence of distinguished guests
according to Vedic rites.
238.181 & 241.25 Excerpts from Leaves In The August Wind: 1. “Shakuntala” 2. “Thy Name Is Burden” 3.
“Why Does One Go On Living?”\fn{by Narayan Sitaram Phadke aka Naasi (1894-1978)}Kolhapur, Kolhapur District,
Maharashtra State, India (M) 17
1
It had become a habit with her to listen to the sounds invading her awakening senses with varying distinctness
and to tell herself,
“I believe, the day has begun.” Instead of getting up from her bed, however, she would only nestle into it,
deciding to lie down for at least an hour more, and she would pull at the sheet and draw it over her head. Then
sunlight would be shut out, the sounds which had awakened her would fade like the background music in a
picture, and she would go to sleep again.
The first of the sounds that usually woke her up every morning was always the same: it was a metallic clang
followed by a buzzing noise. When she heard it she knew that the early tram-cars had started on their way. She
would keep her eyes closed and become aware of several other sounds. A heavy truck would pass by and the
whole building would tremble like a huge shivering animal. The tremor would reach her little bedroom on the
third floor of the building. She had never seen the truck, but somebody had told her that it carried fresh meat from
the slaughterhouse at Bandra. Whenever she heard the truck making its way past her building, she imagined she
heard the piteous bleatings of the sheep in the slaughterhouse, and she would shudder. She would feel better only
when the rumbling noise of the truck had faded, and then, with eagerness her attention would turn to other noises.
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She would hear the barking of dogs. There was a middle-aged gentleman two blocks away from her house
who, she knew, took his two big, hairy dogs out every morning. When she heard the deep barking, she guessed
that the gentleman had returned from his early walk.
The tea-shop at the corner of the road was some distance off, but she could clearly hear in that quiet hour of
early morning the clatter of china being washed up in the shop. And there would come from the window to the
east the high-pitched voice of the hawker selling fresh vegetables. She would wonder who on earth wanted to buy
vegetables at this early hour.
A cool breeze would move softly into her room and the rays of the rising sun would change to a brighter shade.
She would cover herself with the sheet more snugly and turn on her side, the thought of sleep being too alluring
for her. So she turned and pulled at her sheet now.
But she was not able to go back to sleep. The sunlight was too bright and filtered through the cover. The
breeze, too, was terribly cold, and the sheet that she pulled over herself tightly proved too feeble a protection
against it.
She was annoyed. She drew the coverlet away from her head and blinked. She expected to see the beautiful
blue curtain rustling against the window of her bed-room. But there was no curtain, and the window she saw was
not the window of her bedroom but that of a railway compartment. .
Was it in her dream then that she had heard the sounds which came to her every morning? Was her awakening
of a few moments back a part of her dream? Did one go to sleep and wake in a dream? It was very funny. She
stared at the window across which a patch of bright blue sky was fleeing. No. She was not in her house. She was
traveling.
She tugged violently at her coverlet, not so much because she found the wind very cold as because she wanted
to keep away all the thoughts that rushed into her mind when she realized that she had left her house in Bombay
and was now going to her father They were very painful and disturbing thoughts. She closed her eyes and wanted
to sleep.
The effort, however, was hopeless, and when she realized that sleep was impossible, she opened her eyes wide,
threw away the sheet and lay on the bench staring at things. There was a small placard bearing the order of the
Railway Traffic Superintendent about the number of people the compartment could accommodate, but she did not
read it. In fact, while she was staring at the placard her mind was far away.
She was thinking of her husband, Balasaheb. Where could he be at the moment? Was he, too, lying in bed, or
had he dressed and begun his day? She had heard that in a military camp you had to get up very early, let the
barber shave you while you rested in bed, then put on your uniform and hurry to the parade ground. Yes, her
husband must be marching up and down to the sharp orders of some military officer. But where was he? Which
place? She had absolutely no idea. Because when, four days ago, he had left Bombay and said good-bye to her, he
had not told her where he had to report, nor had she inquired. She had been very angry with him since the day he
had told her that he had applied for a Military Commission. She had argued with him that he must not accept a
Commission even if he got it, but he had made fun of her opposition and had paid no attention to her loving
dissuasion. He had decided to go as soon as he received his orders. She had made a last desperate effort, asking
him not to go if at all he loved her; but he had departed, leaving her to chafe and fret at the way he had treated her.
Then she had decided to leave her house in Bombay and to go away to Kolhapur, where she could stay as long
as she liked with her father. She had made this decision very suddenly, because, up to the last moment. she had
hoped that her husband would try and appreciate her point of view and give up being obstinate. She had explained
to him her own reasons why she regarded his acceptance of a Military Commission as rather unwise: on the 9 th of
August in the year 1942, Mahatma Gandhi and all the members of the Working Committee of the Congress had
suddenly been arrested and taken to jail and, during the two weeks that followed, the press had been full of news
of angry, turbulent demonstrations by people in all parts of the country. and of the ruthless suppression which the
Government launched.
She had hoped that her husband would ask himself whether it became a man like himself to accept a Military
Commission in these circumstances. She had hoped that, after all, he would change his mind and that he would
not go away; and therefore, she had made no plans as to what she should do in case he did accept the
Commission.
But she had hoped foolishly; her husband had left her. And then, as though she wanted to do something
desperate, she had left the house and started for Kolhapur.
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She had been married for two years and, during these two years, she had very rarely gone to her father. Now
she was about to meet him after a very long time. She ought to have been happy about it, but she was not. To her
this visit to her father was not going to be a happy experience at all.
She had decided to stay with her father for good. She could not, of course, tell him about this idea of hers
straightaway nor casually; but she would have to take her father into her confidence sooner or later and tell him
the whole sad tale of her differences with her husband which she had come to suspect very soon after her
marriage, which had continually been cropping up in a hundred different things, small and big, and which had
reached a climax when Balasaheb paid no heed either to her wishes or to her argument and left to join the Army as
a Commissioned Officer. It was impossible, she must tell her father, for her to continue living with a husband like
Balasaheb.
But that would be later. Today she was going to play the role of a married girl going to see her father after a
very long time. She must be exceedingly happy about it—happy and eager. She thought of her father, whom she
lovingly called Bhau, and she thought of her young sister Chabu and her young brother Madhu, and wondered
whether the kids would be coming along with Bhau to meet her at Kolhapur Station. (In the tearing hurry of
leaving Bombay she had purchased a nice little silver casket for face-powder; for Chabu and a big tin of toffee
with a beautiful picture on it for Madhu. Was she sure she had packed these things in her bag …?) They must all
be made to believe that she was terribly glad to return to them. How long would the train now take to reach
Kolhapur? You changed at Miraj—didn’t you? And Miraj would be the next halt after Budhgaon … So, it was
time you got ready.
She stretched both her hands, yawned, and then got up briskly and started to pack her things in the hold-all.
*
A visitor to Kolhapur comes across an extensive tract of nearly twenty-five miles made very lovely by natural
beauty. The landscape is really gorgeous when washed by the early seasonal showers, and there is a special thrill
in the sight of it if memories of one’s early childhood are associated with particular spots in the country. It was
natural, therefore, that as Shakuntala sat on the bench, looking out of the window, her mind should sweep back
into the past; countless memories of the days before her marriage crowded into her mind and. for a long while she
utterly forgot the pain and misery of her married life that had driven her away from her husband’s home.
“What a lovely country,” she repeated to herself.
The train had left Miraj, and then Jayasingpur, and was making its way leisurely through a country abounding
in exquisite scenery. Shakuntala remembered that she had frequently come to these parts round about Jayasingpur
in her childhood days. Bhau would always take her with him, and she, too, would always want to go with him,
because she was sure of having an extremely good time on the farmstead owned by her father’s friend. This
gentleman grew oranges and grapes on a very extensive scale and it was great fun to walk through the groves and
fill your little stomach with the inviting juicy fruit, picking them directly from the vines or the trees. She did not
know why, but all the servants on the farm spoke a different language from her own, namely, Gujerati. To talk
with them, or rather to try to talk with them, was more fun. She had entered into a very queer contract with one of
those servants. Every day he must teach her ten new Gujerati words, and in return she would teach him ten new
Marathi words.
O, Childhood! She had clean forgotten by now all the Gujerati words that she had picked up from that servant,
but how clearly she still remembered that funny, talkative old fellow. He would recount to her endless anecdotes:
about His Highness the Maharaja of Baroda and, listening to them with rapt attention, as a child, she had decided
that this interesting story-teller must be a man of great importance in the State of Baroda. Sometimes he would
make her sit on his shoulders and carry her to the railway station. She would then refuse to go back to the farm
unless she saw a train, and the lovable old man would agree to it
And here we are, next station Hatkanangle. There was another farm a few miles away from this station which
also, as a child, she had frequented. The owner of this farm, too, was a great friend of Bhau. The two men, she
remembered quite well, would go on discussing the cultivation of sugar-cane for hours on end: and, listening to
their serious and enthusiastic talk, she would wonder if the cultivation of sugar-cane was really such a very
important and very difficult affair. In those early days a sugar-cane crop was almost an unknown thing in and
round about Kolhapur, but her father’s friend was a daring cultivator who wanted to do something new. Although
she found the discussions dry, she had to admit, it was a wonderful experience to go to the spot where sugar-cane
was crushed, and jaggery was being prepared.
It was at the tank on this farm that she had taken her first lessons in swimming from Padmakar. How perfectly
she remembered the occasion! She was sitting on the edge of the tank, watching a few village lads swimming. She
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wanted to lean forward and bend down, so that she could see the fun more clearly, but she was afraid and
withdrew. Just then she had heard somebody asking her,
“Do you swim?” She had shaken her head to say “No” and had looked up at the unknown boy standing beside
her. It was a great shame, she had thought, to confess that one did not know how to swim. She had felt highly
embarrassed and yet, as she met the eyes of the boy, she had suddenly smiled. He had then asked.
“Would you like to learn if somebody taught you?”
She had murmured, “Yes. if Bhau permits it”; and then, from that day onwards. she had been initiated into the
wonders of the art of swimming.
This tank was very near the railway line. Shakuntala could see it clearly, while she remembered things that had
happened to her nearly eight years ago. The spot had retained all its past loveliness: the same old rows of perfectly
rounded trees with thick foliage, the same old tank. the same old beautiful well-fed bulls drawing water from the
tank and moving to and fro majestically, their skins shining like velvet in the light; the same little old cottage near
the tank. the same old cattle in the shed. the same old dogs, and the same old hens with their brood!
Nothing had changed. How wonderful and how strange! You changed, went through cycles of happiness and
misery, you went away and returned, you shouted with delight or cried in grief, you were no more the same
person you had been, and yet the spots of natural beauty where you had roamed continued to be just the same
spots, just the same pictures of loveliness, with every detail complete, in the same lovely old colours.
*
Very strange She no longer wished to look at nature that refused to change. The unchanged beauty of the old
familiar landscape, instead of pleasing her, annoyed her. She moved away slightly from the window and looked
about her in the compartment. She noticed on the opposite bench a middle-aged European reading a book. She
was somewhat surprised to find him there, because she remembered that when she had entrained at Miraj she was
alone in this compartment. He must have got in at one of the two halts after Miraj.
She fixed her gaze on him and was amazed to find that he was reading a Marathi book. She knew that there
were two Missionary schools in Kolhapur, and she decided that this gentleman must be a teacher in one of them.
She thought she had looked at him long enough and was about to turn her head and gaze out of the window again,
when he suddenly looked up at her and, holding the book up to her, asked in English:
“Will you kindly tell me the meaning of the title of this book? You must forgive me for asking you, although I
don’t know you.”
“It’s all right,” she murmured, and took the book from his hands and read the title.
She smiled to herself. It was a very famous novel by the late Haribhau Apte. She had read this book and
enjoyed it in her childhood; it was, everybody agreed, a wonderful novel, but she had never worried her mind
about the meaning of the title. It was obvious, but now that she was asked to explain it, she realized how difficult
it would be to translate into English the peculiar Marathi idiom of those words.
Literally, the title meant “The fort is conquered but the lion is lost”; but how dry and wooden this translation
sounded! It was terribly difficult, she found, to render the title into expressive English, or to convey its charm to
an Englishman. She explained all this to the gentleman on the opposite bench. He thanked her and then instead of
going on reading: the book, he put it in a leather bag.
“I guess this is your first visit to Kolhapur.” he smiled at her and continued,
“You have been looking at everything so intently. Is my guess correct?”
“Yes,” she smiled, lying.
“This country is so rich in natural beauty,” he continued, “and it is a pity that no one has ever thought of
utilizing this wealth. When you make a round of the city of Kolhapur and its surroundings, you definitely begin to
think that here is an example of how human folly and laziness can turn a beautiful land into a dunghill. If we had
a place like Kolhapur overflowing with the wealth of nature, over there in England, we should certainly have
made a paradise of it,”
The elderly gentleman seemed to have a peculiar habit of staring at the back of his hand as he completed a
sentence and stopped to think. He gazed at his knuckles and, as though his thoughts took a different direction, he
smiled to himself.
“Of course, it must be admitted that Kolhapur was almost a village ten years ago,” he said. Shakuntala decided
to keep up her pretence.
“So, you mean that Kolhapur is improving?” she raised her eyebrows in surprise. He screwed up the lines
round his blue eyes.
“Improving? Well, God alone knows if it is. But this much is certain, that Kolhapur is fast changing.”
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She liked his way of putting it, and smiled. The train gave a terrific jolt and the wheels shrieked and clattered
sharply. The missionary fastened the clasps of his bag.
“Here we are,” he said. “This is Kolhapur. I must thank you very much for helping me with the meaning of that
title. I am due to appear for my Marathi examination in May.”
“O, I see. Then I must wish you the best of luck and high marks in your examination,” she smiled at him.
Then she attended to her kit and arranged it on the bench. She peered out of the window. She saw a small hill
clearly outlined against the blue sky. She knew the little hill so well. There was an old temple on top. On the
slopes of the hill she now noticed rows of little huts covered with red tiles, and small groups of men in uniform
moving up and down, marching, turning, wheeling. This was an utterly new sight for her. So Kolhapur was
changing rapidly! The train was now passing a level-crossing and she could see a long string of the military trucks
waiting. This was more evidence that the War was fast changing the face of Kolhapur. When the train had passed
the level-crossing she saw several bungalows, nearly half of them in the process of being built. Kolhapur was
growing, no doubt about it. Kolhapur was changing fast.
But howsoever much Kolhapur might change, it was a place very dear to her heart. She was going to forget her
own misery here, in Kolhapur. She was going to regain her peace of mind and her happiness in the loving
company of her father, and the two children. She was terribly eager to meet them.
The train steamed into the station; she leaned out of the window.
Oh, there they all were—her father, her sister, her little brother. She waved like a little schoolgirl and cried out,
“Hey, look out. Here I am!” She wondered that she did not jump out of the train.
*
Of all the old memories of Kolhapur which Shakuntala had two remained most vivid.
The first of these was of the day she had first come to Kolhapur, when it had rained heavily since the morning.
She had spent nearly the whole day standing on the first floor balcony of the house to which her father had
brought her, watching the downpour. She had thought how different was this scene from what you saw in the
streets of Bombay when it rained. There you saw motor-cars speeding through the water, making big splashes on
both sides; people hurrying up and down, holding their raincoats tight around their fashionable clothes, and traffic
constables with yellow pugrees doing their duty in the midst of the rush.
You saw nothing of these things here in Kolhapur. The streets: were almost empty, and the rain simply poured
down. Only occasionally you saw a little rickety horse-drawn vehicle stumbling across the ditches in the road, or
a group of little boys going to school and dancing joyfully in the pools of water, mischievously kicking their legs
at one another.
It was great fun to watch the rain in Bombay. She did not much like watching it here in Kolhapur.
The other memory was of a very big procession she had watched from the balcony two days later. The rain had
stopped; she was standing on the balcony and, all of a sudden, she had heard the shrill notes of trumpets coming
towards her. She had heard music in Bombay whenever she had watched a marriage procession going along, but
this music was utterly different. She was greatly interested and leaned over the balcony to look on.
Beautifully dolled-up elephants and camels were coming down the street. Was it some circus show, she
wondered, advertising its performance? But there was nobody distributing handbills and she was slightly
disappointed, because she had half decided to run down into the street, get hold of a big colored handbill, and then
ask her father to make a kite out of it. A circus show that did not distribute colored handbills was not worth much,
she decided.
But then a palanquin came in sight and passed on, and the procession was rounded off by a camel on which
was perched a man beating a big drum. So this was not an advertising procession! She was told that every Friday,
the sacred idol of the Goddess in the Old Palace was taken out in procession. Every Friday? That was very good.
Her opinion of Kolhapur improved. In Bombay, if you wanted to see an elephant, you had to go to the Queen’s
Gardens; but here, in Kolhapur, you could see two elephants, four camels and eight horses in the street every
Friday!
Kolhapur was indeed a fine place then, and she secretly wished that her father would succeed in getting a post
and settling down here. She had overheard her father talking with her mother, and had inferred that he wanted to
see some big man called the diwan, or something like that, and that if his talks with this diwan were successful, to
leave his service in Bombay and come over to Kolhapur. She was right. Her father intended to settle down in
Kolhapur if he could secure a decent appointment.
In 1926, a new Prime Minister, or diwan as he was called, was appointed in Kolhapur. He immediately put his
hand to several important reforms in the administration. It had been known for quite a long time that the forests
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around Kolhapur abounded in minerals and raw material which could be of great commercial use and, that if these
were systematically exploited, several small industries could be started, and the State’s revenues could be vastly
enhanced.
An old report on this matter made by some experts lay in the State records. Nobody had ever taken the trouble
to do anything about it. The new Prime Minister, however, decided to embark on a scheme of industrial expansion
based on this report; and for this he needed a clever expert in industrial chemistry. He came to know of one
Bhalchandra Vishnu Kulkarni, working in a big factory in Bombay, who was a graduate of Bombay University
and who had studied industrial chemistry in Japan for five years. At one time he had been very closely connected
with the political agitators of some extremist group and, therefore, he was; in the bad books of Government.
He was a man, the Prime Minister was told, who valued his self-respect above everything else, and he had.
therefore, found it difficult to fit in anywhere for a long time; he had wandered from Peshawar in the north to
Cape Comorin in the south, accepting work, doing it for a while, and then leaving it because he did not agree with
his superiors.
Although he had not stayed in any one place for long, everybody agreed that he was not only exceptionally
clever in his own line, but also a man of original ideas. Those who recommended him to the Prime Minister of
Kolhapur believed that the services of this Kulkarni would be of great value to the State if the Prime Minister
could only utilize his talents cleverly. The fact that Kulkarni had once been connected with political agitators and
that, although he was not now actively interested in politics, he still held extreme views and was not prepared to
disown or conceal them, would have been regarded by a Prime Minister of the usual type as a serious difficulty in
the way of taking him into the State service; but this new diwan was a man of courage and strong action. He
enquired of the Political Department about this Mr. Kulkarni and, when he received the confidential report of the
Department, he decided that Kulkarni had done nothing really amounting to a political crime. He wrote
immediately to Kulkarni—that is, to Shakuntala’s father—inviting him for an interview.
It was thus that Shakuntala made her first visit to Kolhapur. She was then an inquisitive little child of six. Her
impressions of the city were rather mixed, but, on the whole, she liked the place. Its picturesqueness gave her a
particular thrill and, above all, the prospect of being able to see every Friday the procession of the idol of the
Goddess in a palanquin, with gaily caparisoned elephants and camels and horses and blowing trumpets, created in
her heart a sort of attachment for Kolhapur. When her father came back from his interview with the Prime
Minister and told her that he had accepted a post in the State, she felt extremely happy.
Her happiness did not last long, however, because her father told her that it would be necessary for him to
make a survey of the jungle and that it would, therefore, be more convenient for him to settle down, not in the
city, but in a hill station called Radhanagari. This was a great disappointment, because in Radhanagari she could
no longer hope to see decorated elephants and camels and horses, and men with red coats and red turbans
marching in procession with guns and swords over their shoulders.
She could not understand exactly why her father chose to stay in a quiet bungalow in the hills. She was, after
all, only a small child and could not be expected to understand the nature of the work her father had to do; nor did
she know the one important reason for which her father had chosen the hill station for his headquarters. Her
mother had been ailing for the last six years; the doctors in Bombay had failed to cure her. They had advised her
father to try a complete change of climate. Consideration for her mother’s delicate health and the prospect of
taking her to a healthy place had weighed very much with Kulkarni in accepting the Kolhapur offer; these very
same reasons had made him decide to stay, not in the city of Kolhapur, but far away in the quiet bungalow on the
mountain-tops of Radhanagari.
*
Shakuntala’s disappointment at having to leave Kolhapur did not last long. She learned to appreciate the
charms of the quiet hill station and soon fell in love with her surroundings. In fact, here on the mountain ranges,
there was quite an abundance of things that an imaginative child like Shakuntala could passionately love. The
place overflowed with the loveliness of nature. Milk was plentiful and rich; one could roam about in the woods
and pluck wild fruit from trees and vines; and the simple innocent villagers were big-hearted and full of
hospitality. Shakuntala would often accompany her father on his round of duties, or she would mix with the
village boys and girls, discover new spots of beauty in the woods, play hide and seek in the thick groves of big
dark trees, or gather basketfuls of gorgeously colored wild flowers, and eat berries from the bushes until she
became ill, when her mother would scold her severely for her foolishness. She would ride on the cattle that grazed
in the lovely pastures or watch the very crude theatrical performances that the villagers staged in the temple; she
would then gather a few village children and, with their help, imitate those performances in her own house, not
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caring at all how much she threw the whole house into disorder in her enthusiasm to make the show a success. All
this was great fun for her. and her love for Radhanagari grew deeper.
She had spent six years of her life in a cosmopolitan city. Children who grow up in the hurry and scurry of a
big city like Bombay derive one great advantage from its busy, rushing life: they become very alert, learn to look
after themselves, and also know quite a lot about things in general. Except for the beach, however, they never get
to see a sight which impresses on them the vastness and majesty of nature. There is :a peculiar expansion of the
mind, a broadening of imagination, a sense of freedom, and strength .that is born of constant contact with nature
in its primitive grandeur.
At the hill station of Radhanagari, Shakuntala lived right in the midst of bountiful nature, and the freshness and
laughter of things that surrounded her brought to her mind a peculiarly robust hopefulness and a broad vision.
Owing to excessive rainfall, Radhanagari is not a very suitable place to live in during the rainy season; so it was
towards the end of the monsoon that Shakuntala went there with her parents. She had formed a poor opinion of
the rains in the City of Kolhapur: they had left her totally unimpressed because she could not help comparing
them with the terrific downpours in Bombay.
But if the city rains were terrific, then what she saw at Radhanagari was simply majestic. Although the season
was drawing to a close, it was still not wise to go out of doors, but she could watch, from her window, the dark
clouds rolling past the house, almost touching the roof and the bars of the windows, the mountain peaks and the
tops of tall trees which proudly showed themselves, tearing through the thick velvet of the clouds, and the long
strip of undulating land visible through slits between the mountains covered with wild green growth, across which
a strong wind intermittently blew showers of water as though he were a dutiful gardener watering his lawns.
Shakuntala forgot all time as she sat and watched this wonderful vista. When the rains stopped completely,
how rapidly did the face of the landscape change! Streams of water still rushed through the crevices of mountain
rocks, making a gurgling, dripping noise, but the sky was now perfectly blue, the air was filled with bright light,
the leaves on the trees took on a new tint, the creepers blossomed with flowers of countless shapes and colors, and
little birds made a sweet symphony of music. Then, after a few days, the mango trees blossomed and an exciting
fragrance filled with honey floated on the wind. Her father got a swing made for her in the grove opposite their
bungalow, and Shakuntala collected the village children and played on the swing for hours on end.
She started attending the little village school, too, and her father supplemented her instruction by giving her
lessons whenever he was free from work. Her mother had been an invalid for a long time and Shakuntala,
therefore, had spent most of her time in her father’s company and had become deeply attached to him. She would
not, like other children, run to her mother when she wanted help or advice. She would seek out her father. She
loved him and was very proud of him, while he, too, had grown very fond of her. Though he was an expert in
industrial chemistry, his was not a one-track mind; his tastes were varied and wide and he was exceptionally well
informed. The subject of child education had long fascinated him. He had made a special study of it, and had also
formed some original ideas of his own on mehqods of teaching children, and experimented with these ideas in
teaching Shakuntala. She profited by this and made very rapid progress.
Occasionally she would accompany her father on a tour of inspection in the jungle and the ghats around the
hill station, when he would talk to her of the minerals and chemicals with which the district abounded. She also
learned from him little bits of chemistry; using these she would execute a few magical tricks, and impress the
village children of whom she was now unquestioned leader. She would take two big glass tubes filled with
crystal-clear water, and when she mixed the contents, lo! it would all turn red, and her audience would cheer and
clap. She also started what she called her soap factory, under her father’s supervision. The monthly output of this
factory was not more than half a dozen cakes of soap, but she was very proud of the business, .and she gave one
of these cakes regularly to her old teacher in the village school.
*
It was in this manner and in such surroundings that Shakuntala grew up. Her father decided to celebrate her
eighth birthday in a special way. He arranged a big party and invited a famous ballad-singer from Poona to give a
recital in the night. The big open space in front of the village temple was swept clean and watered .and decorated
with mango leaves, and illuminated with half a dozen gas-lights. People from every village round about
Radhanagari flocked to the performance, and the big space in front of the temple was packed full. When the
ballad-singer jumped on to the platform specially prepared for the occasion, the crowd cheered and clapped, but,
when the singer beat a sharp tattoo on the tambourine in his left hand, a hush fell on them; when the man began
to sing his ballads, the people forgot themselves entirely.
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The recital went on until the gas-lights flickered out and the cocks announced the dawn. The high-pitched
voice of the singer had filled the air throughout the night with sweet, exciting music describing the wonderful and
daring exploits of the heroes of the land of the Marathas, and the hearts of the thousands of people who listened,
as though held by a spell, had thrilled to them.
This was a great experience for the eight-year-old Shakuntala. This was the occasion which for the first time
made her think very seriously of her motherland, and the seeds of patriotism were sown in her heart. She
persuaded the ballad-singer to teach her a few lines from his ballads; then, whenever she could collect an
audience, she would give an impassioned recital of her own.
She had gathered around herself quite a large number of friends. But one day, she found a new mate. It was
midday and she was returning home from school. She found a little puppy lying on one side of the steps leading to
the verandah. It was an ordinary mongrel puppy and it was covered all over with dirt and looked as though it had
been starving for days. She had half picked up a stone to hit the little animal with; but just then, she met the little
thing’s eyes, and one look at the pathetic, helpless expression of those wide-open, wet eyes was enough to melt
her. She bent down and picked up the pup. Though it was covered with dust and dirt, she thought it very pretty.
Her father was away on tour; so she ran to her mother.
“Let us keep this pup. Truly I have been wanting one!” she said. Her mother tried to persuade her not to keep
the dirty gutter dog.
“If you do want a dog, we can have a nice terrier pup specially brought from the city,” she said.
But Shakuntala would not listen. Her mother at last ordered the servant to take the dirty little dog and abandon
it somewhere far away from the house, and the servant did so. Shakuntala cried the whole day and even far into
the night. She was very angry with her mother. She had taken a fancy to the dog and could not bear the thought
that she had lost the little pup for good.
But, next day, a miracle happened: as she returned from school, there it was—the little blinking pup near the
steps just as she had discovered it on the previous day. She decided to exercise a little cunning, so she picked up
the dog and concealed it in her own room. which she called the Soap Factory. She stole some rice and milk from
the kitchen and fed the hungry dog, then she washed it with the best soap her factory produced and dried it with
the best towel she could find in the house. When her father returned home two days later, she held up before him a
beautiful little dog, shining white like cotton-wool.
“Let us keep this, Bhau,” she pleaded. “Don’t you love it?”
Yes, her father thought it was a grand little fellow, and she could certainly keep it. Shakuntala was overjoyed,
not so much at the thought that she could now have a nice little pup of her own, as at the thought that she had
scored a point over her mother. As though to celebrate this victory of shrewdness she called the little pup
“Victory” and felt immensely pleased with herself whenever she called out,
“Vic! Vic!.”
*
“Would you like us to have a motor-car of our own?” her lather asked her one day.
Of course, she would love it. She immediately began to make all kinds of plans as to the most suitable place
for a garage, the places they would visit in the car, the friends she would select from among her group to take for a
ride, and the immense fun she would have training Vic to sit like a thorough-bred next to herself on the front seat.
She began telling everybody that her father was going to buy a beautiful motor-car, and then all sorts of things
were going to happen.
Shakuntala’s father had accepted service in Kolhapur State, in the first instance, only for a year, because he
was not quite sure whether the place would suit his temperament. He was a man who loved his freedom above
everything else, and he knew that this was not really an asset to a servant in an Indian State. He had frankly said
as much to the Prime Minister at their first interview, and the Prime Minister had appreciated his point of view
and agreed that he should take up the I post only for a year, by way of experiment. When, therefore, towards the
end of a year, the Prime Minister asked him whether he would like to accept a permanent post in State Service,
Bhau had already thought over this.
Service in the State had been much more enjoyable than he had expected; there had scarcely been an occasion
on which the diwan disagreed with him, and even when he had disagreed, he had admitted his mistake when he
realized it. Bhau was, therefore, quite confident that he would be able to get on very well with the Prime Minister;
the change of climate, moreover, had done a lot of good to Shakuntala’s mother and she had improved rapidly. It
was natural that Bhau should accept a permanent post in the State if for this one reason alone, so he immediately
consented to the Prime Minister’s proposal.
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All this had made him think of buying a car. He lived at Radhanagari, but he was required to go to Kolhapur on
many occasions and he had also to do a great deal of touring, and traveling by bus was very troublesome. He
asked himself one day whether, now that he was going to stay here, it would not be better to have a car of his own.
Shakuntala freely and widely broadcast the news of the arrival of a grand new car, but day after day passed,
and the car did not arrive. Her father first said that it was no use buying a car until the rainy season was over; then
he said that it would be better to get a second-hand car if he could make a good bargain. He brought two or three
second-hand cars home to try. Shakuntala would fall in love with every one that was brought, and when her father
told the owner to take it away, she asked:
“But why? We’re going to buy it, aren’t we?” He would say,
“This isn’t a very nice car. We’ll try another.”
Shakuntala did not at all like this, because she thought there was nothing wrong with the car; in fact, it was
lovely and she would like to own it and ride in it. When several second-hand cars had been tried and rejected, her
father talked of buying a brand new car of the latest model. Shakuntala simply jumped at this. A brand new car of
the latest model! How beautiful it would be and she began telling everybody with great pride,
“We are not going to buy a second-hand car. We have decided to buy a brand new one. Latest model. Scarlet
colored!”
But the new car never came. and Bhau stopped referring to the subject altogether. Shakuntala wanted to ask her
father about it, but she thought he would himself tell her why he had changed his mind. He did not, however,
because it was not easy to explain things to her; of late, he had begun to think that he would perhaps have to give
up his job at any moment.
There had come a sudden change in the administration of the State: the Prime Minister who had summoned
and appointed Kulkarni had himself left the State service, and the new diwan was a man of a very different type.
Shakuntala’s father soon realized how difficult it would be for him to work under a man who could ride roughshod over people’s feelings and who disregarded the simple principle of smooth administration that an expert’s
opinion should be respected where his special subject was concerned. Not many weeks had passed before minor
differences arose between him and the diwan.
“I am supposed to be an expert in this subject,” he had once found it necessary to remind the diwan, “You
know nothing about industrial chemistry and you shouldn’t oppose me merely for the fun of proving that you are
the highest officer of the State.”
Kulkarni knew that this would be too bitter a pill for the new diwan to swallow, so he expected trouble; he
decided to tender his resignation as soon as trouble arose. It did arise, and Shakuntala’s father resigned.
*
Instead of returning to Bombay, however, he decided to stay on in Kolhapur, as he was not prepared to take
any risks with the health of Shakuntala’s mother. The climate of Kolhapur seemed to be peculiarly suited to her
and, moreover, there was no need for him to hurry about looking for work. So he decided to bide his time and
watch for a suitable opportunity when he could do some independent business.
Of course, he could not continue to live in the bungalow at Radhanagari; he must leave it and take a house in
the city of Kolhapur. It was not possible to tell all this to Shakuntala as many things were still beyond her
understanding, but she must know, her father thought, that they would now soon be leaving Radhanagari and
moving to the city.
“Don’t you want to go to a big school?” he asked her, one day.
“Big? That is, one where they teach English?” she inquired.
“Yes. I mean an English School.”
“Where is the big school?”
“It is not here, it’s in the city.”
“Then how can I attend it? I can’t go from here every day, can I?”
“No. That’s what I mean, so we’re soon leaving this place and going to live in the city.”
Shakuntala was no longer a child fond of decorated elephants and camels and horses, with all of which
Kolhapur was associated in her mind. She had outgrown this simple whim. But the idea of going to an English
School greatly fascinated her and she was quite happy to learn that her father would soon be taking her to the city.
She only asked him two questions:
“Are we going to buy a car after we settle down in Kolhapur?” To which her father answered evasively,
“We’ll see about that.” And then:
“Are we taking Vic with us?”
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“Of course, we are,” was the answer. This made her extremely happy, and after that her only worry was how
all her books and clothes, and the things in her soap factory, and, above all, her dear little Vic, were going to reach
Kolhapur safely.
The school in Kolhapur first frightened her a little, it was so different from the school she had attended at
Radhanagari. It had a big building and there was quite a crowd of students; teachers walked up and down from
class to class, there was a shrill bell that clanged after every period, her own classroom was packed with boys, and
everybody, on the first day, asked her endless questions.
“What’s your name?”
“Where do you come from?”
“Who is your father?”
All this she found terribly embarrassing. She remembered her quiet little school at Radhanagari, and tears
came to her eyes. She returned home very sad and miserable. She almost decided to tell her father that she would
rather not attend this big school.
The moment she stepped into the house, however, she heard glad tidings. Her mother could not be seen
moving about the house.
“You will have a sister now,” her father said to her.
This was a great news, and she clapped her hands and jumped with joy. All of a sudden she said,
“Bhau, we shall call her Chabu. I like the name terribly.” Her father readily agreed. …
2
It was half past ten on a November morning. The sun shone brightly on a spotless blue sky. Suburban trains
arrived every five minutes as usual at the Churchgate station, and disgorged loads of humanity.
These hurrying crowds, coming out of the terminal station, which usually flowed through the wide street
leading to the offices, and firms and shops round about the Flora Fountain, did not, however, today take the usual
course. Instead, they surged through the opposite Nariman Road leading to the Brabourne Stadium and further
down to the sea front. Men and women of all ages and descriptions thronged into this wide road, pushing, rushing,
hurrying, halting, crying and yelling. All of them seemed to be in a tremendous hurry, impatient and eager. The
second Test match between India and a visiting team was being played at the Brabourne Stadium, and people of
all kinds and classes, moved by a strange frenzy, were seen running towards the gates of the Stadium. It was
indeed a mad crowd.
Kashinath stood on the pavement in front of a big restaurant, watching the stream of humanity rushing past
him. He looked like a tramp, his body barely covered by dirty clothes, his eyes haggard and red , his face unclean
and unshaven, his hair unwashed and uncombed. Standing on the pavement at the corner of the road, he watched
the strange traffic of humanity all around him. Well-dressed men came out of the restaurant and started running
towards the Stadium. Crowds rushing like flood water from the arches of the Churchgate station passed across his
gaze like eddies and currents. Vendors of wafers and bananas and betel-leaf and cigarettes sent up shrill voices.
People asked one another about the latest score. The whole scene around him was full hectic hurry and noise.
Like the men and women marching past Kashinath, memories of the past rushed across his mind as he stood
in his place under the huge signboard of the restaurant Asiatic. He had been a first class cricketer in his highschool days. He had captained his team and led it to victory and won the championship shield. Time and again he
had played a veritable captain’s innings, and people had predicted that young Kashinath would become famous as
a cricketer. He too had harbored the great ambition of playing for India one day on the C.C.I. wicket.
But this dream of his had remained unfulfilled. Life had shown him little kindness. He had suddenly lost his
father, and he had been obliged to leave school and make a living by following his family profession of carpentry.
These memories made him sad and bitter. He wanted to shout at the crowd,
“You fools, I know cricket much more than you! I love the game more than any of you! I too, wish to buy a
ticket and get into the ground and see this Test! I am dying to do so. But … but …”
He dug both his hands in the pockets of his dirty coat. There was a tattered rag of a handkerchief in one of the
two pockets, and in the other were a few cheap country bidis and an almost empty matchbox. The cheapest seat in
the Stadium stands cost two rupees!
Today’s Test was bound to be most exciting. India’s most popular batsman Bihari was in wonderful form. He
was expected to score a century as he had done in the first Delhi Test. This was indeed going to be a great struggle
worth going hundreds of miles to watch. Tens of thousands of people were rushing like mad men towards the
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grounds.
But did these idiots know to hold a bat—these fat-bellied men, chewing betel-leaf, and these decorated dolls of
ugly girls, who ran past Kashinath? Worms who knew nothing of cricket!
Kashinath felt a surge of bitterness filling his heart. He was a cricketer. He loved the game. But he was jobless!
He had not a penny in his pocket. He could not purchase a ticket unless he pinched somebody’s pocket! Unless he
turned thief!
*
Kashinath gave a little start at the thought. Thief! He had never committed theft. While hunting for a job he
had often thought of turning thief. Why not commit a theft and go to jail, he had asked himself. They would give
him food and clothes. But that idea had not appealed to his educated and cultured mind. He had never committed
theft. The thought of pinching someone’s pocket, therefore, shocked him.
But only for a moment. He asked himself, why not?. Why shouldn’t I steal? All around him there were shouts:
“How many runs?” “How many wickets?” and “How many tickets?” Kashinath’s mind shouted,
“Why shouldn’t I steal? Why not?”
He began to watch the people stampeding past him with a different eye. He began to calculate whose pocket
was assailable with the greatest safety to himself. His heart pounded with the thought of doing a thing which he
had never done. But his eyes sparkled with the intention to steal. Kashinath was about to faint under the tension
of his inward struggle.
A group of half-a-dozen girls were coming towards him, laughing and tittering like sparrows. They came
closer. He smelt the fragrance of their handkerchiefs He heard their sweet voices.
They went past him. Kashinath saw one of the girls swinging a purse. He looked hard at the purse. It assumed
so large a size in his eyes that there was nothing else left for his eyes to see, and he thought that with each swing
the purse asked,
“Why not?”
“Why not?”
Kashinaath’s eyes bulged; the next instant he jumped forward. His hands grabbed. He captured the white
purse. And than bolted.
“Help! Help! Thief!” He heard the girl’s cries from a distance. But he ran like a mad man—like a man who had
lost all his senses.
Kashinath heard yells and shouts all around him when he came to his senses. But how different were these!
And how different a man was he—different from the unkempt, unshaven, jobless tramp that stood on the
pavement before the restaurant! He was no longer a dirty and starved man, with a bitter and cruel face.
He had bolted with the stolen purse for half a mile, and than rushed into a restaurant. He had hurried to a table
in a corner and opened the purse. There were four five rupee notes and a few coins. He had put them in his
pocket. Also the powder box and the lipstick which the girl had carried. He had found a letter in the purse. He
read it hurriedly …
My dear Shanta,
I have received the thirty rupees which you kindly sent. I am ashamed at the thought that you must have sent this
money with great inconvenience to yourself. I am ashamed when I think of your labor and your sacrifice. I am indeed a
totally worthless father. It hurt me tremendously to have asked for your help, knowing full well that you yourself need
the money that you earn. But was I not helpless? It was imperative to put your mother in the hospital. I had not a
farthing. Your help has indeed come like a Godsend. You have saved your mother. She will now get well …”

Kashinath had held that short letter in his hand for a while. His eyes had become dim with tears. He had
imagined that whose purse he had stolen was after all a flippant, irresponsible, pleasure-loving, gay, young
student in some college. But how mistaken had he been. She was a good and a kind girl, wanting to help her
father—loving her mother! Industrious, honest, loving!
As he wiped his eyes, he had wished to run back and find the girl out and to return the purse. But a waiter was
standing in front of him and asking him what he wanted. That changed the direction of his thoughts. He ordered a
good meal. After leaving the hotel he had gone into a haircutting saloon, and had had a good shave, and a
shampoo and a wash.
*
Now he had no need of purchasing a cheap seat. He flung a five-rupee note and bought a first class ticket. He
had entered the stands and settled in a comfortable seat How different were the yells and shouts he now heard!
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He looked at the huge score-boards in the corners of the eastern boundary, at the players in their spotless white
pants and shirts, and at the two umpires in their white gowns. He couldn’t decide if Bihari was still to come and
bat. He was about to ask his neighbor about it when he heard a girl shouting to another:
“Shanta! Shanta! Do you know that …”
he startled. Shanta! Did it mean that the girl whose purse he had rifled was seated near him? He looked
stealthily at the girl sitting to his left. He could easily identify the dark girl. He had stolen her money! And he was
now sitting next to her! Her money was in his pocket! Her powder box and also her lipstick and so also the
moving letter which her loving father had written to her!
What were the thoughts running at this moment through the poor girl’s mind? Did she think of her mother?
Did she want to send more money to her father? Did she need the money for herself? Kashinath thought—
“But no,” he said to himself. He mustn’t think of anything. Goodbye to all kind and good thoughts! Goodbye
to honesty! Life is such that you must be hard-hearted and cruel, unless you were prepared to perish! He flung
aside the weakness that was about to envelope him. Like a hardened criminal he looked straight into Shanta’s eyes
and asked
“Excuse me, but is Bihari still to come?” The girl laughed.
“Of course,” she said. “Bihari is still to come. He will bat after this wicket. Don’t you see him sitting there,
with pads on his legs, and a bat and gloves in his hand—ready to enter as soon this wicket is down? Look! There
he is.”
“There? Where?”
“There … under C.C.I. balcony, across the white line of the boundary. Don’t you see the wicker chairs in the
shade? Just there.”
She raised her hand, and in doing so she touched Kashinath’s shoulder. She looked steadily into his eyes. Her
sweet child-like smile touched his heart. A quiver of shame rushed through all his limbs.
“O, there,” he mumbled nervously. “I am sorry, but I can’t see well. I am a slightly shortsighted.”
“Are you? Wait I’ll give you some binoculars. Lata! Lata! Will you give me your binoculars, please?” She took
the field glasses from her friend and turned to Kashinath.
“Here you are.”
“Thank you very much,” Kashinath said. “I deserve to be shot down,” he told himself.
He put the field glasses on, but he had no wish to focus. Instead of looking through the binoculars, he was lost
in his own bitter thoughts. Why doesn’t somebody shoot me down? Why don’t I die ...?
During the days when he had gone through the agonies of unemployment and penury, he had often thought
ending his own life. He had often wanted to fling away from his shoulders the burden of life—the unbearable
painful burden of living! The binoculars were before his eyes. But he did not see anything. He was deciding in
himself that he would rest himself completely after returning from this match. Enough of this struggle. What
sense was there in carrying this burden of life, struggling to keep himself alive, starving, running from place to
place, trying to be good, trying not to tarnish the good name of his father? This strange tyranny of life! This queer
burden of life! He had carried this burden on his head for quite a long time! Enough of this joke! After returning
from this match he would end—
“Can you see Bihari?” The girl touched him, as she put the question, with great concern. Kashinath came out
of his own thoughts.
“Yes! Yes! I can see Bihari now.” he told the girl as he adjusted the focus. “What a fine field glass this is! I can
see Bihari almost as if he was sitting in front of me here.”
He kept looking. Yes, there he was—Bihari, the darling of the crowds. Two or three young girls, wearing
bright-colored saris were bending before Bihari and asking for his autograph. Bihari was making some joke, and
grinning. Kashinath kept looking at that charming picture of the great cricketer.
The girls skipped off like gazelles after they had secured Bihari’s autograph. Bihari was left to himself. His bat
rested between his knees. His batting gloves were put around the handle of the bat. He was waiting for his turn.
As soon as this wicket fell, he would get up, and pick up his bat and gloves, and walk with slow steps towards the
wicket. Fifty thousand people would send up loud cheers of applause as soon as they saw him.
“Buck up, Bihari!” “Come on, Bihari!” The air would be filled with shouts like this.
*
And it was this of which Bihari himself had got tired. He was inwardly groaning under this strange burden of
popularity and responsibility! He wanted to look hard at the play going on in the middle, since his turn was due.
1150

He must study the swing and direction of the balls. He must decide how to face the bowling. He must watch each
ball carefully.
But his heart rebelled against this strain. How he wished to close his eyes, and stretch his limbs and go to
sleep! He was tired! Very, very tired! He had no strength to walk the road of fame! He wished that this road would
some day come to an end.
“When did I take on this road,” he asked himself. “When? Why? How?”
He remembered things—some clearly, some dimly. He had never been fond of books in his high-school days.
But the prince of a State, wanting to strengthen his team, had picked him up when he was just a lad, and made
him play big cricket. He soon came to be recognized as a rising star on the horizon of Indian cricket! Fate had
decided the mission of his life.
Cricketer! Cricket! He had gone to England and Australia, broken several records, and now he was considered
the backbone of India’s cricket team. Match after match, he had to carry his side on his shoulders. He had to
remember that his side would score only if he played well, and collapse miserably if he lost his wicket cheaply.
His popularity had gone on increasing.
And with popularity his responsibility too. He had carried this double burden on his shoulders endlessly. This
tyranny of retaining his own fame and bringing more and more glory to India! He had to play first-class cricket
almost all the year round. When the Indian season was over, he went to England to play in Lancashire League
matches. When the English season was over, he returned to India and played in the Tests. India! Lancashire! India
again! Struggle for runs! Struggle for wickets! Struggle for averages! Unending struggle! He had never had an
occasion to play freely and to enjoy himself! He didn’t even have time to be ill and to lie in bed. He must live up
to his name! He must carry the burden on his shoulders without respite, without complaint.
How often he wished to rest! To be ill, if that alone gave him an occasion to lie in his bed, and to watch his
two young children at play, and to hold his wife’s hand, and to talk to her of humdrum domestic trifles!
His married life with Sudha had begun just when his career as a fine cricketer had started. His life as a husband
had synchronized with his life as a responsible and famous player. He loved Sudha. He had spotted her on the
occasion of a friend’s marriage. He had liked her immensely. He had wooed her, and married her. Even today she
was just the young girl who had fascinated him. Fair, delicate—a charming little doll! Not very talkative but with
drops of honey on her tongue!
Dozens of bats stood in a corner of the bedroom in his house.
“How jealous I feel of those bats!” his wife Sudha would often say, pointing at them. Bihari would snap a
finger on her cheek.
“Jealous? Those poor bats! Why should you feel jealous of them?”
“Why should I not?” Sudha would argue. “You belong to them, and not to me. All your time is given to them!
You share all your life with them! They fill your thoughts! They fill your waking hours! Do you ever have a quiet
moment with me?”
Bihari would feel like a guilty man. But he would grin.
“Sudha darling,” he would caress her hand, “there will come a day when I shall throw aside all those bats, and
I shall be entirely your. Honestly! You’ll see …”
There was deafening applause.Bihari emerged from his thoughts.
A wicket? He gave a start and moved in his chair, and looked hard. No! Nobody was out. The crowds had
cheered and clapped because one of the two batsmen had just missed being run-out.
He gave a sigh of relief and settled into his chair again. Thank God, there was no need for him to get up and
walk into the field. He really wanted to do what he used to tell his wife. He wanted to have done with cricket. He
wanted to throw the bats away. He wanted to lead a quiet peaceful happy life—away from the madding crowd! He
would purchase lands on the outskirts of his home town. He would grow vegetables and flowers. He would have a
few cows and bullocks, and also hens. He would dig a beautiful well, draw water from it, swim in it to his heart’s
content, get ill with cold, and enjoy the luxury of lying in bed.
His shoulders ached with the burden of fame and responsibility. His head was splitting with this concentration.
He would make his last appearance in some big Test like this, and then he would say,
“Goodbye cricket!” He would put an end to the ordeal of living in the limelight of popularity.
*
Kashinath was still looking through the field glasses. One person, tired of the burden of life, was looking at
another equally tired of the pattern of life which he was required to lead. Only that other person was not aware
that he was being watched by a man very much like himself. Bihari thought that he alone was groaning under the
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tyranny and load of life. Every man thinks so. While the truth is that all men, in their own ways, and in their own
measure, are wearied of life.
There was a roar of applause.
A wicket has fallen. The batsman who was out was returning towards the pavilion. Bihari shook off his
thoughts. He got up from the chair, took up his bat and gloves and stepped into the field. He heard a dinning
applause. He heard his own name rising from thousands of throats. He reached the wicket and started to play.
Breathless silence descended on the scene. He made his first boundary stroke. The whole ground rang with
cheers.
“Four runs,” Bihari told himself. He needed ninety six runs more. He must score a century. He must. There
was no escape. He must hit up a century. Like an ox under the yoke he put himself to the heavy task. The
scoreboard rattled. Bihari’s score rose steadily but surely. Twenty. Thirty. Forty.
Inwardly, however, Bihari was asking himself, how far was the day when he could afford to forget all about
runs, the day when he would throw off this strange burden? He was tired! His heart was sick and faint!
And yet he was hitting the ball hard to this side and that. He was piling runs on runs.
At last he reached the coveted three figures, and was still not out. Mad joyful yells filled the stadium. Swarms
of people rushed towards the wicket from all directions. They made a ring around Bihari. He wanted to get away
from this milling crowd—away from their hoarse shouts. He wished to rest. He wished to run to his own home
town, and to lie in he lap of his wife and to tell her that at last he had done with cricket.
But he was caught in a veritable whirlpool of admirers. They patted him, garlanded him, grabbed his hand
shook it. But he wanted to be left alone.
*
A man came near Bihari and put a couple of notes and a few coins in his hand.
“I am a poor jobless fellow,” he said with a grin. “But I am one of your admirers. Once I had captained my
school team. You played from another school. You have become a great hero. I have remained a small
insignificant man. Almost a worm. I have nothing precious to give you as a token of my appreciation. I have given
you all that I have.” He faltered a little and then added,
“Even this money which I have given is not mine. But I can give it to you. Take it, please. Don’t say no.”
He closed Bihari’s fingers round the notes and coins, gave a last grin, and, turning, disappeared into the
crowds.\fn{I found this short story by accident on the Internet at http://www.naasiphadke.com/frames5.htm. The divisions within the
story are mine (08/02/12):H}
3
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, ping … Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, ping …”
Bhasker felt at that moment that the clatter of the typewriter would not end till eternity—or at least, till his own
death. He kept mulling over the sheer paltriness and futility of his life as the fingers of both his hands continued to
bang the keys of the typewriter before him.
He sat in an office crammed with typists, each one busy banging with both hands the typewriter before him,
bending down like an ox tied to an oil-press.
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, ping …”
It was raining heavily outside and though it was only two o’clock in the afternoon, the atmosphere was so
murky that all the lights in that solicitor’s office were on; yet it was obvious that their artificial illumination could
be no substitute for real sunlight. As violent gusts of wind blew intermittently, splashes of rainwater rushed in
through the windows and occasionally, the electric lamps shook in the wind, throwing confused shadows of the
typists on the walls; but they had hardly any time to observe these or even to look at one another. They continued
to bang their typewriters, pausing only to smoothen the typing sheets shaking in the breeze.
Hundreds of copies of innumerable court cases were getting typed. A typewriter here carried an account of an
estate worth lakhs;\fn{Hundreds of thousands} another there bore the alimony pleas of a prostitute; yet another was
busy recording the points in an adoption case. But as far as the typists were concerned, all this added up to only
one thing:
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, ping …”
His fingers started aching; he felt that the noise, which drowned even the sound of rain, was unbearable. He
had been feeling lately that this clatter was the one noise that filled not only the entire building, but the entire
universe. That ungainly, monotonous cacophony made him sick.
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It seemed to him as if this cacophony was the apt residuum of his own paltry, unhappy life. Time and again he
continued to pause, startled, and clicking the fingers of his left hand with his right thumb and those of his right
hand with the left, he kept on muttering to himself,
“After all, why does one go on living?”
*
Bhasker had joined as a typist in this solicitor’s office three years ago and since then with two promotions, he
was now earning fifty-five rupees a month. He lived in a small, ground-floor room in a chawl at Matunga and
took his meals in a cheap boarding-house nearby. Even then, it cost him thirty-five rupees a month to maintain
himself and the rest he had to remit to Satara, where his aged parents, his two widowed sisters and four younger
brothers and sisters lived.
From ten o’clock in the morning up to six in the evening, he kept banging the typewriter and he himself hardly
knew how he spent the rest of his time. He was conscious of nothing except toiling in the office until both body
and mind were completely drained, gulping bis food and lying down for a few hours until it was time to put his
nose to the diurnal grindstone again.
He shuddered every morning as he entered the stuffy building in Meadows Street at the appointed time, braced
himself up somehow and opening the lid of his typewriter, started banging on it.
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick … ping.” Sometimes, as he looked at the fellow-typists around, he mused,
“Are they all fed up with life as I am? They earn the same salary as I do; they too must be having more or less
the same domestic responsibilities; their fingers too must ache like mine; they too must be feeling the pinch of
poverty which, in spite of endless toil, must continue to plague them like leprosy. Then why do these wretches
cling to life? I simply fail to understand why they don’t get wild at, and fed up with, this kind of paltry, unhappy,
despicable existence they lead!”
“I simply fail to understand it”—this used to be the inevitable conclusion of his chain of reasoning.
Today too, he said the same thing to himself, as he glanced for a second at all the fellow-typists around. They
were all busy with their task.
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick … ping.”
When he was a boy, Bhasker had once visited a cotton mill, where he had seen men and women at work on
looms. His musings became even more bitter at this sudden, unpleasant remembrance. He said to himself,
“Whatever these others may do, I can’t bear this any longer. I must put an end to my life today!”
*
He had ceased to be shocked at the thought of killing himself, perhaps because he was disgusted with life. At
any rate, he was determined to commit suicide. He had made up his mind not to remain alive to enter that living
hell of an office once again next day.
But strangely enough, the moment he had arrived at this decision, he fingered the sheets on his work-table and
started banging on his typewriter. It was as if the voice of ingrained habit was warning him:
“So you are to die tomorrow; but tomorrow will take care of itself; meanwhile, mustn’t you carry out today’s
chores?” Then he didn’t realize how long he had continued to work, but while his fingers were busy typing, he
kept musing,
“Commit suicide, I must; but how to go about it? I have no practice in doing that sort of thing.”
He began recalling the descriptions of suicide he had read about. Drowning, hanging, poison—there was no
dearth of means to kill oneself. But as he started examining each, he began to realize that none of them was quite
easy. Ultimately, fed up with his thoughts, he told himself,
“To hell with it; let me finish my work for the day and when office-time is over, let me decide at leisure how
exactly to do the job.” Then he plunged into his work and as before his entire ambience was soon filled by the one
sound of
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick … ping.”
*
He had planned to go home straight, without talking to anyone, as soon as office-hours were over; but he was
accosted by a fellow-typist, Bannerji, who used to occupy the table next to him:
“Mr. Damle, why not come and have some tea with me at the Irani restaurant?”
“No, thank you.”
“Have ice-cream, then.”
“No, thanks.”
“Well, I’m offering you ice cream today; maybe I’ll stand you a big party tomorrow.”
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“Well, well.”
“No kidding; by this time tomorrow I could be a millionaire!”
“How come?”
“I have bought a lottery ticket; the draw is tomorrow; why don’t you buy one?”
Bhasker looked at Bannerji. He failed to understand why that pot-bellied fellow was looking at him through his
number five spectacle lenses and smiling, showing all his yellowed teeth. He snapped,
“I’m going to buy a big ticket myself today.”
“Today? Impossible, you’re too late.”
Bannerji’s big belly shook with laughter. Bhasker just made a wry face and slunk away. As soon as he got onto
the street, he told himself,
“Good, now there’s no one to bother me; let me decide how to kill myself.'
He came to the conclusion that he couldn’t manage either drowning or hanging or setting fire to himself. He
began to examine the alternative of poison but for some time he couldn’t at all recall the names of poisons, and
even when he did, he had no idea how to procure them. How could one just barge into a shop and ask for opium?
Or go to a chemist’s and ask for poison? He was sure he would get rattled when the chemist asked him awkward
questions like what poison he wanted to buy and exactly why …
Bhasker was nonplussed. It seemed to him very strange that however determined one might be to die, killing
oneself wasn’t as easy as one would have thought.
He looked around and realized how everyone was trying to save himself from being killed. Cars and trams and
many similar demons of destruction were attacking people all around and men kept saving themselves from these
menaces expertly and expeditiously. He noticed how even a blind old leper suddenly jumped onto the footpath, as
the horn of a truck blared. He thought,
“So even this unfortunate wretch wants to cling to life.”
“Why does one go on living?”
For several days in the immediate past, this question had appeared to be a sphinx’s riddle to Bhasker; it began
to torment him excruciatingly that moment. Nevertheless, he once again remembered his suicide plan and started
examjning it. But the more he thought about the matter the more confused he became since he couldn’t make up
his mind about the ideal means to do away with himself.
However, once he boarded the local train at Churchgate, it suddenly struck him that falling under a railway
train was not a bad idea. It involved no buying of poison nor did it entail prolonged suffering. He could be
crushed to death in a second.
His mind was made up; he started deciding how and where to fling himself before a speeding train without
anyone’s knowledge. There was a railway crossing about a kilometre away from the chawl where he lived. It was
far away from the residential locality. A fast local train speeded through it around a quarter to eleven at night.
Having considered the pros and cons of it, Bhasker finally decided to commit suicide there.
*
He realized what a horrifying thought it was, as he glanced at the commuters around him. The man sitting by
him was reading The Bombay Sentinel; showing a passage to his companion, the man said,
“Have you read this?”
“What is it?”
“The Germans have invented a new type of gun; it can, in an air attack, destroy a city like London in ten
minutes flat.”
“Really? My God!”
“Long live the Germans,” Bhasker said to himself.
It was raining when he alighted at Matunga station. As he crossed the main road and turned via the market into
the lane leading to his chawl, he found knee-deep puddles on the road. Everyone had to wade through them and as
people did so, their shaking shadows were reflected from time to time in the water, owing to the light coming
from the shops around. Rank smells of frying were exhaled from restaurants. At one place, there was a small flour
mill, at the door of which he saw two small children standing. Their faces and their entire bodies were covered
with white flour, giving them the appearance of stage characters. Further on, a milk-vendor’s boy was cleaning
brass-pots and spitting paan-juice into the puddles. As he sawall this, Bhasker said to himself,
“How nice if the Germans would come flying over here and fire their guns. What poverty! What squalor! What
kind of a life is this! Why do these people go on living? Aren’t they ever tempted by the thought of death? And
even if they aren’t what harm is there if somebody forcibly exterminates them?”
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He reached his room, undressed and washed and relaxed on the mat for a little while.
After some time, it struck him that he should go to the boarding-house for his food. But then he reflected,
“What’s the point in eating now? In a little while, any consideration of food is to be conclusively terminated,
as far as I am concerned.”
Nevertheless, he changed his mind, got up, lifted his jacket from the clothes-peg and set out. He decided to go
to the boarding-house and eat, and then instead of returning home, take a leisurely stroll towards the levelcrossing and bid a final goodbye to all this bother and vexation of living.
*
At the door of the boarding-house, he was about to step on a frog, which jumped away immediately and with a
couple of identical bounds, vanished into a puddle of drain-water.
Even this little frog didn’t want to die. He failed to understand the logic behind this ubiquitous endeavour to
remain alive …
He gulped down his food mechanically and came out. It had now stopped raining completely and the sky had
cleared a great deal, with the stars coming out prominently at places.
Bhasker had to go past the entire residential locality to reach the level-crossing. He crossed two streets and
found that a big crowd had gathered in front of a bungalow on the right at the entrance of the third street. The
bungalow was all ablaze with lights and he heard the strains of vocal and instrumental music, as he approached
nearer.
“Why, what’s on?” he asked a man in the crowd.
“What’s on? Pshaw!” said the man, as if indicating that he pitied Bhasker for asking so stupid a question and
craning his neck, started concentrating on listening to the music.
“What’s on?” Bhasker repeated the question to another man. The man just said, “Tut, tut, just listen”, and
wouldn’t add anything. Everyone in the crowd appeared to be listening with rapt attention to the strains of the
music emanating from the upper storey of the bungalow. Bhasker too stood listening for a while and after some
time he also like the other listeners became enthralled by the music.
Bhasker did not know much about music; he had no idea of the exact raga and tala of the musical composition
he was listening to; but one thing was certain—he had lost himself in savouring the charm of that music.
Waves of indescribably sweet musical notes were emanating from that upper-storey chamber and they
pervaded the atmosphere around. When one tan was concluded, it was succeeded by another, only to mingle with
the lingering sweetness of its predecessor. Melodious sounds kept crowding one upon another. It appeared as if
fountains of divine melodies had started gushing everywhere, or innumerable flowering plants had blossomed in
vast gardens somewhere, or container after container of diverse perfumes had been spilled at some place, filling
the sky with a delectable redolence. The entire creation seemed to float on the all-embracing waves of an
indescribable euphoria.
Bhasker didn't realize how long he stood there enjoying the music. At last the concert was over and the crowd
started thinning. He came to himself and he suddenly remembered that he had to proceed to the level-crossing to
kill himself.
“What time is it?” a man by his side asked another.
“Eleven thirty.” Bhasker was startled. Eleven thirty? That meant that the train under which he had planned to
throw himself had already passed the level-crossing. What should he do now?
Somehow the question failed to have the degree of urgency expected. For some reason, his resolve to kill
himself had weakened and lost its edge. In fact, he had the strange feeling that it wasn’t he who had contemplated
suicide, but someone else, who had thought about it some time, years ago. He stood rooted to the spot for some
time; then he heard the group of listeners upstairs suddenly laugh at something and turned home mechanically.
*
There was a sea-change in the weather the next day. The sky was so clear that no one could have suspected that
it was the monsoon season. Nature basked in sunshine. Even the breeze blew gently, eschewing all its violence of
yesterday. All the dirt and sewage water in the lane in front of Bhasker’s chawl had vanished; and in the chawl
opposite, a lot of sandalwood was being burnt for some religious ceremony, spreading the perfume all around.
Bhasker reached his office at ten o’clock in the morning, as usual. No sooner had he taken his chair and lifted
the lid of his typewriter than a fellow-typist approached him and said,
“Have you heard the news, Damle?”
“What news?”
“Bannerji is dead.” With his hand still on the typewriter-lid, Bhasker exclaimed,
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“You don’t say so! He spoke to me just last evening.”
“It’s possible.”
“Then, when did he die?”
“This morning.”
“Did he commit suicide?”
“You fool! Is it easy to kill oneself?”
“What happened then?”
“Well, he had bought a lottery ticket; this morning, he got a telegram informing him that he had won a prize of
one lakh rupees. The euphoria brought on a fatal heart-attack. You know how fat he was and how frequently he
used to have difficulty in breathing.”
The typist went on to add something but Bhasker hardly understood what he was saying. He was thoroughly
rattled. He mused,
“The moment Bannerji must have wanted to go on living for years, the poor fellow breathed his last; I had
decided yesterday to kill myself and yet here I am today with my nose to the old grindstone.”
“And how many souls, several times more unfortunate than I, still continue to cling desperately to their paltry
lives.”
“Why does one die?”
“What a silly question! Dying is not something within one’s power.”
“Why does one go on living?”
“Who knows? Probably because that too is out of one’s power. All that one can do is to suffer being jogged
along on a wave of some mysterious instinct.”
Bhasker opened the typewriter-case fully, arranged the papers on his left side and glancing at the top page
started banging the keys of the machine:
“Tick, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick … ping.”
263.174 Fundamental Rights And Directive Principles: Twin Pillars Of The Constitution\fn{by Shrimati Ammu
Swiminathan (1894-1978)} Anakkara Village, Palghat District, Kerala State, India (F) 1
Sir:
The passing of this Constitution for an Independent India can be called without exaggeration the realization of a

great dream of four hundred million people.
For so many years the people of this country had been working for this realization and today we have actually
got what we had been working for. The first picture which really comes into my mind when I stand here this
afternoon is the picture of the great man, Mahatma Gandhi, who by years and years of untiring work made it
possible for us today to be an independent country.
I think if we are to deserve this Constitution we have to make up our minds to work it, into something alive
and something that will be of benefit to every citizen of this country. I know that the Constitution gives us in the
Fundamental Rights, equal status, adult franchise and has also provided for the removal of Untouchability and
things of that kind for which India had been fighting all these years. But all these things appearing on paper is not
enough if we are to make this country happy and prosperous. We have to see that these ideas and ideals which are
on paper in the Constitution are implemented by the people of this country.
Sir, I would also like to pay my tribute to you and join with other Members who had congratulated you and
shown their gratitude to you. All Members of this Assembly will always remember you with great affection and
esteem and we will always remember the kindness and consideration you have shown towards every Member of
this House.
We have also to pay our tribute to Dr. Ambedkar and the members of the Drafting Committee and the
Secretariat of the Constituent Assembly for the very hard work that they had put in for so many weeks and
months. I know their task has not been an easy one but they have overcome all difficulties and thus we are today
on the eve of passing this great Constitution of our country.
I feel that the Constitution actually rests on two pillars—Fundamental Rights and the Directive Principles of
State Policy. The fundamental rights of the people of India are guaranteed in such matters as freedom of speech,
association and worship. The last is a very vital question to the people of this country. The Hindus have always
been known to be tolerant towards all religions and we have put that down in our Constitution so that there will be
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no mistake about it and nobody can say that our Constitution did not include freedom of worship to every citizen
of this country.
Now it is for us to see that this Constitution is worked properly so as to bring about the democratic State in
India for which we had been working and hoping for and when we bring this about we must see that not only the
rights are assured to every citizen but that he knows his duties and responsibilities towards the State. His freedom
should be so used as to be of benefit to this country. Freedom is not to be used for doing anything that anyone
likes. As it is so often said, freedom does not mean license. Let us hope that in the years to come this Constitution
will be considered as something worthy of our country. Though there are many who find fault with a great number
of clauses in it I hope they will remember that when we were going on with this work of constitution-making
India was passing through difficult times, very unhappy times and our task was a very difficult one. I feel that it
has been a great achievement to have been able to bring all the divergent opinions together and frame a
Constitution of this kind which has been agreed to by a very large majority, though perhaps not by all.
A great many Members of this House have been praising this Constitution and there has been a certain amount
of criticism also. There is one criticism which I would like to make and that is that this Constitution is to my mind
a very long and a very bulky volume. I always imagined a constitution and still believe, to be a small volume
which one could carry in one’s purse or pocket and not a huge big volume. There was no necessity to go into so
many details as has been done here. All the details, I think, should have been left to the Government and the
legislatures. After all they are going to function according to the policy laid down by the Constitution and was
it necessary, I would ask, to load the Constitution with all this?
I know very little about constitution making, nor do I pretend to be an expert. But I do feel as one of the
citizens of India and as one of those who have been a member of a legislature for two or three years that it was not
necessary to have so much details in the Constitution.
However, as it is I do think that it is a great piece of work and I would like to say that it has been a great joy
and happiness to me to have been here as a Member of this Assembly when framing the Constitution of India and
I hope that some of us will live to see that the Constitution becomes a real stronghold for human rights and it will
be worked towards establishing a real democracy, so that there will be happiness and prosperity for everyone in
India.
Equal right is a great thing and it is only fitting that it has been included in the Constitution. People outside
have been saying that India did not give equal rights to her women. Now we can say that when the Indian people
themselves framed their Constitution they have given rights to women equal with every other citizen of the
country.
That in itself is a great achievement and it is going to help our women not only to realize their responsibilities
but to come forward and fully shoulder their responsibilities to make India a great country that she had been.
With these few words, Sir, I strongly support that the Constitution may be passed.
61.118 & 241.74 1. Widow 2. A Flower Blossomed: Two Short Stories\fn{by Chalam aka Gudipati Venkatachalam
(1894-1979)} Madras, Madras District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 8
1
Winter\fn{A note reads: Until recent times, child marriages were widespread in the Telugu country, as in many other areas of India.
More lilt often than not, girls were widowed early; and, especially among brahmins, their heads shaven, and treated like domestic slaves,
they went through utter misery for the rest of their lives, unlike in this story of revolt .} in this town, somehow, it is colder. Covering herself with my shawl, Mangamma is sleeping, probably in a cozy hug with her husband. And here, I feel
cold. Cannot sleep. As for covering myself with something, there is nothing. These warm embers in the hearth
keep me somewhat from shivering. But the floor has not dried yet. Somewhere, there are countries still colder …
it seems. Father used to narrate the story of Cinderella to me. Exactly the same is my plight now. But then
Cinderella was a child …
How wonderful it used to be when father was alive! I did not know what hardship was. If anyone looked
worried I would be surprised. If father were to see me now like this, sitting all alone near this hearth, how he
would weep. Would he have ever imagined that I would become an orphan like this? Putting me in his lap,
stroking my head, fondling my cheeks, he would say:
“No one is as beautiful as my darling. I shall get her a husband who will not allow her to step on the ground.”
In those days, this gentleman Venkata Rao and such others would put me in their laps, give me packets of
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mithai\fn{Sweetmeats.} and the moment some little song came out of my mouth, would be overwhelmed with
pleasure. Not yet ten years since then. The very same Venkata Rao, talking with annayya\fn{Elder brother.} the
other day, turned his face away when he saw me.
Look—the child has woken up and is crying. Why doesn’t Mangamma get up? If it were I, would I have let her
cry like that? The whole day she fondles the child. Not that she doesn’t love the child … there now, Mangamma
has got up … has beaten the child … the child is crying. How can they bring themselves to beating children? Only
last evening she was fondling and kissing the baby so much! With the same mouth she is heaping all those curses.
If only I had a child, the whole night I would swing him in my arms, and without even blinking my eyes once,
would sing lullabies. Holding like this, the smooth, soft, warm little baby boy and putting my breast in his mouth
and pressing him to me—how wonderful it would be! Especially because my breasts are so round, small and
smooth. And how pretty the little boy’s rosy hands would be! Now because of the worry I am unable to sleep, then
because of supreme happiness I wouldn’t be able to sleep.
There! It must be the police fellows, blowing on their whistles. Into this street they are coming. These fellows
themselves organize burglaries, it seems. Why do they just keep blowing on those whistles like that? To scare
away burglars, perhaps …
Mangamma has a child—Mangamma who beats children, who bathes children. That baby is still crying. Why?
Doesn’t she feel like nursing the baby? That little groping mouth! … that must be a cat! Oosh, get away.
Why can't I have children? If only he were alive, I would by now have had three or four children. I would not
have been a childless woman. The very thought of children stirs up the pit of my stomach like this! Wouldn’t I
have had children? When even those who loathe children have them! When that little one pulled her hair the other
day, Mangamma said, ‘Why were you born, you wretch!’ Another time she said, ‘You didn’t die either, it would
have been good riddance.’ With such cute little hands, every hair of mine I would get pulled out to bleeding.
Isn’t it better than getting my head shaved by that barber? They will remove my crown of hair, it seems. Let it
be done. I will be rid of a nuisance. Have it to please whom? Getting my head shaved will be painful, perhaps.
But then why don’t the men-folk cry? Won’t be painful. And yet thinking of it fills me with fear even now. And
not just fear. While shaving my head, the barber fellow might perhaps put his hand on my neck! The other day he
put his hand on annayya. Won’t I get goosepimples? During the wedding when he tied the sacred string round my
neck, it was only his little finger that had touched me and I goosefleshed all over though. Like pouring cold water
on yourself … The other day, when Lakshmikantam carelessly touched my fingers with his while giving me the
keys, annayya looked sharply at him. Though I had not thought specially of him earlier, when annayya looked
with suspicion like that at Lakshmikantam, I grew interested in Lakshmikantam. Perhaps annayya considers me
Kalagni\fn{Time-Fire, which destroys the world at the end. For the elder brother (annayya) the widow is the modern equivalent of a
time-bomb; but as kalagni implies, the young woman has correctly sensed the terror a youthful widow posed to her family: “Life may go,
but not the family name!”.} that he has kept in his house. He looked sharply at Lakshmikantam. But then what would

annayya say if the barber were to put his hand on my neck?.
This cat has got very much addicted to drinking milk covertly. Today it is not able to reach the milk. It is
clamoring frantically. It is hungry. Poor thing, like me it cannot sleep. But why not go after the rats?
Covering herself with my shawl, Mangamma must be sleeping by her husband’s side again. The whole night
long, behind closed doors, what do they do? If only he were alive, what would I be doing? Would he have allowed
me to sit like this near the hearth! He was young, of course! God only knows how he caught that illness. At least if
the nuptials had taken place, it would have been all right. I would have known all about it. I know what they do.
But how they do it, and how the body feels at that time, I would like to know. Some cry. I feel like asking someone. Too shy, and afraid. They won’t tell me, perhaps. They will feel too shy themselves. Probably don’t feel so
bashful at the time! Only shy to talk about it. Why do you want it, they will say.
Then probably I would even have had a baby! He had fine eyes. The child would have got his very eyes. My
little red mouth too he would have got. How handsome he would have been! Then would I have cared at all for
this sister-in-law! Would I have suffered having my shawl, which my father gave me, snatched away and given to
my sister-in-law? The boy needs it, I would have said. Now getting up to heat water for Mangamma’s child feels
so taxing. Then for my boy whatever the amount of water wouldn’t I have boiled happily!
Why can’t one be born even now? Isn’t there a method by which babies can be conceived without a man’s
coming in? Aren’t trees bearing fruit? Or perhaps it will be good if a baby boy can be found somewhere!—no, not
that way. No. Should come out of me. For my own baby boy’s sake. Otherwise why can’t I have love for Mangamma's child?
Feeling sleepy. Can only sleep a little, no more: the cold.
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My karma, it seems. Must have committed some sin. In my previous birth I must have murdered someone’s
children, I think. Perhaps I will have children in the next birth at least! What should be done to have children in
the next birth, I wonder? Shall I ask the priest! If sister-in-law were to come to know about it, wouldn’t it be the
end of the world? Is it wrong to wish for children? That old woman, fifty years old, husband still alive. The one
son she had, mis-dieting him in his illness, with her own hands she killed him. When she comes and bewails her
lack of children, everyone consoles her. Not even eighteen, if I ask for a child to nurse, to fondle, to play with,
why do people abuse me?
“Shameless whore,” said sister-in-law, “she shouldn’t be allowed to stay in the house.”
Shouldn’t say it openly. Must think about it at night like this.
Again the whistles of the patrol. It seems it is these police fellows only who arrange burglaries.
Just one child will do. Even a girl child I don’t mind. No, no, not a girl child, I don’t want a girl child. I’ll give
birth only to a widow, destined to cry like me.
I feel like sleeping. But then how can I go to sleep in this cold? The shawl would have helped. Covering herself with it, Mangamma is sleeping cozily. Why must I alone suffer like this?
If because of their karma so many women, without children, are dying out of the sorrow, why don’t men too
suffer similar karma? The moment one wife is dead, another is ready. Aren’t all of us sinners? Perhaps there is a
sin exclusive to us. The sin that results in widowhood. The sin that keeps us from marrying again. But then other
widows don’t commit it. Only Hindu widows. The other day the priest was saying it. All these religious vows,
worships, pilgrimages will take us to heaven, he said. Then for that very same heaven why not everyone become a
widow? Somewhere, widows are married again, they say. Then will they grow their hair again! Who are those
who marry wretched widows!
Whatever the karma, I want children. Who knows, though I am a widow I am still destined to bear a child.
Bearing that child in this birth and raising him is, shall we say, because of the merit in heaven or the sin I have
earned in my previous birth? Then what will all these people have to say? Sister-in-law will simply kill me.
Annayya will throw me out. If I were to say that is the way my karma is, will they accept it? That I should be
married only to that husband, that he should die; that I should end up like this, all this is predestined they say. That
I should also bear a child shouldn’t be predestined? Have they actually seen it, this pre-destiny? Then why be
angry with me? Because he was wealthy, getting yoked to that sick husband was my karma. If I were to bear a
child now, driving me out of home is their karma. That all such women should cry and wail is this country’s
karma.
At least pity—not even pity they show. If someone is blind or lame because of the sins of his previous birth,
they show pity. If to me because of such a sinful act … no … such a virtuous act, a child were to be born, they
won’t show pity. Without that kind of pre-destiny, tell me, would even I bear a child? When I was widowed they
did not show pity … but even for the child they won’t have pity. All these people are by nature full of pity though;
only they don’t show it to me. Why?
Will those rats bite me also! Perhaps a burglar might enter through that window!
The other day how the young cow suffered! Noticing her plight, they immediately fetched a bull. Why? They
need milk and calves, that’s why. Similarly I need children. According to my karma, my husband is dead.
Conquering karma, if I wish to earn that happiness, why do they get angry!
When sister-in-law left for her mother’s place, annayya was shamelessly confessing to Subramanyam garu,
that to live alone, without one’s wife, is difficult! If I were to say that I too feel the same way they will behave as
though the sky has crumbled and dropped down.
The cold is becoming worse. The hearth too has become cold …
Everyone eats food. Some don’t suffer the karma of not being able to eat, but some do. And if these few do
manage to get food and eat, overcoming their karma, no one objects. But then some are destined to be wretched
with this kind of wretched karma. This misery is only for enduring, not for curing.
Animals are beyond this kind of karma … ayyo, why wasn’t I born a cow or a hen! After all this, they still say
human birth is the best. Human birth is superior, of course, not the birth of a widow. When there is no one, not
one, to press to her heart, then why live! Why does God need the birth of a childless widow! What is this suffering, hope, dream-within me? It can only be satisfied by a man, perhaps! Some emptiness, deficiency.

*
No regret for what has happened. But I am a little scared, of course. If only my husband were alive, by now
there would have been celebrations, soodithalu\fn{A note reads: Gift distribution ceremony. Especially for the first pregnancy,
the woman’s family organizes a ceremony with specially invited married women whose husbands are alive, and gifts, sweets etc. are
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exchanged.}

and festivities! Now ostracism. Then, if I were to breathe it privately in sister-in-law’s ears, she would
have smiled and given me a friendly flick on the cheeks. Now she will jump up, terrified, as though I have scalded
her ear. Then and now it is the same, isn’t it? Isn’t it, to begin with, the same way with nature? Now it has
happened once. Then it would have been ever that only!
It’s moving inside. Probably knows already that I am the mother. Always keeps touching me gently from within. Perhaps those big eyes, those tiny legs are growing! Will I have a child with blinking eyes like Mangamma’s
daughter? Ever with a runny nose! I won't look at a man again. That fellow probably thought that I had submitted
to him because I was enamored of him. Because I wanted his big eyes for my child, I agreed. He looked at me like
a warrior, like a conquering warrior, that miserable wretch! How my blood boils at the thought! I feel like retching
at the thought of the liberty I gave him. He thought I had fallen for his good looks, was overcome by infatuation,
and unable to control my passion solicited him. Let him come near me again, I will spit on his face.
But the poor fellow, I feel again some indescribable love for him; he has given me this child, is the father of
my child. Perhaps that is natural! But I just cannot bear the thought of my surrender to him that night. At that time
of course he talked affectionately, decently enough. But I must have fallen in his esteem. Why only like this,
submitting basely to some male, this body, this sacred body, to his coarse hands, and meekly allowing him to use
it anyway he likes. Chee! Chee! That spittle … horrid … unless one is crumpled, why is one unable to bear
children, receive the blessing of a child? Why impossible? Chee! Chee!
While leaving how contemptuously that fellow talked! The respect these men show is only for show, false
respect! Because they themselves like coaxing, they coax. But how presumptuous! Simply because I had
beseeched him! All play-acting! In the beginning, declaring unnecessarily, “I am there by your side! I shall protect
you, rest assured,” and putting his arm round my shoulder, as though some enemies were menacing us, he struck a
defiant pose, I tell you! Later the moment there was the sound of feet, tucking his shirt under his arm, he sneaked
behind the door. It was all a delusion. If they stand like that pretending to protect women, they get mental
satisfaction. One-twentieth of my courage he didn’t have. And on top of it, he says, getting away:
“Don’t fear.” With a smirk, stupidly, he says,
“Beware, that Venkateswarulu has also cast his eye on you. Even if you just look at him, I shall murder both
him and you!”
Just one night, just for a half-hour, because I had surrendered to him, that fellow acquired that kind of authority
and freedom over me! Chee, this wretched life, life of a woman!
Now I am really going to have a baby, all right! With that tiny rosy fist, little eyes closed, with that coral
mouth, groping for milk, making gurgling sounds … too much!
Some time or other they will get to know. How long can I conceal it like this? Even for the last menses, I sat
out and pretended it.
Sister-in-law will beat me up. Whatever happens the news should not go out of the house, annayya will say.
Throw her out, sister-in-law will say. No, annayya will say. But a screaming sister-in-law is somewhat preferable.
Keeping it a secret for my sake? Ostracized from the caste, without anyone to call my own, allowing people to
spit on my face, isolated, a fallen woman—no one bothers about me of course. Nor even for my children—totally
innocent, born to an unfortunate woman like me—will annayya spare a thought. If in the neighborhood or in his
office they say that his sister has done such a thing, the loss of face is all that will worry him.
But then, when we were children and he returned from school tired, I used to pour my coffee also into his
tumbler—all of it I would heat and give him. When annayya broke the luster chimney of the lantern, I owned up
to the crime, saying I had done it. All the beatings I suffered. That night, putting his hands over my shoulders,
annayya had said:
“Chelli,\fn{Younger sister.} I shall never forget this. I shall never strike you.”
How happy I felt that day! Now he doesn’t utter a single kind word …
As if all this were not enough, they assign me to hell after my death. Making my body so beautiful, creating
naturally a burning desire in my heart, murdering the husband these people had foisted on me—as if all this were
not enough, on top of it all, God will send me to hell! And for giving birth to a boy, heaven for Mangamma! For
child-beater Mangamma! For having managed a child for myself, after desperate trouble, hell! Won’t I demand an
explanation from that God! For sister-in-law, who has tied annayya to herself, even keeping him from going to
watch a play, won’t there be hell?
All lies. God is not angry with me. Only to scare me have they said all this. Already for my little darling’s cute
little belly, milk is forming. If God is really angry, will he, planning for the child to come, prepare baby fare for
his teeny-weeny golden belly? All lies. If these people don’t know about it, won’t God at least appreciate my
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misery, my nature, my thinking! Those that will want me for myself alone, those that will cajole me, placate me,
saying, “How angry you are with me,” and, holding my chin, turn me towards them—such people I should have
around me, I long so much to have such people. Whenever any man looks at any woman with a loving gaze, I
burn from top to toe! ME! What about me? For me too! cries every nerve in my body. Wearing out my body and
limbs, laboring hard all my life and serving those who don’t love me, growing old and dying—who to please with
all this? Better, if I give my body even to a fellow who wants me for just one night. Is it a sin? That making coffee
for sister-in-law who rolls in her tape-bed like a lazy lubber until nine in the morning will earn me merit in
heaven, where, in which sastras, is it written?
Such desires, and there are so many widows, do they all have them? None of them makes a fuss like me, it
appears. Why? They are all virtuous people, perhaps! Only I suffer from this evil thought, perhaps! No, from
outside I too may look innocent, I believe. From the outside, everyone is like that! Inside … shall I ask someone
confidentially? If I ask, chee, chee, they will say, get out! Won’t I myself say it? That is the show. Even I, am I not
as virtuous a person as everyone else? Every day I perform the japam.\fn{Repeating God’s name.} Do I eat betel
leaves like that Bullemma?\fn{A note reads: Betel chewing was forbidden for a widow because it is a luxury; it attracts the attention
of men; and it is also believed to produce carnal desire .} Do I sleep on mattresses? I make an offering ritualistically to a
Brahmin every month. The other day I took the holy water given by the respected swami. If only my husband
were here, wouldn’t I be a good woman myself? Then, forbidding this act, not having children would be wrong, a
lapse. The sight of these wives, women with their husbands alive, who beginning even before the age of twelve
and until the age of sixty cohabit with husbands without a single day’s break, why doesn’t anyone find all this
unnatural? Does desire too die the moment that fellow is dead? Does it burn too on that fellow’s funeral pyre?
If their men were to even raise their eyes and look at another woman, that would be enough; these women
would turn the whole house upside down, engaging in endless wailing. Won’t allow another woman even to step
on the threshold; keep their men for their own use, don’t they? And me, who have never really known a man,
won’t I feel the same way?
If they were to come to know about my present condition, they won’t keep quiet. But they won’t allow me to
go out of the house. They will give away my child to somebody and they will get me back to slave again for them.
Even if I lead a happy life somewhere with my beloved child, they won’t tolerate it. The right which is theirs, the
pleasure which they are enjoying—they will cry as though I have robbed them of it. Being pointed out with my
child as Suryanarayana’s younger sister—can annayya bear it?
But, I won't allow it. My beloved son, my little gold, I shall not surrender to anyone. Except me who else will
have kind feelings for him? Even one’s own uncles, aunts, grandfathers don’t have compassion! Will outsiders
have it? I shall not yield. I shall bring him up myself. Whatever these people do to me, I shall create a commotion,
cry, go away. But my beloved child, the fortune I have acquired after desperate trouble, I shall not throw away.
Can I manage without watching a single smile of my bundle of joy? I shall nurse him myself. If my beloved child
were to recognize me and realize that all these troubles, this ostracism, these reproaches, all these are for his sake,
if he can recognize me, my face, and recognizing, stretch his hands towards me and call me “mother,” if he laughs
a laughter of gems, if he shows so much love for me only, what more shall I need?
Why should they be angry even with my child? As for me, at least you may say I have committed a crime. But
what has this little innocent creature done? Even if they were to allow me to remain with them, will I stay? If in
his presence they treat me shabbily, can I bear it? Abusing him, if they make him do slavish labor.
I shall go away somewhere. . . anywhere. If he asks for his father, what shall I tell him? Dead, I shall tell him.
No. I shall say:
“I am your father.”
2
At midnight a flower was born in wilderness.
“Ma,” it cried, afraid of the surrounding darkness. The leaves and sepals took a protective stance at once and
let the white flower bloom.
“Where’s he?” inquired the flower.
“Who?” queried the mother under cover of darkness.
“He who brought me to you,” replied the flower.
“It’s me who fetched you here. No, none else, my dear, dear golden babe.”
“So, it was you! I thought it was somebody else. It was you then, who led me down here from my starry path,
gliding playfully down and all in smiles. Come. Let me see you once.”
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“Let it dawn; you’ll see me then. Sleep now, babe.”
“I’m afraid, ma. Will I fall?”
“Don’t I hold you firm, dear? Don’t fear.”
“I’m hungry, ma.”
Sweet warm silky juice flowing through every fiber with sweet sensation rushed into its mouth.
“Welcome.” sang the wind, rocking the babe in its airy lap.
“Ma, something is crawling behind me. What’s it?”
“It’s only a snake, babe, prowling for prey.”
“Will it eat me?”
“No, why should it eat you? It’s a nice, gentle animal. It will prey on birdlings. It won’t touch us even.”
Behind the mighty trees, the half-moon began to show. The flower-babe opened its eye wide with wonder. The
treetops began to sparkle. The vistaed moonbeams began to spread on the ground in strips of white, pushing
darkness aside.
“Lo! How beautiful! Look, mummy,” shouted the little flower dancing in glee.
The mother lullabied in her drowsy notes. The little flower craned its head and looking at her mother, said,
“Mother, how beautiful you are!”
Invisible to her, the creepers entwined themselves round her in the surrounding dark. The arbours were
swinging under the dark shadows with uplifted hair in the incense-breathing night.
“Who’s it, ma, in your embrace? On who are you leaning throwing your weight on him?”
“Your father, dear.”
“Mummy, mummy dear, there’s somebody giggling and scratching my sides. Hold, hold me firm.”
“Don’t worry. They are baboons. They visit your father. They won’t harm you.”
They were calling her by name. They were gathering round her. They were kinneras. She knew them all.
“Oh, you are born here,” they shouted in joy.
They began to wash her. They cured her petals forming beautiful dimples on them. They garlanded her with a
necklace of pearly dewdrops.
Behind them lurked some shadow figure. She knew pretty well who he was. He had been her companion for
long. He was with her in other worlds, at other times. She always shared her happiness with him.
“Who’s this unfailing ever-changing shade?”
A sweet voice overhead, from the encircling darkness. A yearning cry. For whom? Leaves stood alert. The
wind experienced gooseskins in the form of small ripples. Whose voice is this? Whose?
“Mummy, who is it?”
“The koel, dear.”
“Who does she welcome thus?”
“Her dear mate.”
“Why doesn’t he come?”
“It’s dark, dear.”
“Tell her to call again.”
“Yes, she will.”
“How beautiful is this world, mummy. Where was I before I came here? I should have been here.”
*
On the eastern branch of darkness in front of the little flower a larger flower of light blossomed burning bright.
The light-flower spread its arms of light towards the flower, piercing through the gray veil of clouds covering it.
A festival of music. Joyful shouts. Some were sweeping the floor, some fastening festoons. Some were dancing
with joy,
“Jai, Jai!”
The young winds ran hither and thither with enthusiasm beyond control, sweeping the dust, waking people,
driving dry leaves away. Each cloud was decked in glowing colors. Trees with their mouths outspread enjoy the
first meal of the day.
Light … Light … Light. The world was full of light. The sky was full of the joy of life. Light bursts upon the
world like a wave.
The shape of the world itself had changed. The half-moon bowed and smiled and disappeared into the sky. The
morning star shining like the lord of the world hid himself in a corner. Shamefaced clouds washed away their
colors and palely ran sideways to shelter.
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The blazing sun intolerant of meanness, murkiness and darkness, started his unpardoning journey, pouring
abundant divine light, pure and red, in all directions.
The birds flew up on outspread wings. The beasts began to roam about proud, free and uninhibited. The young
winds sat on leaf-edges and stared, stricken with fear.
The sun shot a sharp ray at the little flower utterly lost in the beauty of the world.
“Dead,” cried the virgin flower and shut her eyes. She trembled from head to foot and swooned. She turned red
all over. At that momentous moment she felt as though an ambrosial energy flooded into her, filling every nerve
and fiber, an upsurge of nectar cutting across land and loam, across taproots and subsoil.
“Ma!” she shrieked.
It was a cry neither of pain nor of fear. It was not a shout of joy or a pang of sorrow. It was not of birth or of
death. It was simply the birth of youth.
At that golden moment, the tender beams of the sun, the soft moonshine, the freshness of grass beneath, the
smoothness of the blue sheen of the sky, the might of her father-branch, the piteous coo of the koel, the
frolicsomeness of the gamboling winds, the pith and sap of the loamy earth beneath the mother-root, flowed into
her.
Her petals twinkled, her tendrils bulged, her bulbs were on the verge of bursting with fragrant rut. In her sepals
there grew new strength. An irresistible primal light shot through her entire body, from crown to foot.
She felt as if an ocean flood rolled on her, drowning and crushing, splitting her to pieces. A wave-like
suffocating scent emanated all of a sudden. Sweet fragrance, wave-like, flame-like, leapt out of her and inundated
her, her mother and the blue sky.
She could not restrain herself and burst out laughing. And the blaze of the sun doubled.
She was proud and felt peerless in the world. Should not the sky come down to pay homage to her intoxicating
scent? Should not the wind publish her youth and beauty in all the three worlds? Should not sunlight, moonlight,
starlight—indeed all light in the world—sing hallelujah to her in unison? The world lived solely for her. Birds and
beasts, worms and animals, the sun, the moon, the infinite sky, yea, the entire universe was born only to breathe
her fragrance and feel blessed in her presence.
Gleeful and naughty, she danced and shouted. Light darted forth from her shining eyes. Hiding behind the
thick foliage she peeped out and giggled at whoever passed that way. She waved petals before him. She cast her
beautiful fragrance all over the world generously as her endless fortune.
A bee passed that way, followed by many a reveling bee in drunken reckless state. He was proud of his
intoxicating youth, and had an on-top-of-the-world spirit. He covered his body with golden pollen. He wouldn’t
care a pin for flower-girls on either side.
She was afraid. She trembled on seeing his black body shining bright in the hot sun, his cruel proboscis and his
blood-shot eyes. Seeing his spike-like antenna piercing the wind, she trembled. She retreated to her mother’s
green bosom and asked,
“Who’s it mother?” The mother smiled and gently tapped her head. She said archly,
“Don’t bother. He won’t solicit you.”
“Won’t he? How arrogant!”
She peeked from behind the foliage and darted her magic fragrance towards him. The bee stopped, his head
reeling, his wings becoming weak because of the overpowering, suffocating fragrance.
“Look, ma, he has stopped,” she said with fear. She was thoroughly confused, what kind of pain was this,
sweet and intoxicating, tormenting and tossing her from side to side. She could neither stand nor stir. It was a
desire, unconscious, fearful and hurrying.
He turned to her. He asked his followers to go. They sprinkled pollen afresh on him as toilet-powder and flew
away. The rogues rested on leaves around, all laughing.
He began to fly towards her with great swagger and confidence. His manner suggested strength, courage and
invincibility. He floated lightly on air, gracefully glistening in the sun.
The flower now fought shy. What had happened to her pride, her superior airs, her coquettish conquering
spirit? She hid herself deep in the foliage. Her bosom swayed with conflicting emotions. She was glad he was
approaching her, but at the same time quite afraid. Would he .come after all, or—her heart sank at the thought.
She felt inferior and wretched. The next moment she was proud and shy.
“How free he is! But why doesn’t he come soon?”
Would that he became blind to all around him. He should be able to see nothing but her everywhere, he should
be a poodle-faker turning round and round her, praying, importuning, proposing and prostrating before her. She
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would, however, escape though leafy ways and run out of his grasp. He should suffer the acute pangs of love.
Her friends exposed her easily, clearing the leaves on either side. They did not seem to bother about her train
of thought. She was now quite in the open, unshielded. Leering at him, she hissed,
“Get away, you rogue.” But she wondered if it was really her tongue she heard, her tone was indescribably
sweet and inviting. The contending tumultuous passion burst out in spite of herself.
He was serenading her in full-throated, love-laden voice, buzzing around her. He stretched his forelegs towards
her. The sunshine on his beautiful wings reflected variegated hues. The pollen smell of his body went straight to
her head and made her reel. The love-song flowed lavishly over her. She was inundated, as it were, in the
overpowering flood of music very much like the roar of the sea, like the rising tide of blood.
“O dear, I have ever been after you, time out of mind. I would surrender my all—all my wealth at your feet if
only you would throw a glance at me. O dear, dear, look at me but once,” he implored her.
He knelt before her, requesting and giggling nervously. He made a number of vows in earnest.
“Lies, all lies,” she muttered to herself, “but then, rogue, how about those dense patches of pollen?”
She smiled a little baring her white petals for a moment and laid herself behind the leaves as the wind blew to
her advantage. Why doesn’t he seek her in the twigs and branches behind which she hid herself, feeble and
reluctant? Still he delays? Would he come? Would he go away? He who moves freely amidst countless flowers all
over the world beating his resplendent wings, kneels before her, begs her favour. How proud she is!
“Get away!” she shouted aloud, though she was longing for his presence all the while.
That was a signal for him. He knew it instinctively. She was absolutely his now. He was the monarch of the
love domain. He tore away the soft leaves with his sharp nails without a drop of mercy and sat on her. .
'Ma!” she screamed as if dying.
Mother did not answer. Had she deserted her? Had all her companions deserted her? Perhaps that was the end
of her life. Ruthless and without permission, he dipped his cruel nails into her pistils. He dipped his head deep
into the inmost part of her womb, rolling his piercing proboscis and drinking honey which she never suspected
was inside her and drinking it to the dregs.
Every part of her seemed to split. Everything inside seemed splitting, splitting. He was drinking her blood, her
very blood. His hind legs parted her sides too far, too much, until they gave way and bled. Blood. Blood from her
sides. Could she live after this? Could she show her bloody self in public once again? O! O! But—in an
involuntary spurt of activity, she drew him close, embraced him tight, hiding him under her petals and netting him
in her stalks and tendrils. She sprinkled her yellow-scented pollen all over his body. It was a total surrender.
“Don’t leave me,” she prayed. “I am yours. You are all, all to me. I have none but you in this wide world. Suck.
Suck. Suck all my honey, all my spirit and soul,” she whispered.
She trembled. A thousand suns burnt to ashes before her eyes. All the stars danced around her in maddening
glee, burning bright, each a blazing sun. The oceans roared and roared in crescendo. O the pain. O the pleasure. O
the unbearable pain-pleasure! How to bear it? How painfully sweet, sweet! Heart-breaking joy, pain. Don’t my
veins split? Won’t my rent petals fall? She hid him in her bosom. She swooned.
He dropped his hands, at last, his merciful sweet self disengaging from her clasp dropping by her side. He
looked into her eyes, laughing. Completely relaxed, completely satisfied, he laughed.
She knelt and bowed to him with infinite thankfulness. Now he looked unconcerned. He stood on her astride
and leapt into the air, spreading his dark wings glistening in the night. He went away without even shooting a
glance behind. He shouted for his dear companions, mingled with them and flew away happily, forgetting
everything. .Casting away her heart, which following, tried to stop him, he forgot her very existence even. He
flew away from her into the unknown blue skies which she could never hope to reach. Heavy-hearted, she craned
her head and saw him off until he became a dim speck and vanished altogether. She cursed her immobility.
Would that she followed! Would that she had wings! If only she had wings! Won’t she follow him deserting her
father, mother, friend and leaf? But she was a helpless lass.
The wood nymphs gathered round her. They sang, cajoled and blessed. She proudly surveyed her own body
and was filled with a deep sense of fulfillment. She was glad.
The sun rose in the horizon, making a bonfire of the huge shades of mighty trees. Clusters of parrots flew
across the sky like so many green lightnings. The drunken butterflies reeled and rolled in the sky. The idle
peacock spread his wings of beautiful hues and floated among the pieces of clouds.
*
The flower sat calm, observing the gradually receding shadows in an otiose mood. She had been trying to
replenish her energy by sucking strength from beneath the surface of the earth, through her taproots, with all her
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might and main. All her beauty was gone, now. She smelt sweet no longer. Her stalk began to droop on the sides
of her leaves because of sagging strength. No bee now leered at her. But then what of it? Now her life was a
changed one. She turned a new leaf altogether.
She was big with child. New life began to stir within her. It kicked against her sides for more room to live in.
The bee whose pollen is responsible for the present fall of the yellow leaves has gone but what does it matter
now? Had she not been a chief participant in the carnival of creative process? Was it not enough for her for a
lifetime?
She looked on the ceaseless creative energy dancing gracefully on the waves of the wind, on the waves of light
with singular detachment. The wind trampled on the sunshine. The scorching sun glanced at the tender flower.
Time with his cruel looks stood before her. The creative process nodded her assent to him that the flower, sans
scent, sans honey, was no longer necessary for its purpose. Her discolored petals. developed folds. They dropped
one by one shaken by the rude wind pitifully mixed with the dust around. The flower, however, had been
impervious to her own existence and beauty, turning her gaze steadily on her womb.
*
She had not observed when the sun took leave of the eagles on the tall treetops, when the young winds took
shelter on boughs after singing their chorus of peace, when the birds and monkeys above her fell silent, when the
world wound up its activities and wooed rest.
The thousand-tongued darkness devoured light lurking still in the nooks and comers of the world. He came on
the light-ray from the first-twinkling star of the night. He stood before her and called her by name.
“Who’s it?” she inquired. But she knew who it was. She shivered, cried aloud, looking around.
“Come,” he demanded.
“No, how about my baby?” she queried. He smiled and said,
“Give your life to your babe and come with me.”
“No! How can I?” she shrieked.
That was her last cry. He took her hand in his and wiped off her tears.
“Behold,” he said.
The world was a big flood of light. All forms, all differences, dissolved in the soft light. It was a divine light. It
opened from earth to heaven, enveloping the yellow leaf on the ground and bright stars high in the sky. It was
unifying light, divine light. Light, everywhere and anywhere. He was the light. He was everywhere, inherent in
everything. He was in the womb blinding the eyes of the babe: piercing, tormenting, hiding in the dark, feeding
the children, killing, weeping, laughing, going into tantrums, swinging with ecstasy; he was in every corner, every
nook. He fondled her babe. He fed.
“Come.”
“Come,” he said again.
*
She had now forgotten her old age, her uselessness, her dryness. She was full of vigor, the youth, joy of
motherhood and love. She was happy and laughing. She surrendered all before him and knelt in humility.
She took his hand and shot into the infinite sky. Now there was no fear, no sorrow, no doubt. He was intimate
with time and world. Led by his hand, she wouldn’t be a stranger anywhere, in any form; everywhere she would
be welcomed with open arms, with beaming faces.
Floating across the sky, with great devotion, she looked into his face and burst into uncontrollable laughter.
234.79 Excerpt from The History of Guruvayur: 1. Sankaracharya’s Forced Landing 2. The Tree Manjulal 3. Why
Guruvayur Rose In Importance 4. The Devotion Of A Child Of Nenmini 5. Guruvayur Krishna And Mammiyur
Siva 6. Ambalapuzha Krishna vs. Guruvayur Krishna 7. The Coconuts With Horns 8. The Lord As Assistant Cook
9. Kittai’s Coconuts 10. Mallisseri’s Onapputava 11. Anayottam, or Elephant Race 12. The Lord’s Partiality For
Poonthanam 13. Melpathur Humbled 14. Poonthanam And Kottiyur Siva 15. Surrender of the Kudallur Ritualists
16. Poonthanam’s Last Dance 17. Kururamma, Villamangalam II And The Lord 18. Kuruamma And Chammangat
Amma 19. Villamangalam’s Visions 20. Villamangalam Outwitted: Twenty Folktales Connected With The
Guruvayur Sri Krishna Temple\fn{retold by K. V. Krishna Iyer (1894-1986)} Kerala State, India (M) 9
1
One day, during the annual festival here, it is said that, Sankaracharya of Kaladi was on his aerial journey from
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his native place of Kaladi in Kerala to the monastery founded by him at distant Sringeri in Karnataka. When he
was right above the Guruvayur temple, the Lord was going round on Sributhabali or the rite of feeding His
celestial attendants. Smiling at the tom-toms and other paraphernalia of the procession as superstitious
mummeries of the ignorant, the great Vedantin tried to by-pass the temple without making his obeisance to the
Lord.
But the Lord would not allow him to get away with such arrogance. The Acharya came crashing down. The
procession had just then reached the north-west corner. In the confusion that set in everything stopped, the
procession as well as the tom-toms. The Acharya was simply stunned.
When he recovered, he saw the Lord in all His regalia. Realizing the cause of his fall, he prostrated in all
humility before the Lord and propitiated Him by eight slokas in praise of Govinda, generally known as the
Govindashtaka (or, according to another version, as the Bhajagovindam). The small opening in the roof over the
courtyard in the north-west wall of the temple is supposed to commemorate this event.
2
Manjula was a very pious girl, belonging to the Variyar caste. Every night, she used to come to the temple with
a garland for the Lord,
One night, she was too late. By the time she reached the banyan tree, from where the elephant race on the
Kotiyettam day starts, the temple was closed. While she was bewailing her misfortune, Poonthanam\fn{ One of the
saints (1547-c.1640) associated with this temple } happened to come there on his way home after the night worship in the
temple.
“Don’t cry,” said Poonthanam in order to I comfort her, “the Lord is everywhere. Praying fervently, place the
garland on the stone here and He will bless you as though you had handed it over to the melsanthi\fn{The Chief
Priest}to put it on the idol.”
As directed by Poonthanam, she placed the garland on the stone and went home in the full belief that the Lord
would accept it.
Next Morning, as usual the melsanthi began to remove the previous day’s garlands, one after another. But one
garland remained stuck to the idol. It resisted all efforts at removing it from the idol. The devotees who had come
for the first darsan were all puzzled; not the least among them was Poonthanam. Some shouted “Inform the
Tantri” others said “Bring the astrologer”. In the confusion, the incident of the previous night came to
Poonthanam’s mind, and he asked himself
“Could it be Manjula’s? If it be Manjula’s let it come away like the rest”
Yes; it was the garland which Manjula had placed on the stone at the foot of the banyan tree. Immediately, the
garland slipped down from the idol, to the great surprise and excitement of the assembled crowd. Poonthanam
then told them the story of the previous night. Overcome by devotion, the devotees rent the sky, shouting the
name of the Lord. Scrambling and struggling for a flower from the garland, they went to the Banyan tree to make
their obeisance there. From then on, this tree came to be known as Manjulal.
3
Once upon a time, a little lad came hungry to Mammiyur\fn{ At the time of this legend, a very prosperous village, with a
after the uchapuja.\fn{Mid-day worship} He was told that he was an unlucky lad
being too late and the neivedya\fn{The cooked rice offered to the god} had all been given away. Disappointed sorely he
made his way to Guruvayur. Here also the uchapuja was over by then and the temple was closed.
But the authorities took pity on the hungry lad. Rice was cooked afresh and he was fed to his satisfaction. In
great joy he left the temple, but no one knew for where. It is said that he was Guru Himself, who had come
incognito to test those who were in charge of his temple. Immensely pleased with their conduct, he blessed them
and departed.
4
correspondingly prosperous temple}

Once upon a time a Namboodiri of Nenmini happened to be the melsanthi. One day, he went away to a friend’s
house to assist him in a sraddha\fn{A ceremony to propitiate the departed soul } leaving it to his unni,\fn{Son} a lad of ten
or twelve, to make the routine offerings to the Lord. In his simplicity and naïvety the unni believed that the Lord
consumed all the offerings placed before the idol. At the prescribed hour he brought the neivedya or cooked rice
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intended for the Lord, placed it before the idol, and offered it with the usual mantra.
But the idol did not move. Our unni then thought that its aversion to food was due to the lack of
uppumanga\fn{Salted mango} and sambharam\fn{Diluted buttermilk} a menu to which he himself was accustomed at
home. So he went out and brought them from a neighbouring house. Pouring the sambharam on the rice and
mixing them well, he offered it to the Lord again.
But the idol did not stir. He cajoled, coaxed, entreated and even threatened, but the image remained
unresponsive. At last, in his despair, the unni began to cry:
“Eat Krishna, eat; you know my father; he will beat me right and left; he will thrash me till my very skin peels
off.”
The Lord could not allow His devotee to suffer; the idol came down from the pedestal and to the unni’s great
joy, ate up everything. The boy was satisfied, and with a feeling of a “duty-done-well” he placed the empty plate
outside, to be cleaned up by the variyar.\fn{Servant}
[However,] the neivedya offered to the Lord was a perquisite of the variyar. As it was already late and as he
was very much hungry, he flared up like gunpowder at the sight of the empty plate.
“You, little thief, you have eaten up everything,” he raved in anger, “now I know why you ran out to fetch
uppumanga and sambharam. Wait, wait, let your father come: we’ll see, I’ll teach you a lesson.”
The unni could not understand the variyar’s anger. In all smug satisfaction and innocence, he said,
“The tevar\fn{God} ate up everything as usual. For want of uppumanga and sambharam he refused to eat at
first. You yourself saw me getting them from our neighbor. When they were added to the neivedya, the Lord
gladly came down and emptied the plate with a relish.”
The boy’s words only added fat to the fire. The variar roared:
“The tevar refused to eat without uppumanga and sambharam! You bring them and He eats up! You want me
to buy your story? I will not. Wait till your father comes back.”
The father carne back at last. The variar leveled his complaint. The boy then gave his part of the story, and
even swore to its truth. But the father also would not believe, and he raised his hand to slap the boy. Just then an
asareeri\fn{An incorporeal voice} was heard from behind the idol:
“It is my fault, not unni’s; I am the guilty one, not unni; what he said is true, word for word, I am the slave of
the bhakta.\fn{Devotee}
5
In a matrilocal family at Guruvayur, the husband belonged to Mammiyur and the wife, to Guruvayur. As a
plantain tree in the courtyard was about to bear fruit, the husband suggested that the fruit might be offered to
Mammiyur Siva. But the wife however said that as the tree was in Guruvayur, Guruvayurappam had a greater
claim upon it. Every night the neighbors could hear the altercation between the husband and the wife.
At last they reached an agreement. It was decided that if the bunch should incline toward Mammiyur, Siva
should have it; if it was inclined towards the Guruvayur temple, Krishna should have it. In due course, the fruits
began to appear.
But the bunch shot up straight and remained so, for a long time, as though unwilling to commit itself. One
night Siva appeared before the husband in a dream and said:
“Let Krishna have the plantain fruit. I don’t mind. He is, after all, my brother-in-law.”
As though in confirmation of what was conveyed in the dream, next morning the bunch was seen bent towards
Krishna’s shrine.
6
Till recently, that is, before the merger of Travancore and Cochin in 1946, the Krishna of Guruvayur had been
offered some palpayasa by the Maharaja of Travancore. It was but the continuation of what the Maharaja had
been doing, while the small utsavavigraha\fn{The idol carried in procession} of the Krishna of Guruvayur, was kept in
a small shrine within the temple of Ambalapuzha Krishna (1789-1792). This is the story behind this regular royal
offering.
It is well-known that palpayasan\fn{Rice boiled in milk and sugar} was the special favourite of the Ambalapuzha
Krishna. And the Guruvayur Krishna’s speciality was kalan\fn{A preparation of yam and banana boiled in buttermilk } As
the Ambalapuzha Lord would not share his palpayasam with the Guruvayur Lord, the latter caused it to be burnt
and spoilt. The former retaliated by causing the kalan to be spoiled likewise.
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This culinary disaster became a routine, in spite of the best attention on the part of the cooks on either side. At
last the astrologer was consulted, and his reading brought to light the reason behind this phenomenon.
The Maharaja,\fn{Of Tranvacore} therefore ordered that palpayasam should be offered to Guruvayur Kirshna
also regularly. From that day onwards it is said, the palpayasam and kalan became quantitatively normal.\fn{Till
recently, that is, before the merger of Travancore and Cochin in 1946, the Krishna of Guruvayur had been offered some palpayasa by the
Maharaja of Travancore. It was but the continuation of what the Maharaja had been doing, while the small utsavavigraha\fn{The idol
carried in procession} of the Krishna of Guruvayur, was kept in a small shrine within the temple of Ambalapuzha Krishna (1789-1792). This
is the story behind this regular royal offering. After the resumption of worship in 1797, the Maharaja of Travancore sent also a propitiatory
offering in the form of a crown of gold, and a golden coat with silver basin full of vellayari\fn{Unboiled rice} for neivedya. The gold
offerings and the silver basin, it is believed, are still there, in the turakka ara. Anyway, it is said that it was the last time this mystery cell
was opened.}

7
It is the custom in Kerala to offer the first fruit of every tree to the presiding deity of the village. A coconut tree
in Guruvayur happened to bear fruit. The first bunch was as usual, set apart by the gardener-tenant to the Lord. It
happened to be of an unusually big variety.
One day when the landlord came to the garden this particular bunch caught his attention, and he felt an itching
for it, and let the tenant know of it, very subtly. But the tenant said that it had been already set apart for the Lord.
The landlord, who was not unfamiliar with the custom of the locality, impudently remarked;
“Has the Lord’s fruit any horns? Will not any other fruit be acceptable to Him?”
Shortly afterwards two protuberances, resembling horns, began to grow on the coconuts, as if demonstrating
that the Lord’s fruits would indeed have horns if needed. When informed of this strange growth the landlord had a
shock, more so when he was reminded of his own indiscrete remarks. He made suitable amends for the blasphemy
he had committed.
8
Once the Kirangat Illam (according to another version, the Raja of Cherlayam) made an offering of a grand
feast. As uralan, or trustee of the temple, the Mallisseri Namboodiri had to make the necessary arrangements.
The cooking of all offerings to the Lord has to be done by the kizhsanthis. Of the two kizhsanthis one had gone
on leave and Mallisseri was at his wit’s end. He did not know what to do at that crisis. He spent a sleepless night
praying to the Lord for His help.
To his infinite joy and relief the kizhsanthi who had gone on leave, reported for duty the next morning. And as
was the custom, the feast was ready before the uchapuja. The kizhsanthi called it a day and went out ostensibly
for a dip in the Rudrathirtha. Strangely he did not return.
Until quite recently it was the custom here that before the Lord returned to the central shrine after the seeveli at
night, whatever had become due to His servants from devotees for their service in the preparation of the offerings
was paid to them or placed at the foot of the flagstaff. As the kizhsanthi had not turned up for receiving his
remuneration, Mallisseri went to his house in search of him.
But to his great surprise the kizhsanthi was there. Mallissy was told that the kizhsanthi had not stirred out of his
house that day and had remained indoors throughout.
It was then that the revelation came that he was not the person who had actually assisted Mallissery in the
preparation of the feast. Mallisseri now realized that it was the Lord Himself who had come to assist him as a
helper in response to his prayers. And in memory of this event, from then onwards, an assistant priest’s
remuneration is being credited to the Lord’s privy purse, in the books of account of the temple, for every big feast
of that kind.\fn{The Krishna of Guruvayur has a privy purse of His own, and certain items are credited to this account even today. One
of them is the remuneration of a kizhsanthi whenever a feast of a hundred measures of rice or more is offered by any devotee }
9
Once, on the arattu day,\fn{The day when the deity’s image is given an arattu (a ceremonial bath)} when the sun had
passed the meridian, one Kittai of Thampuran Patikkal, came panting with a head-load of 25 coconuts. One of the
uralans, or trustees, of the temple asked him why he had brought those tender coconuts. He said:
“The kizhsanthi Empran came to my hut and wanted some tender coconuts to slake his thirst. He was in a
hurry. And I was a bit slow. He went away in a huff. As soon as he left, the coconuts began to fall from the trees,
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on their own, one after another. I have brought them all. I do not know how to appease him.”
On enquiries it was found that neither of the two kizhsanthis had gone that way on that particular day. It was
evident that the kizhsanthi could have been none other than the Lord Himself, and that he wanted the fun of an
abhisheka\fn{A bath of tender-coconut water} with the water of tender coconuts.\fn{ Thus began the tender coconut abhisheka,
at the time of the arattu. And the privilege of bringing the coconuts was conferred upon Kittai. His descendants are keeping alive this
tradition by supplying the tender coconuts for the abhishekam on arattu day}

10
Once, amongst those who had come to receive the onapputava, there was a handsome but mischievous boy. As
soon as Mallisseri placed one onapputava on his right hand, he stretched out his left, saying
“One for this also.”
The childless Mallisseri was very fond of children. He was very much delighted, by the sprightliness of the
boy, but he pretended to be angry, with an eye to provoke the boy. He refused to oblige the mischievous boy
saying,
“This is shear impertinence: others are satisfied with one; you want two; very clever, indeed; how are you
different from others?” Different indeed he was: but it was yet to be known.
“The fault is theirs,” said the boy, with alacrity at heart while putting up an appearance of reluctance. “They
are fools, they should have asked one putava for the other hand also.” Mallisseri pretended to yield and pressed a
putava into the boy’s outstretched left hand also.
Next day, the melsanthi was surprised to see two new cloths neatly folded at the feet of the idol when he
opened the central shrine. Mallisseri identified them as those given by him to one of the boys as onapputava the
previous day. Like all others he too was surprised. But he was a little disconcerted also. The assembled began a
whispering campaign:
“Mallisseri must have entered the temple after it was closed for the night, for some sinister purpose of his own.
True, the locks were all intact; but Mallisseri had the keys. To say the least, he must have played a trick to
enhance his reputation as a devotee,” said a section of the devotees. “Anyway, someone had entered the sanctum
sanctorum evidently, and it was thus defiled,” they said.
The pujas could not begin until the central shrine was purified. Some shouted:
“Send for the astrologer and let him prescribe the suddhi!\fn{Mode of purification} Others said,
“Call the tantri, he is the director-in-chief of all rites and ceremonies in the temple.”
While people were thus getting excited an asareeri was heard from inside the central shrine:
“They are Mallisseri’s onapputavas, he gave them, one for each hand.”
Those assembled there were overwhelmed with indescribable feelings of ecstatic joy. Mallisseri bowed
towards the Lord for clearing the charge against him and for condescending to receive an onapputava from his
hands. It took some time for him to regain his senses as he was flushed with an evocative thrill. From then on he
began to place two cloths at the feet of the Lord every year as onapputava as a mark of his devotion.\fn{ Onam is the
grand national festival of Kerala. It has become the custom for Malayalees to wear new cloths for Onam. The new cloth worn that day is
called an onakkodi or cloth worn on the Onam day. It is the common belief that a generous gift of onapputava helps the childless to become
blessed parents. And as Mallisseri’s family was almost always on the verge of extinction, he was the most generous donor of onakkodi to
children at Guruvayur. It was generally given on the previous day to enable the recipients to wear it on the Onam day }

11
To the public at large, the Lord’s festival begins with the anayottam or elephant race in the evening of the day
fixed to the kodiyettu or hoisting of the temple flag. The race now starts from the Manjulal, and the elephant that
enters the Kizhakke Gopuram and touches the flag-staff first at the end of the seventh round is declared the
winner. This elephant has certain privileges: it need not leave the temple premises; it is tethered in the outer
courtyard; other elephants serve it by bringing palm leaves for its daily feed; it receives also cooked rice from the
temple in a liberal measure, and plantains and coconuts in plenty from the admiring pilgrims who flock to the
temple for the festival.
At one time, Guruvayur was a kizhedam or subordinate of Thrikkanamathilakam and as such the latter used to
conduct the festival at Guruvayur. The festival at Thrikkanamathilakam used to come to a close two days before
the beginning of the festival in Guruvayur. The customary practice was to send the elephants to Guruvayur from
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Thrikkanamathilakam soon after the festival there was over.
According to one version of this legend, Thrikkunavay once wanted to punish Guruvayur for defaulting on
some payments, and so they refused to send the elephants on time for the Guruvayur festival. Instead of sending
the elephants to Guruvayur the authorities chained them at Thrikkunavay itself.
But, at night, it is said, all the elephants broke themselves loose of their chains and on their own—even without
mahouts—came running to Guruvayur, in order to be here on time. From that day onwards, the elephants used to
leave Thrikkunavay on Punarvasu or the seventh asterism so as to reach Guruvayur sufficiently early for the
festival.
Thrikkanamathilakam was destroyed by the Dutch in 1755. Along with it came the end of the overlordship of
Mathilakam. But the memory of this unusual event has been kept alive by the elephant race that precedes
kodiyattam. All the elephants of Guruvayur participate in the function and they come running to the temple from
Manjulal. This event is a crowd-spinner and the media also try to make the most of it.
12
The Lord loved Poonthanam Namboodiri more than he loved Melpathur Narayana Bhattathiri. The former did
not have the erudition of the latter. His grasp of Sanskrit was also not so firm as that of Melpathur and he used to
commit mistakes while reading and reciting.
Melpathur used to laugh and guffaw at these slips. One day, hearing him mispronounce padmanabho
maraprabhu without proper emphasis, Bhattathiri corrected him openly, saying,
“Hpadmanabha is not only Maraprabhu, or Lord of trees, but also Amaraprabhu, or Lord of immortals.”
Immediately an asareeri was heard from the inner shrine:
“The Lord is also Sarvaprabhu or Lord of everything.”
13
The Jnanappana or Song of Wisdom in Malayalam is Poonthanm’s magnum opus, equal in simplicity and
force of diction to the Kural in Tamil. Melpathur was the most learned man of the day. Naturally Poonthanam
thought that he must show his Jnanappana to Melpathur.\fn{The poet Vallathole and many others are of the view that it was
the Sree Krishna Karnamritham and not the Jnanappana}
In those days Malayalam had not attained its present height of literary excellence and Melpathur shared the
common contempt of the learned for the Malayalam language, which they decried as insipid. He curtly brushed
aside Poonthanam’s work, saying:
“This is Malayalam, I have no time to waste on it; better learn Sanskrit, beginning with the Vibhakti
(Terminations); and then start writing.” Never were words more abrasively uttered, and never were they more
stabbing than they did on poor Poonthanam.
Nemesis also followed quickly. Melpathur was humbled the very next day.
Bhattathiri was then writing his immortal Narayaneeyam. When he came the next day before the Lord to pour
out his daily offering—his composition of the dasaka of ten slokas (stanzas) he could not utter even a single word.
The Lord had cut off the channel of his inspiration.
What was in store for him was worse. A small boy, in his early teens perhaps, not seen till then anywhere in or
around Guruvayur, materialized there and began to point out mistake after mistake in the stanzas Bhattathiri had
already composed. Beginning with one mistake in the first sloka, the lad went on drawing the attention of
Bhattathiri, to two mistakes in the second sloka, three in the third, four in the fourth and so on in arithmetical
progression, in each of the succeeding slokas.
At this strange spectacle of a little lad correcting the erudite scholar Bhattathiri, a crowd had collected on the
scene. Bhattathiri lost all his nerve and he bagan to sweat frightfully. By the time the precocious boy reached the
tenth sloka and pointed out ten mistakes therein, the realization began to dawn on Bhattathiri about the divinity of
the lad. Convinced that he could be none other than the Lord Himself in disguise, he rose from his seat to fall at
his feet, when the boy suddenly disappeared. He heard an Asareeri saying:
“Poonthanam’s bhakthi (devotion) is more pleasing to me than Melpathur’s vibhakthi (learning).”
A contrite Bhattathiri at once realized his mistake and he made haste to Poonthanam. Prostrating before him,
he prayed for his pardon. He now made ample amends for his earlier arrogance by reading the works of
Poonthanam through and through, many a time.
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14
Listening to, the stories about the Lord or reading and expounding them is held to be one of the many forms
of worship. So, Poonthanam used to spend every day an hour or two in reading the Bhagavatha, and expounding
Mahavishnu’s offices and His incarnations. He was at his best while dealing with the chapter in which Sri Krishna
put to test his wife Rugmini’s love for him. From the opening stanza which spells out the mood of the chapter, it is
known as Karhichit Adhyaya, and Poonthanam came to be known as Karhichit Namboodiri as he was at his best
in expounding this particular chapter.
Once, in the course of his annual pilgrimage, he arrived at Kottiyur. The presiding deity of Kottiyur is Siva. So
tolerant and broad-minded are the people of Kerala that they do not mind reading Vaishnava Puranas and singing
Vaishnava songs in Siva temples and vice versa. In fact, in many of the Siva temples the Vaishnava Ashtapathi
(Gitagovindam) is being sung now, instead of the Saiva Tevaram, though it is still referred to as Tevaram Pattu, or
Tevarum song.
As was his practice while worshipping at other temples, he sat in front of the Lord after his daily orisons, and
began to read the Bhagavata. It was mere chance that it happened to be the Karhichit Adhyaya. After completing
that chapter as usual he put a flag mark at the beginning of the next adhyaya for the next day’s reading.
On the day next he found the flag somehow placed again at the beginning of the Karhichit Adhyaya. As it was
his custom to begin from the point of the previous day’s mark, he started reading that adhyaya again and in the
end put the mark at the beginning of the next adhyaya as usual and tied up the sacred grandha.
But when he opened the grandha the next day he was indeed surprised, and even puzzled, to find the mark
transposed once again to the beginning of the Karhichit Adhyaya. As no one else had access to his grandha, this
transposition seemed puzzling and he wanted to solve the mystery. Further, he himself was very fond of this
adhyaya, as another famous devotee of Kerala, Thunjathu Ezhuthachan, was fond of Sundarakanda in the epic
Ramayana.
For five days this game of shifting of the mark continued as a pattern. And on the sixth day as soon as
Poonthanam finished his reading, he heard an asareeri:
“Well pleased are we with you; we are very fond of our Krishna and Rugrnini.”
On the seventh day the book mark was left untampered with.
15
From time immemorial the members of the Kudallur Mana have been noted for their learning in Sanskrit. This
Mana is considered unique in having the great grammarian Patanjali as their tutelary deity. Patanjali is being
worshipped as a deity only in a few places, and the Kudallur Mana is one among them. As staunch Mimamsakas,
or believers in Vedic rites, they looked askance at the cult of Bhakti, or devotion, as an emotional imbalance
upsetting accepted norms and values of social conduct. They hated Vedanta as nothing but heresy.
As Sanskritists, they had their characteristic contempt for those who wrote in Malayalam, the language of the
common people. Of course they to have heard of the episode of Bhattathiri’s discomfiture. And impelled more by
curiosity than by respect, one day they invited Poonthanam to their residence.
He came, he saw and he conquered. Poonthanam started his usual parayana or Purana reading. For full four
hours he went on. Those who had corne to mock remained to pray and praise. In the end, every one of them
prostrated before him as they did before the Lord of Guruvayur with His holy name on their lips, realizing that
Bhakti or devotion had also its place alongside of Karma, as a means of salvation.
In the great scheme of life, time often takes its revenge on men and things. Strangely, in Kunjikkavu
Namboodiri of this Illam, the world found Poonthanam’s devotional heir; one who believed in the Bhakthi cult
alone. He was to be the next exponent, after Poonthanam, of the Holy Scriptures. He saw the reflection of the
Lord in everything and everywhere. He was seen walking round and prostrating before Muslims and Christians,
nay even in front of dogs and mules in his reverie.
16
“Get yourself intoxicated with bhakti,” said Poonthanam, and in the intoxication of bhakti, dance; and dance
like one who is drunk.”
The Anandanritham or Dance of Ecstasy was his last contribution to the Malayalam devotional literature.
Poonthanam lived for more than ninety years. Legend has it that he passed away while so dancing. One day he
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asked his people to prepare a grand feast. He said:
“The Lord Unnikrishna is coming here today for lunch; as our honorable guest. He will be taking me away to
Vaikunta; the feast should be worthy of the guest.”
As the time drew near for lunch, he placed the Pallipalaka or the wooden seat, reserved for the V.I.P in the
main hall, and as was the custom while serving honored guests two plantain leaves were spread, one upon the
other, before the Pallipalaka. He then went to the portico and stood there waiting for the Lord. Straining his ears,
he suddenly shouted:
“He is coming; He is coming: I hear the little bells of the little one’s waist band. I am going to receive Him.”
And he sprinted to the gate in an ecstasy. After some time he came back pacing and so gesturing as if he was
leading the Little One by the hand. All the while he was dancing and singing in praise of His beauty, part by part,
limb by limb and jewel by jewel. He seemed to be conducting the Lord, of course visible only to himself, to the
seat of honor. Sitting by His side, he seemed to feed Him, with his own hand (as Bhagavan Ramakrishna is said to
have fed the mother Kali) picking up the dainties and putting them into His mouth one after another. At the end of
the feast, he invited all those who were present to accompany him and his Lord to Vaikunta in the vimana (the
aerial car) that was ready there, to transport him in his eternal journey. Thus shedding his mortal coils,
Poonthanam left this world for the Abode of Abiding Bliss.
17
Kururamma and Saint Villamangalam II were cousins. Widowed and childless, Kururamma adopted
Unnikrishna as her son. The Lord appeared before Villamangalam II also in the form of Unnikrishna. But between
the two He always preferred Kururamma, and her devotion was a rare mix of single minded adoration with a
motherly affection.
Once an old Brahmin, suffering from severe stomach ache, came to Villamangalam seeking a relief. The only
thing that the great saint could give him was a piece of philosophy. And that was no relief to him.
“No one can help you,” said the saint. “Your stomach ache is the result of your past karma, in a previous life.
You can expiate it only by present suffering.”
Dispirited and desperate, he crawled his way back. Tired and weak, he stepped into Kururamma’s house
unawares. Thinking that he was hungry, she offered him some food. He told her that he had come there not for
food but only for some rest. On account of his stomach ache, he could not even think of food, he said.
“Who can cure?” asked he. “What Villamangalam cannot?” After listening to his tale of woe, Kururamma said
“Have a bath in the tank and come back. In the name of the Lord, it is Kururamma who asks you to do so,” she
said.
The Brahmin had heard of Kururamma, but had not seen her. He now did as was bid. As soon as he came back
from the tank, he was asked to take his seat. A leaf was spread before him and food was served. He found that his
stomachache was gone and that he had regained his lost appetite. He started eating with a relish He ate all that
was served. After a hearty meal, he left expressing his gratitude, more with his tears than by words.
*
The Lord used to give a vision of Himself as Unnikrishna to Villamangalam every day, at the close of his
worship. One day the Lord appeared rather late and besmeared all over with soot and dirt. When asked why He
was so late and so begrimed, He said:
“I was released only just now. All this while, Kururamma was keeping me confined in a jar.”
Did the sannyas know the snub?
*
Once, Villamangalam entirely forgot Kururamma’s invitation to have his bhiksha or food in her illam. So the
next day, the Lord did not grant him the usual darsan at the end of his worship. While Villamangalam was
worrying himself over it, there was an asareeri:
“I will not appear before you today. Yesterday you forgot about Kururamma’s invitation. Her devotion is purer
and all the greater.”
How humiliated the sannyasin must have been to hear this? The Lord never tolerated pride. He punished even
Radha.
18
One day Kururamma was bathing and washing her cloths, beating the dirt out of them on the steps, in the
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village tank. A few drops of water happened to fall upon Chammangat Amma, another lady of the locality who
had already finished her bath and was climbing up the steps. As she felt defiled by the unclean water from the
cloths she retraced her steps and entered the water a second time for a purificatory plunge.
This was a common practice among the orthodox, while bathing in the common village tank. But while taking
the second plunge Chammangat Amma cryptically remarked:
“I must be doubly clean today. Villamangalam is coming to our illam for bhiksha.”
She wanted Kururamma to know that she was also an equally favored acquaintance of the Saint. Slightly stung
by Chemmangat’s tone and the insinuation Kururamma said,
“Don’t worry. Villamangalam will have his bhiksha today only in my illam, not in yours.”
Immediately after returning home for the day’s bhiksha, Kururamma sent a member of her family to invite the
saint. But the saint had already made a commitment, he said, and he added that he did not like to go back upon his
word. He conveyed his regrets with proper apologies.
After his usual worship he headed for Chemmangat for the bhiksha. But the conch, which his pilot and used to
blow going ahead of him, announcing his approach, refused to produce any sound. It remained mute in spite of
the best efforts of the blower.
The saint was perplexed. This was not a good omen. The events of the morning then came back to his mind in
a flash back and he asked himself:
“Could it be the Lord’s wish that I should go to Kururamma’s illam and not to Chemmangat’s?”
As though resolving his doubt the conch at once began to function as usual and it rent the air with its resonant
sound. The saint then turned his steps to Kururamma’s house.
The Lord was always partial to Kururarnma.
19
In the light of the acknowledged visions Sree Ramakrishna Paramahamsa and Swami Vivekandnda had had, no
one can question the subjective validity of such visions which the enlightened ones get in their evolved lives.
Villamangalam II was equally great. On account of the intensity of his devotion, he used to have visions of the
Lord, quite independent of the image, in the various temples whenever and wherever he want for darsan. In the
Siva temples he had his visions of Lord Siva, in Vishnu temples he had visions of Vishnu and at Guruvayur the
Lord, in the form of Unnikrishna, was only too willing to oblige him at any time. And he saw the Lord through all
disguises.
Generally when he came to Guruvayur for darshan, the Lord granted His vision from the central shrine itself.
One day he did not get the vision of the Lord there. So he went round the temple in search of his dear little one.
The rhythmic tinkling of the little bells in a room in the northern Chuttambalam attracted his attention. Peeping
into it, he saw Unnikrishna pacing and dancing there. From that day onwards this cell came to be called Nritham
or Nrithapura, literally meaning Dancing Apartment.
*
On another occasion also, the saint could not get a vision of the Lord in the central shrine. At long last, he found
Him sitting in the midst of the Marar’s or drummer’s boys and sharing a feast with them. As the Lord has been
fond of the feast given to the Marar boys, it became an important offering with the devotees, believing that it
would not only be pleasing to the Lord, but that the Lord Himself might be sharing it with them.
*
A third time also, Villamangalam did not get a vision of the Lord in the central shrine. It was night time and the
famous Krishnattam was being staged in the courtyard. Scouring the entire premises after Him, Villamangalam
eventually found Him on the stage along with the gopis.
This showed that the Lord was not only interested in the Krishnattam, but that he was also taking an active part
in it on the stage. So, from then onwards, Krishnattam came to be staged in the northern Bahyankana instead of
the Eastern Bahyankana. And it begins only when the central shrine is closed after the last puja at night. It ends
before the shrine is opened the next morning.
20
As the slave of the devotees, the Lord always fulfilled their wishes. One day, it is said, the saint’s faithful
attendant, a variyar by caste, asked his master in what form he should invoke the Lord while praying.
“As a buffalo” replied the master, no doubt, in joke.
But the variyar took it seriously. If the Lord could be a tortoise or a bear, why not a buffalo?
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With absolute faith in the master’s Upadesa, the variyar prayed every day, visualizing His form as that of a
buffalo. As though confirming Villamangalam’s Upadesa, the variyar began to see the Lord as a buffalo in the
sanctum sanctorum.
One day, the kizhsanthi found that he could not take the Utsava Vigraha out of the central shrine for the
seeveli.\fn{The feeding of the celestial attendants of the Lord } For some reason, the Utsava Vigraha would not pass
through the doorway. Villamangalam, who was then in the temple, could not account for it. But this variyar
attendant, who was standing far away at the foot of the flagstaff, could plainly see why it was. He shouted:
“The horns, the horns of the buffalo Lord: the door way is too narrow for the out-spread horns of the Buffalo to
pass through! Incline the head a little to one side, and it will be all right.”
The kizhsanthi automatically obeyed the directions of the variyar, and then he could step out of the central
shrine, with the image in hand. Recognizing his attendant’s voice, the saint rushed out to rebuke him for his
irreverence and bad manners. He thought the variyar was mad, for his words seemed so irrelevant and senseless.
With all humility, the variyar said:
“The Lord, the buffalo, could not come out on account of horns. They have branched off too long towards
either side of the head to easily pass through the doorway. Turning the head a little sideways, as you have seen,
the door way could be easily negotiated.”
What the saint had once told his servant jokingly had now come to his mind. Never had he thought that his
words would be taken so seriously by his naïve attendant and acted upon with such binding faith. Verily, the Lord
has kept the word:
“As you approach the Lord, so will the Lord approach you; as you think, so you see; as you ask, so you get.”
The saint was stunned and thrilled at the same time. He fell at his servant’s feet, as the latter had shown greater
faith and devotion, even though he was not a high-born or an erudite scholar as was his master.
69.27 The Profit\fn{by Bibhutibhusan Mukhopadhyay (1894-1987)} Darbhanga, Daarbhanga District, Bihar State, India
(M) 2
I detrained at Mokama Ghat at about 1 a.m. The station was exactly on the bank of the Ganga, and beyond a
long verandah attached to the station, the bank sloped down to the river. The rains had just begun, yet the Ganga
was considerably swollen and its ochre-colored stream could be seen for quite a long distance in the light of the
blooming moon.
The small waiting-room was packed to its capacity, and I didn’t know what to do. Just then the bell for an up
train rang. There was a sudden flutter among the members of a marriage party, and the waiting-room was almost
empty even before the arrival of the train. A bulky Sethjee, who was almost turned into pulp by the mad rush of
the crowd, now felt a bit relaxed and welcomed me in joy.
“Come here Bengali Baboo, please. The place is airy. That marriage party came from Bakhtiyarpur. This is all
Ganga Mai’s grace!” The gentleman spread his bed near the doorway, and I also spread mine by his side. He had a
glib tongue, and soon entered into conversation with me.
Just then a passenger from the up train came in. That he was a rich person was evident from his clothes and
belongings. A dazzling gold chain round his neck, a costly wrist watch, a silver-tipped walking stick, a set of
silver utensils and a Moradabadi tiffin-carrier were some of his valuable possessions. In short, there was a halo of
aristocracy and affluence about his well-fed, sleek and huge body. I presumed he must have traveled either in a
first or second class reserved compartment and had a deep but unsatiated sleep. His eyes provided enough
evidence of it.
His servant, who was very alert and active, placed an armchair for him on the verandah facing the Ganga. The
gentleman spread himself on it, and the next moment he started snoring furiously. Then the servant quickly
unrolled the hold-all near Sethjee’s bed and fixed the mosquito-net by some improvised method. The bed ready,
he informed his master:
“The bed is ready, Baboojee.”
The gentleman immediately went to sleep, and his servant set the mosquito-net aright round the bed. The very
next moment the gentleman started snoring again. All this happened in a trice, as if by Alladin’s magic lamp. Then
the servant, taking a hurried glance at all the arranged things, looked at us meaningfully, as if to request us to keep
an eye on the belongings. The Seth assured him:
“Oh, you need not worry. Go and have a sound sleep. We shall look after your articles.”
I asked Sethjee in surprise, “The servant himself can look after these valuable things. Why we?”
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Pat came the reply from Sethjee:
“Ah, it’s unthinkable, Baboojee. How can the master and the servant sleep together in the same room? We have
degenerated no doubt in this Kaliyug, the age of vice, yet not, so much as to allow such things to happen.”
Turning to the servant, Sethjee told him again to go to sleep without any botheration about the articles. The
servant gone, Sethjee said to me after looking intently at the man fast asleep:
“See, Baboojee, how he is enjoying life. Wherever he goes the home-comfort is always with him. He need not
worry at all over anything. But we run after profit blindly. We don’t have proper food nor proper sleep.”
I smiled and replied:
“To run after profit is the real thing, Sethjee. A life of ease is just the reverse.”
My words appealed to Sethjee who broke into smile, and said in an almost religious and melting tone:
“But what to do with this profit, Baboojee? Shall I be able to carry it along with me there (i.e. beyond this
mortal life),” said he, stretching his hand towards the sky, philosophically. I answered:
“Do you know Sethjee, this is just the beginning of a great account of profit? Go on calculating your gains till
you actually reach your target of profit to carry it there. Am I wrong, Sethjee?”
Sethjee was overwhelmed with my words:
“What you say is correct, Bengali Baboo. But we don’t always remember the other world. We are too busy
with the accounts of our worldly gains.” He quoted one verse after the other from Tulsi Das, Kabir Das, Sur Das,
etc., in support of his statement.
A swarm of mosquitoes hummed around us to quench their thirst for blood. As we two were the only persons
present in the waiting-room, we became the butt of their attack, and they started biting us vigorously. I was so
tired that while listening to Sethjee and driving the mosquitoes away I fell asleep.
Suddenly I woke up at the shrill whistle of a shunting engine. The night had far advanced, and the place was as
vacant and lonely within as outside. The gentleman was snoring heavily; yet another sound of snoring, though
faint one, was coming from the verandah and it was perhaps that of the servant.
Suddenly the pleasant breeze stopped, encouraging the mosquitoes to bite more vigorously and menacingly. I
tried to cover my body with a thin chuddar as best as I could. By chance my eye fell on Sethjee’s bed. He was just
half up on his bed, resting on his elbow. I was greatly surprised, and what struck me most was his behavior.
Having raised one side of the gentleman’s mosquito-net, he was looking inside it very attentively.
Sudden disturbance in sleep and this sort of unusual sight set my bead reeling. “What is the matter and what is
Sethjee up to?” These and other pertinent questions racked my tired brain. I was badly assailed with doubts.
Things were now becoming clear to me—why Sethjee asked the servant to sleep outside, why he talked so much
about religion, and so on. I thought of calling the gentleman, but then I wanted to see more of it, and if it was
actually a case of theft, I would catch him and call the gentleman. So I feigned sleep, covering my face once again
with my chuddar.
It was indeed strange behavior! Setting again the mosquito-net, Sethjee quietly went out of the room and took
a hurried look this way and that. This too appeared suspicious to me. Next moment he observed me to make sure
that I was still sleeping soundly. He then raised the net a little higher. In this posture he stood still for quite a long
lime, and looked at the rich passenger intently. I was all the time wondering about his intention. Is he trying to
make the gentleman senseless by means of chloroform, or will he murder him, or his associates are waiting
outside to swoop on the gentleman at an opportune moment?
Sethjee again looked at me, and being sure that I was sleeping, he raised the mosquito net. I lost no time in
catching hold of his hands and inquiring angrily:
“What is the matter? Why are you raising the mosquito-net of this gentleman again and again?”
Sethjee was taken aback that I had noticed everything. Coming very close to me, he said in an apologetic tone:
“What do you say Baboo? I have three big barns at Motihari, a big and lucrative business at Calcutta and
Kanpur. Ah, leave my hands and don’t take me amiss!”
But I didn’t loosen my grip and told him sharply:
“I know nothing about Calcutta, Kanpur or Motihari, and it is not possible to know this either. But what I have
been watching for the last few minutes—you almost drove the servant out of the room, and then you have been
gazing at this gentleman’s gold chain.”
Turning round and pressing his right hand on my mouth, Sethjee spoke almost nervously:
“Ah, speak not like that, Baboo. We are, after all, staying on the bank of the Ganga. Move a little aside and do
not talk loudly so as to awaken the gentleman. Let him sleep peacefully.”
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I must admit that I got perplexed. Releasing his hand, I came back and sat on my bed. Sethjee also turned
round and came to sit with me. He looked at me sympathetically and said:
“We are on the bank of the Ganga. You can see it for yourself how holy this place is.”
“It means we will be absolved from sin even if we commit heinous crimes here, isn’t it?”
“Ah, don’t talk like this at this holy place. I was just trying to do something for my other world on the sacred
bank of the river.”
In fact, I became so nonplussed that I couldn’t say anything. Sethjee continued, with the selfsame kindness
wrought on his countenance:
“Look, Baboojee, at the wretched condition of the mosquitoes. You Bengali people call them ‘Mosha.’ By the
grace of mother Ganga they were happily sucking the blood of so many people—a grand feast indeed! Then in a
moment only two persons were left in the room. Ah, just think of the terrible plight, Then you too covered your
body with a chuddar, leaving alone a man of bone and skin like myself. Please consider their case a little bit
philanthropically. They were at once reduced from prince to pauper.
“After all, this is a holy spot, and I wanted to acquire a little virtue by raising the mosquito-net and allowing
the swarm of mosquitoes to suck blood merrily. That rich Baboo with a huge body can easily afford to part with a
couple of ounces of his blood for the welfare of these mosquitoes. At least this will bring about no visible change
in him. Please think over it more minutely, Baboojee. I raised the net just to get a little virtue (profit) for the other
world. That’s all and nothing more.”
242.87 Excerpt from Desire\fn{by Gurudatta (1894-1989)} New Delhi?, National Capital District, India (M) 8
“Pee! … Pee! …” bellowed the horn. .
Saraswati roused her husband who lay fast asleep. Ramsukh was lying nearby on the floor. Startled. he got up
staring at her.
“It is Babuji’s car,” said Saraswati.
“What could the matter be? It is now just past midnight.”
“Go out and see.”
Ramsukh hurried out and looked for the car. He could only see the rear red lights of the car, which was dashing
towards the gate of the bungalow. The car went out and it soon vanished. As he could guess, the car moved out
from the “out-house”, where he lived with his family.
Ramsukh was a personal attendant of Babu Nand Lal, who was the manager of a local Paper Mill. He was in
his service more than twenty years. His long service was not his only qualification. He was honest and
hardworking and reliable as well. Nand Lal trusted him and could trust him with thousands of rupees without
formal receipt. Not even a penny was ever misspent or misappropriated.
Many a time confidential work had been entrusted to him and the confidence ever remained respected. Nand
Lal had come to him many times at his house to give him secret instructions; still, of tonight’s visit, especially at
such odd hours, was something he was unable to understand the cause.
It happened once before, ten years ago. Nand Lal had come to see him at his house at night time, but that was
the only occasion during his twenty years of service. And it pertained to something of a peculiar nature. That time,
Ramsukh now recollected, Babuji came to him and asked:
“Ramsukh, do you know Habib?”
“Dr. Rahim Bux’s son? Yes, master,” was his reply. His master had said,
“He has abducted Sarita. His servants are saying that he has gone to Simla. I have sent Mahendra after them, to
bring Sarita back. But that might take days. If the news leaks out, it would be a matter of great disgrace for the
whole family and then it. might annul her marriage which had been already fixed. I have thought of a plan. I am
going to give out that Sarita has gone to Mussoorie on a trip with you accompanying her, as her guardian. And so
you leave for Mussoorie immediately and stay there at the Sikh Temple (gurdwara). Mahendra will recover Sarita
and will bring her to you. Thereafter Sarita and you together are to return as though she is coming back after the
trip. Do you understand?”
Ramsukh had spoken just a word to his wife and then left.
In those days, Nand Lal’s daughter Sarita was studying in the F.A. and Habib was a student of B.A. previous in
the same college. They had good relations.
*
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The information given by Habib’s servants could be incorrect and misleading. Still, Nand Lal decided to work
on that clue. He sent Mahendra to Simla and told him that should he find Sarita, he should forthwith proceed with
her to Mussoorie and after leaving Sarita there, should return to Jagadhri.
Mahendra reached Simla, but Sarita was not to be found. He returned and then left for Bombay. A week
passed. Mahendra had not returned. Meanwhile Ramsukh returned with Sarita.
Ramsukh and Sarita came in a tonga direct from the Railway Station and went in her father’s house. Mohini,
Sarita’s mother, saw them enter from her room. She at once came out and greeted her daughter. She patted on her
back and said,
“Sarita, dear: You didn’t even send a letter. How did you enjoy the trip?”
The other servants also came out and stood nearby. Mohini had uttered these words to make a show before the
servants.
Sarita did not reply. She only smiled and entered the house. She went straight to her room. Mohini followed,
and closing the door from inside enquired,
“Well?”
Sarita with down-cast eyes remained silent. The mother asked,
“Well! Tell me if you again intend to leave, I shall have to lock you in.”
“You need not, mother. I am not leaving now.”
“But you left once.”
“Forget that. I won’t leave now without informing you.”
“Well, if any servant or any outsider asks you, tell him, you were away to Mussoorie, just on a pleasure trip.”
“Ramsukh has explained to me of all that.”
“Did you see Mahendra?”
“No, where has he gone?”
“In search of you.” Sarita smiled, but remained silent. Mohini asked again,
“Where from are you coming now?”
“Ask Ramsukh, Maa! Let me take some rest, now.”
Mohini came out of the room. Sarita bolted the door from inside. Mohini was in a desperate hurry to inform
her husband, who at the time was in his office, but Ramsukh had already left for the mill to report to his master.
*
The mill was about two furlongs\fn{ About a quarter mile} away from the bungalow. Nand Lal saw Ramsukh, but
did not want to talk about the matter there in the office. He, therefore, left his office for his bungalow, taking
Ramsukh with him.
Reaching home, Nand Lal made for Sarita’s room and gave a knock at the door. Sarita was preparing to go to
bed. She didn’t open the door, but called out,”
“Who is there?”
“Nand Lal.”
“Papa, I am terribly tired. I have undressed and am retiring to bed. I will see you in the morning.” Nand Lal
returned to his room and called Ramsukh in and enquired:
“Where had she been and wherefrom are you coming?”
“From Mussoorie. I proceeded to Saharanpur by train that very night. and thought of going to Mussoorie by
bus. I feel asleep in the train and got up only when it reached Ambala. I got down at Ambala and was waiting for
the Saharanpur train, when I saw Habib coming out of the refreshment room. I thought that as he was there, Sarita
should be there too. And so, I followed him. He went out of the station and left for the cantonment. in a tonga. I
wanted to follow him but by not getting a tonga in time, missed him. I went back to the station much frustrated. I
could not at once make up my mind whether to go to Mussoorie or to send a word to you and await your
instructions. But then, again I saw Habib entering the station. I kept a close eye on him and saw him entering the
ladies waiting room. This confirmed my thinking that Sarita Bibi was definitely there.
“I wondered, if they both had come by car, where was the car and why were they there! I stood at a distance
from them and kept watch on them. Not a long time afterwards both of them came out and discussed something
and then Sarita Bibi went back to the waiting room. Habib again left the station.
“I did not think it worthwhile to follow Habib, but kept watch on the exit door of the waiting room. Sarita Bibi
now and then came out and looked around, perhaps for Habib, and not finding him went back again to the waiting
room. Habib didn’t turn up till the evening.
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“I then thought of disclosing my presence there to Sarita Bibi. I peeped into the waiting room. Sarita Bibi was
there looking towards the gate. She saw me peeping in and at once recognized me. She got up and came out and
asked me,
“‘Is that you Kaka? What are you doing here?’ I said,
“‘I am going to Mussoorie on Babuji’s work. I saw you awhile ago coming out of the waiting room.’
“‘When would you leave,’ she asked and I explained:
“‘I was to go by the evening train but I fell asleep and missed the train.’
“‘But how is it that you are here in Ambala?’
“‘I have come from Simla.’ I pretended not to know about her and then I asked,
“‘But, Sarita Bibi, where do you intend going from here?’
“‘I am also going to Mussoorie,’ she said.
“‘All alone?’ I enquired.
“‘No—Yes …’ She did not finish the sentence but. kept staring at me.
“‘If you like, I can accompany you.’
“‘You needn’t. I am not leaving just yet.’
“‘Well, if you need anything, let me know. My next train will leave soon after midnight.’
“I noticed that her eyes looked swollen. She had been weeping for a long time, evidently. She did not say
anything but went inside, perhaps to hide her tears.
“Habib didn’t turn up after that. At about 8 o’clock, she came out of the waiting room. She saw me sitting but
didn’t speak to me. She went to the refreshment room. After dinner, she came to the place where 1 was sitting. I
stood up and looked at her. I had decided by that time to follow her wherever she might go, and then send a
telegram to you at a suitable time. She looked into my eyes and asked,
“‘Kaka, what time does your train leave?’
“‘At two, after midnight.’
“‘Shall I accompany you?’
“‘Sarita Bibi, I am your servant.’
“‘Do you have money to pay for my ticket?’
“‘How much do you want?’
“‘I have lost my purse.’
“‘Oh, how much money had you in it?’
“‘Five hundred rupees.’
“I said, ‘I don’t have that much. I have got one hundred. You can reach Mussoorie with that. There, we will ask
for more money from Babuji.’
“‘There is one condition.’
“‘And what is that?’
“‘You won’t inform anyone at home unless I ask you to do so.’
“‘Not even for money?’
“‘No. Tell me, do you agree?’
“‘I am your servant. I shall do as you ask me to do.’
“‘We will leave by the night train and then I shall consider what to do next,’
“Thereafter I sat outside the ladies waiting room. She came out of the waiting room, half-an-hour before the
train time and shook me to wake me up. I lay but was not asleep. As I got up, she said,
“‘Kaka, go and get one second class ticket for me.’
“‘I brought her the ticket. When the train arrived, she entered a second class ladies compartment and took her
seat there. I took a seat in the third class compartment immediately next to it. At every station I came out and
watched her.
“At Mussoorie, we stayed at the Minerva Hotel. At night I guarded her from outside her room. I didn’t write to
you as I had promised her not to do so and to avoid complicating the situation. We stayed in Mussoorie for five
days; she exhausted all my money. Then she asked me to inform you and ask for more money. I enquired,
“‘Why don’t you write yourself?”
“‘I can’t, she said, ‘I feel ashamed. Kaka, I had run away from home.”
“‘Well then, I said, ‘I’ll do one thing. I try to arrange for some money here from a person known to me. If I get,
we will go back to Jagadhari without prior information being given. I’ll return the money from there.’ She agreed.
I went to the bazaar and returned after half-an-hour, and I told her,
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“‘I have arranged for fifty rupees, enough to meet our requirements.’
“Thus we returned. I had been going to Gurudwara daily. But none had come there to enquire about me.”
2
Habib had deceived Sarita. They had decided to go to Simla and enjoy for a week there and then inform their
parents of their marriage, thereby compelling them to accept it as a faite accompli. They had nearly reached
Ambala, when their car broke down. They took it to a nearby workshop. It was a big job and they were told that it
might take hours to repair it and they could get the car back only the next day as it was then their closing time.
They left the car at the workshop and went to the Railway Station and decided to spend the night in the waiting
room. Sarita stayed in the ladies waiting room and Habib passed the night in the gents. In the morning when they
met Habib informed Sarita that he forgot to bring his purse, having been in a hurry. Sarita had five hundred
rupees with her and this she handed over to Habib. They decided to reach Simla, stay there in a hotel and Habib
would then go back to Jagadhari and bring his money. He took the five hundred and left after the breakfast.
He went to the workshop, but soon returned to inform Sarita that he was going to Delhi to get certain spare
parts for the car, which were not available in Ambala. He assured her he would be back by the evening and then
they would proceed to Simla the next day. Sarita told him they would now go to Mussoorie and not to Simla as
originally planned.
Habib did not return. Instead, Ramsukh appeared. This gave life to her. But still she waited for Habib. When it
was 8 by her watch, she took her dinner and decided to go to Mussoorie along with Ramsukh. In Mussoorie she
stayed for five days, looking for Habib, and now she decided to return to Jagadhari.
She suffered too much of the mental strain and after she had a full night’s rest, the tension somewhat eased.
Now she thought of saving her face. The next morning when her mother came to her she burst into tears. Mohini
said sharply,
“Don’t be silly, Sarita! That way you will disclose your foolishness, you understand? Listen, you must behave
as if you had gone with Ramsukh with our permission and now you have returned after enjoying a pleasure trip.
This is what we have told everyone here, including your in-laws. Your Papa has decided to fix the date for your
marriage.’
“But Maa,” said Sarita feeling some relief, “I don’t like marrying there.”
“But why? What does Prem Chand lack?”
“That I don’t know. Still, I feel, I can’t like him.”
“Then where do you want to marry?”
“I chose Habib, but I …”
She could not finish.
*
Nand Lal had managed to get full information about Habib. Habib was there in Jagadhari and was attending
the college regularly. This had made her parents more anxious about Sarita’s whereabouts and now they were in
the know of the whole episode. When Sarita did not finish her sentence, Mohini asked,
“Come on, tell me. What did you want to say?”
“I don’t know where is he?”
“But we know. He is here at his father’s house. He attends college class and enjoys parties with his friends. His
parents as well as his friends know nothing of this episode.”
“In the circumstances, I don’t know what to do.”
“Then do what I say. You get ready for the marriage. I am sure, you will be happy thereafter.”
“And in case we don’t carry on well after I marriage?”
“Were you sure that you could carry on well with Habib? Look, Sarita, in your marriage with Prem, we and his
parents, all will be there and in the case of any dispute, we will be there to settle it and help you; but, tell me, who
would have cared to help you in your break up with Habib? And, mind you, this time we have been successful in
covering up your foolishness. Ramsukh providentially reached Ambala in time. This may not happen a second
time.”
Sarita had no answer to it, Mohini further said:
“You are not going to the college now. You will stay inside the bungalow till your marriage.”
Such was that incident and none else than Nand Lal, Mohini, Mahendra and Ram Sukh did know of it. Sarita’s
marriage took place as fixed.
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*
Ten years had passed since then. Sarita begot three children and she was fully satisfied with her fate. Whenever
she came to her parents and happened to meet Ramsukh, she blushed and Ramsukh, just to keep off the memory,
would say,
“May God bless our Sarita Bibi.”
*
This day, again, after a period of ten years, Babuji’s car had come at his gate at such an odd hour. The car came
and left, and Ramsukh could not guess what did it all mean. At least he came in. It was a December night and it
was cold outside. His wife Saraswati was awaiting his return, and as he entered, she enquired,
“Who was it?”
“I do not know. I could only gain a glimpse of the back of the car as it dashed out of the bunglow.”
“Radha is not in her room,” said Saraswati.
“She might have gone to the bath room.” Saraswati had been there.
“No, she is not there too. I am worried,” she added.
“Go and look up again.” Saraswati went again to check up, and returned she looked more worried.
Ramsukh now knocked at the door of his son’s room. Shiv Lal and his wife were fast asleep in their room. He
got up and came out, and Ramsukh enquired about Radha.
“Must be in her room,” said Shiv Lal.
“No. She is not there. Ask Sukhmani.” Sukhmani was already there near the door, listening to the talk. She
now came out and said,
“Radha, perhaps, has left by the car that left a while ago.”
“But, where?”
“With Gopal Babu, perhaps.”
“How do you know that?”
“I had seen her talking in whisper with Gopal Babu many a time.”
“Why did not you speak out earlier?”
“How could I know? It was not something unusual. We all visit the Bunglow and speak to all of the inmates
there.”
Ramsukh and Saraswati looked at her for a while. Then having a sigh, the former said:
“This is something very bad. I can’t speak to Babuji about it. I have served with him for so many years. How
can I go to him and make any such charges against Gopal Babu?”
“Baba,” said Sukhmani, “I am afraid, it will be the other way round. Babuji, on the other hand, will blame us
for all this. Perhaps, we may even be turned out of this bungalow.”
Sukhmani seemed right. Saraswati said,
“I dare not think that Radha could be so wicked. There is something which perhaps we have not grasped.”
“Baba,” said Sukhmani, “you know, Radha is very beautiful. Gopal Babu has not done anything unusual. The
problem is of Radha and also how to break the matter to Babuji.”
“This is all in vain,” said Saraswati, “Let us wait and see till we come to know why and where has she left for.”
There was silence. They all sat there awaiting the dawn. Ramsukh began praying to God. Saraswati was
thinking of what possible explanation could Radha have for her absence from home. Shivlal was getting red with
anger. He wanted to punish Radha, to kill her and throw away her dead body in Yamuna. Sukhmani thought
Radha might lead a happy and prosperous life with Gopal Babu.
3
Nand Lal, the manager of the Pioneer Paper Mills, was at this job for the last thirty years. When he joined, the
mill was a small enterprise with an output of fifty tones\fn{1 tonne = 2204.6 pounds; also called a metric ton} of goods
daily, having hardly two hundred employees. During this period, the mill had increased its capacity to seven
hundred tonnes. Nand Lal’s remuneration had also gone up to two thousand rupees a month.
All the workers as well as the directors were satisfied with his work. The managing director, Mulkhraj Anand,
was at his back; Mulkhraj’s brother-in-law Faquir Chand was his relative. He was the father-in-law of his son,
Mahendra. Faquir Chand was also a director of the mill and he too praised Nand Lal and his work.
Nand Lal’s second son Surendra held the post of Assistant Chief Engineer, in Delhi. His wife Anthony, an
Anglo-Indian girl, was the daughter of a retired Army Officer, Captain Smith by name.
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Sarita was younger to Surendra and Gopal the youngest of all. Ramsukh had been Nand Lal’s personal
attendant now for more than twenty years.
Radha was born during this period. She was a pet of everyone in Nand Lal’s family, but Gopal had shown
particular affection for her. She was married when but thirteen years of age. But she returned to her parental home
as a widow within six months of her marriage. And five years have been passed since. She served Nand Lal’s wife
and got separate remuneration for it.
*
Gopal was a student in Ambala college and visited home during the summer and Christmas vacations. He used
to see Radha’s blossoming youth and charming beauty and admired her. This time when he came home, he had
decided on one thing; it was to take Radha as his wife.
He was in M.A. final and was confident of coming out successful with distinction in the exam and getting a
good post soon after. Last time when he came, he had heard his mother saying,
“Radha’s youth and charm will make her marry again.”
This put Gopal on the alert, and decided not to “miss the bus”. He had therefore settled everything with Radha
this time.
He reached Jagadhari on the 22nd of December, during the Christmas vacation. When Radha came to greet him,
he could not avoid asking,
“Radha, how old are you know?”
“What is the matter, Babu?” asked Radha.
“You look of marriageable age.”
“I am already married.”
“Is it?” Then he remembered of her having become a widow. He said,
“That was a dream Radha. Am I not right?” Radha tried to slip away but Gopal came in her way and said:
“Radha, wait a minute. Listen to me carefully. I have been in love with you from childhood. Now I think I am
in a position to propose to you.”
That was Radha’s feeling too, but she knew it was not possible. She liked Gopal’s proposal. but she considered
it to be impracticable. She simply said,
“Babu, please let me go.”
“That means you don’t dislike my proposal. Radha, I promise, I will make you happy and—”
“Please don’t tempt me like that. You know this is absolutely impossible.”
“But how? We know each other from our childhood. I can say that I love you deeply. Let us marry and make it
possible. After that, everyone in our two families shall have to agree to it.”
“Babu, I am a widow. I had been someone else’s wife. No one in our family would approve of it.”
“You tell me, Radha, do you like it or not?” Gopal stood still obstructing her way.
“It is for others to like it.”
“That I assure you, they will have to.”
“Make them agree to it first, then let us talk of it.”
“Very well then. I will talk to you tomorrow.”
Radba slipped away. In fact, she fully shared the feelings, hopes and aims which Gopal had given sincere
expression to, but she could hardly persuade herself to believe that Gopal’s parents would ever agree to accept for
their daughter-in-law a girl, who besides being a widow, was uneducated and of another caste.
Another important factor was that Nand Lal got a big dowry at his two elder son’s marriages. Her father, a poor
peon, could not have given even a fraction of what others gave.
She was pining for the thing, but felt hopeless. These obstacles made her feel somewhat upset and found it
difficult to put her mind to any work.
*
The following day Gopal was ready with a definite proposal. Radha had finished her daily routine of work and
was leaving when Gopal came and took her to a lonely place. He explained his plan to her. They were to go and
get married; and only after the marriage, they were to inform their parents. Gopal was confident that their parents,
having so much affection for them, would accept the accomplished fact of their marriage.
“And if they don’t?” asked Radha.
“I know, they will.” An idea had struck Radha. She said,
“Listen, Chhote Babu. I open my heart to you. I had a feeling of having you as my husband from my
childhood. My marriage took place at a time when I had no voice in the matter. Neither could anyone have agreed
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to it. But now I know, I can have my choice and insist on it. In spite of all this, I must suggest one thing. You may
arrange for the ceremony and I should be happy about it, as I have been accustomed to think myself as your wife
for long years.
“But please do remember one thing, I will surrender my body to you only after your mother has accepted me
as her daughter-in-law. And if she does not accept me, I will remain as I am at present all my life, wedded to you
mentally and socially, and spiritually too.
“Now it is for you to decide finally. And in future, please don’t bring me to such lonely places. Bhabhi
Sukhmani has passed this way three-four times. I don’t want to be a cause of anything that is unpleasant and
disturbing in the family.” Gopal thought for a while, and said,
“That is good. I will let you know by tomorrow what decision I will take.”
Radha left.
*
Gopal had liked Radha’s confession and her determination. The only difference between his own proposal and
hers was the question of finding her due place in the life of the family after she becomes Gopal’s wife.
That was a matter of honor for Gopal as well. He did not himself want to have physical relation with her before
his exams are over. Hence he proceeded with the arrangements. His two friends, who were already married, came
forward to help him. The next day Gopal met Radha and said,
“I will come to you in a car at exactly one after midnight. You are to come out of your house at one. Thereafter
we will go to the temple. The priest, there will perform the ceremony and then we will come back. You will be in
the wedding dress and I will take you to my mother and get you her blessings.
“And if you tried to molest me?”
“Radha, I am not a beast.”
“Take it from me, I will kill myself.”
Gopal took away his wrist watch and, giving it to Radha, explained her the positions of the hands, when she
was to come out.
*
But when Gopal came, Radha was not there. He waited ten minutes and then blew the horn. Radha heard the
sound and came out. Gopal, seeing her, opened the door and made her sit near him.
“I had fallen asleep,” Radha explained.
“I didn’t want to, but felt forced to sound the horn.”
As they arrived at the temple, his friends, accompanied by their wives, were there to greet the couple. Their
wives took Radha aside and helped her to wear the wedding robes and ornaments. They applied cindoor on her
forehead.
It took two hours going through the ceremony. After exchange of greetings with the friends and well-wishers
present, Gopal returned with Radha and dropped her at her father’s house.
*
Ramsukh and the other family members were still awake and waiting. They were worried and wondered what
might happen the next day. Radha returned before the dawn. Hearing her footsteps they all looked towards the
door of the room.
Gopal did not even close the door of the car, lest the noise would disturb the sleeping members of the family.
He drove the car to the garage and left it there. Ramsukh and others heard the footsteps and were alerted. They
had not switched the light and they were avoiding the others to know what thoughts were raging in their minds
from their faces.
As Radha got into her room, Sukhmani, who followed her, placed her hand on her shoulder. Radha shivered.
Sukhmani felt its impact.
“Bhabhi, were you awake?” turning towards her, Radha said.
“All are awake. Where had you been all this time?”
Radha did not answer. Sukhmani added.
“Come in. Father wants to see you.”
Radha thought for a moment. She now felt the necessity of Gopal’s presence. Had he been here, he could clear
up the whole situation. But she had told him that she would tell her parents herself about it all.
She had not expected they would be awake and know of her absence from the house. She thought she would
speak of it to her mother first, in the morning and then inform the others. Now when Sukhmani told that all were
awake, her heart seemed to sink.
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She followed Sukhmani to the room but halted at the door. Sukhmani switched on the light and everyone saw
Radha in rich, red, silken robes, and adorned with ornaments, as well as the vermilion mark on her forehead.
*
All were stunned by the sight. Radha, looking like a culprit and trembling with fear, waited for them to speak
first and break the tension of surprise and silence. All of a sudden Shivlal, red with anger, got up, came to the door
and, holding Radha by the arm, dragged her along and began kicking her relentlessly. Sukhmani knew what her
husband was about to do, and she immediately stepped forward and threw herself on Radha. She also got twothree kicks. At this Saraswati got up and holding her son pulled him aside.
“What are you doing, Shivlal?” she shouted.
“I will kill her, Maa,” said Shivlal.
“Don’t be silly. Be calm.”
“Maa don't you see what she has done?”
“What has she done?” asked Sukhmani, now getting up, and continued,
“Exactly the same as you did when you brought me to your home.”
“I brought you to my home and she has returned to her father’s home.”
“Is that all? There is nothing strange in that. I have been visiting my father’s house so many times.”
“Well, Radha,” now asked Saraswati, “where is he who has given you these clothes and ornaments?”
Radha had severe kicks on her ribs and she found difficulty in breathing. She placed her hand on her chest and
tried to speak but couldn’t. Saraswati saw this and said to Sukhmani,
“Sukhmani, take your husband back to your room, and soon get some tea ready.”
Sukhmani understood that mother wanted to calm down her husband. She said to him,
“Come on. I must prepare the tea. You kindle the fire and I bring the milk.”
“I won’t take tea.”
“But father will take. Come on,” said Sukhmani, holding his arm.” Shivlal went to his room and Sukhmani to
the kitchen. Saraswati now said to her husband:
“You please go out for a while, while I give a massage on Radha’s chest. She had been beaten up very badly.”
Radha still lay on the floor writhing in pain. Ramsukh saw all this and slipped away.
Saraswati brought oil and applied it on Radha’s ribs. It took about half an hour for Radha to recover. Tea
seemed to help her a lot. When she was able to sit up, Saraswati helped her to move into her room, and made her
lie down on the bed. Now she asked again,
“Who is that man?”
“Chhote Babu,” mumbled Radha shyly. Still she lacked the strength to speak loudly.
“Where had you been?”
“To the Talwala Temple. The priest performed the ceremony.”
“Did he meet you after that?”
“No.”
“Couldn’t get a suitable place, perhaps.”
“No, Maa, not that. He wanted to take me to the bungalow but I refused. I told him, that until his mother came
and blessed me, I would live here. He wanted to come here and make the confession to all. But I said, all might be
asleep. We should not wake yon up. Now he will come in the morning for this purpose.”
“But why did you do this?”
“He loves me, mother, and I am also in love with him since my childhood.”
“But his parents won’t agree to this marriage.”
“Then I will remain as I am present.”
“But, Radha, they can be angry with us.”
“There is no ground for that. They can arrange their son’s marriage at any place they want. I will not object to
it. I will not claim any right over him.”
“All this is childish, Radha.”
*
Radha was silent. The mother left her and went for her bath. Sukhmani, after serving the tea to all, went to her
husband and asked,
“Why did you start beating her?”
“I couldn’t help. I was mad with rage.”
“Simply because she had married. After all, everyone marries.”
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“Our parents performed our marriage while she did it by herself.”
“Baba had already once given her away in marriage, and this girl now is no long under him. How can he now
claim any right over her after that?”
Shivlal had no answer to give. Still to save his face he said,
“After all she is living with us for the last five years. Shouldn’t she ask us for our advice even?”
“You mean, you have acquired claim on her personal matters by giving her two pieces of bread? She works at
home, and earns her food.”
“But it may bring disgrace upon us?”
“Who is to do that?”
“Whosoever hears of it.”
“What right has anyone to look into matters unrelated to him? And then, how do you wash away the disgrace
by kicking Radha to death?”
“Death could have saved us from it?”
“Rather, all would have known why you killed her and I would have myself become a widow too in the
bargain.”
Shivlal now calmed down and repented for his foolhardy conduct. …
244.80 Excerpt from My Life And Times\fn{by Varahagiri Venkata Giri (1894-1990)} Berhampur, East Godavari
District, Orissa State, India (M) 11
1
I was born at Berhampur on 10 August 1894, the second child of a family of twelve—seven boys and five girls
—into an old Andhra-Neogi Brahmin family of Kakinada in the East Godavari District. My grandparents,
maternal and paternal, belonged to Razole and Kakinada respectively. Their families were well-known in those
parts and were held in high esteem.
My maternal grandfather, D.V. Ramaiah Pantulu, was among the first young men in India who took to the
western system of education. He studied in one of the English educational institutions at Kakinada and secured
the most coveted gold medal for standing first in the F.A. (First Examination in Arts) of Madras University.
Because of his brilliant performance in the examination, he was appointed Deputy Inspector of Schools at
Bhimilipatnam in Visakhapatnam District. He relinquished this post after two years, became a vakil and moved
into the town of Ganjam (which was then the headquarters of Ganjam District). Later, when the town was given
up as the District Headquarters due to the heavy incidence of malaria, he settled down at Berhampur and started
practicing as a vakil in the District Court. He became the undisputed leader at the District Bar from the start.
In those days it was the usual practice to offer the leading member of the District Bar the position of
Government Pleader and Public Prosecutor. He was respected for his legal knowledge, erudition and sense of fair
play; He upheld truth as the guiding force of his life. He never took up a case which he felt was not a just one, so
much so that the contesting parties in many a dispute, instead of putting the whole case to the proverbial “laws’
delays” approached him in the court itself to arbitrate and give judgment, even though he might have been
engaged by one of the parties. His decisions were accepted without question and further litigation was invariably
dropped.
The Chinnakimidi Adoption Suit was one of the landmarks in his legal career. It laid the foundations for the
guiding principles of the Mitakshara law of adoption. The case was later reported as a Privy Council decision.
When the Madras High Court started publishing the Indian Law Report, this case found its place in the first issue.
When I went to Ceylon as India’s High Commissioner in 1947, the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Ceylon
asked me at a gathering as to how long I had been connected with the Bar. I replied that my relationship with the
Bar began with page one of the Indian Law Report!
Ramaiah Pantulu followed certain well-defined principles in his life. He believed that older people should not
block the advancement of the younger generation by clinging on to office. Consequently, he gave up accepting
original suits in 1900 when he was about 55 and finally retired from the Bar at the age of 60. He inculcated in us a
sense of mental and physical discipline, advising us to learn to sit still and concentrate till the work was done. We
benefited greatly from this training.
My paternal grandfather, V. Giri Raju and his brother, V. Narasiah Pantulu, were engaged in trade and
commerce at Razole and they also moved to Ganjam sometime in August-September 1869. Around 1880 they
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suffered heavy losses in business and my grand-uncle accepted employment first as a dubash in a bank, then as
dewan of a big zamindari estate at Mandasa and later as manager of one of the oldest sugar factories—Aska
Sugars. It was a large organization; even today sugar is described as “aska” in many parts of the country.
*
My father, V.V. Jogiah Pantulu, was born at Pentakotta on 6 May 1869, the same year as Mahatma Gandhi. He
was the second son in a family of three sons and two daughters. Despite financial difficulties my father, who had a
natural intelligence and aptitude for higher studies, became a teacher at the Khallikote College High School in
Berhampur. Later he graduated from Government College, Rajahmundry, where he studied under Principal
Metcalfe. He was an active student and took part in cultural and social activities. He was an impetuous, lively,
fearless youth. While still studying in high school, he used to accompany my grand-uncle, who was engaged in
commercial pursuits, meeting English managers of industrial and commercial establishments. He acted as
interpreter for his uncle.
During one of their meetings the manager became very angry with my grand-uncle and called him a fool. My
father not only refused to translate this but in return berated the manager and warned him against using abusive
language. My grand-uncle could not understand this acrimonious conversation. He asked my father later to
explain the heated argument. He was grieved to hear the details and gave my father some good advice: to always
control his temper under provocation, leaving the managers to the mercies of their consciences and regret their
own behavior. My father, however, resented the insult and stated that they had to be paid back in the same coin.
Subsequently my father pursued legal studies. He was assisted in this by Kajana Kodanda Rao, his classmate
and very dear friend, who helped him financially. He passed the first grade lawyer’s examination, which entitled
him to practice in the District Courts of the Presidency.
My father never cared for power or status. To him the dictates of his conscience were far more important than
all material benefits. He had a large family to support and undertook his responsibilities cheerfully. He had been
adopted by my grand-uncle, Narasiah Pantulu, whose first two wives died childless. He did not, at any time, claim
his share of the property even though he had every legal right to do so. It was all the more creditable because he
was in need of financial assistance then.
He was also a social reformer. I remember very vividly when Prakasam returned from England in 1906 after
qualifying as a Barrister, he was ostracized by the caste Hindus. Orthodox Brahmins considered crossing the seas
an irreligious act. Prakasam was a brave man and he defied them. To prove that he had friends belonging to his
own caste who would stand by him, he came to Berhampur soon after his return. My father, to show his affection
and loyalty to his friend and colleague, extended an invitation to Prakasam to be our guest. When food was served
my father gave Prakasam a seat of honor in the dining hall close to the place of worship. This naturally invited the
attention and wrath of the orthodox Brahmins who threatened to ostracize us also!
An instance of his spirit of detachment also stands fresh in my memory. My elder brother died in 1907 at the
age of sixteen. The funeral took place at about 9 in the morning and at 11 my father attended the court as usual.
He appeared for his client without any reference to the calamity which had befallen him. When the presiding
judge and some of his colleagues suggested that he could have absented himself and asked for an adjournment, he
told them,
“What is lost cannot be retrieved.” He had done his duty to his son who was no more and it was now his duty
to look after the interests of his client.
My father joined the Bar in 1892. Since my maternal grandfather was the doyen of the Ganjam Bar, he had the
advantage of a large and lucrative practice built up by his father-in-law readily available to him. On this
foundation and with his innate intelligence and ability, my father soon rose high in the profession. From almost
the very beginning of his career, he was one of the leading members of the Bar. In 1914, the Government offered
him the position of Government Pleader and Public Prosecutor. While it was not paying for a recognized leader of
the Bar to take up Government work, he accepted the assignment on 23 July 1914, solely on the consideration that
his father-in-law had held that position for more than three decades and it would be in the fitness of things for the
family to maintain this tradition.
He was known for his honesty, straightforwardness and spirit of service. He was outspoken and greatly
respected for his views, which were both independent and impartial. If a judge took a partisan or prejudiced view
he did not hesitate to point it out to the judge—irrespective of the consequences to himself. As Public Prosecutor,
in 1915, he appeared in a murder case for the prosecution before District Judge R.W. Davis. During the trial when
he felt strongly that an innocent man was being tried for murder, he stated to the Judge that he would not proceed
further with the case. He openly stated that the prosecution case was very weak and was not based on truth. The
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Judge was astonished that a Public Prosecutor could interrupt a case to make such a statement, but after going
through the records and the evidence that had been recorded, he agreed with my father and allowed him to
withdraw the case.
Legal luminaries like V. Bashyam Iyengar, Govinda Raghava Iyer and many others at the Madras High Court
Bar always appreciated the thorough manner in which my father studied his cases and the amount of assistance he
rendered in preparing notes for these stalwarts of the Bar in cases where he had to work jointly with them. Even in
the District Courts when important adoption. suits came up, he worked along with eminent leaders of the High
Court Bar. When I returned from England in 1916 he was engaged in two adoption cases in which both he and I
worked alongside with Sir S.P. Sinha (later Lord Sinha), Sir B.C. Mitter, Sir N.N. Sircar and Hasan Imam.
It was a rare privilege for lawyers to appear with counsel of such great repute.
Democratic traditions were deeply ingrained in my father. When I joined the Non-Co-operation Movement in
1922 the District Magistrate sent for my father and told him that he should either resign his Public Prosecutorship
or send me out of the house. My father rejected the suggestion outright and said that he would prefer to resign his
post rather than take any steps against me for participating in the freedom movement. He further added that in
public matters, his son could do what he wanted and that he had no intention of interfering with the course of
action he proposed to adopt. This incident is recorded vividly in his diary which he maintained scrupulously. In
the entry for 7 April 1922, he says:
… their decision that I should resign is not reasonable, just or expedient. … I cannot say my son is wrong in all he
does. … I have nothing but admiration for the sacrifices made by him and his friends. … I am not at all sorry (to resign)
because I am a firm believer in God and my prayer is to enable me to do what I think right and believe in. “Thy will be
done.” I depend entirely on Him.

As the President of the Andhra Mahajana Sabha he visited London in 1931 to plead with the Secretary of State
for India for the formation of the Andhra State. I was in London too at the same time attending the Second Round
Table Conference. My father used to attend the Privy Council as he was interested in following how the
proceedings were conducted in the highest tribunal of the Empire.
As it happened, a revenue case, for which he had drafted a number of plaints representing the Maharaja of
Parlikimidi in 1912 against the tenants of his estate, came up for a final decision before the Privy Council in
November 1931. It was sheer coincidence that my father happened to be present when this case was taken up. The
Judges and the Counsel on both sides could not understand fully the implications of certain issues relating to
revenue law and almost decided to remit these appeals back to the District Court of Ganjam for elucidation. My
father was bold enough to get up and inform the Judges and the lawyers that it was he who had drafted the plaints
in the original suit and, given an opportunity, he could explain and clear their doubts so that the cases need not be
remitted to the lower court, thereby delaying justice. The Judges of the Privy Council were happy and gave him
permission to appear in the Court the next day to explain the issues. He did so, and the Judges as well as the
learned counsels for both sides congratulated him for clearing their doubts and were able to proceed with the case
without remitting it back to the lower court. My father’s cherished ambition had been to appear before the Privy
Council and, indeed, it was fulfilled.
Besides being President of the Andhra Mahajana Sabha during 1931-1936, my father was also connected with
many other public and philanthropic causes. He took a keen interest in the propagation of the Ramakrishna
Mission. He was Vice-President of the Managing Committee of Khallikote College from 1914 to 1929, President
of the Co-operative Central Bank of Berhampur and President of the Bar Association at Berhampur and later at
Chicakole (now Srikakulam). Friends throughout the country used to make our house their home whenever they
visited Berhampur in connection with political or social work. He had a constant stream of visitors and was one of
the most popular persons in the district of Ganjam. Whoever met him once liked him so immensely that he soon
became his admirer and life-long friend. He was never harsh to anybody. His was a life of total dedication to the
causes that he cherished most.
Throughout the political upheavals in the country he continued to take an active part as an old Congressman in
spite of the fact that he avowedly belonged to the Gokhale School. Taking into consideration the signs of the times
he began to believe in a firmer attitude against the British. He was convinced that only through Gandhian methods
could India ultimately attain her political independence. Till his death he involved himself heart and soul in the
different phases of the national movement.
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During the Second Non-Cooperation Movement in 1931-1932, while I was defying Section 144 at Perambur
(Madras), Mysore and Bombay by addressing public meetings, my parents were participating in the movement by
picketing liquor shops at Berhampur. They were arrested and kept in the open sun for an hour or two at the Taluq
office. They were released under orders of the District Magistrate probably because of the fear that their detention
would give a further fillip to the movement, thereby making it difficult for the authorities to deal with the
situation.
There was a Working Committee meeting at that time to set up alternate leaders for the position of President of
the Indian National Congress. My father was summoned to Bombay by the High Command and asked to take up
the position. He declined this offer because many members of the family were engaged in the freedom struggle
and he had the sole responsibility of maintaining a large family. He however played a notable part as a member of
the Central Legislature from 1927-1930 and as a lieutenant of Motilal Nehru. He was again a member of the
Madras Legislative Council in 1937-1940 when I was elected to the Legislative Assembly and was a Minister in
Madras Presidency.
A tower of strength to all political leaders throughout the country, he was a living example of a benevolent
patriarch at home. The house was full of relatives who were supported by my father. My mother made no
distinction between her own children and her various nieces and nephews. They brought us up simply and did not
allow us any expensive indulgences. The family was fairly affluent and could have afforded many comforts but it
was the conviction of my parents that we should go through the mill and come up in life by our own efforts.
We practiced complete equality in the family. While children, though immature, we were given full liberty to
express our views on many matters. When we committed a mistake it was pointed out to us without any rebuke or
admonition, so that we could realize the mistake and correct ourselves. As long as we realized and repented our
errors, he used to say, we deserved every consideration, for then we would commit fewer and fewer. He taught us
to acquire the spirit of humility combined with a sense of self-respect. He also stressed on all of us the need to
inculcate a habit of introspection, to review our actions before retiring to bed each night, and to resolve to
continue the good acts and avoid the bad ones. One must do this diligently and thus steadily become purer in
thought, word and deed.
The forte of my parents was their philosophic bent of mind and their detached attitude towards life. They were
neither elated over their successes nor depressed about their disappointments.
*
My loving mother, Subhadramma, was the embodiment of the ideal Indian woman. She had the good fortune
to receive ideal training from her father who, even in the early nineteenth century, believed in the education of
women at a time when there were hardly a handful of educated women and the cause of the education of women
had made little progress. She was generous to a fault and never uttered a harsh word in her life. She appreciated
others’ view-points. Even the worst sinner, she used to say, had his good points and while one may at best
deprecate the act, the individual should not be condemned. I used to joke with her that even a murderer would go
scot free if she were to be the judge. In spite of having been born in a highly orthodox Hindu family, she had no
prejudices—her religion was humanism embracing all living beings. Her personal care of the many guests who
used to come to our house was proverbial, whatever their caste or creed. Besides the family, relations and friends,
her compassion and consideration encompassed members of my staff and their families when I was Governor of
Uttar Pradesh, Kerala and Mysore from 1957 to 1967. She retained her unruffled temperament and equanimity
through the tragedies she suffered in the course of her life. Of the twelve children she gave birth to, seven died
during her lifetime and four of her children were imprisoned for their participation in the Non-Cooperation
Movement of 1921. The wayward course of destiny never left a scar on either of my parents.
She lived up to the ripe age of 95 and died on 1 August 1968. Even in her last days, despite her failing health,
she would greet visitors and ask about their welfare. Her end was peaceful and I had the privilege of tending her
till her last. Two of my brothers, two sisters and I were by her bedside when she breathed her last and everyone
around started crying. I, too, was deeply moved at losing one so dear to me, but I said,
“None of you should cry. If you really want to respect her, follow sincerely what she has taught us. If we have
the same spirit of charity, tolerance and love, we will be doing our duty to her.”
She was noble, loving and lovable. In her death the guiding light had indeed gone out of my life.
Whatever values and ideals I cherish and hold dear, have been instilled in me by my parents who led such
exemplary lives. Providence willed that I should also be with my father when he breathed his last.
*
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There was a by-election at Masulipatnam for the Madras Legislative Council. A powerful candidate, Adusimilli
Gopalakrishnayya, father-in-law of V. Ramakrishna of the I.C.S., was contesting against the Congress. Pattabhi
Sitaramiah had sent me a telegram asking me to proceed on 25 January 1940, to Masulipatnam as my presence
would help the Congress in winning the seat. I made a reservation on the Calcutta Mail.
Meanwhile, the rival party, who naturally did not like the idea of my visit, sent a telegram supposedly under
the signature of the local Congressman asking me to defer my visit till I heard from them again. I, therefore,
cancelled my reservation.
That day I received a wire that my father was arriving the next day, 25 January 1940. Sir Mirza Ismail, the
dewan of Mysore, also sent a wire that I should deliver the Extension lectures for the University of Mysore on 27
and 29 January on the subject of Planning.
When my father started for Madras, an eminent astrologer of Berhampur, “Sarvajona”, predicted a “great
future—almost a Raja Yoga” for my father. From a study of my father’s palm and other astrological calculations,
he remarked that my father would be taken in a palanquin in a big procession soon, and he would be honored by
the placing of shawls and other symbols and that it would be a glorious day for him.
It so happened that Dr. Chatterjee of Calcutta, an eminent homeopathic physician, also traveled on the same
train. He was to preside over the All-India Homeopathic Conference which I was to inaugurate on the 25 th
morning. Dr. Chatterjee came to my house along with my father and told me that my father had such good health
that he felt he would live for at least another twenty years. He also prescribed some medicines for him.
Since my father was not feeling very well, he called on Dr. Guruswamy Mudaliar, one of the celebrated
physicians of the South, who examined him and reassured him that he was in perfect health. After returning from
Dr. Guruswamy’s clinic my father was in a very happy frame of mind. Recalling the words of the astrologer he
speculated that the prediction might even mean the death of a person and his being taken for cremation, but he did
not attach any importance to it.
During his stay at Madras my father was keen to see as many of his friends as possible. He called on Rajaji and
told him, during the course of the conversation, that he was leaving his son’s future in Rajaji’s hands. Rajaji said
that as far as I was concerned there was a great future ahead of me and that I would occupy high positions in our
national life. He assured my father that he would always regard himself as my well-wisher and would always
stand by me.
That night the Registrar of Co-operative Societies, Giriyappa (he worked under me earlier when I was Minister
for Co-operation) hosted a dinner for a few select friends and we were both invited. My father, though he had
been to England, was generally averse to being served by butlers and bearers, who in those days used to be mostly
Muslims or Harijans or backward class Hindus. But that day after dinner he told me he felt, on this occasion, that
no difference existed between human beings and a feeling of equality was very much in his mind.
We went to the station after dinner and boarded the train for Bangalore. My father was accustomed to rising
early. He had performed his regular sandhyavandana before the train reached Bangalore. Sir Mirza Ismail had
sent a .car to meet us and we left for Mysore after breakfast. We stopped at Srirangapatnam for half an hour and I
showed him the place where the notice prohibiting my entry into Mysore was served on me in April 1930 when I
had gone to address the Mysore State Railway workers.\fn{ Formerly the Kingdom of Mysore, the then Maharajah of
Mysore--Maharaja Sri Sir Jayachamarajendra Wadiyar Bahadur, Maharaja of Mysore GCB GCSI, aka Jaya Chamarajendra Wadiyar (19191974), the 25th and last Maharaja of the princely state of Mysore (from 1940 to 1950; he ascended the throne of the Kingdom of Mysore on
8 September 1940 after the demise of his uncle Maharaja Nalvadi Krishnaraja Wodeyar)—agreed to become part of the Union of India in
1947 as a separate State. So it was until 1956. In 1956, the Government of India effected a comprehensive reorganization of provincial
boundaries, based upon the principle of shared language. As a result of the States Reorganization Act on 1 November 1956, the Kannadaspeaking districts of Belgaum (except Chandgad taluk), Bijapur, Dharwar, and North Canara were transferred from Bombay State to
Mysore State. Bellary district was transferred from Andhra State. South Canara and Udupi districts were transferred from Madras State and
the Koppal, Raichur, Gulbarga and Bidar districts from Hyderabad State. Also small Coorg State was merged, becoming a district of
Mysore State. || After the integration of the neighboring Kannada-majority parts of the States of Madras and Hyderabad, he became the first
Governor of the reorganized or unified State of Mysore, 1 November 1956 to 4 May 1964 and was the Governor of the State of Madras
from 4 May 1964 to 28 June 1966. The Maharaja died at the age of 55 on 23 September 1974, and he was the last living premier prince of
the Indian Empire with a 21-gun salute. ||. || His family has been the only family to govern the country—from 1399-1966:W/H }

† The (Reigning) Royal House of Wodeyar (1399-1950) †
† Raja Vijaya Raj Wodeyar (1371-1423) the first Raja of Mysore (1399-1423) †
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† Raja Hiriya Bettada Chamaraja Wodeyar I (1408-1459) Raja of Mysore (1423-1459) †
† Raja Appana Timmaraja Wodeyar I (1433-1478) Raja of Mysore (1459-1478) †
† Raja Hiriya Abiral Chamarajara Wodeyar II (1463-1513) Raja of Mysore (1478-1513) †
† Raja Shri Hiriya Bettada Vijaya Chamaraja Wodeyar III (1492-1553) Raja of Mysore (1513-1553) †
† Raja Shri Monegara Appana Timmaraja Wodeyar II ( - 1572) Raja of Mysore (1553-1572) †
† Raja Shri Hiriya Bola Chamaraja Wodeyar IV (1507-1576) Raja of Mysore (1572-1576) †
† Raja Shri Bettada Chamaraja Wodeyar V ( -1578) Raja of Mysore (1576-1578) †
† Raja Wodeyar I (1552-1617) Raja of Mysore (1578-1617) †
† Raja Chamaraja Wodeyar VI (1603-1637) Raja of Mysore (1617-1637) †
† Raja Wodeyar II (1612-1638) Raja of Mysore (1637-1638) †

† Raja Narasa Raja Wodeyar I (1615–1659) Raja of Mysore (1638-1659) †
† Raja Dodda Deva Raja Wodeyar (1627-1673) Raja of Mysore (1659-1673) †
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† Maharaja Chikka Devaraja Wodeyar (1643-1704)) Maharaja of Mysore (1673 to 1704) †

† Maharaja Kanthirava Narasaraja Wodeyar II (1673-1714) Maharaja of Mysore (1704-1714) †
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† Maharaja Shri Dodda Krishnaraja Wodeyar I (1702-1732) Maharaja (1714-1732) †
† Maharaja Shri Chamaraja Wodeyar VII Bahadur (1704 - 1734) Maharaja (1732-1734) †
† Maharaja Shri Immadi Chikka Krishnaraja Wadiyar II (1728-1766) Maharaja (1734-1766) †
† Maharaja Shri Nanjaraja Dalavai Wodeyar Bahadur (1748-1770) Maharaja (1766-1770) †
† Maharaja Shri Bettada Chamaraja Wodeyar VIII Bahadur (1759-1776.) Maharaja (1770-1776) †

1191

† Maharaja Shri Khasa Chamaraja Wodeyar IX (1774-1796) Maharaja of Mysore (1776-1796) †

† Maharaja Sir Krishnaraja Wadiyar III Bahadur (1794-1868) Maharaja of Mysore (1799-1868) †

† Maharaja Sri Sir Chamarajendra Wadiyar X GCSI (1863-1894) Maharaja of Mysore (1868-1894) †
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† Maharaja Krishnaraja Wadiyar IV GCSI GBE (1884-1940) Maharaja of Mysore (1894-1940) †
†

†Maharaja Sri Sir Jayachamarajendra Wadiyar Bahadur GCB GCSI (1919-1974) the last reigning Maharaja
of Mysore State (1940-1950) †
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During the journey to Mysore, perhaps due to some premonition, my father discussed the future of the family.
He told me that a lot of people had advanced us money to tide the family over business difficulties. A day before
his departure for Madras he had called all the relatives to whom he owed money and given them promissory notes
for whatever was due to them. Though he had faith in his sons redeeming his debts, nevertheless, he wanted to be
certain that the creditors did not suffer. They were all our close relatives and had protested against his giving any
assurance but he compelled them to accept the promissory notes. Some instinct had also made him call his
neighbor and settle a minor civil dispute which was under litigation.
As we approached Mysore, we saw a big caparisoned elephant coming from the opposite direction. My father
remarked that superstitious people consider the elephant to be a harbinger of good tidings. A little further we had
to wait for a funeral procession to pass by. Again he remarked that this was also considered a good omen. We
arrived in Mysore at 11 o’clock. He enjoyed the English vegetarian lunch served to him so much that he asked me
to give the cook some presents, he even told him what he would like for dinner. After lunch he was to meet Mirza
Ismail and also visit the Krishnarajendra Mills. Since I had a crowded programme I suggested that we meet later
at the house of P. Sitaramiah, a leading Congressman, where a party had been arranged for us.
At the function, while we were being entertained to tea, a prominent lady came up and seeing an empty place
between my father and myself, remarked that she would not like to sit next to me, for I was a dangerous person
who had issued an order under Section 144 against a large and powerful industrial house like the Harveys at
Madurai. (This was a reference to the incident when I had for the first time issued such an order against the lifting
of the lock-out by Harveys during the strike in 1938.) Saying this she moved to the other side of my father.
As we were talking, my father suddenly collapsed and fell sideways onto my lap. A physician was called
immediately—but it was too late. He was moved to the hospital but could not be revived. His death was a great
blow to all of us and it was only because of his training that I was able to maintain some semblance of poise and
equanimity in the face of this calamity.
*
It was the practice in those days not to allow funeral processions to pass in front of the Palace, but in this case
the Maharaja made an exception and also sent sandalwood for the funeral pyre. Nearly a thousand railway
workers, all the students of the University and the general public paid their respects and followed the funeral
procession. After the cremation, my only thought was that I should rush to Berhampur to console my mother. Just
that morning, seeing the rousing reception that we had, my father had remarked how happy he would have been if
my mother had accompanied him, as she often used to travel with him. We had planned to visit the temple at
Chamundi Hills that evening. Indeed, we went to Chamundi Hills, little did we realize then that it would be his
last journey.
I received hundreds of messages from people of all walks of life, high and low; they were not mere expressions
of sympathy on his death but portrayed his qualities of intellect and heart—showing how much he was loved,
respected and admired. Amongst those who wrote to me were Rajendra Prasad, Mahadev Desai, Jamnalal Bajaj,
H.N. Kunzru and Satyamurthy.
My uncle D.V. Ramaswamy summed up my father’s life and work in the following words:
We loved and liked and revered Jogiah Bava as a father … such a pure and sweet and unostentatious soul.
According to Hindu notions and traditions, happy is he who dies at Kasi or in the lap of his eldest son, and father did
exactly that. Your love for him was limitless and you deserve this privilege which was denied even to a noble soul like
your mother Subbammakkayya.
There is no doubt that Jogiah Bava died as princely as he lived. He … never swerved an inch from the path of virtue
and righteousness, was all love to young and old, men and women alike, was very forgiving and used to self examine
his heart every night before retiring for rest. …
He lives as long as we live and is immortal—he has not really died.

These sentiments were echoed by the historian, Pattabhi Sitaramayya who wrote to me:
Tall as he was in stature, he greatly added to his height by the stern attitude which he adopted towards Government
in resigning Public Prosecutorship rather than renounce his son’s patriotic work. Well, Jogayya Pantulu garu was a
father not merely to you, but to us all, and in his death we feel the loss of not merely a great leader but a dearly beloved
parent.

*
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The life and example of not only my parents and elders, but also that of my teachers, shaped my outlook on
life. Under the inspiration of my father, when I was barely twelve years old, I felt the urge to serve the people.
This was greatly strengthened by my maternal uncle, D. Viswanatha Rao. He was responsible for bringing
together a band of young men and preparing them to take to public work and interest themselves in charitable
causes. He used to conduct regular meetings at which current political and social issues were discussed and
debated.
He founded the Young Men’s Library Association in 1906, and I became the first Secretary of this Association.
We appointed a Muslim gentleman as librarian on a monthly salary of Rs. 5. Apart from the interest in studying
books, the presence of a librarian who claimed to be a magician was an added attraction. He would entertain us
with many tricks and occasionally produced sweets too!
We were able to collect nearly 2,000 books and set up the library in a rented room. Young men used to gather
there in the evenings and it gradually developed into a cultural centre. The library still exists, maintained now by
the Municipal Council of Berhampur, and contains tens of thousands of books relating to every subject.
Under the leadership of Viswanatha Rao, a large number of young men started the Charity Fund Association. It
began with the idea of collecting rice once a week from every house to feed the poor and indigent. Berhampur
then had a population of about 40,000 and almost every house contributed to this praiseworthy cause.
We evolved a novel method of collection; we kept a little bamboo basket in every house and requested the
housewife to place in it at least a handful of rice every day. We could thus collect a substantial quantity. We also
raised funds from rich officials and others, which we utilized for the purchase of vegetables and condiments. Our
object was that we should provide good, wholesome food to the needy and poor.
Nearly 2,000 people were served with food once a week. This scheme was very popular among the public, it
served to emphasize the responsibility of the better-off sections of society towards the less fortunate. We cooked
the food ourselves and took pride in doing manual labor. Our efforts were frowned upon by many but the
Association continued to work successfully until the death of my uncle in 1911.
The members of the Association also collected financial contributions every year for the National Fund
Association of India inaugurated by Gopal Krishna Gokhale, on lines similar to the Paisa Fund started by Tilak in
Maharashtra. The objective was to assist people engaged in indigenous industries and the Swadeshi Movement
financially. It also had a political content—to make the country economically free of Britain. We felt that Britain
exploited us by taking away our valuable raw materials at low prices and exporting, in return, the finished
products at exorbitant rates. This background was immensely useful in preparing many of us to take a plunge into
the freedom struggle.
The Andhra Mahila Samaj was also established to enable women to come together. My mother, Subhadramma,
Shrimati Raghava Rao, wife of one of the leaders of the Bar, and other enlightened women became regular
members.
*
During my school career at the Khallikote College High School, many of us were influenced by the ideals of
service, sacrifice and loyalty to the nation set before us by our great teacher Pandit W.V.V.B. Ramalingam.
Ramalingam was a preceptor of the highest order, he regarded it as his supreme duty to guide the students not
merely within school precincts but outside as well. He used to visit students at night to find out whether they were
studying or not. He would often sit with students who were not diligent and advise them to rectify and improve
themselves. The very fact that he made surprise visits was a compelling reason for students to be at their books
after dusk.
He would try to know the merits and demerits of each student, and, by his loving care and inspiring guidance
would put them on the right path. Many of them rose to high positions such as Governors, Ministers, Supreme
Court Judges and High Court Judges in different States. When he gave up teaching and joined the NonCooperation Movement he was obliged to sell whatever property he had to maintain his family. Even though he
was in straitened circumstances he would not look to anyone for help. While he was in jail, friends and students
like myself tried to keep the family free from want, but we did it without his knowledge. Had he known it he
would have refused our assistance. Later, in 1922, we worked closely together in the trade union movement. He
was a selfless worker, he never sought any reward for his services. According to him it was a call to duty and he
was just discharging a debt to society. He was never harsh, even to those with whom he differed fundamentally.
His sense of justice was so deeply rooted that he would go out of his way to find reasons for others who held
opinions so different from his own.
*
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I came to Madras in March 1912 and studied under M.S. Poornalingam Pillai—a master of Shakespearean
literature and an able teacher who evinced a personal interest in the progress of every student. My study under
him improved my general knowledge considerably. I also made it a point to attend, along with my uncle,
Hanumantha Rao, meetings in different colleges and public places, thus keeping myself abreast of the political
and economic developments which were taking place.
D. Hanumantha Rao was my mother's first cousin. From his early youth he was known for his high sense of
integrity. He was the embodiment of patience and had an innate sense of kindness. He believed literally and truly
in the principle “Service above Self”, and his whole life was devoted to that.
His introduction to politics and social service is interesting. In the wake of the Vandemataram movement of
1907, there was a general political awakening in the country and many young men became painfully aware of the
appalling poverty and backwardness of the people. Infused with the nascent patriotism of the time, young
Hanumantha Rao resolved, much against the wishes of his family, to devote his life to the service of the nation.
He approached Gopala Krishna Gokhale for admission into the Servants of India Society at Poona.
Gokhale, however, felt that he should pursue his studies and graduate first as that would impress the public and
intelligentsia that although he could have obtained worldly advancement he chose to sacrifice all chances of
prosperity for the cause of the country. Hanumantha Rao followed this advice and was, in fact, the last graduate
who was directly and personally initiated by Gokhale himself and given the deeksha at Poona in 1912.
He spent some years working unostentatiously as a member of the Royapetha Branch of the Servants of India
Society at Madras. His co-workers were V. Venkata Subbayya, Suryanarayana Rao and P. Kodanda Rao. V.S.
Srinivasa Sastry was the head of the institution. Besides his humanitarian service he also edited the Madras
Journal of Cooperation.
He first came in contact with Gandhiji at the Servants of India Society, Poona, in 1915, when Gandhiji had
visited Poona to meet Gokhale. Though Gokhale was very keen that Gandhiji join the Society and work with him,
Gandhiji could not do so because of some fundamental differences between the aims and objects of the Society
and Gandhiji’s political and social views. Hanumantha Rao was greatly impressed by Gandhiji’s personality and
views.
. He visited his Satyagraha Ashram at Sabarmathi and spent a few months there. He was so struck by the life,
ideals and activities of the Ashram that on his return he tried his best to persuade the Servants of India Society to
accept the principles, programmes and leadership of Gandhiji, but without success. Finally he left the Society and
joined Gandhiji’s Ashram and very soon endeared himself to the inmates. Kasturba Gandhi and Maganlalji
considered him as one of themselves.
Gandhiji soon discovered that my uncle had already embodied in himself the vows and virtues prescribed for
the Ashramites: absolute purity, truth and spirit of forgiveness and, above all, love for everyone. Gandhiji
commissioned him and C.V. Krishnayya to start an Ashram in Andhra on the lines of the Sabarmathi Ashram.
When some of Gandhiji’s friends expressed misgivings that he did not seem to possess a religious “bent”,
Gandhiji silenced them with:
”Hanumantha Rao, I know, is more spiritual than all of us.”
The ashram was started on the banks of the Pinakini (Penna) at Pallipadu, a village about six miles from
Nellore. It was formally inaugurated by Gandhiji on 7 February 1921. Hanumantha Rao’s old mother was the first
convert, she gave up her orthodoxy and lived there with him. It grew steadily in its activities and popularity. Not
only were there some Harijan and weaver families living there but some of the richest Reddi youths also used to
visit it attracted by the selfless devotion and loving personality of Hanumantha Rao. Gandhiji visited it twice and
was very impressed with the way it was working.
Hanumantha Rao died early. He fell victim to a kidney disease and because he was a believer in naturopathy he
refused to make use of the facilities offered by modern medicine. As Bapu said, he died “a martyr to his
convictions”. The high regard which Gandhiji had for him was evident in that in spite of his highly crowded and
heavy programme, he never failed to visit the bereaved wife, mother and brother. Writing about him after his
death, Gandhiji said,
“He was a man among men and all of us have much to learn from him.” I myself used to seek his counsel
whenever I had any problems or doubts, and found his views very valuable.
*
My student days in India were coming to an end. It was my father’s desire that I should follow the family
tradition and join the legal profession in which both my grandfather and he had made a name for themselves, and
built up an extensive practice throughout the district. He felt that it was not necessary for me to do the traditional
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courses of Intermediate and then B.A. before studying law. He wanted me to join the Inns of Court and study law
in England.
Finally, it was agreed that I should go to the United Kingdom and join the National University of Ireland at the
King’s Inn, Dublin, as the first step towards becoming a Barrister. The preparation for my departure abroad began
in the spring of 1913.
2
As a lad I had hardly ever traveled alone. My parents were, therefore, all the more worried as to how I would
be able to stay in a foreign land among strangers. They accompanied me as far as Waltair. Then they could no
longer maintain their composure. My mother broke down and had tears streaming down her face. I was
overwhelmed by emotion too and, reluctantly, took my leave of them. My journey to a new land and a new life
had begun.
I stayed in Madras for just a few days before catching the Boat Mail for Dhanushkodi. In those days it was the
practice for people from South India going overseas to take a boat from Dhanushkodi to Colombo, and from
Colombo, take an ocean liner for the United Kingdom.
S.S. Simla docked on schedule, my companion in the cabin was Dr. Das, M.B.B.S., an Assistant Surgeon from
Bengal who was on his way to Edinburgh to study for F.R.C.S. He was twice my age and twice as homesick as I
was, having left behind his wife and only son. Seasickness added to our misery but we consoled each other as best
as we could. Our fellow passengers seemed no better off.
We spent this fortnight in such close proximity that many lasting and close friendships were developed. I was
quite green and totally unaware of western table manners. At dinner, the first night on board ship, I did not know
how to sip the soup or how to handle those strange implements—a knife and fork. Not wishing to display my
ignorance, I ordered a cup of coffee and carefully observed the others eating.
Next day, however, I sat with greater confidence and was able to manage quite creditably. Being a vegetarian I
required a little less dexterity in wielding a knife!
My first encounter with cheese set me back a bit. I ordered it thinking it must be similar to a sweet prepared at
home from milk. I took a small piece but its pungent smell nauseated me and I had to rush down to my cabin
before I disgraced myself. The voyage passed quickly enough and soon I was in England.
*
I was received at Tilbury by C. Sambasiva Rao, a friend of the family. Rao had been studying Law in England
for three years and was very helpful in teaching me the customs and manners of the English. I stayed at a place on
Talbot Road in Bayswater, London, for four months acclimatizing myself. My roommate was Hari Das, a young
Punjabi gentleman studying for his M.B.C.H.B. degree. He became very close to me and our friendship continued
until his death in 1972. (He joined the Indian Medical Service on his return to India.)
While I was in London, Gandhiji came on a visit on his way to India from South Africa, and stayed in the
house just across the road. At that time he was merely Mr. Gandhi, better known as a brilliant lawyer defending
the rights of the Indians in South Africa. I paid my respects to him and later called on him frequently to discuss
matters of common interest. I asked him at my first meeting why he was wearing a foreign suit and a bowler hat,
while I was wearing a Lal-imli suit and a fez cap. He replied,
“Giri, when you are in Rome, be a Roman.”
I must admit I was already regretting the trouble and expense my father had gone to in getting my wardrobe
tailored in Calcutta. Very soon I had to replace it with more suitable English clothes. Eighteen years later I
attended the Second Round Table Conference in London as a delegate and Gandhi’s principal adviser on labor
matters; we were invited to meet Their Majesties at Buckingham Palace and he wore a loin cloth—a which
prompted British journalists to call him “a half-naked fakir”.
*
I finally reached Dublin in August 1913 and joined the National University and the Inns of Court in October.
For my degree courses I studied Literature, Economics and Political Science under distinguished professors.
Professor Donavan and Professor MacDonagh—(he was one of the seven signatories of the proclamation issued
in favour of political sovereignty of the Irish Republic. Later he was shot dead by the British Government as one
of the leaders of the republican movement)—taught us Literature. I studied Economics and Political Science
under Reverend Father Finlay who was considered an expert on these subjects. For my course in Constitutional
Law I was fortunate to hear the lectures of Professor Swift MacNeil who later became the First Speaker of the
Irish Parliament.
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At the University, Professor Monaghan taught us Jurisprudence and International Law and Professor Clery,
Real and Personal Property, both of whom later became judges of the High Court. Professor Mega taught us Law
of Contracts, Professor Babington, Law of Equity, and Professor Whitaker, Law of Torts.
Indian students preferred to study in Ireland in preference to England because there was neither a colour bar
nor racial prejudice of any kind among the Irish, probably due to the adverse circumstances of their history. They
felt a great affinity for the Irish who were also chafing under British rule, suffering from very similar problems as
Indians, both economic and political, largely due to the exploitation through British imperialism.
A large number of them were from my part of the country. Some of them were friends who had written to me
encouraging me to join them. The expectation of congenial company in a distant land had helped me in deciding
to study at the University of Dublin.
*
Although my student life at the University was spent, ostensibly, for the study of law and the pursuit of
Jurisprudence, I was drawn irresistibly into the cross currents of the Irish struggle for self-government. While the
Indian youth in Ireland might not have been allowed access to the top secret information or participation in their
deliberations, by and large, the Irish patriots accepted some of us as friends who were most interested in the
freedom movement and confided many things to us, their policies and programmes, and, they certainly made no
secret of their hatred of the English.
Fresh from India and deeply imbued with a passion to fight for my country’s freedom, I experienced a
complete sense of identity with the Irish cause. The deeds and sacrifices of martyrs like Wolfe Tone, Emmet and
others strengthened my reaction to assist the Irish against the British.
With the leader of the Indian student community, Shri Unnava Lakshminarayana, an elderly gentleman who
was a great social reformer and a political leader in his own right in our country, we formed a little group called
the Anarchical Society. We professed belief in using violence and bloodshed to achieve a peaceful end and started
learning the techniques of incendiarism and bomb-making to help us in the freedom struggle on our return to
India.
It was not to be so, for we all came under the magic spell of Mahatma Gandhi and decided to follow only the
path of truth and non-violence for winning political freedom.
I also organized the Indian Students’ Association in Dublin and was its Secretary for three years. We published
and circulated a pamphlet entitled Horrors in South Africa, describing the struggle of the Indians in that country
and the historic passive resistance experiments being carried out under Gandhiji’s leadership. The object of
bringing out that pamphlet was to magnify acts of racial discrimination perpetrated on the Indian citizens in South
Africa and bring about natural sympathy for the Indian community in their struggle against the White Minority
Government. About 100,000 copies of this pamphlet were dispatched to the monitors of various schools and other
educational institutions in India.
The customs authorities suspected the contents of such a large number of bundles arriving from Ireland. (There
was severe press censorship in India and the actual situation in South Africa was not widely known to the people
at home.) Naturally, the pamphlet aroused Indian sentiment against the British. The authorities in India contacted
London to locate the source of this incessant flow of hatred against them. The police contacted the Irish printer of
the pamphlet, but being a nationalist himself, he refused to disclose my name to them. Instead, he alerted me
about the inquiry. I destroyed all evidence of my connection with the pamphlet and when the police raided my
rooms they found no incriminating evidence and I escaped arrest and deportation to India.
This was perhaps one of my earliest experiences of a threat of prosecution for direct involvement in the cause
of India’s freedom.
*
My three years stay in Ireland enabled me to observe closely not only the driving force behind their patriotic
urge for self-determination, but also the social, religious and cultural characteristics of the Irish. I availed myself
of this opportunity to probe into the motivations of the Irish people, analyzing the factors contributing to the
culmination of their national aspirations; to explore the ultimate objectives of the master-minds who plotted,
fought with valour and lost with dignity. Some were totally obliterated, others rose again, like the Phoenix.
Perhaps part of the fascination the struggle of the Irish for Independence held for Indians was due to the broad
similarities in the history of the two countries and the economic conditions of the two peoples. The history of
British domination and exploitation in Ireland was echoed in India. In both countries these factors led to the
arousal of nationalist sentiments, and although the methods each used were different, it finally resulted in the
overthrow of foreign rule and the attainment of Independence. … \fn{ The author now embarks upon a long digression of 15
1198

pages on the history of Ireland; there is a brief section of half a page of autobiographical material on page 30 (just below); and a final
section beginning at the bottom of page 32 and continuing to the end of the chapter:H }

*
… The plight of workers in Ireland at that time was miserable. I saw grinding poverty and squalor in the areas
of Dublin inhabited by the working class. Two-thirds of the population of 304,000 of Dublin belonged to the
working class.
A report on the housing conditions of the working classes in Dublin, published in 1914, said that the majority
of them lived in tenements, half of them with no more than one room to each family. Of the entire working class
population of Dublin 37 per cent were living at a density of more than six persons to a room, sometimes as many
as fourteen persons, in houses declared “unfit for human habitation”. The only water supply for houses, with as
many as 90 people living in them, was often a single tap in the yard outside. Usually there were only two
lavatories which were often used by passers-by also. Human excreta lay scattered about the yards and in some
cases, in the passages of the houses too. The report condemned this.
We cannot conceive how any self-respecting male or female could be expected to use accommodation such as we
have seen.

It was stated in a report on local government that the death rate in Dublin and other Irish towns was higher
than many other large centers of population, largely due to tuberculosis. The enforcement of ordinary public
health laws was lax.
It was reported that three members of the Dublin Corporation owned substantial blocks of tenement houses and
actually received rebates of tax on them, though some of the property was classed as “unfit for human habitation”.
Every day as I went to the Kings Inns for my law lectures I would see ill-clad men, women and children, the
worst victims of poverty. …
*
… I remember vividly meeting Connolly on several occasions as I was regularly invited to their meetings. I
could discern clearly, even then, his direct involvement in Ireland’s regeneration as a first-rate statesman more
than as the principal spokesman of the working class. More than any of the leaders of the uprising, it was
Connolly who inspired me. I resolved that as soon as I returned to India I would give a graphic account of these
struggles to inspire our own people. I also felt that, at the earliest opportunity, I would take up the organization of
the transport workers in the country so that, along with other nationalist forces, we would be in a position to
jeopardize the movement of the troops. When a real conflict arose, the transport workers could become the
bulwark of the national movement and thus subvert British authority.
Connolly’s appeal for a people’s revolution through the working class was extremely significant. He said:
We want and must have economic conscription in Ireland, for Ireland. Not the conscription of men by hunger to
compel them to fight for the power that denies them the right to govern their own country, but the conscription by an
Irish nation of all the resources of the nation, its land, its railways, its canals, its workshops, its docks, its mines, its
mountains, its rivers and streams, its factories and machinery, its horses, its cattle and its men and women, all
cooperating together under one common direction that Ireland may live and bear on her fruitful bosom the greatest
number of the freest people she has ever known.

On the economic front, I was deeply impressed by both Griffith’s and Connolly’s concepts of economic
conscription for development. A judicious interaction for the mutual benefit of the growth of the economy and
that of the population is the only way a developing country can be transformed economically. That this philosophy
influenced me will be seen in a later chapter.
*
I had to face great personal risks due to my association with the prominent leaders of the uprising. There was a
deep suspicion in the minds of the British Government in Ireland as well as at the India Office in London that I
was not only connected with the Irish movement but was actively in league with it. My rooms were searched but,
fortunately, I had been forewarned that India House would try to intern or extern me, so I made sure no
incriminating evidence was found.
On another occasion my diaries narrowly escaped discovery. Later I destroyed them myself and resolved to
avoid this habit of introspection on paper, however commendable I had been taught it was.
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The Martial Law Administrator, Sir John Maxwell, who was commanding the forces at that time, was not
convinced of my innocence and felt that action should be taken against me. Finally, a notice was issued to me on 1
June 1916 directing me to leave U.K. by 1 July.
I had been called to the Bar at the end of May and was expecting to finish my courses in the University and
later go to Philadelphia to study for my Master of Law degree. I was to do it in two years in consideration of the
fact that I secured honors in the Inns of Court. Encouraging offers to stay and work in Dublin had also been made
but I had to change my plans. With the fervor inspired by the revolutionaries still fresh in my mind, I determined
to return to India and take an active part in the political movement to secure the independence of my country.
My Irish experience made me aware of the binding nature of duty and the overwhelming importance of
character. The moral rigors of my upbringing as a child and the vows I made to my parents when I sailed from my
country confirmed my determination to adopt right thinking, speech and conduct under all manner of conditions,
whatever the provocation. My Irish contacts and observances strengthened these convictions. The passion for the
political freedom of my country, and the economic emancipation of the working class and all those exploited,
were the twin ideals richly painted before me in bright colours, though on a dim canvas. As I looked at this vision
which constantly enthralled and fascinated me, my path was set and the goal was only to rapidly rush towards
reaching and realising it.
245.1 Excerpt from My Encounter With Gandhi\fn{by Ranganath Ramachandra Diwakar (1894-1990)} Belgaum,
Belgaum District, Karnataka State, India (M) 25
1
Let me begin with how and when Gandhi came into my life.
I was born in 1894. My early life up to 1905-06 could be described as colourless, both from the point of view
of love of country and anything that could be called philosophy of life. It was my good fortune that my father
Ramchandra Venkatesh was not only a self-made man but was a robust patriot and had a strong desire to educate
all his children.
Though my father lived in a big village, there was no English medium school there. Young Ramu made friends
with the postmaster of the village and learnt elementary English from him. This emboldened him to venture out of
the village and he got himself appointed as a clerk in a Railway office on a salary of Rs. 15 a month. Rupees 15 in
1900 meant a fortune for a small family.
Up to 1908, my father was posted in Belgaum as a goods master, and then as station master at Sangli. All along
he saw to it that my brothers and I were properly educated.
Another trait of my father was that he loved swadeshi including ayurveda, and subscribed to the Amrita Bazar
Patrika of Motilal Ghose and the Marathi weekly Kesari edited by Lokamanya Tilak. Instead of sending me to a
government school, he sent me to a privately-run school in Belgaum which promised to coach students to the
level of Standard V in three years.
The Preparatory School as it was called was run by a man named Kunte of Ratnagiri. There it was that the first
seeds both of love of swadeshi and motherland and a kind of devotional attitude to God were sown. The day
would begin with prayer and regular recitation of the Manache sloka (addressed to the mind) of Samarth Ramdas,
patron saint of Chhatrapati Shivaji.
Before entering the Preparatory School I had already completed Standard IV in a Kannada school, my mother
tongue being Kannada. In addition, my father had engaged a coach to help me and my younger brother, Bodha,
who later took to medicine.
All this, however, is only the background. The real formative influence on young minds of the period was that
of the great Swadeshi Movement which arose as a challenge to the Partition of Bengal by Lord Curzon. It was
called the Vanga-Bhanga Movement. I was hardly 12 years of age then, yet a few of us took an active part, even
picketing liquor shops in Belgaum. As soon as we read in the Kesari that Tilak had initiated picketing in Pune we
started in Belgaum on our own, without waiting for a signal. Tilak also started in Maharashtra the trend of
celebrating Shivaji utsava (festival) and Ganesh utsava which gave opportunities, wherever they were observed,
to youngsters to participate in melas, singing parties, volunteering and so on.
The Indian National Congress Session of 1906 was held in Calcutta when the magic word swaraj first gained
currency. The Congress made swaraj its objective. Swadeshi, the boycott of British goods, the starting of national
schools—all these were in one package. The more serious aspect of the movement was represented by
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revolutionary activities. The heroic act of Khudiram Bose and the name of Vinayak Damodar Savarkar were on
the lips of all young men of the time. Though Lokamanya Tilak was the nearest to us in Belgaum, the names LalBal-Pal became household words.
A group of us students started a club and used to meet in a room. We would read and discuss about half-adozen newspapers, English, Kannada and Marathi and took vows to go swadeshi. We attended all possible
meetings as volunteers and listeners. We attended akhadas (gymnasiums) for physical exercise to strengthen our
muscles. Some of us even collected old swords and spears and other such weapons. Once the atmosphere gets
charged with such emotions it is not possible to predict what forms it will assume in different minds.
Among the papers and journals we also used to get Sri Aurobindo’s Bande Mataram, and later Karmayogin.
Looking back I cannot claim that I fully understood his writings then. But I was impressed by the sweep, depth
and profundity of his mind. I was later to become a good student of his writings, and something of a follower of
his teachings. He was, in fact, prophet of the new age in the best sense of the word.
The national rising in arms of 1857 has been called the First War of Independence by Savarkar, the great
revolutionary and patriot of Maharashtra. Of course it was mercilessly suppressed and the whole nation was by
law disarmed and emasculated. There were peasant risings and local revolts, both armed and unarmed, here and
there, but they were all ruthlessly dealt with by the British. It was only after 68 years, in 1905, that the agitation
against the Partition of Bengal or the Vanga-Bhanga Movement, called the Swadeshi Movement, started in
Bengal. It spread to the whole of India and served to nourish our newborn patriotism which took firm root and
made us freedom fighters for life.
The religious or rather the spiritual side of our lives did not remain barren. I have already mentioned Samarth
Ramdas; his life and teachings came to us from our schooldays in Belgaum. He was not merely a spiritual figure,
he was interested in the establishment of Maratha supremacy as against the rule of the Mughals. Chhatrapati
Shivaji Maharaj looked upon Samarth Ramdas as his guru. Then there were Purandaradasa, Vachanakara and
many others who sang in Kannada the message of bhakti and dharma.
However, there were two concrete instances of direct spiritual influence on my mind—the writings of Swami
Rama Tirtha and Swami Vivekananda. I was acquainted with Rama Tirtha through a small Marathi book by
Gunaji titled Sri Swami Rama Tirtha. I read and reread all their writings and lectures. To mention small things
with big ones, because they were as important, every Saturday I used to visit a Hanuman temple far away from
my house and offer a coconut at His feet and took back half of it as prasad for the small family that we were.
I was then a student of Lamington High School in Hubli where my father was posted. I was never a scholarly
student nor carried away prizes. But I do remember, I absented myself from school on the day that Lokamanya
Tilak was sentenced in 1908 to six years’ imprisonment for sedition. Of course, our “loyal” teacher fined me and a
few others who, like me, had absented themselves. The next day we all read the thrilling response of Tilak to the
sentence:
“In spite of the verdict of the jury, I maintain that I am innocent … There are higher powers …”
That roaring utterance of Tilak reverberated throughout India and took root in the minds of the younger
generation. His famous fearless declaration “Swaraj is my birthright” became the starting point of many a jailgoing career.
Throughout my student life, love of motherland, hunger for freedom and eagerness to fight for swaraj were all
growing. So were love of spirituality and attraction for philosophical writings.
A small but significant incident may be narrated here in this connection. Though I was studying for the
matriculation examination in Hubli, the examination centre was in Belgaum. So I went there in 1911 and stayed
with my maternal uncle Laxmanrao. I had, of course, taken with me some textbooks to refresh my memory for the
examination. There, in my host’s house, I chanced to lay hands on a book called My Master by Swami
Vivekananda, about Ramakrishna Paramahamsa of Dakshineshwar, Calcutta.
It held me spellbound. I forgot that I had gone to Belgaum for an examination that I had to pass in order to be
able to go to college. On all the three days of the examination, I spent every spare moment reading that book, to
the utter neglect of my textbooks. Such was the fascination of the book! Fortunately, I got through and the next
year I joined Ferguson College at Pune, since there was no college in the whole of Bombay Karnataka.
From Swami Vivekananda to Ramakrishna Paramahamsa was but a step, from the disciple to the Guru. It was
seemingly a contrast. The brilliant intellect of Vivekananda had, however, mellowed down to the lucid luminosity
of the Vedanta at the magic touch of the smiling and simple profundity of the Saint of Dakshineshwar.
*
1201

The period 1905-1910 could well be called the era of the Swadeshi Movement. The whole atmosphere of India
hummed with the names of Lala Lajpat Rai of the Punjab, Bal Gangadhar Tilak of Maharashtra, and Bipin
Chandra Pal of Bengal. In my mind, however, there was a sacred niche for Sri Aurobindo.
The climax of the movement mellowed with the deportation of Lokamanya Tilak to Mandalay in Burma for six
years. The struggle between the moderate school of politics and the extremists had led to the split of the Congress
at Surat in 1907. It made Tilak and Sri Aurobindo join together and give a call to hot-blooded young India. But Sri
Aurobindo too disappeared from the political scene in India in 1910 only to appear later as a yogi, and editor of
the Arya monthly for seven years, 1914-1921. An arch-revolutionary from 1906 to 1910 believing and feeding it
with spiritual inspiration and support, Sri Aurobindo retired from the political field at the adesh or call of the
Divine to Pondicherry, a French possession on the eastern coast of the Bay of Bengal.
Lokamanya Tilak was released in 1914 and was brought to the Kesari office in Pune at midnight on June 16,
1914. I was then in Ferguson College studying for the Bachelor of Arts degree. That very night news of Tilak’s
release was flashed by handbills all over the city. As soon as I got the news I made up my mind to pay my respects
to Tilak the next morning.
To my surprise Tilak was ready after an early bath sitting on swinging sofa discussing some knotty
philosophical point with a Sanskrit pandit. I bowed to him and offered him a flower. He enquired who I was and
when I told him that I was a student from Karnataka studying in Ferguson College, he blessed me. I could see that
I was the first and earliest to bow to him that morning!
The next moment he plunged into his discussion. I then attended his six lectures on the Gita, emphasizing that
the basic teaching of the Gita was karmayoga, non-attached dedicated action in life, not away from life, nor for
individual salvation. All action was for higher evolution of mankind.
*
After graduation, my friend Madhavrao Kabboor of Dharwar and I visited Lokamanya Tilak with the intention
of seeking his advice about our public career. We had already decided not to enter government service. Tilak
welcomed us warmly and said that knowledge of law was a must for a public career. He also said we should
practice law at the Bar. He advised us to be financially independent and at the same time have free time to be
active in public life.
Therefore, though I never intended to be a lawyer, at the instance of Tilak I took up Law in addition to a
Master of Arts degree. Later, though I passed the LL.B. examination, I neither applied for a sanad, nor practiced
in law courts! There were proceedings against me by the government and the British courts six or seven times but
I neither defended myself nor made use of my legal knowledge! The gates of Indian jails were always wide open
to welcome me. But Tilak’s exhortation that one ought to have an independent means of living in order to enter
public life proved true. Even today it is so. Financial dependence is a deterrent to a person sworn to serve the
public.
I was invited after graduation to be a teacher by a privately-run educational institution in Dharwad. After one
year, I went to Bombay to join Law classes and also to study for a Master of Arts degree. I was an M.A. in 1918
and in 1918-1919 I worked as a professor of English in the Rajaram College, Kolhapur.
*
Meanwhile, Gandhi had returned to India in 1915 after his triumphant satyagraha on behalf of the Indian
population in South Africa. He was welcomed in India as “Mahatma”. He established an ashram at Sabarmati in
Ahmedabad. His reputation as a champion for the cause of Kheda peasants and those of Champaran had spread
far and wide. He had lived up to his satjagraha reputation and was already a great force for public causes. I could
not be immune from the general appreciation of his greatness and the influence he had begun to exercise on the
public life of India of those times.
At that time, the only great and illustrious figure in the public and political life of India was that of Lokamanya
Tilak. He was the Founder-President of the Indian Home Rule League from 1916. He was busy taking a
delegation to England (1918-19) and also to try his luck in British courts regarding libel by Valentine Chirol. It
happened that I was in Bombay keeping my Law terms in 1919 after having served in Kolhapur. I was of course
in touch with the Congress leaders of Bombay. Dr. D.D. Sathaye was one of them.
Tilak had run short of funds for all his activities and so Dr. Sathaye and others of Bombay decided to collect
about a lakh of rupees to present to him as a “purse”. They planned to collect small sums as well through the sale
of a coloured photograph of Tilak. Dr. Sathaye proposed that I visit the province of Sind with introductory letters
from him and some thousands of pictures of Tilak for collecting money. I was enthusiastic; after all, the loss of
one week or so would not affect my attendance requirements at the law college.
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It proved to be a real adventure. I went first to Karachi, the premier city of Sind. Jamshed Mehta, a nationalist
who later became Mayor of the city, lodged me with Hridaram Mewaram, a noted advocate. Choithram Gidwani,
a leader of the Congress there, then took me to three other cities in Sind: Hyderabad, Shikarpur and Sukkur. To
my great surprise, I was welcome everywhere as the emissary of a great cause.
Tilak’s name and fame were a by-word for heroic and selfless devotion to the cause of swaraj. When people
heard that he needed money for his campaign in the cause of Home Rule for India in London, they carne forward
with sums, small and big. Within a week we had collected more than Rs 30,000—the equivalent of three lakhs
today! Choithram Gidwani, who was mainly instrumental in taking me from place to place and people to people,
put the money at my disposal with a letter to Dr. Sathaye. It was an experience as well as an experiment in my
early life of pleading with people for a popular cause and making it yield a good result.
The leaders in Bombay as well as my friends hailed my first venture in a land of people whom I did not know
and whose language I could not understand. And yet it was the cause which was dear to the local leaders who
could make my mission a success. The whole venture created in me a certain self-confidence, that I could uphold
a public cause, convince people of my mission and discharge a function allotted to me with success.
*
After passing the Law examination, I worked as a professor of English in the Dharwad Arts College. And then
came the great sweeping wave of nonviolent non-cooperation which was set in motion by the Indian National
Congress under the leadership of Mahatma Gandhi in December 1920. It was at the Congress Session of Nagpur,
which passed the resolution of non-cooperation, that the influence of Gandhi was felt as the coming leader.
2
I have already indicated that from 1906 to 1920 the younger generation in Karnataka and Maharashtra looked
upon Tilak as the ideal patriot. We paid secret homage to revolutionaries and heroes such as Khudiram Bose,
Barindra Kumar Ghose, Savarkar and others; but in general political activities there was no leader who matched
Tilak. As an ideologist, an inspirer of the youth of Bengal and the spiritual guru of a revolutionary group under
Barindra Ghose, Sri Aurobindo had a place of his own in our minds.
But he retired to Pondicherry in 1910 and there was a vacuum in national politics after his departure except for
the routine politics of what was called the Moderate group. Vigorous, aggressive national politics was revived
only after the release of Tilak in 1914. He renewed the national struggle by starting the Indian Home Rule League
and giving the soul-stirring slogan
“Swaraj is my birthright.”
Six years of confinement in a distant place and in obscurity were not lost on the vigorous and creative mind of
Tilak. To the already researchful writings on the date of the Vedas, he added his own revolutionary commentary
on the Gita in Marathi. He called it Srimad Bhagavad Gita-Rahasya. He wrote that “non-attached action
dedicated to divinity” is the dominant teaching of the “Lord’s Song”. Other pleadings in the Gita were in support
of that teaching. According to him, the Gita is a divinely-inspired gospel of Karmayoga. It could be summed up
by saying that the Gita is a divinely-inspired call for the battle of life on earth, here and now, every step and act
being surrendered to one’s divinity. It is somewhat akin to what Sri Aurobindo said of his own Integral Yoga, that
it is not only not away from life, but it is for life, for divinizing life itself in all its bearings on this earth.
Thus Tilak emerged from his six years of enforced obscurity adding a spiritual-moral dimension to his political
teachings and a new zeal for swaraj.
*
Gandhi too could be said to have spent his South African days in creatively forging a new moral weapon to
fight evils; be they economic, social, political and moral-spiritual. His Hind Swaraj, though written in 1909 and in
Gujarati in the style of a conversation, is full of hints of his basic approach to the problem of human living which
could promote the happy and harmonious coexistence of communities. On his return to India in 1915 he
immediately started his ashram in Ahmedabad and began to put into action his tried weapon of satyagraha.
Tilak and Gandhi were contemporaries for about five years on the Indian scene. There were sharp differences
in their outlook, yet it must be said to the eternal credit of the magnanimity and political sense of both that they
did not confront each other to the point of working at cross purposes.
Here I must narrate what Gangadharrao Deshpande, a noted leader of Karnataka and staunch follower of Tilak,
told me about Tilak’s brief put significant estimate of Gandhi after Gandhi had met him and talked with him at
length.
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It is well-known that Gandhi looked upon Gopal Krishna Gokhale, the founder of the Servants of India Society
in Pune, as his guru. On Gandhi’s return to India, Gokhale advised him not to plunge into public life immediately
but to meet people and observe things for a year.
In the course of his itinerary Gandhi met Tilak at Simhagad, a hill resort near Pune. What happened between
them and the controversy regarding violence and nonviolence between them is well-known. Long after, when I
entered public life and became closer to Gangadharrao, I asked him what Tilak had thought of Gandhi. He told me
in the very words of Tilak:
“Ha manushya sarvana khawoon takil”, i.e., “This man will over-reach all other leaders”. What a prophetic
utterance of one great man about another who had yet to prove his South African credentials in India! In fact,
Tilak had gauged Gandhi’s methods to be good. However, he had doubts about the ability of people to rise to the
satvik heights of satyagraha.
Another important thing Gangadharrao told me was that Tilak had instructed his followers to support Gandhi’s
satyagraha against the Rowlatt Bills if they could; but if they could not, not to oppose him under any
circumstances. Gangadharrao was a staunch follower of Tilak till he passed away in 1920. But he had already
begun to admire Gandhi and wholly transferred his allegiance to Gandhi till his own death. His devotion and
loyalty to both were unstinted and lasting.
On the eve of Tilak’s departure on a delegation to England in the cause of Home Rule I was in Bombay as a
Law student. About 30 Kannada Law students decided to give him a send-off. We prepared a brief address to be
read on the occasion. Young D.V. Belvi of Belgaum helped me draft the address. The small ceremony was to be
held in Sardar Griha where Tilak usually stayed when in Bombay.
After Tilak returned from a labor meeting in Parel at 9 pm, we presented our address. In spite of heavy
engagements that day he spent one full hour with us. He exhorted us to fight for the freedom of our nation. I
reminded him of my earlier visit to him and told him I had followed his advice in taking up Law. He was happy
and frankly warned us that the path to swaraj was beset with difficulties and that we must steel our hearts for the
struggle.
I have already said how I was the first to bow to him at his place, Gaekwadwada, on his return in 1914; after
six years in Mandalay. I then attended the six talks he gave on the Gita at Gaekwadwada, even before the
manuscript on the Gita was returned to him by the government.
All this further strengthened my faith in Tilak’s leadership. During one of his visits to Karnataka during his
campaign for swaraj he visited Dharwad. The Magistrate had ordered him not to address any public meeting but
the public were not willing to be so easily cheated out of his inspiring speech. So, a meeting was arranged in the
private premises of Bellary Ramrao’s bungalow near the Railway Station. I had the privilege of attending it. The
police could do nothing to prevent it.
*
Meanwhile, the high reputation Gandhi had acquired in his great campaign in favor of Indians in South Africa
was already known to us. His love of the oppressed, his strict adherence to truth and the greatness of his moral
eminence had impressed us very much. The epithet “Mahatma” had stuck to him. His campaigns in favor of the
Kheda peasants and his defiance of the fiat of the Magistrate in Champaran had made a deep and lasting
impression on our minds.
But what finally made us feel that Gandhi was cutting a new and noble path was his Rowlatt satyagraha and
the pledge to defy laws, and court suffering as a principle. It was teaching not by preaching but by riskful and
right action. It aroused, called for, and demanded the use of inner resources, which Gandhi called Soul Force.
While the call for hartal was for the masses, satyagraha was for the few brave souls willing to sacrifice
everything for the cause 1hey believed in. Though only moral, outwardly, it. was in essence a call for the Spirit in
man to awaken and stake everything at the altar of Truth.
Tilak had won a victory by establishing that it was legal to demand swaraj as our birthright. But the strength to
say “This birthright we have and we shall win it by all means” could only be built up by satyagraha. Every nation
has to have its freedom and one nation ruling another is as obnoxious as one person enslaving another.
Perhaps with Tilak’s death, the era of so-called constitutional agitation was over. A new force and a new way
far more radical, based on Truth and Nonviolence had to appear in the form of Gandhi’s satyagraha.
It is necessary for any student of our recent history to know about these two great personalities, who were
responsible in their own way for preparing the nation for the final struggle for swaraj. Though different in
temperament and approach to politics, their common object of liberating India from slavery brought them together
in the noble act of achieving the freedom of a great nation. … \fn{ The author now inserts a chapter entitled “Tilak and
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Gandhi” in which he compares and contrasts the different approaches used by both men in their common interest of expelling the British
from their Indian Empire; we resume his narrative with chapter four, “The Encounters Proper,” in which he mentions his own personal
contacts with Gandhi:H}

4
Yes, it was the month of May 1918. I had returned to Hubli, my home, after appearing in Bombay for two
examinations of Law and Master of Arts. I learnt from the newspapers that the Bombay Provincial Conference
was being held in Bijapur. 1 thought it a good opportunity to spend my time there. After the examinations, I had
nothing else to do. I had to wait for the results till July. I made up my mind to go to Bijapur for the conference to
be held on May 5-6. I expected a number of leaders to attend it. It would be an opportunity to see them all in one
place for one purpose.
On going to Bijapur I got myself enrolled as a volunteer for sundry duties in connection with the function. I
was assigned the duty of attending on important leaders who were there. Fortunately for me, Gandhiji was one of
them. He was still wearing the Kathiawari pugree those days and had not yet attained eminence. But his name had
registered respect in my mind. So, I was happy to know that I had an opportunity to attend on him among others.
As things had it, the volunteers working there were not a very trained and disciplined lot. In the morning the
captain of the volunteers had a wordy altercation with Srinivasrao Kowjalgi, Chairman of the Reception
Committee. Kowjalgi was a prominent leader of Karnataka and a patriot of respect. Our captain took offence and
called on all of us to strike work!
Word reached me about 11 a.m. at the leaders’ camp where I was posted. I was embarrassed beyond measure.
How could I dare convey this strike notice to the leaders there! I thought I should not inconvenience them in any
way. I took the decision to see that lunch was properly served to the guests after which I could inform them about
the strike.
After lunch, I went up to Gandhi very hesitantly and said that according to the orders of my captain, I was to
stop serving him. He looked at me with a gaze I cannot easily forget.
“What kind of volunteers are you?” he asked. “At any rate, I do not require the services of people like you.
You speak of a strike. Volunteers never strike. It is laborers who work for wages that strike.”
I was ashamed. What he said stuck in my mind. Fortunately, our captain apologized to Kowjalgi and called off
the strike. So, I was saved further embarrassment.
This reminded me of the observations Gandhi had made about volunteers and the way leaders behaved with
them in the Congress session held in 1901. He expressed his wonder at the casual way in which leaders made
volunteers attend to petty chores. He had remarked that the leaders could have easily done without ordering
volunteers to do such small jobs as helping them put on their shoes and so on. He observed that the proceedings at
that Congress had been carried on in a rather sluggish manner.
*
Gandhi had gone to that session in order to educate the members of the Congress regarding the plight of the
Indians in South Africa and to seek their guidance and help. I cannot but narrate here an episode in Bijapur which
proved that, at times, silence is far more eloquent than speech!
In the evening after the conference was over, a special meeting had been arranged, the subject being “Removal
of Untouchability”. Gandhi had been invited to speak.
After the introductory speeches, he was requested to address the audience. Gandhi stood up and simply said,
“Those who are looked down upon as ‘untouchables’, please raise your hands.”
None did so. None had been invited! Gandhi sat down, saying,
“Whom am I to speak to?”
I was dumbstruck at the way Gandhi communicated by a simple gesture which was at once a rebuke to the
organizers of the meeting and a message to all others.
*
The Swadeshi Movement had subsided by 1910. The Home Rule Movement was restricted to the elite and
confined mostly to cities. Annie Besarit, a great theosophist leader, had her own Home Rule League. She was the
stormy petrel of the political scene and was interned and suffered imprisonment for a brief period. The daily New
India she edited caught the imagination of the younger generation.
But all this was superseded by Gandhi’s Nonviolent Non-Cooperation Movement of 1920. Gandhi believed in
action and said an ounce of action was worth a pound of theory.
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I joined the movement wholeheartedly and was Secretary of the District Congress Committee of Dharwad.
With the help of friends and colleagues I had started Karmaveer, a Kannada weekly. I strongly supported the
picketing of liquor shops, an activity pursued vigorously by Khilafat volunteers. There was police firing in front
of a liquor shop in which three people died and about 20 were wounded. The police and the district administration
made common cause and got up a criminal case of rioting, arson, attempt to murder and so on against active
Congress and Khilafat workers. In all 28 persons were rounded up on July 31, 1921—I was one of them. The case
went on for more than three months. But in the Sessions Court I was adjudged innocent though there were seven
witnesses, including a police officer, against me!
Gandhi, almost at the beginning of his political career, realized that Hindu-Muslim unity was a necessity, even
though the Muslims constituted only 12 per cent of the whole Indian population. Although they were distributed
all over India, there was a greater concentration in Bengal, the United Provinces and the north-western regions.
Gandhi observed at that time that the Muslims in India were very much agitated over the abolition of the
Khilafat—the religious authority of the Muslims—by the British after the first world war in 1918. He thought
fraternization with the Muslims of India in that agitation would pay good dividends. When Gandhi was invited by
the organizers of a Khilafat Conference at Delhi, he attended it and advised them to non-cooperate with the
British government if it persisted in the abolition of the Khilafat. Already, the massacre at Jallianwala Bagh\fn{ A
public garden in Amritsar; the local British commander, convinced that a major insurrection was being planned, had banned all meetings
and instituted martial law; a meeting of between 15,000-20,000 people had peacefully assembled there anyway—they may have been
assembled for a Sikh religious festival and been unaware of the martial law order, since it eventually transpired that they were almost all
from out-of-town—but the British commander assembled 50 riflemen and, without making any further inquiry, ordered them to fire directly
into the crowd, which they did continually for about 10 minutes, until their ammunition was almost exhausted, resulting in the deaths of
1302 men, women and children (Congress figures; the British counted 1200 wounded and 379 killed):W/H } in Amritsar weighed

heavily on the minds of the people of India. Gandhi coupled both these wrongs—Jallianwala Bagh and the
abolition of the Khilafat—thus creating a common platform for Hindus and Muslims against the British
government. This common grievance brought the Congress and Khilafat workers together, and to which I referred
in the Dharwad shooting tragedy case of July 1921.
*
However, the government had already registered a case against me for a “seditious” article in Karmaveer. But
since the police could not prove that I had written the article, the court had to acquit me in that case too! In fact,
the article in Karmaveer entitled “Bhoo-rakkasaya Svaha” was from the pen of Venkatrao Alur. It was written in
the context of the severe sentences passed against 24 Congress and Khilafat activists in the Dharwad police
shooting tragedy of 1921. Obviously bhoo-rakkasa meant bureaucracy! But the disappointed government saw to it
that I was sentenced to one year’s simple imprisonment under the preventive section of the Criminal Procedure
Code. I was then sent to Yeravda Central Prison near Pune in January 1922.
Almost the whole of 1922 I had to spend in a cell about 10 feet by 10 feet in what was called the “Separate
Yard”, meant for hardened criminals. About half-a-dozen leaders and prominent workers from Karnataka,
including Gangadharrao, were in the same jail, in the Separate Yard. But we were confined to our cells and were
neither allowed to meet nor even to exchange greetings. Once I was hauled up for talking with another “political”.
A remark was written down in my History Ticket:
“Found talking with another political—warned.”
Of course, when asked by the Jailer, I confessed that I had talked and did not deem it an offence, whatever the
jail code might have to say!
*
There was one important occasion when we Kannada “politicals” had talks with Gandhi in Yeravda Jail. On
another occasion I met Gandhi alone in the same jail.
Gandhi was sentenced to six years’ imprisonment on March 18, 1922 on charges of sedition. He was sent to
Yeravda on March 21 along with Shankerlal Banker who had a year-and-a-half of imprisonment. In the Separate
Yard there were in all ten rows of cells, of which seven were in the inner enclosure, walled off from the three
other rows which were outside by the side of the road leading to the gate of the inner enclosure.
During the period I was there, Major Jones was the Superintendent of Yeravda Jail and was assisted by a Jailerin-charge. Of course, there were what were called regular paid warders and some prisoner-warders who were
selected to do some duties on the basis of their good conduct. They were also invested with some petty authority
over other prisoners.
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Major Jones may be said to have maintained a somewhat soft line with political prisoners. After Gandhi was
brought to Yeravda and kept in the outer enclosure of the Separate Yard he was given some concessions and was
not locked in a cell at night. He often slept in the open and sat spinning there.
One sweet morning a brilliant idea seems to have struck Major Jones. He thought all the “politicals”, including
Gandhi, might be moved out and housed in what was called the European Yard for Whites. Of course, the cells
there were not only more spacious but also had raised bunks to sleep on. It was not for providing us with more
comforts that Major Jones moved all the “politicals” there. He wanted to isolate us from “non-politicals”, lest the
latter catch the contagion of politics!
One day, soon after, the Jailer asked us all, about six or seven of us, including Gandhi, to move to the European
Yard. We were surprised but happy, not merely for the better cells to live in and greater freedom, but for the rare
association with Gandhi. We did not imagine that it was but a short visit to the privileged place and in the
inspiring company of Gandhi.
That day, after we were all settled in our new cells, we joined Gandhi on his evening stroll with great joy.
Gangadharrao was also there. We asked Gandhi why he had withdrawn in 1922 the fully prepared Bardoli
struggle of no-tax campaign on account of some violence by Congress volunteers in distant Chauri Chaura in the
U.P.\fn{It is a small town near Gorakhpur, Uttar Pradesh. Local police had fired into a crowd of demonstrators, killing 23 of them. After
exhausting their ammunition they withdrew into their police station, which was surrounded by the demonstrators. Upon their refusal to
come out, the station was set on fire, and 22 policemen were burned to death. They had killed 26 demonstrators } Not only Jawaharlal

Nehru, but almost every Congress worker in the field had been shocked by Gandhi’s withdrawal of the historic
movement. There was a kind of general dissatisfaction and depression in Congress ranks.
Gandhi explained his action. He said it was in the interest of the great struggle itself that he did so. He asked us
somewhat bluntly if the country had not advanced in the 15 months of non-cooperation (January 1921 to March
1922) in the great awakening and the spirited determination to fight. It could not have been achieved by 30 years
of agitation or any other kind of movement.
Then he explained that it was not a question of merely violence at Chauri Chaura, but the calculated act of
brutal atrocity by trained Congress volunteers against armed constabulary. The government would have been
justified if they had clamped martial law, he said. If that had happened there would have been demoralization of a
high order for years.
“Today we are in a position,” he added, “to declare that we have the capacity to forge a powerful weapon, at
the same time, we have the stern discipline to withdraw its use.”
With this strong dose of Gandhian thinking and after evening prayers we all entered our cozy new cells and
enjoyed a night’s needed rest. All the same, we were not very satisfied with what Gandhi had told us. The next
morning, however, had quite a strange surprise for us.
Major Jones had perhaps been taken to task by M.H.W. Hayward, the Home Member, for putting all the
“politicals” together. Jones started his morning rounds and halted before Gandhi’s cell. He told Gandhi about the
awkward situation. Gandhi said:
“We would not like you to be embarrassed for our sake. We shall go back to our cells as joyfully as we came
here.”
Jones felt bad at the view the Home Member had taken of his simple logic. While leaving after talks with
Gandhi, Jones casually said to him that now that all were together, there must have been time to plan new action.
Gandhi retorted,
“What else could ‘lovers’ do when together? What do you imagine we should do? Ours is an Open Conspiracy,
dear Jones, in or out of prison!”
*
I was one of the 28 accused in the Dharwad shooting case in 1921. It was a concocted case against Congress
and Khilafat workers. Congress leaders had advised us not to defend ourselves but to be satisfied with making
statements, stating the facts about the whole matter. While we were under trials in Dharwad Jail, Maulana Shaukat
Ali and Lala Lajpat Rai visited us. They were not allowed to hold talks with us. But they were given permission to
meet all of us in a bunch. We welcomed them with a vociferous “Bande Mataram”! Their visit boosted our morale
and we spent our hundred days without feeling anxious about the judgment in store.
In a somewhat classic statement I made in the District Judge’s court, I exposed the political motive and
hollowness of the case. It had been bolstered with the help of about 400 false witnesses. I ended my statement
saying,
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“I prefer the company of penitent criminals in jail to the free-living among such a large number of perjurers
who have made common cause with mercenary officials of a foreign government which has no moral right to rule
us except that of blind might.”
The very next day 5,000 copies of that statement were distributed in the city and newspapers made it a news
item of some importance.
The judge acquitted four of us, including myself, though there were seven witnesses who gave false evidence
against me, one of them being a Sub-Inspector of Police. My statement must have gone home!
*
This was in October 1921. The Indian National Congress was to meet in Ahmedabad in the last week of
December. I decided to attend. I went to Ahmedabad a few days ahead in order to visit Sabarmati Ashram and if
possible to meet Gandhi. I knew there were cases against me and the government would try its best to send me to
jail. I did not know for how long they would sentence me and on what counts. So, I did not want to miss the
opportunity of meeting Gandhi in his home town and that too in his ashram.
Meanwhile, the governments of the U.P. and Bangal had issued ordinances declaring all Congress volunteer
organizations in those provinces illegal. We had expected the arrests of leaders in those provinces.
On the eve of the Congress session, I went to the ashram and attended the morning prayer. After that, Gandhi
and the rest of us moved out to enjoy the sunshine. We were hardly there for a few minutes when he received a
telegram from Calcutta that Chittaranjan Das, the most popular Congress leader of Bengal, had been arrested
under the recently promulgated ordinance. It did not require half a second for Gandhi to dictate an express
telegram to Shrimati Das, congratulating her and asking her to look upon the arrest as good news for the whole
movement! For some of us it was a puzzle as to how Gandhi, instead of consoling her and advising her to brave
the situation, asked her to rejoice. When we looked at him with some surprise, he said,
A satyagrahi has not only to steel his heart for any suffering which comes as a consequence of his or her satyagraha
but in addition he or she must welcome the same as a blessing and rejoice at it. The sufferings of good and honest
people is the price we have to pay for fighting all evil. The more such people suffer, the nearer they bring the good to
be achieved. Violence perpetuates itself and multiplies suffering while nonviolent suffering reduces the area of violence
and to that extent creates an atmosphere for peaceful living. Nonviolent battle, or a struggle for truth based on ahimsa is
not a battle to conquer or subjugate the opponent but to create an atmosphere for living in peace in order to help mutual
progress.

I wonder if this approach of rejoicing at all voluntary suffering in the cause of establishing truth through
ahimsia suffering instead of inflicting it in retaliation on the opponent is akin to saying that one should go on
reducing the area of pain and suffering by welcoming it through joy.
In another context, Gandhi has described the path of a satyagrahi as the path of heroism. He said in Gujarati,
“Aa to veerona marg chhe.”\fn{Untranslated:H}
*
The Congress session at Ahmedabad in December 1921 was noted for two important decisions. One was the
determination to prepare Bardoli taluka\fn{Region} in Gujarat for an all-out full-fledged Civil Disobedience
movement. It was to be a follow-up of the Non-Cooperation Movement initiated by the Nagpur session of the
Congress in December 1920.
The other decision was to enroll 50,000 pledged volunteers throughout India to take up the challenge thrown
by the governments of the U.P. and Bengal declaring volunteer organizations illegal.
Here I am concerned with the text of the pledge of the intending Congress volunteers. Gandhi himself had
drafted the pledge. Among other clauses, the one most important was that regarding ahimsa-nonviolence. In
substance, it said:
“I shall observe ahimsa-nonviolence—in thought, word and deed.”
Some others and I thought that such a pledge demanded too much from a Congress volunteer. We thought of
discussing it with Gandhi; we went to him and told him that one could not take such a vow conscientiously as it
would be impossible to observe it, especially the one relating to “ahimsa in thought”.
Gandhi listened to us and then explained to us as to what the vow meant and how he would not omit the
stipulation regarding “ahimsa, in thought”. We told him that we could promise not to be violent in action since we
could control karmendriyas—tools of action; we could also control the tongue from using violent words; but, we
said, how could we vouch that violent thoughts about the British rulers would not enter our minds?
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Gandhi emphasized that a vow did not and could never mean that one was immediately capable of observing
the same in letter and spirit. A pledge was the conscious determination of an individual to see that he would then
onwards make the highest effort to observe the vow, so that he would not encourage the mind to go the wrong
way.
We were all satisfied with his meaning of taking a vow and how it was a determined decision of the will to
change the course of thinking, speaking, acting in a new direction as different from the one which was already
being followed.
*
The next time I had occasion to meet Gandhi by myself was again in Yeravda jail in 1922. I was about to be
released in December 1922 at the end of my term. At my request Gandhi agreed to a clandestine meeting I
managed to arrange with the help of the convict-warders, some of whom happened to be Kannada-speaking.
It was about the third week of December. It was around lunch time when there were no senior or “white”
officers in the vicinity. Gandhi agreed to the meeting. He stood at a distance of about ten feet from me, within the
barbed wire compound in which he was confined and I stood at the gate of my jail enclosure in the Separate Yard
with another political prisoner named Malebannur Satyawant. To the best of my memory, the following
conversation took place:
Diwakar: Gandhiji, as I am going out on the expiry of my sentence by the end of this month, I was desirous of
meeting you for a message. You know that we are meeting against jail rules.
Gandhi: Yes, but we need not fear at all in any way. We have met and are willing to pay the penalty!
Diwakar: Gandhiji, the social conditions in which we are living in Karnataka it seems very difficult for us to work in
the political field, if we take up the cause of removing untouchability very seriously. Even our own families would
throw us out. Briefly I may tell you a story of a Brahmin in a village near Hubli, my place. He was serving drinking
water to a few untouchable families who were not allowed to use the well. His wife would not admit him into the house
before he was “washed” and purified so to say by her and his clothes got changed while he was still beyond the
threshold.\fn{These are ceremonial ablutions to render the Brahmin religiously pure after he or she has been in contact
with non-Brahmins; they are believed to be required by certain Hindu Scriptures:H } He, to his credit, stuck to his duty
to the untouchables, and kept two separate sets of clothes. He went through the ordeal all the time, set by his own lifemate! What do you think we should do?
Gandhi: That only means that you do not feel as seriously and as intimately for the cause of the untouchables as you
feel for the struggle for freedom. I must tell you that the cause of untouchables is as important as that of swaraj. What
is swaraj worth if we do not remove the stigma of untouchability? So, you ought to give equal importance to both,
taking all the risks.
Diwakar: Dear Mahatmaji, some of the political leaders, who are now out, have started talking about entering the
legislatures, though the scope for work through them is rather limited.
Gandhi: Those who have no faith in “direct action” are bound to favor going into legislatures. But it is my firm
conviction that swaraj would never come through work in legislatures. Nothing worthwhile has ever been achieved
without “direct action”.
Diwakar: Whenever there is no “direct action” some of the leaders and even Congress workers are not attracted by
the constructive programme.
Gandhi: I know that many are not enthusiastic about constructive activities. They do not realize that nation- building
through constructive programmes is as important as any other political activity. Moreover, constructive work among the
people, especially in the villages, brings us into direct contact with the people and they get educated and attracted
towards the Congress and its aims and objects.
Diwakar: I think you are dividing your time between reading and the charkha.
Gandhi: The more I spin the more I am convinced of the potency of the charkha. I feel its importance is ever
growing on me and with me! Apart from its other values, it has almost a spiritual value for me like prayer. I think those
of you who are simple imprisonment prisoners have been given charkhas on request.
Diwakar: Certainly, we have them and our spinning has improved a lot. Dear Mahatmaji, I hope I have your
permission to convey to friends outside your views as understood by me. Of course, that cannot be done officially, I
know. Profound pranams, and I am extremely grateful for the gracious act of giving me this opportunity of meeting you
here under such a difficult situation. Namaskar.

Later on, I published a small booklet, What Mahatmaji Thinks Today. The Bombay Chronicle, a powerful
English daily of Bombay, noticed it and incorporated its contents in its leading article; of course, without
mentioning the source.
*
In the course of the great unrivalled struggle for swaraj, Karnataka played its part. It was known as Gandhi
province after Gujarat. In the 1930-31 satyagraha campaign, a No-tax movement was launched in Ankola taluka
of North Canara District, in which the Nadavar and Vakkal peasants played a heroic part.
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At the same time, owing to the failure of crops and economic distress, the peasants of Sirsi and Siddapur
talukas in the same district and Hirekerur taluka of Dharwad District had to take to withholding taxes on account
of the coercive measures adopted by revenue officials. The officials wrongly alleged that the peasants in Sirsi,
Siddapur and Hirekerur had also joined the No-taxers of Ankola.
On March 5, 1931 the Gandhi-Irwin Pact was signed.\fn{ This was a political truce signed by Gandhi and Lord Irwin (then
Viceroy of India), in which the British Government agreed to withdraw all ordinances and end prosecutions; release all political prisoners,
except those guilty of violence; permit peaceful picketing of liquor and foreign cloth shops; restore confiscated properties of the
satyagrahis; permit free collection or manufacture of salt by persons near the sea-coast; and withdraw all ordinances issued by the Raj
which imposed curbs on the activities of the Indian National Congress. In exchange the I.N.C. agreed to at least temporarily discontinue
their civil-disobedience movement. In addition the Viceroy promptly ordered the unconditional release of Gandhi and all members of the
Congress Working Committee:W/H} The Government of India was perhaps eager to facilitate the participation of the

Congress in the Round Table Conference of Indian leaders in London.
On that morning or the following, however, a posse of police marched to my residence in Dharwad with a
search warrant. I was surprised and showed them a telegram I had received from Delhi stating that a pact had been
signed at the highest level. The police officer, however, said that unless they had counter-orders to stop taking
action, they had to do their duty. They searched my old papers and latest letters. Of course, they found nothing. I
learnt later that the same day they had searched the houses of three or four more Karnataka leaders whom they
suspected to have instigated the No-tax movement. It was rumored that they wanted to cook up a case of
conspiracy on the basis of our cross-correspondence.
However, the historic Pact had posed a problem for me as I had been mainly responsible for the No-tax
campaign, along with some other colleagues. We had declared that the Ankola No-tax campaign was a political
one and had to be suspended according to the terms of the Pact.
But how could we ask the peasants of the other three talukas to pay the heavy land revenue dues? And since
there was a failure of crops—we had a regular survey made and a report prepared by an influential committee—
from what sources could they pay?
I decided to seek Gandhi’s advice. I went to Nadiad in Gujarat almost immediately after seeking an
appointment with him. Time was running out and the coercive measures of the government were continuing. On
March 13, 1931 I met him at Nadiad.
On account of the heat and incessant traveling Gandhi was resting, with a wet towel on his forehead, if I
remember rightly. He welcomed me all the same.
Though the question of the peasants who had withheld taxes was the main purpose for which I had gone to
Nadiad, the terms and language of the recent Pact were also on my mind. I began by saying,
“Gandhiji, kindly excuse me for observing that the terms of the recent Pact with Lord Irwin, as published in
the newspapers, seem to be rather humiliating to the Congress.” He asked me which clauses or terms I thought
humiliating. I quoted a few sentences that had struck me as being not very dignified for the Congress. He
immediately said:
Diwakar, do you know that many of the clauses including those you have indicated were drafted by me? Don’t you
see that the greatest gain in the whole affair is that the Congress has been recognised and has secured the political status
of the main negotiating party with the British government in India. We need not mind minor phrases used here and
there.

Then, of course, I told him about the predicament of the peasants who had perforce taken to the No-tax
campaign under distressful circumstances and how they were unjustifiably exposed to harsh and coercive
measures. Gandhi said,
“You should tell them to continue and carry on till the distress [dis]continues and the grievances are removed.”
He asked me to keep him informed of the developments, so that he might be able to help them by taking up
things at the highest level at Simla. As he suggested, I kept on informing Gandhi about our local efforts to stop
coercive measures such as attachment of property, cattle, and so on. Gandhi’s efforts with the Simla authorities
also helped.
At last, the Revenue Commissioner, Mr. Smart, issued orders to stop coercive measures against those who
were unable to pay. This was later known as the Smart-Diwakar Agreement. Gandhi’s alertness, mastery of details
and pursuit of them to the last point is obvious in this as well as in several other such cases. Gandhi was definitely
instrumental in reaching some relief to the peasants of North Canara. It is evident that he had taken up the matter
with Simla authorities. The following letter is proof of it.
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Borsad. May 3, 1931
Dear Diwakar,
I have your letter. You say that the Commissioner had postponed the date of the payment of the second installment
to May 15th. I do not see that date in the Commissioner’s letter quoted by you. In any event I do not want to write
anything at present in Young India. But I will write to the Government as soon as I find it necessary and it is
unnecessary just now to say anything whilst Syt. Otikodi is conferring with the Commissioner. Please keep me
regularly informed of the position, making use of the wire whenever necessary.
M. K. Gandhi

*
I was sentenced to three years imprisonment in 1932 for a seditious article in Karmaveer in connection with
the No-tax campaign. I was released in 1935, somewhat shattered in health. Gandhi had suspended the Civil
Disobedience Movement in 1934. If I remember correctly he had restricted satyagraha to himself alone!
Immediately on release I had the problem of relief for the suffering peasants of North Canara on account of the
No-tax campaign. Following a general survey, we found that there were 800 peasant families that badly needed
help, especially in the case of peasants of areca nut and coconut gardens. Not only were their lands confiscated,
even their homes had been confiscated! Usually they lived in the gardens themselves. It was no exaggeration to
say that they were now on the streets.
Bombay, which was always in the forefront of every struggle Gandhi led, was generous in helping such
humanitarian causes. D. P. Karmarkar and I camped in Bombay for a while and the ever helpful S. K. Patil,
Secretary of the Bombay Congress Committee, came forward to help us. Sardar Patel who was in Bombay to
collect funds for the farmers of Gujarat also helped us. Newspapers wrote feelingly in favor of the cause of the
suffering peasants in Karnataka.
It struck me to approach Gandhi for help. Gangadharrao and I decided to meet him. When we told Gandhi, he
immediately said that he had a small sum of Rs 3,000 which he would hand over as it was earmarked for such
purposes. But he was, as a precautionary measure, not in favor of organizing any relief operations as such on
behalf of the Congress. He said that he was not against providing relief, but that it should be done in a private and
personal capacity. Otherwise, he said, sufferers would be demoralized and they would begin to hanker after relief
indiscriminately. This, he said, was really degrading from the point of view of the dignity of voluntary suffering.
His observations were quite true. Still it was not possible for the Karnataka Congress, at that stage, to stop
collecting funds and extending relief to the sufferers.
Real relief to the worst sufferers who had lost lands as well as houses came very late, in 1937-38 after the
Congress came to power in the province of Bombay as a result of elections to provincial legislatures under the
Government of India Act of 1935.
Judged by high moral standards, what Gandhi opined was true and unexceptionable. But the Sardar himself,
the right-hand man of Gandhi, was openly organizing relief, taking into consideration the desperate condition of
peasant sufferers in Gujarat.
In another instance, during the classic Bardoli satyagraha against increase of land-tax in 1928, many had
complained to Gandhi that Sardar’s volunteers were working in Bardoli under false names, evading arrests, not
wearing khadi\fn{Clothes made out of natively-spun cloth} and so on. Gandhi listened to all such complaints and many
more, not approvingly but silently. He once laughingly remarked,
“That is Sardar’s satyagraha!” The Sardar had full command of the Bardoli struggle and he had told Gandhi
himself,
“We shall call you to Bardoli only when we need you.”
*
I met Gandhi again in Bombay in early January 1932 at a camp of some prominent Karnataka workers like Dr.
N.S. Hardiker of the Hindustani Seva Dal and Kamaladevi Chattopadhyay. Gandhi had returned in December
1931 from the Round Table Conference in London. The British authorities, both in India and London, had
succeeded in demonstrating that Gandhi and the Congress were not the sole representatives of India. By inviting
to the Conference several others speaking in different voices, they had achieved their objective of “Divide and
Rule.”
Gandhi even while abroad had been kept informed of the several breaches by the government of the GandhiIrwin Pact, by Sardar Vallabhbhai and others. When the Working Committee of the Congress met in Mani
Bhavan, Bombay, in the beginning of January 1932, Gandhi convinced the members that there was no other
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honorable way for the Congress but to resume civil disobedience. It had been suspended on signing the GandhiIrwin Pact on March 5, 1931. As was usual with Gandhi, after passing a resolution in the Working Committee for
resumption of the struggle, he wrote a convincing letter to the Viceroy justifying the resumption of civil
disobedience, if the government did not recant and relent.
Anxious to know the future policy of the Congress and also to meet Gandhi, a few prominent Congress
workers of Karnataka, who were already in Bombay, invited Gandhi on December 31, 1931 to our camp in the
office of the Hindustani Seva Dal there. We were about 50. After some general talk, someone asked Gandhi a very
important question about nonviolence and our struggle for swaraj. The question was:
“Is there a single instance in the whole history of mankind in which a nation has won its freedom by
nonviolent means?”
In the mind of the questioner as well as in the minds of many of us, there lurked a doubt that nonviolence
might not succeed. Gandhi immediately assumed a serious mood and looking at all of us intently, shot back in a
ringing tone,
“We are writing new history.”
This was four days ahead of Gandhi’s arrest on January 4, 1932 from the terrace of Mani Bhavan, where he
had pitched a tent to sleep in the open. August 15, 1947, the day of our Independence, was yet 15 years away, and
three more nonviolent battles had yet to be fought. Gandhi’s faith in satyagraha really “moved mountains” in this
case.
At the same meeting, when we had relaxed a little, the discussion centered around the satyagraha of Prahlad
against his tyrannical father Hiranyakashipu. It is a mythological story, no doubt. But like the story of
Harishchandra, the story of Prahlad also had perhaps crossed Gandhi’s mind. There the Divinity worshipped by
Prahlad intervened and destroyed his demoniac father. At any rate, satyagraha, nonviolent resistance without illwill against the evil-doer, did succeed in the story of Prahlad. Gandhi while departing from our meeting said to us,
“If the struggle restarts,”—he wanted to wait for the Viceroy’s reply to his letter—“I hope Karnataka will
respond as before.” We assured him about it and told him that Karnataka was already known as Gandhi province.
*
Hudli, a few kilometers from the city of Belgaum, is a small village. It was the rural headquarters of
Gangadharrao Deshpande. He was a bit of a landlord of the place. On joining Gandhi in the struggle for freedom
he had turned the village into a khadi centre and created an ashram-like atmosphere there. In 1937 he had invited
the Gandhi Seva Sangh to meet at Hudli from April 16 to 21.
Seth Jamnalal Bajaj, a shrewd and successful businessman of Wardha, had cast his lot with Gandhi from 1920,
the year of the Nagpur session of the Congress. His devotion to Gandhi as to a great spiritual leader, matched
equally his dedication to the several programmes of constructive work that were placed before the country by the
Mahatma. But one more important trait of Jamnalalji was his concern for dedicated workers in the field. In fact,
even in 1921, he financially supported some lawyers who had suspended their legal practice at the call of noncooperation with the government.
Immediately after the Non-Cooperation Movement, several workers in the country had completely dedicated
themselves to Congress work, which was in those days wholly initiated by Gandhi. Jamnalalji thought there
should be a kind of informal group called the Gandhi Seva Sangh which could meet occasionally to strengthen a
feeling of brotherhood. Gandhi agreed to the proposal and Rajendra Prasad and others okayed the idea. Informally
Jamnalalji thought of supporting some workers financially also to a limited extent.
I was a member of the Gandhi Seva Sangh for some years and as such I attended the meet at Hudli. Gandhi, of
course, was there at Hudli. He had a warm corner in his heart for Cangadharrao. Some other leaders who attended
the conference were: Sardar Patel, Rajaji, Jamnalalji, and some Gandhian leaders from other provinces. But the
atmosphere was not that of an organized conference but one of a meeting of friends, a milan—a friendly meet. It
encouraged a free exchange of thoughts and feelings on important issues.
One of the important issues was to consider the allegation of Subhas Chandra Bose, that the Gandhi Seva
Sangh was being used by Gandhi and other Congress leaders for political purposes and for consolidating
Gandhian workers. It was well-known that Subhas did not see eye to eye with Gandhi on certain important policy
matters. .
Some of us felt that we need not care for such farfetched allegations since the Gandhi Seva Sangh members
were working in several non-political fields openly. But Gandhi, who was very sensitive about such matters,
advised the Sangh not to expand and to gradually shrink down to a small committee. This the Sangh did to meet
the allegation, however ill-founded.
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The second important issue was participation in the working of the Government of India Act of 1935. It
promised Provincial Autonomy to a certain extent.
Most of us knew that Gandhi did not believe in the advent of real swaraj through legislatures, planned and
projected by British politicians. So, full scale participation was rejected out of hand by all of us. But the question
arose as to whether the Congress should ignore the elections altogether. Rajaji argued in his own faultlessly
logical way:
“Franchise is going to be extended to about three crores of voters.\fn{About 30,000,000 people; at first only 5,000,000
people were allowed to vote under the 1919 Government of India Act:W } Should the Congress not seize the opportunity to
educate the electorate about the aims and objects of the Congress?”
That point went home and Gandhi opined that all other matters regarding the 1935 Act might be considered
later. For the present they should think only of elections for purposes of conveying the Congress message to the
electorate, be it ever so limited.
After this close association and friendly exchange of ideas, we dispersed on April 21.
*
The second world war broke out in September 1939. Germany attacked Poland, Belgium and Scandinavian
countries. Britain and France declared war on Germany on September 3. On that occasion, overwhelmed by the
bloodbath launched by warring nations, I wrote a longish letter to Gandhi making a plea for organizing a worldarmy of nonviolent men and women to stem the tide of such violent wars. It ran as follows:
Hubli 6.9.’39
My Dear Bapu,
I read your statement issued after you saw the Viceroy. The humanitarian sentiments expressed are absolutely noble
and high-pitched. You seem to be convinced that Hitler is unjust in waging the war. But looking to the preparedness of
all others, war was an inevitability, whether a Hitler begins or somebody else.
However, that is not my point. I am straying.
Is there no hope for nonviolence? I ask. I fear there is none, unless it is as organized as violence. It is likely to
remain merely as a noble sentiment, and what sentiment is nobler than nonviolence or love—unless it is doggedly
pitched against the “brute in man” which seems to be ever-active. We see blood today but the preparation to shed it
without compunction (and remorse) has been always there. Everybody has been contributing to it and taking part in it
and all have been dragged to the tragic catastrophe. Unless nonviolence works in an organized manner steadily and
throughout and opposes every preparation for war and slaughter and destruction there seems to be no hope. This is just
like trying to stop a Hindu-Muslim riot when the preparations have been going on unabated. Your idea of a peace-army
which you projected in this behalf at Delang (at a meeting of Gandhi Seva Sangh) did not take shape. That means
people and we of the Sangh were not evolved enough to take it up. Possibly you are a few centuries ahead of the
present humanity, provided we are progressing from brute, through man to divinity.
But can something be done now? Yes. Even now those who are for prevention of all war ought to organize
themselves and throw themselves in between the belligerents at the risk of their lives. There is nothing wrong in this.
What do the belligerents themselves do? Do they not throw themselves against each other at the risk of their lives
ultimately to secure peace? Possibly their method is more costly and uncertain than this—if this is well-organized.
What would be the result of such a step?
The warriors would either shoot down such intruders or take them alive and shut them up in prisons. Either way, a
nonviolent army would have done its duty. In the first case, they would have done their duty. In the first case, they
would have died in the cause of peace exposing the brutality of men in killing or imprisoning armless men, still further.
In the second case, they would have been physically incapacitated to act against violence and they would have no moral
responsibility of the violence perpetuated by warring nations in spite of them.
The third possibility is that the belligerents would be moved to come to terms between themselves—that however
would be the greatest triumph. That is possible only when these soulless governments that wage wars are overwhelmed
by the people who have souls and who would not go to war if they rightly understood what it really was.
But all this will have to be done on an international scale and that would obviously be very difficult when every
nation has been put on war-footing and communication and movement is so difficult. Well, if this is not possible,
shedding tears in secret for some days at the Armageddon and then cynically looking upon the slaughter till the mad
fury exhausts itself would be the only course! My humble soul cannot see anything beyond this.
Now as regards the Congress and its attitude—you have given no lead in your statement and that is possibly a
deliberate policy as you may not like to encourage a free discussion at the Working Committee. It is definite that the
Working Committee would not be in a mood to listen to any proposals of the kind discussed above. Some kind of
bargaining spirit direct or indirect is likely to prevail.
The Congress or even India today has the power to obstruct the British Government in its fight against Germany and
to that extent alone it can help it, if it withdraws its opposition and says “Well, go on.” Possibly the Viceroy expects
that there should be no opposition though he flatters us and says we can help. He must be fearing that the opposition
would be fierce if the Congress sets its face against war. This analysis of his mind is an inference from his actions as
reported in the papers.
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Well, whatever be the Viceroy’s attitude, what should we do? If we are to be consistent with nonviolence and carry it
into international affairs, we should try to organize as indicated above. If that is not possible as the highest cannot
always be possible, India can express its fullest sympathy with Poland and help it with men and money so far as some
relief is concerned.
At the same time it can say that the British Government must participate in India’s defense to the greatest possible
extent even militarily. Otherwise the Congress will forfeit its claim to protect people in times of danger. But even here
the Congress ought not to co-operate unless the people here are given the initiative and direction in this matter.
Otherwise there will be exploitation galore as before and our willingness would be harnessed as one more lever.
Regarding help to England beyond the borders of India, it is really a difficult problem. Whether we will it or not,
cooperate or not, they are going to carry every Indian man and money to the greatest possible extent. This may not be
directly an imperialistic war but it will certainly strengthen the grip of imperialism on all slave nations if England
succeeds. Even here, I think the Congress should straightaway put it (declare) that without control and direction in
defense it is not in a position to cooperate. Where is the meaning in the cooperation of a slave? If India is to help at all
or cooperate consciously as a nation, no other position is possible except the one indicated. A war cabinet with a
predominantly popular element is the necessary condition for any help by India.
R.R. Diwakar

My pleading was, if at any time in the future wars of the type which had just broken out were to be avoided or
confronted, nonviolence would have to be organized on as big a scale and as efficiently as Hitler had done.
Gandhi replied to my letter briefly. He said that I was right in thinking of an efficient nonviolent army. But he
added that it would have to be of a different type trained to die bravely without killing! The organization would
obviously have to be a voluntary one and based on the moral issues of satya and ahimsa.
Today, however, quite contrary is the case with the recruited soldier in the armies of nations. He is hired and
trained to kill and destroy without being injured or killed.
Long after Gandhi’s passing away Vinoba Bhave had some proposals for an army for peace as an activity of
the United Nations Organization.
*
The second world war started in 1939. The Government of India was drawn into it automatically as a limb of
the British Empire. The elected Congress Governments ruling in eight out of eleven provinces were neither
consulted nor taken into confidence. They resigned on account of that arbitrary action of the Government of India
in pushing the country into war against Germany.
Gandhi as one who was the apostle of ahimsa and truth could not even dream of India joining the war
willingly, even though he believed that Hitler was an aggressor. However, Gandhi’s innovative genius helped him
out of the dilemma. Moreover, while he was particular in preserving the identity of the Congress as wedded to
nonviolence in its struggle for swaraj, he had natural hesitancy in embarrassing the opponent, in this case the
Government of India, while it was under serious stress.
Gandhi advised the Congress in 1940 to take to individual satyagraha as war-resisters. A pledge was devised
saying,
I resist all wars and all wars must be resisted non-violently.

Only select Congressmen were asked to defy the law and court imprisonment openly. Gandhi chose Vinoba as
the first satyagrahi in that campaign. It came to be called individual satyagraha or “quality” satyagraha. Gandhi
took the responsibility of inspecting the lists of proposed satyagrahis prepared by the Provincial Congress
Committees.
On behalf of Karnataka Province, Smt Krishnabai Panjikar of Dharwad took the first list of 130 persons to
Sevagram for approval by Gandhi. She was the Vice-President of the Provincial Congress Committee. She
requested me to accompany her.
We met Gandhi who was in a happy mood. He asked us if we knew the listed persons. We told him we knew
every one of them. He asked me if Karnataka would respond adequately. I said,
“There need not be any doubt about it.”
He passed the whole list. I asked for his blessings to Karnataka. I too joined the individual satyagrahis from
Karnataka and was sent to Nasik Jail to serve my sentence of one year. In that campaign of individual satyagraha
about 30,000 courted arrest and imprisonment throughout India. Some who had short sentences of a few months,
offered satyagraha again and again!
*
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The second world war in 1942 was knocking at the north-eastern threshold of India. The Congress was at the
crossroads on the question of cooperation with the rulers in defense of India against the invading Japanese. The
Congress would cooperate honorably with the rulers only if they cooperated by giving real power to India at that
juncture.
But the British would not concede that demand. Gandhi differed from the leaders in the Working Committee.
He believed that only free India would be able to fight the foe, be it the British or the Japanese. Ultimately the
Congress had to join hands with Gandhi if a final showdown in the form of a mass movement was to be the only
honorable way left.
The All India Congress Committee met at Gowalia Tank in Bombay on August 7-8, 1942 to take a final
decision. It was in Bombay that the Congress was born in 1885. It dreamt of being one day the Parliament of
India, as the invitation letter sent to members indicated.
The call for the last battle for freedom by the Congress in India went forth from the same place. Gandhi’s last
battle of life against the Satanic rule of the British began there. His clarion call to countrymen to “Do or Die” for
Independence and his command to foreign rulers to Quit India was issued on August 8,1942. I was sitting just
near the dais from which Gandhi sounded the bugle for people’s war against their despotic rulers.
I passed on a piece of paper to Gandhi for a message to Karnataka. He wrote in Hindi in his own hand, signed
it, dated it and returned it to me. In English it read:
“I look forward to Karnataka playing its role in the impending sacrifice for swaraj.”
Gandhi called the impending final struggle “a yagna”, a sacrifice.
What a sacrifice it was! The call was, as it were, for poornahuti or the last oblation in the fire of the final
battle!
It did prove to be the last battle in Gandhi’s warlike career and the final unarmed fight for India’s freedom.
Gandhi’s message inspired us in Karnataka and we used it to the full by taking out thousands of copies in
Kannada written in my own hand. I went underground for two long years, and at Gandhi’s call courted arrest only
on August 9, 1944 at Hubli. I was sentenced to one year’s imprisonment as an “absconder”!
*
It was about 10.30 p.m. on August 8,1942 when Gandhi ended his peroration at the Gowalia Tank meeting in
Bombay. But there was speculation that Gandhi would not be allowed by government this time to lead the new
movement of civil disobedience. We were told the next day that Balasaheb Kher of Bombay had conveyed a
message to that effect to Gandhi. Before we dispersed after the meeting, we learnt that the Working Committee of
the Congress was going to meet that night, to draft a plan for direct action of civil revolt.
At any rate, Gandhi may have thought that there would be time enough for him to write to the Viceroy as usual
on such occasions and wait for his reaction. That explains why no programme of action was issued.
But that was not to be. Before the next day (August 9) dawned, not only Gandhi but all the members of the
Working Committee and many other Congress leaders present in Bombay were arrested and sent to different
prisons. Gandhi’s call to “Do or Die” had sent a thrill of new resolve throughout India. But for a moment no one
knew “What to Do and How to Die”! The indication was, however, clear that every Indian was to feel free to act
on his own to shake off slavery, subject to the avowed discipline of nonviolence.
Sometime later I learnt about some discussions the leaders had had with Gandhi earlier. One of the participants
had questioned him if he would stop the movement as in 1922 if there was violence somewhere in India. To that
he had positively said No!
Imagining that the Congress Working Committee must have met at night and some programme of action might
have been decided upon, I awoke long before dawn on the 9 th and sped to meet Shankarrao Deo, a member of the
Working Committee, where he was staying nearby with Professor Gharpure. On the way, I heard the shrill vioces
of news-vendors that Gandhi had been whisked away to an unknown destination. I knocked at the door of
Professor Gharpure who welcomed me with a cup of tea and the news that Shankarrao had also been hustled
away.
I need not mention here how and why I decided to avoid arrest with a price of Rs. 5,000 on my head! That
story may come later in its own time with, what I think, valid reasons.
*
As Shankarrao Deo had been already arrested, I lost the last chance of knowing about the programme of action
contemplated by Gandhi or by the Congress Working Committee in pursuance of the call to “Do or Die” for
Freedom. One thing was obvious—the government seemed bent upon crushing the movement before it
developed.
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I was staying at R. A. Jahagirdar’s place at Chowpati in Bombay along with R. S. Hukerikar and Bindacharya
Burli of Dharwad. The first thing I thought of doing was to leave the place if I wanted to plan the next step under
the confused and embarassing situation. If we continued to stay we would be picked up by the police as I was sure
to be on their priority list. We knew that the police knew of our usual haunt in Bombay. So, we moved to Matunga
to Dr. Sadashiv Joshi’s place.
The next question was about the action in pursuance of the call to “Do or Die”. Kishorelal Mashruwala and
Kaka Kalelkar, who were supposed to be in the confidence of Gandhi, published their views and said that “no
violence to person was permitted” during the impending struggle. They were close to Gandhi, no doubt, but not in
political action, nor were they members of the Working Committee. Some people said that Rajendra Babu had
said that railway trains could be stopped and similar such obstructive tactics could be resorted to.
But on learning of the resolution to “Do or Die” and “Quit India”, and exasperated by the arrest of Gandhi and
his having been taken to an unknown destination, the people all over India did not wait for anybody’s direction
nor did they look or wait for leaders to guide them. A spontaneous unarmed revolt burst forth in the form of
attacks on government property, means of communication and centers of authority. The problem of what to do
solved itself!
But it created a problem for me. Was I to court arrest or try to meet my people and give some directions for
sustained action?
I decided to stay out, make Bombay my “underground headquarters” and have a Provincial Committee of five,
myself being the Secretary. We evolved a system of attacks on government property and administrative machinery
by small organized groups who had cover, with the connivance of the populace, urban and rural. I was on Aruna
Asaf Ali’s Central Committee also. When Jayaprakash Narayan jumped Hazaribagh Jail and came out, he became
a kind of guiding star for all of us for a time. When he studied the method of anti-government activities of the
Karnataka groups, he described it as “Karnataka Pattern” and recommended it to the whole of India.
Fortunately for Karnataka, Dr. Suryanath Kamat, the Chief Editor of Karnataka Gazetteer, has recently
published a book called Quit India Movement in Karnataka and I need not pursue here the story through two
years of my underground life, from August 9,1942 to August 9, 1944. I do not know if any other state in India has
published an authentic and documented account of the Unarmed Revolt of 1942-44. It has been noted by the
government as being as serious as the 1857 War of Independence! That was an armed revolt led by princes and
chiefs while this was by the whole populace and without arms.
*
I had to give Gandhi the background earlier for my going underground, since I was never expected to do so.
Nor am I temperamentally capable of bearing the strain and stress that that kind of life involves. However, I felt
all along that these subversive activities, and even going underground, were not strictly Gandhian. I seized,
therefore, the opportunity of contacting Gandhi through Devadas, his son, when Gandhi went on “Capacity Fast”
in the Aga Khan Palace, Pune, from February 10, 1943 to March 3, 1943. During the fast, only Devadas and a few
others had daily access to Gandhi.
I prepared a brief report of our anti-government activities in Karnataka and went to Pune. I gave the report to
Devadas and implored him to read it out to Bapu when he could and to let me know Bapu’s reaction. I need not
quote here the full report of about four pages which I gave to Devadas. Suffice it to say that I described the
confusion in the minds of workers—as to the form of action contemplated by Bapu and the Congress Working
Committee when they declared “Quit India” to the British rulers and called upon the country to “Do or Die” for
freedom. Though I was neither inclined nor capable of being an underground worker, I pleaded that I had to do it
in order to give some guidance and help to workers in Karnataka.
I described the activities that tried to obstruct the government in its administration, especially in the matter of
communication. But I emphasized that though violence to government property was aimed at and was inevitable,
our workers were warned to see that strictest possible precaution was taken to avoid even a semblance or threat of
violence to persons.
Devadas was kind enough to do the needful. He said Bapu listened to the full report and observed:
Violence to property was sure to lead to violence to person, sooner than later, by our workers or by the government.
Being underground and without necessary communication with workers, you will not be able to control the situation.

I could see clearly that violence even to property, in fact all sabotage activities as such, was not favoured by
Gandhi. I took this hint seriously and conveyed it to some leaders and workers. In fact, soon enough some of us
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set up an All-India Satyagraha Council with Sucheta Kripalani as chairperson and Annada Choudhary of Bengal
and myself as secretaries. A few others from other provinces joined us as members.
I explained Gandhi’s view to the Karnataka workers. From then on only open defiant action and civil
disobedience and courting imprisonment were resorted to in Karnataka. About 500 workers courted imprisonment
accordingly.
I continued to be underground to contact workers and convince them of Bapu’s views and tell them as to what
he expected us to do.
*
Gandhi was released on grounds of health from the Aga Khan Palace in Pune on May 6, 1944. He lived for
some days in Bombay at Juhu Beach in Sumati Morarji’s cottage in order to recoup. He gradually recovered and
was able to hold prayer meetings on the beach. I had continued to be underground even after we started an AllIndia Satyagraha Council. Our workers had started offering themselves for arrest by some kind of civil
disobedience or other. I was duty bound to do the same. But friends persuaded me not to be in a hurry to do so.
Taking advantage of the leisure I had started writing on satyagraha. It was certainly anomalous that I, an
underground worker, should be writing on so important a subject as satyagraha! But the book proved to be a
small but good and precise treatise on the subject. After my release later in 1945, Dr. Rajendra Prasad was good
enough to write a foreword to the book. He called it a Textbook on Satyagraha. Later, an abridged American
edition was published by Henry Regnery of the Humanist Library, called Satyagraha: The Power .of Truth. The
other book I wrote during that period was Upanishads in Story and Dialogue; this has a foreword by the great
philosopher Dr. S. Radhakrishnan. I also wrote lndina Russia in Kannada, a translation of D. G. Tendulkar’s
Russia Today. These books were a byproduct of my underground life.
Writing was made possible by a close friend who kept at my I disposal a fifth-floor room at all times of the day
and night. No access to the room was available to anybody else. A Pathan guard had the key with him, under
orders not to allow anyone else but me to the room. This is by the way. I must, however, return to the story.
*
Gandhi’s release arid his sojourn at Juhu gave me again a splendid opportunity to seek his audience and
valuable advice.
Sarojini Naidu was in charge of controlling visitors to Gandhi, since he was still unable to stand the strain of
many visitors, though there was a great rush. I sent word to Sarojini Devi who had known me. She arranged a
meeting for me with Gandhi at the Juhu residence. She ushered me in the presence of Bapu who was just
spinning. I offered my Pranams and introduced myself. He greeted me, I should say, very affectionately and said,
“Oh, you underground,” I bowed once again and said,
“I am here for orders.” He smiled and said,
“I am not now your Commander, having been released on grounds of health.”
I reminded him how I had contacted him far back in February 1943 when he was fasting in the Aga Khan
Palace. I said that I had sent a full report of our subversive activities in Karnataka through Devadas who had then
access to him. I had a word of caution too from him how violence to property was bound to lead to violence to
life. As a consequence we had suspended all those activities and started a Satyagraha Council. We switched over, I
told him, to open civil disobedience. He remembered the report, and said,
“You know my views. I am against all secrecy. Now you are free to do what your heart and head dictate.” I
bowed in reverence and took leave of him.
I could appreciate his clear and logical stand and unwillingness to give any “orders.” However convinced I was
by what Gandhi said to me when I met him at Juhu while I was still underground, I could not. but inform him in
writing the difficulties of the situation in which we found ourselves when no specific directions regarding “action”
were given by him in pursuance of the “Quit India” resolution, or by what could be called the High Command,
namely the Working Committee of the Congress. I reproduce the following letter which I wrote to Bapu as it
sheds light on the predicament we had to face:
Bombay 17.5 ’44
My Dear Bapu,
I have already sent a brief report of the movement in Karnataka along with a printed copy of Karnataka in Revolt. I
am here stating a few things and some of my reactions.
Staying out during the movement and carrying it on was a big experience to me. I do not know if what I am writing
is going to be useful to you. But certainly it will help me if you go through it and guide me and my friends along.
I have tried my best both to be brief and accurate and this is the result. I hope this will give you a complete picture.
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I came to Bombay for the AICC session held on 7-8 th August 1942 prepared to be arrested there, or immediately on
return. So, while starting I had even transferred all accounts in my name to other persons’ name. I happened to be the
Sole Trustee of a concern, hence the precaution.
Immediately after all of you had been arrested, some important Congress workers from Karnataka who stayed over
in Bombay for a day or two met. They decided, almost as a matter of course, that the provincial office of Karnataka
should be set up there in Bombay. I think I was mainly instrumental in coming to that decision. This was our reaction to
the government decision to shatter our organization. The government technique is now obvious. Before the movement
can be set up on its legs, they would pick up those who matter, seize the instruments of organization and the means of
communication, cut off the link between the leader and the led and then smother ruthlessly everything else likely to
create momentum or everyone who may begin organized work. Unless and until we find and work out a countertechnique, we may not succeed fully. Each man should act correctly. But that stage is not going to come for a long time.
Some kind of organization, be it of small decentralized knots of men and women working among the masses,
determined to carry out certain set programmes calculated to bring about a deadlock may be necessary. A sanction will
have to be created for such bodies by the Congress in normal times, if at all such times are going to return, or such a
sanction may have to be forged even as we are working along.
To revert to my story. I had no idea that I should remain out. In fact, I and my friends imagined that I was incapable
of such a feat for any length of time. But some friends did press me to stay on, as far as possible, and help them. Within
a few days, the government issued notices for some of us to appear and surrender. This acted as a challenge. I thought,
who is this government to declare like that? Simply because they are physically strong and capable, should people walk
into their net? They are nothing more than goondas.\fn{Thugs:H} If one feels one is useful outside the jail, why not
continue till such time as one is useful and till people give shelter? That was the psychology.
When we stayed out without courting jail, we saw that it was impossible to do anything without resort to some kind
of privacy or secrecy. If it was a matter of going straight to jail, it was the easiest thing for me to do. One may say that
if a crore go to jail, government would be on its knees. That again is a theoretical proposition. The government would
not send a crore to jail. They would send the organizing type of men to jail. They would hold in check others by the
lathi and the rifle.
Let me take the instance of broadcasting your message to Karnataka given on 8 th August 1942 in your own hand.
It was a problem how to propagate it. No newspaper would publish it, no press would print it. It could be broadcast
only by resorting to methods which would keep things beyond the knowledge of the police. Blocks were made of it.
Presses that would print it without putting their names were approached and thus it was widely broadcast. It had a
marvelous and sustaining effect. I know you would say, it was not worth doing, if it could not be done openly. That is
true in a sense. But then if I had tried it, I could not have gone beyond the stage of an attempt to broadcast it and would
have been behind the bars for only the attempt. That means, I could not have proceeded beyond a symbolic
broadcasting. That would have had no propaganda value either, as possibly even the news of the message would have
been suppressed.
I agree that things ought to be done openly and that is the best way to create fearlessness. But under certain
circumstances and if at all things have to be done, some clear limits may be laid down beyond which secrecy should not
be resorted to. Under Ordinance Raj and D.I.R., one cannot dispense wholly with privacy or secrecy in the preparatory
stage if one is to act and do something before straight going to jail. I do not here minimize the importance of going to
jail. But I feel it is not sufficient especially, because it requires the cooperation of the government to complete that
programme. They refuse to cooperate beyond a certain limit. All cannot compel the government to send them to jail.
The government resorts to the lathi or the rifle.
So I stayed on. I was always asking myself three questions: (a) Am I afraid of jail? The reply was No. How can jail
have terror for me who had spent about eight years in good and bad jails at different times, and some years when jaillife was very hard and there was no classification? Nor would people think that I was keeping out for fear. (b) Was I
more useful outside than if I were in jail? I may say I was more useful. But the real reply must come from the hundreds
of workers who worked with me at that time. (c) Was there demoralization among workers on account of my being out?
My reply is, No. That was because, this time workers knew that those who stayed out of jail and carried on action were
really running a far greater risk than those who went to jail. Moreover they felt that they required the guidance of men
like me. They would insist that I should not go in for the sake of courting jail.
But possibly, my trying to remain out influenced me in not trying to dissuade workers from evading arrest, after they
had done some action. It became a part of the technique of dislocation activities to go on doing things without being
arrested. This was successful till the people at large were not terrorized. But after that the groups of workers began to
be isolated. That was the time when we stopped those activities altogether and then took to only open defiant acts of the
civil disobedience type.
It may be recalled that the movement was more organized, persistent, and continuous for a greater length of time in
Karnataka than anywhere else. It is said that civil authorities reported to the government that they could not go into
villages if military aid was not sent. So the government was forced to seek military aid. That was the limit to which
nonviolent resistance could go. Beyond that, it could not. Apart from Karnataka, some people generally say that
because there was some violence at some places and because there was some secrecy in certain matters, there was
demoralization and deterioration. To a point this is true. But this is not the whole truth. We ought not to cover up our
weakness by throwing the blame on violence and secrecy. There was no dislocation activity in 1930 or 1932
movements, still there was deterioration and demoralization. In 1940 Individual Satyagraha there was neither violence
nor secrecy, nor dislocation activity. Still there was demoralization. Very few were willing to go to jail repeatedly,
though you asked them to do so. What I mean is that the factors that go to bring in demoralization and deterioration are
not only violence or secrecy. There are a number of other factors also. I may enumerate them as follows:
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(1) Our fiber is weak. We are not yet willing to pay the price of freedom. (2) Since 1921, we have been thinking in
terms of suffering for a short period and then of the advent either of swaraj or some compromise with the government.
So, within six months of jail-life, all begin to talk of going out as a result of some miracle that you are going to bring
about. (3) We feel exhausted very soon. We are not yet capable of a sustained fight for years. We begin to hanker after
relaxation as if relaxation is our goal. (4) Our organizational strength is very poor. (5) The approach of most of us to
politics is sentimental and amateurish and we do not take it as a vital part of our life.
Some say that if we are absolutely non-violent, there would be no violence by government and consequently there
would be no demoralization that is due to fear. Again this is a half-truth. The government uses violence not because we
use it but because they have no other weapon. They know only that and nothing else.
Where is violence in processions, meetings and flag hoistings? But this time they straight began to shoot at all
processions and meetings. They did not wait for any provocation from our side. That we did not bow to their will was
sufficient provocation for them. There were a number of oral reports from the police that they had an all-out order for
firing at any time they felt necessary. That was the government “order of the day”.
All these factors ought to be taken into consideration when analyzing our demoralization and deterioration rather
than glibly saying that violence and secrecy alone were responsible for them.
Sometimes I asked some co-workers as to why they said that I should continue to stay out. They gave some reasons.
They said that my presence gave them moral strength, that they felt self—confident, that if an elderly person like me
were not there, there would be quarrels among them, that at critical times I had given firm decisions regarding nonviolence (banning the use even of dummy guns and dummy pistols) and so on. Possibly this was all a kind of
“rationalization” or “defense mechanism”. Possibly this is all a delusion. But there it is.
A word about the human material in Karnataka. One would not expect such splendid response from Karnataka, such
discipline, such sustained effort, such sacrifice if one saw the condition of the Provincial Congress Committee and
other committees. Just before the fight, there was no love lost among the top men and none seemed to take seriously the
impending storm. It is no small thing to demand that the biggest empire in the world give up its greatest possession.
And what was the preparation of Karnataka to back up such a demand? Still when the call was given, the province rose
as one man. This speaks for the splendid human material that is there. It is devotional, loyal, and disciplined.
Now a word as to how I am living and I have finished. Naturally a number of stories are current as to how
underground people live. But even in underground life, non-violence is a saving feature. The distrust and suspicion that
mar the life of the underground workers of other violent schools of thought are absent here.
It is well-known to the police that I live in Bombay and go about in hat and pants. They know my two “aliases” also.
Probably they have some letters in my handwriting.
In the beginning, when I was new to this life, I took too much care. But for the last whole year or so I am living in
the same place. Even before, I changed my residence only twice. I go for a walk morning and evening in frequented
places. I attend my office by day and go on foot through crowded localities and streets of Bombay. I see my people at
any time of the day. Many of our workers see me and have talks with me in the open maidan. I take my food with a
friend who is obliging enough for the whole of last year and more.
I take many precautions so that others may not be involved. Some wanted to see my place of residence, etc. which is
not known to too many.
I have fortunately kept my health and friends give me a compliment for the same.
That is the kind of life I am leading. I feel no strain as I live freely enough.
Now I want to conclude. I feel I have given a frank enough picture of my mind. What are my present thoughts? This
letter would not be complete without them.
As some others believe, swaraj may be had by violence. It may be had by group-action. But it could not be either for
the masses or by the masses. The masses will have to fight for their own rights over again.
If we wish to have swaraj for the masses, in which the masses will rule, and their interest will be predominant, it is
only they who ought to achieve it, and they can do it only by non-violent mass action, by a general strike, when they
would refuse to run the machinery of the government or help it in any way. So we must work on for that. Along with
this negative programme of not doing something or ceasing to do something, I feel the necessity of organising for a
parallel government wherever possible. That is a positive effort. Just as we selected areas for no-tax campaigns, we
must select areas for educating people to run their own government and act as if the British government did not exist
and at the same time their own government existed.
If not now, another struggle is indicated if we would have full swaraj. Even a half-baked compromise now is not
going to save us from a struggle sometime after the present war. We shall all be the better for securing rights after a
struggle than without it.
I have done. You will excuse me for the necessary trouble I am giving you. This is all for bettering myself and for
being more useful as a unit in this great society of human beings, under your unerring and noble guidance.
R.R. Diwakar
My Dear Bapu,
Your immediate reply [to act on my own] overwhelmed me. I did not wish you to take the trouble so soon in view of
your delicate health. All the same the reply is there, clear and sufficient for the purpose.
Now without expecting any more reply or communication from you I must inform you a few more things and bring
the story up-to-date.
About a month before your release—your release came very unexpectedly—I had begun to feel that the purpose for
which I was keeping out had already been served. The Karnataka Satyagraha Council, which came into existence
simultaneously with the All India Satyagraha Council, was carrying on open, defiant actions. From November 1943 to
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April 1944 more than 500 persons in the province voluntarily resisted openly and suffered penalties. But the
enthusiasm was waning. Most of the prominent leaders and workers that came out by that time, were of the opinion that
the open resistance should continue. But though I tried my best, I could not induce them to take the responsibility of
conducting the organization. It happened that our organization mostly consisted of underground workers, though they
were now engaged only in the preparation of the open defiant activities. They were, of course, assisted by a number of
overground workers.
I could easily see that the open defiant activities and the Satyagraha Council had a future only if the leaders and
workers that came out in the open took up the burden and carried on. Our ranks (underground workers) were naturally
thinning and we did not encourage any new men to go underground since the inception of the Satyagraha Council. Nor
could we carry on any other activity than the preparatory part of the open defiant activities. Thus it was inevitable that
we must come to the end of our tether if new overground people did not take up the work.
I met all important released workers and leaders, wrote to them, appealed to them to take up the burden so that all
the underground workers might keep themselves at their disposal. But for various reasons, none were willing to take up
the burden directly though most declared in favor of the open defiant activities and insisted that we ourselves should
carry on.
But there was a limit to our carrying on and that had been practically reached. So I had decided and informed my
colleagues that we must be prepared to offer ourselves and leave others to carry on if they wished to.
Annada Babu almost at the same time had also come to the same conclusion in his province and had written to me
that he was contemplating offering resistance and going to jail. But as we were part and parcel of an organization, we
did not take individual action and decided to place the whole matter before the meeting of the Council, on the 10 th May
1944. In the meanwhile you were released and that lent strength to our proposal.
Here I must make it clear that I am not one of those who believe that “keeping out” by itself is a defiant activity.
Mine is a clear evasion. It is neither defiance nor Satyagraha nor direct action. As I have already said, I kept out only to
be useful and helpful to those who were carrying on activities. Though I have a feeling that I have been useful and
helpful, it is for others to judge.
So far as I know, there is no charge against me. When the District Magistrate of Dharwad saw that I did not oblige
him by appearing openly, he issued a notice on or about the 24 th August 1942 that there was a warrant against me under
Sec. 26 D.I.R. and that I should appear within a month. I did not. Later, I am told, in 1944 again there was a similar
notice to appear within a month. There is a penalty of seven years for not appearing!
Recently I had consultations with Acharya [V.P.] Limaye and Mr. G. Ramachandran, both members of the
Satyagraha Council. They and some others whom I consulted seem to hold that we should wait till you decide upon
your programme and announce it, so that we may go in that programme, provided defiant activities have to continue in
one form or the other.
But somehow, I feel I should not wait indefinitely. I may not fix a date just now, but while trying to find new
elements to continue the open defiant activities in the province and elsewhere, I should prepare myself to take an early
opportunity to offer such resistance as I have been helping my friends to offer and face the consequences. This may
meet to a large extent the plea of friends not to be in a hurry.
R.R. Diwakar

Of course, I did not expect any new reply from Bapu. But we know that sometime later, he characterized the
whole of our struggle (1920-1942) as an “indifferent nonviolent action” meaning thereby that it lacked the aroma
of perfection. It may be relevant here to quote the remarks of Professor N.A. Nikam from the philosophical point
of view. He writes:
His [Gandhi’s] faith in non-violence remained unshaken in spite of all that happened during the Partition. He did not
agree that a non-violent rebellion was a programme of seizure of power; he said, “it is a programme of relationship
ending in a peaceful transfer of power.”
He said that secrecy was a sin in the application of non-violence and so he disagreed with those who believed in
underground activities, in secrecy and sabotage. Those who believed in underground activities during the “Quit India”
Movement, who took to secrecy and sabotage, argued with Gandhi thus:
“We grant secrecy and sabotage are violence. But we have found that a person who has had a schooling in our kind
of activity comes nearer to true non-violence than one who had no such experience.” Gandhi questioned them in reply:
“Would you say that a person who had a taste of vice was nearer to virtue than who had not?” But those who
believed in underground activity persisted in arguing:
“We admit that public opinion has veered round to your view … but you cannot expect everyone to become a
perfect being, which your method implies.”
“I agree,” said Gandhi; “that is why I launched forth with imperfect men.”

Professor Nikam further writes:
Is a consistency possible in the philosophy of Non-violence, between the truth which it is, and its application to
action? In other words, was Gandhi consistent? To understand this it is desirable that we look at a different problem.
Are Fear and Hatred translated into action so completely by a weapon that it gives us security against them? The
answer is, No. There is no weapon deadly enough, to protect us from Fear, and no weapon, it seems, is adequate to
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translate the Hatred of our enemies into action. Therefore, increase in the progressive discovery of new weapons is not
a success of violence but a failure. (Violence goes on breeding further violence ad infinitum.)
Likewise, the translation into action of the philosophy of Non-violence is not a completely realized possibility but it
is a completely possible human endeavor. The relevant point is not whether “perfect” non-violence is possible but
whether a “little” of it is not possible.
Gandhi said that he who believes in violence progressively “enlarges” the use of violence, while he who believes in
Non-violence may not achieve perfect non-violence but he “reduces” the sphere of violence progressively in his
thought and action. As the Gita says:
“Svalpamapi asya dharmasya trayate mahato bhayat.” (Even a little of the Dharma saves us from a dreadful
danger.)
“Perfect non-violence is impossible,” said Gandhi, “so long as we exist physically … Perfect non-violence whilst
you are inhabiting the body is only a theory like Euclid’s point or straight line, but we have to endeavor every moment
of our lives.”
The Gandhian philosophy does not have the consistency of a repetitive, mechanical system, whose course is
calculable and predictable; as there is no consistency of this sort in Gandhi, he cannot be accused of inconsistency.
“My aim is not to be consistent,” said Gandhi, “with my previous statements on a given question, but to be
consistent with truth as it may present itself to me at a given moment. The result is that I have grown from truth to
truth.”
There is inconsistency between truth and action only if truth does not actively function. Where would one look for
consistency in Gandhi when he had no plans or designs, nor even a thought for the future? The pursuit of truth by
Gandhi is the application of the same law to situations as and when they arose; and so the moral vigilance of the
Satyagrahi takes care of the step that the situation needs as it arises and so, the Gandhian philosophy has the maxim:
“one step enough for me”. The Gita says:
“Nahi asanyasta sankalpo yogi bhavati kaschana.” (He is not a yogi who has not renounced the strategy of plans
and designs in his actions.): the yogi, whose life is an adventure of the spirit, whose trust is in God. The Gita lives in
Gandhi.
“I do not want to foresee the future,” said Gandhi, “I am concerned with taking care of the present. God has given
me no control over the moment following.”

*
When I met Gandhi in May 1944 at Juhu, I had asked formally for “orders”. He too had said equally formally
that, he did not continue to be our Commander! But I knew in the heart of my hearts that his wish and view were
enough for me to act accordingly. So I had made up my mind to offer myself for arrest.
After recovery of his health at Juhu, Gandhi moved to Panchagani, a hill resort in the Sahyadri Hills, near
Bombay. Among the many who visited him there was a close associate of mine. Gandhi was reported to have said
to him, jocularly of course:
“Diwakar may come here and ‘discover’ himself, so that I could claim rupees five thousand, the price on his
head declared by the police! That sum I would give to the Harijan Fund!”
A little later he sent word to me to discover myself. Gandhi declared on 28 July 1944 that all underground
activity was tantamount to violence. He prefered underground workers to offer themselves by some open defiant
action.
July 28, 1944 was not too far from August 9 which was the day of days in 1942 when the Indian people rose in
an unarmed revolt of an unprecedented nature unknown to history. I decided to reveal myself either before July 28
or on August 9.
Around August 9, I was in Bangalore. From there I purposely wrote a post-card to H.R. Moharay, Editor of the
Kannada daily, Samyukta Karnataka, at Hubli, that I would arrive there on August 8 by the express train which
would reach Hubli about 10 p.m. That post-card also served the purpose of an intimation to the police that I was
coming. So they were present in strength on the 8 th night at Hubli Railway Station to arrest me. So too were some
of the editorial staff of Samyukta Karnataka, to receive me.
However, I had a problem. I wanted to meet my ailing mother Sitabai before the arrest, since I did not want her
to visit the jail to meet me. So, I slipped away from the railway station of Hubli and went home. But my brother
Dr. Bodharao had moved my mother to another place, so that I could meet her at leisure as before and without
being found by the police.
A posse of about 50 policemen, I was told, were waiting at the station for me. When I didn’t show up, they
were disappointed! They went to my house and my brother told them,
“He is not here. You may search if you like.” The police were perplexed since they had a report that I had left
Bangalore for Hubli.
Next morning, on August 9, after a bath and reverent pranams to my mother, I walked towards the Samyukta
Karnataka office in my usual khadi attire. I saw a policeman waiting there to report if I appeared at the office. On
reaching the office, I told Moharay to call the police station and tell them that I was there ready to be arrested. I
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told Moharay not to give the police the credit of finding me out. He himself might well claim rupees five
thousand since he was giving “information leading to the arrest of R.R. Diwakar” that was the condition for
claiming the award.
The drama thus ended on August 9, 1944, the drama which had begun for me on August 9,1942. I was
sentenced to one year’s imprisonment for absconding.
The drama was no doubt over but the encounters with Gandhi continued.
*
I do not exactly remember the place, date and occasion when I discussed with Bapu the use of the word “love”
instead of ahimsa. I remember that Tekur Subramanyam of Bellary was with me when I asked Gandhi if “love”
would be a better substitute for ahimsa. My plea was that both ahimsa and nonviolence were words signifying
“negation”, while “love” had a positive content. Moreover “love” is easily understood by the West.
Gandhi had already extended the content and connotation of the words ahimsa and nonviolence to mean all
that “love” connotes. Love is the ultimate of altruism and identification with the interest of “the other”, as against
egoistic selfishness. Love involves the service of “the other”, suffering for “the other” and sacrifice for “the other”
if need be. Gandhi listened to me quietly and then said,
“I found that the nearest approach to truth (Truth is God) was love. But I also found that “Love” has many
meanings in the English language at least, and that human love in the name of passion would become a degrading
thing also. That can never happen to the word ahimsa. I would stick to ahimsa, with its age-old virtue and value.”
In fact, later I realized that the past history of ahimsa in India goes back to what is called Shramana culture and
the Ajeevika sect, both of which were earlier than Buddhism and Jainism. Moreover, though negative in form
ahimsa has a positive result, namely, it ensures security to all.
So, ahimsa is operative all the time wherever and whenever there are two or more living beings, not
necessarily human beings. Neither love nor even nonviolence, which is but a new-comer, can claim the rich
connotation which ahimsa signifies and has developed by actual practice for ages.
*
On a certain occasion when Gandhi was in Delhi in 1947, I asked him a crucial question. He was with workers
in what was called the Kingsway Camp. It was the headquarters of the Harijan Sevak Sangh. Some 40 of us,
including Acharya J. B. Kripalani, Pyarelal and some other senior constructive workers were there to meet him. I
said to Gandhi that revolution-makers such as Lenin and others, when they succeeded, took power in their own
hands. They saw to it that the objects of the revolution were fully fulfilled. One would wish you to do the same.
Gandhi did not require a single moment to reply to me. He said in Hindi,
“Fir mein khatam ho jaunga.” It means, I shall then be finished! Then we spoke of other things and dispersed.
I asked Pyarelal later as to what Gandhi had meant. He simply said that Gandhi believed that that was not the
role he had been born to play!
His was the role of a “Moral Genius”, the Apostle of Peace and the Inventor of Satyagraha, the warrior who
could fight against sword force with soul force and with truth and nonviolence alone as sword and shield.
*
The next occasion that I met Gandhi was on January 24,1948. D. G. Tendulkar, a close friend of mine, was
busy writing his eight-volume biography of Gandhi called Mahatma. He had found some difficulties in the matter
of names and dates of people associated with Gandhi in South Africa. He asked me if he could consult Bapu.
Gandhi was then living in one of the rooms in Birla House in New Delhi. Through Pyarelal I fixed up an
appointment with Bapu stating the purpose. I was asked to call on Gandhi on the morning of January 24.
The words Gandhi was uttering as he emerged seemed to be significant; I could hear him saying,
“They will fight like Yadavas.” I said to Tendulkar in a low voice, as if in response,
“It was after the departure of Krishna!”
Gandhi was not in a mood to continue the dialogue he was having with Pyarelal before he came out to meet us.
Tendulkar had his doubts and difficulties removed after referring them to Bapu. And we went away satisfied.
After a day or two, I took an opportunity to ask Pyarelal in what context Bapu had made the comment on
Yadavas. He said it was in connection with the quarrels among Congress leaders.
*
I had refrained from entering the Bombay Legislature in 1937 which came to be in existence as per the
Government of India Act of 1935. Friends had been pressing me to stand for the election. There were two reasons
which came in my way. Like Gandhi, I thought swaraj would not come that way. The other reason was that I was
disgusted with the scramble for seats in the legislature and the caste and communal rivalries.
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In 1946, however, when the Sardar asked me to be a member of the Constituent Assembly of India, I
demurred. But he persuaded me by saying that the Constituent Assembly was not a legislating body. It has been
set up for framing a Constitution for free India. Nor was there any scramble. So, I agreed to be there from
December 1946.
Since I was in touch with Gandhi in connection with the amendment of the Congress Constitution, I once
asked him why he was not taking interest in the work of the Constituent Assembly. He smiled and said,
“It seems to be in safe hands. I may take interest only if asked to do so.”
*
I was released in 1945 after serving one year’s imprisonment for absconding. I joined the mainstream of the
Congress activities almost immediately.
The Working Committee of the Congress had been thinking of amending its Constitution on account of the
changed circumstances and impending transfer of power in 1947 to the Indians. A Constitution Amendment
Committee had been constituted with Shankarrao Deo and myself as secretaries. There were others who were
members and included seniors such as Purushottamdas Tandon and S.K. Patil.
We had a few meetings of the Committee and a draft was prepared. Since Deo was busy with other matters, I
had to attend to all details. It was decided to consult Gandhi about the amendments.
The President of the Congress, therefore, sent a copy of the amendments formally to Gandhi for his
observations and comments. Of course, it was quite an elaborate document.
It seemed to me that at that juncture Gandhi was fiercely thinking of the whole situation in the country—and
the suggestions he made were of a radical nature. He must have been already thinking of a cadre-based
organization dedicated to serve the people rather than playing the role of a political party. The following two
excerpts clearly indicate the trend of his thinking. Gandhi opined as follows:
January 19, 1949
My dear Diwakar:
I have hurriedly glanced through the note left with me by the President of principles and decided upon by the
Congress Constitution Committee. There are other clauses which I do not want to touch. I have dealt with the
foundation. No one is bound to attach the slightest importance to what I have said in the enclosed note unless it makes a
forcible appeal to his head and heart.
M. K. Gandhi
Some reflections on Congress constitution.
I am becoming more and more convinced that the four anna membership should go. The membership of the
Congress should be forty crores, the whole of the population, no matter to what sect, religion or province or State or the
so-called independent possessions a particular individual belongs. The members have an equal right with all to services
by the Congress organization. These forty crore members will exercise no privilege by reason of their recognition as
such by the Congress.
The organization will be worked by those who have been habitual wearers of khaddar one year before the date of
commencement, who have denounced untouchability in all its forms, and who are not dealers in foreign cloth or
intoxicants, who have full belief in the constructive programme of the Congress, and who are prepared and willing to
do work referred to in Schedule A hereto and who have passed a probation period of six months in doing that work.
All committees and sub-committees shall be formed from the workers above named.
The schedule to be prepared by you.

I had discussions with Gandhi in Delhi in 1946 and 1947 on two occasions. He was not particular about a
clause here or a specific direction there. He was thinking in terms of fundamentals as is obvious from the above
excerpts.
Gandhi had thought already of converting the Congress into a Lok Sevak Sangh, a body of dedicated workers
pledged to serve selflessly the people in every possible way. Naturally I asked the question as to what attitude the
Lok Sevak should adopt regarding elections. Gandhi promptly and clearly said,
“The Lok Sevak himself should not enter the lists but his moral and social influence on account of his selfless
services should be such that no candidate who has not his support should be able to win an election.” These ideas
of his later developed into a regular brochure, so to say.
Pyarelal with whom I was in close touch gave me a fully written out and completed copy of the same. On or
about January 29, 1948 I had planned to discuss it with our Committee.
But that was not to be!
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On the fateful evening of January 30, 1948, Gandhiji was immortalized as a Martyr to the eternal ideal of
Truth. …
1895

246.169 Excerpts from Dear Mr. Jinnah: Selected Correspondence and Speeches Of Liaquat Ali Khan, 19371947: 1. “On Looking After The Interests Of Muslims In The Province” (March 28, 1938) 2. “Opposing The
Congress Plan For Salaries And Penalizing Absentees” (April 21, 1938) 3. “For A Clear Agricultural Policy”
(August 10, 1938) 4. “To The Memory Of Maulana Shaukat Ali” (November 28, 1938) 5. “Regarding The
Release Of Makhan Singh” (December 15, 1938) 6. “On The Worsening Communal Situation” (February 24,
1939) 7. “On The Denial Of Muslim Rights And Future Partition Of India” (March 25, 1939) 8. “On India’s
Participation In World War II” (October 28, 1939) 9. “To The Students Of Aligarh Muslim University”
(September 22, 1945) 10. “The Poor Man’s Budget For 1947-48” (February 28, 1947)\fn{by Liaquat Ali Khan
(1895-1951)} Karnal, Karnal District, Haryana State, India (M) 17
1
Sir, my first impulse was to deal individually with all the honorable members who have spoken from that side
of the House. But after the speech of the Honorable the Premier I feel I shall not be justified in importing the same
heat in the debate as was done before he got up to speak.
However, there is one point which I cannot ignore.
Every honorable member who spoke from the other side of the House was very sore and bitter against the
Muslim League. Muslim League seems to be on the brain of many a people these days. More it is criticized, more
it is run down by the people in this province or elsewhere, the happier I feel. Because that shows that this
organization of the Musalmans—the only organization which has every Muslim in its fold—is getting stronger
and stronger every day and that is the reason why some of the honorable members here feel so peeved and want to
put every blame at the door of the Muslim League.
Sir, some honourable members here seem to be under the impression that this demand of the Musalmans for
representation in the services is something new and something which is confined to this country only. The trouble
with us, Indians, is that we never look beyond our noses. If my honourable friends had been following the events
outside India, they would have found that even in the Western countries where the representative institutions are
being run on most democratic lines this demand by the minorities for representation in the services is very
insistent and persistent.
Do not the honorable members know that as recently as a few days ago the Germans in Czechoslovakia have
demanded that there should be representation in the services, of that community—not only as assurance to that
effect—but that it should be embodied in the constitution of that country? I tell you that the Germans in
Czechoslovakia belong to the same religion as others, they have the same culture, they have the same ideals, they
have everything similar with other people of that country.
Whereas in this country, though my friends talk of nationalism yet most of them would not even touch a glass
of water if it was touched by somebody else. Is it not disgraceful to hear of “ Hindu pani” and “Muslim
pani”\fn{Hindu water; Muslim water} at railway stations?
So what is the use of talking about things which do not exist. We are living at a time when our culture is
different, our social life is different, our religions are different. It is wrong to think that this demand of the
Musalmans for representation in the services is a religious matter. It is nothing of the kind. Every minority feels
that it must have adequate representation in the administration—not for the few jobs, not for loaves and fishes—
so that it may feel secure and have confidence in the Government of the country.
Why have the Congress Government selected two ministers who are Muslims by faith?\fn{ Hafiz Muhammad
Ibrahim and Rafi Ahmad Kidwai} At least one of them did not belong to their party when they came into power and
when they appointed him as a Minister. The object was simply this that they felt that if they did not have Muslims
in their Cabinet, the Muslims will not feel that confidence in their Ministry, in their administration as they wished
them to do.
So I really do not understand when honorable member after honorable member stands up and says that this
demand of the Musalmans is undemocratic, that it has no reason, or logic behind it, and that its motive is only to
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establish a Muslim rule in India. Sir, I assure you that he must indeed be a wretched Musalman who thinks in
these terms of a Muslim rule or a Hindu rule. What every Indian wants is an Indian rule where everyone
belonging to every community will have fair play, where everyone will have confidence in the Government of the
particular province in which he happens to live. What we have to see is to create conditions under which the
minorities will have confidence in the administration.
Sir, the Honorable the Premier has quoted certain figures pointing out that the Muslims were disproportionately represented in certain departments of the Government. It is true that there are certain departments where the
Musalmans have got a very large share, but at the same time it is equally true that there are certain departments
and certain services where Musalmans do not exist at all. I know the Honorable the Premier accepted that, but
what I mean to say is this: that it will not create confidence in the administration if one community is overrepresented in certain departments and the other community is over-represented in other departments. What I want
and what I feel is this: that the minorities should be adequately represented in every department of the
Government.
It is really a question of creating trust in the administration of the province. Some honorable members seem to
think that it is only a question of earning a few rupees here and there. I personally do not feel that. I feel that
unless and until the conditions change in this province and in the country, it will be in the best interest of the
administration to give adequate representation to every community in every department of the Government. It is
one of the methods by which confidence will be created in the minds of the minorities in the administration of the
province.
Sir, I agree with the Honorable the Premier that the present Government have not had much time to be able to
decide anything definitely or define their policy very clearly, and it is refreshing to know that the Honorable the
Premier feels that the demand that has been put forward from time to time by the Musalmans in this province as
well as elsewhere is a demand which is not unreasonable. According to him, under the conditions under which we
are living it is but natural that the minorities should want representation in the services.
Sir, my honorable friend says, what percentage I would suggest.\fn{ As usual, wherever possible, I have deliberately left
out interruptions in order to present the words of the author (in this case, the author of a speech) in as seamless a manner as possible:H } I
can only tell him that if I had been a Hindu—and when I say this I am saying this most honestly and sincerely—I
would have told the minorities to take cent. per cent. if that would satisfy them. What does it matter, what
percentage you give to one community or the other in the services? What matters is that you get independence,
and have the administration of your country in your own hands.
These things are a passing phase. This distrust will not last long and I can assure you that as long as you think
in the terms of percentage and things like that there will never be any real freedom for this country.
Sir, my friend wants to know what percentage I shall recommend. When I am over there\fn{ I.e., on that side of the
aisle; a term used in the British Parliament to indicate the benches on which members of the majority (i.e., the Government) sit:H } then I
will tell my friend what percentage I would recommend. Today the responsibility is not mine; the responsibility is
of the honorable members over there.
Sir, after these unnecessary interruptions I feel that I made a mistake by having only confined myself to the
speech of the Honorable the Premier. I thought I would act like a good “Shikari” who, when he is out big game
hunting, does not waste his time shooting rabbits.
Sir, it is really a matter which needs very careful consideration by the Government. It is one of those thorny
problems which has to be solved, and I hope that the Honorable the Premier will not be influenced by the
speeches that have been made by his followers, but he will deal with it as a practical man realizing all the
difficulties, and the conditions under which we are living in this province. If I felt that the honorable members
who have spoken from that side of the House represented the view of the Honorable the Premier, I would have felt
greatly disappointed. But after the speech of the Honorable the Premier I feel that there is still some hope, and if
this problem is tackled in a statesmanlike manner I have no doubt that it could be solved to the satisfaction of
everybody concerned in this province.
2
Sir, I rise to oppose the motion which has been moved by the Honorable the Minister of Justice. There were
two very reasonable and modest amendments moved by my honorable friend on my right to this Bill, but both of
them were rejected by the Government and their supporters. As regards the third amendment, the exhibition that
the House saw today would ever remain a very amusing incident in the annals of this Assembly. The Honorable
the Minister of Justice accepted the amendment which was moved by Mr. Lari\fn{ Zahirul Hasnain Lari (1906-1972)}
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and when the time came for voting it was voted down by the Government and their supporters. This, I am right in
saying, is the first instances of its kind that has happened in any responsible legislature.
Sir, when a Government Bill is brought forward before this House, there cannot be any question of there being
any difference of opinion between the supporters of the Government and the Government themselves. If the
Honorable the Minister had been a Minister in some country where Parliamentary system of Government was not
made a farce like it was done a moment ago, he would have been forced to resign the office which he was
holding.
The Honorable the Minister for Revenue, says “Hear! Hear!”. I am glad to say, he is in agreement with me.
The Honorable the Minister of Justice, says “Hear! Hear!” Sir, if I was to take notice of all the utterances of the
Honorable the Minister of Justice ,I would probably have to go on speaking for hours. I purposely avoided
referring to something which he said earlier in the debate. One of the amendments that was moved by Mr. Lari
was really an amendment which should have been accepted by the Government.
But it seems to me that all the wisdom of all the Congress Ministers all over the country is centred over there.
The Congress Ministry in Madras, according to the Honorable Minister, never think about their legislation; the
Congress Ministry in Bombay is no better; but it is this wonderful Ministry of ours that thinks of everything.
When my honorable friend quoted the Madras Bill and the Bombay Bill where no restrictions or conditions are
laid down as regards the salary of the members, the Honorable Minister said it perhaps escaped their notice.
I do not agree with him. Those Ministers had more respect for the members of the legislature than the Minister
over here. It is an insult to a member of the House to suggest that if he does not attend any meeting of the
Legislature, he must come forward with an application like a peon or a chaprasi\fn{Office manager} that so many
days’ salary may be allowed to him.
None of the honorable members wanted salary here. Why don’t the Government continue with the present
system of daily allowance? I submit that it is derogatory for a member of the House to be told that if you absent
yourself for some reason or other you must give in writing your reasons for your absence, or otherwise your
salary will be cut. I should have thought that the Government would have been only too glad to accept an
amendment of this kind.
But I regret to say that the Honorable the Minister of Justice did not think that there was any reason for this
amendment. Not only that but he did not feel that it was derogatory to the dignity of the members that such a
provision should find place in this legislation. I very much doubt if he would have thought the same if he had
been occupying these benches and had been one of the members of this House. I am sure he would have made a
most vehement speech against this provision which finds a place in this Bill.
Sir, I oppose this Bill because I feel that in passing it in the form in which it is before the House, it is offering
an insult to each and every member of the House, and I hope that the honorable members will realize that it is not
a matter in which the Opposition alone are particularly interested. It is a question for every member of the House
to consider whether it is in keeping with the dignity of the honorable members of this House to come forward
with a written application to the Minister, or whoever the person may be, and ask him for leave of absence for the
days that he is not able to be present in this House.
If the Government thought that this was only in the nature of an allowance, then I submit, Sir, it would have
been much better if they had continued with the present system of giving daily allowance. I am sure every one
would have agreed to it. But when you bring forward a measure and you have it in the form of an Act to give
salary to the members and then say that if you absent yourself from any meetings your salary will be cut unless
you can satisfy the Honorable Minister that your absence was due to some causes over which you had no control,
then I submit, Mr. Speaker,\fn{Purushottamdas Das Tandon, elected Congress member for Allahabad City } that it is most
insulting. This is one of the most insulting Bills that is moved to be passed by the honourable members of this
House. With these words I oppose the motion which has been moved by the Honorable the Minister of Justice.
3
Sir, since yesterday a number of speeches have been made on the subject matter of this Bill. Some of the
honorable members who spoke in support of the motion that was made by the Honorable Minister forgot
themselves to the extent of making very wild allegations. One of them was so much carried away by the sound of
his own voice and the clapping from behind that he related a harrowing tale of the atrocities that are being
committed by the zamindars in this Province.
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Another honorable member stated that hundreds of zamindars and money-lenders had been murdered and
hundreds of tenants were slaughtered.
I wonder if the honorable member realized that he was casting a grave reflection on the Government of this
Province. If one-hundredth of what was said yesterday is true, then the Government in power has signally failed
to keep the peace in this Province.
Sir, a number of instances were related of the illegalities that were being committed by the zamindars in this
Province, and even the Parliamentary Secretary and the Honorable Minister in charge of Revenue succumbed to
the temptation of making such statements. I ask you, if it is right to take one or two instances and make a general
statement like that. Statements such as these should be treated in the same way as Mother India,\fn{The title of a
book published in 1927 by Katherine Mayo, containing highly critical depictions of Indian social and economic conditions } written by
Miss Mayo, was treated by this country. You cannot take one instance from here and one instance from there and
malign a whole community. This is, to say the least, most unfair.
Sir, the speech of the Honorable Minister of Justice yesterday came as a very pleasant surprise. For once he did
not go out of his way to be offensive either to the zamindars or to the Muslim League. The reason for that, I
presume, as was stated by him, was his longstanding love for the zamindars, which had been lying dormant all
this time on account of his “new love”.
Sir, the Honorable Minister asked the zamindars to move with the times. I assure him that the zamindars in this
Province and elsewhere fully realize the change in times. They do not expect that they will have the same rights or
privileges which they enjoyed in the past. As a matter of fact, no class of people would expect to be in the same
position today as they were 100 years ago. But what I understood from the speeches that were made by my
honorable friends on this side was that they only asked for justice, equity and fair-play.
The Honorable Minister said, when he was dealing with the arrears of rent, that in his experience at the bar if
any case came where 90 per cent of the recorded rental was realized, it was considered that the demand of the
zamindars was really realized in full. I do not know whether the Honorable Minister of Revenue and the
Honorable the Premier, who is in charge of the finances of the province would welcome that statement when they
are contemplating an increase in land revenue.
Sir, the leader of my party, Chaudhury Khaliquzzaman put the case very briefly and very ably before the
House. We are not opposed to giving any concessions to the tenants. What this House wants and what this House
expects is to know the decision of the Government on this point at as early a date as possible. The present
Government has been in power for over a year and still they are coming forward with proposals for postponement,
postponement and further postponement.
Mr. Deputy Speaker,\fn{Abdul Hakeem, Muslim League member for Basti District } one of my Congress friends was
very hurt that one of his old colleagues and one who had shared his sorrows and inconveniences of the jail life
was sitting over here and not over there. I want to ask you, does it not convey any lesson to you, when men tried
in the service of the country like the leader of my party have had to leave you? There must be something rotten in
the state of Denmark.
Sir, my friend talks of human nature. I think it would be better if he talked of Congress nature. Human nature
and Congress nature must be two different things altogether. Mr. Deputy Speaker, I assure the Government, that
we, on this side of the House, are not opposed to giving any relief to the cultivators. We want that the state of
uncertainty which exists in the province today should not continue a day longer than it is absolutely necessary.
The economic condition in a country suffers most when there is no stability. When there is uncertainty in the
minds of the people.
What we want and what we desire and what everybody in the province desires is that the Government should
give up this policy of opportunism. They should have a straight-forward policy based on justice, equity and fairplay and Mr. Deputy Speaker, sooner it is done better it will be for the people of this province.
4
It is with a heavy heart that I rise to associate myself and the members of the party with whom I have the honor
to sit in this House with the tribute that has been paid to the memory of Maulana Shaukat Ali by the two speakers
who have just spoken.\fn{Maulana Shaukat Ali (1873-1938) and his brother Mohamed Ali (1878-1931) were influential Muslims of
the 1920s and 1930s, leaders of the Khilafat movement and followers of Gandhi in the non-cooperation movement of 1928; but they
became alienated from the Congress Party in 1928 over the Nehru Report}
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The death of Maulana Shaukat Ali is a personal loss to us—the members of the Muslim League. In his death
India has lost one of its foremost leaders and the loss to the Muslim community is irreparable. His true, loyal and
fearless service in the cause of the freedom of the country will always be remembered with gratitude by the future
generations.
Mr. Speaker, he was one of the greatest leaders of the Muslim League and the Muslim League could ill-afford
to lose such a leader at this critical juncture. His influence over the masses, whom he had served loyally and
faithfully during the last twenty-five years, was great and his death will be mourned by everyone—rich and poor.
Sir, every member in this House and the country at large knows the great services that the Ali Brothers
rendered in the cause of the freedom of India and I have no doubt that when the history of the fight for the
freedom of the country comes to be written, the names of the Ali Brothers will stand out in bold letters. Sir,
Maulana Shaukat Ali has left an example for us to follow—the example of true, faithful and fearless service to the
country and the community.
Sir, I associate myself with what the Honorable the Premier has said about Mr. Hansraj. He did not belong to
this province but his services in the social uplift of a section of the Indian people were great and we mourn the
loss of that great man also.
I request you, Sir, to convey our deep sense of sorrow and personal loss to the members of the family of
Maulana Shaukat Ali and our sympathy and condolences to the members of the family of Mr. Hansraj. I support
the motion that has been moved by the Honorable the Premier that the House should adjourn as a mark of respect
to the memory of Maulana Shaukat Ali.
5
Mr. Speaker, Sir. The principle which is involved in the adjournment motion which is before the House is of a
vital importance to the future administration of justice in these provinces. One speech that was made by the
honorable member from over there, was really to sidetrack the issue which is before the House.
The issue here is not whether the application for mercy was signed by Muslim Leaguers or Congressmen. The
issue is whether the Government, it does not matter what Government it may be, are justified in giving their
decision on matters of fact after the highest tribunal in these provinces has given its finding. That really is the
issue which is before the House.
My honorable friend, the Minister for Justice, and other honorable members read out names of some persons
who had signed the petition of mercy. I say all credit to them. I am not condemning these people because they
pleaded for mercy. I am condemning this Government because the reasons which they used for extending mercy
are such which are bound to create mischief in these provinces.
Sir, the Honorable the Minister for Justice said that, have not you heard of the grave miscarriage of justice not
only in this country but in some other countries also? Yes, I have. But that grave miscarriage of justice is only
rectified when new facts come to light, otherwise what is the use of your having these law courts? If your District
Magistrates and a few non-officials are the authority to pronounce their judgment on facts that are placed before
courts of law, then I would say the sooner you do away with these law courts the better it will be. It will at least
save some money of the people of these provinces.
Sir, my honorable friend the Minister for Justice stated that the Commissioner of Meerut, Mr. Marsh, had said
that he had heard that the man was innocent. I know Mr. Marsh quite well. He is a very tender-hearted man. He
hears lots of things, but it is not necessary that the informers can always be relied upon. I know that all types of
people go to see him. I know of instances where people have gone and told him definite lies and he has believed
them to be true. This is no argument that because some members went to see the District Magistrate or the
Commissioner and told him that a certain person was innocent [that] therefore Government are led to believe that
the man was really innocent.
All the documents that the Government examined in connection with this case were available to the courts. I
dare say that all of them were examined by the court. If they were not, the fault was of the defense counsel.
Sir, this matter should not have been given a communal tinge. I say it, and I say it without any fear, that had it
been the case of anyone even belonging to this House, I would have stood up and condemned the action of the
Government in the same manner as I am doing today. It is not that you have used your prerogative of mercy but it
is because the reasons which you have given for the use of that prerogative are fundamentally wrong.
I submit, Mr. Speaker, that the reasons which have been given are such which should be condemned by every
member of this House. When I was listening to the speech of the Honorable the Minister, it appeared as if he was
dictating a judgment in a case which had come to him in appeal from the judgment of the High Court. Is it right
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for any Government to go behind the finding of fact of the highest tribunal in this province unless and until some
new evidence comes to light which was not available to the law courts at that time? I submit that the Government
has no right to say that the finding of the High Court was wrong.
Mr. Speaker, it is an action such as this which brings a Government into discredit. It is an action such as this
which shakes the confidence of the people in the impartial administration of justice. It is an action such as this
which would be responsible for throwing them out of office.
My honorable friend says he is doing service to me. I would say to him look after your own self, do service to
your own self. I am trying to save your own conscience by bringing forward this motion of adjournment and point
out to you your mistakes.
Sir, when this motion of adjournment came up for discussion I was under the impression that the Government
will probably come forward with some new facts which had come to light since the judgment of the High Court.
They would come forward with some facts which were not available to either the Sessions Court or to the High
Court. But the decision of the Government is based on the same facts of which the Sessions Court and the High
Court had delivered their judgments.
If this is the policy, then I say that the people will not have any confidence in the findings of your courts of law
in this province. The Honorable the Minister said that an application was received signed by a number of people. I
say that if an application was received on these grounds without disclosing any new facts signed by millions of
people, Government should not have accepted it.
Of these gentlemen, who have signed that application may I know if anyone of them was an eye-witness to the
event? All of what has been said, I believe, must have been hearsay, and they must have been actuated by motives
of mercy. I do not dispute that point. What I dispute is this that the reasons that are given by the Government are
such which deserve condemnation by every member of this House.
If you are going to use your prerogative in this way then you will really be prostituting that right which the
constitution has conferred upon you. That right was never given to you to sit in judgment over the highest tribunal
in this province. It is only in such cases that you should use your right where you think that there was a grave
miscarriage of justice and new facts had come to light. You should not have given your judgment on the facts on
which the High Court and the Sessions Court had already given their judgments.
Sir, the Honorable the Minister said that when the first petition for mercy came, the then Government
dismissed it summarily. I do not know what he meant by saying that the then Government dismissed it summarily.
Did they not take the legal opinion of the Legal Remembrancer? If the Legal Remembrancer of the then
Government was of the opinion that there was no case for release of that particular man then is that not sufficient
justification for the bona fides of that Government?
Now because the present Government have done an act which is wrong in principle, therefore, they are trying
to justify it by saying that the Legal Remembrancer examined the case and he came to the conclusion that there
were grave doubts about the guilt of this man. Am I to understand that your Legal Remembrancer is such a
wonderful man that he has to sit in judgment over the findings of the High Court in this province?
Mr. Speaker, now that the act has been done, I would only request this Government not to repeat it again,
because as I have said before acts like this will really lead to the ruination of this Government. Sir, the facts of the
case have already been related by the members who have spoken before me. I am not concerned with what the
facts of the case were. A court, the highest court in this province, had given its judgment on these facts and no
Government has the right to sit in judgment over the High Court, and that is really the main object of this
adjournment motion. I support the adjournment motion which has been moved and I hope that this adjournment
motion will do some good to this Government by not repeating mistakes like these again.
6
Sir, the speech of the Honorable Premier\fn{ Govind Balabh Pant of the Congress Party } is a cry of helplessness and
despair.\fn{Mr. Pant had denied any responsibility for the worsening communal situation in the Province } May I suggest to the
Honorable Premier to look nearer home for the causes of the communal bitterness which exists in the Province
today. The speech that was made by Mr. Vijeypal Singh\fn{ Member for Bulandshahr District North, a General Rural
constituency} was what the minority community thinks to be the mentality of the Congress.
Why do you not realize that everyone of you is not like the Honorable Premier or like Pandit Jawahar Lal
Nehru? Why don’t you realize that there are amongst you people who pose as nationalists but they are the worst
type of communalists? My honorable friend, Mr. Vijeypal Singh, said that he had got the solution for the
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settlement to this problem. He said that if the two communities wanted to fight, he would leave them to settle their
account among themselves. Would he say the same thing about the people in the North-West Frontier Province?
Would he say the same about the people in the Sindh Province?
He suggests that solution for the Province where he knows his community is 86 per cent of the population. Is
that the solution?
I say, and I say this with a full sense of responsibility, that it is this mentality among Congressmen which is
responsible for the present bitterness between the two communities.
Sir, the point is this: does not the Government realize that since they have come into power every
Congressman in the villages, or in the districts, irrespective of his past record, has begun to think of himself to be
the greatest nationalist, and has begun to think that the Government of the Province is his own. That is really the
reason why the people have lost confidence in the party as such.
My friend questions. He may go on questioning, but the fact remains that there is not much difference between
the mentality of a large number of Congressmen and the mentality of Mahasabhaites.\fn{ The Mahasabhaites promoted
a Hindu nationalist ideology which, though it broadly supported the Indian National Congress in its efforts to attain national independence,
criticised the Congress commitment to non-violence, civil disobedience, secularism and its efforts to integrate Muslims and hold dialogue
with the separatist Muslim League party, which these nationalists believed to be appeasement }

Sir, is it not the duty of the majority community to create confidence in the mind of the minority? After all the
minority, the Muslim minority, which is only 14 per cent in this Province, desires to live in peace. It knows that by
fighting it is suffering and it will rather perish altogether than live a dishonorable life in this country. If a few
Congressmen, who are only perhaps one per cent of the population, think themselves strong enough to turn out
the mighty British from the country, then surely the ninety million Musalmans cannot easily be suppressed. They
are determined to live an honorable life in this country irrespective of what you might say or what you might do.
Do you think these unnecessary interruptions will affect me in the least? They won’t. My proposal is: change
your mentality and live up to your professions.
Sir, honorable members may go on interrupting me. The more they interrupt me the happier I feel, because I
feel that my thrusts are going home and in their heart of hearts they know that there is a lot of truth in what I am
saying. How is it that in other Provinces the communal feeling is not so acute as it is in this Province? Can it be
said that in the Punjab or in Sindh or in Bengal or in North-West Frontier Province the communal feeling is not so
strong?\fn{A voice: “Because the Muslim League has failed there.”}
No, it is not that; it is because the Government in those Provinces has not shown the special favor to anyone
political party. That is the reason. If the Government really mean that the people should have confidence in the
Government, they should create a sense of security in their minds, irrespective of their party label, and impress
them that everyone is to receive the same treatment and the same justice as members of the Congress Party.
7
The present activities of Muslim League\fn{ He is giving the Presidential Speech at the United Provinces Divisional Muslim
commenced from the General Elections. The question arose as to how the various
Provincial Governments were to be formed. The Congress preferred party Governments to coalitions with
Muslims. Thus in eight provinces we have Congress Governments which are fundamentally Hindu.
After the acceptance of office by the Congress, an ever increasing number of defects in the Government of
India Act have made themselves apparent, for under this act it has become obvious that there need be no Muslim
at all in any provincial government—witness Orissa and Central Provinces—or if any—those who beside themselves represent nothing else—witness the rest of the Congress Provinces.
Further it has become apparent that the protection given to the religious, cultural, linguistic and other rights of
the minorities under the Instrument of Instructions to the Governors has proved to be futile and meaningless.
Under cover of Section 144 the Muslims are being denied their several rights. There is riot and civil commotion in
United Provinces and Central Provinces and suspicion is gaining currency that the Hindus are being favored, that
the elementary rights of the Muslims are being ignored.
Look at the matter any way you like, it remains an established fact that the Governors have not yet recognized,
in a single instance, their powers in respect of the minorities. This will explain why the Muslims insisted that all
the safeguards in respect of the minorities should be embodied in the constitution itself. They knew, only too well,
that those special powers of Governors might in time of stress be made to yield to and serve the purpose of the
British Government’s desire for political convenience and expediency.
League Conference, held in Meerut }

1230

And we see that while the Congress has suspended its attacks against British Imperialism, the Governors have
not failed to vie with it by suspending the exercise of their special powers. May we presume that these were the
understandings, tacit or otherwise, of the “Gentleman’s agreement” between the Congress and Whitehall?
The Muslims are beginning to understand that in the minority Provinces they have been reduced to the status
of subjects and that they are being deprived of the rights of citizenship which they have so far enjoyed in common
with other communities. Federation will complete the disaster, for the States are being bullied and rendered
helpless: and the British Government is acting as an ally of the Congress so that the Government of the States
may be transferred into the hands of a patronized and dragooned democracy. To this end, electoral methods are
being foisted on the States so that the Congress may gain a majority and form the government in the Federal
Assembly on the strength of these artificially induced representatives of the “Popular” vote. The victims—the
Indian States and the Musalmans—are to be sacrificed to the new-fangled entente between the British and the
Congress. It is not mere speculation that even in the Provinces where they have a majority the Muslims will be
reduced to a subordinate status of serfdom under this proposed Federation.
When in 1937 the Muslim League acquired a new orientation, it was felt that there would be some
understanding with the Congress and the two communities would collaborate and their conjointed labors would
result in the successful government of the country. But after the establishment of the Congress Governments with
the passage of time, unsuspecting aspects of the Act revealed themselves. Separate electorates, weightage, and
special powers of Governors, and safeguards which were the mainstay of the Musalmans, revealed themselves as
idle and illusory shibboleths.
The Government of India Act seems to be designed to promote the Hindus. The future of the Musalmans can
not hope for betterment in this state of affairs.
This democracy has a parallel nowhere in Europe; where do you find a government in Europe analogous to the
Governments in the Provinces or the one that is the intended for the federal center? At the moment the majority
and minority in the political structure derives its nourishment, not from a political or an economic programme, but
the majority is a majority for the reason, if not the excuse, of religion; and minority is a minority on the excuse
that it is a minority.
This pre-considered majority and minority has created the critical position, that the Hindus are and will be the
Government, the Muslims are and will be the opposition, and the best orations cannot convert the majorities into
minorities or vice versa. Centuries will pass and the Musalmans will be in opposition—always deprived of power.
The Congress Socialists have a solution for this. Abolish religion, they say, and political parties will be
affiliated to economic policies, and every difficulty will disappear. In other words, abolish Islam and the
Musalmans will be strong.
Is this democracy? Does democracy enjoin the permanent subordination of minorities to majorities, of one
religion to another? Is this not a conjuring trick to subordinate 90 million Muslims to 23 crores Hindus?
We are Indian, but why should we cease to be Muslim? Why should we be traitors to Islam? Islam is our faith,
culture and civilization, but India is our home where the bones of our ancestors lie buried for the last 1200 years.
We desire to live in our home with our own culture, and we wish to control our own destiny according to our own
tradition.
We want no trustees—British or the Hindus, we want no charity, we do not wish others to grant us favors, we
want the power and the right to look after ourselves. We cannot tolerate the Congress issuing instructions to its
ministers teaching them how to look after Musalmans. The Congress is not the sovereign power and we certainly
are not its subjects.
I want an independent India where Muslims have power and freedom, for the Muslims are a nation and not a
community. It would be a travesty to dismiss 90 million people with a glorious past as a community. Although
Hindus and Muslims live in the same country, they live differently because their religion, culture and civilization
are different.
Muslims do not favor the pseudo-nationalism that the Hindus have borrowed from Europe. The ideology of
Islam abhors the geographical basis. It is world wide, and preaches international brotherhood, denies frontiers and
is based on one factor and one factor alone—the Qur’an. How are the Musalmans, thus constituted and
preconditioned, to fit in into this country? They cannot live honorably if only some changes are made here and
there in the Government of India Act, which during the last twenty-one months of its operation has betrayed
defects, and has shown the utter futility and insufficiency of the so-called safeguards.
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Unless the rights of the Muslims are guaranteed there can be no peace and tranquility in this country. There is
mutual suspicion of religious favoritism on all sides and it has become almost impossible for the Hindus and the
Muslims to coexist under the same regime.
Cynics may inquire how the two communities succeeded in living together in the past. The answer is
tremendous in its simplicity. They lived together because they did not live under a Parliamentary democracy but
under a benevolent autocracy which did not enforce its religion and culture on its subjects. The British technique
was to oblige the two communities to live together with their military might in the background. The more this
might and power has been transferred in the name of democracy, the more pronounced have the difference
become between the two communities.
The Hindus who are in power want to shape India according to their ancient ideas but the Musalmans who
have their own part and their own ideals cannot willingly accept this. The only way out of this impossible
situation is to allow each community to develop itself unhindered.
The first attempt to achieve this was the one proposed before the Nehru Committee: that Sindh, Punjab and
N.W.F.P. should be amalgamated under one political system so that the Muslims would be in a united majority in
one area. The idea was further examined by the late Dr. Sir Mohammad Iqbal when the word “Pakistan” emerged
and found favor with a section of the Muslims.
Many more schemes are being evolved, but whatever scheme is finally adopted, it is obvious that if the Hindus
and the Muslims cannot live amicably in any other way they might be allowed to do so by dividing the country in
a suitable manner on a religious and cultural basis. Only thus can each community develop freely without
annoying the other. There are bound to be some hardships in this cultural redistribution of the population, but they
are trifling in view of the lasting results it is aimed to achieve. Greece and Turkey did reshuffle their population
and are still the better for it. If this is done, limited and specific federation would not only be easy but desirable.
The only fault with this proposal is that the Hindus either will not or cannot welcome it because of their inordinate
desire to rule and because they can not conceive of permitting the Musalmans to live a free life according to their
own ideal.
Nevertheless the idea is sane and must be adopted. It were better that it were accepted with mutual consent and
good will.
And take the questions of Muslims abroad and examine the guardianship of the British. The Palestine
Conference has failed at the altar of British expediency. We are in no dash-hurry, let our delegates return from
London and when we know all, we will do much.
This abroad. At home you are aware of the communal riots. Crime is on the rise, favoritism is paramount,
security of life and property speculative. Will the Government consider it expedient to appoint an impartial
committee to review the situation so fraught with danger?
Further there is the Wardha scheme of basic education which will determine the whole course of primary
education, on which the education and outlook of the young will depend. To say the least, Musalmans must
concern themselves with a scheme that intends to mould their descendants. The scheme is under examination at
present by a committee of the All-India Muslim League.\fn{ This scheme, first spelled out by Gandhiji in 1937, was an attempt
to introduce some form of manual labor (in addition to book-learning) into the school curriculum; but the Congress committee appointed in
1937 to give practical application to this idea recommended that Hindi be the medium of instruction for the first seven years of schooling;
and many Muslims interpreted this as the Hinduization of the curriculum and a direct attack on their way of life }

From all points of view we must be vigilant and vigorous. We should have Volunteers and a well trained army
of National Guards to protect our prestige in every crisis. Enough attention has not been paid to this, but the need
is urgent and should merit better response.
The future of the Musalmans is very bright if they would only take their destiny into their own hands and
march forward with courage and determination.
8
Mr. Deputy Speaker, it is indeed a very solemn occasion and I hope my honorable friends of the Congress will
forgive me if I were to say that some of the speeches that have been made from that side have not taken into
consideration the seriousness of the situation in which we are placed today.
Sir, I assure you and the honorable members on the side opposite, that it is not my intention to introduce any
heat in the debate and I speak with a certain amount of frankness, which by some may be regarded as brutal, I
assure them that the object will not be to hurt the feelings of any member of this House or anyone outside. It
would be to contribute towards the realization of the realities of life in which we are living.
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Sir, great joy was expressed by my honorable friends of the Congress over the speech of Mr. Adil Abbasi.\fn
{Quzi Muhammad Adil Abbasi, elected on the Muslim League ticket in 1937 for Basti District, a Moslem rural constituency } Great
cheers were given, great acclamations were made. Why? Because he spoke against the overwhelming majority of
his own community.
Mr. Adil Abbasi does not belong to any party. He is an independent. Our great statesman of England has
described an independent as one on whom no one can depend, and if my honorable friends depend on men like
Mr. Adil Abbasi, I wish them the joy of it.
Sir, the introduction of this resolution is connected with the history of our country since the declaration of war
on the 3rd of September, and if I, with your permission, narrate briefly some of the events since the war was
declared, I hope the honourable members will bear with me.
On the 4th of September, immediately after the declaration of war, Mahatma Gandhi was invited by the Viceroy
to interview him. Mahatma Gandhi, as everyone in this House would agree, exercises the greatest influence over
the Congress organization. In spite of the fact that he is not even a four anna member of the Congress, everyone
knows that it is his word which carried the greatest weight with Congressmen. What did he say on that occasion?
The honorable members will remember the language of the statement which Mahatmaji issued after his
interview with the Viceroy. He stated that he was for supporting Great Britain unconditionally in this war. Not
only that but he further told us that he actually broke down in his interview with the Viceroy thinking of the
Houses of Parliament and Westminster Abbey. The last action of his—I mean his “breaking down”—may be due
to his highly sensitive nature and his emotionality. But I am sure that the first part of his statement where he
offered unconditional support to Great Britain could not be attributed to any such consideration.
We all know that Mahatmaji has a calculating mind. We all know that he is not guided always only by
sentiments, but he has his head well screwed on his shoulders.
What happened after that? After that the Working Committee of the Congress issued a lengthy statement and
established a record for verbosity, which stands unbroken today, in spite of the efforts of the Viceroy in his long
statement.
Sir, what did Mahatmaji say after that? He said, that the British should take into consideration that the
statement of the Congress was drafted by an artist, by Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, who was more English than
Indian, and who felt more at home with English people than his own countrymen. This was said so that the British
may not think that the Congress were showing teeth.
Now, Sir, what happened after that? The Viceroy invited Mahatmaji and the foremost leaders of the Congress
organization for an interview. They put forward their point of view, which, as is evident from what has happened
since, was to persuade, to induce and cajole the British into accepting the position that Congress and Congress
alone represented the whole of India and it was the only organization that could speak on behalf of India, and
when the British refused to be a party to this nefarious move, the Congress party comes forward with this
resolution.
May I ask my honorable friends over there, did they not know on the 3 rd of October when this House met, that
India was dragged into this war without her consent? Is it only today that you feel that you are in duty bound to
express your regret because the British have refused to let down the minorities in this country? May I ask my
honorable friends is it only a new phase in this war? Was not India made a party to the war on the 3 rd of
September, and why did you not bring forward a resolution of this nature when the House met on the 3 rd of
October? Right up to now you are expecting that Britain will play into your hands and break her pledges to the
Musalmans of India and other minorities in this land.
Sir, I have related these facts to show as to what is behind this resolution. My honorable friends talk of fiction.
I assure them that Congress cannot be beaten in this respect.
Sir, what is the position today? Great Britain says that we are sorry we cannot agree to your demand because
there are divisions in your country. Mahatmaji says that the divisions that exist in India today are the creations of
the British.
Let us assume that for the sake of argument. May I know what has the Congress done since it came into power
to remove those divisions? It has done one thing. It has tried to break up the solidarity of the 90 millions of the
Musalmans by means which are not honorable. This is what the Congress has done with the result that today the
90 millions of Musalmans have no confidence in your professions and in your actions.
Sir, my honorable friends of the Congress are living in the clouds. There are three prominent leaders of this
great organization. The foremost of them is Mahatma Gandhi. He is engrossed in ahimsa and his “inner voice”.
Next in order of importance is Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. His thoughts are full of “internationalism” and he is
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thinking of China and Spain. The third a dynamic force today in the Congress, in spite of the fact that he is in a
minority, is Mr. Subhas Bose. His hobby is “revolutionary mentality”.
None of these leaders, these great leaders of the Congress are thinking of this poor country. They are thinking
of things which are not real. What is the use of living high up in the skies? What is the use of thinking of things
beyond this earth when your own house is on fire?
Sir, the situation demands that it should be tackled in a realistic manner, but I regret to say that my Congress
friends are still not on earth, and I assure you that there is no hope for this country as long as the realities of the
situation are not recognized by those who are able to command influence in the country today.
Sir, a lot has been said about the Muslim League amendment and the attitude of the Muslim League. Words
have been introduced into the text of the amendment which are not there. May I know where does it say that the
Muslim League does not stand for freedom? Where does it say that the Muslim League does not stand for
independence? If my friends will pardon me this interpretation can only be on account of two reasons—either
their ignorance or their deliberate misrepresentation of the point of view of the Muslim League.
Sir, it is stated that the Musalmans who are lovers of freedom, are against democracy in India. Where does the
amendment say that we are against democracy? Have the honorable members who have criticized our attitude
studied the wordings of the amendment?
It says that “the democratic parliamentary system of Government under the present constitution” has failed.
Where does it say that the Musalmans do not stand for democracy?
But I will tell you what the Musalmans do not stand for and will never stand for. It is the domination one
community over the other. We shall resist that type of democracy with whatever force we have at our command. If
there is democracy, if there is freedom for every nationality in this country, let me tell you that you will not find a
single Musalman who will not be prepared to shed his blood for that kind of democracy and freedom; but if you
want to make fools of Musalmans, as you did in 1920, then I can assure you that Musalmans after these twenty
years are wiser today and will not play into your hands. You utilized their services, you utilized their sacrifices;
you became so powerful today on account of the sacrifices that the Musalmans made in 1920 and what is the
result? The result is the plight in which the Musalmans find themselves today.
Sir, I find, that my honourable friends of the Congress are getting restless. Whenever I am interrupted I feel
very happy because I know that my thrusts are going home.
Mr. Deputy Speaker, it has been stated by the members opposite that we do not want any advancements in this
country. Where does the amendment say that we do not want any advancement? We say that apart from the
Government of India Act, 1935, which even you have rejected, the whole position of India’s constitution should
be revised and reviewed de novo.
It is stated in the amendment that no constitution will be framed by Great Britain and no commitment will be
made without the approval and consent of the Musalmans of India. It does not mean that the constitution to be
introduced should have only our consent. No, it must have your consent also, but we shall not accept any
constitution which does not have our approval and I submit, Sir, that no constitution in this country can ever work
satisfactorily unless it has the support and approval of the 90 million Musalmans. The sooner this fact is realized
the better it will be for this country.
Sir, the Honorable Premier in his speech made certain statements. I am sorry I could not hear some portion of
his speech, but I agree with every word of it with this little change: that where he uses the phrase Great Britain the
word “Congress” or “Hindu” may be substituted and in place of “the people of India” the phrase “Musalmans of
India” be inserted.
Our complaint against you is exactly the same as your complaint against Great Britain. What did he say? He
said they desired protection and freedom. You want protection against Great Britain. We want protection against
you.
He stated that “might is not right.” I entirely agree with him. This is our complaint that you believe that might
is right while we have always been saying that might is not right.
Then he wants the principle of self-determination to be applied. I agree with that. Have not the 90 million
people in this country a right to determine their own fate? The 90 million people whose culture, whose religion,
whose ideals, whose philosophy and whose whole social life is different from the rest of India, have they no right,
have they no voice in the future constitution of this vast sub-continent?
Or is it self-determination only for you and not for us?
Sir, the Honorable Premier said they wanted equal partnership with Great Britain. We want the same. We do
not want domination by you. We want only to be treated as equals and not to be your camp-followers.
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This is what the Muslim League has been asking for during the last two and a half years. That is all that the
Musalmans of India want.
Then he said that they wanted not words but deeds. This is exactly our cry against you.
But there are no deeds to show that you really mean to do justice to the 90 million Musalmans in this country. I
assure you and every one of you that the Musalmans are as keen and as anxious and as ready to make sacrifices
for the freedom of this country as any one of you. But we want freedom for all and not domination of one
community over the other.
9
Come out of your schools and colleges, whether you lose one year or not—that does not matter. Come out and
support the Muslim League. I want every student to show that he is really fighting for the freedom of Muslim
nation.
This is only the beginning of the struggle. Time may come when the supreme sacrifice might be necessary to
obtain the freedom of the nation. What good will the degrees be to you if the future is dark and gloomy. No
sacrifice is too great at this moment.
I do not ask but I demand of you to come forward and help in the election. There is no doubt that God willing
we will succeed. We must win and insha Allah we will win.
If this University can render such magnificent services for a way fought for the freedom of others, what
services can it not render for the freedom of their own nation and their country. You are, as the Quaid-e-Azam has
said, the arsenal of Muslim India and any big move for emancipation which is to affect the Muslim Youth must
emanate from this University.
I want you to realize that the forthcoming elections are a matter of life and death to Muslims. I want Muslim
students not only of the Muslim University, but Muslim students throughout India, to play their part boldly and
honorably in an issue which could mean either emancipation or perpetual domination. I have already said and so
has the Quaid-e-Azam that students should not take active part in politics at the sacrifice of their studies, but there
comes a time in the life of a nation when every other activity has to be subordinated to that big issue of the
emancipation of Muslim India.
Did not the students of Europe—the cream of Europe—suspend their studies and go to face bullets? Did they
ever ponder over the question as to whether they should obtain their degrees or defend the homeland and its
freedom?
Further I would like to give a warning to all those who have been maligning the Muslim youth of Aligarh.
Recently a very untruthful, prejudiced and vicious propaganda against the University and its students has been
carried on. I can say it without any fear of contradiction that the discipline of the students here is of a standard
which does not exist in any Hindu institution or University in India. Those who see motes in other’s eyes, should
not overlook beams in their own.
We know why this malicious propaganda is being carried on. It is because the Muslim youth stands for the
freedom and self-determination of the 100 million Musalmans and let me tell them that this is not going to make
the slightest difference to either the students or the management.
*
There was a time when perhaps all of you were anxious to hear about the Simla Conference. The Simla
Conference along with all the designs of those who wanted the Conference to serve a particular purpose is as dead
as mutton. Those who went to scoff stayed to pray and those about whom it was said that they had gone to pray
came out scoffing.
This is a common thing that when anyone wished to malign somebody in India, he is called an agent of British
Imperialism. Those describing the Muslim League as the agent of British Imperialism have shown by their deeds
and actions that they were the worst type of toadies of British Imperialism.
*
The attitude of those who, three years ago proclaimed the slogan of “Do or Die” from house tops and asked the
British to Quit India, was so servile that I as an Indian was ashamed to see that. Why all this high and mighty
attitude was lowered to such depths? The Quit-India Resolution was intended to coerce the British Government
into accepting the demand of the Congress which meant the annihilation of the Muslims in India.
At the Simla Conference also, the Congress had the same motive. Only the method had changed. After having
failed to coerce the British through threats they tried to gain their object by flattery and thus with the help of the
British to destroy the Muslim solidarity. This nefarious move also failed.
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In fact every move based on dishonesty is bound to fail. You must have read the correspondence which passed
between Mr. Jinnah and Lord Wavell as also the various statements of the Quaid-e-Azam. From these it is
absolutely clear that the stand taken by the Muslim League was the only stand which any honest, honorable and a
decent party could take.
Let us now examine the position as it is today. Since the Simla Conference the Congress leaders are going
round making all kinds of statements—sensible and nonsensical. Pandit Jawaharlal has been more vocal than
anybody else. I will deal only with one part of his speeches, viz. that with reference to the demand of Muslim
India for Pakistan.
In one of his speeches he stated that Mr. Jinnah or the League has not defined Pakistan. In the same breath he
asserted that he was opposed to Pakistan. How can you oppose a proposition when you say you do not know it.
They fully know what Pakistan is. And let me define it once again.
*
Pakistan means the establishment of free independent, sovereign and democratic states in those areas and
zones where the Muslims are in majority. They ask what are the boundaries of Pakistan? I once again declare it
from this platform that the basis of the boundaries of Pakistan will be the present provincial boundaries of Punjab,
N.W.F.P., Baluchistan and Sindh in the North-West and Bengal and Assam in the North-East.
They again ask what will be the constitution of Pakistan. Pakistan will be a democratic state and its
constitution will be framed by the people of those areas through a constituent assembly elected by them.
Everything is as clear as daylight. The Congress wanted to clarify their position regarding self-determination.
The resolution which the Congress Working Committee at Poona has passed on self-determination is a
hotchpotch. We are told by the Congress President that the present resolution is only a mixture of the resolution
passed by the Congress Working Committee in Delhi in 1942, the A.I.C.C. resolution of the same year passed at
Allahabad and the Quit India resolution of 1942.
If it was to be only a mixture of these resolutions then what was the need of passing any resolution? We were
in no doubt even before, as to what the Congress meant when they talked of conceding the right of selfdetermination. The latest resolution has made it clearer. The Congress is definitely vehemently opposed to a
division of India.
If there is no division there is no right of self-determination. The Congress definitely and categorically believes
in one united federal India. The Congress has definitely stated that they are positively opposed to any unit going
out of a united India but they will not force any unit if it is the determined will of the people of that unit, to
remain, in the federated India.
*
The Musalmans are determined not to allow a united India to come into existence. The Congress position is
this—there will be one Central Government, one Central Federation for the whole of India. All powers are to be
handed over by the British to a Centre dominated by a vast Hindu majority. They say that they are opposed to any
unit seceding but will not use any force to make them remain in the federation.
There are two objections to this: One—we are not asking for self-determination for units but for the Muslim
nation. Therefore, this proposal is wholly and totally absurd and unacceptable. Secondly, we are going to wait till
a federated Indian comes into existence. We want to see that the whole of freedom gets freedom. We want that
Pakistan and Hindustan should get freedom simultaneously.
Why cannot they be honest some time? Why don’t they say that they would not have a divided India under any
circumstances?
We are not mincing words. The time has come when our people want to see the future constitution of India
based on Pakistan. Freedom shall be given to Pakistan and Hindustan simultaneously. I want to say it with the
fullest sense of responsibility that those who think we have pitched our demand too high in order to bargain are
gravely mistaken. This is not the maximum demand, but the minimum demand of Muslim India, because we are
convinced that this country will not be free and that the 400 millions of Indians will always be living under the
domination of the British if the future constitution of India is not based on Pakistan.
*
Pakistan means justice to the Hindus and justice to the Musalmans. I wish that our fellow-countrymen would
realize it. If they honestly want freedom for India they should accept our proposal. Without Pakistan there will be
no freedom. The longer these people take to come round to this view the longer they will continue under slavery.
Then what is the solution, some people may ask. The Hindu position is that they will not accept Pakistan. The
Muslims say they must have Pakistan. The British must continue to rule them.
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The conclusion is correct. For the sake of giving freedom to Hindu India I am asked to sacrifice myself, I am
expected to commit hara kiri.
I refuse to oblige them. I shall agree only to change my chains of slavery. I want freedom for myself and the
Hindus. But if it means freedom for Hindus and no hope of freedom for the Muslims then I shall resist it with all
the power at my command. I want freedom both for the Hindus and the Muslims and that can only be through
Pakistan.
Now coming to the latest broadcast speeches of Lord Wavell and Mr. Attlee there is nothing new in them. They
are the same Cripps Proposals. You know that the Muslim League had even in an April 1942 resolution, expressed
disapproval of the proposals brought out by Sir Stafford Cripps. I don’t know how through these proposals a
solution of the Indian problem can be found.
We cannot make any advance, unless we decide the question of a divided or a united India. The sooner this
question is settled the better it would be. We cannot solve a problem by ignoring it, but only by facing it fairly and
squarely.
What we believe to be the quickest method of achieving freedom is that of establishing Pakistan. I appeal to
every well-wisher of the country and to every lover of freedom that they should settle the constitutional problem
of India, at the basis of Pakistan.
*
I want you to realize the significance and the importance of the forthcoming elections. Their importance has
become greater since the announcement of the proposals of H.M.G.\fn{ His Majesty’s Government:H} The Quaid-eAzam has stated that we are going to the electorate on the issue of Pakistan and that the Muslim League is the
only authoritative representative organization of the Musalmans.
The issue before the Muslims is very clear: whether the Muslims in this country are to live at the mercy and
sufferance of the Hindus, or as an independent, honorable and free nation. This is not the time when the
Musalmans could give any other answer. The only answer is that we want Pakistan as we want to live honorably.
India does not belong to any one community or nation. I have as much claim to the country as anyone else. I
am also entitled to enjoy the fruits of the independence of this country. The only way is through Pakistan and
there is absolutely no other way.
*
The Congress has put up a number of Muslim organizations to oppose the Muslim League. I would request
them to examine the position dispassionately.
Why should these mushroom organizations be collected together to challenge the Muslim League? Because the
Congress knows that in any Conference or constitution-making body, the Hindus, the Muslims and others are to
find a place. They are trying to create disruption among the Musalmans. They want that the Musalmans may not
be able to speak with one voice, but that half a dozen voices may be raised.
If the so-called nationalist Muslims think that there are defects in the Muslim League, their mission should not
be to disrupt, but to consolidate the position of the Musalmans and to remove all the defects which they think are
existing in the League.
During the last eight years we have consolidated our nation. The duty of every Musalman is to oppose those
who want to destroy the unity we have achieved. The doors of the Muslim League are open to everyone. The
Muslim League invites everyone to come on equal terms in the Muslim League. Everyone has an equal right to
serve the Muslim nation, under the Muslim League.
India is a country where there are the largest number of Muslims as compared with any other country in the
world. You owe a duty to Islam. In the world there are all kinds of experiments being made—Fascism, Nazism,
Bolshevism, Capitalism, Shintoism and a number of other -isms. All these isms are out to destroy each other,
Islam gave a message of peace nearly 1,400 years ago. We owe a debt to Islam. We have to show by our
precept and example by working in the laboratory of Pakistan that the future of humanity lies in the teachings of
Islam.
10
… An important question which I might mention at this stage\fn{ This is the conclusion of his speech:H } is the
nationalization of the Reserve Bank of India. Honorable Members will remember the recent debate in the House
which disclosed that there was general consensus of opinion in favor of nationalization. I said at the time that I
would be prepared to give sympathetic consideration to the proposal for nationalizing the Bank if this was found
to be in the best interests of the country, after considering all the relevant aspects of the question.
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I have since given further thought to the matter and I am convinced that the advantages of nationalization
outweigh any possible disadvantages. I have therefore come to the conclusion that the Reserve Bank should be
nationalized, the time and matter of effecting the change being a matter for separate consideration in due course.
*
There is another matter which I should also like to mention, namely, the question of control over speculation
on the Stock market and on the Commodity and Bullion Exchanges. The House will, I am sure, agree with me that
in recent years speculative activity has tended to increase, particularly on the Stock Exchanges, with serious
consequences on the banking system and credit structure of the country as a whole. Unbridled speculation has
been a serious impediment to the growth of proper investment, which is an essential condition of economic
development.
I regard speculation of this kind as a social evil indistinguishable from gambling, and its greatest mischief lies
in the fact that it aggravates economic inequalities in a country where such inequalities are already serious. The
question of regulating Exchanges has been the subject of a special enquiry by the Economic Adviser of my
Department, and the views of Provincial Governments have also been elicited. I hope to place before the House,
after the necessary examination is completed, the measures that may be necessary in this behalf.
The proposals that I have to place before this House, whether they involve the levy of fresh or the
abandonment of existing, taxation, are related, not to purely financial purposes, but to certain social objectives
which, I am sure the House will agree, must be kept prominently in view by all those who have the good of the
countless millions of this vast sub-continent at heart.
India is a land of glaring contrasts and disparities; we have here on the one hand a class of multi-millionaires
rolling in wealth and holding the economy of the country in their grip by exploiting for their own profit the labor
of the poorer classes, and on the other the vast multitudes who eke out, somehow or other, a miserable existence
precariously near the starvation line.
The conditions created by the last year served to accentuate these disparities; the rich became richer and the
poor poorer. This meant the concentration of wealth in fewer hands and, inevitably, the use of that wealth for the
purpose of tightening the stranglehold of Big Money over the economic life of the country as a whole by the
acquisition of businesses, public utilities, and the press.
A set of conditions which the few are able to wield such vast power over the many can hardly be regarded as
anything but a negation of the principles of social justice. And although I am not one of those who consider the
abolition of private property and the complete equalization of incomes as the only remedy for these ills, I do
believe in the Qur’anic injunction that wealth should not be allowed to circulate only among the wealthy, and the
stern warning given against accumulations of wealth in the hands of individuals.
It is against this background that my budget proposals have been formulated, although I am afraid I cannot
claim that they represent anything more than the first stage of a policy of social justice and development which it
will require years to bring to full fruition.
*
My first proposal in implementation of the policy I have indicated is the setting up of a Commission to
investigate that aspect of the great private accumulations of wealth in recent years which is concerned without
direct taxation. We have heard a great deal for some years past about the enormous amount of income which is
alleged to have escaped taxation either owing to deliberate evasion or to the inadequacy of the Income-tax
Department or to both. We have also heard of the huge sums that are said to have been made in black market
operations.
And I must say that support for these opinions, which have been voiced in the press and elsewhere, is found in
the numerous reports of transactions in which businesses and properties of various kinds have changed hands for
vast sums of money. The way in which some of these profiteers have flaunted their newly acquired wealth has
been something of a public sensation. And when one considers that out of an annual income of Rs. 30 lakhs for
the five years 1941-42 to 1945-46 inclusive—and I would point out that an annual income of Rs. 30 lakhs is a
very exceptional income (i.e., out of a total income of a crore and half for those five years, having regard to the
fact that excess profits tax was in force during those years, only Rs. 21 lakhs would have been left after the correct
amount of taxation had been paid)—one is entitled to ask how the crores of rupees which have figured in many
recent transactions were accumulated.
There my be a good explanation but, if so, we are entitled to have it. I therefore propose to set up a special
investigation Commission with full powers to get to the bottom of the latter and to make recommendations to
Government in regard to such action as may be found necessary.
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*
I come now to my taxation proposals. Between the total estimated expenditure, both civil and defense, of Rs.
327.88 crores and the total estimated expenditure revenue, at the existing level of taxation, of Rs. 279.42 crores,
there is a gap of Rs. 48.46 crores, which will be further enlarged by the withdrawal of the salt tax which I am
proposing.
This proposal will mean a loss of Rs. 9.25 crores of revenue, to which must be added a further Rs. 1 crore for
refunds of duty on stocks. The expenditure on salt administration will be met by adjustment of the selling price of
Government salt and of the cess\fn{Tax} on salt manufactured under license, thus leaving a net loss of Rs. 8.25
crores. My problem then is how to fill a total gap of Rs. 56.71 crores.
I have come to the conclusion that the greater part of this gap should be filled by direct taxation and my
proposals for new or increased taxation are therefore designed to yield Rs. 44 crores, of which Rs. 4 crores will
go to the Provinces as their share.
In regard to the salt tax, the objections are well-known, the most valid being that it is laid upon a prime
necessity of life and that is it is regressive, the poor man paying as much as the rich man and perhaps, if he is a
manual worker, even more.
On the other hand, the incidence on the individual consumer is light, while the annual yield in revenue
amounts to more than Rs. 9 crores. Until recent years, the yield from the tax formed a substantial part of the
revenue budget and previous Governments have felt unable to dispense with so large an individual contribution.
At the present time, however, the proportion which it bears to the total revenue is comparatively small so that this
objection has considerably less force now than before.
After careful consideration, it has been decided that the tax should now be withdrawn. At the same time, we
are impressed with the necessary for maintaining close control over the production of salt in India so as to ensure
the maintenance of a high standard of quality and the provision of adequate supplies throughout the land, and to
secure the country against periodical shortage due to the cutting off of external supplies.
Until now Government’s interest in the salt industry has been largely confined to the raising of revenue;
hereafter it is intended that its interest should be entirely positive and constructive and should be directed towards
developing India’s salt resources to their full potential, improving the quality of the salt and making sufficient
grades to provide for all classes of consumers, encouraging increased consumption by individuals and cattle,
providing adequate supplies for industrial uses, keeping prices at a minimum and ultimately making India fully
self-supporting in this important commodity.
The excise duty on indigenous salt and the customs duty on imported salt will accordingly be withdrawn with
effect from 1st April 1947, but Government will continue its own production of salt and will retain control over
organized manufacture and will also purchase or control all imported salt. Individuals will, however, be allowed
to make or collect salt for their own purposes and those who wish to manufacture salt for sale will be allowed to
do so, subject to certain limitations which will be prescribed by rules.
In order to provide that as far as possible the full benefit of the remission of duty is passed on to the consumer,
maximum wholesale and retail selling prices will be prescribed and failure to observe these maxima will be liable
to penalty.
A Bill giving effect to these decisions and setting up machinery for the future control of the manufacture,
import and distribution of salt will be introduced during the course of this session.
In September last year, in order to avert a salt famine which was then threatening owing to the reluctance of
wholesale dealers to purchase salt in face of the possibility that the duty might presently be abolished, the salt
trade was assured that it would not be put to loss in respect of substantial stocks of salt held at the time when such
a change, if decided upon, should take place. In fulfillment of this promise dealers will be granted refund of duty
on all bagged sticks of 30 maunds or more held in their possession on the 1st April 1947.
*
I would like to remind the House that the abolition of the Salt Tax is not only of direct relief to the poorer
classes. A further, and even more effective form of assistance is the expenditure of Rs. 17.35 crores on the
subsidization of imported food, and the indirect subsidization of food produced within the country in the form of
“Grow More Food” grants, to which I have referred in an earlier part of my speech. The corner-stone of our
economic policy is to maintain strict control over the prices of the basic necessities of life, food and cloth, so as to
stabilize them at reasonable levels and keep them within the purchasing power of the poorest sections of the
population. I am determined to take all steps in my power in furtherance of this policy.
*
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In the field of direct taxation, I propose to raise the minimum exemption limit for income-tax, which is now
Rs. 2,000 to Rs. 2,500. This raising of the limit will give relief to a considerable number of assesses who are hardhit by present conditions. In proposing this relief I am not unmindful of the feeling in its favor expressed by many
members of this House in proposing amendments to former Finance Bills. The cost of the relief will be about Rs.
25 lakhs.
*
Coming now to proposals of additional taxation my most important contribution is a proposal to levy a special
income tax of 25 per cent of business profits exceeding one lakh of rupees. The proposals for this tax are
contained in a separate Bill and I do not desire to anticipate here the explanation which will be given when the
Bill is being considered by this House.
But I should like to point out that this proposed tax is very much fairer, in its incidence, than the excess profits
tax. It also embraces professions and vocations which were exempt from the excess profits tax. To prevent
hardship in the case of moderate incomes a limit of exemption of one lakh of rupees had been fixed. This in
substance corresponds to the “standard profit” under the Excess Profits Tax Act and only the excess above one
lakh will be subject to the tax. The yield of the tax is estimated at Rs. 30 crores for next year.
*
My next proposal is a tax on capital gains. Honorable Members must be well aware of the extent to which
capital gains have been made in recent years and are still being made owing to prevailing conditions. The profits
are, as the law stands, outside the scope of the Income-tax Act.
I feel very strongly that this lacuna\fn{Gap} in our legislation should be filled. There is stronger justification
for taxing these profits than there is for taxing ordinary income since they represent what is properly described as
unearned increment. The U.S.A. taxes such profits. I am well aware that possibly the chief reason why many
countries do not seek to tax them is the fear that losses claimed may exceed the profits declared. I am proposing to
deal with this contingency, as the U.S.A. have dealt with it, by allowing capital losses to be set off only against
capital gains. This at least will secure us against a net loss under this head in any particular case.
The proposals also distinguish between gains made from the disposal of capital assets held for two years and
those held for more than two years. In the case of the former, the usual rates of income-tax and super-tax will
apply, while in the case of the latter super-tax will not be levied. This distinction, however, does not apply to
graduated rates of super-tax.
The proposals further provide for ignoring profits and losses not exceeding Rs. 5,000 in a year. There are two
reasons for this exemption. In the first place, we do not want to harass assesses or waste the time of our officers
by investigating petty capital transactions; and secondly, we want to exclude the great majority of cases in which
assesses dispose of personal possessions. The proposal is expected to yield Rs. 3 crores next year.
These proposals for taxing capital gains are contained in a Bill, already mentioned, to amend the Income-tax
and Excess Profits Tax Acts which is being placed before the House. The part of the Bill which deals with Excess
Profits Tax implements an undertaking previously given to provide for terminal losses. It recognizes the fact that
some expenses and losses incurred after the 31 st March 1946—the date on which the excess profits tax ceased to
have effect—should in fairness be treated as relating to the Excess Profits Tax period. It is proposed therefore to
allow as a deduction from the profits of the chargeable accounting period ended on that date terminal expenses
incurred after it and losses from the subsequent realization of trading stocks held on that date.
*
My next proposal is to raise the rate of corporation tax from one anna\fn{In the rupee:H} to 2 annas. This is
expected to raise Rs. 4 crores next year.
No change is proposed in the rates of income-tax, but I feel that our present rates of super-tax are not
sufficiently in accordance with modern trends in the taxation of high individual incomes. It seems to me that the
maximum rate of 10 annas should be reached at points much lower than the present, which are three lakhs for
unearned income and Rs. 5 lakhs for earned income. In the scale which I am proposing the maximum rate is
reached at Rs. 1.2 lakhs for unearned income and Rs. 1.5 lakhs for earned income. This will, in effect, mean, that,
in these reaches of income the total of income-tax and super-tax taken together will amount to 15 annas in a
rupee. This proposal is expected to yield Rs. 2 crores next year.
*
I come to the dividend tax which was imposed last year, not for the purpose of raising revenue but in order to
discourage the dissipation of a company’s resources in excessive dividends. The idea underlying the scheme is
that a company should be penalized if it distributed roughly more than one-half of its profits left after taxation. So
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far as we have been able to ascertain from completed assessments, the policy which this tax seeks to enforce has
been followed in the great majority of cases. But in order to discourage further those who still persist in
distributing what we consider excessive dividends in present circumstances, I propose to tighten up the provision
by making the rates of tax more penal. As the proposal will yield no tax if it fulfills its object, and as its object and
as that is my hope, I am estimating no yield under this head.
*
In the field of indirect taxation, I propose to raise the existing export duty on tea from two annas per pound to
four annas per pound. This is estimated to yield additional revenue to the extent or Rs. 4 crores in the next year. I
should emphasize that this duty is of a temporary nature and if circumstances arise which indicate that there is
danger of curtailment of our exports of tea, it maybe necessary to reduce the rate.
*
The effect of my proposal is to increase Central revenues by Rs. 39.75 crores which will leave a final deficit of
Rs. 16.96 crores. But I must warn the House that the actual deficit may be much larger as the budget does not
include any provision for the additional expenditure that may be incurred as a result of the orders that may be
passed on the recommendations of the Central Pay Commission.
Some losses in customs duty due to reductions in tariffs may also arise as a result of the international trade
discussions which are shortly to be held and in which India is participating. But we might reasonably hope that
any such losses resulting to the Public Exchequer will be counterbalanced by the advantages accruing to the
people of this country as a result of the tariff concessions which we hope to receive from the other countries in
exchange for the concessions made by us.
*
Sir, I have done. We are passing through an exceedingly difficult phase. The transition from war to peace
present the economy of every country with problems of great magnitude and difficulty. In our case there is,
superimposed on these problems, the still greater problem of the transfer of power from British to Indian hands.
The problem of India’s political emancipation, with which is linked up the economic well-being of the country, is
intricate and the task ahead of us difficult. But if we tackle it with wisdom and courage and arrive at a peaceful,
just and honorable settlement, we will have succeeded in ensuring the future progress and happiness of the
peoples of this vast sub-continent.
The eyes of the whole world are upon us. May Providence help and guide us during the most crucial year of
our destiny.
62.82 Festival Of Lights\fn{by Adavi Bapiraju (1895-1952)} Sarepalle, West Godavari District, Andhra Pradesh, India
(M) 3
Lamps and lamps—in the pitch darkness. And the stars shining in the black sky like rows of pearl white teeth
disclosed in a broad smile of a black beauty. Lamps arranged on the pials, on papaya trees in the front court yards,
on improvised bamboo structures, on high poles. Lamps in temples, Multi-colored lights of several items of fire
works—both local and imported—handled by children. And fire crackers too producing mild and loud sounds of
varying magnitudes. It was Dipavali, the festival of lamps, showering bounteous gifts of light and pleasure—
except for the Vuppari\fn{A note reads: A caste of low social recognition mostly engaged in earthwork, construction and other
manual labor.} lad, whose eyes were sparkling like lamps in the bright light.
*
The lad with his unkempt hair, aluminium trinkets on hands and a complexion of a strange mixture of blue and
ocher was on his feet since early hours of the day—drinking in the sight of crackers and other things on display at
the improvised shops.
There were crackers for all but none for him. There had been not a kind soul to notice him or give him a single
cracker—not even the cheapest. The trader canvassed his items proclaiming:
“The best, Sir. This variety gives an explosion as loud as the German cannons. Shall I pack, say, five
hundred?”
Occasionally he gave out a trial to convince the customers. And some had failed to ignite—even to produce the
noise of leaking gas. Such of them were thrown out. The trader did not permit the lad even to pick up a discarded
cracker—a pinch of material covered cheaply with a strip of dry palm leaf.
The lad had not gone home since morning and ate nothing. His parents at home wondered where this poor fool
could be, hungry and starving. But no attempt was made to track him down.
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The boy had wandered over all most all the localities of Masulipatnam by the time of dusk and came to
Batchupet. He stood before the house of a wealthy family. The elders of the family were busy in organizing the
children participating in the fireworks. That day, they must have spent a considerable amount of money for the
crackers. Peals of laughter from the kids, smiles of content from the elders, the grin of the aged toothless lady
sitting near the threshold were in evidence of their gaiety. Several poor children of the locality derived pleasure
mostly from looking on the festivity. But they also begged the household for a cracker or two now and then. The
children of the house threw out half consumed items lest they should burn their fingers. The poor boys, the
onlookers, vied among themselves to snatch them up and enjoy using them for a few seconds more.
The lad continued to stand and watch. He neither begged nor rushed for partially-lit crackers. The lad had a
thin but strong structure as of a steel rod. It had the luster of polished red stone. The many colored hues of the
fireworks brought to his well featured face a strange glow. The light of the fire-works shone on his hair like sunshine on white, cotton wool-like clouds. He was on an empty stomach.
*
The widowed sister of the house, Purushottamma could not take her eyes off the lad ever since he came to
stand in front of the house. She would not be more than 25 years in age. She was considered a beauty while in her
teens. Her husband died even before she knew him as a husband. She withered for want of nourishing love. She
now looked and led her life like a nun. She devoted her time to books, to religious discourses and worship and to
a serious pursuit of knowledge, seeking the meaning of life. Yet. the sight of a mother and child always moved her
to a pathetic awareness of what she would never hope for in life, the state of motherhood. She felt that a wo-man
devoid of the bliss of matrimony or motherhood was better dead than pull on a meaningless existence. And in
twilight semidarkness she wiped off a tear or two caused by such conviction.
Children often flocked to her and one way or the other managed to collect from her stocks peppermints or
biscuits and not infrequently money in coins. Purushottamma could not bear to see any child crying or distressed.
If any child was sick around, she would spend all the time in nursing. Many would be her prayers and vows to a
wide range of deities.
She could not take her eyes off the lad ever since he came to stand in front of the house. He stood there
alternately dissolving in the darkness and glittering in the festival lights. He was unconsciously shifting his weight
from one foot to the other. She was drawn to him as a piece of iron to a magnet.
The crackers were distributed among the children of the house and each of the shares was put in a separate
basket. An abrupt thought came to her mind that it would be nice to gift a basketful of the crackers to him and
bring, happiness into his eyes. What a mad thought! Would she not be considered crazy or loony?
*
All of a sudden, the lad collapsed like a heap of frustrated hopes. The people absorbed in the festive revelry
took no notice of him. Purushottamma madly dashed towards him and gathered him in her arms. Probably Yasoda
must have done the same to the baby lord Krishna when she found him in exhaustion after killing the demon,
Trinavartha.
She carried the boy into the house and laid him carefully on a bench. She ran into the kitchen and quickly
prepared a nourishing diet of hot boiled rice and butter milk in a silver vessel. She sat beside him and started
feeding him spoon by spoon. The members of the household were dumfounded at this strange run of things. The
lad recovered slowly and gradually and opened his eyes. The old man of the family spoke in disgust:
“Who is this damned lad. Has she lost her senses?” The elderly women wondered:
“How did he come to be inside the house?” A young girl supplied the necessary information.
“This boy fell down in front of the house and aunt brought him in.”
“Is there to be no discrimination as to whom to touch and whom not? She could at least have asked someone
else to feed him.”
“The question is not that. Who gave her the authority to foul up things in this house?”
Not a single word of this discussion reached her anxious ears. Only when the lad opened his eyes did her
thumping heart settle to normal pace. Beaming happiness engulfed her like a gentle breeze. She gave the silver
vessel to him and directed him to empty it.
“Enough of it! Send him away immediately.”
“What is your name and whose son are you?”
“I am a Vuppari by caste and my name is Chittigadu.”\fn{ A note reads: “Chitti” means the smallest, the youngest. It is
usual to call a kid by this name denoting affection. “Gadu” is the opposite of “garu”—an honorific .}
The master of the house, who walked in after finishing his dinner advised:
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“Give a copper or two and send him away. If the neighbors learn about such things, we shall have to hang our
heads in shame.”
*
A year passed and again the Dipavali festival.
Purushottamma remembered the incident of the previous year. She let Chittigadu into her room and instead of
two coppers gave him two rupees. She also gave him a bonus of a packet of crackers. Her eyes filled with tears.
As soon as it was dark, she attended to lighting of the rows of lamps. Her eyes were somehow searching in the
street. A three year old baby, her niece, came running to her. The play with fire by the older children frightened
her and she sought refuge in the arms of the aunt.
The multi-colored splendor of the fireworks, was more impressive against the back-drop of the black darkness.
Lights and sounds filled the space. It looked as if all the bright stars of the blue skies were gathered into a heap
and thrown in all directions on the earth.
Chittigadu made a sudden appearance. Smiling, he presented to her a few home made items of fireworks. They
were what the poor could afford for participation in the festivity. Dry pieces of palm material were charred and
bundled in cloth. Dung was applied to the parcel and allowed to dry. When lit, they gave out sparkles with
crackling sound.
Purushottamma looked at them and then at him. Chittigadu was beaming with smiles.
Purushottamma looked at him with a thumping heart. Her niece applauded with loud peals of laughter.
Purushottamma went inside to her room. She had already deposited a basket full of crackers under her bed for
such an eventuality. She hid it under the edge of her sari and brought it out. Her lips were trembling. Her eyes
grew misty. There was an indefinable sweet emotion in her heart. She handed out the packet to Chittigadu.
“Take it home and enjoy,” she commanded.
His face radiated like a bright lamp. A joy shone in his eyes. On his lips was a radiant smile like the glow
around the day break.
The master of the house made a sudden and sinister appearance like a dark cloud. He strode towards the lad
and snatched away the packet from his helpless hands. He then slapped hard on the lad’s cheek. He thundered:
“With whose permission is this benevolence? If widows that ought to confine themselves to the inside of a
kitchen resort to charities like this, can there be an alternative to bankruptcy and insolvency!”
The furious master turned to the lad:
“You created enough havoc last time. Begone, you curse!” He gave a final vent to his passion in kicking the
lad out with a raised foot.
The lad had a vicious fall.
“You killed him,” cried Purushottamma. She ran down the pial into the street and picked him up. The master
too rushed and pulled Chitti out of her embrace and threw him into mid-street in a quick succession.
*
The lad was upset—physically and mentally. He hit his head against hard surface and caught a bleeding injury.
On seeing the blood Purushottamma crumbled down. Young and old reached the scene and were watching.. The
lad did not know what his crime was—to make a present of fireworks? Or to receive a present from a kind lady?
Or, was it his fault to be borne in the Vuppari caste? Blood was trickling all over his face.
The master was still furious. With clenched fists and determination he moved forward like a savage dog. The
little niece emitted a sharp, bitter cry. Chittigadu saw the master approaching him for a fiercer attack and in utter
disregard of the excruciating pain managed to rise up on his feet and run away.
Purushottamma too managed to get up on her feet. She swayed with anger.
“I cannot live under the same roof with brutes and devils like you,” she bawled out in a sharp voice. She called
aloud “Chitti, Chitt!” and began running in his direction. Trying to steady herself, she moved on into the dark and
bright lanes of the Dipavali night.
“Auntie, Auntie,” cried her little niece from the pial.
85.62 Kaki\fn{by Siyaram Sharan Gupta (1895-1963)} Chirgaon, Jhansi District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 1
Early that morning as Shyam opened his eyes he became aware of the pandemonium pervading the house. His
kaki\fn{Paternal uncle’s wife.}—Uma—was lying on a blanket spread on the floor, covered from head to foot with a
piece of cloth and the rest of the household was piteously wailing round her.
When people started to carry Uma away to the cremation grounds it was then that Shyamoo created a furor.
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Escaping from the hands of the people who were holding him back, he threw himself on Uma and cried,
“Kaki is fast asleep, where are you carrying her away in this manner? I will not let you go.”
With great difficulty people were able to hold him back. He was unable to participate in her last rites. Evoking
god’s assistance a maid managed to keep him in the house. Although wise elders assured him that his Kaki had
gone to his uncle’s house, truth could not stay hidden, under the guise of untruth for long. The other innocent
children of the neighborhood revealed it to him. It could not be held back from him that kaki had gone nowhere
but to the Lord Rama above. Having cried incessantly for many days his weeping abated but his grief was not
allayed.
As within a day or two of rains the surface water disappears, but the earth retains the moisture within it for a
long period, so it grief had settled deep within his heart. Often sitting lonely and passive he would gaze at the sky
above.
One day seeing a kite fly over-head, a thought crossed his mind and gladdened his heart. Approaching
Visheshwar he asked,
“Kaka, get me a kite.”
After the death of his wife Visheshwar was in a distracted, state. Saying, “All right, I will get it,” he moved
away desolately.
Shyamoo was desperately keen for the kite. He just could not curb his desire to get hold of one. Visheshwar’s
coat was hanging on a peg. Casting a glance around he moved a stool near it and inspected its pockets.
Discovering a four anna coin in them he instantly ran away.
Sukhiya the maid’s son, Bhola, was Shyamoo’s age. Giving the four anna bit to him he said,
“Ask your elder sister to secretly get us some string and a kite. Tell her to get it quietly, no one should get to
know of it.”
The kite arrived. In a dark comer of the house the string was tied to it, Shyamoo said gently,
“Bhola, if you will not disclose to anybody, I will tell you something.” Bhola shook his head and assured him,
“No, I will not tell anybody.” Shyamoo then divulged his secret.
“I will send this kite to Lord Rama above. Kaki will descend to earth with it’s help. I cannot write, otherwise I
would have written her name on it.”
Bhola was wiser than Shyamoo. He said,
“What you have thought is excellent but there is a snag in it. This string is too thin. Kaki cannot descend with
its help. There is danger of it’s snapping. If the kite had a thick rope then all would be well.”
Shyamoo was now anxious. Clearly the suggestion was worth a million but the complication was how to get a
thick rope. He had no money and the other members of the household—who had without any pity or
consideration burnt his kaki—could not be expected to contribute for this work.
That day Shyamoo could not sleep till late at night as he was terribly worried. Resorting to the previous day’s
trick, he took out a rupee from Visheshwar’s pocket. Giving it to Bhola he said,
“Look Bhola, don’t let anybody come to know of it. Get two strong ropes with this. One will not suffice. I will
get Jawahar Bhaiya to write kaki on a piece of paper and keep it ready. If there is a ‘name slip’ on it then the kite
will reach her directly.”
Two hours later in a cheerful state of mind Shyamoo and Bhola were tying the rope to the kite in a dingy small
room. Suddenly Visheshwar entered, mad with anger, and brought to a halt the auspicious work.
“Have you taken a rupee from my coat?” he enquired threateningly. Taken aback, Bhola turned informer at the
very first threat and said,
“Shyamoo Bhaiya took it for a rope and kite.”
Visheshwar smacked Shyamoo hard twice and declared, “Do you want to be jailed for robbery? All right, I will
teach you a lesson.” Saying this he again slapped him, pulled his ears and tore the kite. Looking at the ropes he
asked,
“Who asked for these?” Bhola replied,
“He asked for them, to fly the kite with, so that Kaki could descend to earth from Lord Rama.”
Shocked, Vishehwar stood stock still. Picking up the torn kite he gazed at it.
On a slip of paper pasted on the kite was written “Kaki.”
244.199 1. The Philosophy Of Love 2. Prayer Without Ceasing 3. Alone With God 4. Excerpt from Help
Through Prayer-Intercession\fn{by Dhanjibhai Fakirbhai (1895-1967)} Baroda, Baroda District, Gujarat State, India
(M) 10
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1
Man’s greatest quest is the Search for Truth; and knowledge of the Truth is the greatest thing he can achieve.
To seek the Truth fully is to seek God, and in knowing God one attains to fullness of knowledge.
After pondering deeply on the nature of God, philosophers have said that God is Sat, Cit and Ananda. That is,
He is Existence; He is Intelligence; and He is Bliss. He is self-existent and eternal; He is conscious, aware and
intelligent; and He abounds in joy.
But beyond all this we can say something further about God, and that is that He is Love-filled with Love, and
Himself the very form of Love. This does not mean simply that God shows Love, or that He is merely like a
loving father. It means rather that God’s very essence or being is Love; His nature is Love, He Himself is Love.
*
This conception is most important if we wish to penetrate to the inner nature of God and to understand His
very being. When we attempt to see God in the very depth of his being, our intellect and understanding fail to
plumb the abyss, and so wisdom calls God unknowable. or with the words “Neti neti” gives up the attempt.
And yet the most ordinary people, and even animals, know what Love is. And through Love they can catch a
glimpse of God and can experience Him.
Love is not an inanimate, lifeless thing; it is living and conscious and aware. Because man possesses
awareness, consciousness and self-consciousness he can, through love, become conscious of God.
God is full of joy, and joy is the revealer of Love, and so through Love we can experience that joy which is the
very being of God.
*
As we ponder God’s Love, the mystery of creation also becomes clear. Creation is real; it is neither through
ignorance (ajnana, avidya), nor through delusion (maya). Rather it has come into being in, through and because of
God’s Love. Creation is the work of a loving Father; it is His offspring, His family. Everything was created in
Love. If Creation is lila, sport or play, then it is the play of Love.
No external, independently existing elements enter into creation, but the origin and development of creation
took place out of the very nature of God, which is Love. Creation is simply the spontaneous expansion of God’s
Love. Creation is the revelation of Absolute Love, of the Absolute (Param Prema, Parabrahman). And so the
created universe itself is good, not evil; far from being impure, it is pure and holy.
*
Love is present and Love can be experienced in almost every aspect of creation. Love pervades the whole
created universe, and this all-pervading Love is the symbol and token of God’s omnipresence.
The relationship between God and man is not simply that of Creator and created, of the Maker and that which
is made. The relationship between them is Love, the Love of a Father for his son. It is not simply that God is our
Father and we are His creatures, His progeny; rather we are the sons of his Love.
In creation we can see the Fatherhood of God, and God is our own loving Father.
So the relationship between God and man is that of Love, and because of that relationship, the bond or link of
unity between them is the bond of Love.
*
Through the perversion of man’s will, through his evil habits and sinful actions, this bond of Love is broken,
and so evil comes into existence. This evil consists in a moral and spiritual fall or alienation, in which there arises
estrangement from, and opposition to, God in our will, feelings, thought and action. In this way we are separated
from the God who loves us, and a moral and spiritual gulf is opened.
When such contradiction or opposition arises in our relationship with God, and separation or rupture occurs,
that separation is sin, that is, man’s fall. Indeed the worst possible evil, the worst possible sin, is the destruction of
the bond of Love. And Salvation (mukti) means simply being saved from such sin, fallenness and separation. To
be united once again with God in the bonds of Love—that is moksa.
*
God is my Father, and I am a child of that Father. Other men and women are also His children, and so I am
their brother. God is our Father, and we are all His children.
In this way all men are my brothers. We are a brotherhood, bound together by Love. And, therefore, we have
certain duties and obligations, both individual and collective, or social. God loves me and cares for me, and so my
first duty is to love Him with my whole personality.
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And there are certain rules or principles which govern my relations with God, with other men, and with the
lower creation, and which affect the way in which I act towards them.
God loves me, and I love Him. So too, God loves other people, and they in turn ought to love Him. In order to
complete this cycle of Love it is essential that I should love my fellow-men, and that they should love me.
In this way there comes into existence a complete cycle of Love, the cycle of the mutual give-and-take of Love
which includes God, myself and my neighbor.
This cycle must be truly complete. Unless there is fully-reciprocated Love throughout, the Love-cycle is
broken. And in this law of Love every kind of moral duty and obligation finds its fulfillment and perfection.
*
Whenever any action or deed is performed, the result of that action is linked to the action itself. Action is
inseparably linked with reaction, and each deed with its effect.
God, the individual, and one’s fellow-men are all united together, joined together in the bond of Love. So it is
that each action and its result does not affect only the individual. When a man performs a certain action it is not he
alone who suffers its consequences and effects; all those who are associated with him, all who have any contact
with him, feel the result of his action. As they are all united in one circle they all have to partake in the fruit of his
action.
The results of a father’s good or evil actions fall on his children. A father has to share in the results of his son’s
good or evil actions. The effects of the industry or the laziness of both a teacher and his pupil are felt by both of
them.
In the same way each individual and the whole community are inextricably united in the results of their
actions; and because they are thus bound together and united, they share a common responsibility. Through the
action of a single evil-minded individual, a whole family, a whole village; or a whole country sometimes has to
suffer, and in the same way, a whole people can be benefited by the self-sacrifice of a single patriot.
In other words, the law of karma, of action and result, does not apply only to individuals but is effective also in
community, and in social relationships, and demonstrates the solidarity of mankind.
As Creator, as Father, God is inseparably united with us. He is one with us in the bond of love, and therefore,
whatever we do affects God Himself. Similarly we experience the results of whatever God does for us. In action
and in the consequences of action we are inseparably linked with God, and are fellow-workers with Him.
After creating the universe, or setting it in motion, God has not enthroned Himself in faraway idleness. The
same Love by which He created the universe keeps Him still firmly in the midst of creation, and the Love which
acted in creation is still everywhere active in the universe. God does not sit faraway, watching man’s deeds and
their results in lofty neutrality, nor is his work simply that of distributing rewards or punishments for man’s
actions. Rather, God is actively concerned with man’s deeds and their results. He helps us in our time of need, He
lifts our burdens, and is ever active for our salvation.
It is because there is Love in God that there is Love in man also. It is because of Love that men help one
another, share in one another’s joys and sorrows, lighten each other’s burdens, learn to endure suffering and to
offer themselves in self-sacrifice. And surely God is no less loving, no less gracious than man.
*
God is a Loving Father, and so He sympathizes in and feels for the joys and sorrows of his children. It is no
mere matter of sentiment to say that God is very Love. It is not simply an emotional statement or a philosophical
proposition: rather it is a practical, historic, concrete fact. It is not simply a subject for meditation, but a fact to be
experienced.
God does not remain in untouched and unconcerned isolation from creation and the world of men; rather for
the sake of man He works the work of Love. This divine work is of special use and effectiveness in relation to the
work of man.
First of all, God comes down among men in such a way that He can take part in the world of men; He
descends; He becomes incarnate as an avatara in the form of man. This is the Incarnation of Love, the very
embodiment of Love in the world of man.
When God came in the form of man it was for no trifling purpose, but to bring man Salvation (mukti) from the
results of his karma. God did all that was needed to release man from the fetters of karma, and to restore him, to
reunite him with Himself in the bonds of Love (premayoga). As this Incarnation was Himself Love, He lived a
life of Love, of selflessness, of devotion to service and of self-sacrifice. It is essential that we should know about
that Life and meditate on it.
*
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Let us take another matter. There is a law of God’s creation that, whether in the natural or the spiritual sphere,
fruition comes only through suffering, pain and self-sacrifice. When a corn of wheat or a seed is sown in the
ground it decays and dies, and only if it so dies can it come to life again and yield increase; only then can it bring
forth new life.
New life can spring only from renunciation, sacrifice and death. For the salvation of any individual it is
necessary that Someone should suffer and die.
The Love of God is revealed in divine self-sacrifice for the salvation of man. In order to make atonement
(prayascitta) for the evil results of man’s deeds (karma), and in order to counteract the effect of those deeds, this
Incarnation of God endures agonies of body, mind and spirit.
The fruits and consequences of man’s sinful deeds cannot be cancelled without the performance of atonement
and sacrifice. Forgiveness which does not involve suffering is meaningless and worthless. Man cannot obtain
pardon for his sins unless the Divine Incarnation suffers for those sins. And that is the work which the Divine
Incarnation carries out through His sacrifice of Himself.
Here is the great work of God’s Love. Every individual who is united with God can obtain the benefit and the
fruit of this mighty act. By coming in the form of man and being fully united with man, and for man’s sake
carrying through this wonderful and fruitful work of atonement (prayascitta), God saves man from the fruits of
his own misdeeds (karma).
God, who is complete and perfect, was under no kind of obligation to us. Yet because of the blameless,
spotless, holy and service-filled life which He led and the sacrifice of Himself which He offered, we are made full
partakers in the result of His work, and so He destroys the consequences or fruits of our sins and misdeeds. We are
made sharers and partakers in His work of love, His efficacious act. The result of the loving work of our Lord
becomes our own.
*
Man on his side must be ready to appropriate the fruit of the self-sacrifice of the Incarnate God. In response to
God’s act done for us and for our good, man has a love-inspired obligation to accept that finished work in love
and in faith. Man must come to share in the effectiveness of the atoning act (prayascitta), the loving work of the
Incarnate God.
Now man must not rely upon his own acts of merit, or upon the effort to achieve salvation (mukti) as the fruit
of his own good works. Rather he must rely by faith on the complete efficacy of the way of salvation, which God
has provided through offering up Himself in Love.
Salvation is not man’s determination to escape from the punishment due to his misdeeds, or from hell and
retribution. By sin we have been separated from God, and the relationship of Love has been broken: salvation is
the restoring of this broken relationship, and the re-establishment of the bond of Love. It is returning to God,
being once more united with him, and being reconciled to Him.
Salvation has in it nothing of selfishness. There is no Love in selfishness, and in Love there is no place for
selfishness. Salvation is not our own accomplishment (siddhi). No act (karma), no spiritual exertion (sadhana) is
able by itself to obtain it.
We have rebelled against God’s loving care for us; we have been disobedient and wicked and have wounded
God’s Love. For all this we repent. We are filled with shame and remorse for the suffering which God-Incarnate
was made to undergo on our behalf. Because of all this, man must turn towards God in repentance and shame.
Salvation has two sides. On one side we see the sacrifice, the work of atonement and the grace which God has
shown in his Love and in his pity, while on the other side are the repentance, the submission, the utter dependence
on and surrender to God, and the faith which man shows in his loving response to Love.
It is in this way that salvation is secured and the union between God and man is restored. And salvation is to be
secured now, in this life. We can be saved, become truly free (jivan-mukta) in this life—now!
*
Through Love, God comes down in human form. Living with men, moving among men, He brings to men
release from sin, and then leads them upwards to the heights of Godhood. In this way the wheel of God’s work of
Love comes full circle. The Incarnate One comes down to men as the full and final sacrifice of God’s Love, and
offers up His Life. And He it is who now, restored to life through His rising from the dead, is alive and dwells in
the heart of the man of faith.
The Lord who became Incarnate and so dwelt in a single body, now dwells in the heart and in the body of
every individual who by faith receives Him. He has begun to live, now not simply in one form or one individual,
but in many. And in so doing He has become the spiritual renewal and resurrection of man.
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To such a man, God reveals Himself in two ways. First of all, in order that God may reveal Himself to man in a
way that man can both understand and personally experience, He makes Himself known in human form. That is
the first way which God in his Love uses to reveal Himself.
And yet that revelation and that Revealer comes to man from outside himself. And so there is a second mode
of revelation, in which God manifests Himself through the inner dwelling of the Lord in the heart and mind and
life of the believer.
Jesus lived on this earth for thirty-three years, but his total work is not yet finished. Though his visible,
incarnate life is completed, the Lord continues to live and work in the world. He lives in His servants who have
found salvation, and in them and through them He is carrying on and completing those works of Love which it is
His will to do. Through dedicated individuals the Lord goes on forever widening the bounds of His realm of Love.
And in this way also the acts of loving service of the believer reach their fullest development.
*
The idea of reincarnation is widely held in India—the idea that the soul comes to birth many times in order that
it may experience the fruit of its actions (karma). Yet in such births the soul, though it continually changes its
body, remains itself, unchanged and unconverted.
But the thing which above all needs to be changed is the heart, or soul. This is the real new birth. The heart
must be transformed, must experience an inner conversion. What is necessary beyond all else is not that bodies
should be changed, but that the soul should be transformed or converted, that the soul should be born again. Such
a birth is not physical, is not of the earth earthy, but is God-given and spiritual, and comes from above. This
divine birth is experienced through the inner advent of the Spirit of God: it is experienced when God Himself
takes up His abode within us.
This is not a matter of a mere transaction between God and man; it is not a question of achieving equilibrium
between the scales of sin and virtue. It is rather renunciation and the utter sacrifice of self. It is the work of Love,
and brings about a complete transformation. The self, the ego, disappears, and God lives in its place.
But all this cannot happen without true Love. From henceforth it is no longer “I”, but rather it is God’s Spirit
who lives in me and works in me. Christ lives in me. All is of Love, for this is the Way of Love. The Spirit of God
lives within us, and it is only He who makes us do good works and brings to light in us the fruits of good
character and of service. All these qualities come, not from us as men, but from the indwelling Spirit of God.
*
Love is manifested in actions, in acts which are true and unselfish, and which are performed through devotion
to God and in accordance with His Will; and Love always finds its outlet in true service. This is the Way of Action
through Love (Karma-yoga). Further it is only because of Love for God that man can live in true faith, in full
dependence, in complete self-abandonment and devotion to God, and in loving worship of Him. The emotions, the
feelings, the longings of the heart all find their place in Love. And so it is that the way of Love is also the Way of
Devotion (Bhakti-yoga).
Again, if we love someone, it follows that we must truly know him and understand him. This recognition of
the one we love, this friendship, this relationship of love, is indeed knowledge. It is no mere intellectual,
philosophical or theoretical knowledge about the person, but is rather intimate personal knowledge and friendship.
God comes to us and reveals His Love to us. We have a personal knowledge of Him as a Loving Father. And this
is the true Way of Knowledge (Jnana-yoga).
So it is that the complete yoga of Action, Devotion and Knowledge (karma, bhakti and jnana) is attained
through the Way of Love (Prema-yoga). To love God with all our heart, with all our mind, with all our
understanding, with all our powers, with all our soul—with our whole personality—that is the Way of Love.
This way of union with God in Love is nothing other than Salvation (moksa). The alienation from God, the
hostility and the separation are overcome, and we find salvation. We become one with God. A bond of union is
forged which binds us inseparably to Him.
*
God is one. Yet the man of faith approaches God, experiences and knows Him, in three chief ways, which in
fact correspond to what God has revealed of Himself.
First of all, through his power of understanding enlightened by divine inspiration, the man of faith sees and
recognizes God in creation, in nature and in history, and so is able to understand God’s goodness, his greatness,
his divinity, his Love and justice. And so it is that man calls upon God as Creator, as God the Father.
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Secondly, he sees God as one who has become incarnate and so coming close to man, coming in the form of
man, has taught us the lesson of service, and offered Himself for us in sacrifice. So man comes to know God in
human form, and through Love and faith is drawn towards Him.
Thirdly, after man is united with God through Love and faith, that same Lord is seen to come and dwell within
the heart. The believer has an inner experience of God, who is felt and experienced as working in the depths of
our life. Man then knows Him and understands Him as God the Holy Spirit.
All this we experience and appropriate at first hand. These three ways of God’s self-manifestation are not
separate from one another, but interpenetrate each other in complete unity. It is a three-in-oneness, a Unity, a
Trinity. God’s nature is known and recognized as being eternally Triune.
*
After we have experienced Love—union with God, the life we are to live must not be a worldly one, or one
lived only according to human ideas and principles. In social, economic and political affairs we are not to live by
worldly ideals. Rather we must live by the Law of Love, in the way shown us by the God who is Love Incarnate.
This is no earthly kingdom, but the Kingdom of Love. It is the Commonwealth of God’s power over this
world, and in it God’s will and God’s glory are seen in their fullness here on earth as they are in heaven.
In politics, in national and international affairs, supreme power is given to God, and to God’s will and God’s
plan, and this purpose of God is to be put into effect by the individual, by society, and by the whole world.
All social relationships are relationships between children whose Father is God, and so they must be
relationships of mutual love, co-operation and help. In the economic sphere also all men should act with sympathy
and concern for each other, as divinely appointed stewards who are responsible to God. We must live as members
of God’s family, and in this way must fulfill the ideal of the Kingdom of God.
For the sake of this Kingdom, some people must bear greater burdens and make greater sacrifices.
“Nevertheless, it is not I, but Christ who lives in me; and I can do all things through Christ who strengthens
me.”
If that is our outlook and our conviction, then the great ideal of the Kingdom of Love will indeed be fulfilled.
2
On the occasion when these words were spoken (Luke 1—“Lord, teach us to pray”), it was not Jesus who took
the initiative. The disciples saw Jesus praying, and saw the results of prayer in his life; and so they too began to
wish to become “experts” in prayer, and made their request—“teach us to pray”.
As we study the example of Jesus, we too are able to learn how to pray. Someone has said,
“Prayer is caught not taught.” And a well-known writer has published a book with the title With Christ in the
School of Prayer.
When people go to church they are able to learn how prayer is made in public; that then becomes their ideal
example, and so it comes about that in private prayer, in family prayers—in fact everywhere— that becomes the
type of prayer which people use. Public and corporate prayer is indeed necessary, and has its place, but we should
not imagine that that is the only kind of prayer. There are many other “types” which can and should be used for
personal and “constant” prayer. In addition to oral prayer, in which words are used and pronounced, other kinds of
prayer are also necessary, such as mental prayer, prayer without spoken words, and the “Prayer of Silence”, which
transcends not only words but even thoughts. Deep, quiet fellowship and communion with God is an essential part
of prayer.
Moreover, prayer is not something in which we keep on and on talking. It is vital that we should sit quietly in
God’s presence; that we should listen to Him; that we should wait patiently for His answer or His command. And
for all this it is necessary that we should take time.
*
What is the point in speaking on the telephone if it is not connected? Has conversation any meaning if the one
with whom we are talking never answers? If a peon brings a note, but does not wait for an answer, how will the
reply ever arrive?
In the same way it is essential to wait for the reply when we pray to God. Prayer is conversation, a dialogue
with another person.
The time which we devote to prayer is not simply to be filled with words and thoughts. It is a time when we
should fill our hearts with affection, emotion, love and bhakti. For that reason, the reading of appropriate passages
1249

of Scripture, meditation on the passages read, and the singing of devotional hymns and lyrics should be regarded
as part of prayer.
Prayer is not the sort of activity which we can carry on for a certain length of time and then lay aside. Prayer
must be something constant—“prayer without ceasing”. Some of the following suggestions may be found useful.
*
Whatever work we do in our everyday life, whatever events take place, whatever special occasions come,
whatever difficulties arise, whatever thoughts enter our minds, whatever we hear, whatever we read—each of
these must be joined with prayer, surrounded with prayer. And for this kind of prayer it is not necessary to fall on
our knees, to close our eyes or to be alone; this type of mental prayer can be made no matter where we are.
When we set off for work, or when we begin any particular job, let us say,
“Lord, you go ahead of me, and do your work.” When difficulties and perplexities arise, let us say,
“Savior Jesus, save me.” Jesus’ very name is “Savior”. That does not just mean that he saves from hell and
from sin; in every difficulty, every temptation, every tough situation he becomes our Savior.
When we read the paper, or hear the news on the radio telling us about some disaster or accident that has
happened to someone, we are filled with sympathy for them, and we feel moved to ask for God’s help for them.
We cannot ourselves give practical help to them all, but we can give expression to our fellow-feeling for them as
we hold them up to God’s love and care.
Or again as we read of wars, of one country attacking another, of political events, revolutions and so on, we
can make this natural prayer,
“O God, thy kingdom come.” Or if it is a question of our own personal difficulty—the cost of living, financial
problems and the like, we can say,
“Give us this day our daily bread.”
In this way texts of scripture or verses of hymns which we have learnt by heart can be used to help us in our
prayers for ourselves and others. In indecision and perplexity we can utter from the depth of our hearts the words
of the hymn:
Guide me, my God, to do what is right
Fool that I am without Thee, Lord.

Or we can use the lines:
Healer of men, what man is like Thee, Lord?
Heal me from hurt, and restore me.

In our daily work, trade or profession, or whatever we do, our attitude should be,
“Lord, it is only with your help that I have been able to come this far; now keep me going forward; give your
power, and give your guidance.”
The same Lord who said “Ask” (that is, “pray”), also said, “Seek” and “Knock”; that means that all our hard
work, all our seeking, all our efforts must be permeated by prayer.
*
God is omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent and loving. These are no mere intellectual or theological points;
they can be proved true in our lives—through prayer. In this way God, our work, and our prayer are inseparably
bound up together. If something of mine has been lost or forgotten, I can say,
“I can’t see it, and I don’t know where it is, but you see it, Lord; you know. Please show it to me.”
If I have to do something which I don’t know how to do, then I ask for God’s wisdom, for he is wisdom
incarnate. In my hardest tasks, in all my difficulties, I ask for the help of God who is all-powerful.
Every occasion in my life depends upon God’s love. If my loved ones are far away, or are in difficulty, then the
thought comes to me that God is omnipresent, that his hands are everywhere; that thought becomes a prayer, and
that prayer helps me.
Take a firm grip of God! Repose on his omniscience, his omni-presence, his omnipotence, his love. Make that
your prayer! And that prayer will help you!
And whenever we accomplish a task, whenever a request is granted, or seems about to be granted—let us
remember to thank God and to praise him. Let us turn to God, and keep our gaze fixed on him (Isvar abhimukha).
*
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That is the way in which our life and our prayer should be interwoven, like the warp and woof on a loom. No
matter what work we are doing, we must keep breathing, and our heart must keep beating; and in the same way
we must develop the habit of prayer in every single part of our lives.
It is a matter of the utmost importance that our life should be a life of prayer—that life itself should be prayer. I
do not mean that prayer in itself is some kind of supernatural power or instrument or magic, or that it is some kind
of ritual which must be performed at certain times and places. No; prayer is unremitting communion with God,
and co-operation with him. And through prayer our life becomes God-controlled, divine (Isvar amaya).
3
Most of the activities of our lives are concerned with bodily, physical and “earthly” matters. Going above that
level, however, we have mental activities like study, science, philosophy, literature, law and so on. Above both
these levels come the matters of the spirit, but most people are unacquainted with them, or take only a very slight
interest in them, and so matters concerning God and the soul remain outside the realm of the practical, and people
have no direct experience (anubhava) of them.
Yet it is essential to give full importance to this side of our personality ( vyaktitva). It is not enough to pray only
when the occasion demands it, or to regard prayer as simply an ethical or formal activity. The Lord Jesus said to
his disciples,
“Let us go off by ourselves to some place where we will be alone and you can rest a while”—because there
were many people coming and going (Mark 6:31). The Lord still calls all his disciples to go to a lonely place and
there to spend a time of silence in fellowship with him.
Such times of quiet have played a large part in the lives of all the great saints and servants of God. Saint Paul
spent several years in Arabia,\fn{Galatians 1:17; it is part of one of the three conversion stories in the New Testament about the socalled Apostle, Paul:H} in solitude, study, meditation (manan) and contemplation (cintan). It was there that he came
to know the secret of God. The great theological principles of his which we today read and learn were revealed to
him there—in solitude. There too he received a vision (darsana) of heaven, and heard words which cannot be
uttered.
The disciple John was a prisoner on Patmos, and it was while he waited there in solitude, in meditation and
contemplation, that he received his vision of the Lord Jesus. He saw the things of heaven, and the future was
revealed to him. It was that experience which has given to us the book of Revelation.
When Jesus decided on his life-work, and how he should carry out that work, and then set out on the tasks of
the kingdom of heaven, he first of all spent forty days and nights in the wilderness. It was there that through
temptations he determined which road he was to take, and laid the foundations of the heavenly kingdom.
*
In English the word “Retreat” is used for that special time which we spend alone in a solitary place in
meditation, contemplation and prayer. Many devout Christians make their retreat every year. Each person should
set apart a few days, and spend that time in solitude-alone with God.
It is difficult to ensure concentration (ekagrata) when we are surrounded by our daily duties, our family, our
friends and relations, and so it is desirable to arrange for a peaceful place of solitude to which we may go. We
need a special time and place where outside matters will not interfere with us. (If we can find such a place where
we live we are fortunate; otherwise we should take the help of a place like an ashram or spiritual life centre.)
What do we gain from spending time in a place of retreat?
*
First of all, it is a very important thing to be absorbed in the presence and fellowship of God. In this way the
spiritual (adhyatmika) development of our soul (atman) really takes place, and we receive a true spiritual
experience (anubhava). God’s presence, and communion (samagama) with him, are directly experienced. In the
words of the lyrics:
Lord, how your servant longs to behold you.
“Give me your vision” is my constant prayer.
*
Great is your sweetness, my heart overwhelming;
Union with you is that heart’s desire.
*
Give to my eyes your sight;
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Give to my heart delight.

It is a matter of the greatest importance that experiences such as these should become a reality. That is one of
life’s great purposes, and one of its great achievements.
*
The Lord Jesus said,
“True worshippers worship God in spirit and in truth.”
The meeting of spirit with Spirit, and the worship of the Spirit, should be our purpose. In this way we come to
experience the meaning of the expression “praying in the Spirit.” Saint John says,
“I was the Spirit on the Lord’s day.” Saint Paul says,
“I do not know whether I was in the body or out of the body.”
It is possible for a short time to enter into deep spiritual state of this kind.
*
Moreover, through such an experience we are able to obtain a new understanding, new light and new solutions
to certain deep and perplexing spiritual, theological and scriptural questions.
Or perhaps in this way God will give us some special task or activity to carry out, or will make clear to us the
path we are to take in our life’s work.
*
A Gujarati hymn says,
Let us learn the Lord Jesus,
sitting at his feet.

We can clearly see and learn what Jesus was like, what he is like, and what he will be in the future. And so, as
we gaze at him, we ourselves are transformed into his likeness (svarupa).
*
The means (sadhana) or way of obtaining such an experience will come to each person in his own special way.
Yet there are some suggestions which can be made.
As we sing spiritual songs, songs full of the spirit of bhakti, as we hum them to ourselves, as we learn them by
heart and meditate on them, we become absorbed (tallin) in the subject of which they speak to us, and the prayer
which they voice warms and inspires our hearts. As we meditate on some subject, as we steadfastly contemplate
it, it is possible to become totally absorbed in it (dhyana-magna), our soul rises higher and higher, and we achieve
full communion (sangat) with God.
It is possible to come into a state of prayerful communion and meditation through reading and thinking about
some really good, deep and spiritual religious book, provided we allow it to penetrate deep down into our life and
heart. If concentration (ekcittata) and absorption (dhyana-magnata) can play their part in our experience, then
they too are helpful.
And if on such an occasion we can reduce the pressure of the body by a little fasting, or even by simply eating
a little less than usual, we shall find that our mind and spirit become more active.
*
Spiritual exercise (kasarat) of this kind is difficult at first but if we persevere we shall find that it makes for the
greater health and strength of the soul. It is a great victory when spiritual things become more “practical”, more
fully experienced than the things of the body and the mind. Spirituality (adhyatmikta) ought to be at the root of all
our activities, our relationships, our thought, our study.
4
The Christian religion is above all a religion of bhakti. Prayer is a part of bhakti, a special kind of bhakti, and it
is desirable that the different kinds of bhakti should be included in prayer.
In Christian activities, great prominence is given to wisdom (jnana), to intellectual matters, to study, to
education, to theology (dharmajnana). In addition service, relief, organization and administration play an
important part in Christian life.
But what about bhakti? It must not be neglected, and we must take steps to ensure that it is fully developed and
fully used. Prayer or bhakti must never become shallow; rather we must ensure that we go right down to the
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depths. It is only when we drill right down below the bottom of a well that the deeply hidden water surges up. It is
the same with bhakti and prayer.
In India, the tradition of bhakti is a very important and a very practical one. It is because of the saints and the
bhaktas that the different religions have maintained their vitality in this land. Indeed it is only through bhakti that
religion can reach the common man, and that ordinary people’s lives can be transformed (palto).
“Remember us in your prayers”; “Please pray for us”—requests such as these are frequently made. People pray
for their relatives and friends, and for those who serve others in religious or social activities; prayer is offered for
various groups of people, for various enterprises, for different individuals. And indeed it is a very good habit to
pray for such people—every day, and systematically.
But we must make sure that prayer does not degenerate into a mere ritual, custom or habit. And beyond all this
we must give the service of prayer for specific individuals and specific things; we must help them through prayer,
for prayer does help.
*
What is intercession (madhyasthata)?
When people directly ask us to help them through our prayers, or when some third person sees someone in
need and asks us to pray for them; and when we then keep on praying and praying for them, patiently, and never
ceasing until the prayer is answered—that is what we mean by intercession.
Such requests may come from within our own intimate circle of friends, or we may hear of them through some
acquaintance; or perhaps someone will come to us with a request for prayer, or some group or society may ask us.
People who need special intercessory prayer are the sick, those who have been involved in some accident, those in
financial difficulties, the unemployed, those who are suffering because of some family dispute or some social
difficulty, those who are beset by temptation or pressure, those who suffer from moral cowardice, those who have
fallen.
All such people need our prayers, and prayer of this kind can be offered not only by individuals, but also by
organized groups. A regular and systematic plan of prayer can be used.
*
Prayer of this kind is no mere matter of well-wishing or sympathy or simple good-feeling; it must be a definite
and clear request or petition. And it must be made after proper preparation, and in a worthy manner.
“In all your prayers ask God for what you need, always asking him with a thankful heart.” (Philippians 4:6).
*
If we want to be able to help others, our own life must be a life of prayer. Intercession is an activity which
demands all our powers of understanding. Before we pray for any particular thing or for any desired result, we
must be fully convinced that it is necessary, that it is according to God’s will, that it is possible; and we must ask
God’s guidance about it. If we ourselves do not believe in what we are praying for, if we are not convinced about
its necessity, then our prayer cannot be called “worship made in truth” (John 4:24). That kind of prayer is
hypocrisy.
The Lord Jesus tells us about making specific requests. A child will ask for bread, he says, and why should not
we ask for the gift of the Holy Spirit?
“What shall I do for you? What do you want?” he asked. And again,
“Have you faith that I can do it?”
*
If a practical answer to prayer is to come, it is essential that I should have full faith, complete conviction, that
what I am asking is going to happen. Is it according to God’s will or not? If I am convinced that it is according to
God’s will, then I can be sure that God will also give guidance as to how I should act.
And so we learn to depend completely on God, to trust him completely, and we know that he himself is at
work in what happens. It is only after we have become clear on these points that we should go on to make our
prayer of intercession.
In intercession there is co-operation between God and man; it is an activity in which God and man work
together. Another point is that the person who asks for help, or who simply needs help, must also show that he is
willing to be helped; he too must become a partner in the act of co-operation between God and man. We ought
always to suggest to him that he too should pray, or should ourselves help him to pray. And let us never forget that
in all intercession the Holy Spirit himself intercedes with us.
Intercessory prayer is not a matter of meaningless repetition; we must take time to find out what God’s will is,
and then patiently to await his guidance. And then we must act, to take whatever practical steps are necessary and
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possible. If we can help the sick persons to get some treatment or medicine, we must do so; perhaps we can help
the unemployed person to find a job; if we can help the one who is in need by visiting him, or giving the advice he
needs, then we must do so.
Jesus did not only say “Ask”. He also said “Seek”, “Knock”. We too must follow up our prayer with action. …
India 2 Excerpt from Sabara Upare\fn{by Sita Debi (1895-1974)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State,
India (F) 22
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61.122 What Affinity?\fn{by Viswanadha Satyanarayana (1895-1976)} Nandamuru Village, Krishna District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 3
I was at that time probably sixteen or seventeen; I don’t remember precisely. We went to attend a wedding in
some relative’s house in a village. We were the bridegroom’s party;\fn{ A note reads: The bridegroom’s p;arty enjoys unquestionable supremacy during a wedding in Andhra, for that brief period, their every wish is fulfilled and every whim—even if perverse—
satisfied.} so we were specially lodged in somebody’s house. The residents of the house somehow accommodated

themselves temporarily in one part of the house and left the rest of the house to the groom’s party. But that was a
village. And a wedding ceremony lasting all of five days. The house-owners too were invited to the ceremonial
meals both times everyday at the wedding venue. Within two days both the groups grew to know each other and
were on terms of familiarity.
It must have been the afternoon of the third day, I believe. I had lain down to rest in the hall. The head of the
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family had passed away. The widow and a daughter lived in the house. There were sons in the family, but they had
gone away, probably for education; they were not in the village. During the last two days the mother and the
daughter had come to know me well. That I was going to school, that ours was a family which did not lack decent
meals was known to the lady. Even by that time I had a nodding acquaintance with Telugu classics, and could sing
a verse full-throatedly and melodiously. Generally in our households after the death of the husband it was natural
for a woman to while away her time reading epics such as Bharatam,\fn{The Mahabharata in Telugu.} Bhagavatam or
Bhaktivijayam. This lady too did likewise. So when she came to know that I was acquainted with Telugu works,
she developed a little affection for me. Her daughter was already ten years old. Long-legged girl. Faircomplexioned, strikingly pretty. The mother was a stalwart personality. The daughter too would grow up to be like
her mother, it appeared. Well-built girl. Her arms were round and compact as paper cones. The beauty of her face
was beyond description. Big eyes. Close-knit black eyebrows. It was as if God had decided to define beauty in
that girl’s face. Even today when I remember the way she laughed, I can understand how fascinated I must have
been at that time. But then looking at her I felt depressed even as I rejoiced. My father had already per-formed my
marriage when I was ten.
Thus when I was lying down, relaxing in that hall, both the mother and the daughter came in. The mother
asked me to recite a few poems. I did. She was delighted.
The daughter was as mischievous as she was beautiful. She started playing friendly pranks on me. In those
days, I had not passed the stage of childhood and the illusions of a life yet to unfold fully still enchanted me.
When that girl came near me, talked to me, laughed, joked, my whole body tingled with joy. My heart was filled
with pure happiness. That girl had a radiant complexion. Her light seemed to enter my being and I thought it all
made me spiritually so ennobled. That day, it was the important ceremony of sadasyam, assemblage of the wedding parties, and the entire marriage party were at the venue of the wedding. Only we three were left in the
lodgings of the groom’s party. I don’t remember all the pranks she played on me. Vaguely I remember just this
episode …
As I had been educated right from the beginning in towns, there were a few things I still didn’t know about
village life. I knew all the trees; I knew all the plants. But I did not know of the seema chili, a deadly hot chili
species. It is exactly the size of a black ant; and it ripens at that size. That girl went into their backyard, picked a
seema chili and brought and gave it to me, saying that it was sweet and I should eat it. You know what a smart
thing she did? She had removed the stalk of the chili. I had known fruit like the small, coral-like karninchi
(Salanum nigrum). I thought this too was something like that and put it in my mouth and munched.
Imagine how my mouth burned! I could hardly stand the scalding. I ran out and gargled water and spat out
repeatedly, but the burning did not stop. Tears rolled down my cheeks, I started panting and groaning, and the heat
literally came out of my ears, while all along, as I went through this agony, the girl was laughing and the mother
smiling, without a word. Neither of them hated me; both of them had affection for me. Like a fool why should I
have bitten and chewed on the chili? I felt ashamed. The shame arising out of my childishness mocked the love I
had developed for the girl. I grew angry seeing the girl was enjoying my plight. But then, suppressing that shame
and that anger I too had to pretend that it was all a big joke.
In the course of a conversation with my mother, the lady came to know that I had been married. She laughed
and said:
“Ayyo, is that so? I thought you would marry our daughter.”
On the fifth day of the wedding, we left on our own. After that, a year or two later, my wife came to join me to
begin our family life. For the next five or six years I kept thinking of that girl. Our families were in no way
related; their village and our town were in no way connected. With time, I totally forgot the whole episode.
*
One fierce summer. No meals since the morning. The train had started early in the morning at six and reached
Guntakal at half past five in the evening. I was on my way to Anantapuram. That day, I believe it was the seventh
day of the bright fortnight, shuddha saptami. Moonlight suffused the twilight. The train for Anantapuram started.
My tongue was badly parched. The hot breeze entered one ear and whirled out through the other. Where the
breeze touched my face or arms it burned like live coals. The train moved most reluctantly as though drained of
all energy. In the distance squatted small outcroppings of rock, like lumps of darkness dropped there. Rocks, rocks
everywhere. The train passed over streams. The sand beds of the streams stretched out like tongues thirsting for
water. No water had been provided in the compartments. I waited for the next station, hoping to get some water
there. One station passed and the next, no station had water. They would normally store water in cans. There was
no water in them now. My entire being thirsted for a drop of water. It was close to nine o’clock. That night, all I
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did was to get off the train at every station, and in the pervasive moonlight scout and search for water on the
platforms.
At one station, as I got down and moved to look for some water I could lay my hands on, from the women’s
compartment a woman hailed me.
“Ayya,\fn{Sir.} the mouths of my children are parched. Could you please fetch me a little water?” she said.
In my compartment the light had been dim; the lamp in the women’s compartment was burning bright. But
when she leaned out of the window to talk to me, her face was turned away from the lamplight. I could not make
out her lineaments. Yet I could see she was a real beauty.
“All right, I am going for water myself. If I can find some I shall get you a little,” I said.
“Here, please take this chembu,” she said unscrewing the lid of the metal cruse. In that terminal state of thirst,
there was no distinction between man and woman, no sense of distance between one’s own man and a stranger.
Her hand brushed mine. One more hour without water would have meant death in those hot winds. Hardly one
hour away from death, the fact that I felt happy at that touch—what does it show? Streak of evil? Or animal instinct?
In that station I found water. I drank my fill. I filled that chembu. More than the feeling that I had managed to
survive, I was happy that I was able to take her a chembu of water. Was it because of the feeling that I was doing
her a big favor? Or that in response to my act she would be favorably disposed to me?
I went back and gave her the water. While receiving the chembu this time she managed to do it without touching my hand. Gave a drink of water to the children; herself drank a little. I should have left then, but I did not.
“Is it enough? Or shall I fetch one more chembu?” I said, waiting there.
She said, “No need, sir.” I could see the gratitude in her face that I had fetched water for them. But “I am
grateful to you,” “namaskarams,” etc., are urbanities our non-English knowing people don’t know, so she did not
say them to me, but her face expressed double these sentiments.
As she moved here and there helping the children with a drink of water, in that bright light I could see clearly
her very attractive face. At first it was her beauty alone that hit me. Then, I felt that I had seen her somewhere.
She did not give any indication in her face that she had met me earlier. If I had seen her, she too should have seen
me earlier, shouldn’t she? Moreover when we first see some people we get the feeling we have already seen them
somewhere; we may have seen a person with similar features elsewhere and because of the likeness in looks, we
feel we have seen them earlier. Where do you come from? Where are you going? Such questions I should have
asked, perhaps. By the look of it she appeared to be a woman of the Krishna-Godavari deltas and not the Ceded
Districts.\fn{A note reads: The fertile, well-irrigated deltas of coastal Andhra enjoyed prosperity and were advanced in education in
contrast with the rain-hungry dry lands of Rayalaseema known as Ceded Districts (ceded by the Nizam to the British), the south-western
region of the Telugu country. Perhaps the difference showed in the nurture, costume, and carriage of the woman here .} I wanted to en-

quire but, without asking a question, I went back to my compartment. Her beautiful face, however, left its imprint
on my mind.
*
Two years later I got a job in that town. And I went there. I searched for a place to take on rent. At last I
secured a portion of a house. The same evening my family joined me. For the next four days the portion next to us
was kept locked. The house owner lived elsewhere. I enquired about who was living in that portion. I was told
that the man living there was a clerk in the collector’s office. His wife had gone to her mother’s place for a
delivery and he was living there now all alone. At that time he had gone home on leave for four days.
On the fifth day he returned. He had served as a sub-magistrate and was now back in the collector’s office as a
high-ranking clerk. He would return home late in the evening, around ten o’clock, and would leave again at
around nine o’clock the next morning. Daily by the time I got up from my bed it was usually half past seven. It so
happened that we did not meet and did not talk to each other.
Moreover, this man had worked as a magistrate and now he put on airs. Though we lived in the same premises
for four or five months, the two of us didn’t meet, didn’t talk. He remained a stranger; I remained a stranger. In
this way another month passed.
One day a jutka\fn{A small horse carriage.} arrived at the house. Three children and a woman with an infant got
down from it. I was sitting outside and writing something. I looked up and saw her. I could not immediately
recognize her. After all, I had only seen her, two years earlier, briefly one night in the light of a railway
compartment’s lamp. But the eyes and the eyebrows acknowledged the fact:
“Its me.”
She got down from the carriage and walked into their part of the house without lifting her head. Probably she
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thought it is somebody in the next portion, why bother; then again, it’s doubtful if her husband had told her about
someone in the next portion at all! However we may interpret, it is but human to raise your head and notice your
neighbor. She was the magistrate’s wife, soon enough the husband might become a tahsildar; probably there was
a sense of superiority in her mind. But I kept staring at her, from the moment she got down from the carriage to
the time she went inside.
Her husband was accompanying her. He noticed that I was staring at his wife. He may have put me down for
an uncultured fellow, but could not rebuke me; couldn’t file a charge sheet against me. In his gait, in his looks
there was a rejection, a contempt, but he didn’t express it.
What’s the matter with me, I thought. Why should I offer an explanation? What’s wrong with looking at
people? That’s human nature. Who is to find out whether it is simple staring or staring with evil motives?
However does one find out?
On the earlier occasion, though she had been subjected to the burning winds of the sun, her body and her face
had looked well-nourished. Now she was emaciated. The earlier fullness of limb and body was no longer there.
The cheeks were sunken; eyes had withdrawn into their sockets. Probably it had been a difficult delivery. Poor
woman, hasn’t convalesced yet, I thought.
Ten days later, my mother told me,
“Well! they really act superior, don’t respond even when I greet them.”
“Let it be,” I said.
The wells in that town were too deep. One day their maidservant didn’t turn up. Water for every purpose the
woman had to draw from the well. Poor woman, she was in a totally run-down condition. If his meal was not
served by half past nine her husband might play the magistrate even on her. The evening meal had to be readied
early, he would dine and go back to the office.
Evening. When I returned home by five o’clock she was drawing water from the well. By the time she pulled
up a single bucket of water, she was nearly finished: There were two brass pots waiting. Both had to be filled with
water. That meant at least four buckets of water.
“I would like to wash my feet, will you please give me the bucket once?” I said.
Leaving the bucket there, she went inside the house. I washed my feet, then drew some water and filled both
the brass pots and returned to our portion of the house.
A few days later, one evening as I was going into our portion, she was coming from the opposite direction. She
rested her eyes on me and took a good look. Those eyes appeared to register some recognition. Perhaps she was
pleased with me because I had drawn the water from the well for her, or perhaps recollected the time when I had
fetched water for them on the train; she began to talk familiarly with my mother and my wife.
The art of reciting a verse tunefully that I had learned as a child, I had perfected as I grew older. Singing fullthroatedly ten or fifteen raagams\fn{Ragas.} with verses, and my listeners responding, “Well, sung, all right,” was
not a rare experience for me. Once in a week or ten days, after the evening meal, I had the habit of engaging in
singing. One evening, as usual, I sang. Next day she observed to my mother,
“Your son sings well!”
A week later, one day as I was eating my meal, my mother told me:
“I say, do you know who this girl is? When you were a child, we went to that village to attend a wedding,
remember? She is the same girl who made you bite into a seema chili. The other day I sat with her and made
enquiries about her antecedents. Her younger brother is working in our town, it seems: The house of Rama Rao,
two houses away from ours—they are living in that rented house. Their mother too is very old, like me. She was
wondering where she had seen you. When you sang she could place you finally, definitely. The verse you sang
years ago as a boy, the same verse, in exactly the same way, you sang again it seems. Then at once she
remembered.
As had been anticipated, her husband was promoted tahsildar. The day after my mother gave me this news
they vacated the house and departed. That day I wasn’t in town.
*
Three years later, I gave up my job in that town, and went back to our town. Her younger brother and his
family had continued to live in the same rented building belonging to Rama Rao garu. We were getting news of
them fairly regularly. I heard that she was pregnant again, and that the younger brother was bringing her to his
house for the delivery.\fn{A note reads: Before maternity homes became popular, a woman always delivered at her mother’s place,
which is her puttillu (birthplace), and after the death of her parents, at her brother’s place. There was a taboo, however: a woman was not
supposed to deliver her third child at her mother’s place, because it was considered inauspicious for her brothers (the maternal uncles of
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the baby).}

She couldn’t make it in the fifth month of the pregnancy; nor did it happen in the seventh. Then in the
ninth month, he had to bring her because his mother pestered him and the woman was about to deliver.
The third night after her arrival, we were told, she went into labor. The doctor was fetched, and she somehow
survived the night. For the next two days she struggled between life and death. It was no ailment connected with
the delivery; it was some other illness. All the neighbors went to make a sympathy visit. I too went. Within the
minute after my arrival there, the girl was breathing her last. There was no one to put her down ritually on the
floor.\fn{A note reads: The dying person, in the last few moments, is put down on the floor; placed, that is, in the lap of Mother Earth.
Quite often the dying person was even carried out of the house to save it from pollution. (Things are changing now.) } They had sent a
telegram to the husband, but he had not arrived. Her brother and I lifted her from the bed and put her down.
Next day it became impossible to find any corpse-bearers. Two lives lost in one; it was most inauspicious. I
volunteered and became one of the corpse-bearers. After nightfall, I sighted the stars and ate a meal.
Sometime that night, I had a dream. That girl was ten years old. I was sixteen. I read verses in their house. That
girl brought a seema chili and asked me to eat and I ate. My mouth burned badly.
Screaming, I woke up. I must have gone to sleep and snored with my mouth open; the poisonous
agnimandalam caterpillar had touched the tip of my tongue. It burned terribly. I realized, as soon as I woke up, a
sore had formed not only on the tip of the tongue but even on my lips. That sore didn’t heal for ten or twelve days.
I couldn’t eat.
241.85 The Onion Thief\fn{by Vitthal Dattatrey Ghate (1895-1978)} Ghospuri, Ahmednagar District, Maharashtra
State, India (M) 3
… The special train of the Prince of Wales arrived at Baroda station that morning. The Prince was to have his
breakfast at the station, and the Baroda state administration was responsible for all the arrangements.
Mohanlal Pandya, officer of the state dairy, had orders to provide pure, unadulterated milk for the royal tea.
Pandya selected five good cows and five servants, had both the animals and the men properly washed and the
servants dressed neatly, and arrived with the entire lot at the station platform. No sooner did the train arrive than
he arranged to get the udders of the cows washed with disinfectant, had the cows milked, and the milk supplied to
the royal steward, to whom he also gave his bill for Rs 15 and finally saw to it that the amount was collected.
To present a bill like this and—even worse—to collect the amount, when the guest was no less a personage
than a state guest of both the Government of India and the Baroda administration—and a Prince, the son of KingEmperor Edward VII, and heir to the British imperial throne to boot—what treason! Everybody was properly
shocked; the matter was debated and an enquiry held.
Pandya was astonished. He hadn’t thought either that he had performed some commendable feat or that he was
guilty of some grave misdemeanor. His explanation was simple:
“I haven’t done anything irregular. I only discharged my official duties. The cows belonged to Baroda
government and so did the milk. What right had I to give it away? And where were the government orders
directing me to do so?”
The matter ended there and the case was filed; for Maharaja Sayajirao ruled in Baroda then, and in that state,
men like Aurobindo Ghose, Barrister Deshpande, Khaserao Jadhav and Mohanlal Pandya were respected.
*
This happened in 1905, after which Pandyaji kept receiving promotions for the next five or six years. In 1910,
he was put in charge of the government farm at Navasari. The place was surrounded by a jungle. This was
Pandyaji’s opportunity.
He started manufacturing bombs in the jungle. He translated into Gujarati an explosive book by Barindra
Kumar, younger brother of Aurobindo Ghose. A clandestine press was assembled in the jungle and a manual of
how to prepare bombs was printed in it. Copies of the book were provided with eight different kinds of binding in
different colors and different titles, including A History of the Yadus, Toilet Soap, Navroz, Medicinal Herbs, etc.
The idea behind this was that at least some of the titles would survive, even if one or two were confiscated.
He did not stop there. An agricultural exhibition was held that year at Navasari and as director of the
exhibition, he managed to circulate openly copies of the Bomb Manual to hundreds of visitors. One couldn’t
admire more the imprudent exploits of this daredevil.
Retribution was inevitable. What if all this happened in Baroda state, with Maharaja Sayajirao on the throne?
One could not get away with this kind of open sedition for long. Pandyaji was summoned by the diwan, and was
sternly ordered to resign and quit the state. Without a moment’s reflection, Pandyaji took a sheet of paper, dashed
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off his resignation, handed it over to the diwan, walked out and promptly went underground. He remained in
Baroda, but neither the British police who were looking for him day and night, nor Khaserao, who was the patron,
supporter and leader of his very cult, knew his whereabouts.
When normalcy was restored, Pandyaji surfaced at his hometown, Kathlal, in Kheda district. The CID was
greatly interested in him and hence a police-station came to be established in that small town. A head constable
and a police sub-inspector were appointed. The police kept hovering around Pandyaji’s house day and night. Two
policemen kept vigil at his front door at night; he was followed by the police wherever he went. A policeman kept
guard outside any house he visited. If he stopped for the night at any place, there was a policeman to keep him
company. If he sat in a tonga to go somewhere, a policeman jumped in and sat near the driver. With so much
ceremony was Pandyaji treated.
*
Too clever by half, Pandyaji started playing tricks on the police. When a policeman jumped in and the tonga
started moving, Pandyaji swiftly got down and vanished. If he wanted to leave town, he would not board the train
at Kathlal, but got up early in the morning and walked to the next railway station. If he was walking along and
saw a policeman following him, he would. soldier on till the poor fellow was all spent. If he encountered a police
sub-inspector, he caught hold of him by the wrist and admonished him,
“Why don’t you resign, my friend? Don’t be a traitor to your motherland; it’s a great sin you are committing, a
grave sin.”
The police sub-inspector used to shake in his shoes for Pandyaji was a notorious terrorist; besides, he was a
well-built man with steely hands and an iron grip.
Pandyaji was absolutely fearless. During those days, every Indian was afraid of the white man; he used to
cower before him and hesitate to approach him. In order to remove this fear, Pandyaji once played a neat trick.
One day the Nadiad (or, possibly, Ahmedabad) railway platform was heavily crowded with people waiting for the
train. There were two white men talking to each other.
With his arms held behind and his head held high, Pandyaji thrust himself between the two, prodded them and
went ahead. Everyone began staring at him and even the white men were astonished.
Another incident is equally interesting. A white sahib stood on the platform of Nadiad railway station, reading
his Times. Pandyaji did not know him, but he approached him, snatched a page without so much as a by your
leave and started reading it. The news that Gandhiji had been released had appeared on that page. Pandyaji started
going round the platform, sheet in hand, shouting,
“Listen, oh, listen! Gandhiji is released …”
*
Around this time, Gandhiji the wizard appeared in Gujarat and began playing on his magic flute of satyagraha.
Somnolent, non-violent Gujarat woke up with a start. Vallabhbhai Patel, engrossed in playing bridge at Gujarat
club, awoke to his destiny and was transformed into Sardar Patel.
Thanks to Aurobindbabu and Khaserao Jadhav, Pandyaji had already been an awakened soul for long. He went
to Gandhiji and fell at his feet in the spirit of “Thy disciple am I; I approach thee for enlightenment.”
That is how a Gujarati revolutionary, expert in explosives, became a worker in the cause of non-violence in
Gandhian circles.
Whoever wishes to work does not have to wait too long for an opportunity to do so; tasks come his way.
Pandyaji disliked colorless chores. Gandhiji had already carried the Champaran campaign to a successful
conclusion. Pandyaji had no interest in Champaran, which was too distant, as far as he was concerned. He wanted
to set the whole of Gujarat on fire and to arm Gandhiji suitably for this.
He did not have to wait too long for his opportunity.
In 1917, crops in the Kheda district rotted owing to excessive rains. The harvest did not amount even to 4 to 6
annas in a rupee. People and cattle began to starve.
Pandyaji could not bear the sight: he made farmers apply for remission of land-cess,\fn{ Land tax:H} but the
government refused to budge. Pandyaji approached Gandhiji and explained everything.
A stickler for facts, Gandhiji was not the kind of man to take things on trust. Refusing to start satyagraha on
the basis of mere reports, he insisted on obtaining exact figures of the crops harvested in each region. Pandyaji
roped in Sardar Patel to do the job. Workers set out in every direction to collect the necessary figures.
Gandhiji was convinced. He encouraged the farmers not to pay government levy or to submit to punitive
confiscation. He told them,
“Government may auction your property or cattle, but don’t be tempted to bid for the auctioned goods of your
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neighbor. Don’t assault government officials, but don’t cooperate with them in any way, either.”
*
The farmers in the rural areas agreed and the campaign began. Heroes sprang up from the soil and Pandyaji
was in the forefront of it all. He toiled day and night and covered the entire district. Ever on the watch for the
movements of government officials, he used to reach a village before they did, reassure the farmers and prepare
their minds for the confrontation with the government.
It was an unprecedented sight. Government officials failed to get coolies to shift the confiscated produce to the
village community hall, and when at last it was taken there, no one attended the auction! Officials could not get
carts on hire to move around. The satyagraha was so rigorous that it became impossible for them to get milk for
their tea and food grains from grocers. The government, sorely tried, capitulated and Gandhiji won, but the real
hero of the campaign was Pandya, for he was the first Gujarati to be jailed on political grounds.
It was in this campaign that Gandhiji bestowed the title dungli chor (i.e. onion thief) on Mr. Pandya and the
whole of Gujarat came to call him by this pet name. It all happened like this: a farmer who had planted onions in
his field had refused to pay the land-cess. His crop was, therefore, declared forfeit; but there were no takers to buy
it in the subsequent auction. .If the crop was allowed to stand like that, all the onions would spoil. Gandhiji told
the farmer,
“This crop belongs to you, not to the government: go ahead and harvest it.” The farmer hesitated. Pandyaji
said,
“What are you afraid of? Come, I am with you. Let us harvest the crop together.”
When they did so and brought the produce home, Pandyaji was charged with lifting government property and
sentenced to jail. On the day of his release, Gandhiji marched with hundreds of followers from Mohmedabad to
Kheda jail, greeted him at the jail-gate and the onion thief was taken round in a huge procession.
*
This was Pandyaji’s first experience of prison. After this, until his death, he used to be mostly in jail. Prison
became his natural habitat and his own home a casual abode. He wrote a charming book on his first encounter
with prison and advised everyone to go to jail if they wished to improve their health.
Pandyaji was a model prisoner; he observed all the prison regulations meticulously and made other
satyagrahis do likewise. He used to carry out his allotted physical chores to the full and insisted that others do the
same. He used to be placed in the “C” class in prison and was served the inedible food of that class. He had lost
his teeth and could not masticate his food properly. The jail superintendent used to tell him,
“I’ll give you better food, I’ll send you milk; please don’t neglect your health.” Pandyaji used to smile and
reply:
“My friend, I am a “C” class prisoner and must eat the food allotted to this class. I am not ill and so can’t ask
for milk and break prison regulations.”
He used to crush the rock-like jowar-roti into small pieces, dip it in water and eat the mess uncomplainingly.
But the terrorist in him used to come alive whenever a prison official persecuted prisoners. He used to confront
the official, catch him by the shoulders and admonish him:
“Young man, you are like a son to me. Don’t be a fool; behave yourself.”
I was eager to meet him and when my friend, Natwarlal Dave set out to meet him in the morning, I too
accompanied him.
I was rather hesitant, being under the impression that I was going to meet an aged lion, but the actual
experience proved to be quite otherwise. Pandyaji lay on a cot, coughing and pressing his chest with both his
hands. As we entered, he got up with alacrity and welcomed us with great affection, saying,
“Come friends, be seated.”
Those eyes of his-so resolute, stern and full of mischief earlier—had now turned wild and his voice was gentle.
His demeanor was that of a detached soul, which had triumphed over both body and mind, with the help of
incomparable will-power.
We talked for a long time, but Pandyaji did not even so much as mention his prison experiences. … Once he
descended the Abu hills, those familiar prisons stood ready to welcome him, with that inedible food being cooked
for him. The wounds had not yet healed, but he had hidden his pain deep under a covering, as Samarth Ramdas
had done once with his febrile shivering. He was calm, cheerful and self-controlled, determined to spend a few
days in the fresh air of the hills, without thinking of anything else.
A few days after this, I went to Kathlal, for school-inspection. As soon as I alighted from the train, I was
greeted by the headmaster, the school secretary and some local gentlemen. Pandyaji stood erect like a palm tree,
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alone, a little distance away. I immediately approached him and said,
“So, you are still here, are you? Good.” Pandyaji smiled and replied,
“Yes, no jail-term yet; there has been no call.” The headmaster advanced and whispered into my ear,
“All has been arranged in the school-building. Let us proceed.” Before I could reply, Pandyaji said,
“Well, friend, won’t you come home with me?” The rebel deep down in me made me answer in a flash,
“Most certainly; and if you don’t mind, I will stay with you.” Pandyaji was very happy; his eyes sparkled with
a newly-found awareness.
“Let’s go home then,” he said. Dispatching my clerk and peon to avail themselves of “all the arrangements”
made in the school, I accompanied him.
*
I was taken to a big oblong room on the first floor, with the clean floor caked with a thick cowdung solution,
which had left conifer-shaped patterns on it. It was crowded with people, some lying down on mats, some
smoking the hookah, others squatting with their heads resting on their knees, and still others chatting in low
voices. The room appeared to be a veritable dharmasala.
“Who are these people, Pandyaji?” I asked. He replied,
“They are all people from our circle only. They come here to rest, to share their experiences—happy and sad—
with me and mine with them, and for advice.”
I rested that night amidst all those people and we kept talking softly till midnight. During the course of our
chat, I turned to Pandyaji and said,
“Pandyaji, you are old now; it is time you gave up this hard penance of yours.” Heaving a prolonged sigh, he
replied,
“No, my friend. A penance is a penance is a penance. It can never be given up. My race is almost run; why take
a holiday from the penance now?”
When I left Kathlal a couple of days later, Pandyaji accompanied me to the station, talking all the time. As the
train was about to start, I asked him before I took my seat,
“When do we meet again?” He replied in tremulous tones, but with self-control,
“Perhaps never.”
And his words came true. We never met again. A plague epidemic was raging at Borsad. Sardar Patel was
looking for and enlisting volunteers. This old man went there, coughing, leaning on his stick, and stood in the
queue. The Sardar noticed him and asked,
“Why are you here, Mohanbhai?”
“I wish to volunteer.” The Iron Man of modern India was nonplussed, but he refused to enlist Pandyaji, who
returned disconsolate, muttering dejectedly,
“So, I am no longer considered fit to serve my country.”
But he did not return to Kathlal. He died on his way home. …
242.41 Excerpt from Looking Back: Memoirs Of K. Santhanam\fn{by Kasturiranga Santhanam (1895-1980)}
Kummattithidal Village, Tiruvarur District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 8
2
… The first 11 years of my life were spent between the two villages of Kummattithidal, where my father, his
brothers and their families lived together, and Kurichi, where my maternal grandparents lived. Both in similarity
and disparity, these two villages were representative of all the villages in the district of Thanjavur (Tamilnadu).
Kummattithidal is only a small part of the revenue village of Puthagaram at the southern end of the
Mannargudi taluk. It is a pleasant village, cool in summer and not very cold in winter. It adjoins the river Korayar,
a branch of the river Vennar which is itself a branch of the Cauvery. It is situated on the west bank where there are
a Shiva and a Vishnu temple.
Opposite these temples, running north to south, is the Agraharam or the Brahmin Street with about 20 houses.
My grandfather Krishna Iyengar was a resourceful and trustworthy person and, during his life, he was able to
acquire about 300 acres of wet lands some of which were spread out on the east bank of the river. I have not been
able to find out exactly how he was able to acquire so much property in a single lifetime.
I was told that he was considered to be so reliable that persons with spare savings would entrust them to him
without interest.
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Being a tail-end village liable to frequent floods, in those days when the pressure of population was much
lighter, land was very cheap. By efficient cultivation, he was able to pay off the old depositors and with new
deposits, he bought more land. He died in 1895, the very year when I was born and for many years his name was
a legend in Kummattithidal and nearby villages. My father, Kasthuri Ranga Iyengar, was his youngest son and
married Srinivasam my mother.
*
Though a majority of the other Brahmin families were Vaishnavite, there was a fair number of Shaivites also
and there were also two families whose mother tongue was Telugu. All these families were poor, the richest
among them owning only 15 acres.
At the northern and southern ends of the Brahmin Street, there were ponds which were used by men and
women for bathing and in which cattle too were washed. Adjoining the southern pond was the non-Brahmin Street
with about 40 houses consisting of farm workers and tenants. There were a few Harijan houses some distance
away from the non-Brahmin Street, and situated in coconut groves.
Nearly two miles from the village on the other side of the river, there is the railway station Thillaivilagam on
the then Mayavaram-Arantangi section of the railway which belonged to the Tanjore District Board. There was a
cart-track leading to the railway station which could be used only when the river was dry. It was usual to walk
from the village to the railway station and vice versa with a coolly carrying the luggage, if any. Some of the
important festivals were celebrated in both the temples but, by and large, the people of Kummattithidal were not
as religious as those of others.
Now and then, there would be a pial school but this was irregular and, at the age of six, I was sent to Kurichi to
stay with my maternal grandparents and attend the better established school there.
*
My paternal grandfather had four sons of whom my father was the youngest. All the brothers with their wives
and children lived together as a joint family in a big sprawling house at Kummattithidal. Though the brothers
were comparatively well disposed towards one another, much love was not lost between their wives. Some distant
relatives too were living permanently with us and every day at mealtimes the house looked like a hotel.
As I went away from the house more or less permanently at the age of six, my impressions of the joint family
are rather vague but even at that early age, I had become disgusted with it. My two eldest uncles died one after
another when I was about seven and eight years old and the joint family finally broke up. There was much dispute
and heart-burning at the time of partition of property. My eldest uncle had only two daughters and no son. His
next brother had two sons and two daughters and my third uncle, one son and three daughters. My father had only
two sons and no daughter. I was the eldest son of my parents. Some time prior to his demise, my eldest uncle
insisted on taking in adoption my younger brother though my father was rather reluctant as he was afraid that it
might give rise to further bitterness but my maternal grandfather who had always been a friend and adviser of the
entire family persuaded my father to abide by his eldest brother’s wish.
After much wrangling between the uncles and their wives’ relations, the entire property in lands was divided
into four lots and the lots were inscribed in small sheets of paper which were folded and were picked up by the
children of the parties concerned. My father took charge of the two lots for himself and on behalf of my younger
brother who was adopted. His adoptive mother lived only for a few months after the death of her husband and,
when she died, both the lots came to be managed jointly. According to the position then obtaining, the two
daughters of my eldest uncle had no legal rights to any share of my brother’s property but my father was
persuaded to give six acres to each of them.
Though my grandfather left no debt and in fact bequeathed cash assets of about Rs. I0,000/-, at the time of
partition, there was a debt of nearly Rs. 20,000/- which was divided into four parts. This was due to the fact that
the marriages of the daughters of my three uncles were celebrated with great pomp, two new houses were built
and to aggravate this situation, there had been crop failures. As my father had two lots under his control and as he
was thrifty, he managed to clear off the debts from the income; but the other two families were not so lucky and
they had to sell off a considerable part of their lands and became comparatively poor.
*
Here, I should mention that one other family in the village took to higher education and three sons of that
family came to occupy distinguished positions, two in the Mysore Government Service and one as Professor of
Mathematics in Madras. They were K.R. Srinivasa Iyengar, K.R. Krishnaswami Iyengar and K.R. Ramaswami
Iyengar. The fourth brother Rangaswami was an Advocate in the Madras High Court but he did not do as well as
his brothers.
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*
Kurichi where my maternal grandparents lived was a much larger village. It is situated seven miles from
Mannargudi, the taluk headquarters and three-fourths of a mile away from the main road from Mannargudi to
Muthupet along the banks of Pamaniar, which is another branch of river Vennar. The site is spacious. In the
beginning of the century, it had three Brahmin streets facing the Vaishnavite temple. There were more than 50
Brahmin families, most of them Vaishnavites. Some families had a scholarly tradition.
The religious life of the village was well organized. The temple being fairly endowed had a large number of
festivals every month and I remember my maternal grandfather often waking me up around 10 p.m. and giving
me the prasadams from the temple. There were Ramayana kalakshepams (discourses), where one person read the
original Sanskrit version and another explained the meaning in Tamil.
The ryots of the village were small holders with five to ten acres. Even the Brahmin families were poor except
one which had at one time about 70 acres of wet lands but had become impoverished and indebted when I went to
the village. Kallars and Ambalagars constituted the main non-Brahmin population of the village with a few
goldsmiths and other artisans. There were a few Harijans in a remote cheri far away from the Brahmin part of the
village.
*
I was born in that village on July 14, 1895 and my mother should have taken me there quite a few times when I
was very young, but my earliest memory of the village relates to the day when I arrived there in a bullock-cart
soon after sunset in 1900. I should have started at Kummattithidal at about 3 P.M. as it usually takes four to five
hours to reach Kurichi in a bullock-cart.
When the cart stopped before my grandfather’s house, I heard a loud wailing and I was greatly distressed.
When I went inside the house, my grandmother who was weeping aloud rose, carne to me and embraced me with
lamentation saying,
“He loved you so much. He used to take you on his shoulders and walk in streets. He is gone for ever.”
I did not understand whom she was referring to. Later on I came to know that she was weeping about her
eldest son and my maternal uncle who had passed his F.A. examination at Trichy. He fell ill and died before he
could join the B.A. course. This was about a year before my arrival at the village. He was the most promising
member of my grandparents’ large family of two sons and four daughters. My mother was the eldest and the uncle
who died prematurely was next to her. As his younger brother did not do well at school, his education was
suspended at the primary stage. Thus, all the hopes of the family were centered on the elder son. His death left the
whole family stunned and depressed.
For more than a year, my grandmother had kept up the daily habit of weeping aloud every evening. This
weeping was accompanied by lamentations extolling the virtues of the dead son and the hopes that the family had
built upon him.
From this early impression, I became instinctively averse to any kind of weeping and lamentation which was
so common and prolonged in those days. At every death, loud weeping for many hours was considered an
indispensable demonstration and some of the old ladies in the village were experts in the lamentations which
sounded as if they were poetry. One of the most significant and desirable changes that have occurred in Hindu
society is that death is accepted in a more dignified fashion and weeping and lamentation are generally avoided.
*
I joined the primary school at the village. It was being run privately by an enthusiastic young man who had
completed his matriculation. He was considered to be a very efficient teacher. It was a small school with about 20
boys and 10 girls. The teacher was very strict and mercilessly beat the boys and spoke harshly to the girls. I was
never beaten by him partly because he had been engaged for my private tuition outside the class hours at a
monthly remuneration of Rs. 1/-. Even at that early age of six, I was studious and was never found lagging behind
my lessons. I had once a double promotion with the result that I covered six years schooling in five years.
Arithmetic and English were considered to be the most important lessons. We were taught to read and write
Tamil but no[t] much importance was attached to our proficiency in either. The mastery of the multiplication table
was important and this stood me in good stead in later years. Addition, multiplication and division became child’s
play for me. By the time I had finished the primary school and joined the II Form at the Findlay College,
Mannargudi, my Arithmetic and English enabled me to maintain the front rank in all classes up to the S.S.L.C.\fn
{Secondary School Leaving Certificate, the certification obtained by a student on successful completion of an examination at the end of
study at the secondary schooling level in India.}
*
1284

Looking back, however, I feel that I was not properly educated in my childhood. My grandfather was a pious
Vaishnavite and, though he had not learnt the Sanskrit script, he could read Ramayana in Grantha characters.
Every afternoon, he read it for two hours and, during his life, he must have read the epic from beginning to end at
least 30 to 40 times. Occasionally, he used to expound to me some beautiful passage but he never thought of
having me taught to read or write Sanskrit. Though he was not well educated in Tamil, he had mastered all the
4000 verses of the Alwars (Divya Prabhandha) and could recite them from beginning to end. During the Desika
festival, he was one of those who recited the Divya Prabhandha every year. Still, he did not teach me to memorize
even a few of these beautiful verses.
It was only after I joined the non-co-operation movement in 1920, that I realized the absurdity of being
ignorant of Tamil and Sanskrit. I had no time or opportunity to learn either language under a teacher. So I had to
resort to the painful process of self-education and now I can understand almost any work in Sanskrit and most of
the classical literature in Tamil. I have often reflected with sorrow how much easier it would have been if my
grandfather had not been obsessed with prospect of Government service for me for the realization of which he
wanted me to concentrate on English.
This was the common obsession of even the most orthodox parents. Only a few and often the poorest parents
sent their sons to learn Sanskrit or Tamil religious literature. Even when boys were sent to learn Sanskrit, they
contented themselves with memorizing the mantras needed for ceremonial purposes.
There were however exceptions. The husband of one of my maternal aunts was a scholar deeply versed in Poet
Kalidasa’s works and other Sanskrit literature. My father had great interest in Tamil literature and spent some
hours each day in reading the Kamba Ramayana and other classical works in Tamil. He too did not think it right
to interest me in Tamil literature.
*
I think it is not harsh to say that, in the beginning of this century, the Brahmin community in South India had
become altogether materialistic though it was still deeply attached to innumerable rites and ceremonials. There
were brilliant exceptions and I remember one person in Kurichi who became distinguished for his scholarship in
Tamil and Sanskrit, but most of the scholars were to be found in towns like Kumbakonam where they could find
patrons. The institutions like the mutts were also centers of traditional knowledge and culture; but, for the people
at large including Brahmins, temples, festivals, rites, ceremonies on occasions like marriages and funerals became
the main outlets for religious feelings.
*
Today there are only two Brahmin houses at Kurichi and about a dozen in Kummattithidal. This is the case all
over Tanjore District.
3
In the beginning of 1906, I was admitted to the II Form (the present VII Standard of High Schools) of the
Findlay College, Mannargudi. It was an institution run by the Wesleyan Mission. Except for the Government
College at Kumbakonam which had classes up to B.A., it was the only place in the whole of the important district
of Thanjavur where boys could continue their education after the Matriculation. There was a National High
School at Mannargudi where the atmosphere was more congenial to a Brahmin boy like me, but my parents
considered that education was more efficient in the Christian Missionary College and they did not mind the
compulsory teaching of the Bible.
*
Mannargudi is one of the most beautiful taluk towns of Tamil Nadu. Like most of the other towns, it has been
built round the temple where the presiding deity is Rajagopala. The temple is very old and is believed to have
been built in the 11th or 12th century with the patronage of some Chola king. It is worth noting that the Chola kings
seemed to have been alternatively Saivite and Vaishnavite. Though this is generally true for all districts in Tamil
Nadu, it is particularly the case in the district of Tanjore that the big Saivite temples are rivaled by big Vaishnavite
temples situated near them.
Probably the Mannargudi temple was built to rival the huge and fine Tiruvarur temple of Sri Thiagaraja. There
are many parallels between the two temples. The space occupied by the Prakarams are comparable. There are the
same number of gopurams (towers) and while the principal gopuram of Tiruvarur temple is wider, the gopuram of
the Mannargudi temple is taller and more graceful. The tank adjoining the Mannargudi temple is not as big as the
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Kamalalaya of Tiruvarur. But, some distance away from the temple area, there is another tank, Harendranadhi,
which is much bigger than the Tiruvarur tank.
*
The oldest part of the town must have been round the temple. On account of the big car which has to be
dragged along the streets during the car festivals,\fn{ When the image of the deity is displayed to the general public:H } the
streets are very broad. All the four streets surrounding the temple were inhabited by Brahmins and by Mudaliars
who were considered to be the highest sub-caste among the non-Brahmins.
In the course of centuries, the town expanded eastwards nearer the river Paminiar. The temple was well
endowed and there was hardly a week when there was no festival. The main festival during March-April used to
gather lakhs of people from every part of the district and from other districts also.
*
Besides the two temple tanks, there were many ponds distributed all over the town.
These were indiscriminately used for drinking, bathing and other purposes, though well-water was preferred
for drinking. Owing to the presence of these tanks and ponds, almost every boy became a swimmer and even girls
learnt to swim. Though I was not physically strong and was at first reluctant to get into the water, I managed to
pick up a little swimming.
*
As there were no suitable hostels in the town, my grandfather hired a small room in one of the houses in the
West 2nd Street and set up an establishment therein. There were five or six rooms in that house and each room was
occupied by a family like mine. My grandfather’s widowed sister cooked for me.
Soon after I joined High School, my mother fell seriously ill and she was removed to Mannargudi for
treatment. Consequently we moved to a separate house in the next street. She was treated by an Ayurvedic doctor.
I am not quite sure whether my mother was suffering from anemia or tuberculosis but she died after a few months.
I have fond memories of my mother. There is no doubt that she loved me very much and I was attached to her
but we could be together only to a limited extent when I was at school at Kurichi. Being the eldest of my
grandfather’s children and married in a rich house, she was naturally a favorite of her parents who were greatly
stricken by her death. Soon after my mother’s death, we went back to the single room in the old house where I
continued till I finished High School.
*
The teachers in my school were generally Christians or Brahmins. Performance-wise, I stood second in my
classes with one non-Brahmin boy, Kanagasabai, always ahead of me. We both became friends and I used to go to
his house beyond the river Pamini during examination time. As my own house was very crowded, he could not
come there.
In the II and III Forms, I was taught a little Sanskrit and no Tamil at all. The medium of instruction was
English and I remember with amusement the difficulties we had to express ourselves. From the IV th Form, the
new system of School Leaving Certificate Course replaced the earlier Matriculation Course and, as I took for my
optional subjects Physics, Chemistry and Mathematics, I had no second language at all.
From that time onwards, I learnt neither Tamil nor Sanskrit and English was the only language of my
education.
*
The most important event that occurred during my study at Findlay College was the conversion to Christianity
of two Brahmin boys. They were both older than myself. One was Krishnaswami belonging to my village whom I
knew very well.
At that time, Mr. Smiles was the Principal and there was one young Englishman named Ellis who had joined
the school. He was an enthusiastic missionary and it was due to his influence that these two boys were converted.
It created a great sensation and Hindu opinion became very hostile towards the Findlay College but it may be
noted that this opinion did not lead to many withdrawals of Hindu boys from the Findlay College.
*
Neither my grandfather nor my father even considered the desirability of transferring me to the National High
School. With the help of the missionaries, both the boys finished their College course and John Krishnaswami
became a teacher in some Christian College.
I came into contact with him in later years when he was regretting his conversion and finally was reconverted
to Hinduism.
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I did not mind the Bible classes and learnt the New Testament and part of the Old Testament. I remember
getting a costly Bible as present for my proficiency in the Bible classes. The Christian boys used to speak
contemptuously of Hindu Gods and Goddesses but most of us learnt to be indifferent to such abuse and used to
retort about the absurdity of the fables in both the Testaments.
I do not remember much about my teachers in the Findlay College. I remember, however, one bright young
Brahmin teacher who taught us Algebra and Geometry. I was fond of these subjects and therefore the teacher took
interest in me, and used to ask me to come to his house for special coaching. Unfortunately, his relations with his
wife were not cordial and we knew that, when he was bad tempered at school, he should have had a quarrel at
home.
*
When I was in the IVth Form, my father, who should have been about 35 at that time, married again. Whenever
later I went home to Kummattithidal for my holidays, my step-mother tried to be very kind to me but I was rather
shy and hostile. My mother’s sister’s husband had been appointed as the Manager of our estate, owing to my
father’s ill-health. I used to prefer staying with my aunt rather than face my step-mother.
However, I had no direct quarrel with her or ill-feeling towards her and she was too good to be angry over the
lack of cordiality on my side.
During the last two years of my schooling, Mr. Davis who had been the Principal before I joined, returned after
a long vacation in England and took charge. He was very popular both in the college and in the town. He used to
hold examinations in the multiplication table as soon as we assembled in the morning.
The examinations were common to all the High School classes and it was amusing to find that many boys in
the IInd and IIIrd Forms did better than those in the Vth and VIth Forms.
The college playground was at some distance from the college and sports was not compulsory. Football\fn
{Soccer} was the usual game but there were some badminton and tennis courts. In the last years of my school-life,
I learnt to play a little badminton. In later years, I have greatly regretted my failure to play football, or participate
in gymnastics or parallel bar exercises.
*
When I joined school at Mannargudi, my father and grandfather gave my year of birth as 1896, i.e. one year
later than the actual one, thinking I that it might help me in future years when I would enter Government service.
Actually it proved to be to my disadvantage. When I finished my VI th Form, my official age was only 14½, and as
the minimum age for appearance at the S.S.L.C. Examination was 15 years, I was detained for one year. Next
year, the examinations were shifted to the following March from the normal December so that when I completed
the S.S.L.C., I was nearly 16 years old.
*
Mannargudi was always considered to be the center of Sanskrit learning. There were some patasalas and many
learned pandits. The archakas\fn{Temple priests} in the temple were considered to be among the best of their kind,
but owing to my ignorance of Sanskrit, I had no appreciation of this cultural heritage.
In music also, the town contained many connoisseurs. Attached to the temple were famous Nadaswara
Vidwans and, during festival times, crowds used to gather to listen to them. They also demanded high fees for
performances during marriage but, unfortunately, the importance of music was not brought home to me either by
my parents or my grandparents and I lost valuable opportunities of appreciating the art.
*
When I finished the S.S.L.C. in March 1912, my maternal grandfather thought that I was old enough to be
married and my father, on account of his illness, agreed. When I was at Kummattithidal for the holidays, my
prospective father-in-law—who was then a Supervisor in the P.W.D. and belonged to Anbil, near Lalgudi in
Tiruchirapalli district—came to my village having heard about me. He was accompanied by his father.
*
After they had satisfied themselves about the credentials of our family and the compatibility of the horoscopes,
my grandfather and my step-mother’s father went with them to Anbil, settled the marriage, came back and told us
that the girl, Sundaram was her name, was good-looking and the match was, in every way, suitable and had been
settled.
When we reached Anbil, it was found that this description was not accurate. My father was angry but, as it had
been settled, the marriage went through without any hitch.
4
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† Presidency College, Madras, c. 1900; below, lady students of Presidency College, 1913 †

I secured good marks in the S.S.L.C. examination of 1912 and had no difficulty in gaining admission into the
Presidency College, Madras.
In those days, it was considered to be the most reputed college in Madras Presidency and many high places in
Government and biggest practices in the Bar went to the ex-students of the college. I was therefore naturally
tempted to apply for a seat in that college though, at that time, Madras was to me almost a foreign country. I had
never been outside the Tanjore and Tiruchirapalli districts except for a pilgrimage which had covered the Madurai
and Tirunelveli districts. Nor do I remember to have traveled in a train except once prior to the journey to Madras.
Even my father had not been to Madras; but, on the strength of a relative of my step-mother who held some
clerical post, took me to the city.
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With great difficulty we managed to find the house of the relative in Triplicane. He was living in a small
portion and though the relative and his wife were very kind, we were overcrowded. So my father returned to the
village after I was admitted to the Junior Intermediate class in the Presidency College.
*
With the introduction of the S.S.L.C. the old F.A. was renamed “Intermediate” though the duration of both was
two years. In the new arrangement, the subjects of study were divided into three groups. English was in the A
group, a regional language or Sanskrit was in the B group and the C group was the optional group.
As I did not study Tamil in school and had a small acquaintance with Sanskrit and was told that the
examination in Sanskrit consisted of a translation of a Sanskrit passage into English, I opted for that language
under B group. For the C group, there were many sub-groups of which the first consisted of Mathematics, Physics
and Chemistry, which I chose.
It was taken for granted that I would be admitted into the Victoria Hostel. Pending such admission I became a
guest of Raghunatha Iyer who had joined the B.A. Honors Course in English. A few weeks later, I was allotted a
room in the Hostel but next to the lavatory and when I went to the Warden Mr. Stone, a Professor in the
Presidency College, and told him that I could not bear the smell, he gruffly told me that I could quit the hostel.
I was in a great fix as I could not think of getting any other place to stay. Some friends advised me to accept
the allotted room while I could continue to live with Reghunatha Iyer until I got a better room. Fortunately, this
arrangement did not have to last very long and I was moved to a better room. However, from that time onwards, I
scrupulously avoided any kind of friction with the Warden or his assistants and had a very quiet five years. I
consider that those years in the Victoria Hostel among the most useful and happy years of my life though they
were marred by a poignant domestic tragedy which will be referred to later.
*
Since those days, the city of Madras has expanded greatly and its population is five to six times the number in
1912. Still, the Madras of today is hardly different in my view from the old Madras. In general, the proper city
looks very much the some, though some new extensions like Thyagaraya Nagar and Gandhi Nagar are to be seen
everywhere.
There were no motor cars in 1912. The main form of transport was the tramcar which connected important
points of the city. This was supplemented by jutkas, which were single-horse carts in which one had to sit with
feet folded. The Victoria Hostel was an important place and there were students from Andhra Pradesh, Tamil
Nadu, Malabar and South Kanara. There were separate kitchens for vegetarians and non-vegetarians but caste was
not observed. Inter-dining with non-Brahmin boys was a novel experience for me but I was not bothered by
religious scruples. My education at a Christian Missionary school had made me an indifferent Hindu and, among
my friends in the hostel, the most intimate was Sengodayan who was a Gounder from Coimbatore district. We
used to work together to solve problems in Algebra and Geometry.
*
From the start I used to concentrate on my studies and I had no interest in music, sports or other distractions.
My only relaxation was to spend an hour or two on the beach with some friends like the late K.V. Rajagopalan
who became Law Secretary of the Madras Government and, for some time, was Joint Secretary in the Law
Department of the Government of India. It took me some time to get into the routine of my class-work. In spite of
my English medium in the school, I could not easily follow the lectures particularly of British Professors. There
were more than 100 students in my class in the Intermediate and I remember that I could never understand a
single sentence of one of the Scottish Professors who took the English periods.
In Sanskrit also, I was at sea as the Sanskrit pandit belonged to the old type who could not explain well in
English. One of the books prescribed for those classes was a book written by him relating to the crowning of
Edward VII. It had described Queen Alexandria in the conventional style of the old Sanskrit writers with
descriptions of her face, breasts and thighs. We used to laugh at those descriptions and asked the pandit whether
he had been admitted to a private audience to enable him to have a close view. He used to say that the poet did not
need to see things to describe them!
My two years in the Intermediate were uneventful and I passed the examination with a high rank. The late K.C.
Srinivasan, who was later a high financial adviser in Indian Railways, stood first in the Presidency. My friend K.
V. Rajagopalan was the second, and I was bracketed for the 3 rd with K Swaminathan who later became Professor
of English in the Presidency College and, in recent years, was the Editor of the Collected Works of Mahatma
Gandhi.
*
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My high place in the examination entitled me to opt for the Engineering or Medical Degree courses or for the
Honors course in Physics and Mathematics. My father had no specific ideas on this subject and my father-in-law
would have liked me to join the Engineering College but my friends urged me to join the Honors course. At first I
chose Physics but, after a few days, I changed over to Mathematics. Dr. Jones, the Professor of Physics was angry
over my action but Mr. Little Hailes who was the Professor of Mathematics and Principal readily approved of the
change.
The three years of my Honors course were disturbed by many events. The World War broke out in 1914 and it
came to distract our attention more and more. Every evening, four or five of us used to gather on the Triplicane
Beach to discuss the course of events and other matters. K.V. Rajagopalan, N.S. Varadachari and K.S.
Subramaniam were almost invariably present. I also became a close friend of S. Ramanathan who had joined the
Pachayyappa’s College in the Philosophy Honors. If I add Sengodayan, K.C. Srinivasan and K. Swaminathan, the
list almost completes the circle of my friends. I was temperamentally shy and reserved and did not easily make
friends.
During the second year of my Honors course, I was overtaken by serious domestic calamities. My only brother
who had just completed his school final was down with small pox and there were fears whether he would be able
to survive. My father and my brother’s adopted sister’s husband who were looking after him did not want me to
come to the village to see him as they were afraid that I might catch the infection. Fortunately he survived the
crisis.
Even as I was getting over the anxiety, I had a telegram asking me to go to the village at once. I arrived at the
Tillaivilagam station. A friendly neighbor met me at the station and, without telling me anything, took me to the
village in a bullock-cart though I could sense a premonition that something was wrong. When I arrived at my
house, I saw my father’s dead body stretched on the pial and ready to be taken to the burning ghat. I was told that
my step-mother had also caught the smallpox and died three days earlier. My father also had the attack.
I still remember with sadness how the arrangements for the funeral ceremonies were costly and nauseating.
Owing to the large number of relatives who came to attend the obsequies, we had to engage cooks and organize a
kitchen for 13 days. The ceremonies went on and on and I felt a great sense of relief when I returned to the hostel.
But I could not concentrate on my studies. It was only with difficulty that I could pick up the threads. My
Mathematics professor was indulgent and exempted me from the annual examination.
The sudden deaths of my father and my step-mother caused radical transformation in my outlook. Both my
brother and myself had substantial landed properties and there was no dire necessity for either of us to get paid
employment. I also became deeply interested in philosophy, history and economics. I read Plato, Kant, Hegel,
Schopenhauer and Bergson and also some European and Indian histories. I read some Indian philosophy also—
Max Mueller, Deyssen and Swami Vivekananda.
By this time, the first world war was at its zenith. The students of the hostel were almost all of them bitterly
hostile to the British and were eagerly devouring news of British defeats and setbacks. Though I had been
detached from politics up to that time, I too became interested. I had gone to hear Gokhale when he came to
Madras with the Islington Commission and I was greatly impressed by his cross-examination of British civilians. I
also heard him speak about South Africa at the Gokhale Hall.
These acts of mine were merely casual tributes to his great reputation and were not due to any interest in
politics. But the Home Rule Movement started by Dr. Annie Besant attracted many of us, though I did not get
involved till the final examinations were over.
Owing to these distractions, I did not concentrate on Mathematics in the final year and, as a result, I got only a
low second class to the great disappointment of my Professor, Littlehailes. When I approached him for a research
scholarship, he told me that he had expected me to get a First Class in the honors and, in view of my poor record,
he could not recommend me for a scholarship.
Next, I thought I could take up some public work and wrote a letter to Right Honorable V.S. Srinivasa Sastri
offering to join the Servants of India Society. I thought he would warmly welcome the idea but I merely got a cold
reply asking me to go and see the then Secretary of the Society at Madras. I felt discouraged and, like many
others, I drifted into the Law College.
5
I took my Honors Degree in 1917 and, as related in the last chapter, I drifted into the Law College, but my
heart was not in the study of law or the prospects of a legal career thereafter. The course of the First World War
and the Home Rule Movement started by Dr. Annie Besant absorbed my interest.
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She started the daily New India and several editions were published. I got all the editions and read them. I also
attended the meetings held under the auspices of the Home Rule League. When Mrs. Besant and two of her
colleagues were interned, feelings ran very high and I remember that, with three or four of my friends, I walked
all the way to Adyar in a gigantic procession on the occasion of her release and arrival at Madras.
*
At this time, some of us in the Law College started a small Youth League of which the late S. Ramanathan was
the moving spirit. We used to discuss political and economic problems. We heard of Gandhi’s speech at the
inauguration of the Banares Hindu University and his one-man satyagraha in Champaran but he was still an
enigmatic figure in the political horizon. We were interested in social reform at least as much as, if not more than,
in politics. When Rukmani Arundale married Arundale, there was a big hue and cry about the danger to Hindu
religion and culture. I remember writing a letter to The Hindu in support of the marriage which was published.
Though the paper itself was on side of the Conservatives, it had even in those days adopted wise tradition of
allowing free expression to different views any question.

† Madras Law College, c. 1905 †
The Madras Law College in those days was a rather unmanageable institution. There were very large numbers
of students in the F.L. and B.L. classes and no real attempt was made to ensure the presence of students in the
classes. Four or five of us used to go together in the tram, attend the first hour and afterwards go to a hotel, have a
sumptuous tiffin, return home and play cards all the afternoon. We did read the text books and all of us managed
to get through the F.L. and B.L. Some like late K V. Rajagopalan did study very devotedly and he became a
Master of Law; but many like me were indifferent and content earn as much or as little of law as was sufficient for
passing the examinations.
When I joined the Law College, I began to live with my wife brother who had just begun his B.A. course at the
Pachayyappa’s College. I took it for granted that our estate could support the Madras establishment easily. This
was not a mistaken view but, unfortunately, my maternal grandfather and my mother’s sister’s husband, who was
managing our estate at Kummattithidal, thought it an opportune moment to increase our land-holding, and bought
lands for about Rs. 15,000. As the money for the land-deal was borrowed at interest varying from 10 to 12 per
cent, and as the purchase was followed by poor crops and low prices soon after the end of the first World War, the
income from the estate was not sufficient to pay the interest on the borrowed money, and to meet our Madras
establishment charges.
*
During the last year of war, expecting it to continue many years, the Indian Government decided to provide
military training for educated youths and opened a Territorial Army training course at Tiruchirapalli. It was for a
duration of three months and I joined it. I got an exemption of my college fees for one term besides free boarding
and training. It was rather a tiresome course but I managed to get through it being neither at the top nor at the
bottom. Most of the training consisted of drill and physical exercises and we were given shooting practice only
during the last week with only a few rounds each.
1291

My joining the defense training upset my people considerably as they imagined that I would be promptly
posted to the war theatre and probably get shot. One day, my uncle who was managing our estate turned up at the
training camp in the afternoon. I was having a self-shave.
He saw the porcelain plates and cups in which we took our food. There was no question of any caste
distinction in the camp. He was profoundly shocked and tried to bring home the enormity of my transgressions
but I took it calmly and he went back very disappointed.
*
The famous declaration of the Secretary of State Edwin Montague promising progressive self-government, his
visit to India thereafter and his tour with Lord Chelmsford attracted great interest. I read with avidity all the
memoranda and speeches made in that connection. When the Montague-Chelmsford Report was published, I read
it from beginning to end and many times. I also mastered the details of the Indian Reforms Act of 1919.
*
After finishing the Law College in the middle of 1919, I became an apprentice with C.S. Venkatachariar who
was a lawyer with a moderate practice residing at Egmore. I shifted my residence to Egmore. I attended his office
regularly but there was not much work for me. Occasionally I was asked to look up a law-point. Like other
apprentices, I attended the High Court and watched the course of some cases but my main preoccupation was
gossip in the corridors.
*
I did not like to interrupt my apprenticeship to join the Rowlatt Satyagraha movement but all my sympathies
were with it. Then followed the riots in Delhi, Bombay and Ahmedabad and finally, the Jallianwallabagh
massacre. All these events made politics my chief interest but I did not know how to enter it and what part I could
play in it.
It was, at this stage, that Mahatma Gandhi started the Khilafat agitation and the non-co-operation movement as
the means to enforce the Khilafat demand. There was a Tamil Nadu Political Conference at Tirunelveli at which a
resolution was carried supporting the non-co-operation movement in spite of the opposition to it by V.S. Srinivasa
Sastri, Satyamurthi and Rangaswami Iyengar.
Soon after, Gandhi came to Madras and made a great speech at a mammoth meeting on Triplicane Beach.
There were no loud speakers in those days and Gandhi spoke in a low voice. Yet, there was such pin-drop silence
that his speech could be heard throughout the meeting.
That evening I made up my mind to give up my career as a lawyer and offer myself as a full time worker for
the non-co-operation movement. I had in the meanwhile completed my apprenticeship and enrolled in the High
Court after spending Rs. 700/- or 800/- for my registration as a lawyer and for the tips and gown. As a
consequence, I got the reputation of a lawyer who gave up his practice at the call of Mahatma Gandhi. During the
month of my enrolment as lawyer I had no case and the first client who came to me was for a minor case, a few
days after my joining the non-co-operation movement.
Looking back, I consider that these three years were the most restless period in my life and I must confess that
much time and money was wasted in cinema and unnecessary transport. I did manage to read, besides law, some
politics and economics which stood me in good stead in later years, but I cannot help feeling that I could have
made much better use of those precious years.
6
I saw Mahatma Gandhi for the first time only in 1920. He had come to Madras two or three times before, but I
was very much absorbed in my studies and was not interested in politics or public life. In 1919, some of my
friends organized a Youth League and, on their invitation, I joined it. We discussed current political questions,
though even then my interest was largely academic.
When Gandhiji announced his non-co-operation programme at Bombay on the eve of Lokmanya’s death, I was
excited, but was at the same time very skeptical. I thought that the four-fold boycott was not likely to meet with
much response and if, unexpectedly, the boycott of schools and colleges and courts and services were successful,
the British Government might come to an end, but the result would be only chaos and not any kind of orderly
freedom.
He then came to Madras in the early part of August 1920. When I listened to his great speech at the Triplicane
Beach, I was swept off my feet, but my doubts remained.

1292

Next day, there was a meeting at the Khilafat office in Madras, at which many leading personalities like Rt.
Hon. V.S. Srinivasa Sastri, G.A Natesan, Yakub Hasan and Rajaji were present. As it was open to all who cared to
attend, I went to that meeting with some friends, who were equally interested in the non-co-operation movement.
*
Gandhiji explained his programme with his usual brevity and with such intensity of conviction that when he
finished and asked for questions, there was only hushed silence.
I ventured to break the silence and asked him whether he actually expected large numbers of students, lawyers
and Government servants to boycott schools, courts and offices. I could see the disapproval in the eyes of the
elders present who probably considered me as an impertinent young person but there was no disapproval in
Gandhiji’s eyes and he replied seriously and calmly. I cannot now recall the exact words but his reply was to the
following effect.
“I do not know. It will be as God wills, but I am sure of two things. If there is sufficient response, the British
will come down and we shall succeed in achieving our goal. In any case, there is nothing impracticable for any
individual person to accept the programme. For instance, barring your own disinclination, what is the difficulty
for you who have not yet even started practice of law to give up the idea and join the movement?”
So far as I was concerned, this settled the matter and this was the case with some of my friends also. …
264.81 Excerpts from At The Turn Of The Tide: “Letters And Fragments Of Letters From Childhood”\fn{by
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, Maharani of Travancore (1895-1985)} Mavelikara, Alappuzha District, Kerala State, India (F) 5

† Pooradam Sethu Lakshmi Bayi CI (1895–1985) regent of the Kingdom of Travancore (1924-1931) †
Mother. I was glad when Ammachi\fn{ Her mother’s sister, and the mother of the daughter called here the Junior Rani. Both
Setu Lakshmi Bayi and the Junior Rani were adopted in order to perpetuate the dynasty. } told me that you, father and younger
brothers, Kuttyamma and everyone reached there safely. I hope you are better now. Has your nose healed? I told
Valyammavan to come and take photos of Ikkavukutty and Kukunni.\fn{ A sister and brother of the Junior Rani} Please
give the news to father and elder brother. We are all well.\fn{ July 14, 1904. These letters and fragments of letters are largely
arranged in the text in chronological order; where that is not the case, I have placed them in their proper chronology. Where paragraphs are
indicated, I use a symbol: |.H}

*
For the Royal perusal of Mother. Received the letters you sent to me and Appi. I am sending you next year’s
almanac. For the past two or three days I have been having swelling on my right knee. It is better now. I had a
bath in hot water today. I had eczema on the left leg. It is much better now. There was a big boil on Ikkavukutty’s
bottom. At 11 o’clock today it burst. We are all well here. Please give the news to Father too.\fn{ August 11, 1904}
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*
Father. Thank you for your letter. I could not reply earlier because we had no time. I am very happy to learn
that Mother has given birth to a baby girl. Kochammachi\fn{ Her youngest maternal aunt} told me when she came that
you had a slight swelling on your leg. I am sorry to hear it. I hope you are better now. Please write and tell me
how you are. Please show this letter to Mother too. We are all doing well here.\fn{ October 14, 1904}
*
Mother. Received your letter sent for my birthday. Thank you very much. I did not reply till now because we
had examinations. Now we have holidays. I received the koppu you sent through Krishnan. I am sending the
almanac through Krishnan. We are all well. Please give the news to Father too.\fn{ December 22, 1904}
*
I saw in Appoopan’s letter that you were planning to make me give danom\fn{Gifts} to a Sastrigal,\fn{Brahmin}
but Appoon had decided whom to give danoms to, before he left … I am sorry not to have given the person you
had in mind.\fn{June 12, 1907}
*
Father. Thank you for your letter. I am very happy to hear that Mother and one younger brother are both fine,
but I am sad to hear that the other child died. We cannot help but suffer all that God ordains for us. I pray that this
child will be granted long life. I told Madam also the news. We are appearing for an exam in piano. It will be on
the 28th of Vrischikam. Though my eye disease has gone I have a slight cold. I cannot read books for long.
Nothing further to write.\fn{November 13, 1907}
*
Mother. Thank you for the gifts and the letter you sent for my birthday. I did not reply earlier because of my
piano examinations. The piano has grown old. It cannot be repaired by tomorrow. Therefore, we are going to ask
Miss Yardley to postpone the test. When we were returning from Ulloor after Shasti worship, the reins of the
horse snapped and it fell into a ditch dragging the carriage behind it. We alighted and waited till we got a rein
from the page-boys and then we returned. We are going to Miss Cox’s school today. Nothing more to
write.\fn{November 17, 1907}
*
Mother. Ammachi said that Ammu Kutty’s\fn{A little sister} measles was gradually improving and that in a couple
of days she would be able to have a bath. That gave me some hope. Hearing the sad news today I am very unhappy.
Alas, when I remember her form and her playfulness I feel terribly upset. When we are all grieving so much I
cannot even imagine what your sorrow must be. I am sorry that I cannot be with you and share our grief with you. I
pray to the Lord Padmanabha that he will give you consolation and protect you from further misfortune. I pray that
you will think of all of us and take comfort. Please show this letter to Father too.\fn{January 14, 1908}
*
I was relieved to know that Appa’s illness is better, but now that he is unwell again I am anxious. There seems to
be no known reason for its recurrence. Is he very weak? What does the apothecary say? I am waiting to get a letter
saying that he is better. Please write often and tell me how he is. I am anxious about your health. Being generally
weak you must be weaker now, straining yourself and worrying about him. Now that you are pregnant I hope you
will take care of yourself. If it is a strain to write letters please do not trouble yourself. Anyway, Father will be
writing all the news. I will also write regularly.\fn{Undated, prefaced “in one of her letters” pp. 63-64 of the text}
*
Younger sister’s Koil Tampuran has been having a stomach upset for the past few days, so he does not come
here.\fn{December 29, 1908}
*
Younger sister’s Koil Tampuran comes nowadays.\fn{January 7, 1909}
*
To improve her health younger sister has been given order from the Palace to eat wheat.\fn{ January 20, 1909}
*
If I too start taking wheat younger sister will say that I am copying her. Besides Ammachi thinks that I do not
need it.\fn{January 1909}
*
On the days when Madam comes we play tennis. Younger sister’s aversion to the game has now disappeared
and she enjoys it.\fn{November 25, 1909}
*
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As today is Shasti, younger sister and Ammachi will go to Ulloor and pray there and return immediately … If
only you\fn{Her mother} were here for my birthday I would be so happy.\fn{November 28, 1909}
*
Ammachi said that Father had not yet returned. She had understood this from a letter she received. Where is he
staying now? I hope he is not unwell?\fn{December 16, 1909}
*
Attingal was much more pleasant than here. This time younger sister and I lived in separate buildings. Sister
stayed where Appooppan used to stay before and I stayed in the usual place.\fn{February 23, 1910}
*
As the orders have come from the Palace that either you or Ammachi must stay here permanently, Ammachi has
decided to start for Mavelikkara.\fn{June 20, 1911}
*
I hope you received the biscuit box I sent you. I had sent a biscuit box through Ammachi. As you have not
mentioned it in your letter you might not have got it. May be she did not understand that it was meant for you.
Anyway please don’t ask Ammachi about it.\fn{July 25, 1911}
*
Younger sister has a slight fever. For the past few days she has been ill. She takes all kinds of risks that is why
her illness is taking such a long time to go.\fn{August 6, 1911}
*
Though younger sister complains of ill-health almost every day she bathes and eats her meals as though
normal.\fn{August 31, 1911}
*
I heard that Ammachi will be coming next month in time for the Maharaja’s birthday and she is planning to stay
for two or three months.\fn{September 12, 1911}
*
I do not know anything definite about Ammachi’s journey. One day Mootha Pillai came and said that Ammachi
had written to say that she would like to come here before the Maharaja’s birthday. Appoopan too had sent you a
letter regarding this but he did not tell me anything further. When I asked younger sister a few days ago she said
that Appoopan is the one who wants Ammachi to come and that she herself does not think it convenient. I don’t
think it will take place now.\fn{September 24, 1911}
*
I heard that Ammachi is planning to come by sister’s birthday.\fn{October 18, 1911}
*
I returned from Pattom this morning. It was very pleasant there. Yesterday early morning Ammachi arrived. In
the evening she came with younger sister to Pattom to see me. They told me much, to worry me about Chothi
Appa’s\fn{A favorite brother} illness, but as you told me in your letter that there is now nothing to worry about I am
not anxious … I was told that your weakness has increased. I will have no peace of mind until I hear that you have
delivered safely. When I see children I am more than ever eager to see Kochu Thankom\fn{ Her youngest sister} and
the others. I hope I will be able to see them soon. Kochu Thankam might have forgotten me when she sees me
again.\fn{October 26, 1911}
*
I must improve my strength to withstand the strain of attending “Sahasra Nama Japam” and “Jala Japam”.\fn
{Religious ceremonies; November 28, 1911}
*
Whenever possible I attend the “Sahasra Nama Japam” and the “Jala Japam”. Sometimes it becomes a big strain
but since Ammavan is not here, it is not right not to go.”\fn{December 14, 1911}
*
Mother. Thank you for your letter. I hope Chothi Appa is completely cured of his fever. Has the urine come back
to normal? I hope Makeerom Appa is also better now. Younger sister\fn{She often refers to the Junior Rani by this title} did
not have her menses last month. Since all the signs of pregnancy are to be seen it must be so. We are going to
Lakshmi Villas today to participate in the Thirandukuli\fn{ A celebratory custom observed when a girl got her first menses } of
the palace Ammachi’s daughter. Nothing more to write. | As I was worried about my brother’s illness I forgot to
send biscuits for Kochu Thankom. Please tell her that if she comes to me without fuss when she sees me I will give
her biscuits and peppermints as much as she wants.\fn{March 3, 1912}
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*
Though younger sister has giddiness and nausea she does not look ill at all.\fn{April 11, 1912}
*
Younger sister is also well. I think she is very relieved to have Uncle\fn{ Her father} staying with her.\fn{April 12,
1912}
Mother. Thank you for your letter. I have told Mootha Pillai to make arrangements for your arrival. I will have
to spend my days somehow until I see you all again. Hope the children are all eager to see me as I am to see them.
Nothing more to write. I am sure elder brother will pass in his exams. Please do not delay writing to me about
Kutty Amma’s and Kochinnanni’s illnesses.\fn{April 20, 1912}
*
Since you have decided to arrive here in the morning don’t you think you should go straight to the Palace and
pay your respects to Ammavan and then come by afternoon. Whenever is convenient please do likewise. The
quicker I see all of you the happier I will be. I was glad to receive Kutty Amma’s letter. I didn’t reply because I
thought I will be seeing her soon. Please tell her that … I thought you would have peace of mind if you finished the
duty of visiting the Palace first, and that is why I wrote this. Whether you come here or go there first, arrangements
will be made so that there is no inconvenience.\fn{May 4, 1912}
*
I can’t tell you how sad I am at not being able to see all of you. I have never felt such depression before.\fn
{September 8, 1912}
*
I hope I hope Kutty Amma’s grief at leaving this place has lessened by now. I am not able to console myself.
“Through attachment alas, people have to suffer!” So I can only think of the time when I can see you all again and
console myself; there is nothing else to be done.\fn{September 8, 1912, same date as the excerpt from the one previous; this
happens a few times:H}
*
On the days when Madam does not come I go for a drive. One day younger sister was interested in going for a
drive too, but because I had to have my drive that day she did not come. From that day she has not gone for a drive.
I think she has asked for a separate carriage.\fn{September 15, 1912}
*
If I say that I want you here again, after 2 or 3 months the Palace may sanction it, then why are you worrying so
much about it. You must keep cheerful. There have been times when we have not seen each other for a longer
period. | They are making all preparations for Ammachi’s permanent stay at Sundaravilasom. When I said it was
not convenient for Ammachi to stay here she said: “Then it is precisely what I want.” Then if anyone asks why she
is not staying here she could reply that her belongings were here, and that she must be given permission to say so.
This is the only thing she said on the subject. She uses this permission wherever possible. She comes once in 3 or 4
days to see me. When she sees me she is full of politeness. | Younger sister has been granted a separate coach and
horses. Yesterday she went out in it.\fn{September 22, 1912}
*
Younger sister’s abdomen is very big now. She complains of tiredness. Ammachi says she will deliver in the
beginning of Thulam. The delivery room is getting ready. I do not know if it will dry by then. There will be 12 days
pooja there. This month 27th is the day for younger sister to put Kanikka in the temple and worship there.\fn{October
6, 1912}
*
Not having all of you here makes it very boring especially in the afternoons. I pass the time somehow, reading
etc. I go for drives almost every day. But I feel disinclined for even that, now that Mother or Kutty Amma are not
here. Sometimes Madam comes with me.\fn{October 10, 1912}
*
When I stand outside with my eyes closed I can almost imagine him\fn{ Kunjunny} calling me “Akkachi” and
come running towards me. As all the children are with you, you may not be able to imagine how empty this place
is. My only consolation is that you will be able to come again soon.\fn{ October 17, 2012}
*
As younger sister went on the 27 th itself to put Kanikka and worship at the temple, she did not come to
Poojapura for Shiveli. The delivery room is ready now. They have started pujas there and it will continue till the
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13th. Reading the Ramayanam will continue till the 14th. I hope she delivers only after all this. Ammachi says
younger sister is very tired. Don’t send the limes for Ammachi to Mavelikkara. She said she would rather have it
here so I gave her 100 limes. I hope you have received the 200 limes I sent you.\fn{ October 20, 2012}
*
I see younger sister occasionally at the pond. Though she finds it difficult to walk her face does not show any
change. As she has not delivered yet she will probably deliver only by the end of the month according to the
earlier calculation. The doctor has chosen four ladies for post-natal nursing. There is Miss Wilson and three other
Anglo-Indian ladies. They have pitched tents at the place where the pandal for the wedding had been erected.
They have got the cots and mattresses ready for sister and the baby. Now as Madam says, the only thing to do is to
wait for the delivery. Everything else is ready.\fn{ November 3, 1912}
*
Younger sister went to Vadakkay Kottaram yesterday, night or morning. Next month she is planning to go to
Attingal for Bhajanam.\fn{November 3, 1912}
*
I suppose you would have come to know even before this letter reaches you that a son was born to younger
sister. Yesterday morning at about 11 o’clock she started pains, by 7 in the evening she delivered. The child is
very small. Everyone says he looks like Kochu Koil Tampuran. He is very fair and has very little hair. As
Ammachi had touched younger sister during labor, I was the one who gave the baby gold and honey. I found it
difficult to put the baby on my lap. I was afraid to even touch him. Younger sister is all right. She does not have
too much fatigue. Ammavan came yesterday evening itself. After seeing the baby he returned immediately. There
was no end to the stream of visitors who came to see the child.\fn{ August 11, 1912}
*
As soon as younger sister delivers even if Mother cannot come you\fn{ Father} will come—said Ammachi quite
often. It is because she thinks you will not come that she keeps on saying that you will. When Kochukottaram
Ammavan came here yesterday he said that you would be coming by the 10 th. I hope you will come
soon.\fn{November 16, 1912}
*
I think your letter from younger sister has been received and that Ammachi is writing a reply. It would have
been nice to have you\fn{Mother} here. I don’t feel like writing anything. Anyway Father will be coming. When he
returns he will tell you all the news.\fn{November 27, 1912}
*
Thank you for your letter. I am happy to hear you\fn{ Mother} are well. I should have specified that it was your
physical health, for I know you have enough worries to give you no peace of mind. But if you grieve like this, not
only will you not achieve anything, it is bad for your body and mind. Do we get upset if people say things to upset
us? We will only be satisfying them, then. Fortunately we have nothing to grieve about. You should only feel
contempt for such behavior and for such words, not grieve over it. I am glad you are not here now. There is not a
moment when directly or indirectly they do not insinuate something or other. I will not go into details. Though I
feel very hurt at the time I do not think about it afterwards and grieve. I am anxious to hear that you are not upset.
I go every day to see the baby. It is still very small. As his colour has not changed I hope he will grow up fair. 19 th
is the twenty-eighth day ceremony. They are going to put bangles on his arms and legs on that day. The necklace
will be put only on the choroonu day. As the baby will be on younger sister’s lap and the Kakkattu Poti will not
be able to touch him, Ammachi says I must put the jewelry on him. When Father comes he will tell you all the
news.\fn{December 1, 1912}
*
I am happy to think I will be coming there soon and seeing all of you. I am only afraid that Ammavan may not
give permission. When Appoopan goes to the Palace next he has promised to tell him about it. | Younger sister has
been asked by the Palace to go to Pattom for a short visit, but though she is not declining she is complaining about
it. Ammachi and sister said they have consented and are planning to go this week. Father would have told you all
the news.\fn{December 15, 1912}
*
Younger sister’s child had a cold and cough a few days ago, but now he is better. They have therefore
postponed their trip to Pattom. Now they say they are planning to go only after the cold weather is over. Anyway I
am glad that Ammachi at least will be here for Thiruvadira.\fn{ December 22, 1912}
*
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There is no objection from the Palace to my coming to Mavelikkqara. I have decided the date and sent a letter;
when that is also approved, I will write and let you know immediately. I will also send a programme. I am eagerly
looking forward to coming there and seeing you all. I am planning to come on the first of Kumbham.\fn{ December
22, 1912}
I received your letter and I was very happy. Though I write this in every letter, I do not think I have ever
written it with more happiness and peace of mind than I do now but I am still sad that Mother has such extreme
fatigue. I hope she is better after staying at Aranmula. I am eagerly looking forward to my arrival there to see you
all, but when I think that there is still one month more for that, I lose all patience. If only you\fn{ Father} too were
there throughout this trip, it would have been so much better. Though that is not possible, when I stay at Quilon,
can you not, Father, come and stay there for 5 or 6 days at least? If there is no objection you can even bring Kutty
Amma as well. If only brothers were here it would be so much better. But I suppose they have to go to school. I
would be so happy if you and Kutty Amma come there. If only Mother too could come. But I suppose there is no
point in desiring the impossible.\fn{January 15, 1913}
*
I will be only too happy to see Mother too at Quilon. But when I am coming to see Mother I thought it would
be unconventional to ask Mother to come and see me, that is why I did not mention it earlier. If Mother comes I
should tell the concerned authorities and make preparations. I will have to get permission from the palace to send
a boat and a sepoy. I don’t know whether it will be granted. Anyway I have instructed Mootha Pillai to try his
best. The desire to see Mother at Quilon that came as a casual idea has now been strengthened. The thought of
seeing you all again gives me great pleasure. In case Mother cannot come at the last moment, I hope you, Father,
will come with Kutty Amma as decided earlier. If they do not object to Mother coming to Quilon I will let you
know.\fn{February 16, 1913}
*
Younger sister’s child’s birthday was on the 13 th. You must have heard of all the celebrations on that day. Sister
wanted to go today to Vadakkay Kottaram and the permission has been granted. I think she will leave today. One
must wait and see what further arrangements will be made after she goes there.\fn{ November 2, 1913}
*
I got a letter from the Palace on the 21 st\fn{December 6th} saying that as I had passed my minority I could now
assume management of the Sree Padam properties unconditionally. Accordingly I have started looking after
affairs … No special arrangements have been made regarding younger sister’s affairs.\fn{ December 10, 1913. In a
letter dated January 1, 1914, her husband wrote to her father: “Her Highness takes kindly to the administrative work that has devolved on
her. She has such a remarkable grasp of things and has wonderful resources to grapple with difficult problems. Except for sneering cynics
we fear no criticism. Her Highness is naturally kind, considerate and unprevaricating, qualities which are supposed to be necessary adjuncts
to one in her position. You may rest assured that she will never be a failure as a woman of responsibility.” }
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263.58 Bilasini\fn{by Kokila Devi (1896-1936)} Talapada Village, Bhadrak District, Orissa Staste, India (F) 2
The day was nearly over. The setting sun cast an unusual glow of vermilion. Hundreds of red gold lotuses
bloomed in the vast empyrean. Notes of farewell resonated in the four corners. Birds returned to their nests, their
parting melodies resounding in all directions. The indigo of the distant mountains gently merged into the vast
azure. Soon the blue of the forests turned dove-grey. Hundreds upon hundreds of bats hanging from the branches
in clusters made the hollows of the trees look fearful. There was darkness everywhere. Darkness covered the
heart. A dark curtain suddenly dropped. All became still and immobile.
All of a sudden, the Tandava dance of Nature stopped. The heart overflowed with joy. In uneven rows, millions
of stars ascended and escorted the queen moon to the sky. Moonbeams flooded the earth. It was as though the
goddess of nature had recovered her youth.
Sitting in the courtyard in front of our house, I was lost in thought.
Suddenly my blood quickened and the stupor was gone. I heard the conversation of two persons at the wall
facing the rear enclosure to the house. The voice was soft, the tone indistinct. Slowly I got up. I craned my neck in
the direction of the voice and yet could not grasp everything. Driven by curiosity, I listened more attentively.
A man and a woman. The woman said in a thin voice,
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“Why do you have to deceive me any longer?” The man whispered,
“Why should I dupe you, my dear? Billi! Am I such a knave that I’ll set you adrift in the shoreless seas?” The
woman,
“I have no faith anymore in your words. Chhi! Chhi! Why was I ever born? Me, the fallen one! Oh Hari!”
There was nothing left for me to imagine. It was agonizing to wait till the curtain was finally drawn over the
act. The dykes of my patience broke. I could not restrain any longer and called out,
“Jagu! Jagu!”
Jagu did not reply. Only the murmur of the dry leaves was heard. Along with that, the running feet of two in a
state of breathlessness!
Suddenly the world reeled before me. Instead of the softness, beauty, and grandeur of a moment ago, there now
grew in me a revulsion towards the world. I wondered how there could be so much evil in such a beautiful earth
laden with fruits, flowers, and creepers? How could the same earth bear bestiality where the child partook nectar
in the lap of the mother, the creeper rose supporting itself on the trees, and the cuckoos thrived in the nests of the
crows? Could this be the same earth where the brothers went to peaceful sleep with trusting hands around each
other, where clouds and lightning played together, where the hills and skies joined hands, and the sky with that of
the ocean?
How can such injustice exist here? Is this the same earth where the heat of summer becomes cool by rain,
moonbeams kiss the arid land, and lotuses bloom in the muddy pond? How can such blindness exist? Is this the
same world where the child laughs in the bosom of the young widow, and diamonds drop from the mouth of a
baby, brightening a poor man’s cottage? What utter cruelty! What travesty of Truth!
I found no answers to such questions. Where was the end to such ugliness? A great desolation arose in my
heart. It seemed as though the world would plunge into bottomless pits that very moment, leaving behind a huge
deluge with only sharks and alligators.
Why then did I call Jagu? Was he truly our Jagabandhu? Again, the question troubled me. Could Bilasini be the
chip off the same block? I still recall the sad times when the poor thing was left behind by her uncle. Deeply
moved, his voice choked with tears, he had said,
“There is no joy in the life of this ill-fated one. When I married her off in her childhood, how thrilled I was,
contemplating her future happiness! Whoever knew that before it could flower the new bud would wither away in
the hands of cruel fate? To think of the pain of widowhood at such a tender age! I gave up the joy of the future
and brought back the infant deity home. I knew that it was impossible for me to nurture the motherless girl in this
world.”
From that day onward, my heart was constantly pained by the impassioned words. I did not feel that Bilasini
was not my blood sister and not born from my mother’s womb. I had done my best to console the forsaken one.
To think that she managed to forget all that!
*
Deeply disturbed, I tossed around in bed. Not a wink of sleep did I have throughout that night! Painting the
eastern sky with a reddish tinge, the sun, like a ball of fire, rose from the edge of the horizon. Its glorious rays
radiated the earth. A glow of pink played around the whole sky. Singing a paean to the dawn, the morning breeze
journeyed to some unknown land. There was laughter all around. Only the melancholic ones and I were left
morose.
Indeed, little did I realize how involved I had become in the life of Bilasini. When realization dawned, I could
gauge my sorrow. Only then could I identify wholly with her.
I rose from bed. It is only then that I noticed that Jagabandhu had been found missing since the previous night.
I felt greatly relieved. Bilasini too did not come to me any longer. Nor did I seek her as before.
A deep sense of unease overpowered me. My heart was filled with great remorse. The sorrow was not just on
account of Bilasini. It was for the helplessness of womankind in general. Bilasini’s life was in close danger.
This is how a full month passed. Practically all was forgotten until calamity suddenly struck. Our Bilasini’s
stigma became public knowledge. God! Isn’t it better to die than hear such ignominy? How terrible could be the
behavior of womankind! How could our ears bear such infamy! How can we expiate the sins?
By then, there was a real stir in the village. People conferred among themselves and decided that it would be
better not to house such a sinful and unworthy woman. From that day Bilasini was exiled. She had to forsake the
house that had witnessed her laughter and tears; her intimate associations during fair weather or foul.
There was no way to avert this. The unlucky Bilasini, one time darling of her parents, had to plunge into shoreless seas. There was no knowing where she was heading. The poor dear cried her heart out at the chowrah for the
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whole day! Who knows what thoughts passed in her mind. But the pure soul that I am, like the water of the
Ganga, not even once did I raise my head towards her.
The evening’s darkness swiftly descended, its fearful mouth swallowing up the unlucky Bilasini. How the
orphan girl was washed away in that gloom no one knew or thought it worth knowing. O Society! Strange are
your ways! Go on, you poor thing! From now onwards, treat the whole world as your own home; God your sole
friend!
*
This is something that had happened seven to eight years back. How quickly did these seven to eight years go
by! But the agony suffered persists till today! The soul has been burnt and turned arid; my whole life one of
singular misery! O Hari! Grant me peace!
I did not take anyone with me. Single-handed, all by myself, I set out for Brindavan. Barring a few places,
there were no train services then. After seven days of tiresome journey, I arrived at the Sridham Brindavan.
Bathing at the cool waters of the Yamuna, I cooled my body and mind.
Oh, what a relief that was! Then I went for the darshan of Sri Govinda. I was not hopeful of a long stay.
Therefore I made preparation for departure from the holy land. On the last day, as I was emerging from the
bowers of Radha and Krishna, a plaintive prayer of a mother reached my ears. I stood still.
O, what heart-touching melodies! Could there be such wonderful sweetness in the voice of a woman? My mind
and heart were filled with joy; I began to pay attention in a state of intoxication. But surely she could not be a
human person! She must be a demoness with a human body!
The woman gradually approached and I was stunned by what I saw. Never could I imagine that a female could
be so beautiful! Nor could I ever conceive that there could be such luster in her eyes! My waking consciousness
could not bear such thoughts for long. My head automatically bowed at her feet.
The Goddess lifted her eyes full of divine love. I was stunned by what I saw. The beating of my heart stopped.
After much effort, I called out once,
“Bilasini!”
Tears rolled down my cheek. My voice was choked. I looked around and spotted no one. Was I awake or
asleep?
231.78 Excerpt from The Promised Hand\fn{by Jhaverchand Kalidas Meghani (1896-1947)} Chotila, Surendranagar
District, Gujarat State, India (M) 10
1
It was approaching midnight on that Saturday. A full inventory of the firm’s merchandise was being prepared.
Mota Sheth was seething with concealed rage. He had learnt upon his return from a trip to their village that, in his
absence, Nana Sheth had instituted a weekly Sunday holiday for all employees. In private, Mota Sheth had
thoroughly chewed his younger brother out, but the two brothers valued the firm’s prestige too much to air their
differences publicly. The biggest tragedy of the situation was not only that the Sunday holiday grant had been
made in writing, but that Nana Sheth had also given his blessings for the creation of an employees’ Social Club.
Mota Sheth knew better than to abruptly rescind those concessions. He was waiting for an opportune moment
when the employees themselves would volunteer to give up the Sundays and ask to return to the one-day-a-month
New Moon holiday. Mota Sheth genuinely believed that the free time on Sundays didn’t do anything good for the
employees, but actually caused harm. They tended to go out with their families and waste good money that they
should be saving. He also knew from his own experience that it was difficult to concentrate at work on Mondays
after being idle for a whole day.
But the staff had to come to this realization themselves. The prolonged Saturday night assignments were aimed
at securing this result.
On one such late Saturday evening, a call from the office informed Mota Sheth that Sukhlal had a severe
nosebleed and that he was almost unconscious.
“What a wimp! Good for absolutely nothing. Thinks I owe him because he is my future son-in-law; wouldn’t
strain that delicate body of his one bit. I am sending the car, get him to the hospital.”
Mota Sheth barked into the phone. Sukhlal was taken to a hospital and admitted. His stay there would not be
short.
The young Sukhlal was actually Nana Sheth’s son-in-law-to-be. His engagement to Nana Sheth’s daughter
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dated back to the times when the two families belonged to the same social stratum in the small village of
Thorewaad. The two brothers and Sukhlal’s father had struggled to make a living on groceries they sold from their
little shops. While Sukhlal’s father was forced to stay in the village to care for his ever-ailing wife, the two
brothers, with the blessings of a Jain priest, had moved to Mumbai\fn{ Formerly Bombay} and made a fortune selling
imported textiles.
Much had changed since then. Sukhlal’s betrothed’s old-fashioned name, Santok, had changed to Sushila. The
Sheth brothers’ wives had shed their traditional village attire and donned the more fashionable five-yard sari and
blouse. The younger brother’s wife had learned to mispronounce the “s” sounds as “ch”s as befitted the nouveau
riche of Mumbai. Santok-turned-Sushila had three tutors teaching her music, Sanskrit and English at home. From
a young age, Sushila had started wearing full- length sari unlike the girls of her age in her old village. The only
disturbing thought that remained:
Did it make any sense to honor the stupid old arrangement that tied the beautiful and cultured Sushila with that
country-boy Sukhlal?
Many attempts were made to convince Sukhlal’s father to send Sukhlal to Mumbai where he could be educated
and trained for an appropriate vocation. His father had advised Sukhlal:
“You should go if this means a better future for you.”
But Sukhlal had been reluctant. His father needed help in providing constant care for his mother who was
seriously ill. Who would cook for the younger siblings if he left? Who would keep the barely surviving shop
going? When Sukhlal had refused to listen to his father, his mother called him to her bedside one day and said:
“Who knows, my son, but it is possible … these rich people … if they lose interest … they may call off your
engagement. If that happens, our lives will not be worth living.”
This had come as a complete revelation to Sukhlal. He had not realized that the previous five years had created
credible reasons for nullifying his engagement. His mother had further clarified:
“Their new affluence is only one factor. The other is, they are spending a fortune on educating the girl, bless
her soul! Everyone comes back from the city with the news that she has blossomed into a smart and beautiful
young lady. We have to think about all that, son. I don’t want anything to get in the way of your getting settled
with her; I don’t need anyone to look after me. I want you to stop worrying about me; go and let your father-inlaw help you train to be a good match for the girl.”
“Ba,” Sukhlal’s mouth had gone dry, “I will not like it there.”
“And why not?” his ailing mother's face beamed with a big smile. “She will be there with you!”
“That’s exactly why, Ba!”
Sukhlal’s handsome face was not smiling; his eyes had turned moist. He was unable to explain his feelings.
Had he had sufficient vocabulary, he would have used words like “That Santok-turned-Sushila will keep taking
my measure all the time; I’ll be doing nothing but striving to be worthy of her and I’ll be very uncomfortable.”
“Whatever you may be considering, son,” it had taken all her energy to speak, “if the unthinkable happens, it
will not only turn our lives to dirt, we’ll be so disgraced that nobody will even look at your brother and sisters for
marriage. And if that angel of a girl goes somewhere else after fifteen years of attachment here, your father and I
will not be able to survive that shock at our age. Now that you understand how I feel, my son, I beg you to go
there.”
And the final straw had been the hard-hitting letter from the older in-law:
If you insist on keeping Sukhlal confined there, take this as our final warning. Our daughter was not sold to you and
we do not intend to deliberately consign her to a wretched life. If Sukhlal wants to marry her, he will have to prove
himself deserving of her. After coming here, if he wants to further his education, we will be happy to help him; if he
wants to get into business, there are plenty of opportunities here.
On the other hand, if you take Sushila for granted, we want you to think again! You should understand that we did
not raise and educate our only daughter to send her to your dusty Thorewaad shack to breathe the smoke from the cowdung cakes burning in your kitchen. We would like your decision so that we can announce it to our community.

The threat was unambiguous and unmistakable. Sukhlal’s father could not eat that day. Seeing her father and
older brother so depressed, the young Sooraj—forced into cooking duties because of her mother’s illness and
barely able to hold rotla in her small hands—did not eat either. Sukhlal’s younger brother went off to school on a
half-empty stomach.
Four days later Sukhlal left for Mumbai. He had got collared shirts and long jackets tailored in haste from a
nearby township. He wore new shoes with his new clothes. When Sooraj put the chaandalo that ran down his
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forehead, she had not liked his new attire. His mother had struggled to sit up with her husband’s help; she had
touched Sukhlal’s bowed head and managed to whisper her blessings for a long life.
2
“You don’t plan to bring him here, do you? Let’s not frighten poor Sushila unnecessarily.” Sushila’s mother
had advised Nana Sheth, her husband, the night before Sukhlal’s arrival.
“If that’s what you want, we’ll put him up at the office.” Nana Sheth had acquiesced rather quickly.
In the morning, Nana Sheth ordered the car out to meet Sukhlal at the railway station. Mota Sheth immediately
jumped on him:
“Why do you want to pamper him like that? Ask one of the men to hire a horse-cart and go get him.”
“I thought … er … I will ride out to the station and get him to the office.” Nana Sheth’s discomfort was
evident.
“You will not go; and you will not start spoiling him! And, who knows what the future holds! We are not going
to jump blindly into anything but consider what is good for Sushila. No harm is done, yet. We have to look for a
way out of this mess. Fortunately, time is on our side.”
While this was going on, Sushila entered with their tooth-brushing equipment. The customary smile was
missing from her face. She placed the containers of water, fresh daatuns and some table salt in front of each of
them and left without a word.
“Did you see how pale she has turned already?” Mota Sheth observed as he chewed on his daatun. The
younger brother said nothing as he worked on his own daatun.
“Praaniya!” Mota Sheth instructed the office employee who had just returned from the market with fresh
vegetables, “Sukhlal is arriving from Thorewaad. Go to the railway station and bring him to the office. He is
going to live and work with you people there.”
“I really should meet Sukhlal!” The trembling Nana Sheth expressed his desire one more time.
“Didn’t I say there was no need to?” The elder brother’s facial expression matched the hardness of his voice.
“Why don’t you just do what I say? Do you think this is a joke?”
Nana Sheth remained quiet for the rest of his daatun ritual. They left for the office after a quick breakfast.
Sukhlal had arrived and was waiting for them. His greeting to the two elders was respectful but quiet. Mota Sheth
responded with nothing more than a terse nod.
The empty cup and saucer next to Sukhlal appeared to be from a restaurant. He apparently had been treated to
a breakfast of tea.
“Where is that dumb …?” Mota Sheth took his anger out on the office servant. “What are you waiting for? Get
this dirty cup out of here.”
Even the inexperienced Sukhlal could tell that he, not the servant, was the real target of that rebuke. He picked
up the offending items and handed them to the servant.
“Get a wet mop and clean up over there.”
Mota Sheth’s instructions continued. The non-stop orders he issued to everyone around him were the signs of
his newly acquired affluence and stood out like new unwashed clothing that did not quite fit. What irked him most
was Sukhlal’s occupation of one small corner of his spacious gaadi.
Sukhlal had no particular desire to sit there; the employee who brought him to the office had pointed to Mota
Sheth’s gaadi to him upon arrival. Sukhlal himself, whether in deference or out of fear, had tried to minimize this
transgression; but Mota Sheth’s disapproving glance repeatedly went to his left where Sukhlal sat. Finally, that
visual shoving had made Sukhlal slide down from the gaadi on to the bare floor.
“How is your mother’s health?” Mota Sheth asked after a long and deliberate pause. His tone implied
resentment of Sukhlal’s mother's sickness—as if she had committed a crime or, worse still, the whole thing was a
scam.
“She is OK.”
Sukhlal decided it would be considered uncivilized to dwell on—even mention—his mother’s sickness by the
rules of Mumbai society. He added while he had the opportunity,
“My father and mother have sent their regards to everybody.”
Mota Sheth did not think it worthy of a response and got busy with the mail which had arrived just then. Nana
Sheth had retreated to his own smaller office in the back. Having finished with the mail, Mota Sheth entered that
office. As he sat down, he asked his younger brother:
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“Well, did you get a good look at him?”
“He seems to have lost weight. Five years ago, he looked—”
“Who cares about five years ago? Let’s worry about now. Do you see anything good in him? One good thing?”
“Give him time and he will be all right.”
“Are you out of your mind? There’s nothing to wait for. I won’t play games with my only daughter’s future.”
Sushila was the only child between the two brothers. Mota Sheth and his wife were childless. Sushila was the
centre of their universe. Well-wishers had advised a second marriage to Mota Sheth but he had refused to follow
that path to producing an heir. Every person’s life has brighter and shadowy sides; Mota Sheth’s inner light had
manifested itself in his strict belief in monogamy. He had considered Sushila to be his sole heir.
“I don’t see what we can do.” Nana Sheth sounded reluctant.
“We must do something! But for now, let’s put him to work. I think it’s as hopeless as trying to squeeze oil out
of sand, but let’s put him through the mill anyway.”
And Mota Sheth’s words had almost become reality. Sukhlal was pushed into heavy work like any other lowranking employee. Sukhlal, for his part, was determined to prove his worthiness to be a son-in-law and had
jumped in with both feet. He pushed any thoughts of self-respect to the background. Every night at bedtime, his
mother’s voice kept echoing in his mind:
“If they break this engagement, it might as well be a dose of poison for us.”
3
Sukhlal was in Mumbai almost three months before he got his first glimpse of Sushila.
In those months, he had been invited to his in-laws’ place for dinner a couple of times. But every time, he was
driven back to the office—his place to live—as soon as the dinner was over. Once he heard a voice in the other
room instructing the chauffeur to come back immediately after dropping Sushila off. He had wondered where the
girl was going. To study? For embroidery or music lessons perhaps? Shopping for new saris and brooches? For
the rest of the dinner, his imagination had taken him roaming all over Mumbai.
Sitting in the front seat next to the chauffeur on his return trip to the office, Sukhlal had pictured a stylish
Sushila in the back seat. His olfactory sense worked overtime to conjure up the intoxicating scent of perfume left
behind by a previous occupant of the car. Sukhlal, the simpleton, would never be able to verbalize his feelings
from that experience; and no self-respecting poet would ever have the time to describe this villager’s mental
suffering.
Sukhlal was jealous of the chauffeur who he thought must know every minute detail of Sushila’s life. He
obviously saw enough of Sushila every day in the rearview mirror. He must be the only one to feast on the
fragrance of perfumes and flowers worn by Sushila!
In the following days, with great difficulty, Sukhlal suppressed the naïve urge to talk to the chauffeur about
such things and immersed himself in his work.
Three months went by and it was the prime mango season in Mumbai. The monthly New Moon holiday was
approaching. The painful abscess that Mota Sheth had long suffered from had finally receded and, in celebration,
he had ordered a staff picnic. A mountainside bungalow in a remote western suburb of Mumbai was borrowed for
a day from some friends. The young staff members spent the prior evening and most of the night transporting all
the provisions including baskets filled with mangoes.
Sukhlal was one of the participants in that backbreaking ordeal. His time in Mumbai had not been kind to his
health. His constant brooding about his family back in Thorewaad on one hand and about Sushila on the other had
not helped either. That night he had worked extra hard in anticipation of seeing Sushila at least briefly during the
all-day picnic. Spurred on by that burst of artificial energy, Sukhlal had lugged the heavy loads back and forth all
night.
That night he had felt the first snap in his chest. That pain was the messenger bearing the reward for the
inhuman drudgery at the office. It was also the result of the skill with which the other employees pushed their
work off on him.
“Has anyone seen Sukhlal Sheth?”
“Is Sukhlal Sheth available to help?”
“This job is right up his alley,” and other similar phrases were used by the other employees if they ever found
Sukhlal catching his breath between assigned tasks. These utterances, always loud enough to be heard by Mota
Sheth, caused Sukhlal to immediately jump to the task at hand. His fellow workers employed this trick regularly,
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making Sukhlal the implement of their enjoyment and relief from their own workload.
Sukhlal had feared about this happening at the picnic, too. To fend that off, he had approached the resident
jester Pranjeevan, aka “Praniya” and begged to be assigned the relatively light task of extracting mango juice.
“Give me a break, Sukhlal Sheth!” Praniya had teased him, “All this is going to be yours one day! You are just
trying to make us look bad.”
Sukhlal knew that these people meant just the opposite of what they said. But he had considered any
discussion of that totally futile and just repeated his request with,
“Please! Please!”
“Then, listen.” The staff jester—and the ‘boss’ of the pack—had pulled him aside and whispered,
“I know that you are up to no good today.”
“What do you mean?”
“You think I don’t know?”
“What are you talking about?”
“You … are … planning … to … meet … Sushilaben … here … today.” Praniya emphasized every word.
The second spasm shook Sukhlal but he continued to laugh. He just said:
“Please let me sit and work; and please, for God’s sake, leave me alone.”
“Then give me your word.”
“What?”
“That you will not see her.”
“I am dying here and all you want to do is joke about it?”
“No deal then. Promise that you will not speak to her even if she approaches you!”
“Pranjeevanbhai, please leave me alone.” Encouraged by Sukhlal’s pitiful tone, Praniya raised his voice,
“And you will not exchange handkerchiefs or rings.”
“Please—”
“And will not pass love letters!” In a loud voice that was deliberately unintelligible to others, Praniya
continued.
“Agreed?”
“Whatever you say. Who is going to give anything to anyone anyway? Just let me be, please, Pranjeevanbhai.”
Sukhlal doubled up in pain as another spasm hit him.
Pranjeevan had mercifully relented. Sukhlal sat down with the mango group of fellow workers and Pranjeevan
issued strict instructions:
“Don’t anybody ask Sukhlal Sheth to do anything else. He is not well and will stay right here.”
What Sukhlal really needed was to lie down and rest. His chest pain worsened as he sat up and worked on the
mangoes. Afraid of the bully Pranjeevan, the others didn’t dare bother him directly but found one excuse or
another to keep Sushila as the central topic of conversation.
“I tell you, the best mangoes are the ones that Sushilaben picked out.”
“I don’t see how she does it. Sushilaben must have a sixth sense about mangoes.”
“Certainly not something you can learn!”
“If Sushilaben had not been with me yesterday, 1 would be a dead man by now! She stopped me from buying
the 200-pound lot that I had selected: ‘Dayal, deep down, I can smell the tartness in these’, she said. We bought
only ten pounds from that lot and, would you believe it, every single mango turned out to be sour!”
“Her mother’s family owns a whole mango grove; could be the time she spent there.”
“Oh really! Our Otamchand’s in-laws have a grove too. Why can’t his wife pick ’em?”
“This Dayal can’t stop talking about Sushilaben.”
“That is because she is smart. Knows what she’s talking about. Nobody can fool her!”
Sushilaben’s name had become the sustenance everyone needed to continue working as also the chief source of
entertainment. They kept their eyes on one another as they talked. All except Sukhlal, who was in intense pain.
Unable to bear it any longer, he finally asked,
“Would you guys mind if I laid down for a while? My chest hurts.”
“But of course, Sukhlal Sheth! You are, after all, the son-in-law. Want me to make your bed? On second
thoughts, why don’t you just move into that bedroom over there?”
The sarcasm was totally lost on Sukhlal. He stretched out on the bare floor right where he was, lying on one
side, his hand clutching to his chest. A messenger came and called out,
“Come on you guys, Mota Sheth wants everyone out there to swim in the lake as soon as you are done with the
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mangoes.”
“Let’s go, this is going to be fun!”
The rest of the juicing was completed in a hurry and everyone left for the lake, leaving Sukhlal sleeping.
Someone showed some pity for him,
“Let the poor man rest!” Noticing that Sukhlal had dozed off, another was more candid:
“What an idiot! He still has illusions of marrying that girl. He doesn’t know Mota Sheth! He will eventually be
tossed out like a dog.”
“Then what are they holding him here for?”
“To get his release papers.”
“What release papers?”
“A signed statement admitting to his impotence—and, get this, willingly asking for an annulment from his
betrothal with Sushilaben.”
“That will be the end of him! Who is going to marry him after that?”
“Are you kidding? If Lady Luck smiles on him and if he goes home with some serious dough, eligible girls’
fathers will be lining up outside his door. It is the money, not manhood, that gets the girl!”
This conversation continued out the door and all the way to the lake. All the men got into the spirit of the
picnic and jumped into the lake. It was as if they had traveled back in time to their childhoods in the various
Saurashtra villages; they repeatedly jumped off the trees, some splashing water all around, others diving deep into
the water. The noise was deafening. The two cooks also joined them after completing their cooking chores.
Half an hour after everyone had left the building for the lake, Sukhlal was startled out of his nap by the sound
of someone asking “Where is the cook?” from the next room.. He opened his eyes to find a young woman before
him.
“Do you know where he went?” she asked.
Embarrassed at being caught napping, Sukhlal sat up and immediately reached for the one or two mangoes still
left there. The young woman was, of course, Sushila. She saw Sukhlal, at first sleeping and later distressed at
being seen sleeping. She was about to leave but stopped and asked:
“Isn’t the cook here?”
“I don’t know.”
Sushila went out of the kitchen where Sukhlal was and stopped in the adjoining room. She had recognised
Sukhlal—her betrothed. This was the first time she had met him alone. Previously, in her quick glances at him
from a distance, he had seemed gaunt and nothing much to look at. But, today she had seen him from close and
his sleeping face had seemed guileless and wholesome; she had heard his voice after he woke up. The incessant
talk at home had painted Sukhlal as a village idiot incapable of even putting. a sentence together. It was hard to
believe that those things had been said about this person!
“I am sorry I disturbed you. I didn’t really need anything,” she said, making no attempt to leave. Wanting her
to stay, Sukhlal said:
“I had some chest pain and had just stretched out for a while. I was done with my assigned work anyway.” His
obvious awareness of the need to prove his worthiness, even at the cost of his health, was the reason behind that
remark.
“You have lost weight!” Sushila continued nervously from the next room.
Sukhlal had guessed that the girl was Sushila. Now convinced by that remark that it was her, he responded
quickly:
“Oh no, I haven’t. By the way, my mother sent you lots of love.”
“How is Ba?” Sushila asked after a perceptible pause and Sukhlal’s heart resumed its beating again. Even a
moment’s silence from Sushila, in response to the words from his mother, had naturally seemed like the lull
before an eruption to Sukhlal. Now it was Sukhlal’s turn to pause and think. His my mother had evoked a “How is
Ba?” response from Sushila. The difference between the two expressions was unexplainable but quite clear.
Sushila’s respectful mention of “Ba” could not have been faked and had to have come from her heart.
“She couldn’t even get up when I left three months ago. She had blessed me from her bed. I haven’t heard
from them since then.”
Sushila felt like she had stepped into a strange new world. How could these musical utterances be coming from
a man who had been described to her as nothing more than a wretched stray animal? The future mother-in-law’s
long illness had been the subject of constant cursing and calling of names in Sushila’s house. Her family had
helped create such a frightful image of the mother-in-law’s disease in Sushila’s mind that she could almost smell
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the stench emanating from the sickbed. But the news brought by this young man created in her a feeling of
compassion for the sick mother-in-law. The person that tried to rise from her bed to say goodbye to her son … that
had to settle for blessing him without standing up … that sent me her love … how could she be a monster?
“Don’t you write to them?” she asked, standing beyond the door, her eyes on the floor and thinking about these
things. Her eyes darted to the doors on both sides, wondering if anyone had seen her.
“Now I will.”
“Why now?”
“To send them the news of your well-being—and to tell Ba that you asked about her.”
Sukhlal looked at the room where Sushila was as he washed his mango-stained hands. He had to make sure
that she was well before he could send such news home!
She looked very well indeed. Her complexion was slightly on the darker side but had a healthy glow to it. Her
eyes were unusually clear. He hardly had time for a detailed look though. He knew the perils of staring at any
young girl. In this case, the stakes were even higher.
But Sushila didn’t move from her spot. Sukhlal began to be concerned about his predicament. Every young
man has this natural fear that, if and when caught, the girl will invariably lay the blame on the boy to save herself;
she will lose no time in telling lies and shedding false tears. Sukhlal didn’t know this girl well and was worried.
Could she be setting him up for something? The sooner she left, the better, he thought.
But Sushila’s feet seemed to be glued to the floor. Meanwhile, the lake echoed with the sounds of bodies
splashing in water, fountains erupting as people jumped off the tree branch. The bathers frolicked; people who
wanted to get out were being dragged back into the lake. Mota Sheth and Nana Sheth were both at the lake and
could be heard all the way inside the bungalow.
Mota Sheth’s voice cracked in the fashionable way as was required of the neo-affluent. The roar of a car’s
engine cut through all that noise. Several voices joined in the chorus of welcome:
“Hurry up and change, Vijaychandrabhai! We’ve been waiting for you.”
Mota Sheth personally went to receive the newly-arrived, cultured-looking young man. The conversation
between the two went like
“What made you late?”
“I had an appointment with the Hon. Setalwad. Sir P. had strongly recommended that I see … as they made
their way to the bungalow and went up the steps. Mota Sheth called out:
“Where are Sushila’s mother and Bhabhu?\fn{A man couldn’t address his wife or a younger brother’s wife by name }
Vijaychandra has arrived. Ask the cook to get ready to serve lunch. Where is he?”
On his way to the kitchen, he, entered the room where Sushila was before she could leave. Her eyes and face
looked troubled as she walked out. Mota Sheth instructed her as well:
“Sushila, my dear, can you arrange to have lunch served immediately? Vijaychandra is already here.”
Sushila left without answering and entered the room on the other side of the bungalow where the other women
were. When Mota Sheth looked towards the kitchen and looked for the cook, it was Sukhlal who answered:
“I’ll go get the cook right away.”
Seeing his worst fears realized and extremely worried now, Sukhlal ran towards the lake. Mota Sheth’s face
turned red seeing him coming out of the kitchen. Is that why the lowly stooge had stayed behind—to see Sushila?
Did he intimidate Sushila into coming here? Why did she look so disturbed?
Enraged by such thoughts, he lost his self-control. He was going to get some answers even if that killed the
entire picnic. Ignoring Sukhlal, he charged into the room full of ladies and started his inquisition.
“Why was Sushila in the kitchen? Who called her there? Who made her cry? Who is threatening her? I will
flay the son-of-a-bitch alive! Who does he think he is? What right does he have to call her there? He does not
even have the right to step inside my house and he … he dares to order my daughter around? That … that
scumball … bully … hoodlum!”
“Calm down, please,” his wife admonished him in a low voice. “We don’t even know what has happened.”
“What is there to know?” Sushila’s mother spoke out for her brother-in-law from behind the veil formed by the
end of her sari.\fn{A note reads: Women of the time would not show their faces nor would speak directly to elder men in their
husbands’ families} The girl is sobbing her heart out, Bhabhiji! We must find out who did this to her.”
“Mother … please, mother … you don’t even know …” was all that could be heard between Sushila’s sobs.
She couldn’t even form a sentence. Her mother’s interpretation of her broken words was just the opposite of what
Sushila had intended.
“Bhabhu … please … call … Bhabhu …here.”
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The exasperated Sushila looked for her one confidante. She loved and trusted Bhabhu. The childless wife of
Mota Sheth was a grand woman with much culture and had been the real influence in Sushila’s balanced
upbringing.
“Bhabhu is the one that made you into the simpleton you are.” Her mother called for her sister-in-law:
“Bhabhiji, your precious Sushila wants you.”
“What’s the matter, honey?” Bhabhu was calm as could be.
“Please tell Mota Bapuji not to scold anyone.”
“Not scold anyone? You want him to put up with this? Wasn’t he ashamed to call a girl of her age here, all
alone? Is anyone going to look at the root of this problem?”
Sushila’s mother was not going to let that pass. And her words were not lost on Mota Sheth who stood outside.
“You just wait and see. Your brother-in-law has learnt a thing or two in his years in Mumbai. He knows how to
unlock all doors. Just sit back and watch the show now. Do you think I like this any better than you do? But I have
had to swallow my pride and wait. If my own wife hadn’t held me back, do you think I would have let it go this
far?”
“Now, now, slow down. Let’s not be hasty.” His wife repeated her earlier plea for patience.
Mota Sheth’s angry words had been heard very clearly at the lakeside and all the frolicking had stopped.
Nobody knew what had transpired. Sukhlal was the only one who knew and was scared out of his wits. The only
question in his mind was: what role had Sushila played in this whole episode? Each answer provided by his
overworked imagination seemed as dreadful as the other. Sushila’s last words to him in the kitchen had been:
“Why is everyone trying to get the annulment? When did I ever ask for it? Nobody has even bothered to ask
me what I want. It has hurt me to know how they have treated you and worked you like a slave. For God’s sake,
why don’t you look after your health?”
Mota Sheth had entered the room just as she had finished saying those words and started crying. What reason
did she give them for crying? Could he trust this girl?
4
As the big feast was being laid out, Mota Sheth called Pranajivan aside and whispered to him:
“Praniya, don’t let that Romeo sit anywhere near me!”
“No problem, I will take care of it.”
As Mota Sheth watched Pranajivan shuffle Sukhlal around to the remotest corner of the assembly, the authority
with which Praniyo did the job left no doubt in Mota Sheth’s mind that it was a matter of time before the rascal
became a partner in his business! Meanwhile, Pranajivan seated himself next to Sukhlal and started elbowing him;
elbowed him and whispered:
“Looks like you have been a naughty boy! Broke your promise, didn’t you? Start packing your bags,
Casanova, and so long!”
Closer to Mota Sheth, the young VIP Vijaychandra had become the centre of attention. People watched as he
very carefully removed his jacket and his silk hat and hung them on a hook conveniently close to his seat.
Everyone else had left their coats and hats in the outer room. He had set himself apart from the crowd even with a
little matter like that. His bare head was the epitome of neatness with every single hair in its assigned place with
military precision. Having locks of hair flowing over his forehead was not Vijaychandra’s style. His shirt got the
loving care worthy of a living companion and hugged his body with perfection in return. In fact, every stitch of
clothing on his body was a testimony to the meticulousness of its owner with no trace of a “nobody is going to
notice” attitude.
Mota Sheth made sure that Vijaychandra sat right next to him and got to know quite a few details of his life.
Lost both parents in early childhood; brought up by his sister and brother-in-law; tutored other students to pay for
his own education.
“Had to quit studies twice to work full time or I would have graduated from college at 20. Sheth M.B. is
sending me to England for further studies. They plan to have me help develop one of their new businesses.”
“How long will you be in England?”
“A couple of years.”
“Not planning to settle abroad, are you?”
“Absolutely not, sir.”
Vijaychandra turned out to be a native of Saurashtra as well. The talk revealed a lot of close links between their
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two families. And, although Mota Sheth thought Vijaychandra’s family did not measure up to his own family’s
stature, the young man’s own abilities and prospects impressed him a great deal.
“Come, let me show you around.”
After lunch, Mota Sheth invited Vijaychandra for a walk around the estate. Vijaychandra donned his jacket and
cap with the same care that he had exercised in removing them. Each of his immaculate coat-sleeves seemed to
cry out even to those not watching:
“Come on, I dare you to find one wrinkle in me!”
The amazing thing was that all this neatness gave no appearance of any overt showiness or affectation. What
can one not do by trying? This may seem to be a contradiction, but is it not true that looking natural is but the
result of working at it? It was the result of hard work in Vijaychandra’s case for sure, because how else would he
not look showy with the scented silk handkerchief peeking out of his jacket pocket? Not only did it look tasteful,
one actually felt that his handkerchief should show and show only that much. And it had to be scented; if not,
Vijaychandra’s personality would seem, well, incomplete. As they strolled, Mota Sheth made more small talk and
asked, “Does this look like a good bungalow to buy?” and navigated him towards the room where the women sat.
He introduced Vijaychandra to his wife:
“You know this young man’s family well. Isn’t it a small world? He is being sent to England by Mansukhlal
Balabhai’s firm …”
His wife, known to the staff as Mota Shethani, looked up and sized Vijaychandra up in that one look. After
that, her steady eyes did not move from her husband’s face. Childless at forty, she looked no older than thirty. The
impression she made on everyone she met was that of a person who could serve as the living ideal of grand
womanhood and, if preserved, as the ideal for a millennium.
“Where is Sushila?” Mota Sheth tried to sound casual but everyone, including Vijaychandra, knew his real
intent behind the question and in bringing this guest all the way to the women’s room.
“I’m here.” Sushila didn’t move from where she stood.
“Why, Sushila, what are you doing up there? Come here, my girl! Did you eat yet? Did you try the mango
juice? Our Sushila is a poor eater in general, and even worse with mangoes.”
Sushila was totally nonchalant as she stepped into the room. Mota Sheth was chagrined to notice that Sushila
had not washed her tear-streaked face from half hour ago. Vijaychandra, on the other hand, found her unwashed.
face a lot more appealing. Even in his young age, he had concluded that nature had provided women with
bottomless reservoirs of tears behind their eyes only to help them refresh their feminine appeal at will.
The picnic broke up late in the evening. Vijaychandra was invited to drive back with Mota Sheth and his
family in their car. He sat next to the chauffeur and sensed rather than saw that Sushila sat between Mota Sheth
and his wife in the back. Mota Sheth helped out by talking to him all the way back, forcing him to turn and look
back. While talking to Mota Sheth, his eyes didn’t have to move much to look at Sushila; to his credit, the wise
young man looked straight at Mota Sheth without letting his gaze move even a millimeter. Some people have the
natural gift for a steady stare.
He had asked to be dropped off at Sir P.’s residence and Mota Sheth had the chauffeur make a detour around
Malabar Hill to comply with that request. There they parted with Mota Sheth inviting him to visit his home some
evening to talk about business. On their way home, Mota Sheth told his wife:
“Had it not been for this young man’s presence, today's picnic would have been a total disaster. The son-of-abitch showed his true colors today!”
Sushila looked away and Bhabhu chose not to reply, hoping for a quiet ride home. The fuming husband’s
frustration remained unvented, the lack of a response killing his desire to talk.
As Sushila reached home and while Vijaychandra’s shirt collar swayed in the cool Malabar Hill breeze,
Sukhlal was toiling away at the picnic bungalow. He ran around taking an inventory of the pots and pans,
repacking the leftover condiments and gathering up the cutlery while the office-colleagues directed their ridicule
at him. The cooks claimed they had earned their right to rest and to chew their tobacco; Pranajivan believed his
duties now consisted of firing instructions while he stretched out; most of the others declared that “after all, this
stuff belongs to Sukhlal Meta, not to us. If one little cup is missing and if the Nana Shethani gets mad, Sukhlal
Meta, we’ll tell her that you, her son-in-law, were the one in charge of it all.”
When it was all loaded into a truck, the whole staff returned to the Mumbai office. The third day after that was
a Saturday. That Saturday night, Sukhlal’s head finally exploded into a nosebleed that would not stop.
And he landed in the Harkishandas Hospital.
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Lying in a charity-ward bed in the basement of the hospital, Sukhlal thanked his lucky stars for his illness. He
had assumed that the around-the-clock care that he received from the hospital staff was the result of his influential
father-in-law’s instructions. His constant thought was of how quickly his mother would get well, if she were to be
treated at such a great hospital, where he couldn’t even turn over in bed without a white-clad nurse rushing over to
help! He had not been touched by that many women in his entire life.
The nurses that sponged his body with hot water and then soothed it with fragrant talcum powder seemed to
him like angels sent from heaven. He prayed for a prolonged stay in the hospital.
All the neighboring patients had someone or other to keep them company and visitors who came daily by the
dozens. Sukhlal attracted attention by the total lack of visitors. Women—young girls and older women alike—
noticed the forever lonely young man and asked each other in whispers: Why haven’t we seen a mother or a sister
visiting? Isn’t he married? Did he not have friends or anyone to see him at all?
The patient in the bed immediately next to Sukhlal was a man in his fifties. It was difficult to say what his
ailment was. He called out “Nurse! Nurse!” even to turn on his side. After a nurse helped him sit up, he constantly
barraged her with questions in his broken English:
“Are you married yet? Are you going to work like this all your life? Why don’t you get married? … Will you
help me sit outside? …”
Sukhlal had noticed that the man needed no help to sit up. When his wife visited him in the afternoons, he
never asked for any help. Even the nurse would occasionally lose her cool and tell him:
“Grandpa, I don’t see why you keep coming back to the hospital. There is nothing wrong with you!”
“Why do you call me grandpa?”
“Why? Because you are old enough to be one.”
Sukhlal did not understand why it bothered this man to acknowledge his age. Could it be that he was too
humble to accept the deferential treatment reserved for the elderly?
The nurse’s name was Leena. It never failed to amaze Sukhlal that a name could sound so musical every time
the other nurses called out for her with the elongated “Lee … naa …”.
The old man in the next bed resented the special attention that Leena gave to Sukhlal. He cautioned Sukhlal
more than once about getting too close to these nurses:
“They wouldn’t think of blackmailing you for all you’re worth.”
Not knowing how much of that advice to believe, Sukhlal would try to keep his distance which caused Leena
to pay even more attention to him. She would appear from nowhere at breakfast time and threatened and cajoled
him into drinking a whole glass of milk. She would caress him and say:
“Smarty, my dear! Why don’t you let me make an egg for you every day? You are weak and the egg will be
very good for you. Come on, Smarty, we need to get some flesh on those bones!”
At the mention of eggs, Sukhlal would just lay there and smile his patient smile. That smile looked so sweet on
his thin, pale face that Leena would repeatedly bring the topic up just to see that smile.
“Why do you call me ‘Smarty’?” he asked once.
“All my patients who keep smiling even when in pain I call ‘Smarty’. It’s English for both neat and intelligent.
But if it bothers you, I won’t call you that.”
Sukhlal wouldn’t respond to the implied query. He wondered if the man that everyone at the office thought of
as “sickly” and “lazy” was the same man this woman was calling smart! But, as soon as Leena’s back was turned,
his self-appointed guardian angel from the next bed would whisper:
“When she has you eating eggs, don’t tell me I didn’t warn you!”
Leena appeared to be thirty-ish. A bundle of joy, she seemed to laugh more than she talked. Sukhlal constantly
compared her face with Sushila’s. He had seen Sushila only once and didn’t remember her face very clearly, but
he tried to complete the missing details in that mental canvas with broad strokes borrowed from Leena’s facial
features. His clumsy attempts at this creation resulted in blurring of both pictures in his mind; so much so, that
even when Leena’s face was in front of his eyes, what his confused mind visualized was an absurd caricature.
The hospital rules permitted only the closest family members and no general visitors with the patients in the
afternoon. One afternoon, the new wife of the neighboring “Grandpa”, half his age, peeled an orange for him and
offered a plateful to Sukhlal as well. For someone who asked for a nurse’s assistance for the slightest movement,
“Grandpa” turned quickly in his bed to observe the exchange between his “Navi” (new wife) and Sukhlal. As
Sukhlal declined the offered fruit with a smile, the “Navi” asked him:
“Don’t you have any family here?”
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“You! Get back here, you low-li—”
But the “Navi” was back before “Grandpa” could complete his contemptuous phrase. All Sukhlal could do was
to watch his neighbor heap abuse at his young wife. Although he couldn’t understand everything “Grandpa” said
in his Kutchhi dialect, Sukhlal caught some words meaning
“You are going to pay for this when I am home, you …”
Sukhlal was no more the naïve person that had come out of his village. Accustomed to blaming himself for
everything, he was itching to jump in with an explanation but kept quiet for fear of making the sensitive situation
even worse than it was. At that moment, Leena arrived to see his unhappy expression.
“Temperature!”
She stuck a thermometer in his mouth and in one quick motion lifted his arm to take his pulse and her own to
look at her wristwatch. Her impassive face did not reflect the hundreds of things her mind was racing to sort out.
Her readings done, she pulled the thermometer out and asked him gently in English:
“Why aren’t you smiling, Smarty?” Then she realized that Sukhlal, with his inadequate English education, had
not understood her question and asked him in Hindi.
“That’s what I like to see. Stay that way.”
Seeing .the characteristic Sukhlal smile, she turned around and saw an unlikely sight—a visitor by Sukhlal’s
bed! A young woman stood there and nervously looked all around.
“Who are you looking for?” Leena asked, first in English and then in Hindi. She couldn’t believe that a
beautiful girl like that would wait all these days to see Sukhlal; she had to be here to see someone else.
“Him.” was all that the visitor said.
Sukhlal’s face was turned the other way and he tried to turn towards the speaker of the word “him”. Leena
immediately stopped him from exerting himself with a “No, Smarty, no!” and asked the visitor to go around the
bed to the other side.
The visitor finally came in Sukhlal’s view and he recognized her:
Sushila! …
61.125 Strange Divorce\fn{by Suravaram Pratapa Reddy (1896-1953)} Mahabubnagar, Mahabubnagar District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 14
“Terraced-house” elder Hussainappa’s mother was Sunkulamma. For a long time Sunkulamma grieved that she
was childless. On the day of the festival of the Peeroos\fn{ Muharram.} she went to the mosque of the Peeroos and
prostrated and made a pious vow.
“Hussainayya! God of the Turakas!\fn{Muslims.} If am blessed with a cradle, I shall get a cradle for you at the
next festival of the Peeroos. Offer you a maund of copra. I shall arrange for a procession with a coconut flambeaux during the Lesser Procession Day, the fifth day of the festival.\fn{ A note reads: The tenth day is known as Big
Procession. On these two days, devotees make offerings to the saint .} Shall distribute jaggery water. I shall name my children
after you alone.”
And the surprise of it, either Hussain Peeroo\fn{ A note reads: A Muslim saint or holy man, enshrined and worshipped by
both Muslims and Hindus.} was pleased with her or the defect in Sunkulamma’s womb quit; within ten months after
her vow, she gave birth to a boy. Sunkulamma’s devotion knew no bounds. She named the boy Hussainappa and
fulfilled her vow. To the accompaniment of a brass band she took out the Peeroos in a procession on the Lesser
Procession day. She had coconut flambeaux lit. She made an offering of a silver cradle of five or six tolas. Had the
Peeroo decorated with a new embroidered fabric. At three months she took the infant and prostrated him before
the Peeroo and brought him home.
Another two years and she bore another fruit. She named him Chinna (Younger) Hussainappa. They grew up.
And she performed their weddings. She fondled her grandchildren. Just when the family was really coming up,
she passed away.
In Veerampeta the house of Hussainappa brothers was the only two-storied building. That is why they came to
be known as “the terraced-house people.” Both the brothers managed the family. The elder brother supervised the
farming activities. The younger brother engaged in business. The elder one had only one daughter. That girl,
because she was born the very day after Sunkulamma’s death, was named after Sunkulamma. But the Elder
Hussainappa’s wife, Mallamma, did not like the name a bit.
“What kind of name is this! How crude it is. These days they are giving such fine names. When after a long
time a girl is born what kind of perversion is this?” she would say.
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The village teacher nambi\fn{Teacher.} Narsimmulu looked at the infant and observed that she looked like a
kamalam or lotus. Since then, by whatever name the others called her, the mother herself would call her
Kamalamma. To Younger Hussainappa were born plenty of children. Three girls and three boys were born to him.
When Kamalamma completed seven, she was put in Nambi Narsimmulu’s school. Nambi Narsimmulu didn’t
even know the alphabets well. His tongue was not trained to pronounce sounds properly; all kinds of solecisms
came out of his mouth. His eyebrows were all the hair you could see on his face; the rest of it he shaved
meticulously. For want of any other livelihood, he had taken to teaching the village kids. Though a lot of people
perished after eating his medicine, his medical practice also contributed somewhat to his income. Because there
was no one else in that godforsaken place, Nambi Narsimmulu alone became The Physician of the village. No one
in the village protested against his pills. Whatever else the value of his pills, plenty of motions invariably
followed.
“Narsimmulu! Please give medicine so that we don’t pass so many motions, Naayana, you will earn much
merit in heaven,” implored the women-folk of the village when they approached him for medicine.
While the terraced-house people’s girl was studying under him it was Narsimrnulu who ran scared, and not the
girl. The dreaded teacher just molded his conduct according to her wishes. For four years Kamalamma studied
there. She completed half of the Pedda Balasiksha. From the Sumati Satakam and the Narasimha Satakam she
haphazardly memorized a few poems here and there. Then she attained the age of twelve and her father took her
out of the school.\fn{A note reads: [These books were] texts usually available and prescribed for early schooling of the more
privileged before the introduction of English education in India. These texts were calculated to cultivate functional literacy. The less
privileged had no choice at all of approaching anywhere near the three R’s .}

And Kamalamma stayed put at home. The zenana closed gradually on her. As she attained the age of youth,
her body filled out attractively. Fair complexion, dark eyes, long hair, a round smiling face. Her father, Elder
Hussainappa, kept thinking that she should be married into a wealthy family. Then suddenly Elder Hussainappa
caught a fever. At some inauspicious moment he must have contracted it, for the poor man could not find any
relief at all from the first day itself. After five days he stopped passing motion. Even Nambi Narsimmulu’s pills
did not help. The poor fellow, Narsimrnulu, changed his pills every morning and evening, invited new persons
everyday and had the medicine administered through their hands.\fn{ A note reads: The idea is to invoke the good fortune of
the invitee in the service of the patient .} On the eleventh day some symptoms of the actual illness appeared. The
ayurvedic pill\fn{Diaretic.} called bhairavi, long peppers, and cloves he ground fine and put the mixture in Elder
Hussainappa’s eyes. Hussainappa became highly delirious. His younger brother sent for the medic Krishnayya
from the neighboring village. The medic decided on a raksha or amulet. And he also sent for the leaves of the
wild jilledu or swallow wort. These he put on the patient’s palms and soles and pressed a highly heated metal
cruse against them. It scalded and raised boils but did not help otherwise. On the suspicion that a spirit may have
seized him, they sent for a soothsayer woman of the Yerukula caste, and had her ritually seated. When the names
of the deities in the surrounding villages were mentioned, the oracle flame did not stir. Even when she read the
names of all those who had arrived in Veerampeta during the last two or three years the flame did not move. Only
a month earlier, a widow had died after drinking some native medicine to abort her pregnancy. In case her spirit
had seized him, her name was mentioned and the flame leaped and jumped two inches.
“Thalli, Mother, we will feed you. After he gets well we will offer you a ram. We will offer you sweetmeats,
and sweetened milk-rice. We will offer a sari and blouse. Go way safely, thalli. Please leave the Elder Hussainappa.” The Yerukala woman made them vow thus and went away.
In the evening they took a new mud pot and cooked rice in it with the minimum of water, then they put the rice
in the bottom half of a big mud pot broken in two; they sprinkled a solution of turmeric and lime-wash on it, then
cut two lemons and put them in it; they took tamarind leaves and the leafy vegetables of koyyagoora\fn{Amaranthus.} and puntikoora,\fn{Hibiscus cannabinus.} semi-cooked them and mixed them with the rice; they waved a hen
over the patient to disenchant him, cut its neck over the broken pot with the rice and let the blood drip into it, then
left the head and the body in it. Finally they decorated the iron brazier with lime-wash stripes and had a washerman carry all this in the dark to a three-track junction outside the village and drop it there. The washerman was
given a plug of betel leaves and a little money for the job. He took only the hen out of the offering. The rest of it
he threw at the three-track junction.
Then one or two persons said that some malicious people had had a spell of black magic put on Elder Husainappa. So they sent for the man who knew the antidote mantras and had him conduct the counter-rites.
Night and day Mallamma kept weeping. She remembered the Lord of the Seven Hills, Venkateswara, and
vowed that if her husband were to recover she would offer the entire jewelry on her person and also her crown of
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hair. She made a holy bundle of the vow items and put it under the patient’s mattress. Yet, whatever was done
went in vain. The illness grew progressively worse. Finally on the seventeenth day after he fell ill, Elder
Hussainappa closed his eyes forever.
Kamalamma felt orphaned. She had no one left now who would show the kind of affection she had been used
to until now. Her mother was reduced to half in a matter of only a few weeks. Kamalamma’s aunt and her children
made Kamalamma do all the chores. Lest he would have to give her a portion of the property, Younger
Hussainappa hastened to give her away in marriage to somebody and wash his hands of her.
In another village, Lingannagoodem, Barrela Naaganna garu’s Chandrayya was also in a hurry. Eating ragi
gruel and rotis, collecting cattle dung, selling butter and ghee, hoarding copper upon copper, chasing away beggars without qualms, laboring at home and outside, loaning grain on interest, undergoing all kinds of trouble, over
two generations the family had accumulated property worth fifty thousand.\fn{ Rupees.} Chandrayya’s grandfather
used to be the cattle herd of the karanam, the village revenue official. While the karanam was constructing a
house the cattle herd, Naaganna, acted as supervisor over the ploughmen. At one place when they were digging a
pit, the crowbar resounded as a bell against something. A little metal utensil emerged. Gold coins were found
inside. Immediately Naaganna sent for a hen and sacrificed it to the hoard, took the utensil out, distributed a few
of the gold coins among the coolies and the rest he carried home. Not long after, he quit the service. That was the
beginning of cattle herd Naaganna’s rise.
Because he had swindled the karanam, or because he had betrayed his own master or whatever, Naaganna’s
family did not flourish. Only one son was born. And that son too begot only Chandrayya.
Chandrayya’s first wife died childless. The second wife somehow managed to give birth to a girl at long last.
Then that second wife too passed away. Now Chandrayya was forty-nine. He was on the lookout for a third wife.
After fifty they might call him old, so he was searching in all the four directions for a bride. Nambi Narsimmulu’s
wife belonged to Chandrayya’s village. Narsimmulu was highly ill-tempered. While he was in a foul mood,
villagers going to him for medicine would get more of the motions medicine. The kids in his school would get
plenty of whiplashes, wall chairings,\fn{Made to sit on an imaginary chair against a wall.} bow-hangings\fn{Tying the hands
of the pupil and hauling him up to the roof-beam.} and thigh-nipping.
If his foul mood grew worse, he would throw his wife out and she would head straight for her mother’s house.
Then after a fortnight, checking the almanac for an auspicious day, he would go, cajole his wife and fetch her
back. During one such foray, Nambi Narsimmulu got into conversation with Chandrayya and said:
“What, sir! In our village we have people from your own caste. Wealthy people. In their family the maiden
Kamala is a real beauty. I myself have taught her. Age about fourteen. It is a proper alliance from every angle.”
Because Chandrayya himself was engaged in such a mission, he took him up at once and said:
“In that case you yourself go ahead and manage things. I shall give to the girl a hundred tolas of gold, or, if its
not enough, a hundred and twenty tolas. Dowry according to their will and pleasure. If you can fix this match I
shall give you a handsome reward.” For his expenses he put ten rupees in Narsimmulu’s hands and sent him on.
Narsimmulu conveyed the details of the proposal to Younger Hussainappa. One hundred and twenty tolas of
gold, no dowry. The groom was forty-nine; he was a very wealthy man. No male heir. Experienced man, and full
of humility and modesty and good faith. Younger Hussainappa considered all these factors.
“Get rid of this plague somehow,” his wife also pressed him.
Taking Narsimmulu along he went to have a look at the groom.
What was wrong with Chandrayya? Only his age was not very appealing. But then, wasn’t he a very wealthy
man! Chandrayya’s complexion was extremely dark. He looked exactly like a log of black babul. The scars left
behind by Mother,\fn{Smallpox.} instead of gradually disappearing stood out as though carved out of stone. But
then what did that matter? Wasn’t the name itself very beautiful? The man didn’t look delicate, had engaged in
real manual labor. His whole body was fairly hardened. Whatever it was, finally they struck a deal that he should
give one hundred and twenty tolas of gold and twelve tolas of silver and that there would be no dowry. Saying
that in an auspicious matter, the earlier the better, Younger Hussainappa also finalized a muhurtam\fn{Auspicious
time.} for the wedding in the very near future and returned home.
When Kamalamma heard the news she clung to her mother and wailed:
“Amma, if I am such a burden why not bundle me up and throw me into a well? Am I desperate for a husband?
If this pandanus leaf is not tied to that log of black babul, will a religious vow be ruined? After father’s death
everybody in the house is glaring at me. Even uncle’s mind has been poisoned by aunt and the cousins. Because
they are such people, they have searched and searched and at last .found the very Love-God for this fatherless
girl!”\fn{Manmatha, the Hindu God of Love.} she said, lamenting all the acts of injustice being done to her, and shed tears.
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The mother remembered her glory when her husband was alive. She recalled her husband now. And she wept
aloud:
“Child! We have been orphaned. As for my co-sister, at the sight of me she scowls. She makes a faggot, a pot,
a calf, anything a pretext to abuse and harass me. My brother-in-law is completely changed. My brother-in-law’s
sons won’t even glance at us. We have become helpless womenfolk. Such is our miserable fate. The day my
husband died, from that day on it has made little difference whether we live or die. Death has not come to a
stubborn wretch like me! I shall go and try and talk to my brother-in-law, dear child. But can we escape our own
karma?”
The next day, Younger Hussainappa’s sister-in-law said to him:
“You have thought of a bridegroom for my daughter, it seems. But I hear he is an old man. Has crossed fifty,
an I ugly figure—why not look for a better match? Where is the hurry? Take your time and decide.” Younger
Hussainappa raged like a cobra provoked:
“Who has misguided you? The groom is only forty. Is that past prime? In olden days a thirty-year-old man
would marry a three-year-old girl. Does a man have to be good looking? A few of Mother’s scars make him ugly?
He is free of the nuisance of elder brother or younger brother. All by himself. Property worth fifty thousand. For
four generations they can sit and enjoy it without reducing it. When I have searched out an unexceptionable rich
man, what is this perverse talk you have started? That is enough. Stop it now.”
So saying, he got up and walked out. After a little while, out of nowhere materialized Nambi Narsimmulu and
spoke sweetly to her.
“Thalli,” he said, “some malicious people have given you wrong reports. The groom is perfect. A very wealthy
man. A very steady man. As for you, you are now a shelterless woman. You can keep your son-in-law in your grip
and take care of the household affairs.” He took a lot of trouble trying to convince her, and though the mother
softened a little, Kamalamma wouldn’t be convinced.
At last the wedding day arrived. The ceremony was to be performed in a temple. Because the muhurtam was
finalized at short notice, relatives were not invited. On the wedding day Kamalamma and her mother wept most
pitifully. But who would listen to them? The bridegroom and party arrived. Looking at the bride and the
bridegroom, people said:
“What kind of fair-play is this, amma? A girl hardly past childhood has been tied to this log of black babul! It’s
like decorating a crow’s beak with a red bimba fruit! If only the father were alive, would this have been possible
then? He and his cursed property. Tell me, sister, will girls who have come of age sustain themselves on gold and
silver? It is like pairing a crow with a dove, like linking up a donkey with a horse. What kind of man is he, sister!
With that old-chappal face of his this aged fellow has come and occupied a seat, fancying himself suitable, like an
ogre come to eat up the children of this place. May a boulder drop on his head!”
In this way the women-folk cracked their knuckles and cursed him. Somehow they went through the motions
of the marriage ceremony.
In the third month after the wedding was fixed the muhurtam for the nuptials ceremony. The formalities were
completed somehow. And they sent Kamalamma with Chandrayya. Kamalamma lived her married life under the
sway of her mother-in-law. Making the jowari roti, cooking the ragi gruel, cooking a little broken rice, making
buttermilk, milking the buffaloes, grinding, pounding, sweeping, smearing the mud floor with cow dung, washing
clothes—all this became inevitable. Controlling her tears, she labored to the best of her abilities.
“My fine lady, no end of sleep! It’s daybreak and you don’t get up! What has happened?” would shout the
mother-in-law while it was still dark. The mother-in-law wouldn’t be content without shouting at her at least ten
times a day.
“The lady wants coffee the moment she gets up from her bed, it seems. What times are these! In my mother-inlaw’s time we didn’t even know congee”\fn{Water in which rice has been boiled.}
“Jowari roti is coarse, it appears.”
“She came from her home like a ghost, without even little black beads round her neck. All this dressing up is in
our house only.”
“Side-parting her hair … side-parting! Like prostitutes! What kind of fatal ways are these?”
“What kind of love potion she has fed her husband, we don’t know. Does not say a thing to her. Those dead cowives were better.”
“Can she ever be a family woman?! Who knows when she is going to elope, blackening the name of the
family!”
Thus would Kamalamma’s mother-in-law make her hear some sharp scoldings. For two months, tolerating
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everything, Kamalamma kept laboring without answering back.
One day the mother-in-law had gone to the fields. In the afternoon, all alone, Kamalamma was resting in the
house. At such a time Giramma softly approached and greeted her, saying:
“What, child, asleep?”
“No, of course not,” said Kamalamma and sat up.
“Looks like your mother-in-law is not in.”
“She has gone to the fields.”
Giramma was probably past forty. An only son she had, who was twenty. Hers was a hard, toughened body.
Dark woman. But she had fine features. A widow. Owned land enough for two pairs of bullocks to plough. She
was the type to stash away whatever little she made, and then lend it out as hand loans. Giramma was popular
with the villagers. Besides, she was also very shrewd. She sat by Kamalamma’s side and started chatting with her.
“What is the matter? You seem to be worried about something?”
“Nothing, amma!”
“A new place. Family life under the mother-in-law, I don’t know how you are able to manage! Under your
mother-in-law no one can manage.”
“Is it possible to escape whatever is fated in our karma?”
“Kamalamma, what has your husband got to say?”
“What can he say? Nothing.”
“We also know, it is nothing, of course. A celestial beauty like you they have brought and tied up to a stone
post. So will you continue like this all your life?”
“How else do you want me to be? I have not understood the meaning of your words, amma!”
“Not that, dear girl. Now that nobody is around, I shall ask you frankly. Answer me frankly. Your nuptials
ceremony with Chandrayya is over, isn’t it?”
“If people say it is done, it is done!”
“What exactly happened?”
“What can I say? All that I don’t know.”
“Look here! Take me for your mother. Without hiding anything, tell me. I shall give you all the help I can.”
“What do you want me to tell you?”
“Have you and your husband paired well?”
“Without that how could the wedding have taken place?”
“How do you both spend the whole night?”
“You seem to have guessed everything. Then what is left for me to say?”
“That’s it, that’s what I have asked. That Chandrayya lacks virility, the whole village knows. The first wife was
fortunate. Within three months of joining him she died. She swallowed poison and died, they say. The truth only
God, Lord Narayana, knows. The second wife, waiting and waiting for some months—we can’t even mention the
games she played What death-time madness overtook your people? A girl like you, as good as gold, they brought
and tied up to this lump of lead.”
The sorrow that had apparently dried up inside Kamalamma now overflowed suddenly like a spring in the
rainy season. Unable to control her grief she wept heartbrokenly.
“What is the point in crying now, child? For good or bad, you must take care of yourself.”
“I don’t know what you are thinking, but listen to my decision—I shall dry up and wither away like this and
drop down dead, but I will never take to wrong ways, amma!”
At this juncture Chandrayya’s mother arrived like an inauspicious period in the almanac. The moment she
returned she noticed Giramma and suspected that she had preached evil.
“You have come after many days, Giramma! How long have you been here? And what have you been chatting
about?”
“Nothing, amma! I have just come. My boy Ranganayakulu has come from the city for his holidays. When I
wanted to cook something special for him there was no wheat. Please loan me ten seers of wheat, amma. I shall of
course measure out to you soon enough.”
“Ranganayakulu has come? What is he studying?”
“What is that—I don’t know how to say these ingilpish sounds! Methuku\fn{Matriculation.} exam, he says, he is
studying for it. I don’t know what these studies are. They cannot even feed you four rice grains. On top of it they
don’t give jobs to us Telugus, so bad! My boy says so.”
“Instead of studying these things, better take the yoke of buffaloes in hand and cultivate the dry\fn{ Rain-fed.}
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fields. Whatever the education, finally it is to feed oneself.”
“Yes, of course! Every month I am sending him thirty halies.\fn{Rupees of the Nizam State [of Hyderabad, encompassing
approximately the upper half of modern Andhra Pradesh] .} Poor families like ours, can we afford such studies? Rangan-na
is methuku pass, it seems. After this he wants to go in for higher studies.”
“To our house your Ranganna won’t come at all.”
“I shall send him, of course.”
Meanwhile the old woman brought the wheat in a basket and measured it out to Giramma. Giramma took the
basket put it on her shoulder and saying, “See you,” went away, looking at Kamalamma as she did.
Two weeks later, one afternoon, Ranganayakulu came carrying the wheat in a basket to Chandrayya’s house.
Even at that time, Kamalamma alone was at home.
“What amma, is the old woman at home?”
“No, ayya. She has gone to get the wet\fn{Irrigated.} land cultivated.”
“My mother has borrowed wheat from her, she says. She has measured some out and has asked me to give it to
you. Take it.”
“Put it there and go.”
“Isn’t Chandrayya at home?”
“I wouldn’t know.”
“You seem to be very sad. Are you ill?”
“Not ill. No illness or ailment touches people like me.”
“There, once again the same thing. Don’t treat me as an outsider, please. Tell me what your trouble is. If I can,
whatever the difficulties in my way, I shall help you come out of it, believe me, please.”
“Nothing, ayya! I said it just like that—please go now, if my mother-in-law returns, I will be as good as
finished.”
“Why so, amma? What wrong have you committed that you should be so scared at the very mention of the old
woman?”
“Everything appears wrong to her. Giramma hasn’t come again. Tell her to come and talk to me once in a
while.”
“All right. I shall tell her.”
Ranganayakulu took leave and disappeared like lightning; and clouds darkened the house again. To Kamalamma it was darkness everywhere. Ranganna who had come for the Rarnzan vacation, went back to the city.
Kamalamma went to her mother’s place. Since she had heard about Chandrayya, Kamalamma’s mother was
grieving inside, day and night. She suffered and suffered silently and agonized within.
“This effeminate fellow, should he have hankered after my daughter alone! It would have been all right if it
were a caste where divorces are allowed. No divorces in our caste, unfortunately. As long as that walking corpse is
alive, should my dear child suffer this fate? God, Lord Venkateswara of the Seven Hills! Why have you put us in
this plight? My co-sister and her children could just go on and rule this household without any let or hindrance!
When the sacred string around my neck\fn{ A note reads: Tied by the husband during the wedding ceremony. One of the more
terrible curses hurled in a frenzied quarrel among backward folk is: “May your string brreak!” .} broke, my luck too broke,” and
she went on lamenting inconsolably.
Days. months passed. Chandarayya’s secret passed from mouth to mouth and became public. Younger
Hussainappa also came to know of it. Like a thief who lands himself in trouble while on the job, he kept quiet,
without making a sound. When the time came for starting farming activities in the wet land, a distant relative of
Chandarayya’s came from Lingannagoodem to fetch Kamalamma.
Kamalamma refused to go. Kamalamma’s mother too refused to send her.
“Wherever she is, it is one and the same for the girl. Let her remain here,” she said. Hussainappa was now in
no condition to harangue.
“Come another time, we will send her, go now,” he said and sent the messenger back.
Younger Hussainappa consulted Nambi Narsimmulu.
“Don’t worry, I shall cure him,” said Narsimmulu, scratching his shaven head. From out of his stack of
palmyra texts at home, Nambi Narsimmulu took out Kokkokam, the treatise on sex, dusted it, thumbed through a
few leaves and came upon the following verse:
The bulbs and the thorns of palleru put together,
Mixed with goat milk and honey—
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If taken for seven days by men
Impotency will vanish surely.

The nostrum he prepared as prescribed in the verse and went straight to Lingannagoodem. He called on
Chandrayya and said:
“What a great man you are! Did you think I was an outsider? Any defect, shouldn’t you confide in me? I am
your family medic. Why did you allow yourself to incur this bad name? Everywhere has spread the rumor that
you have no virility. Get rid of this bad name immediately. For this I shall give you a good medicine—take it.”
Chandrayya looked at him, cowed down.
“What planet is affecting me, I don’t know! After marrying this girl only my whole body has become
enervated,” he replied, pulling himself together.
“Nothing to worry. I shall cure you in a week or ten days. I need some medicines. I have to calcine and prepare
the medicines; I must put a tola of gold in them. For the medicines alone I need one hundred rupees. Give it,” he
said and pocketed the hundred rupees.
Then he disappeared for three weeks. During those three weeks his whole house was filled with fowl feathers;
his stomach became a toddy sac. He bought a pair of earrings for his wife. After three weeks he took the remedy
as prescribed in the Kokkokam and went to Chandrayya. There he settled down for another three weeks,
administering medicine, generally enjoying himself.
Thanks to the medicine Chandarayya grew constipated and there was no bowel movement for four days. The
purgative pills that had become famous as “Nambi Narsimmulu’s pills” in ten villages around, now Nambi
Narsimmulu administered to Chandrayya. Moreover, to make the pills more potent he ground the snake-like
cactus\fn{Opuntia echinocactus.} into them.
The first day there was no effect.
“I shall see how the pills don’t work,” he said and mixing the nepaul plant\fn{Uatropha curcas.} gave another
dose to the patient. Next day Chandrayya passed twenty motions continually and rolling up his eyes, begged,
“Narsimmulu! please give some antidote, otherwise I won’t survive.” The antidote for Narsimmulu’s pills even
Narsimmulu did not have, yet he opened his pouch and took out four or five pills, ground them and administered
the stuff; he had added opium to it. Somehow by nightfall the diarrhea stopped.
But then Chandrayya started vomiting. That was thanks to the opium; when motions stopped, vomitings began.
The old woman cursed Narsimmulu:
“What has gone wrong with you? Are you going to kill my son with a cholera! May a boulder drop on your
shaven head.”
Narsimmulu sent for swallow wort milk, mixed it with the potion and fed Chandrayya with it. He kept a vigil
through the night. After four more vomitings, all seemed well by daybreak. But then began a fever and a state of
unconsciousness.
“Nothing to worry. Because of the strain it has led to a little exhaustion,” said Narsimmulu, reassuring them.
Whatever the cause, the fever went beyond unconsciousness. Then a gentleman from the village having a little
acquaintance with medicine came and, mixing some medicine with honey, ghee and sugar, administered it to
Chandrayya. With that everything stopped, and in a week’s time Chandrayya who had gone half the way to
Heaven returned. He recovered his health.
“Nambayya, what is it? Your medicine did more harm than any good. The way you went about, it was for me
like escaping death with the loss of one eye,” said Chandrayya.
Narsimmulu scratched his poll. When he scratched his poll, Narsimmulu invariably got a new idea. Thinking
for a while, he said:
“Look, Chandrayya! I treated you to the best of my abilities. But you say it didn’t help. I shall do something
else now. Listen to me. In Amarabad there are Chenchu tribals. I shall go to them and bring a medicinal root. That
will certainly work. You take my word. Send me.”
“As you wish. But then don’t again administer a fatal medicine to me, and you will earn merit in heaven,” said
Chandrayya.
“Give me just a hundred rupees. Those Chenchu fellows won’t part with it easily. Also give me something for
my expenses. You have not given even one sari for my wife. Though I have served you all these days, you haven’t
aided me at all,” said Nambi Narsimmulu.
Chandrayya went inside the house, opened the safe and brought out one hundred rupees which he poured into
1316

Narsimmulu’s hands.
Then two more weeks Narsimmulu spent in his village. He created a shortage of fowls in the untouchable
colony. He deprived the village of the periodic cock-crows.
“If Amin saab\fn{A police official.} comes, looks like we can’t escape kicks, shoe-beatings and abuses in Urdu!”
said the residents of the untouchable colony to one another. “For those police ayyas, where from and what kind of
fowls are we going to get? Narsimmulayya has burgled some wealthy man’s house.”
Clearing all old debts to the toddy tapper Butchanna, after two weeks Narsimmulu reached the Amarabad
forests and he made friends with a Chenchu. He put five rupees in the tribal’s hand and said:
“Look here, give me good medicinal roots. If the defect is cured I shall get you a hundred rupee reward.” The
Chenchu said,
“Arre baava!\fn{A note reads: Hey, brother-in-law. I am told that this is a Chechu tribal’s usual way of salutation or address,
carrying both deference and intimacy .} Very good roots I shall give, take them away.” He went off to fetch the medicine
on the full moon night. Next day, he took another five rupees and gave Narsimmulu a red fruit that looked like the
banyan fig and said:
“Immediately after eating this, for twenty-four hours he must drink buttermilk thrice every hour. Otherwise he
will die.”
Full of confidence Narsimmulu went with the fruit straight to Chandrayya.
“Look, Chandrayya, for three weeks I roamed all around with the Chenchu fellows, eating all sorts of food,
putting my life in the hands of Lord Venkataramana. Roaming, roaming, surrendering to them all that you had
given me, I have brought a medicine that is like amritam.\fn{Celestial food.} Take it for granted that from today
your ill-fortune is at an end,” he said, giving the fruit to Chandrayya.
When Chandrayya took the fruit, Narsimmulu added quickly:
“Look, get two cauldrons of buttermilk. After eating it, you must keep drinking a chembu\fn{Metal cruse.} of
buttermilk thrice every hour, otherwise there is danger, it seems. And don’t forget to give me a suitable reward,
appropriate to the trouble I have taken,” he appealed.
“Of course, that’s no problem. I shall give you a reward straight away, and without grudging it. Take it now
itself, Nambayya!” Chandrayya said. He summoned two field hands who looked like very good wrestlers and he
instructed them,
“Orrey, put this Nambi fellow in the sun, bend him over and put a boulder on his back.” Narsimmulu gaped
and said:
“Aah! What is this injustice Chandrayya? Are you saying it as a joke?”
“You fellows! what are you waiting for?” said Chandrayya.
The servants dragged Nambayya to the front yard, bent him and put two boulders on his back.
“Chandrayya! what kind of reward is this? In all my life, I haven’t been so humiliated. God promise, I haven’t
duped you,” he appealed.
“Slap him well,” said Chandrayya.
The servants slapped Narsimmulu's cheeks resoundingly till they became hot and swollen. Narsimmulu
slapped his mouth in distress and desperation.
“That is enough, please. I won’t come anywhere near you, please leave me, you will earn merit in heaven,” he
wept piteously.
“Aah, accept it that way. If hereafter you step on our threshold, I shall have you buried, beware! Take away the
boulders and escort him across the village border,” said Chandrayya.
Narsimmulu left. But he could not comprehend the reason for his punishment. The effect of the Chenchu’s
roots registered only on Narsimmulu.
Feeling disgraced, Narsimmulu got back to Veerampeta. Taking note of his arrival, the price of fowl in the
untouchable colony shot up from rupee one to a rupee-and-a-half. But then when for two days Narsimmulu did
not go that side, the rate fell again. The kids in the school now received more thrashings. The cloth whip rasped
and whizzed in his hand and danced like a two-headed snake.\fn{ A note reads: A creature of the folk imagination; doubly
deadly.} Other punishments like wall-chairings, bow-formations were not scarce either. Only the practice of
bending the pupils over and heaping slates on their backs\fn{ A note reads: Erring pupils were punished thus by some
teachers. The victim was made to bend and all the slates collected from his fellow pupils were heaped on his back. The reason for Nambi’s
self-denial is obvious: he wishes to forget the third-degree treatment he has received from Younger Hussainappa earlier, when Nambi’s own
unsparing pedagogical procedures paled into insignificance .} he abandoned. Also, slapping the nose and cheeks too he

stopped. To find out why Narsimmulu had not met him even after two days of his arrival, Younger Hussainappa
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sent for him and asked:
“What is the matter? On your return from Lingannagoodem you haven’t given me any news!”
“Don’t mention that matter to me, please.”
“Why, all your effort has gone waste!”
“Aah, as good as that.”
“What happened?”
“What happened! Once a useless fellow always a useless fellow! Instead of accepting the remedy I had secured
for him with great trouble, he had me bent and weighted with boulders, had me slapped and thrown out of the
village.”
“What a thing to do! Why did he do it?”
“That of course I cannot understand myself. Who knows who has poisoned his ears and in what way! Everyone has to accept his ill fortune. For him his ill fortune, for me mine. Now stop talking about him to me, please.”
“Let him suffer his karma. What can we do about it?”
“Where is the need to talk of his karma? The one suffering karma is in your own house. This willful child is
paired with that old buffalo.”
“Stop it now! Our minds went absolutely astray and we have committed this blunder. Did we know that he had
this deformity? If the girl were to bear two fruit she would be happy, we thought. Don’t mention this matter to
anyone in the village. Where there is one, malicious people create ten.”
“What do I have to do with such talk, please?”
As he said this, Nambi Narsimmulu was getting up to go away when from Younger Hussainappa’s pyol he
picked up a copy of the Golconda Patrika. Saying he would take a look and send it back, he took it away.
He went home, ate his roti and went to the school. There he made the older children copy verses. And he got
the younger ones [to] “overwrite” and practice the alphabets. Then he lay on the country date mat and snoozed a
bit, then opened the Golconda Patrika to read it. As soon as he opened the newspaper the following news item in
bold letters attracted his attention:

SITA DEVI GETS DIVORCE FROM
FIRST HUSBAND, MARRIES
THE MAHARAJA OF BARODA
*
The lady, Sitadevi, is the daughter of the Raja of Pithapu-ram. She had been married to the zamindar of
Vuyyur. The couple have a son who is ten years old. A few months earlier Sitadevi converted to Islam and
gave notice to her husband, asking to know if he would convert to Islam himself. He did not become a
Muslim. Immediately she filed a petition in the High Court that because there is the divergence of religion
between them, breaking up of the marriage is necessary and that she should be granted divorce. The
Honorable Court gave notice to the husband. He did not respond. Sitadevi was granted divorce. In the very
second week after getting the divorce, she reconverted to Hinduism and married the Maharaja of Baroda.
With eyes as big as myrabolam fruit, Narsimmulu pored over it, read it thoroughly. Then he read it all from the
beginning. His shaven head he scratched hard for two to three minutes, then suddenly sat up.
“Hadtheri!\fn{That's it!} Got you little fellow! If I don’t mete out your punishment, my name won’t be Nambi
Narsimmulu,” he told himself in a loud soliloquy. The kids, thinking that a ghost had seized the teacher and that
the cloth whip service would now be all the more severe, were terrified.
“Today is ashtami.\fn{The eighth lunar day.} So it’s holiday for the school. Go away,” he said. An older boy said:
“Ayya, today is saptami.\fn{Seventh lunar day.} Tomorrow is ashtami.”
“You little brat! Who is that shaven-headed idiot who has instructed you at school? The egg goes out and
mocks the fledgling! Go. Today and tomorrow are both ashtami. Both days are holidays. Go away,” he shouted
madly. Picking up their slates and books, tucking them underarm, all the children dashed away, noisy as crows.
Narsimmulu went to Hussainappa’s house and called on Mallamma.
“What, akkayya,\fn{Elder sister.} doing well?”
“What kind of well-being, naayana, our wretched well-being!”
“Kamalamma isn’t in?”
“Sleeping upstairs.”
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“Is Kamalamma happy?”
“For her and for me it is the same happiness. Waiting for death.”
“What a thing to say, thalli! Is it proper to say such things? Inauspicious things shouldn’t be uttered.”
“As if everything so far has been auspicious?”
“It was I who gave Kamalamma her name! Will I not make her happy? Akkayya! Do as I advise you. Good will
come to you. Listen, there isn’t anyone around now, so without keeping anything from you, I shall talk open-ly.
Please listen to me. You have only one child, this girl. If she is not happy and has no offspring, it will mean the
drying up of your family sapling! Think well.”
“What else you want us to do! Is there anything like re-marriage in our caste?”
“Aah! Exactly. I am coming to it. I have thought up a good plan. You don’t take me for a howla\fn{Useless,
worthless, ineffectual.} Narsimmulu. If I make up my mind, believe me I will be as good as Dewan Chandu
Lal.”\fn{A note reads: Not Dewan but Prime Minister (Vazir-e-Alam) of Nizam VI.}
“Tell us what plan you have got, let’s listen.”
“If it were in the lower castes, they take the case to the caste panchayat and then get the divorce. The caste
elders make those in the wrong pay the wedding expenses and then grant them divorce. Yours of course is an
upper caste. There are no divorces in your caste. If one marries while the husband is still alive the Government
will convict them. Moreover it will be difficult to get a groom who will be prepared to marry our girl. Therefore I
shall suggest to you a way out, please listen. You should take Kamalamma to the city of Hyderabad and convert
her to Islam.”
“What! You want to violate caste? Well spoken, Nambayya! Even if It costs her life, my child is not going to
be a Muslim woman.”
“Be good enough to listen to me. First listen patiently to everything and then ask. After making her a Muslim
woman, we must make her issue a notice to Chandrayya: ‘I have become a Muslim woman, you must also become a Muslim and join me.’ Chandrayya won’t agree. Immediately file a petition in the High Court: ‘Honorable
Government! There is no compatibility between me who have converted to Islam and my husband Chandrayya
who is a Hindu. Therefore, may divorce be granted.’ To that effect a petition should be given. The Government
will try the case and grant a divorce accordingly. Then after a few days go to the Arya Samajam, purify Kamalamma and make her Hindu. Then we will select a good bridegroom and perform the marriage. This is my plan. Now
tell me what you think of it?”
“I can’t say, ayya, you have gone far. I haven’t understood all of it. Who will do all this, and why? You have
made me listen to a useless story.”
“Leave all that to me. If I don’t achieve all this by this day next year you also put me in the sun, make me bend
over and put boulders on my back, and I swear I won’t say a word. Only, please take up the matter with
Kamalamma and make her agree. I shall come again tomorrow.”
“Let’s see.”
“No question of seeing, amma! Leave everything to me and see.”
On his way home Narsimmulu thought:
“That effeminate: fellow, what a humiliation he subjected me to! Shall I not pay him back in good measure?”
That evening he engaged in devout worship of Lord Fowl. He combined this divine service with matching
bouts of liquor-quaffing.
The following day in the afternoon he conferred with Mallamma again. Kamalamma also sat near her mother.
Mallamma said:
“Kamalamma has agreed with great difficulty. But she is worried that all this seems a big muddle.”
Narsimmulu took his cue and said:
“Dear little Kamalamma! It was I who gave you your name. It was I who taught you. The responsibility of
removing your misfortune weighs on me. Trust me. I promise I shall not cause the least harm or problem to you.”
Kamalamrna said:
“Ayyagaru! I have no worldly experience whatsoever. I have grown up under the shelter of my mother like a
tender green fruit behind a leaf. Even my mother is a willful lady. What can we think and plan? While I was in
Lingannagoodem, off and on Giramrna used to come, and give me good ideas and like a substitute mother give
me strength and courage. She is courageous, a caring woman. Consult her also and then do what you think.”
“Of course, let it be that way, thalli! Instead of one if two put their heads together, the plan will be much
better.”
At this juncture, Younger Hussainappa came inside the house, saw Narsimmulu and asked:
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“What, ayya? What are you doing?”
“Nothing. Mallamma said she had a headache, I have given her a medicine,” he said and came out. Chatting
about this and that, he left.
The issue of the Golconda Patrika carrying the news of Sitadevi’s divorce Narsimmulu preserved as though it
was the Government gazette. He kept reminding himself about consultations with Giramma. He remembered now
that Giramma’s son, Ranganayakulu was studying in the city. Again Narsimmulu scratched his head. Scratched it
furiously. Now the summer vacation was on and he inferred that Ranganna must have arrived home and that the
help of both the mother and the son was badly needed and inevitable too. He took fifty rupees from Mallamma for
expenses and giving forty rupees out of it to his wife, with the balance of ten rupees went to Lingannagoodem.
Ranganayakulu had passed matric. Passed F.A. Now he was studying Engineering. He had come home for the
vacation. Narsimmulu lodged in his in-laws’ house, went and met with Giramma the next day. Gave her news of
Kamalamma’s welfare. Submitted to her his plan. Next he conveyed Kamalamma’s own response to it, and said:
“Giramma! Kamalamma loves you very much. She does not care even for her own mother’s views. She says
she will do whatever Giramma asks her. What kind of love potion have you fed her, I wonder?”
Giramma was very much flattered.
“This is your Nambi poetry, no doubt! Why would Kamalamma think of me?” said she, eager to know the
truth.
“No, really, swear by Lord Perumal! Only on Kamalamma’s wish I have come here.”
Giramma listened to the whole of Nambayya’s plans.
“This is all too confusing to me. Perhaps our Ranganna can understand it better, we shall consult him,” she
said. They called in Ranganna and put the whole matter before him. Ranga said:
“I shall go to the city as soon as the vacation is over. You come there. We shall consult with good lawyers and
top leaders. Then we will do whatever is appropriate.”
“When will you go to the city?”
“In another month I shall go. You too come over there the same time.”
“All right, let it be that way. Giramma, everything depends on you. Kamalmma has relied on you alone.”
Giramma said:
“What’s in our hands, it is all Lord Narayana’s grace. I forgot to ask you, that day why did Chandrayya humiliate you that way?”
“I wish I knew! That I haven’t understood until now. Like the man who got into the river for a holy dip to
attain deliverance and was carried away by the crocodile, I took all that trouble to give him medicines and cure
him of his defect and I got that kind of reward. Just as a coarse fellow does not know about the fragrance of the
pandanus, similarly, that weakling could not appreciate my value.”
“It was reported to Chandrayya that Kamalamma and her mother gave you money to poison Chandrayya and
finish him off.”
“Harihari! Shouldn’t there be a limit to malice, this is too much, Giramma! Until today I have only helped
people to the best of my abilities. But I haven’t indulged in such evil deeds, amma. Because Hussainappa asked
me, I went and gave him medicine, amma. Those innocent women! The mother and the daughter do not have any
knowledge of it at all, thalli.”
“The whole village knows what the truth is, don’t worry. Malicious people have maligned you. But why talk of
that wretched fellow now!”
“All right, I shall take leave now. Ranganayakulu! Don’t forget what I have told you. Exactly after a month I
shall come to the city, take my word,” he said taking leave of the mother and the son and went back to Veerampet.
Kamalamma completed seventeen years of age. She dropped the idea of going to her husband’s place. After
she had been falsely blamed with trying to poison him through Narsimmulu, if she were to go to Lingannagoodem
again, Chandrayya and Chandrayya’s mother would find some way of finishing her off. Moreover what difference
would it make wherever she was! Thus she stayed on with her mother.
Because there were inauspicious periods in the month of Ashaadham,\fn{ June-July.} deferring his trip, Nambi
Narsimmulu reached the city in the month of Sraavanam.\fn{ July-August.} He put some pills in his forehead-marks
makeup casket. He also added some “Narsimmulu’s pills” in it. In the Dewarkadra rug he rolled a sacral dhoti,
and another dhoti which had become yellowish with washing, and two tunics, and tucked it under his arm.
He got down from the train in Kacheguda and found his way to Ranganayakulu’s room. He had not forgotten
to take in his bedroll the issue of The Golconda Patrika in which had appeared the news of Sitadevi’s divorce. He
consulted the vakils.\fn{Lawyers.} They too gave the opinion that if they were to stage a one-act drama as Sitadevi
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had done, it could reach a fascinating climax. Nambi Narsimmulu said:
“Ranganna! In two weeks I shall bring Mallamma along and come to the city. Find a good house on a rent of
twenty rupees a month. What do you say? Let me assure you, the girl is of excellent character! You yourself may
have seen her in Lingannagoodem. In these times, girls with such beauty, such youth, and in such circumstances
would have gone astray long ago. She is like fire. At whatever cost, you must rescue her. Understand?” Ranganna
replied:
“I too have observed her, of course! Talked to her two or three times. She is a very good girl. For her sake,
whatever happens, whatever the sacrifice, I shall do it, I feel. By all means, go and fetch her. I shall fix a good
house meanwhile. If you can inform me beforehand of your date of arrival I shall meet you at the station.”
After a fortnight, Mallamma, Kamalamma, a servant woman and Nambi Narsimmulu got off the train.
Ranganayakulu took care of their needs. As a first step, keeping back a pair of earrings, two gold bangles and the
gold-wire necklace, they made her sell all her jewelry. The proceeds amounted to approximately three thousand
rupees. The sum they put in a fixed deposit with Raghunathmal Bank and kept the passbook with Ranganayakulu.
Kamalamma was converted to Islam through the Ittehadul Musselmein Majlis. The mullah who converted
Kamalamma couldn’t accept Kamalamma’s name, so he gave her a new name—Kamalbee—and wrote out a
sannad\fn{Tesetimonial.} to them. The very next day, through a Muslim barrister a notice was issued to Chandrayya:
My muvakkil,\fn{Client.} namely Kamalamma urf\fn{Alias.} Kamalbee has converted to Islam and has been
purified. Has accepted the commands of the Holy Qur’an. According to the holy shariat a Muslim woman cannot be
the wife of an unbeliever. Within one week after receipt of this notice if you don’t inform us whether you will convert
to Islam, a suit shall be filed against you in the High Court. In this notice there are no over-writings or cuttings
anywhere. Preserving it carefully, it may have to be presented when needed in the High Court. A copy of the notice
published in The Golconda Patrika that Kamalmma alias Kamalbee has converted to Islam at her own free will,
without prompting by anyone, is being sent along with this notice.

The barrister sent by registered post the long notice, written in Urdu. Lingarmagoodem boiled with the news.
“Kamalamma has converted to Islam, Kamalamma has converted to Islam” was the talk all over the village.
“She has sent a notice to Chandrayya, it seems. What is going to happen next!” speculated several at the village
community pyol. Younger Hussainappa read the notice given by Kamalamma in The Golconda Patrika. Disaster,
he thought, and hid the paper in a box at home so that no one could see it.
“Those two bitches said that they were going to the city for some medical treatment and have now brought
disaster on my house.” He felt vexed and harassed terribly and told his first two sons:
“What am I going to do? No one has been able to point a finger at our family so far. Today misfortune has
descended on us.” Musing for a while he said:
“This is all a plot hatched by that son of a Nambi. That fellow, on the pretext of getting them medical
treatment, has done this mischief. When I trusted that Nambi fellow he has drowned me in midstream. Let it be!
Let him set foot in the village and I shall show him,” said Hussainappa, pouring all his anger on Narsimmulu.
Meanwhile in Lingannagoodem, Chandrayya stopped moving out of his house. His mother became bedridden.
“Orrey naayana, I had told you that day itself, but you wouldn’t listen to me. When I suggested that you
should look for some family type girl from a poor family, you said stubbornly either you would marry this girl or
none else. The moment I saw the girl, a rock landed in my heart. That side-parting, those funny hair-buns, coffee
at sunrise, coffee at sunset, everyday a sari of a different color, soaps and that—what’s that, that looks like new
lime, and the name is also something funny—that thing, looks white like bukkam\fn{Fragrant powder thrown
ceremonially on people.}—and pins, she said, pins and some butter-like white cream, all kinds of things, a different
make-up every day and going about shamelessly like a prostitute. Will she be a family woman? I kept saying it to
her face that some day she would blacken the name of the house and elope. She has done just that. She has
become a Muslim, do you know! She is going to file a case against you, they say! May her head be shaven! In our
time did we cross the borders of our own village? Either go to the mother’s place or to the husband’s. Whatever
has come over today’s girls! They go to the cities boldly on their own. The age of Kali is upon us.”\fn{ A note reads:
The allusion is to the Iron Age in which we live, the last of the four epochs; Kali is the deity who presides over everything that is unworthy,
sinful, and dreadful.}

Thus in countless ways, day and night, the old woman kept jabbering. And jabbering and prattling, on the night
of the New Moon Day of the Manes, without letting anybody know, she gave up her ghost.
On the very day of the old woman’s obsequial rites, a peon from the munsif court came and gave Chandrayya a
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copy of the suit and a summons and took his signature in token of receipt. The suit papers were in Urdu, the
summons were also in Urdu. When he asked the peon “What is this?” the peon replied:
“Am I an educated mullah? If only I had been educated I too would have sat in a chair and kept scratching
away with a pen.”
In that village there was not one who knew Urdu. When those who knew even Telugu were not more than a
mere five, who would know the Urdu script?
“What kind of government is this? Could they not have taken a little trouble and got it written in Telugu? The
mullah of our village belongs only to the cotton-cleaner caste; he doesn’t even know Telugu. And by the time you
take these papers and go from one village to another looking for someone who knows Urdu and give him something and have it read by him, who knows what calamity will hit us,” said all those relatives who had come to
attend the old woman’s obsequial feast.
The next day, discovering an Urdu teacher in a neighboring village, Chandrayya went to him and had the suit
read out to him and the meaning explained. It became clear from it that Kamalbee had filed a suit in the High
Court thus:
“I have become a Muslim. My husband Chandrayya has not fulfilled his conjugal duties. If doctors examine
him they will know this. Furthermore, I have given a notice to him to become a Muslim. There has been no
response so far. I cannot lead conjugal life with such a husband. The High Court may please grant me a divorce.”
Chandrayya was stunned. He had the date of the summons read out, wrote it down in Telugu, put a rupee in the
hand of the maulvi, begged him not to reveal this to anyone, please, gave him another rupee and, crestfallen,
returned home. The next two or three days he didn’t move out, stayed put at home. Meanwhile, thanks to the
maulvi of the neighboring village, gradually, in whispers and murmurs, the news of Kamalbee’s divorce suit
spread to everyone.
In every village there are people who wait to see when the rich will quarrel among themselves and when they
can involve themselves in these affairs and line their pockets. Two or three such in Lingannagoodem went straight
to Chandrayya, and expressing their sympathies, said:
“Look here! Don’t worry about anything. We must teach Kamalamma a good lesson. File a complaint with the
police that she has run away from home with cash and eloped,” advised one.
“And we shall stand witness,” said a couple of others, instigating him.
Chandrayya was by nature a timid man. On top of it these troubles had landed on him. He was at his wits end.
But one man among them said:
“A rotten leg should be cut off. Think it a good riddance! No casegeese. Let her do whatever she wants, you
keep quiet. Silence is golden.”
Ultimately Chandrayya decided that this was the best idea. On the day of the High Court hearing, neither
Chandrayya nor any vakil representing Chandrayya was present in the court. The Honorable Court heard
Kamalbee’s case and gave her a divorce as she prayed, and delivered the judgment that Chandrayya was no more
her husband. Within one week, Kamalbee took a copy of the judgment, approached the Arya Samajam people, got
herself purified and became a Hindu again. The name of Kamalbee which she had received recently just vanished.
The original name was restored.
So far all Narsimmulu’s moves had been successful. Now how to get a second husband for Kamalarnrna? The
whole business mentioned above took three months. During this period Ranganayakulu came whenever necessary
to Kamalarnma’s lodge and took care of them. One evening when everyone had gone to watch the talkie\fn{ The
cinema; they used to be called “talkies,” as opposed to “silents,” the films that had preceded them :H} and Kamalarnrna was alone
in the house, Ranganayakulu went there. During the course of their conversation they also talked about
themselves.
“Kamalarnma, you have now got the divorce! Now who will you marry?”
“I haven’t thought of that. If I find the right groom I shall marry. Otherwise I shall remain as before.”
“Has anyone come to your notice so far?”
“None, you may say. Why don’t you yourself take care of the matter?”
“In my view, there is none. But do you want someone from your own caste? Or will someone like me from
another caste suit you?”
“If it’s someone like you, no objection. For love, caste is not important.”
“What should be the age of the bridegroom?”
“At least half of Chandrayya’s age is a must. Your age is the best.”
“Yes, yes, I understand everything, of course.”
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“What have you understood …?”
Sometime after the divorce, one day Narsimmulu spoke to Ranganayakulu all alone.
“Ranganna! All our efforts have borne fruit. Only finding a bridegroom for Kamalarnrna remains.”
“Will a forty-eight-year-old man do?”
“Chee! A young woman must have a young man.”
“Where was this wisdom earlier?”
“Had gone to eat grass. Why talk of past things now?”
“Then what kind of talk could be relevant now?”
“That’s what I am talking about now. You and Kamalamrna make an eminently suitable pair. I would like that
you should marry her.”
“In that case, what is the opinion of her mother?”
“She too is of the same view.”
“Then what does Kamalarnrna feel?”
“She too is favorable.”
“Then what does my mother say?”
“If you agree your mother won’t say no.”
“I shall think and tell you.”
Not much later, they fixed a muhurtam and sent invitations that their wedding would take place in the city.
They did not forget to send invitations to Younger Hussainappa and Chandrayya. Giramma gave her consent with
joy.
In the second year of the marriage Ranganayakulu got a job in the Engineering Department. Mallamma stayed
on with her child. She filed a suit in the court that she should get a maintenance allowance. After two years of
legal proceedings the court delivered a judgment that Younger Hussainappa should give fifty rupees a month from
the date of the filing of the suit, and that he should also bear the legal expenses.
Narsimmulu went about always boasting to all and sundry that he had taken revenge against Chandrayya. With
pride he would say that it was The Golconda Patrika which was responsible for all this. The cutting from the
Golconda gazette about the Sitadevi affair he had preserved carefully in his house. Getting to know that if he went
to Veerampeta Younger Hussainappa too would load his back with boulders, he shifted residence to another
village.
“What difference does it make to me? Teaching school, practicing medicine—these can be done anywhere.
What difference does the place make?” he said and settled down in a neighboring village. When in need he would
write to Ranganayakulu and get a money order.
Then, some time later, Kamalamma gave birth to a son. He was named Narsimmulu. Gushing that the child
absolutely resembled his father, Giramma brought him up ever in her own arms.
78.169 Bilesur, The Goatherd\fn{by S. K. Tripathi aka Nirala (1896-1961)} Midnapore, Paschim Medinipur District,
West Bengal State, India (M) 3
Bilesur returned to his village, with coins knotted under his belt and a smile playing round the corners of his
mouth. Word went round; the village zamindar, the sahukar, and the neighbors all bristles with curiosity as to the
hoard he had found and secretly prayed for an opportunity to relieve him of it. Cat-burglars, who could climb up
their lathis into the low walled mud-houses and snaffle clothes off rural sleepers without waking them, went on
reconnaissance. The rogue Trilochan wheedled up to Bilesur one day and asked most ingratiatingly,
“How now, Bilesur, are you staying in the village for good or planning to go off again?”
Bilesur knew Trilochan inside out, and could recite the history of two generations behind him by heart, but he
was too shy to do so, like a blank-verse poet at a poets’ congregation. He smiled and said politely,
“I am thinking of staying, brother, the water of Bengal is simply poisonous.”
Trilochan’s eyes shone. He sidled up closer and said very sympathetically,
“Good idea—very good indeed. What line are you thinking of taking?”
“Oh, I haven’t made up my mind,” said Bilesur, still smiling.
“A well without a spring dries up soon,” said Trilochan, “one can’t sit back and live on savings.”
“I am getting along somehow, for the time being.”
“Mustn’t say that, you know. The village is full of evil folk—if they report you to the police you’ll be entered
up as a vagrant! You must answer, ‘I’ll go out and earn more when my savings run out.’”
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Bilesur felt snubbed.
“You are right, brother,” he said. “These are bad times. People are bound to ask, ‘What doe she eat? How does
he live? Must be thieving.’”
He’s clever, thought Trilochan. Won’t talk. So he said even more intimately, “Look at Dinanath now; he used
to snigger in such a conceited way and talk big—now he is noted as a badmash and is under night surveillance.”
Bilesur replied smoothly, “The police can read it in one’s eyes when one’s up to mischief: they know who is
straight and who’s not. I’d leased my holding to Ramdin on batai—I suppose I’ll start farming it again.”
Trilochan seemed to find his depth at last. “Not a bad idea,” he said, “but how can you plough without
bullocks?”
“That’s why I told you I hadn’t made up my mind,” replied Bilesur, with a gesture of perplexity.
Trilochan was irritated. But it wouldn’t do to express annoyance. Bilesur would only be rude and throw him
out. “Patience,” he thought. Aloud he said, “You can take my pair—”
“And what’ll you do?”
“Oh, I want to buy a bigger pair. But you’ll have to pay a hundred rupees—”
A hundred is not too much, thought Bilesur. “I’ll think about it,” he said.
Trilochan made to go, pleading work. “If he can pay a hundred down he must have at least five or six
hundred,” he decided. That being certain, a conference was indicated, he must consult others.
As soon as Trilochan had left, Bilesdur went into his house and came out dressed for a call. “Where to,
Bilesur?” asked neighbors. “To the patwari’s,” answered he, laconically.
At dusk they saw him walking back herding three big goats to his house—all three obviously pregnant. This
caused a sensation in the village. Someone had bought three goats! Everyone sighed.
The news brought Trilochan again. “You’ve bought goats I see; not a bad idea at all—you’ll soon have a herd.”
“Yes, I’ve changed my mind about the bullocks,” replied Bilesur. “Who’ll cut the fodder and mix the feed?
The goats will be happy on a few leaves; keeping bullocks means being yoked to them yourself!”
“And what about farming?”
“Oh, the field is on batai, I’ll share the harvest.”
*
Bilesur tied his sickle to a long bamboo pole so that he could cut peepal and wild fig leaves for the goats.
These preparations took time, the sun was high when he took the village road driving his goats to pasture. He ran
into Ramdin, who put up his hands. “Born a Brahmin and herding goats!” But he added in a different voice,
“They are fine milking goats, and there will be quite a herd in two years. You’ll grow rich!” and a lustful leer
spread over his face.
Bilesur held his peace. A roadside argument did not seem called for. “If Brahmins in need can hold a plough, or
sell shoes,” he asked himself, “what’s wrong with herding goats?”
Lalai, the potter, was at the wheel. Seeing the goats he gave Bilesur a very encouraging comradely greeting.
Bilesur felt gratified and pushed on. At the temple he halted for a second. He had renounced the Guru’s Mantra,
but it might be as well to put in a prayer for the safety of the goats from the wolf. He walked up the steps. The
temple was sacred to Siva, whose image rested within; on the outside at the back of the temple was a vermilionsmeared bas-relief of Hanuman. Bilesur decided that the latter was the more powerful deity. His decision may
have been influenced by the fact that facing Hanuman he could watch the goats walking down the track in front of
the temple. Be that as it may, he bowed to the great monkey-god, made an inarticulate prayer, and followed his
goats, keeping them off the green fields. Presently he reached Mannu’s well. Here he cut low-hanging branches of
the peepal tree with his improvised pruning knife. The goats fell to.\fn{ Began to eat; an English expression.} Bilesur cut
some more twigs to carry home later, then leaned his pole against the tree and sat down on the well’s edge to
watch his herd.
In front lay a piece of fallow land, and beyond it the rut cut by a rainy weather torrent. Cowherd lads lolled
around by the edge of this rut, lazily watching their cattle browse in the field. They noticed Bilesur, then fixed
their attention on his goats. It was an opportunity. It was tacitly agreed that the goats should be chased or decoyed
into the channel. Bilesur would be harassed looking for them. He might never find them again—so what? One
suggested telling the Parsis—they’d kill the goats on the sly and then there would be share of mutton for them
also. Another objected: pregnant goats don’t make good mutton. However there was nothing against harassing
Bilesur. The temptation was too great. They held a conference, then a few went up to Bilesur while the rest waited
in ambush.
“Come, uncle, let’s have a game of something,” said one.
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Bilesur smiled. “Send your dads—I couldn’t play with children like you,” and he watched his goats even more
vigilantly.
“All right,” said another lad, “tell us about your travels, uncle, you’ve seen the world.”
“One has to die oneself to see Heaven. You can see the world yourself when you grow up and find out what it
is like.”
“Are you worried about the wolf, uncle? He doesn’t dare this far, he only come on the high land over there.”
“He comes here too,” said Bilesur, “only he takes human garb when he does that.”
He got up. The goats had been nibbling briskly for some time; he picked up his pole and herding them
together, drove them along past the fallow stretch, by the edge of the orchard. On the way he cut himself some
twigs of rivan.
Dinanath was walking home to the village. He eyed the goats covetously and said, “How much did you pay for
them?”
“Oh,” said Bilesur breezily, noticing the look in Dinanath’s eyes, “I just got them to keep on a fifty-fifty
agreement.”
“What—all three?” asked Dinanath incredulously.
Bilesur gave him a very special smile and said, “well, of course.”
Dina, still wondering, paraphrased: “You mean you keep the goats and the milk, and if the goat dies it is his
risk, and the lambs are fifty-fifty?”
“Exactly,” said Bilesur.
Dinanath seemed to double up as if beneath the load of Bilesur’s immense potential gain. He said faintly, “Yes
brother, whom the Lord giveth …” but inside he smoldered with envy. Bilesur won’t get away with all that luck—
not while he was there to reckon with. The goats would soon be mutton—roast mutton at that, and inside of Dina.
Bilesur watched his brows pucker and read the meaning of the lines. Bilesur had encountered many pitfalls;
avoiding some, falling into others, he had learned caution. He decided to be even more alert. Meanwhile there was
the wild fig tree. He cut some leaves and tied them up into a bundle for the goats’ night feed. Presently, when the
goats had had enough, he shouldered his burden and, following another track led them home.
*
The ancestral house had been divided so often that living there with all the goats was out of the question. The
brothers, not being tubercular, would have objected strongly to the odor of goats. Besides, the old walls had
crumbled at many points: thieves could easily get at the goats. Bilesur therefore leased an old abandoned house
for himself and the goats. There was no rent to pay—Bilesur was responsible for maintenance and repair and the
house needed to be saved from ruin, and could be asked to vacate on six months’ notice. The landlord lived in
town and never came to the village; his local trustee had made the arrangement with Bilesur in consideration of a
rupee paid as personal tribute.
That the house belonged to a townsman does not mean that it was built for comfort. When the townsman built
it he had been of the village; he had left it only because conditions in the village had been insupportable. In the
house was a dry well with an overhanging tamarind tree. Inside the main room continuous leaks had eroded the
walls: the washed mud had silted up the drainage outlet and rain water had cut a deep channel in the floor under
the door sill. This channel was large enough for a dog or a fox to crawl through, while the floor was so uneven
that it couldn’t support the four posts of a bedstead. On the opposite side was a shed and next to it a small cell. It
was here that Bilesur made his home while bit by bit he filled the channel and repaired the house. Bilesur cooked
once a day making do with a cold meal in the evenings.
Thus the days passed; then it was a year. This horizon widened slowly but work also increased. There was
never any relief. He had no friends in the village, not even his brothers. It was like living in an enemy fortress.
Sometimes he would ask himself,
“Why can we not stand together? Why can we not cooperate?”
It could not be said that the others had better things to do, for while one lived one had to work, and in work one
had to help others and depend on others for help in turn. Why wouldn’t people see this and do something about it?
He knew he was not wrong in his philosophy, though this village Socrates had few words and no audience, and
could see no way out of the situation.
More time passed. The house was full of the stench of goats and their droppings; but Bilesur’s star was high.
He had even sold a few billy-goats and made good profit. The neighbors smoldered with envy. A group even
waited in deputation on the zamindar, praying that Bilesur’s goats be confiscated as he had denuded the trees all
around. The zamindar gave them encouragement by promising consideration, but took no action, because he had
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already observed the herd and come to an arrangement with Bilesur for payment of royalties on the trees pruned
by the latter.
The villagers waited in exasperation, then vented their spleen by calling Bilesur ‘the goatherd boy.’
Bilesur retorted by naming each of the kids\fn{The text has, incongruously: lambs} after his village neighbors!
245.39 Excerpt from An Autobiography\fn{by Kavalam Madhava Panikkar (1896-1963)} Kavalam, Alappuzha District,
Kerala State, India (M) 10
1
I was born in the Malayalam year 1069 (corresponding to 1894 AD) under the sign of Taurus, and my birthstar was Uttara Phalguni. Our family home is known as Chalayil, and it is in Kavalam village of Ambalapuzha
taluk in Kerala. I was born there. Although I was the third child, only one elder survived.
Kavalam has been totally by-passed by history, but it has some slight literary associations. The author of the
Kathakali drama, Santhana Gopalam,\fn{Mandavappalli Ittirarissa Menon (1745-1805)} belongs to Kavalam. His family
unfortunately is now extinct.
Kavalam in my childhood was a trellis of dykes set in the middle of paddy-fields. In that region of waterlogged paddy-fields, the dominant element was water and not land. Today, many of the shallower fields have been
planted with coconut trees, so that the Kavalam landscape is not what it used to be.
A finger of the River Pamba, flowing through Kavalam, contributed to its fertility. Every homestead was
surrounded and often crisscrossed by canals, which served irrigation and navigation alike, so that one could not
pass from house to house without either mounting a rustic bridge or wading a canal.
The Chalayil family had some standing in our locality and provided the traditional village teacher down the
generations. Actually our family still retains this office in four other small villages. Our roots however go back to
the village of Valadi in the adjacent Changanacherry taluk where our original home stood and where we still retain
our family deity. It was my grandmother who in the Malayalam year 1007 (1832 AD) set up house at Chalayil.
The property was being mismanaged by other members of our family at that time, so that my grandmother and
sixteen-year-old brother were sent to Chalayil to set things right. For many years thereafter, although the new
branch was established at Chalayil, the women used to go back to Valadi for their confinements. My mother was
the first to break this tradition.
*
My grand-uncle, Eravi Kesava Panikkar, was an uncommon individual. My earliest memories relate to him.
His voice was loud and he had a retinue of servants. When he strode into the Chalayil house, striking terror into
the lesser fry, my grandmother used to tremble and withdraw into the inner court. The house, which until that
moment had resounded with many activities, would drop into instant silence.
Grand-uncle lived in an extension of the house within hailing distance of the family. He used to breakfast
there, but came daily to the main Chalayil house for his dinner, which started punctually at 5 p.m. and lasted an
hour. During his dinner, many people used to stand outside to discuss farm and local affairs with him.
Before dinner, grand-uncle was in the habit of taking opium. He would first have his ritual bath and then one of
his attendants would hand him a tiny pellet of opium, which he would swallow with some water, and then go on
munching roasted grain.
It is difficult for people today to imagine the dread which grand-uncle inspired in the rest of the family.
Nephews who were suspected of insubordination ran the risk of losing food and habitation. Once he refused
maintenance funds to the older branch of the family for a time as punishment for some breach of his instructions.
The story ran that one junior guilty of drunken and dissolute behavior was locked up in the coconut store for one
week and fed once a day.
My mother had three brothers. The eldest was the head of the family after grand-uncle and was held in high
esteem in Travancore. He was Eravi Ramakrishna Panikkar. During my boyhood, this elder uncle was generally
occupied with our paddy cultivation and rarely at home. My second uncle, Ayyappa Panikkar, was younger than
mother and he used to keep the family accounts. Our youngest uncle was studying in college at the time.
My father belonged to Kasaragod taluk, in the north, but since their family were the managers of the
Pallarakavu Temple in Kavalam, my father lived there. He was a devout and conscientious man, greatly attached
to his children.
*
1326

My formal education started at the age of five. It was a tradition that some member of our family should teach
the village boys, irrespective of caste, the rudiments of Malayalam. In my time this was done by one Kunjunni
Panikkar. But although I was taught the alphabet in my fourth year, I was not allowed to go to his village school
for another year. My grandmother used to teach me writing and spelling at home.
My grandmother practically brought me up until I was old enough for school. She was the children’s favorite,
and by nature gentle, affectionate, fond of children and a devout Hindu. By contrast, my mother, who ran the
household, was of an imperious disposition and even grandmother was a little awed by her. I was even more so.
The village classroom was in a neighboring compound. Nairs, Christians, Ezhavas, used to get free schooling
there—all told nearly fifty children, including girls. The curriculum embraced writing on sand, reading whole
sentences, learning the story of Sri Krishna and arithmetic. The first thing I learned was to write on a palm-leaf
with a stylus. We had to transcribe Sri Krishna Charitam\fn{“Life of Sri Krishna”, a poem in Sanskritized Malayalam by
Kunjan Nambiar (1705)} stanza by stanza on palm-leaf and learn each by rote. In the first year, I managed to complete
two cantos and learned to write on palm-leaf.
When I was six, my grandmother realized that the village school was inadequate. Since there was no English
school nearby, and since I had to learn some arithmetic and also how to write on paper, she asked my second
uncle to teach me both.
This was the only one of my uncles who was resident at home. Although somewhat quick-tempered, he was
very intelligent and a man of courage and integrity. His room was above the portico of our big granary and
accordingly the portico became my work-place. After assigning sums and handwriting exercises to me, uncle used
to go about his work. When he found that I was playing truant one day, he tied me to a pillar and left me with
paper and books, before going out. As soon as uncle disappeared, grandmother came and set me free, but tied me
up again before uncle returned for lunch! This went on for a week, but one day uncle happened to return early and
found me swimming in the pool. After he learned the truth, he stopped tying me up.
At that time I was much less interested in writing or arithmetic than in reading the tullals\fn{Orally recited satirical
poems} of Nambiar. During that one year of uncle’s tutelage, I managed to read almost all the tullals of Kunjan
Nambiar and even learnt three of them by heart!
Every evening, when dusk fell, my mother used to sit down and read either the Ramayana or the Bhagavatam
aloud for nearly an hour. Women and children used to sit around the lamp and listen. Such was my introduction to
the Puranas. I learned the Mahabharata also at that time. By the time I was ready for my English school, I had
already developed an interest in Malayalam literature.
*
My youngest uncle, Govinda Panikkar, was then reading for his B.A. degree in Trivandrum. My elder brother
was in a high school there and living with our uncle. It was decided by my grand-uncle that I should also go there
for an English education.
In those days a journey to Trivandrum was as much an event as a trip abroad today. Although my grandmother
was unwilling to send me so far away at this tender age, she could hardly challenge grand-uncle’s decision.
I still remember that journey. In later years, I have traveled the world by road, sea and air. But no other journey
has ever equaled that first one in wonder and excitement.
Although there was a steamboat running from Alleppey to Quilon, we made the trip in our own covered
country-boat, fully equipped with cooking facilities, bedding and all the rest. To me the world was new. Starting
from Kavalam in the morning, we reached Ambalapuzha at noon. Of course, I had read about Ambalapuzha in the
tullal poems, and through them had already tasted the palpayasam\fn{A sweet dish made of rice boiled with milk and
sugar} for which the temple there was famous. And so it was doubly exciting to go down there, bathe and visit the
famous temple. In this way Sri Krishna of Ambalapuzha was perhaps my patron at the beginning of life’s journey.
We left Ambalapuzha at two in the afternoon and made slow progress. It was nightfall when we reached the
landing-place at Trikunnapuzha. The boat was tied up and our servants made haste to prepare dinner. Immediately
after dinner, we were to embark and sleep in our boat, which would sail all night and bring us to Ponmana by
daybreak.
The government choultry there served as a morning halt. After breakfast, we resumed our journey to Quilon
across the troubled waters of Ashtamudi Lake. Keeping close to the bank, we took time to reach Quilon. After
lunching there, we again took to the boat.
When we reached the Varkala tunnel, I was asleep. Hearing water drop on the boat’s awning, I woke up,
thinking it had started to rain. When my brother told me that we were going through a tunnel bored through a
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mountain and that what I heard was the splash of water, I wouldn’t believe him at first. We reached Trivandrum
by noon the next day.
Throughout my stay at Trivandrum, our journeys continued to be solely by country-boat. On the outward trips
we would use our boats and on the return, use hired boats. Such leisurely travel, disembarking where one wished,
stopping for meals and the like would be incredible today. Even in those days, steamboats did the trip from
Alleppey to Trivandrum in one day, while our country-boats took three or four. But we never found the delay
irksome. In later days, I have more than once longed to recapture old memories by undertaking a similar journey,
but unfortunately I have not found the time yet.
2
Our first residence in Trivandrum was a small house in Thampanoor, in a lane to the east of the District Court.
Our landlady was a school-teacher and lived next door. My uncle, brother and I had two servants from Kavalam to
run our house.
Before enrolling me in the school attached to Maharajah’s College, my uncle spent two weeks at home
teaching me the English alphabet. The teacher of the first class was a gentleman called Karimpuvilakam Raman
Pillai who rose to prominence in later life. Although a disciplinarian he was friendly with his pupils and he is the
only one I now remember of my school-masters at Trivandrum. He was my first teacher of English and my
respect and regard for him continued unchanged all my life.
Although my uncle was fond of me, he did not spare the rod as a matter of principle and, accordingly, his
affection for me was usually demonstrated through his cane. It is difficult to imagine how many times I was caned
daily, for no apparent reason.
After six months, I acquired a companion, a boy named Kesava Panikkar from Valadi. However, uncle used his
cane very rarely on Kesavan and even if we were playing together, he used to single me out for punishment. We
were not allowed to leave the house. Talking to other boys in the street was a grave offence. Once school was
over, my brother and I had to return home, and stay there. Whatever the provocation, few days passed without my
dose of the cane. Even my elder brother, soon to matriculate, enjoyed no greater freedom than I.
One cannot be dogmatic about the extent of freedom to be given to young children. True, modern psychology
commends freedom in play and extra-curricular activities as essential to development and condemns corporal
punishment. But this is not the whole story. My own view is that children do benefit from punishment if it comes
from people who really love them.
Heaven is supposed to lie about us in our infancy according to the Romantic school of English poetry. But this
isn’t true. I doubt if there is a more distressing stage of life. The trifles over which children grieve! Jealousy,
rivalry and greed are the plague of childhood. If one boy gets a sweet, we too must have ours or we weep and
throw a tantrum. If mother shows special attention to one child, the others sulk. In one child gets a new toy, the
others insist on having one too. To the adult the resultant strains from these emotions may seem trivial, but to the
child they assume tragic dimensions. In fact, many common human failings are seen in the raw in early life. It is
only by judicious punishment, training and by proper mental development that we succeed in eradicating them.
That I did not lack affection and indulgence the previous chapter will show. True enough, grandmother was
always alert to save me from the wrath of others. But after my arrival in Trivandrum, the ill effects of all the
affection and indulgence soon disappeared, thanks no doubt to the series of canings conscientiously dealt out by
uncle.
My uncle had many friends in Trivandrum. One of his daily visitors was Vaikom Narayana Pillai, who used to
be fond of me. On many occasions he saved me from the cane.
I have another reason to remember him with gratitude. He was a devotee of Malayalam literature and I first
heard Mayura Sandesam\fn{“The Peacock’s Message,” a love poem by Valia Koil Thampuran (1845-1915), written to his wife while
he was in internment} and Sakuntalam\fn{Thampuran’s translation of Kalidasa’s play, the first in Malayalam } read aloud by him.
Another frequent caller, though not a close friend, was P. Govinda Pillai, well-known in those days as the
editor of Subhashini. Swadesabhimani Ramakrishna Pillai caricatured him in doggerel for his moustache, his bulk
and his constant spitting. My acquaintance with Govinda Pillai was slight, but my first encounter with him is
perb.aps of some interest.
Although I was only nine at the time, I used to challenge uncle’s visitors to recitation competitions in
Malayalam. One day, when Govinda Pillai called, uncle was not at home and as usual I invited him to join a
follow-on recitation. He agreed.
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The rule of this competition is that the respondent recites a stanza whose first syllable corresponds with the
concluding one of the stanza recited by his rival. Because I knew Sri Krishna Charitam by heart, I was able to
fend off Govinda Pillai for a while, but soon I was cornered. I had to find a stanza beginning with “ch”. Hard as I
tried, I could not recall anything beginning with “ch”. I decided to change the first word of the stanza in Mayura
Sandesam from tatranalpam to chitrakcare. Govinda Pillai of course spotted the emendation but chivalrously
reported to uncle that I had held my own.
Vaikom Narayana Pillai had a brother, Pachu Pillai, staying with him. As Pachu Pillai was a great friend of my
brother, he would often visit us. At the time, he was preoccupied with current Indian politics and used to regale us
with news about prominent figures like Surendranath Banerji, Pherozeshah Mehta and Gokhale. I could never
have enough of these and used to pester him to tell me more. No doubt my interest in politics was aroused early in
life thanks to Pachu Pillai.
My uncle was then madly enthusiastic about chess and later was equally drawn to bridge, to which he was
introduced by a friend, Kalluveettil Nanu Pillai. There was an unspoken understanding that I could watch uncle
play chess. This was my initiation to the game. The mysteries of bridge, on the other hand, were revealed to me
by Nanu Pillai’s exposition of the game to my uncle.
I was fortunate in another way at Trivandrum. During my first year, uncle had as his Malayalam text
Cherusseri’s Krishna Gatha\fn{“Song of Krishna,” a poem in Old Malayalam, the opening lines of which are sung as a lullaby }and
Sakuntalam. Similarly, another year my brother had to learn Akbar\fn{A novel by Thampuran, published in 1894} and the
Kathakali play, Nala Charitam. I was thus directed to good books. As a result, among my early reading were P.
Govinda Pillai's History of Malayalam Literature, Kunjikuttan Thampuran’s Malayalam translation of Kalidasa’s
Vikramorvasiyam, P.G. Rama Iyer’s version of Sakuntalam and Mayura Sandesam.
*
My performance in school at Trivandrum was quite undistinguished. Thanks to my brother’s supervision, I was
fairly regular with my homework. I remember coming up with the highest marks in the lessons featuring
Travancore history and A.M. Cherian’s Stories from Indian History.
At Trivandrum, I continued only up to the Third Form (Class 5). When my uncle had completed his law
course, the Trivandrum establishment became superfluous. My brother, too, had done his F.A. examination and
was to move on to Madras for his M.B.C.M. I was therefore transferred to Thalavadi High School. Kottayam and
Alleppey were nearer home and boasted of reputed schools. Hence my transition to Thalavadi may sound curious.
The explanation was that my uncle was entrusted with the management of the school run there by local initiative.
The school was built out of collections raised by the local Nairs led by Poonuthara Nilakanta Panikkar of our
family. Accordingly, on Nilakanta Panikkar’s death when the school was in difficulties, my uncle was requested to
take up its management.
Soon after my departure for Trivandrum, my grand-uncle, Eravi Kesava Panikkar, died and family affairs
passed into the care of my uncle, Eravi Ramakrishna Panikkar. He was a leading figure among the Nairs of
Travancore by virtue of his outstanding abilities, public spirit and his loyalty to the community. He was a
handsome and impressive personality, universally respected and, although there were others in the family older in
years, everyone accepted the advice of the late head of the family, and selected him to manage the family’s affairs.
When my uncle took up the management of the family’s affairs, he had to give up his own agricultural
activities. When the younger people, like my brother and me, left home for an English education, there was no
one to take his place, so the paddy-fields were farmed out to lessees. It was in such circumstances that my uncle
was pressed to take up the management of Thalavadi High School.
*
Although it was obvious that the school would make demands on his own financial resources, uncle, with his
usual concern for public good, agreed to take up the burden and deputed his younger brother Govinda Panikkar to
live at Thalavadi and look after the day-to-day management. This was how I went to the family school in
Thalavadi after my Third Form in Trivandrum.
It so happened that although I sat for the Third Form examination at Trivandrum, I failed, albeit unluckily,
having absent-mindedly pocketed my mathematics answer paper and brought it home! Ill-luck or not, there was
no alternative to a second year in the Third Form of the school at Thalavadi.
Thalavadi school was a unique institution, with no parallel before or after. Cracked walls on insecure
foundations, undivided classrooms crowded into one vast hall, a total lack of recreation space, was the picture that
met the eye. In monsoon time, the school yard would be covered with water, and during floods water would
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invade the classrooms themselves. Inexperienced teachers, indifferent pupils and a chaotic teaching system
completed the picture.
I do not assert that no pupil of the school got on in the world. In fact, I know at least two of its matriculates
who rose to success. One was Srimati Kotoor Bhagirathi Amma who took her M. A., and eventually became
Professor of English at Indraprastha Women’s College, Delhi. The other was N. K. Narayana Pillai, for a long
time a leading lawyer at the Alleppey Bar. I can’t think of anyone else.
The Headmaster in my school days was a Brahmin from Ambalapuzha, Krishna Iyer of Mitramadom. My own
class was presided over by Kannan Nair, a patriot of outstanding ability and courage. He was not originally a
teacher but a government servant who had to leave the service because of an argument with an Englishman, after
which he ran a magazine, Nair, for a time. This ended in his becoming a teacher. His nephew, K. Madhavan Nair,
who made a name as a Congress leader in later life, also worked in this school for a while.
Lour Malayalam munshi at the time was a teacher named Kesava Pillai, hailing from Tiruvalla. He and his
colleague and brother, Krishna Menon, were both lovers of literature. Krishna Menon, who taught mathematics
told me a great deal about Malayalam literature. He taught me the whole of Syamala Dandakam which I still
cherish. When uncle went to Madras to sit for his B.A. examination, Krishna Menon was our guardian pro tem.
He was a gentleman and scholar and I am grateful to him for interesting me in Malayalam and English literature.
I only remember one of my school-fellows, and that is K. Kunchu Pillai, who later joined the Travancore State
Congress and achieved political pre-eminence but died young.
Luckily for me, perhaps, the Director of Education, Dr. Mitchell, ruled the Thalavadi School to be unsafe for
its purpose. This was its death-blow. Dr Mitchell served notice that unless it was rebuilt, recognition would be
withdrawn. The local residents being unable to raise the money for a new building, the school had to be closed
down. My uncle therefore decided to send me to C.M.S. College School at Kottayam to continue my Fifth Form
classes.
The same year my brother left for England to pursue his medical studies. A far cry from our country-boat
excursion to Trivandrum, typifying the winds of change sweeping Kerala.
*
At Kottayam, I lived in the Hindu Hostel attached to C.M.S. College, the Warden of which was Ambalapuzha
Mahadeva Sarma, the Malayalam munshi of the college. He was at one time in the service of Kerala Varma (the
senior Prince), and this connection as well as his considerable interest in Malayalam literature led to his
appointment. Although he had no academic qualifications or any claim to scholarship, his extraordinary love for
Malayalam won our respect. Mahadeva Sarma prided himself on his occasional poems published in Kavana
Kaumudi, on his translation of a short novel entitled The Dewan’s Daughter and an original work of his, Srimad
Sankaracharya.
My own acquaintance with Mahadeva Sarma was only in his capacity as Warden of the hostel. There could
rarely have been a more incompetent Warden. The rice was full of sand, and what passed for curry was sui
generis. No meals were ever served on time.
Apart from this, my life in the hostel was not uncomfortable. Sarma was always eager to introduce us to
Malayalam literary works. There were in the hostel two young men with literary tastes, N. K. Padmanabha Pillai
and P. Narayana Pillai. Along with them, I entered Sarma’s literary circle.
Sarma was a collector of old, rare books and I was able to read many good books from his collection. These
included the works of Kundoor like Komappan, poems like Usha Kalyanamll and Chandrotsavam.
It must be admitted that my first venture into poetry was a parody of Sarma. Although I had tried to write
poetry earlier, it was Sarma’s encouragement that spurred me into Malayalam writing. I confess that my first shaft
was directed at my mentor. He had recently published a short poem, Gosalak-koottan, in Kavana Kaumudi and
forced me to read it twice. In resentment, I attempted a parody under the title Agrasalak-koottam and deposited it
on Sarma’s table. I do not remember a line of this now, but remember that Sarma was greatly offended and did not
speak to me for a day or two.
Sarma blundered badly at the time. Wanting to enter the arena of literary criticism, he prepared a lengthy and
labored paper on Chandrotsavam, ascribing its authorship to Melpatur Narayana Bhattathiri. Although this was
mistaken, the paper had many incidental merits. Sarma was anxious to get P .K. Narayana Pillai to preside over
his lecture. Narayana Pillai was practicing at the Kottayam Bar in those days. I went with Sarma to invite him.
Our insistence overcame his initial reluctance and Sarma was gratified by his eventual consent to preside.
The lecture was held in the Y.M.C.A. Hall. A large audience assembled, attracted perhaps by Narayana Pillai’s
reputation as a speaker. Sarma was jubilant. Narayana Pillai listened to part of the paper approvingly, but when
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Sanna blundered into some derogatory references to the Nair community, suggesting that Chandrotsavam was a
reflection of the Nair society of its time, Pillai’s mood changed.
His presidential address was a matchless performance, a masterpiece of argument, refutation, irony and
eloquence, lasting for nearly one hour. He characterized the paper as silly, spiteful and ignorant and refuted every
argument with a lawyer’s skill. When Pillai concluded by asserting that men of limited scholarship should not
venture into serious criticism, the audience endorsed him by its applause. It was a picture of a sledge-hammer
crushing a fly.
I left the Hall in Sarma’s company. The poor man was in tears. He could hardly speak and we returned to the
Hostel in almost complete silence.
A friend of my Kottayam days was Paruthikattu Gopala Pillai, my senior by one year in class, but a close
friend from the beginning. He was also fond of literature, so we used to read together and exchange poems.
Gopala Pillai refers to this in the Foreword to his book, Padmini.
*
I spent only two years at Kottayam and sat for my Matriculation examination there. I failed, not due to
slackness, but only because I failed to grasp what was taught in our science classes. In the Physics paper, I could
not answer even a single question correctly. The debacle was painful.
Immediately schools re-opened, I tried to get admission again at Trivandrum. For some reason, this attempt did
not succeed either. I had dreadful premonitions of failure in life and fell ill. In a mood of despair, I even got hold
of a bottle of chloroform with a view to ending my life.
In the height of fever, I was taken home to Kavalam, where I gradually recovered but lost one year of
schooling. While thus suffering enforced idleness, I was mortified to hear comments from the family to the effect
that I was obviously unfit for further education.
My mother was extremely distressed. While I was not particularly keen on further education, the humiliation
was more than I could bear. One day I took a liberal dose of chloroform and went to bed.
When I opened my eyes after many hours, grandmother was dabbing my face with cold water, amidst weeping
and commotion in the house. It was generally agreed that I need not continue in school and I concurred. My eldest
uncle suggested that if all his nephews went in for English education and outside careers, there would be no one
left to run the family’s affairs. My second uncle had different ideas, but he bided his time.
*
However, I was not destined to a life of poetry and domestication. My elder brother, studying medicine in
England, wrote to my eldest uncle that I should be sent to Madras for further schooling. Since this suggestion was
supported by my second uncle too, I was able to go.
I passed the Matriculation examination from St Paul’s School in Vepery, Madras. However, I never thought of
going to England for university education. I had no fancy for higher studies at all, and only my brother’s
insistence persuaded me to go to Madras. My brother now wrote to my eldest uncle that there was no point in my
doing my B.A. in Madras and it was better to send me on to England at once. Having decided to continue my
education, uncle agreed that this would be the best arrangement.
Accordingly, my brother applied to get me admitted to Christ Church, Oxford. Since the academic year had
already begun, I spent the remaining months in Madras Christian College, joining the Intermediate Class. With
Oxford six months away, I took little pains over my work. My attention was devoted again to Malayalam.
Nandyelath Padmanabha Menon and Poothezhath Rama Menon were studying in Christian College at the time,
and the former, though a B.A. student, showed some interest in me.
During my Christian College days I used to write weekly articles for the paper Deepika published from
Mannanam. It was in these that I first propounded the thesis that Dravidian meters were better suited to
Malayalam poetry than the classical Sanskrit ones. I cited the examples of Cherussery, Ezhuthachan and Nambiar
to prove that Malayalam poets enjoyed greater imaginative freedom in the indigenous meters. My view was
challenged by one or two persons in the same paper, but the matter attracted no notice then and the controversy
erupted only after three years, when I raised the subject again in the Bhasha Vilasam magazine.
I had also some non-Malayali friends in Madras. These included Sadasiva Reddy and G.V. Krupanidhi. Both
were brilliant scholars, always achieving first class ranking in every examination. Reddy came from a prominent
landed family in Anantapur. On my return from Oxford I persuaded his family to send him there and in due course
Reddy came to head the Education Department of Madras State. Krupanidhi went on to become Editor of
Swarajya and Joint Editor of The Hindustan Times and was also a prominent Congressman. Both still remain
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chief among my friends. C. K. Vijayaraghavan and the late P. Balakrishna Menon were other friends of that
period. It was then that I met Shanmukham Chetty.
*
I left for England in April 1914. Although term would open only in October, the six months spent with my
brother would help me to know the country. My brother had more or less completed his own course and was due
to return home soon. I was anxious to spend a few months with him before that.
3
I had sent a telegram from Marseilles to my brother in Edinburgh but it failed to reach him in time and so he
was not able to meet me. The hour was late and I felt lost. Eventually I decided to continue my journey to
Edinburgh and boarded the night train which, leaving at 8 p.m., reached Edinburgh by five in the morning.
The next problem was to locate my brother. The only address I had was that of the Indian Students’
Association and accordingly I took a cab there. Long before normal rising time, I woke up the people there and
was given his correct address, to which I repaired with all my baggage. Even then my quest was not over, because
only a fortnight earlier, my brother had, in anticipation of my arrival, moved to Marchmont Crescent. However,
the last lap was no problem.
Before entering college at Oxford, I had to get through an entrance test held in May. After ten days in
Edinburgh, I had therefore to go to Oxford. The examinations were not very formidable and I passed them.
Although I spent only four days in Oxford on that trip, they proved to be the most momentous in my life. They
also showed how seemingly trivial incidents can alter a man’s life.
In the lodgings where I stayed, there was a Sindhi student, Asudamul Gidwani, who achieved fame in later life
as a disciple of Gandhi and as an apostle of non-co-operation, being then known as Acharya Gidwani. Gidwani
had come to Oxford with a first class M.A. from Bombay University two years earlier. My extreme youth must
have excited his sympathy. After two days’ acquaintance he took me to B.K. Mallick’s digs to enable me to meet
some prominent Indian students.
I did meet some six or seven people there, including the well-known scholar B.K. Sirkar who was then on a
tour of Europe. Although they were all very kind to me their conversation went much above my head because it
was all about modern literature. For the first time I heard names like Ibsen, Bernard Shaw, Chesterton and Francis
Thompson. Soon the discussions shifted to Benedetto Croce and Bergson.
I was flabbergasted and not a little nettled by my own inadequacy. I returned in disgrace with myself and spent
a sleepless night wondering how an ignoramus like me could live among such learned people. On returning to
Edinburgh two days later, I spoke to my brother about my discomfiture.
After six years of medical studies and a total absorption with diseases and drugs, he was not particularly
impressed by my tale of woe. Nevertheless he permitted me to buy any books I needed. Taking advantage of this I
got hold of works by Ibsen, Shaw and Chesterton the same day. During the next three months I devoted more time
to these than to my forthcoming responsions\fn{ The first of the three examinations once required for an academic degree at the
University of Oxford (called also the Little Go, or The Smalls); it was abolished in 1960:W/H } due at Oxford in September. This
period saw my initiation to modern English literature.
*
When I returned to Oxford in September, I was ready to take on anyone on the subject of Bernard Shaw. Soon
I made a friend, an English youth named Dickinson, who knew many Indians. He was a talented poet and writer,
contact with whom helped improve my knowledge of English literature.
Our term opened in October. I lived in rooms at Christ Church occupied a century earlier by Gladstone
himself. Unaccustomed to living in European conditions, I had some difficulty in adjusting myself to life in
college, but with the help and advice of my tutor, Rawlinson (later Bishop of Chichester), I was soon able to
manage.
When I went up to Oxford, there were some sixty Indian students in residence. The premier university of the
Empire naturally drew the cream of Indian scholarship representing the best in intelligence, attainments and
breeding. We looked up to H.S. Suhrawardy and B.K. Mallick as the chief of them. In addition there were John
Mathai, Dewan Chamanlal, Subbaroyan, Hasanand Datija, S.N. Sastri, P.T. Rajan and others who were to become
distinguished in later life.
On all counts, Suhrawardy was an extraordinary individual. He was our leader. The son of a High Court judge
of Calcutta, he had lived in Europe from boyhood and had mastered several languages, including French, German,
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Italian and Spanish. His mastery of English astonished even men of letters like Robert Bridges and Sir Walter
Raleigh.
He had no trace of communal feeling. It was due to his deeply rooted patriotism that Oxford earned a name as
the training ground of Indian patriots. Until his appointment in 1917 to the English Chair in a Russian university,
he was a mentor to most of us. His younger brother, Hassan Suhrawardy, who achieved notoriety as Chief
Minister of Bengal and a Muslim League leader, was also at Oxford at this time.
B.K. Mallick was an entirely different type. He was already not less than thirty years in age. After holding
down a high position in the service of Maharajah Chandra Shumsher of Nepal, he had come up to Oxford with a
government scholarship. His idea was to work for a degree by writing a thesis about his observations in the West.
But as his own views went on changing from year to year, this great work never saw the light of day.
He was intelligent, industrious and modest, but lacked clarity of thought. Even clear waters became muddied
under his gaze. Although we did not think much of him as a model for students, in all other. respects we regarded
him as head of the family. He was always ready to help with advice or money. One could say that Mallick’s room
was a salon of learning. Most Indian students of the time in Oxford had cut their intellectual teeth at its sessions.
Hasanand Datija was another Sindhi. A First Class M.A. of Bombay, he was studying for the I.C.S.. He was
not selected but his erudition in history and politics commanded universal respect.
Different again was Dewan Chamanlal. He stood out in any company by his intelligence, alertness and wit.
The son of a Punjabi millionaire, Dewan Daulat Rai, he was perhaps a little spoilt by success. Subbaroyan, a
zamindar from Salem, was liked by everybody, for he was amiable, studious and proficient in cricket.
*
At the time there were four Malayalis in Oxford, V.K. Raman Menon, V. Krishnan Tampi, Dr. John Mathai and
myself. Although Raman Menon had finished his studies by the time I went up to Oxford, the outbreak of war
found him in Germany where he was interned for two years. Even when he returned to Oxford, he could get no
transport to India and had to spend the war years there. He was the son of the ruling Maharajah of Cochin, popular
for his modesty and friendliness.
V. Krishnan Tampi was the brother-in-law of Sri Mulam Tirunal Maharajah and came up to study Sanskrit at
Oxford. His only failing was laziness. I never met a keener devotee of idleness than Tampi in those days. He
would work when so inclined, but for the rest he preferred the company of friends. But he was remarkably
intelligent and entirely free from jealousy or malice.
John Mathai had practiced law in India and after taking a doctorate from London University came to Oxford to
do research on the co-operative movement. Distinguished even then, Mathai’s qualities need no encomium from
me. As a moderate in politics, his views were not palatable to students who proclaimed their radicalism from the
house-tops. The theory that co-operation would solve India’s woes was ascribed to Mathai by Menon and
lampooned in a humorous verse.
*
The Oxford Majlis was in existence at the time. It was founded by the late Maulana Mohammed Ali. Until our
time, it was not very prominent in university life. It was Suhrawardy who raised it to prominence in the eyes of
Indians and Britons alike. During Majlis meetings on Sunday nights, no one had the temerity to argue for anything
less than complete independence for India. The Majlis was considered. a den of treason by the India Office while
we claimed it was the true voice of nationalism.
It was our practice to invite prominent people to lecture on Indian affairs. Nor did our speakers hesitate to
speak out. The first guest speaker I heard at Oxford was Lala Lajpat Rai who at the time was suspected of being a
moderate. At the invitation of the Majlis he spoke on “India Today”. In the subsequent discussion from the floor
he was subjected to indescribable abuse and Rai left the hall in high dudgeon.
The Majlis has been addressed by Indian leaders like Mahatma Gandhi, Tagore, Sarojini Naidu and Jinnah and
eminent Britons like Colonel Wedgwood and Robert Bridges.
Just seven of us founded another Society which was of absorbing interest to me. Once a week we used to meet
and read aloud avant-garde plays from the Continent. Each member had to read the part of one character. Plays
chosen under this programme included Hauptmann’s Hanneles Himmelfahrt, Maeterlinck’s Monna Vanna and
Ibsen’s A Doll’s House.
*
It was at Oxford that I started writing for the press, spurred by growing nationalist feelings. My first article in
English was a piece on the freedom movement in Hungary and I sent it to The Indian Review of Madras edited by
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G. A. Natesan. When Natesan published it and invited me to write more, I was not a little gratified. Subsequently,
I used to write also for The Modern Review, The Hindustan Review and Commonweal.
I was keenly pursuing my literary efforts in Malayalam also. My first poems appeared in the magazine Kavana
Kaumudi published from Kottakkal by P. V. Krishna Warrier. I was helped by advice from Warrier who was
always anxious to encourage young writers. I was drawn to Vallathol’s poetry after seeing his piece, entitled “A
Letter”, in this magazine. I asked Warrier to send me other works of the poet. The books came from Vallathol
himself and this inaugurated a correspondence between us.
Kavana Kaumudi published an annual number with the title Bhasha Vilasam. Warrier invited me to write an
essay for the Annual and this was the controversial essay “Malayalam Poetry and Sanskrit Metres”. I sought to
canvass the same thesis that I had broached earlier in my Deepika article while at Madras.
I had no difficulty in showing that Dravidian meters were more suited to Malayalam poetry, and that poets like
Cherussery, Kannassan, Ezhuthachan and Nambiar composed their best work in Dravidian meters. Today this is a
truism, but it was a different story in 1915. The senior Prince Kerala Varma had only died recently. He had been a
dazzling performer in the mixed manipravala1 style and it was natural that he should be partial to Sanskrit meters.
His influence was still paramount and leading poets like Vallathol, Ulloor, Pandalam Kerala Varma and Kwnaran
Asan had not yet tried Dravidian meterrs. In fact, it was almost axiomatic that poetry could be poetry only if
composed in the classical Sanskrit rhythms.
When an unknown student sought to challenge this axiom, eyebrows were raised, but there was no immediate
approval. Even Vallathol did not concur. However, I requested him to write at least a short piece in an indigenous
meter and he obliged by writing “A Picture”. The transformation in Malayalam prosody that followed is a matter
of history.
*
Another incident occurred at the time which was to affect my life in many ways. A man named T. K.
Swaminathan published a magazine, Colonial Review, from Madras and I used to write for it. He announced an
essay competition on the subject of “Indians Living Overseas”. The essays were to be evaluated by C. P.
Ramaswami Iyer and the winner was to get a prize.
I entered the competition and won the prize. The essay was published in 1917 under the title “ The Problems of
Greater India” with an Introduction by C. P. Ramaswami Iyer.
It is a strange fact that this essay, adjudged fit for a prize by C. P. Ramaswami Iyer and published with a
commendatory foreword by him was to advance my career in many ways. I never imagined then that his life and
mine would intersect at many points. On his part, the famous leader of the Swarajya Party could not even have
heard of a student like me except in connection with this book. Yet fate decreed that this book, published out of
the prize money by T. K. Swaminathan, was to alter the course of my life.
The book was reviewed at length by Admiral Sir Roland Wilson in The Asiatic Review. When I went to the
office of that journal to get a copy, I chanced to meet its Editor, Dr. John Pollan, Secretary of the East India
Association. He complimented me on my book and pressed me to read a paper before the East India Association
on the subject of India Education. The Association had never before invited a student to read a paper. Before an
audience of celebrities and men of note, I read the paper which was the subject of a leading article in The Times
Educational Supplement. This brought me into contact with Ramalinga Reddi and Masood and eventually led to
my appointment at Aligarh.
*
Meanwhile my studies progressed at Oxford. My professors were kind to me and commended my work. The
Dean of Christ Church, Dr. Strong; currently Vice-Chancellor of Oxford, showed a parental affection for me. This
remarkable man, who later became the King’s Chaplain and Bishop of Oxford, showed the same regard for me all
his life.
Similarly, my tutor, Arthur Hassall, the distinguished historian, had special regard for me. My college had
never awarded a scholarship to an Indian before and when I was chosen for the Dixon Research scholarship in
1917, it was felt to be a notable distinction.
My final Schools were in June. Although Indian students had been in Oxford, for over thirty years, no one
except Kuruvilla Zachariah had so far won a first. Even brilliant men like Suhrawardy and Datija, had only
secured second classes. I worked hard to get a first but dared not hope for it. However, when the results were
announced, I was one of the four to achieve the first class.
The day the lists were published, the Dean and Vice-Chancellor, Dr. Strong, sent mee following letter:
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Christ Church, 6 July 1917
My dear Panikkar,
I am so very pleased to have been called upon just now to attach my signature to the History Class List with your
name heading the list. You have worked so well and covered so much ground that I had high hopes, but I know how
hard it must be to do papers in a strange language. I think you are one of the first Indians to appear in the first class in
History and I am sincerely glad that you have achieved this distinction as a Christ Church man; but I am also extremely
happy at the success of a friend. I congratulate you with all my heart and I hope this success is the beginning of a
successful career.
Thomas B. Strong

My tutor Hassall wrote, “In my long career as tutor of history at Christ Church, I have never had a more brilliant
student”, but I took this merely as a formal compliment.
*
I stayed on at Oxford for another year. This was to read anthropology and to do some research in the field of
Indian history. When reading European history, I had often been mortified by my limited knowledge of the history
of my own country. This was the time when the famous historian Vincent Smith was writing his History of India
at Oxford. He invited me to assist him and I was thus able to study certain phases of Indian history under his
guidance. I was also able to pass my examination in anthropology with distinction.
It was at this time that I had the opportunity to meet two outstanding personalities. Of them the first was the
Sinhalese leader, Sir Baron Jayatilake. Jayatilake was the president of the Ceylon Congress and came to London
to present a popular memorandum against certain British excesses in Ceylon. Afterwards, this eminent scholar
decided to stay on in Oxford to do some research in Buddhist philosophy.
Jayatilake was the Gokhale of Ceylon. A man of even temper and high principles, wise and learned, he was a
model person. He was responsible for the renaissance of Buddhism in Ceylon and was the first person to start a
non-Christian College to enable Buddhist children to get their education in a Buddhist atmosphere. He became
Ceylon’s first Prime Minister.
My association with Jayatilake helped to develop my mind and to broaden my interest. Once he advised me to
write a book on the nationalist movement and offered to help. This resulted in my Indian Nationalism, Its
Principles and Its History. Before I went down from Oxford I delivered the MS to Jayatilake and it was he who
arranged for its publication.
Dr. T. M. Nair was a very different type. There never was a manlier Malayali. A leonine face, a long curving
moustache, massive chest, a somewhat portly figure and powerful arms made up his impressive physical
presence. His intellect and powers of expression were equally uncommon. One had only to talk to him for a
couple of minutes to fall under his spell. In the most eminent company, he achieved effortless primacy. I have
never seen an Indian to equal him as a conversationalist.
Although T. M. Nair achieved fame as a skilled physician, his astonishing intellect could master any subject
with equal ease. As leader of the Madras Corporation he was ready to discuss engineering with engineers and law
with lawyers. In civic administration, he had no peer in South India. As an editor and orator, he was matchless.
Above all, he was eminently sociable. He was a connoisseur of food and drink, with unerring taste for wine,
tobacco and good cuisine. A bon vivant, Nair was always open-handed with his money. In spite of this
cosmopolitanism, Dr. Nair never ceased to be a Malayali and I have often heard him quote Nambiar and
Ezhuthachan in conversation. People remember him today as the founder and leader of the non-Brahmin
movement. Although the force of the movement has now waned, T. M. Nair will not be forgotten by Madras.
Nair had come to London to lobby against the Montague-Chelmsford reforms. Although I had no sympathy for
his views, I was eager to meet such an eminent personality. I was introduced to him by Sir Frank Brown, an
assistant editor of The Times. We were close friends for about three or four months and I used to meet Dr. Nair
almost daily in the period just before my return to India. He returned to India a month after I did, but ironically we
were not able to meet in India.
*
In September 1918, I decided to go down from Oxford, after spending four of the most important years of my
life there.
However we look at it, the University remains supreme. The world’s finest youth seek its portals. From
America, Japan, China, Russia, France, in fact from every country in the world, young people gravitate to Oxford.
To live in such company is itself an education. Only Paris University has tolerated an equal freedom of opinion.
All views are aired. Life in college is a kind of gurukula living. Tutors and professors treat pupils like friends,
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while the college authorities are always active to help in molding the character of students and advancing their
careers.
I need hardly say how hard it was to give up all this and leave Oxford. I wrote a poem about my feelings which
appears in the collection Apakva Phalam. It is an inadequate reflection of what I felt. It is certain that my debt to
Oxford will grow rather than diminish with the passage of time. …
160.181 The Morning Walks of May, 1973\fn{by Abhay Charanaravinda Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada (1896-1977)}
Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal State, India (M) 17\fn{ All subdivisions occur within the text. They indicate changes
of topic. Almost no diacritical markings have been reatained from the text in the interest of machine readability. I have used the expression
“unsourced internally” to indicate that while the title of the work in question has been quoted, either the quotation made or the paraphrase
derived from an alleged quotation, is not sourced to chapter and verse within the title. Untranslated material is not reproduced:H }

1: May 3, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh and Brahmananda Svami; on the shore of the
Pacific Ocean near Los Angeles, California.
Almost everyone in the world is under the false impression that life is born from matter. We cannot allow this
nonsensical theory to go unchallenged. Life does not come from matter. Matter is generated from life. This is not
theory; it is fact. Science is based on an incorrect theory; therefore all its calculations and conclusions are wrong,
and people are suffering because of this. When all these mistaken modern scientific theories are corrected, people
will become happy. So we must challenge the scientists and defeat them; otherwise they will mislead the entire
society. Matter changes in six phases: birth, growth, maintenance, production of by-products, dwindling and
death. But the life within matter, the spirit soul, is eternal; it goes through no such changes. Life appears to be
developing and decaying, but actually it is simply passing through each of these six phases until the material body
can no longer be maintained. Then the old body dies, and the soul enters a new body. When our clothing is old
and worn, we change it. Similarly, one day our bodies become old and useless, and we pass on to a new body.
As Krshna says in Bhagavadgita (2:13): “As the embodied soul continually passes, in this body, from boyhood
to youth to old age, the soul similarly passes into another body at death.” And a little later (2.18):\fn{ Untranslated}
This means that only the material body of the indestructible and eternal living entity is subject to destruction. The
material body is perishable, but the life within the body is nitya, eternal.
Everything works on the basis of this living force. This is the Pacific Ocean, and these high waves are being
manipulated by living force. This airplane\fn{ He gestures toward a passing aircraft } is flying, but is it flying undirected?
\fn{Dr. Singh. Someone is directing it.}
Yes. Everything is working under someone’s direction. Why do the rascal scientists deny this? The airplane is a
big machine, but it is flying under the direction of a small spiritual spark, the pilot. Scientists cannot prove that
this big 747 airplane could fly without the small spiritual spark. So, as the small spiritual spark can direct a large
plane, the big spiritual spark directs the whole cosmic manifestation.
*
The Svetasvatara Upanisad says (Cc. Madhya 19.140):\fn{Untranslated)
According to this verse, the measurement of the soul, the proprietor of the body, is one ten-thousandth part of
the tip of a hair. This is very small-atomic. But because of that atomic spiritual energy, my body is working. That
atomic spiritual energy is within the body, and therefore the body works, and the airplane flies. Is it so difficult to
understand?
Suppose a man thinks himself very stout and strong. Why is he stout and strong? It is only because within him
there exists a spiritual spark. As soon as the small spiritual spark is gone, his strength and vigor disappear, and the
vultures come and eat his body. If scientists say that matter is the cause and origin of life, then let us ask them to
bring back to life just one dead man, one great man like Professor Einstein. Let them inject some chemicals so
that just one dead man may come back to life and work again. But this they cannot do. There are so many things
they do not know, but still they are called scientists.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Sometimes when a problem is too dreadfully serious, we
tend to take it lightly.}
Yes. When a monkey confronts a tiger, the monkey closes its eyes, and the tiger immediately attacks. Similarly,
if scientists cannot solve a problem, they may think,
“All right, let it go on.”
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This is actually what they are doing, because our real problem is death. No one wants to die, but scientists
cannot stop death. They speak superficially about death because they cannot give any relief from it. We do not
wish to die, we do not wish to become old, and we do not wish to become diseased. But what help can the
scientists offer? They cannot do anything about it. They have set aside the major problems.
*
In Bengal there is a story called jangal-ki raja, concerning a jackal who became king of the forest. Jackals are
known for their cunning. One day this jackal came into a village and fell into a tub of blue dye. He fled to the
forest, but he had become blue. So all the animals said,
“What is this? What is this? Who is this animal?” Even the lion was surprised:
“We have never seen you before, sir. So who are you?” The jackal replied,
“I have been sent by God.” So they began to worship him as God.
But then one night some other jackals began to cry: “Wa, wa, wa!” And since jackals cannot restrain
themselves from returning the call of their own kind, this blue jackal also began to cry, “Wa, wa, wa!” And thus he
exposed himself before all the other animals as being nothing more than a jackal. Many jackals have been arrested
and have resigned from your government.\fn{Brahmananda Swami. The Watergate affair. It is called the Watergate scandal. }
Practically speaking, at the present moment no honest man can become a government official. This is true
everywhere. Unless one is a rogue, a dishonest person, one cannot maintain his governmental position. Therefore
no noble man goes into the government. But what can you do?\\fn{ Dr. Singh. Politicians are the greatest cheaters.}
Yes, they are scoundrels. One philosopher said that politics is the last resort of scoundrels.
*\fn{Brahmānanda Swami. Do scientists know the cause of cancer? Dr. Singh. They have several theories. }
Suppose you know the cause of cancer. What is the benefit? Even if you could stop cancer, you could not make
a man live forever. That is not possible. Cancer or no cancer, a man has to die. He cannot stop death. Death may
be caused, if not by cancer, simply by an accident. Real scientific research should aim at stopping death. That is
real science, and that is Krishna consciousness. Simply to discover some medicine to cure disease is not a
triumph. The real triumph is to stop all disease. Bhagavadgita (8.16) asserts that the real trouble is birth, death,
old age and disease:
“From the highest planet in the material world down to the lowest, all are places of misery wherein repeated
birth and death take place.”
The solution to the problem of repeated birth and death is Krishna consciousness, which we are practicing and
offering to everyone. The perfect result of this practice is that after the present body becomes useless and dies,
one is no longer forced to accept a material body subject to birth, death, disease and old age. This is real science.
2: May 7, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh, Brahmananda Svami and other students; on the
shore of the Pacific Ocean near Los Angeles, California.
The scientists say that life begins from chemicals. But the real question is,
“Where have the chemicals come from?”
The chemicals come from life, and this means that life has mystic powers. For example, an orange tree
contains many oranges, and each orange contains chemicals—citric acid and others. So where have these
chemicals come from? Obviously they have come from the life within the tree. The scientists are missing the
origin of the chemicals. They have started their investigation from the chemicals, but they cannot identify the
origin of the chemicals. Chemicals come from the supreme life—God. Just as the living body of a man produces
many chemicals, the supreme life (the Supreme Lord) is producing all the chemicals found in the atmosphere, in
the water, in humans, in animals and in the earth. And that is called mystic power. Unless the mystic power of the
Lord is accepted, there is no solution to the problem of the origin of life.\fn { Dr. Singh. The scientists will reply that they
cannot believe in mystic power.}
But they must explain the origin of the chemicals. Anyone can see that an ordinary tree is producing many
chemicals. But how does it produce them? Since the scientists cannot answer this, they must accept that the living
force has mystic power. I cannot even explain how my fingernail is growing out of my finger; it is beyond the
power of my brain. In other words, my fingernail is growing by inconceivable potency, acintya-sakti. So if
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acintya-sakti exists in an ordinary human being, imagine how much acintya-sakti God possesses. The difference
between God and me is that although I have the same potencies as God, I can produce only a small quantity of
chemicals, whereas He can produce enormous quantities. I can produce a little water in the form of perspiration,
but God can produce the seas. Analysis of one drop of seawater gives you the qualitative analysis of the sea,
without any mistake. Similarly, the ordinary living being is part and parcel of God, so by analyzing the living
beings we can begin to understand God. In God there is great mystic potency. God’s mystic potency is working
swiftly, exactly like an electric machine. Some machines operate by electrical energy, and they are so nicely made
that all the work is done simply by pushing a button. Similarly, God said, “Let there be creation,” and there was
creation. Considered in this way, the workings of nature are not very difficult to understand. God has such
wonderful potencies that the creation, on His order alone, immediately takes place.\fn{ Brahmananda Swami. Some
scientists don’t accept God or acintya-sakti.}
That is their rascaldom. God exists, and His acintya-sakti also exists. Where does a bird’s power to fly come
from? Both you and the bird are living entities, but the bird can fly because of its acintya-sakti, and you cannot.
To give another example, semen is produced from blood. A man has mystic power in his body so that because he
is sexually inclined, blood is transformed into semen. How is this done unless there is some mystic power
involved? There are many mystic powers in the living entities. The cow eats grass and produces milk. Everyone
knows this, but can you take some grass and produce milk? Can you? Therefore there is mystic power within the
cow. As soon as the cow eats grass, she can transform it into milk. Men and women are basically the same, but as
a man you cannot eat food and produce milk, although a woman can. These are mystic powers.\fn{ Dr. Singh.
Scientists would say that there are different enzymes or chemicals inside different types of bodies and that these account for the cow's
producing milk.}

Yes, but who produced those enzymes and that arrangement? That was done by mystic power. You cannot
make these enzymes or that arrangement. You cannot produce milk from dry grass in your laboratory. Within your
body, by mystic power, you can transform food into blood and tissue, but in your laboratory, without mystic
power, you cannot even transform grass into milk. Therefore you must accept the existence of mystic power.
*
Yogis are mainly concerned with developing different mystic powers. A yogi can walk on the water without
drowning. The law of gravity does not operate on him. That is a mystic power called laghima. Laghima means
that a person can become lighter than cotton and counteract the law of gravity. The yoga system simply develops
the inconceivable potency already present in the practitioner. These boys are swimming\fn{ Gesturing to surf bathers},
but I cannot swim. Yet that swimming power is potential within me; I simply have to practice it. So, if yogic
power is so potent in the human being, think how much more yogic power God has. Therefore, in the Vedas He is
called Yogeśvara, which means “master of all mystic power.” In the Bhagavadgiata (10.8) Krishna says:
“I am the source of all spiritual and material worlds. Everything emanates from Me.”
Unless we accept this statement from God, there is no conclusive explanation to the origin of material nature.
God cannot be understood without accepting the existence of mystic power, but if you understand God
scientifically, then you will understand everything.\fn{ Dr. Singh. So do you mean to say that science has started from an
intermediate point—not from the original point?}
Yes, that is it exactly. They are ignorant of the origin. The scientists start from one point—but where does that
point come from? That they do not know, in spite of vast research. One has to accept that the original source is
God, who is full of all mystic powers and from whom everything emanates. He Himself says in the Bhagavadgita (10.8)
“I am the source of all spiritual and material worlds. Everything emanates from Me.”
Our conclusions are not based on blind faith; they are most scientific. Matter comes from life. In life—in the
origin—there are unlimited material resources; that is the great mystery of creation. If you drop a needle, it will
fall immediately, but a bird weighing several pounds can float in the air. We must establish the origin of this
floating. If we study nature, we find that every living entity has some mystic power. A man cannot live within the
water for more than a few hours, yet a fish lives there continuously. is that not mystic power?\fn{ Dr. Singh. It is
mystic power for me, but not for the fish.}
Yes. That is because mystic power is not uniformly distributed. But all the mystic powers exist in God, the
origin of everything. I derive some of His mystic power, you derive some, and the birds derive some. But the
storehouse of mystic power is God.
1338

There are eight basic types of mystic powers. Some of them are laghimā (by which one can become lighter
than a feather), mahima (by which one can become bigger than a mountain), prapti (which enables one to capture
anything he likes) and īśitva (by which one can completely subdue and control another being). Another type of
mystic power can be seen in the sun, because from the sunshine innumerable things are inexplicably produced.
Unless the scientists accept the existence of mystic power, they cannot explain these phenomena. They are simply
beating around the bush.\fn{Dr. Singh. A clever scientist may say anything to prove his point, without actually proving it. A real
scientist must reach the ultimate, original cause—the final analysis. }
Yes, unless he finds the ultimate source, he is not actually practicing science.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Does understanding
mysticism mean knowing that every day our bodies are dying?}
Yes.\fn{Dr. Singh. But the average man does not think he is dying.}
That is due to foolishness. Every moment he is dying, but he is thinking,
“I shall live forever.”
Actually, death begins from the very moment of birth. Our analysis of the problem is that since people are
dying, we should stop their death. But the so-called scientists are not only accelerating the process of death, but
also refusing to take constructive advice to correct themselves.
3: May 8, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh and other students; on the shore of the Pacific
Ocean near Los Angeles, California.
Natural phenomena such as the law of gravity or weightlessness are acintya-śakti, inconceivable energies, and
real science means to understand this acintya-sakti. To observe a chain of events only from a certain point in time
is unscientific and gives only incomplete knowledge. We must know where things begin. If we carry our
investigation far enough, we will find that the origin of nature is acintya-sakti. For example, with brain, brush and
color we can paint a flower. But we cannot conceive how vegetation throughout the whole earth is automatically
growing and fructifying. We can explain the painted flower, but we cannot explain the real flower. Scientists
actually cannot explain biological growth. They simply juggle words like molecule and chromosome, but they
cannot actually explain the phenomena.
The essential fault of the so-called scientists is that they have adopted the inductive process to arrive at their
conclusions. For example, if a scientist wants to determine by the inductive process whether or not man is mortal,
he must study every man to try to discover if some or one of them may be immortal. The scientist says,
“I cannot accept the proposition that all men are mortal. There may be some men who are immortal. I have not
yet seen every man. Therefore how can I accept that man is mortal?”
This is called the inductive process. And the deductive process means that your father, your teacher or your
guru says that man is mortal, and you accept it.\fn{ Dr. Singh. So there is an ascending process of gaining knowledge and a
descending process?}
Yes. The ascending process will never be successful, because it relies on the information gathered through the
senses, and the senses are imperfect. So we accept the descending process.
God cannot be known by the inductive process. Therefore He is called adhoksaja, which means “unknowable
by direct perception.” The scientists say there is no God because they are trying to understand Him by direct
perception. But He is adhoksaja! Therefore, the scientists are ignorant of God because they are missing the
method of knowing Him. In order to understand transcendental science, one must approach a bona fide spiritual
master, hear from him submissively and render service to him. Lord Krishna explains that in the Bhagavadgita
(4.34)\fn{Untranslated}
My Guru Maharaja once said,
“The modern world is a society of the cheaters and the cheated.”
Unfortunately, the cheated are eulogizing the cheaters, and the small cheaters are worshiping the great
cheaters. Suppose a flock of asses comes and eulogizes me, saying,
“Oh, you are Jagad-guru.”\fn{Guru of the world:W}
What is the value of their praise? But if a gentleman or learned man gives praise, his words have some value.
Generally, however, the persons who are praising and those who are being praised are both ignorant. As the Vedas
put it,
“A big animal is being praised by a small animal.”\fn{ Unsourced internally}
*
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The law is cheating, medical science is cheating, and the government is cheating. Top government officials are
charged with taking bribes. If the governor takes bribes and the constable takes bribes, then where is the good
society? People elect the leader who promises them happiness. But since that happiness is maya\fn{Or illusion}, he
can never deliver it, and society simply becomes filled with cheaters. Since people are actually after this illusory
happiness, however, they continue to elect such unscrupulous leaders time and time again.
The position of a Vaisnava is to take compassion on all these ignorant people. The great Vaisnava Prahlada
Maharaja once prayed to the Lord,
“My Lord, as far as I am concerned, I have no problems. My consciousness is always absorbed in Your very
powerful transcendental activities, and therefore I have understood things clearly. But I am deeply concerned for
these rascals who are engaged in activities for illusory happiness.”\fn{ Unsourced internally}
A Vaisnava thinks only about how people can become happy. He knows that they are vainly searching after
something that will never come to be. For fifty or sixty years people search after illusory happiness, but then they
must die without completing the work and without knowing what will happen after death. Actually, their position
is like that of an animal, because an animal also does not know what happens to him after death. The animal does
not know the value of life, nor why he has come here. By the influence of maya, he simply eats, sleeps, mates,
defends and dies. That's all. Throughout their lives the ignorant animals—and the animalistic men—greatly
endeavor to do these five things only: eat, sleep, mate, defend and die. Therefore the business of a Vaisnava is to
instruct people that God exists, that we are His servants, and that we can enjoy an eternally blissful life serving
Him and developing our love for Him.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. But doesn’t the living entity need matter as long as he is in material nature? }
No, the living entity is purely spiritual; therefore, he doesn't require matter. Because his thinking is diseased,
however, he believes he does. The conditioned living entity is like a drunkard who doesn't require drinking, but
who nevertheless thinks,
“Without drinking, I shall die.” This is called maya, or illusion. is it true that if a drunkard doesn't get his drink,
he will die?\fn{Dr. Singh. No, but if a man doesn’t eat, he will die.}
That’s also not a fact. Last night we were discussing Raghunatha dasa Gosvami. In his later life, he almost
completely abstained from eating and sleeping. He would drink only a little buttermilk every three or four days,
and he worked twenty—two hours a day, sleeping two or three. And some days he did not sleep at all. So you may
ask,
“How could he survive?”
Actually, he lived for one hundred years. Eating, sleeping, mating and defending were not problems for
Raghunatha dasa Gosvami, but still he lived. Because he was a pure devotee of Krishna, he was fully aware that
the soul is eternal and independent, although it has been put into this bodily cage, which it actually does not
require. Suppose a bird is encaged. Is he living simply because he is in the cage? Without the cage he is free.
People are thinking that by being encaged within the body they are happy. That is nonsense. Actually, our
encagement within this body makes us fearful. But as soon as we purify our existence—we do not even have to
come out of our bodies—we will immediately be abhaya, fearless. Lord Krishna says (18.54),
“One who is thus transcendentally situated at once realizes the Supreme Brahman and becomes fully joyful.
He never laments nor desires to have anything; he is equally disposed to every living entity. In that state he attains
pure devotional service unto Me.”
We can immediately awaken to our original, spiritual existence, in which there is no more fear, no more
lamentation, and no more material desire.\fn{ Dr. Singh. But the scientist would still want some more explanations as to how the
living entity can be independent of matter. }
As long as you are conditioned, you are dependent on matter. For example, a man from Africa is conditioned
because he cannot tolerate this cold weather. Therefore he feels discomfort. But there are many people here\fn{ He
gestures toward children playing on the beach } who are not affected by the cold. The ability to tolerate is simply a
question of conditioning.
When you are conditioned, you think in terms of dualities like hot and cold, pain and pleasure. But when you
are liberated, you have no such conditioned thoughts. Spiritual life means to become unconditioned—to come to
the brahma-bhuta stage (SB 4.30.20). That is the perfection of life. Being conditioned means that although the
living entity is eternal, due to his conditioning he thinks that he is born, he is dying, he is diseased and he is old.
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But an unconditioned person is not even old. Krishna is described in the Brahma-samhiata as (Bs 5.33)\fn
{Untranslated} This means that He is the oldest person, the first person, but that He has no old age. He always
appears just like a young man of twenty because He is fully spiritual.
4: May 11, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh and other students; on the shore of the Pacific
Ocean near Los Angeles, California.\fn{Dr. Singh. Śrīla Prabhupāda, I came across a statement in the Bhagavad-gītā to the effect
that all 8,400,000 species of living entities are created simultaneously. Is that correct? }
Yes.\fn{Dr. Singh. Does that mean that there are some living entities who come directly to the human species without undergoing the
evolutionary process?}
Yes. Living beings move from one bodily form to another. The forms already exist. The living entity simply
transfers himself, just as a man transfers himself from one apartment to another. One apartment is first class,
another is second class and another is third class. Suppose a person comes from a lower-class apartment to a firstclass apartment. The person is the same, but now, according to his capacity for payment, or karma. Karma means
“activity,” and the law of karma refers to the process in which higher authorities award us favorable or
unfavorable reactions according to our pious or impious activities, respectively. As the Bible says,
“As ye sow, so shall ye reap.”\fn{ This is a proverb; it is based upon the Biblical injunction at Galatians 6:7: “ Be not deceived;
God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.” But it is not itself as such in the Bible.:W/H } Thus, our
present condition-whether we are wealthy, wise or beautiful, or whether we have an American, an Indian or a
Japanese body-completely depends on the activities we performed in our previous life or lives.
Ultimately, all karma, whether good or bad, is unfavorable, for it binds us to the material world. Devotional
service in Khrishna consciousness, however, is akarmic. In other words, it produces no reaction at all. Hence,
when Arjuna killed his opponents on the Battlefield of Kuruksetra, he suffered no reaction, for he was simply
carrying out the will of Lord Krishna. He is able to occupy a higher-class apartment. Real evolution does not
mean physical development, but development of consciousness. Do you follow?\fn{ Dr. Singh. I think so. Do you mean
that if one falls to one of the lower stages of life, he must evolve step by step up to the higher stages? }
Yes. As you get more money you can move to a better apartment. The apartment already exists, however. It is
not that the lower-class apartment becomes the higher-class apartment. That is Darwin’s nonsensical theory. He
would say that the apartment has become high class. Modern scientists think that life has come from matter. They
say that millions and millions of years ago there was simply matter, but no life. We do not accept that. Of the two
energies—life and matter—life, or spirit, is the original, superior energy, and matter is the resultant inferior
energy.\fn{Dr. Singh. Do they exist simultaneously?}
Yes, but spirit is independent, and matter is dependent. For example, I can live even without my hands or legs.
If they were amputated, I could survive. Therefore I am not dependent on my hands and legs; my hands and legs
are dependent on me, the spirit soul within my body.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. But do life and matter come simultaneously?}
No. They do not “come” at all. They already exist. The “coming” idea is in our minds because we are living in
this limited world, where we see that there is a beginning to everything. Therefore we think in terms of things
“coming”. But actually matter and spirit already exist. When I am born, I think my birth is the beginning of the
world. But the world already exists. Another example is a fire. When you light a fire, do the light and heat begin
later on? No. Whenever a fire is ignited, immediately there is light and heat. But suppose I think,
“Now there is a fire, but I have to wait for the light and heat to come later on.”
Isn’t that foolishness?\fn{Dr. Singh. But fire is the source of the heat and light.}
Yes, but still the heat and light exist simultaneously with the fire. Similarly, the eternal living entities have
many different eternal desires. And all the varieties of species also exist eternally to fit these various eternal
desires.\fn{Dr. Singh. And the living entities are made to live in different bodies according to these desires? }
Yes. For example, the government constructs a prison house because it knows there will be criminals. So when
a criminal is tried and convicted, the prison already exists, even before the judgment period. Similarly, God is
described as sarva-jña, He who knows everything. Thus He knows that some living entities will become criminal
and rebel against His service. Furthermore, He knows the various desires the living entities in the material world
acquire according to the three modes of material nature. Therefore He creates all the species of life from the very
beginning to accommodate all the conditioned souls.
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The three modes of material nature are sattva-guna\fn{Goodness}, rajo-guna\fn{Passion} and tamo-guna\fn
{Ignorance}. With these three qualities, all the different objects of the material world are made, just as one might
mix the three primary colors (blue, red and yellow) to make millions of hues. The great expertise required to
handle this arrangement exists in nature. According to the Bhagavadgita (3.27):
“All activities are performed by the modes of material nature.”
And these modes are manifested in the different types of species, which include plants, trees, aquatics, human
beings, demigods, cats, dogs and many others, totaling 8,400,000.
The Supreme Lord expands Himself as the Paramatma, or Supersoul, in everyone’s heart. Although dwelling in
the material body, this Supersoul is not material, even though He is the original source of the material body.
Because heat and light are the energies of the sun, the sun never feels “too hot”. Similarly, for the Paramatma
there is no distinction between spiritual and material because both the material and the spiritual energies emanate
from Him. Sometimes we see that clouds cover the sun; but that is actually our imperfection. We on this planet
experience both sunshine and cloudiness, but on the sun, even though it can create clouds, only sunshine is
experienced. Similarly, the division of matter and spirit is our experience, not God’s. Whether He comes in a socalled material body or in a spiritual body, He is always spiritual. For Him matter and spirit are the same because
He is the energetic. He can turn matter into spirit, and spirit into matter.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. The chemists and the scientists think that certain elements enable the spirit soul to remain in the material world. These
elements, they say, are carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen and oxygen—the main elements that combine to form living units. I think the Vedas
teach that in order for a living creature to develop, spirit must first enter within these preexisting chemical elements. Is that correct? }

Yes. For example, the earth contains everything necessary for a plant to grow, but you must first put a seed in
the earth. Similarly, a mother has within her womb all the necessary ingredients for creating another body, but the
father must first inject the semen, or seed, into the womb; then the child will develop. A dog forms a dog's body,
and a human forms a human body. Why? Because all the required ingredients are there, respectively.
We find a certain quantity of chemicals in my body, a smaller quantity in an ant's body, and a greater quantity
in an elephant's body. So, if I can create so many more chemicals than an ant, and an elephant can create so many
more chemicals than I can, then just think how many more chemicals God can create! This is the basis on which
scientists should consider how hydrogen and oxygen combine to form water. Otherwise, they cannot identify the
source of the vast quantities of hydrogen and oxygen required to make the oceans. But we can. This hydrogen and
oxygen exist in the virat-rupa, the universal body of the Lord. Why do the scientists fail to understand this plain
truth? Hydrogen and oxygen combine to form the water in the seas. We both accept this fact. But the scientists are
surprised to hear that the origin of this huge quantity of hydrogen and oxygen is actually acintya-sakti, or the
inconceivable mystic power of the Lord.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. I have noticed a disagreement within the scientific community over the definition of living and nonliving. Some say that if
a being can reproduce, it is alive. Therefore, they claim to have created life because certain large DNA molecules produced in the
laboratory can replicate themselves; that is, they can reproduce other chains of molecules by their own power. Some scientists say these
DNA molecules are living, and others say they are not. }

Because somebody is saying one thing and somebody is saying another, their knowledge must be imperfect.\fn
{Dr. Singh. Can we define living as “containing consciousness” and nonliving as “without consciousness”?}
Yes, that is the difference. As Krishna says in the Bhagavadgita (2.17):
“That which is spread all over the body is indestructible.”
Anyone can understand what is spread all over a living body; it is consciousness. According to our
consciousness at the time of death, we are awarded a particular bodily shape. If you have a dog’s consciousness,
you will get a dog’s body, and if you have a godly consciousness, you get a demigod’s body. Krishna gives
everyone the freedom to take whatever body he wants: “Those who worship the demigods will take birth among
the demigods; those who worship ghosts and spirits will take birth among such beings; those who worship
ancestors go to the ancestors; and those who worship Me will live with Me.”\fn{ Bagavadgita (9.25)}
*\fn{Dr. Singh. If a human being doesn't attain liberation, does he have to pass through all 8,400,000 species of life before again coming
to the human form?}
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No, only in the lower forms of life does the living entity progress step by step, according to the laws of nature.
In the human form of life, he is endowed with developed consciousness—he has discretion. Therefore if he is
advanced in consciousness, he is not going to get the body of a dog or cat; he will get another human body.\fn
{This is followed by an untranslated quotation sourced as Bagavadgita (6:41) discussed in the following paragraph}
The word yoga-bhrastah refers to someone practicing yoga who somehow or other could not fully succeed.
There’s no question of evolution here; he is again awarded a human body. He does not get a cat’s body or a dog’s
body. As with the apartments we were discussing, if you can pay more, you get a nicer apartment. You do not
have to come to the lower-class apartment first.\fn{ Dr. Singh. What you have been saying completely contradicts Darwin's
theory of evolution.}
Darwin is a rascal. What is his theory? We kick out Darwin’s philosophy. The more we kick out Darwin’s
philosophy, the more we advance in spiritual consciousness.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Many scientists doubt Darwin’s theories. But
Darwin’s supporters say that life started from matter and evolved from unicellular organisms to multicellular organisms. They believe that
higher species like animals and men did not exist at the beginning of creation. }

Darwin and his followers are rascals. If originally there were no higher species, why do they exist now? Also,
why do the lower species still exist? For example, at the present moment we see both the intellectual person and
the foolish ass. Why do both these entities exist simultaneously? Why hasn’t the ass form evolved upward and
disappeared? Why do we never see a monkey giving birth to a human? The Darwinists’ theory that human life
began in such and such an era is nonsense. Bhagavadgita says\fn{Unsourced internally} that you can directly
transmigrate to any species of life you like, according to your efforts. Sometimes I travel to America, sometimes
to Australia and sometimes to Africa. The countries already exist. I am simply traveling through them. It is not
that because I have come to America, I have created or become America. And there are many countries I have not
yet seen. Does that mean they do not exist? The scientists who support Darwin are nonsensical.
Bhagavadgita clearly says\fn{Unsourced internally} that all the species exist simultaneously, and that you can go
to whichever species you like. You can even go up to the kingdom of God, if you so desire. All this is declared in
Bhagavadgita by Lord Krishna.
5: May 13, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh, Karandhara dasa adhikari and other students;
in Cheviot Hills Park, Los Angeles, California.
The so-called scientists are putting their faith in a fraudulent theory. Krishna says (Bhagavadgita 10.8), “I am
the origin of everything.” Krishna is life; Krishna is not a dead stone.\fn{ Dr. Singh. So matter is caused by life?}
Yes, and matter grows upon life; my body grows upon me, the spirit soul. For example, I have put on this
overcoat, which is made according to the size of my body. But I would be foolish if I thought,
“I am this overcoat.”\fn{Student. Swami Prabhupada, mineralogists have proven that mountains are growing by sedimentary
activity. Is this growth due to the presence of the spirit soul? }
Yes. Srimad-Bhagavatam\fn{Unsourced internally} describes mountains as the bones of God, and the grass as the
hair on His body. So, in this sense, God has the biggest body.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Swami Prabhupada, what is the difference
between the transmigration of souls in animal bodies and the transmigration of human souls? }
Animals transmigrate in only one direction—upward—but human beings can transmigrate to either a higher or
a lower form of life. The body is awarded according to the living entity's desire. The lower animals have one kind
of desire, but the human being has thousands and millions of desires—animal desires as well as human desires.
By nature's law, the lower species are coming up from animal forms to the higher, human forms. But once you
come to the human form, if you don’t cultivate Krishna consciousness you may return to the body of a cat or dog.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. The scientists have no information that there is evolution up or down from the human platform.}
Therefore I say they are rascals. They have no knowledge, yet they still claim to be scientists. Real science is
in the Bhagavadgita, where Krishna says (9.25):\fn{ Untaranslated} This means that whatever one worships in this
life will determine the type of body he gets in his next life. But if one worships Krishna, he ends the process of
transmigration entirely.
“When one goes to that supreme abode of Mine, he never returns [to this material world of birth and death].”
(Bagavadgita 8.21)\fn{Dr. Singh. They do not speak of the living entity; they speak only of bodies. Student. Their conception is
something akin to Buddhism. The Buddhists say that the body is like a house. Just as a house is put together with wood, the body is put
together with chemicals. And when the body dies, it is just like a house that falls apart. Just as the house becomes simply pieces of wood
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and then there is no more house, so the body becomes simply chemicals, and there is no more body and no more life. }

That state is called nirvana. And then, with the ingredients, you can build another house or another body. That
is Buddhism. The Buddhists do not have any information regarding the soul.
*\fn{Student. Some scientists argue that there are several souls within each body. They use the earthworm as an example. If you cut it in
half, both parts will live. They say this proves that two souls occupied the original worm’s body. }
No. It is simply that a new soul has come to occupy the other half of the worm’s body.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Must the spirit
soul necessarily have a body—either spiritual or material? }

The soul already has a spiritual body, which the material body covers. My material body grows upon me—my
spiritual body—but my material body is unnatural. The real body is spiritual. I am accepting various bodies that
are unnatural to my constitution. My real, constitutional position is to be the servant of Krishna. As long as I do
not come to that position, I remain a servant of matter and get many material bodies according to the laws of
material energy. i get one body and then give it up. I desire something else and again get another body. This
process is going on under the strict laws of material nature. People think they completely control their destinies,
but they are always under nature’s law of karma:
“The bewildered spirit soul, under the influence of the three modes of material nature, thinks himself to be the
doer of activities that are in actuality carried out by nature.” (Bagavadgita 3:27) The source of this bewilderment
is that the living entity thinks,
“I am this body.”\fn{There then follows an untranslated but sourced quotation as Bagavadgita 1861, which is discussed in the
following paragraph:}
In this verse the word yantra, or "machine," means that in any species of life, we are traveling in bodies that
are like machines provided by material nature. Sometimes we are moving to higher species, sometimes to lower
species. But if, by the mercy of the spiritual master and Kṛṣṇa, one gets the seed of devotional service and
cultivates it, he can become free from the cycle of birth and death. Then his life is successful. Otherwise, he has to
travel up and down the different species of life, becoming sometimes a blade of grass, sometimes a lion, and so
forth.
*\fn{Student. So it is our desire to enjoy that causes us to take on these material bodies, and our desire to achieve Krishna that brings us to
our natural position?}
Yes.\fn{Dr. Singh. But there seems to be a constant struggle with our lower nature. We are constantly fighting our desires for sense
gratification, even though we want to serve Krishna. Does this continue? Student. The body is almost like a dictator from within. }
Yes. That means you are strongly under the control of material energy, or maya.\fn{Dr. Singh. Even though we also
desire to serve Krishna?}
Yes. A thief may know that if he steals he will be arrested and put into jail—he may have even seen others
being arrested—yet he still steals. Even though he is aware that he is under the authority of the state, he still acts
according to his desires. This is called tamas, or ignorance. Therefore, knowledge is the beginning of spiritual life.
In Bhagavadgita Krishna gives Arjuna knowledge. He teaches,
“You are not this body.”\fn{Unsourced internally} This is the beginning of knowledge. But where is the university
that teaches this knowledge? Dr. Singh, can you tell me where that university is that teaches this knowledge?\fn
{Dr. Singh. There is none.}
That is the position of education: there is no knowledge. They simply advertise ignorance as knowledge.\fn{ Dr.
Singh. But if the scientists knew that they were not their bodies, their whole outlook would change. }
Yes, we want that.\fn{Student. But they don’t want to admit their failure.}
Then that is further foolishness. If you are a fool and you pose yourself as intelligent, that is further
foolishness. Then you cannot make progress. And if you remain in ignorance and advertise yourself as a man of
knowledge, you are a great cheater. You are cheating yourself and cheating others.
People are so mad after the material advancement of civilization that they have become exactly like cats and
dogs. For instance, they have set up an immigration department, and as soon as you enter a country these dogs go
“Woof, woof, woof! Why have you come? What is your business?”
This is a watchdog’s activity. A first-class gentleman is being searched for a revolver. People cannot be trusted,
and now there are so many educated rogues and thieves. So what is the meaning of advancement? Can we say that
education means advancement? Is this civilization?
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*\fn{Student. Some people say that one reason for the Vietnam war was that the Communists were atheists. It was a dispute between the
theists and the atheists. At least that is one excuse given for the war. }
We are also prepared to kill the atheists. But that killing is by preaching. If I kill your ignorance, it can also be
called killing. Killing doesn’t necessarily mean that everyone has to take the sword.\fn{ Dr. Singh. A new method of
warfare?}
No, fighting ignorance with arguments and knowledge has always existed. The bodily conception of life is
animal life. The animal does not know about matter and spirit. And one who is under the bodily conception of life
is no better than an animal. When an animal “talks,” the intelligent man laughs. Such “talk” is nonsense. The
animal is not talking knowledge.\fn{Student. At least the animals live by certain codes. They do not kill unnecessarily, and they
only eat when necessary, whereas humans kill unnecessarily and eat unnecessarily. So in one sense humans are lower than animals. }
Therefore we must suffer more than animals. Krishna consciousness is not a bogus, sentimental religious
movement. It is a scientific movement designed to alleviate human suffering.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Scientists and other people
say that everything in the universe is happening by chance. }
So, are they also writing books on the subject by chance?\fn{ Karandhara. The books are also written by chance, they
say.}
So, what is their credit? By chance, anything can be written.\fn{ Dr. Singh. The French scientist Dr. J. Monod\fn{Jacques
Lucien Monod, 1910-1976} got the Nobel Prize in 1965. He says that everything started by chance—that by chance certain chemicals
combined and formed the basic molecules.}
But where did the chemicals come from?\fn{ Dr. Singh. According to him, they were created simply by chance, and when the
necessity arose, molecules of the chemicals reoriented themselves. }

If everything was happening by chance, how can there be necessity? How can he speak of chance and
necessity in the same breath? It is nonsense. If everything is directed by chance, why do people send their children
to school? Why not let them grow up by chance? Suppose I break a law. If I say, “Well, it just happened by
chance,” will I be excused?\fn{Dr. Singh. So, is crime caused by ignorance?}
Yes. That is the cause: my ignorance.\fn{ Student. It would certainly be stupid to say that a beautiful instrument like a violin
was made by chance.}
Yes. It is most regrettable that such a rascal can get recognition. He is talking foolishness and getting
recognition.
6: May 14, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh and other students; in Cheviot Hills Park, Los
Angeles, California.
The scientists’ mistake is that they are ignorant of the two energies—material and spiritual. They say that
everything is material and that everything emanates from matter. The defect in their theories is that they begin
from matter instead of spirit. Since matter comes from spirit, in a sense everything is spiritual. Spiritual energy is
the source and can exist without the material energy. But the material energy has no existence without the spiritual
energy. It is correct to say that darkness begins from light, not that light begins from darkness. Scientists think that
consciousness comes from matter. Actually, consciousness always exists, but when it is covered or degraded by
ignorance, it is a form of unconsciousness. So “material” means forgetfulness of Krishna, and “spiritual” means
full consciousness of Krishna. Is this clear?
Try to understand: darkness comes from light. When no light is visible, then we are in darkness. Clouds are not
to be found in the sun; that would be against the nature of the sun. But by the energy of the sun other things are
temporarily created, such as mist, clouds or darkness. These creations are temporary, but the sun remains.
Similarly, material nature is temporary, but spiritual nature is permanent. Krishna consciousness means getting out
of this temporary nature and attaining a permanent, spiritual nature. No one actually wants this temporary nature;
no one likes this cloudy atmosphere.\fn{Dr. Singh. is this cloudy consciousness created from spiritual energy? }
Yes.\fn{Dr. Singh. And matter is also created from the superior energy?}
Krishna says,
“I am the source of all spiritual and material worlds. Everything emanates from Me.” (Bagavadgita 8.10)
Krishna is the creator of everything, bad or good. Actually, “bad and good” is a material creation. Krishna’s
creation is good; God is good. What you think is bad is good for God. Therefore, we cannot understand Krishna.
He is doing something that in our consideration may be bad, but for Him there is no such thing as good or bad.
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For example, Krishna married sixteen thousand wives. Some people may criticize,
“Ah, He is so mad after women.”
But they do not see the whole picture. Krishna’s power is so great that He expanded Himself into sixteen
thousand different husbands.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. You said this mist of material nature is temporary. But why should we bother to disentangle ourselves from something
transitory?}
Why do you put coverings on your body? You may walk naked. The weather will clear in a few hours. Why do
you cover yourself?\fn{Dr. Singh. The danger is now.}
Whenever it may be, why do you take this step of covering your body?\fn{ Dr. Singh. To avoid discomfort.}
Yes. Otherwise you would be uncomfortable. Not to bother to dress is the Mayavada theory:
“Everything will come automatically, so why bother? Everything is one.”
That is a nonsensical theory. The Mayavada philosophy is that God is one and that every thing and every living
being is equal to God.
We have no quarrel with the chemists if they begin from life, but unfortunately they say that everything begins
from darkness—dead matter. That is what we object to. We say, “Begin from life,” and they say, “No, begin from
matter—darkness.”
The reason they are in darkness is simple: if one goes from darkness to light, he thinks that darkness is the
beginning. Suppose you have been in darkness all your life, and now you suddenly come into the light. You will
think,
“Oh, light has come from darkness.”
Actually, darkness occurs when light becomes dim. Darkness does not produce light.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Then darkness is
dependent on light?}
Yes. Or in other words, in the light there is no darkness. When the light is dim—then we experience darkness.
Similarly, when our spiritual consciousness, or Krishna consciousness, is dim, our consciousness is material. In
the morning we awaken, and at the end of the day we become tired and go to sleep. When life is somehow or
other interrupted, we sleep. We sleep at night, and when we get up in the morning we understand that our
wakefulness, or “life,” has not come into existence from the sleepy condition. I was alive even while I slept, and
on awakening I am still alive. This should be clearly understood. A baby comes from the womb of his mother. He
thinks that his life has begun from the day he comes out of the womb. But that is not a fact. Actually, he is eternal.
He constructed his material body within the womb of his mother while he was unconscious, and as soon as his
bodily features were sufficiently developed, he came out of the womb and again to consciousness.\fn{ Dr. Singh. And
he again falls asleep at death.}
Yes. That is described in Bhagavadgita (8.19)
“Again and again the day comes, and this host of beings is active, and again night falls, O Partha, and they are
helplessly dissolved.”
*
Do you see this flower? It has come back to consciousness, and soon it will dry up and die. This is material
life. But spiritual life means to flower only—no dissolution. That is the difference between matter and spirit. I
have achieved this body according to my consciousness in my last life. And I will receive my next body according
to my consciousness in this life. This is also confirmed in the Bhagavadgita (8.6):
“Whatever state of being one remembers when he quits his body, that state he will attain without fail.”\fn{ Dr.
Singh. Swami Prabhupada, if our next body is always achieved by our consciousness in this life, how is it that I cannot remember my
previous life?}
Do you remember everything you did last year, or even yesterday?\fn{ Dr. Singh. No, I don't.}
That is your nature: you forget.\fn{Dr. Singh. Some things.}
And somebody forgets more than others. But we all forget.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Is that a principle of material nature?}

Yes. It is something like stealing. Somebody is a pickpocket and somebody is a bank robber, but both of them
are stealing.\fn{Dr. Singh. When we dream, are we being carried away by the subtle elements? }
You are being carried away by nature. Krishna says in Bhagavadgita (3.27):
“The bewildered spirit soul, under the influence of the three modes of material nature, thinks himself to be the
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doer of activities that are in actuality carried out by nature.”
We forget our real identity because we are under the grip of material nature. The first lesson in spiritual life is
that we are not these bodies, but eternal spirit souls. Once you were a child. Now you are a grown man. Where is
your childhood body? That body does not exist, but you still exist because you are eternal. The circumstantial
body has changed, but you have not changed. This is the proof of eternality. You remember that you did certain
things yesterday and certain things today, but you forget other things.
Your body of yesterday is not today's body. Do you admit it or not? You cannot say that today is the thirteenth
of May, 1973. You cannot say that today is yesterday. The thirteenth was yesterday. The day has changed. But you
remember yesterday; and that remembrance is evidence of your eternality. The body has changed, but you
remember it; therefore you are eternal, although the body is temporary. This proof is very simple. Even a child can
understand it. Is it difficult to understand?
*\fn{Dr. Singh. People want more proof.}
What more is required? The eternality of the soul is a simple fact. I am an eternal soul. My body is changing,
but I am not changing. For example, I am now an old man. Sometimes I think,
“Oh, I used to jump and play, but now I cannot jump because my body has changed.”
I want to jump, but I cannot do it. That jumping propensity is eternal, but because of my old body I cannot do
it.\fn{Dr. Singh. Opponents will say that according to their observation, the nature of consciousness is that it lasts for only one body. }
That is foolishness. In Bhagavadgita (2.13) Krishna explains:
“As the embodied soul continually passes, in this body, from boyhood to youth to old age, the soul similarly
passes into another body at death. The self-realized soul is not bewildered by such a change.”
Just as this body is always changing (as I can see in my daily experience), there is a similar change at the time
of death.\fn{Dr. Singh. But according to the scientists, we cannot actually observe this last change.}
Their eyes are so imperfect that they cannot observe many, many things. Their ignorance does not make the
Bhagavadgita unscientific. Why don’t the scientists admit the imperfection of their senses? They must first admit
the imperfection of their senses. Their seeing power does not determine what is and what is not science. Dogs
cannot understand the laws of nature. Does that mean the laws of nature don’t exist?\fn{ Dr. Singh. Well, the scientists
admit that argument, but they say the way to become perfect is through objective information and experience. }
No. That is not the way to become perfect. No one can become perfect through imperfect thinking, and our
thinking must be imperfect because our senses and minds are imperfect.\fn{ Swami Prabhupada, another question can be
raised. Is it not possible that the soul may accept three, four or five bodies and then die? }
You are accepting millions of bodies. I say that your body of yesterday is not your body of today. So, if you
live for one hundred years, how many times have you changed bodies? Just calculate.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Thirteen.}
Why thirteen?\fn{Dr. Singh. Medical science says that all the bodily cells are replaced every seven years. }
No, not every seven years—every second. Every second, the blood corpuscles are changing. Is it not so?\fn{ Dr.
Singh. Yes.}
And as soon as the blood corpuscles change, you change your body.\fn{ Dr. Singh. In scientific terminology, can the
eternality of the soul be compared to conservation of energy? }
There is no question of the conservation of energy, because energy is always existing.\fn{ Dr. Singh. But according
to scientific terminology, the law of conservation of energy is that energy cannot be created or destroyed, which means, I think, that it is
eternal.}
Oh, yes, that we admit. Krishna is eternal; therefore all His energies are eternal.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Is that why the living
entity is also eternal?}
Yes. If the sun is eternal, its energies—heat and light—are also eternal.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Does it follow from this, then,
that life cannot be created or destroyed?}

Yes. Life is eternal. It is not created or destroyed. It is only temporarily covered. I am eternal, but last night I
was covered by sleep, so I think in terms of yesterday and today. This is the condition of the material world.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. Is material consciousness the absence of Krishna consciousness?}
Yes.\fn{Dr. Singh. And when there is Krishna consciousness, where is material nature? }
If you continue in Krishna consciousness, you will see that nothing is material. When you offer a flower to
Krishna, it is not material. Krishna will not accept anything material. And this does not mean that the flower is
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material on the bush, and then it becomes spiritual when you offer it to Krishna. No. The flower is “material” only
as long as you think that it is made for your enjoyment. But as soon as you see that it is for Krishna’s enjoyment,
you see it as it really is—spiritual.\fn{Dr. Singh. So the entire world is actually spiritual?}
Yes. Therefore, we want to engage everything in Krishna’s service; that is the spiritual world.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Can
we also appreciate Krishna’s creation in that light? For example, can we think, “This tree is very beautiful because it is Krishna’s
property”?}
Yes. That is Krishna consciousness.\fn{ Dr. Singh. If someone looks at the Deity of Krishna in the temple and thinks that it is
only stone or wood, what does that mean?}

He is ignorant of the facts. How can the Deity be material? Stone is also Krishna’s energy. Just as electric
energy is everywhere but only the electricians know how to utilize it, so Krishna is everywhere—even in stone—
but only His devotees know how to utilize stone to appreciate Krishna. The devotees know that stone cannot exist
outside of Krishna. Therefore, when the devotees see the Deity, they say,
“Here is Krishna.”
They see the real oneness of Krishna and His energy.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. Is it true that Krishna conscious persons perceive Krishna in a plain stone as much as in the Deity carved from stone? }
Yes.\fn{Dr. Singh. Just as much?}
Yes. Why not? In the Bhagavadgita (9.4) Krishna says:\fn{Untranslated} This means that Krishna’s energy—that
is, Krishna in His partially manifested form—pervades every atom of the universe. But His fully manifested
personal form is present in the Deity shaped according to His directions. This is the philosophy of acintyabhedabheda-tattva, the simultaneous oneness and difference of God and His energies. For example, when the
sunshine is in your room, that does not mean the sun itself is in your room. The sun and its separated energies,
like heat and light, are one in quality, but different in quantity.\fn{ Dr. Singh. But still, you say that one can see Krishna in
ordinary stone?}
Yes, why not? We see the stone as Krishna’s energy.\fn{ Dr. Singh. But can we worship Him within the stone?}
We can worship Him through His energy in the stone. But we cannot worship the stone as Krishna. We cannot
worship this bench as Krishna. But we can worship everything because we see everything as Krishna’s energy.
This tree is worshipable because both Krishna and His energy are worshipable, but this does not mean we worship
the tree in the same way as we worship the Deity of Krishna in the temple.
In my childhood I was taught by my parents never to waste Krishna’s energy. They taught me that if even a
small grain of rice was stuck between the floorboards, I should pick it up, touch it to my forehead and eat it to
save it from being wasted. I was taught how to see everything in relation to Krishna. That is Krishna
consciousness. We therefore do not like to see anything wasted or misused. We are teaching our disciples how to
use everything for Krishna and how to understand that everything is Krishna. As Krishna says in the
Bhagavadgita (6.30)
“For one who sees Me everywhere and sees everything in Me, I am never lost, nor is he ever lost to Me.”
7: May 15, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh and other students; in Cheviot Hills Park, Los
Angeles, California.\fn{Dr. Singh. Scientists find it very hard to see the spirit soul. They say its existence is very doubtful. }
How can they see it? It is too small to see. Who has that seeing power?\fn{ Dr. Singh. Still, they want to sense it by
some means.}

If you inject someone with just one hundredth of a grain of very venomous poison, he dies immediately. No
one can see the poison or how it acts, but it is acting nevertheless. So why don’t the scientists see the soul by its
action? In such cases we have to see by the effect. The Vedas say that because of the minute particle called the
soul, the whole body is working nicely.
If I pinch myself, I immediately feel it because I am conscious throughout the whole of my skin. But as soon
as the soul is out of my body, which is the case when my body dies, you can take the same skin and cut and chop
it, and nobody will protest. Why is this simple thing so hard to understand? Is this not detecting spirit?\fn{ Dr. Singh.
We may detect the soul in this way, but what about God?}
First of all let us understand the soul. The soul is a sample God. If you can understand the sample, then you can
understand the whole.
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*\fn{Dr. Singh. Scientists are in the process of trying to create life. }
“Process of”! “Trying to”! That we kick out; that we do not accept. A beggar is saying,
“I am trying to be a millionaire.” We say,
“When you become a millionaire, then talk. Now you are a poor beggar; that is all.” The scientists say they are
trying, but suppose I ask you,
“What are you?” Will you say,
“I am trying to be...”?
What are you now? That is the question. “We are trying” is not a proper answer, when speaking\fn{ The text has:
what to speak} of a scientific proposition.\fn{Dr. Singh. Well, although they haven’t been able to create life so far, they say that soon
they should be able to do so.}
Any rascal may say that. If you say, “In the future I shall be able to do something extraordinary,” why should I
trust or believe you?\fn{Dr. Singh. Well, the scientists say they have done so much in the past and they will accomplish more in the
future.}
In the past there was death, and people are dying now. So what have the scientists done?\fn{ Dr. Singh. Helped
them.}
Scientists have helped to minimize the duration of life! Formerly men lived one hundred years; now they
seldom live more than sixty or seventy years. And the scientists have discovered atomic energy; now they can kill
millions of men. So they have helped only in dying. They have not helped in living, and still they dare to declare
that they will create.\fn{Dr. Singh. But now we have airplanes and—}
The scientists cannot stop death, they cannot stop birth, they cannot stop disease, and they cannot stop old age.
So what have they done? Formerly people used to become old, and nowadays they are becoming old. Formerly
people used to become diseased, and now they are becoming diseased. Now there is more medicine—and more
disease. So what have they accomplished? Scientists have not helped improve the order of the world. We are
going to challenge all the rascal scientists who say that life has grown out of matter. The fact is that matter has
grown from life.
*
How long can science cheat people? One hundred years, two hundred years? They cannot cheat them for all
time.\fn{Dr. Singh. Cheating has been going on since time immemorial, so perhaps they think they can continue forever. }
Not since time immemorial! Science has been cheating people for only the past two or three hundred years, not
before that.\fn{Dr. Singh. Oh, really?}
Yes, for the last two hundred years they have been preaching that life comes from matter—not for thousands of
years. And the cheating will be finished in another fifty years.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Yes, now there is a so-called anti-intellectual
movement. People are rebelling against science and modern progress. }
And what is that science? It is not science! It is ignorance. Ignorance is passing for science, and irreligion is
passing for religion. But this cheating cannot go on for long, because some people are becoming intelligent.\fn{ Dr.
Singh. In Newsweek, one of the largest magazines in the United States, there was an article about the degradation of Christianity. The article
included a cartoon picturing the devil causing earthquakes. There was recently a very large earthquake in South America that killed many
thousands of people. The cartoon attributed such things to the devil, and right next to him it showed Richard Nixon presenting himself as a
follower of Christ but bombing Southeast Asia. In this cartoon, the devil turned to Richard Nixon and said, “It’s hell keeping up with
Christians.”}

Yes, people will criticize in that way. People are becoming advanced. How long can they be cheated by socalled science and so-called religion? If Mr. Nixon loves his countrymen, why does he not love his country’s
cows? They are also born in the same land, and they have the same right to live. Why are they killed?
“Thou shalt not kill.”
But the animals are being killed. That is imperfection. Krishna embraces both the cows and Radharani.\fn{ The
energy that expands happiness by expanding love:W } That is perfection. Krishna even talks with the birds. One day on the
bank of the Yamunā River, He was talking with a bird, because He speaks even in the languages of the birds. An
old lady saw this and was struck with wonder:
“Oh, He is talking with a bird!”\fn{Dr. Singh. You mean He was actually talking the way the birds talk?}
Yes. One of Krishna’s qualities described in the Vedas is that He can speak any language. He is the father of all
living beings, and the father can understand the language of his children.
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Krishna is the supreme enjoyer. Actually, except for those who are Krishna conscious, no one can have any real
knowledge, nor can anyone enjoy. One simply suffers, but he thinks the suffering is enjoyment. This is called
maya, or illusion. In America people work hard day and night, and they think,
“I am enjoying.”
This is maya. A conditioned soul cannot enjoy anything; he simply suffers, but he thinks he is enjoying.
Therefore, in Srimad-Bhagavatam the conditioned soul is likened to the camel.\fn{ Unsourced internally} The
camel is very fond of eating thorny twigs that cut his tongue. While he is eating them, blood issues from his
tongue and mixes with the thorny twigs. They become a little tasty, and he is thinking,
‘Oh, these twigs are very nice.”
That is called maya. Maya means “that which is not.” Ma means “not,” and ya means “this.” So maya means
“not this.” That is the explanation of maya, or illusion. The scientists are in maya because they think they are
improving things and becoming happy.
But this world, along with everything in it, will eventually be finished because it is maya; it is not what we
think it is. As Srimad-Bhagavatam explains,\fn{Unsourced internally} the materialists are thinking they are becoming
victorious, but they are actually being defeated.
8: May 17, 1973. Swami Prabhupada is accompanied by Dr. Singh, Karandhara dasa adhikari, Krishakanti dasa
adhikari and other students; in Cheviot Hills Park, Los Angeles, California.
You have no power to drive away this mist. Scientists merely explain it with some word jugglery, saying that it
contains certain chemicals.\fn{He laughs.} But they have no power to drive it away.\fn{ Dr. Singh. They do have an
explanation as to how the mist is formed.}
That they may have, and I may have that also, but that is not a very great credit. If you really know how it is
formed, then you should be able to counteract it.\fn{Dr. Singh. We know how it is formed.}
Then discover how to counteract it. Formerly, in Vedic warfare, the atomic brahmastra was used. And to
counteract it, the opposing army would have to use a weapon that would transform it into water. But where is such
a science today?\fm{Dr. Singh. Mist is something like milk. Milk looks white, but actually it is a colloidal suspension of certain
protein molecules. Similarly, fog is a colloidal suspension of water. }
So if you could create some type of fire, the mist would be immediately driven away; water can be driven
away by fire. But that you cannot do. If you were to explode a bomb, it would generate heat, and all the mist
would go away.\fn{Karandhara. That might damage the whole city.}
Everyone knows that fire can counteract water, but you cannot drive away the mist without killing people or
destroying property. But by nature’s way, as soon as the sun rises, the mist is vanquished. The power of the sun is
greater than your power. Therefore, you have to accept that inconceivable power exists.
*
Without accepting the principle of inconceivable power, no one can understand God. God is not so cheap that
any so-called yogī can become God. Such imitation gods are for rascals and fools. Those who are intelligent will
test whether or not such a person has inconceivable power. We accept Krishna as God because He has
demonstrated His inconceivable power. As a child, Krishna lifted a big hill. And Lord Rama, an incarnation of
Krishna, constructed a bridge without pillars by floating stones on water. So one should not accept God cheaply.
Nowadays, some rascal comes along and says, “I am an incarnation of God,” and another rascal accepts him. But
Lord Rama and Lord Krishna actually demonstrated Their inconceivable power.
Sometimes people say the descriptions of Their activities are just stories or myths. But these literatures were
composed by Valmiki, Vyasadeva and other acaryas,\fn{Preceptors or instructors in religious matters:W } who are all great
and vastly learned sages. Why would these great sages simply waste their time writing mythology?
They never said it was mythology. They treated the accounts as actual facts. For instance, in the Tenth Canto of
Srimad-Bhagavatam, Vyasadeva tells of a forest fire in Vrndavana. All of Krishna’s cowherd boyfriends became
disturbed and looked to Krishna for help.
He simply swallowed up the whole fire.
That is inconceivable mystic power. That is God. Because we are tiny samples of God, or Krishna, we also
possess inconceivable mystic power within our bodies—but only in very minute quantities.
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*\fn{Krishnakanti. The doctors marvel at the complex nature of the human brain. }
Yes, but it is not the brain that works the body; it is the spirit soul. Does a computer work by itself? No, a man
works it. He pushes the button; then something happens. Otherwise, what is the value of the machine? You can
keep the machine for thousands of years, but it will not work until a man comes to push the button. But who is
working, the machine or the man? Similarly, the human brain is also a machine, and it is working under the
direction of Paramātmā, an expansion of God within everyone’s heart.
Scientists should accept God and His mystic power. If they don’t, they should be considered foolish. On the
basis of transcendental knowledge, we are directly challenging many big scientists and philosophers. The other
day, you brought that chemist, and I told him,
“You are foolish.”
But he was not angry. He admitted it, and I defeated all his arguments. Perhaps you remember.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Yes.
In fact, he acknowledged that perhaps Krishna didn’t give him all the procedural steps needed to perform his experiments. }
He is against Krishna, so why should Krishna give him any facilities? If you are against Krishna and you want
credit without Krishna, you will fail. You must first be submissive, and then Krishna will give you all facilities.
We dare to face any scientist or philosopher and challenge him. How? On the strength of Krishna. I know that
when I talk with them, Krishna will give me the necessary intelligence to defeat them. Otherwise, from the
viewpoint of scientific qualification, they are much more qualified than we. We are laymen before them. But we
know Krishna, and Krishna knows everything. Therefore we can challenge any scientists, just as a small child can
challenge a very big man because he knows,
“My father is here.”
He clutches the hand of his father, who makes sure that nobody can harm him.\fn{ Dr. Singh. Is the human form of
life spoiled for those who do not try to understand Krishna consciousness? }
Yes. People who do not try to understand their relationship with God simply die like animals—like cats and
dogs. They take birth, eat, sleep, beget children and die. This is the sum total of their human lives. These rascals
think,
“I am this body.” They have no information of atma. Atma means the self, or the individual soul. SrimadBhagavatam and Bhagavadgita give us knowledge about the atma, but people are unaware of this.
People are unaware of the knowledge given to human society in the Vedic literature. For example, the Vedas
inform us that cow dung is pure. Here in America especially, people bring their dogs onto the street to pass stool.
Of course, dog stool is very impure—germs thrive in it. But people are such rascals that they do not consider this;
instead, they distribute dog stool everywhere. But there’s no cow dung to be seen, even though the Vedas say that
cow dung is pure. Here is a sign: Littering Illegal But dog stool is allowed. Just see how foolish people are.
It is illegal to drop a paper on the grass, but your dog is allowed to pass stool. The government authorities will
not allow you to bring even one mango from another country; but they will allow your dog to distribute its stool
everywhere, although this stool is full of infectious germs.
*\fn{Dr. Singh. When the astronauts returned from the moon to the surface of the earth, the scientists in the space program were very
careful. They thought the astronauts might have brought some new germs as yet unknown, so they put the astronauts in quarantine for
several days to make sure that—}

First of all, find out whether they have gone to the moon. I am not so sure. Sixteen years ago, when I wrote
Easy Journey to Other Planets, I remarked that the scientists were childish in their attempts to explore outer space
and would never be successful. Many years later, when I visited San Francisco, a press reporter asked me,
“What is your opinion about the moon expedition?” I told him,
“It is simply a waste of time and money, that’s all.”\fn{ Krishnakanti. The space program recently had another failure. }
That is always happening. What was it?\fn{ Krishnakanti.They sent up a space vehicle to orbit the earth and act as sort of a
space outpost, but it failed. It cost two billion dollars. }
Why are they wasting time and money in that way?\fn{ Krishnakanti. They were criticized in the newspapers.}
They are simply childish fools. What have they gained in the last—how many years? For how many years have
they been trying to go to the moon? with their sputnik.
But they were trying for many years before that. So let us say that for twenty-five years they have been trying.
They have not gained anything except dust, but still they are trying. How obstinate! The space program will never
be successful.\fn{Dr. Singh. They say that in the future they want to go to the subsurface of Mars. }
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They are all becoming “big men” with their statements about the future.\fn{ Dr. Singh. They say that it will happen in
about ten years.}

So what if they say one year? They may say ten years or one year, but we do not accept such propositions. We
want to see what they are doing now.\fn{Dr. Singh. They are developing their technology by using small scale models. }
They are simply childish. In my childhood I used to watch the tramcars go along the rail. Once I thought,
“I shall take a stick and touch it to the wire, and I shall also go along the rails.”
The scientists, with all their plans, are just as childish. They spend so much time and money, but what is their
purpose? Their effort is hopeless because they do not actually know the purpose of life. The scientists are
spending large sums of money, and politicians are financing them, but the result is zero. They are like a doctor
who doesn’t understand a particular disease, but who still says to his patient,
“All right, first try this pill, and if that doesn’t work, then try this pill.”
The doctor will never admit that he doesn’t know the remedy for the disease. The scientists are simply bluffing
and cheating. They cannot solve the real problems of life—birth, death, old age and disease—and therefore all
their programs are taking place on the utopian platform, which in Sanskrit is called akasa-puspa. Akasa-puspa
means “a flower from the sky.” All their efforts to know the truth by exploring outer space are like trying to pluck
a flower from the sky.
To give another example, the scientists act like foolish ducks. In India we may sometimes observe a duck
following all day behind a bull. The duck is thinking that the testicles of the bull are a fish. In India this is a
common sight. The bull is walking, and all day the duck is walking behind, following that big fish and thinking,
“It will drop, and I will eat it.”

† Hindu Temple of the Vedic Planetarium, Myapur, Nadia District, West Bengal State, India. This is the
World Headquarters of the Krishna Consciousness Movement, or the Hari Krishna Movement †
236.155 Excerpt from Thus Spoke Firaq … A Collection Of Interviews (1959 to 1976)\fn{by Raghupati Sahay
Firaq Gorakhpuri (1896-1982)} Gorakhpur, Gorakhpur District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 14
January 25, 1962\fn{Firaq Sahiab, what are the objectives of your poetry?}
My endeavour has been to deepen and extend the frontiers of human consciousness and intuition in my
ghazals (lyrics) through a new conception of existence, love, beauty and incidents of life, even through the
depiction of nature. My effort has been to create purity, refinement, tenderness and innocence which could
represent world culture.\fn{ This section of Shauq’s book is entitled “Firaq on Himself and His Poetry,” and is composed of seven
interviews. The dates on which they were conducted, together with the questions that began the interview, serve as convenient internal
divisions. The divisions of the text into paragraphs, normally my responsibility, are in this interview the product of the interviewer, Mr.
Sumat Prakash Shauq, who compiled this material. I have as is usual in my editing, isolated internal quotations within the body of the text
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itself (e.g., the ascriptions to Tagore and Charlie Chaplain):H }

In the first decade of this century, Urdu poetry (with a few exceptions) along with other unpleasant deformities
was almost barren. It was rough, insincere and shallow. Its emphasis was on words and phrases. Love and Beauty
were no longer adored. The poet had lost faith in life. He may have believed in God or Religion but he had lost
the tenderness of expression. Feeling for the elegance and purity of sexual relations did not enter his poetry. I
sought to remove these shortcomings and made it my objective in poetry. I launched myself on the task of doing
away with these eroding evils. The romantic aspects of Nature, their symbolism and their relevance to human
existence and subjective feelings evoked by them, their mystique, their dreaminess and creation of a new poetic
atmosphere are evident in some ghazals, and most of my longer poems.
The rubaiylit (quatrains) contained in Rup divinies the everyday family life, and the evangelic existence of
woman. I strove to mould new words and expressions to provide a new base and meaning to poetry. My fifty or
sixty quatrains are on the Revolution of China. In these quatrains, reference has been made to the spirit of the
Revolution, though dealing with the act of Revolution. I have tried to inject into my poetry a new subjectivity and
a more refined objectivity. My poetry is not devoid of a message for action. But in my poetry there is no call for
action merely for the sake of action. It reflects the aesthetic aspect of both existence and action, in which the
throbbing of ancient Sanskrit literature and of the best literature of the world can be seen and heard. In my art and
use of language I have tried to create a new symphony, to give a new melody in words and to synchronise poetry
with the voice of humanity.
January 24, 1964\fn{How would you define the present state of the evolution of your poetry?}
The problem of evolution in literature and other fine arts is a rather complicated one. The reason is that
hundreds of years ago the Greek thinker Homer, Kalidas and Bhavabhuti in Sanskrit, Firdausi, Hafiz and Sa’di in
Persian, Shakespeare in English, and Surdas and Tulsidas in ancient Hindi, have left behind literary masterpieces
which are still unsurpassed. Take Shakespeare. He died at 50, and had given up writing poetry two or three years
before his death. If someone asks what new stages of evolution Shakespeare’s poetry would have passed through,
had he lived another 20 or 25 years and continued to write poetry, the question cannot be answered by criticism or
philosophy.
At 70, I have been writing poetry for about half a century. It is often difficult to measure stages of
consciousness and insight. Had I composed some deeply significant sublime or meaningful couplets about 10 or
15 years or even a quarter century ago, and even now if I composed good poetry, it would not be easy for me to
say how sublime my recent compositions are compared to my previous couplets. Perhaps a poet’s art and intuition
evolves, to a great extent and reaches its zenith at some period in his lifetime, and his art keeps hovering over that
point. Sometimes the poetry composed earlier is considered better than that composed later. About my poetry I
can only say that I have been improving and adding to the good couplets composed earlier that touched upon the
various aspects of life and the universe, and that the magnificence and sublimity reached in earlier poetry
continues rolling towards new horizons. The springtide reaching full bloom gives forth variegated flowers of
myriad hues, but no evolution takes place in the power of growth itself. There remains only the possibility of
further enrichment and sophistication. The feeling for life and the insight of life that I acquired about a quarter of
a century ago has internally ripened and enriched further, but looked at from the point of view of evolution there
remain only the possibilities of discovering fresh dimensions of already achieved stages of development, not of
altogether new developments. A poet’s insight having reached its high tide mark keeps on blooming variegated
flowers but this flowering does not necessarily point to new stages of evolution. Perhaps these flowers keep on
blooming around the same spot.\fn{What is the nature of the relationship between an artist’s professions and his actions? }
Many philosophers have expressed their views on this point. Shelley, in his A Defense of Poetry, says that a
true poet can never support immorality. Every poet has some shortcomings, weaknesses or blemishes in his
conduct but in his essential and permanent character as well as in his concept and belief, there is nothing but
gentleness. Two sublime points in his poetic intuition manifest themselves in his poetry, the spiritual and the
materialistic, and the former is not concerned with the routine, normal activities of life or its material aspect
which is deemed the objective realm of action. A poet’s life and his entire universe is the life of his sensibility.
The life and actions of others may appear more useful and beneficial but the realm of a poet in his subjective
feelings and sensibility leaves others far behind. Akbar Allahabadi describes it in one of his lines:
B.A. kiya, naukar hu’e, pensan mili aur mar ga’e
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Passed B.A., got a job, a pension and passed away

The outward life of some very good poets may be just that. But the similarity is only superficial. May I cite
one of my couplets?\fn{Please do}
Mujh ko ‘azab-o-savab se kya lekin ‘isq men aksar a’e
Voh lamhe khud merei hasti jaise mujhe deti ho du‘a’en
What have I to do with benediction or punishment but in love there came
Such moments as if Life itself seemed to bless me

To achieve such moments or to be their recipient is the mystery and the objective of a poet’s life. If such
moments reach millions through the fine arts, the collective social life will be endowed with tenderness, delicacy,
strength and other virtues. As Karl Marx clearly shows, life is influenced above all by economic relations, but
actions may be elegant or odd, and these are also guided by external and internal subtleties. What we do is linked
with the economic set-up or other collective and individual forces. But how we do it and how we make this doing
a blessing and a virtue, is linked with the fine arts which quietly affect our actions from inside. Our practical life
comes under the impact of innumerable such factors. Our million-year-old instincts are still with us. There are still
within us elements and tendencies which we have inherited after passing through the lives of birds and animals.
Our social set-up, religious beliefs, hundreds of rites and taboos, deep impact of contemporary life, racial
characteristics, facilities and difficulties born of psychological complications, the impact of the blood of our
ancestors of several generations ago coursing through our veins, our family and domestic atmosphere, and other
undetermined factors—all these make and mar our practical life and become the destiny of our moral being.
Poetry and the other fine arts are only a force which work along with hundreds of other factors. As for the
practical life, it resembles the words:
Pech dar pech hai khamos hi rehna behtar
Amidst situations riddled with intricacies, silence alone is a boon

The emotional life of some very well-educated people is often nurtured in gutters and dustbins. Despite
considerable achievements, our civilisation has not succeeded in removing every kink. Perhaps it may be achieved
in future.\fn{In the light of this formulation, how far does your poetry reflect your own practical life and vice versa?}
My practical life has been affected quite a lot by the difficulties, patience-taxing and destructive forces. My
married life has been hell, which made my life a veritable volcano of sorrow, anger and hatred. I wish to make my
life a saga of sincerity and love. As far as my intentions and possible efforts are concerned, I think I have been
successful to a great extent. I wanted to achieve a lot more, and do a good deal more but could not. I tremble at
the very idea of harming anybody. I refrain from causing hurt to anyone. Sometimes I act impulsively and lose my
temper and even shout at people which may hurt their feelings. But this is not my real self. If my poetry has some
elements of sincerity, tenderness and virtue, these should be regarded as part of my character. Contradictions,
conflicts and shortcomings are part of every life and I am no exception. Ghalib expresses my feelings:
Go main raha rahin-e-sitam ha’e rozgar
Phir bhi tere khyal se ghafil nahin raha raha
Though subjected to the woes of life
Never was I indifferent to your thought

My life, whether good or bad, is now drawing to a close. After all, my couplet was composed after much
deliberation:
Jo tohmaten na uthin ek jahan se, us ke samet
Gunahgar-e-mohabbat nikal ga’e be dagh
The accusations the times failed to square with
Love—sinners with all those got off unblemished

And also the couplet:
Isq ki sozis ko na bura kah ‘isq ke ansu dekh Firaq
Gham ne jo dhabbe dil par dale gham ne voh dhabbe dho’e bhi
Don’t blame love’s travails, have a look Firaq, at the tears;
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Sorrows have stained the heart but sorrows themselves washed off the stains

Outwardly my poetry and my life may sometimes reflect contradictions. But there is internal harmony between
what I say and what I do. These have always been in tune with each other. I shall soon bid farewell to the world
after giving expression to a few sensibilities. After all, what is the worth of my actions?\fn{ How does ghazal benefit
our culture, country and civilization? Doesn’t this type of poetry lull us to sleep instead of awakening us? }
As I have said, various forces affect our national and collective ethos. Despite all this, genuine ghazal poetry
has, in the course of centuries, influenced thousands of people for the better. Our culture has been alive for several
thousand years. About two hundred and fifty years ago lyric poetry of Urdu began resounding. Our life has been a
victim of apathy, cultural degradation and other shortcomings. How far the tender shoulders of the ghazal can
bear the burden of awakening the nation should be considered by our countrymen. Thousands of couplets of
ghazals have been quite bravely giving expression to the aims of life and reforming our life from many angles.
Alongside, there are many ghazal writers (lyricists) who have hampered our zeal and created pessimism. But the
ghazal has not been indifferent to the demands of time. Today’s ghazal is no longer an intoxicant, and it has been
cooperating with other senses in awakening the nation. We should not forget that awakening the nation is quite a
complicated task. If our agriculture, education, crafts and industries, discipline, economic set-up, politics and
other aspects of life continue to be made healthy and energetic, there seems to be no reason why the influences of
awakening should not be discernible in our national life.\fn{ You are regarded as the best ghazal writer of present-day India.
Could you say something in this connection?}
Commenting on the opinion of others about oneself is a tricky business. Sometimes I feel pleased with this
opinion of others. But I am never deceived by the notion that all the niceties are entirely, and only, in my ghazals,
that is, they are my monopoly. Sometimes the couplets of unknown poets enchant me beyond measure and I
ardently wish that they were mine. But humanity is in itself a human organism. What is there in mine and thine?
The great poet, Rabindranath Tagore, has very perspicuously observed,
“Whenever I hear a good poem I feel as if it were mine.”
Every poet is a radio of the unknown world. My humble efforts have been acclaimed by fellow countrymen
perhaps because the sensitivities of life demanded by the culture of this age have found expression in my poetry
and thus my poetry has been helpful in such motivations. I have sought to imbibe the best in Indian and world
literature. Urdu poetry, especially the best in the ghazal-genre, rarely addresses itself to pervasive sorrow,
permeative insight, mystique and depths, extreme innocence and love, virtue and grace and the tenderness of the
Indian ethos and seriousness. The objective of my poetry has been to overcome this shortcoming to some extent.
Perhaps our countrymen have been looking for such poetry for the last 40 to 45 years. My poetry has given
expression to the Indian temperament and embodies therein the simplicity, seriousness, purity, symbolism and the
feeling of the national ethos. Perhaps, what the people were looking for was this. Possibly, the people got all this
in my poetry.
Besides ghazal, I want to write about a hundred poems on themes relating to ancient Indian literature and
culture, which may measure up to the best western and European classics. Urdu poetry has not benefited from that
great source of all Indian literatures—the great epic Mahabharata. This work could have been accomplished by
Iqbal or Josh Malihabadi but they did not accomplish it. For several years I have been thinking of writing several
nazms (poems) on this and similar other themes if time permits. Besides ghazals, in my ruba’iyat (quatrains) too,
I have tried to give expression to the Indian temperament and world literature. Adhi-Rat (Midnight), Parcha’iyan
(Shadows), Jugnu (Glow-worms), Hindolah (The Cradle) are my other nazms in which an attempt has been made
to reach new heights and depths and create new literary richness. I do wish to compose some more. Let us see.
March 14, 1966\dn{What are the main points you keep in view while composing poetry?}
Fine arts, whether in the form of poetry or dance, music, painting, sculpture, architecture, and masterpieces of
fine prose, all have one central aim and that is to bring life and the universe into harmony with aesthetic and
intuitive values. Poetry too, like life, is a variegated reality, colourful and multi-layered. First of all let me tell you
about my belief that the capacity to compose poetry is in no way better than the capacity to understand it and get
influenced by it. I would add one more point, with great emphasis, that those composing lifeless or semi-lifeless
poetry or even successful but misguided poetry, are definitely nothing compared with those who, despite the fact
that they do not, or cannot, compose poetry themselves, have their fingers on the pulse of poetry, and can appraise
its worth. They are the real connoisseurs.
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When I began composing poems or, rather, when Hindi, English and Urdu poetry began influencing me, Urdu
poetry was dominated by Amir Minai and Dagh Dehelvi. The atmosphere was filled with these two great poets
and their followers. For about five or seven impressionable years I considered the poetry of Amir and Dagh as
almost the entire universe of Urdu poetry. I was then about twenty. Little did I realize that I would not admire
such poetry all my life. I went about humming their poetry. But despite this affirmation, a sense of rebellion
against it was rising within me. I could compose no more than 50 or 100 couplets in a year then, but this
introductory poetry of mine was also more or less a rebellion against Dagh and Amir. In any case, it differed from
theirs clearly.
With the passage of time my poetic faith got formed, and the process still continues. Though Urdu poetry from
its very beginning made an immortal contribution, whenever I attempted to appraise my creative and intuitional
motivations I felt the consciousness that the view of the universe it created left much to be desired. We cannot
regard this cognition of sensibility and universe as the best human culture. Along with other things a feeling grew
on me that Urdu poetry had scarcely been in harmony with the thousands of years old Indian culture, while we
listen to its echo in Sanskrit, Hindi, Bengali, Marathi and some other Indian languages, we find a similar
resonance and fragrance. The same heart throbs everywhere but Urdu poetry seemed to strike a different and an
alien note, which irked my consciousness. Urdu poetry created in me an impression of contradiction and
confrontation. I did not get in Urdu poetry that peace and tranquility, that nectar, that healing power, that hand
which wipes the tears of life, that soul-searching voice which characterized the poetry in all other Indian
languages. What grew upon me was the impression that Urdu poetry suffered from scattered consciousness, the
weirdness and dryness of a desert, rigidity of tone and awareness, a sense of superficiality at all levels of
consciousness. It was tense, frustrated, incompatible with Existence itself and with the innocence of the Indian
ethos. In Urdu poetry, India only very rarely emerged as India. Urdu poetry thus appeared to me a stranger.
At the same time I felt that Khadi Boli, the medium of Urdu poetry from the beginning, was on its way to
becoming the mother tongue of about half the Indian population as well as the only medium of knowledge and
literature for them. The problem before me now was how to infuse the Indian soul in the Indian body of Urdu
poetry. But the matter does not end here. The problem was how to infuse in the body of an Indian-language poetry
(that is, Urdu poetry and literature) the niceties and values of world literature which transcend national
boundaries, climes and religious considerations. If I have to compose poetry in Urdu I will have to change the
tone and usage, its phonetics, its resonances from inside, and harmonize Urdu with Indian and world literature.
By chance or otherwise, the greater part of my poetry has been love poetry. For this I selected the ghazal
(lyric) form as the vehicle. Keeping in view all the requisites of the ghazal I have tried to introduce love and
beauty and their mutual relationship in such a way as to synthesize the best love poetry of India and the world.
My endeavor has been to make my love poetry life-oriented and life-giving in the real sense. My poetry should
have that healing power, that softness and firmness, that innocence and sincerity which is the very life and soul of
Indian literature. Along with this I sought to imbibe the elements of thought, too, which are available in the best
love poetry of the world.
I have been feeling intensely that Urdu poetry lacked the purity of family life and self-satisfying experiences
and feelings. The entire Islamic literature lacks the portrayal of the innocent life of children. Likewise, Urdu
poetry lacks the portrayal of a woman and this has been an attractive feature of poetry in other Indian languages.
Urdu poetry has not yet produced a Radha, Sita, Savitri, Shakuntala or any other such character whose glimpses
are visible in the songs and poetry of other Indian languages. I did not find in Urdu love poetry the portrayal of
human beauty, especially feminine beauty, the cognition of that beauty whose sexual appeal, aesthetics and
intuition, purity and innocence, and sense of completion as exemplified in Ajanta or Indian paintings, Indian
poetry and Indian songs or the cultural ethos of the entire nation. I wanted to change the very ambience of Urdu
love poetry. This came to fruition in my Ruba’iyat (quatrains) in Rup.
No feeling of harmony between the material world with the scenic beauty of nature, and with human life in its
pure attractiveness and the close relationship between these, seems to be available in Urdu poetry which is
discernible in Sanskrit literature. In my ghazals and in many of the nazms (poems) such as Adhi Rat (Midnight),
Parcha’iyan (Shadows), Raqs-e-Sab Tab (Dance that Enlightens the Night), Jugnu (Glow-worms), Hindo-lah
(The Cradle), Husn ki Devi (The Idol of Beauty), Kartiki Purnima (Full Winter Moon), Dharti Sangit (Music of
the Earth) I have tried my best to fill the lacuna.
From the entire body of Urdu poetry, a selection of no fewer than a thousand pages of standard.couplets
embracing sublime cultural values can be compiled leaving out, of course, those composed by me. But such
couplets have got buried under the debris of popular taste and the rubbish of traditionalism. My humble attempt to
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reform popular taste has attained a measure of success, and now Urdu poetry and literature have begun finding
their way and are gradually getting in line with the best poetry of other languages. These are the objectives which
have motivated my poetry. I wanted to save Urdu poetry from becoming a means of superficial entertainment. It is
to be seen whether these aesthetic values would survive the crisis the world is passing through.\fn{ Which Urdu poets
and writers have you met?}
During my seventy years, I have seen three generations of Urdu writers and have been in close touch or
intimate with many celebrities. If some of the people I met when I was young were alive today, they would have
been 125 years old. Among them the oldest was Riaz Khairabadi, 50 to 60 years older than me, and Safi
Lakhnavi. Others who flash across my memory are Babe-e-Urdu Dr. Abdul Haq, Datatriya Kaifi, Sail Dehelvl,
Jalib Dehlvi (Editor, Hamdam, Lucknow), Saqih Lakhnavi (or Akbarabadi), Vasim Khairabadi (who corrected one
or two couplets of mine), Aziz Lakhriawi, Shahid Siddiqui, Seemab Akbar-abadi, Munshi Daya Narain Nigam
(Editor, Zamana), Munshi Prem Chand, Munshi Tilok Chand Mehroom, Hasrat Mohani, Mehshar Lakhnavi, Jigar
Muradabadi, Asghar, Yagana Changezi, Chakbast, Sir Abdul Qadir, Bekhud Dehelvi (the old man saw from a
distance and listened to his recitation), Nooh Narvi, Sir Tej Bahadur Sapru, Qazi Abdul Ghaffar, Natiq Lakhnavi,
Agha Shair Qizilbash, Ummeed Amethvi, Asi Alduni, Shaukat Thanvi, Azam Karaivi, Maulana Wahshat
Kalkattvi, Maulana Muhammed Ali Jauhar, Maulana Abul Kalam Azad, Abdul Majeed Salik, Majeed Lahori, and
Prof. Mahdi Hasan Nasiri. There would be about 20 to 25 more. I also think of my father, Munshi Gorakh Pershad
“Ibrat”, but despite all the closeness and the deference, the mental acquaintance and the harmony between us, my
father and myself, remain almost distinct. I have been deeply influenced by his personality and poetry, not
because he was my father, but because of his poetry. Undoubtedly, he had his individuality both in his own
personality and in his poetry. None of these poets are alive today, though some like Shaukat Thanvi or Majeed
Lahon were younger to me. Intellectually they belonged to the generation which was a confluence of the past and
the present. Even today a few of that generation are alive like myself: Naiz Fatehpuri, Josh Malihabadi, Gopi Nath
Aman, Arsh Malsiani, Natiq Gulaothi, Majnun Gorakhpuri, Anand Narain Mulla, and Rashid Ahmad Siddiqui. We
are like the morning lamp, that is, in our last days. We are fired more by new thoughts and Indian themes than the
old. I regret that I could not meet some of the elder “greats”: Naubat Rai Nazar, Dwarika Prasad Ufuq, Jawala
Prasad Barq, Maharaj Bahadur Barq, Fani, Akbar Allahabadi, Dr. Iqbal, Hali Panipati, Narayan Prasad Betab,
Shad Azimabadi, Asi Ghazipuri, Saleem Panipati, Shaukat Merethi, Shibli Naumani and Mehdi Ifadi.
Those of the third generation who are today between, say, 35 and 60 years—I pray for their long life—are
Krishan Chander, Rajinder Singh Bedi, Khwaja Ahmad Abbas, Ismat Chughtai, Hajira Masroor, Khadija Mastoor,
Abid Ali Abid Lahori, Hafeez Jalandhari, Ahmad Nadeem Qasimi, Faiz, Jameel Mazhari, Akhtar Orainvi, Sardar
Jafri, Ghulam Rabbani. Taban, Kaifi Azmi, Majruh Sultanpuri, Shakeel Badayuni, Jan Nisar Akhtar, Sahir
Ludhianvi, Ale Ahmed Suroor, Mohammed Hassan Askari, Ram Lal, Lam Ahmad, Munawwar Lakhnavi, Sajjad
Zaheer, Razia Sajjad Zaheer, Malik Ram, Zoe Ansari, Salaam Machhlishehri, Qazi Abdul Wudud. Some names
may have slipped from my memory and may come to mind later.
They of the third generation, we of the second, and some of the first together witnessed the days when the
Progressive Writers Movement swept the country. I have before my mind’s eye a picture of the last hundred years.
I apologize for missing out some of the names. I have warm feelings for them. Memories and faces come
crowding upon me and I feel quite overwhelmed. In short, the times following Amir Minai, Dagh Dehelvi and
Jalal and the present-day world have more or less become an integral part of my life.\fn{ How do you visualize the
future in the light of these observations?}
The future is born out of the past and the present. Nowadays the literary, cultural and intellectual life is passing
through a great crisis and nothing definite can be said as to what sort of literature the future is going to produce. I
would, however, say that a sensible, awakened and mentally agile generation will be born in the near future. It has
been my deepest conviction that great literature has an element of spirituality. Some such spiritual values, which
at times are connected with the political struggle, continue to influence us. I doubt whether Urdu or any other
language would be able to produce even in the next 100 years such great literature as has already been produced.
A clever literature may come into being but it cannot be said whether this cleverness would be able to reveal any
greatness of aesthetic faith or whether any all-knowing innocence would be able to emerge. At times, intelligence
and, even nature, are devoid of greatness and spirituality. I do not believe so much in the soul as in spirituality.
Spiritualism consists of thoughts most tender and sublime permeated with sensibility and a deep humanism in the
material and external context. A litterateur may be wrong in his beliefs and opinions on social, political,
economic, academic and intellectual matters. But in spite of that, he can be a great man. And, vice versa, his
opinions in these matters may be correct but still he may not become great. It is an incomprehensible paradox of
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Nature that some thoroughly rational persons do not achieve greatness while some irrational people do. In this age
of socialism, only that literature would be great which compares well with that of the non-socialist system and its
beliefs. Correct political and rational views of any litterateur provide no guarantee for greatness of the literature
produced by him.
In sa‘adat bazure-e-bazu nist
This grace is not acquired by one’s own efforts

This is the reason why the Progressive Literary Movement is now virtually inane despite its being
“progressive”. Great literature is no propagator of any external system of life and, even if it accepts any concept
of life as secondary, it still remains something beyond all systems and ideologies. We cannot regard any good
writer, however correct and rational he may be in other matters, as equal to Homer, Valmiki, Kalidas or
Shakespeare. However, we can accept that compared with these great artists, his socio-political views are more
sound. The literary idiom of Urdu progressive writers falls short of that sublimity and symbolism, that subjectivity
and universality, that purity and innocence, that feeling of limitless vastness that has characterized great literature
over the eons of time. If it had not been so, the writings of Lenin, Marx and other communist thinkers would have
been regarded also as great literary masterpieces. Any other great writer, who is still undecided about his
commitment to socialist or non-socialist views, could have written Mikhail Aleksandrovich Sholokhov’s Nobel
Prize-winning novel or one similar to it. Aesthetic sensibility is beyond all ideologies.
I am a Hindu. I have always given higher importance to feelings and sentiments than to doctrines. The greatest
culture is one whose exponents refuse to be slaves to a particular faith or doctrine. But even their deepest feelings
would not restrict themselves to their faith and belief in external matters. A little elucidation would make my point
clear. Those who regard philosophical views, faiths, doctrines, political set-ups and revolutionary tendencies as
the be-all and end-all of literature might well explain why they regard the creations of Tulsidas, Kalidas,
Shakespeare, Tagore or Mir as the greatest literature. How could these writers create great masterpieces without
subscribing to the philosophical framework of Lenin and Marx?
Any great litterateur, even if deeply committed to socialism, would not be a mere socialist in his writings.
Even if the whole world goes socialist, the reaction to fine arts would not be the same. A cent per cent\fn{ 100%:H}
socialist writer would be a socialist only with regard to political matters. But where his aesthetic creations are
concerned, he would neither be a socialist nor a non-socialist. In this regard, he will belong to the fraternity of
great writers of the world.\fn{ In the previous sitting you touched upon your meeting and conversation with some renowned writers
during the last fifty years. How were you influenced by them and what lessons did you draw? }
One particular impression is that most Urdu poets and writers are uninteresting persons. Their literature does
have an attraction for us but their personalities could hardly impress or attract me. What they talked of was
commonplace. Their instinctive capabilities enabled them to compose verses but these could not make their
personalities highly sophisticated and cultured. As men they appeared quite ordinary, sometimes simplistic and
shallow. Besides, I felt their instinctive capability was mechanical. Their poetry was quite an accident. Unless
instinctive prowess gets harmonized with other intellectual, academic facets of personality and gets fortified by
these attainments, great Urdu poetry is not possible. That is to say that unless both the instinctive (subconscious
and unconscious) and the cultivated parts of personality are strong, great poetry is not possible.\fn{ But there have
been such Urdu poets too who had vast knowledge, even scholarship, acumen and artistic prowess, yet they could not write good poetry }
A good question. From the age of Mir we come across the names of poets like Sauda, Insha, Nasikh Munir
Shikohabadi, Dabir and hundreds of such masters. No one can doubt the vastness of their knowledge and prowess
—especially Dabir’s. All of them were great poets but their poetry lacks, or nearly lacks, life or soul. This is
because their instinctive and intuitive powers were not deep. Their knowledge was wide but not profound. That is,
unless Knowledge has the blessings of Ignorance, really great poetry is not possible, for knowledge must contain
not only acquired knowledge but also elements of inborn instinct. Great poetry is not possible unless instinctive
Man and the cultured and cultivated Man are united in one single person.\fn{ Good poetry is available in Indian folk songs.
Would you then say their composers were highly educated and well-trained? }
Our folk songs are undoubtedly a miracle. It is also a fact that their creators, perhaps, had no high education.
One reason for the charm of their poetry is that their instinctive qualities were in unison with those of the
collective life and our traditions. But the Urdu language and Urdu literature are not wholly instinctive. Urdu
literature as well as the literature of any civilized people and country march ahead along with all the complexities,
subtleties and capacities of the intellect, mind, culture and civilization of the urban and cultural life. The poetry of
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folk songs is a sort of elemental poetry. This poetry; despite all its charming qualities, cannot progress with the
constituents of cultured poetry. It encompasses nothing beyond some sentiments of a domestic life, natural
reactions to love and beauty and to nature, and innocent simple things of life. The poetry of folk songs cannot. be
the medium of the poetry of Kalidas, Bhavabhuti, Bhartrihari, Sa’di and Naziri nor can it be the vehicle for the
sublime poetry of Europe. Nevertheless, the grace of cultured poetry is possible only by giving up pure and
instinctive life to a certain extent. The phrase “to a certain extent” is important. If we entirely give up this natural
inheritance—ignorance or purity or absoluteness of humanity—and attempt composing poetry only on the basis
of culture and civilization, information and scholarship, learning and knowledge, it would not be real poetry
despite all apparent graces. That is why every great poet is deemed to be a combination of both an innocent child
and the most cultured man. The greatest cognition and a forceful instinctiveness combine to produce real
poetry.\fn{What other influences and experiences worked on your poetry after meeting the great men of the Urdu world? }
Quite strange and peculiar have been such influences and experiences. I came upon examples of good, reai and
great poetry not in one poet but scattered in the works of several poets. I realized that if someone has a liking for
Nasikh or is a disciple of Amir Minai or Dagh, he invariably restricts himself to his own hero and fails to go
beyond the poet of his liking. I found the literary taste of such persons extremely limited. They remain unaware of
varieties in good poetry. Mir’s greatness was formally acknowledged by Nasikh, Zauq and Ghalib but even they
could not own Mir’s real style. What to talk of others!
A big shortcoming in the poets I knew was that not only were they unaware of the rich Indian literature,
thought and fine arts but they were also wanting in the capacity to harmonize with them. Sometimes I wonder
whether, if some of those great Urdu poets had met Valmiki, Kalidas, Tulsidas, Tagore or composers of our
mythology or the writer of the Gita, they would have found any common values. Similar would have been the
result if Maulana Shibli, Fani Badayuni, Hasrat Mohani, Dr. Abdul Haq had met great writers in languages other
than Sanskrit and Urdu.\fn{You seem to be dissatisfied with some of your contemporaries for various reasons. Will you say
something about it?}
Despite all its majesty, Urdu literature and Urdu writers have been giving me a feeling of alienation. Urdu
literature has not been able to reach the depths of our life, innocence and deprivations and their central
characteristics. Our daily life, rites and customs, the intuitive life of the Hindu masses, their sub-conscious and
spiritual life, our own soil and climate, the innocence and unfathomable depths of our living and our sacred
Ignorance do not touch the periphery of Urdu literature.\fn{ What are the other shortcomings you noticed in Urdu writers of
the previous generation?}
Since the beginning of the 20th century Urdu writers have been, more or less, influenced by communism,
scientific discoveries and inventions and by the acrobatics of Western politics, but they remained quite impervious
to the finer tone and deeper sensibilities and sublime poetic creativity of Western literature despite their
knowledge of English. Iqbal did make an attempt to imbibe the tone, Western thought and expression in his poetry
and succeeded to some extent. But, on the whole, while recognizing Iqbal as a great poet of Urdu and Persian, we
cannot accord him the status of the great poets of English and other European languages. Iqbal’s obsession with
the cause and his open partisanship in favor of a community could not make him a Virgil, Goethe, Schiller,
Milton, Wordsworth, Keats or Tennyson. In Iqbal’s poetry there is no respect for Nature. Iqbal had no concern for
the universal humanity transcending all religions. His poetic objectives do not have the innocence and
universalism found in the poetry of the European greats.
Two English-knowing poets who have been influenced by English or Western literature but whose poetry does
not contain those literary depths or sublimity are Faiz Ahmed Faiz and Ali Samar Jafri. We do not find in any of
their poems the qualities of the masterpieces of Wordsworth, Keats, Tennyson, Browning, Yeats or Eliot. The
failure lies in the argumentative, logical and objective-oriented poetry. Man or his social and political milieu are
not the only themes of poetry. If these English-knowing Urdu poets portray scenes of Nature with profoundness
so as to lend the tenor of Tennyson and Browning and of several other such English poets to the poetry written
with a purpose, only then shall I be convinced of their worth. It would have been something if they could impart
that tone to purposive poetry which Tennyson or Browning and a good number of English poets have done. But
the poems of Faiz and Samar which are somewhat on the lines of Western poetry are not wholly unsuccessful nor
devoid of poetic qualities altogether. As for the future of the poetry of Faiz, I am unable to muster courage to
forecast its success. I say this on the basis of his present poetry. What Sardar Jafri has been writing for some years
undoubtedly is of a high order and an improvement on his previous works. I see a bright future for his poetry.
In short, we are still waiting for the emergence of an Urdu poet, or a few poets of the stature of the Western
greats. A devotée of universal literature cannot belong to any one group or party. Poetry brings us in unison with
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that reality of existence which harmonizes all contradictions, which does not confine itself only to blaming its
own times, which does not merely seek reform or adore revolution but brings solace to life and embraces it with
love and tenderness. In the days to come, poetry will not be a slave of various systems but will transcend them.
Life does not merely mean reaching the planets but reaching life itself. We have to be in harmony with ourselves.
Life is not merely a particular system. It is not merely an external process. The Indian school of thought laid
emphasis on the internal realities of life and it was not a pipedream of an opium eater. Life does not merely mean
doing or achieving something; it means becoming something. Life cannot discover itself even if injustice
disappears from the world either through communism or by scientific strides. This is the message of Indian
thought. It is an irony of the history of mankind that the forces or personalities, which wipe out evils and usher in
virtues, fail to understand the real objectives of life. Life cannot be understood in terms of relations, actions and
systems. As I have already said about poetry, I wish life too may become a synthesis of instinct and sublime
cognition.
March 26, 1966\fn{How do you feel about your own life at the age of 70?}
My life became hell the day I was married. An intolerable and dreadful feeling of loneliness has been
suffocating me since 1914. I was not made to live without human support. For about 55 years no one has served
me a meal or given me a glass of water or shared my problems in a way which could give me a sense of
belonging. Now my health has forsaken me. I am not free from the cares of daily life because of financial
problems. No one is there to share my sorrows. I do not have anyone to help or attend to me. My personal life has
been quite listless. I find lack of substance in all particulars, details and elements of my personal life. I have been
willy-nilly passing these days of my life, now awake now asleep, now in eating and drinking and now immobile
and now mobile. I will probably live like this for the rest of my life.\fn{ But there may be only a few in India with such
diverse interests as you have. What made this possible?}
The less said about it the better. I could not commit suicide. Nor could I do anything for personal satisfaction. I
could not dedicate my life to serve the country or my compatriots with singlemindedness and devotion. A dreadful
loneliness has become my destiny. Nevertheless, even before disaster overtook me I was in love with life and
Nature. I have been passing my days on the basis of that love. In my poem Hindolah (The Cradle) I have given
some details of the tragic events of my life. In the evening of my life I have only this lingering wish and desire
that after my passing away the people should know that there has never been a tragic figure like me, at least in the
world of Indian literature and poetry. My interests are wide because the demands of an individual life could not be
fulfilled but my love for Life and the Universe compensates for this deprivation. This has also kindled my interest
in the problems of life around me. A feeling for the adversities of India’s innocent millions has been the only prop
of my life. I have a feeling that those who claim to be the saviors of the people are, in fact, the least concerned
about them. Often feelings for service of humanity do not mean concern for human beings. A collective
conception of man often does away with gentleness. That is why I am allergic to political workers. I do realize
that there is a place for systems in life. But to desire or work for a good life cannot replace love and gentleness
itself.\fn{What should be done then?}
Human beings should not be considered mere cogs in the collective machine. Each individual is greater than
humanity; every individual is greater than society. The conception of mass social welfare has the implicit danger
of degenerating into a tyrannical or mechanical system. It is strange that those involved in thinking of, and finding
solutions to, social problems are unable to love individuals. The system cannot wipe every individual’s tears.
Therefore, we need something more than a system, something much more.\fn{ But will not general welfare mean the
welfare of every individual?}
We should differentiate between general prosperity and happiness. Money means much but it is not everything.
The claims made by Russia and China that they have assured happiness to their people have been belied. Justice
alone is not enough. Good administration alone is not enough. Elimination of injustice alone is not. enough.
Fulfilling the material needs alone does not solve the problems. Reaching the moon is not all. Mere doing away
with the aberrations of capitalism leads nowhere. Despite having done all this the people in China and Russia are
not happy. India alone understood the secret that life should not be empty, commonplace, tattered and devoid of
civil and cultural graces. It has created insight and spiritual richness through folk tales, songs, traditions and
customs—imaginary or false. “Life” has thus been made “life” in the true sense of the term. No well-to-do child
of any country can be as happy as the one cradled on the songs of Surdas. No maiden can acquire the richness and
liveliness an Indian woman gets from our songs. No Moscow can be the centre of cultural richness like our
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panghat (the village well). No assembly hall or pedestrian crossing can throw up the wine of life which runs
through our songs sung in our pastures and courtyards. Communism can only give us profound bankruptcy. We
should always beware of the gentleness which harbors meanness, hollowness and emptiness and regards sordid
material needs as the objective of profound search and believes in a life in which two and two always make four
… The basic problem of the world is not the struggle between monarchy, on the one hand, and capitalism and
communism, on the other. Russia and China would not be able to give us the Man envisioned by our yogis and
philosophers … Political systems cannot be equated with humanity …
This does not mean that I like to see the common people in misery. Not at all. I regard my country as most
unfortunate. After going through the books and other accounts, and seeing photographs, and after pondering a
good deal, I have reached the conclusion that the life (or death) the Soviets and the Chinese have given to their
people is much better than ours. I am convinced that Indian life needs change and reform, but God forbid that
these are brought about by the Marxists. We are undoubtedly sick. But we will cure ourselves without Marxism.
March 3,1968:\fn{Ghalib has said: Hazaron khvahisen aisi ke har khvahis pe dam nikle | Bahut nikle mere arman lekin phir bhi kam
nikle. [Thousands are such wishes, and each one desperate for fulfillment | Many are fulfilled and yet much too many remain.] At this stage
of life what are the wishes and desires that still stir your heart? }
A few things for myself, and a few for my country. There are also certain things which concern all of humanity.
My health now is indifferent. But I am not afraid of death. My ailments cause no worry. Rather, some of them
give me a sort of internal consolation and I can concentrate more on my work. These diseases subside the internal
disturbance and enable me to concentrate on the problems of life. Elegant thoughts come to my mind. Sometimes
during bouts of illness, my poetry gets a new vigor. A good number of ghazals, ruba‘iyat and nazms were
composed during such times. Unfortunately, some of the diseases like arthritis, lumbago and asthma are quite
painful. I dread their attacks and wish I could avoid them.
Another extremely painful problem is my loneliness. There is hardly anyone around who might regard me as
his own and whom I might think my own and on whom I could depend and in whom I could seek company. My
wife and children do not live with me. I cannot even expect a glass of water from a loving hand. If thoughts and
cogitations do not keep company life will be difficult. There are those who love me and have affection for me but
they cannot stay with me or give some time to me. As I said in one of the couplets:
Mujhe pa ke tanha meri bekasi
Sar-e-sam bistar laga ja’e hai
Finding me alone, my helplessness
Prepares my bedding in the evening

All my life I have been so lonely and distraught that by sunset I am exhausted and my senses fail to work.
During the summer I generally go to bed by 9 o’clock and during winters by 8 o’clock. I fall asleep or remain
lying on a bed of thorns with eyes closed. Late in the night I get up from sleep. Some 25 years ago I had the
strength to compose poems late at night before going to bed. One of my couplets describes this:
Kabhi pichli rat ko dekh le kisi sans lete ciragh ko
Ke ghazal hu’I tu sa‘ur men vohi khastgi hai vohi thakan
Just see the earthen lamp flickering away in the final hours of the night;
If a lyric got composed my consciousness betrayed the same tiredness

I am reminded of another couplet of mine:
Dilon men dagh-e-mohabbat ka‘ab yeh alam hai
Ke jaise nind men dube hun pichli rat ciragh
This is now the condition of love—stains in the hearts
As if in the last hours of the night the candles were drowned in sleep

Yet another couplet flashes across memory:
Yeh meri navae nim sabi ask-e-anjum men naha’I hu’I
Ur jati hain ninden sadiyon ki kya janiye kya main karata hun
This my midnight lamentation drenched in star-tears
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The centuries lose sleep; I don’t know what I actually do

My poem Adhi Rat (Midnight) and Parcha’iyan (Shadows) are born of this sort of sleepless nights. I know my
wish to have someone who will regard me as his own will never be fulfilled:
Agar aur jite rahte yehi intezar hota
This waiting would have persisted had I lived longer

My love lyrics are also the reflection of my loneliness:
Kahan ka vasl tanha’I ne sayad bhes badla hai
Tire dam bhar ke ajane ko ham bhi kya samajhte hain
What’s union? Perhaps, loneliness comes disguised
This is what we understand by your coming for a moment
Johabbat men meri tanhay’ion ke hain kay’I ‘unvan
Tira ana, tira milna, tira uthna, tira jana
In love, separation from you comes under several headings,
Your coming, your meeting, your getting up, your departing

But now in the early hours of the night I cannot compose poetry. When my sleep gets disturbed at midnight,
poetry comes to my mind in full flow. The ruba’iyat of Rup were composed in the latter part of the night. Now I
make night out of the daytime. Sometimes I have a deep longing for a cottage by the riverside or in a jungle,
where I could stay with a sincere and intelligent attendant or a companion and to which such visitors would come
almost daily whose company would make my life worth living and I would not have any anxiety for money.
For the last 20 to 25 years I have been unable to keep awake till the late hours of the night musa’ira (poetical
meet). This is why these meets are quite disturbing to me. My life is prey to boredom. To escape these I turn to
attending musa‘ira where I meet a number of friends. But the hurly-burly of a modern musa‘ira makes me feel as
if I have fallen from the frying pan into the fire.
March 3, 1968\fn{Firaq Sahib, how would you define poetry?}
The life-blood of poetry is feeling, a feeling of the universe, or life, a feeling which produces a stirring, a state
of ecstasy. This inebriated ecstasy, this feeling creates a state of mind, an inspiration which finds expression in
rhyme.\fn{But aren’t there in life and in the universe such hard facts which instead of producing a state of ecstasy, give rise to anger and
gloom? For instance, the extreme pain of incurable diseases, the exploitation of the weak by mighty nations, and thousands of other
tyrannies and injustices, the pogroms and rapacities, starvation and penury, abominable acts committed by man and the havoc caused by
Nature, the woeful state of children and the helpless? Can the impact of all these produce that state of ecstasy? }

This question is fundamental to poetry as well as to thought. Such happenings make us wallow in pain or stir
us to action. But by themselves these experiences cannot straightaway create ecstasy. These would rather obstruct
poetry and kill the sense of poetry. But the painful feelings such experiences create stir up sublime emotions and
inspire love for humanity and life. This love for people and love for life is, by and large, conducive to an ecstatic
state, to breaking into a poetic expression. Pain will not cause ecstasy but the way in which Gautam Buddha
reacted to sorrow and anger, the way other great historical and religious personages were affected by it can, to a
large extent, produce such a state.\fn{ In the. light of your observations, the concept of Man can be ecstatic. But how can the
concept of Nature be ecstatic when there are heaps of sorrows and miseries all around? How can we call such a universe an “ecstatic”
reality?}

Man is an integral part of the universe with all its abhorrent facets. It is a different matter that the universe
manifests itself in adverse, contradictory or inconsistent states. That is, the universe or Mother Earth or the matrix
of ours, creates in us, its own children, an intense reaction against many of its realities. These gentle emotions and
motivations too are part and parcel of the universe. Man, as part of this universe, wages a war against these
inhumanities, which are also a part of the universe; and this war, or the thought of waging this war, are also a part
of this universe. Inherent in this war are innumerable far-reaching possibilities of creating a state of ecstasy. This
is how we can become ecstatic even by the comprehension of this universe. Besides, along with these painful
experiences, Nature has to offer several pleasant facets captivating natural phenomena, organic growth, several
uneventful incidents, pains and pleasures of life. Even our failings and foibles, even our innocent follies create
feelings of inebriation and ecstasy. We get pleasantly impressed by the concept of the universe as it is. The
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dialectics of life and universe is quite a soothing reality. Life shorn of challenges and confrontations is hardly of
any value. A universe in which life is all pleasure can hardly be one of contentment. It is because of this that
Ghalib and other poets have scoffed at a paradise of monotonous and somnolent life. Iqbal says:
Yeh ka’nat abhi natamam hai sayad
Keh a rahi hai damadam sada’e kun fayakun
This universe is perhaps still incomplete
This is why the divine order of Becoming is heard ceaselessly

I am reminded of a couplet of mine:
Mizanam bahar nafasam naghmaha’e kun fayekun
Dar baram nihan daram sad jahano man tanha
Every breath of mine pours out melodies of creativity
Though alone, in me there are concealed hundreds of universes

A dash of pain can intensify poetic rapture and arouse in the poet a feeling of life and universe. Wordsworth
says:
In the soothing thoughts that spring out of human sufferings

Virgil’s line rendered into English by Matthew Arnold runs:
The sense of tears in things human

The renowned comedian Charles Chaplin wrote in his autobiography that great writers are those “who tell the
truth about life with tears in their eyes”. In his opinion,
“A poem is a love letter to the world.”
Thus we arrive at the conclusion that one who shuts one’s eyes to the intensely painful truths of life is no real
poet; inasmuch as these painful predicaments inspire and evoke humane emotions and motivations, a real poet
cannot look askance at them. And these emotions and motivations are the life-blood of poetry.\fn{ Does all this imply
a criterion for every variety of poetry or all true poetry? }
The nature and degree of colorfulness and variety, found in life and the universe, manifests itself in poetry as
well. Let us take the great poets of the world; they have much in common and, at the same time, differ in many
respects. Every great poet has an individual taste and temperament, distinctive perceptions and style. But since
their different styles and viewpoints give us kaleidoscopic glimpses of universality, all of them come to be
regarded as universal poets. With a view to determining the standing of a poet, we should process the motivations
and emotions he arouses in us; the melodies flooding from his throat or pen have to be viewed from their ecstatic
impact on, and embrace the intuitive perception of, life and the universe. Besides, more often than not, time also
plays an important role in assessing the worth of a poet. Ghalib’s poetry found due recognition half a century after
his death. Nazir Akbarabadi’s works did not find favor with poets obsessed with ghazal like Shaifta, Ghalib, Zauq,
Momin and others. Nazir’s poetry found its admirers later. In my view, Nazir was a great poet on account of his
variegation and external observations even though his works lack life’s central weal and woe and its depth. The
objectivity in his poetry is itself quite real and genuine but it is devoid of that meta-objectivity we find in the great
poets of the world. But then each and every part of a great poet’s work is not great. Ebb and tide also affect the
realm of consciousness and intuition. A poet, however great, has many a zenith and nadir. Great poetry calls for
internal and external universality and inwardness but at times even ordinary verses are so beautiful and
enchanting that one cannot but be impressed. For instance, this couplet of Mir Majruh:
Ab anban ho gai’i hai baghban se
Mujhe nikla hi samjho gulsitan se
Relations with the gardener are now strained
Consider me almost on my way out from the garden

Or, of Hali:
Dikhana parega hamen zakhm-e-dil
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Agaar tir uska khata ho gaya
I shall be constrained to show my heart’s wound
If the beloved’s arrow misses its target

Or, of Jurat:
Baharen ham ko bhulin, yad itna hai ke gulsan men
Gareban cak karne ka bhi ek hangam aya tha
Springtides are lost to memory, only one remembers that
There had descended a moment of ecstatic frenzy or tearing one’s clothes

A poetess says:
Tire ‘isq ki ban ga’i hun kahani
Kahi ja rahi hun suni ja rahi hun
I have become a story of your love
Being related and listened to

Or, another poetess says:
Bin tumhare main ji ga’i ab tak
Tum ko kya khud mujhe yaqin nahin
That I am yet alive without you
Is unbelievable not only to you but also to me

There are thousands of similar verses which cannot be described as great, but have an undeniable charm. Just
as we find degrees of beauty and sublimeness in life and the universe, poetry, too, has its grades. For instances,
the beauty of a lone star compared to that of the whole galaxy, the greatness of Gautam Buddha and the innocence
of a common man; the Taj Mahal and a beautiful hut, the greatness of mankind’s history and the life of an
individual or a lovable child.
Jo zarrah jis jagah hai vahin aftab hai
An atom is as illuminating as the sun at the very place it occupies

When life is appraised,\fn{ The question is: What purpose does poetry fulfill in life and civilization? } material demands, the
need for food, shelter and clothing, stand out foremost. Then comes the need for a social structure which may
fulfill our political, economic, educational and moral aspirations. Among these is a hunger and thirst for an
ecstatic and inebriating sense which poetry and other fine arts alone can satisfy. Had this longing not been there,
we would remain discontented. We not only seek the necessities of life, but also want to sing the song of life and
listen to its harmonies. Without poetry, life would seem hollow even when we have the material things of
life.\fn{What is the role of ideology in poetry?}
Even those who have faith in Marxism will have to admit that a good many views and values are universal, for
example, the motivation love and beauty can provide; or the feeling for the beauties of Nature; or the fascinating
features of domestic life and the interaction in society and human relationship among individuals and several
other equally important facets of life. These values have an equal impact on the Marxist and non-Marxist way of
thinking. Of course, when a poet’s topic relates, directly or indirectly, to political or philosophical or his own
ideas based on faith, we shall have to assess the poet’s ideas irrespective of the attributes of his poetry. It is not
always necessary for good poetry to address itself to practical aims or political ideologies. However, there can be
occasions when such aims and ideologies can bring forth majestic poetry. Poetry is a fundamental necessity of
human life; it is also comprehensive, all-embracing. For instance, poets like Kalidas and Shakespeare can
influence Marxists and non-Marxists alike. This also holds good for prose. Alif Laila (The Arabian Nights) and
Aesop’s Fables are a heritage of mankind regardless of one’s faith or beliefs. The novels of Dickens, Tolstoy and
Turgenev have nothing to do with Marxist ideology but these are a rage with millions of people in Communist
Russia. Likewise, Sholokhov, a contemporary novelist who stands for communist ideology, was awarded the
Nobel Prize by those who are not Marxists. Scientific discoveries and ideas and social and political ideologies
change, but there always has been literature with universal appeal, right from the time of the Rigveda, despite
constant changes in man’s aims and ideologies. The literary qualities of the Bible attract even non-Christians.
Great literature overrides all the philosophical and ideological differences. But, as I have already said, when the
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work of a poet or a writer has a specific objective, or touches on a specific ideology, we shall have to assess it on
the basis of that aim or ideology.
This discussion has another interesting aspect too. Let us suppose that a poet or a writer with a communal bent
of mind expresses his dissatisfaction with the present set-up in India, while another with Marxist leanings gives
vent to the same feelings. It can then be difficult to say which of them is a communal writer and which subscribes
to the Marxist ideology.
It is only the few endowed with some specific qualities who have produced literature or poetry in the past and
will continue to do so in the future. Those distinguished ones with sterling qualities of head and heart from whose
pens great poetry and literature has come are fewer still. Such personalities have faith in fundamental human
values, and can be called humanist in the highest sense. It is not necessary to express Marxist or non-Marxist
thought with prejudice or sectarianism. It is said,
“One touch of Nature makes the whole world kin.”
This holds good in literature too. But to judge poetry and literature in the light of a philosophical viewpoint is
not only the right of a responsible reader but also his duty.
From every viewpoint, whether or not one goes into a deep perception, the soul of poetry lies in that feeling for
the weal and woe in existence. This is the motivation for true poetry, and no other feel of the universe can be
regarded as more valuable or worthy. The service of mankind and the endeavor to reform the world are
praiseworthy in themselves, but very often these efforts rob us of an ecstatic feel, the feel of life’s weal and woe.
It is like the work of a physician or a surgeon who removes pain but is oblivious of the patient himself.\fn{ How
does the feel of weal and woe or the privations and predicaments of Existence arise? }
It is a subtle point indeed, and is central and fundamental to the philosophy of aesthetics. One reply to your
question is:
Aftab amad dalil-e-aftab
The sunrise is proof of the existence of the sun

For intuition, the consciousness of weal and woe or empathy and pathos are quite inevitable; but those seeking
arguments point to the fact that elements of sorrow are present in the pleasure of life. Ripeness of sorrow is
essential to the consciousness of existence. This is why Shakespeare regards ripeness as the be-all and end-all.
It is also argued that the phenomenon as we observe or the phenomenon of time and space is nothing but
reality getting separated from itself. The consciousness of the separation along with the consciousness of being
one with reality lies at the root of the weal and woe of existence. This consciousness is pregnant with unlimited
dramatic insight. A part of our own self gets separated from us and becomes our offspring, for which our love
manifests within ourselves. The art of poetry is the art of falling in love with the universe, which produces
boundless joys and weal and woe. I have, of late, hinted at this idea in two couplets of mine:
Saz-e-nahno aqrab ham yak payam-e-tanha’i
Are are mi sudah jan, jane jan o man tanha
The melody, “we are nearest”, is also a message of loneliness
Oh, yes, you became my very life, O my beloved, yet made me lonely
Har bahar-e-rangarang matam-e-juda’I ha
Az kinar-e-gul khezad khusbu-e-caman tanha
Every springtide or beauteous multitude of colors is nothing but a lamentation of separation
From the rose-petal, garden-fragrance arises alone

Despite nahno aqrab—being nearest—we are separated from Reality; notwithstanding bahar-e-rangarang—
multi-hued springtime—kinar-e-gul se khusbu-e-caman ki juda’i ka ahsas hi—the fragrance from the rose-petal
leaves the garden alone. This feeling of unity and separation gives birth to the melodies of poetry.
March 27, 1966:\fn{In life and in the world there are themes. Which of them are proper and suitable for poetry? }
One can write a book on this subject. In a talk I can touch only a few points. Light poetry may be composed on
mundane topics such as eating and drinking or on the things we eat and drink, on physical needs and actions,
ailment and disease, buying and selling, wages and salaries, getting a job or losing one, going on pension, rising
prices, travel, on flies and mosquitoes, on having a bath, on shoes, caps and other apparels and hundreds of other
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such things. But these are not subjects fit for real poetry. It is strange that generally we consider sex or sexual life
as immoral. Yet love-poetry throughout the world stems from erotic motivations, sexual desires and sentiments.
Still, how pure and innocent, how full of pathos and passion, how deep and sublime, how tender and sensitive,
how humanizing, in fact, how divine is that sort of poetry. I have frequently pondered over all this. How is it that
this type of poetry attracts and seems so pure, even though the non-poetic cognition of such a passion or action
does not send us into ecstasies, no virtue is attributed to it and which creates unpleasant ideas? One tends to
wonder how deep-rooted, in our animal existence, are the cognitive possibilities of sex and lust. How else could
the poetic cognition of rape make poetry great? It seems that human gracefulness and beauty create an intuitive
conception of these desires, an aesthetic imagination, a transcendental view free from dross and impurity. Dross or
Matter alone manifests ethereal existence. The idea of the sex-act gets eliminated in love-poetry and sexuality gets
molded into an absolute conception and this conception, though physical in nature, tends to become the
conception of absolute beauty. The act of eating, going to the market-place or office, dressing or undressing, acts
of daily life, or such other actions with which no evil can be associated do not have aes thetic or poetic
possibilities.
But if a poetic narration on these non-poetic, uninspiring subjects has a creative atmosphere, even poetry
depicting such things or actions becomes great literature. In the ruba‘iait (quatrains) of Rup I have achieved a
measure of success in providing glimpses of family life and in creating aesthetic cognition in them. But the
particularization must be brief. Words like patient or sick person may be given poetic attributes, but not the
disease itself if it is scabies, boils, constipation or stomach pain. But pain, restlessness or fever can become and
have been the themes of poetry. The point worth considering is why poetic cognition of fever is possible and why
not of plague or cholera. However, if these diseases break out in an epidemic form we can, without going into
detail, just touch upon these in a good poem. Affluence is not a poetic theme; poverty is. The creation of wealth
and miracles of human endeavor have been themes in good poetry. In my poem Dharti ki Karvat (The Earth Takes
a Turn), I have projected an aesthetic or poetic feel of the creation of wealth. In another poem Dastan-e-Adam
(The Story of Man) I have portrayed cultivation and other means of wealth-creation to produce poetic imagery.
Such poetry attains the same heights as love-poetry .
Feasting on scenic or human beauty is different from doing manual labor. Action and all the manifestations of
will power by themselves do not produce aesthetic feelings. But when we transcend the practical life and perceive
action as a process in itself, action becomes aesthetic cognition. Around 10 o’clock in the morning we can
imagine millions of our countrymen going to office, on foot, or by various modes of transport. This conception,
too, can become an aesthetic experience. In like manner, laborers wending their way to the factories in the early
hours can arouse aesthetic feelings. Even a machine has become a theme of poetry. In the poem, Sarak ban rahi
hai (The road under construction) by Salaam Machhlishehri, and in a good number of poems in other languages,
the hard-working people have been projected in poetry. Such poems are aesthetic and intuitive to the same extent
to which their observations are deep and sincere. Poems on Love and Nature have been written with
comparatively less effort and greater concentration because the action does not get diffused. Aesthetic
concentration is disturbed by body movements but not in poems of love or nature. Routine everyday life is
commonplace, and does not have much to inspire aesthetic intuition or inspiration. If the action is uncommon, like
the war of the Mahabharata or other epics, its being uncommon greatly helps in poetic creation.
The poet projects action by harmonizing both with the act and the actor and, at the same time, dissociates
himself from them. Poetic perception of the act itself keeps him aloof from its specific details. The action of
Nature that creates a beauteous embodiment or a scenic attraction is far superior to human action; it is also covert
and hidden. A rose is the result of innumerable action processes but we do not see Nature engaged in any action.
In like manner, the sun, the moon, and other planets came into being. We do not see Nature at work although the
creation of every scene is born of countless invisible actions in Nature. There is no mystery, no covertness,
nothing hidden, unobservable in human actions; there is no invisible source at work. Human action is more
construction than creation.
Moreover, no purpose is discernible in the working of Nature. In Nature, action becomes a play. Human action,
on the other hand, has a particular and limited aim which robs it of its poetry. But man, too, is part and parcel of
Nature, and when we conceive of human action in the framework of Nature or Existence we realize its aesthetic
perception. In springtime we can go into raptures but we cannot go into ecstasy at the vision of an office or a
factory. Human actions comparable to those of Nature can evoke in us poetic inspiration with comparative ease.
Then, there are human actions with a greater poetic appeal, for example, maidens drawing water from a well. It
quickly makes us poetic. But a butcher killing an animal or bearers serving meals in a hotel are not “poetic” acts.
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Josh Malihabadi has written incomparable poems on the farmer, the sweeper-woman, maidens selling
blackberries, but a tailor, a lawyer, a barber or a masseur have not been the theme of his or anybody else’s poems.
The possibility is, of course, there that aesthetic concentration will enable us to render every action in poetry.
244.137 Excerpt from The Story Of My Life: “My Life In Detention”\fn{by Morarji Desai (1896-1995)} Bhadeli,
Valsad District, Gujarat State, India (M) 3
… When I was told at 4 a.m. on 26 th June 1975 that the police had come for me, I was not surprised or
shocked. As a matter of fact, my frame of mind did not change in the slightest. I took it as an occurrence.
I must add, however, that I had not expected the police to come that morning and come to take me to prison.
Even so, I was not altogether surprised, because while returning after addressing the meeting at Ramlila Grounds
the evening before I had noticed many policemen on the roads. I suspected then something was brewing. That is
why I was not totally surprised when the police came.
In fact, the police first came at about 2:30 a.m. when my servant told them that I was asleep. They did not
disturb me. They came again at 4 a.m. I told them I would take about one hour to get ready: I finished my
morning bath, shave and performed some puja. I came out exactly at 5 a.m. The police were waiting in the
corridor.
I did not take much luggage with me. I took two pairs of clothes, a spinning wheel and a few other things
including two or three books. A taxi was waiting outside my house and I went with them.
*
I was first taken to the police station where I was transferred to another vehicle. After five minutes we were on
our way again. After 15 to 20 minutes I asked the police officer where they were taking me. He told me:
“To Sohna tourist center.”
Two police officers were with me in the car; one in the back where I was seated and the other in the front. I
must record that they were polite and courteous.
I reached Sohna at about 6 a.m. Almost at the very same time Shri Jayaprakash Narayan\fn{ An Indian
independence activist and political leader (1902-1979), remembered especially for leading the opposition to Indira Gandhi in the 1970s and
for giving a call for peaceful total revolution. The author was an himself an Indian independence activist and the fourth Prime Minister of
India from 1977–1979, the first Indian Prime Minister who did not belong to the Indian National Congress Party } was also brought

there. My vehicle overtook his vehicle and we both alighted at the same time. We spoke to each other briefly.
We were put in adjacent suites in the Sohna tourist center. The suite had two living rooms with attached bath
rooms. First, I was taken to the cottage which was occupied by police officers. On arrival, I was asked what I
would like to have for my meals. I told them milk and fruits.
That morning at Sohna, I made the decision not to take cooked food any more. Ever since, I have lived only on
milk and fruits. Immediately I was supplied with cow’s milk, and at about 11 a.m. they brought me some more
milk and fruits. The same was done at about 6:30 p.m. for dinner.
*
In the beginning, my room was not locked from the outside; nor did I lock it from the inside. After two or three
days, I found it was locked from outside. I told them that if they continued to lock from the outside, I would lock
it from the inside. They stopped doing so.
There were two DSPs, one Inspector, six Sub-Inspectors and 30 to 40 policemen on duty at Sohna to guard
Jayaprakashji and me. On arrival, I had asked for newspapers but they were not supplied. On the second day; I
asked for the same. I was told that they had no orders. I told them:
“If I do not get newspapers day after tomorrow, I would not take any food.” I received the newspapers the
following afternoon.
On reading the newspapers, I came to know about the press censorship which was much stricter than those of
British days. During the British regime, newspapers could publish the names of the arrested and the jails in which
they were lodged.
When I read news reports which were patently untrue I did not become agitated because I knew that those
were inspired by their debased nature and temperament, and that they were motivated by fear. Yet, some
periodicals preferred to close rather than succumb to the pressure of the Government. This gave great hope to the
country.
I also got a copy of the booklet “Why Emergency?” which was circulated by the Government. It was a tissue
of lies. How else could they have justified their evil steps?
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Did I feel like replying to such lies? No, I did not. It would not have served any purpose. My faith in God’s
laws asserting themselves and justice prevailing eventually is invincible. God’s justice would prevail at the proper
time.
We get worried because we hope things will happen according to our desires. In the midst of such evil and
darkness our main duty should be to think continuously of serving other people and of purifying ourselves
constantly for that purpose. Such efforts must be made and I have no doubt that they would be rewarded
ultimately.
*
On reaching the detention camp house at Sohna, I settled down the moment I entered the room. Wherever I go
becomes home to me. Did I know what was happening in the country? Censored newspapers were useless for this
purpose. I did not ask for an interview with any of my family members or friends.
I asked for permission to walk outside. They said I could go out after 7:30 in the evening. I said I was not a
thief that I should walk in the dark. If I was not allowed to go out in the morning for a walk, I would not do so in
the evening either.
For a month, I did not go out of my room at all. I used to walk inside the room at noon and in the afternoon, I
would take 11 to 12 steps in one direction and the same number in the opposite. The police officer used to watch
from outside. Once he observed:
“You are running, not walking.”
*
After three or four weeks my daughter-in-law, Padma, came to see me. A lawyer friend, Shri H.K. Thakore
(Bhanabhai), was allowed to see me in his capacity as my advocate.
I had not sent for him. He came of his own accord. It was two weeks after my detention. He suggested that I go
to court to establish my right to interviews. I said I had no interest in doing so. But my daughter-in-law had gone
to court on her own. Only after four weeks of my detention, was she allowed to see me.
My son, Kantilal, was in the UK at that time. Had he returned, he would have been arrested. His house was
searched by the police, but they found nothing of interest to them.
*
What was my daily routine in detention? I used to get up at 4 a.m. at Sohna guest house. I was shifted to Taoru
on July 30 where I decided to get up at 3 a.m. There I would go to sleep a little earlier. My daily routine was as
follows:
3:00 a.m. Short prayer at the time of rising, answering morning calls, shaving (every alternate day) and bath.
4:15 a.m. Puja.\fn{Worship} I had taken my puja articles with me in my bag. I did puja without flowers. During puja I
recited the Gita.
5:00 a.m. Padmasan\fn{Meditation in a particular yogic posture} for one hour.
6:00 a.m. I got ready, walked for an hour and recited the Gita while walking. I recited the whole Gita during this daily
morning walk. (As I said earlier, for the first 3 weeks or so I walked inside my room.)
7:00 a.m. Milk.
7:30 a.m. Spinning, reading, spinning. I invariably spun 1,000 meters daily; for some days it was 2,000 meters and for a
month at Taoru I spun 3,000 meters daily devoting nearly six hours to spinning.
10:30 a.m. Morning meal: cow’s milk, fruits such as mangoes, apples and sometimes chiku.\fn{A sweet, nutritional
tropical fruit common in India} After some time Padma brought fruits which lasted several days. There was a refrigerator
where they could be stored. Rest for one hour after lunch, just lying down, not sleeping.
1:00 p.m. Padmasan and gayatri for one hour.\fn{Apparently reciting the gayatri mantra while assuming the padmasan
meditative position:H}
2:30 p.m. Reading and spinning. At my request the police officer in charge brought me Rama Charita Manas.
5:00 p.m. Evening walk for 30 to 40 minutes.
6:00 p.m. Evening meal: milk and fruits.
6:45 p.m. Prayers and padmasan for one hour.
9:00 p.m. Short prayer before going to bed.

Reading the newspapers between the lines I discerned the havoc wrought on our people through fear. This trait
has been inherent in our countrymen for several centuries.
I was deeply upset. Our land has suffered from fear for 13 centuries, ever since we were invaded and became
subject. But at no time in our history was fear so pervasive and intense as in Smt. Gandhi’s time.
I came to know about the excesses committed in the name of family planning from the policemen on duty at
Taoru. I learnt about the riots in the nearby villages. Once the notorious dacoit Sunder was believed to be in the
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vicinity. Three trenches were hurriedly dug in the compound of Taoru rest house to defend it against Sunder.
Some police officers used to say to me:
“Only when you become Prime Minister, will the situation improve; otherwise it cannot.”
After I was released I saw the people’s fear lessen. They were beginning to regain their courage. This helps
explain the historic victory of the Janata Party during the March 1977 elections.
*
I did not get my mail at Sohna. I did not bother to enquire why.
At Taoru for the first six to eight months I received both mail and newspapers. I got copies of Commerce
weekly at the beginning. But later on, all of a sudden, the mail stopped coming. I did not even receive the Lok
Sabha papers.
Visitors brought periodicals and books. In addition to Bhagwat and the Ramayana, the books that I read were:
Yoga Vashist, Gunnar Myrdal’s book on world poverty, some books on economics, Narad Bhakti Yoga, Future
Shock and a book about Socrates.
*
Although I had taken two pairs of clothes with me, I asked to be provided with additional clothes. They were
given to me after 10 days. First they got ready-made pajamas and shirts from the Khadi Gramodyog shop. Later
some were specially tailored for me. After I received the clothes from the prison, I did not use my own. In the
winter months they gave me a sweater also. I was also given a pair of shoes at Taoru. I asked for razor blades, but
not for shaving soap, since I use soap only to wash my hands. One cake of soap lasted me for more than a year.
On Ekadashi days when I fasted, they gave me sugarcane juice once a day. On other days I drank carrot juice in
the morning.
*
I was kept at Sohna for one month and five days. Only on the night before I was shifted to Taoru was I told
about the proposed change. They provided me with an air-conditioner at Taoru, but power failures were frequent.
On one or two occasions the air-conditioner failed for 15 days at a stretch. The police officers suggested that I
sleep in the open. I preferred to remain inside since sleeping outside would have inconvenienced them.
Twice a day a medical officer came to examine me at Sohna and Taoru. The District Medical Officer saw me
once a week for three or four months. Later on, he came once every two months. I was weighed every week. At
Taoru, the doctor examined my pulse and blood pressure every morning and evening.
I used to listen to bhajans\fn{Indian devotional songs} on a tape-recorder every morning and evening. I rarely
listened to the radio. I learnt about Shri Kamaraj’s death, inadvertently, through switching on the radio.\fn{ This is
apparently Kumarasami Kamaraj aka K. Kamaraj (1903-1975) an Indian politician from Tamil Nadu State, Chief Minister of Tamil Nadu
(1954-1963), Member of Parliament (1952-1954, 1969-1975), known for his simplicity and integrity }

I used to go for a walk up to the beginning of a road. A police officer said that I could even walk on it. I told
him that if his superiors came to know about it, he would lose his job.
I thought of taking up cycling again. They brought a cycle; I found it difficult to mount it. Since I could have
fallen, I gave up the idea of cycling.
Sometimes the police officers were not able to keep pace with me as I walked. So they sat while I continued.
Once when a police officer sat, I could not help remarking:
“Who appointed you a police officer?”
Sometimes during my walks, I came across villagers. Some of them would say “Ram, Ram” and I would reply
“Ram, Ram”. Sometimes, the officers told me that they hoped I would be the next Prime Minister. I used to reply:
“How can it happen at this age? I am running 81. Also I do not believe that I am the only person fit for the high
post. Where is the question of my becoming Prime Minister?” They used to reply:
“Age does not matter; you are very active, God willing, it will happen; we believe so.”
*
These 19 months of detention were the most beneficial period of my life. This is why I publicly thank Smt.
Gandhi for it. As a matter of fact, I have no doubt that my detention was the will of God. Smt. Gandhi was His
instrument. Therefore, there is no question of my blaming her.
During the detention I lived introspectively. How could I improve myself? I asked myself that question
constantly. What about the blemishes within? Was there tension? Did I dislike anybody? I also searched within to
analyze my feelings towards Smt. Indira Gandhi.
I realized that I did harbor some resentment against her. But the very act of realization freed me of such
feeling. Since then I have not harbored a dislike for anybody.
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During my detention I gave absolutely no thought to my release. I dwelt on the thought of God alone. How
was I to realize Him? What could I do to discipline myself for that purpose? Such introspection in search of the
truth had been an integral part of my life for many years. But during this detention, it became intensified, since I
was alone.
During my former imprisonments, I always had several people with me. That provided me with an opportunity
to study human nature, because in jail people shed all hypocrisy. All their masks disappear completely in prison.
*
During this detention, I could travel within without interference. Such a journey kept me free from all worry;
even about the conditions prevailing in the country. However that did not mean that I was not concerned about
things outside; but such concern did not disturb the inner peace. In this state one’s judgment becomes clear and
one’s intellect operates without bias or attachment.
*
I realized that worry does not help at all. On the contrary, it clouds the judgment. It prevents one from helping
others and therefore retards progress. By surrendering completely to God’s will I transcended all mental anguish.
I believe that everything happens according to God’s law. His will is benevolent, not malevolent. One must
accept all that happens as part of that. Whatever comes to one’s life according to that law must be taken as His
will; only then can one be at peace under all conditions.
*
During my detention, I read Tulsidasji’s Ramayana five times. This continuous contact with the Ramayana
convinced me that bhakti\fn{Active religious devotion} was as necessary as karma.\fn{“Action” or “deed”, understood as
that which causes the entire cycle of cause and effect } At first, it took me a month to read it while at Sohna; then I re-read it
in 15 days, and later in nine days. Every time I read it, I learnt something new.
These readings of the Ramayana also taught me that bhakti helps in achieving anasakta karma.\fn{Complete
mental detachment} They also helped me to increase the intensity of my devotion to God. This gave me complete
peace of mind.
Previously, I used to believe there were three separate paths to self-realization: jnan,\fn{Apparently, attaining to the
knowledge that there are four means of salvation: through discrimination [the ability to differentiate between what is real/eternal (Brahman)
and what is unreal/temporal (everything else in the universe); through dispassion (the ability to detach from the temporary); through
practicing the six virtues (control of the mind, control of the senses, renunciation of activities that are not duties, greatly increasing
endurance, attaining faith, and attaining perfect concentration); and through intensely focusing on the longing for moksha (the liberation
from temporal entanglements that bind one to the cycle of death and rebirth) } karma and bhakti. Afterwards, I realized that

karma and bhakti are the same. When karma is prominent, bhakti is supplementary; when bhakti is prominent,
karma is supplementary. When you reach total bhakti, there is no karma. I also realized that bhakti is complete
self-surrender to God, and without such surrender anasakta karma does not become possible.
Earlier in my life I had tried to surrender to God; I realized during this detention that my surrender had never
been total. Now my mind became capable of total surrender. I think this was my greatest gain during these 19
months of captivity.
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269.138 1. Excerpt from Musings From The Gallows: Autobiography Of Ram Prasad Bismil\fn{by Ram Prasad
Bismil (1897-1927)} Shahjahanpur, Shahjahanpur District, Uttar Pradesh (M) 11
1
In Tomarghar region, on the bank of the river Chambal, lie two villages, which are well known in the Gwalior
State,\fn{An Indian kingdom and princely state (1731-1948) under the British Indian Empire, ruled by the Scindia Dynasty of the
Marathas} because the people of these villages are of rebellious nature. They do not care about the state power. They pay
the land revenue when they feel like and when they have no mind to do so, they simply refuse to pay. If the Tahsildar or
some other official of the state goes to them, they go hiding in the thick forest and remain there for months. Their cattle
go with them and they have their food, etc. there only. They do not leave anything of consequence at home, which
could be auctioned to realize the revenue. It is said about a landlord that for non-payment of revenue, he was able to get
exemption.
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They remained absconders for many years but when they were entrapped in a cleverly laid net, they were put to lot
of hardship by the sub-divisional officials. They were made to starve for many days and kept shackled. Then they were
threatened to be burnt alive, and grass was put on their feet and set aflame. But they did not agree to pay tax on the plea
that even if they did not pay tax, there shall be no deficit in the coffers of the state. Who would know that a particular
person lived only by defiance? He was reported against to the higher authorities but the result was that land was given
to him by way of exemption.
Similarly, the people of the village hit upon a wonderful plan. They took away six camels of the royal cavalry and
hid them in the thick forest. They were again reported against, upon which the state passed orders that both the villages
should be blown up by cannon fire. After a lot of persuasion, the camels were returned. The authorities were advised
that in such a vast state, very few brave people lived, and it would not be proper to destroy them. The cannons returned
and the villages were saved from being blown up.
These people do not harm people of the state, but go to the English territory to indulge in robbery in rich men’s
houses and escape to the jungle, where neither the police nor army can do any harm to them. Both these villages
are at a distance of fifteen miles from the English territorial limits along the bank of the river Chambal. In one of
the well known families of this village, was born my grandfather Shri Narayan Lal.
Because of the family feuds and very harsh treatment by his sister-in-law, he left his place of birth to wander
about. Ultimately, along with his wife and two sons, he reached Shahjehanpur. The elder of the two sons is Shri
Murli Dhar, my father. At that time he was eight years old and his younger brother (my uncle Shri Kalyanmal) was
of six years. This was the time of the great famine.
2
After great efforts, Shri Narayan Lal got a job for rupees three per month at a perfumery. How could four people
in the family make both ends meet in those days of food scarcity with such a meager salary of three rupees? My
grandfather tried his best to make do with just one meal, that too with half belly, to feed the children, but still it was
not feasible. They took oat, millet, maize, barley, whatever came their way, to spend the woeful days but it was not
possible to survive like this. Mother would get half batitua (chenopodium album), gram or any other green leafy
stuff, which was cheapest of all, and adding a little bit of salt would eat herself, but give to the sons bread of grams
or barley. Grandfather too did likewise. The day was spent with difficulty with only half belly food, but it was well
nigh impossible to squeeze the belly by night.
This was about the food. Where could they find the clothes and rent for living? Grandma thought of getting some
menial jobs in good houses, but who could trust a stranger speaking a language so different? No one would give
grain to be ground on wage basis, fearing that in these days of famine, she would herself eat it up.
After making persistent efforts, two women condescended to engage her in their houses for grain grinding, but
how to say ‘no’ to the old grind-women, already working for them? With such obstacles, some five to seven seers (a
seer is a little less than a kilo of today) of grain was forthcoming for grinding, at the rate of one pice per five seers.
With just half belly filled, that too only once a day, she would toil hard to grind for three to four hours to earn only
a pice or a pice and a half. Then she would prepare food for children, on return from work.
This type of living continued for a couple of years. Grandpa would often talk of going back to the native place
but grandma would say,
“Because of the cruelty of those people we had to leave hearth and home; all that we had got destroyed and we
had to see these hard days. We would not go back to cringe at the feet of those people again to spend a life of
slavery. It is far better to die like this. And such days will not remain for ever.” She suffered all kinds of hardships
but did not agree to go back to the village.
In four-five years, when they had come to know some people, who understood that the woman belonged to a good
family, though fallen on bad days, many women came forward to trust Grandma. Famine conditions also eased.
Sometimes some donations became available from good persons’ place, and someone would feed them during priest
feasting.
Time went on like this. Some good people, who had no issue but lot of riches, tried to entice Grandma to gift them
one of her sons and they would give any amount of money demanded by her in return. But Grandma was an ideal
mother, she did not care for such baits at all and she continued to bring up her children somehow or the other.
*
By hard toiling and with some donations, some money was saved. At the instance of some good people, my father
was put in a school. Grandpa too tried his bit and his salary was raised and began to be paid seven rupees. Thereafter he
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left his service, and began to sell pice, two anna or four anna coins (sixteen annas to a rupee) at a shop. He could earn
five to seven annas daily. The bad days befallen them began to leave them.
All the credit goes to dear Grandma for this. The way she worked with patience and courage, could be termed as the
work of a divine power behind her. Otherwise how could an uneducated village woman, in a strange place, work so
hard to feed her children and herself, and endeavor to educate the children in such conditions when she had never
stepped out of her house, and also coming from such an orthodox society where all Hindu traditions were followed so
very rigidly and the people of the region would not hesitate to lay down their lives for protecting the traditions and
practices.
No woman of the Brahmin, Kshtriya or Vaishya (three of the four divisions of Hindu society) could go out without
one and a half hand long veil from one house to another. Same held good for the Shudra (the lowest class) women that
they should not go out without a veil. There is a distinct dress for the Shudra women, so that they can be recognized
from a distance.
These practices are so rigid that they have assumed the form of cruelty. Once the woman of a Chamar (leather
worker) family, who had come after marriage from the English territory, according to the family tradition, went to the
house of the landlord to touch his feet. She was wearing toe rings (adorning the toes of a married woman whose
husband is alive) and she was otherwise dressed like a Chamar woman. The landlord looked at her feet. He was told
that she was the wife of a Chamar. The landlord came out with his shoes on and stood on her toes which got crushed
under his heavy weight. He said arrogantly,
“If the Chamar women wear these toe rings, what would the women of high castes wear?”
These people were totally uneducated and devoid of any wisdom but they were always proud of their caste-status.
Even the poorest of the uneducated Brahmin or a Kshtriya, of whatever age, if he happened to pass through the Shudra
settlement, the Shudra, howsoever moneyed or old he may be, would have to get up to touch his feet. For not doing so,
he, the Brahmin or Kashtriya can give him a sound shoe beating there and then and all those present would blame the
Shudra for his misdemeanor and ridicule him.
If a girl or a woman is suspected of adultery, she is killed without a second thought and thrown into the river
Chambal. In the same manner if a woman was accused of adultery or some other questionable deed, even if she is
pregnant, she is cut to pieces in no time and thrown into the river and no one can know about this gruesome act.
The men there are of good character. They consider others’ daughters and women as their own. They do not hesitate
to lay down their lives to protect the honor and dignity of women.
Having been married in such a place, and having regard to all such traditions and practices, it was given only to
Grandma to show such courage when she had come to the town.
*
The bad days were over with the Grace of God. Father received some education and Grandpa acquired a house also.
The family, which used to go from door to door, got a place to live peacefully and then the question of my father’s
marriage came up.
Grandma went to her parents’ place along with Grandpa and father. It was there that my father was married. After a
few months stay, they returned along with the newly-wed bride.
3
My father got a job after his marriage, in the municipality at a monthly salary of rupees fifteen. He had not
received good education. As he did not like that job, after a year or two, he gave up the job and tried to set up an
independent business. He became an official stamp vendor in the court compound.
Most of his life was spent in this vocation. As a family man of average means, he gave education to his children,
looked after his family and in course of time he came to be counted among the respectable persons of the locality. He
also did some money lending business. He had got made three bullock carts, which were plied on hire basis.
My father loved exercise also. He had a very strong and robust body. He used to go for wrestling bouts also.
A son was born in the family, but he died. A year later, this writer (Shri Ram Prasad) was born on 11 th of Jayeshta
Shukla Paksha in 1954, Vikrami. After lot of invocations, charms and amulets, etc. Grandpa looked after this boy.
A children’s disease had entered the family. Thus, a month or two after birth, my state of health began to
deteriorate like that of the first baby. Some one suggested that a white rabbit be turned round above my body and let
free. If there was disease, the rabbit would die instantly. Exactly this happened as it is said. As soon as a white rabbit
was swirled round my body and left on the ground, it swirled three-four times and died.
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I think it is possible, in a way, because a treatment is of three types: (1) Supernatural, (2) Human and (3) Demonic.
In the demonic treatment, the flesh of different kinds of animals or birds or blood is used, about which much has been
stated in the old medicine books.
One of the uses of this system is so very amazing and surprising. If a bat, torn in the middle, is brought before a
two month old child suffering from marasmus,\fn{Severe undernourishment} the child will catch hold of it and suck its
blood and it would be cured of the disease. This is a very useful remedy prescribed by a sage.
*
When I was seven years old, my father taught me Hindi alphabets and sent me to a school run by a mulvi, to learn
Urdu. I remember very well that father used to go to the arena for wrestling and he used to throw off a much stronger
looking rural.
After some time, he made friends with a Bengali, Mr. Chatterjee who was a chemist dealing in English
medicines. He was a great addict. He could smoke a chillum (a smoking device) of half a chhatak (one thirtieth of a
seer) of hemp. Father learnt smoking hemp in his company, which gradually rendered his body so thin and weak. In
ten years he was reduced a skeleton. Mr. Chatterjee began to drink also with the result that he had an enlarged liver,
which ultimately caused his death. On my persistent persuasion, father gave up smoking hemp, but after quite a long
time.
*
Five sisters and three brothers were born after my birth. Grandma insisted that, in accordance with the family
practice, the girls should be killed, but my mother opposed this and the girls were saved. This was the first time that
girls were brought up in the family. Two of the sisters and two of the brothers died. Only one brother, who is now (in
1927) ten years old and three sisters survived.
Thanks to the efforts of mother, all the three sisters got good education and were married off with much gaiety.
Before this, daughters of our family were not married to anybody because they were never let to survive.
*
Grandpa was a man of simple nature. So long as he lived, he sold coins. He was very fond of rearing cows. He
would himself go to Gwalior and buy very big cows. Those cows yielded very good quantity of milk. A good cow
would yield ten to fifteen seers of milk daily. The cows were very easy to milk. It was not necessary to tie their hind
legs at the time of milking and whosoever wanted, could milk them without the calf.
In my childhood I would suck milk directly from the udder. Those cows were quite harmless and beautiful indeed.
Grandpa would make me drink a lot of milk. He was very fond of playing dice. In the evening he used to go to the
Shiva temple to meditate for two hours. He died at the age of 55.
*
My father took great care of my education from my childhood and even for a slight error, I was punished severely.
I still remember very well that when I was trying to learn alphabets of Nagri, I could not write “U” though I tried my
best. When father went to the court, I too went out to play. On his return, when father made me to write “U” I could
not write. He came to know that I had gone out to play; he beat me so hard with the piston of a gun that it got bent.
I was a very tough and difficult child from the very beginning. Despite my father enforcing strict discipline, I
would behave in a carefree manner. Once I went to someone’s apricot garden and plucked all the apricots. The
gardener ran after me but I dodged him.
The gardener placed all the apricots before my father. That day father gave me such a sound beating that I could
not get up for two days.
I used to be beaten in this way quite often, but I did not desist from mischief. Perhaps the severe beating of
childhood has made my body so hard and robust.
4
When I came to the fifth class after passing the fourth, I was about fourteen years of age. Meanwhile I had got
into the bad habit of stealing money from my father’s box.
I used to buy novels with this stolen money. The book seller was known to my father. He complained to him
against me. I began to be surveilled upon. I gave up buying books from that book seller.
I got into one or two other bad habits also. I began to smoke cigarettes. Sometimes I would have bhang
(cannabis sativa) too. Having access to easy money in my adolescence and reading romantic Urdu novels and love
songs, had bad effect on my character.
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All this had just begun to tell upon my health that providence helped me greatly. One day, after consuming
cannabis, as I went to steal money from father’s box, intoxicated as I was, the opening of the box made noise.
Mother suspected something. She caught me red-handed.
My box was searched. Lot of money was found and the mystery was unraveled. Good number of novels were
found among my books, which were torn up right away.
It was God’s grace indeed that I was caught thieving; otherwise in a few years’ time, I would have had been neither
here nor there. Even after that I tried my hand a number of times but father had changed the lock of the box. Nothing
worked.
Now I began to help myself with mother’s money whenever I got a chance to do so. Because of this type of
misconduct, I could not pass the Urdu middle class even in two attempts.
Then I expressed my desire to join English classes. Father did not want me to learn English. He wanted me to do
some job but with the kindness of my dear mother, I was sent to learn English.
When I had failed for the second time in the Urdu exam, a priest had come to the Shiva Temple, adjacent to my
house. He was a man of great character. I began to keep company with him.
*
I began to frequent the temple. I began to learn some prayers and to do worship. The teachings of the priest had a
good effect on me. I began to spend most of my time in prayers and studies.
The priest used to exhort me about the importance of celibacy. He became my guide. I began to take exercise also
as others were doing. All my bad habits and bad thoughts left me.
After the school vacations, I got myself registered for the fifth class of the Mission School. By this time all my bad
habits, except smoking, had gone.
I used to smoke a lot. I could smoke fifty to sixty cigarettes in a day. It began to pain me so much when I thought I
would not be able to get rid of the evil in this life. A few days in the school after admission, I had a special attachment
with a classmate, Shri Sushil Chand Sen. Because of his kindness, my cigarette smoking too ended.
*
Seeing my interest in prayers and worship in the temple, Munshi Inderjit-ji exhorted me to perform Santhya (Vedic
hymns recited in the morning and evening prayers). Munshi-ji used to come to visit someone living in that temple.
Because of strenuous exercise, my body had become quite strong and healthy and my complexion had brightened.
I wanted to know as to what was Santhya. Munshiji told me something ennobling about Arya Samaj. After that I
went through Satyarth Prakash.
This transformed me altogether. The study of Satyarth Prakash opened a new leaf in my life. I began to observe the
strict rules of Brahamcharya (celibacy) as enshrined therein. I would sleep on the blanket spread over the hard
wooden bed and would get up early morning at 4. After taking bath, etc., I would exercise.
But still my thoughts wandered in wrong directions. I gave up taking food at night and would make do with a
little milk. Though, I had suddenly got rid of bad habits, I still had wet dreams (nocturnal emissions).
Then on the advice of a good person, I gave up taking salt also. I began to take boiled food just once a day. I
did not touch chilies or any sour tasting food.
In this way, I did not partake of salt for five years. All the body ills disappeared because of saltless food and I
began to bubble with energy, with a robust body. People would look at my healthy physique in amazement.
*
In a short time, I became a staunch Arya Samajist and began to attend meetings of Arya Samaj and listen to the
sermons of Saints and Savants with rapt attention. I would serve any sanyasi (ascetic) visiting the Arya Samaj with
utmost devotion, because I had a great desire to learn how to practice breath control. Whenever a sanyasi was
talked about, I would go to him, traversing miles together, to whatever sect he belonged.
When I was in the seventh class of English, Pandit Akhil Anand-ji of Sanatan Dharma came to Shahjehanpur.
He began to criticize Arya Samaj. The adherents of the Arya Samaj opposed him vehemently and Pandit Akhil
Anand was called to a religious debate which was done in Sanskrit. This made a good impact on the people.
The neighbors, on seeing my activities, complained to my father against me. My father told me that since the
Arya Samajists had been defeated, you should have your name struck off from their rolls. I told my father that the
teachings of Arya Samaj were universal and none could defeat them
After a long discussion, my father became insistent that unless I resigned from Arya Samaj, I would have to
leave the house. I also thought that my father’s ire had reached the peak and if he flung something heavy at me, it
could cause me grave harm, which would not be good for me. It was therefore proper to leave the house.
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I was wearing only one shirt as I stood there, and I was wrapping dhoti round my waist after taking off the
pajama, under which was a loin cloth. My father snatched the dhoti from my hand and shouted,
“Get out of the house!”
I too got into a rage. I touched my father’s feet and left the house.
*
I had no idea where to go, I did not know anyone in the town to take shelter. I went towards the forest. I spent a day
and a night sitting under a tree. When I felt hungry, I plucked some green grams from the farms, had my bath in the
river and took my food.
The next day, Pandit Akhil Anandji was to speak in the evening in the Arya Samaj Mandir. I went to the Mandir. I
was listening to the discourse standing under a tree, when my father reached there, accompanied by a few more persons
and I was caught.
He took me, to the school headmaster instantly. The headmaster was a Christian. I told him everything. He
counseled my father that it was not proper to beat a sensible boy. He advised me also to behave.
From then on, my father never raised his hand to beat me because after I left the house, complete gloom had
prevailed there. No one ate anything for a day and night. They were all worried that the only son might have got
drowned in the river or got cut under the train.
My father too was shocked. Since then he began to bear with me, without opposing me much.
I worked very hard at studies and always stood first in the class. This position held good till the eighth class.
When I was in the eighth class, Swami Ramdev Saraswati came to Arya Samaj, Shahjehanpur. His discourses had a
very good effect on the congregation. At the request of some people, the Swami agreed to stay there for some days. He
was not in good health and seeing the good climate of Shahjehanpur he decided to stay on.
I used to go to him. I served him devotedly as a result of which a revolutionary change came in my life. I would
attend to him gladly till small hours of morning and the whole day.
Many medicines were tried. Many people sympathized with him but there was no improvement in his health. He
used to exhort me in many ways. I tried my best to act upon his exhortations. In reality, he was my preceptor and guide.
His teachings inspired me and instilled in me the self confidence and strengthened me spiritually, to which I will revert
later.
*
Some young people had got together to set up Arya Samaj Youth Association, the weekly meetings of which
were held on every Friday. The reading of religious books, essay writing on a particular subject and debates were
held there. In the Youth Association, I learnt to speak in public. Occasionally, the young men of the Association
used to go to different fairs for propagating the teachings of the Samaj. They also used to hold corner meetings in the
streets to preach.
In doing so, some clash became imminent with the Muslims. The police, sensing the breach of peace, banned the
corner meetings. The members of the Arya Samaj on seeing the good efforts made by the Association, tried to enforce
their authority on them.
But the youth were not inclined to accept any undue control. The Arya Samaj Mandir was locked so that the
Association could not hold meetings at their premises. We were warned that if we held a meeting there, the police
would be called to expel us from the Mandir.
For many months, we held our meetings in the open ground. But we were all so young and inexperienced and could
not hold on for long. The Association broke up. The Arya Samajists heaved a sigh of relief.
*
The Association had earned a good name in their own town and when the Congress session was held in Lucknow,
the annual session of the All India Youth Association was also held there. Most of the prizes that year were won by the
Lahore and Shahjehanpur Associations, about which many newspapers had written in glowing terms.
During those days I came in contact with a student of Mission school. He used to come to the Youth Association
every now and then. My speech impressed him so much. Though he lived very near my house, there was no personal
contact.
This friendship resulted in mutual regard and love. He was from a village which was very well known. Many people
had guns and pistols made in the village. They were cowled ones. He too had a single barreled small pistol, which he
kept with him in the town. When we became very thick friends, he gave me that pistol for keeps.
I had a keen desire to own such weapons, because my father had many enemies, who had given lathi
blows\fn{Lathis are tall, thick flexible bamboo poles} to him without a rhyme or reason. I wanted that if I could have a pistol, I
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would kill my father’s enemies. This single barreled pistol which he kept with him was never tried. When I tested it, it
proved to be of no use. I put it in a corner.
Our love for each other grew so much that in the evening I would go to him with a plate full of pudding and dine
with him. He used to accompany me to visit Swami Somdev-ji.
When his father came to the town, he did not view all this favorably. He warned me against coming to his son or to
take him with me anywhere and he further cautioned me that, if I did not pay heed to what he had said, he would
call some men from the village to have me beaten. I gave up visiting him, but he continued to come to me.
*
I had not traveled by railway train up to the age of eighteen.
*
I had become such a truthful person that once I had bought a 3 rd class railway ticket but I went to the inter-class
compartment with other companions. This pained me much. I told my friends that that was a sort of theft. We should all
pay the inter-fare to the station master.
Once my father had told his lawyer that he could get anything done through me. When needed, the lawyer sent for
me and desired me to sign upon the vakalatnama (power of attorney) as for my father. I told him plainly that this was
against my dharma (unethical) and I would not commit this type of sin. The lawyer tried his best to cajole me that it
was a claim of over one hundred rupees and it would be dismissed otherwise.
But nothing could move me. I did not sign. I used to practice truthfulness in my everyday life. Come what may, I
would speak the truth.
*
My mother helped me in religious and educational matters. She would wake me up early morning at four. I would
perform havan (lighting sacrificial fire) daily.
My parents went to Gwalior in connection with the wedding of my younger sister. My Grandpa and I remained
back because I had to sit for my annual exam. After exams, I too went to Gwalior to participate in my sister’s
marriage.
The marriage party had arrived. I had come to know outside the village that a dancing girl had come with the party.
I did not go home. Nor did I join the party. I took no part in the marriage. I asked for some money from my mother.
She gave me about 125 rupees, with which I went to Gwalior.
This was a good opportunity to buy a revolver. I had heard that in the state, weapons could be had without
difficulty. I searched for one a lot. The cowled gun or pistol could be had but I could not find the cartridge one
anywhere. And when I found one, I was cheated by a person who gave cowled five-fire revolver to me for rupees 75.
He gave me some ammunition, made in the state as also some cowls.
I was very happy with this. I went straightway to Shahjehanpur. When I fired, the bullet did not go beyond fifteen
or twenty yards as the ammunition was not good. I felt very sad. When my mother returned to Shahjehanpur, she asked
me what had I brought? I just bluffed. I had spent all the money that I had. Just a guinea was left with me, which I
returned to my mother.
Whenever I needed money, my mother would come to my help. My school was a mile away from my house. I
requested my mother for a cycle. She gave me about a hundred rupees. I bought a cycle. I was in the 9 th class at that
time. When I felt like buying a religious or other book of current affairs, my mother gave me money to buy it.
I had a great desire to attend the Lucknow Congress. My grandma and my father were opposed to it, but my mother
gave me money to go there.
Just at that time a Service Association was formed. I used to co-operate with the Association with all the zeal. My
father and Grandfather did not like these types of activities on my part. But my mother did not allow them to stand in my
way and affect my enthusiasm. For this reason, she had to suffer rebukes and slights from my father.
My mother is a divine person in reality. Whatever courage and zest I got, it was because of mother and Gurudev
Somdev-ji. My Grandma and my father insisted on my marriage but my mother would say that I should be married only
after I completed my education. The encouragement given to me by my mother and her true concern for me, instilled in
me such a determination that no difficulty or calamity cold dampen my spirit and I never gave in.
5
My mother had come to Shehjehanpur when she was married at the age of eleven. She was just an unlettered village
girl. A few days after coming to Shahjehanpur, my Grandma had called her sister to live with us. She taught my mother
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all about the domestic chores. In a few days my mother had a good grounding about the household duties. She began to
manage the food preparation deftly.
About five or seven years after my birth, she learnt reading Hindi. It was on her own that she thought of learning
Hindi. Any woman coming to us from the neighborhood, if she was a bit educated, would give her lessons about
alphabets. Thus, after doing her household duties, she would spend time in reading and writing. By dint of hard work,
she began to read Hindi books in a very short time. She would teach my younger sisters in childhood.
Ever since I had joined Arya Samaj, I began to have good exchange of ideas with my mother. Compared to then,
she now has became liberal minded. If I had not got such a mother, I too would have become, like ordinary creatures,
a person caught in the web of worldly affairs. Besides education, in my revolutionary activities also she helped me,
just like Mazini had been helped by his mother.
I will write about all this at the proper place. The most important teaching that my mother gave me was that no one
should be killed. She would tell me not to punish with death “even your enemy”. I had to break my vow once or
twice, against her advice.
*
O my Mother! You gave me birth, I could not have an opportunity to repay the debt of gratitude to you, in this life.
What to talk of this life, even if I were to be born countless times, I will not be able to clear this debt, howsoever hard I
may try. The love and determination with which you reformed my life beggars description.
I vividly remember all the happenings in life. How you used to lead me with the light of your prophetic words. It
was your kindness alone which made me adopt this course of service to my country. Even in the religious sense, it was
your encouragement only which helped me. For whatever education I received, credit goes to you.
When I recall the wonderful manner in which you used to exhort me, your own godly form comes before my eyes
and I bow my head in reverence. Even when you had to make me mend my ways, you advised me in words full of love
and made me understand the true import there. And if I said something defiantly, you simply told me affectionately,
“Do as it pleases you, but doing so will not be proper, as its result will not be good.”
O giver of life. By giving birth to this body, not only did you bring me up, but also helped me in my spiritual
and social growth. May such a one be my mother in all the births!
*
You did not let me yield even under the gravest troubles. You always gave me courage with your words full of
affection. Remaining under your benign shadow of kindness, I did not feel any inconvenience. I have no desire for
any kind of enjoyment or physical pleasure. I have only one longing; if I could just for once serve at your feet to
make my life of some worth.
But this desire does not seem capable of being fulfilled and you will be given the sad news of my death. Dear
Mother! I am sure that you will hear this with fortitude that your son has sacrificed his life at the altar of mothers’
mother, Mother India, and he did not soil the name of your lineage, and that he remained firm in his vow. When the
history of free India is written, your name shall be written in bright letters on an important page there of.
When Guru Gobind Singh-ji’s wife was told about the martyrdom of her sons, she had felt happy and she had
distributed sweets because her sons had made a supreme sacrifice, treading the path shown by the Guru. Kindly bless
me that my mind may remain firm and should not waver up to the last moment and bowing before your lotus feet and
with God’s name on my lips, I should sacrifice this life.
6
In addition to my mother, it was my Guru Dev, Reverend Shri Swami Som Dev-ji who enlightened me about life
and gave me true guidance. His name was Shriyut Braj Lal Chopra. He was born in the City of Lahore in Punjab. He
came from a renowned family as his grandfather was one of the Ministers in Maharaja Ranjit Singh’s court.
His mother had died shortly after his birth. He was brought up by his grandmother. He was the only child of his
father. When he grew up, his aunts tried to poison him to death so that their sons could inherit the family wealth. But
his uncles loved him very much and paid special attention to his education.
He had studied in the English school along with his cousins. When he sat for the Entrance Examination, he stood
first in the University and his cousins had failed. There was a gloom in the family. Even food was not prepared. What to
talk of appreciating his effort and lauding his bright success, no one even thought of giving him food. He had been
feeling hurt at the treatment being meted out to him, but this behavior hurt him most grievously.
He got himself registered in the College, as advised by his uncle, but used to remain very sad. He was very kind
hearted. He would often give away his books and clothes to his classmates. Once his uncle was told by some people
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that he was not giving decent clothes to Brajlal and he goes about in tattered dress. His uncle was surprised at this as he
had got made for him many pairs of clothes only a few days earlier. His box was searched and only three-four old pairs
of clothes were found. Then only did his uncle come to know that he was distributing his clothes among the poor
students.
His uncle told him to let him know whenever he felt like giving clothes to the poor; clothes for them would be got
stitched and given to them. and that he should not give his own clothes to them. He would give food also to poor
students at his own place.
But the behaviour of his aunts and cousins pained him very much. That is why he did not get married. Unhappy as
he was, he made up his mind to leave the house because of the rancour prevailing there in. One night, when all the
other members of the family were asleep, he walked out. He had some belongings with him.
He went from place to place for many days. Ultimately, he reached Haridwar. He met a Sidha Yogi (a recluse who
had attained occult powers) there. What was needed by Shri Brajlalji he found. He meditated there and received full
training in Yoga. With the grace of the Great Yogi, he could meditate for fifteen to twenty hours. He was there for many
years. He had acquired so much knowledge and experience of Yoga, that he could lighten his body so much that he
could walk on water as on ground.
Then he thought of moving about in the country. He went from place to place and studied life. He procured many
books from Germany and America connected with the study of shastras (religious books). When Lala Lajpat Rai was
exiled from the country, he was in Lahore. He filled a declaration there for enrolling as an editor of a newspaper. The
Deputy Commissioner of the place was so strict that he did not accept any declaration. But when he met him (Braj Lal)
he was very much impressed and he accepted the declaration.
The very first article in the paper was too aggressive entitled “A Warning to the British”. The write up was so
exciting that all the copies of the paper were sold out in no time and on public demand, another edition had to be
brought out.
The matter was reported to the Deputy Commissioner. He sent for him. He was very much annoyed. He read the
article and thumped the table. But the concluding words of the article silenced him. The article contained something to
the effect that “If the British do not pay heed now, the day is not far off when the scenes of 1857 may reappear and the
children of the British may be killed, their wives insulted, etc. But all this is a dream.”
Reading these words, “I cannot do anything to you,” said the Deputy Commissioner.
*
Swami Ram Dev, during the course of his visiting many places, reached Bombay. The people, who listened to
him there, were very much impressed. A person who happened to be the elder brother of Abul Qalam Azad, was
simply bowled over at his speech. He took the Swami to his house. Till then he had not begun wearing saffron
attire. He wore only a lungi (a wrap round the waist), a shirt and a turban.
Abul Qalam Azad’s ancestors hailed from Arabia. His father had many followers in Bombay and there were
offerings of thousand of rupees for reading out from a religious book. But the gentleman had been so much won
over by Swami-ji that he stopped going for the “reading out” session. He would sit with him day and night. When
he expressed his desire to go elsewhere, he would begin to cry and tell him of his total devotion to his spiritual
thought.
“I have no desire for anything in the world.”
One day, on being annoyed, he lightly slapped him after which he wept the whole day. His wife and disciples
reasoned with him but he refused to go for religious discourse. This enraged his disciples that their religious guide
had been enticed by a kafir (non-believer).
One evening Swami-ji went to the sea-shore all alone to have a walk, when many of his followers had come
with a gun to kill the former. When he knew of this, he implored the Swami to leave Bombay for the sake of his
safety. Next morning, he received a telegram that his admirer, brother of Abul Qalam Azad had committed suicide.
This pained him very much. Whenever he recalled this, he felt very much perturbed.
One evening I was sitting with him. It was pitch dark. Swami-ji heaved a long breath. When I looked at his face,
he was weeping. I was surprised.. After pleading with him for hours, he related the above episode.
*
His proficiency of the English language was of a very high order. His study of the shastras too was very deep.
He was a very eloquent and fearless speaker. Having regard to his ability, once the Madras Congress Committee
had elected him to the All-India Congress Committee. At the Annual Function of the Arya Friends Association,
Raja Mahendra Pratap Singh was very much impressed to hear his speeches. Raja Sahib touched his feet and took
him to his bungalow.
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Since then Raja Sahib began to consider him as his preceptor and heard him with keen interest. I had never
seen such a fearless speaker.
*
In 1913, I had heard him for the first time at Shahjehanpur. He had come at the time of the annual function of Arya
Samaj. At that time he lived in Bareily. He was in bad health because of a strange ailment.
He had bleeding when he passed stool. But he had no piles. It was said that because of some distorted Yogic
callisthenic, some intestine inflammation had taken place whereby the same was ruptured and had dried. Abdominal
surgery had to be performed and a part of the the intestine was removed.
Since then this ailment had been with him. Treatment by leading doctors and vaidyas did not help. He was rendered
so weak yet when he spoke, his speech was so loud that it could be clearly heard from three-four furlongs.
For two-three years he was called to the annual functions of the Samaj. At the insistence of some gentlemen of the
Samaj, when he came there in 1915, he agreed to stay on at the Samaj premises. At that time I had begun to serve him
very devotedly.
*
Swami-ji guided me about religious and political matters and also encouraged me to read books connected therewith.
His knowledge of political affairs was very high. Lala Hardyal used to consult him. Once Mahatma Munishi Ram
(Swami Shradh Anand-ji) was saved by him from police. There was a lot of closeness between him and Acharya Ram
Dev and Sriyut Krishna-ji.
In political matters he was not very free with me. He would often advise me to go to Europe after passing the
Entrance. I must go to Italy and pay homage at the birthplace of Mazini.
In 1916, the Lahore Conspiracy case began. I used to read about it with great interest in newspapers. I had a deep
regard for Shriyut Bhai Parmanand because The History of India written by him had made a deep impact on my mind.
The judgment of Lahore Conspiracy case was given in the papers.
After hearing about death sentence pronounced on Bhai Parmanand my body was on fire. I concluded that the British
were very cruel and there was no justice in their rule, because such a great person had been sentenced to death. I vowed
to avenge such an injustice and go on working for the destruction of such a rule throughout my life.
After resolving this, I went to Swami-ji. I gave him all the news and also the newspaper. Swami-ji was very
unhappy to read the paper. Then I told him about my resolve. He said to me that it was very easy to take a vow but to
remain firm thereon was very difficult.
I gave a resolute reply to Swami-ji that if I continued to be blessed by the dust of his feet, there shall be no let-up in
the fulfillment of my resolve.
From that day on, Swami-ji became free with me. He began to enlighten me with many things. That very day my
revolutionary life began. Although he was a staunch adherent of Arya Samaj philosophy, he would often mention to me
about the teachings of Paramahans Rama Krishna, Swami Vivekananda, Swami Ram Tirtha and Kabir.
*
The deep faith that grew in my mind about the religious and spiritual teachings, was the result of Swami- ji’s
exhortation. It was his kindness which helped me in successfully observing the strict discipline of celibacy. Whatever he
had predicted about my life, proved to be true, word for word. He used to say:
“It is a pity this body would not last and you will come across very strange situations in life and no one would be
around to help you out of the tangles. And if this body is not destroyed, which was not unlikely, your life too would be an
ideal one in the world.”
It was my misfortune that during his last days only, he expressed his desire to teach me some intricacies of
Yogabhyas (yogic exercises) but he had gone so weak that even a little exertion or walking a few steps would result in
a fainting collapse. He could not be fit again to sit and to teach me a few postures. He had said that his Yoga had gone
sour.
“I will try, be near me when my end comes, to tell you where was I going to be reborn. Possibly, I’ll tell you.”
Daily a pound or so of anal blood flowed but it did not unsettle him. His voice too never turned feeble.
As he was a matchless speaker; he was a matchless writer too. Some of his writings and books were with one of
his admirers but just got lost. Some of his articles were also published . He expired at the age of 57. I pen down here a
few ambrosial words of Mahatma Kabir, which seem to me so sweet and educative:
This body is an inn, O Kabir, pay to live in it.
When the keeper is happy, the life is joyful.
*
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Hunger is a bitch, Kabir, which disturbs meditation.
Throw a morsel before it, and meditate quietly.
*
Sleep is the sign of a low-bred, get up O Kabir.
Give up all pleasures, enjoy drinking His Name.
*
One has to go, there is no stay forever, certainly.
Then, who can rely on such a mortal spouse?
*
Every body begins to beat to finish his own thief
But if I come across mine, I would sacrifice my all.
*
It is not a mere hearsay, it is seen with own eyes.
Union of groom and bride deserting the party.
*
Make thy eyes the room, and eye-balls, the bed.
Please thy beloved one, raising the curtain of lids.
*
One who drinks off the goblet of love, offers his head.
But a greedy one cannot offer head, just talks of love.
*
Severing his head, placing it on the ground underfoot.
Come to me, O ye loved one, says Kabir, if there is any.
*
Keep the detractor close to you, hidden in the eye-well.
He will, without water or soap, keep your mind clean.

7
The country at this time is passing through such bad days that of the wealthy and so called respectable people,
11 percent leave their precious wealth, that is their children, in the hands of servants and maids. They mould them
in the manner they think fit. Even the middle class people, very busy as they are in their vocations, are not able to
pay adequate attention to their children. They just engage a low paid servant or a maid and entrust them with the
care of their children.
These servants ruin them. If God was merciful and the children escaped the ill-keeping of the servants, it is
difficult to escape the evil influence of the neighborhood. And then it is the school which does the rest in spoiling
them. When in college, these people, reading the ads in newspapers about medicines, get the medicines therein
advertised and waste their money. Some 15 percent of them lose their eyesight. Some of them wear glasses
because of weak sight and others, to fall in line with fashion. There is hardly a student, whose love stories are not
in the air.
Such strange things come to light, to mention about which, one feels ashamed. If a student tries to maintain a good
moral character, the conditions in which he has to live, do not permit him to do so. They hold the view that one should
indulge in the pleasure of life a little bit, and if something goes wrong, medicine will be there to remedy it.
Here they are sadly mistaken. It is said, “Only once and forever,” meaning thereby, once an evil has been indulged
in, the door to it is opened forever. The medicines serve no purpose. Eggs, cod-liver oil, meat, etc., all prove useless.
The best thing is to have a sterling character.
It is proper for students and their teachers to take pity on the miserable state of the nation; they should try to mend
their ways. It is celibacy alone which is the main source of all energy. Without observing celibacy, one dries up and
lacks vitality to lead a meaningful life. All the great ones in the world, could become so because of their self-control
and they are talked highly of with gratitude, even thousands of years [after]wards. If you want to know about the
importance of celibacy, study the life history of Parshuram, Ram, Lakshman, Krishna, Bhishma, Christ, (Mazini)
Banda, Rama Krishna, Dayananda and Ramamurthi.
*
The students, who fall a prey to some addiction in younger days or those who spoil their character through bad
company and then try to reform themselves by good education, do not succeed. They too should not be disappointed.
Human life is a collection of experiences. Many types of thoughts and emotions arise in the human mind. Repeated
actions remove the willfulness and create inspiration.
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This inspired disposition is called abhyasa, or good practice. Human character is formed by such inspirations. It
means habit, disposition and inclination to do something.
Abhyasa could be good or bad. If good thoughts always arise in our mind, the result will be good abhyasa and if evil
thoughts crowd our mind, the result will certainly be destructive. Our mind is the centre of our desires. One has to exert
to fulfill such desires.
In the making of our disposition, the parentage, that is to say the example of parents, help the children in molding
their character. Secondly, our surroundings influence our conduct. Thirdly, strenuous efforts help in following good
practices, that is abhyasa. And this disposition can be so forceful that one can overcome hereditary examples and the
situational influences. All our actions are conditioned by our will power and abhyasa. If such abhyasa had not made
our path easy, our life would have been miserable.
The practice of writing, wearing dress, learning and teaching are the obvious examples. If, like the olden times, we
have to take precautions, how hard it may seem? In the same way, standing on its feet by the child, its walking, are all
learnt with difficulty, but then a man can walk miles. Some people can sleep while walking, like the winders is correct
of the watch outside the jail, who have to walk continuously for six hours, and they generally go to sleep while
walking.
*
Keeping the mind pure by entertaining noble thoughts and making these thoughts guide one’s actions, one is
crowned with success. For a student or a young person desirous of observing celibacy, it is proper to have a disciplined
daily life. Food should receive special attention for this purpose. One should study the lives of great people and read
about character building.
One should not waste time in reading love stories and romantic novels. One should not sit idle. Whenever a bad
thought tries to enter the mind, one should drink cold water and start moving about or go and talk to someone older
than oneself. Obscene songs, couplets and poems should not be read or heard. One should avoid company of women.
One should not be alone with even one’s mother or sister. One should not get into the habit of touching the handsome
class mates or kissing or petting them.
*
A student should get up early in the morning, giving up his bed an hour before sunrise. He should do exercise after
answering the call of nature and go out in the open for fresh air. Five-ten minutes before the sunrise, one should take
bath and sit down for prayers according to one’s faith. One should take bath only with the fresh water drawn from the
well. If water of the well is not available, in winter one should bathe with tepid water and in summer cold water should
be used. After bath, body should be wiped with a rough towel or a wrap.
After prayers, one should have breakfast. Some. fresh fruit, or dry fruit, milk and best of all is the porridge with a
little bit of sugar or salt. Thereafter one should get busy with studies and take mid-day meal at about 11. One should not
take meat, fish, pungent, sour or stale and exciting food. Onion, garlic, red chilly, dried mango powder should never be
taken. Always sattitvic (pure and righteous) food should be taken.
As far as possible, one should take more of vegetables. Dry food should not be taken. One should chew food to
masticate it properly. Very hot or very cold food should not be taken.
After returning from school and college, one should take some rest, and then sit down to read and write for an hour
after which may go out to play. One should move around also on the ground. It is not good to go for a walk in the market
place where the air is so polluted. Fresh air should be had. One should go to answer the call of nature in the evening also.
After sitting in meditation for some time, proper food should be taken. If possible, one should form the habit of taking
only milk at night or take only fruit. Wet dreams (nocturnal emissions) are caused by heavy stomach. The day food is not
digested properly. One has the trouble by impurity of thoughts in mind; sleep is disturbed and one has ejaculation in
dream.
One should study up to ten thirty at night and then go to sleep. One should sleep in the fresh air. Very soft or silken
beds should not be used. If possible, a blanket or a thick sheet should be spread on a wooden bed. If much study is not to
be done, one should go to sleep between 9 and 10.
Next morning one should get up at 3 or 4, rinse ones’ mouth, drink cold water and after easing oneself, one should
study. At about the time of sun-rise, one should do exercise, etc.
All exercises and sit-ups are good. Exercise can be done anywhere. If possible one should do sit-ups in accordance
with the practice followed by Prof. Ram Murthi. This method is useful to students. In a very short time, enough exertion
is possible. Besides sit-ups, standing on head and sitting cross-legged (padamasan) should be done.
Pictures of the brave and the saints should be hung in the room.
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160.203 1. Excerpt from The Indian Struggle: “The New Awakeninig In India” 2. Fragment of a letter to his
older brother Sarat Chandra Bose of September 22, 1920 3. Fragment of a letter to Gandhi, March 31, 1939 4.
Speech given to the Indian National Army at a rally of Indians in Burma in 1944 \fn{by Subhas Chandra Bose aka Netaji
(1897-1945)} Cuttack, Cuttack District, Orissa State, India (M) 8
1
In considering the political conquest of India by such a small country as England the first point that strikes one
is as to how such a feat could be at all possible.
But if one knew the Indian temperament and Indian traditions, it would not be difficult to understand. The
Indian people had never any feeling against the foreigner. This mentality had been developed partly through the
philosophical outlook of the people as a whole and partly through the largeness of the country which made it
possible to welcome as many people as could come into the country.
In the past, India had been invaded by new tribes and peoples over and over again. But though they came as
foreigners they soon settled down and made India their home. The feeling of strangeness disappeared and the
foreigners became a part of the body-politic. On the whole, there was no inter-communal friction for any length of
time after foreigners came in. An understanding would be soon effected and the foreigners would become
members of the great Indian family.
Thus it was that when the European races — Portuguese, Dutch, French and English — first arrived in India
they did not excite any suspicion or hostility or animosity. It was not a new phenomenon in the history of India —
at least so the people thought. The fact that the majority of the foreigners were either peaceful missionaries or
traders further served to disarm opposition. They were given facilities and even allowed to acquire territory for
carrying on their peaceful avocation.
Even when the foreigners took part in any political strife, they were always careful to side with a section of the
people, so that they would never get the entire people against them. In this respect the diplomacy of the British
was by far the best.
*
The question crops up here as to why a section of the Indian people sought the help of the foreigners in their
own internal disputes. The reply to that has been given already above. As contrasted with India, neighboring
countries like Afghanistan, Tibet and Nepal, have still remained comparatively independent, because people in
these countries have been always suspicious of and hostile towards foreigners.
Besides their diplomacy there was one other factor which accounted for the success of the Europeans.
That was their superior military skill.
*
Unfortunately for India, though up to the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries she kept abreast of the modern
world in her knowledge of the science and art of warfare, during the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries she was
no longer up to date.
Her geographical position had kept her isolated from modern Europe. The wars of the seventeenth, eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries in Europe had effected a considerable improvement in the science and art of fighting and
this knowledge was at the disposal of the European races, when they went over to the East. The first physical
conflict between Indians and Europeans showed that the former were at a disadvantage in the matter of military
skill.
It is significant that before the British conquest of India, the Indian rulers had Europeans in their service in the
army as well as in the navy and many of them occupied high positions.
The first important success of the British in India happened in Bengal. The ruler was a young man,
Sirajudowla, who was still in his twenties. Nevertheless, it must be said to his credit that he was the only man in
the province who realized what a great menace the British were and he was determined to try his level best to
throw them out of the country. If only he had had as much diplomacy as he had patriotism, he might have been
able to alter the course of Indian history.
In order to overthrow him, the English won over to their side the influential Mir Jaffar, by giving him a
promise of the throne, and their combined forces were more than a match for Sirajudowla. It did not however take
Mir Jaffar long to realize that he had been used as a tool by the British and that what they were really aiming at
was political mastery for themselves.
*
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Sirajudowla was overthrown in 1757 but many decades were to pass before they could extend their supremacy
to different parts of the country. In the meantime the rest of India, which was still independent, hardly realized the
danger of British conquest. Being practically the first portion of India to come under British rule — the
consolidation of British power naturally began first in Bengal.
The overthrow of the old regime was naturally followed by a period of disorder and it took the British several
years to put things in order. By the end of the eighteenth century, order had been established and the Government
then had to face the question of building up their administration on a sound and permanent basis.
In order to administer a big country the Government had naturally to educate on their own lines a new class of
people who would be able to work as their agents. The British commercial houses also wanted Indians educated
and trained on British lines.
In the meantime British missionaries had been active in trying to impart their culture and their religion to the
Indian people.
*
Out of these different sources there arose a consciousness on the part of the Britisher of a cultural or civilizing
mission in India. It was this which produced the first revolt among the Indians. As long as the Britishers were
merely trading, no one thought of them since they were petty traders. As long as they were merely ruling, people
did not care, for Indians had in the past gone through many political vicissitudes and a change in government had
never meant a change in their daily life — because no government in the past had interfered with local selfgovernment.
Out of the consciousness of a civilizing mission there came the attempt on the part of Britain to 'anglicize'
every sphere of the life of the Indian people.
The missionaries became very active in propagating their religion, and educational institutions on the British
model were founded by them, as well as by the state, in different parts of Bengal. The entire educational system
was built up on the British model and English was made the medium of instruction, not only in the University but
also in the secondary schools.
In art and architecture also, British models were imposed on the country. In fact, in inaugurating the new
educational system, the Government deliberately stated that their object was to train up a nation who would be
English in everything, except in race. In the new schools, students began to think, to talk, to dress and to eat as
Englishmen would. The new generation turned out by these schools was quite different from the old. They were
no longer Indians in their equipment but English.
*
Faced with the menace of being swallowed up by a new religion and a new culture, the soul of the people died.
The first visible embodiment of this revolt was Raja Ram Mohon Roy and the movement of which he was the
father was the Brahmo Samaj movement.
Ram Mohon Roy stood out as the apostle of a religious revival. He urged a return to the original principles of
Vedantism and for a total rejection of all the religions and social impurities that had crept into Hinduism in later
times. He also advocated an all-round regeneration of the social and national life and the acceptance of all that is
useful and beneficial in the modern life of Europe. Raja Ram Mohon Roy therefore stands out against the dawn of
the new awakening in India as the prophet of the new age.
The Raja was succeeded by Debendranath Tagore, father of the poet Rabindranath Tagore, as the head of the
Brahmo Samaj. In appreciation of the pure life that he lived, which reminded one of the rishis or saints of old,
Debendranath Tagore was given the title of Maharshi (a great saint) by the people.
His successor was Keshav Chandra Sen, one of the most prominent Indian personalities in the latter half of the
nineteenth century. During the earlier portion of his life, Keshav Chandra Sen seemed to be inspired more by the
sayings and teachings of Christ and in his public life he laid great emphasis on social reform.
So vigorous was his personality and so enthusiastic was he in giving effect to his ideas that a split took place in
the Brahmo Samaj. The older generation who were less radical called themselves the Adi or original Brahmo
Samaj.
Among the rest of the members a further split took place. The followers of Keshav Chandra Sen called
themselves the Naba Bidhan, or the New Dispensation, while the rest called themselves the Sadharan (or general
body) Brahmo Samaj.
All branches of the Brahmo Samaj had, however, some principles in common They all took their stand on the
original doctrines of the Vedanta philosophy. They all condemned the use of images in religious worship and they
all advocated the abolition of caste in society.
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*
The Brahmo Samaj movement spread all over India and in some places it was known by a different name —
for instance, in Bombay Presidency it was known as the Prarthana Samaj.
The Brahmo Samaj had considerable influence on the new generation of English-educated Indians and even
those who did not become converts to the Brahmo Samaj accepted the spirit of reform and progress for which it
stood.
*
But the ultra-modern ideas of the Samaj caused a revulsion of feeling among the old-fashioned pandits, who
attempted to justify all that there was in Hindu religion and in Hindu society. But this reactionary movement could
not make any appeal to the new generation of youths.
*
About this time, in the eighties of the last century, two prominent religious personalities appeared before the
public who were destined to have a great influence on the future course of the new awakening. They were
Ramakrishna Paramahansa, the saint, and his disciple Swami Vivekananda.
Ramakrishna, the master, was brought up in the orthodox Hindu fashion, but his disciple was a young man
educated at the university who was an agnostic before he met the former. Ramakrishna preached the gospel of the
unity of all religions and urged the cessation of inter-religious strife. He emphasized the necessity of renunciation,
celibacy and asceticism in order to live a truly spiritual life. As against the Brahmo Samaj, he advocated the
necessity of symbolism in religious worship and condemned the ultra-modern imitative tendency of the Samaj.
Before he died, he charged his disciple with the task of propagating his religious teachings in India and abroad
and of bringing about an awakening among his countrymen.
Swami Vivekananda therefore founded the Ramakrishna Mission, an order of monks, to live and preach the
Hindu religion in its purest form in India and abroad, especially in America, and he took an active part, in
inspiring every form of healthy national activity. With him religion was the inspirer of nationalism. He tried to
infuse into the new generation a sense of pride in India’s past, of faith in India’s future and a spirit of selfconfidence and self-respect. Though the Swami never gave any political message, everyone who came into
contact with him or his writings developed a spirit of patriotism and a political mentality. So far at least as Bengal
is concerned, Swami Vivekananda may be regarded as the spiritual father of the modern nationalist movement. He
died very young in 1902, but since his death his influence has been even greater.
*
About the time that Ramakrishna Paramahansa flourished in Bengal, another prominent religious personality
flourished in North-Western India. He was Swami Dayananda Saraswati, the founder of the Arya Samaj. The Arya
Samaj movement had the largest following in the Punjab and the United Provinces.\fn{ Largely what is now Uttar
Pradesh and Uttarakhand States, but also including the former princely states of Rampur and Tehri-Garhwal:W/H } Like the Brahmo
Samaj it advocated a return to the early Hindu scriptures and it condemned all later-day accretions and impurities.
Like the Brahmo Samaj it also advocated the abolition of the caste-system which did not exist in the oldest times.
In short, according to Swami Dayananda Saraswati, people were to go back to the pure Arya religion and live the
life of the Aryas of old. His characteristic slogan was: “Back to the Vedas.”
Both the Brahmo Samaj and the Arya Samaj attempted proselytization but the Ramakrishna Mission never
made any such attempt, for Ramakrishna was against the creation of a new sect. But while the Brahmo Samaj was
influenced to some extent by Western culture and Christianity, the Arya Samaj derived all its inspiration from
indigenous sources.
None of the three societies had any political mission, nevertheless whoever came under their influence rapidly
developed a sense of self-respect and a spirit of patriotism.
*
The Brahmo Samaj was founded in 1828. By that time British rule in India had spread through a large portion
of the country and people had begun to realize slowly that the new invaders were different from the old. They had
come not merely to make money or to preach religion, but to conquer and to rule — and unlike the invaders of old
they were not going to make India their home but were going to rule as foreigners.
The realization of this national menace quickly roused the masses to a sense of the danger that threatened
them. Thus occurred the revolution of 1857. It was by no means merely a revolt of the troops — a sepoy mutiny
— as English historians are wont to say — but a real national revolution. It was a revolution in which both Hindus
and Mohammedans joined and they all fought under the flag of a Mohammedan. At that moment it looked as if
the English would be thrown out of the country.
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But through sheer luck they won by the skin of their teeth. The failure of the revolution was due among other
causes to lack of support from some quarters, viz., the Sikhs of the Punjab and to hostility on the part of the
Gurkhas of Nepal.
When the revolution was crushed, a reign of terror followed and the country was disarmed from end to end.
The reaction lasted for a long time and no one dared to raise his head during that period.
*
By the eighties of the last century a change set in. People began to recover their courage, and armed with the
knowledge of the modern world, they began to devise new means of coping with the foreigners. Thus in 1885 was
born the Indian National Congress, the object of which was not to organize another revolution but to fight for
Home Rule along constitutional lines.
*
The renaissance in Western India, unlike that in Northern India, appeared more in the form of a movement for
educational and social reform than as a religious movement. The father of this awakening was Justice M.G.
Ranade who, later on, found a worthy disciple in Mr. G.K. Gokhale. In 1884, Mr. B.G. Tilak, Mr. G.G. Agarkar
and Mr. V.S. Apte founded the Deccan Education Society.
Soon after, Mr. Gokhale joined the Society. Later on there arose differences between Lokamanya Tilak and Mr.
Gokhale. The former was not interested in social reform like the latter and he belonged to the “extremist” school
of politics, while the latter was one of the outstanding “moderate” leaders.
In 1905, Mr. Gokhale founded the Servants of India Society, the object of which was to train “national
missionaries for the service of India and to promote by all constitutional means the true interests of the Indian
people”.
Among the different measures adopted by Lokamanya Tilak to rouse the people was the revival of the
Ganapati festival — which was a religious festival given a national interpretation by him — and the Shivaji
festival held every year on the birthday anniversary of Shivaji, the great hero of Maharashtra.
*
In South India the Theosophical Society was founded at Adyar near Madras in 1886 by Madame Blavatsky and
Col. Olcott, played an important role in social and public life. Mrs. Besant joined the society in India in 1893 and
became the President in 1907, which office she continued to hold till her death in 1933.
Mrs. Besant became the great champion of Hinduism against all attacks. Even the errors and abuses of
Hinduism she would explain away, rather than attack. Thereby she helped to bring back into the hearts of the
people faith in their own culture and civilization which had been badly shaken as a result of the impact of the
West. The large following which she managed to gather round herself through her religious and educational work,
was of great value and strength to her when in 1916-17 she took an active part in politics and carried on a raging
and tearing campaign for demanding Home Rule for India.
*
By the beginning of the present century, the foreign government was able to strike its roots deeper into the soil
of India. The political administration was no longer a centralized government with autonomy in the branches as in
former times. It was a highly-complicated system with its ramifications in every town and village of the country
and with a bureaucracy ruling with a firm hand under orders from the centre.
People began to feel for the first time in their history what foreign rule really meant.
The beginning of the twentieth century found the Boers of South Africa fighting against the British for their
freedom, the newly-awakened Japanese fighting the Russians for their existence and safety, and the Russian
masses fighting the all-powerful Tsar for their bread and their liberty.
*
About this time the pride and the haughtiness of the rulers reached its limit and signs of serious political unrest
appeared in Bengal and in order to nip it in the bud, the then Viceroy, Lord Curzon, ordered the dismemberment
of the province. This was the signal for a country-wide revolt and people everywhere began to feel that
constitutional agitation was not enough. The partition of Bengal was taken as a challenge by the people and as a
reply, for the first time in British Indian history, a movement was launched for the boycott of British goods.
The political agitation gave a strong impetus to the growth of national art, national literature and national
industry. Simultaneously, institutions were started where national education could be imparted and young men
could be trained as scientists and engineers for organizing new industries.
The Government naturally did not like the new movement and steps were taken to put it down. As a reply to
official repression, young men took to the bomb and revolver and the first explosion took place in 1907. This was
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the beginning of the revolutionary movement of the twentieth century and in order to suppress it the Government
issued a notification in 1909, declaring as illegal many of the institutions for imparting physical training to the
youths in Bengal.
*
Simultaneously with the appearance of the revolutionary movement, there was a split within the ranks of the
Indian National Congress. The Left Wing leaders, Lokamanya Tilak of Poona and Sri Aurobindo Ghosh and Mr.
B.C. Pal of Bengal, wanted to adopt the boycott of British goods as a part of the Congress plan, and they were not
content with the goal of self-government within the British Empire.
The Right Wing leaders, Sir Pherozshah Mehta of Bombay, Mr. G.K. Gokhale of Poona and Mr. (later on Sir)
Surendranath Bannerji of Bengal, stood for a more moderate policy.
Lala Lajpat Rai of the Punjab occupied a middle position in this fight.
An open rupture took place in the Surat Congress in 1907 when the Left Wing (also called “Nationalists” or
“Extremists”) were defeated and the Congress organization passed into the hands of the Right Wing (also called
“Moderates” or “Liberals”).
Not long after this, Lokamanya Tilak was sentenced to six years’ imprisonment for sedition, Sri Aurobindo
Ghosh was forced into exile, while Mr. B. C. Pal gave up extremist politics. Driven out of the Congress,
persecuted by the Government and deprived of their leaders, the Left Wingers (or the Extremists) had a bad time
up to 1915 and the Moderates were the masters of the show. The Morley-Minto Reforms of 1909 which were
welcomed by the Moderates and condemned by the Extremists, served as a temporary sop to the political
agitators.
*
With the outbreak of the Great War and the return of Lokamanya Tilak from imprisonment, there was a
decided improvement in the political situation from the Indian point of view. In 1916 at the Lucknow session of
the Indian National Congress, a compromise was effected between the two wings of the Congress and once again
Extremists and Moderates appeared on the same platform. A further compromise was effected between the
Congress and the All-India Moslem League at Lucknow.
The upshot of this rapprochement was that the Congress and the Moslem League put forward the same demand
for self-government and agreed about the representation to be given to Moslems in the legislatures under the
reformed constitution, on the basis of “separate electorate”.
*
About this time a new factor appeared in Indian politics in the person of Mr. M.K. Gandhi who had returned to
India from South Africa in December 1914, after winning laurels for himself in the passive-resistance movement
against the South African Government.
After the Lucknow Congress, an intensive campaign was started by Lokamanya Tilak, Mrs. Annie Besant and
Mr. M.A. Jinna for demanding Home Rule for India. Mrs. Besant was interned by the Government in this
connection in 1917, but was released some months later, owing to the pressure of public agitation. The Extremists
wanted to make Mrs. Besant the President of the next session of the Indian National Congress in Calcutta, but the
Moderates were opposed to it. At the eleventh hour an agreement was reached and Mrs. Besant
became President with the support of both parties.
That was however the last Congress attended by the Moderates, for, the next year, they broke away and formed
a separate organization of their own, called the All-India Liberal Federation.
*
In 1917, a statement was made by the Secretary of State for India, Mr. Montagu, on behalf of the British
Government to the effect that the progressive realization of responsible government was the goal of British rule in
India. Soon after this Mr. Montagu came to India and together with the Viceroy, Lord Chelmsford, made a report
on the coming reforms, called Montagu-Chelmsford report. This report was considered by a special session of the
Congress held at Bombay, presided over by the late Mr. Hassan Imam, a distinguished advocate of Patna and exJudge of the High Court and was rejected by the Congress as unacceptable.
On the basis of the Montagu-Chelmsford report, a new constitution was drawn up and passed by the British
Government, called the Government of India Act, 1919. This constitution was regarded as inadequate and
unsatisfactory by nationalist opinion in India.
*
While attempts were made on the one hand to put India on the road to self-government, the Government of
India forged fresh fetters for the people. A new Act was passed by the Government in the teeth of popular
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opposition, whereby people could be imprisoned without trial on political grounds for an indefinite period. A
country-wide agitation was raised against this Act and it was led by Mahatma Gandhi.
In the attempt to suppress the agitation in the Punjab, terrible massacres were committed by the troops in
Amritsar under General Dyer. The Amritsar massacre caused an unparalleled indignation not only in India but
also among all fair-minded people in England. ]
After the Amritsar incident, two enquiry committees were appointed, one by the Congress and the other by the
Government. Both the committees strongly condemned the action of the military, though the Congress Enquiry
Committee went much further in its condemnation. But the steps taken by the Government to compensate the
sufferers and to punish the wrong-doers were extremely inadequate. The Amritsar Congress, in December 1919,
had decided to work the new constitution in spite of its unsatisfactory character, but when the attitude of the
Government towards the Amritsar massacre was made known, there was a revulsion of popular feeling.
*
Meanwhile the attempt of the Allied Powers to dismember Turkey produced discontent and resentment among
the Indian Moslems who turned against the Government. In defense of the Sultan of Turkey who was also the
“Khalifa” or head of the Islamic Church, a movement was started by the Indian Moslems under the name of the
Khilafat movement.
At this stage an alliance was struck between the Khilafat leaders and Mr. Gandhi, the Congress leader. In
September 1920, a special session of the Congress was held in Calcutta to determine the attitude of the Congress
towards the reforms and particularly towards the elections to be held that year under the new Constitution. At the
instance of Mr. Gandhi, the Congress decided to adopt a policy of non-cooperation towards the new Constitution.
Three factors accounted for this decision — the atrocities in the Punjab, the attitude of Great Britain towards
Turkey, and the inadequacy of the new constitutional reforms.
*
Lord Irwin, the ex-Viceroy of India, holds the view that every step in England and in the Dominions towards
the development of responsible government has been accompanied at a greater or lesser interval by a
corresponding advance in India. As examples he has mentioned that the Charter Act of 1833, the Indian Councils
Act of 1861, the Indian Councils Act of 1892 and the Indian Councils Act of 1909, have followed popular
movements in England or in other parts of the British Empire.
There is considerable force in what Lord Irwin says. But one should go further and say that the Indian
movement is organically connected with the world movement for liberty. In India, as elsewhere, the beginning of
the nineteenth century was an important landmark.
The revolution of 1857 followed in the wake of World revolution of 1848. The birth of the Indian National
Congress took place at a time when there was a similar upheaval in other parts of the world. The movement of
1905 closely followed the Boer War in South Africa and was contemporaneous with the Russian Revolution of
1905. The attempted revolution during the Great War was a phenomenon visible all over the world, at about the
same time. Last but not least, the movement of 1920-21 was contemporaneous with the Sinn Fein Revolution in
Ireland, with the fight of the Turks for their independence, and it closely followed revolutions which brought
freedom to countries like Poland and Czechoslovakia.
There is no doubt, therefore, that the awakening in India is organically connected with the upheaval all over
the world during the last and the present century.
2
… You will readily understand my mental condition as I stand on the threshold of what the man-in-the-street
would call a promising career.
There is much to be said favor of such a service. It solves once for all what is paramount problem for each of
us—the problem of bread and butter. One has not to go face life with risk or uncertainty as to success or failure.
But for a man of my temperament who has been feeding on ideas which might be called eccentric—the line of
least resistance is not the best to follow. Life loses half its interest if there is no struggle—if there are no risks to
be taken. The uncertainties of life are not appalling to one who has not, at heart, worldly ambitions.
Moreover , it is not possible to serve one’s country in the best and fullest manner if one is chained to the Civil
Service.
In short, national and spiritual aspirations are not compatible with obedience to Civil Service Examinations.
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3
… I shall be grateful if you could let me know your reaction to Pant's resolution. You are in this advantageous
position that you can take a dispassionate view of things—provided, of course, you get to know the whole story of
Tripuri. Judging from the papers most of the people who have seen you so far seem to belong to one school—
namely, those who supported Pant's resolution. But that does not matter. You can easily assess things at their
proper value, regardless of the persons who visit you.
You can easily imagine my own view of Pant’s resolution. But my personal feelings do not matter so much. In
public life we have often to subordinate personal feelings to public considerations. As I have said in a previous
letter, whatever one may think of Pant's resolution from the purely constitutional point of view, since it has been
passed by the Congress, I feel bound by it. Now do you regard that resolution as one of no confidence in me and
do you feel that I should resign in consequence thereof? Your view in this matter will influence me considerably.
*
There is one other matter to which I shall refer in this letter—that is the question of our programme. … For
months I have been telling friends that there would be a crisis in Europe in spring which would continue till
summer. The international situation as well as our own position at home convinced me nearly 8 months ago that
the time had come for us to force the issue of Purna Swaraj. … For these and other reasons we should lose no
time in placing our National Demand before the British Government in the form of an ultimatum. … If you do so
and prepare for the coming struggle simultaneously I am sure that we shall be able to win Purna Swaraj very soon.
The British Government will either respond to our demand without a fight—or, if the struggle does take place in
our present circumstances it cannot be a long drawn one. I am so confident and so optimistic on this point that I
feel that if we take courage in both hands and go ahead we shall have swaraj inside of 18 months at the most.
I feel so strongly on this point that I am prepared to make any sacrifice in this connection. If you take up the
struggle, I shall most gladly help you to the best of my ability. If you feel that the Congress will be able to fight
better with another President I shall gladly step aside. If you feel that the Congress will be able to fight more
effectively with a Working Committee of your choice, I shall gladly fall in line with your wishes. All that I want is
that you and the Congress should in this critical hour stand up and resume the struggle for Swaraj. If selfeffacement will further the national cause, I assure you most solemnly that I am prepared to efface myself
completely. I think I love my country sufficiently to be able to do this.
Pardon me for saying that the way you have been recently conducting the States People's struggle does not
appeal to me.
*
I may say that many people like myself cannot enthuse over the terms of the Rajkot settlement. We, as well as
the Nationalist Press have called it a great victory—but how much have we gained ? Sir Maurice Gwyer is neither
our man nor is he an independent agent. He is a Government man. What point is there in making him the umpire?
We are hoping that, his verdict will be in our favor. But supposing he declares against us, what will be our
position?
My letter has become too long, so I must stop here. If I have said anything which appears to you to be
erroneous, I hope you will pardon me. I know you always like people to speak frankly and openly. That is what
has emboldened me in writing this frank and long letter. With respectful pranams …
4
Friends!
Twelve months ago a new programme of “total mobilization” or “maximum sacrifice” was placed before
Indians in East Asia. Today I shall give you an account of our achievements during the past year and shall place
before you our demands for the coming year.
But, before I do so, I want you to realize once again what a golden opportunity we have for winning freedom.
The British are engaged in a worldwide struggle and in the course of this struggle they have suffered defeat
after defeat on so many fronts. The enemy having been thus considerably weakened, our fight for liberty has
become very much easier than it was five years ago.
Such a rare and God-given opportunity comes once in a century. That is why we have sworn to fully utilize this
opportunity for liberating our motherland from the British yoke.
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I am so very hopeful and optimistic about the outcome of our struggle, because I do not rely merely on the
efforts of three million Indians in East Asia. There is a gigantic movement going on inside India and millions of
our countrymen are prepared for maximum suffering and sacrifice in order to achieve liberty.
Unfortunately, ever since the great fight of 1857, our countrymen are disarmed, whereas the enemy is armed to
the teeth. Without arms and without a modern army, it is impossible for a disarmed people to win freedom in this
modern age.
Through the grace of Providence and through the help of generous Nippon, it has become possible for Indians
in East Asia to get arms to build up a modern army. Moreover, Indians in East Asia are united to a man in the
endeavour to win freedom and all the religious and other differences that the British tried to engineer inside India,
simply do not exist in East Asia.
Consequently, we have now an ideal combination of circumstances favouring the success of our struggle—and
all that is wanted is that Indians should themselves come forward to pay the price of liberty. According to the
programme of ‘total mobilisation,’ I demanded of you men, money and materials. Regarding men, I am glad to
tell you that I have obtained sufficient recruits already. Recruits have come to us from every corner of east Asiafrom China, Japan, Indo-China, Philippines, Java, Borneo, Celebes, Sumatra, Malaya, Thailand and Burma…
You must continue the mobilisation of men, money and materials with greater vigour and energy, in particular,
the problem of supplies and transport has to be solved satisfactorily. We require more men and women of all
categories for administration and reconstruction in liberated areas. We must be prepared for a situation in which
the enemy will ruthlessly apply the scorched earth policy, before withdrawing from a particular area and will also
force the civilian population to evacuate as was attempted in Burma.
Those of you who will continue to work on the Home Front should never forget that East Asia—and
particularly Burma—from our base for the war of liberation. If this base is not strong, our fighting forces can
never be victorious. Remember that this is a ‘total war’—and not merely a war between two armies. That is why
for a full one year I have been laying so much stress on ‘total mobilisation’ in the East.
There is another reason why I want you to look after the Home Front properly. During the coming months I
and my colleagues on the War Committee of the Cabinet desire to devote our whole attention to the fighting front
—and also to the task of working up the revolution inside India. Consequently, we want to be fully assured that
the work at the base will go on smoothly and uninterruptedly even in our absence.
Friends, one year ago, when I made certain demands of you, I told you that if you give me ‘total mobilization,’
I would give you a ‘second front.’ I have redeemed that pledge. The first phase of our campaign is over. Our
victorious troops, fighting side by side with Nipponese troops, have pushed back the enemy and are now fighting
bravely on the sacred soil of our dear motherland.
Gird up your loins for the task that now lies ahead. I had asked you for men, money and materials. I have got
them in generous measure. Now I demand more of you. Men, money and materials cannot by themselves bring
victory or freedom. We must have the motive-power that will inspire us to brave deeds and heroic exploits.
It will be a fatal mistake for you to wish to live and see India free simply because victory is now within reach.
No one here should have the desire to live to enjoy freedom. A long fight is still in front of us.
We should have but one desire today—the desire to die so that India may live—the desire to face a martyr’s
death, so that the path to freedom may be paved with the martyr’s blood.
Friends! my comrades in the War of Liberation! Today I demand of you one thing, above all. I demand of you
blood. It is blood alone that can avenge the blood that the enemy has spilt. It is blood alone that can pay the price
of freedom.
Give me blood and I promise you freedom.
62.85 A Play In Ten Acts\fn{by Bhamidipati Kameswara Rao (1897-1958)} Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 3
1
Mandapilli, 19.11.38.
To Sri Rasaraattu.\fn{A note reads: “Rasa” signifies aesthetic experience and “rattau” king or ruler.}
Namaskarams.
Father left for village Thotaram to collect the rents from the farmers. About ten days back I sent you an article
for your considered opinion. May I request you kindly to send me your opinion without any further delay.
Yours
Gopinatham
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Reply:
Peraram, 20.11.38
To Chy Gopinatham with blessings.
My dear boy, Sorry for the delay. I hope you will not mind it. You need not apologize for your father’s
absence.You too could as well write to me. Here is my opinion.
The piece is an asset to the Telugu language. Of course, there are some common errors here and there. But at
some points, it is quite interesting. A modern variety of language, which is somewhat dialectal has been
employed, but I should say, it is balanced by the usage of standard language besides. It cannot be said that the
writer has not resorted to crazy coinages and compounds involving normally prohibited admixture of languages
on a large scale frequently; but on the whole the expression cannot be described as devoid of lucidity. What he
lacks by way of erudition is compensated by neatness of execution.
One may not place it very high in literature but at the same time cannot also condemn it as insignificant. The
ending is just like what it has been at the beginning.
Yours,
Rasaraa
2
Mandapilli, 21.11.38.
To Sri Rasaraattu.
Namaskarams.
Sir, I acknowledge your reply and crave for your kind indulgence. I made a mistake when I wrote the earlier
letter on the assumption that I had despatched to you the article to which I made a reference. The article was left
in the pockets of my coat sent for pressing. I discovered it just now when I put it on. The papers also have been
pressed and need careful handling.
I am sending them to you in a separate cover. Kindly send me an encouraging opinion.
Yours,
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 22-11-38
Gopi!
The letter you received was missent to you. In fact, it was intended for someone else. You are indeed
mishievous! I never knew you wrote poetry!
Look here: The writer is the son of a well known scholar.\fn{ A note reads: “Son of a Scholar” is proverbially understood
as an idiot.} The theme chosen is a good episode from a classic. However the writer being young and not
experienced cannot naturally display as much deftness as ambition. He is of course promising! His shortcomings
may be viewed with sympathy considering his young age.
Even so, the piece is good, and the style fluent. The deficiency in erudition gets rectified in course of time as
any other deficiency. He is full of promise. Mother India needs such young men.
Yours,
Rasarattu
3
Mandapilli, 23.11.38
Dear Sri Rasarattu,
My respects to you.
Your letter to hand. I am not the author of the piece. With regards.
Yours,
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 24.11.'38.
Gopi,
You are quite an interesting young man! A worthy son of an illustrious father, Sri Chanaka Sastry.\fn{ A note
reads: Chanaka’s son derives the name Chaanakya. It may be recalled that it is the name of a great Minister known in the history for his
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ingenuity as well as intrigue.}

In case you had no talent to compose a piece like that, it is a mere matter of common
sense on your part to realize the obligation to inform me who the writer is. Anyway, note:
This piece is good. The diction too is fine. The theme is simply beautiful, style pleasing. The writer also knows
Hindustani. Price is low but returns handsome. Size handy.
Yours,
Rasarattu
4
Mandapilli, 25.11.38
Sir,
Before he left for the village, my father instructed me to send the piece to you and obtain your views. I may
incidentally also mention that he asked me to remind you of the amount you owed him.
Yours,
Gopi
Reply:
Peraam, 26.11.'38.
Well, Gopi,
You should have let me know the truth at the outset. This piece is one of the greatest creations. The Poet is not
at all an outdated, stick-in-the-mud. What appears in this writing to signify such values is in fact what lends life
and strength to this. His scholastic depths are suggestive of the mighty river Ganges and take in the reader.
I can say with assurance that no other scholar had so far used his erudition with such advantage. He is the
greatest support for tradition in the modern times. One can find a treasure of archaic words and expressions in this
piece. It shelters classic tradition. The creeping, crawling writers of the present day world can never soar high like
this poet. If the readers are intelligent enough they can discover modern science too in this piece of Chanaka
Sastry, I assure.
Yours,
Rasarattu
5
Mandapilli, 27.11.38.
Sir,
Your letter. I am not sure if my father wrote poetry anytime. I doubt if it is his. Any way, thanks.
Yours
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 28.11.38
Say so, Gopi, say so.
I thought just as much. That is why the piece in question is nothing more than readable and deep. The style is
simple and sweet but the diction comprehensible. I hope the writer will continue to publish such works in
multitude, get them printed in his lifetime by any possible means and distribute the copies liberally and free of
cost.
Yours,
Rasarattu
6
Mandapilli, 29.11.38
Dear Sri Rasarattu,
I would have preferred to close further correspondence in this regard. But I am helpless. My mother told me
that a gentleman called and made enquiries about his literary work. It appears that he gave it to my father, who
promised him to get a scholarly opinion about it.
I do not know who he is. Anyway my mother told me that he looked like a modern graduate. May be the work
now with you is his.
Yours,
Gopi
Reply:
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Peraram, 30.11.38.
That is exactly what I doubted right since the beginning. The writer is one who had English Education. He just
imported what he learnt in his English studies, but has taken care not to make any mention of the source. He
seems to feel assured that the Telugu readers can never discover the truth.
The entire work smells English. I cannot venture to say that the book is devoid of liveliness or purpose. The
language used is a heterogeneous mixture of English, Telugu, Tamil and Bengali.
Yours,
Rasarattu
7
Mandapilli, 1.12.38
Dear Sri Rasarattu
The moment in which I began corresponding with you must be auspicious! That is why it is flourishing.
Have to report to you on a new development. This morning a gentleman, one Mr. Ghanta Rao called on me. He
contends that the literary piece I sent to you is undoubtedly his. You may be knowing him. He says he helped you
in elections sometime ago.
Yours,
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 2.12.38.
So, that is it. I made an in-depth study of the work and found it very authentic. There are of course some
defects. But what if? I feel that any literary work should have some defects if it is to be really great and human.
The work propounds noble sentiments and ideals. Aesthetic beauty not only oozes out of every pore of the piece
like juice out of a pickle but flows out like floodtide.
The style is simply sweet and beautiful. It exuberates the coolness of breeze, the satisfying aroma of a specially
prepared dish and .the viscosity of rice pudding. In short who ever reads this is the real reader, who ever listens to
it is the true listener, and a writer that plagiarizes is the true writer.
Yours,
Rasarattu
8
Mandapilli, 3.12.38
Dear Sir Rasarattu,
This affair seems to reach scandalous proportions. Every time I thought I could safely put a stop to this, it is
taking a new turn, placing me in quite an embarrassment.
There had been another caller today—one Mr. Ketayya. He too gave a work of his to father and requested him
to obtain an opinion on it. I managed to send him away on the plea that father is away. I received an opinion on
Ghanta Rao’s writing from another scholar yesterday.
As such, the piece now with you could be Ketayya’s. I did not let him know that his work was sent to you for
review. However, in the course of talk your name came up and he said his relations with you are strained.
Yours,
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 4.12.38
Gopi, you did the right thing in letting me know who the author is. I would never have pardoned you if you did
otherwise. In fact, I had my own suspicions. I wondered why that piece was on the whole so repulsive in spite of
some good points. I now know why.
A nastier piece of literary effort cannot exist on the earth or, coming to that, on Mars. No sensible fellow can
condescend to go through it beginning to end. Therefore I did not read it.
The piece is silly, meaningless, pale, lifeless, and all nonsense. He made studious efforts to make his readers
laugh. The unfortunate, ill-fated readers find nothing of worth in it. The entire piece is but a laughing stock. The
only impression I could form is one of disgust. The whole thing is a bad and futile attempt to decry eminent
persons such as I am and great institutions. Although it was only a portion of it that I perused, I found it
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depressing and demoralizing. I am afraid that anyone who goes to it will be corrupted and I caution that it should
be left untouched.
Yours,
Rasarattu
9
Mandapilli, 5.12.38
Dear Sri Rasarattu.
I apologize for the inconvenience caused to you. I received a letter from my father. He is expected in a day or
two. Anyway, he informed me that he had sent some five or six pieces of literature to scholars like you. It appears
that one of them is an extract from the great Poet of the 14-15 century Srinatha. We have received assessments of
all except that I wonder if what is with you be the same.
Yours
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 6.12.38.
Gopi,
You may be right. Although I was expressing a very poor opinion of the work in my earlier letter, there was a
lingering doubt in my mind about the exquisite qualities of aesthetic beauty, diction, style and such other features
discernible in it. It is unfortunate that the works of such great poets were handled badly and corrupted by copyists.
Yours,
Rasarattu
10
Mandapilli, 7.12.38
Dear Sri Rasarattu,
Father has since returned. He asked me to inform you of the actual situation and put an end to this
correspondence. The piece I sent to you for your kind opinion is one that you wrote a decade ago. My father
considered it as the best of your works and so copied it in his own hand. I picked it up by mistake and forwarded
it to you.
He is sure that it could not be anything else. I may be excused for all the trouble.
Yours
Gopi
Reply:
Peraram, 8.12.38.
To Gopinatham with blessings.
I have been away for the last few days and reached home only this morning. In my absence, my daughter had
been corresponding with you under my name. The papers you originally sent contained notes made by your father
as models for critical appreciation of literary works. My daughter was sending portions of the very same notes by
way of reply to you.
You made a reference to one of my works. Your father gave it to Kumbhayya a year ago. Tell him so, he will
recall it.
By the way are you married or …
Yours
Rasarattu
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† Hindu temple complex (5th century and 7th century AD) at Badami, Bagalkot District, Karnataka, India †

† Hindu Brihadeeswarar Temple (completed in 1010), Thanjavur, Thanjavur District, Tamil Nadu State †
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241.31 Birthday\fn{by Murlidhar Vyas (1897-1983)} Rajasthan State, India (M) 2
It was a dark rainy night. A chilly wind was blowing. It was a severe winter month, Though the clock had
hardly struck eight, there was not a soul on the street. Ghisu, shivering in the cold and chanting “Rama Rama”,
entered his house. Koti’s mother remarked,
“Is this the time to return? You have just a piece of cloth to wrap yourself in this extreme cold. You should
come and go in time. Moti has just gone to sleep weeping and waiting for you.” Ghisu replied,
“I was off from work in time but I had to visit some persons to borrow some money. Every day they make
promises. If only I could get some money, I would have a coat and pants of stuffed cotton made for Moti, and
purchase some cloth for making a quilt for us too. The winter this year is very cold.”
“Forget these worries and have your food now,” said Moti’s mother; she then stood up and brought two thick
rotis of bajari\fn{Millet} and a bowl containing some chutney of chilies and salt and placed them before him. She
lit the fire with dry grass and leaves to warm up the place. As the poor man had returned in a weather-beaten state
the warmth gave him some relief. While eating his meal Ghisu remarked,
“Who had asked for such a cold month? It is only meant for the rich. How aptly is it said that the winter is
good for the lucky and hard as hell for the poor.”
Having finished eating, Ghisu got into bed and covered himself with some rags. Moti’s mother spread a quilt
over him, quite worn out with a lot of holes, the cotton gathered in places. It could rightly be called a rag. He
bundled himself in a crouching position.
Moti’s mother wrapped herself with a worn-out cloth, and sitting near the fire, started clipping wool. As illluck would have it, the lantern went off all of a sudden, as if it were taking revenge. Ghisu remarked,
“You could have filled it with kerosene during the day.”
“From where to get oil? Gatta maharaj the shopkeeper insisted on previous dues being paid before he would
supply fresh oil on credit.”
“Then you could have lighted an earthen lamp with edible oil.”
“That oil too was used for preparing puris\fn{Deep-fried, wheat-flour pancakes} yesterday.” Ghisu grew serious and
said,
“What to do now? I haven’t a single paisa on me.” Moti’s mother came forward with a suggestion.
“Take a loan from Minda mahara\fn{Maharaj: A term of respect used for Brahmins} on installments.”
“You know everything only too well. Why do you pretend to be so innocent? Have you gone mad! His
previous loan still remains unpaid. Against the total fifty, only five instalments of five rupees each have been paid
so far,” replied Ghisu. Moti’s mother came up with another suggestion.
“Then get the pro-note renewed and again make it fifty.”
“What will we get in hand? The last time we received forty rupees only against a pro-note of fifty rupees. This
time again he will deduct ten rupees on a loan of fifty. We will get a sum of fifteen rupees only.'
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“Tomorrow is Moti’s birthday. Some ghee\fn{Clarified butter}and gur\fn{Jaggery, a sugar produce} have to be
bought, for offering to the goddess. It is for the well-being of the child.”
“It is for God to care for the poor. You are worried about the offering, while I am afraid of the moneylender.
What will I do if he comes and presses for his installments?”
*
As it grew twice as cold as before, Ghisu’s worry about clothes and providing protection from the cold became
fourfold. But he did not have even a single paisa. Today, when he got off from work, he took Ramu, the artisan
with him and went to Manaji maharaj (a moneylender) to take a loan on installments. Manaji, keeping his hand in
a gomukhi,\fn{A bag specifically designed to count rosary beads} was telling his beads and simultaneously discussing with
the borrowers, pressing them to pay their installments. On hearing Ghisu’s request he replied,
“No, brother, no. Who can deal with you in money matters. It is very difficult to get money back from you.”
On Ramu’s recommendation, he took a slightly liberal attitude and said,
“Look, brother, you will have to pay one rupee for opening the chest, eight annas for grains for the pigeons,
and four annas for writing the pro-note. Apart from these, you will have to pay for stamp paper also.” Ghisu
replied,
“Sir, I am a poor man. I can hardly afford all this—”
“Then you better run away immediately. Who invited you to this place? Bastard! Don’t you know, the root of
charity is always green. Have you become so miserly even in spending for charity. Has Sanatan Dhalma gone
forever?”
“Well, sir, I’ll do as you say.”
“But I do not know you. You have to arrange for a surety.”
“Ramuji will act as my surety.”
A pro-note for Rs 25 was written and after deducting five rupees as advance payment, one rupee for opening
the chest, eight annas for grain to the pigeons, four annas for writing the pro-note and the cost of stamp paper—
the remaining eighteen rupees were paid to Ghisu.
Ghisu took utmost care in spending the amount. Still, he had to pay out fifteen rupees for purchasing clothes
alone. The rest was used for buying ghee and gur for celebrating Moti’s birthday. Again he was penniless.
Moti’s mother painted the figure of the mother goddess, bathed her, sprinkled the sacred water, offered a
coconut, burnt incense, lit a lamp and placed the offering of tapasi before her. With folded hands she requested,
“Mother, please grant happiness to all beings. Keep my son healthy. Bestow many boons on us in the coming
years.” She applied a tika on Moti’s forehead and asked Ghisu to have his meals. Ghisu replied,
“I am feeling feverish. Cover me. You may eat, but I will be able to take something only when I am rid of this
fever.”
When Moti’s mother kept on insisting, he paid his homage to the mother goddess and had hardly sat down and
taken a morsel, when Minda maharaj, the moneylender, appeared on the scene and thundered,
“Come on Ghisuda, let me have the installment!” Ghisu was dumbfounded. He beseeched him,
“Please forgive me this time. I shall pay both the installments next month.”
“From where will you give them? From your father’s head? You are so well-to-do of course. I don’t know
about the next month, etc. I will file a suit against you. Then you will weep at your fate. Despite your undergoing
much trouble and addressing me as “uncle” the amount will have to be paid.” Moti’s mother intervened,
“Sir, I beg your pardon with folded hands. Today is my son’s birthday—”
“Hell with the birthday! You people enjoy rich food at the cost of the moneylenders!”
“Sir, where is the rich food? It would be enough for me if we get only some roti to eat.”
“No, brother, come what may. I will not go back empty-handed. I must have my money.” Ghisu fell at his feet
and holding them he said,
“Sir, please forgive me this time. Next—”
“You scoundrel, how can I forgive you? I subsist on such transactions only. Don’t create a fuss. Let me have
the money at once!”
“If I had the money with me, sir, I would have paid you much earlier. I literally do not have a paisa with me.”
“Then give me something in pledge. You will get it back when the payment is finalized.”
Saying so, the moneylender inspected all the three from head to foot, but his searching eye could not find a pin
of silver on them. After all this scrutiny he found that Moti was wearing two silver bangles on his wrists.
“Come on, give me these, no more delaying.”
“I have got nothing. Here is my body, you may take it. Next month I shall not keep your installments pending
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under any circumstances. Please forgive me this time, again—”
“Again, my ill-luck, that I advanced money to you! You are making a fool of me! Is there nothing on you? You
wicked person, you don’t even intend to pay. How can you pay them?”
Saying so he grabbed the Moti’s wrists. Moti looked at his parents and started crying.
“O, Ma, Ma! O Pa, Pa! O! My bangles. O! Ma, O!”
Ghisu sat gazing. The mother lay on the floor with her head down.
India 16 Excerpt from Nirbacita Racana Sambhara\fn{by Manindralala Basu (1897-1986)} India (M) 24
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244.140 Excerpt from Experiences Of A Pilgrim Soul\fn{by Shuddhananda Bharati (1897-1991)} Azhagar Malai, nr.
Madurai, Madurai District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 11
2
… The curtain rings up; the Golden Dawn gilds the calm stage of floral beauty round Azhagar Malai, near
Madurai. The gemmed book of stellar heaven dissolves into her golden smile. The balmy kiss of Nature blossoms
into colorful poems of living fragrance. The odorous breath of gorgeous Nature, awakens the song of universal
harmony. The silent hill mumbles its message in the flowing stream. Birds warble welcome to the New Dawn.
The song of Nature mingles with Vedic hymns proceeding from the temple nearby.
The Pilgrim, now a little boy, is immersed in the sylvan symphony of glorious Nature. The grand hill speaks to
him in the language of the flowing stream. Stones were cut out from this hill for the temple and its image. In the
vast temple of sky-roofed Nature, the hill stands like a majestic witness of God. The mystic sky above envelops
the earth. Blessings, flow from that to this world spinning between Mars and Venus. The hill stands as an evidence
of God’s grand presence. The stream bathes it with the resonant mantra Aum. Flowers adorn it. Green Nature
clothes it. The rising Sun waves golden light to the rapturous God of Beauty in Nature. That celestial Beauty
kindles the imagination of the Self-immersed Pilgrim-Soul.
“Hail, Pure Almighty Grace!” ejaculates his heart. The heaven to him is the pure Omnipresent One. All
emanations of Nature—the sun, the moon, air, sea, rain, stream, field and flower—are manifestations of His
Cosmic Energy. The best worship is to live in tune with the universal Nature. The young pilgrim is immersed in
the radiant Sunrise gracefully held in the golden plate of the New Dawn. An ineffable joy fills his being. He has
lost tongue to express his rushing thoughts.
Crowds throng around and pour into: the temple; drums drown the music of Nature; shrill pipes drown human
voices. Temple bells ring—in ceremonial worship.
“Quick, Anand, the time is up!” cries father Jatadhar as he drags the boy to the barber. The dreamy urchin
bends his head to the barber brother who applies his painful knife to scrap off the ringlets and as they fall kissing
the dust, the boy touches them, The father cries,
“Ah, pollution!”
“Why? This was my crown. a part of my body, oiled, combed, tied and adorned with flowers by my mother;
has it become polluted now?” thought the boy.
“Now for a bath!” cries the Mother. Bathing finished, clothing himself in rich silk, the boy follows his parents
and his uncle to the sanctum sanctorum and stands before the stone image silver-crowned. It was a suffocating
atmosphere amidst squeezing crowds hailing,
“Govinda, Govinda!”
The smell of sweat and breath spoiled his inspiration. The sanctum sanctorum was where the beautiful image
of God stood, greasy, fuming with incense, and cluttered with ceremonial articles and offerings. The priest ran
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through his professional ritual, muttering mantras and waving camphor lights. He received the stipulated amount
and poured three spoonfuls of holy water and gave some tulsi leaves and plantain in a half cocoanut. The uncle
with the boy, squeezed himself through the unruly crowds to the temple of limitless freedom.
Pitiable scenes met the eyes. A poor lady with her baby, caught in the jostling crowd, hit against a stone pillar;
her head was bleeding and her baby was trampled upon. The boy rushed forward to save the child.
“Ay, don’t touch her!” cried Mr. Caste.
“Off with your caste! Compassion is above caste and religion!” cried the boy as he lifted the weeping child to
the bleeding Mother. He tore off his silk cloth and dressed her wound; a group of devotees afar kept on crying in
deep fervor,
“Govinda, Govinda!”
But they were not allowed to enter. Why? Mr. Caste had laid down that only certain people could approach the
man-made image. Hundred whys and hows confused his brain as the boy was pushed into the bullock cart jingling
forward to witness the Chitra festival. His whys were often silenced by a curt,
“Keep quiet, chatterbox.” The uncle hushed up his surging mind. The festival crowd and the rustic indiscipline
around did not please him. He saw a boat-festival in which the image was taken across a sheet of water in a
decorated float with music, dance. and fanfare around. He witnessed two drunken villagers rolling on the dust. He
saw thieves and pick-pockets in police custody. There was feasting for a privileged caste on one side and
starvation crying for food on the other side. A hundred such scenes touched his heart, and there his pilgrimage
commenced—from the sanctum of compassion.
The precocious boy silently escaped from his vigilant guardians and roamed all day long in wistful freedom.
He attended service in a church and witnessed a conversion. He entered a Masjid and saw Muslims in solemn
prayer before the Kaaba. He trudged four miles to Tiruparan Hill, famous for the Skanda temple below and a
mosque above. He left the ceremonial pomp below and climbed up the hill pushing through bushes, briars and
boulders on the steep path. He reached a grotto near a pond above the precipice, and sat still gazing at the sky and
Nature absorbing knowledge with a tranquil mind. From that height he saw the temple tower, the steeple-cross,
and the dome-crescent; but above all these human buildings, the heaven-bound universal temple lit up by the sun,
moon and stars appealed to him. Silent prayer in the inner sanctum, gave him greater peace than the noisy worship
in walled temples. Walled castes and dogmatic circles did not appeal to him.
One young man, after conversion, called his aged father an ignoramus. This touched him to the quick. Caste
and religion stood between man and man and divided the world into fragments of narrow sectarian camps. The
young pilgrim was perturbed in the mind which was yearning for a mystic guidance to pure Truth. The old
framework was gone.
He kept the mind clear for the reception of new Knowledge. The idea of one vast heaven embracing the earth,
one life breathing in all creatures, and one soul throbbing in all hearts was deeply imbedded in his evolving mind
and he was sure that there must be one common path of salvation for humanity. Humanity seemed to him to be the
collective embodiment of one soul. Intuition led him on and he sang his way to the sanctuary of Truth, struggling
through a thousand social impediments, through dark clouds and thunder peals, finding his path with the help of
the Inner Master who was the guiding Light of his life.
3
The Pilgrim found the world, a battlefield of opposing forces. The Inner Master revealed to him the vanity of
human wishes and the serenity of ingathered life. He heard from his brothers and uncles stories of Shakespeare’s
dramas and the lives of heroes and sages. The young pilgrim saw around him the play of lust, greed, envy, anger,
prejudice and treachery. He saw gangs of Iago, Tartuffe, Rasputin. Kamsa, Duryodhana and Ravana, raping Truth
and Innocence.
He witnessed murderous Othellos and Macbeths killing purity. Selfishness blows trumpets. Ambitious Pride
plays the band. Passions shoot out angry words. The battle of human acrimonies rage wild and people are trapped
and jammed in the melee for pelf, power and pleasure. Friends of today part as enemies tomorrow. Passion ends
in tension. Honeymoon wanes anemic. Greedy hunger loots greeting generosity. Innocence is cheated; debts are
denied. Intelligence is starved, Scholarship sleeps over the sciences. Degrees are wet with tears. Culture is
measured by caste. Conscience is gagged. Arrogance parades in golden pomp. Envy insults merit. Truth is
mortified; Justice is falsified, Sacrifice is strangled. Freedom is coerced. Spiritual nations are held in subjection.
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Birth raises the curtain; Illusion stages the drama; Death brings down the curtain leaving behind a doleful silence.
Is this life?
The wise grandfather died suddenly; the chaste grandmother followed him to the grave. Two lovely blossoms
were plucked cruelly by Fate and thrown into the dust. A bridegroom died of snake-bite and his young wife
swooned and died. The glitter of gold cost the life of a rich miser. A doctor’s son was sickly. An astrologer’s
daughter became a child-widow. A professor’s son was a muff. A sorcerer’s wife was hysterical. A strumpet
poisoned her good husband. Is this life?
Enough; the Pilgrim saw enough of the world before him and that with the interest of a press-reporter. The
Pilgrim observed and observed the ways of the world and the tragic-comic phantasmagoria of events. He was
possessed by a want-wit melancholia which brought him to the stage of “to be, or not to be.” He felt a mystic
hunger which none could appease—no book, no preacher, no philosopher. He resorted often to lonely groves and
hills and forests and temple-towers to brood over his inner problems. The riddle of the Self called for a Master
who alone could solve it.
*
Mother Kamakshi, grandmother Minakshi, great-grandmother Bangaru, the old Guruvamma of 105 years who
lived with St. Thyagaraja, father Jatadhar, Pandit Sundara Sastry and a lot of wise and learned souls poured into
his ears, morals and stories from books and life. Booklore seemed a twice-told tale and his soul yearned for “Look
Lore.” He felt as if he had already known all these things and facts. His thought moved far above the frameworks
of mental creeds and Mosaic formalities. He sought for a brighter horizon far away from the kaleidoscopic colors
of humdrum routine.
He heard from his elders the history of his own ancestry and how the river of life took its course from Delhi to
Sivaganga, from Amalapur to Madurai. Musician Gopal Sastry was taken from Amalpuram to Delhi. He adorned
the court of the Kifji Sultans. His descendant served the Moghul emperors. They came with Aurangazeb to
Golkonda, and settled there. In 1748, a political storm swept away Shankara Bharati to Benares where he took
Sanyasa and resorted to the Himalayan solitudes for Yoga. His son, a yogi, poet and scholar, moved south and
married a girl at Nellore. The girl’s father recommended him to Purnayya, the minister of Tippu Sultan.
Vedam Shankara Bharati became a private secretary of Purnayya who sent him as ambassador to Dindigal. The
fan of Tippu at Srirangapatnam changed the destiny of the family which settled in a village near Madurai. The
terrible sufferings of the family in the battle of life, moved his heart. His ancestors lived in pomp and luxury as
royal favorites.
Now he saw a sudden change in their destiny. His parents were healthy, godly and learned, but poor. His father
was a living Upanishad and his Mother a breathing Gita. His brothers were good modern gentlemen and finished
products of English Culture. And yet economic difficulties handicapped their liberal hearts. The Pilgrim was so
much moved by the pinch of poverty at home that he refused to be an additional burden to his parents. He earned
a little money by bookbinding and singing songs in holy concerts and thereby met his school expenses. Unto the
last, he worked six hours a day for his livelihood.
*
On the Mother’s side, the uncles were affluent in Madurai. They rolled in wealth and luxury but they did not
have the peace of his pious home at Sivaganga. Their home was a frivolous pandemonium; their tinkling gold,
their jeweled arrogance and disdainful smile of insolent pride, their hysteric fits, uncontrolled passions, moaning
sickbeds, mutual suspicions of green-eyed jealousy, the scenes created by sorcerers, astrologers and doctors—all
these made a deep impression on his thinking mind.
The elder uncle Ramaswami was the one wise man in that mansion. He put before the Pilgrim’s mind the lifeexamples of saints and heroes and expatiated upon the miseries of family life. The young Pilgrim was resolved
not to entangle himself in the meshes of dark uncertainties. He was absent-minded in the class at school which
seemed to him a prison. He cared to read his lessons only a month before examinations.
Songs came to him; but they were soaked in doleful tears. He took pleasure in visiting saints and monks in the
neighborhood and listlessly wandered with them. He learnt many things from them but the riddle of life remained
to him yet unsolved.
Where is that Master who can hold the nectar of wisdom to his thirsty lips, queried his mind.
4
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One day, there was a new stir in the family, a new enthusiasm. A ripe old sage, tall and majestic stepped into
the garden where the Pilgrim was contemplating at the foot of a margosa tree. The mother and uncle worshipped
the saint. His gray beard and shining eyes attracted all. But the boy was simply observing him from his seat under
the tree. The sage suddenly walked towards him and exclaimed,
“Who is this yogin?”
“Here is my last son lost to the world, roaming here and there, inattentive to the class, murmuring poems, and
talking to himself—an eccentric boy,” said the Mother. Sage Purnanarida remarked,
“He is a sage, looking within; leave him in my hands.”
The boy rose up, fell at the feet of the sage and wept out his melancholia. Purnananda affectionately caressed
the boy, and brought solace to his burning heart by a single sentence:
“My child, be centered within.”
The Pilgrim soul found his first Master whom be faithfully served and followed. He named him Satyarka.
*
Purnananda was the brother of his grandfather Mahadev, an advocate. As a boy, he fled from home and did
hard penance in Uttarakasi up the Himalayas. He studied the vedas and puranas in Benares and entered the order
of Shankarite Sanyasins. He was a fully qualified yoga vedantin. He was like a bearded Ramana Maharshi in
appearance. During his long journey he had opportunities of meeting all the saints of the last century like
Ramakrishna, Vivekananda, Ramalinga, Dayananda, Sundaraswami, Siddharuda, Santananda and B.R. Rajam
Ayyar, the author of Rambles in Vedanta. He was a genuine vedantin who could boldly declare
“I am I. “I” is God.”
He took special care in molding the spiritual life of the Pilgrim and gave him for two years an esoteric training.
A course in Asanas and Pranayma and Gita-study were finished in one year. Next year, the great sage taught him
the life and works of God-men. This naturally led him to self-reflection. He was dreamy in the class; the teacher
scolded him in the school and his parents scolded him at home. Mere materialists discouraged his spiritual mood
and called him mad. Disappointments blasted his mystic hopes. With pale despair he ran to Purnananda, his only
sympathizer one day and demanded:
“Bhagavan, even study and contemplation could not remove my giant grief. My inner depression has no
expression.” Puraananda:
“Satyarka, the soul wants something else. It is not satisfied with home, school, teacher, kith and kin. Pilgrim:
“Yes, Sir. Teacher canes me; mother chides me; brother bothers me, friends desert me; the school frightens me;
home disgusts me and the tumultuous vanity of human life calls me mad.” Purnananda:
“Compose yourself, my darling. Noumenon outshines the phenomenon, know this. Heart is home; mind is
world; God is Father, Grace Mother, Virtue Brother, Purity Friend, and Divine Love the Leader of your life.
Conscience is your Master. His voice is the eloquence of Truth. Follow That. There is a mystic university in your
brain and a light in your heart. Nature is the Principal and intuition the method of revelation. You will get all
knowledge from within, just as you get your poems in finished forms from within.
“Observe an artist. Who paints pictures from the point of his brush? Brush? Colors? Hand?—no. It is the Pure
Soul that uses as instruments the brain, heart, hand and brush to paint the picture. So the soul within, shall use
your pure mind and loving heart to reveal itself.” Pilgrim:
“Yes. Thanks, Bhagavan. He who makes the plants blossom and fructify, He who makes the sun shine, the
Spring smile, the Winter rain and the Summer hot, He who makes the wind blow and the Earth grow green, He
who has fed the stream to flow and the sea to swell shall teach me wisdom.” Pumananda:
“Satyarka, wisdom is already there, just as fire is latent in the wood. A mystic Master kindles it. You are a
Yogi, born for a divine work. You cannot live like others, an animal life of eating, drinking, sleeping, begetting,
earning, mourning and dying. Your stars shall never lead you into the labyrinth of worldliness. Go ahead and God
shall guide you from Saint to Saint. Listen to the story of Sadasiva Brahman.”
5
Nerur is a charming village on the Banks of the Kauvery. Nature smiles green and gold around it and birds
warble sweet and solemn in the peaceful woodlands crowning its majesty. A solitary temple stands in the heart of
the sonorous woodland like a Yogin in trance. A Siva lingam adorns its sanctum. Behind the temple stands an
ever-green bilva tree under which a jivanmukta lies interred. You can hear the eternal symphony of aum in that
peaceful serenity. Seekers meditate under that tree and enter into spontaneous introspection and meditation. We
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feel a mystic presence there and that vibrating presence was created by the spiritual dynamism of a silent sage of
blissed trance.
That sage of supreme knowledge was Sadasiva Brahman. He was born in Tiruvisanallur on the banks of the
Kauvery. His father was Somasundara Avadani and his mother Parvatidevi. Both were pious, learned in Vedic lore
and devoted to God and the Saints.
Sadasiva was brought up in Vedic traditions. Under the tutelage of the famous poet and scholar Ramabhadra
Dikshita (the author of Janaki-Parinayam). Sadasiva attained peerless merit in Literature, Grammar, Logic and
Philosophy.
He bloomed into a poet of rare genius. He breathed in his songs the fervor of inner ecstasy. Sadasiva composed
and sang them during holy occasions. Here is the translation of a few Sanskrit lines:
Remember God, O Mind and sing Aum Aum!
Taste His nectar name: have no more cares.
Dwell in Him, have no more fear and misery;
Be calm and Self-fixed, No more anxiety!
God is one and the many. He is Self-effulgent Bliss.
*
He is pure, immortal, unborn, free, infinite
He is the Atman in you; hence say, “O Mind,
I am a free, eternal, fearless witness of the World-play.
Selfish pride and desire bind you to misery;
Off with them and declare your Godhood, O Man!”

Sadasiva was a fair youth, an ideal celibate. He longed for Renunciation. He was prompted by elders to taste
the joys of conjugal life. He bowed unwillingly to the yoke of wedlock. The wife attained puberty. A grand feast
was getting ready. The Son-in-Law was hungry; He demanded simple food and entered in.
“Enter not! Wait, wait!” shot forth a feminine voice. This was a timely hint to the seeker.
“Yes, I must not enter home; I must go to my Soul’s beloved. For my simple hunger, they keep me waiting too
late. Can they satisfy my inner hunger? Never. Off! Off!” he said to himself.
Off he flashed away like a quick lightning. None could trace him for years. The lonely wife spent her days in
Madurai doing puja and japam and singing the saints’s songs.
Sadasiva, free like the wind wandered in forests repeating,
“Sivoham, Sivoham, I’m Sivam, I’m Sivam.” So people called him Sadasivam (always blissful).
He walked with open palms along village streets. Pious people gave him food, he ate it standing and vanished
into woodland solitudes. He composed a poem called Siva Manasa Puja for his worship. Here are a few lines
from it:
O Transcendence! How can mind think of Thee,
Where shall I adore Thee, O Omnipresence?
O Purity, should I bathe Thee with water?
Should I clothe Thee? Space is Thy garment!
*
What Shall I offer Thee, O Giver of Plenty?
To wave a lamp before Thee, O luminous splendor!
My mind has been swallowed by Thy infinite glory.
Words fail, I am overwhelmed by Silence, Silence!

Thus singing and meditating, Sadasiva reached Kumbakonam and saw the then Shankaracharya Parama
Sivendra Saraswati. He was a Vedic scholar and a sage of merit adored by thousands of disciples. He at once
knew the sage in Sadasivam. He trained him in the ascetic discipline, taught him Shankara’s works and had a
desire to install him in his place.
Sadasiva served the master as a fervent disciple. He sang his melodious song during the hours of worship. He
wrote a commentary on Brahma Sutra, and Patanjali’s Yoga Sutra. He practiced Raja Yoga. His Atmavilasa
written at this time is a treasure of Vedantic ideals. Let me translate a few lines from the book here:
Life flows along the mind, between the banks of likes and dislikes. It wends its course through ups and downs and
pours itself into the Ocean at last.
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The Ocean has only one answer to the enigmatic enquiries of the river. From cloud to current I am everything. All
are my becomings.
The Sun devours into its effulgence millions of stars. Even so the mind of million thought-impressions must be
devoured into the Self-Light.

Sadasiva discomfited learned savants in logical discussions. They grew envious of his sharp intellect and
complained to the Master. The master one day cried:
“Silence, Sadasiva, Silence!”
*
The devoted Sadasiva plunged into eternal silence from that moment. Not only that, he threw away his clothes
and set out as a naked wandering monk. He traveled all over India and beyond its borders as for as Turkey.
Relatives called him a madcap. They complained to Sivendra who exclaimed:
“Ah, when shall I be mad like Sadasivam?”
Scholars called him a shameless idiot. They cast on him arrogant, scandalous aspersions. The silent sage gave
power to a humble washer-man who challenged those puffed-up bookworms. He enlightened many by his cosmic
energy. Critics tortured him with painful remarks and rain-full stones. The naked sage ran to sylvan solitudes.
The body consciousness was cast away like the slough of a serpent. Self immersed in speechless trance,
Sadasiva walked on in his natural majesty. Sadasiva one day fixed himself in trance on the sands on the Kauvery,
near Kodumudi. Heat and cold did not affect him. Rains came deluging. The violent flood carried and buried him
somewhere. None could trace him. The people thought he was dead.
The bright summer returned, laborers dug sand in Kauvery bed.
Suddenly the spade was stained with human blood. Surprised, they dug carefully and lo, an effulgent figure
stood up from the depth of the sandy grave.
“Lo, Sadasiva Brahman!” cried the crowd.
But the Brahman walked away with a serene smile as if he rose from sleep. Great yogins do not care about
their powers; they allow God to fulfill His will through their passive instrumentality. For the Ego is lost in them.
Sadasivam walked unattached, unnoticed. Yet mischievous elements gave him constant trouble.
Those were days when the land was a cockpit of rival forces. Armies were camping on the way. The
commander of a regiment overloaded Sadasivam with firewood to be carried to barracks. He treated him roughly.
Lo, the heap caught fire and the wood was burnt to ashes.
Sadasiva penetrated into a thick forest. He cured chronic patients and restored life to a bride who died from
cobra bite. Once mischievous boys set a mad dog upon him. The dog bite ulcered his leg. Maggots dropped from
it. He replaced them saying,
“Eat your karma.”
Once a Muslim army chief felt insulted by the nudity of the innocent saint. He drew his sword and cut off his
arm. Blood was flowing, the sage in trance took no notice of it. The culprit was stunned; he begged pardon of the
sage. The sage remembered his arm just then. He touched the arm and it was healed. Sadasiva went smiling in
peace.
*
Sadasiva did two magnificent things. In 1738 he met Saint Thayumanavar near Tiruchirapalli. He initiated him
in silence and equality of vision.
He then meditated in a forest near Pudukkottai. Puddukottai was then devastated by Muslims and
Maharashtras.
The throne was threatened by rivals. The kind Vijaya Raghunatba Thondaman had no issue.
One day this king bowed before Sadasiva. The sage knew his grievances. He wrote him a mantra on the sand.
He gave him butter to eat.
“Give liberally, feed thousands, celebrate Navaratri, honor vedic scholars, the State shall prosper,” wrote the
sage.
The King obeyed and the State prospered. He got a son whom he named Navanitha Thodaman.
Sadasiva became the presiding saint of the State. Every Friday there was poor feeding, worship and festival in
the palace. A sivajnanapuram was raised where the sage sat in samadhi. Thus his spiritual force gave new life to a
State.
He was fond of children. He played with them and took them to festivals. Once by his yogic power, he took a
set of children to the festival at Madurai, and brought them back with temple offerings.
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Sadasiva felt his mission fulfilled. One day he descended into a pit dug for the purpose, shed his body and flew
away as the luminous soul which has no name, no form, no hunger, and no desire.
“Have faith in God, concentrate life unto His will, silence the senses. Be centered in. Take refuge in Truth and
Truth shall save you.”
This is the final teaching of the great Brahman.
6
The silent life of Sage Sadasiva made a deep impression upon the aspirant. Sage Purnananda by songs and
stories intensified the spiritual aspiration of the precocious boy who demanded more and more of the nectar of
Self-knowledge.
One day Purnananda gave sanyasa to a vedic scholar. He observed keenly the viraja homam and other
ceremonies. The boy eagerly demanded the new sanyasin.
“Sir, you have colored your clothes; but has the color of your mind changed? Why do you assume this robe?”
The scholar gently said to the boy:
“I have seen life in the world. I have suffered a lot by attachment to wife and children and wealth. There is no
joy in life. Hence I renounce it to seek Self-delight and remain peaceful.”
Purnanada explained the meaning of the ceremonies.
“The flame represents the fire of wisdom. The body-consciousness and al attachments are cremated in the
mounting flame of God-knowledge. The orange color connotes renunciation. The monk lives in the spirit which is
bliss. This spirit or atma is Brahman (Ayam Atma Brahma). Thou art That (Tat Twam Asi), Sivoham (I am Bliss).
Shuddhoham (I am the Pure) says the monk and he becomes That Reality.”
He then read the Atma Vidhya Vilasam of Sadasiva and Sage Purnananda explained it. The boy heard him
enraptured.
“The yogi, steady like an unruffled flame, radiates the light of wisdom. Like a peacock, like a koil, like a fawn,
like a deer, he roams in the woodlands of serene peace, free like the breeze, steadfast in meditation. In majestic
solitude, the Self-King enjoys the freedom of inner bliss.”
The boy meditated with Purnananda who gradually initiated him in the esoterics of Yoga Vedanta. He related to
him the pure life of God-men like Ramakrishna, Dayanarida, Vivekananda, Rantathirta, Ramalinga and many
others whom he had seen. The intersecting accounts of these saints stimulated divine emotions in the boy’s heart.
Boy:
“Master, can I become one such God-man?” Purnananda:
“O yes, my boy; God is in you here; open heart and see. You are a Yogi!” Boy:
“How to open the heart? Purnananda:
“By closing the mind.” Boy:
“How to close the mind?” Purnananda:
“By ingathering the senses and stilling the mind within.” Boy:
“How to do that? The mind wanders like the wind. I am here; it goes to the temple now or to the river for a
bath.” Purnananda:
“You must not allow the mind to go out anywhere. It must get in and sink in the heart; the heart must sink in
the soul and the soul must become one with God who is the real “I”, the real You and the real He. He who
achieves this is a real yogi, a real man or God-man. He attains God-hood.” Boy:
“Can all attain this God-hood?” Purnananda:
“Attain that yourself first and then radiate it to all seekers around.” Boy:
“Radiate! How? Can you radiate God-hood to me? I cannot really know what God is. I feel God as Pure Grace.
I have a devotional fervor. When you speak of God and God-men, I am delighted. When people talk about things
of the world and body, I feel disgusted. There is nothing in the family life except mutual hatred, vanity, envy,
desire, and quarrel. That home is a hell to me. My heart wants something; I feel as if I have lost something. I do,
not know what it is. I feel that there will be no peace in me without realizing it.” Purnananda:
“My dear boy, you have a hunger a good hunger to know and see God.” Boy:
“Can I see God just as I see you, Sir?” Purnananda:
“God can be seen not like physical things. We can be conscious of Him as the Pure Almighty Force and Grace
—Shuddha Shakti.” Boy:
“Then how is it my Mother says often that Lord Venkatachalapati came in her dream and gave her a bell and
flower just before I was born; another swamiji says that God comes to him and gives him whatever he wants. He
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suddenly gives flowers, fruits, sacred ashes and sometimes images—and people run after him. They say he has all
powers of God and God has come in his form.” Purnananda:
“God is in all forms, but God is God, unlimited, pure, immaculate. What you have seen is a little power of the
psychic mind. These are miracles played by some inferior powers.” Boy:
“Sir; can you show me such miracles? Can you bring me an orange now just as that swamiji does?”
Purnananda:
“I can give you one anna to get an orange from the shop.” Boy:
“That I too can give. I am curious to know about these miracles. Purnananda:
“My boy, if you want to see the Real. you must never think of these miracles. Your miracle man can bring a
flower or fruit when they are ready behind. Look at the sky; what a miracle and mystery! The wind, sun, moon,
stars, rain, lightning, light, heat—everything comes from that wide sky. Is that not a miracle? Can any swami
create the sun or the stars? Can he stop the heart from beating or create a new heart and place it into a dead body?
Can anyone raise the dead?” Boy:
“Some say that there was a swamiji who offered to raise the dead from the grave and make all human beings
immortal. He said he would never die, they say.” Purnananda:
“Where is he now?” Boy:
“Dead. Then why did he say so—that he could raise the dead and immortalize men and women?” Purnananda:
“My boy, know this too. We can never tamper with God’s universal law. The body must die. What is born
certainly ripens and rots and dies. What is immortal is the Self or soul—the I in you and me. It lives in the body
but it is not body, not for the soul. Great mahatmas like Ramalinga tried to raise humanity from the dead body to
the living soul. A man’s thought is dead in dead things. They wanted to make men and women live in the eternal
Self which is the God in all. That is the meaning of their immortality and raising the dead. You understand. None
can create the sun and moon and the earth.” Boy:
“Scientists create many things. They create oxygen, hydrogen, carbon, electricity. Uncle told me how Faraday
discovered electricity. I saw a professor creating electric sparks.” Purnananda:
“These are not creations, my boy; these are discoveries of the powers of Nature that are already there.
Electricity and magnetism have been in Nature before the scientist discovered them. Suppose there is no sky, no
air, no sun, can the scientist breathe and live? Can he carry on his experiments? God manifests in Nature. Nature
is the wonder of God. We must utilize it to realize God and that is the aim of life—to realize God in the Self and
in the universe of beings.” Boy:
“I understand all these now; unless I see God how can I believe in His existence? Has not God the power to
come before me and say, ‘See. I am here’?” Purnananda:
“You want the Almighty God to appear before you and say, ‘I am here’. Next day you will demand that God to
bring you breakfast and dinner and demand from Him all that your vital craving desires. You fellow, you want to
make Almighty Grace your servant. Do you deserve God’s Grace first? There is the Queen of India in England.
Let me see if you can meet her directly tomorrow?” Boy:
“No sir. She will not care for me. I am too small to go to her or invite her. But if I do great things people will
speak about me to the Queen and she will invite me just as she invites famous artists and statesmen.” Purnananda:
“That is right, serve, deserve; be and see.” Boy:
“Master, let me know the secret of attaining God’s Grace.” Purnananda:
“Suppose you want my favor; you love me, serve me, know me and get near me day by day till at last you
become dear to my heart, not for any boon or miracle, but for God-realization alone. The purity of your love, shall
lead you onward.” Boy:
“But before I love God, mind wants to love something else—fame, name, ease, luxury etc. How to control the
mind?” Purnananda:
“There is a science of mind-control; it is called yoga. Yoga is to yoke the mind to God.” Boy:
“How can I yoke it before knowing what God is? The mind is too perturbed to know that.” Purnananda:
“God is here in our heart where you place your hand and say, ‘I am.’ To center the wandering mind there and
meditate is called yoga. Practice yoga from today.” Boy:
“Very well sir; I will not put any more questions. I surrender to you, my Divine Master. I shall simply do what
you say.”
*
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Purnananda separated the boy from all his environments: from family, parents, relatives and friends. He closed
the garden door and allowed only the Mother of the Boy-yogin to bring him eatables in the morning. She used to
place them in a corner and go away after doing pranam to the Sage. The boy cooked food for the master.
Purnananda first taught the boy pranayama (rhythmic breath) and then a subtle inner pranayama which the
boy mastered in a day. Purnananda then taught him about the endocrines and subtle nadis especially the
Brahmanadi through which kundalini passes. The boy learnt all asans. Purnananda:
“Pranayama and Asans are aids to keep the body and the nerves fit for yoga. You have learnt enough. Now you
should know how to clean the alimentary canal and the brain and nose by Hatha Yoga. Practice Nouli, Udyan,
Gaja Karni, Kapala Bhati and your inner parts shall be clean.” Boy:
“Sir, is it not enough if the mind is pure and heart turned God-ward? Meditation pleases me more than all these
forced exercises.” Purnananda:
“That is right; but meditation will come to you naturally when your heart is perfectly pure in God-love.”
*
Six months training made the boy feel God-conscious. This was the routine followed by the boy under the
tutelage of Purnananda:
He rose up with the Sage at 4 a.m., answered calls of nature, cleaned his teeth, took ten mouthfuls of water and
cleaned his tongue and stomach by a subtle process. Then he did inner pranayama and Kapala Bhati; then Japam
with the mantra Aum Shuddha Shakti Jaya Satya Jyoti. Then Purananda caught hold of his hands and charged his
being with his yogic force. Both sat together for one or two hours steeped in meditation. It was a delightful hour,
the like of which was not known to him before. Then Purnananda would teach him a few lines from the Vedas and
Gita which he repeated and learnt by heart.
At six o’clock both of them did Siras, Bujanga, Salaba, Dhanur, Mayura, Padma, Bhadda Padma, Nava,
Paschimottana, Sarvanga, Matchya, Kundalibhanda and Sava Asans. After this both took their bath. The body was
cleaned by applying bilva fruit and red mud. The disciple cleaned the clothes of the Master and obeyed him
implicitly.
Purnananda taught the boy Pranayama Gayatri even before Upanayanam. He had no faith in rituals and
ceremonies and Idolatry. He always insisted upon inner worship by meditation.
After bath the disciple would wear the orange cloth of the Master. The Master allowed it smilingly, saying,
“I have already given you orders.”
Facing the universal sanctum they will concentrate upon the sun and then close their eyes in meditation. One
hour passed like one minute. Then Purnananda would give the boy a mixture of rare herbs which was followed by
milk and honey. After this he read the Gita, chanted the Upanishads, and sang with the sweet voice prayers to the
Pure Almighty Grace.
The Boy sat introspective assimilating this psychic nutrition. He got by heart many prayers sung by the grand
master which he remembers to this day. Sometimes he could not contain his inspiration. He sang his poems in
high pitch. Purnananda used to say:
“Murmer sweetly like Ramalinga Swami. He wrote his poems at night and sang them to himself in the
morning. Consecrate your poems to God enthroned in your heart.”
The yogi followed the Master’s instructions and remained Self-immersed; he was indifferent to school lessons
which he revised just a month before the examination and passed to higher classes. Purnananda made him learn
English and modern sciences. But the young yogi had a university within himself. Book-learning was nothing
before that Inner-Look-Learning. Purnananda watched his progress and said:
“You have a attained diploma from the Self-University. A great mystic shall come to decorate you with M.A.
(Master of Atma Vidhya). Before that, you will have to face some more trials in life.”
7
The yogi was immersed in the wisdom taught by Purnananda. But parents drove him to school again.
Those were days when youths became soulless counterfeits of Western modes. A pitiful decadence of spiritual
culture set in. The yogi was compelled to mix with English boys and speak English as the mother tongue.
Christian Missionaries influenced him. His brothers spoke only English at home and he saw them acting English
plays. English here, English there, English at home, English in school, English in the street, influenced the plastic
formative period of the Pilgrim’s life.
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But English widened the scope of his knowledge and gave scientific nourishment to the spiritual idealism
developing in the boy. Though his tongue was soaked in English, his heart throbbed with spiritual dynamism. His
uncle took special care of his study, but warned him against “the dangerous Vedanta that would render him unfit
for life”.
The rich uncle had no child; his wife bribed temple gods and astrologers, doctors and sorcerers and yet
remained sick and crazy with a care-worn body. Diamonds shone on her body but darkness clouded her mind. She
liked the yogi and recommended him for adoption to her husband, who settled with the parents the whole affair.
One Friday at about 2 p.m., the uncle allowed the yogi to take tiffin with him and then played his gramophone
which echoed a song which meant:
“Today’s men are not for tomorrow. While yet the body endures, let me turn my gaze within in silent solitude.”
This awakened the soul of the boy and the heart of the uncle. With dripping tears in his eyes, he took the boy to
a secret chamber, closed the door, led him to a deeper chamber, closed the door and looked piercingly into his
introspective eyes. Uncle:
“Now, my darling, be my child; this bungalow, this wealth and everything shall be yours. I will send you to
England for I.C.S.\fn{Indian Civil Service} You will become a Collector. Pilgrim:
“And then? Is this the aim of life, Uncle? I am the child of the Almighty Grace. Her love is wealth; Her
presence is Home to me.” Uncle:
“Impertinent! See here, golden jewels, garlands of golden coins, pounds, mohars, rubies, diamonds, emeralds,
ornaments, gold and silver vessels. All these are yours. Be my child. Say yes, my darling.” Pilgrim:
“Uncle, why do you keep these ornaments locked up? I am the child of God who has given me heaven and
earth as toys. Your wealth is nothing before the wealth of God.” Uncle:
“Off with your philosophy! Come round to normal thinking and practical life. You will he a power in Madurai
if you possess this treasure and be my child.”
All pragmatic effusions! The boy listened to the cry of a beggar before the mansion and the threats of the
servant to drive him out. Suddenly be plunged his hands into the golden heap and ran with a few coins saying:
“This is for the starving brother crying at our door!” The plump uncle gave a breathless chase, caught the boy,
snatched the coins and got him out crying:
“Go, go to your God and let me see how He feeds you today!”
He quickly closed the doors, locked the safe and remained buried in disappointment for an hour.
The yogi-boy felt a call. He ran to the temple, free, free, free! A fervor rushed him onward.
8
Hatha and Raja Yogas, by a meticulous process lead one to the conquest of the body and the mind. Bhakti,
Karma and Jnana Yogas lead one to psychic perfection. Tantra Yoga by an esoteric practice, awakens the cosmic
force. The main object of all these Yogas is to set in motion the Cosmic Energy pent up in the psychic centers.
Pure Yoga, by an intensity of Divine fervor, achieves the descent of the Divine Grace from above when the heart
is receptive like a well-tuned radio.
The lonely Pilgrim with a lightning rush of emotion dived into the conscious presence of the Divine embodied
in the idol of Minakshi, caught hold of the sacred feet and sobbed unconsciously saying,
“I’m your child, O Grace, lead me as you like.”
It was not a stone, not a sculptor’s creation. The Soul within the symbol possessed the soul of the yogi who felt
a descent; and that descent continues forever. He felt the warm vibration of cosmic force; its dynamism works in
him even today. He saw a light burst out of his forehead and that Light leads Him even today. A psychic
consciousness possessed his being and it throbs in him even today.
Ah, how can words describe that splendor! What is the glitter of gold before the shining sun and what is the
sun before the ineffable effulgence of the Divine Grace-light? An immutable ecstasy of inner delight, a rosy
innocence of peace, a shower bath of pure consciousness, a pearl diver’s plunge into the mysteries of the
transcendent Silence, the perennial music stream of the Aum-flute—such were the blessings of a moment
dedicated in utter surrender to the Pure Almighty Grace!
Have faith, equal souls—the Pilgrim speaks from the sanctum of Truth. Open your heart of psychic love and
you will be conscious of the shower of bliss, light and energy. Be a loving child and the Divine Grace shall fondle
you and feed you with nectar.
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The boy was dragged away from the sanctum by Sri Devendra Bhatta, the high priest of the temple who was
his admirer. The boy walked to the Suriderasa (Lord the Beautiful) temple, sat self-immersed in a dark, lonely
corner, under a dry old tree. The symphony of the Spirit, the ethereal harmony of the tuneful soul, the rapturous
song of God-consciousness played in the cerebrum. It is Aum, the soul-conscious song animating all beings from
ant to saint. It is the song flowing in the hill stream; it is the song blowing in the wandering air. It is the hymn of
ages that hums in honey-bees, that breathes from the perfumed breeze.
At the same time devotees were singing inspired songs before the sanctum. The hymnal atmosphere of the
temple awakened the song-full soul in the boy and he too murmured a lyric that has become popular today:
Like the seer poets of yore, let me sing Thy glory, O Grace Light! Tune the Harp of my life in full harmony and
fulfill my being in the ecstasy of song-offering. Strike the gamuts of my Love-Soul, now like the chorus of dawn-ful
birds, like surging seas and rapturous hill torrents, like the gentle breeze kissing jasmines, now like the infinite Aum of
the rolling spheres; let me live to tune Thy glory. As a symbol of Thy glory, as a surety of Thy Omnipresence, as a
dynamic witness of Thy protecting Grace, as a flowing current of the universal energy—live and breathe as life in me,
O Pure Almighty Grace dancing in my heart!

Hours passed; vesper ceremonies dissolved into the lull of perfect silence when a solitary voice called:
“Who is here?”
“This is the heart,” replied the Self-immersed
“Ah … you? … come, come!” said the high priest as he dragged him into the kitchen and there he
sumptuously fed him with delicious offerings. The anxious uncle after a fluttering search found him there and the
boy exclaimed:
“O uncle, God’s Grace feeds me; come and share my delicacies.”
The uncle had no words to express his wonder. He called the boy home endearingly.
But the free bird was free forever. …
71.94 & 251.86 A. Excerpt from The Baroda College Golden Jubilee Commemoration Volume: “My
Reminiscences Of Student Days In Baroda College (1913-1917)” B. Excerpts from Indian Woman: 1. “Some
Reminiscences As A Vice-Chancellor” 2. “Some Queer Experiences Of Office” 3. “What Life Has Taught
Me”\fn{by Hansa Mehta (1897-1995)} Surat, Surat District, Gujarat State, India (F) 11

† Baroda College, from an old photograph. Below: Sir Sayajirao Gaekwad III (1863–1939) the Maharaja of
Baroda (from 1875), its founder in 1881, who also established compulsory primary education in Baroda. †
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A
… Some nineteen years ago three forlorn females timidly knocked at the door of this great seat of learning
called the Baroda College and found admission. One was my sister Mrs. Raiji, the other Miss Clarice Acquino,
who alas! is no more, and the third myself. Daily had I passed and re-passed this great awe-inspiring structure,
little dreaming that one day its portals would be opened to me. For in those days very few women at least in
Baroda thought of joining a man’s college!
Our colleges in this Presidency are meant mainly for men; they cater for men. Women are admitted there on
sufferance. That is what we felt when we three freshers were shown to a poky little room—six by ten would be a
generous estimate—a small space partitioned off on the landing, called the Lady Students’ waiting room! There
was no peace or privacy in this shelter, as the partition was such that we could see innumerable feet marching up
and down the passage all the time. As the room was on the landing near the stairs this procession of feet seemed
never ending! There were three other women students besides ourselves, so that the room was quite a tight fit
when we were all there! Later on as the number increased we asked for a larger room and got it, but the
authorities did not know how to furnish it! However, no amount of discomfort was going to deter us from our
determination to seek knowledge!
It was indeed a difficult search! In the first three years we hardly exchanged a word with our professors. We
were very shy, but some of the professors were shyer still. They could hardly look at us in the class! A very funny
incident happened to Miss Acquino once. Going to her French Class she had to pass through the room of our
professor of Algebra. While returning she saw him sitting there and thought she would ask him about some
difficulty in Algebra she wished to be solved. She approached the unwary gentleman with that purpose. But he got
such a start and looked so scared that she bolted. We laughed and laughed when she told us about her adventure
and the discomfiture of poor “Xns square” as we called him!
The other Professor of Mathematics, however, was quite a different being. He was supposed to be a
misogynist. We had heard such stories about him that we expected to see an ogre! We found him, however, a very
good teacher. Geometry was my favorite subject and I really enjoyed his lucid way of teaching the subject. His
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fault was that he was strictly impartial. “No favors to the fair sex” was perhaps his motto! He had the hardihood to
ask us questions in the class! Once he reduced Miss Acquino to tears by cross examining her so much that she got
confused and sat down to the great glee of the students and the professor! How we imitated his lisp by way of
revenge in the privacy of our room!
Sanskrit poets are so embarrassing! They have abused their poetic license by wallowing so disgustingly openly
in Shringar Ras! They little dreamt what difficult situation they would create for our poor Shastriji who had to
read their poetry aloud in the class in the presence of women! As a rule we ourselves remained absent when we
expected such passages. One day, however, we forgot to remain absent as we had not gone over the text beforehand. As we were preparing to attend the class our Shastriji waylaid us and begged us not to attend!
We women students were expected to remain on our dignity all the time that we were in the class. Like three
owls we sat. The only human expression that we occasionally allowed ourselves was a fleeting smile! If there was
any joke we avoided each other’s eyes.
Once we were in our room, however, we threw aside the mantle of dignity and our suppressed feelings would
come out in bursts of laughter. I wonder what the professors and men students would have said if they had seen
the three blue stockings—as I am sure we appeared to them—holding their sides with laughter!!
One day, however, we did forget ourselves in the class. It was a History period. The professor was supposed to
teach us Indian Administration. With a dull and monotonous voice the Professor read from the Gazeteer. He
always managed to produce a very somnolent atmosphere. I used to draw caricatures and pictures in my notebook
in order to keep awake. One day a student was found sleeping very peacefully while the Professor read on. He
may even have snored, for the students started stamping their feet and clapping their hands by way of diversion.
The Professor saw the cause of this noise, sleeping peacefully, and was purple with rage. He asked some one to
wake up the culprit. When the unsuspecting student woke up, the angry Professor instead of shouting “Leave the
class!” shouted “Left!”
At this we who had with difficulty kept calm, burst out like the rest of the students with laughter. That, I
believe, was the unkindest cut of all! The Professor looked very much crest fallen and could hardly look up for
some time!
The only professor with whom we really came in touch was our Professor of Philosophy, Mr. Widgery. He
encouraged his students to read the latest books on the subject and lent his own books, for alas, the College
Library was anything but up-to-date. He invited his students and his colleagues to his home, where Mrs. Widgery
always welcomed us with a smile. But it was not for a discussion on lofty philosophical subjects but to eat and
play. It was a treat to see our staid and sober Professor Trivedi [sic] playing badminton with us!
One of our English professors known as the champion of Indian womanhood used to tell us that the presence
of women students in the college was having a great cultural influence on the men students. If we did exert such
influence, we at least were not aware of it! In spite of our co-educational institution we hardly saw much of our
co-students of the opposite sex till perhaps the final year. I believe they had nicknames for us—one lady with a
huge knot of hair was called the college dome!—but so had we.
But there was no real contact. I remember once there was a strike in the college. We were not told anything
about it; and came to know there was a strike when we went to college in the morning. Yet they put it in the local
paper that we were also with the strikers. The late Professor Masani who was our Principal came to us in surprise
and asked us if we were in it as he had seen it in the paper. We told him that we were not and we were going to
contradict it in the paper and so we did. It was a cheek on the part of the men students to take us for granted and
expect us to join a strike without knowing the reason why. Had we been consulted beforehand we would certainly
have decided on the merit of the issue.
Somehow, we did not participate in the college life as such with the men students. They were always anxious
for us to take part in social gatherings or in college debates. Our number was so insignificant that we had not the
courage to take part in these activities, knowing full well that the least we did was ever an object of criticism.
Once when we were in the final year, a fellow student read a paper on the Duties of Indian Women. I have no
idea if the paper was to provoke a rejoinder from us or the student really believed in what he wrote—I pity him if
he did. Our men seem to know such a lot about the duties of women. It is a wonder how they forget their own
duties! We were expected to reply, but we thought it futile when we were so few against so many. But I did give a
rejoinder later on when an opportunity came. It was my turn to read a paper before another society of students. At
first I thought of reading a paper on Duties of Indian Men. However, I changed my mind and read a paper on what
we conceive to be our duties.
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It was to be my maiden speech. I remember I was very nervous and had to equip myself with throat lozenges!
My two comrades were equally nervous. They felt it was the woman’s cause and my failure to read the paper well
would mean the failure of all women in general! I have no idea how I acquitted myself. My comrades were
pleased and so I was happy. That was my first speech and last as a student.
My debut on the platform emboldened me to become a writer and for the first time I contributed to the college
magazine. It was a very live problem in Philosophy that I had dramatized and called Revolt of Sciences. The
professor who edited the magazine, however, compared it to the well known parable in the Esop’s fables, viz. the
quarrel between the “belly and other parts of the body.”\fn{ In which each organ evaluates itself as being the most important
contribution thereof, to the virtual exclusion of the ultimate value in mutual cooperation keeping the entire organism alive.}
I felt that the editor by making this comparison showed great ignorance. The problem was as to what place
Metaphysics will have in the scheme of knowledge when sciences were advancing with such rapid strides and
explaining away things so long unknown, and hence in the sphere of Metaphysics, in their own light. My thesis
was that Metaphysics will retain her position so long as the riddle of the universe remains unsolved! But
professors are learned beings and cannot be in the wrong, at least that was the feeling in good old days when I was
a student at Baroda College. …
B
1
It was with some hesitation that I agreed to be the Vice-Chancellor of the Maharaja Sayajirao University. I had
some acquaintance with University problems but not much. I was a member of the Senate of the Bombay
University for a number of years and a member on its Board of studies in Gujarati. But then, the Bombay
University was mostly an affiliating University. Its teaching was restricted to a few Post-graduate departments.
Again, I was a member of the Senate and later of the Syndicate of the S.N.D.T. Women’s University. I was also
its Vice-Chancellor for a while. The executive head of the University, however, was the Chancellor in those days.
But the S.N.D.T. Women’s University was a small University and at the time had not received any recognition
from Government as a University. Its problems were therefore very limited.
Then, as the Parliamentary Secretary of Education in the Government of Bombay, I had to deal with a variety
of educational problems. Some of the colleges affiliated to the Bombay university like the Elphinstone Colleges,
Sydenham College etc., were under the control of the Government. I was, thus, familiar with the problems of
higher education to a certain extent. But the problems that I had to face as the Vice-Chancellor of the Maharaja
Sayajirao University of Baroda were entirely different. In fact, I had to begin from scratch.
While establishing the University, the then Government of Baroda had handed over its existing colleges and
post-graduate institutions like the Oriental Institute to the University. It also handed over the Kala Bhavan, a
Polytechnic, a Music College and a Sanskrit Pathshala. All these institutions had to be assimilated into one unitary
University. It was a great challenge.
The four Colleges of Arts, Science, Commerce and the Training College for Secondary Teachers were
affiliated to the Bombay University. Some of the teachers resented being transferred to an unknown University
like Baroda, and thereby cease to be a part of an old and eminent University that the Bombay University was. Arts
and Science Colleges had a common Principal. This was not desirable. If the Principal was an Arts man, the
Science section suffered to some extent and vice versa. The whole set-up had to be reorganized and brought under
the control of the University.
The colleges became Faculties and each Faculty was administered by a Dean who was appointed by the
Syndicate from among the heads of the departments of the Faculty. The Training College, for Secondary Teachers
was renamed as Faculty of Education and Psychology. Mere training of secondary teachers was a narrow concept.
It was desirable to have a Faculty of Education, which, besides training, would deal with all educational problems
and emphasize research and experimentation.
The Baroda Government had set aside a large sum for an Engineering College. Kala Bhavan was to be the
nucleus on which the structure was to be built. The whole set-up was reorganized and became the Faculty of
Engineering and Technology.
Government had also planned a medical college in Baroda. In view of the fact that a Medical College
combined with a teaching Hospital would be a great burden on the finance of the University, its administration
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and control were left with the Government. It was, however, affiliated, to the M. S. University —the only college
to be so affiliated—and became the Faculty of Medicine.
Thus, there were six traditional Faculties, viz., Arts, Science, Commerce, Education and Psychology,
Engineering and Technology and Medicine. I was, however, anxious to have a Faculty of Home Science, a
Faculty of Fine Arts which would include the college of music and a Faculty of Social work. When the then
Government of Baroda appointed a committee in the year 1924 to consider the establishment of a University in
Baroda, I had given evidence before that committee to press for the need of teaching Home Science. It was,
therefore, in the fitness of things that I should establish a Faculty of Home Science when I had the opportunity to
do so.
The Kata Bhavan had diploma courses in painting and sculpture. These sections were removed from Kala
Bhavan to form a nucleus of the Fine Arts Faculty. The Music College with added departments of Dancing and
Dramatics became a part of the Fine Arts Faculty.
I was also keen on having a Faculty of Social Work which would give post-graduate training in social work,
because I felt there would be a great need for social workers in future. A welfare state would need social workers
and besides that, the Government of India was undertaking a vast programme of community development work
which would also require trained workers. I remember when Gandhiji had called a meeting at Sevagram to
consider in what way to use the money collected for the Kasturba Memorial for the benefit of women in rural
areas. I had suggested that part of it should be for training of social workers. Having attached that importance to
training of social workers, I was keen that the University should have a Faculty for training in Social work.
The M. S. University came into existence on the first of May, 1949. By the end of 1950 it had nine Faculties. I
was criticized very much for the three new Faculties which were described as my fads. It shows our hidebound
conservative nature which never appreciates anything new. In fact, I was questioned as to the necessity of having
a social work Faculty. It was argued that Gandhiji was a good social worker but he was not trained for it. My reply
was that Gandhiji was a good teacher though he was not trained as a teacher, and yet we do have colleges for
training teachers.
Some of the old Faculties were, I believe, a little jealous of the new ones. They feared that money would be
diverted, which otherwise would be spent on their development. Fortunately, the University received substantial
help from the Sayajirao Diamond Jubilee Trust Fund. The Trust set aside a sum of rupees one crore specially for
the three new Faculties. Only the interest on this sum was to be used for their purpose.
This indeed was a great help and the fears of the Old Faculties were set at rest. They too had new departments
for undergraduate and post-graduate work and developed according to the efforts and the work their Deans and
teachers put in. Within the resources at the disposal of the University, it was in their power to reorient their
Faculty. They could revise the conventional curricula or reform the examination system and bring about desirable
changes in the interest of good education. Some of the teachers realizd this while some had to be goaded into
doing things.
My first task was to make the Faculties—particularly the old ones—realize that they could not work in an
isolated way. It was an uphill task. To bring about this feeling of oneness among teachers as well as among
students, it was necessary to activate the Campus life.
There was housing accommodation for a large number of teachers on the Campus. The hostels or halls of
residence for students were placed under University control. Wardens for each of these hostels were appointed by
the University. No hostel was exclusively assigned to one Faculty. Students from different Faculties lived in one
hall.
The first buildings that the University constructed were two halls for boys and one for girls. I remember the
woes of the University Engineer when the students came to live in these hostels. They did not know how to use
the flush. Every day complaints came to me about broken chains. Many of the students used bawal sticks to clean
their teeth and threw the sticks all round. The wardens had to be instructed to teach them sanitary habits. I wonder
if these habits have changed since then.
There was to be one Union for all the university students. A building on the Campus was set aside for the
purpose. Later a special building—the Students’ Pavilion—was built to house the activities of the Union.
Another device to bring the students together was the celebration of the University Week every year. The
Union organized debates, sports, dramatics etc., during the week.
Some teachers thought it was a waste of time, as the students were not able to complete their courses. I think
they learned much more from these activities than from their books. Later, even the Ministry of Education of the
Government of India organized a “Students’ Week” every year on an all-India basis. The M.S University students,
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boys and girls, who participated in their annual “Weeks” were distinguished from others by their team work and
by their esprit de corps. They returned. to their work with a great deal of self-confidence.
During the University Week, besides the usual debates and sports, the Fine Arts Faculty arranged an exhibition
of the students’ work. The Music College arranged musical evenings, or put up plays. In fact, that college put up a
play every year on the night of the annual convocation. The Arts Faculty arranged a mushaira. Later Prof. Kantak
of the Arts Faculty organized the Shakespeare Society and produced plays in which students from all Faculties
took part. These activities helped in promoting a feeling of oneness of belonging to the University.
The N.C.C. activities, apart from their educational value, were also important in that they brought students
from various Faculties together. I recall one or two interesting experiences with the N.C.C. activities. Students
after graduation could get commission in the army if they were cadets and passed certain tests. One Gujarati boy
was anxious to get the commission. The N.C.C. Commandant was also keen that he should get it. The only hitch
was the parents! The Commandant asked me if I would go to the parents in the city and persuade them to allow
their son to join the army. I agreed and want. The parents were naturally anxious and did not wish their son to take
up such a hazardous profession. I told them that in independent India it was the duty of everyone to work for the
country in one capacity or another; that it was disgraceful on the part of Gujarati boys not to join the army and
expect others to protect them if an emergency arose. If all the parents in the country were to prevent their sons
from joining the army, there would be no army and then who would protect the country ? In the end they came
round and the boy got his commission.
There was a similar case of another Gujarati boy In his case I had to write to his uncle who was his guardian. I
would like to know how many boys from the M.S. University have joined the Army, Navy or the Air Force.
Usually, the Vice-Chancellors of Universities which have N.C.C. Units, are given the rank of a Lt. Colonel. I
being a woman, I suppose the N.C.C. Commandant did not move in the matter as he was required to do and
inform the Ministry of Defense. Once when he was on leave, the next in command who was one of the University
teachers, and who was officiating for the Commandant wrote on his own to the Defense Ministry. He informed me
about it later. Knowing how conservative men are I know nothing would come out of it and I forgot all about it.
One day he came and showed me the Government Gazette. My name was in the gazette as Lt. Colonel. I never
wore any uniform nor put Lt. Colonel before my name as some Vice-Chancellors do and did.
I had a funny experience in Canada where I had to go for a meeting of the Executive Committee of the
Commonwealth Universities Association. Dr. Laxmanaswamy Mudaliar was actually the member of the
Executive Committee. As he could not go he asked me to attend the meeting instead. We were two representatives
from India, Lt. Colonel Dube, Vice-Chancellor of the Nagpur University, and myself.
The Military Academy in Montreal invited all the Vice-Chancellors attending the Committee to an official
lunch. The Academy has strict rules and do not admit women on their premises. When they learned that one of the
Vice-Chancellors was a woman, they were in a fix. Some women from the Montreal University came and spoke
to me about this role and asked me to save the Academy from this awkward situation by accepting an invitation to
go and lunch with them. So I did, but when I told them during lunch that I was a Lt. Colonel, they were simply
amazed
Some of our men too are conservative about women taking military training. I was keen on starting a girls’ unit
of the N.C.C. in the University. Both Dr. Jayakar, the then Vice-Chancellor of the Poona University and I
requested the N.C.C. Advisory Committee in Bombay for permission to start such a unit in our universities.
The Chief Minister who presided over the committee and the Home Minister refused pointblank to give this
permission. They said that they did not want women to have military training. It was only when they were told
that the training for girl cadets was to be somewhat different from that of boys that that they gave permission.
Women teachers had to be trained in the first place before a unit could be formed. Fortunately, two women
teachers from the Faculty of Arts came forward to undergo the training. Since then, the M.S. University women
cadets have done very well indeed, thanks to the great efforts put in by Dr. Miss Nachane who headed the Corps.
During my nine years of Vice-Chancellorship, I had many pleasant experiences and a few unpleasant
experiences too. However. I have no desire to remember the unpleasant experiences, and will speak about a few of
the pleasant ones only.
I fondly remember the annual cricket match on the Republic Day between the Vice-Chancellor’s team and the
Pro-Vice-Chancellor’s team. Men and women teachers of the University as well as students took part in the
match. I remember how at one time a student was very keen to bowl out the Vice-Chancellor! It was great fun.
On the annual convocation day, the chief guest who came to address the convocation was usually entertained
to dinner. When the Chancellor was in Baroda, he invited the chief guest and the members of the Syndicate to his
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palace. On one or two occasions, however, he was not in Baroda. It happened once when Dr. Radhakrishnan was
the chief guest. The dinner was therefore, arranged in the convocation pandal. It was prepared in one of the halls
of residence, and students, boys and girls, all dressed in white served the guests at the tables. It was a pleasant
sight. Everything was neat and orderly. I believe the chief guest was very much impressed. He talked to the
students who served him.
On another occasion Sir C.P. Ramaswamy Iyer was the .chief guest. This time the dinner was arranged on the
terrace of one of the halls. It was a patala dinner and the decorations were done by the students. They had
illuminated the whole building with lights—clay oil lamps one uses for the Diwali illuminations. The whole effect
was delightful and the chief guest was highly pleased.
Another pleasant evening I fondly remember was when the University hosted the P.E.N. Conference. The
Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru came for the Conference. There was a garden party on the University grounds.
The Dramatics Department of the Music College had arranged an open-air performance a play- bhavai entitled
“Hoholika” written by Shri Chandravadan Mehta the noted Gujarati playwright. The natural setting was lovely
and the play was performed with such abandon with music and dancing that everyone including the Prime
Minister thoroughly enjoyed it.
But the event I shall never forget was the session of the Science Congress. It was with some hesitation that the
infant University invited the Science Congress to hold their 42nd session in Baroda. In Science Congress is one of
the largest organizations in the country and its sessions are usually attended by hundreds of delegates. Besides the
Indian delegates, a large number of delegates from abroad was expected to attend this session. Eminent scientists,
some Nobel Prize winners, were coming. The Russian Scientists, I believe, were coming for the first time. Above
all, the Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru was to preside over the Session. We had to provide suitable
accommodation for all these eminent guests. The Prime Minister was the guest of the Chancellor, the Maharaja of
Baroda, at the Laxmivilas Palace.
The University requisitioned some other palaces to house the foreign scientists and other important guests. The
entire University was mobilized to work for the session. Teachers with students to help them were assigned the
camps to look after the guests. The University Engineer Shri Nagarbhai Patel rose to the occasion and erected a
spacious and elegant pandal for the opening meeting. The Fine Arts Faculty decorated the pandal with a large
mural depicting the purpose of the Science Congress.
In fact, the whole University worked as one man. The team spirit was wonderful and I felt very happy. This
was something I had worked for. I remember the delegates went away with very happy memories. They talked
about this session for a long time afterwards.
I had to give the welcome address. At one place I quoted from the Ramayana:
danger is to be feared from those who are in fear.

Dr. Krishnan, the eminent scientists and Director of the Physics. Laboratory, told me later that he knew the
Valmiki Ramayna by heart. What a wonderful man! How can I forget the thrill I felt in launching the “Critical
edition of Ramayana” scheme! In the presence of a small gathering at the Oriental Institute I wrote the first line of
the Ramayana,\fn{Not translated here:H} and thus inaugurated the great scheme. The line has stuck in my memory
ever since. I am happy that the work is now completed.
Looking back, I feel happy that I was instrumental in creating something that was worthwhile. During the nine
years of my Vice-Chancellorship I had to deal with a variety of human material, good, bad and indifferent. To
meet minds, young and old, eager to do something, was indeed very rewarding. It was indeed a unique experience
for me which I shall never forget.
2
It is not my intention, nor is it possible to give an account of all the queer things I experienced during my term
of office as Parliamentary Secretary to the Government of Bombay,' but I should like to recount a few.
It was in Poona, the summer seat of the Government of Bombay,\fn{ Bombay State; now Maharashtra State } that the
Congress Ministers took charge of their office in July, 1937. I took charge of my duties as Parliamentary Secretary
in early August. The camp offices in Poona were tiny cottages and presented a very homely appearance. It was
with great trepidation that I went to my work, but the quiet atmosphere of the place soon put me at my ease.
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In a Province like Bombay where the purdah system does not exist, woman, even in such a novel position,
does not attract notice. I was fortunate enough, therefore, to escape the gaze of public curiosity.
The only person whom my strange presence did attract, was the sweeper-woman of the place. She seemed to
be keenly interested and would often watch me from a distance. And once as I passed by her she blessed me in
Gujarati “Jivata raho bap.”—“May you live long.” I could see that she was feeling very proud of her sex!
One gets used to many things in course of time, but there are certain things which always make one feel
strange. Presiding over committees, I have been addressed as “Sir” or as “Mr. Chairman.” These are correct forms
of address as the speaker addresses the chair, and not the person occupying the Chair, and the chair being always
regarded as a “he,” one does not mind this impersonal sort of address, but I could not get over my feeling of
amusement when a personal assistant to one of the Ministers addressed me as “Sir”. The poor man could not get
over his long habit of addressing men, but I had to keep my face and look serious every time he “yes sir-ed” or
“no sir-ed” me.
Interviewing people was an interesting part of the work. I had made it a point in the beginning to see anyone
who came to see me. One learns a great deal more sometimes from these interviews than one can from going
through duty files. There is, however, always a danger of seeing too many people,. specially when they have to
say different things about the same person or same things as the case may be. If you are not a good judge, and are
not sure of your own mind, you are likely to be swayed by different people and the last one who gets your ear
often gets his point accepted. I found the interviews sometimes instructive, often amusing and occasionally, they
left me sad because of my helplessness to assist.
I would divide the interviewers into those who came full of wisdom to advise those who had a grievance and
those who wanted something. This, of course, excludes the casual visitors or those who came to pay a friendly
call.
One of the most interesting experiences I had was with a deputation of vaidyas and hakims. Government had
introduced a Bill to help the Indian systems of medicine—the Unani and Ayurveda systems. Government was
anxious to put vaidyas and hakims on par with those practicing the Allopathic system as regard appointments to
hold charge of dispensaries and hospitals.
But just as a general practitioner of the Allopathic system has to know a little of everything including surgery,
midwifery, and medicine, so it was thought necessary that hakims and vaidyas should also have some elementary
knowledge of surgery and midwifery besides that of medicine, especially if they were to be placed in charge of
village dispensaries where no other medical aid was available. It was, therefore, incorporated in the Bill that a
knowledge of these subjects was essential for a qualified practitioner. Then a penalty clause was introduced to
prevent quackery so rampant in this country today.
The hakims and vaidyas waged a war against the Bill in general and these two clauses in particular. They held
many conferences and led many processions and deputations to wait upon the Minister-in-charge and even the
Premier.\fn{Now Chief Minister} A regular Press propaganda was also carried on.
An All India Conference was held in Poona to discuss this much-maligned measure. After the meeting the
members were to march on the Council Hall to wait upon the Minister and impress upon him the wickedness of
his unholy measure. The Minister, however, had some urgent business in Bombay and he asked me to receive the
deputation.
About four in the afternoon the procession arrived shouting slogans of Ayurveda Zindabad and Unani
Zindabad and the Bih Murdabad. It was stopped at the gate and I sent word that I would see half a dozen of its
representatives in my room.
They came; I believe they were more than half a dozen. They were hakims and vaidyas, all learned in their
lore, and there I was, a layman—or shall I say a lay woman—and not even an Allopathi.
I received them with due solemnity befitting the occasion and expressed the regrets of the Minister who could
not present to receive them. I do not know if the leader of the deputation had prepared his arguments beforehand,
or whether a woman in the chair provoked his remarks, but he started talking about the high position the woman
held in the Aryan household. Her knowledge of Ayurveda was a part of her duties, he said. She applied it in
practicing household remedies. Even today, he said, there were women who knew these remedies. Was it the
intention of Government, he asked, to prevent women from practicing it and interfere with her domestic duties
and thus upset the social life of the people?
I thought the man was talking through his bare head. I assured him as politely as I could that the Bill did not
contemplate any such drastic thing. The Bill could affect only those who practiced medicine for gain and not
those who practiced it as part of their domestic duty.
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The leader of the deputation had nothing to say after this. He evidently had not read the Bill, and his
discomfiture became a single for everyone to speak at the same time. They raised another objection—regarding
the penalty clause. Why was it incorporated in this Bill when it was not present in the Medical Act, meant for the
Allopatchs?
I explained that the penalty applied to all quacks whether they practiced Ayurreda, Urani or Allopathy or any
other system. It was to prevent unqualified people from practicing medicine. Whether it appeared in this Bill and
not in the previous Act, therefore, made no difference. I said Government wished to encourage the right kind of
vaidyas and hakims and not quacks, and thus help these neglected systems of medicine. The surprising reply to
this was:
“There are no quacks in Ajurveda.”
Was the man serious or was he totally ignorant? Indian languages derived from Sanskrit, the language in which
Ajurveda literature is written, abound in words for a quack or a mountebank. In Gujarati we call him an unto
vaidya or the camel doctor. The only thing I could say to him was that it was good to hear that, and the Bill in that
case would not affect those practicing Ayurveda.
It was futile to argue against ignorance. They preferred not to be convinced. I, therefore, allowed each of them
to talk as much as he liked so that he might lay the flattering unction to his soul that he had had a say in the
matter.
One venerable figure with a white beard recited some poetry and gave a discourse in a language I could not
follow. It sounded like Arabic or was it high-flown Urdu? I sat dumb and listened. Fortunately, it was not very
long, for he must have found his audience very irresponsive.
Then spoke another old man. His charge was that by compelling the future vaidyas and hakims to learn
elementary surgery and midwifery, Government was polluting the pure stream of Ayurveda. There were great
surgeons like Charaka in the past.
The old man seemed to me like the sanatanist who believes every word of the scriptures written thousands of
years ago as gospel truth and will not brook any change of even a comma!
The deputationists spoke for two hours till, I believe they exhausted themselves. They had forgotten all about
the procession that was waiting to take them back. I am sure the men outside were getting impatient.
I had to go with the deputation as far as the gate to pacify them and assure them that all the points raised by
them would be placed before the Minister for his sympathetic consideration. The profession went back once more
shouting the same slogans, seemingly satisfied with the result of their day’s work. I returned to my work in a
thoughtful mood.
Many of us in India love the past, we glory in it we revel in it. But what greater folly can there be to be so
enslaved by it as to refuse to move further, to walk to a future, brighter and more enriched?
3
One learns from life and the longer the life, the more it has to teach. It is for this reason that age and wisdom
are often linked together. It is, however, not the number of years that gives one wisdom but the variety and
richness of experiences that help in developing personality and make the person wise. Experienia docet—
experience teaches, it is said, and teaches even fools. These experiences one gathers as one goes through life
either through events that occur in one’s life or through contact with personalities one comes across who leave a
lasting impression on one’s mind. I must have been born under a lucky star for my life has been a very eventful;
and I have met persons who have greatly influenced my life.
I shall begin with my father. From a teacher of Philosophy in the Baroda College, he rose to the highest
position in that premier State, viz, that of the dewan or the Prime Minister. He rose to this position against heavy
odds. Intrigues are generally rampant in States where personal rule prevails. Factions are created by persons who
wish to gain the favor of the ruler. They indulge in backbiting and what not, in order to create bad feeling against
their victim.
My father did not believe in factions. He was above intrigues and if he rose to the eminent position of dewan
it, was through sheer ability and merit. It was his philosophy that guided him to steer clear of political intrigues. In
fact, it helped him through life.
My father’s interest in philosophy was not merely academic or professional. He was a philosopher in the true
sense of the term. He once told me that like Auguste Comte whom he admired, he was an agnostic.
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Agnosticism is an academic theory. In practical life, it is difficult to be an agnostic. Either one believes in the
existence of an ultimate Reality or one does not. My father did believe and had a deep faith in a Divine Reality
which could be described only in negative terms neti net! (not This, not this). But he did not subscribe to any
sectarian religion.
My father, however, believed that the Divine Reality could be worshipped in any form whether as Shiva,
Vishnu or Shakti or any other. He had reverence for all religions which he believed led to the same goal. This
broad-based philosophy made him disapprove of any kind of fanaticism. The golden mean of Aristotle was what
he preferred, whether in politics or in everyday life to any kind of extremism. This was why asceticism in any
form had no appeal to him. To invite suffering and inflict pain on one’s flesh through fasting or hathayoga was
abhorrent to him.
He loved good things of life. Shreyas and preyas were reconciled in him, for he loved preyas but not at the cost
of shreyas. This philosophy of Golden Mean gave him a balanced view of life and made him a just and good
administrator and a wise statesman.
He often used to say that the dewan was a link between the ruler and the people. The dewan interpreted the
ruler to the people and the people to the ruler. If the ruler was displeased, he blamed his dewan; and if the people
were displeased, they would also find fault with the dewan. The dewan had therefore to have broad shoulders to
take all the buffets from both sides; and he had them. His motto in life was vinvet-amor—love conquers—and he
lived up to it. I never heard him speak ill of or wish ill to anyone, not even to his enemies.
He was a man of regular habits, industrious and very conscientious. He found time, in spite of his multifarious
duties, to read books. He was fond of literature and loved to read aloud. I remember the days when, after evening
meals, the whole family, including my grandparents, would sit around and he read from the Ramayana. He read
with great feeling and tears would roll down the cheeks of his listeners over the tragic scenes in the epic. I have
also spent many a happy evening, listening to him reading from English literature.
He was a versatile person and had won laurels in his academic career and won prizes in his student days. True
humility was a part of his nature and always reminded me of the famous verse … \fn{ Missing from this text:H} His
great qualities of head and heart were a source of great inspiration to me.
*
His Highness the Maharaja Sayajirao III, Gaekwad of Baroda, comes next before my mental eye as one whose
unique personality left its impress on many a mind, including mine. He was a prince among princes. One thinks of
a Maharaja or at least thought in those early days of my childhood as a man gor geously dressed and loaded with
jewels.
But Maharaja Sayajirao was an exception. His simplicity was remarkable. Dressed in simple white as he
usually was, he still looked a Maharaja. He came sometimes for his evening walk to the race-course in his
carriage drawn by two horses or sometimes four—automobiles had not come into vogue then—and then walk
round the course. This is how I remember him as a child and when he saw us children at the racecourse he would
sometimes come and talk to us.
Maharaja Sayajirao was a very progressive ruler and introduced many reforms in his State. He was the first
ruler in India to make primary education free and compulsory. He also knew the value of girls’ education and a
high school for girls was opened sometime in 1906 or 1907 when my sister and I were among the first few
students. He took personal interest in the progress of the school and occasionally paid it a visit.
I remember once he came to our class and asked us whether we were interested in reading and what we read.
When I told him that I was then reading books by Sir Walter Scott, he asked me if I understood the Gaelic
language used in some of the books. He was rather surprised when I told him that I could get the sense. It was
indeed due to Maharaja’s enlightened policy that all these books were so easily available to us.
The Central Library, organized in Baroda by an American, Mr. Borden, whom His Highness had brought from
the United States, was one of the best in the country. There was a circulating library attached to it and boxes of
books were placed at different centers in the houses of the people for a week or a fortnight when they were
replaced. One box was placed in our house and I took the responsibility of looking after the books and issuing
them to the people in the neighborhood. This gave me a chance of reading a variety of books. In fact, I learnt my
English history from reading Sir Walter Scott, my French history from Alexandre Dumas, and my history of
American revolution from Fennimore Cooper. There was also a series of historical books by Henty which I
remember to have read. Some of these books were “With Wolfe in Canada”, “With Lee in Virginia” and “With
Sikhs in the Punjab”.
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The Maharaja was a pioneer in social reform also. The Child Marriage Prevention Act and the Marriage Act
which. allowed inter-caste marriage as well as provided for divorce were among the early reforms. He took up the
cause of the Harijans long before Gandhiji did. He used to invite Harijans to his At Homes and I remember the
orthodox people would not take any food at such parties and would take a bath after returning home. Dr.
Ambedkar went abroad on Maharaja’s scholarship.
Any reformist step in the State pleased the Maharaja. I remember one of his officers was marrying a widow
and the Maharaja made it a point to attend the wedding. He was very happy to learn that I was marrying outside
the caste and sent word to my father that he would like to be present at all the-functions connected with my
marriage and he did grace all the functions.
Maharaja Sayajirao was far ahead of his time and the pioneering work he did in the State in the field of
education, in the field of social reform, in the field of local self-government—panchayats were working in the
State—gives him a very honored place in the niche reserved for the builders of modern India.
*
Sarojini Naidu came at a crucial time in my life. I first came to know about her when one of her poems
appeared in a London Magazine. It was about Radha, the Milkmaid. I liked the poem so much that I was anxious
to see her when she came to Baroda for the wedding of one of the princes. I was present at the Sayaji Vihar Club
where she was invited to recite her poems. She recited my favorite piece and it moved me very much to hear her
deep musical voice.
However, it was in England, years later that I really met her and that through an English woman. Mrs. Coyle,
the wife of the Chief Engineer in Baroda. was a member of the Lyceum Club, a club of women writers, poets,
artists etc. When I was in England in 1918, Mrs. Coyle invited me to lunch at the Lyceum Club as she thought I
should be a member of the Club which had begun to admit University women from that year. When we entered
the dining room, I saw Sarojini Devi lunching by herself at one table. Mrs. Coyle had met her in Baroda, so after
we finished our lunch she took me to her.
Sarojini Devi was staying at the Club and as I also took my residence there, it brought us very much together.
She was in England for nearly a year and I had an opportunity of seeing a good deal of her. I accompanied her to
many places in England where she was invited to speak. At one time I went with her to Edinburgh and on our way
back to London, visited the lake districts. I went with her to Geneva also to attend an International Conference of
Women when Mrs. Chapman Catt presided.
In this close companionship with Sarojini Devi I learned much about people and things. In fact, she brought
me out of my shell so to speak and made me do things I otherwise would not have dreamt of doing. For instance,
once when we were at Margate where the Convention of National Union of Teachers was meeting, she persuaded
her friend Miss Clarke, a suffragette, to make me speak before a meeting of women teachers, and I had to do it.
Sarojini Devi was a wonderful speaker and she was at best in those days. When I told her that I felt nervous
about speaking in public, she said that every time she spoke she too felt nervous before she began. I wonder if it
was merely to encourage me that she said this.
Even after my return to India I used to see Sarojini Devi often. She had made her home in Bombay and I
settled down in Bombay after I left Baroda in 1925 with my husband.
But I shall never forget the few days we were together in Yeravda Jail in 1940. Hers was a wonderful
personality. She had a great fund of humor and one felt refreshed in mind after a visit to her. Her home was open
to all, irrespective of caste, creed or sex or nationality. It was her large-heartedness and her great sense of humor
that drew people to her.
She was a great patriot and had a vision of great and free India. She loved freedom and the shackles of caste or
custom had been long broken by her. The future generations my know her as a poet or a patriot who fought for
freedom; but they will never know the feel of her rich musical voice which thrilled the listener. I consider myself
fortunate that I knew her.
*
And finally, I cannot forget the spell that Gandhiji had cast over those who came in contact with him.
The first time I saw Gaudhiji from a distance was when he was attending the Session of the Indian National
Congress in Bombay in 1915 after his return from South Africa. With his Kathiawadi dress and a Kathiawadi
turban on, he did not look very impressive. He settled down at the Sabarmati Ashram and I heard people talking
about his way of life at the ashram and about his idiosyncrasies.
The second time that I saw him was in Godhra where he was presiding over a Gujarat Political Conference. I
happened to be there to attend the Social Conference meeting at the same time and presided over by Shrimati
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Sharadagauri Mehta. I remember the sensation created when Gandhiji insisted on the Harijans sitting with the
savarnas and not in a separate enclosure. It was, however, after my return from England at the end of 1921 that I
began to take more interest in Gandhiji’s activities and this was because of my association with Sarojini Devi.
When Gandhiji was first arrested in 1922, Sarojini Devi went to Ahmedabad with a group of women from
Bombay. I joined the group at Baroda. We went to Sabarmati Jail to see Gandhiji and Sarojini Devi introduced me
to him. That was the first time that I saw him at close quarters and for no reason at all, I was visibly moved.
Though I cannot call myself a close associate of Mahatmaji, I had many occasions to meet him and talk to him.
I attended the women’s meeting he had called at Karadi during his Dandi march in 1930 and became a soldier
in his fight for freedom. He was as much a champion of women as of Harijans and it was he who roused the
women of India to heroic deeds during those memorable days of the Satyagraha struggle in 1930. According to
him, women could make better soldiers in non-violent struggle and he looked to women to make his Satyagraha
movement a success. And women did rise to the occasion and courted all kinds of suffering and imprisonment in
hundreds and thousands.
Gandhiji has expressed his views in his speeches and writings on most points that touch life. It is not possible
to concur with all that Gandhiji said or wrote. In fact, Gandhiji himself very often differed from what he had said
or written years before in different circumstances. Those who try to interpret Gandhiji literally and accept every
word he uttered as gospel truth, do not take into consideration the circumstances in which the [words were] said.
Gandhiji had the greatness of mind to acknowledge his own error. Had he been alive today,\fn{ This book was
printed in 1981:H} he would feel differently about many things he would see happening as a result of what he had
said in the past.
To learn to think for oneself is what we need today instead of taking shelter behind Gaudhiji’s words in
everything we do. We have got over what Manu said, we shall have to get over what Gandhiji said. What we
cannot and should not forget, however, are the fundamental truths Gandhiji not only preached but practiced i.e.,
Gandhiji’s belief in the brotherhood of man, his belief in non-violence, whether in word or in deed and his belief
in the dignity of the human person.
Those were the personalities who taught me many lessons in life and yet I wonder how much I have learned
from life.
72.34 Three excerpts from Purdah And Polygamy\fn{by Iqbalunnisa Hussain (1897- )} Bangalore, Bangalore Urban
District, Karnataka State, India (F) 15
II
… Messages were sent to the relatives living in the city and telegrams to those out of it. Early morning trains
brought swarms of them. Deaths, births, and marriages are events of great excitement and bring hundreds of
womenfolk together. People who do not know a certain family can make a voluntary acquaintance on such
occasions on the plea of human sympathy.
Zuhra fainted when she knew that her husband was dead. Her mother and sister who lived in the same city had
come a few minutes before Umar passed away. They looked after her and her belongings. A death affords a good
chance to the poor to get away with portable articles which can be hidden under the full-size veil. All big and
small things were locked up in a lumber room. They were wholeheartedly her sympathizers.
The neighbors had to send food to the house of calamity. The days of such consideration vary, but three days at
least the bereaved family should be free from the worry of cooking. Luckily the three families, the tenants, agreed
among themselves to feed the family a day each.
The dead body of Umar after washing and shrouding was kept in the common courtyard to enable hundreds of
visitors to have their last look at him. All those who visited them that day had to be invited to the funeral dinners
on the 7th, 10th, 20th and 40th days.
After the men finished their visits the doors were closed. The near and dear women relatives who did not
observe purdah in front of him were asked to see the deceased. After all a man is a man even dead, and purdah
before him is essential. The saddest ceremony in Zuhra’s life had to take place before the dead body was taken for
burial. Neither the mother had the heart to do it nor the married sister. No woman, with her husband living dared
invite the calamity upon herself with open eyes. Umar’s widowed sister came to Zuhra, an invalid who being
aware of the dreadful ceremony began to sob, which made all the women shed sympathetic tears. There was a
loud cry by the nearest relations. Umar’s sister did not care for the general wailing; she had to do her duty.
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Holding up Zuhra’s arm she made her stand. She could not do it. The great strain of nursing for years and the
shock of his death had made her lifeless.
Another old widow rushed to help her. In between them she had to walk to the dead body. When Zuhra was
nearing the dead man she felt her sorrow uncontrollable.
“Don’t make me a dark spot on the radiant world of womanhood! Kill me here and bury me here with him!”
An avalanche of indignant shouts burst on her from numerous ladies:
“You get what you deserve. You cannot go against God’s will.”
“She will be a curse, a thing to be hated among women all her life,” said others.
“If you were lucky you would have died before him. He would have made you the queen of the day,” said a
kinder woman.
Naturally such bitter remarks touched her sympathizers to the quick. They retaliated.
“This day is seen by hundreds. You are not alone in the sinking ship.”
“Think of other widows who are in a more miserable condition. Be brave, face the wrath of God with the same
spirit as you do his favor.”
But even the well-wishers spoke from a distance.
The two unsympathetic supporters of Zuhra had to do their duty quickly. They pushed her forward between
them. Her sobs were converted into loud weeping.
“Don’t for God’s sake pull my arms. They are aching. I don’t want to live. For whom have I to live?” said
Zuhra, frantically struggling. The hold on her arms was tightened.
“Oh kill me! My life will be worse than death. What interest have I in the world? Who will be my supporter?
Oh God, the world is dark to me.”
Umar’s sister who was holding the arm lost her temper.
“Whatever one gets is in return for what one does. You must have made his life unhappy, and must have
disobeyed him, so you are bearing the consequences of his curse. Behave yourself in acknowledgment of your
evil doings.
A desperate condition of mind breeds imagination and recollection.
“I had no sleep, no rest, no peace of mind, and converted my nights into days, yet I deserve this. Is there justice
in the world?” she said still weeping.
Such desperate expressions by the helpless daughter put courage in the heart of the mother. She came near to
console Zuhra, and holding her to her breast said:
“Don’t lose heart. You are judged now. Your son will be your helper and protector. You have to live and do a
double duty for him.”
On the approach of her mother Zuhra’s grief knew no bounds. She entreated her not to make her a widow, but
the mother could not help her. The ceremony had to be performed. So they brought her to the dead man. She
screamed when she saw him in the shroud and said:
“Oh heaven! What a condition he is in! I cannot bear to see him dead. Leave me. I shall kill myself and be
buried with him.”
Umar’s sister, who believed that Zuhra had been the cause of her brother’s death, indignantly said:
“Don’t pretend by saying that you want to kill yourself. You killed him all right,” and with force she made her
squat near the corpse and commanded the mother to leave her in her charge.
“Bring a stone,” shouted Umar’s sister. It was given. She broke the bangles from both the hands of the weeping
Zuhra, then she pulled and threw the latcha,\fn{Black beads} the token of marriage, near the corpse, and removed
the jewels and handed them over to a reliable widow relation.
“Bring a sheet,” she shouted.
Zuhra’s sister had brought a white dress\fn{ Sari and blouse} for the occasion and sent it with someone. Zuhra
was clothed and her colored dress was taken and thrown near the dead body. One of the experienced women said:
“Cover her face; let it not be seen by suhagans.”\fn{Married women}
“Wash her face before you bring her inside the house,” cried another.
“Oh goodness, it ought to have been done before putting on the widow-clothes,” said someone else.
“One forgets what and how it is to be done because of the way she behaves. She is not ashamed of having
caused the catastrophe; on the other hand she is howling and thinking of her own wretched self as if it is worth an
atom. Shall I undress her, washing her face and then put on the clothes?” asked Umar’s sister.
“No, no, to put on the widow-dress twice means making her a widow twice,” said one of the onlookers.
“Even if she is not made a widow twice, the curse will fall on someone else,” cried another.
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It was decided that she should not be made a widow twice, nor to let the catastrophe fall on some innocent
being, so she was taken back in the same way. She was not allowed to touch the corpse for fear of polluting it.
They brought the reluctant creature away by force and laid her on her bed.
The thousands of men waiting outside for the women to make room were agitated. It was Friday, and the body
had to be taken to the mosque before 1 o’clock. Umar had been lucky even in his death. His death on Friday
meant an easy salvation which made others envy his fortune.
The news that the men were coming in made the members of the opposite sex hide themselves in rooms. But
they could not help peeping through the windows and doors, to see how the dead body was carried away. They
were sure of their not being seen by the men. Even supposing they happened to see some women peeping no one
could say who was who. The rooms were not enough to accommodate all. Some of the brave ladies sat down in
the courtyard and shouted:
“Give us a sheet.”
It was searched for and given. Two old women beggars held the corners of the sheet. Thus it separated the
women from the men in a corner of the open place. A second general wailing was started when the corpse was
taken out. All women excepting the new widow came out to wash their faces and hands. The friends waited till the
men returned from the burial ground and departed.
The relatives could not leave the place so soon. The near and dear ones coming from distant towns made up
their minds to stay for forty days. They had to take part in various funeral ceremonies, and console the bereaved
party.
*
The seventh day ceremony came on.
“Do everything very grandly to keep up his name and fame,” said Umar’s sister.
“I have invited for dinner about five hundred people,” said Umar’s brother.
“Were there only five hundred visitors that day?” asked the sister.
“There were more than a thousand,” was the reply.
“It looks mean and insulting if all of them are not invited for all the functions. In what way are the survivors
going to show their regard for the man who left untold wealth?” said the sister.
“Ask his wife if she has no objection to what you say. I shall do it with pleasure,” said the brother, who knew
that without Zuhra’s signature no money could be drawn from the bank. Kabeer went to his mother who was in
bed and said:
“Uncle wants to know if all the visitors have to be invited for all the functions or a part of them for each.”
Zuhra could not yet think of her position.
“Let them do anything they like. As for the expenses he has left enough.”
The reply satisfied all the organizers. The amount of each function was calculated.
“We have to make the dishes he liked the best,” said his sister.
“What about the clothes to be given to beggars?” said someone.
“They have to be clothed well or else the poor man will be seen naked in our dreams,” said the sister.
This ingenious idea gave birth to a new problem: whether ordinary clothes were to be given to many beggars
or a costly set to one.
“Whatever you give you will see him in it,” said the sister.
“Then let it be a costly dress. Who will not be pleased to see him in a grand dress? He will look as if he was
alive,” said the cousin widow.
After some discussion it was decided that at the other functions ordinary clothes were to be given and on the
fortieth day costly ones.
*
The fortieth day came. It had to be the grandest possible function. Many expensive dishes liked by Umar were
prepared and the costly dress with gold embroidery was got made. It was arranged in a tray to keep ready for the
night.
“No one will give such a grand dress to a beggar. No beggar will wear it. He will sell it and make money,” said
the nephew of the deceased.
Kabeer was dissatisfied with all the extravagance, the daily expenses of maintaining five extra families and his
mother’s neutral policy.
“It was made for a fakir,” said Kabeer. “Let him have it. Why unnecessary discussion over a subject decided
long ago?”
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'The idea behind giving the clothes is just to part with them in the name of the dead man. It means the same
even if it is given to a poor relation. Nazeer is getting married soon. It will suit him and will make a grand
bridegroom’s dress,” said the cousin.
The suggestion, as it was unselfish and useful, was unanimously supported. The prospective bridegroom was
sent for and the dress was handed over to him after the Fathaha.\fn{Prayer for the salvation of the soul}
The ladies who stayed for all these days did full justice to their sojourn. They helped, consoled and made them
forget their sorrow. The motive of all of them was noble but the methods of carrying it out differed.
“What is the life of a woman after her husband? A woman lives for him and him alone. His death should mean
the death of all her desire, comfort and happiness. Even the dogs are shown better consideration,” said one.
Once Kabeer was with his mother and heard someone saying:
“A widow has to be conscious of her sin in causing the death of her husband. in thought, word and deed. She
should avoid being present at happy events and not try to make others miserable”
“My mother is different from other widows. I shall allow her to do anything she likes without caring for the ill
talk,” said Kabeer.
Umar’s sister, who was more tolerant to her nephew than to his mother, said:
“You can allow her to do things after a long time, but now both of you should be very careful in what you do.
So long as there is life in us we have to care for the opinion of others.”
*
The death of Umar had made Zuhra weak. Any mention of her husband or of her future wretched life made her
shed tears for hours. Some of the guests were sincere and made a great fuss over her, attending to her needs in
bed; some consoled her.
“God has chosen two extremes in writing your fate. One in giving you the best husband who sacrificed
everything for you, and the other in making you the most unlucky in his loss. He has left money for you, but what
is it? It does not give you happiness, respect and license to take part in social activities.”
“He was very good to me. I was lucky in having him,” sobbed Zuhra.
“You didn’t deserve the boon,” said one.
“If committing suicide was not a sin I would have done it long ago. The thought and the welfare of Kabeer
prevent me. Oh, my son, who will take care of him? He will lose both father and mother,” cried Zuhra.
The over-crowded house, the seclusion, the constant taunts, the direct and indirect condemnation of widowhood and the frugal food—she being afraid of looking healthy—had made Zuhra pale and haggard. She could not
sit or stand by herself. One day Kabeer took her to the courtyard for fresh air. She felt better while sitting there.
Her sister-in-law rushed to the place and said:
“What will people say if they see you here? They will say that you were just wanting his death to be free. No
widow will leave seclusion before four months and ten days. You are giving room to scandal. Even the servant
will call you immoral.”
“Kabeer brought me here against my will. I am conscious of it,” said Zuhra.
“You should use your discretion. If you listen to children where is the difference between inexperienced boys
and you? Unless you try to be careful in what you do and say I am afraid you will bring disgrace to the family,”
said the sister-in-law rudely.
Days had passed since she had combed her air. She had a constant headache. She asked someone for oil, and a
comb. When it was taken Umar’s sister said:
“You are not making her a bride?”
*
The relations after performing the fortieth day funeral ceremony, and having exhausted all the cash in various
banks, left one by one reluctantly. Thanks to the deceased the will was made and the property could not be sold
before Kabeer reached his majority. This was well known to the male relatives.
Kabeer felt a great relief when the last family left. He did not ask anyone to stay behind and keep his mother
company. He knew that he could do it better and make her forget her grief. The sense of responsibility had opened
his eyes, Position in one’s life works miraculously. He shunned his old friends and was the constant companion of
his weeping mother.
“Don’t make your life miserable in my company, Kabeer,” she said once.
“Your company gives me all that I need. You are to me both father and mother,” said he.
“You will be hopelessly disappointed in your expectations. No one will take his place. You lost in him everything in the world,” said she sympathetically.
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Kabeer did not approve of her sentimentality. He felt that he was better able to look after himself. The sense of
dependency had always been a cause of dissatisfaction to him. He was at liberty to spend and do what he liked,
yet he did not exceed his privileges. His thoughts were turning towards the affairs of the estate. He had a
sympathetic adviser in his mother.
“Both of us are equally afflicted. Let us feel the pang together. I would sacrifice my life to make you happy
and comfortable,” he said with tears in his eyes.
“God bless you and give you long life, my supporter,” she said. equally grieved.
Gradually he began to take an interest in outdoor affairs. All this time Umar’s trusted servants and agents had
managed the estate. He consulted his mother regarding the rent, interest and correspondence. He found her
suggestions useful. This diverted her mind from the shock which seemed unbearable. They determined to keep
aloof from their relatives. They felt that they were happier without their interference.
In a very short time he made the tenants, the staff and the people believe that he was sympathetic and lenient in
his dealings. His generosity brought him more friends, and representatives of various associations for donations.
His religious teaching had its effect. The piers and the privileged demagogues whose high birth rules mankind
were often invited, They were fed for days and given gifts to enable them to carry out their noble professions. No
other method of propaganda to make a name for himself was needed. People began to talk of him as a rich and
great man. His numerous visitors made it necessary to vacate the other part of Oilkusha which had been let during
his father’s time.
The wealth seemed to have an outlet, but what is money for if not to live happily and comfortably? was the
thought of both the mother and the son. …
IV
… Human nature is not good everywhere. “Birds of a feather flock together.” This is particularly true of
business men and men with the mania of acquisition. When this instinct becomes a master sentiment it acts
ruthlessly and knows no point of satiation.
When the capitalists and exploiters of the town came to know of the offer of a valuable house by a woman, all
of them stuck together and offered a rock-bottom price. There was no time to wait for a better one. The building
which had brought in nine hundred rupees a month was knocked down for fifty thousand. Zuhra’s plans for the
marriage were too grand to be carried out with that amount. She believed in being noticed.
“Kabeer, can you manage to raise a loan? We can easily economize in the future and repay it.”
“We shall have to sell or mortgage another property. There is no other alternative.”
“It will come to the notice of Doulath Khan. If he comes to know of our financial condition he will not respect
you. I am told that he is spending double the amount yet he is not selling any property. He offered more money for
the building, yet I refused his offer.”
“Then the only way is to buy things on credit. They charge more.”
“Let them take a few rupees more. We shall be able to pay soon after the marriage.”
“From where?”
“Out of the presents and the cash you get at the time of Jaiva.”
Kabeer in spite of his anxiety to say more could not do so freely in front of his mother. She spoke to him about
it only when it was necessary. He wanted to say that she could not sell the presents, but it was too much for him.
“We have fifty thousand.”
“It is not enough for the jewels. I want to buy different kinds of sets. What about clothes and other expenses?”
“They won’t be much.”
“The celebration will last fifteen days and the guests will be here eight days before it begins. We need at least
twenty five thousand for feeding and clothing the near relatives.”
“Why all that? They know father is dead and we have spent a lot already.”
“Knowing our condition and expecting gifts are two different things. If we don’t give them at least half of what
they expect we will be making enemies.”
“Tell me what to do.”
“Send for one of your uncles. He knows what to do.”
“Yes, swindle us. We know where we stand with our servants. Even if they steal it wouldn’t come to
hundreds.”
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“If we do it ourselves there will be open hostility. If he were alive no one would have dared ask for the
responsibility. Didn’t you hear the sarcastic talk after the betrothal ceremony? Although I told them it was done in
a hurry because of Jamila.”
“If father is dead you are alive. No one can blame you for it.”
“Have you ever heard of a purdah woman doing it? There are a thousand and one things to be bought. people
to be consulted, houses to be hired, servants engaged. and what not?”
“If we ask one to be responsible the others will be annoyed. We have had enough experience of their work and
their grumbling. Didn’t they say if they had not rallied round Father would have been left unburied? Their anger
will not do us much harm. We shall try to face their taunts boldly and patiently.”
“There must be a male member to look to things. You can’t do them. What will people say? You can’t put
Mustafa in charge. It will make them furious. They will never be bossed about by him.”
“He will not order them to do things.”
“He dare not. Even if he commands servants it will put them off. They will set up their servants against him.
and even us.”
“We shall ask Jamila’s husband.”
“While his father is alive he will not accept.”
“Then let Mustafa do all that he can before they come. Then you can ask Jamila’s father-in-law to act for
father.”
It was decided. No relation was asked to come in advance. All those who had played important parts formerly
waited anxiously for months. Nearing the months of the wedding they realized that they had to play a secondary
part. The decision divided the relatives into two groups. Some of them were pleased and called Kabeer and Zuhra
wise. They even prayed for his long life.
“The world will be better for the existence of such a clever young man.” said a very sincere relation. These
came exactly on the date fixed for their arrival.
This prompt action displeased the others who held meetings to discuss whether to go to the wedding or not.
Women are keener than men on participating in marriages. The aunt said:
“Our presence at the marriage as mere spectators will not look so hideous as our non-cooperation. People will
openly say that we did not attend because we were not made responsible.”
“To be at a distance and hear such talk will not be so humiliating as to be there on the spot. You will have to
obey the orders of that insufferable Mustafa. I am sure he is acting the father. I shall murder him if he acts master
to me,” said Umar’s brother, who had been is charge of all the funeral ceremonies,
“You are prejudiced. He will neither be made responsible nor will he command you,” said his sister. The
women supported the aunt, so they decided to start as soon as possible not to create any suspicion about their
willingness.
Intimation of their arrival was sent. Conveyances and escorts were sent to the station. Umar’s brother
suspiciously looked at the guides to discover Mustafa, but he was not there. He had many other important things
to attend to. Jamila and her husband came with the first batch but her father-in-law arrived only with the
malcontents. His excuse was that the house could not be left to itself for months, so he would try to engage a
reliable watchman and join them.
The party reached home. Every one of them looked proud and serious as they had come with the policy of noncooperation and non-violence. It gives a reasonable excuse to an unwilling partner.
“We want a separate room for ourselves. We are not quite well, that is why we came so late,” said Umar’s
sister.
“I see”' said Zuhra. “The separate rooms have been kept ready.”
Unfortunately the rooms meant for them were occupied by distant relations who had come earlier So rooms in
the other corner of the house were shown to them. The luggage was carried in and the party followed. Aunt and
Uncle exchanged glances.
“This is the first humiliation, and many will follow,” said the uncle.
“The corner rooms will be much safer. We can give full vent to our feelings,” said the aunt.
All of them went to their rooms. Zuhra asked Jamila to seek out her father-in-law and tell him that the whole
management had been done by her, but now that the men were there she wanted him to take the responsibility and
to allow her to attend to other domestic duties.
Jamila told him confidentially. He said:
“I shall think it over and send word to her.”
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He went to the sister and brother who were busy in talking over the insults and informed them about it.
“Something is better than nothing. The servants at least will have respect for us if you act prominently,” said
the sister.
All of them grouped together and expressed their grievances to their hearts’ content. When the meals were
announced they intentionally went late.
“What a dirty place and plates! Do they take us for dogs?” said Umar’s brother.
“You have to make the best of your position. Try to be patient and pass the days,” said the sister.
“This looks like a doll’s marriage to me. The arrangements and the food at the funeral ceremonies were a
hundred times better.”
“This is not the time to pass remarks. Even the walls have ears. As it is we are unwelcome guests. Our
criticism will do us no good,” said the sister.
“We are insulted and treated like strangers. We ought not to have come to a place where we are not respected,”
said he.
“Hush, someone is coming,” said the aunt.
“Rasam has been brought. Mother wants you all,” said Jamila to the ladies. The participation in the rasam
would give them fresh ideas and cause for more gossip. All of them stood up quickly and departed.
Kabeer was made to sit on a stage in the middle of the famous courtyard which was brightly lit. It was packed
with ladies, those who did not observe purdah in front of him, and children. Numberless trays with presents,
eatables and flowers were set in front of him.
“Uncover the trays and show us the presents,” said the aunt.
One of the married woman obeyed her faithfully.
“What a cheap sort of ring, and shawl! This gives an idea of what they think of the bridegroom, If the bride’s
people had any respect for him they would have presented him lavishly,” said the aunt.
Kabeer’s mother overheard the remarks from a distance.
“Those are a few of many. Other costly ones make up for them. We shouldn’t judge the people on the basis of
less expensive things,” said Zuhra.
“If it were my only son’s marriage I would have picked a quarrel on that matter. I would have thrown them in
their faces and asked them to replace them by suitable ones immediately,” said the aunt.
The girls, boys and the maidservant who had come from the bride’s house looked horrified and stood like
statues. They did not know whether to commence the ceremony or return with all their paraphernalia. Zuhra
without caring for the suggestion asked them to start the ceremony. This annoyed the aunt, but there was nothing
she could do. She pocketed the insult and gazed earnestly at the performance. Her associates also found many
more grievances for discussion in their den.
*
The next morning Nikha was being performed. The bridegroom’s party went to the uncle for permission to
start.
“In the absence of the bridegroom’s father your permission is to be obtained,” they said. .
“You did not need any at the time of fixing the marriage and till today it was not necessary. Carry on with your
work,” said the uncle.
“Does it mean you disapprove?”
“My approval or disapproval has nothing to do with it. The marriage is almost finished. One should know the
time for such permission,” said the uncle.
There was confusion and agitation among the male members of the bride’s company.
“What does it mean? Are they against the marriage?” said Doulath Khan.
Jamila’s father-in-law overheard it and going to the over-anxious group said:
“Carry on the Nikha with my permission.” Many agreed and said:
“He is one of Umar’s brothers. His permission is equally valuable.”
The Nikha among men was over.
*
The bride was brought to the ladies for tying the Lacha. The poor thing was crying pathetically. Now was the
time when she really felt the separation from her near and dear ones. She knew nothing of the people among
whom she was going. She had not even seen. them. She had been frightened to death from her childhood by
stories of cruel mothers-in-law. How she would be criticized and faults found in everything she did. She had been
given examples of heartless husbands who inflicted corporal punishment on their wives. She was asked to forget
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herself and be ready to face a hell in her future home. All these precepts began to crowd into her mind. The
pathetic cry of the bride made almost all the ladies shed tears, thinking of their daughters who would one day have
to face the same situation. Zuhra also shed tears thinking of her son who would not be so loving and obedient
after that day.
“Go and ask Aunt who is an old suhagan to tie the Lacha,” said Zuhra to Jamila.
If a married woman who has lived long with her husband ties the Lacha the bride will have the same good
fortune. So an old couple is particularly invited and the lady is requested to perform this act. As the demand for
such a privileged woman is so great naturally she feels proud of her position. Jamila went to her aunt.
“Ammajan wants you to tie the Lacha.”
“Is your mother dumb? From when did she lose her power of talking? Perhaps she thought it was beneath her
dignity to come to me for it.”
“She is sitting at the other end of the hall. The place is overcrowded. She can’t stir from her seclusion,” said
Jamila.
“When you could manage to reach me, why couldn’t she?”
“I pushed them and squeezed myself through and jumped over the children. One can’t expect all that from
Amma.”
“Just because there’s no alternative she had to ask me. Ask her to do it herself, just as she did everything else,”
was the curt reply.
“Don’t be absurd and ask a widow to do it,” said the bride’s grandmother who happened to be seated close by.
Jamila went back to the mother who gave her permission to do it herself. As Jamila was approached the bride
the aunt’s better sense prevailed. She got up and tied the Lacha without more ado. One of the ladies said:
“If she had done it without making a fuss, she wouldn’t have brought ridicule on herself.”
“Don’t talk through your nose without knowing the circumstances,” said one of the aunt’s companions.
The aunt finished her most sacred job and returned to her place. The widow sister of Umar, who had played a
prominent part at the time of the funeral, said:
“Our talks and actions are watched and criticized. We must not show indifference or we shall leave the place
with their enmity. It is better to preserve a nominal friendship.”
Experience is a good teacher, and bitter taunts are better. The aunt’s friends in appreciation of her wisdom
nodded their heads as a token of approval and jingled the heavy jewels in their ears and necks.
*
Jalva, when the bride is first shown to the bridegroom, now took place. Relations and friends from both sides
had to give presents to the new couple. Kabeer’s relatives who were annoyed, were discussing in a corner whether
to give presents or not. The majority were against the proposal for more than one reason, but the opposing party
though small carried the day. Some of them had brought with them superfluous articles from their homes and so
felt an inner urge to deliver the goods. They stealthily handed them over to Zuhra with a request not to betray
them. The rest followed suit.
*
The bride was brought home after the Jalva. A ceremony to make her coming an auspicious event took place,
when her feet and hands were washed with milk. Similar observances were going on, to the utmost disgust of
Kabeer, till he said that he was exhausted and needed rest.
*
The next morning the bride was sent for by her parents. Kabeer was left alone and had to wait for an invitation.
The hours of separation were taxing. He was not allowed to go out of the house as on these days men literally
observe purdah. He sat about impatiently or played with the children, keeping his eye on the front door not to
miss the messenger bringing the invitation. The hours dragged on. He felt furious at the clock, which seemed
cruelly antagonistic to his feelings. He thought of turning the hands of the clock to seven, but who would do the
same in the bride’s house? He went from one room to another, and to his surprise he found everyone asleep. He
felt jealous, could not believe his eyes to see them so thoughtless; he went to his room and lay in bed till it struck
seven. Each stroke put life back in his nerves. Each sound of a footstep thrilled him. But in vain. At eight o’clock,
disappointed, he came to a decision not to go when the invitation arrived.
“It is past eight, and no sign of those people. Are they sending for you or not?” said the aunt, who came to him
to put oil on the burning fire.
“I am not going there ever if they send for me,” said the enraged Kabeer.
“Don’t pretend. You will jump up and forget your determination,” said Jamila who had entered the room.
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“Have your dinner with us if you are feeling hungry,” said Zuhra, who followed Jamila.
“I shall go to sleep right away. I don’t want any food.”
This satisfied the opponents who felt sourly triumphant. Their spirit of revenge was making its way naturally.
“What inconsiderate people they are! Do they want to separate their daughter from him? The poor boy is
pining from ten o’clock in the morning. One can imagine their treatment in future if it is such the very first day,”
said the aunt very lovingly.
“Coming events cast their shadows before. You have to be ready for worse things. After all they are rich
people. Pride and wealth go together. It suits them even if they do it,” said one of his cousins.
His mother’s pride was touched to the quick. It was an open insult to her. The fear of hearing such a remark
had made her spend thousands of rupees. She wanted people to say that both parties were equally rich. If they had
said that her son was richer than his father-in-law she would have had nothing to complain of, as man being the
superior animal everything that belongs to him ought to be so.
“If they are proud of their wealth we are prouder. A man after all is not the loser in such circumstances. If he is
dissatisfied with one woman he can marry many. If they don’t behave better I shall put down my foot and see that
they come to their senses,” said Zuhra.
While the talk between the ladies was going on in his room Kabeer was becoming more and more exasperated.
Patience has a limit. Once it is passed no one can control himself.
“Why this discussion on a subject that does not need any? I tell you I am not going there. If they send a car
return it saying that I am not well,” said Kabeer..
“There will be many such hitches in life. If you begin to make a fuss over petty matters life will be
impossible,” said Jamila, who by now had experience of a mother-in-law.
“That’s your valuation of life,” said Kabeer.
“Don’t be silly, Bhai. What will they think of you? After all what did they do to you? This is just the time for
dinner. When there are guests dinner takes place at ten,” said she.
“What did they do to him? They treated him like a servant. They will send for him to feed him, as if he has no
food in his house. You call him silly. You are a silly goose not to understand the situation,” said the aunt. .
*
It was past nine. The car was announced. The young brothers and sisters of the bride came running into
Kabeer’s room, and seeing him in bed they began to pull his shawl and arms and made him sit up. A girl brought
his sherwani\fn{Long coat} and turban from the hanger and forced him to put them on.
“Abba and guests are waiting for you. He asked us to bring you soon,” said they.
Kabeer forget all about his decision. He said to the little ones:
“All of you go to the car. I shan’t be long.” But one of the girls with more perseverance said:
“I am not going. You will sleep again.”
She held his finger tight and pulled him out of the room. He did not resent it. The little girl had charmed him.
The idea of asking his mother’s permission went clear out of his head. He followed the girl from the room.
The spectators exchanged sarcastic glances. The aunt was overjoyed. Revenge had laid the foundation and the
construction of the edifice was in her power.
“To expect respect from sons especially after they are married is to build a house on sand. Soon after seeing his
brothers-in-law he forgets all, even his own mother who is sacrificing her life and happiness and is working like a
servant for him. If children only thought how difficult it is to bring them up they would have more respect for
their parents’ feelings. I can't get over the sight how he acted and treated all of us,” said the aunt very
affectionately to Zuhra.
Zuhra was astounded at her son’s behavior and began to feel that her sister-in-law was her real friend. She
controlled her emotion but in the absence of the aggressor wrath must find a satisfactory outlet.
“I shall serve him out if he does not mend his manners,” said the defeated mother.
“Unless you take this matter seriously and nip his impertinence in the bud he will treat you like a slave. It is up
to you now to keep up your dignity. You have to deal with a person who has no blood relationship and respect for
you. If he is indifferent to you one will be worse.”
“You have confidence in me. I won’t allow anybody to have the upper hand with me. From the very first day I
shall make her understand her position here.”
This was matter of no small elation to the aunt. She had put the poisonous seed in the cultivated ground.
Circumstances would see to its proper watering. Zuhra’s spirit towards her daughter-in-law was bitter; but would
she not yield to the whims of her son?
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“You have to be strict to both. There’s every possibility of his losing his head. I can’t imagine how he marched
out of the room without looking at you when you were all the time supporting him.”
“Yes, I know.”
“I don’t think the bride is chaste. I have my own reasons for saying so,” said Kabeer’s cousin, who had been
waiting fill those years to give her daughter in marriage to him. His wedding was an irreparable shock to her.
Jamila had not heard the conspiracy going on among the ladies. She had left the room after Kabeer went to put
her babies to bed. She entered the room when the last remark about the bride was passed. Her blood boiled with
fury. From the first sight she had liked her sister-in-law.
“Don’t start talking ill of the poor thing. She is an innocent child. Such suggestions will result in the
destruction of both. You will make Bhai’s life miserable. They are respectable and very orthodox people. One
should think twice before condemning anyone.”
“I didn’t mean anything ill. I just mentioned what struck me. Hereafter we will act like puppets,” said the
cousin.
“It is better to be silent than to harm someone,” said Jamila.
Zuhra and the aunt looked at each other meaningfully. The former detected a contemptuous look in the eyes of
the latter which was rather disagreeable to her. She thought it was wise to support her daughter, or the mischief
might take a hideous turn.
“The world will be better without presumption and hasty remarks. Sensible people avoid such expressions
even if they are certain of it,” said Zuhra.
“Our own relations are our enemies. How would you feel if someone said such a thing about your daughter?”
said Jamila to the cousin.
“They would be mad to say it. Nothing is said without cause,” said the cousin and left the room.
The matter was dropped. The mischief-monger was not very proficient. The design was erased before it could
make its appearance. All of them had a quiet dinner and went to their rooms. The aunt thought that she had done
her duty for the day. Her plan would have been more efficacious if the cousin had not unwittingly poked her nose
into it.
They were together for some time.
“It is mere jealousy that made her talk so nastily. If she is angry with us she ought try to take revenge upon us
and not on that poor creature,” said Jamila.
“Let us not think about it any more,” said Zuhra.
The next day the bridegroom and the bride came to spend the day. Everybody contrived to seem busy, except
Jamila and the numerous children who came to welcome the pair. Jamila led the bride to her room while Kabeer
paused to please the little ones. A servant came:
“Begum Sahib wants you.”
“Is anything the matter?”
“I don’t know. She looks serious.”
“Why, what has happened?” The servant went away.
He hesitated to go to his mother, but he had to. He went and greeted her very politely. Zuhra without blessing
her son said:
“What happened to you last night? Had you gone off your head? You could see no one except your new
friends.” Kabeer stared at her and tried to recollect what he had done.
“What did I do?”
“What did you do? Are you still dreaming? Is it hypocrisy?”
“But what happened?”
“The very first day of your marriage you forgot your mother and your obedience to her.”
“All of you were waiting for the car to send me. The children worried me so much that I forgot to ask your
permission.”
“That’s what I say. You forget that your mother is alive. I wouldn’t have prevented you from going. Isn’t your
interest my concern?”
“Ammajan, it was done unwittingly, and it shall never take place again.”
“Well, so long as I am alive you and your wife are expected to obey me implicitly. If you learn to obey, you
will be able to rule. For whom am I laboring if not to make your life happy?”
Kabeer left her room and made to go out.
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“Why are you so serious?” asked his aunt. “A new bridegroom should be all happiness. When we are happy we
don’t know what we do.”
“Oh, nothing,” said Kabeer.
“Did you see your mother? She was rather upset last night. I tried my best to console her.”
“Thank you.”
“Zuhra is rather hasty in her actions. She should remember that a boy after losing his father is sad beyond
words. Your sorrow will make that poor girl unhappy.”
“Please leave me. I have to go to the office. The business has been neglected for a long time.”
Kabeer knew his aunt’s character well and couldn’t be easily led astray. He entered the front building of
Dilkusha. All the workers were having an easy time. No one would expect a bridegroom to go there.
*
“Something is wrong somewhere,” said one of the old clerks.
“The poor man seems used up,” said Mustafa.
Kabeer sat there checking and rechecking the accounts mechanically.
A servant came and called him for lunch.
“I am not well. I don’t want it.” He sent servants for food and sat alone in his room.
“What made her so changed? She has never been so cold to me. Her attitude was quite different from what it
has been all my life.”
The servant came back after an hour.
“Begum Sahiba is waiting for you and wants you to have some light food.”
He stood up. If he did not obey the second call there would be a break in the family. Her anger had a cause.
She must have felt awkward when he went away without her permission. Four hours had passed since he was
separated from his wife. He decided to go to his mother first and on the pretext of not feeling well go to his room.
He found her kinder and she smiled as he entered the room. She made him sit near her.
“Kabeer, I live for you and you alone. I wanted to kill myself after his death and save myself from lifelong
misery. Only the thought of your loneliness made me surmount unbearable sufferings. What do I want from you
but a little regard? You will have many wives but not your mother. How long will she live? Her days are nearing
their end.”
“I am extremely sorry for what has happened. It has upset me. I shall have tea and no lunch.”
“Do as you please. Go and have a rest. I shall send for you.”
After bowing respectfully he left her and went to his room. He found Jamila and all the little ones there
entertaining his bride who looked to him like the Sleeping Beauty. All of them were talking and laughing but she
had closed her eyes and lips tight. Nothing made her smile or look about her. If there had been a competition to
behave like a statue in the presence of mischievous spectators she would have won the first prize. She was not
expected to open her eyes in her husband’s house for five weeks and not to talk for about two months. The woman
servant from her mother’s house supplied all her needs. She closed the door when she fed her. She was not
expected to eat more than a morsel. When Jamila found her brother in the room she sent all the little ones away
and taking the bride’s servant with her closed the door after her. …
XI
… Maghbool, Kabeer’s third wife, was a beauty according to the feminine estimation. She was fat but well
proportioned, and of medium height, the broad chest and comparatively slim waist making her figure very
attractive. The broad, high forehead, with long nose, thin red lips with rosy cheeks, quite big almond-shaped eyes
with dark, curved eyebrows, long lashes and the natural jet-black curls dressed round the forehead would have
been a very good model for an artist.
She was an institution in herself. Her mastery over the Urdu language had made her crazy after papers,
magazines, romance and poetry. She had a natural bent for music and had learnt many songs from the radio,
pictures and even from beggars. Her rich voice had given them a feminine touch and sweetness. The whole family
admired her singing and young girls and boys crowded the room to hear it. She made it a point to sing after the
streets were quiet. Her father was fond of it and found solace in it after his day’s hard work. Maghbool, knowing
of her father’s liking, used to try to learn something new and thrilling almost every day.
She was a good organizer and an economical manager of the house. From the day she took over the
management she saved several hundreds a month. She kept accurate accounts. Her father often said that she was a
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son to him, his secretary and his right hand. She was active and hated to while away her time. Needlework.,
designing and painting were her hobbies. Everything she did was self-learnt, and she did it so exquisitely that an
expert in that art would say that she had reached a fair level of perfection. There was nothing that she could not do
and whatever she did she did beautifully.
*
Getting one’s children married is the primary duty of parents; they are held responsible by God if they leave
them unmarried. As a rule the unmarried man is the breaker of law, but a girl can under no circumstances be left a
spinster. If unable to get a suitable husband of proper age for her, parents have to give up the search for a qualified
man and hand her over to a blind or a lame man. This idea has put terror into the hearts of girls and their parents,
and in view of the ill consequences of failure they often yield to the first offer. The idea of marrying and
separating from her had always been painful to both her parents. Her father often said that she would not be
separated by marriage or he would part with her only when he secured the best man in the world. But all offers
that came to her were either from poor officials or rich widowers. He despised the former and hated the latter. A
high official would consider it beneath his dignity to get himself married to the daughter of a tahseeldar. Besides
how could such a one come to know that here was such an invaluable hidden gem?
When she reached the age of twenty unmarried, her old lady relations began to look down upon her as a
hideous being whom no man had condescended to recognize. Some of them found fault with her beauty and some
said she could not get a husband because she came third in the family. She was a sinner and each breath of hers
was equivalent to a curse. They would not be surprised if some terrible thing happened to one of the parents for
their sin. They remarked sarcastically that she had wasted her age, energy and beauty which would have been
advantageously used in wife-hood and motherhood.
Tired of taunts and the ceaseless remarks by the ladies at home her father resolved to get her married. As he
could not get a man of his choice he determined to give her to a man who did not care to marry but valued money.
Her savings with him had come to ten thousand rupees and he did not like to make use of it. He wanted to give
her a big surprise in her marriage present. Poor man, if he had announced the gift he would have secured the best
husband for her.
Maghbool’s idea of life was quite different from that of other girls. Her vast study of romance and her passion
for music had put before her an ideal married life. It meant to her a heaven on earth under the protection of a man
who would be all love and would care for her desires, comfort and eve whims and fancies, a selfless man as
depicted in love songs. The admiration and regard given her at home had developed a high sense of selfimportance and self-respect in her. She believed that God by bestowing upon her unique gifts had reserved for her
a superb life. He had meant her to be something in the world, and that part of her life was awaiting her after her
marriage when she would be freer to make use of her talents.
When the talk of her marriage was going on at home she did not hide herself in a corner and leave her fate to
the mercy of others. Unlike other girls she overheard every word about it. She condemned all those who
supported Kabeer’s proposal and could not understand how they could be blind to the consequences. She pitied
those creatures who could not see beyond their nose, and had a strong confidence in her father’s power of
judgment. She thought that he would never be contaminated by the influence of the lunatic ladies at home. How
could he, a sensible man, agree to make a prey of her to this three-headed dragon who had nothing to give her for
all that he would take from her?
One day she managed to hide herself in a place from where she heard her father talk with her mother. To her
surprise he was not an exception and was of the same mind as his better half. The shock had a paralyzing effect on
her.
She stealthily went to her room and was lost in thought. Why had he not accepted the previous offer of Ahmed? Was it because he was not so well off? What more would she get by being the wile of a rich man except
richer food and clothing? Would they give her entire happiness in life? Are they the only means of happiness? Are
there not men and women living happily without those solaces? Could she not have tried to be happy with the
frugal food and scanty garments given by that one master? Was it possible for her to please four masters, her
rivals, her husband and her mother-in-law? Why had he demanded a heavy mahar from Ahmed? Was it to keep up
his name and prestige? Or was it to safeguard her interests? How many men pay it? Not even one percent. How
many get it excused and then show their true colors? Will the registration of a house be a check on him? Will it
make him a saint? Are not limited means to a certain extent a hindrance in the free play of one’s instincts?
Maghbool’s hopes in her father were shattered. She was miserable beyond words. She found herself among
heartless people who were anxious only to get rid of their responsibility and to please society. She confined
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herself to her bed and gave up all her activities. When food was brought to her she made the servant eat it and take
back the empty plates.
She thought she would express her dislike for the man and so escape the calamity. Whom to say it to and how?
It meant a revolt against the established dogmas. She would be treated as a leper by everyone. No one would
marry her if she was known as a rebel. She pictured herself married to lame and blind men. An awful fright
entered her mind and she felt a palsy had smitten her. She thought that her refusal would be a sin against her Godsent parents. Would not that life be a worse torture than merely being one of many wives?
Should she let sleeping dogs life and yield? A girl of so pushful a nature could not be passive. A ray of light
shone in her mind. She would go to her widowed aunt and beg of her to break the engagement. Many times she
went to her aunt’s room, but she could never bring herself to utter the fateful words. At length she gave up the
idea as hopeless. She was so worried that she could not sing. Her father sent for her to sing, but she gave an
excuse. He thought she felt shy to appear in front of him. and was sad at her coming separation from them. One
day he became impatient to hear her sing and went to her room and compelled her.
“Don’t desert us so soon, Maghbool. We too have a claim on your gifts. Do oblige us now and then,” said he.
Maghbool took the harmonium and played a sad song which she had composed herself during her days of
seclusion.
Life is hard and harder for the ill-trained
The world is dark and darker for the ill-omened.
*
Social customs and dogmas are worshipped.
Human feelings and interest are suppressed.
*
The world moves with the rising tide
And even the dear and the near ones ride.
*
Might is right and the mighty survive
The weak who yield and do not strive.
*
The sufferers are tormented and tortured
Even Death takes delight in their torture.
*
Death scorns and condemns his admirers
And humiliates himself and cringes before his haters.
*
O Death, do not anguish and distress the happy ones
To fulfill one’s hopes is the noblest action.
*
The cheerful ones do not need you,
The sufferers invite and welcome you.
*
Their only resource is to escape with you,
Their wounds are healed only by you.
*
Do not turn your face from your aspirers,
Do not force yourself upon your haters.
*
Be just and respect yourself
And come to me, an adorer of yourself.

Faiz Mohammed was absorbed in listening to the sad tune and did not notice the words.
“You are playing something new today. It is so sad and pathetic that it brings tears even to the hardest soul. Do
sing it again, you will make me wiser,” said he.
Maghbool opened her mouth to obey him and felt a big lump in her throat. She made an effort but it only
brought tears to her big eyes. She looked at him lovingly and said”
“Abba, I can’t. However I try to please you it is beyond me to sing.”
She began to cry noiselessly and left the room. Her father was moved but was unaware of the cause of her
unhappiness. At the same time he admired her sense of gratitude towards him. People would not write poems on
the love of home, he thought, if it was not really dear to them. The girl was so sad because she had stayed at home
so long.
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A ladies’ tailor was announced to make blouses for the bride. Her aunt went to Maghbool to take her for
measurements.
“The tailor has been waiting a long time, come and be done with him,” said Aunt who was excited with the
numerous activities going on at home in connection with the ensuring marriage.
“Measurement for what? Is it for my shroud? I shall give you a nice pattern for it,” said Maghbool.
“Girls should not talk like that. What will people say? Who does not get married? Girls are born to be
separated from their parents one day or the other. You were lucky to be with them for twenty years. At the time of
happy events you should not mention ill-omened names. Be thankful to God that your marriage is performed by
your parents. Think of the orphans who cry their hearts out at their marriages because they are not lucky enough
to have their parents to see their great day.”
Custom says that one must not embrace a widow, but Maghbool cried to her heart’s content on her breast. She
went mechanically to the tailor and after the measurements had been taken secluded herself in her den.
*
A girl friend came to see her one day and finding her extremely sad said,
“What’s the matter with you, child? You are sad beyond words. New life should not be commenced with
tears.”
“Tears are ahead of me for life, so I want to get used to them.”
“Marriage does mean sorrow.”
“Mine means more than that. It is a gallows waiting for a murderer.”
“But why? They say he is very rich.”
“They don’t say other things about him. I mean his wives and children.”
“Oh goodness! Not wife but wives! Why did you not tell your mother secretly that you don’t want him? She
would have taken the blame herself and rejected him.”
“The idea has tortured me day and night, but how to say it? I found them all bent upon pushing me into the
sea.”
“Shall I do you a little service?”
“If you dare do it you will make me grateful for life.”
The girl left the room with enthusiasm to do a good deed, but being snubbed by everybody returned dejectedly.
“Your mother asked me not to spoil you any more. I told her that I went to her to plead on your request.”
“Shall I tell you the exact words?”
“Do, please.”
“She asked me to tell you to shut your mouth and be contented with God]’s will. If you say anything more in
that connection she will thrash you with a broom to serve you right. She added that she waited for twenty years to
get a good man. You are unlucky and all her attempt failed. She can’t wait even a day more as the other girls will
pass the marriage age and will bring disgrace to the family.”
“Didn’t I tell you the futility of it? All of them are bent upon killing me. No human power will change them.”
Maghbool, with no food, no peace of mind and no rest grew pale as pale could be, so much so that she fainted
on the takhat at the time of Jalva. In consequence Kabeer had to wait till very late in the night and so slept. When
she came to her senses Faiz Mohamed took her to him and made a short speech asking him to make her life
happy.
“I fell in love with you before seeing you. Now I adore you,” said Kabeer to Maghbool, and waited for an
answer.
Maghbool had hated him right from the day she heard of his numerous wives. His words rang like a deathknell in her ears. His very touch seemed like a snake-bite. She would have abhorred to answer his questions and
was thankful for the custom which forbids a bride to talk or look at the bridegroom at least for three months and
his people for six. He could not be vexed by her silence and ill-treat her. The law was on her side.
“I sacrificed everybody else for you. I discarded them all before I came to you,” said he again.
No answer. He was surprised. Nazni had begun to speak from the third day.
“The praise of your beauty and of your skill made me mad. I was dying to see you and to call you mine, but
now I feel my love is one-sided,” said he again.
How could he pronounce such loving words? Perhaps he wanted to make up for divided regard and lost love.
Could she use such endearing words to him when her mind was prejudiced?
“I gave you your mahar in advance,” said he again. “It is an enough proof of my love for you. I put no value
on money where your happiness is concerned. You can buy lots of things out of the rent. You need not ask me or
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my mother for your petty needs. I gave nothing to the other two except what they got at the time of their
weddings. Of course they do not count in our life now. One is only a servant and the other is a ghost. You are
above them.”
*
It took her a long time to make up her mind to speak to him. Whenever she tried she found harsh and sarcastic
words coming to her mouth. The ladies at home asked her what he said. She repeated his words. They were
thrilled. Such a rich man to love her so dearly! Sometimes they asked her what she said. She told them that she
had not opened her mouth yet. They were annoyed and said any other man would not have seen her face again.
“Are you still angry with me? What have I done to deserve such a severe punishment? Do you know what
happened to me when you fainted? A little more strain would have killed me there. My whole body was shivering
with fright. When your father brought you I was unconscious of his presence.”
“A beggar’s anger does no harm to others. She is punished instead of punishing others. I was under a false
impression that extreme sorrow drives away sleep, but you are lucky. A good sleep releases one from suffering
and makes a man feel fresh,” said she in her first talk to him.
Kabeer at once knew where to put her. He could not deal with her in the same spirit. He must change his
attitude.
“It was not sleep, I fainted. But being stronger than you I could stand it better. By the by, why did your father
get the house registered in your name before he gave his consent?” said Kabeer. The matter of the house had been
on his mind a great deal. He could not help but let it out. “Did he do so? I have no idea. He must have done it on
purpose.”
“Is it because he had no confidence in my love?”
“One can create confidence in others by one’s selfless deeds. People without living together cannot have
confidence in one another. Naturally he could not have it in you.”
“He ought to have known at least that if a man married a third time he usually becomes his wife’s slave.. He
ought to have confidence in your unique powers, which will make any man give not only one house but all that he
possesses. He did not have the magnanimity of heart.”
“He is not an ordinary man. You can’t judge him so easily. Should he not have thought so much for me after
the harm he did for me?”
“Yes, yes. He did you great harm by not trusting my sincerity. He tried to make trouble for both of us. My love
for you is like a vast ocean, where all particles are washed away. Nothing can prevent the movement of its surging
waves. In spite of his meanness I complied with his request,” said Kabeer and was proud of his ingenuity.
Maghbool felt like laughing but controlled herself. She wondered where to put him, with the lunatics or in the
category of the highest type of rogues.
*
Kabeer had to please too many masters. When his sister wanted to go back home before her due date he stayed
at home to effect a reconciliation with her. He had his dinner and even slept there. Then he wanted to bring Nazni
home and had to follow the same procedure. Whenever such necessity arose he neither sent word to Maghbool
nor told her of his plans beforehand. She did not ask him for the reason of his not coming and thought it was
beneath her dignity to do so. But one day her patience reached its limit.
“Did the ghost or the servant influence you to stay away? Everyone was waiting for dinner for a long time. You
at least ought to have sent word to me,” said she.
“My sister was disheartened with my cruel treatment of her. I was trying to clear her misunderstanding. It took
a long time and it was time for dinner. They forced me to have it with them. After, that I felt too lazy to stir out of
the house. Although my body was there my soul was with you and your picture was in my heart.”
“I see. Didn’t you tell them that you had to come here?” she said sarcastically. She knew that he had married
her without their knowledge.
“None of them knows of our marriage. They are very jealous people and would not have allowed me to marry
you. I intend to tell them of it. I shall do it after my sister goes. Then I shall take you there and we shall never pass
a day without seeing one another.”
“So I am only your mistress and do not deserve any recognition by your people.”
“You are my mistress,” said he, “the queen of my heart and everything in the world to me. Usually love begins
after the marriage but ours began before it. That shows our marriage was registered by God and heaven. If people
recognize it or not what do we care? It is all God’s work. I must be grateful to Mustafa who found you for me. He
must have got an inspiration. Our marriage is sacred.”
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“Are not all marriages sacred? Are they nor based on selflessness and all kind of sacrifices for one another? It
is said that a man and a woman have to be fated to live together, but some are destined to live with three or four.”
“Marriages performed by two loving persons are holy. Not others. The elders choose and do everything so the
chief person concerned has nothing to do but yield.”
She often gave him a headache by her complicated questions. She always weighed her words before uttering
them. She was a strong supporter of her parents and would get cross if he spoke lightly of them.
“Although our marriage is sacred you have no courage to announce it. One should be proud of having done a
noble thing. You want to take me in by the back door.”
“I shall take you by the front door. When once my mother comes to know of it we will have no fear.”
“Will the ghost be there when I go? Of course the servant will be there to work for us. By the by did the
servant get her baby?”
“Don’t pronounce the names of those wretches. The very mention of them gets on my nerves. Life is short but
full of miseries. Let us be happy without creating unnecessary unpleasant feelings. What do we gain by such
talk?”
“Their names make me mad too but I thought you felt pleased with them. As you know, now and then you get
into a mood to please them. Now I see you really don’t like them. I read in a book that man has double teeth like
an elephant. People have the audacity to write such rot and send it to be printed. What I don’t like, you too
despise, so where is the hidden tooth?”
“I discarded, rejected and despised them all when I married you. Even supposing I talk to them sometimes it is
only to keep a smiling face on them, Otherwise they will curse us. A disappointed woman’s curse had destroyed
many a man. I don’t care if they only do it to me but if they do it to you to destroy my happiness I will be helpless.”
“So one’s love has a quality of change. Does it change with the winds?”
“Love is an ocean. It changes and yet it is the same. The tossing of the waves makes no difference as it is
temporary. One should take the rise and fall of the waves as outside enjoyments. Love in the early stage of life is
not constant and it is a mere child’s play. There is no strong sentiment or attachment for one’s object.”
“I see you speak very humorously. Your love for me is a product of old age. So there is no fear of its change.
Don’t they say that love comes only once in one’s life?”
This was a hard question. The answers he had contemplated for days together were exhausted. There was no
ready reply so he pretended to snore. Maghbool looked this side and that in the room to discover if there was a
third person to overhear their talk, but how could there be?
1898

239.58 Excerpt from Leaves From A Policeman’s Diary\fn{by B. N. Lahiri (1898- )} Allahabad?, Uttar Pradesh
State, India (M) 17
1
Those were the days when direct recruitment to the Indian (Imperial) Police, as it was then called, was open
only to the British. When, therefore, an announcement was made in 1921 that such recruitment was being thrown
open to Indians through a competitive examination held in India, it came as a surprise to many. Only one Indian
was to be taken in each “Province” and it was largely through a stroke of good luck that I got in.
My orders were that I should report to the Principal, Police Training School at Moradabad. Accordingly, I left
for that station by the Doon Express from Allahabad on the forenoon of August 8, 1922, arriving there in the small
hours of the next morning. But as there was no one to receive me at that odd hour, I decided to mark time in the
waiting room of the Railway Station, before getting ready for my meeting with the Principal, later in the day.
All my worldly belongings at the time comprised a small steel trunk containing my clothes, a hold-all
containing my bedding, and a bicycle. Having loaded all these articles on a tonga, I set out at about eight o’clock
for the Principal’s house, where, much to my confusion, the first person to accost me was the Principal’s wife,
Mrs. Dodd. Shy as I felt in her presence, I had to give her my name, whereupon she appeared to be very pleased
and called out to her husband to announce my arrival.
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Mr. Dodd, who was then seated in his office room, asked that I be sent in. When I walked in, he shook hands
with me and then put me a few polite questions, before scribbling a note which he instructed me to take to the
Senior A.S.P. of the Officers’ Mess, one George Reeve, who, he said, would look after me. From the demeanor of
both Mr. and Mrs. Dodd I could discern that they had been looking forward to my arrival with some interest and
also a measure of curiosity, since I was going to be the only Indian among all the Probationers.
On my arrival at the Mess, I found the aforesaid dignitary, Mr. George Reeve, lying flat on his back under the
chassis of his “tin lizzy” in the porch and I could only see his two long legs sticking out. In the circumstances,
there was nothing I could do but wait until such time as he scrambled out which, happily, he did soon after.
Thereafter, the introductions over, he took me into the Mess where I found a number of officers, all British,
having breakfast. Now followed a round of introductions after which the head khidmatgar of the Mess, one Masit,
made a place for me at the table and I sat down to join the others, feeling all the time extremely ill-at-ease in such
strange company.
My companions, on their part, seemed to take little notice of me which, I later understood, was only meant
kindly. At any rate, I was glad to be left to myself, as I had never in my life seen such a puzzling display of knives
and forks and other table accessories as I saw arrayed in front of me. Much to my relief, I got through the ordeal
without any mishap. It now remained for me to be initiated into the mysteries of Mess life by the Mess President,
George Parkin, a lad of nineteen or so, who had come out to India only the previous December.
Parkin took me to his room and there explained that there were “Mess nights” and “Guest nights”, for which
one was required to wear Mess-kit and “Supper nights”, for which one was free to wear any informal dress, so
long as it did not offend against common decorum. Luckily for me, the day I arrived coincided with “Supper
night”. So I did not have to worry about my dress for dinner. On the other hand, the next day being one fixed for
“Mess night”, I had to turn out in Mess-kit and, failing that, at least in ordinary dinner dress. But since I did not
happen to possess either of these, my friend was good enough to order for me a summer Mess-kit, consisting of a
white drill jacket and a pair of overalls of the same material, to be made ready by the afternoon of the next day.
He also fished out for me a pair of old Wellingtons which was for sale, besides lending me a stiff-front shirt and a
bow-tie to go with it. He also told me how one had to stick to the time fixed for dinner and in case of delay
apologize to the Mess President; how one had to get up at the end of the last course to drink to the health of the
King; how one had to click one’s heels to greet a senior officer and so on.
One other thing Parkin did for me. Before showing me the room I was to occupy, he engaged a bearer for me
on a salary of Rs. 25 p.m.\fn{ Per month} which he told me was the standard rate. In short, as a result of my talk
with him, I felt I had absorbed enough information for the day and could now retire to the privacy of my room to
ruminate over all that I had heard or seen.
My bearer, Sukkhan, quickly arranged my scanty belongings and I looked on admiringly at the expert manner
in which he did so. In fact, the more I saw of him, the more did he go up in my estimation. His one aim, I noticed,
was to save me the least trouble. If, for instance, I wanted to put on my trousers he would tuck in the loose ends of
my shirt into them or help with fastening the belt. All this made me rather scared of him. So much so, that if I
wanted to change my dress, I tried my best not to attract his attention. But whatever I might do, howsoever
stealthily I might tiptoe into my dressing room, he seemed to be endowed with a sixth sense that enabled him to
anticipate my movements and unfailingly rush in to play his accustomed role. Therefore, I had, in the end, to
submit to his ministrations tamely, much as I disliked them at heart.
But let me revert to the tale of my first day’s experiences. Soon after I got into my room from George Parkin’s,
I lay down to rest until lunchtime when I again met the same crowd as I had in the morning. And once again, I
hardly exchanged a word with any of them. Lunch over, I adjourned to my room till the afternoon, when I went
for a ride on my bicycle to while away the time. Not knowing anybody in the station, I wandered about aimlessly
till I tired. On my return to the Mess, I had a quiet meal—as it was a supper night—and then retired for the night,
feeling thoroughly bored and lonely.
The next day also was as uneventful as the first, except that it took me quite some time to get into my Mess-kit.
The item that gave me the most trouble was the bow tie which, try as I might, would not get properly fastened into
a knot. To my shame, therefore, I had to seek the assistance of my expert bearer who did the thing for me in no
time.
Dinner at the Mess, I came to realize, was something in the nature of a ritual. For a novice like me much
practice was required in addition to close observation. But what was striking was the drill and discipline that went
with it. I remember that on Ladies’ Guest Nights that came off once a month on an average, the entire place
assumed the appearance of a fairy land, with the huge board in front of us artistically arranged and making a brave
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display of all the silver plates that the Mess possessed, while the subdued light from small hooded candles played
upon the faces of the fair guests seated, alternately with the men, in their colorful and gay evening dresses.
But if these nights were marked by a certain amount of drill and discipline, they were not at all dull and dreary.
On the contrary, the clatter of the knives and forks combined with the lively chatter that went on, helped to create
on such occasions a din that could perhaps be heard for miles. In short, they breathed an air of gaiety and freedom
from care that the Englishmen, by marked contrast with an average Indian, knew how to enjoy to the full, after the
day’s labor.
Dinner over, some settled down to cards while others paired off for a dance. On such occasions, I generally
played the role of a spectator, since I cared neither for a dance—an accomplishment I was devoid of—nor for
bridge.
It was amusing to notice that when there happened to be among the ladies anyone particularly attractive, there
was sure to be a scramble for a dance with her. This not infrequently gave rise to much bad blood among the rival
claimants, a circumstance that, I must confess, filled me in my position as a mere spectator, with a peculiar sense
of self-satisfaction, hard to describe.
One of the things that struck me most about life in the Mess which I, as an Indian, had a rare opportunity to
witness in those days, was the quantity of drink an average Englishman was able to consume during the course of
a day. It was mostly beer by day and whisky by night which someone has aptly described as the basic standing
refreshment of the white officer in the East. It is not surprising, therefore, that the drink bill of my mess-mates, on
an average, exceeded a hundred rupees a month when whisky could be had for five annas a “bara peg”.
This reminds me that it was customary in my time for all officers to drink to the King’s health on Mess nights,
usually in port or sherry. But for those who had any scruples about taking either of these beverages, it was
permissible to drink the toast in water, which I, for one, invariably did. True to my practice, therefore, when one
evening I was pouring water into my glass for the purpose, I was sharply pulled up by no less a person than the
then Inspector General of Police, Mr. L.M. Kaye, on the ground that the King might catch a cold! I can say,
however, that my aforesaid practice, which I continued all through my stay at the Mess, had no harmful effect on
His Majesty’s health and my conscience is, therefore, quite clear on that score.
By the way, the practice of drinking, if not to the King’s, but to the President’s health, I believe, is in vogue
even today in all Regimental and Police Messes. But it seems to me that to continue a practice in pure imitation of
one that held good in the British days is sheer folly. Perhaps an appropriate and more sensible thing to do would
be to stand up after the last course and simply say, “The President”, God bless him, instead of raising to one’s lips
in dumb show a glass generally filled with water.
*
To continue. I thus got more and more reconciled to my life in the Mess, although the feeling of loneliness
from which I suffered did not leave me at any time. On occasions, when the Mess used to be full and yet there
was not a single Indian to be seen among the crowd, I wondered where I was and whether I stood on my native
soil. I could not also resist a feeling that, while I was welcome to my companions as an individual, as an Indian I
had no place in their midst. And this was markedly brought home to me when I was passed over for the office of
Mess President when my turn came.
To explain myself, I should mention here that every two months the Principal nominated three officers from
among us who were designated A, B and C officers—“A” officer being the Mess President, “B” officer the one
responsible for maintaining drink accounts and “C” officer, for looking after sanitation. As was customary, I was
nominated “C” officer to begin with, then, when my turn came, I became “B” officer.
But alas! all through my eighteen months in the Police Training School, I was never given an opportunity to
serve as “A “ officer, although I was shortly to hold charge as a District Superintendent of Police!
But in spite of this occasional discrimination against me on account of my color, I was, on the whole, treated
well by my companions and accepted as one of them. This was due to the fact that I did not indulge in the odious
habit of chewing paan or have a craze for playing Indian records, unlike an Indian predecessor of mine at the
Training School who had been given to both these habits, apart from being fond of smoking the hubble-bubble.
I have alluded above to the discrimination I had to suffer on account of my color. But there was at least one
occasion when my color stood me in good stead and earned me a privileged position.
It was New Year’s eve when we were assembled at the Principal’s residence. We had quite a number of games
after dinner till it was close on midnight, when I was beckoned to an adjoining room by Phyllis Dodd, the eldest
daughter of the Principal. There I saw a black cat which she wanted me to carry just at the stroke of 12 into the
sitting room, before wishing Ms. Dodd a happy New Year! I asked Phyllis how it was that this special honor was
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being accorded to me, whereupon she explained the prevailing superstition among Europeans about black cats and
dark men. That I brought the Dodds good luck should be evident from the fact that, not long after, Mr. Dodd was
elevated to the rank of Deputy Inspector General of Police.
*
I will now refer to an episode that, as I came to know later, raised me in the estimation of my mess-mates.
One evening we were, as usual, indulging in some horseplay in the Mess, in the course of which my friend,
George Parkin, gave; me a push from behind to which I retaliated with a square kick on his back. Unconstitutional
as this act of mine was, it was hailed as a very good gesture on my part and as representing a mark of my
friendliness.
Talking of horseplay, I was at times amazed at the boisterousness, that my companions were capable of and
that appeared to form almost a regular feature of our Mess life. One evening, for instance, on his return from the
Station Club one of them took it into his head to play ducks and drakes—with the glassware on the dining table
and, as he started the game, the others joined in with much gusto, till not a piece was left standing on the table and
the floor was littered with broken pieces, big and small.
On another evening, we had a regular wrestling match in the Mess, following a challenge given by a visiting
Policeman, named Warren, to take on any two of us, in a trial of strength against him. He was a man of towering
height and very strong build. Still this challenge of his seemed to be very fair and now it only remained to select
the two of us who were to be pitted against him in this match. The choice, by popular consent, fell on George
Parkin and me, who were the smallest of the lot. For, it was felt that to select any of the others, would not be fair
to Warren.
The rules of the game required that we should, first of all; remove the spurs from our Wellingtons, which we
did. This done, Warren was made to stand on one side and the two of us, on the other. Then at a signal from the
referee, we closed in, the understanding being that the match was to be carried out in the “catch-as-catch-can”
style.
For my part, I felt convinced that Parkin and I would be able to make short work of our adversary. In the
combat that ensued, while I grappled with one of Warren’s massive legs in an effort to pull him down, Parkin
flung himself on his torso to get the better of him and soon all the three of us were to be seen rolling on the
ground in a confused heap.
Now, imagine to yourself, three men of the Indian (Imperial) Police, turned out in their full Mess-kit, except
for their peak caps and their spurs, lying in this state and you will come to realize the piquancy of the situation!
To cut a long story short, Perkin and I found our opponent invincible and the result was that instead of our
getting the better of him, he ultimately got the better of us!
Another favorite indoor game was mock-pigsticking in which my companions would start spearing—to the
accompaniment of much shouting and yelling—everything that came in their way, sofas included. They would
even pick up the stuffed bears and alligators on the floor, for a war dance with them as partners! But although
such behavior made me occasionally wonder whether these folk had gone crazy, I knew within myself that it was
all merely an expression of their surplus energy and that there was really nothing wrong with them.
Evidence of this surplus energy was also to be had in the manner in which my companions gave themselves up
to shikar and other manly pursuits, pig-sticking and polo being the two most popular. They even confessed at
times the thing that had attracted them to service in India was the prospect of shikar, in which they proposed to
indulge in full measure. No big game being available while they were at Moradabad, most of them went after
small game every Sunday and returned in the evening, generally carrying a string of game birds that they had
been able to drop after much toil and trouble in the course of the day.
As for pig-sticking and polo, I could not but marvel at the tenacity with which they pursued these sports in
spite of occasional tosses or the hottest of hot winds that made most Indians take shelter behind closed doors.
My own adventure at polo one day ended somewhat disastrously for me. I was at the time riding my own horse
which happened to be a frisky animal, not broken to stick or ball. As was perhaps to be expected, after a round or
two, he got very excited and bolted with me as fast as his legs would carry him. Naturally, I was scared stiff and,
even though I pulled with all my might at the reins that I held in my left hand, I failed to stop him. On and on he
went, careering at a mad speed towards a gaping well at some distance from the polo ground. My plight was
indeed unenviable, the more so because with the strap of the polo stick wrapped round the wrist of my right hand,
I had to bend all my energy towards keeping the stick from fouling the animal’s legs.
I must say luck was in my favor in that I managed to steer clear of the well, although there was no slackening
of pace on the part of my steed. But now there loomed large, in front of me, a formidable looking hedge that
1495

encircled a lone bungalow standing in one corner of the Maidan. In another second or two my charger in trying to
clear the obstacle stumbled, with the result that I fell sprawling on the ground, happily without any serious
damage to my limbs. The tenants of this bungalow, Mr. and Mrs. Kidwai, whom I happened to know, rushed out
and invited me to a hot cup of coffee which I accepted gratefully and relished very much after my harrowing
experience.
Following this incident, I said to myself, no more polo for me!
Among our other diversions, one was paper-chase on horseback in the afternoons and another, a ride by
moonlight that generally ended up with a picnic supper on the sands of the Ram Ganga, with much of the fun
being provided by ladies of the station who loved to accompany us on these excursions.
*
By and large, uneventful as my life in the Mess was, it was not without comic interludes such as the one that
came to pass one evening a few days after my arrival when they said I must sing a song to mark my introduction
to the Mess. This, however, happened to be a tall order for me, as I did not know how to sing and so I wanted to
be excused. But they went on pressing me till it was well past midnight. Cornered as I felt, I did not know what to
do until it occurred to me that if I recited a Bengali poem which I had committed to memory in my childhood, I
might be able to get away with it. So I mounted a small table and with much flourish rattled off the few lines I
remembered of this poem and it was thus that in the end I was allowed to go to bed.
During these days I made the acquaintance of one Mr. Young, popularly known as Freddie, whom I found to be
a jewel of a man, very kind and considerate. He was then engaged in a hunt for a notorious outlaw named Sultana
and in that connection occasionally came to Moradabad where he used to stay in the room next to mine in our
Mess. This gave me an excellent opportunity to observe him at close quarters. Freddie, incidentally, happened to
be very bulky weighing, I believe, well over twenty stone.
On the day of which I am reminded, he was engaged in a conversation with one of his officers till a very late
hour so that I was kept awake all the time. However, all was quiet when he retired to bed and this enabled me also
to compose myself to sleep. But it was not long before I was awakened by a faint creaking noise emanating from
Freddie’s room that soon developed into a peculiar sound, metallic in tone. It went something like kring, kring,
krang.
At first, I failed to make out what it was nor did I know what I was to do in the circumstances. I sat up and
began to think hard whether I should call in the chaukidar for help or wait for developments, when it suddenly
dawned on me that it was poor Freddie’s spring bed that was giving way under his superior weight. Presently I
heard a thud, which merely signified his coming to rest on firm ground. I was reflecting on how very awkward the
position must be for him when I heard him lift himself and make his bed on the floor.
All was quiet again for a while, until I was awakened by the sound of the morning bugle and got up to dress for
parade. Apparently, Freddie also woke up about the same time as I did. But the thing I was not prepared for, was
that when I emerged from my room, he too came out to greet me and at the same time to apologize for any
inconvenience he might have caused me during the night. I felt greatly drawn to him by his kind courtesy and
afterwards it was always a pleasure for me to meet him until his death parted us in 1949.
Freddie was a type of Englishman who endeared himself to Indians by his large-heartedness and his charming
manners. He was also generous to a fault with his subordinates. All in all, he was a man the like of whom it would
be hard to find.
One other incident of this period which has a comic side to it, relates to an occasion in December 1922 when I
was detailed for special duty at Lucknow along with a number of other probationary A.Ss.P.\fn{ Assistant
Superintendents of Police} in connection with the visit of His Excellency, Lord Reading, Viceroy of India. The
specific duty assigned to me was that of guarding one flank of an enclosure in which a durbar was to be held, and
as I had to be mounted, I was given a horse for the purpose, raised locally from an Army unit.
Now, a weakness from which this horse suffered was that he could not bear the sight of elephants! The result
was that whenever he saw one, he swerved away so violently that I ran the imminent risk of being thrown off his
back. Unfortunately for me, a number of prize elephants had been collected for the occasion. The drill laid down
for them was that they had to be drawn up in a semi-circle and at a given signal to raise their trunks in salute. I
remember that they presented a most magnificent spectacle on the appointed day, turned out in their best attire,
with a good deal of paint and powder on their massive bodies and with a profusion of gold and silver trap pings on
them.
With such a large number of elephants moving about all over the place, I had to be careful during the
rehearsals and gradually learnt the trick of promptly turning my horse’s head to one side whenever I saw an
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elephant in the distance. I found from experience that this trick worked very well and so, after some time, it came
automatically to me, whenever the occasion demanded it.
(Once, it so happened that on a Sunday morning, which was an “off day” for me, while I was pedaling along
merrily on my bicycle towards my billet, I noticed in the distance a number of elephants being scrubbed and
rubbed by their mahouts in a tank by the roadside. Through sheer force of habit, I promptly turned round the
handle of my bicycle to find myself wheeling away from the elephants, quite oblivious of the fact that I was
mounted on a bicycle and not on a horse!)
In connection with this Viceregal visit to Lucknow, I remember another incident on the day of the durbar. As
was customary on such occasions, an army of Policemen in uniform had been posted all around the durbar tent,
by way of a precautionary measure against any possible attack by terrorists
The zero hour of the Viceroy’s arrival was fast approaching and the atmosphere was getting increasingly tense
in anticipation of it. Exactly three minutes before the time fixed for the arrival, the Governor, Sir William Marris,
came up in his white limousine and stood at the entrance to the durbar tent to receive the Viceroy. Meanwhile, the
Governor’s liveried chauffeur drove off to one side to leave the road clear for the Viceroy and his party.
Thereafter, having nothing better to do, he got out of the car to relax his muscles, holding the Governor’ pet
dachshund by its lead.
But he had hardly taken a few steps when an ubiquitous and rather silly policeman on duty desired him to
show his pass, whereupon by way of answer he quietly, and with an air of supreme insolence, pointed his finger at
the dog in front of him!
*
I should record here that those were the days when diarchy had just been introduced in India. In the Uttar
Pradesh, a beginning had been made with the appointment of two Ministers, named Jagat Narain Mulla and C.Y.
Chintamani, both men of repute and outstanding personality. But the thing that my British companions were
anxious to impress upon me all the time, was that they had no use for these Ministers. They even used to say that
they would very much welcome a rebellion in India that would give them a chance to conquer it for a second time
and impose the same old benevolent rule that knew no restrictions of any kind. Little could they, or for that matter
even I, visualize at the time that in another twenty-five years or so, the last vestiges of British rule would
disappear from this country forever.
I have referred to the drill and discipline that characterized our life in the Mess. One evening our new
Principal, Mr. Gordon, an excellent man, was among those who dined with us. Dinner being over, all of us,
including Mr. Gordon, joined in community singing which went on till well past one o’clock. In consequence,
when the morning bugle was sounded, we had to pull ourselves out of our beds to attend parade. But it so
happened that we got to the parade ground a fraction of a second after the Principal, which being something
unpardonable, earned for us a sharp rebuke from him.
He now looked quite a different person from the one who had been singing smutty songs in our company only
the previous evening. This was an incident that served as an object lesson for me which I have not felt tired of
repeating ever since.
They say we all live and learn. The truth of this was fully demonstrated to me with reference to the social
obligation of “calling”. Soon after my admission to the Police Training School I was given a list of married
couples on whom I was required to drop my cards, the Crakers and the Baldocks being among them.
Unfortunate]y for me, I had not been told that all one had to do was to leave two cards with some servant or other
and, if this could not be done, then to drop them in the not-at-home box that was general]y to be found at the gate.
When I got to the residence of the Crakers and a servant came up to enquire my business, I said I wanted to
call on the Crakers. He asked for my cards and I gave them to him. The correct thing for me to do at that stage
would have been to go away and wait for an invitation to tea or lunch or dinner at a future date. But since I knew
that at least Mrs. Craker was in, I kept on waiting until the servant turned up again to ascertain my intentions. On
my part, I stuck to my guns and so poor Mrs. Craker had to give in and see me, although she was not quite ready
to receive any visitors at the time.
In the case of the Baldocks, it so happened that they were both out when I called. But I noticed a not-at-home
box hung at the gate, with Mrs. Baldock’s name painted on it. Therefore, I just slipped in one card into this box,
instead of two. This, I came to know later, was quite wrong, since, in a contingency like this, one was required to
leave cards for both the husband and the wife. Grave as my error was, I excused myself on the ground that the box
did not have the name of both Mr. and Mrs. Baldock painted on it.
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In this connection, I am reminded of a case that was quite amusing, the individual concerned being a young
man who had recently come out from England. Inclined to be rather shy, he took the precaution of doing his
rounds in the afternoon, when the memsahebs in India were accustomed to rest and when he would not have to
come face to face with them. One day after driving up to the front verandah of a house on his motorbike, he
tiptoed to the spot where the not-at-home box was hung and having dropped his cards, was about to slink away,
when out came the memsaheb to greet him; for she had heard the sound of the motorbike and was anxious to meet
the newcomer to the station from “Home”.\fn{I.e., England}
The young man, on his part, felt thoroughly shaken by this misadventure. In his confusion he expressed his
apologies as best as he could and then made for his motorbike with the intention of beating a hasty retreat. But
before he could get away, inexorable as fate, the lady in question motioned him to her drawing room, where he
had tamely to follow her to satisfy her curiosity about him.
This business of dropping cards, I learnt by and by, was one that required great circumspection, for the rules
varied. A wife, for instance, was not required to call on males, which meant that if you were out calling with your
wife then your wife had to drop one card, usually of a larger size than yours, while you had to drop two.
During this probationary period I also learnt how, unless one is a professional man, such as a doctor or a
lawyer, one must not have any suffixes to his name printed on his visiting card. This reminds me of the case of
one of my friends, an Indian, who joined the P.T.S. after me and who happened to have his academic degrees
printed on his card. One of the first persons on whom he called was the District Magistrate, an Englishman, who
noticed the error and sent the card on to the Principal in a closed cover for my friend’s benefit.
*
From the above account of my life at the Mess, it may be observed that I have confined myself mostly to the
social side of it. But now that I look back on those years, I cannot resist a feeling that the main idea behind
training in those days at the P.T.S. was, first to inculcate leadership in one, and, secondly, to create a sense of
social poise. I believe it was on this account that, when at my request, Mr. Gordon suggested my posting to a
District, after I had passed all the tests within a year or so of my arrival, the answer he got from the Inspector
General of Police was in the negative and I had to put in my full term of eighteen months before I was actually so
posted, for practical training.
2
My first posting was at Fatehgarh, where I was to work under Mr. (now Sir John) Nott Bower, an officer of
great merit who later became Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police, London. Unfortunately for me, when I
arrived he was out camping at a place called Indergarh, so I thought it best to go and see him there. The nearest
railhead to Indergarh being Kanauj, I set out by a night train leaving Fatehgarh at about two o’clock and arriving
at Kanauj at about four in the morning. But, as it was quite dark at the time and the cold was intense, I decided to
relax in the waiting room till sunrise. I then set out for a place called Tirwa in a carriage-and-pair belonging to the
Raja of Tirwa that had been arranged for me by the Station Officer Kanauj.
The distance to be covered was ten miles or so and I found the drive quite enjoyable. The road, however, ended
at Tirwa and I was told that I would have to cover the rest of the distance, a matter of another fourteen miles or so,
on the back of an elephant. The one I mounted belonged to the same Raja and now began my ordeal, for this was
the first occasion in my life to ride this animal.
I was seated on a pad with my orderly behind me and, for the first mile or so, I did not very much mind the
rock-and-roll motion to which my body was subject. For those who have never ridden an elephant it is hard to
describe this motion that involves movement of the body in all directions, forward, backward, and sideways, thus
resulting in its thorough shake up.
By now it was almost midday and so I began to lose my patience. But with a big hulking animal like an
elephant there is little one can do. Consequently, in spite of the best efforts of the mahout to make him go faster,
he ambled along in his own way.
The result of this was that when I got to the S.P.’s camp at Indergarh it was past two o’clock. Mr. Nott Bower
having, meanwhile, left for the Police Station, which was a mile away, I had to go there. Our meeting necessarily
was a brief one, as I had to catch the evening train from Kanauj back to Fatehgarh, having brought no change or
bedding with me.
As before, my elephant ride back to Tirwa was a bone-shaking experience. Still I managed somehow to stick
on and when I got there I found the Raja’s car, a Sunbeam Talbot, waiting to take me to Kanauj. But as luck would
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have it, when I got to Kanauj, the train for Fatehgarh had just left. I then moved on in the Raja’s car with the idea
of overtaking it before it reached the next station.
The railway track from Kanauj to Fatehgarh runs parallel to a metalled road as far as Gursahai Ganj. The race
that now began gave me quite a thrill. But the advantage lay with the train in that every time I overtook it, I was
up against a level crossing that I found closed. This happened three or four times till I got to Gursahai Ganj where
I found the train still standing. I boarded it just in time for the last lap of my journey to Fatehgarh where I arrived
at about nine o’clock in the evening, thoroughly tired and famished, having eaten nothing at all since the previous
evening.
*
Soon after this, while he was camping at another place called Kaimganj, Mr. Nott Bower desired me to join
him for a couple of days to see how a thana inspection was done. Till then I had never been in camp and the
prospect of living under canvas in the countryside delighted me. On the appointed day therefore I set out for that
place on horseback, the distance to be covered being roughly twenty miles. The ride was uneventful, except that at
one place, where the road passed through a ravine and the surrounding country wore a dreary and deserted look, I
noticed two wild animals that I took for jackals, dogging the heels of my horse. But, as they were not very large of
size, I paid little attention to them until I discovered that they would not leave me.
At this I felt a little alarmed and dug my heels into the sides of my mount, so as to speed him up. Presently the
aspect of the countryside changed and I found myself passing through cornfields at a canter, which made my
pursuers give up the chase. Later, when I came to know that they were wolves. I thanked my stars for having
emerged from the experience unscathed. Incidentally, the depredations caused by wolves in certain parts of Uttar
Pradesh have been at times a source of great anxiety, the death toll of little children on their account being fairly
heavy.
When I got to my destination. it was about five in the afternoon and Mr. Nott Bower was on the point of going
out for a little partridge shoot in the neighboring fields. He enquired whether I would like to join him, and as I had
nothing better to do, I accepted his invitation, if only to watch the fun. The party accompanying him consisted of
five or six men who spread out in a line, with Mr. Nott Bower in the center, before advancing through the ripening
crops. These they started beating with sticks, making at the same time a noise that disturbed the birds (mostly
partridges) hidden in the fields and drew them out. But the moment up came a bird, Mr. Nott Bower’s gun would
go bang. bang and it would drop dead in its flight.
It was marvelous the way Mr. Nott Bower shot them down with unerring accuracy. I remember how once a
hare suddenly broke cover and made a dash for safety, only to meet with the same fate before he had moved a few
yards. So sure was Mr. Nott Bower’s aim that, on another occasion, I saw him drop two birds that emerged at the
same time but flew in different directions, by discharging the two barrels of his gun at them, right and left, in
quick succession. By the time we closed in, he had dropped a dozen birds or so, apart from the hare, which I
thought was a good show.
On return we went into our tents to have a hot bath before getting ready for dinner. My bearer had told me
quietly that Mr. Nott Bower was accustomed to dress for dinner. So I had to follow suit. In the days of which I am
writing most Englishmen did the same, so that it was by no means an unusual spectacle to see one dining in state,
so to speak, even though one might be sitting all by oneself, without a soul to keep one company.\fn{ There is in this
Protocol a short story entitled “The Resident Assistant”, by W. Somerset Maugham, in which this custom is examined in painstaking detail,
together with the reasons for it—an arresting piece of fiction which passes itself effortlessly off as utterly real—because, of course, it
was.:H}

After dinner. Mr. Nott Bower drew up my tour programme for me with an eye on the shikar spots that I might
be able to explore, without having to go much out of my way. He seemed to possess a remarkably extensive
knowledge of the geography of the district and pointed out to me on the map the particular spots in the Kalinadi
(which lay in the way) where I might be able to shoot crocodiles.
In the afternoon of the next day, Mr. Nott Bower was scheduled to pay a visit to the Police Station at Kaimganj
for his annual inspection and I accompanied him to see how it was done. We were both mounted and when we had
gone some distance we met the Station Officer, Mohammad Siddiq. He had been standing on the roadside to
receive us and, after saluting the two of us, he mounted his pony, taking care to keep at a respectful distance
behind us.
From here onwards, there was paper bunting tied to stakes on both sides of the road. At first, I thought that it
was intended for a marriage party. But I soon realized that it had been put up in honor of the S.P.’s visit and so had
the triumphal arches, with the word WELCOME super-scribed on them in large letters of gold.
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At the entrance to the Police Station, there was an even more colorful display of bunting and banners, which
lent a festive look to the whole place and attracted the townsfolk in their hundreds. As we entered the courtyard of
the Police Station, we saw the entire staff drawn up in two rows for kit inspection, looking very smart in their best
uniform, their red turbans making a splash of color that was quite distinctive.
Kit inspection over, Mr. Nott Bower proceeded to inspect the thana records which, I noticed, had been
arranged neatly in row upon row, with paper coverings of all imaginable colors, red, blue, yellow, green and so
on, their titles written on the back in Urdu calligraphy of the finest style.
This amused me not a little. But what was even more diverting was the sight of the table and the two chairs
which had been specially secured for our use. The table had a rich red velvet cloth on it with heavy gold
embroidery, while of the two chairs, both of which had velvet seats and were made in the shape of a throne, one
had gold and the other silver plating on it, the gold one being intended for the S.P. and the silver one for me.
I found it difficult to suppress my laughter at this sight. But that was not the case with Mr. Nott Bower who
seemed to accept all that he saw with supreme indifference, without even once batting an eyelid.
*
Here let me state how I obtained my Practical Certificate to qualify for district charge. I was then posted as
A.S.P. Meerut and so was my friend, George Parkin. Our D.I.G. at the time was Mr. Dodd, the same who had been
our Principal at the P.T.S. He had asked us to dinner at the Circuit House in Meerut and on our arrival said that he
would give us an oral test to see if we were fit for this Certificate.
With this object in view, Mr. Dodd got off the mark by telling us the facts of a case of rioting-cum-murder of
District Etah that had ended in acquittal owing to bad handling by the Police in the initial stages of its
investigation. But the manner in which he related them was so rambling that I, for one, soon lost the thread of the
case and it became difficult for me to follow what he was saying. I felt increasingly nervous as he drew towards
the close of his tale, not knowing what his question would be and how I should answer it. At long last, when he
had come to the end of his tale, he looked at me and said,
“Now, tell me, what would you have done in the circumstances if you were S.P. of the district?”
The question was indeed a difficult one for me to answer, for the simple reason that I had not been able to
make head or tail of what he had been saying. In my confusion, therefore, I just blurted out,
“The first thing I would have done, Sir, is to go to the spot and find out the facts for myself.” To my great
relief, Mr. Dodd exclaimed,
“Quite right! This is exactly what —— failed to do.”
In the result I got through the test with flying colors and so did George Parkin, who shared with me the honors
of the reply I gave!
I am sure Mr. Dodd had not the foggiest notion how my answer to his question was no more than a random
shot in the predicament in which I found myself. In any case, I made it a practice ever afterwards, in all cases of
any importance, to get to the spot without loss of time and find out the facts for myself at first hand, instead of just
relying on others’ reports.
And this, I found, paid enormous dividends.
3
Gone are the days when the Taluqdars, otherwise known as the “Barons of Oudh”, constituted a class by
themselves. Steeped in traditions having their origin in the days of old, when life flowed in its smooth onward
course without the suspicion of a ripple, they were looked upon as ornaments of society, whose motto was
noblesse oblige. They were also great patrons of art, with a special liking for music and dancing which were very
much in evidence in their courts at one time. In fact, some of them were great exponents of the art of music.
One common feature of their mansions was a mahfilkhana in which large gatherings assembled to listen to the
performance of a noted star, say, a Gauhar Jan or a Janki Bai, who usually charged fabulous sums for it.
Let us imagine a large gaily decorated hall with a balcony reserved for ladies; a glass chandelier hung from the
ceiling in the centre, shedding a joyous light all around; rich Persian carpets spread to cover every inch of the
floor; and an audience dressed in the finest of muslins, sitting in a group facing the artist and enjoying, to a point
of self-forgetfulness, the melodious notes that pour forth from her throat, or from the Sarangi played as
accompaniment; and we have a complete picture of the scene that was quite common in those days.
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† An undated photograph labeled “A Gathering of Taluqdars”, members of the Indian landed aristocracy
during the British Raj, responsible for collecting taxes, maintaining law and order, and providing military
supplies/manpower to the provincial government; achieving thereby a social status generally second only to
that of the local Raja—indeed, in certain areas (Punjab, the United Provinces) becoming much more
powerful, paying these taxes directly to the provincial governor rather than through intermediaries, and, in
some cases, being allowed to retain 25% of the collection as opposed to the normal 10%. †
It was not that all these mansions were to be found concentrated at one place. You might be passing a small
township, miles away from the metropolis that was Lucknow, and you might suddenly come upon a majestic pile,
built in the style of John Company’s\fn{ Slang for the highly-placed officers of “The Honorable British East India Company” as it
was formally known:H} days, standing as a firm reminder of the undisputed position held by its august owner. If you
happened to be a Government official of some rank, you could be sure of a warm welcome. Hospitality,
particularly towards high ranking officers, was a creed with this class of people. Some of them were even
prepared to go any length to keep the District Officers on the right side of them.
For instance, a Taluqdar of Sitapur I know of, had a carriage-and-pair of his, left permanently at the disposal of
his District Magistrate.
Let me also confess to my shame that I had at my bungalow in this district, a pair of bullocks and their
attendant, doing service for me free-of-cost. These I had inherited from my predecessor-in-office and they
belonged to the same Taluqdar.
In a neighboring district, my opposite number had a milch cow placed at his disposal as a permanent
arrangement, so that whenever she went dry, another was sent to replace her.
Today, the acceptance of such benefits may appear to be irregular. But in those days, it had the sanction of
custom and so one never thought twice about it. On the other hand, if one refused the offer, then one was liable to
be misunderstood and the refusal to be construed as an insult.
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Another practice that has died out now, was one of presentation of dalis. These were both given and received
as a matter of custom, in season and out of season. On Christmas day particularly, it was a common spectacle to
see heaps of them stacked on the roof of band garees (closed box-like vehicles) being conveyed from place to
place. And what a variety of edibles was included in them, such as cakes, pastry, sweets, dried fruits, fresh fruits,
vegetables and tinned provisions of all kinds.
To revert to the subject of Taluqdars, it was commonly believed that a certain Governor of Uttar Pradesh was
so fond of them that he actually moved his headquarters from Allahabad to Lucknow where most Taluqdars, who
were of any consequence in those days, had their abode. This is probably one of the reasons why his regime came
to be known at the time as Nawab-kabab-sharab-ka-raj (Nawab meaning Nabob; Kabab meaning meat cutlets
and Sharab meaning wine).
It must, however, be said to their credit that if these gentlemen lived an easy and carefree life, full of luxury,
they did not hesitate occasionally to loosen their purse strings for good causes. The King George’s Medical
College, the University Buildings, the Colvin Taluqdars’ College and many other smaller institutions in Lucknow,
bear ample testimony to their munificence.

† The foundation building at Colvin, established by Sir Auckland Colvin KCMG CIE, Lieutenant Governor
of the North West Provinces, while functioning as Lieutenant Governor of Avadh and Agra, in 1889. †
On the other hand, it is well known that some of them were inclined to be extremely hard on their tenants at
times. For instance, if one of them wanted to buy a motor car, he would collect a toll called Motorana. Likewise,
if he wanted to buy an elephant, he would call the toll Hathiana and so on. A marriage in the family or a birth
provided a further occasion for such extortion, a thing that made the tenants extremely unhappy and rush to the
district authorities for help which the latter generally found themselves unable to extend.
Let me recall a delightful evening I once spent at a place called “D” in Sultanpur District that is still fresh in
my mind with the memory of a certain Taluqdar I knew. The occasion was a courtesy visit by my wife and me to
his country seat on a date in February in response to an invitation extended by him. The programme arranged in
our honor began with a boating trip down the Gomti that flowed past the very doorsteps of his delightful mansion.
Bathed in the light of the setting sun, the country all round, rich with a luxuriant growth of wheat and barley and
mustard stretching right up to the horizon, presented a scene hard to forget. To add to our sense of delight, we
were treated to the strains of vocal music sung by a professional singer in a tune that seemed to be fully in accord
with the evening silence, the gentle breeze playing upon our faces and the soft splashing of the water against the
sides of our boat.
But all good things must come to an end and so did this boating trip of ours. We were next treated to a short
spell of foot drill executed by the young hopefuls of the Raj family, numbering half a dozen or so, dressed in their
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best attire, made of blue velvet, embroidered in gold. Whatever might be the merit of their performance, I must
say that their pretty cherubic faces, flushed with exercise, made up for any defects that would otherwise have hit
the eye.
This part of the programme being over, we were taken for a stroll round the garden till it was dark, when we
adjourned to the sitting room. Here, we found ourselves surrounded by the entire family including the Raj Mata, a
good old lady, who spoke for the rest of the family most of the time.
Exactly on the stroke of eight, a gong announced dinner and this was a signal for the party, except for the Raj
Mata, to move into the dining hall that looked resplendent with large beveled mirrors and fine mural paintings
decorating the walls. But the bravest sight of all was made up by the bearers, waiting on us in their full dress of
red velvet, cut in a style borrowed from the mid-Victorian days. As for the food, it comprised numberless courses
and represented a combination of English and Indian dishes to which it was impossible to do full justice.
When dinner was over, we were treated to paan specially ordered from Lucknow and then followed a round of
handshakes and namastes which brought the evening’s proceedings to a close.
To come to think of it, who can deny that today, although the Taluqdars of Oudh may still be living, virtually
dead is the race that at one time strutted across the centre of the stage in Uttar Pradesh with so much sound and
fury?
4
The passage of a Viceregal “Special” through one’s district was an event of rare importance in the days of old,
entailing much hard work for all concerned with it. I am reminded of one such occasion when Lord Willingdon\fn
{Major Freeman Freeman-Thomas, 1st Marquess of Willingdon PC GCSI GCMG GCIE GBE (12 September 1866-12 August 1941) was a
British Liberal politician and administrator who served as Governor General of Canada, the 13 th since Canadian Confederation (5 August
1926-4 April 1931), and as Viceroy and Governor-General of India, the country’s 22 nd (18 April 1931-18 April 1936)} was scheduled to
travel to Patna from Delhi by rail.\fn{Shown below}

† Part of the Great Indian Peninsula Railway, incorporated on August 1, 1849, by an Act of Parliament †
According to the Viceroy's original programme, he was to halt for a few hours at Kanpur on the way. But after
he had left Delhi, there had to be a last-minute change in his itinerary owing to the disturbed conditions then
prevailing at Kanpur. No alteration was possible in the timing for his arrival at Patna, which was to be a formal
affair and for which all the arrangements had been worked out to the minutest detail. It was, therefore, decided to
cut out his programme for Kanpur and so run his “Special” as to get to Patna as originally scheduled. This, in
effect, meant imposition of an average speed limit on it of something like fifteen miles an hour.
The orders for me were that I should be present at Ahraora Road, a wayside station in Mirzapur, where the
train was to stop for forty-five minutes, to allow time for the Viceroy and his party to have dinner. This might
sound strange. But it was said that Lord Willingdon did not like having dinner while his train was in motion.
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My duty at Ahraora Road was to supervise the Police arrangements there, owing to its proximity to Varanasi, a
place with a reputation at that time as a hotbed of terrorists; these arrangements had, in fact, to be fairly elaborate
and made in accordance with standing orders on the subject, requiring every culvert, every level crossing on the
route, being guarded and chaukidars (village watchmen) posted all along the track, at intervals of a hundred yards
or so.
Exactly ten minutes before the arrival of the “Special”, a pilot engine steamed in. It hummed and buzzed for a
brief while and then went on its way. This was a signal for everybody to be on the alert and all eyes were now
turned in the direction of the approaching train.
It was a brilliantly moonlit night, against the background of which everything one saw looked unsubstantial.
Even the “Special” with all its carriages gleaming white in the bright light of the moon, when it emerged from the
distant gloom and slowly steamed in, looked phantom-like.
But the illusion was short-lived. For, no sooner did it halt than the quiet that had prevailed for so long, was
succeeded by an atmosphere of bustle and excitement with all sorts of men of subordinate ranks, belonging to the
Viceregal entourage, rushing to and fro in search of refreshments.
Presently, I saw the sliding doors in the rear of the Viceroy’s saloon quietly open, as if automatically, to let His
Excellency pass. Just then one of his attendants placed a step ladder in position for him to descend to the platform.
Both these operations were carried out with such finesse that one could not help marveling at the drill and
discipline that went with them.
With his silvery hair brushed back, his tall, slim, handsome figure immaculately attired in a dress suit of the
finest cut, Lord Willingdon looked most distinguished and the very picture of elegance.\fn{Below}

† Major Freeman Freeman-Thomas, 1st Marques of Willingdon GCSI GCMG GCIE GBE PC (1866-1941),
Viceroy of India (1931-1936) †
He paced a few steps up and down the platform for a brief while and thereafter boarded the Dining Saloon, to join
a number of others present there to keep him company.
The dinner was a long and tedious affair. The Viceroy was engaged all the times in serious conversation with
two of his colleagues who sat on both sides of him. While it is true I could not overhear him, I felt almost certain
that he was talking of Mahatma Gandhi and how to get him to participate in the Round Table Conference that was
shortly to sit in London. That was the burning topic of the hour and exercised the Viceroy’s mind more than
anything else.
The train, as I have stated, was scheduled to halt at Ahroara Road only for forty-five minutes. But more than an
hour had now passed, and yet the Viceroy showed no signs of stirring. I could see him sipping his coffee and
smoking a cheroot abstractedly, quite oblivious of the time. Meanwhile, trains were held up, up and down the line,
and traffic was being thrown entirely out of gear. For no train, for reasons of security, could be allowed, at other
than junction stations, to cross the Viceregal Special which had to be given precedence over all other trains.
The poor Traffic Superintendent escorting the “Special” was getting restless. He stood outside the Dining Car
and repeatedly tried to catch the eye of the A.D.C. on duty to convey to him by signs that the train was getting

1504

delayed. But each time he succeeded in doing so, the A.D.C. with a cautious movement of the head from side to
side, seemed to say to him in reply,
“Nothing doing. You must wait.”
In sheer despair, therefore, the Traffic Superintendent gave up all further attempts to get the train moving and
stood motionless on one side, looking the very picture of misery. In this way, by the time the Viceroy had finished
his coffee as well as his fund of talk and was back in his saloon, the train had been kept waiting at Ahraora Road
for exactly one hour and thirty-five minutes, against a scheduled halt of forty-five minutes.
*
Let me relate a similar occasion in January 1925 when I was detailed for special duty at Railway Station
Khurja for the Viceregal Special that was due to pass that station on its way to Delhi at about four in the morning.
My headquarters being at Meerut in those days, I traveled by rail from there, arriving at Khurja at about ten thirty
or so, the previous evening.
The usual drill laid down for such occasions provided, among other things, for a search being carried out of the
station premises for any suspicious persons that might be hiding themselves. But once the search was over and all
the men detailed for specific duties were in position, there was nothing left for one to do until the train arrived.
And here I might add that only those who have had to keep a vigil like mine, will be able to realize fully the
tedium of such waiting for over four hours, particularly on a frosty night with scarcely anything to engage one’s
attention.
To while away the time, I kept walking up and down the platform, times without number with the stars
overhead as my sole companions. After a lapse of what seemed to me an eternity, I was suddenly brought back to
the immediate present by a perception of some hurry and bustle among the station staff, heralding the approach of
the “Special” that made so much work for countless persons in its passage from one end of the country to another.
As was customary on such occasions, a pilot engine that was running ten minutes ahead was the first to arrive.
As soon as it had gone, everybody seemed to hold his breath in expectation, until the Special steamed in and then
quietly came to a halt, without making a sound or a murmur. This being a watering station, its engine drew up by
the side of the water column and, as it stood there drawing water, the hissing caused by its steam was the only
sound that broke the silence of the night.
I wondered what the Viceroy looked like—the man who ruled with an iron hand over the destinies of over
three hundred million souls of India.\fn{He was then Rufus Isaacs, 1st Marquess of Reading, GCB, GCSI, GCIE, GCVO, PC, KC
(10 October 1860-30 December 1935) Viceroy and Governor-General of India (2 April 1921-3 April 1926) } But alas! there was not
the least chance of my curiosity being satisfied as he was then, in all probability, fast asleep, quite oblivious of the
vigil that had to be kept by so many on his account.
There stood the “Special” in front of me, looking in the enveloping silence more like a ghost train than what it
actually was. Presently, the wheels started moving ever so slowly and noiselessly, and soon enough the train was
again swallowed up in the surrounding gloom from which it had made its appearance only a short while ago,
leaving not a trace behind.
5
Among all the Governors in Uttar Pradesh of the pre-independence days Sir Malcolm Hailey was one of the
most distinguished. Gifted with a tall handsome figure and a commanding personality, he was sure to create an
impression wherever he went. Even before he came to U.P., he had made a name for himself as a parliamentarian,
while he was Home Member in the Government of India and there were few who could equal him in his rapier
thrusts. Many a time he found himself pitted on the floor of the House at Delhi against Pt. Madan Mohan Malviya
and Pt. Moti Lal Nehru, two stalwarts of the Opposition benches in those days. Yet, more often than not, he scored
a victory over them, not so much by the weight of his own argument, as by the manner in which he was able to
demolish theirs.
I met Sir Malcolm for the first time when he came to Mirzapur on a date towards the end of 1928. He was to
receive a welcome address in the Town Hall from the District and Municipal Boards and arrangements had been
made for a Guard of Honor to be given him by the Police, outside this building. But a thing I particularly
remember in this connection is that when the day’s ceremonies were over, the Governor’s Secretary took the
District Magistrate, Mr. Finlay, aside and told him, under instruction from the Governor, that he should have let
His Excellency know beforehand about the Guard of Honor, which he had failed to do. I am sure, Mr. Finlay
never repeated the mistake again.
1505

Coming to more recent times, let me here recall an incident connected with an informal visit which our late
Prime Minister Pt.\fn{Pandit} Jawaharlal Nehru was due to make to Lucknow towards the end of 1949. True to
pattern, instructions were received by me for a Police Guard of Honor to be given him at the airport. I knew that
he did not like this formality being observed in season and out of season. So, when the order came, I suggested
that by way of a precautionary measure, information of the arrangement made for his reception had better be sent
in advance to his Secretary.
But, although I was given an assurance that this would be done, no such action was actually taken. Thus the
order received by me held good and an entire Company of the P.A.C., looking resplendent in their best uniforms,
their bayonets glittering like polished silver, stood drawn up at the airport on the appointed day, to give a salute to
the Prime Minister.
As the time for arrival of the plane drew near, all eyes, were turned towards the sky. Presently, a tiny speck
appeared in the distance and as it came nearer it grew bigger and bigger in size till its outline could be clearly seen
silhouetted against the sky.
But instead of landing straightway, it sailed over our heads towards the east, before taking a turn and then
gradually coming down to touch the ground with all the grace of a giant eagle. It then taxied to the spot marked
out to indicate where it should come to a stop and then suddenly the spark of its life seemed to go out. This, on the
other hand, provided a signal for the waiting crowd, irrespective of denomination, high and low alike, to swarm
towards it in a body.
Meanwhile, a step ladder had been put in position against the plane and the first person to emerge from it was
Pt. Jawaharlal himself. There, as he stood on the platform of this ladder, dressed in a closely fitting achkan and
chooridar pajamas, with his starched and dazzlingly white cap, worn at an angle of which the secret was known to
him alone; and a red rose, chosen with all the care of a connoisseur, stuck in a buttonhole of his achkan, a short
parade stick held carelessly in his hand and a gentle smile playing on his lips; indeed, he looked like one born to
rule.
But lo and behold! Suddenly, the smile on his lips faded away and his eyes seemed to dart fire. For a second or
two, there was an awkward pause and then the storm broke with all the force of a cloudburst. He wanted to know
why he must be put through a drill every time he came and. why must the Police be put up on parade for his
inspection, and so on. However, the storm soon blew over, the Prime Minister took the salute and then drove off
in the midst of a burst of cheers.
But to go back to Sir Malcolm, he was not only very meticulous about his engagements but also a true
sportsman. Mirzapur being a district noted for shikar, Mr. Finlay, the District Magistrate, had laid on a fairly
elaborate programme for a shoot by Sir Malcolm and his party, in one of the forests of this district. Preliminaries
being over and the guests having taken their position, the beaters started their drive through the forest in all
seriousness. But as luck would have it, they failed to put up a single game bird or animal.
Upon this, Mr. Finlay was anxious to have a second beat done in another part of the forest. But Sir Malcolm
said, 'No', since that would not be sport. So, the party had to return home empty-handed and this was a source of
great disappointment to most of us.
Another time that I met Sir Malcolm was when he was passing through Pratapgarh by car on his way to
Lucknow from Allahabad and I had to follow him in a tail car.
It was about 10 o’clock or so in the morning when I saw his car coming in my direction and trailing a cloud of
dust that rose to the skies. Presently, it drove up to the spot where I was standing and then stopped. Sir Malcolm
next alighted from it and warmly shook hands with me before saying a few kind words.
Meanwhile, my opposite number, Mr. Conlin of Allahabad, drove up. Sir Malcolm had a few words to say to
him also and then boarded his car to hit the road once again. But before doing so, he said to me banteringly,
“Now come and eat the dust after me.”
Those who have had any experience of the road in Pratapgarh in the days of which I am writing, need not be
told how unenviable was the position in which I found myself, having to drive a car in the wake of another,
traveling at a speed of some fifty miles an hour. For me it was like hurtling through a curtain of dust that settled
on me in thicker and thicker layers as I moved on. But my worry was that I might abruptly run into something or
somebody with disastrous results.
How I survived the ordeal, I am unable to explain. But the fact is that I arrived without a mishap at the border
of my district where I found Sir Malcolm waiting to say goodbye to me. Coated with a thick layer of dust from
head to foot, I am sure I must have presented a most ridiculous sight in my full dress uniform, my long Sycamore
dangling by my side.
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Be that as it may, what I remember to this day is the kindly smile that Sir Malcolm gave me before he sped
away on his onward journey, followed closely behind by Kazim Raza, my opposite number of Rae Bareli, who
had come to “tail car” him through his district in the same way as I had done through mine.
And this was for the last time I was privileged to set my eyes on good old Sir Malcolm.
6
Early in the morning of March 3, 1949, before the break of day, news came through from Raj Bhavan, that
Sarojini Naidu, the first Indian Governor of Uttar Pradesh after independence, had passed away.
Although she had been ailing of heart trouble for some time, no one had ever thought that the end was so near.
Therefore, the news came as a shock to all of us. Her entire household staff—men, women and children—were
the first to turn out, and as they sat grief-stricken and silent in the central lobby of the Government House, they
bore testimony to the genuine feeling of affection that had bound them to her.
It was at the time still obscure, if not dark, with only a faint suspicion of light in the eastern sky when
messages came pouring in, one after another in quick succession, about the impending arrival by air, of many an
important personage, who felt desirous of paying the last homage to the departed soul.
Prime Minister Nehru was among the first to come from outside Lucknow and so was Miss Padmaja Naidu
who accompanied him. Next came the Governor General, Mr. C. Rajagopalachari, followed by Sardar Patel,
Maulana Azad and Pt. Govind Ballabh Pant, all of whom had been attending a meeting of the All-India Congress
Committee at Allahabad. Another important person to arrive was Lady Mountbatten, who happened to be out in
India at the time on a brief visit.
Meanwhile, the Government House gates had been closed to prevent a rush of the general public who had
assembled outside its walls in large numbers. They were like a besieging army waiting for the barricades to give
in and, such was their luck that the moment the Prime Minister caught sight of them, he ordered the gates to be
thrown open to let them in. And no sooner was this done than almost the entire population of the town like a river
in spate, poured into the Government House grounds, in one tumultuous, seething mass of humanity, sweeping
away everything before it. Never before in its long history had its sacred precincts been so trampled upon by the
common people, now pushing one another in an attempt to press forward.
By way of a sequel to this sudden onslaught, first the lovely flower beds and next, the flower pots all around,
lay ruined or broken. But this was only the beginning of the trouble. The more intrepid of the invaders now led an
assault on the main building itself by climbing on its sides, so as to gain access into the high verandahs
surrounding it. For a short while, unmindful of the occasion that had brought them there, they got busy making a
systematic survey of the building and its appointments by peering into its rooms through their glass doors and
windows.
In face of this sudden development, the problem was how with the help of a mere handful of policemen
available, to plug the numerous approaches that gave easy access into the building.
Fortunately, we had the assistance at this juncture of Mridula Sarabhai, a veteran social worker who seemed to
appear from nowhere. A woman of slight build, she does not exactly look like the type suited for dealing with a
crowd. But hooking me by the arm she took me in and out of the dense mass of humanity with a dexterity that left
me gaping. She also managed to raise for us on the spot a band of volunteers to do our bidding.
But such was the press of the crowd that, try as we might, we found it almost impossible to keep it in check.
Time and again our arrangements in this behalf broke down which seemed greatly to annoy the Prime Minister
who sought repeatedly, if without much success, to take charge of the situation himself.
In the meantime, the body of Sarojini Naidu, decked in a glorious mass of flowers, lay in state on the verandah
facing the east. Even in her death she looked regal. By the side of the body sat her daughter, Padmaja Naidu, and
next to her sat Mrs. Siddanta and a few other ladies, singing devotional songs in a subdued tone. Among the
mourners who filed past in hushed silence, there was scarcely anyone who was not visibly moved.
In his anxiety to keep the crowd on the move, the Prime Minister was at one time seen standing up on a high
chair in front of the porch to the north of the building and directing it down the passage leading to the spot where
lay the body of Sarojini Naidu. But this only made matters worse, for instead of freely passing on, as it would
otherwise have done, the crowd had now a marked tendency to bunch up where he stood so as to have a good look
at him or to touch his feet, a thing that he disliked intensely.
At another time, close to the spot where the Prime Minister stood directing the crowd from his high pedestal,
Lady Mountbatten who had come up to assist him, was seen so tightly hemmed in that she ran the imminent risk
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of being suffocated. Seeing this, I promptly planted myself in front of her with my arms outstretched in an
endeavor to help her out. But she seemed to be perfectly happy where she was and in no mood to leave per post.
On the contrary, she preferred to stick to it to the last, like the brave woman that she was.
It was about midday by the time Police reinforcements had arrived and some order had been evolved with their
aid in the day’s proceedings.
The programme was that the body would be taken out at 4 o’clock in the afternoon in a procession headed by
the Governor General in his car and escorted by a combined party of the Army and the Police, in the shape of a
mobile cordon. According to plan, therefore, the cortege set out at the appointed time on its way to the cremation
ground, which had been specially marked off on the bank of the Gomti, opposite the Chuttar Manzil. Its route lay
along the Mall which had been cleared of all traffic. Facing the road on both sides and lining it from one end to
the other, stood the rank and file of the III Battalion PAC with their rifles on the reverse. Behind them stood the
local population in rows six to seven deep, while thousands of others were to be seen standing in the tall
buildings, packed to capacity on both sides of the road.
The body lay on a military vehicle, wrapped in the National Flag and covered by a heap of floral wreaths. By
its side sat like a statue, Padmaja Naidu, the chief mourner on this occasion and with her sat the Prime Minister,
the Deputy Prime Minister Sardar Patel and Pt. Govind Ballabh Pant. Others attending the funeral followed on
foot immediately behind. Among these, there were scores of V.I.P.s and numerous officials, apart from the general
public who in their thousands brought up the rear.
Thus the cortege when it came to Hazratganj was more than a mile long and, as it slowly moved on its way to
its destination, the air was filled with the strains of Mahatma Gandhi’s favorite song Raghupati Raghav Raja
Ram, Patit Pawan Sita Ram, sung in a full-throated voice by one and all, while from the buildings on both sides
of the road, there was a rain of flowers on the vehicle carrying the body.
At the cremation ground the body was reverently laid by the Governor’s personal staff, on a pyre made up of
sandal wood and, thereafter, more floral wreaths were placed on it on behalf of numerous institutions. A
contingent of the Police fired a number of volleys into the air as a mark of respect to the deceased before the pyre
was lit up.
The funeral oration was made by the Governor General, Sri C. Rajagopalachari. His was a moving speech,
feelingly made, which began with the words:
“What was mortal of Sarojini Naidu stands consigned to the flames. It is her spirit that still remains with us.”
Poor Pandit Govind Ballabh Pant felt so overwhelmed with grief that he broke down in the middle of his
speech and abruptly resumed his seat. He was followed by a few others who made speeches suited to the occasion
before the proceedings came to a close with the sounding of the Last Post and the assemblage dispersed with a
heavy heart.
Viewed in retrospect, the obsequies held in the honour of Sarojini Naidu were unique in that they were not
simply in the nature of a formality, but more like an act of worship evoked by the universal esteem in which she
had been held. Indeed, it could be truly said of her that while she had triumphed in her life, she had triumphed in
her death also.
With the passing away of this great lady, her memories kept crowding in. In the short time given to her to play
the role of presiding deity over the Government House at Lucknow, she had changed its entire character and
turned it into a centre of attraction for the high and the low alike. Moreover, by her magnetic personality
combined with a rare charm, she had carved out a special place for herself in the hearts of all around her.
Whenever in company she was the very embodiment of graciousness. Her At Home’s were a treat. On such
occasions she used to serve tea or coffee with her own hands to her guests, apart from keeping them entertained
by her inexhaustible fund of wit and humor. At one such party, I remember how, tea cup in hand, she walked up to
the spot where the Chief Secretary, Shri B.N. Jha, and I were chatting and after handing it to Mr. Jha said in a
voice of mock seriousness, accompanied by an appropriate gesture,
“Others I command. But the Chief Secretary, I must propitiate.”
She had indeed a remarkable gift of making people laugh on occasions when they were prone to sit stiff. I can
recall one such instance at Allahabad when a welcome address to her was being read out at a meeting of the
Women’s Association. It began with the appellation of Bahinji for her and the moment this word was pronounced,
she lustily interrupted the proceedings to say, Nani kaho-Nani (call me grannie) which made the assembly roar
with laughter and instantly put them at their ease.
She could even joke at her own expense, as will be seen from the ensuing episode.
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The occasion was a Special Convocation of the Lucknow University when in celebration of its Silver Jubilee, a
number of distinguished men of the country were to be awarded Honorary Doctorates by her as Chancellor. One
of the recipients happened to be a Governor of another State and as he stood in front of her, she remarked,
“Now what shall I say to you? You are a joker and I am a joker. So it is a case of one joker addressing another.”
In this way she had something original to say in her own way to everyone of the eighteen men selected for the
awards.
It is indeed many years since Sarojini Naidu passed away. But so deep is the impression she has left on the
sands of time, that even today her memory remains as fresh as ever.
7
With its towers and its turrets, its spires and its pinnacles, the little old world townshjp of Datia (now in
Rajasthan) cannot fail to attract the notice of all those who may have occasion. to pass through it by rail. This was
true, at least in my case, resulting in a strong desire being planted in my mind long ago to pay it a visit at the first
opportunity. Fortunately for me, I had this opportunity towards the end of February 1949, when I was to go by
road from Jhansi to Agra and my route lay through this place. Those were the days when Datia was still ruled by
an Indian Prince, although its integration with Rajasthan was in the offing.
Mine was intended to be a purely informal visit and so I had no plan to meet the Maharajah. Imagine my
surprise, therefore, when on the eve of my departure from Jhansi, I received an invitation from His Highness to
lunch with him. This was handed to me by one of his A.D.C.s who had come for the purpose, all the way from
Datia on a motor bike. Typed on a crackling handmade note paper, almost a quarter of an inch thick, with the
Maharajah’s personal crest at the top and placed inside a large-sized cover to match, the epistle seemed to
proclaim the very distinguished position held by its sender.
Like many a city of ancient India, Datia has a massive stone wall encircling it, with stupendous gateways at all
points of entry into it; gateways that are reminiscent of the Middle Ages when they had to be made sufficiently
strong to withstand an attack. Like all the others, the one by which I entered the city had its massive panels
studded with large-sized iron studs, designed to provide an effective foil against battering elephants of the olden
days.
On the other side of this gateway stood a batch of policemen, drawn up by the side of the road for my
inspection. Dressed in their indifferent raiments and carrying arms that were pre-historic they looked rather comic
to me. Nevertheless, I played my part as best I could and, having done so, proceeded in the direction of the
Maharajah’s garden house where he was residing at the time. The Maharajah, I was told, preferred to stay there in
solitary glory, separately from his two Maharanis, the senior one and the junior one, who flourished, each in
exclusive possession of a castle on a hill-top.
As my car sped on its way, it seemed to me as though I had been transplanted to quite another part of the
world. There were hills on both sides of the road, some big, some small, some far, some near. But the one thing
that was common to them all was that they were, almost without exception, crowned by some edifice or other—
whether in the shape of a fortress or of a temple—that looked like a diadem and heightened their beauty. In
between, lay open country, for the most part rocky and stretching as far as the eye could see. A tree here and a tree
there stood like a lonely sentinel, thus giving a pictorial effect to the entire landscape.
And as if to add to this effect, herds of cattle were to be seen dotted all over and browsing lazily on whatever
little vegetation grew there. Even the population looked different, the men in their large turbans of variegated
colors tied in the Rajasthani style and the women in their gay skirts with bits of glass stuck in them by way of
decoration. Above all, the whole place seemed to have a carefree air hard to find elsewhere in these days of hurry
and bustle.
My arrival at the Maharajah’s garden house was heralded by a bugle call. Then came the command, “Guard
Turn Out”, upon which His Highness’ personal guard turned out to “Present Arms” to me. This, I thought, was a
rare compliment paid to a visiting Policeman from across the border. But I could see that not only were the local
officials anxious to accord me a right royal welcome but that the entire population felt likewise. This was
evidenced by the men, women and children in their colorful dresses, lining the street leading to the Maharajah’s
garden house.
Having inspected the Guard, I went over to the spot where His Highness the Maharajah, along with a few of
his top sardars, stood to receive me. Attired in their formal garments, they looked very impressive indeed, if
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somewhat stiff. But the most impressive figure among them all was that of the Maharajah himself, who, in spite of
his old age and his infirmity, looked every inch a Prince.
*
Introductions over, the Maharajah conducted me to his parlour—a room of enormous proportions—and made
me sit by his side on a settee, facing the rest of the party. My notice was at once attracted by the numerous
paintings that adorned the walls all round, a majority of them depicting various scenes with H.H. as the central
figure. Among them there was one of a Dussehra procession that struck me as the most colorful of all, with the
Maharajah seated on a gaily caparisoned elephant at the head of the procession and looking resplendent in his
durbar dress.
My conversation with the Maharajah was a purely formal affair, neither of us having anything particular to
discuss. But from certain remarks addressed to his courtiers by him, I could discern that his somewhat
exaggerated notion of and high regard for me stemmed from the fact that I was a senior officer hailing from a
territory that he insisted on calling “British”, although its governance had long since passed over to the “natives”
of the country. This only went to show that the Maharajah still lived in the past, which was indeed pathetic.
Of the buildings I visited, one was the old Fort that looked magnificent from a distance, astride a hill top. It
was here that the senior Maharani lived in solitary glory with her retinue. Inside the Fort there was an Armory,
stacked with an impressive collection of weapons of attack and defense, mostly obsolete. Among them were to be
seen broadswords, cutlasses, scimitars, battle-axes, matchlocks, blunderbusses, muzzleloaders, as well as steel
helmets, shields, gauntlets, halberds, vizors, breast-plates, etc.
Another show place here was the durbar hall. On its walls there were heads of bison and other big game shot
by the Maharajah in his younger days, while hung on a stand, immediately behind the throne, there was a yellow
silk scroll nine to ten feet long, betokening award of the title of G.C.S.I. to him by Her Imperial Majesty, Queen
Victoria, of hallowed memory. I was very much impressed by all the things I saw in this hall. But one and all—the
silk scroll with its letters of gold, the empty throne with a canopy over it, the massive cut glass chandelier hanging
from the ceiling, the trophies on the walls, even the costly furniture, covered as they were with a thin layer of dust
—seemed to proclaim the glory that was now gone!
By the time I returned to the Maharajah’s garden house after my sight-seeing it was time for lunch. This was
served in the Indian style, the vessels used being of shining silver. Lunch over, we adjourned to the parlour, where
the Maharajah ceremoniously offered me paan. I accepted it with a bow and then, as I was preparing to take
leave, a man came and said something to him in a whisper. What the man meant to convey was that all was now
set for a group photograph being taken. This, again, appeared to form part of a ritual that had to be gone through
every time the Maharajah had a guest.
As was customary on an occasion like this, the Maharajah sat in the centre of the group, while I sat on his
right. In front of us, there was a lotus pond looking its best. Thereafter, when everybody else had been seated
properly, each according to his status, click went the shutter of the camera and this brought the proceedings to a
close.
*
From Datia, I drove to Dholpur, another Princely State, where I had arranged to make a brief halt on my way to
Agra. My meeting with the Maharajah was fixed for the next morning at 11. So I spent the night in the State Guest
House. The Maharajah, incidentally, did not live in the old palace in the city, but in another one, built some ten
miles away in the heart of a forest. This, I was told, was because he was fond of watching wild game in their
natural habitat.
Early next morning, I decided to go for a drive through the State forest, having nothing better to do till 11. This
was most enjoyable, with lovely trees of different hues lining the road on both sides of me and a gentle breeze that
carried with it all the aroma of the forest blowing in my face. Indeed, there are few delights to equal a jaunt
through a forest in spring time when it is at its best.
Interested as the Maharajah was in jungle lore, he had, every few miles inside the jungle, a rest house that
served as a grandstand to watch wild game from. Each of them had outside its fencing a water hole and a salt lick
by way of a standing invitation to the fauna of the forest to come and have a drink or a lick.
Deep in the forest is a magnificent edifice, known as Khas Talab, built of red sandstone and dating from the
time of Emperor Jehangir. This was where the Emperor went for rest whenever he felt inclined to do so. Being
situated within close range of Agra it suited him admirably. On my way to this place, I passed a Buick car, driven
by the Maharajah himself who, I was told, made it a practice every morning to drive singly to some select spot in
the jungle, to say his prayers in seclusion. This done, he would sound the hooter of his car which acted as a signal
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for the wild game all around, tigers and leopards excepted, to come trotting, to feed off the palm of his hand.
What a lovely thing to contemplate. A staunch believer jn non-violence, the Maharajah had prohibited shooting jn
his jungles arid this was why they felt encouraged to come to him unhesitatingly.
The Khas Talab looked like a dream come true. Flanked by forests on all sides and overlooking an artificial
tank of enormous proportions, it was, on the face of it, the product of a master mind. Its very size, its architectural
style, its proportions and its workmanship spoke of an opulence for which the Mogul Emperors were famous the
world over. With only a solitary caretaker to look after this palatial building situated in a wilderness, it looked
haunted, though it brought to one’s mind a vivid picture of the days when it had been in the height of its glory,
when its halls and its passages had echoed to the strains of music, the peals of laughter and the sound of human
footsteps.
Coming to our own times, it was in one of the rooms of this building that H.R.H. Prince Edward had stayed
during the course of a shikar trip in 1922, while out on a visit to India. The room is still there, kept intact for
anyone to see.
In another room are to be seen markings from gun shot fired at close range. The story goes that once upon a
time a tigress had taken shelter under a staircase in this room to drop her cubs there. The caretaker had
unwittingly come upon her, whereupon she had given vent to her feelings by a loud growl. He had them fetch his
gun to fire at her. But instead of hitting the tigress, he had hit the wall. Fortunately for him, this had made the
tigress take to her heels.
My appointment with the Maharajah being fixed for 11 in the morning, I hurried to his Palace-in-the-forest to
meet him on time. In its sylvan surroundings, with a high iron palisade encircling it, by way of a protection
against the intrusion of wild animals, it struck me as unique in its conception. Imagine waking up in the morning
to the chirping of birds and going to sleep at night to the sound of other denizens of the forest calling to one
another. This is what the Maharajah loved to do and one may be sure he was able to indulge his fancy to the full.
On my arrival, the Maharajah’s Private Secretary ushered me into the room where the Maharajah was seated.
At the entrance to this room, a dwarf, barely three feet in height, stood guarding it. In his turn-out of green picked
out with yellow, he looked like a clown. I could not make out what he was there for, unless it was His Highness’
idea to excite the mirth of his visitors.
The room in which I found myself was a spacious one with a marble floor and very well appointed. In front of
the Maharajah lay an occasional table on which there was a chess board with pieces made of solid gold. Dressed
simply in a dhoti and kufra, he had a quiet dignity about him that distinguished him from most others of his
fraternity. I had been told that the Maharajah was an erudite scholar of Sanskrit, one who had made a special study
of the Gita and I could see that he was not only a master of Sanskrit but also of English, which he spoke
beautifully.
Our conversation turned on Freddie Young of the Indian Police whom the Maharajah knew very well and
treated as his friend. From Freddie he passed on to Bramley, another officer of the Indian Police who used to be
Superintendent of Police, Varanasi, at one time. The Maharajah related how Bramley had been specially selected
to act as an equerry to King George when the latter visited India in 1911. It was, in fact, interesting to listen to the
Maharajah’s account of what had passed at Varanasi when the King had gone there.
According to the Maharajah, Bramley told the King to come with him quietly at night, if he wished to see real
India. So, one evening King George went out on the quiet with Bramley who took him through the alleys of
Varanasi to where Swami Bhaskaranand, a renowned yogi of the time, was to be found. The yogi, a wizenedlooking old man who sat there without a shred of cloth on his person, on seeing the two, said to Bramley, whom
he knew very well,
“Beta, yeh tu kisko laya hai?” (Son, whom have you brought with you?) Bramley said in reply,
“Baba, yah Shahanshah Badshah hain.” (Father, this is the King Emperor.)
Upon this the yogi recited a sloka (verse) in Sanskrit in praise of God Almighty and laid himself flat at the feet
of King George, whereby he meant to convey that he saw the Supreme Being in the person before him.
King George, it is believed, was much impressed by the piety of this yogi and went away quietly after a while.
The Maharajah also related a conversation between Lord Curzon and Swami Premanand and how the latter
was able to convince Lord Curzon of the futility of things material.
I had an hour’s very interesting talk with the Maharajah and before I left he extended an invitation to me to
come again and stay with him when, he said, he would show me round his jungles and give me an ocular
demonstration of how some of the wild game living therein, such as Sambhar and Cheetal, were accustomed to
respond to his call and feed off the palm of his hand.
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I regret very much that I was not able to avail myself of the invitation extended by the Maharajah, in spite of a
keen desire to do so. And now that he is no more and his State has merged in Rajasthan, I have lost my chance
forever.
Like the Maharajah of Dholpur, the Maharajah of Datia also has passed away. Each, in his own way,
represented a type and the pity of it is that one is not likely to come across the like of them any more.
241.83 Excerpt from Mee Kasa Zalo\fn{by Pralhad Kesav Atre (1898-1969)} Saswad, Pune District, Maharashtra State,
India (M) 2
… In spite of years of contact with British rule and English education, the Poona of those days remained, by
and large, untouched by modernity, though the first world war was only a couple of years away then. It could
indubitably be said that Poona still remained more or less the same as it was towards the twilight of Peshwa rule.
Of course, it could now boast of a municipality, which had its office in the circular portion of Ray Market; but
the municipality could hardly be said to have had any effect on the life of the city or the people. There was not
even one broad street in the entire city then, which comprised nothing except lanes, alleys and by-roads. You had
a Salukar Lane here and a Muzumdar Lane there; a Gondhani Lane here and a Kakirde Lane there; a Tapkir byroad here and a Kasar by-road there; a Colkhan-alley here and a Dane-alley there. Some lanes were indeed so
labyrinthine that they could only be compared to the cakravyuha in which the mythical Abhimanyu had the
misfortune to get caught.
You often entered a lane through a certain city ward and suddenly found yourself descending, like the Ganga
of Rajapur, into another ward altogether, having passed through a different lane. This left one wondering about the
marvels of the lay-out of Poona city. But these lanes and alleys were indubitably of signal use when you wanted to
dodge an unwelcome acquaintance and a cunning creditor.
Apart from this, it was rumoured that these lanes and alleys were closely connected with the personal lives and
sexual morals of the Poona people, but let that pass; one need not look too closely into those goings-on.
Many of those old, distinctive lanes have now vanished. Of some only perhaps the name remains, the
appearance having undergone a sea-change. No vehicles plied on Poona streets then, except tongas on hire and
the four-wheeled carriages of the landed gentry. There were a few bicycles, but no cars at all.
*
Most of the students used to walk to their schools and colleges. The population then being quite sparse, the city
streets were crowded only on festival occasions and when people went out shopping. But they remained
unspeakably bad, their most unforgettable traits being the huge layers of dust which covered them in summer and
the knee-deep mud in which they abounded in the monsoon.
Since there was no electricity then, kerosene lights were put up at intervals on the roadside. Half of these used
to be normally out of commission, some owing to the absence of oil, others for want of wicks and still others
because of broken glass-shades. The city looked so ghastly and dismal at night in the inadequate and meager light
of these kerosene lamps then that the memory of that experience still makes me shiver today. This nocturnal semidarkness on the streets was a boon to local womanizers but a great curse to respectable family men, who were
really afraid of going about after midnight.
Gas-lights were a new invention then but there were only a couple of them put up by the municipality at public
places. I recall only one of these—the one in the market opposite the Batatya Maruti near the Shaniwarwada.
When it used to be lit in the evening, at least a couple of hundred people used to gather around it to watch the
operation. Evidently, Poona then had a lot of people who had nothing to do except while away their time like this.
*
Since there was no drainage, human waste products had to be carried away in tin pans borne on their heads by
scavengers. This system determined the domestic architecture, for the latrine had to be located in the front portion
of the house, so that the scavenger could easily remove the tin pan without entering the house and from the street
itself. But though this arrangement was very convenient for the scavenger, it was a great nuisance to the occupants
of the house. You could not enter an average Poona house then without holding your nose. It was actually
embarrassing to invite a respectable visitor from another city into one’s house, because when such a visitor
arrived, he entered the house cursing this arrangement and left repeating the performance. Some houses had
latrines standing on either side of the entrance like Jai Vijays and the greeting they offered to the visitor was so
open-hearted that it was quite impossible to ignore them.
The morning scene of Poona then had some customary features. When you left your house at about seven, you
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were greeted by swirls of dust which assailed your nostrils, since the street-cleaners had already commenced their
operations. Their technique comprised only maneuvering the dust from this lane into that, and the refuse from this
alley into that. By the time one could, with considerable difficulty, emerge from this gale of dust, one was sure to
collide with a scavenger or two. These functionaries—of both sexes—used to saunter through the streets of the
city, brooms in hand, big tin pans on their heads, right up to nine or ten o’clock in. the morning.
A third functionary to be prominently noticed making his rounds in the Poona streets was the barber. Since
hair-cutting saloons had not yet been set up, barbers used to go round in search of customers. Some wards had an
open space reserved for barbers known as a khunt. At every khunt, you invariably saw a barber or two busy
removing the hair from his own shins or plucking the hair from his own nostrils with pliers. As soon as a barber
saw a customer approaching, scratching the stubble on his face, he lifted his case and followed him.
*
Poona was famous for two things then—the Poona pugri and the Poona shoe; the one adorned the head and the
other served the feet, and both were fiery red in color. It was quite a sight to observe a pleasure-loving Poonaite
saunter along from Budhwar Square towards Belbag, with a grand pugri on his head, elegant shoes on his feet and
a mogra wreath in his hand to toy with. Most middle-aged Poona Brahmins used to wear a pugri then. A
distinctive feature of the Poona shoe was that it looked fine and fit to wear even in the drawing room, as long as it
was new; but once it was worn out, it was relegated to the door of the latrine. Some people did patch up their old
shoes, buttress them with strong stitches and continue to wear them thus, but it presented a ridiculous sight.
Wearing the Poona shoe in the monsoon, however, landed the Poonaite into a comic mess. As he walked along,
the mud sticking to the soles of his shoes kept being thrown up to land on the back of his jacket and very soon two
broad, vertical, black lines, comparable to the sacred paste-marks worn on the forehead, started forming there.
With the advent of chappals, however, the Poona shoe started slowly vanishing.
The concept of sartorial fashion was unknown to Poona then. No attention was ever paid to fashion in clothes
in Poona, and it was very rare to find a person neatly or nattily dressed. Most people sported a huge stubble on
their chins and more than half the citizens went barefoot. Spotless white dhotis and clean shirts were rarely to be
seen and it was as if it were an unwritten law that white clothing must take on a dull brownish tinge.
Clothes were no index to a man’s personal hygiene. If someone sported a white or red sacred paste-mark on his
forehead, that was ample’ proof of his having had a bath on that day. Wearing such marks on the forehead was
common and it was quite the in-thing among students. With Hungarian caps on their heads and bags of books
slung on their shoulders, postman-fashion, they walked with the folds of their dhotis tightly wound up.
The costumes of women and girls were most unattractive. As it was, they seldom appeared on the streets. Saris
of different colors were yet unknown and women went out dressed only in home-washed, dull-colored, cotton
fabrics. Housewives dressed in orthodox style and even women of easy virtue set out soberly for temple-worship
at Belbag or Tulsibag, dressed in a nine-yard sari, with the head covered, anklets on the feet and a silver cup in
hand. Men dressed cap-à-pie in western style were nowhere to be seen. Some educated people either wore only
socks and shoes or stiff collars on their shirts, and the height of fashion was for a man to walk proudly with a
neck-tie on, though his nether limbs were clad in a dhoti. It did a man proud to ride a bicycle with a jute cloth cap
adorning his head. The first sartorial revolution in Poona was ushered in by the black velvet Gandharwa cap
which soon became the rage and summarily ousted all other types of headgear.
*
Life in Poona thirty-five years ago was dismal and monotonous. Totally lacking in variety, it had little flow and
had got into a groove. The dust of traditional ways enveloped everything. The city sat, dozing on the banks of the
Mulamutha river, like an aged, orthodox Brahmin, with the shabby skull-cap of its past glories on its head and the
faded shawl of sad memories around its bowed shoulders.
But the spirit of the place was not supine; it had already awakened and the blood of fresh aspirations was
coursing in its veins: its pulse was beating to a new living rhythm. But only those citizens who could look into the
heart of the place with observant eyes and keen anticipation were able to sense the extraordinary vitality which
pulsated in its inmost core. As in the waters of Katraj, there were several manifestations-great and small, covert
and overt-of inspiration in Poona and to observe them and to listen to the stirrings at their core was the coveted
destiny of the citizens of Poona then.
Mr. Tilak was then absent from the Gaikwadwada, but to walk past that shrine was itself liberal education,
more valuable than even the kind one acquired for four years at Fergusson College which he founded. If you
sauntered to and fro in front of Konkar House in the Kasaba ward, you were able to take a glance at Mr. Sivaram
Mahadev Paranjape who lived there. If you lingered on Fergusson College Road, you were likely to be blessed by
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a passing glimpse of Mr. Gopal Krishna Gokhale, taking his evening drive in his carriage. There were always
huge crowds in a certain house behind Nanawada in Shaniwar ward; a visit to it ensured that you could set your
eyes on Maharshi Annasaheb Patwardhan, at the mere sight of whom patients got instantly cured of all their
ailments.
For the younger generation in Poona these were the living founts of inspiration and instruction, superior to
schools and colleges. Poonaites did not have to go out of town to gain knowledge then; every year, during the
Ganapati festival and the Summer Lecture Series, all the knowledge and scholarship in Maharashtra and India
arrived there to be at their service. By the mere fact that he lived in Poona, a citizen of that city could gain the
kind of valuable knowledge and education which are unavailable in schools and colleges; and this, in fact, is the
real greatness of Poona, its strength and its very distinction.
It was this city that took me on its lap, fondled me affectionately, nurtured me and shaped my character. Hence
it is that I have been able to achieve a few things in my life, including doing not too badly as a public speaker and
a writer. Suppose I had never left my town three decades ago and never set eyes on Poona; in that eventuality, at
the present moment the world would have seen me as the village clerk of Saswad. It is daunting to imagine what
shape my career would then have taken—but perish the thought! …
78.175 & 78.178 1. The Woman And The Serpent 2. The Hall Of Entertainment: Two Short Stories\fn{by
“at his ancestral home”, Labhpur Village, Birbhum District, West
Bengal State, India (M) 12

Tarasankar Bandyopadhyay (or Banerjee) (1898-1971)}

1
Khonra Sheikh, the lame, was taking bricks out of a kiln. No one knew what his real name was and he himself
had perhaps forgotten it. He had broken his left leg in his childhood and had been called Khonra, the lame, ever
since. His lameness was not his only affliction. His nose had been eaten away by a disease he contracted during an
intemperate youth. In its place now there was a repulsive hole. And small-pox had scarred him further, adding to
his ugliness, making him hideous.
Intent on his work, Khonra removed the bricks swiftly, stripping the pile.
An ox cart approached. Adai, alias Wahed Sheikh, was driving it. Twisting the tails of the oxen he struck up a
song, an indecent song. Suddenly he missed the beat of the measure. The oxen stopped abruptly, alarmed. The jolt
interrupted the singing. “Obstinate beasts,” he shouted, “If I don’t—.” He lifted his goad wrathfully. The lowing
of the oxen went on unbroken. Adai did not give them the beating he threatened. Instead he yelled, “Khonra!
Snake!”
A young snake had raised its hood and was sanding in the road in front of the cart. Adai jumped down and
picked up a bit of broken brick. “Don’t hit it! Don’t hit it!” the lame man cried as he limped quickly up from the
other direction, “I’m coming! I’m coming!”
The bit of brick did not leave Adai’s hand. “It’s a beauty,” he exclaimed. “My word, how red its face is! Like
vermilion. And look at the markings on its hood! It’s going. Come quick!”
The snake was gliding swiftly away. Moving away from Adai it advanced towards the lame man. It had not yet
seen him.
“Throw me your goad,” Khonra called to Adai. “There. Thee now, it has gone into the kiln. It’s an Udai Nag.
They are seldom seen. If only I can catch it, it will bring me money.”
The lame man was a snake charmer. He could charm snakes and make them play as well. Carefully covered
earthen pots hung from the rafters in the corners of his room. He kept his sakes in them. When they grew old he
would turn them loose in a lonely spot. Some died. Khonra did not work as a day laborer when he had snakes. He
took his pipe and drum and hamper and went about showing them. His earnings wee not inconsiderable. But he
smoked ore opium and hashish and sometimes drank too. So when the snakes were gone he went once more to
work with the ring of twisted straw which protected his head from burdens and a basket. “Do you need hired
help?” he asked, thrusting his horrible face in at the doors of householders.
He smiled ingratiatingly and the smile added to the repulsiveness of his appearance. But when he was given
work he set to with a will. He never shirked. On days when he found none he shouldered his basket and begged.
He bought opium and hashish with whatever he got and drank country wine with what was left over. Then he
would go home and throw himself at the feet of Jabeda and weep, crying, “There is no end to he trouble I have
caused you. I’ve starved you to death.”
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Jabeda would smile and lay her hand caressingly on her husband’s head. “There, there,” she murmured, “stop
your foolishness. Let me go. I must find some rice.”
At that Khonra would weep more profusely than ever. He would throw his arms around her neck and sob, “I’ve
never been able to buy you a pair of new saris! You’ve passed your life in rags.”
The next day, very early, the lame man went to the brick kiln. He had a short stick I his hand and a basket
under his arm. The sky had begun to glow on the eastern horizon in front of him. Birds began to twitter in the
hearts of the trees. A gong, to the accompaniment of conch shells, announced the beginning of the day in a nearby
Hindu temple. The lame man took his seat on a high mound and looked keenly about him.
The glow in the East deepened, spreading out along the horizon. The red of the bricks in the kiln turned vivid
in the rosy light. The lame man’s dirty clothes looked pink. He stood up.
There. Wasn’t it there?
In the heart of the plain, a short distance away, the snake was dancing. It swayed and dipped its beautiful hood,
dark red in the light of the dawn, facing the East. The intricate black markings on hits head were sharply outlined.
They were as elegant as the markings on the wings of a butterfly. The lame man was pleased. “Ah!” he exclaimed
to himself softly.
He began to make his way slowly forward. The young snake was so absorbed in the dance with which it was
welcoming the advent of the sun that it was unaware of the approaching footsteps. It did not hear him until he was
very close. Then, startled, it turned its head toward him. It hissed and struck instantly but its hood was not to rise
again. Khonra held it deftly down with the stick in his left hand. With his right hand he took it by the tail and
shook it affectionately several times, murmuring, “Oh you! Serpent woman!”
*
One day six months later Khonra came home from the hashish shop and said to Jabeda, “Look! See what I
have brought.”
“What?” Jabeda was sweeping the courtyard.
Untying the knot in the end of his dhoti Khonra took out a small shining object. He put it in the palm of his
hand and held it up for Jabeda’s inspection. It was a tiny nose jewel.
“What can I do with it?” asked Jabeda. “It is so small!”
The lame man smiled. “It is for Bibi,” he said.
Jabeda was amazed. Khonra laughed and went into the house the snake was twined around his neck when he
came out. It had grown in these six months but it was no longer spirited. Docilely it raised its head and glided
peaceably about its captor’s shoulders. “Be careful,” protested Jabeda, “snakes are not to be trusted, no matter
how quiet they may seem.”
“Their poison fangs are not to be trusted,” he laughed, “but they too know how to love, Jabeda. She has no
poison fangs now but she could strake at me if she wished. Why doesn’t she? Just see what a good girl she is!
How gentle!” He caught hold of the snake’s head, pressed its mouth shut and planted a kiss on it.
Jabeda was more annoyed than surprised. The sight was not new to her. “Ah!” she pouted, “doesn’t anything
disgust you? How many times have I told you not to do that!” The lame man paid no attention to her. “Look,” he
cried, “See how she is twisting herself around my arm. When a couple of snakes play together they do that. Have
you ever seen them? Ah! It is a fine sight!”
“Amuse yourself!” said Jabeda. “I’ll have nothing to do with it! but mind you, she it is who will put an end to
all your sport.”
The lame man had taken a needle and was preparing to pierce the snake’s nose. With his toes he held down the
tail and took her head in his left hand. Taking the needle in his right he ran it skillfully through the serpent’s
nostril, inserted the jewel and let her go In pain and anger the snake struck again and again. Holding the lid of the
basket in front of him like a shield Khonra murmured, “Don’t be angry, Bibi, don’t be angry. Go and look at
yourself in the mirror! See how beautiful you are! Jabeda, hand me the looking-glass, will you? Let her see for
herself.”
“I won’t.” Jabeda answered.
“Come on. Bring it. I beg you. Let’s see what she does when she sees her reflection.”
Jabeda could not refuse again. She went into the house. Her husband called after her. ‘Bring some red powder
too, will you? Please.”
“Why?” demanded Jabeda. “What will you do with it?”
“I won’t tell you beforehand.”
Jabeda brought him the looking glass and the red powder and set them down at a little distance. Once more the
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lame man caught the snake and held it while he drew a red line on its head, using the end of the stick dipped in the
powder. Then he burst out laughing. “Jabeda,” he shouted, “she’s your co-wife. I’ve married her.”
“Just look, Bibi,” he said to the serpent later. “You are so pretty!” He let her go and held the glass up to her
face. Then he began to sing in a shrill nasal voice and thumped his drum:
I did not know it would be so. I did not know
Krishna would leave Gokul and go to Mathura.
I did not know …

Several months passed. It was now the middle of the rainy season. There was a stormy spell of rain and wind.
The lame man was kept away from home by the inclement weather. Jabeda became aware of a strange smell. It
was faint but strong and sweet. She had never smelt it before. She looked everywhere but its source remained
hidden. Khonra came home one or two days later. He cursed the god of the rain indecently and called, “Give me
something to eat, Jabeda, I’m hungry!”
Jabeda hurriedly served him a plate of rice in the room. He washed the mud off his feet and came in. “What’s
the smell, Jabeda?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” she answered. “For the last few days the house has been full of it.”
The lame man said nothing. Now and then he drew a deep breath, wondering what the fragrance could be,
walking about the room. At last he stopped beneath the pot in which the snake was kept. Inside it the snake hissed
at the approach of his steps.
“Huh,” he said.
“What is it? Tell me.” Jabeda was curious.
“It is the snake,” he answered. “It is the mating season. The smell attracts her mate.”
Jabeda was surprised. “You know best. Who knows? Know sit down and eat.”
“I must set her free,” he said as he ate, “somewhere in the fields. Snakes must not be kept confined at this
time.” And he sighed.
Jabeda sighed with relief. “That’s much the best,” she said. “I cannot bear the sight of that snake! So many
snakes die! Why doesn’t this one?”
The lame man finished his meal and took Bibi out of the basket. He spoke to her tenderly a long time, holding
her lips tightly shut. “Be careful,” warned Jabeda. “Her fangs must have grown again. They have not been
removed for a long time. Why should you fondle her any more? Let her go.”
“Just see how she clings to me,” Khonra said. He spent the afternoon gloomily after setting the snake free in a
nearby jungle.
“Why are you moping so?” Jabeda asked. “Have a smoke!”
“I miss Bibi,” he said sadly.
“Oh, stop it!” Jabeda laughed, “The things you say make me—”
“No, Jabeda,” he said, “I really feel very badly about it.”
Jabeda sat down beside her husband and put her arm around his neck. “Why? Don’t you like me?”
Khonra kissed her. “You mean more to me than my life itself,” he said. “You it is for whom I live.”
“Look! Look!” Jabeda cried. “The snake has come back. There. In the drain.”
The snake, her hood raised, was gliding up and down the drain.
Khonra tried to get up. “Let me catch her. Wait,” he said.
Jabeda clung to him with all her might. “No,” she cried, shouting harshly at the serpent. “Be off! Go!” With
her left hand she picked up a cake of cow dung and threw it at the snake. It hit her. The snake struck furiously at
the ground again and again before moving slowly away.
Late that night, probably about midnight, Jabeda cried out, “Get up! Get up! I’ve been bitten!”
The lame man got up quickly and lit a lantern. A single drop of blood on Jabeda’s toe showed the place of the
bite. It trembled like a drop of water.
“Look over there. It is your Bibi. Your Bibi has bitten me. Look. Over there.”
The snake was slowly twisting itself around an earthen pot. The lame man caught hold of her and cried, “If
Jabeda dies, you’ll die too.”
Jabeda died. The symptoms of death appeared about dawn. Her hair came out in handfuls when he pulled at it.
The ojhas\fn{A note reads: exorcist, snake-doctor.} and other snake charmers took their leave. Khonra sat near Jabeda’s
head, a most sad expression on his horrible face.
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“You also might have died,” said one of the ojahs. “You had a very narrow escape. These snakes are very
revengeful. It is not unlikely that she came to bite you.”
“No,” protested Khonra and the tears filled his eyes.
*
He became a fakir.\fn{A Muslim holy man.} His house is now a heap of ruins. The path which used to pass it is no
longer used. No one ever goes that way. People say that there are snakes, deadly snakes, Udai Nags. Every day
there are to be seen, dancing as the sun rises, swaying hoods with intricate black markings.
The lame man did not kill Bibi.
“You are not to blame,” he said, as he let her go. “It is the way of women. Jabeda could not bear the sight of
you either.”
2
As usual Biswambhar Roiy woke up at three o’clock in the morning and began to pace to and fro on the roof
terrace. His old bearer, Ananta, brought a small carpet and a bolster and spread it out on the terrace for him to sit
on and then went down to get his water pipe. Biswambhar Roy glanced toward the carpet once but did not sit
down. He went on pacing to and fro with bent head, as he was doing before. Not very far away, below the Kali
temple belonging to the Roys, the clear white waters of the Ganges flowed past in a narrow stream.
At the southeastern corner of the sky, the morning star burned like a white flame. The electric light on the top
of the palace of the new-rich Gangulys blazed, it seemed, in competition with the star’s light. The gong on the
roof of the Ganguly house struck the hour three. For two hundred years, up to this time, this gong had sounded in
the Roy house; now it no longer sounded there. Now Biswambhar woke up in the morning through sheer habit
and the sound of pigeons cooing, which began every day with the rise of the morning star.
A sweet fragrance was borne on the soft spring air. Spring no longer heralded its approach with either pomp or
splendor in the Roy mansion; and the Roys no longer had any offering to give at the feet of Spring. The flower
garden was dead and bare because there were no gardeners to tend it. A few big flowering trees alone remained—
muchkunda, bokul, nagaeshwar, champa. These trees were bereft of twigs and branches like the Roy family itself;
they were ancient, ruined, and moth-eaten like this broken-down, huge old palace.
From the stables a horse neighed.
Ananta came and put a lighted bowel on top of the water pipe and called, “Huzoor.”
Biswambhar came out of his daze and said, “Yes.”
Slowly he came and sat down on the carpet, and Ananta held up the long step of the water pipe to his hand.
Down below, the horse neighed again.
Biswambhar took two or three slow pulls at his pipe and said, “The muchkunda flowers are blossoming now.
Put some of them in my sherbet from now on.”
Ananta scratched his head and said, “The petals are not ripe yet.”
In the stables the horse was neighing impatiently again and again. With a sigh Roy said in a slightly disgusted
manner, “Has that fellow Nitay begun to oversleep in his old age? Go and call him. Toofan is restless. Don’t you
hear him neighing?”
Toofan—Cyclone—was the only horse which remained in the nine big stables of the Roys. Twenty-five years
ago, old Toofan had been the riding horse of the brave young gallant Biswambhar Roy; and every morning the
fiery Toofan would be out at dawn with Biswambhar Roy on his back; but two years ago, when the moneylenders
—the Gangulys—had gone from village to village heralding their ownership by beat of drums, from that day
Toofan’s back became rider-less.
His manager, Taraprasanna, said one day to Biswambhar Roy, “It has been such a long habit of yours; if you
give up riding now, your health might—” But seeing the look in Biswambhar’s eyes, Taraprasanna could not
finish what he had to say. Roy had answered him in only two words: “Shame, Taraprasanna!”
Ananta was going downstairs. Biswambhjar called him back. He said, “Nitay was telling me yesterday that
Toofan was not getting his full feed.”
Ananta replied, “Our crop of gram\fn{ Horse gram; in India and elsewhere, one of a number of leguminous plants grown
especially for their seeds.} isn’t good this year. So the manager said—”
“Yes!” Then, pulling at his pipe, Biswambhar asked again, “Has Toofan grown very thin?”
Ananta murmured, “No! Not much.”
“Yes!” Then, after a pause, Biswambhar continued, “Give him his full feed. Understand? Tell the manager I’ve
said so. Go now and call Nitay.”
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Ananta went away. Reclining against the bolster, Biswambhar stared up into the sky. The long tube of his water
pipe lay neglected beside him. One by one the stars went out in the sky. Absent-mindedly Biswambhar began
stroking his fair chest. One, two—the first day he had ridden Toofan, he had hurt this rib. How Toofan had looked
that day; how sprightly and restless he was! He could be quieted only when he heard the sound of music. When
music played, Toofan never missed a step. Curving his neck, how he would dance!
Biswambhar got up. Like the sun which put out the light of the stars, the memories of his past were always
dimmed by the rays of his family pride. Today that blazing sun of family pride was suddenly completely eclipsed
by the shadow of a strange tenderness. The brightest star of his memory—Toofan—flamed up in the sky of
Biswambhar’s heart. For two years he had not gone downstairs. Now, yearning to see Toofan, he came down to
the first floor. The long veranda around the huge courtyard of his house resounded with the tapping of Roy’s
wooden sandals. From the shutters on the top of row upon row of round pillars, startled bats flew out. From inside
the dark, locked-up rooms, the whir of bats’ wings could also be heard. Next to the staircase was the linen room,
which stored all the carpets, durries,\fn{ Thick cotton cloths.} and white sheets big enough to cover the entire floor of
a room. Then, from the room next to it, a whir of bats’ wings mingled with a tinkling sound. This was the lamp
room; pieces of crystal hanging on the big chandeliers were probably tinkling.
Roy turned around the corner; these were the quarters where the big tenant-lessees in different districts were
lodged when they came. Some of the richest lessees of these parts were under the jurisdiction of the Roy estate.
There were not a few such lessees who paid from five hundred to five thousand rupees as yearly rent.
At the eastern end of the veranda there was a staircase. Roy came down the stairs to the ground floor. The long
row of office rooms overflowed with stack upon stack of papers and records of the Roy family.
These records contained the history of the seven Roys. Biswambhar Roy was the seventh in the line of the Roy
zamindars. In the darkness he smiled, recalling that the first of the Roys used to say, “To bind the Goddess of
Wealth—Lakshmi—one must seek the kindness of the Goddess of Learning—Sarasvati. Chains forged with ink
on paper—they are very strong chains indeed. Keep your chain of accounts intact; fleet-footed Lakshmi will never
be able to flee.” He had been a settlement officer in the durbar of the nawabs. Paper, pen, ink—everything was
there, but the Goddess Lakshmi had nevertheless deserted them.
Beyond the office rooms on the right were the cow houses, and on the left, the stables; farther beyond were the
temples.
Roy called out, “Nitay.”
“Huzoor,” came the respectful answer, which was drowned by Toofan’s loud neighing. From the other side
came the sound of an elephant’s trumpet.
Roy went forward and stood before Toofan. Impatiently stamping his feet, old Toofan became as playful as a
child. Stroking his face, Roy said, “Beta”—“My son!” Toofan rubbed his head on his master’s hand. The elephant,
too, had become impatient; after trumpeting again and again, she now tired to tear here chains. The mahout,
Rahmat, hearing his master’s voice, had come and stood near his elephant. Softly he complained, “Master, the
Young Mistress will tear her chains.”
The elephant was called the Young Mistress. She had been a part of the wedding dowry of Biswambhar’s
mother. She was called Moti to begin with, but after her master, Dhaneshwar Roy, had come back from a shikar,
he suddenly had gone crazy over Moti, because she had caught a leopard with her trunk and then crushed it with
her feet. Seeing the care lavished on Moti by her husband, Biswambhar’s mother had named the elephant Sathin
—Co-wife. Her husband had retorted, “That’s good, Mistress Roy; her name, too, will be Mistress Roy from now
on.” And Biswambhar’s mother had replied, “No, not just Mistress Roy; she’ll be called the Young Mistress. She’s
your second wife.”
In response to Rahmat’s request, Biswambhar left Toofan and went to the Young Mistress. At his back Toofan’s
angry neighing could be heard. Roy said to the elephant, “How now, young mother!” The elephant twisted her
trunk and held it in front of Roy. This was a request to him to get up on her back. Roy always used to climb up on
the elephant’s back by scaling her trunk. Roy stroked her trunk and said, “Not now, mother …” The Young
Mistress understood him; she put her trunk on Roy’s shoulder and waited quietly, like a good little girl. Roy called
out, “Nitay, take Toofan out for a walk.”
Diffidently Nitay replied, “Toofan won’t go today after seeing you, huzoor, unless you ride him.”
Roy gave no reply to this, and stroking the Young Mistress’ trunk, he murmured, “My mother is a good girl.”
Suddenly the silence of the dawn was broken by the sound of a band playing. Roy moved from the elephant’s
trunk and asked, “Where’s this band playing?”
Nitay answered in a low voice, “It’s the master’s sons’ rice-giving ceremony in the Ganguly house.”
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Roy gave his habitual reply: “Yes.”
Within, Toofan had started dancing in step with the tune of the music, and the chains on the Young Mistress’
feet were ringing like the tinkle of a dancing girl’s anklet bells—jhum-jhum-jhum.
Roy walked back through the front door into the dark mansion. He remembered, once upon a time, when pipes
were played every morning at dawn in the Roy mansion. Then these two would dance to its music like this,
Toofan on one side, the Young Mistress on the other. From upstairs he called out, “Ananta.”
“Huzoor.”
“Call the manager.”
Roy went and sat on the roof terrace. The old manager, Taraprasanna, came and stood in front of him. Roy
asked, “Is it the rice-giving ceremony of Mohim Ganguly’s son?”
“Yes, sir.”
“I suppose they’ve sent us an invitation letter?”
“Yes,” replied Taraprasanna.
“Send them a silver plate and a gold mohur.”
Taraprasanna stood silently. He did not have the courage to remonstrate, but evidently he did not like what his
master had suggested.
“Come and take a mohur from me before you go there.” Taraprasanna went away. Roy sat in silence. Ananta
came and changed the tobacco bowl, and holding out the pipe, called, “Huzoor.”
Out of habit Roy stretched out his hand, then ordered, “Get out the Young Mistress’ saddle, her bell. The
manager will have to go to the Ganguly house.”
For three generations the Roys had piled up riches. The fourth generation had ruled; the fifth and sixth
generations had indulged in luxury and debts; and with the advent of the seventh-generation, the Lakshmi of the
Roy family had been drowned in a sea of debts—Biswambhar only sat and looked on like a Lakshmi-less God of
Gods. This was not all. The line of the Roy family, too, ended with him. The decision of the Lower Court and the
High Court had already sent Lakshmi out of the door. Casket in hand, it seemed she was just waiting for the
decision of the Privy Council to flee forever.
It was the occasion of the son’s sacred-thread ceremony,\fn{ Wherein a Brahman priest would bind varicolored threads
around the wrist of a son symbolically connecting him with the God-head, Vishnu .} and the Roy household was full of festivity.
Like the flood of moonlight at the time of the full moon, a flood of eating, drinking, feeding, and charity was
overflowing through the house. Then came the ebb tide and with the ebb tide, the Roy family’s flow of everything
had ended. The seven days’ celebration did not remain just a luxury, but turned into poison. Cholera broke out in
the house. Within another seven days, Roy’s wife, two sons, one daughter, and several of his relations all died.
Only Roy remained, waiting for death with bowed head, unmoved and patient like Bindhyagiri, the mountain who
had awaited the return of the sage Agastha for eternity.
No, perhaps it was a mistake to say that he waited for death. No one knew whether he had waited for death
from that day or not, but even then he had not bowed down his proud head. Two more years had to pass before his
head had really been bowed; it was the day the decision of the Privy Council was given. Before that, even after
the death of his wife, sons, and daughter, the lights in the jalsaghar—the hall of entertainment—had been lit; the
twanging of musical instruments—sitar, sarangi—and the tinkle of anklet bells had resounded in that hall; sounds
of loud and merry laughter had broken the deep silence of many a late night. The shikar howdah had been
strapped on the Young Mistress’ back many a time, and even up to the other day, it had caused Toofan to strain
and tear his ropes in rage and disappointment.
Anyway, with the Privin Council’s decision, all the landed property belonging to the Roys had disappeared.
The house with its adjoining buildings and the permanent settlement of the temple trust property alone remained.
The first of the Roys had chained this settlement on paper with ink in such a way that no one could touch it; it
could neither be sold nor seized by a creditor. From that trust property the temple rituals went on; grain for the
Young Mistress came; Rahmat’s salary was paid; in short, whatever there was now, it went on because of that
arrangement. Even now the moth’s store of rice for the household—the finest quality of rice, fit for a king—
arrived regularly. Fish was delivered from the temple pond and from its marshes came game birds. The glory of
the Roys had passed, but not beyond the reaches of memory. That is why this broken-down old Roy mansion was
still known as the Raja’s Palace and the luckless Biswambhar as Roy-Huzoor.
This little bit of past glory which still remained pricked the heart of the new-rich Gangulys. It seemed to them
that they had built their palace of gold behind an old dead mountain; and the world looked only at that old dead
mountain and not at their palace of gold. The old elephant of the Roys was looked upon with greater respect than
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their expensive car.
Mohim Ganguly brooded and thought that one day he would have to smash the peak of this old dead mountain.
*
The moment the bell was hung around the neck of the Young Mistress, she began swinging her body with
pride. The bell went on ringing—ding-dong, ding-dong!
The manager, Taraprasanna, came and stood before Biswambhar. He was sitting in the big hall in the zenana
quarters. He now lived in this room. On the walls were hung pictures of the masters and mistresses of the Roy
family, all of them painted in middle age. Every one of them wore draped on their body big scarves printed all
over with the name of the goddess Kali; around their necks hung garlands of rudraksha; in their hands they held
rosaries. Biswambhar was staring at these pictures; seeing Taraprasanna, he slowly turned away his gaze and
called out, “Ananta, bring the cash box.”
He took out a key from the box and opened the iron safe. On the top of this safe was placed the Lakshmi casket
of the Roy family. In the lower shelf there were two or three boxes. Roy pulled out a beautiful jewel case which
belonged to his dead wife. He opened the case; it was practically empty. The only ornament which remained was
a sinthi—an ornament worn on the head by the Roy brides. For seven generations it was given as the ceremonial
present at the time of welcoming the heir’s new bride. Excepting that, the rest of the jewels had all gone. In a
small chamber of the case remained a few gold mohurs. Some of these his wife had received as wedding gifts, and
some were the first presents young Biswambhar had given to his wife. The year he was married, he had gone
visiting his estates for the first time. The mohurs which his tenants had given him as tribute he had presented to
his wife. Without a word he took out one of these mohurs and gave it to the manager. The manager went away. A
little later the Young Mistress’ bell began pealing loudly. Roy came and stood near the window. The Young
Mistress’ head had been anointed with oil and decorated with a row of vermilion spots. The Young Mistress went
happily swinging her body to and fro.
In the afternoon the Gangulys’ huge, shining car came and stood beneath the broken portico of the Roy
mansion. Mohim Ganguly himself came out of the car. Taraprasanna ran down and received him cordially, saying,
“Come in. Come in.”
Ananta, too, had been watching his arrival from upstairs. He now ran down and quickly threw the doors of the
big reception room open.
Mohim asked, “Where’s Grandfather? I want to see him.”
For generations the Gangulys had acted as moneylenders under the jurisdiction of the Roys. Even Mohim’s
father, Janardan, had always referred to the master of the Roy mansion as Huzoor. Taraprasanna was annoyed at
Mohim’s impertinence in calling Biswambhar Grandfather, but he replied pleasantly, “Huzoor hasn’t got up yet;
he’s having his afternoon siesta.”
Mohim said, “Wake him up and tell him that I wish to see him.”
Taraprasanna replied with a dry smile, “None of us have courage enough to do that. If you have something to
say to him, give me the message. I’ll tell him.”
Impatiently Mohim replied, “No, I must see him.”
Ananta brought a silver tumbler full of sherbet and held it in front of Ganguly. Mohim took it from him and
asked Ananta, “Is Grandfather awake?”
“Yes, he is awake. I’ve informed him that you’ve come; he has asked you to come up.”
Mohim finished the glass of sherbet, got up, and said, “What a lovely fragrance! What’s this sherbet prepared
with?”
Ananta lied. “I don’t know. The ingredients are always sent from Benares.”
Mohim, on entering the upstairs room, said, “Why, Grandfather! You didn’t go to have your meal at our place.”
Biswambhar laughed and said, “Come in. Come in and sit down.”
“I feel very grieved about it, Grandfather.”
Biswambhar smiled again and replied, “You mustn’t forget that your old grandfather is so ancient. I am an old
man and my body can’t stand any kind of excess.”
“I’ll forget this sorrow, but tonight you must come.”
Biswambhar pretended to smoke his pipe and kept silent.
Mohim went on, saying, “I’ve brought dancing girls from Lucknow. Only you can appreciate their singing and
dancing.
After smoking for a little while in silence, Roy put down his pipe and then said, “I’m not well, Mohim. I get a
pain in my heart these days; sometimes it makes me suffer intensely.”
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Mohim remained silent for a little while, then got up and said, “I must leave now, Grandfather, because I’ll
have to go into town and fetch all the sahibs. They are coming to attend tonight’s entertainment.” Biswambhar
only said, “Don’t feel sorry about my not coming.”
When hew came out of the room, Mohim stood for a moment in the veranda and suddenly remarked, “What a
state you’ve kept this house in, Grandfather! It ought to be repaired.”
No one gave any reply to this; only Ananta called him: “Come, Huzoor.”
*
The auditorium for the dance performance at the Gangulys’ blazed with a lavish and brilliant display of lights.
All around the shamianah hung electric bulbs of many colors. The Gangulys had their own electric installation
and so they had no difficulty in arranging such illumination. The shamianah posts were garlanded with leaves and
flowers, and hung with festoons of colored paper. On the floor a white sheet was spread on a huge durrie\fn{The
word also means carpet.} for the singers, dancers, and musicians. On one side of this, rows of chairs were placed for
the important guests, and on the other side, a carpet was spread to seat the less eminent guests on the floor. At the
back, seats for the women guests were screened off with transparent curtains. By eight o’clock in the evening,
practically all the guests had arrived and the shamianah had filled up. Tabalchis—drummers—and sarangidars—
players of violin-like string instruments—were tuning up their instruments; then two North Indian dancing girls
came in, wearing full skirts and veils, loaded with ornaments. Voices were hushed, conversation ceased, and
within a moment the audience became silent. Yes! The girls were beautiful indeed!
Mohim Ganguly was sitting on a chair among the important guests. The older of the two dancing girls had got
up to sing. The long-drawn-out classical tune seemed to put the audience to sleep. Some among the audience
began talking softly. There was joking and laughter among the group of important guests.
When the song was about to end, Mohim, in an effort to be polite, called out, “Good! Very good!” The tempo
of the girl’s dance, which accompanied her singing, seemed suddenly to slacken. She finished her song and sat
down. She whispered something and smile at her young companion, then indicated that she should get up. The
audience became alive in no time. The bubbling music of her song and the quick movements of her dance burst in
the midst of her audience like the leaping waters of a mountain stream. Cries of praise resounded on all sides. The
guests flung coins to the dancing girls.
Again and again the younger girl danced; the audience did not get a chance to become sleepy. When the
entertainment was over, Mohim sent for the dancing girls and said, “Everyone is very pleased.”
The older dancing girl replied, “You are very kind.” Truly, there seemed to be no end to Mohim’s kindness.
They had been brought to dance for three days only, but the entertainment went on for five days before it ended.
Before they took leave, Mohim did them one more act of kindness. He told them, “We have our Raja’s Palace
here. Visit it once before you go. Biswambhar Roy is rich and appreciates good music. Maybe he will ask you to
sing and dance for him.”
The older dancing girl replied very respectfully, “We have heard of him, Huzoor. Of course we will go to the
Raja Bahadur’s durbar. I thought of doing so ever since I came here.”
*
Taraprasanna was really very angry. He knew that this was just a low trick of that crooked creature, Mohim
Ganguly. “This is how he tries to insult us, by sending over this common prostitute,” he thought. But very gravely
he told her, “The master is ill; there will be no singing or dancing.” The girl insisted, “Be kind enough—”
Taraprasanna broke in before she could say any more. “No, it can’t be.”
Sadly the dancing girl said, “It’s just my bad luck.”
They were going way when a shout dame from upstairs. “Taraprasanna!” As soon as Taraprasanna came before
him, Biswambhar asked, “Who are they?”
With his head bowed Taraprasanna replied, “The girls who came to sing and dance at the Gangulys’.”
“Yes.” Then, after a pause, Biswambhar asked, “Did you send them away empty-handed?”
“May my salaams reach you, Huzoor!” The dancing girl touched the floor, saluting in Muslim style, and
continued, “Forgive me, kind master. I’ve come in without being announced.”
Biswambhar was annoyed at the impertinence of her coming to his room, but her beauty melted his heart. He
gazed at her—skin as fair as a pomegranate seed; two beautiful eyes full of a dreamy enchantment, outlined by a
thin line of kohl; lips like two rose petals; a tall, slim-waisted figure; the lazy rhythm of a dance seemed arrested
in that lovely body. At a moment’s notice it might break out as soon as she moved.
With a pleasant smile Biswambhar asked her to sit down. Sitting down most respectfully on a nearby carpet,
she said, “This slave is waiting to sing at Huzoor Bahadur’s durbar.”
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Biswambar was going to say that he was not well, but he felt ashamed; it was beneath his dignity to lie to such
a one.
The dancing girl continued, “Everyone told me that here you are the only one who really appreciates music.
Ganguly Baboo also said that you are rich, you are the Raja.”
Roy stopped smoking; he looked at the dancing girl’s face with a smile and said, “In the evening there will be a
majlis.” Then he called out, “Ananta.”
Ananta was waiting outside. As soon as he came in, Roy told him, “Show them their quarters; open one of the
downstairs guest rooms.”
Ananta said, “Come.”
Even if she could not speak Bengali, the dancing girl understood it without any difficulty. She now followed
Ananta out of the room.
Taraprasanna had been standing there speechless, and he continued to remain so. After a little while he said,
“They charged one hundred rupees a night of the Gangulys.”
“Yes.” Pulling at his pipe several times, Roy went on, “Haven’t you—” Then, without finishing what he had to
say, he pulled at his pipe again. Taraprasanna said, “There are only a hundred fifty rupees in the temple trust
account.”
Roy sat thinking for a few seconds, then he got up, opened his iron safe, and brought out the same jewel case,
and from it he took out the sinthi, the ornament which had been handed down for generations to the brides of the
Roy family. He put it in Taraprasanna’s hand and said, “Debit a hundred fifty rupees from the temple trust account
for a sinthi bought for the temple goddess Anandamoyee.” Anandamoyee was the family deity of the Roys.
After a very long time the silent Roy mansion resounded with the sound of locks being turned. The doors and
windows of the big jalsaghar were opened. The lamp room was unlocked and also the linen room, where light
entered after many days.
Ananta was busy dusting and cleaning the rooms. Nitay and Rahmat were helping him. The old temple maid
was cleaning big trays, silver water pipes, rose-water bottles, and attar dans. Taraprasanna was going around
supervising everything. Ananta said to him, “We have to send someone to town.”
The manager replied, “I’ve made a list. Listen, tell me if I’ve forgotten something.”
After hearing the list, Ananta said, “Everything is all right; only two things are missing—about two tolas of
attar and some bottles of foreign wine.”
“Wasn’t there a bottle?”
“There’s very little left in it. You see, he does have a drink sometimes. But tonight if he calls for drinks, one
bottle will not suffice.”
The manager asked, “Whom am I to send? If I send someone to town on foot, he’ll never be able to return
before evening.”
Hesitatingly Ananta replied, “Let Nitay go on Toofan.”
Nitay objected. “Unless Huzoor orders me—”
Taraprasanna said, “All right, I’ll go and ask for his permission.”
Biswambhar was lying down. When he saw the manager, he said, “I was thinking of sending for you. Go to the
Ganguly house and invite Mohim; also send out invitations to all the gentlemen in the village, but you must go to
the Gangulys’ personally.
“Yes, I’ll do so.”
Roy said, “Order the Young Mistress to be saddled.”
The manager paused a little and then said, “Nitay must be sent to town on Toofan.”
“Yes, let him go.”
*
Festivity! After a long time there was a party in the Roy mansion.
From somewhere, probably from the jalsaghar, came a tinkling sound. Ting-tong, ting-tong, sang the crystal
chandeliers. Roy left his room and walked into the veranda. Ananta was hanging up the crystal wall lamps and
chandeliers. Hearing footsteps, he looked toward the door and saw Biswambhar Roy standing in the doorway. He
was staring at the pictures on the wall. On every side of the big hall the walls were covered with hung paintings,
portraying the heirs of the Roys in their youth. Beginning from the first Roy, up to himself, all of them looked
pleasure-loving and luxurious. Great-grandfather Ravaneshwar Roy stood with his foot resting on a tiger killed in
shikar by him, lance in hand, shield on his back. Father Dhaneshwar was seated on a gaddi, with the Young
Mistress kneeling beside him. Young Biswambhar was riding on the back of Toofan.
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Many stormy dramas enacted by the Roys had taken place in this room. The fiery Ravaneshwar was the first of
the Roys who had indulged in riotous living. Biswambhar recalled so many things. Raveneshwar had built this
jalsaghar, but in the end he did not get any pleasure out of it. The first day on which he had given a party in this
jalsaghar—on that very day Raveneshwar’s wife and son had been drowned in a storm on the river while they
were coming in a barge. The lights in the crystal chandeliers had gone out while the candles were still halfburned. After that he had neither the desire nor the courage to open the doors of the jalsaghar.
Perhaps it would have been better if the line of Roys had ended on that day. But Raveneshwar’s desire to carry
on the family name was too strong for him. He had married his wife’s sister. He used to say that this had been
enjoined upon him by Anandamoyee’s divine will. His son Tarakeshwar had once again opened the doors of the
jalsaghar and lit its lamps. In competition with a rich friend, one night he had presented a dancing girl with five
hundred gold mohurs.
Biswambhar then began thinking of the bits and pieces of his own life. Chandra! Chandrabai! She came to his
mind. After the party he had eluded his friends and gone seeking her. He still remembered that passage with
Chandra vividly. She was a fragrant, unforgettable memory—Chandra, who was sweet and beautiful as a bunch of
fresh flowers.
Ananta paused in his work; his hands refused to move after seeing the look on his master’s face. Roy’s face
looked red and stormy—as if the blood in some blocked-up vein had suddenly burst out like a fountain and
overflowed on that face.
*
The loud blast of a car’s horn! Mohim Ganguly had arrived. Footsteps sounded on the staircase, a murmur of
voices welcoming and receiving the guests, then a mounting buzz of conversation wafted up. Then twangs of
string instruments, beats of tablas—drums—were heard from the jalsaghar. The musical instruments were being
tuned up.
Ananta came up and said from the door, “Huzoor, everyone is waiting.”
Biswambhar had dressed and was pacing inside the room. “Yes.” Then, after a pause, “Give me my shoes.”
Ananta seemed to hesitate a little, and then from a corner cabinet he brought out a bottle and a glass. He put
these on a small table, then brought Roy’s shoes. Roy suddenly stood still. From below, the sound of music was
getting louder and louder.
Ananta called again, “Huzoor.” Roy just gave his usual answer, “Yes,” then paced the room a few more times.
The tempo of his pacing seemed to become a little faster. Ananta was still waiting. Roy came near the table, stood
there, and called out, “Soda!”
*
On three sides of the huge hall a long strip of thick mattress covered by a long white sheet had been laid, and
on this were placed rows of fat bolsters which rested against the wall—to seat the audience, from the ceiling three
huge chandeliers hung in a row. The flames of the candles in the wall lamps were flickering slightly in the soft
breeze.
Some shades were missing from the wall lamps and chandeliers. Some of the unshaded candles had gone out.
Tall shadows of those unlit candles were reflected on the walls as the embodiment, it seemed, of some latent
sadness.
The music of string instruments was just budding open. The thirty or forty guests were still engaged in
conversation, speaking in low tones. Four or five water pipes were being pulled at. The two dancing girls were
sitting silently. Only Mohim Ganguly’s loud voice occasionally rose above all other sounds. Giving a pull at the
cigarette he was smoking, he glanced toward the burned-out candles and ejaculated, “I say, several of the lights
have gone out!” Nobody answered him. Then he called out, “Manager Baboo!” As soon as Taraprasanna came,
Mohim told him, “See, these lights are too dim and the illumination isn’t bright enough for a party. Tell my driver
to go and bring two Petromax lights.” Taraprasanna remained silent, but the older dancing girl said, as if to
herself, “Is that sort of light fit for this room?”
Hearing the sound of heavy footsteps from outside, Taraprasanna moved away respectfully. The other guests
also stood up. Instinctively Mohim also rose halfway in his seat, then suddenly realizing what he was doing,
quickly sat down.
Roy apologized, saying with a smile, “I’m sorry, I’m a little late.” Then he sat down. Mohim pulled a bolster
toward himself; the pushing it away, brought out a handkerchief from his pocket, flicked it at the bolster, and said
in a very annoyed manner, “Good heavens! It’s full of dust!” Taraprasanna served attar to all the guests. Ananta
changed the bowels of all the water pipes and brought Roy’s personal one and handed him its long stem.
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The older dancing girl saluted and got up. The song began with the same long-drawn-out rendering of a
classical melody, but with this difference, that the entire audience was completely silent. Roy sat gravely listening
with eyes closed, his huge body swinging rhythmically with the slow tempo of the song. Occasionally his left
hand struck a beat on the bolster at his side. Then came a burst of drums. Roy opened his eyes. The anklet bells on
the dancing girl’s feet tinkled softly and the dance began—a performance rendered by a real artist. The gestures of
the dance reminded one of a peacock dancing, elated at the sight of clouds in the sky. The neck curved slightly,
the two ends of the skirt held in two hands seemed like the fan of a peacock’s tail swinging in perfect rhythm with
the music. The anklet bells pealed louder and louder. Roy called out, “Lovely! Beautiful!”
Then the dancing girl’s feet became still, the song ended, and the beat of the finale sounded on the drum.
Mohim drew close to Roy and whispered into his ear, “Grandfather, the music isn’t gay enough; the audience
is feeling dull and my throat is getting parched. Krishnabai had chilled all the fun!”
Krishnabai smiled; perhaps she understood what Mohim was saying. Ananta brought sherbet and offered it to
Mohim. Mohim refused it, saying, “No! I’ve caught a chill, keeping awake the last few nights.”
Roy smiled and made a sign to Ananta, who fetched a bottle of whisky, glasses, and soda on a tray.
Ananta mixed a drink and gave it to Mohim, then mixed another drink and looked toward the other guests, but
they were all sitting with their heads bowed. Ananta then took this drink and held it before Biswambhar. Without a
word Roy picked up the glass. Mohim had been staring at the younger dancing girl. He now stirred this way and
that in his seat and then called, “Pearbai, now you set fire and scatter your flames!” Peary began a song with a
quick, gay rhythm. Roy was sitting gravely, listening with closed eyes. At a pause in the song, he said, “A little
slower.” But out of sheer habit, Pearay went on flinging gay bubbles of light songs and dances into the midst of
the audience. Again and again Mohim shouted, “Very good! Very good!”
A frown was gathering on Roy’s brow. The unseemly extravagance of Mohim’s praise seemed to hurt him. Yet,
he was still swinging to the rhythm of the music, like a snake enchanted by the charmer’s pipe. The flow of blood
in his body, the hot blood of the Roys, had begun to run faster. Peary was like a multicolored butterfly dancing
from flower to flower. She reminded him of Zohra, another dancing girl from Lucknow. Krishna seemed to
resemble Chandrabai of Delhi. That Chandra, who had formed a chapter in his life. Peary’s dance ended. Roy was
thinking of his past. The jingle of money broke into his dreams. Mohim was giving silver to Peary; he had broken
the rules of etiquette. It was the host’s right to give a tip first. Roy looked around him in a startled manner. There
was nothing before him, neither the silver tray, nor the money, which should have been there. Fixing his gaze on
the floor, he sat still. Then Krishnabai began to sing. Like the beating of waves on the seashore, her song
overflowed from one end of the room to the other, and beat upon the hearts of the audience. She was singing:
“Krishna’s flute has sounded and Jamuna is rushing forth in full flow; wave upon wave, Jamuna beats on the
shore, seeking to break her boundaries and draw Krishna to her bosom. The song and the dance were exquisite.
Roy had forgotten his surroundings, everything. The music ended. Roy cried out, “Very good, Chandra!”
Krishna saluted and said, “Your slave’s name is Krishna.” From the other side, Mohim called out, “Krishnabai,
here’s some silver!”
Roy got up. Slowly he walked across the room and went out of the hall.
Mohim said, “Pearybai, now another from you.”
Krishna said, “Let Huzoor Bahadur return.”
Mohim replied, “He’ll come. What of it! There, I think he’s coming!” But it was not Roy who entered; it was
Taraprasanna. He put down a small silver tray in front of the dancing girls. There were two gold mohurs on it. He
said, “The master sent this.”
Impatiently Mohim asked, “But where is he?”
“He has a pain in his heart; he can’t come. Please go on listening to the music. He asked all of you to excuse
him.” A soft hum of voices rose from the guests. Mohim got up, yawning contemptuously, and said, “I must go
now, Taraprasanna. The magistrate is coming to see me early tomorrow.”
Taraprasanna made no objection. The other guests also rose to go and the party ended.
*
Mistress Roy’s jewel case was lying on the floor. It was empty.
Roy was roaming aimlessly around the room with his head held up proudly. The honor of the Roys had been
upheld. Drink and excitement had heated his blood to boiling point. His sense of time and place had turned topsyturvy tonight. Absent-mindedly he went out of the room. The lights of the jalsaghar drew him like a magnet.
Again he entered the room. It was all empty. Only on the walls the heirs of the Roys kept a timeless vigil.
Biswambhar gazed through the open windows. Everywhere, everything was flooded with moonlight. The
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fragrance of muchkunda flowers was wafted on the soft spring breeze. On a tree somewhere a koel was singing
incessantly. “Piu-kan-han?”—“Where is my love?”—sang the bird. Suddenly a song welled up in his heart—a
long-forgotten song that Chandra had once sung: Listen! Oh, Listen, My Love! He looked up through the window
at the sky and saw that the moon had reached mid-heaven., A sound of footsteps made him turn around. Ananta
had come to put out the lights.
Roy said, “Let them be.” Ananta was going away. Roy called out, “Bring me my esraj!”
Ananta brought the esraj. Roy sat down in front of the window with the instrument on his knees and ordered,
“Pour.” The bottle was still lying on the tray. Roy pointed at it. Ananta poured out and gave him a drink, then went
away. There was the stroke of a bow on the strings of the esraj. Music rose up in the silent house. Self-forgotten,
Roy went on playing. What was it that the esraj was saying? It seemed one could clearly understand its sweet
language.
The words of the song were ringing in Roy’s ears:
In the depths of the night
Oh, luckless woman that I am,
I remain imprisoned.
My evil-minded sister-in-law
Stands guard at the door;
My eyes know no sleep.
Feigning sleep, I worship your image.
O love!
Why do you play your flute now?

Roy pushed aide his esraj and stood up. Softly he called, “Chandra.”
Chandra! His Chandra! This song, too, was Chandra’s. From outside, someone called in a sweet voice,
“Janab.”
Eagerly Roy cried, “Chandra! Chandra! Come here. All the friends have gone away now.”
Krishna came and saluted shyly, then began to sing very sweetly the last stanza of the song Roy had been
playing on the esraj: “O love! Why do you play your flute now?” With a laugh, Roy, toning down his baritone
voice to its lowest pitch, began singing, too. “O love! It is such a beautiful night; my heart is full of the joy of
victory! Can one stay alone on such a night?”
Roy was uncorking the bottle to pour out a drink. Krishna reached out her hand and said, “If my lord permits
it, this slave will pour out the drink.” Roy smile and let go the bottle.
Again the esraj began to play, and Krishna sang softly in accompaniment; then with her song she began to
dance. She sang:
O love!
I do not string my garland
With fallen petals.
Give me that bunch of flowers
Which blossom on the high treetop.
Give me those
Or hold me high;
I will pick each one myself for you.

She was dancing with her hands held high. Roy flung away his esraj, and suddenly catching hold of her, swung
her up high, held her up with both hands and made her dance in space, without her feet touching the ground,
keeping perfect time with the song. The song ended. Krishna pretended to fall down, and screamed. Maddened
with intoxication, Roy caressed her, calling her again and again: “Chandra! Chandra! My love!”
On song after another was sung, one drink after another was drunk; one bottle was already empty; the second
bottle, too, was nearly empty. A little later the dancing girl’s exhausted body rolled down on the floor.
Biswambhar still sat up straight like Siva, the Blue-necked One, in his intoxication. Seeing the dancing girl’s
condition, he smiled a little, then took a cushion and placed it very tenderly under her head. Again he took up his
esraj and began playing, suddenly the gong at the Ganguly house struck the hour. Dong! Dong! Dong! It was
three o’clock!
From the tops of all the pillars in the Roy mansion, the pigeons began to coo. With a start, Roy came out of his
dream. The sound of this gong woke him every morning. He got up. Only once more he caressed Krishna; with a
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wealth of tenderness in his voice, he called her endearingly, “Chandra! Chandra! My love!” Then he came out into
the veranda and called out, “Ananta.”
Ananta had gone up to the roof terrace to put out the carpet and bolster for his master. As soon as he ran down,
Roy ordered, “Bring me my riding clothes. Tell Nitay to saddle Toofan quickly.”
The stillness of the dawn echoed with Toofan’s gleeful neighing. Taraprasanna was awake. From his window
he saw Biswambhar astride Toofan. He was wearing tightly gathered, close-fitting pajamas, a long coat, and on
his head, a white turban. It was still dark and though he could not see clearly, Taraprasanna imagined Biswambhar
was wearing gold-embroidered shoes on his feet and held a whip in his hand. Toofan went prancing along.
*
Crossing field after field, raising whirlwinds of dust, Toofan was racing at the speed of a storm. The cold earlymorning breeze blew upon Roy’s heated forehead, and his intoxication was gradually wearing off. Beyond the
fields they came upon a village called Kusumdihi. A bullock cart laden with vegetables was passing by. There
were two people in it, probably going t the village market. A few words floated up to Biswambhar’s ears: “Ever
since the Gangulys bought up—”
Roy sharply pulled Toofan’s reins and slackened his speed.
Even then the men on the bullock cart were saying, “After paying taxes, nothing remains for us. Happy, yes,
we were happy in the times of the Roy Rajas—”
Roy looked all around him and suddenly felt startled. He was on Toofan’s back! But where was he? Gradually
he recognized that the place before him was Kirteehat, one among his many lost estates. The next moment he seat
up straight, pulling Toofan’s reins, turned him back, and whipped him sharply. Again and again he whipped
Toofan. Toofan burst into a tremendous gallop. When he came in front of his stable, Roy paused to look all around
him. The first streaks of light were just peeping into the eastern horizon.
Roy called out, “Nitay.” He was panting for breath; he then realized that Toofan was also trembling violently.
Roy jumped off Toofan’s back and saw that his mouth was cut and bleeding profusely. Tired, still trembling,
Toofan fell down. Roy stroked his head and said, “Beta! Beta!” But Toofan could not get up or even raise his
head. Roy had probably not got over his intoxication completely, and mumbled, “It’s all a mistake, my son, both
yours and mine; but why be so ashamed? Get up, my son! Toofan, get up, get up!”
Nitay was waiting behind. He said, “He’s very tired. As soon as he’s rested, he’ll get up again.”
With a start, Roy turned around and saw Nitay. Leaving Toofan in Nitay’s hands, he rushed into the house.
Upstairs he saw that the doors of the jalsaghar were still open. He peeped in; the room was empty! She had gone.
The whisky bottles rolled on the floor—empty. All the lights in the chandeliers and wall lamps had not flickered
out yet; some of them were still burning. From the walls, the proud Roy heirs stared down with wild laughter on
their faces. Suddenly Biswambhar drew back in sudden fear. He had a strange feeling that he saw his real image
mirrored there. Delusion, not only his but of all the seven Roys, was stored in this room. He came away from the
door, then leaning on the veranda railing, like a frightened child he cried out, “Ananta! Ananta!”
Ananta came running. He had never heard his master cry out in such a voice. As soon as he came, Roy
screamed, “Put out the lights! Put out the lights! Shut the doors of the jalsaghar! The jalsaghar …”
No more words came, only the whip held in his hand was flung away and struck the door of the jalsaghar with
a violent crash!
62.88 First Case\fn{by Munimanikyam Narasimha Rao aka Munimanikyam (1898-1973)} Tenali, Guntur District, Andhra
Pradesh, India (M) 4
The conference of the agents just concluded. They started leaving. Most of them had done good business ,and
contentedly collected their commission.
Eswara Aao alone was returning empty handed without any commission. He was, naturally, very gloomy. A
word came to him that the General Manager wished to see him. He went in and sat in a chair facing the G.M.
“You registered yourself as an agent over five or six months ago. How is it you could not sponsor a single
case? What’s the trouble?” he asked.
“I am putting in a mighty effort, but the times seem to go against me. I have no luck,” replied Eswara Aao.
“Luck and ill-luck never enter the business of insurance, Mr. Aao. You have to work hard.”
“What am I to do?”
“Think of ‘insurance’ every minute of your life!”
“I am even reading a good lot of books on insurance, Sir!”
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“You are! So, that’s that. No more of that nonsense! You can not build up business through reading books. You
ought, instead, to study the human life. Do you understand?”
Eswara Rao nodded his head in agreement. The GM continued:
“One does not contemplate normally over the future. You must make it your concern. You have to do the
contemplation of his future on his behalf. This is your business. Do you grasp?”
“Yes, sir! Everyone does not think of his future. In case he dies, what would happen to his wife and children? I
should worry myself about his problem and be able to hand him over a right plan of action!” The GM smiled a
patronizing smile and said:
“You are right: That is what an Insurance Agent does!”
Eswara Rao is a young man at the start of a career. The G.M. liked to encourage him to a promising one.
“Mr. Eswara Rao, you will have to work with tenacity. You must live in it. The day should break with your
thoughts full of insurance and business. Say, you are traveling by a train. Why should the time go waste? Pick up
your co-travelers. Tell them about the several advantages of insuring their lives. And also anecdotes of the heartrending miseries of the families of such fools who died without insurance coverage. May be a few of them—even
one or two—get interested in the idea You will succeed.”
The G.M. went on to make Eswara Rao gain enough confidence in his future. Feeling sorry for Rao who did
not draw any commission, the G.M. very considerately sanctioned an advance of fifty rupees and his sincere
blessings.
Eswara Rao felt encouraged and elated. He was thankful to the G.M. He set his teeth grim. He was determined
to catch hold of a case a day without which he would not accept food. He was returning to his town.
His determination was not a fleeting one. The moment he reaches Vijayawada, he would button-hole someone
and make him insure. You could see it wide on his face.
He hurried down to the station and caught his train. He found a place in one of the compartments. Words of the
sound advice of the Manager were ringing in his ears. He should not waste the precious hours of journey. He
could hunt down a prospective client among the crowd.
He then found a young man about twenty on the opposite bench. He looked worried and preoccupied. From the
looks he could be a petty employee. Maybe he was poor also. But, it was such men that he should help! He was
worth considering.
Eswara Rao reviewed the situation. If he was to make efforts to succeed in his chosen career, why delay or
postpone? The young man opposite him cannot be a very good client. He might be able to commit him only to a
nominal sum. So what? Still it would be his first case! He should succeed in his first attempt.
Eswara Rao had real interest in the insurance business. It was after calculating all the pros and cons that he
chose it for his future. Still the fact remained that he could not as yet open his account. But today was a different
day. The sight of the melancholic young man instilled in him a hope that he was going to be rewarded suitably.
Rao did not stop there. He saw, further, a bright future for himself. He was going to succeed. It would only be a
beginning. Later on, he was going to be a blaze—a prosperous business—a growing income There would be days
when he could just sit easily and earn his commission on the renewal premiums.
He suddenly became aware that all that glory and bliss were dependent on his success in his first case. The
young man should be tackled.
Eswara Rao moved over to him and made discreet .and intelligent enquiries in a casual way. The young man
was a school teacher living on meager earnings. As the G.M. so wisely put it, Eswara Rao had the onerous
responsibility to make his life secure and happy. Probably the young man was able to pull on as his family burden
was not much. But with time, it increases and then? Grant that the young man, as long as he lives, would
somehow or other hold it together. The question was what would become of the family, if he were to die? He
should, therefore, insure his life.
Eswara Rao, of course, was justified in his line of argument. But. the young man in question did not seem to be
bright enough to consume it. He seemed a nitwit, compounded with absent mindedness. Eswara Rao was not
deterred. It would, indeed, be a good deed if such people were to be helped out eventually saving a poor family
from the clutches of an impending disaster.
So, Eswara Rao started talking to the young man. He told him:
“Look here. One cannot be sure of his living for ever. ‘All flesh is grass,’ they say: don’t they? This moment
we are here, chit-chatting away pleasantly. Who knows what may happen a little while later?”
The young man kept mum. Did he take notice of what Eswara Rao said? He sat unmoved as if in a dream..
“Yes, sir,” Eswara Rao went on. “Our train now is negotiating a bridge. The bridge may give way and collapse.
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The train may go down killing some of the passengers. It happened several times.”
The young man was impressed, may be; he turned towards Eswara Rao and took interest in him and his
speech. Rao continued:
“The death is always behind us; in fact we continue to live in its shadow So say the wise and the learned.
Mysterious are its ways. How it overtakes us, in what from, one can never say. Once, the axle of a bullock cart
broke on the way and a boy was killed.”
The young man looked like drinking his words in great wonderment. Eswara Rao felt he was winning and so
began delivering a short lecture. He was also intently watching the reactions on the young man’s face. The young
man listened attentively never opening his mouth. Eswara Rao concluded with an effective sigh:
“You know, there are men who just dropped down dead from the bicycles they were riding.”
The young man’s face twitched with horror. He looked about to cry. Eswara Rao was thanking his stars. He
was beaming to see results. The young man was prepared well for business talk. He would shell down for a policy
on his life, the moment it was suggested, Eswara Rao, therefore, set his face serious and in an appropriate tone
said:
“Look here, sir. Kindly pay attention to what I have to say. It is not my intention to offend you. You have no
property to back you up. You are pulling with a little you make out as a teacher in a village school. Supposing,
something should happen and you remove yourself from this mortal earth, what would be the fate of your wife
and children? They would starve to death—don’t they?”
Eswara Rao was watching the teacher’s face keenly for his, reaction. The young man nodded his head in
agreement and suddenly burst out crying.
Eswara Rao was bewildered. What all he expected was a policy for five hundred rupees and a monthly
premium of two rupees. Even before the question of an insurance policy cropped up, the young man started
crying; most unexpected turn! Eswara Rao was dumfounded. The other men and women in the compartment, who
were engaged in their idle talks suddenly found interest in them. They stared at them. Both the men were young.
Did they have any quarrel? The young man did not stop sobbing and crying. He however found his tongue and
told Eswara Rao:
“What you said must be true. You would not have said it if it were untrue.” In addition. the young man covered
his face with a towel and sobbed into it.
The co-travelers felt sympathy and pity for the crying man. They concluded that the other man was responsible
for his misery.
“Why did you make him cry?” said an elderly man.
Eswara Rao had no answer. He sat with his face all white. Not only Eswara Rao, the others too had put a stop
to their talking activities. How could they go on gossiping where a young man was all crying?
Eswara Rao was quite depressed with anxiety and fright. Guilt was obvious on his face. A unanimous decision
was reached in the compartment that Eswara Rao told the young man something awful to make him cry. Eswara
Rao sat humiliated.
After a few minutes the young man stopped crying. An old lady sought an opportunity to make enquiries:
“You are so young that it is a pity to see you engulfed in grief. Why are you sad, my boy?” She was almost in
tears of sympathy herself.
The young man renewed his earlier activity. Tears swelled in his eyes and with great difficulty he mouthed a
few words haltingly:
“Grandma, my wife is to die.”
He could say no further but rested his head on her shoulder and resumed crying.
The lady was so moved at his terrible grief that she took the young man nearer to her and tried her best to
console him.
“No use of crying; let there be no need also! So, your wife is sick? Don’t lose heart.” The scene went on as her
words of sympathy and encouragement and his crying alternated.
Eswara Rao wished himself dead. He was completely dazed and sat aghast. The reason for the young man’s
bitter grief became a debating point on the train. Words passed on from one bench to the next, gaining more
sinister content. In a short distance the news grew from “The young man’s wife is sick” to “His wife passed away!
Poor girl!” The nature of her sickness was speculated, contradicted and affirmed in the next rows. A few of the
travelers were cross with Eswara Rao. Could he not wait to communicate the news of demise until after the journey was over?
The reason why the young man burst out into crying was equally an enigma to Eswara Rao. Probably his wife
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was ailing. He must have been by then 'worrying about her health. Yes, he found him dull and inattentive in the
beginning. The way in which he exposed the hard facts of life would have unnerved him in that state.
Someone towards the other end of the compartment affirmed that Eswara Rao and the young man were related
to each other and that they were in fact in-laws! The lady took it up with Eswara Rao and enquired as to whose
sister the other married.
Eswara Rao was dumb struck! How should he answer it? Would the young man say something and save the
situation? He was not sure what response the young man gave but the people around were satisfied about their
relationship. Eswara Rao had not for a moment guessed that he would acquire such relationship in his insurance
business. The lady continued her enquiries to find out if the young man had any children. He lifted a finger and
displayed. The lady was gratified. Beamingly she expressed her pleasure in the knowledge.
“So, you are father of a child too,” she said.
The young man started it all over again at the mention of the child. The woman said:
“No, no. Don’t. You have to pull up at least for the sake of the child.” The young man spoke with certainty:
“Even the child would die.”
He then turned to the Agent, leaned on him and wept bitterly without heeding any words of consolation.
Eswara Rao was utterly embarrassed when that man made a physical support of him in his grief. But, it looked
quite natural for every one else. Likely, all of them were puzzled how Eswara Rao could restrain from crying and
hold himself when the person in question was his “own sister.”
Eswara Rao clearly saw in their looks their harsh judgment of his conduct. If circumstances so compelled he
was determined to accept the young man as his sister’s husband. But he was not yet prepared to make a show of
crying for the sister, whose fate was in suspense, living but sick according to some of them and already dead in
the view of the others, He would not have chosen the career of a Life Insurance Agent had he foreseen events
such as these.
He was in the thick of it with a chance to walk out practically ruled out. “The sister,” anyway, died; “brotherin-law” was in utter grief and hysterics. Eswara Rao found no option. He took up his own share of crying. Then, it
must be said to the credit of Eswara Rao that his distress was not at all feigned. He wept genuinely.
Again there was a mass participation in the scene each in his own way—patting and consoling the active
participants. The old woman shifted her sympathy to Eswara Rao. She patted him and stroked his head.
“Are you too crazy? Your brother-in-law is in very great distress. You have to look after him and put in a word
of encouragement. If you should also lose your courage who is there to support him?” she said.
Eswara Rao accepted her words of wisdom. But the young man went on crying at intervals. But unfortunately,
whenever he burst out, he started leaning and embracing the Agent thus compelling him to put in his bit of
distress.
Eswara Rao considered seriously the possibility of leaving the brother-in-law to his lot and alight from the
train. But the mood and pulse of the sympathetic public was such that he dared not. The train had been halting
briefly at way side stations. The young man did not choose to get down at any one of them.
They were near the Bezwada town, just after one more halt. When the train halted over there, an elderly man
peeped into the compartment from the platform and called out to some one else loudly:
“Here is he!”
The next moment an aged man joined him and both of them entered the compartment as the train started to pull
out. The new arrivals sat on either side of the young man. One of the them said:
“You idiot, you made us run along from one car to the other whenever the train halted at a station.” The other
added:
“You rascal, when did you slip away to this place?”
The young man’s response was to cry bitterly again. The old lady asked:
“What is the young man to you?”
“He is my son,” said the aged man.
“And the other?”
“His uncle-mother’s brother.”
Concluding her enquires satisfactorily the old lady complained to them:
“All the time we have been trying to pacify him. But, no, he would not heed. He was crying. Why did you
leave him alone?”
The aged man directed a question at his son in a stern voice.
“Why should you be crying?”
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The young man looked blank. The woman intervened on his behalf.
“Why should he not? To lose a child at such a tender age is bound to be a severe blow.” His father was
puzzled.
“But he doesn’t have a child!”
“Then, he must have been distressed over the death of his wife!”
“You and your foul mouth! What is all this talk about death of wife?”
“It was why he was crying all along. Wasn’t he?” His uncle found a helping tongue:
“This young man is not even married.”
The attention of the assembly riveted on Eswara Aao. If the young man was not married at all, how came
Eswara Aao to be his brother-in-law and if he was not such why did he share the grief?
But what answer could Eswara Aao give? Of course, he could come clean and explain; at what cost? The entire
story of the Agent would spread through out the length and breadth of the country as the joke of the times. He did
not take the move. The lady again interposed:
“This young man had no dying wife or child. Then, why did he cry his eyes out all the time?”
The aged man was bored and reluctant. His only comment was:
“He needs no reason.” His uncle elaborated:
“He is unwell and unsound in mind. He spends most of his time alone keeping silent for hours together, But, if
he comes to hear of any unpleasant reference, he starts crying uncontrolled. We are on our way to Visakhapatnam
for medical consultation. He is a bit crazy.”
“I am not!” said the young man speaking for the first time. “You know why I had to cry? This man here told
me that when I get married, my wife would die and that the child too, when it is born, would die.”
The entire audience looked at Eswara Rao wondering how he could invent such stories, The young man
continued:
“He was also sure that I too would die when this train falls down a bridge or a car running over me or even a
bullock cart.
He then leisurely took up his crying.
Eswara Rao started shivering in his shoes. How, how could he escape from this muddle? What explanation
could meet the wrath of those people? The lady directed a stern gaze towards him:
“You cursed man, how could you say such cruel things to this poor man?” Another asked:
“But a little while ago, you were also crying because your sister died. Weren’t you?”
The train just at that time met the Bezawada platform. It was slowing down. Eswara Rao did not wait for it to
come to a halt. He jumped on to the platform and dissolved himself into the crowds.
The old lady and others on the train concluded that the other man too was crazy!
70.80 & 241.18 1. The Young Coconut Palm In The Graveyard 2. The Stolen Food Packet: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Karoor aka Karoor Neelakanta Pillai (1898-1975)} Ettumanoor, Kottayam District, Kerala State, India (M) 7
1
It was summer time. Just after noon. I was then going along a lane. Who could it be? Yes, Vasu plucking the
nuts from a young coconut palm which stood isolated in the compound adjoining the lane.
“Gopalan, if you wish to drink some coconut water, climb the boundary wall and come.”
So Vasu invited me. At the same time four or five nuts dropped on the ground.
The boundary wall of raised earth was somewhat high and so I found it difficult to climb it. Paramu, Vasu’s
companion, stretched out his hand for me saying:
“Come this way.”
It was with some difficulty that I got across. Those who invited me in had no right to be there. To enter a
stranger’s plot of land in a covert manner pluck young coconuts and drink them is not at all a desirable thing.
There is one excuse, however. The owner does not make use of those nuts. That coconut palm from which they
plucked the nuts was planted at the head of a person buried there. That tree was planted there for the nuts to be
given away free—as charity.
So sitting in that graveyard, we cut those nuts one by one and drank the water. While we were refreshing
ourselves with the drink, Paramu remarked:
1530

“The old Granny Pappiyammoomma has done much good in her lifetime. How many young palms may have
been planted here along with dead bodies? It is only the plant at that old Granny’s head that has taken roots and
grown up.” Vasu said:
“Yes, she may have done meritorious deeds, I don’t know. But it is said that, as long as she was alive, she did
no good to anybody.” I said:
“Her nature was as sweet as the liquid in this fruit.” Vasu replied:
“Be careful. She really lives on that coconut tree. Her spirit will haunt those who dared to pluck the nuts and
drink the water of the nuts from her tree. It is on account of that fear that her own people have discarded the nuts
from that tree.”
I got up and walked away from them. Vasu shouted from behind:
“There! Pappiyammoomma is coming behind you.”
*
That is what really happened. The old Granny followed me. Not the Granny, nor her spirit. It was only the
memories about her. She had her own peculiar ways, and the people on the whole looked on her with contempt. I
still remember it—the first occasion when I came in contact with her.
Early one morning we found that the cow which should have been in the cattle shed was not there. As for the
rope it was there all right—on the wooden stump driven into the ground. My mother wanted me to go in search of
the cow and so I set out. I searched for that animal in several places and in the course of looking for it at last
reached Pappiyammoomma’s house. As soon as I had entered the front yard of the house, she started screaming at
me.
“What cursed, good-for-nothing fellow is it that is coming into my house, this first day of the month?”\fn{ A
note reads: It was considered important among the Hindus especially that the first person to make his entry into the house on the first day
of the month should be young, healthy, well-to-do. A good horoscope would often strengthen the claims of such people to be welcomed .}

By that time I had got closer to her.
“It is I, Gopalan.”
“Which Gopalan? From which house?”
“From Palamootil.” I felt a little angry that she did not know me who lived so close to her.
“Did anyone invite you to come here early in the morning? If all sorts of fellows start coming here on the first
of the month, that will mean utter ruin for me for the rest of the month. Tell me soon why you came here.”
“Our cow is not to be found anywhere.”
“So you think I have got hold of it and tied it here. It is not enough that you search for cows only during
milking time. You must give them something to eat. When they are hungry, they break loose in the night and go in
search of food. Your mother—what does she do the whole day? The time she spends gossiping, spreading lies and
running down other people, why can’t she cut some grass and feed those animals? I mean you as well. No one
wants to exert the body even a little. If cows start cursing in the cattle shed, the evil effects from that will last for
seven generations.”
I hadn’t the courage to reply her. She continued:
“So why should you think of coming here?”
“To find out if the cow is anywhere about the place.”
“Your people think that the land here is unprotected, without a boundary wall, like your compound. You fool—
not only is there a boundary wall of raised earth, I have put up a fence also. So how can cows enter my land?”
“How do I know that you have a fence in addition to the boundary wall?”
“No, you won’t know that. What you see in your house is all that you know.”
Then I felt that I had something to be proud of.
“We also have erected a fence around our house.” Saying this, I turned back, and was walking away.
“What is that in your hand?”
“It is a piece of the rope with which the cow was tied.”
“You, you scoundrel. Can there be a worse sinner than you? You came here with a rope like the demon of
death?\fn{A note reads: The demon of death Yama but considered a god according to Hindu mythology.} My God, what is going to
happen to me, I don’t know. If only I could live through the thirty days of the month!”
Then I said something rude, insolent.
“You say that I carry the noose of death in my hand. You are frightened that somebody is going to die. But isn’t
Granny old? Why should Granny be so frightened to die?”
“You rotter. Speaking like this to me on the first day of the month. Will you get out of this place?”
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I walked away to the gate, cursing her in my mind. She called me from behind.
“Now will you come this way?”
It seems she has not abused me enough. If she says anything again, I am not going to keep quiet. For telling
her, “Why don’t you die?” the title “rotter” given to me was more than enough. That settled the account between
us. If after that she says anything, I will just ignore the fact that she is old and that I must respect her age.
“When I am going in search of my cow, why should Granny call me back? Is that right? Is it to make sure that
I won't get back my cow?”
“You just wait there.”
So saying, she went into the room. When she returned, she had in her hand two or three bananas.
“My son, what I said like ‘great rotter,’ ‘sinner’ and such things—I didn’t mean you, you understand? When
you come here on the first day of the month, how can I send you away empty handed? Have this.”
Then she held out towards me two or three big bananas of a sweet variety. While I was taking them from her
hands, she said:
“If you have cleaned your teeth already, you can eat them on your way home. Otherwise, take them with you
and eat them only after you have cleaned your teeth. The children these days are filthy—no cleanliness at all.”
On my way back from there I felt well disposed towards the Granny at least equivalent to the price of those
bananas.
*
At the end of the month I was sent for by Granny. May be she wants to give me some bananas. Or it may be
that she wants to warn me not to go there the following day, being the first of the month, looking for cattle or
goats. When I reached that house, she looked pleased to see me.
“I asked you to come this way to tell you to come tomorrow and enter the house as the first visitor for the
month—without fail.”
“Shall I bring the rope also?”
“Enough joking. After I saw you on the first day of the month, I had no worries at all. And I got a letter from
my son at last—after six months.”
“That is not because I came here on the first of the month. That is because you gave me three huge, ripe
bananas. If you can give me four bananas, every first day of the month, Granny is going to be very happy and
prosperous.”
“What does that mean—that plantain trees will not grow in your compound? You must put some labor into all
this. The time that your father spends in other people’s houses playing cards, ask him to plant four suckers. Then
you can eat not four but forty plantains.”
All I had to say was said standing in the front yard. When I tried to get onto the verandah, Granny stopped me
saying:
“Don’t, don’t. It is enough if you stand there. Don’t come and touch anything here.”
“Why is that? Did anyone die in this house? May be you have been defiled by that. That is why you want me
to keep away from you?”
“The goddess of perversity must always dance on your tongue and make you say such things. Tell me, did you
bathe after you returned from school? Didn’t you pass through the market place on your way here? I won’t let
anyone who goes to such places enter my house without bathing.”
“If one has to bathe every time one goes out, there will be time only for bathing.”
“I don’t want any Panchathanthram from you—no high and solemn talk of what is right and wrong. You go
now. And tomorrow morning be here without fail.”
*
I was quite pleased with myself. The first to enter a house on the first day of the month, the first person it is
suspicious to meet on your way out—from these I concluded I was a remarkable youngster, both morally and
spiritually and destined for great things in the future. My people at home are used to calling me glutton. Not a day
passes without my getting two or three blows from my teachers. If they hurl the term “brainless donkey” at
students, say about ten times, I am certain that at least eight times it will be directed against me.
Such a one to be given the honor by this Granny, who cannot get on with anybody to come to her house on the
first day of the month. I have seen her on the first of the month, several times stopping people who approached the
house, finding out what they wanted and sending them away. On the other hand, if she saw anybody passing the
house who appeared to be well off, she would call him in and treat him with respect. She would give him a chew
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of betel, place for him a chair on the verandah to sit on and entertain him in other ways. As soon as I reached
home, I told my mother what had happened.
“Pappiyammoomma—this is what she said, that I should go there every first day of the month. It was I who
entered the house on the first of this month, and she says that the whole of this month she was quite well and
everything went quite smoothly for her.”
My mother was delighted.
“Don’t forget the first thing you should do in the morning is to bathe and then go to the temple, and worship
God with both the hands joined together. But remember you must think of God not only when you go to the
temple. The thought of God must be with you, when you go to that Granny’s house, the first day of the month.”
So my mother advised me.
*
With all these instructions of my mother fulfilled, I went to Granny’s house. And that became a regular habit. I
became thereafter the first day entrant for Granny’s house. And old Granny and I became very intimate. There
appeared to be another reason for us to get so close to each other. She had one son and one daughter. The son was
always employed in distant places far from home. The daughters husband was a little addicted to liquor. One day
Granny told her daugluer’s husband:
“Kunchu Pillai, I have to tell you one thing. You are my daughter’s husband and you are the person who after
my death has to be in charge of this family. Yet this practice of yours is not in keeping with a respectable household. Either you promise—placing your hand on the brass lamp—that you will not touch hereafter toddy of which
you have become very fond. Or you go away from here with your wife and children wherever you like. After my
death you can come back and do here whatever you like. Don’t take this as an idle threat. My husband left me
when I was twenty years old. He didn’t go away on his own. I sent him away. Do you know what the reason was?
No other weakness of any kind. One day when he came here I realized that he had taken toddy. There were people
in my family elder to me. But I didn’t go to ask their advice. I spoke to him like slashing him into two—to go
away without any delay with whatever belongings he had.
“My father and mother severely scolded me. They wanted to beat me for what I had done. But I said in firm
tones that I was not willing to live with a man like that. I know that my daughter will not speak like that to you. I
am not keen that she should do so. That is her wish. But my husband without saying a word left. I felt sorry for
him. We had lived together for ten years. In peace and harmony. Yet I could not forgive him on one occasion, for
one lapse. All the same, when I met him after four or five years, I felt that .I was right and that I had no reason to
regret what I had done. Miserable looking he was. Thoroughly down and out, so degraded as to fill one with
horror. He had turned out to be a total drunkard—that is how I saw him. I have such bitter memories. That is why
I am telling you—either you swear that you will not touch today again or don’t come to this house again.”
But her son-in-law was himself a person of some determination who had his own way of doing things. He went
away with his wife and children—to his own village where he had grown up and lived earlier. Although he looked
after his family then, he did not wish to come to Granny’s house. He had no particular quarrel with the old
woman. And she became solitary, alone.
All this I gathered from what Granny told me when she would be speaking to me of her past. On several
occasions she spoke of these things so convincingly that I believed what she told me.
But I remember an occasion when Granny’s daughter and her husband came and stayed at Granny’s house. I
saw her going about in his presence quietly, with modesty. Perhaps as she grew older discretion and prudence may
have triumphed over her rashness and impetuosity.
I haven’t met at any time Granny’s husband. It was said that the story of her relationship with her husband was
different from what she made out. I have heard it said that Granny in her youth was thoroughly self-willed and
perverse. And so it is believed by many that through disappointment over his wife’s behavior he took to drinks.
This habit grew worse. Drifting about aimlessly and becoming a vagrant he had left our part of our country for
good.
Whatever her relationship with her son-in-law and husband may have been, her neighbors and relatives are
said to have detested her. When they moved away from her, so did she too from them.
“The Nayar who married Nangeli is a low-caste Idasseri Nayar. I won’t even wet my mouth with water given
by her.”
“The people in the Thycootathil family do not take care to keep a proper distance from the low castes,\fn{ A note
reads: Caste prejudices went to the extent of maintaing the right of way for the higher castes driving the low castes—often literally—off the
roadways.} when they pass on the road. Not even my dog will go there for their weddings.”
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“Sleeping is a kind of dying. So when we get up from sleep, we can become purified only by bathing. That is
why I am asking you Kochukarthiani: why you don’t first bathe before you go to the kitchen in the morning.”
Thus abusing her neighbors and advising them in turn Granny got estranged from them more and more. She
had a woman to help her with her household work. She was a distant relation of Granny and had been confirmed
as barren. It was after this woman, destitute and having nobody of her own, had come to live with Granny who
also had cut herslf off from every one that I made my first of the month entry into Granny’s house.
Gradually I became a frequent visitor to the place. Granny then compelled me to bring my books and do my
studies in her house. When I was reading my lessons she would come, sit very close to me and listen to me reading.
“Read loud, then only will the sounds of the letters become well-formed and clear.”
“Is that the way to recite verse? Recite it more evenly, with a better flow—with melody.”
“Can you read for me, Gopala, a little of Ramayanam. You must read it loud. Demons will avoid places where
they hear Ramayanam read aloud.”
So she assumed some kind of supervision over my studies.
I was then invited to sleep there. That also became a regular habit. She had enough means to provide me with
my night meal. My people would have felt relieved, if I was dropped out of home for my dinner. That was the
condition of our family.
That fact that Granny treated me as a member of the family did not please the servant woman. That is what I
felt. Without Granny’s knowledge she would make me do certain types of work in the house like going up trees,
cleaning the cow shed, drawing and carrying water for use in the house. Out of consideration for Granny I carried
out these tasks.
One day the woman created an uproar. She complained that a knife was missing. When I had sat down to have
my dinner, she began.
“Today it is a knife which does not cost much. It costs only four chakrams. Next time I wonder what it is going
to be.”
Granny said:
“Next time, the one who will make you lose that jaw tooth of yours is I myself.”
After that, that barren creature did not attack me openly.
Towards dawn Granny would get up and put me up too. Having washed my legs and face, I was expected to sit
outside on the doorstep facing the lamp in the room. I had to recite the devotional songs after her.
“Open your mouth—louder, a little louder,” she would urge me and this annoyed me. This activity began in the
bitter cold and mist of the month of December. My jaws shuddered and started knocking against each other.
“If you are feeling the cold, wrap yourself with this blanket.”
Saying this, she gave me her thick woollen blanket and she herself began shivering from where she sat inside
the room. I was really disappointed that old Granny who must be past her sixties did not appreciate the pleasure of
sleeping completely wrapped up early in the morning in the mist-laden part of the year. Although her evening
meal, pastries and baked sweet meats and her expression of her affection for me were very tempting, I very much
wished to escape from this morning programme of singing devotional songs. I told her plainly:
“I cannot get up in this cold, Granny.”
“Young fellows of ten and twelve, can they feel the cold like that?’ she asked me. Then she said, “If you can’t
keep it off with that heavy blanket, I know how to get rid of it for you. I will boil some water for you to wash your
face and legs with.”
“All that is not necessary,” I said and presented myself again for the singing.
Granny could sing well. She told me that she would teach me to sing. She also told me that I had the talent for
singing, that I had a fine voice, and such things.
“I don’t know to sing, Granny. You sing. I can keep time. With my chin.”
Yet, since I liked the idea of learning to sing, I started reciting the songs, though half-heartedly.
It was only when I gained in knowledge and understanding that I realized that what Granny sang for me to sing
after her were not only devotional songs. Arjuna, Subhadra, Keechakan and Panchali used to make their
appearance in the moving procession of Siva, Parvathi and Unnikrishnan and the Milk Maids with whom
Unnikrishnan played, when he was a child. After singing some songs, devotional and other, she would start
relating to me the stories underlying the songs. If I wanted, I could lean against the wall and doze off. But I was
expected to make a grunting sound at intervals to show that I was awake—and that was the difficulty. And what I
feared really happened. I had fallen asleep.
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“What is this? That should not be. When the Sun God is rising in the sky, you should not be found sleeping.
Haven’t you heard that?” Then she got up and went away, as though she was offended.
On the next day I asked her:
“Singing these songs, should I do it only I from the door step? Can’t it be done from inside the room?”
Then she took me and kept me in her lap to protect me from the cold, making me sing the songs after her. I felt
a pleasing warmth inside the blanket which wrapped us both. The lamp was placed towards the East and Granny
was seated with her back against the wall to the North with her legs stretched out. My face was turned towards the
lamp with the glare of the lamp falling on my face. So while I sat cross-wise on her lap with my legs also
stretched out, I was leaning against her stout left arm and her breast.
After some time I felt like asking Granny whether her leg was hurting. But I did not. Gradually I found her
lowering the sound of her singing and I too did the same. I felt drowsy with a softness, a sweetness and an
intoxicating numbness stealing over me and I was becoming unaware of her presence. .
A drop of tear which fell on me roused me and I turned and looked at her. Tears were streaming down her
cheeks wrinkled with age.
“What is the matter, Granny?”
“Nothing, my son.”
“No, it is not like that.”
Slowly she removed me from her lap. She got up and walked towards her room. I asked her whether I was to
call the servant Paruchechi.
“No, no, my son.”
I took her hand and went with her to her room. She went and lay down on her bed. I sat by her side. She took
my hand and placed it on her forehead, her eyes and her lips. After some time she fell asleep.
A week passed without anything serious happening. She dictated to me a letter which I sent to her daughter.
To my daughter.
My time is drawing to a close. I am very eager to see you and the children. All of you and Kunjunju Pillai should
come without any delay.
Your mother.

After four or five days, they came. And they stayed in the house.
*
I became again just a neighbor. Once in four or eight days I used to go there. Granny would express her
happiness at seeing me and then would say:
“Come more often.”
It did not take many days. She was now completely bed-ridden. There were many people to look after her. I
was not needed there. Nobody paid any attention to me. That barren woman—why should her face get puffed up
on seeing me?
In a few days more, Granny was dead. They all cried, the children and the grandchildren with a sound, it
seemed to me, like dry leaves on fire. But I didn’t cry. Yet my heart was aching like a heap of husks on a slow fire.
That ache also passed away. Now only the memory of that ache.
Trees planted in such places—plantain trees or coconut palms or wild yarns—are meant to be forgotten. Does
anyone remember that tree, the young palm in the graveyard? That young coconut palm in the graveyard will have
the same fate—will be forgotten.
Yet, let me add here—that young tree is my tribute to Pappiyammomma’s memory, though no one is likely to
remember that either.
2
“Sir, this child’s rice, which was kept here, is missing,” the teacher in charge of the second class reported to the
headmaster.
The headmaster stopped writing and looked up. He noticed the tears on the child’s cheeks rolling down the
streaks left by earlier tears. He sat looking for a moment at that tender face, now jaded and drooping with hunger.
“Where was the rice kept?” asked the school administrator. The child said, adding words to his sobs,
“In that room.” The class teacher explained,
“It was put where he puts it every day. Another boy had also put his packet in the same place. That was there
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all right.”
“Have you looked for it everywhere? Could it be somewhere there?” Child:
“I looked everywhere.” Master:
“Did you go and look as soon as school was let off?” Child:
“Yes, I did.” Master:
“This is very shameful. If children come to school to steal rice it is bad.” The headmaster consoled the child,
“Let all the children come. I’ll enquire. We’ll find the fellow who took it. And we will have some system to see
that no one does this kind of thing hereafter. Don’t cry, child. If you are hungry, pick up your books and go
home.” Child:
“I don’t want to go now.”
“Then go and sit in the class,” the headmaster said.
The child obeyed. The class teacher talked about the matter for some more time, straining himself to heighten
the headmaster’s seriousness. To everything he said, the headmaster responded that he was right.
The bell rang to announce the end of the afternoon break. Sleeping mentors who, to relieve their tiredness, had
sought the help of the benches vacated by the children when they went out, got up and rubbed their eyes, and sat
down in their respective places. Children who had been running and jumping about in the school compound,
setting aside their hunger and unmindful of the sun, came back to their classrooms dripping with perspiration.
Those who were fortunate had gone home and returned after consuming porridge or cooked rice, and others, the
luckless ones, who did not go, knowing there would be no gruel cooked at home, all of them now sat in rows on
the benches. Little ones who were satisfied with some packed rice, others who had slaked their young thirst with
water from the nearby well, went and sat in their places.
Among them was the boy who had lost his food packet.
*
The story of the stolen rice packet had spread and overflowed in to other classes. Each child directed his own
powers of conjecture against some other child.
“Sir, Balakrishnan says it is I who took the rice and ate it,” complained one boy, and in the same breath he
turned on his denouncer and took his revenge:
“You are the one who stole the rice and ate it. Thief! Thief!” Gopalan said to Joseph:
“It must be Pappu who ate the rice.” Matthai said:
“I will never again bring my rice and keep it here.”
For a long time this was the children’s subject of conversation. Teachers closely scrutinized the faces of the
children who sat in front of them—in order to discover the thief.
With a stick in his hand, the headmaster of the school started walking around to investigate. None of the
methods he employed—of conciliation, gratification, intimidation—gave him the slightest clue. He then
counseled his students:
“Stealing is a sin. You can hide from the eyes of men. But you cannot conceal anything from God. Stealing is a
bad habit. If through ignorance you happen to do it, you must accept the blame and ask for pardon. Then I will
forgive. God will also forgive. If you succeed in hiding one wrong that you have done, you will feel like doing it
again. And like that you will become bad children. In the end you will become thieves. Have you not seen
policemen catching thieves and taking them away? No? Haven’t you? Is there anyone who hasn’t seen it?”
Children: We have, sir. No. Yes.
“Yes! That is what I said. You better tell the truth.”
Nobody accepted the blame. The child who had lost his food packet turned around to see if anyone was taking
the blame. No one did. Then the headmaster asked each one individually,
“Did you take it? You? You? The next child? You?”
“No.”
“No.”
“No.”
“I went home and ate.”
“I had brought rice.”
“S … r”
“Hmm … Hmm …” The children protested.
He questioned each one separately—about a hundred and eighty of them. He had to accept defeat. He felt
disgraced. His fellow teachers respected him. The students worshipped their fourth-class teacher; they were in
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awe of him. He was held in high esteem by the townspeople. The manager liked him. The inspector was satisfied
with him.
Confounded by the futility of his efforts, he went back and sat in his rickety chair, with a dazed expression on
his face. He felt no enthusiasm for anything. A sum that he did on the board went wrong. While teaching
geography, the right answer given by the children were rejected by him. It was ten minutes after school time—and
that too after one of the teachers had told him—that he remembered to ring the bell to let the school off.
*
Everyone left. The sweeper waited to close and lock the doors of the building. The headmaster was still
writing. What kind of writing was this that went on until the evening faded?
He stopped writing and prepared to leave. The manager who was enjoying himself listening to the radio after
dinner, received the following letter:
To the Respected Manager,
There was a theft in our school today. The rice that a child had brought and kept in the school was taken and eaten
by someone. It was a great shame. Nothing like this has been heard of before.
Thirty years have passed since I came here. It is for the first time today that such a thing has happened. There are so
many things in the school more valuable than a packet of rice that could have been stolen. Someone must have taken it
out of hunger.
And yet there were other packets that contained much more rice. Unless it was a small child that took it, it is
unlikely that it could have satisfied his hunger. And if it was done by a bigger child how unbearable must his hunger be
for him to take somebody else’s rice and eat it! Children who have eaten something before coming to school will not
venture to do such a daring deed. For the boy who starved in the morning, his mother would surely keep something in
the afternoon. He does not have to steal to eat.
Children who starve both morning and afternoon would not be allowed by their mothers to go to school. What if
they collapsed somewhere on the way! A child might steal a slate or a pencil or a book. He may perhaps steal a mango,
or a sweet lemon. But stealing rice, and not knowing whose it is.
No, I cannot think a child would do that. To look a child in the face and ask him whether he has stolen and eaten rice
is highly defamatory. Among our teachers, there are some who starve in the afternoon. But how can we believe that
they will do this?
No, it is not the children. Nor can it be the teachers, and no outsiders have come here. Then who can it be? Me?
Yes. It was me.
This was done by me, the administrative head of this school—I who am responsible for the mental development of
about a hundred and eighty future citizens, for guiding them along the right path. I who have to control five fellow
teachers. I who must censure all irregularities in the school and have to be a model for everyone. It was I, who have to
mould the next generation and make them good citizens, that stole a child’s food and ate it. It was a base act only a dog
would have done.
You, sir, will have not only contempt for me, but also anger. I may have brought discredit on your school. You may
be thinking of dismissing me from my job. To me, none of this is important. The faded, hungry face of the six-year-old
child who was in tears since his rice was stolen—that is what pains me.
You please ponder why it is that, like a dog, I did this.
I might have done it even earlier. It is not that the need had not arisen. It is just that I did not do it. If my friends have
not done the same, it is not that they have not felt the need for it. It is their fear of disgrace. I have gone beyond that.
Having been born, do I not have to live?
Do you know how many persons depend for their daily existence on the twelve rupees you pay me, after I have
served for thirty years?
Why should you know? Is it not? No one need know. But even if you choose not to know, one day everyone will
know. For a family of eight people, for thirty days of the month, in these times of high prices—only twelve rupees!
I have to be a mother to the children. I have to administer a school. I have to do work that never ends. I have to live
with self-respect and propriety. I too have a mother and a father—they are old and have lost their strength for work. I
too have a wife and children—they depend on me. I too have desires and emotions—like yourself.
I took a child’s rice and ate it. Was I stealing? Perhaps I was. Now here I am, speaking of it openly. Yesterday
morning, when I felt that I would fall down and collapse out of the exhaustion of working without eating anything for
twenty-eight hours, after I had only some gruel, I took and ate what amounted to three or four mouthfuls of rice that
belonged to a child—let it be anybody’s, it belonged to someone who had eaten something three hours before.
It may have been wrong. May have been a sin. I may have to answer for it in the next world. And in this world as
well. No matter. I will give the answer.
But will you tell me one thing—what else should I have done?

237.73 Excerpt from Yayati: A Classic Tale Of Lust\fn{by Vishnu Sakharam Khandekar (1898-1976)} Sangli, Sangli
District, Maharashtra State (M) 13
I do not really know why I want to recount the events of my life. Is it perhaps because I am a king?
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The stories of kings and queens have a great general appeal and above all, the fantasies woven around their
loves. My life is also a story of love. But, no, one wonders what the content of the story is. I realize that it is not
great enough to attract a poet to it. At the back of this history—there is no pride, no ego and no exhibitionism.
These are the tatters of a rich brocade. There is now nothing to show in it.
How would life have moulded itself if instead of a prince, I was born in the house of an ascetic? Would it have
been glorious as the starry night of autumn or like a dark cold night of late winter. Who knows?
Would I have been happier if I was born in a hermitage? Much as I have tried, I cannot find the answer. It
would not have had the overtones of the brightly colored magnificent brocade fit for a king. But, even with its rich
overtones, not all the shades in that fabric of life are happy memories.
*
Maybe, but I am obsessed with the story, much like the monsoon sky with thick black clouds. I keep thinking
of it. A passing pleasant thought says, my story may serve to show up to some the pitfalls of life and warn them in
time. Who does not know the legend of the moon, which for the sin of being enamored of the wife of his tutor was
branded with spots for all time? Does not the world know that Indra—the King of the Gods—was punished with a
thousand sores for his infatuation for Ahilya’s beauty. The world errs, even realizes the errors, but seldom learns
from them. We are all a little wiser towards the end of our lives but the wisdom comes not from the pain suffered
by oneself. A creeper has many flowers; some are offered to God in worship and so arouse devotion. Some adorn
the lovely ringlets of maidens and are silent witnesses to the hours of love and pleasures indulged in. The same is
true of those born in this world. Some live to be old and some rise to honor and fame and some are crushed by
poverty. But in the end, all these flowers fall to the ground and are lost in the earth. That is their common lot.
*
In my life’s sojourn, a few things happened which are worth recalling. Maybe, I am mistaken in believing so
but I honestly do think so. The infant Yayati, the adolescent Yayati, Yayati the youth and later, Yayati the man
were all of a piece. But the Yayati as I see him today is a little different. The physical identity is the same but he
now perceives what the earlier Yayatis had failed to see. He cannot resist the temptation to dwell on his life, so
that the world may come to see, however faintly, through his eyes.
I have always been passionately fond of flowers, even from early childhood. I am told that for hours on end, I
used to be window-gazing on the blossoms in the palace garden. When night came, I used to weep in deep distress
and the governess trying to soothe me to sleep had a difficult time.
Apparently my mother was also amused by this childish prattle and fondly told my father that I had the
makings of a great poet. Father pooh-poohed the idea, saying,
“What—a poet! And what would young Yayu get from being a poet. Poets can only draw pretty word-pictures
of the beauties of the world. On the other hand, it is only the born soldier who drinks deep of the beautiful things
of the world. Yayu must make a great soldier. Of our ancestors, King Pururava by his valor won the heart of the
most beautiful Apsara—Urvashi. Myself I have defeated in battle even the Gods and have had the honor of
mounting the throne of Indra, the King of the Gods. And Yayu must uphold that tradition.”
*
But this was much later in life. There is one unforgettable incident of that time, which haunts. It is like the scar
from an old wound. I did not understand its significance till recently—but now I am convinced that what in the
earlier stages of life are meaningless, come to have real significance and deep meaning towards the end of life.
Mother had among her maids a favorite, Kalika, by name. I, too, was fond of her and sometimes dreamt of her.
I never understood why. I was then barely six. Once, in play, she caught me and took me in her arms. I struggled
to escape, when she pressed my head to her bosom and said,
“My little prince, you are getting naughtier every day. I fed you as a baby. You were then a sweet docile kid,
who returned my loving care, but now—” I said clinging to her,
“From now on, I am going to call you mummy.” She put her hand on my mouth and said,
“My little Prince, the queen is your mother. I am nobody. I am only a maid.” I protested in petulance.
“Why then did Mother not feed me?”
*
For the first time that day I was angry with my mother. I did not speak to her all that day. At night she came to
my bed and gently called to me. She stroked my head with the tenderness of a flower. I relented a little but did not
speak. I would not open my eyes. In my agitation I kept thinking that if I had the powers of a great ascetic to
pronounce a curse, I would instantly turn my mother into a piece of stone.
The feel of a touch is more expressive than the spoken word, but it cannot reach the heart, as tears alone can
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do. I felt hot tears on my cheek and broke down. I opened my eyes. I had never before seen Mother crying and I
was touched. I crept up to her and with my arms round her, sobbed,
“Mum, what is the matter?”
She did not speak. She drew me to herself and shed silent tears, stroking my head for a long time. I pressed her
to tell me what was hurting her. In my innocence, I asked her if her favorite bird had flown away to which she
said, “No,” and added,
“I am worried about my other pet flying away.”
“Which is the other pet, Mum?” In reply, she drew me closer until it almost hurt and said,
“Who else, my son?”
She was holding me so tight that it hurt but it was also thrilling. I wiped her tears with my little fingers and
prattled,
“No, mum, I shall never, never leave you.” She echoed,
“Never, never leave me?” Childhood is conscious only of the present and I repeated,
“I am sure I shall never, never leave you.”
I did not know why the thought should even have come to her and pressed her to tell me. In the end she said,
“You have been cross with me all day. You have not spoken to me. Even now, though you were not asleep,
there was no response to my calling. Why are you so cross with me? Yayu, my son, children cannot understand
the grief of their parents. But I beg of you that you will not follow in his footsteps.”
“Whose footsteps, Mother?”
Mother and I were alone together and Father was some distance away. Outside the door, a maid slept and even
the low flame in the golden lamp-stand was dimming. And yet, Mother looked a little scared and shaken. She got
up and closed the door. Then she took me in her lap and said in a tremulous voice,
“Yayu, my son, I was not going to tell you, till you were really grown up. But seeing you so cross today—I
fear, one of these days you will leave me, like that other one.”
I still did not know who the other one was and asked She said,
“Your elder brother.”
“And where is he?”
She did not know. The thought came to me that a brother for a playmate would have been great. With
trepidation I asked Mother his name. It was Yati. I asked her when he had left.
“Eighteen months before you were born,” she said, “he went away all, all alone.”
I did not notice the utter distress in Mother’s voice as she said “He went away all alone”. All I thought of was
that Yati must be very brave to have gone all by himself. I again asked Mother,
“When did he go?”
“At dead of night and into the forest,” she said. “I was awake till quite late in the night, trying to dissuade him.
I was tired and must have dozed off. When I awoke again towards the morning, Yati was not in his bed. The
guards looked for him everywhere but he was not to be found.” I said to myself,
“What a worthy brother!” Then the mystery of the occurrence struck me again and I said to Mother,
“Where had you taken Yati?”
“I had taken him to see a great saint. It was by his blessing that Yati was born to me and I used to take him to
seek the saint’s blessing every anniversary of his birth. Once, when I was returning from the hermitage, Yati went
away. He wanted to stay at the hermitage and I was cross with him for it and spoke very harshly to him. I brought
him away by force. I did not heed him or pause to think of what he wanted—” In curiosity I said,
“What did he want?” Amid tears she said,
“I still do not know what he wanted. He was deeply religious. But with saints, hermits and yogis, he was at
home and immediately made friends with them. We have looked for him everywhere but like the meteorite falling
from the sky, my Yati is not to be found anywhere.”
My mother was calmly narrating her grievous loss but towards the end, her calm broke down. In recalling the
incident, she seemed to be experiencing over again that cruel morn in the dense frightening forest. Suddenly she
stuttered, the words ceased and she was trembling. It was like the plaintive note of the violin, suddenly ceasing on
a string snapping. I was frightened by her blank look, when she heaved a sigh, drew me to her and wept bitterly. I
could find no words to console her.
“I was frightened that like Yati, you might leave us one day. Yayu, my son, a child is the apple of its mother’s
eye.” I sobbed,
“No, Mother, I shall not leave you as Yati did. I shall do nothing to hurt you.”
1539

“Sure, promise you will not,” said Mother. I clasped her hand and swore to her,
“Mother, I shall never never turn a hermit.”
*
I still remember that night.
I cannot recall today the effect this conversation had on my mind nor the thoughts that came to me. But one
thing is certain. In that one single night, I had grown up in stature. It was an awakening from a world of fantasy to
one of fact. I had had my first acquaintance with grief. I saw the flood of tears in the eyes of my mother whose
mere caress itself was heavenly to me. Subconsciously I grew to hate what had caused her pain.
I did not sleep well. I still remember a pleasant dream in which as king of the whole world, I stalked with a
whip in hand through every town and village. Every saint, hermit and beggar that I came across I lashed with the
whip.
Yes, I did grow up that night. I saw clearly the form and content of life in those few hours of pitch darkness. I
had been kept in ignorance of the fact that my elder brother had run away to turn a hermit—why this
concealment?
Until this revelation came to me, I had lived in a fantasy of blooming flowers, gentle rivulets and cool breezes.
I used to wake up in the morning fresh like the new blooms in the garden. I had no fear of an occasional storm. It
seemed to me that like the other elements, the wind sometimes turned fierce. The ripples on the gently flowing
rivulet I imagined hummed a tune as I sometimes did. My world contained a neat array of dreams and butterflies,
flowers and stars, peacocks dancing at the sight of clouds and the clouds in turn purring at that gorgeous sight, the
bright smiling mornings with fresh blooms and the even tides like the fading flowers, the fresh greenery of the
spring and the rainbows of the monsoon, the resounding of the hooves of horses and the tinkle of the temple bells,
the soft sand of the riverbank and the soft cushions on the divan. Until that night, nature and man had been one in
my eyes.
Such had been my world till that night. It was a beautiful dream. If I was upset at anything, all that was
necessary was to go up a tree and think of God. That world was full of faith that He would answer the call and
instantly come down in person to punish the guilty.
But no matter how sweet or mysterious it was, it was still the tiny world of a bud yet to blossom. That world
had not yet awakened to the humming of the bees. The soft caress of the golden warm rays of the sun was foreign
to it. The bud had not opened to look on the vast expanse of the sky. It had not yet known even in a dream the
entrancing grace of the carved image of the Goddess or the luring black tresses, the crowning glory of a beautiful
maiden.
But then a bud cannot forever remain a bud. Blossom it must, into maturity.
*
Yes, I did grow up that night. I said to myself, someday I must find Yati and bring him to Mother and say to
him,
“As the elder brother, this throne is yours by right. Take it. At least now, let us have the satisfaction of sharing
what is ours, like children sharing sweets.”
I was now six and as a prince realized that I must need acquire the Letters and the Arts. Father arranged for my
tuition. At first, I did not take kindly to my tutors. My gymnastics tutor appeared to me an ungainly giant. His size
and physique alone seemed sufficient to justify his selection.
At first, the body ached all over. I appealed to my mother against all this. She consoled me with the words,
“The future king must needs bear with all this.”
In the beginning, I invariably came off the worse in wrestling and I despaired of ever becoming proficient at it.
But my tutor reassured me. He said,
“When I was your age, I was soft like butter. But look at me now. I am hard as steel.”
When at the age of fourteen I was once standing before a mirror, I was deeply absorbed in admiring the grace
and beauty of my form. Impulsively, I felt like shaking that strong well-knit arm and even resting my head on it.
I was suddenly reminded of the picture portraying God Indra resting peacefully on the arm of his wife Indrani,
after he returned from battle with Vritra. Such thoughts are intoxicating like wine and I do not know how long I
stood before the mirror in admiration. Someone was talking and I looked round in surprise. It was Mother, saying,
“Men also love to look at themselves for hours—do they? I had thought it was only women who were vain
about their form.” She had apparently mistaken me for Father and added,
“Yayu has grown up now. What would he think, if he saw this?” On seeing me, she said,
“Yayu, my son, how you have grown overnight! I pray that I myself do not cast the evil eye! You were
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standing with your back to me and for a moment I thought it was your father before the mirror.” She said,
“I am now relieved of one anxiety.” Mother stopped suddenly. Tears came to her eyes and I said,
“You are the Queen of Hastinapur. You are not the wife of a poor hermit or a wretched menial. What cares can
you have?”
“You forget my son-that I am a mother.”
“True, but you are my mother.” I said “My” with pride and glanced at the reflection. Mother also saw it and
smiled. In the instant she turned grave and said,
“That nay be, but for me, whose cup of nectar was once turned to poison, it is but natural that I should be
nervous about the other.” Mother was obviously referring to Yati. I said,
“Mother, you get me the permission and I shall ransack the earth in search of Yati and bring him to you.” She
said,
“Child, how can you find Yati? If he suddenly returned and stood in person before me, even I may not
recognize him. Then how will you who have never seen him. I wonder where he is, how he is, what name he
bears, and, indeed, if he is there at all—”
She could say no more—Yati’s departure had left behind a. deep scar. That scar she carried secretly and would
not bare even to Father. That I had an elder brother who had left in the aspiration of becoming a great saint, I had
almost forgotten. She looked gravely at me and said,
“Yayu, my son, you have grown before your time into a man and acquired proficiency in Letters and the Arts.
We must now find you a bride. It will make me very happy—I shall speak to Father today.”
Father was by nature docile and always gave in to Mother. She was never denied anything. Once, one of my
tutors suggested to father that I should reside in a hermitage for a few days. Father agreed saying,
“You are right—a tree needs both rain and sunshine for its proper growth.”
This happened in my presence and I was stunned. My distaste for the hermit’s life has grown every day, since
understanding came to me. I was never able to fathom why God Shiva was so impressed with the long ears of
penance of a hermit as to bestow on him the divine power to bless or curse. My education was mostly directed to
the worship of beauty and strength. These had no place in a hermit’s life. There, corporal suffering is an article of
faith. Wild herbs and roots are to them a delicacy and the chanting of hymns is their only war cry. Peeling fruit
and cutting vegetables is to them what hunting is to others and the lowly hut serves for a palace. The maids of the
palace were apsaras\fn{The celestial nymphs who dwell in the heaven of Indra } by comparison with their women folk. All
these thoughts crowded in on me and I was uneasy at the prospect of going to a hermitage.
When Father and the tutor talked about it again the next day, I listened in from behind a closed door. My heart
was beating wildly. In the end Father only said,
“I also think it would be better if Yayu went into a hermitage but his mother does not agree.”
I was unable to sleep in peace even in my soft bed, tired out though I used to be in body and mind. I would
wake up with a start. Dreams of valor in fierce battles between the Gods and the demons disturbed my sleep. My
grandfather Pururava was a mighty unconquered hero. He had made Urvashi his queen after fighting the demon
who had kidnapped her. I had in my childhood learnt by heart the epic in which his prowess was sung. The temple
of the three sacred fires which he had brought from the Gandharva world, for his sacrifice, was an ornament to
Hastinapur. My father King Nahusha was no less brave. Early in life he destroyed the Dasyus and gave protection
to the saints. Later, it is said, he even defeated the Gods and acquired Indra’s Kingdom. I was obsessed with a
desire to emulate them by unique and unparalleled heroism while there was mother thinking of marrying me off.
“At your birth, a great astrologer forecast your life.”
“What then did the quack forecast for me?”
I could see from her face that she did not relish this remark. She was silent for a while and said,
“Yayu, my son, the astrologer said this child is destined to great good fortune. He will be King and will come
by all kinds of pleasures. But he will never be happy.”
I laughed at this nonsense of the astrologer. In the end, I said to Mother,
“Mother, later, if you wish, I shall marry a hundred times but today, I am not after love. I wish to show my
prowess. I do not want to loll in a boudoir. I want to engage in battle. They say the gods and the demons are
spoiling for a fight. Let me join it. ff Father so wishes, let him turn loose the victory horse. I will chaperone it
right round Aryavarta. When I return victorious after destroying the enemy I can think of marriage.”
*
I did not realize how much I had changed during my student days. Like a stream adapting itself to the contours
of its surroundings, my mind had rapidly changed a great deal. In learning archery, I, for the first time,
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experienced the unique satisfaction of intense co-ordination of the eye and the mind. In childhood, the sight or the
rich variety of color in the garden used to thrill me. But the experience of sighting the target in archery was quite
the opposite. Everything except the target ceased to exist. The purple of the hills, the green of the trees and the
blue of the sky in the perspective were forgotten. There was only the black spot there. The small black spot, the
target of my arrow was all that existed for me in that instant.
This new experience was also thrilling. I was soon an adept at hitting, without fail, inanimate objects. It was
naturally followed by live targets. That was so many years ago but the joy of that first shot, which unerringly
found its live target, still vibrates in the mind. It was a bird quietly perched on the tall branch of a tree. It made a
beautiful picture framed against the deep blue of the sky. Every moment one felt that in the next instant the picture
would come to life and take to its wings. The sun was reclining in the west. Somewhere in a nest her little
fledglings, perhaps without their wings, must be waiting for her. But my tutor and I were hardly concerned with
her brood or their fate. I wanted to be proficient in archery and the tutor’s livelihood hung by his teaching.
I suffered intense agony shooting at that innocent little bird and that shot snapped my intimate association with
nature. Till then, at the bottom of my heart, I was a poet. That instant the poet in me was dead.
Mother herself cooked that meat and served the delicacy to Father and me. Father certainly relished every
morsel and was all admiration. But I could not bring myself to eat it without an effort. At night I woke up three or
four times and once, I imagined I heard the shrill cry or the bird in mortal agony. Once I woke up with the
chirping of her little ones. Mother was still brooding over the loss of her offspring many years ago but the same
mother could cheerfully look upon the death of mother bird. She had admiration for her son who had maimed and
killed that innocent bird. She could partake of the dead mother’s meat with relish. I was baffled by this
contradiction in life.
In the evening next day, the elderly Prime Minister called and I put my puzzle to him. That day, the Prime
Minister told me many tales from mythology and interesting stories of beasts and birds. The central theme of all
was this: the world is sustained by the struggle for power, lives on rivalry and conflict and strives for sensual
pleasure.
From that day I turned a devotee of power. Cruelty and bravery were to my mind twins.
*
My bravery was soon to be put to the test. Tales of the conflict between Gods and demons often came to
Father, sometimes from Saint Narad and sometimes from others. The desire to fight on the side of the Gods and to
defeat and crush the demons, so as to demonstrate to my people the prowess of their futuro king, was strongly
borne in upon me quite frequently.
But Father disliked the idea of siding with the Gods or the demons. I persisted in worrying the old Prime
Minister about this but his stock answer was,
“Everyone gets to know things in its own good time. After all, trees do not grow leaf, flower and fruit all
together.” I then thought I should satisfy my craving for the battlefield in other adventures.
The annual festivities of the deities of the town were approaching. People from far and near used to flock to
the capital to witness the celebrations. The large town Hastinapur turned into a sea of humanity. There were so
many attractions that the ten days of festivities were soon over.
For the last day of the celebrations that year, the army commander had innovated a new attraction. His idea
must have been to encourage the spirit of adventure among his men. A steed of fleet-foot was to be doped and let
loose in the circular arena. When the steed broke into a gallop, the contestant was to catch it where he could and
mount it. He then had to go round the course five rounds and dismount without stopping the steed. For every
contestant a fresh horse was brought in.
I liked the sport but it was meant for the common soldier. Nobody would have liked the prince to participate.
With a pang of disappointment at heart, I was sitting by my parents eagerly watching the sport. Four times the
horse had thrown the rider before he could complete the course.
I looked at the fifth one cantering in. He had the appearance of a great and graceful giant. You could see in
every eye fear, wonder and admiration. He was being led to the course by six attendants but he was defiant and
neighed loudly. He was pawing the earth with his powerful hooves. He would throw up his head scattering and
ruining the mane, which then looked fearful like the white unruly hair of an angry saint, poised for pronouncing a
curse. Looking at him, a wild desire welled in me and my hands began to itch. Excited, I was stamping the
ground. Every atom in my body was thrilled into action like the dancing jets of a fountain.
I looked at Mother and saw deep fright in her eyes. She whispered to Father,
“Ask them to take this horse away. He is frightening. There will be an accident, spoiling the last day of the
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celebrations.” Father smiled and said,
“Maharani, the life of man is dedicated to prowess.”
There was a terrifying scream from the spectators. When I opened my eyes, I saw that the contestant had
failed. He had been thrown and the horse was galloping away. Two or three others tried but the horse was
intractable. The entire arena was held in fright. There was a deep roaring in my ears urging me to arise and
reminding me that the life of man is dedicated to prowess. It said,
“Arise, Yayati. You are the future King of Hastinapur. A king may have no fear. Otherwise, it will be the talk in
the town, that Hastinapur has been subdued by a horse. The gossip will reach the Gods and the demons. You are
the son of the brave King Nahusha.”
That shook me. I stood up and was moving forward when I was held firmly by two tender arms. I turned
round. It was Mother.
I roughly thrust her hands away and jumped into the arena. A sea of men surrounded me but they seemed fixed
like stone carvings and were soon out of my mind. All I could see was the wild horse. He looked defiantly at me.
He appeared to challenge the might of the Nahusha kings. Gradually I was getting nearer to him. The feeling
arose in me that he was no horse but a mere rabbit, and his mane looked like a rabbit’s fur. While I was thus
entranced a shrill voice seemed to warn me.
“You fool, where are you going? It is the Valley of Death.” I shouted back,
“No, it is not. It is not the Valley of Death but the Peak of Fame. It is a high peak but I am going to climb to the
top. See, here I am already at the top.”
I was not conscious of the sequence of events and the next thing I distinctly remember is that I was firmly in
the saddle and the horse was flying over the course like the hurricane. It was like riding a storm with the lightning
firmly under control.
Two rounds were over. The huge crowd was surging with admiration and joy. That spirited animal and the
rider, young Yayati, were both intoxicated. Both were mobile statues. Both were traveling at a tremendous speed.
Like the sin and merit acquired in an earlier birth, these two had become inseparable.
We had finished four rounds and entered the fifth. This was to be the last. I was conscious of my unique
achievement. The golden dream of my youth had come true.
These were the nuances of my wild thoughts. I did not even realize that the horse was foaming at the mouth
and that his speed had slackened. My mind warned me to be, cautious. The fifth was to end a little beyond where
Father and Mother were sitting. I moved near to their seats; I wanted to see the glow on my mother’s face who
had been holding me back. The temptation was great and I looked back just as I was passing them.
That one instant of temptation was fatal. My grip on the saddle must have slackened and before I knew what
was happening, I had been thrown from the saddle. The bitter revenge of that dumb animal was concentrated in
that one act. For an instant, while I was in the air, I could hear shrill but plaintive cries from the crowd. The next
moment I was deep in the abyss of unconsciousness.
*
When I came out of that frightful abyss, all I saw was a mild solitary ray of light. I did not know where I was.
I was suddenly jogged into remembrance. Then followed pain coursing through the head and limbs. Like a
dried leaf in high wind, I had that day been flung into the air. Was I perhaps maimed from the accident? Why
otherwise can I not get up?
I put my right hand to the forehead. There was a cold pack there. I must have been in fever. With all my
strength I shouted,
“Mother!”
I heard the sweet jingling of bangles. It must be Mother coming to me. I strained my eyes to see. But, it was
not Mother. It was someone else. Was I mortally hurt in that accident? Am I in my bed or at the door of death? I
could not make out. I looked steadily at the figure standing by my bed. Has death such a beautiful form? Why
then is man afraid of death?
Her voice was shaky. For eight days the sun had risen every morning and set every evening. But I was not
conscious of it. Where was I those days? What did I do then? I was baffled. I thought I was a different person but
with the same form. But I could not recall a single moment of those eight days. I asked of my mother and Alaka
said,
“Her Highness is in her room. She has given up eating since that day. Yesterday with great misgiving she came
to see you and fainted at the sight. The physician has ordered her rest in bed.” She added,
“The physician has been watching over you night and day. A little while ago, he danced with joy on feeling
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your pulse and said, ‘Alaka, I feared that my skill was going to fail me and disgrace my gray hair. But now the
prince is out of danger. He will probably regain consciousness about midnight or early morning at the latest. You
must keep awake till he does so. See that the pack on his forehead is kept cold.’”
Suddenly, she remembered something. She quickly moved away and returned to the bed. By now, I could see a
little better. Was it Alaka standing by my bed?—perhaps not. It was a fairy standing by me. I smiled at the
thought. Is beauty also subject to tides like the sea? Who knows? But Alaka was every moment looking more and
more beautiful. I was gazing at her. She was flustered and murmured,
“What is the matter with me? I brought medicine to put it on the pack and forgot about it. Please close your
eyes.”
“Why?”
“This medicine is very strong. The physician has strictly warned me that not a drop must go into the eyes.”
“But my eyes will not shut.”
“Why?”
How could I tell her that I wanted to keep looking at her? She might not like it. Her mother had fed me at her
breast. She had brought me up in her lap. Even Father respected Kalika and as for Mother, she looked on her as a
near relation. Mother used to say—Kalika took greater care of me than herself. With such a Kalika’s daughter—
Alaka said, “If you do not close your eyes now, I shall stop even talking to you.”
Those childish words brought my childhood back to me. It was as if the waters of the river which had flown
into the sea had receded again. I quickly closed my eyes. Alaka was wetting the pack, drop by drop. There passed
before my eyes the gradual transformation in many forms, from the childish Alaka refusing to talk to me to the
Alaka now in attendance on me, near my bed. The bud was the same but in blossoming it every day assumed
more attractive and pleasing forms. Every form of Alaka that I saw was attractive in a different way.
Alaka had grown up in the palace with her mother. But till today, she had not attracted me so much. Why
should it be? I reminisced. We were playmates till I was six. Then we parted. As prince, I strutted about the
palace, the town, the court and the festive celebrations. She was a maid’s daughter and hung back. She ran little
errands in the palace. I was destined to be a king, and a world renowned warrior. She was destined to be a maid, in
eternal service of somebody. That is why our ways parted.
A heavenly fragrance intoxicated me. My eyes were still closed. I slowly lifted my right hand. Alaka was
bending over and carefully pouring the medicine in drops. One of her tresses was rubbing against my cheek. I felt
that lock of hair with my hand and that soft touch sent a thrill through my whole body. I knew that Alaka would
suddenly move away from embarrassment if I opened my eyes. So, with eyes closed, I said,
“Alaka, my nostrils arc very angry.”
“It comes from Jasmine flowers.”
“Let me smell them where they are,” I said. Alaka did not reply. I added,
“If you do not let mo smell them in your hair, I shall scream. Then, they will all wake up and—”
“If you scream, they will all rush in panic and Mother will take me to task, saying, ‘You wretch, can’t you even
make a good attendant?’ She will hang me for it.”
“Don’t you think,” I said, “it would be better to let me smell the flowers in your hair than be hanged? They say
a good deed should be done on time.”
All the flowers in the garden of Eden must have contributed their share of fragrance to those jasmine flowers. I
was intoxicated by the fragrance of Alaka’s hair. Apart from the flowers, the feel of her hair on my nose and
cheeks was the height of pleasure.
I forgot myself when Alaka was withdrawing. 1 opened my eyes. She was moving away. I said,
“I have not had enough. I must have more—much more still.”
Before 1 realized what I was doing, my arms were round her and our lips met. Delicious is not the word—her
lips were full of nectar. Like the traveler in the desert, my lips were dry. I was dying with thirst. I drank deep of
that nectar. I kept demanding for more and more of it. I was only conscious of one fact. I was swimming in
happiness but its waters were not deep enough.
The nectar of which I had drunk deep, was burning me up like poison. I had to have more nectar to quench it. I
was struggling to my feet. There was a shooting pain in my right leg and like a bird shot down, I screamed in
agony and fell back on my bed.
*
It took me three or four months to get over my serious illness. But my piercing scream of that night brought
joy to the palace. Every one was heartened that I had regained consciousness and had practically come to life
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from dead. The old physician, in fact, rushed into my room and like a child, wept with emotion.
I was soon rid of my fever. But the injury to the bone was more intractable. The physician had however
imported from East Aryavarta a tribal known for his skill in bone-setting. He set it well and there was no defect
left. But those three or four months were very difficult for me. I was irritated with my disability when I saw birds
flitting outside the window. I felt like going out of the window in the manner of a bird without caring for the
consequences. My hands itched at the sound of a horse and the thighs strained for a mount. I did not know where
to wreak my irritation at the disability. In annoyance, I would gaze at my limbs. I had spent every day of ten long
years to cultivate a strong and beautiful body but it had failed me.
There is no limit to a man’s love of his body but the body does not reciprocate. Indeed, on occasions, it lets
him down.
Lying in bed, I tried to discover what it was, the body was antagonistic to, but never succeeded. I often thought
there was a Yayati in me, different and distinct from the body. But how was one to understand the nature of that
other Yayati?
I was tired of the thought. I knew that mind, heart and intellect were not parts of the body but had their
separate identity. In the eight days of my unconsciousness, when with the rare drugs given to me, I would have
quietly swallowed even poison, where was my mind? And the intellect? And the heart? There was no answer. I
was completely in the dark. When, in exasperation, I gazed at my limbs, something whispered into my ear,
“You are wrong. Has your body always been your enemy? What about the pleasure of that night, when you
kissed Alaka? Was it not made possible by your body alone?”
That night was a sweet, immortal dream. The thought of it made me forget all pain in my life. Even the bright
sun outside was obscured in the memory of that night and it all came vividly back to me, like the indelible
impression of a young maiden, setting out for worship, with an oil lamp. That maddening fragrance of the jasmine
flowers, the softness of Alaka’s tresses, the sweetness of her lips—the memory of it all was thrilling.
Together with this sweet memory of Alaka, there was another, which served to bring me happiness in these
days. The tribal who set the bone had traveled widely in Aryavarta. He recounted enchanting tales of the caves,
forests, and cities, the sea and the hills, the old temples and the men he had come across. From those tales, I
conjured up a beautiful dream.
In my dream I was escorting the sacrificial horse let loose in challenge of supreme sovereignty. In the end I
returned as the victorious hero, conquering the world, and at the head of the maidens waiting to worship me, was
Alaka with the oil lamp.
I was well again. I mentioned what I had dreamed of doing, to the Prime Minister and my tutors. They all liked
the idea and in spite of Mother’s protests Father announced the sending forth of the victory horse.
I still remember those days!
*
I was a way for nearly eighteen months escorting the horse. Everywhere I saw the grandeur of this ancient
sacred land. I was enriching my mind with the countless folk songs sung to her glory to the tune of the elements. I
stored in my eyes the ever-new folk dances. We first headed North, then West, South and East. How exquisitely
pretty was the countryside everywhere. With the changing seasons, the land wore a new attractive garb and was
bedecked with various ornaments. Sometimes I thought the motherland was standing before me in person. The
rivers and streams like jets of milk, flowing from her breasts, the mountains. The thought that it was this milk
which sustained millions of her children, was thrilling.
We were challenged in only a few kingdoms. Father had in his time put awe into the whole of Aryavarta by his
bravery. It was the victory horse of that very King Nahusha who had defeated Indra. Who dared challenge it?
Those who thoughtlessly threw a challenge soon learnt that Yayati was the worthy son of a worthy father.
I was extremely happy in all such minor conflicts. I was an adept hunter and bagged with ease most kinds of
animals. But the joy of vanquishing an army facing you and as well armored as your own is quite different. It is
on such occasions that a warrior is really inspired. Victory in war is more heady than hunting. It was that kind of
heady victory that I was aspiring to. When I had risked my life during the festivities, it was because I had realised
the intoxication of victory. But after all, that was only a victory over an animal.
I was often unable to sleep during the campaign. Not that I was restless thinking of Mother or something
important. It was an undefined worry that dispelled sleep. I was weary.
But have you noticed one lively horse of a chariot taking to gallop unmindful of his slow mate? It was the
same with my mind, which ignored the weary body and indulged in wild fantasies. It used to dwell on things like
life, death, love, religion and God. It was difficult to free myself from the web of that maze. Every atom of my
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body wanted above all “To live”. At this, the mind would intervene with the question,
“Why then are you escorting the victory horse? You may be challenged, when there will be a fierce battle and
you may fall on the battlefield. Why should you who wants to live, go where death is disporting wildly?”
It was impossible to settle this paradox and then even a couch of flowers pricked like a bed of thorns. I would
stroll out, gaze at the stars and be soothed by the cool fresh breeze. The mango trees in the adjacent grove would
rustle in a whisper and the charwak birds in the pond nearby could be heard wailing for each other. The mind was
enchanted with such touching music.
Gradually peace and quiet would descend on me. The birds had by then been stilled into silence, and there was
no sound of movement or flutter. The peace of the surrounding inspired me to utter words of prayer. I said them
softly. In the end, with folded hands, refreshed in mind and contented, I would look round the expanse of heaven
and earth in front and fervently say,
“Peace and goodwill on Earth.” Then s1eep wou1d enfold me in her fine silken garb and sing the lullaby.
I valued this peace at night, just as much as the pleasure derived from the rough and tumble of the day. I could
not, however, reconcile the two. While I was escorting the horse, time like a tree was shedding its leaves one by
one. In this roving life I experienced in many different forms both peace and intoxication.
I cannot describe the many varied forms in which peace and exhilaration came to me during these wanderings.
There was the luscious green grass which looked like fur standing up, as if in ecstasy on the surface of the earth
and the tall stout deodar trees proudly poised as if to uphold the sky. There was the gentle drizzle of rain like
Ganges water, sprinkled by the priest in blessing and there was the downpour like jets of water thrown up by an
elephant. There was the tiny lovely butterfly which, descending on the finger, looked like a ring set in precious
stones. The lofty minarets of temples and the inviting houses of dancing girls. The tall twenty-foot statues of the
warriors and the delicately carved figures of young maidens on the walls of caves.
I went to see one such figure of a lovely woman. My escorts were all outside. The figure was exquisitely
beautiful. It was the figure of Rati, the Goddess of Love in mourning, when Lord Shiva had destroyed Madan, the
God of Love. I gazed at it for a long time. Her sari had strayed a little. Her tresses were hanging loose. I forgot
that it was a lifeless figure. And before I knew what I was doing I kissed that beautiful figure passionately on the
mouth. If it were not for the cold feel of the stone which brought me to my senses, I would have gone on doing it
indefinitely.
*
The region was alive with many elephants and I decided to indulge in elephant shooting. I had heard that wild
elephants go to the pond for a drink at night. Once, at midnight, I penetrated deep into the forest all alone and
climbed a tall tree by the side of a pond. It was an exciting experience. It was pitch dark and you could not see
even a yard away.
There was great satisfaction in getting an elephant under these conditions. I pricked my ears for stray sounds. I
had heard that in drinking the elephant emits a bubbling sound. I was straining to hear it and gradually I lost
consciousness of all other sound. Every moment was like an hour.
A vague sound came to my ears. I thought it was a bubbling sound and was electrified. You could see nothing
and had to aim by sound. When hit, the animal would squeal. I had decided to shoot quickly in succession in the
same direction on hearing the squeal.
I shot an arrow. The sound of its impact on the target and a short human wail both came to my ears together.
“Who shot the arrow? You sinner, come forward. Otherwise …”
Even a squirrel could not have got down as quickly as I did. I walked in the direction of the sound. The forest
was thinner by the side of the pond and I saw in the faint moonlight, a human being. He seemed like a ghost. I
hastened to fall at his feet without looking up. Suddenly the figure fell back with the words,
“I must not be touched by a sinner.”
“I am no sinner, Sire, I came for the love of hunting, thought I heard an elephant drinking and shot the arrow. I
am a Kshatriya. Hunting is enjoined on me by my religion.
“You dare talk of religion to me, a penitent under vow. I am a Brahmachari. Tell me the truth. Have not your
lips been sullied by contact with those of a woman. You can touch my feet only if you are pure in that respect.”
I dared not tell a lie. The memory of my passionately kissing Alaka that night was vivid before my eyes. This
penitent must be omniscient and he would at once know if I am telling the truth. He would blast me with a curse. I
hung down my head.
The yogi harshly named me a profligate. The yogi said,
“I have no time to waste on a degenerate person like you. In the early hours after midnight, I finish my
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morning ritual and sit in prayer.” I knelt before him, folded my hands and said,
“Sire, I crave your blessing.”
“I am not simple like Lord Shiva to bless anyone and everyone. How can I bless you without knowing who
you are?”
“I am a Prince.”
“Then you are unworthy of a blessing.”
“Why?” I asked in trepidation.
“Because you are a slave to your body. The greater the status, the greater the degradation of the soul. Every
moment he succumbs to the animal pleasures. He enjoys to his fill the fragrance of flowers and the perfume of
scents. He rules over his subjects but is ruled by his senses. A woman is the epitome of all pleasures; that is why
we ascetics look upon her as utterly forbidden. Prince, go your way. If you wish to be blessed by me, renounce all
wordly things—and come to me. Then—”
“But, Sire, I have promised that I shall never turn a[n] ascetic.”
“Why?” eagerly asked the ascetic in curiosity.
“My elder brother ran away as a child to renounce the world. Mother has still not forgotten her grief.”
“Are you then Yayati the Prince of Hastinapur?”
“Yes, Sire.”
“Follow me,” said the ascetic and started off. A little later when he looked back, I had not moved. He said a
little softly,
“Yayati, your elder brother is asking you to follow him.”
*
Fear, like hope, prompts all kinds of ideas. I had met Yati for the first time. I should have been glad at the
unexpected meeting. But I had been chilled by his words. I did not know what to say to him in his cave.
We soon arrived there. It was a straggling cave with its opening covered by thorns. It was when Yati pushed
them aside with the hand that I realized it was a cave. A tiger growled. I instinctively put my hand to the bow and
arrow. Yati turned back and smiled. He said,
“No, that has no use here. He growled because he smelt your presence. Otherwise he lies here like a rabbit. I
make friends of wild beasts wherever I go. They are purer than human beings.” Yati patted the tiger’s bead and it
was playing with him like a kitten.
We were now well in the interior of the cave. There was an unusual glow of light there. I looked round and saw
masses of fireflies. There was a cobra quietly curled up in every corner, with the jewel in its hood sparkling. To
the right, Yati pointed to his bed.
I bent down. A small stone served for pillow and the thorny creepers at the entrance served for a mattress. I
shuddered that Yati slept in such a bed. He was my elder brother. Why had he renounced all the royal pleasures for
this kind of life? What pleasure was there in it? What was Yati going to gain in the end? What was he in search
of?
Yati picked up a deerskin lying near the bed and spread it on the uneven ground for me to sit on. He himself sat
on his thorny bed. Yati’s philosophy of life and the cave had deadened my feelings. Otherwise, on my meeting
him for the first time, I would have embraced him, wept on his shoulder and insisted on taking him to Hastinapur
to meet Mother. But as if aware that this was not possible, I sat there like a dumb animal. Then for something to
say, I said,
“Mother will be very happy to see you.”
“There is only one abiding happiness in life—eternal happiness. Worldly pleasures end in unhappiness—be it
the pleasure of touch or sight. The body is man’s greatest enemy. It is the prime duty of man to strive persistently
for mastery over the body. Look at the fruit I eat.”
I took the fruit he offered and broke a small piece and ate it as a sacramental offering. It was bitter and the
bitterness must have been reflected in my face. He said,
“Man loves sweet fruit. Indulgence in them leads to a craving. It is this indulgence which makes man the slave
of his body. Man’s love of the body deadens his soul. It is only continence that awakens the soul. I eat these bitter
fruit with relish to attain that continence.”
He picked up one and ate it nonchalantly. The small piece in my mouth remained there. If I could go out of the
cave, I would have spat it out. Yati and I were brothers. But there was a deep chasm between us. I could see it
clearly now. I was emboldened to ask,
“How did you turn to asceticism so young?”
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“Renunciation dawned on me in the hermitage of the same ascetic by whose blessing I was born. Mother had
taken me to him. She was fast asleep but I had had dreams. I came out of the hut and stealthily stepped across to
another one near by. The disciples were talking and I heard them saying,
“‘The children of King Nahusha will never be happy.’
“I was warned by the words of those disciples and I decided to be a happy hermit rather than an unhappy
prince. I wandered into the Himalayas and found a Guru. Come, you had better go. It is past time for meditation. I
shall show you the way out and …”
We came out brushing aside the thorny creepers at the mouth of the cave. I had now to take leave of him. I said
in a broken voice,
“Farewell Yati—remember me.”
He had not even touched me since I went into the cave. My words must have touched him. With his hand on
my shoulder, he said,
“Yayati, one day you will be king. You will be a sovereign. You will celebrate a hundred sacrifices. But never
forget that it is easier to conquer the world than to master the mind.”
*
I returned victorious to Hastinapur with the horse. The capital gave me a rousing welcome. The whole town
was bedecked like a bride, immersed in dance and song like a dancing girl and showered me with flowers as if
they were the glances of young maidens.
But my mind was not roused even by such a grand welcome. It was like a beautiful garland of fragrant flowers
in which one’s favorite flower was missing! Alaka was not to be seen among the maids who welcomed me with
the sacred lamp.
The joy of my mother was evident in her every move. She appeared to have grown younger. But even though I
was bathed in the love overflowing from her eyes, one corner of my heart remained dry. In the end I pretended to
have casually remembered her and asked,
“Alaka does not seem to be here.”
“She has gone to her aunt.”
“Where is her aunt’s house?”
“It is very far way, at the foot of the Himalayas. It borders on the Kingdom of the Demons.”
All that night, I thought of Yati and Alaka.
Gradually, in the celebration of Ashvamedha, I forgot all this. Almost before the end of the celebrations, the
disciples of the ascetic who had blessed Father with a son, brought a message from him.
It was the rule in our house not to mention the name of that ascetic. Whether it was from awe or anger nobody
knows. But in recounting the story of my life, I keep repeating to myself nothing is to be kept back. His name is
Angiras.
It appeared that a fierce war was likely to break out between the Gods and the Demons. In order to prevent it,
Saint Angiras had taken the vow of a sacrifice for peace. Kacha, his favorite disciple was the leading priest.
Because of this, it was feared that the demons would raise obstacles in it. As protection against any obstacles to
the sacrifice, Angiras had begged of the king for his son, the renowned warrior, to be there.
This was an honor even greater than the horse sacrifice. Indra himself would send for me, as the young hero
who defeated with ease the demons. I shall travel to Heaven and assure Indra thus,
“Oh, King of Gods, I shall ever be on your side in any battle with the demons. But there is one thing you must
do. My father carries a curse that his children will never be happy. I wish to be blessed with a counter-blessing to
nullify it.”
*
My bodyguard was following leisurely. My horse grew tired of jogging along at a slow pace. He galloped like
the whirlwind and I was at the cottage in no time.
It was evening. Black smoke from a cluster of trees ahead was coiling up to the bluish sky. Its movement up
was like the graceful steps of a dancer. Birds returning to their nests were twittering sweetly. The West looked
beautiful with the glow as of a sacrificial fire. It was as if pieces of cloud were being offered to the fire as oblation
and the birds were chanting hymns like priests. Bird life was returning to roost. I had not seen so much color even
in the palace.
I reined in my horse. I was enchanted by their song and color in flight. A multicolored bird flew across me. I
was overcome by temptation to shoot him for his lovely plume as a keepsake. I mounted the arrow when in a
harsh voice someone said,
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“Hold back!”
It was not a request. It was an order. I was absorbed in the beauty of the colors and did not notice my
surroundings. To the left, on the branch of a tree, was perched a boy ascetic, admiring the beauty of the twilight.
The next instant he jumped down from the tree, came near and said,
“This is the sacred hermitage of Saint Angiras.”
“I am aware of that,” I retorted.
“Did you intend to kill a bird in the precincts of this hermitage? That would have been sin.”
“I am a Kshatriya—hunting is enjoined on me by my religion.”
“There is religious sanction to killing in self-defense or to subdue evil. How did this innocent dumb bird hurt
you? What harm has it done?”
“I admired his plume.”
“You seem to be an epicure. But remember, he who gave you that quality also endowed that bird with life.” I
was annoyed and said,
“Such dry sermons sound very well in a temple.” The boy smiled and said,
“You are in a temple itself. Look, there in the West, the lamp of this temple is getting low a little. Higher up,
you will see oil lamps being lit one after another.”
In appearance he was a common boy ascetic. But his talk would have become more a poet than an ascetic. In
disparagement I said,
“My venerable poet, can you ride?”
“No.”
“Then you will never experience the pleasure of hunting.”
“But I also go hunting.”
“And pray, what do you hunt—the sacred grass?” He calmly said,
“My enemies.”
“Is it possible that an ascetic wearing a tree bark and living in a cottage has enemies?”
“Not one but many of them.”
“And, pray, what do you fight with?”
“A spirited steed faster than Lord Indra’s and of the Sun—”
“But you said you cannot ride!”
“Not your kind of horse—no. But my own, yes. It is beautiful and fast. How can I describe its lightning speed?
In an instant he can travel from earth to heaven. He can fathom fastnesses where light does not penetrate. Horses
for the victory sacrifice pale before it. He has the power to make man a God and a God—a greater God.” In
irritation I spurred my horse, saying to the insolent boy,
“Show me your horse.”
“I cannot show him to you. But he is with me all the time eternally at my service.”
“Can you name it?”
“Yes—the soul.”
*
I had never seen him and could hardly recognize him. Like mountains, all ascetics look alike from a distance.
But I was taken aback when that night Saint Angiras introduced him to me. He was Kacha, the son of Brihaspati,
the tutor of the Gods. The leading priest of the sacrifice for peace. He looked my age or maybe a year or two
more! I was surprised that a selfless great saint like Angiras should make one, so young, the leading priest. Love
is no doubt blind, be it of mother to child or tutor to disciple.
Kacha was also surprised when I was introduced. I the evening we had a clash of words.
“One must be truthful but in adhering to the truth, one must put it in agreeable words. This teaching of my
tutor I have not yet imbibed. Please do not take offence. It is uncertain how and when one’s mind gets out of
control like the horse. Please forgive me,” he said.
Murmuring to himself, Kacha came out of the prayer room. I was just behind him. I heard the words distinctly,
“Oh people, concentrate on the content of the soul, and listen to its prompting. Knowledge of the self must be
our objective. Meditate over it.”
We two were given separate huts at one end of the settlement. Kacha smilingly said,
“Prince, we are neighbors now.” I said in jest,
“Kachadeva, have you heard of the proverb—there is no worse enemy than the neighbor.”
“There is a half truth in every proverb,” he said with a smile. But maybe, because of my duty in regard to the
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sacrifice for peace, or maybe because Saint Angiras kept flattering me with the words, “The demons know that
you are here and dare not interfere with the sacrifice”—maybe the friendship of the illustrious, learned
philosopher Kacha did it, but the ache in my body was dissolved in some other happiness, like the drone of the
insects of the forest in the chanting of hymns. As the leading priest of the sacrifice Kacha lived on water alone for
the day. And the principal guardian of the sacrifice, I should have done the same. But Saint Angiras chose six of
my bodyguards and between the seven of us we had to live on water only one day each.
That one day in the week was very difficult for me. Hunger gnawed at my inside and made me restless. It was
not that, when out hunting or escorting the victory horse, I kept regular meal times: but then, the mind was
absorbed in something else. Hunger was not noticed. I was all admiration for Kacha on fast days: I wondered how
he had acquired the power to fast cheerfully all the seven days of the week, when I found it so difficult to go
through it only one day.
I never found an answer. I would console myself thus: I lead the life of a warrior. The body is my mainstay. I
was taught to cultivate it, to make it strong and well nurtured. That is why I cannot prevail over hunger. Kacha is
different. An ascetic may have thin limbs like dry brushwood. But the limbs of a warrior must be like steel. There
is no derogation then, even if I cannot prevail over hunger like Kacha. Would Kacha be able to escort the victory
horse through Aryavarta? His body is lustrous by virtue of his penance and beautiful because of his youth. But, for
his life he could not sling a bow and arrow.
When the principal part of the sacrifice was over without a hitch, there was a three day celebration. Kacha
participated actively like a child. He had an ear for music and could swim, as if he had been a fish in an earlier
birth.
Once while a lyric was being sung, a child started to cry. Even his mother was unable to soothe him. Kacha
picked him up and went outside to pick some berries strewn on the ground. He ate a couple of them and put his
tongue now tinged a rich purple from the berries out to the child. The child was amused and smiled.
It was well that I knew that this childish Kacha and that other who chanted the religious hymns with sonorous
clarity were the same. Otherwise, I would probably never have believed in two such divergent personalities.
Did I say two personalities? No, Kacha was a many-sided personality. I was baffled by every new appearance
of it. Once, a lovely sweet fruit had a worm in it. He turned to me and said,
“Prince, life is such. It is sweet and beautiful but no one knows how and when it will be infected.” He paused
in deep thought and recited a verse which said,
“In life, it is the sweet fruit that is most likely to be infected.”
That night, I saw Kacha as a poet. Now and again when anything struck him, he used to compose lines like
this. I should have jotted them down, as they came. But it is only when a thing is lost that we value it. We were
together for a long time. But I cannot recall a single line of any of his compositions—only a few words of one line
—
“Oh, leaf of the tree of life.”
The occasion for that verse is distinctly before my eyes. It was a moonlit night. Suddenly there was a gust and
a leaf dropped and that in Kacha’s hair. He was anxious that it should not fall off and get trampled over, but he
could not catch it. He picked it up from the ground and gazing at it in a trance, came out with,
“Oh, leaf of the tree of life.” I do not recall the other lines of that verse but they were to this effect;
“Oh little leaf, why should you grieve over this sudden death. You have in your own way contributed to the
beauty of this tree. You have done your part in giving your little shade to us. Your life is fulfilled and your place in
Heaven is secure.” …
265.1 1. Excerpt from The Theatre 2. Parasmoni 3. Samai Nai 4. True Traveler 5. Five Fragments Of
Prose\fn{by Nalini Bala Devi (1898-1977)} Barpeta?, Barpeta District, Assam State, India (F) 2
1
Kun Kar Jogotor
Kun Kar Moromor
Chokur Chinaki Dudinor
Sasimor Rooprekha
Asimot Bur Jabo
Khohi Gole Jori Moromor
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*
Who’s for whom in this world
Who’s under whose care
Temporary acquaintances, eye-to-eye contacts these are with
Bounded facial outlines
That get dissolved in the infinite oblivion
If the thread of love that binds them snaps.
2
Pilgrims through the ages
rail along the beaten track
raving inaccessible forests and caves
climbing snow-clad peaks
*
Pilgrims, rest a while
Look into your hearts
dreams of love sprouts
from the dust of the earth
beauty blossoms
in the immaculate canvas of the heart
mirrored in meditations
in the lotus garden of the mind
*
Kindle the flame of life
to burn steady and upright
make your life the holy sacrificial fire.
*
All constraints will dissolve that day
Of time, place and others
elaborate falsehoods
and segregations
of religion, caste, and various holy lents
Only the heavenly Ganga
flow in each and leave the trace of
an immortal consciousness
3
Let not be lost the key and the path
No, no there’s no more time
darkness has fallen come ye traveler
There is no more time.
4
Unlimited strength in your arms,
In your closed heart the mighty
current of deluge is making a mighty sound.
the fruits of works of every moment
remain stores till Eternity.
The world will unite at your smiles
Moon and Stars will also smile.
*
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If you shed tears, do you think
It will go in vain?
You are true, you are eternal
Where is fear, then, and where is death?
Do not look behind
But proceed forward.
… In the early hours of dawn, when the world is still shrouded in the swirling mists of autumn, I stand on the
bank of the mighty Brahmaputra to absorb the myriad beauties of my motherland. While I watch, in the hazy
mornings, I see emerging one by one from the bosom of the great river—Umananda, Bhairav, Mahatirtha
Bhasmachal, Urvashi and Karmanasha. Slowly the morning rays dispel the mists and I see on the other bank
Monikarnika, Aswakranta Mandir, Kamakhya to the south and the domes of Bhubaneswari. To the north are the
towering Himalayas our silent sentinel, which have stood with the ravages of time and are a mute witness to our
hoary past. The golden sunbeams embrace the mighty peaks. And I marvel at my good fortune that this beautiful,
blessed land is my motherland. The sweetness and melody of my language also strikes responsive chords in me,
arouses deep emotions in me—so vibrant, so lyrical is the language of my beloved motherland. …
*
… Healthy social environment is necessary for the full flowering of our language. Ensconced in every nuance
of our mother tongue, hidden in its melodies, is the identity of the entire race. …
*
… Sitting at the shores of the vast ocean of sorrow, I look back upon the past. So many reminiscences crowd
upon my mind—a veritable kaleidoscope of happy incidents, celebrations, the fond memories of the noble,
passionate soul, uttering words of wisdom. …
*
… The people from the north bank of the Brahmaputra built funeral pyre with Sandalwood at the food of the
elevated Aswaklanta. Their holy chantings reverberated all round. The last floral tributes were over and the pyre
was set ablaze. The fragrance of sandalwood wafted across the mighty Brahmaputra and seemed like a silent
benediction showered from the heavens. The mortal remains of Karmabir Nabin Chandra Bordoloi\fn{ Her father}
will mingle with the dust of the beloved motherland from where he took shape. The cycle has thus been
completed. Towards the end, a sudden shower fell, and the flames of the burning pyre are assuaged and then the
setting sun’s rays luminated the earth once again as if welcoming and gathering the Karmabir’s noble soul bade
good-bye to his beloved motherland from his chariot of fire—“Farewell, motherland, adieu …” …
*
… So many have silently withered behind the impenetrable curtains, who will account for them? …
250.67 Women And The Law\fn{by Miss Mithan Tata aka Mithan J. Lam (1898-1981)} Phulgaon, Pune District,
Maharashtra State, India (F) 3
During the last twenty years there has been a strong movement towards the emancipation of women from legal
disabilities.
After the Government of India Bill of 1919, various provinces granted the franchise to women on the same terms as
men, so that at present women in Bombay, Madras, the United Provinces, Bengal, and the Central Provinces are
enfranchised and have also the right to become members of Legislative bodies and to exercise all civic rights.
Apparently even in earlier times and during the Middle Ages the study of law for women was not quite unknown.
The names of two women who wrote commentaries on Law are well known. Women’s property, or stridhan is a
special branch of Hindu Law. Hindu women, married or unmarried, could from the earliest times hold property in
their own rights which they could dispose of without their husbands’ consent. Balampatti was a woman
commentator who has written a masterly commentary on the Law of Stridhan.. Lachmadevi, another commentator
who lived in the 15th century A.D. wrote the Vivadachandra, which is a commentary on the Hindu Law of
Succession as followed by the Mithila School.
Miss Cornelia Sorabji was the first Indian woman to pass the examination of Bachelor of civil Law at Oxford as
early as 1892. She also obtained the LL. B. degree of the Allahabad University, but was not allowed to practise. In 1904
she was appointed Legal Adviser to purdanashin women, Court of Wards, Bengal, Bihar, Orissa and Assam, and
Consulting Counsel by the Government of Bengal. Other women also began to study law and passed the Bachelor of
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Law Examination of their respective Universities; but they had a very restricted field for activity, as they could
not practice as pleaders or vakils, and at best their interest in law was only academic.
By the Legal Practitioner’s (Women) Act of 1923, the disabilities against women legal practitioners in India
were removed. In January 1920, the four Inns of Court in London had for the first time admitted women students,
thus giving them the right to be enrolled later as barristers. In January 1923 the first two women were called to the
Bar from Lincoln’s Inn, one of them being an Indian, the writer herself, who has been practicing since 1924 at the
Bombay High Court. Several women are now qualifying themselves and practicing in India.
Professional disabilities have therefore been practically entirely removed. Executive and political posts are not
yet open to women, nor can they be appointed to diplomatic posts. Women have been appointed J.P.’s since 1925,
and as Honorary Magistrates they work with their men colleagues in the children’s courts and other courts. Women
have not yet been admitted on juries in criminal trials.
But the chief disabilities that women suffer from relate to personal laws. These differ according to the different
religions and legal codes. Marriage, Divorce, Inheritance, Guardianship were all regulated by the personal law
applicable to the individual; the law has in some cases remained unchanged for hundreds of years with the result that
women suffer many disabilities. The following detailed analysis will show the position as it stands at the present day
as regards Hindu and Mohamedan women.
*
Amongst the early Aryans the joint family was the unit, the father or the eldest male member of the family
being the head, the patria potestas who along with the other male members had the control and management of
the family property.
The family owned lands in common, being joint in estate, food, and worship. The property was vested in all the
male members jointly, the women being mere dependents upon fathers and husbands. At the very early period the
texts represent women as being absolutely without independent rights.
Three persons, a wife, a son and a slave, are declared by law to have no wealth exclusively their own; the wealth they
may earn is regularly acquired for the man to whom they belong. (Manu viii. S 416)

The same causes which led to the break up of the family union, would introduce women to the possession of the family
property. When partition took place the fund out of which the women were maintained would be split up in fragments.
Some portion would have to be set apart for maintenance. Further, if a man died without issue and without coparceners,\fn
{Joint heirs} it was natural that his womenfolk being in possession of the property, would be allowed to enjoy it, rather than
that they should be handed over to distant relatives who might be utter strangers to them. In this way their right as heirs,
and not merely as sharers, arose.
But that right would not extend beyond the reason for it, their claim to personal maintenance. The preference for
the male over the female remained, and would thus prevent the property inherited by the women passing out of
the family into the hands of strangers. The woman was not allowed to become a fresh stock of descent, so as to
transmit the inheritance to her heirs.
A little later the women were more favorably treated. According to Yagnavalkya ii. S. 115 if a partition takes
place in the lifetime of the father the fortune in the house and the wife’s ornaments were to be set aside for the
benefit of the wife. If the sons partitioned after the death of the father, a share equal to that of the son’s was set
apart for the mother and the unmarried daughters each received a one-fourth share to that of her brothers. (Vyasa,
Brihaspathi, and Yagnavalkya) However, as far as the daughters were concerned it soon came about that the later
commentators held that the mention of a one-fourth share for a daughter was meant for her maintenance and
marriage expenses, and that she was entitled only to maintenance up to marriage and marriage expenses. Thus the
daughters were deprived of their one-fourth share and given maintenance instead, and the law remains the same at
present.
*
Under the Mithakshara, in an undivided family where there are co-parceners, on the death of one of the co parceners, the widow and the daughters are excluded and the property goes to the surviving co-parceners subject
only to the right of maintenance and residence of the widow and the unmarried daughters. If there are sons or
sons’ sons, they take all the property, subject only to the liability to maintain the females. In the case of divided
families or if the property is self-acquired and there are no sons or sons’ sons the widow inherits the property with
full rights as to the use of the income thereof, but restricted rights as to its alienation. She can alienate it only for
legal necessity or with the consent of the next reversioner. If there are daughters, the daughters succeed to the estate
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as heirs of their father with the same rights in the property as possessed by the widow. As a general rule all females
inheriting property either from males or females take as limited owners thereof, (except in the Bombay Presidency)
i.e. a woman cannot be a new stock of descent, but on her death the property devolves not on her heirs, but on the
heirs of the last full owner thereof.
In Bombay women heirs are divided into two groups—(1) those who come into the gotra or family by marriage,
(2) those born into the family. The persons belonging to the first category, widow, mothers, daughters-in-law, take
only as limited owners, whilst those who are born into the family i.e. daughters, sisters, take the property they inherit
absolutely and the property on their death passes to their stridhan heirs.
There is at present a strong movement to equalize the laws of inheritance as relating to women; that the wife and
daughter should get some share in the estate of the father in ancestral property.
Stridhan. Besides property inherited by a woman there are other kinds of property, such as gifts made to the
girl on various occasions at the time of marriage etc., which she possesses and over which she has absolute rights
and which she can alienate without the consent of the husband. Such property is called stridhan, and on her death
it passes to her daughters and sons according to the source of acquisition of the property. In default of children it
passes in certain cases to her husband and to the father’s family in certain others.
Marriage. Marriage according to the Hindu Law is a sacrament and in theory the tie is indissoluble. The remarriage of widows especially in the higher castes therefore is looked upon with disfavor by the law-givers as being
something akin to adultery. Such marriages were held to be invalid and the offspring of such marriages held to be
illegitimate.
However, by the Hindu Widows’ Remarriage Act 1856 the legal impediment to widow remarriage has been
removed and a Hindu woman can now contract a valid second marriage. Hindu sentiment, however, is not yet much
in favor of such marriages. Yet in ancient times, remarriage of widows was not unknown and the earlier law books
show that under certain circumstances, the wife was allowed to remarry, even during the lifetime of the husband.
Says Narada in XII 103, 97:
When her husband is lost or dead, when he has become a religious ascetic, when he is impotent and when he has been
expelled from caste, these are five cases of legal necessity when a woman may be justified in taking another husband.

However the opinion of Manu and others has been against widow remarriage and that has prevailed all down the
ages. There is no divorce amongst Hindus. A man may put away his wife and take another but, though he may live
apart and there may be sufficient grounds to claim maintenance from him, she cannot marry again. A wife has a right
of maintenance against her husband, if she has left him for just cause such as cruelty on his part which would make
it unsafe for her to live with him or if she has been wantonly driven out from the house by the husband. Habitual illtreatment not amounting to cruelty or the husband’s taking another wife does not entitle her to leave his house and
claim maintenance.
Guardianship. The father is the natural guardian of his children and as such entitled to the custody of their
person and property. Next to the father the mother is the guardian unless the father has appointed another person as
the guardian of the person of his children. When the father is alive he is entitled to the custody of his minor children,
however young they may be, in preference to the mother: and no court has power to appoint a guardian of the person
of a minor whose father is living unless in the opinion of the court he is utterly unfit to be the guardian.
*
In certain respects Mahomedan Law is more liberal to women than Hindu Law i.e., in inheritance and
marriage.
Marriage. Under Mahomedan Law “marriage is a contract which has for its object the procreation of
children.” The rights and duties of the husband and wife depend, except in certain specified particulars, on the
term of the marriage contract.
On marriage a woman does not lose her individuality. “No doctrine of coresture is recognized and her property
remains hers in her individual right.”
The contract of marriage does not give the husband any rights upon her goods or property in her lifetime. It is
usual for the husband to let a dower upon her under the nuptial contract; and she has a distinct lien on her
husband’s property for that time.
Inheritance. A woman is as much an heir as a man under Mahomedan Law, and the son does not exclude the
daughter from a share of the father’s property. The wife has a one eighth share in the property of her husband when
there are children. But if there are no children the wife takes a quarter. The mother has a one sixth share in the
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property of her child, and when there are no sons the daughter takes half the property of the father as sharer, or, if
more than one, they take two thirds, the other sharers taking their respective shares.
If however there are sons, the daughter takes with the son as residuary, the son taking double the portion of the
daughter. When there are no children or father or brother, the sister takes half as a sharer, but with the brother she
takes as a residuary, the brother taking twice the share of the sister.
The property which a woman interests or which she receives as gifts or by her own exertions is her personal
absolute property, whether she be single or married; and she can alienate it during her lifetime without the
permission of her husband. She suffers from the same restraints as to testamentary capacity as the men.
Divorce. Marriage being a contract, it can be dissolved by either spouse under certain conditions. The man can
dissolve the marriage at will, but the wife has a right to ask for divorce if she has reserved the right in her
antenuptial contract and if the terms thereof have been broken. It is usual for her in such cases to release her
dower. She may also sue for divorce in case of the impotency of the husband, or on the ground of imprecation of
unchastity by the husband. She can marry another person again after observing a three months period of iddat.
Guardianship. The right of a mother to the custody of her young children is established in law, and she is
entitled to the custody of her male child until he is seven years old and of the female child until she has attained
puberty, and the right is not lost though she may have been divorced by her husband. She is entitled to obtain
maintenance allowance for the children from the husband even though she be divorced. The father is the guardian of
the property of the children and of the person after the above mentioned ages, and has the right to give them in
marriage.
*
Thus the position of a Mahomedan woman is in many respects better than that of a Hindu woman or women in
some continental countries. Yet the system of polygamy and the husband[s unrestricted right of divorce even without
cause has materially reduced all the privileges accorded to her by the law.
On the whole it will be perceived from this analysis that the position of a woman in India with regard to
ownership or property, moveable or immoveable, is in some respects more advantageous than that of married
women in some countries in Europe, especially the Latin countries, where up till recent times, the doctrine of unity
of person prevailed, with the result that on marriage the woman and everything belonging to her became the
property of the man. In matters of inheritance and divorce there is much scope for improvement and equalization of
laws, and in the general outlook towards the sex as a whole.
The growing number of women lawyers described in the introduction may by their specialized knowledge and
interest facilitate the removal of these legal disabilities that still affect women in matters of personal law. In a
large amount of social work also, as in matters relating to the Children’s Act and Children Courts, the
participation of women lawyers is valuable. Moreover women are taking a keen interest in political reform; in
many. provinces they have the right to be members of the Legislative Councils; their knowledge of law and
procedure will help them in their public work.
84.145 Excerpt from Yaadon ki Baraat: “Back To Wilderness”\fn{by Josh Malihabadi aka aka Shabbir Hasan Khan (18981982)} Malihabad, Lucknow District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 4
It was probably around 1948 that I dropped the idea of selling vegetables and set out for Delhi. From the
station, I went straight to Panditji. He talked to Sardar Patel on the phone, who assured him that he would set me
up as an editor. He also promised to get me a pension from some of the States. After that, he sent me on to Miyan
Azim Hussain, who happened to be Secretary of the Department of Information at the time.
Miyan Azim Hussain turned out to be a real gentleman. I was deeply impressed by his nobility. In the course of
our conversation, he announced that I would be given a monthly salary of Rs1,110 and then asked me how was I
going to live on such a meager income. I said to him:
“Miyan Saheb, Panditji promised me that he would prevail upon some of the States to give me a literary
pension to make up for my otherwise meager income.”
When I stepped into crowded hall, a little before the interview, I found a whole battalion of candidates sitting
there, waiting to be interviewed for the editorship of Aajkal. The moment they recognized me, their faces turned
ashen and their conviction, that pitted against me they stood no chances, was evident. I was quite shocked and for
a while thought,
“How I wish I hadn’t come here and caused such disappointment and despair to such a large number of
people.”
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Anyway, when I entered the interview room, I saw that apart from Miyan Azim Hussain and Ajmal Khan, there
were four or five other people with whom I was not acquainted, I sat down and made myself comfortable, but
when I took out my paan box, a gentleman who, from his appearance, seemed to be a South Indian, turned to me
and said in English:
“You should know that chewing paan at such a time is highly improper.” Rather put off by his remark, I almost
burst out:
“It is really surprising that despite our gaining independence, you are still influenced by your erstwhile masters, so dear to your heart. I can’t do without chewing paan. For me it is as natural as breathing. If you can’t stand
it I am quite willing to dump this interview here and now and leave.” I picked up my wallet and paan box and was
on the verge of leaving, when Miyan AZim Hussain and Ajmal Khan stopped me saying:
“Please don’t mind. Do have your paan!” After that probably it was Ajmal Khan who said:
“Josh Sahib, there is no way we can interview a person of your eminence. Just be so good as to recite us that
poem which you wrote against the Nizam.” I replied:
“Ajmal Khan, what’s the use? All these people, whose minds still carry the imprint of British imperialism, can
hardly understand a word of my poetry!” At that Miyan Azim Hussain, Ajmal Khan and a couple of other people
observed with one voice:
“Josh Sahib, come on. We are all your admirers. Please do recite the poem for us.”
Then I recited a few stanzas of my poem, and the interview ended.
After taking over as editor of Aajkal, when I went to meet Panditji, he asked me:
“Did you call on SardarPatel, the Minister in charge of your Department?” I replied:
“No, I didn’t. Nor do I have any intention of doing so in the future.”: When Panditji asked me the reason for it,
I answered English:
“Because he has got a criminal face.” Hearing this, Panditji burst out laughing and then said to me:
“No, no, you must meet him. I will just ring him up and fix a meeting with him.” He rang up Sardar Patel and
was told to send me over straight away.
I reached his residence immediately. Clad in a dhoti, he was standing in the porch waiting for me. As soon as
we shook hands, I said to him:
“Sardar Saheb, I was very keen to meet you for a very special reason.” He was an experienced old man. He
understood what I meant by that “special reason,” but all the same he asked:
“What was it that made you so keen to meet me?” I replied:
“Because I have heard so many adverse comments about you!”
He heard that quietly and took me to his room. As soon as we sat down, he said to me in English:
“You must have heard that I am an anti-Muslim. I know you are a brutally frank person. But then, so am I.
That is why I want to tell you quite clearly that I have a great respect for Muslims like you whose ancestors came
from abroad and settled here for good. But I do not like the Muslims whose ancestors belonged to the Sudras and
other low-castes of the Hindu community and who embraced Islam under the influence of the Islamic regimes.
Actually it is these very people who are extremely bigoted, wicked and vicious and who, despite being in a
minority, want to keep the Hindu majority suppressed forever.” I said:
“Sardar Saheb, first and foremost, the entire humanity belongs to the same race. I have absolutely no faith in
the caste system.. Secondly, if someone’s grandfather’s grandfather was a chamar two or three hundred years ago,
does that mean that he remains the same chamar to this day? Do you really believe that no change has occurred in
his mentality or his way of life to this day?” He was on the verge of replying to that when his secretary came in
and said:
“You had given an appointment to the Maharaja of Patiala. He has arrived.”
I had barely come out of Sardar Patel’s residence, when I ran into Maulana Azad. Actually it was he who
spotted me, stopped his car and called me. He looked at me with a rather pained expression on his face and said:
“Josh Saheb, What do I see? You and at Sardar Patel’s door!”
I bowed my head. He recited a Persian couplet which practically means: “You too, Brutus!”
Maulana left after reciting this couplet. But suddenly I was overcome by a strange melancholy. I wondered, did
we offer all those sacrifices and liberate our country from the British, so that the moment they left, the death-knell
of Urdu is sounded and the future of Muslims becomes absolutely uncertain and bleak, leaving them completely
lost and bewildered? The words once uttered by Qazi Aziz-ud-din, Prime Minister of the State of Datia\fn{ The
princely state of Datia, now in Madhya Pradesh State, came under British control by the Treaty of Bassein in 1802 .} came back to me:
“Josh Saheb! Take it from me. The day India becomes independent, the Hindus will slaughter the Muslims!”
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With that another thought occurred to me:
“Why didn’t the makers of Pakistan visualize what would happen to those Muslims who were left behind in
India? Why didn’t they take away every Muslim to Pakistan with them?”
But then I consoled myself with the hope that eventually everything would be all right. Hatred cannot last for
long. Given some time, all these prejudices will fade away and disappear. A socialist government would soon be
ushered in and all that divides the society will cease to be. The Islamic brotherhood will come to an end giving
way to a universal brotherhood.
In 1955 I went to Pakistan for the third time to participate in a mushaira. But even before that, my old friend,
Sayed Abu Tabib Naqvi, Chief Commissioner of Karachi, had invited me to come to Pakistan for good; but this
time he seemed to be determined to persuade me to do so.
I was not at all prepared for that. But since I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, I didn’t refuse categorically and
evaded the issue by telling him that I would consider it.
Just then Naqvi organized a social gathering at his residence and invited all the top people of the city including
Sikandar Mirza. He persuaded me to recite my long poem Hussain Wa Inquilab to them. After listening to it
everyone who was there, including Sikander Mirza, urged me to become a citizen of Pakistan. Though privately I
had decided against that, what I actually ended up telling them was:
“I too am thinking of doing that.”
After that Naqvi’s conversation with me always began with: “Josh Saheb, there is a limit to everything. After
all, how long will you keep thinking about it?” Completely cornered, I too felt exasperated and wondered how
long I could evade the issue and indulge in self-deception.
One day Naqvi came to the Metro, the place where I was staying, and said to me:
“I have postponed every other engagement and come to you firmly determined to take a pledge from you to
come over to Pakistan!” I answered:
“Naqvi Saheb, you know how much love and regard I have for you. If you ask me to give my life for you, I
won’t hesitate even for a minute, but—”
“No, don’t you say no to me after that,” Naqvi intervened. He rose, and coming over tome, said: “Now tell me,
when are you migrating to Pakistan?” I braced myself for the occasion, lowered my eyes and told him:
“As long as Jawaharlal Nehru is alive, I can’t even think of coming over to Pakistan.” He placed his hand on
my shoulder and asked me:
“Have you ever thought what will happen to you after Nehru is dead?” I said:
“I pray to God that I don’t live to see that day.” He said:
“A poet’s greatest misfortune is that he views even the most serious problems of life emotionally. I ask you
what if Nehru dies during your lifetime. Where will you find another admirer like him? Don’t you think this job
of yours, all this leisure and the respect that you enjoy will come to end with him? Let us assume for a while that
India continues to give you the same love and respect after Nehru. But have you ever thought what will happen to
your children when you die? Take it from me Josh Saheb, after you die, they will find it difficult to survive in
India. Not even a single individual there will come forward to give them succor and protection.
“So far I have been discussing the economic aspect only. Now let us look at the cultural side. It will be even
more disastrous than the other. Josh Saheb, your children will lose touch with their own language, Urdu. Hindi
will become a part of their lives. Even your own poetry will be read by them in Hindi translation and your entire
progeny will encounter such a tremendous and devastating change from their customs, traditions and culture, that
it will not even be remotely like you in any way. Do you approve of this unprecedented mutilation of your
language and culture? Won’t your refusal to come here mean that you are bent upon sacrificing the interest of
your entire family at the altar of your temporary convenience, comfort and adulation?”
His long emotional but logical speech shook me and opened my eyes. Suddenly, I was really worried about the
future of my children who had been brought up in luxury and my wife who had such an imperious temper. I told
Naqvi:
“You have really shaken me up and awakened me. I am convinced that my progeny has no chance of
flourishing in India. I request you to give me another twenty-four hours so that I can reconsider the whole
problem. Tomorrow, I will let you know at this very time what I have decided.”
After Naqvi’s departure, I turned to my host, Nasir Ahmed Khan, and observed:
“You have heard Naqvi’s entire speech. Now what have you to say about it?” Nasir replied:
“I agree with every word of it. If you do not decide to migrate to Pakistan now, you will repent it all your life.”
Saying that, Nasir came over and sat down beside me. Then, waving his forefinger in the air, he said to me in a
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voice charged with emotion:
“Khan Saheb, you and your family have been ruling over Malihabad for many generations. Your ryots tremble
before you, bow before you and salute you every time. The time is not far when the children of these very
destitute people will rule, will force them to don dhotis and grow chotis. I only pray to Allah that we don’t live to
see that day.”
I woke up in the morning, went over the problem once again and went over to Naqvi’s place and told him that I
was now ready to migrate to Pakistan. Hearing this, Naqvi was delighted and he rushed forward to hug me. He
immediately summoned his Deputy Commissioner and ordered that the large plot, now lying vacant, at Jehangir
Road should be allotted to Josh Saheb. A cinema and his residence would be constructed there and he would also
be allotted 50 acres of land at some place. His garden would be located there.
His orders were immediately complied with. I was given possession of the land at both places. My watchmen
constructed their huts on that land and began to live there. After all the paper formalities had been completed,
Naqvi said to me:
“Now you go to Delhi and bring your family over on the basis of an emergency certificate. The moment you
return, I will order the construction of your cinema to be commenced forthwith. Then he called his secretary,
Rabbani Saheb, and asked him to find suitable accommodation for me. Rabbani handed over to me a fine
bungalow out of the pool of the Sind Muslim Housing Society, after which I left for Delhi.
On reaching Delhi, I found that Panditji was out of town and was expected to be back in two or three days. So
I went straight to Maulana. Maulana had already read in some paper that Pakistan was trying to entice some
Indian poet. He confronted me with the information, saying:
“Probably you are the very poet being wooed by Pakistan,” I replied:
“You are right Maulana. I am that poet.” After that I gave him a complete account of all that I had been through
in Pakistan. I repeated every word of Naqvi’s speech and then asked him:
“What do you think about it?” When he had considered the matter from every possible angle and satisfied himself by asking me some questions, he said:
“Although your going from here would cause great embarrassment and annoyance to us, as far as the future of
your distinguished Khan family is concerned, I too am of the opinion that you should migrate. Naqvi’s assertion
that after Nehru no one would be left to take care of you and your family is true. Not only yours, but after Nehru
my own fate would be worse. I am accustomed to look at every problem from a logical point of view. But
Jawaharlal is a highly emotional and sentimental person. He would never allow you to go away from here.”
On the third day, when I heard that Panditji was to return, I reached Palam Airport. As soon as he landed, I
approached him and said that I wanted to discuss an urgent matter that very day. He said to me:
“In that case, come with me just now.”
After arriving at his residence when I told him the whole story, and also revealed Maulana Azad’s opinion on
the subject, Panditji’s face became somewhat tense, and he said:
“Josh Saheb, you have put me in a difficult situation. I am sure if the narrow-minded patriotism of the Hindus
had not created this embarrassing situation, you wouldn’t have ever thought of leaving your own country. It is a
delicate matter. Give me two or three days to think about it. I shall also consult Maulana Atad about it.”
After two days, when I went back to him, I immediately noticed the relaxed, carefree expression on his
handsome face. It was an expression worn when one has tackled a knotty problem to one’s satisfaction. He looked
at me with a broad smile on his face and said:
“Josh Saheb! I have worked out a wonderful solution to your problem; I am sure you will appreciate it as much
as I do. Isn’t it true that you are going to Pakistan with the purpose of safeguarding the cultural and economic
well-being of your family, as well as serving the cause of Urdu?”
I told him it was the whole truth. There was nothing else that I wanted. He said:
“Then I advise you to let your children become citizens of Pakistan, but you stay here. What you should do is
to go to Pakistan every year, stay there for four months, fulfill your mission of promoting Urdu and come back.
The government of India will give you paid leave for four months every year.”
I virtually jumped at Panditji’s suggestion and said:
“I endorse this proposal of yours wholeheartedly. That way I would gain my objective without harming myself
or anyone else.” Pleased with my approval, Panditji hugged me and everything seemed fine.
The very next day the media men cornered me. I told them all what had transpired between Panditji and me.
On the third day, my interview was published in all the English and Urdu papers of India …
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239.75 Excerpt from Delhi-Chungking: A Travel Diary\fn{by Kumara Padmanabha Sivasankara Menon (1898-1982)}
Kottyam, Kottyam District, Kerala State, India (M) 11
3
Lupgaz, Friday, 15 September [1944]
No wonder I felt cold last night, for this morning when I woke up I found that it had been snowing. All the
hills in the vicinity and my own hut and the sheep in the adjoining pen were covered with snow. For a few
minutes I had the same emotion of delight as I experienced when I saw snow for the first time in Ilkley, Yorkshire,
on New Year’s Eve, 1919. But now this delight was marred by the thought that in crossing the Mintaka Pass snow
was likely to prove a nuisance.
We could not leave Gulkhwaja till about midday on account of a romance among horses. As there was no
fodder in Gulkhwaja it was decided to let the ponies loose in the night for grazing in the neighborhood. All our
nineteen ponies were males; but a local Delilah enticed the whole lot of them to her own jungle in Murkushi. In
the morning search parties had to be sent; and the delinquents returned shamefaced to Gulkhwaja at about noon.
We rode along the edge of the Gulkhwaja glacier for about a mile and a half. Then we climbed steeply for a
mile or two and, before we knew where we were, found ourselves on the top of the Mintaka Pass, 15,450 feet
high. From the Pass of the Thousand Ibex—for that is what Mintaka means in the local language—I had hoped to
see extensive vistas of the Hindu Kush to the west, the Himalayas and the Karakorams to the south and the Pamirs
to the north; but last night’s sudden change of weather spoiled it all. Yesterday the sky was blue as blue could be;
there was not even a suspicion of a cloud; and the sun was shining brilliantly. But today, what with the snow and
fog and mist, everything was white and gray with black boulders jutting from the hills and the rest white with
snow. One object stood out, a dak-runner’s shelter on the very top of the Pass, on the very line which separates
India from China. When I stood at this Great Divide with one foot in India and the other in China a wave of
thankfulness surged up in my heart that I should have been chosen to represent my country in another, as great
and ancient as mine, and to do what little I could to cement the friendship between them.
From the top of the Mintaka Pass we walked down, or rather slid down, into a delightful valley. By about 2.30
we reached our destination, Lupgaz, covered with snow. Lupgaz is apparently a mere geographical expression.
There is no village here nor any sign of life except a seventy-year-old shepherd who lives in an akoi. Next to his
akoi was my own. An akoi may be described as a circular tent. about 8 feet in diameter, made up of a number of
numdahs, or woolen rugs, sewn together. Thanks to the shepherd who flung additional numdahs on and into my
tent to make it wind-proof and damp-proof, I slept as comfortably in this akoi as I used to in “The Castle”, Fort
Sandeman, with its heavy curtains, spring beds and Persian carpets.
The septuagenarian shepherd was the first inhabitant of Sarikol I met. He produced a jugful of the most
delicious cream. His wife, who is considerably younger than himself and has recently presented him with a child,
also busied herself making roti for my servants and others. The shepherd then produced a sheep—a real sheep, as
my orderly would call it—as nazar. I was inclined just to touch it as a token of acceptance and let it go as I used
to do when the Zhob maliks presented me with sheep while on tour; but my orderlies said I must accept the sheep.
“This shepherd is an Amir,” they said enviously, “and he will feel hurt if you do not accept it.”
An Amir indeed is he; for towards the evening we saw that he had several hundred sheep and yak which he
was free to graze on the most extensive grassy grounds below the Mintaka Pass. Having seen these meadows, I
can now sympathize with the Mir of Hunza’s chagrin at losing his grazing rights in Sarikol.
The fact is that the Great Divide between India and China is in some respects becoming greater. Until recently,
the men of Hunza could go as far as Kashgar, taking with them apples and dried apricots and bringing back rugs
and numdahs, on radharis\fn{Permits} issued by the Political Agent [at] Gilgit. Now they cannot cross the Mintaka
unless they have regular passports vised by the Chinese Consul-General in Calcutta. We too on our part have
tightened up our Frontier Crossing Regulations. It is unfortunate but, I suppose, inevitable that the more friendly
nations become, the more formal they have to be too.
Payik, Saturday, 16 September
Today I did something which I had thought I should never do—a double march. Instead of halting at Mintaka
Karaul or Mintaka Agazi, “the mouth of the Mintaka,” I pushed on to Payik, 27 miles from Lupgaz. I did this
double march for the sheer joy of it. It was the best way in which I could give expression to my sense of relief at
escaping from the weird Hunza gorges.
On this side of the Mintaka the whole atmosphere is different from that on the Indian side; it is cleaner, fresher,
more open. To come into the grasslands of Sarikol after the crumbling hills and fearful parris of Hunza is like
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reading As You Like It after Marlowe’s Tamurlane. Hills indeed there are; but they do not look so grim and sinister
as the Karakorams. Streams there are too—but blue smiling streams, so different from the muddy rivers of Hunza
and Astor.
I stopped for about an hour in the Chinese Military Outpost at Mintaka Karaul. The jamadar of the Post,
accompanied by the havildar, rode out a couple of miles to meet me and entertained me in his room. Straightaway
I was plunged into that Chinese atmosphere which I have learnt to love. Boiling tea (for which I had often longed
at the end of those tedious marches in Hunza), hot wet towels, the photograph of President Chiang Kai-shek
looking considerably younger than himself, bowings, ceremonies and polite conversation, all took me back—and
forward—to Chungking. Today, however, there was not much scope for conversation. The jamadar, a Chinese
from Kansu, would say something in Chinese which his havildar, a Turki, would translate in Turki to my orderly
who would then translate it to me in Urdu; and my reply in Urdu would go through similar channels in the reverse
direction.
How self-respecting and ceremonious even the average man is in China! On reaching Payik, I gave a small
present to the Chinese sepoy who escorted me from Mintaka Karaul. He not only would not accept it, but much to
the surprise of my Hunza servants gave quite a lively discourse on the friendship between China, India and Britain
and the inappropriateness of his accepting a reward for the small service he had done to the representative of the
Government of India. Similarly, I had considerable difficulty in getting the Sarikol shepherd, who presented me
with a superb sheep last night, to accept the 350 kochins which I gave him. How a Hunzawal lambardar would
have grabbed it and almost demanded it! But the Hunzawals are poor and the Sarikolis are not, for the good earth
is theirs for grazing.\fn{1 kochin or Sinkiang dollar = 5 Chinese Central Government dollars}
Today we passed nearest to the spot “where Three Empires meet”—or used to, before two of them became
Republics. How Caroe would have loved to see all this! The Frontiers are his hobby; and the more they aspire to
the delectable mountains the greater his delight. My own interest in the subject was first roused on reading Lord
Curzon’s brilliant Romanes lecture at Oxford on “Frontiers”. I then little dreamt that I, a Southerner, would one
day have to deal with our Northern Frontier. I remember Metcalfe\fn{ Sir Aubrey Metcalfe, late Foreign Secretary to the
Government of India} asking me, on the eve of my appointment as Political Agent, Zhob,\fn{ Chief town of the district of
the same name; Fort Sandeman was apparently its original name, outpost of the British Empire that it still was in 1944:H }
“Do you think you will be able to put it across to the Pathans?”
I think I did succeed in doing so; and when my term in the Zhob was over, I was pleased to get a letter from
Parsons\fn{Sir Arthur Parsons, Agent to the Governor-General, Baluchistan (now one of the provinces of independent Pakistan) }
saying that I had left the Zhob\fn{Now Zhob District, Baluchistan} a better place than I found it.
We were now within a stone’s throw of the Russian Pamirs and Afghan Wakhwan. The track to the Killik Pass
and thence to Afghanistan and Russia turned off to the west at Mintaka Karaul. We were near the abode of Ovis
Poli which was originally discovered by Marco Polo in 1256. How vivid and dateless is his description:
“There are great numbers of wild beasts, among others wild sheep of great size, whose horns are good 6 palms
in length … This plain is called Pamir; and you ride across it for 12 days together, finding nothing but desert,
without habitation or any green thing so that trackers are obliged to carry with them whatsoever they have need
of.’
The Venetians used to jeer at Marco Polo as “the millioni” for they thought that his accounts of China and its
wealth, which he reckoned in millions, were a gross exaggeration. But he certainly did not exaggerate the length
of the horns of Ovis Poli; for the horns which Cobb has recently sent to Lord Wavell are a “good 6 palms in
length”.
We reached Payik at 3:30, having left Lupgaz at 9:30 and spent an hour in the Chinese outpost in Mintaka
Karaul and half an hour by the wayside for lunch. I had as cordial a reception in Payik as in Mintaka Karaul. The
officer in charge of this Police Station, a Turki, accommodated me in an akoi, which was almost palatial as
compared with the one I slept in last night, and presented me with that delicacy of delicacies, which I had not
enjoyed since I left Baluchistan, chikor. And I, in return, gave him a tin of cigarettes and a little iodex to be
rubbed on a delicate organ of his which he told me had a tendency to get swollen when he rode.
Later, 10 p.m.
I have just been told that the chikor, which I enjoyed for dinner, was a pet of the Police Officer’s little daughter
and that she wept over it. I was furious with my servants for not having told me that it was a pet, but they said
they themselves did not know until it had been killed. I felt very very unhappy about it.
Dafdar, Sunday, 17 September
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It is the 17th of September today. This day last month I was sailing down the Jhelum to Bandipur. And this day
last year at this time (2 p.m.) Anujee, Kunja and I, accompanied by Govindan Nair, my faithful Assistant, were
over the Hump en route to Chungking. How far and how much I have roamed about during this period! Anujee
believes in astrology (I do not disbelieve it myself) and attributes my wanderings—especially my wanderings
without her!—to the malign influence of Saturn who is in the ascendant in my life at present. But Anujee also
believes in prayer (I do not disbelieve in it either) and perhaps her prayers have converted Saturn, so far as I am
concerned, from a malign into a benign planet. For I am enjoying this trip immensely—especially this part of the
trip. It is good to feel that you are on the Roof of the World. This plateau has an average height of 12,000 feet; and
from here one thinks contemptuously of the mere 7,000 feet of Simla, even as Simla looks down upon the 5,000
of Solon and the 3,000 of Mount Abu. Here one feels at home with Nature, which one does not in the Karakoram
region. Here, too, there are high mountains rising to 20,000 feet; but we are ourselves so high up on the earth’s
surface that to us their height is not appalling. And the rivers, crystal-clear, are streams of Paradise.
We left Payik at about 10. Before leaving Payik I took care to placate the Police Officer’s little daughter, whom
I had so cruelly, albeit unwittingly, deprived of her pet, with a tin of jam. I liked her and her father, a Turki with
the most affable manners; and her mother, the first Turki woman I have met, made tea for us, smoked, spat,
whistled and sang snatches of songs.
I rode all the 23 miles from Payik to Dafdar—and did so with pleasure. I am almost beginning to enjoy riding.
We rode eastwards along the Karachukar darya to Ujadbai, noted for the “Maiden’s Castle”, to the spot where it
joins the Tashkurghan River. At Ujadbai we turned due north and followed the course of that river. To our left was
the Sarikol Range and beyond it inscrutable Russia. And to our right were the Taghdumbash Pamirs. Firm,
smooth, rounded, the Pamirs, so unlike the gaunt Karakorams, reminded me of the exquisite modeling of
women’s breasts in the Ellora and Ajanta caves and the equally exquisite descriptions, based on this resemblance,
in our classical poetry.
Much to my regret I could not spot the “Maiden’s Castle” in Ujadbai. I would have liked to see it, for Hsuan
Tsang, the Chinese pilgrim who returned to China from India via the Pamirs, saw this fortress in A.D. 642. He has
related the legend attached to this fortress.
A Chinese Princess of the Han dynasty was betrothed to the King of Iran. While she was being escorted to the
home of her fiancé from Peking, she was waylaid by robbers. She, however, escaped from their clutches and was
placed by her faithful escort on an isolated hill near Ujadbai. There she remained in a fortress—the “Maiden’s
Castle”. While in this fortress, the Sun-god visited her; and the Princess became enceinte. Awed by this miracle,
the people of Sarikol begged her to stay on and rule over them. And thus the Chiefs of Sarikol were descended
from the sun.
Many of our Indian Princes too are descended from the sun and the moon.
Kurram, Monday, 18 September
Last night was the coziest I have spent since leaving Srinagar (barring of course the three delightful nights in
Gilgit). I was accommodated in the Chinese Fort at Dafdar in a room which had a stove and was delightfully, and
occasionally oppressively, warm. The Officer Commanding the Fort vacated his own bedroom for me, despite my
remonstrances. It is on such occasions that one feels like exclaiming, like Satan before the Angel,
“How awful goodness is!”
My room was next to the O.C.’s in which he worked and slept; in fact it was only through his room that I could
get into or out of my own. A suspicious Press correspondent in Chungking would say that this was the Chinese
way of keeping a watch on foreigners and preventing them from having undesirable contacts. If that is so, I can
only say that it is the sort of thing that blesseth him that gives and him that takes.
Round about Dafdar I saw some strips of cultivation—the first since leaving Misgar. The Roof of the World,
ideal for grazing or riding, is not suited for cultivation; it is too cold. We are still on the Roof of the World, but are
gradually descending. At Lupgaz we were 14,500 feet above sea level; at Mintaka Karaul, 13,000 feet; at Payik,
12,700; at Dafdar, 11,530; and tomorrow, at Tashkurghan, we shall go down to 10,225 feet. Still we shall be
higher than the highest hill station in India.
There is only one thing about the Roof of the World I which makes you feel uncomfortable. In the Pamir
region there blows an incessant wind, cold, bitter, biting. Compared to these icy gales, the cold winds of the Zhob,
against which in the winter we used to seal our windows in the Castle with felt, are but zephyrs. During the last
few days I have been wearing every woolen garment I could lay my hands on including the Balaclava cap in
which, Safdar Ali agreed, I looked so funny; but it is difficult to protect the face and hands.
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When Safdar Ali joined me at Gilgit on the 1 st of this month he was quite a handsome youth; now he looks a
wizened old man with cracked lips, red nose and black cheeks. My own face has not suffered so much; it even
escaped an attack of smallpox in Abbottabad; it is the kind of face which can’t get worse! But my hands are
looking terrible. I cannot ride with gloves on—at any rate the kind of gloves I have; and at the end of every day’s
ride my fingers get black and blue and bulging. But in the night I restore them to some sort of human shape by
rubbing in lanoline with which the Jacksons so thoughtfully provided me in Gilgit.
This tube of lanoline, by the way, is part of the enormous quantity of drugs and stores left behind by the
German expedition to Nanga Parbat in 1937.
We left Dafdar this morning and got to Kurram, some 14 miles away, soon after midday. Between Dafdar and
Kurram the Tashkurghan River, along whose banks we rode, makes a series of graceful curves, rippling over small
white rocks and pebbles which look as if they had been taken out, washed one by one and put back into the river.
All the way the bottom of the river could be seen; the water was so clear. And how beautifully blue! Blue with
a dash of green like the eyes of Scarlett O’Hara. I am being fully escorted on this trip. An armed Chinese sepoy
was deputed to accompany me from Mintaka Karaul to Payik; an armed policeman from Payik to Dafdar; and two
armed Chinese sepoys from Dafdar to Kurram. Moreover, the Tajik lambardar of this area, a fine figure of a man,
with deep-set eyes, an aquiline nose and a face and beard like Aurangzeb’s, has accompanied me. Thus, escorted
by Chinese sepoys, Turki orderlies, Tajik lambardars, Kirghiz attendants and Hunza servants, I, a solitary Hindu
among two dozen Muslims, am moving up Sarikol.
But the fact that I am a Hindu does not count; it did not count for one minute in any part of those cent per cent
Muslim areas which I passed through since leaving Srinagar. All that counts is that I am an Indian and the
representative of the Government of India.
Tashkurghan, Tuesday, 19 September
Kurram, where we spent last night, is, like Lupgaz, only a geographical expression. Its population consists of
three or four Sarikol shepherds; and its habitation consists of two akois. Last evening, however, Kurram hummed
with life. With our arrival—we were about two dozen including the caravanbashi’s men—Kurram’s population
went up as rapidly as New Delhi’s with the arrival of Americans during the war. And the number of its houses was
doubled. Two more akois were pitched, one for myself and one for my servants. My akoi was full of holes; and
one of them was large enough to let me see: the Seven Sages or, as Westerners less respectfully call them, the
Little Bear. We, however, lit a towering fire in our akoi and thus kept ourselves warm.
Today’s march from Kurram to Tashkurghan was the only one which fell short of the pleasure which we
expected, and derived, from our rides on the Roof of the World. My back was aching; my pony was weak (I
discovered that it did not have sufficient grain during the last three days); it was hot and there was a fierce glare.
Moreover, the Tashkutghan River which had been our smiling companion went on receding to the right until it
looked like a blue cord at the foot of the Pamirs. The Pamirs themselves had shrunk and there was no snow on
them. Above all, there was a vast and seemingly interminable stony tract on which we could neither walk
ourselves nor trot our horses. The result was that we took 5½ hours to cover the 18 miles from Kurram and I
arrived with a splitting backache in Tashkurghan, where all the local officers including the hsien chang\fn{District
Magistrate} had ridden out to welcome me.
With my arrival in Tashkurghan I have completed the third stage of my journey to Kashgar—or, rather, to
Yangihissar where Gillett will meet me on the 30 th of September. The first stage ended at Gilgit on the 29 th of
August and the second at Misgar on the 11 th of September. The third was the most delightful. The first might have
competed with it but for the dry, hot and arid region between Mushkin and Pratab Pul. In the second stage one felt
one was in hostile surroundings. Man was indeed friendly—no one could have been friendlier than the Mir of
Hunza—but Nature, represented by the Karakorams and the Hunza gorges, was red in tooth and claw. In the third
stage, on the Roof of the World, Nature and man are perfectly attuned to each other. Both are merged in the
infinite. Here at the sight of these meadows “apparell’d in celestial light” Wordsworth would have got not only
intimations but convictions of Immortality.
I like the people of Sarikol too, though there do not seem to be many of them. Sarikol is sparsely populated,
unlike Hunza where children seem to sprout from every inch of habitable land. The few Sarikolis I have seen are
tall upstanding men with hawk-like features, dwarfing their Chinese masters. They are very well off too. Their
wealth consists of goats and sheep, and particularly yaks. On them they depend for their food, milk, clothing and
shelter.
I shall never forget the delicious bowls of milk and cream and curds which were produced before me, wherever
I camped in Sarikol. The curds here are far more delicious than in Travancore, where too it is an article of daily
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diet. But the cattle in Travancore are underfed and ill-nourished. Travancore boasts of the highest literacy in India;
but the people are too “educated” to have any real sympathy with animals. They have more sympathy with
bicycles.
Tashkurghan, Wednesday, 20 September
I have been in Tashkurghan for twenty-four hours, but I have seen nothing of it except my mud-walled, mudfloored, mud-roofed room in a little building occupied by a Chinese, who supervises the arrangements for
exchanging the Consular mail to and from Kashgar. On my arrival in Tashkurghan my backache became an
agonizing pain. I rubbed in some Eillman’s embrocation and took to bed with a hot-water bottle, wondering
whether this was due to exposure or excessive riding or straining of a muscle.
While writing this diary I was happily interrupted by the arrival of the Consular mail from Kashgar. It brought
me some fresh greenery from Gillett-fruits and vegetables and a gorgeous melon, the like of which I have not seen
or tasted even in Hindubagh. Gillett has also written to me some news of the wide world. American troops are
inside Germany north of Trier; British troops are 10 miles from Germany in Holland; Mr. Churchill and Mr.
Roosevelt are conferring again; a Rumanian armistice is being signed; Hungary is out; and Allied air superiority
over the Moluccas is well established.
In the little world of Sinkiang, too, things have been happening. The tupan, Sheng Shih-ts’ai, has resigned; the
tupan-ship has been abolished and Sinkiang, like any other Province in China, is to have a Governor, appointed by
the Central Government.
The resignation of the tupan is indeed a sensational event. The great Sheng Shih-ts’ai who lorded it over
Sinkiang for ten years; who quelled a rebellion of his Tungan subjects with Soviet assistance and then continued
to rule over Sinkiang with Soviet “advice”; who, with the withdrawal of Russia from Sinkiang last year, went
clean over to the Kuomintang fold; who abjured his “Six Great Principles of Government” and affirmed his
undivided allegiance to the “Three People’s Principles”—this Sheng Shih-ts’ai is now gone.
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse
Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe
Should yawn at alteration.

But there has been no eclipse. On the contrary “the white sun in the blue sky”\fn{ An allusion to the flag of
promises to shine on Sinkiang with greater brilliance than ever before. Only, the brocade which I
have brought for Madame Sheng Shih-ts’ai will now go to some other lady!
Tashkurghan, Thursday, 21 September
I am feeling a little better today—but only a little. The most I can bend is 10 degrees against yesterday’s 5. I
have therefore decided to stay on in Tashkurghan for another day, hoping that Saturn (who, according to Anujee,
may be giving me these little pinpricks) will, in answer to her prayers, relent and let me go forward on Saturday.
How quickly one gets tired of staying in bed! For the last forty-eight hours I have been seeing the same objects
over and over again through the only opening in my room—the brats of the occupant of the neighboring room
who, in their regular gradation, reminded me of my own as they were ten years ago; my neighbor’s fowls shaking
their heads and trying to come in; a couple of timorous puppies; a more self-possessed cat wondering whether she
would be welcome in my room and deciding that she would not; the outline of a bare mountain in the distance;
and above it “that little tent of blue” which prisoners and invalids call the sky. I am getting a little tired of them all
and have therefore taken refuge in books—books which I shunned when Nature was so glorious—the books of Sir
Aurel Stein.
I am glad I am reading Stein’s books just in time to rea,lize the great antiquity of the place I am staying—or
lying—in. Tashkurghan, which literally means Stone Fort, has apparently been the capital of Sarikol from time
immemorial. Ptolemy refers to it as the extreme western emporium of Serica. Serica, which means silk-country,
was the name by which China was known to the Roman Empire.
What interested me most was that the two great Chinese pilgrims, Fa-hsien and Hsuan Tsang, whose names
have been familiar to me, as to every Indian schoolboy, from childhood, and to whom we are indebted for detailed
information regarding some of the most illustrious periods in Indian history, visited Tashkurghan, though they
adopted different routes. About A.D. 400 Fa-hsien marched through Khotan and Karghalik to Tashkurghan,
whence he turned northwards to Kashgar to rejoin some companions before attempting the passage of the Pamirs.
Hsuan Tsang visited Tashkurghan in the summer of A.D. 642 on his return to China, laden with Buddhist
Nationalist China}
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scriptures which he had collected in India. He spent about three weeks in the Kingdom of Sarikol of which
Tashkurghan was the capital. The people of Sarikol appear to have impressed him unfavorably.
They are naturally uncouth and impetuous, though bold and courageous. Their appearance is common and revolting;
their clothes are made of woollen stuffs.

Yet, says Hsuan Tsang, “they know how to express themselves sincerely and greatly reverence the law of
Buddha.”
The Kings of Sarikol were followers of Buddhism. Hsuan Tsang says that King Asoka built a stupa in the very
centre of this town. Even more celebrated than this stupa was a convent, with large towers and pavilions, which
he built in honor of a venerable Buddhist monk, Kumaralabdha, a native of Taxila, who came and preached in and
around Tashkurghan. Hsuan Tsang records in detail the spiritual qualities of Kumaralabdha who was as renowned
a teacher in the north as Asvaghosha in the east, Deva in the south and Nagarjuna in the west. This shows, says
Stein, that “even little Sarikol, in its Alpine isolation, could boast of a tradition, connecting one of its convents
with a great luminary of the Buddhist Church in India”. But today nothing is left of that stupa or convent or
Buddhism itself; and instead of the chants of Buddhist monks, I hear, morning and evening, when the flag over
the house of the District Magistrate is hoisted or lowered, the sonorous strains of the Chinese National Anthem,
San Min Chu I.
Tashkurghan, Friday, 22 September
I am now in the hands of a Chinese doctor, Li. There is no hospital here, but there is someone to look after the
soldiers in the fort. The Officer Commanding told me that he could not guarantee that Dr. Li was a good doctor or
that his medicines were efficacious; but he could certify that Dr. Li was a good man!
Amongst the officials Mr. Chang Chao, the Postal Superintendent, was the man I liked best, perhaps because I
could get to know him best. He was the only person who could speak English, barring a very friendly Collector of
Customs who, however, had picked up his English in a Japanese school—and that was obvious! Mr. Chang Chao
was a student in the University of Honan, which is now in Japanese hands; and he was a teacher at Loyang, one of
the ancient capitals of China, which too has recently been captured by the Japanese. He studied physics, but is
more interested in philosophy and history. It was a pleasure to hear him talk on the great Buddhist sculptures in
Lung Men. He has also dabbled a little in Indian philosophy.
He said that Mahatma Gandhi’s conception of Truth or satya closely approximated to the Chinese conception
of Chun. So also the Indian conception of love resembled the Chinese conception of Jen. The great Chinese
exponent of the doctrine of Jen was Meitze. Meitze, said Chang Chao, was President Chiang Kai-shek’s favorite
author; he always carried a book of Meitze with him; and his speeches and writings were replete with quotations
therefrom.
Yang Chih-k’uei, the District Magistrate, entertained us to dinner. At the outset he expressed his regret that in
these hilly tracts where one could obtain nothing, he could only give me a poor meal. But the poor meal consisted
of some 30 courses. One course followed another, each more delicious than the last, embracing the inside and
outside of a variety of birds and animals and cunningly mixed with sauces. It took us 2½ hours to get through this
meal.
Thirty courses and 2½ hours for a meal! But this comes well from the Chinese who retain thousands of
characters in their language and before whom Time, that old gypsy man, must himself stop for a while and do
homage.
Tashkurghan, Saturday, 23 September
I had proposed to spend only one day in Tashkurghan; I am constrained to spend five. Man proposes and
Saturn disposes. Whether I am well or not I must resume my journey tomorrow. Gillett must be fretting and
fuming at this further delay in my arrival which is holding up his own tours.
One of the joys of one’s stay in China is that every now and then one comes up against some obscure official
who is a real scholar. Chang Chao brought into my room one Yang Yung-t’ang whom he introduced to me as
“Secretary to the Local Government” and, what is more important, a keen student of philosophy.
Yang and I had an interesting talk. We talked of God and Shang Ti (the Supreme Ancestor) and the Son of
Heaven and Karma and the Transmigration of Souls. Our talk merely reinforced my feeling that in religious
matters the Chinese and Indians stood at opposite poles; they, unlike Indians, had little concern with the other
world. I admired, however, the manner in which, in two or three sentences, Yang summarized the views of the
different philosophers who flourished in the fifth century B.C. In China, as in Greece, that century was a period of
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great intellectual speculation. But while every cultured Indian knows something about Socrates, Plato and
Aristotle, he knows nothing of “the Hundred Schools of Philosophy” which flourished in China at the same time
as the classical schools in Greece and pursued with equal avidity and vigor the fundamental problems of man and
society.
I was specially interested in Yang’s views on Meitze. Meitze, he said, preached the gospel of universal love. It
seemed to me that his teachings bore a striking resemblance to those of Christ. I asked Yang whether that was so.
He said, yes, there was a great likeness between the teachings of Meitze and the religion of Christ—not, he added,
Christianity. Yang went on to observe that like Christ, and unlike Confucius, Meitze declined to concern himself
with politics. I then asked him how it was that so eminent a politician as President Chiang Kai-shek was so ardent
a reader of Meitze who abjured politics altogether.
Because, said Yang, the President was not a mere politician. Moreover, even a politician’s first concern must
be to develop his mind and heart; and for this there was no better guide than Meitze. And the best way a statesman
could influence his fellow men was by perfecting himself as a man. I thought of Milton’s saying that he who
wanted to write great poetry must himself be a poem. But how many poets or statesmen are there who come
anywhere near this ideal?
4
Darshat, Sunday, 24 September
At Tashkurghan there were two routes open to me, one which was followed by Marco Polo in A.D. 1256 and
the other by Hsuan Tsang in A.D. 642. The former runs close to the border of Russia, past the narrow defile of the
Gez River and then north-east towards Kashgar. The latter runs throughout in a north-easterly direction, traversing
three high passes and a number of valleys, and debouches in the great plain of Central Asia at Yangihissar. I am
glad mine is the latter route; and it thrills me to think that I shall now be walking in the footsteps of Hsuan Tsang.
We left Tashkurghan at 11. All the local officers rode out with me to a village called Tiznap. They were all on
horseback; and I was in a doli, carried by four Tajiks. It was a strange procession which Tashkurghan witnessed
this morning. The District Magistrate led the way with his dachshund; behind him were the Police and Military
officers; behind them was I, a grown-up man, weighing 160 pounds, in a kind of children’s cot, carried by four
men; on either side of me were two armed constables; behind me were the Postal and Customs officers; and then
came the riff-raff, the peons and orderlies and servants and sightseers.
We all alighted in Tiznap where we were entertained to tea, curds, nuts and dried fruit by the villagers. From
there we had a beautiful view of Muztagh Ata, “The Father of Ice Mountains”, 24,383 feet high. It is crowned by
dome of ice which, says Hsuan Tsang, the people took to be a miraculous stupa.
The Father of Ice Mountains is indeed well named. There is something fatherly and benign about it as
compared with other peaks of more or less equal height. It does not strike terror into your hearts like His
perpendicular Majesty, Rakhaposhi. The poet, the lover and the madman would imagine Rakhaposhi as the fit
abode of Shiva, in his destructive aspect, or Jehovah, the God of Judgment; but Muztagh Ata would be a more
suitable dwelling-place for Allah, the Most Merciful and the Most Compassionate, and Our Father which art in
Heaven, hallowed be Thy name!
Tarbashi, Monday, 25 September
In this, both during summer and winter, there fall down piles of snow; cold winds and icy storms rage. The ground,
impregnated with salt, produce no crops; there are no trees; and nothing but scrubby underwood. Even at the time of the
great heat the wind and the snow continue. Scarcely have travelers entered this region when they find themselves
surrounded by vapor from the snow. Merchant caravans, in coming and going, suffer severely in these difficult and
dangerous spots.

Such is Hsuan Tsang’s description of the Chichkillik Pass which he crossed on his return journey to China in
A.D. 642 and which we crossed today. But from us the Chichkillik Pass withheld its terrors. We could not have
struck a more perfect day. The sky was one vast expanse of blue. The wind was gentle—cold enough to enable us
to realize what “the icy storms” encountered by Hsuan Tsang must have been like, but not cold enough to be too
uncomfortable. And the sun was shining brilliantly. From Darshat to the top of the nullah, in which the water was
frozen in most places, was a long and grueling two hours’ climb.
Then we rode to the top of the Kokminak Pass, 15,400 feet high, by a gentle gradient. The Pass was covered
with snow, varying from 6 inches to 18 inches in depth; and on the neighboring hills snow lay deeper. Then we
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descended about 1,000 feet to a vast open space, exposed to the winds from all sides, the Chichkillik Plateau.
Here we saw dozens of skeletons of donkeys and horses, which had perished. Towards the eastern end of the
plateau a large pool of water vied in color with the blue of the sky.
We had lunch by this pool. By that time my backache returned in full fury; and I also had a headache. A couple
of our horses got headaches too, and the Turkis let blood out of their heads. I could ride no further and had to do
the rest of the journey in a doli. It was a long and dreary descent of some 3,000 feet into Tarbashi. I felt too sick to
keep awake; occasionally, when I felt as if the doli-bearers were about to drop me, I woke up. All I saw was rocks
and boulders, uninteresting hills, with a gingerly sprinkling of snow, a waterless nullah and some superb sheep
and yak.
We reached Tarbashi at 5 p.m. Today’s was one of the longest and most unforgettable of my marches. I shall
always remember the morning’s march as well as the evening’s—the morning’s for its pleasure, and the evening’s
for its suffering.
Toilebulung, Tuesday, 26 September
This morning I decided to dispense with the doli and its bearers whom I had engaged in Tashkurghan, though
my back was still far from perfect. I hate to be carried by my fellow-men; moreover, these fellow-men did not
know how to carry me. They had never done it before. I therefore paid them off. How cheap human labor is in
these parts! The District Magistrate of Tashkurghan had fixed the daily wages of a doli-bearer at 8 kochins—or 4
annas. Yet about 10 miles from Tashkurghan is a country in which a laborer, I suppose, gets almost as high a pay
as a Magistrate of Tashkurghan.
I was still unable to ride a pony. I therefore rode from Tarbashi to Toilebulung—fortunately a short march of
about 10 miles—on a yak. An ungainly animal, it puffed and panted and grunted and shivered; but all that was
mere pretence. High ground or low ground, rough ground or smooth ground, rocky ground or boggy ground are
all the same to a yak. “Pussy-foot”—as Mrs. Skrine\fn{ Wife of C. P. Skrine, formerly British Consul-General, Kashgar }
appropriately called it—never slips.
The march from Tarbashi to Toilebulung was again hallowed by memories of Hsuan Tsang’s pilgrimage. Some
four miles from Tarbashi there is a narrow, weird-looking valley, known as the Tangitar gorge, with a stream
leaping over rocks and boulders, a number of sulfur springs emitting hot vapors, and crumbling hills which
remind one of the Hunza gorges and the nether regions. Here Hsuan Tsang and his fellow travelers were attacked
by a band of robbers; and the elephant which he had brought all the way from India was drowned.
How the old pilgrim must have wept over his precious elephant! Having seen this route, I can now realize the
extent of the dangers and hardships which he encountered and the faith which triumphed over them. Now comes
back to me, in all its primitive vigour, that Biblical phrase which impressed me when I first heard it thirty years
ago in the C.M.S. College, Kottayam, and which I have since often seen used glibly—a faith to move mountains.
Soon after leaving Tarbashi I had a pleasant surprise. The Kashgar Consulate mail-runners were proceeding to
Tashkurghan. On seeing me, they alighted from their horses and gave me a packet of letters, which had been
redirected to Kashgar by the External Affairs Department.
In it was a letter from Anujee—the first I had received since leaving India. She has decided to keep back Kunja
from her college in China. Perhaps in view of certain “proposals” she is wise, though I would have had an
argument with her on this subject. But, as usual in domestic matters, it wouldn’t have made any difference!
Besides, we have agreed that the bringing up of the girls is primarily her concern, and of the boys, mine. If they
grow up to be like her, I shall have no complaint.
Among the letters I received today was one from Wen Yuan-ning. He was the first Chinese “intellectual” I met.
A product of King’s College, Cambridge, he used to be editor of a well-known literary magazine T’ien Hsia, was
recently a member of the Chinese Goodwill Mission to Great Britain, and is a member of the Legislative Yuan.
His wife is charming; she has such delicate fingers that Tagore wrote a poem in their praise. Wen Yuan-ning is
devoted to English literature; and the manner in which he keeps up his literary and intellectual interests is most
admirable.
“Do you know,” he asks in a letter which I have just received,
what I have read during the last two months? The whole of the Authorized Version of the Bible, from cover to cover.
Coming to the New Testament after one and a half months’ reading of the Old Testament was like stepping from a room
dripping with blood to an eighteenth-century drawing-room. One is all thunder and lightning and murder and sublimity;
the other is a gentle refreshing shower, bringing peace and health to suffering man. I must say, though, that for beauty
of language, there is nothing in the New Testament to equal the majesty and grandeur of style of chapters 38-41 of Job,
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the last chapter of Ecclesiastes, the last three chapters of Proverbs, some of the Psalms (No. 23, Nos. 102-104, etc.) and
isolated passages in Judges, Samuel, Chronicles and Kings, and the whole of Isaiah.

Chihil Gumbaz, Wednesday, 27 September
Yesterday, for the first time after a fortnight we were below 10,000 feet. Still we were higher than almost any
hill station in India, for Toilebulung was 9,650 feet above sea level.
At Toilebulung we were already beginning to realize the advantages and disadvantages of a lower elevation
than five figures. The disadvantages were symbolized by a solitary fly which I saw in my akoi after leaving
Misgar. It reminded me of the swarms of its kind which prevented me from snatching even a few minutes’
afternoon rest in that dreary Mushkin-Bunji region through which I was passing this time last month. The
advantages of a lower elevation were represented by the lovely log fire which we had last night.
What would we not have paid for such a fire during those cold evenings on the Roof of the World! But there
were no jungles on the Roof of the World; only grazing land. All we could get for firewood was a kind of grass
which caught fire quickly, produced a lot of smoke and burnt itself out equally quickly—an appropriate simile, in
the perspective of time, for Nazi Germany.
Last night I also decided to discard my Balaclava cap. But this morning I discovered that it was too soon to do
so. We had more climbing to do, more passes to cross.
After leaving Toilebulung, we rode steadily and afterwards steeply up a nullah to the summit of the Tor Art
Pass, 13,340 feet high. From that spur we obtained glorious views of the deep valleys on both sides, the paths
zigzagging down to Toilebulung on one side, and Chihil Gumbaz on the other, the distant snowy ranges and the
Chichkillik plateau. We then rode down for an hour, the riders of the yaks (including myself) remaining in their
seats, and the riders on the less sure-footed ponies dismounting in places, to Chihil Gumbaz, a Kirghiz grazing
ground.
On our way to the top of the Tor Art Pass we saw half a dozen markhor grazing on the dizzy heights above us.
One of the constables pluckily went up the hillside and less skillfully fired a shot, for the markhor got away.
This afternoon I tried to keep myself au fait with developments in China by reading the Chungking Central
News Agency telegrams which Napier\fn{ Major Napier, Secretary to the Agent-General for India in China } had sent me. The
news in which I was most interested was that relating to the attempts to bridge the gulf between the Kuomintang
and the Communists. I was pleased to read the statement of Mr. H.C. Liang, Minister of Information, that after
three months’ talk between the Government and the Communist Delegates, a partial solution of the KuomintangCommunist problem had been reached. This optimistic statement, however, did not tally with the facts which he
gave at the Press Conference. To an outsider it seems strange that the Kuomintang-Communist problem should
prove so intractable. But to the Chinese, the intractability of our Hindu-Muslim problem must seem «lually
strange and even more senseless.
Yalpaktash, Thursday, 28 September
Chihil Gumbaz, where I spent last night, was the most inhabited spot I have touched since leaving
Tashkurghan. There were actually three families there! There were also quite a number of children, one of whom
was crying all night. I could hear its young mother trying to put it to sleep with a lullaby. The lullaby could be
more appropriately called an “Allaby”, for it consisted of the plaintive repetition of the words “Allah, Allah,
Allah” But the child must have had the soul of an infidel, for even this divine melody had no effect on it.
Today we had one more pass to cross—the last pass, I am assured, on this trip—the Kashkasu, 12,900 feet. The
march from Chihil Gumbaz to Yalpaktash was almost a replica of yesterday’s—a long nullah, a steep climb to the
top of the Pass, a glorious view of the valleys on all sides, and then an equally steep descent into another nullah.
What a procession of passes we have crossed! The Tragbal, the Burzil, the Mintaka, the Chichkillik, the Tor
Art and the Kashkasu. And how different were the crossings! The Tragbal gave me a headache; the sudden rise of
some 7,000 feet from Bandipur to the Tragbal Pass was too abrupt. Moreover, the Tragbal did not strike me as
much of a Pass: it was one long and weary climb over the edge of a mountain. The Burzil, on the other hand, was
every inch a Pass. Starting from wind-swept Burzil Chowki it wound its way through a multitude of hills to its
summit, where it widened out into a meadow with Alpine flowers, and then wound its way down to Sardar Kothi.
The Mintaka we were destined to cross in snow. From the rock shelter of Gulkhwaja, our highest camp, 14,000
feet high, we rode, with flakes of snow beating against us, up the edge of the Gulkhwaja glacier to the Mintaka
which lay deep in snow. Unlike the Tragbal, it caused me no discomfort, except that I was disappointed that the
weather prevented me from obtaining a bird’s-eye view of the entire Central Asian mountain system, the Hindu
Kush, the Pamirs, the Himalayas and the Karakorams. Glorious weather favored us in crossing the Chichkillik
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Pass and plateau; but in spite of the brilliant sun the cold was piercing. This, and the skeletons of the numerous
animals which had perished there, enabled me to visualize the terrors of this Pass, which Hsuan Tsang had
experienced, and which he has so vividly described. And then came, on two successive days, the Tor Art and the
Kashkasu, which normally we would have regarded as trying and imposing but which, after the Chichkillik, were
an anti-climax.
I am sorry I have no more passes to cross on this trip.
Pokhtalla, Friday, 29 September
Ahmed Beg, our lambardar, who looked after us in Yalpaktash last night, and is to look after us for the rest of
our journey, compels me to revise my impressions of the Kirghiz people in whose area I have been traveling since
Darshat. Until I met Ahmed I thought the Kirghiz rather resembled their favorite animal, the yak. Both man and
animal are sure-footed, serviceable, and wild-looking.
Anujee has a pet theory that if a man is inordinately fond of any object he will begin to look like that object
himself. This is certainly true of one of our friends, Salim Ali, the bird-lover and the author of The Book of Indian
Birds. With him we used to roam about in that wonderful sanctuary for birds, the Ghana in Bharatpur, and ring
them; and some of the ringed birds were found as far away as Tashkent and Lake Baikal. Salim Ali is looking
more and more like a bird; he makes such sudden gestures and strange sounds while talking.
How different he is from his brother! Bhaiji,\fn{ A Hamid Ali, I.C.X. (Retired)} as we called his brother, is also a
lover of birds, but he is essentially a humanist. If Bhaiji were living in the time of the Renaissance, Leonardo da
Vinci would have been glad to shake hands with him. Steeped in Muslim culture and yet deeply interested in
Hindu art and architecture, well-versed in Persian and Arabic and also in French and German, naturally dignified
in his movements and yet fond and capable, at the age of 65, of trekking like a schoolboy, sedate of speech and
yet possessing a mellow and, when he speaks of Dr. (Mrs.) Muthulakshmi Reddi,\fn{ Once Deputy President of the
Madras Legislative Council} impish humor—a scholar, collector of first editions, keen photographer, delightful
raconteur and a charming friend, Bhaiji is a fine product of that Indian culture which rises gloriously above the
Pakistan or Hindustan brand. And his wife, Begum Hamid Ali, equally cultured, more vivacious and possessing a
greater fluency of pen, and tongue and more pronounced views on roses as well as on women’s rights, is a perfect
complement to her husband.
Ahmed Beg was as efficient, helpful and refined a lambardar as I have come across anywhere in India; and the
Kirghiz, who can produce such a man, must be well above the level of the yak. Yesterday he had fixed our camp
some three miles above Yalpaktash. We wanted it to be removed to Yalpaktash itself. In the twinkling of an eye,
our akois were dismantled, transported and pitched in Yalpaktash. It took them exactly 20 minutes to pitch our
akoi, the women working harder than the men. I admired the deftness of their hands in tying the ropes, throwing
the namdahs over their heads, sweeping the floor and cleaning the rugs. It was the best akoi I have slept in, windproof and cold-proof with no holes in it as in the akois at Kurram and Chihil Gumbaz. I could not see the Seven
Sages from my bed, but I slept like a log.
This morning I felt well enough to dispense with my yak and ride my pony—or at any rate to sit on it, for
trotting was still painful. For the first time since leaving Tashkurghan, our trek lay through an open maidan, with
patches of cultivation, gently and almost imperceptibly sloping towards Pokhtalla. We rode on for a couple of
miles beyond Pokhtalla to the Sasasthik nullah where we spent the night in an akoi, surrounded by high hills—
favorite haunts, I am told, of markhor. There we saw some pretty Kirghiz girls and some succulent melons
beating those we used to enjoy in Hindubagh.
It has been our practice not to shave until we get, or are about to get, to a landmark like Gilgit or Tashkurghan.
The next shave was to happen at Ighiz Yar on the 1 st of October. But this evening most of my companions
suddenly appeared clean-shaven. I wondered why.
I discovered the reason—or, rather, three reasons—namely, the three girls of the house where we were staying.
I did not shave myself, but I asked the girls if they would let me photograph them, not so much for their beauty as
for their unique and picturesque headdress—a kind of storied turban with its embroidered flaps falling over their
ears. Readily and cheerfully they posed for a photograph. Then they went about their household duties, without
any self-consciousness and yet interested in the strangers who had suddenly invaded their house. It was a pleasure
to see that among these people, who were Muslims, the relations between men and women were as free and easy
and wholesome as in Malabar.
Aktalla, Saturday, 30 September
Last night the men, women and animals in our camp seemed to be in high spirits. Dogs barked unceasingly;
horses neighed; donkeys brayed; sheep bleated; and yaks grunted. And the men showed forth all their talents to
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amuse the three Kirghiz graces. Murad Beg sang songs in Burushaski and even gave an exhibition of the Hunza
dance; and our Tajik sepoy sang ghazals in Turki. The songs in Burushaski were plaintive and melodious; but
there was a greater lilt in the ghazals which seemed to go down better. One, which was most appreciated, was a
dialogue between a sentimental lover and a hard-hearted girl.
“Won’t you lift the veil for a second and reveal your moon-face to me?” asks the rapturous lover.
“Of what use will that be to you? Go to the baker,” she says, tossing a few coins to him, “and buy some bread
which will be as white and smooth as my face; you will enjoy it better.”
The Kirghiz girls laughed uproariously—as if hinting that that was all the reward the singer would get for the
pains he had taken to shave prematurely. And in the midst of all this hilarity I heard the cry of Azan which roused
an echo in the heart of the surrounding hills—and nowhere else.
Today’s march from Pokhtalla to Aktalla was a monotonous affair. We rode on stony ground, now to the left
and now to the right of an ever-lengthening nullah in the midst of hills which did not even have the redeeming
grace of snow. Patches of cultivation began to appear; and we saw a number of herds belonging to the Turkis. We
are coming to the end of Kirghizstan.
We had planned to go on for another eight miles to a place which sounded like “Squirrel”; but by 1:30, when
we reached Aktalla, I was so tired that we decided to camp there. And I am now installed in the only house here,
belonging to a shepherdess. Safdar Ali and I are in one room, in which are all her worldly belongings; and my
servants in the other with the shepherdess herself and her little daughter aged 5.
This evening my companions do not seem to be in such a merry mood as yesterday. The shadow of
approaching separation seems to have fallen on them already. A journey like this forges a bond between persons,
overriding race and position. It is our last night together. Tomorrow we go our respective ways.
I shall go off to Khotan with Gillett. Safdar Ali who, according to the Principal of his college at Srinagar, was
“the best athlete of his time” will return to Gilgit to pore over the accounts of the Consul-General, Kashgar, in the
office of the Political Agent, Gilgit. My Turki orderlies will be glad—or so I hope—to rejoin their families. The
caravanbashi will count the rupees and kochins he has earned and give a much-needed rest to the horses, of
which mine was the best to ride and the second best to look at. My Hunza servants, than whom none could have
looked after me better, will wend their weary way back to their homes in Baltit over the snow-bound passes of
Chichkillik and Mintaka. And the Tajik constables will go back to Tashkurghan, singing ghazals about the
sentimental lover and the heartless girl with even greater feeling after their encounter with the Kirghiz maidens.
Ighiz Yar, Sunday, 1 October
This morning when I woke up at Aktalla, silence reigned in the camp. It was still dark; the stars were shining;
and Orion was astride the sky. But before long the camp began to hum with life. Murad Beg lit the fire; Alif Shah
brought in the tea; Latif Akhun fetched the baggage ponies and Mohammed Akhun loaded them. And by 8 we left
the camp.
About half-way between Aktalla and Ighiz Yar we passed the village which sounds like Squirrel. There we had
a pleasant surprise. We saw things which we hadn’t seen for weeks—golden fields, apricot trees, hemp plants, an
avenue of willows and a solitary poplar. Evidently we had left the land of nomads; we were approaching
“civilization”. And as if to show that civilization has still to defend itself against enemies, external as well as
internal, we saw an old Chinese fort stretching on both sides of the stream, and an iron mine, worked by prisoners
who had been brought here from Kashgar.
We have just reached Ighiz Yar and Gillett will be here any moment to drive me over to Yangihissar.
So our last march is done; and the long trek is over. How I regret that it is all over! And yet, when we,
descended from our last pass, the Kashkasu, our feeling was one of relief. This was spontaneously expressed by
Mohammed Akhun who exclaimed:
“No more passes, huzur, no more climbing; we have done with all that.”
Yes, but I shall always remember all that. I shall always remember the sublime, though often weird mountain
scenery; those peaks—the Nanga Parbat, with its inimitable grace; the Rakhaposhi, with its air of haughty
grandeur; and the Muztagh Ata, with its dome of ice: those passes, the Burzil, with its carpet of Alpine flowers;
the Mintaka, deep in snow and the Chichkillik, littered with the skeletons of its victims: those glaciers—the
Sassaini, lying like a sheet of silver between two hills; the Passu, which carried away a fellow-traveler’s horse;
and the Batura, with its mangled surface, its rocks and boulders, mud and sand, and its delicately fashioned
mansions of ice; those gorges and parries; and those streams—the Gurais, the Kishanganga, the Burzil and the
Tashkurgha—which, even when the hills were harsh and forbidding, seemed to befriend us.
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I shall. remember them all; amongst them, if I ever become a mystic, will lie my “Isle of Innisfree”; and to
them I shall retire, in mind if not in body, for sympathy and solace when I am oppressed by flies and files and the
social artifices of our urban civilization.
239.189 Excerpt from Stirring Times: Memoirs Of Anand Mohan Sahay\fn{by Anand Mohan Sahay (1898-1991)}
Nathnagar, Bhagalpur District, Bihar State, India (M) 12
A December afternoon in 1918. We had just finished the pre-tests for the matriculation examinations of 1919.
In a relaxed mood, my classmate and childhood friend Janardan Narayan Sinha and I were strolling back home to
Nathnagar from the Tej Narayan Jubilee (now Banaili) Collegiate School in Bhagalpur city, four miles away. We
passed through some mango orchards, and halfway from our home, we reached the old dilapidated house of the
Cohens, once a rich Jewish family of Bhagalpur. It stood on a hillock with a wide lawn just below it. The campus
and sports stadium of the TNB College are located there now.
We generally went to and from school on a bone-rattling two-wheeled horse-drawn carriage known as tumtum
or ekka in Bihar, then the most popular mode of transport in its towns. But on winter afternoons, and in summer
when school began early in the morning, we found it more pleasant to walk the distance and give our bones a little
rest. That afternoon it was particularly pleasant since the tests were over and our minds were at rest.
We sat down on the green lawn of the Cohen home and chatted casually. Our secondary school career was
nearly over, so naturally we talked about our future.
“What would you like to do when we’re through with studies?” I asked Janardan.
“Why, government service of course,” he readily replied, “like your father. And you?”
“Chhi, I’d hate to be a servant of white rulers. If I can’t do anything better, I’d rather be a railway guard.”
“Railway guard! Always running about here and there, away from home—what an absurd ambition!” My
friend was truly astonished.
Those were the days when Indians generally held persons in government service in high esteem. White-collar
jobs were considered respectable, as they are even today. I told him that I hated the idea of sitting in a chair all
day, handling files and documents and being at the beck and call of white officers. As a railway guard, I argued, I
could at least see various parts of the country without having to spend my own money. And what is more, I could
command the train, it would not move without my permission!
Those were the dreams of two callow youths of none-too-affluent families of Bihar. We both belonged to the
lower middle class. Janardan’s father was a tax collector (tehsildar) of one of the richest landlords (zamindars) of
Bhagalpur, Tarak Nath Ghosh Mahashaya, while my father was in the government service. As is generally the
case with the middle classes in Bihar, both our families had agricultural land to supplement our family income.
Thus, whether a government servant or a railway guard, the idea of improving our families’ economic condition
was not altogether absent from our minds. Actually, the very purpose of education was supposed to be financial
gain.
According to the genealogical documents of our family, my ancestors migrated to Bihar from Uttar Pradesh.
My great grandfather, Munshi Khooblal Sahay, married the eldest daughter of Munshi Karulal, a lawyer in
Bhagalpur working for the Raja of Kharagpur (District Monghyr). They had migrated from Allahabad to Sasaram
in Shahabad district and then to Bhagalpur in the 18 th century. My father, the late Lal Mohan Sahay, was the first
man in our family to learn English and enter government service.
*
Bihar was part of the Bengal Presidency till 1912, when the capital of British India was moved from Calcutta
to Delhi. Then Bihar and Orissa were separated from Bengal and established as a separate province under a
Lieutenant Governor. Later, Orissa too became a separate province. Landlocked Bihar, considered just a
backwater of the Bengal Presidency, remained a neglected area because the alien rulers were busy exploiting areas
near Calcutta.
Economically undeveloped and backward, it remained so even afterwards—a legacy of its past history.
Educated Biharis had a very limited share in educational, cultural or economic fields, or even in government
services. Recruitment in the army and police services, however, was made from Bhojpur in western Bihar,
because Bhojpuris were known to be tough, brave people. Perhaps the alien rulers considered it judicious to select
men for these important security services from areas least affected by local politics.
The rich coal and mica mines of Bihar were exploited mostly by enterprising industrialists from Gujarat,
Rajasthan and Kutch, with local people working mostly as laborers. Iron ore reserves were virtually untouched till
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Independence. Only one Parsi from Bombay, Jamshedji Nasserwanji Tata, started mining iron ore around what
later was to be Jamshedpur. The sugar industry in north Bihar was also mostly owned by industrialists from
western India. There were very few other industries, except tassar silk handloom products that prospered as a
cottage industry.
Bhagalpur tassar and bafta silk textiles were in great demand in sophisticated societies not only in India but
also in many advanced countries of Europe and Asia. Almost like Chinese silk, this industry was exclusively in
the hands of local weavers. In spite of the fact that it was very much discouraged and almost extinguished by the
alien regime, it surprisingly started flourishing again from the 1920s with support from the Swadeshi movement,
which advocated patronage of indigenous products.
The people of Bihar, with the exception of a few big zamindars, were about the poorest in India, in spite of the
fertile land and the abundance of mineral and forest wealth. There are certain undeniable facts of history that
would compel the conclusion that the British rulers were largely to blame for the backwardness and poverty of the
masses in Bihar, as well as some other regions. Perhaps in those days, when the main interest of the British was
economic exploitation and expansion of areas of domination, consolidating their gains was the first priority.
Development of other more remote regions beyond the capital city and the premier state was not deemed
necessary. They enlisted the services of some native zamindars and the like as agents and revenue collectors on
their behalf. In fact, this was the basis for the system of permanent settlement of land (known as ZamindarJagirdari system) in India by the British.
It may not be fair, however, to hold the alien rulers alone responsible for this sorry state of affairs. Perhaps the
very fertility of the land made the common people in the Indo-Gangetic plain generally easygoing and content
with their lot. Unlike the physically hardy people of Punjab, they did not feel the need for energetic labor, and
lacked the enterprising spirit necessary for economic and social progress. Perhaps they were mild-mannered by
nature, not ambitious and easily satisfied.
However, history tells us that in many respects, the people of the region did make their mark in earlier times.
This fertile land once produced not only bounteous harvests, but also fine examples of intellectual and spiritual
achievement. But apparently, they did not attach great importance to material gain and took greater pride in moral
and spiritual excellence. Their lifestyle was simple and their needs were few. This might have contributed partly
to their decline in later times.
*
When the British first arrived in eastern India, they established themselves in Calcutta and made it their
capital. As they proceeded westward, their next target was Bihar and Orissa. Calcutta, as the hub of all activities,
received greater attention from the administrators because they needed the cooperation and help of the local men.
Recruitment for development work and other government services was naturally made from among those who
were available at hand.
Thus, Bengal enjoyed what little advantage was available to the sons of the soil. People from Bihar or Orissa,
except a few fortunate ones, could hardly afford to send their children all the way to Calcutta for higher education;
even those who received some education in their home districts had far less opportunity to improve their lot than
their compatriots in Calcutta and its environs.
Men educated in schools and colleges in Calcutta enjoyed a near monopoly in professional services all over
northern India for many decades; which explains the presence of large numbers of Bengalis all over northern
India, until the capital was moved to Delhi, and even in later years.
As I see it, the greatest cause of Bihar's backwardness, for which the British rulers must be held responsible,
was the introduction of the zamindari system whereby land was permanently parceled out to such Indians, who
could assure the white rulers of their loyalty. It was as the result of this that the peasantry of Bihar, as also of some
other provinces of India, suffered most, were degraded and remained in perpetual poverty and indebtedness. The
British, in order to establish themselves firmly, needed the help and cooperation of the people. Indian peasants
were often up in arms against the alien intruders. Being strangers and insignificant in number, the newcomers
could not successfully deal with the local population directly. They had, therefore, deployed some local agents
who could be persuaded to act as intermediaries. They could not offer them gold, however; they had come to
amass gold for themselves, not to spend it on Indians. So large tracts of land annexed after ousting the rulers of
princely states were given away instead.
Lord Cornwallis,\fn{He of the Battle of Yorktown fame:H } the Governor-General, introduced the zamindari system.
Indians who had helped the British and cooperated with them in various ways got land either free or for some
nominal consideration. These new landlords paid certain fixed amounts regularly as revenue to the British. They
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in turn sublet their land to small tenants or cultivators at a price and realized from them regular annual rent.
Zamindars became permanent legal owners of landed property, which assured them a permanent income many
times greater than the amount they paid as revenue to the government.
These landlords were not concerned with the tenant's financial condition or whether the harvest was poor or
the crop had failed. All they were concerned with was rent collection by whatever means. With a few honorable
exceptions, zamindars were notoriously hard on the poor cultivators who had to depend on primitive methods of
cultivation. There was no mechanical method of ploughing or harvesting, no planned drainage and irrigation
systems. As a result, farmers were frequent victims of nature’s vagaries—floods or drought—which ruined them
periodically.
If a tenant failed to pay his rent, all his possessions were auctioned by the ruthless landlord, for the law was in
the latter’s favor. In due course, small tenants fell into deep debt and eventually lost their land and became
landless agricultural laborers, working for much less than subsistence wages. In many cases they became bonded
labor. They had no alternative occupation and no one to guide them. They were illiterate people exploited by
dishonest creditors, including the zamindars, who manipulated the accounts of loans advanced to them and arrears
of rent so that they never had a chance to become free from bondage.
Thus, for generations, the peasantry remained in debt and bondage, even though they had paid back many
times more than what they had taken as loan. Perpetually in debt and never knowing where their next meal was to
come from, with no one to help or guide them, the frustrated peasants became helplessly reconciled to their fate.
They saw it as retribution for some past sin—their own bad karma or their forefathers’. A condition that was
beyond remedy.
My beloved native home, the state where I was born, is also close to the birthplace of Lord Buddha, as well as
the place where he attained enlightenment. Great rulers like Emperor Ashoka and Vikramaditya situated their
capitals in Bihar. Great centers of learning flourished here once. Eminent scholars and historians from far-off
lands, including China, Tibet and Asia Minor, like Fa-Hien and Hiuen-Tsang, came to study at the universities of
Nalanda and Vikramshila. They wrote glowing accounts of the highly developed culture and system of education
they found.
Trade and commerce was vibrant too. The name of the great merchant, Chand Saudagar of Champanala
(Bhagalpur), is still remembered in Bihar. According to old records, Chand would carry shiploads of Indian
textiles and other merchandise to the islands of Indonesia, Siam (Thailand), Indochina and beyond, and bring back
from the South Sea Islands exotic spices and other products which became very popular in the home market.
Many in Indochina and Indonesia still claim descent from Princess Champa and others of India who went to
those countries to preach Buddha’s gospel of peace, and married and settled there. Paintings, textiles and
handicraft products of Madhubani (Champaran) are still appreciated in the most advanced countries of the East
and West. Even in later years, immediately before the advent of the British, the art and industry of the region were
well known not only throughout India but also abroad. The Maithili poet Vidyapati greatly influenced Bengali
language and literature.
It must be admitted, however, that the process of stagnation had set in long before the British arrived.
Conditions deteriorated fast thereafter due to continued neglect, and in many respects reached a climax by the
time the alien rule ended. The ruthless manner in which most flourishing textile industries of other parts of India
were destroyed by the British is recorded in history. The disruption of the indigenous system that the British
introduced for their own benefit, led to the poverty and backwardness of our people in Bihar and other places. But
decades before Independence, as a result of the great upheaval of 1920, the awakening of the masses had started.
People began to realize the need to regain their lost glory by their own effort.
*
I was a product of that backward society and my early schooling did not permit me to appreciate the greater
possibilities of life. Hence, all I wanted to be was a railway guard and all that my friend Janardan aspired to was a
humble chair in a government office to fulfill our family obligations.
We were born about the time when events in East Asia had awakened the youth in many parts of India. The
British had encouraged Japan to go to war against Russia and had promised all help. Nevertheless, the defeat of
the mighty Tsarist Russia by Japan in 1905 had shocked the western powers and generated new hope in the hearts
of all the oppressed peoples of Asia. Along with patriotic Indians, youngsters began to feel that if the people of a
small group of islands, like Japan, who belonged to the same Asian continent and possessed similar cultural and
spiritual qualities, could defeat the powerful white Russian empire, there was no reason why a large country like
India, with such a large population and such a glorious heritage, could not throw off her alien yoke.
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The popular swadeshi movement of 1905 in Bengal was a result of that national aspiration. It gave birth to
many revolutionary societies in India. Most of them had to work in secret, of course, to carry out their subversive
plans against the British. Such societies were active mostly in Bengal, Bihar, Uttar Pradesh, Punjab, Rajasthan
and Maharashtra.
As far as I know, the first bomb hurled at a white official in India was in 1898, the year I was born. The
Chopekar brothers of Poona were involved. In Bihar, the first bomb was hurled in 1908, at one white official in
Muzaffarpur in north Bihar. The first Indian to mount the gallows for the sake of Indian freedom was Khudiram
Bose of Bengal, also in 1908.
*
Indians never accepted British rule in India as inviolable. Until 1857, rulers of the princely states in various
parts of the country continued their armed resistance against the attempts of the British to establish themselves
permanently. There were numerous sporadic peasant revolts too. But, there was no united nationwide struggle. It
is also a fact that the British never achieved a decisive victory in any part of India without the aid of Indian
traitors like Mir Jafar, Umichand and others. It was only in 1857, that many of the dispossessed princes made a
joint attempt to drive the British out of India.
This united effort, under the banner of the last titular Emperor of Delhi, Bahadur Shah Zafar, was described by
British historians and people with similar ideas, as the Sepoy Mutiny. Others term it as India’s first War of
Independence. It certainly was a turning point in the nation’s history. The East India Company’s wings were
clipped, and India came directly under the British crown in 1858.\fn{ Victoria, however, did not assume the title Empress of
India until 1876:H} The Indian National Congress was set up the same year to share the responsibilities of
governance.
In 1920 began the Gandhian era and the Indian National Congress, which had spent the first thirty-five years of
its existence in fruitless resolutions and petitions, started preparing for a countrywide mass struggle spurred by the
brutal massacre of a crowd in Punjab’s Jallianwala Bagh in April 1919. There were also many revolutionary
groups trying to organize others and train them in the use of firearms for an armed revolution. Their activities
simmered down when Mahatma Gandhi gave the call for a mass non-violent revolution which captured the
people’s imagination.
*
In 1916, when I was studying in the third year in the collegiate school, I came into contact with a Bengali
youth, Rebati Mohan Nag, who was a college senior. He said that he was from Dacca, and his name I think, was
an assumed one. I learnt he was a patriot from Bengal wedded to the cause of freedom from foreign rule. The
common friend who introduced us was also named Rebati—Rebati Mohan Das Majumdar.
I was a callow schoolboy, with little knowledge of politics. I remember my uncle Gulab Chand Sahay had been
to Lucknow or Allahabad once to attend the “Congress festival,” as he called it. He told us many interesting
stories about it. He had seen an aeroplane there for the first time, brought for special exhibition. He described the
plane as,
“Up in the air it went, like a bird and down it came again. And there was a man in it!” He and many other
visitors were indeed astonished by the flying machine.
He also spoke of the great leaders who delivered speeches there. He said they asked people to unite, to give up
evil social customs like child marriage and dowry, and to forget caste differences that were harmful for the
country. They wanted people to open more schools and colleges to educate their boys and girls.
Those were the days when even a divisional headquarter like Bhagalpur town had only a couple of boys’
schools, and no girls’ school worth the name, certainly, none in the Nathnagar area where we lived. Ours was the
only college in the whole division. Women and grown up girls of “good families” observed purdah. Our
community, which was supposed to be part of the “respectable intelligentsia,” was greatly handicapped regarding
girls’ education.
*
There was a Christian Missionary Society that sent out educated Christian women to teach Hindu women. I
remember a couple of them came to our house once or twice a week, ostensibly to teach Hindi and English; their
main purpose though was to preach Christianity to our women through songs and stories.
In those days Christians, particularly Christian missionaries, were thought to be the allies and supporters of
British rule, and those who uttered the words Bande Mataram were supposed to be anti-British and antigovernment. As an innocent young boy of eight or ten, I wanted to be identified as a patriot. Just to tease those
Christian women missionaries, I would shout Bande Mataram from behind the class and then run away lest they
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caught me. I don’t think they took it seriously and regarded it as mere fun. However, this shows how the spirit of
freedom had spread even among children of tender age though we knew nothing about politics and nationalism.
*
It was in this atmosphere that I came into contact with Rebati Mohan Nag of Dacca (now Dhaka, Bangladesh).
He talked a great deal about our great saints and spiritual leaders like Swami Vivekananda and Sri Aurobindo,
about Rishi Bankimchandra and Lokmanya Tilak, about the great sacrifices of Khudiram Bose, Kanailal De and
other youths who had mounted the gallows in the cause of India’s freedom. Rebati impressed me as a great
patriot. Gradually I became quite attached to him and was deeply influenced by his thoughts. Later, I learnt that
Rebati was also intimate with my uncle, Rashbihari Lal and was his classmate. I didn’t know about this friendship
until Rebati escaped arrest and secretly took shelter in Rashbihari’s house many months later.
Gradually Rebati disclosed his mission to me and asked me to work for the freedom of our country, which was
“groaning under the shackles of white men and wanted her sons and daughters to break the shackles.” He wanted
me to take a solemn oath in the name of God not to utter a word about our activities or about him to anyone,
however near or dear to me. He wanted me to form a small, carefully selected group of my trusted schoolmates to
work independently among them and preach the message of freedom. He gave me some Bengali and Hindi books
by the patriots mentioned above to read and have others read these too. He advised me to select young men
particularly from the family of police and government officers. He also wanted students to enter police service
after completing their studies because, he said, they could render useful service to us by passing on secret
information and in other such ways.
One of my classmates whom I trusted was Jogeshwar Singh, the son of a police inspector. Another such
devoted colleague and co-worker was Bhimnath Mishra, a grandson of Raja Padmanand of Banaili in the district
of Purnea. The latter later entered police service and retired after Independence as DIG of Police in Bihar. During
our schooldays both of them were a part of our secret society. Bhimnath distributed patriotic and proscribed books
among our friends and worked among them. We used to meet at his place and plan our activities. Rebati did not
come in direct touch with anyone of our group, but Jogeshwar and Bhimnath knew that he was a friend of mine
and was a member of some secret society of Bengal known as Anushilan Samiti.
Suddenly one day, I heard that Rebati had disappeared from his lodgings at Jogsar Mohalla. This private
students’ lodge was located by the riverside, not far from our college. The two Rebatis lived in the same lodge.
Mr. N.N. Ray, the principal of TNJ College, had quarters very near the college. His younger son Moni was my
classmate and close friend.
There was another young man, Kesto Babu, a brother-in-law of the principal, (if I remember correctly,) who
lived with him. Mr. Ray was a patriotic gentleman, although he was very reserved and never publicly expressed
his nationalist sentiments, much less show his sympathy towards revolutionaries. But apparently, he knew
something about Rebati Nag. Another professor of the college who silently encouraged our revolutionary
activities was Prof. Anugraha Narayan Sinha who later joined the Congress under the leadership of Mahatma
Gandhi and after Independence was a prominent and popular minister of Bihar until his death. Some of our
schoolteachers were also very sympathetic towards the revolutionary movement.
Moni told me the story of Rebati’s escape from the lodge. One morning, a Bengali gentleman from Calcutta
called on Principal Ray at his residence, and wanted to meet Rebati, posing as his mama (maternal uncle). He
claimed that he belonged to Dacca from where Rebati hailed.
Principal Ray must have suspected what was going on. He calmly called his brother-in-law Kesto and asked
him to go to Rebati’s lodge and tell him that his mama had come from Dacca to see him. Kesto Babu delivered the
message, and Rebati immediately understood who the mama could be. He told Kesto Babu that he would be there
shortly. Then he plunged into the Ganga and swam to the other side.
When Kesto Babu returned and repeated what Rebati had said, the mama grew restive and wanted to go to the
lodge himself and meet Rebati there. Principal Ray could not object. But, when the mama arrived at the lodge, his
“nephew” had disappeared.
This mama was actually a police officer from Calcutta who had come to arrest Rebati, against whom there
were allegedly, several charges of murder. Rebati had no mama who knew that he was studying in Bhagalpur. He
had absconded from Dacca knowing that the police were after him. He therefore had no difficulty in guessing who
the “mama” might be, and he escaped in the nick of time. He swam across fast and then walked along the
riverbank on the other side to escape notice, while his mama furiously combed the whole Jogsar area trying to
locate him without success.
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At nightfall, Rebati quietly slipped into my uncle Rashbihari Lal’s house, which was situated behind ours.
Rashbihari put him up in his own room, and other members of the house were told that he was a classmate who
would stay with him for some time to study together for a coming exam. No one suspected him to be a political
offender. He did not leave the room at daytime and being a stranger, it was acceptable that he took his meals in the
room too.
I saw him quite by accident a few days later, when passing by my uncle’s room one afternoon I casually looked
through the window and was amazed to find Rebati Nag sitting in the room, when Rashbihari was away at
college. He promptly signaled me to come near the window and asked me not to speak about his presence there to
anyone. I realized the gravity of the situation and kept quiet.
Thereafter, I used to meet him on and off secretly to discuss our programme and tell him of developments in
town. I would get information about police activities from my colleague Jogeshwar, and pass it on to Rebati. I
learnt that his old comrades used to visit him in the dead of night when everyone was asleep. They would come
from Bhagalpur by the midnight train, get down at Nathnagar station, which was only about a hundred yards from
our house, and quietly slip in unnoticed and unsuspected by anyone. After an hour or two, they returned again by
train.
For nearly a month Rebati stayed in hiding, and during that period he ordered a dozen copies of Vivekananda’s
Sanyasi Geet from Calcutta. Then suddenly one evening my friend Jogeshwar called on me and informed me that
some confidential instructions had been received from Calcutta to search for Rebati Nag in the Nathnagar area.
This was a very valuable and timely information for us. I promptly communicated this to Rebati and that very
night he was packed off to Benaras, and all evidence of his stay was removed.
*
Two days after that, one early morning the house of Rashbihari was surrounded by the police. Early risers in
the village were scared at the sight of so many policemen headed by a European officer. Babu Brij Bihari Lal,
uncle of Rashbihari Lal, was an elderly gentleman who had the habit of rising early and going to his mango
orchard, a hundred yards away, for a morning walk. As soon as he came to the boundary of his compound, the
policeman on duty stopped him and asked him not to proceed further.
At the very sight of so many policemen surrounding the house, the pot of water he was carrying fell from his
hand and he fainted. He was carried back to the house and when he regained consciousness, he fumed and ranted
about how it was the greatest insult and humiliation to him and his family that the police should raid his house. He
said he had no idea about the cause of the raid and had very little knowledge about politics or about any antigovernment activities of anyone in his family. Our family was held in high esteem by our neighbors as well as by
the authorities.
In those days, when the police raided or visited a house to make enquiries, it could only mean that the residents
had a record of antisocial or criminal activities. The very sight of the police created awe and fear in the minds of
ordinary people. If a respectable gentleman was called to a police station it was regarded as an insult to his
dignity. Our old great-uncle was mortified. He had no idea that it was due to the suspicion of our being associated
with anti-British revolutionary activities that his house was raided. When he learnt about it, he was furious with
Rashbihari.
The white officer, Colonel Duff, Superintendent of Police of Bhagalpur district, entered the bungalow and
wanted to search the premises on the strength of a search warrant. While the room occupied by Rashbihari Lal and
adjacent rooms were being searched, the elders of the house, realizing the danger, thought of promptly removing
anything from other parts of the house that might have been considered incriminating. We had some “lethal”
weapons like rusty old swords, spears and so on lying in a godown somewhere in the backyard. These were relics
of old days, generally kept to ward off robbers and rowdies. We had no license for them, so they were
immediately dumped into the well in the courtyard behind the house.
However, the question of searching other parts of the house did not arise. When Colonel Duff wanted to search
the women’s quarters, Rashbihari Lal’s elder brother, Babu Kailash Bihari Lal, then a law student, strongly
objected on the ground that the warrant directed the officer to search the quarters of Rashbihari Lal only, and also
on the ground that it was against our family honor to allow the police to enter our women’s quarters. Duff realized
the position and backed off.
However, they searched the outside rooms thoroughly. They could not find anything incriminating. They found
a rusty cartridge filler that someone had picked up somewhere, which was being used as a paperweight. The
police took possession of that. They also collected a book on which Kailash Bihari Lal had jocularly written a
Bengali name—Hari Narayan Dey—instead of the name of our neighbor, Hari Choudhary to whom the book
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actually belonged. For the police in those days, a Bengali name that we could not explain, written on a book was a
sign of sedition. With these proofs, Rashbihari Lal was arrested and taken to Bhagalpur Central Jail, ostensibly for
interrogation. But he did not return home for more than a fortnight.
As luck would have it, a dozen booklets of Bengali songs, Sanyasi Geet, which I had ordered at the instance of
Rebati Nag, arrived by VPP while the adjoining house was being searched. As it had come from a publishing
house in Calcutta and the name was in Bengali, my uncle, Babu Gulab Chand Sahay, quietly took delivery of the
packet, and asked me about its contents. I told him frankly that it was a collection of songs by Swami
Vivekananda and was meant for distribution among friends. He was furious and burnt the books.
The elders were greatly annoyed that someone in the family should be participating in anti-government
activities. All students of the village, including those in our family were put under strict surveillance for a long
time. I was virtually under house arrest for a month. I could not go to school and my studies suffered. None of the
family elders cared to enquire about the fate of Rashbihari Lal in jail. It was a period of emergency due to the
Great War of 1914-18. Even the educated family members did not approach the government or the jail authorities
to enquire about him, perhaps for fear of being implicated or arrested on charges of sedition.
After a fortnight Rashbihari Lal was set free. Coming out of prison he had no money for transport. He took a
leisurely walk all the way from the Central Jail—a distance of about six miles—not through the main road but
through alleys and by-lanes to avoid public attention, and arrived home in the evening.
He did not receive a warm welcome at home. But, we youngsters were happy that he had been released almost
unconditionally. Other youths in town, who had nationalist leanings, secretly admired and respected Rashbihari
Lal, because he had suffered for his patriotism. He told us how the intelligence officers had tortured him to extract
information about Rebati Nag and others. They had released him because they could not get any information out
of him and had no orders to frame any charge against him. In those days the rule that a prisoner could not be kept
in jail for more than a fortnight without charges being framed, was followed strictly. But he was interned at home
and had to report to the police regularly and could not go out of Bhagalpur. This home detention continued till the
end of the war.
*
This in short is the story of my association with the Anushilan Samiti of Dacca and my early revolutionary
activities as a part of that organization. I do not know if I was actually enlisted as a regular member. All I learnt
about the organization and its working was through Rebati Nag. As mentioned, I had worked under his guidance
for organizing a small group of my schoolmates. We had to be very cautious in selecting such members. Only
when we were satisfied that a boy was trustworthy and possessed strong nerves and the ability to maintain secrecy
did we admit him into our circle.
According to Rebati Nag, after a youth passed various tests, he was initiated as a regular member of the
Anushilan Samiti. He had then to take a solemn oath of allegiance in a sacred place like a temple of the Goddess
Kali at midnight, and promise before the deity that under no circumstance would he divulge any plan of action or
any secret of the society to anyone, however near or dear. He had to make a solemn promise that, if he were
caught by the police and subjected to severe torture, he would remain silent. He would be prepared to give up his
life rather than divulge any secret, or reveal the identities of his comrades.
I later learnt that top leaders of the Congress not only sympathized with them in the earlier days, but actually
rendered financial aid to the Anushilan Samiti. Deshbandu Chittaranjan Das was said to have given them a large
part of his income as a very successful barrister of all-India reputation. A large number of families—of those
young men who had gone underground and therefore were unable to help their dependents—were supported by
such leaders.
*
The Arya Samaj, the Brahmo Samaj and the Radha Swami organizations were popular in northern and western
India during my boyhood. When I was a schoolboy, a Swami who had widely traveled throughout the world,
visited Bihar, and I, along with other village boys came under the influence of his preaching of the message of
Swami Dayanand, the great founder of the Arya Samaj. I don’t think, we understood too much of the deeper
purposes of the teachings of Swami Dayanand. We were emotionally influenced by the speeches of Swami Satya
Dev and his attractive slogans. He preached against the practices of untouchability, idol worship, caste
distinctions and the dowry system. He was in favor of the use of Hindi, which he declared to be the only national
Indian language that could unite India. All these were attractive slogans and, naturally, we youngsters were greatly
impressed.
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From my childhood I had the tendency of taking the lead in adventurous activities that appealed to me, and
once I took a decision, I took to it sincerely, tenaciously and earnestly. I did take time to ponder before I decided.
But, I very rarely stepped back after the decision was made. This quality of dogged perseverance has proved to
achieve success, and at times, it has also turned into a hurdle in life and made me stutter.
This brings me to a decision that I now regret, that is, giving up my learning of a language as precious as Urdu.
What made me decide to give up Urdu as my second language two years before matriculation?
I had been taught Urdu from childhood according to my family tradition. My home tutor, Maulvi Hingan by
name, was my constant companion. The old gentleman lived in our house and was a very kind and good-natured
person. He was an opium addict, but very conscious of his duties and responsibilities. It bothered me much that,
although Maulvi Sahab was well respected by everyone, he was never allowed to dine with us or use our
household utensils, because he was a Muslim. Thus, the preaching of the Arya Samaj against untouchability and
the caste system had an instant appeal for me.
But they also put into my head the erroneous belief that Urdu was a foreign language and as such no patriotic
Indian should accept it as his own. So I resolved to give up Urdu, and nobody could persuade me to change my
mind. I faced the displeasure of my family, who were afraid that at that advanced stage in school I might not be
able to catch up with the course of Hindi.
Even more repugnant to me was English, as the first language. But, we could not avoid it. We had to receive an
appropriate education that would enable us to achieve success in life under British rule. I was too young to realize
the international importance of English.
The Head Pandit of TNB(J) Collegiate School, the late Pandit Balgobind Pandey, was, in a way, the final
deciding factor. He contributed substantially in my arriving at a decision. He was a gentleman of short stature who
wore an unusually large white turban, completely out of proportion to his size.
One day in January 1917, I took a seat in his Sanskrit class to listen to his lecture. When he noticed me sitting
there on one of the benches at the back, he enquired the purpose of my presence. I told him that I intended taking
Sanskrit as classic and Hindi as my second language and give up Persian and Urdu.
He laughed out loud when he heard that and advised me to refrain. Hindi and Sanskrit were not as easy as
Urdu and Persian, he said. I would never succeed in catching up with the lessons. He made some unpleasant
remarks about Urdu and Persian that I did not like, because although I was giving them up, I did admire them as
languages. I still remember those first lessons in Persian that I learnt—Rahima Ram Allah Karthar, Parwardigar
Hae Palanhar and Karima Babakshae Barhal Ma, Ke Hastam Ashire Kamande Hawa. Pandit Pandey mocked me
with a familiar saying, Parhe Farsi, Beche Tel, Dekho Re Qudrat Ka Khel.
But Panditji’s unpleasant and, in my opinion, unwarranted remarks helped me make up my mind and I joined
the Sanskrit and Hindi classes from the next day, displeasing and defying my father and my uncle. I worked hard
on the new subjects and I passed with very good marks both in Hindi and Sanskrit at the next annual examination,
and also at the matriculation examination of Patna University. I secured first division marks in these two subjects,
although I was placed in Division II on the whole.
There was another interesting incident in this connection that my friend Janardan remembers. Realizing how
difficult it was to grasp a new language, I had approached Pandit Pandey for private tuition in Hindi and Sanskrit.
But the learned Pandit having heard that I was a member of some revolutionary society, refused to do so. He was
afraid he might be suspected by the police and be branded as a sympathizer of revolutionaries. I did not ask him
again. In fact I did quite well by my own efforts and with the help of some of my friends.
*
The Arya Samaj was against idol worship. I don’t know why, but this also appealed to me. Perhaps some selfcontradictory practices in the worship of deities in my home was responsible for this. Perhaps my father’s rational
approach in such matters had influenced me. Be that as it may, under the influence of the Arya Samaj, quite a
number of young men, some of them senior to me, were of the same view. We all agreed that the idols must be
destroyed.
One day, one of my uncles, Kailash Bihari Lal (who was much senior to me and who after independence
became a member of Parliament), my cousin Ambika Prasad, one Ramnarayan Prasad Verma a neighbor, along
with some other youngsters, decided that a certain idol placed in a mango orchard about a mile away from our
village, should be our first target. I supported the idea. Ten of us went to the place armed with bamboo sticks.
When we arrived, most of my co-conspirators suddenly held back for fear of displeasing the deity. I felt
disgusted, said they were all cowards, and I smashed the clay image myself. When I started thrashing it, all the
others took to their heels, and on returning to the village they spread the news of my “misdeed.”
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I received a good beating from my uncle. My grandmother and the other women of the family were scared stiff
and in tears, fearing the curse of God.
*
Lal Mohan Sahay, my father, displayed some disapproval of my ways. But this disapproval was more due to
being a member of our society that expected us to follow rigid traditions. As a follower of the Radha Swami Sect,
believing in ethical codes rather than rituals, my father did actually support my rational views. My mother was a
very intelligent woman and brave, as well, she too had a rational mind.
I believe both my parents were social rebels. My grandmother once told me about an incident that happened
when my father was still very young. He was the eldest of three brothers. The youngest, Kapurchand, whom my
father loved dearly, died when he was a child.
One evening, he returned home from office and found his dear brother dead and the family grieving. He was so
shocked and devastated, he simply picked up a sickle and chopped off the heads of all the household deities that
were worshipped daily by the women. My grandmother admonished Babuji for the “sin”. He quietly replied.
“Mother, what’s the use of worshipping those deities, if they cannot protect us?”
*
Once monkeys in hordes entered the village, jumping from roof to roof, breaking and destroying homes.
Although, he was opposed to animal slaughter, Babuji took up a gun and shot one of the monkeys dead and the
rest ran away. But this infuriated the village elders and they decided that my father should be boycotted socially
for his “irreligious act”, although the whole village had been relieved of the monkey menace because of him. My
father quietly stood his ground.
“If these monkeys are our gods, they should have some consideration for us. Why should they harm us?” he
said. “If you consider my act a sacrilege, you should pay the cost of repairing our roof and compensate our loss. I
will then not mind your social boycott.” To this the elders had no reply.
Today, when I recall such incidents of the past, I feel inclined to believe that my father had greatly moulded
and influenced my own character and social outlook with his rationality. I do not remember to have been, at any
time, a believer in idol worship. Even when I was studying in the Middle School at Karangarh, not very far from
my house, where there was an old temple of Siva (Manaskamna Nath) adjacent to our school building, I used to
laugh at my schoolmates who would suddenly become great devotees of Lord Ganesha and Lord Shiva when our
annual examinations approached, and would buy sugar candy (batasha) as offerings for these deities to obtain
their blessings to pass the examinations.
Even at that time I used to joke about bribing the gods. I would slip into the temple when the coast was clear
and fill my pockets with the sweets offered to the deities. I must confess, however, that it was not due to my zeal
for social reform at that age. I was extraordinarily fond of sweets, as I am even now at this advanced age of nearly
eighty years. When the priest of the temple caught me red-handed, he hurled abuses on me and called me a
godless infidel. I cheerfully said,
“If that is so, you are unconsciously doing the same by eating all the sweets laid out for the gods!” Of course,
he was furious.
*
As a student, I was rather naughty. While in senior school, my friends and I usually walked the four-mile
distance to and from TNB(J) college in the centre of Bhagalpur. March to May was the mango season. More than
half the distance to school was through mango orchards. We helped ourselves liberally to the delicious ripe fruit.
This landed us in trouble sometimes. Once on a fine morning, Rashbihari Lal and I had just plucked two mangoes
each, when we were challenged by the watchman. He asked us curtly to come with him to his master.
Realizing that the fellow was strong enough to tackle the two of us single-handed, we went with him. He
placed on his head a basketful of ripe mangoes that had fallen from the trees at night, and tying our hands with a
rope, took us to his master’s house.
We planned our strategy as we quietly followed. We knew there was only one road to his master’s house and
this passed our school. When we came out of the orchard and were walking on the public road, we found some of
our schoolmates coming behind us. I signaled them to go ahead and get more students to be ready near our school.
When our school was about a hundred yards away, some of my friends fell on the watchman, relieved him of
all the mangoes, freed us, and asked him to return to the orchard without complaints. He agreed. And that,
thankfully, was that.
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I was invariably at the forefront of such exciting “extra-curricular” activities. Although I was never a brilliant
student, I was dutiful and obedient at school and some teachers, including the headmaster, liked me. Others were
annoyed by my mischievous behavior.
Once, our class teacher, Nagendra Nath Mukherjee, was very angry with me. He owned a bookshop and would
be annoyed if the students did not purchase books from there. Some of us did not like him because of this and we
often discussed the situation.
Once, on a collection day, I had no change and presented a currency note of five rupees to pay my fee. He
refused to accept the note, saying that he was not a moneychanger. I felt I did not deserve such treatment. He had
small change on the table and he could easily have given me the change. Next month, on fee collection day, I paid
my fee in small coins. Nagendra Babu flared up and threw the whole lot on the floor. The coins scattered
everywhere.
This time I, too, felt annoyed and complained to the headmaster, narrating the story of the previous month.
However, I scored a victory when he and the assistant headmaster, supported me. But our relations improved later
and I became one of his favorite students. In 1927, when I visited India for a few months and went to meet our old
teachers, he received me very cordially. He also spoke very well of me to the students and the teachers.
*
When I had almost completed my studies in school, my father and I started talking about my future. I favored
some independent profession which would not require my working for white men. The medical profession was
one. But one had to pass at least the intermediate in science to be admitted to a medical college. Besides, there
was no medical college at Bhagalpur, nor indeed anywhere in Bihar at that time, so one would have to go to
Calcutta. The only institution in Bihar was the Temple Medical School, which offered a four-year diploma course
for matriculates, which would qualify one as a Licentiate Medical Practitioner.
Straight after the matriculation examination, I visited Patna, the capital of Bihar, to meet some relatives and
more particularly, to search for some avenue for my higher education. I knew some prominent youth leaders of
Bihar based in Patna and I wanted to seek their advice and assistance. I also wanted to explore the possibility of
admission in the Temple Medical School, if nothing better was possible.
I met Babu Rajendra Prasad, the undisputed leader of young Bihar and the idol of Bihari youths. I had earlier
made his acquaintance at a Hindi Sahitya Sammelan, a literary event in Bhagalpur, and also at the sessions of the
Bihar Students Conference at Monghyr, Gaya and Purnea. He immediately recognized me when I called on him
and introduced myself. He listened to me attentively and assured me of all his help.
I also learnt to my great delight, that after securing my diploma from the Temple Medical School, I would be
eligible for higher studies in medicine and surgery in Britain or any other part of the British Empire. I decided
then and there to join the T.M. School at any cost, without taking into consideration any other problems.
I returned home immediately to persuade my father to agree. I explained to him that by becoming a qualified
doctor, even as an L.M.P, I could earn a decent income, lead an independent and honorable life, and at the same
time get an opportunity to serve the suffering poor. On the other hand, I said, if I became a government servant, I
would have to remain content with a fixed pay, together with all the limitations and restrictions inherent in
government service.
Quite unexpectedly, to my very pleasant surprise, my father agreed without any hesitation, and willingly
promised to help me financially, as much as possible, to supplement the help I expected from a government
stipend and other sources. I assured him that I would take as little as he could spare and would try my best to
secure help from other sources.
My mother felt very happy that I was going to be a doctor. My uncle, Gulab Chand Sahay, who loved me very
dearly and whom I respected as much as I did my father, also promised to help me by partly meeting my initial
expenses at Patna. Thus, fully equipped with blessings and assurances from my elders at home, I left for Patna to
try for admission and stipend. I also had to find a place in some hostel of the Temple Medical School or some
private board and lodging house in Patna.
*
The Temple Medical School had a number of barrack-like hostels for its students and charged only a nominal
amount as rent. The students had to manage their own mess. But those hostels were always full and one had to
wait a long time to get a seat there.
I was introduced to the head clerk, a very elderly man with snow-white hair and a long name I cannot now
recall. I explained my problem to him and requested him to help me as best he could. Perhaps some teachers had
already told him about my problems, because he assured me that he would secure a stipend for me. Regarding a
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seat in the school hostel, he could not give any assurance but asked me to wait and watch. I was encouraged by
his sympathetic attitude, because I learnt that he was the key man in the school and he could do things no one else
could. I was also assured of some stipend from the Poor Boys Fund of the Bihar Students’ Association, at the
recommendation of Babu Rajendra Prasad.
With all arrangements complete, I was admitted in the Temple Medical School towards the end of July 1919.
At first I stayed with my maternal uncle in Kadam Kuan. After a few months, I was able to secure a seat in the
school hostel within campus. My roommate was a Nepalese youth, Harka Prasad Roy, I think, from Darjeeling.
Thanks to the kind-hearted head clerk, I was awarded a school stipend the month I joined.
The voluminous textbooks of course were very expensive. They cost me nearly five hundred rupees but that
problem was solved with the help I received from home and some kind relatives like Dr. Sachidanand Sinha, Barat-Law, a great educationist and one of the builders of the new Bihar, and some other friends.
*
Once settled in, I went about my studies seriously. I felt that my father having willingly conceded to my
request, it was now my turn to do everything possible to keep my promise.
During the first few months I was able to impress most of my professors with my earnest efforts, behavior and
devotion to study. I prepared my subjects well and attended lectures and practical classes regularly. The first year
is generally a year of preparation and theoretical lessons. We also attended Outdoor in the morning and learnt how
to handle patients. We were also given daily duty in the wards to attend to the indoor patients as assistants to the
doctors and nurses.
Our work there was mostly taking temperatures, administering medicines to patients and general supervision.
We also had to watch the milking of the hospital cows so that unadulterated milk might be supplied to patients. In
this work I became very unpopular with the European sisters and Indian nurses who used to allow the milkmen to
mix water in the milk, in return for free pure milk for their own use. I reported this to the superintendent of the
hospital and this enraged the sisters and nurses. Perhaps some doctors were also in league with them. I refused to
allow the milkman to mix water, although they brought false allegations against me to have me removed from that
duty. When I caught the milkmen red-handed on more than one occasion and also proved that they were supplying
free milk to the sisters and the nurses, the situation improved for a time, but ultimately I had to leave that duty.
I completed my first year very satisfactorily. When I was promoted to the second year, I had to attend surgery
and anatomy lectures and also do some practical work in the dissection room as well as in Outdoor. Our professor
of surgery was Dr. Karim, an eminent surgeon. He took a keen interest in teaching us not only his subject but
many other useful things as well. When he took us to the dissection room for the first time, I remember, he
warned us not to be “chicken-hearted” and not to be afraid of dead bodies. He said,
“We carefully remove the ghosts from the body before bringing them here, so you don’t have to be afraid of
the ghosts in them.” Many of us really believed what he said.
When some minor cases of surgery came as Outdoor patients, Dr. Karim asked the students of second and third
year classes to do the job. Once an old man with a swollen foot was brought for examination. Dr. Karim decided
that the man needed an immediate operation and asked some of us to take him to the operation room and put him
on the operation table, then clean the swollen foot properly with alcohol. We found the foot full of pus and
reported the case to Dr. Karim. He examined the foot and declared that it had to be operated on by the students of
the third and second year classes on duty. We had already performed some minor operations. A local anesthetic
was applied as directed by the doctor. One of my colleagues of the third year and I operated on the foot, cleaned
it, applied medicines and then bandaged it.
The patient was removed to his waiting vehicle outside. I reported the matter to Dr. Karim who then
congratulated us. But soon, the patient’s companions came running to report that he had fainted. Dr. Karim went
to the coach, examined his heart and the foot and declared him dead. I was very upset. When I asked the doctor
what had happened, he quickly declared that it was a successful operation. He said,
“The patient did not die on the operation table, did he? His heart failed in his own carriage. You cannot be held
responsible for that.” I was greatly relieved but I was still very unhappy.
I remember Dr. Karim vividly. He always dressed immaculately, in a stiff collared shirt and a bright tie. Instead
of a coat he wore the Indian sherwani and a red fez on his head. I used to visit him in his house. He also taught me
how to aim and shoot a pistol. He was a nationalist at heart and encouraged us to develop the same spirit.
Dr. Ali Hasan who taught us medicine, was known to be very fond of prescribing castor oil, which we all
hated. Once, when we staged a school play, I was cast in a comic role as a doctor. I sat in my chair, examining the
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patients. One came with a cut finger, I prescribed one ounce of castor oil. Another came with eye trouble, and got
the same dose of medicine. Gout, sore throat or whatever, it was castor oil for them all!
Of course Dr. Ali Hasan, who was present in the audience, realized that I was making fun of him. The next day,
he called me to his chamber and gave me a good scolding. I apologized.
My cousin Ambika Prasad, then a student of Patna Law College, came to see me one day, along with some of
his friends. They wanted to visit the dissection room. I took them to the hall where about a dozen bodies were laid
out on tables for our practicals. As soon as my cousin entered the hall and saw the corpses, he fainted. With the
help of my roommate, Harka Prasad, I removed him from there and brought him around by sprinkling water on
his head and holding a bottle of ammonium sulfate to his nose. He never visited the school again.
I was doing quite well in my second year and had received commendation from the professors, particularly for
surgery at which I was very skilful. Dr. Girija Bhushan Mukherjee, a demonstrator, was very fond of me. He was
a very religious-minded and patriotic person and had only one meal a day in our mess. He was a bachelor as far as
I can recollect. And he was a very good rifle shooter. He took us to the sand island, in the middle of the Ganga
opposite our school, in the school rowboat and taught us how to handle a rifle, and also swimming and wrestling.
He told me that young men who wanted to serve their country should learn these things. Later, I learnt that he was
a prominent member of the revolutionary Anushilan Samiti. He shot birds and animals on the island, although he
was a strict vegetarian. When I asked him to explain this anomaly, he replied,
“To kill is not a sin. While alive, an animal, a bird or a man, stands the risk of making mistakes and
committing sins. So, if one ends one’s life early, one has the chance of committing fewer sins and so, a better
chance of salvation earlier than those who live longer and commit more sins. But committing suicide is a sin and
an act of cowardice. One must die for a noble cause.”
Was he pulling my leg? I must confess that this strange logic did not convince me at all. So I did not discuss
the subject with him any further. I respected him however because he was a man of strong character and sincerely
patriotic and ready to die for his country as he often said. …
1899

109.11 Forewarned Is Forearmed\fn{My title: H}: A Folktale\fn{told by Ratikanta Brahma “Member” (1899- )} Jhargaon
Village, Kamrup District, Assam State, India (M) 3
In a certain village there lived seven brothers. They all lived by thieving and burgling. They lived separately
but always worked as a team. One day the eldest said,
“Brothers, that old man there has plenty of money. Let us burgle his place tomorrow.” The others agreed.
The old man then had a dream that these men would pay a visit to his house the next day. When he woke up he
said to his wife,
“Old woman, I’ll tell you what! Have we got a fair quantity of rice-beer?” When she said that they had, he
said,
“Well then, tomorrow at noon you must cook for seven people and keep your dishes of meat and rice ready.
Cook matimah\fn{Pulse.} too. When the visitors arrive, ask them to sit down so that you can serve them a meal. I
will go out in the morning to the field and take our pet paddy-bird with me. But I will be back by noon.”
Next morning the old man was plowing his field. The pet paddy-bird sat close by looking for frogs. Soon the
seven thieves came along and, seeing the old man, they accosted him thus:
“Grandfather, what are you doing?” The old man answered,
“My sons, I have got to feed my old lady, hence I am driving this plow. But which way are you bound?” They
said,
“We plan to visit your house.”
“That’s very well,” replied the old man. He then addressed his pet, saying,
“Paddy-bird, go home and tell grandmother to kill the fowl and prepare food for seven guests.” He then drove
his bird off with a stick and it flew back home.
After a time the old man and his guests reached home. The old lady had kept everything ready. The thieves
were surprised to find such a good meal, and they thought that she had prepared all these things because she had
received the bird’s message. After the meal was over they thought that they could also use the services of such a
bird. Then they too could have timely and fine meals. When the old man asked them, “My boys, what made you
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come to my place?” they answered,
“Grandfather, we want this bird.” The old man then said,
“No, I can’t give up my bird. It is our mainstay. It’s because of it that we two are still alive.”
But the thieves were keen on the bird and would not leave without it. In fact, they took it away by force.
Soon the time came to try out the bird. So the eldest thief took it to a field. When it was about noon he raised a
stick over the head of the paddy-bird and said,
“Go, tell my wife to cook a fowl and to keep some rice-beer ready.”
But when he returned home he found that his wife had not cooked anything. There was only leftover rice from
the last night’s meal. However, the thief was hungry and ate whatever he was given. Then he took the bird to his
next younger brother. The latter then asked him,
“How did you find our new bird?”
“Oh, it was all right,” he replied. “I gave it a message and my wife prepared rice, meat, and rice-beer for me. I
had a hearty meal.” The younger brother then sent the bird from his field with the message:
“Go, and tell my wife to prepare some rice, meat, and rice-beer.”
However, instead of a warm and rich meal he too had only left-over rice to eat. This man then passed the bird
on to his younger brother.
In this way each of the brothers tried the bird and each found himself cheated. The youngest brother, in fact,
soon blurted out,
“Why, we have been had by this old fellow.”
The others agreed. One evening they planned something new:
“We will go tomorrow and tie up the old man and take all his money and gold.”
That night the old man had another dream. Again he came to know of their plans. He said to his wife,
“Old woman, those men are coming again. Please keep a meal ready as before. Prepare some rice-beer, too.
Strip a piece of banana tree bark and put it in the room where we pray to the goddess of wealth. And please place
a stick of mature bamboo by my seat. Then go and borrow our neighbor’s daughter saying that she is needed to
help you. Keep her hidden in the room belonging to the Goddess Mainao\fn{ The goddess of wealth.} But you have to
do more. While serving our guests rice you must pretend to slip on the floor because you accidentally trod on one
of their leaf-plates. Leave the rest to me.”
After giving all these instructions, the man went out with his plow early in the morning. After a time the
thieves came along and the old man now addressed them saying,
“My sons, which way are you going?” They answered,
“We are going to your house, grandfather.” The old man then replied,
“Very well. But please wait while I finish my plowing.”
So after a while they followed the old man to his house. The old woman then brought out the rice-beer. After
all of them had sat down to eat, the old lady pretended to let her foot slip on the leaf-plate of one of the guests.
The old man then immediately took the stick and waving it at his wife he began to roar,
“You old woman, don’t you see with your eyes! Though you are old you don’t know how to behave! Let me
turn you into a young girl!”
So saying, he began to strike the piece of bark from the banana tree. After a while a young girl came to serve
rice and curry. The thieves were impressed beyond measure with the magic virtues of the old man’s stick. How
wonderful! It could change even an old lady into a comely girl! They then forgot the mission with which they had
come and asked the old man for his stick. But he would not agree to part with it, so they took it by force. Then the
eldest thief thought,
“My wife is already old, let me turn her into a young woman.” He thus began to beat her, saying,
“Be young, be young.”
The heavy stick was too much for the woman, however, and she lost her life. The thief then hid her body and
passed the stick to his next younger brother, saying,
“My wife has turned into a young woman.”
The second brother’s wife also lost her life in the same way. Indeed, soon all their wives had died, but when
the youngest one’s wife lost her life, he began to cry aloud. The other brothers then admitted sorrowfully that their
wives, too, were dead. They now worried constantly about how to manage their children and run their homes.
They hadn’t the means to marry again and now became more determined than ever to rob the old man of his
wealth. They decided they would not be dissuaded again from their purpose.
Again the old man had a dream and came to know of their plan. So he instructed his wife, saying,
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“Old woman, do you see that nest of hornets in the banana tree? Detach it from the tree carefully and keep it in
a corner on the verandah. When I say to you: ‘Old woman where have you kept our money? I seem to have
forgotten where it is,’ you must answer, ‘Why, it is there in the pitcher in the corner of the verandah.’”
The thieves arrived that very evening. The old man started drinking rice-beer when he saw them, and as if
intoxicated, he soon cried out,
“Old woman, I seem to have forgotten where the money is kept. Where is it?” She responded,
“You old fellow, you have forgotten everything by drinking so much rice-beer. Why, it’s there in the pitcher in
the corner.”
The thieves overheard this and were happy that they were at last going to have the old man’s money. So the
eldest thief went up to the hornet’s nest. As he put in his hand the hornets stung him on his hands and face. He
stepped back quickly and the next brother then went up and put his hand in, with the same result. None cried out,
each appearing as if he had pulled out money from the pitcher. In this way, one after another, all the men were
severely stung by these ferocious hornets. As they left, however, the youngest brother cried out,
“Ah, how severely was I stung! Oh brothers, I am half dead with pain!”
The older brothers than admitted how much they had suffered too. After a few days, when their pain had
subsided, the thieves again planned to pay a visit to the old man’s house. But he came to know of their plans as
before. So he now said to his wife,
“Old woman, make a small hole in the wall. I will lie by that hole with a razor in my hand. Prepare a paste of
some rotten fish and rub me with it so that I stink. Keep some hot chili paste by the granary as well. When they
arrive, start wailing. Say that I am dead, and when they question you, ask them to smell me through the hole to
see if I am dead or not.”
When the thieves arrived the old woman began to wail. When they asked her why she was wailing she said,
“Ah, my sons, the old man is no more. These seven days he has been rotting in the house because there’s no
one to carry him away. I am passing my mornings and evenings by wailing.” They then asked,
“Where’s the body lying?” She answered,
“Why, in there! You can smell him through that hole.”
So the eldest thief tried to peep inside. His nose was then quickly cut off. So he stepped away, covered his
nose, and said,
“Ah, what a disgusting stench!” Then the next brother peeped in. His nose was cut off too. He also stepped
back, saying,
“What a disgusting stench!”
In this way, one after another, all the men lost their noses. But when it came the youngest he cried out,
“Alas, my nose is no more!”
The other brothers then admitted that their noses were gone also. In the meantime the old man cried but from
inside the house,
“Old woman, that fine salve I’ve put there don’t give it to those rogues; don’t let them have it!”
The men then went directly up to the chili paste and rubbed it on their wounds. They could now hardly stand
the burning and smarting this paste gave them. Roaring in pain, they left for home and promised that they would
no longer depend on thieving and burgling for a living but would try to lead an honest life.
275.109 Excerpt from Wives Of Famous Men: 1. Eleanor Roosevelt 2. Mrs. Churchill 3. Mrs. de Valera 4.
Kasturbai Gandhi\fn{by Ela Sen (1899- )} Calcutta?, West Bengal State, India (F) 10
1
The “First lady of the United States” is almost as important a personage as the President himself, and Mrs.
Eleanor Roosevelt may be taken to represent the Spirit of America, which is apparent in the vigor and
downrightness of all her undertakings. Hers is no shadow personality of borrowed grandeur, rather is it her
character that casts its reflection upon much that is of national importance. The “team of Roosevelt and
Roosevelt” works in admirable harmony.
Eleanor Roosevelt is a product of that part of America which inspires a great deal of hope for the future of the
world. A young and virile nation, whose history is still in the making, it is endowed with an enthusiasm for
progress and an awesome veneration for the ancient, which it finds difficult of comprehension. Unhampered as it
is by the rulings of ancient traditions and history, it .is also seriously handicapped by the lack of background.
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Therefore, it seeks to absorb of the old and mould it into the new, and achieve in a stride all that covers these
deficiencies.
As is the case with youth, there is a zest for activity and accomplishment. And there could be no better
exponent of this spirit, or of American ideals, than the wife of President Roosevelt.
From a rapid survey of all her activities, it would seem that she has concentrated on fulfilling the duties that
are complementary to her husband. There is no question of clashing, but there have been a good deal of
adjustments. Each has worked in separate fields, but with the same objective of making their “team” work run
without a hitch. Eleanor Roosevelt undertook several tasks with the idea that it should bring greater glory to her
husband’s régime at White House. There was absolute comradeship in this thought, and each looked upon the
other as equal partners in the game of life. No question of discrimination entered into their lives, and there was
absolute understanding between them that they had entered into a partnership, which it was their vocation to make
useful for the common good. The success or otherwise of their undertaking would be measured not by the
applause of crowds or by material glory, but by the stern measure of achievement. And Eleanor Roosevelt has
proved herself a keen working partner in this cause.
Being a niece of Theodore Roosevelt, Eleanor was not unfamiliar with life in a President’s household, though
at that time she never dreamt of herself as the chatelaine of White House. Born to a rich family, part of her
schooling was carried out in England at a school run by Mme. Souvestre. Her debut at the age of 20 lacked
nothing of the glamour and formalities of New York society life. It culminated in her marriage within a year of it,
but it left her with a lasting distaste for the sophistication of social gaieties.
The main reason for this can only be analyzed as the fact that Eleanor Roosevelt took life very seriously. It was
almost a complex with her. She could not degenerate into a party loving girl, just living from day to day of sump tuous pleasure. Not particularly good looking, she felt that rather than strive after attaining a cultivated beauty, it
was her duty to make something more of her life. If she ever secretly deplored her looks, she realiz ed very early
that beauty was really skin deep and there was a great deal more of value lurking within the souls of men and
women. She chose the better path, for she felt keenly the debt each individual owes to humanity.
Always an unusual person; Eleanor Roosevelt was showered with criticism from all sides when her husband
first became the President. It was difficult for most people to understand why she did not stay but as a gracious
hostess, and what necessity there was for her to be mixed up actively in Presidential affairs. In short, they implied
that a woman’s place was in the home, and that it was not for her to intrude into everything.
With her innate horror of mere social formalities and her sensitive nature, Mrs. Roosevelt sought refuge in
work. She welcomed everything that came within her reach, and put equal energy into each effort. Her enlarged
scope as the President’s wife she utilized in associating herself with the cause of the common people. Therein she
felt lay the duty of a true Democrat.
Yet people always found something to say against her, as is the way of this world. When she spoke on the
radio, they said that she was trying to exploit her position for publicity. But none of them knew, or perhaps would
not admit it, that soon after making her first radio contract in 1933 she informed the director of the Women’s
Trade Union League that she would like to contribute 300 dollars a week towards its activities.
There were others who complained that her active participation in public life was not befitting the wife of the
President. After all she was the “First Lady” in the United States. But Eleanor told everybody that she was plain
Mrs. Roosevelt, and had no pretensions to the title of “First Lady”. Her husband was the President by his own
rights, and she was proud of that, but she merely desired to carry on her work as his wife, and she did not think
she jeopardized his position in any way by her association with various national activities. She declined
vehemently to being just a show-piece or a mere hostess, and she maintained that her duty, more than ever, lay
with the people.
But she never considered herself above criticism. Frankly she discussed her deficiencies with her friends, and
with her native thoroughness set about to remedy them.
This trait of trying to conquer her defects has been of long standing with her. For instance, as a child she was
not at all courageous, but, so far has she subdued this weakness, that today she is completely free from fear—
mental or physical. She knew herself to be possessed of a rather high-pitched voice, so she set about cultivating a
proper key, until today, when she rises to speak, there is no trace of that nervousness which used to make her
voice shrill and raucous. By her tireless efforts, she has drawn people towards her and the American nation has
realized that she is the correct version of what a President’s wife should be.
Left an orphan in her youth, there was created within her a doggedness that is one of her principal
characteristics. She looked after and brought up her younger brother, with all a mother’s seriousness, never
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minimizing for a moment her responsibilities towards him. When her husband gave up his lucrative legal practice
to take up politics as a career, it meant a severe monetary set-back. Undaunted, Eleanor took up the teaching of
English and other subjects at the Todhunter Private School for Girls, of which she later became a co-proprietress
with two other women. She directed classes in history, civics, government and current events from 1927 till 1932,
devoting three days in the week to it. To promote rural industries and to give farmers an incentive for reproducing
early American handmade furniture, she opened a shop in Hyde Park, New York, which she ran with the help of
three other women.
A keenness for journalism is amongst the many qualities of this versatile woman. She writes a daily column,
called “My Day”, which is syndicated in 48 papers, and edits a paper called Babies, Just Babies. When her
husband was elected President and she realized that her duties at White House must perforce make inroads on her
time and though she was loath to give up any of her activities, she had to abandon her teaching but retained the
editorship of the magazine.
Public disapproval has little effect on Eleanor Roosevelt, once she is convinced of the rights of a cause. At the
same time, she will try her best not to wound public sentiments by her personal conduct, unless she considers it
necessary for the awakening of the public conscience.
One of the most charming instances was in the case of Marian Anderson, the Negro singer. Racial prejudice is
such that while Europe had opened its doors to the talent of this girl, she was refused halls in her own native
America. The final touch came when Constitution Hall, owned by the Daughters of the American Republic, was
refused to her. Mrs. Roosevelt, who was one of the founders of the D.A.R., was so shocked at this attitude, that
she resigned her membership, and sponsored an open-air concert for the Negro girl within the shadows of
Constitution Hall. Her reward must have been great, when, with tear-dimmed eyes, the vast audience of Negroes
and. Americans listened enthralled to Marian Anderson, as she sang “My Country, ’tis of Thee”, with the marble
statue of Abraham Lincoln towering above her.
Eleanor Roosevelt's belief in youth and its possibilities and potentialities is great. She considers that the nation
owes a great duty to its young, and the neglect of it is at the root of most of the troubles that assail a nation. Her
feelings for unemployed girls is really acute, and she avers that the future of the world depends on how the young
are handled. Upon wise guidance revolves the fact whether their restlessness should fall a prey to dictatorship, or
whether they be moulded into true citizens, who are capable of helping themselves and their weakened brethren.
The problem of unemployment, according to her, is not purely economic nor will it go by mere monetary
considerations, it is a matter of moral upbringing. Therefore her mission with youth is to evolve schemes whereby
the unemployed are taught to help themselves.
Having little interest in politics beyond its significance in the social life of the nation, Mrs. Roosevelt is
essentially a student of human nature and sociology. She is also a queer contradiction, for without being a
Communist, or even a Socialist, she wanders amongst the working class, trying to meet their diffi culties through
agitation and creation of a public feeling. Belonging to a class, which even in so-called classless America is called
the “aristocratic” strata, it is part of her upbringing to believe in private capital in industries. Never for a moment
can she contemplate a régime where the producers of wealth are also the inheritors, but, at the same time, she will
not countenance underpayment or overwork and is constantly endeavoring to raise the working class standard of
living.
She really is a believer in that vague thing called Democracy, and thinks that ultimate co-opera tion between
workers and their masters is both essential, and the one possible solution to economic differences. However faulty
this attitude may appear on analysis, yet it is impossible to doubt her goodwill for relieving the condition of those
upon whom depend the industrial development of any country.
Another trait in her character is how she has endeared herself to the American peoples. This is, of course, the
inevitable outcome of her simplicity and avoidance of any ostentation. Her task was difficult to the extreme, for
she possessed no great physical beauty, and, at the same time, was hampered by an ultra-sensitive nature. But her
determination to do things has earned her the love and admiration of her country-women, and the respect of her
countrymen.
Her friends in the journalistic world are many, and she greets them as a fellow journalist should—to most of
them she is just “Eleanor”. Quite often requests are made to White House by those organizing functions and
meetings thus:
“If we cannot have the President, may we have Mrs. Roosevelt?” One woman who was a bitter critic of the
Roosevelt policy said:
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“I can’t abide the President and his policies, but what Mrs. Roosevelt says is true.” It was the greatest compli ment ever paid to her, and her personal contacts have earned for her the title she vehemently rejects of “First
Lady”.
Eleanor Roosevelt is a woman of natural kindliness and a homeliness of spirit. Before the visit of the King and
Queen of Great Britain, she took an inventory of the linen room at the White House, to see if all was intact for
welcoming her august guests. Now that her five babies are grown up, she is foster mother to three children—
victims of this war. One is the daughter of a Polish refugee in Scotland, another is a thirteen-year-old Basque boy
whose parents are in a concentration camp in Spain, and the newest one is a little 4½-year-old East-ender, who
was victim of what is known as “blitz shock”. She keeps photographs of her adopted children, and is in constant
touch with them. This is just one of her many humanitarian activities, born out of a well of mother love within her
that is not common in the modern world.
While the war horses “champ and chafe”, trying to discover fresh fields, while the women of the world stand
by impotent to save their loved ones from slaughtering and being slaughtered, thoughts turn to America and to
Eleanor Roosevelt, the well-beloved of the American peoples. As long as her immobile face, so calm and so
dependable, appears beside her husband, there is hope that America might really open the doors of a new world.
The appeal to her womanhood from the suffering women of the world cannot pass unnoticed, for she is one of
those who possess vast capabilities for sympathy and understanding.
2
Throughout the spectacular career of Winston Churchill, his wife’s gracious personality has moved
unobtrusively. She is a very tangible factor in his life, yet she has been careful to avoid publicity. By this it is not
to be imagined that she has kept herself aloof from the political and other activities with which her husband has
surrounded himself, for her own interest in these matters has been very keen. She has been a passive and never an
active participator in the official aspects of his life.
It has only been during recent times, that is, within the last two years, that one has heard of her being at public
functions beside her husband. All through the years of his early political life, when he was dazzling the world with
his achievements as one of the youngest Cabinet Ministers, she rarely appeared publicly with him. With an almost
sensitive abhorrence, she shunned any form of publicity.
This, of course, was due to a great extent to her, preoccupation with her house-hold and her young children,
but one can also trace it back to her upbringing. Her mother, Lady Blanche Hozier, belonged to one of the most
conservative families in Britain, being a daughter of the Earl of Airlie, and she had a horror of newspapers and
journalists. She looked upon them as just vulgar gossip-mongers, and considered all those who, specially women,
allowed themselves to fall a prey to them as rather common.
Her children were brought up with this idea, and it is due to these early impressions that Mrs. Churchill has
been so shy of any kind of publicity. So deeply had it been ingrained in her, that she felt it definitely showed bad
breeding to be talked about and photographed in newspapers, and it has taken her a life-time to overcome this
prejudice. But being a sensible person, she has realized that her mother’s idea was out-of-date.
Yet it is only recently that she has permitted herself to publicly accompany her husband in his official
functions. As a young man, Churchill was of a serious temperament, and had little use for frivolity or fashion. He
was proverbially the worst dressed man of his time and class, and a great contrast to his brother, with whom he
shared bachelor apartments. Nevertheless, he was good company, when he could be drawn out, and gossip did not
stop at linking his name with that of at least two ladies of his time, one being a famous American actress. But
society’s forecast proved wrong, and it was while he was contesting his new constituency of Dundee, that
he met Miss Clementine Hozier, whose people had great influence in that district. Their romance took the
usual course, and. there was nothing flamboyant or exceptional about it. It was a match that met with
great approval on both sides, having to a certain extent been brought about by the friendship of the two
mothers—the beautiful and vivacious Lady Randolph Churchill and the austere Lady Blanche Hozier.
Like a thousand marriages in society, Winston Churchill's was one of the events of the social season of 1908,
and there were wedding presents from the King, Queen, and members of the Cabinet, as well as countless
duplicated ones from friends and admirers. There followed the conventional honeymoon, first at Blenheim and
later on the Continent via Paris. But unlike other such marriages, it did not lapse into obscurity after the first
excitement, for Churchill was, and has remained, in the news off and on during the past 34 years. It was also
an adventurous marriage, as Churchill was by no means a rich man, for apart from his salary as Cabinet
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Minister, at that time he depended on his pen for his livelihood, both of which were hazar dous and dependent
on the whim of the public and the people. Nevertheless, he thought little of such doleful possibilities, once he
was determined to launch into married life—and of all the impetuous acts of his career, this is one that must
always bring a sense of satisfaction and confidence to him.
His wife has proved the utter complement to his temperamental and erratic genius, and her composure and
dignity, coupled with an immense understanding of his nature, has acted as a stimulant. She has devot ed herself
to the care of a man, whose very brilliancy must have at times been both difficult and tiring, and in her
accomplishment of a harmonizing union she has fulfilled herself. With her has lain the task of sooth ing his tired
mind, of giving him the inspiration and guidance that he required in his public life, without ever obtruding
herself into it. How difficult and how troublesome this can be is known only to the wife of a great and famous
man. But Mrs. Churchill can with satisfaction look back and feel that she has never failed her husband when he
needed her most.
Born at an age and to a class that knew the intricacies of political life, and accepted it as inevitable,
Clementine Churchill required comparatively few adjustments. As Mrs. Winston Churchill she had an
eminent position socially and politically, and some social obligations were incumbent on her. These she
performed with all the grace and goodwill that had been her youth’s training, while she took an intelligent
interest in the political happenings of the day.
She was in complete sympathy with the suffragette movement, in spite of her husband’s hostility towards
it. He was being constantly heckled and his meetings were being disturbed. On one occasion, at Southport,
while she was sitting on the platform with him, and every effort had been made to exclude interrupters, three
girls hid in the roof of the hall and demanded votes through a ventilator in the ceiling. The audience were
amused; Mrs. Churchill waved out to them, and even her husband could not show any annoyance.
Even when it was rumored that the suffragettes wanted to kidnap their baby daugh ter Diana, to hold her as
a hostage against votes for women, she completely discounted this idea and remain ed staunch to the women’s
cause. This is sufficient to indicate that she was far from being an echo of her husband, and in spite of his
tremendous personality, she preserved the principles and integrity of her own character. By no means did she
allow herself to be swamped by his convictions; she held her own.
Their early married life was punctuated by the births of Diana and Randolph, and having been born in an age
that regarded children as not only necessary but imperative, Mrs. Churchill has spent the greater portion of her
days in looking after her children. During the strenuous and tragic years of the Great War,\fn{ As World War I was
often called prior to World War II:H} Sarah and Marigold were born. Besides looking after her family, her busy husband
and the home, Mrs. Churchill carried on canteen work and other activities in connexion with war relief. It was
very strenuous, but she was never unequal to it.
Tragedy came into their own private life with the death of Marigold from pneumonia, at the age of three, and
for the first time Mrs. Churchill felt the strain of circumstances. But the birth of Mary about a year later did much
to lighten their bereavement.
As a hostess, Mrs. Churchill has become famous for the quality of her table. This is not surprising for she has
to cater to the tastes of a gourmet—her husband. The quality of food means a great deal to him, and he is very
particular about it. His dinner is an important item of the day, and he has himself said that he looks forward to it
with the figure of his gracious wife sitting opposite him at table. He is a connoisseur of drink, and so she has also
to look after the cellar. Her most difficult task, however, lies in the rationing of his cigars, for he is a heavy
smoker and quick to avoid her vigilance whenever it is even slightly relaxed!
Being a woman of simple but well-bred taste, this is apparent in her own attire, her daughters’ clothes and her
house furnishings. Accustomed from childhood to avoid show, she keeps herself modishly, yet quietly dressed. In
her girlhood, she conformed to the tone of her period by parting her golden hair decorously in the centre, but now
with changing times, age and maturity, she dresses it on top in clusters of chic gray curls. With true war economy
she avoids buying as many clothes as she was accustomed to, for being entirely feminine, she took a delight in
possessing a varied and fashionable wardrobe.
Her figure has changed little with age, it has not developed on matronly lines, but has kept to its trim
slenderness. There is a great deal of dignity in her turn-out, for she avoids the bizarre and eccentric styles so
unsuited to age. For instance, she has rather prominent eyebrows, but never has she resorted to thinning and
shaping them, as being unseemly to the dignity of a woman of her age. Thus has she been able to preserve an
almost queenliness of demeanour, style and deportment, that sits so becomingly on the elderly and the grayhaired.\fn{The author was 44 when she wrote this:H}
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In their country home she takes as acute a delight in their garden, as Mr. Churchill takes in gardening. She is
for ever superintending the work of the gardeners, while her husband is busy in creating miniature waterfalls or
laying out rockeries. It is a great avenue of escape for them both from the strain of his political and public
activities. Their holidays abroad were days of sheer delight to her, where he was able to concentrate on excursions
and big game hunting.
To her, he reads out the drafts of his important speeches, and she listens to him intently in the seclusion of their
home, often venturing suggestions, and as often merely listening and approving. Whenever he has to make an
announcement or an important statement, she is always present in the House of Commons, often accompanied by
her daughters. He never fails to raise his hand in salute to her before beginning to address the House. This is
surely the greatest compliment a politician can pay to his wife, and he has never missed it since he was a young
M.P., and she a young bride.
It would be sheer exaggeration to say that the career of a great man depends on his wife, but it is certainly true
that without a real helpmate many such a one would be a far lesser figure. Winston Churchill is a giant of his day;
nevertheless this statement is not untrue of him and his wife.
3
The name de Valera has dominated Irish politics during the last three decades, but it is not generally
known to what extent his private life has coincided with his political activities.
During his eventful career one learns little of his wife’s part in it, therefore it has often been concluded that
she has been more of a passive participator. But, though she remains in the shadows, her obscurity is not to be
confused with that of Signora Mussolini, for there is a vast difference in their two personalities.
Mrs. de Valera is a very positive character—a woman intellectually equal to her husband in every way; as
vitally interested in the future of Eire, and fully able to grasp the complexities that surround her. She is a woman
of education, while Signora Mussolini is almost illiterate; she comes from the same class of intellectuals as de
Valera himself, while Mussolini’s wife is separated from her husband by a wide gulf of education and
upbringing, therefore it is not unnatural for her to seek the haven of perpetual retirement, as she is unable to keep
up with the pace of her husband’s stride. Not so with Mrs. de Valera; what then can be the reason of her
obscurity?
She was and is deeply concerned with the cultural development of Eire, being a scholar of note in the Gaelic
language and literature, and considering this of coordinating importance with political achievements, she has
devoted her energies to it leaving the other side to her husband. Very few realize how deeply culture and politics
are interwoven; in fact, they are inseparable but the de Valeras recognized this and worked towards that end. This
does not mean that she remained a mere onlooker in her husband’s political struggles, but that she took no more
prominent part than thousands of other men and women of her country. So is it that she does not figure boldly in
his public life.
Sinead ni Fhlannagin (Jenny O’Flannagan) was a woman with a deep love for Ireland, and to her mind (in the
pre-de Valera days), she served it best by not only acquainting herself with the land but by endeavor ing to spread
an interest in it amongst her people. As such, she became a prominent member of the Gaelic League, and a teacher
of Irish in the classes held under the auspices of that body. She was fervent and earnest in her mission, and she
met a kindred spirit in one of her pupils—Eamon de Valera. He was well versed in Greek, Latin, French and
German and therefore it happened that lessons in Irish were exchanged for tuition in German.
De Valera was little more than 28 when he met his teacher and future wife. She was a beautiful girl—unlike the
traditional Celtic beauty, she was very fair with deep golden hair, and dark blue eyes. They were both strict
Catholics and had been brought up in homes where religion and Ireland were the two dominant factors. Their
natures were singularly allied, for both were shy and reserved.
De Valera was an extraordinarily attractive young man; his features had not the emaciated look then to which
years of prison-going have since reduced them. In spite of his great height and the gauntness of his limbs, he has
always been sought after by women. While treating everybody with respect, he contrives to convey a sense of
distance between him and them, as he has not been interested in women from the time, when 31 years ago, he
married the lovely Sinead ni Fhlannagin.
Similar interests brought them together, and resulted in a union that has been so happy as to have escaped the
limelight of the world. This is one of the reasons that so very little is known of her since her marriage. Prior to
that she was noted for her scholastic ability, and as an earnest and popular worker in the cause of Gaelic revival.
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Gentle mannered and patient as she was, she was an acquisition in the children’s classes, while the very
thoroughness of her knowledge made her an efficient teacher for grown-ups. Under her tuition, de Valera rapidly
increased his meager knowledge of Gaelic.
Part of the League’s propaganda rested on amateur theatricals produced in Irish, in which Sinead took a
prominent part. Her mannerisms and her acting impressed all who saw her in these performances. The most
outstanding were with Dr. Douglas Hyde in “An Posadh” and “The Tinker and the Fairy” while she conveyed the
impression of a dignified Spanish ambassador perfectly in “Hugh O’Neil”.
She married de Valera in 1910, and during these years six children have been born to them—Vivian, Eamon,
Brian, Ruary, Mairin and Emer. Marriage was not for her the simple, traditional ceremony, heralding days of
conjugal peace and love, for, with it, she stepped into the uncertain thing that de Valera’s life was at that time. It
was rather a translation from the peace of her virginal days to a period fraught with excitement, worry,
unhappiness and patriotic exhilaration. From the comparative seclusion of her scholarly life, she found herself in
the arena of politics.
Brought up in the atmosphere of those times, she found no difficulty in adjusting herself to her new found
sphere, while not abandoning her own constructive work of the expansion and popularization of the Gaelic
language—its prose and its beautiful poetry. It was complementary to her husband’s mission, for the literature
dealt in patriotic terms with the native land, and was in itself rousing and stirring for the people. Thus her work
served as cultural as well as political propaganda. But the world was so dazzled by the activities of Eamon de
Valera that his private life remained in the shadows.
Private lives of famous men have a habit of revolving more upon circumstances than those of ordinary people.
They never get the opportunity of settling down to a daily existence, tasting to the full and slowly the contents of
routine life based on their immediate surroundings and circle of acquaintances. Forever they are disturbed by the
happenings in other spheres, forever they are listening for a call from the distance that never fails to come, and
forever is the calm of their life broken up by ripples caused by external affairs external to the small circle which
each individual creates around him, but very vital to a man whose whole existence is centered upon his country
and his people and the circle of whose life sweeps so widely that these external affairs are his very own.
Under such circumstances did Sinead de Valera begin her married life. Little is told in detail of those earlier
years, when her husband was working in secret, or of these times, when he spent the better part of his days in jail.
But through his experiences one can trace the heat of the iron that entered her soul, and reserved creature, as she
was, left her no outlet and no resource.
Days of suspense when she did not dare to write to her prison-escaped husband, knowing there was a price
upon his head, have left their imprint upon the big wide-open eyes and once satin smooth cheeks. His sudden
appearances would fill her with incredible joy, and in their small moments together she would try vehemently to
cram in all that she must otherwise miss.
The Irish are volatile and simple creatures and in spite of her reserved nature, Sinead was no exception to this.
Then equally suddenly he would disappear, and the void of her days would be filled with forebodings which only
the love of Ireland and her early religious training helped her to bear. These sudden translations from exhilaration
to almost morbid gloom have made her middle-aged before her time, secretive and passionately apprehensive.
Throughout these stormy years in the history of Ireland, Sinead and Eamon de Valera remained, in spite of
their constant partings, vary close to each other. Born to an age of struggle, she strove to guard their home as an
island in the turbulent sea of events sweeping round her. But from it she borrowed a sturdiness of spirit that the
years have only matured and have not been able to cow. In that process the gold of her hair has turned to gray—
the outward symbol of her sacrifices.
If storm clouds had gathered over Ireland, and seemingly engulfed her husband, they no less gathered over
their individual lives, for money was scarce, food expensive and she had little ones to care for. But, as I said
before, the Irish are a happy people and these physical discomforts never affect their spirits, and Sinead occupied
as she was with her home, her work and her husband, took such hardships as a matter of course.
They were striving forward towards an end, and she looked upon their circumstances as inevitable especially
as she was sharing them with thousands of her fellow countrymen. There was a thrill and an exaltation in this
striving, and in making both ends meet for her little ones.
But the gods are often most cruel to the brave and the blow fell not in those far off storm-tossed days but, when
her life had turned to a more settled phase. Six years ago her 20-year-old son Brian was killed as the result of a
riding accident. Sinead de Valera, so proud of her family, took this with her usual stoical reserve, but it shook the
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very foundations of her being. Prepared as she had been for many eventualities in her life this found her un prepared.
Socially Mrs. de Valera is a failure, which is understandable; since the best years of her life have been
expended in struggle, there has been no time to cultivate social qualities. When her husband was elected President
of the Irish Free State, she told many people that she wished the State would give Eamon an official wife to do the
entertaining, for she felt herself unequal to it. She had no love for pageantry or the spectacular, and could never
quite look upon herself as different from others, because of her status. Of course, she was very proud of “Dev”, as
she calls him and as practically everybody else does in Eire, and she rejoiced in his suc cess, as she deplored his
defeats, but she could not bring herself to be suddenly transformed into a social figure, though she fully realized
that his position demanded it.
Her first public appearance was at a State Reception given in honor of the Papal Legate in 1932. There were
many foreign guests, who saw her for the first time, but it was certainly not then, as alleged by many papers, that
Ireland first saw her “Mystery Woman”, as she had been so intimately connected with Irish affairs all her life.
While it may be true that people abroad shad heard little of her and cared to know still less of her, hers was a
familiar figure to her countrymen and women. Sinead de Valera was no “mystery”, but merely one of themselves,
for she never chose to make any differentiation. Even to this day she shirks social obligations, but she has a long
and painful memory, and will never allow her children to be on friendly terms, with those who opposed her
husband during the early days. As is the way of the world, they are flooded with obsequious invitations from such
people, for apart from their position they are cheery and attractive young people, but their mother invariably
refuses the invitations with an excuse that “the children are too busy”. They live very simply, and have only one
servant, while Mrs. de Valera does all the housework. As is natural, their small house is the venue for many
distinguished people and she entertains them without any ceremony in the dining room. There is no pomp, show
or inaccessibility attached to them. In short, their lives are in no way different to that of other people in their
circle. His position as President does not make him sacrosanct and, to a large extent, his wife is responsible for
this.
Though the world has consigned Sinead de Valera to obscurity—a state that has not been disagreeable to her—
by no means has her life been stagnating or placid. She has followed the turbulence of her husband’s career step
by step, and a peaceful existence has been denied to her, though their joint, private life has been singularly
unmarked by dissension. Maybe their religious training was largely responsible for this, while vital common
interests have added to the bond. She has been de Valera’s follower, not his disciple but his co-worker, and she has
never been known to be skeptical about him or his destiny. She has been able to do that phenomenal and mythical
thing—hitch her wagon to a star, and still maintain its balance.
4
The path of reflected glory is far from easy: it entails great sacrifices.
This uphill road has been the only one that Kasturbai Gandhi has ever known, and she has reached the top with
a greatness of spirit not unequal to that of her husband. Her lofty nature saw nothing derogatory or undignified in
playing second fiddle to her husband, for in the consummation of his ideals, she found her true vocation. His
missions have been her greatest rivals, but she has welcomed them with something of the spirit in which in the
olden days, the first wife genuinely welcomed the other wives of her lord. She has made his cause her own and
thus has become in every sense of the terms, what was known amongst Hindus as his sahadharmini and
sahakarmini: in short the partner of a lifetime.
It is part of the egoism of human nature to desire privacy, to seek to be alone with a handful of people who
make up ones private circle, and, above all, the longed-for moment throughout the day in every woman’s life is
that period when she can draw her husband into the privacy of their home, out of public affairs. This can be
psychoanalyzed as part of woman’s innately possessive nature. But, I think, it is easy to say that during the last 41
years of their married life, there has been little privacy in the Gandhi home.
Their home has been the shelter of countless individuals, and more often than not Kasturbai has had to forego
the coveted pleasure of having her husband to herself. But there has been a greater joy in this deprivation, for she
has shared him with so many others, to whom he has been Bapu (father), and a refuge. The thought has filled her
with pride, for she knows that his greatness could not be confined within the meager space of their private lives; it
had to find its sphere abroad, and therefore it has meant the enlargement of their inner circle and the final
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submergence with the outer. There have been no strangeness or strangers and she has welcomed all, as it were, to
their paternal roof, united by the strength of a common cause.
But she is human—very much of this world—and her struggles in unselfishly surrendering all her rights must
have been acute. They have not passed by without leaving their marks on her character, for the iron that has
entered her soul has chastened and tempered it until self has been completely dissolved into a spirit of service.
The wrinkles upon her once smooth skin were born out of the hidden struggles she has undergone, but never a
beautiful woman, these wrinkles have brought out on her face the dignity and loveliness that is of the spirit. They
are not mere marks of time; they denote the testament of the successful issue of her many trials.
Mahatma Gandhi and his wife are of the same age, and they belong to that period in India’s social history that
is associated with child marriages, purdah and a rigid caste system. Gandhi was betrothed twice before he married
Kasturbai, his previous betrothals never having materialized. Their marriage was solemnized at the tender age of
13, just when she was stepping out of childhood and he was very much a boy.
It was a great adventure, and Gandhi took his duties as husband very seriously, as immature youth is often
inclined to do. His sense of fidelity was very strong but this tended rather to make him jealous and suspicious, and
this was most irksome for his wife, who was a girl of spirit and personality.
He ever wanted to draw her into everything that he did, but this entailed the tedious task of educating her, for
she was illiterate. Kasturbai did not take kindly to these lessens, and they were not successful. This would make
him irritable, and more inclined to impose his will upon her. But the more restraints, he imposed upon her the
greater liberties did she take, to show her independence of spirit.
It was all very innocent, and rose out of an almost aggressive desire on Gandhi’s part to make her the ideal
wife. Also he was very much in love with her, and she obsessed him to the exclusion of all else.
Young as Kasturbai was at the time of her marriage, she did not live at her husband’s home for more than six
months at a time. It was customary for girl wives to spend long periods in their own homes, separated from the
husband. This was not welcomed by either Gandhi or his wife.
Then came the long separation when he was sent to England at the age of 18, leaving her behind with a baby in
her arms. It is not difficult to imagine her life in an orthodox home, at that time. No longer was it a strange place;
it was her home, hers by right, so had tradition taught her. Therefore the waiting for her husband was not tedious,
punctuated as it was in service to her mother-in-law and the general household.
She seemed to feel this responsibility doubly, when before her husband’s return, the beloved mother-in-law
died, and her great support was gone. Until his return, in spite of the other members of the household, she felt
terribly alone.
His home-coming however brought back the old tale of possessive jealousy, and life lost much of its
smoothness. He was determined to make her literate, and her inability to comply was largely born out of his own
impatience and love for her. Once he sent her away from him to her own home, and would not bring her back for
a while, and until she had been made thoroughly unhappy. Nevertheless her love and devotion to him never
faltered; no less did his.
It was on his second visit to South Africa that he took her and the children with him. In spite of the fullness of
his life and his new interest in the fate of his countrymen, he was essentially a family man. Thus Kasturbai started
on her first sea-voyage—shoes on feet, erstwhile bare, also stockings, and the sari worn in what was considered
the most fashionable style in those days—the Parsi way.
It was all very strange and uncomfortable, but Gandhi had not got over his acute desire for Westernization at
that period, and therefore she had to submit to it. No less uncomfortable was the change to knives and forks, but it
had to be done in obedience to her husband’s wish and she did it uncomplainingly. It also speaks for her
adaptability that, without apparent awkwardness, she carried through these changes that were both uncomfortable
and discordant.
During all those tedious and troublesome days, when the spirit of Gandhi was undergoing a metamorphosis, to
be reborn again as the man he is today, she gave him all the love and support that his heart could desire. Their
family life was very happy, even while Gandhi was laboring to make the cause of the Indians in South Africa his
own.
While the vital change was taking place, in those far off days, would it be too much to suppose that Kasturbai
helped not a little in the molding of his nature? She was there beside him when he courted insults and
imprisonment, when he was fired with the distress of his people, when he first realized the ethics of non-violence
—and perhaps the sturdiness of her spirit was his greatest refuge. In his disillusionment, she remained by his side
and gave him courage to find fresh visions and higher sentiments.
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There is no written record of all that her part has been in the life of India’s greatest man, but many are the
evidences that come to us by word of mouth.
In the moment that Gandhi found himself, it was then that Kasturbai lost him. Let it not be supposed that his
great love for her forsook him, far be it from us to assume that—on the other hand, it found greater expression in
the vast well of love that was born in his heart for his countrymen. Nevertheless she lost him—for no longer was
he merely Mohandas Gandhi—her husband; he was now Gandhi—the Mahatma, the Beloved of his People—in
short he belonged to the Nation.
Somebody once said that “being married to a famous man is like being married to the Taj Mahal” and however
frivolous this remark, there is a great deal of truth in it, and I have no doubt that Kasturbai Gandhi has often felt it
bitterly. It must have been a terrific effort on her part to become used to having her husband’s privacy disturbed,
not only by the importunity of his countrymen, but by the glare of publicity. Whatever he said, whatever he did,
was public property—no longer hers or her children’s alone. She gloried in his glory, but, perhaps, womanlike,
she shed many a secret tear, deploring her own material losses.
Did she at this period long to bring back the jealous husband of her youth? Or did she merely mourn him in the
secret recesses of her heart, and find her refuge in the calm-eyed leader, who was also a statesman and her
husband? Perhaps she felt that, however great the intrusion of the world into her affairs, nothing could change or
alter the fact that she was his wife.
It is not difficult to picture her indignation when public doubts have been cast on her husband’s morality, by
enemies who found in this a novel mode of attack. In his own humble way, he has answered these accu sations,
and paid her the greatest tribute that any wife can desire:
“I took the vow of brahmacharya (asceticism) in 1906, and that for the sake of better dedication to the service
of the country … My wife became a free woman, free from my authority as her lord and master … No other
woman had any attraction for me in the same sense that my wife had. I was too loyal to her as a husband and too
loyal to the vow I had taken before my mother to be a slave to any other woman.”
Nevertheless, her life is full of complexities, as, in spite of her years of association with Gandhi, she finds
many of his actions and behests incomprehensible.
In the early days in Natal, Gandhi found himself loaded with gifts of jewelry from his grateful country men,
whose cause he was sponsoring. A special necklace was sent to his wife. This put him in a quandary, for his
principles would not allow him to accept valuable gifts for his service—he wanted it to be voluntary. But
Kasturbai was young, and naturally, jewelry had an untold fascination. So she wept and pleaded to be allowed to
keep some—at least the necklace, finally saying that when her sons married they would serve as presents for her
daughters-in-law.
Gandhi explained to her that the children were yet young, and not likely to marry girls who would put a
premium on ornaments, and if they did she could ask him for the jewelry then. Her retort was both angry and
appropriate:
“Ask you? I know you by this time. You deprived me of my ornaments, you would not leave me in peace with
them. Fancy you offering to get ornaments for the daughters-in-law!”
But in spite of all her arguments, the jewels were made into a trust fund, from which Gandhi has drawn from
time to time for his national enterprises.
On one occasion she forgot to pay in four annas to the Harijan Fund, when it had been given to her by
somebody as a contribution. Gandhi looked upon this as an unconscious act of thieving, and, as such, she had
to do the necessary penance. It was a mere act of oversight and forgetfulness, but he was, of course,
concerned with the moral implications of the act.
At another time, when some Harijans had come to Segaon to offer satyagraha he sent a message to her
asking her to attend to them herself, as if they were her own children. Kasturbai, who had already given up
her own apartment to these people, sent back rather a caustic reply, to say that she would do her best for them,
but “as for regarding them as my own children, well, Bapu could do that part of the business.”
Through the hectic days of Gandhi’s return from South Africa and his appearance at the helm of Indian affairs,
she has been actively connected with his work. This does not mean that she has been in the limelight, except when
in the light of his reflection, but she has staunchly provided him with her moral and physical support.
Unquestioningly and unarguing, she has followed in his foot-steps.
All that he required of her, she has never failed to give him. During the first days of the Civil Disobedience
movements, she courted imprisonment with all the zest of the younger ones. It was his cause, and therefore hers.
Is it difficult to imagine the state of her mind, whenever her husband undertook his fasts? After all she was a
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woman, whose entire life was centered round him, yet, without a word of complaint, she awaited her fate at his
hands, for all his fasts were voluntary.
There was no reproach from her, as ever, she gave him unselfish understanding, even while her own heart was
nigh to breaking. Even old age did not find her faltering, as during the Rajkot trouble, she was among the first to
volunteer for passive resistance, for it was, after all, her home.
While she was imprisoned, she heard that her husband had started yet another fast. He was frail and
approaching his seventieth year, and while she contemplated this, the state of her mind grew intolerable. She
knew him of old, and knew his purposefulness and therefore did she fear. Not very strong herself, nevertheless she
had the strength of courage and a steadfast spirit, and she managed to hold her head high without showing the
weakness of heart, which the thought of her loved one had engendered.
Nearly 60 long years along the river of life, punctuated by “memory stones”, has Kasturbai Gandhi spent in the
sublimation of self. She is now a fragile old lady, who is as simple as she has ever been, with a charming courtesy
of spirit. Ostentation and outward show have no part in her life. She is as far removed from the whirl of 'publicity
as an ascetic, in the Himalayas.
Yet it swirls round her husband, but then smilingly she withdraws out of its reach. There is an inborn
cleverness that is all her own, but, though she can now read and write simple letters, real learning has passed her
by. Nevertheless she is keenly alive to. all that is happening in the outside world, and more so that which centers
round her husband.
Little is ever heard of her, little is ever written of her, but the life at Segaon has flown round Kasturbai Gandhi,
dominated by the spirit of her sacrifices and her untold patience and understanding. She is a great little lady, in
whom is vested all that India prizes most. Her gifts to the nation have been no less than her husband’s, inasmuch
as she has been the silent participator of all that has originated from him.
Perhaps there can be no greater tribute to her than the eloquent silence that shrouds her deeds, for she has
soared beyond the applause of men.
241.20 Excerpts from Madhabi\fn{by Lamabam Kamal Singh (1899-1934)} Langthabal, Imphal West District, Manipur
State, India (M) 2
… There stands a neat little house to the west of the point where the winding Nambul river flows south,
touches the foot of the Kanchi hillock and appears to take rest for a while. As it was past dusk, a student lit up a
lamp and started reading in a corner of the verandah of the house. All of a sudden a young man, not interested in
studies, approached him and sat down near him. He said,
‘Rajkumar Birendra Singh, let us go to Baroni to pray to Lord Shiva.”
By then the noise that usually prevails after dusk had died down and the time was approaching when students
who had been reading, would start looking towards the kitchen with anxious eyes for the evening meal. The
student’s concentration was upset by the unwelcome voice and he looked up. He found his friend Shashi sitting by
his side; besides Shashi he saw four or five other young men around him.
“We have come to propose that we should go to Baruni and pray to Lord Shiva. It seems you are not agreeable;
that explains your silence,” said Shashi. He then picked up the open book lying before Biren and turned over the
pages and counted the leaves. He threw away the book saying,
“It contains no pictures!” Birendra Singh felt helpless, scratched the back of his head and said,
“Dear friend, my examination is drawing near. So I am not in a position to accompany you.” Shashi replied,
“Examination or whatever you call it, has been your excuse all the time; mind your examination all right but
that should not stand in the way of your pursuing pleasures. If you allow that to happen, your life which is as
tender as a flower, will wither away soon.”
The others started chattering too, like Shashi, and began to tease Biren. They pulled the pencil from his hand
and scribbled on his neatly kept notebook; one of them opened an English book upside down and started saying
“Ingraji.”
Birendra realized that it was not possible to get rid of these unscholarly boys by a persistent refusal to
accompany them. So he said,
“Well, I have decided to go with you; but now I am hungry and shall have some food. Please come to my
house the day after tomorrow and take me with you.”
Biren then collected his pen and books and went inside the house. Shashi and the others did not leave Biren at
that. They followed him inside the house and asked him to offer a smoke. They however got a little scared when
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they saw five or six elders sitting round the fire, and took leave without further noise. Biren got rid of them by
sheer luck.
He then checked and found that the meal was not ready. His younger sister Thambalsana was cooking. She had
so long been overhearing the talk about Baruni going on among the boys on the verandah and pestered her mother
to let her go too. She was, therefore, a little inattentive about the cooking and burnt the fire low. The mother
promised to let her go if Biren, her elder brother, should also go. Encouraged by this, she started to concentrate on
the cooking and put in more fire.
Finding that there was yet some time for his meal to get ready, Biren lay on his back in his bed and began to go
through Folk Tales of Bengal silently. One of the elders sitting near the fire wanted to hear English read and said,
“That is not the way to read; read aloud.” So saying he began to pull hard at his hookah.
Biren realized that he was being drawn from one bad situation to another and unless he did what he was told to
do the old man was most likely to ask him to light the hookah afresh, so he started reading English aloud as if by
compulsion, though inwardly he was amused by the situation. The old man was satisfied after a while and said,
“Well, you have made some progress in language, but that has not so far got you any job. Give up your studies;
it is a sheer waste of time. I made my son Tomal give up his studies too as he failed to earn money even after three
years of continuous studies.”
Then the elders started talking about the general weaknesses to which students are prone, their argumentativeness, unwillingness to do manual work and the repulsive style of haircut, etc. Wherever he went, Biren had no one
to side with him. His father was the lone figure to support him.
This respectable father of Birendra Singh, a member of the aristocracy, was a man of some quality. Though
born in rural surroundings he was intelligent and did not indulge in gossip; his single-hearted concern was the
promotion of his son’s education. This is why Biren could pursue his studies in spite of so many impediments
thrown in his way.
That evening the old gentleman was away on some appointment, so they took advantage of his absence and
tried to discourage Biren’s studies. Biren could not stand the remarks against his education and made for the
kitchen. No sooner had the rice been put on the plate than he pulled it to himself and started to eat in a hurry.
Thambalsana put some curry on the plate and said,
“Brother, take me to the place of worship too.” Biren got a little annoyed, took a biggish gulp and said,
“I am not going myself; why do you make a fuss?”
The annoyance caused by the uncomplimentary remarks of the elders was directed against his innocent sister.
The bright lotus-like face of his sister became gloomy in a moment. …
*
… Hope has a peculiarly captivating power. Man goes along the dark road of the world by the light shed by the
flickering flame of hope which may be likened to a lamp. The sorrow of man in this world would have increased,
had hope with its smile not cheered his mind. Just as the tired traveler sits under the shade of a leafy bough and
recuperates himself, living beings going about in the world take shelter in hope and lessen their sorrows and
miseries.
The poor, destitute man in rags, having only one meal a day, hopes to become wealthy one day. The patient
reduced to a skeleton and crying day and night from the pain of his ailment is also hopeful of seeing better days
just as a childless couple continue to hope to be blessed with a child some day.
Hope may be likened to the new bud of a plant; if it is torn off once it does not vanish. A new bud springs up.
If it dries up at the first assault, the parents who have lost their only child, the apple of their eye and the only
source of their hope, have no chance of survival. As new buds of hope spring up, the current of time washes away
a part of human sorrow and misery.
Man does not therefore remain depressed for a long time. It was through such hope that Shakuntala could live
in the woods, though shelterless and discarded by her husband. Chinta Devi too could go on living somehow,
though captured by a tradesman dealing in boats while her husband was away. And Savitri had kept within her
arms her dead husband.
Thus too, Urirei could bury her cares and anxieties within herself and live in the hope of meeting Biren again.
Hope does not dry up as long as man lives; death is the end of hope. …
*
… Madhabi had not been seen for a long time. We saw her as a girl incapable of love. In fact, that is not the
real case. It is not that she does not love Dhiren at all. She had offered her life to Dhiren when they met for the
first time; however, she intensely disliked the fickle mind of young men. She believed that love on the part of
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young men sprang not from the heart but from the eyes.
Especially, girls pretend not to love when they are in love and conceal their curiosity to see a thing; for the
difficulty in getting a thing increases the value of that thing. It is for this reason that Madhabi did not show much
love for Dhiren; but in fact she kept Dhiren always in her heart. The pang of love had entered her wayward mind.
When Dhiren was there, nearness gave rise to a sense of distance. But now that he was away, it was the other way
round; this seems to be the nature of love. The thought that she would not be meeting Dhiren for a long time
increased her anxiety a hundred times; to that extent her love for Dhiren also increased. The words with which she
teased Dhiren and cracked jokes with him, now began to bite deep into her brain like a poisonous snake. Thought
Madhabi,
“The world of love is a different world; once you get into this world, valuable things are not so valuable and
delicious things are not so delicious. The things connected with the object of love become valuable though in
reality they may not be so; they seem so delicious and beautiful though actually they may be unpalatable and ugly.
“If love is limited to one object it is as troublesome as the state of being confined within the four corners of a
closed box. All the trouble will be removed if my love is spread over the wide world instead of being confined to
one person. I do not believe I will survive with all this anxiety in my heart if Dhiren fails to turn up. In order to
remove this anxiety I shall stay in one of the gorges of the Heibok hill and pray; besides I shall go to the aid of
travelers thrown into danger.
“To be born in this world and to live contentedly with good and beautiful clothes on, is unimportant. What is
essential is to be able to help others. If one wishes to achieve this task of supreme importance one should be
capable of sacrifice; bashfulness should be avoided; one should not be frightened by jealousy and hatred; reproach
by others should be taken as praise; and even beating should be regarded as a pat on the back.
“Oh Almighty! Wilt Thou grant, to a poor girl like me, the strength to have just one drop from the mighty
ocean of sacrifice? Oh, kindly light! In this dark society enveloped by superstition, give me the strength to make
some sacrifice.”
With such thoughts on her mind, Madhabi decided to pray alone in one of the gorges of the Heibok hill. At first
she began to control her vanity about dress; leaving aside the beautiful dress of a girl, she put on saffron clothes.
Next she began to control her diet. She avoided all the rich and delicious food to which she was used and began to
live on rice and salt. Thus she began to pray in one gorge in the garb of a nun.
As that place was a little lonely, dacoits used to loot lone travelers there and take away their belongings.
Sometimes they put an end to a man’s life. Madhabi rushed to the spot crying aloud, sword in hand, with
disheveled hair and outstretched tongue. Thus she saved travelers in danger from the clutches of the dacoits. She
was also the savior of Urirei. Later on they started saying,
‘The place is haunted’, ‘Goddess Heibok frequents the place’, etc.
The dacoits got frightened and did not go to the place and as a result untoward incidents became scarce.
Glorious is your plan, Madhabi! You have concealed, in your heart, as soft as the petals of a lotus, a core as
hard as thunder! It is no wonder we find the worm inside cotton fiber, the pearl inside the oyster, the hard part
inside the cork-tree and the oasis in the desert. Nor is it unusual to find a hillock in the sea.
But certainly wonderful are your plans and thought, Madhabi, a simple and wayward girl that you are, who has
never seen the world outside Manipur.
Unfortunately for the Manipuris, examples of men capable of sacrifice are rare. If you wish to see the elixirlike tree of sacrifice, tall and leafy, you have to climb the high hills of Manipur and look down the wide plains of
India where big rivers flow. Then you can see that numerous big trees with branches outstretched give shelter to
the poor and the sick. Numerous big trees feed the hungry with fruits; numerous others withstand the onslaught of
wind and gale and give shelter to men under their shade. Still others let a number of weak men climb them and get
a view of the world around.
Boats are made out of these trees; these boats take in them men about to be drowned in the narrow river of
society and sail down towards the peaceful sea. If by chance a big tree comes up in the land of the Meitheis, it
cannot outgrow the hills in stature; and the cool breeze that springs from the sea and blows over the plains of
India cannot reach the land of the Meitheis. …
245.141 Seven Prison Letters Of Udham Singh\fn{by Ram Mohammed Sing Azad aka Udham Singh (1899-1940)}
Sangrur, Sangrur District, Punjab State, India (M) 2
1
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M. Azad, Brixton Prison, March 15, 1940
Dear Mr. Singh,
Friends I am sorry that I do not know your full name. Please will you do me a fever to send me few books so I
can keep buzy my self here. I am having planty of time to study and the place I am is very nice. But still I am
looking forward to go some better castle. If you some books in Urdu or Gurmukhi and if you have time to do so
then pl post the Books to me.
But I am telling you one thing I dont want your Religious Books as I do not beleve them nor Mohamedenis. So
you can please yourself. I am sure I could get some books from S.B. Mohan Singh. But he has gone back and I do
not know you who is the Incharge of the Gurdawara now that is all. I am a Prisoner and writing from Brixton Jail.
I have to stay here. I am having many body guards and I am well looked after. I hope and wish soon I will be born
again when all of you will be old. Because the case against me is case I waited for many years. I am have not to
written you in Hindustani. But still you will understand the sort of Book I want Some books about history or
Indian news papers. I tell you one thing as my expense you will not take this troublle for me. But I do not care
much. But if you do sent the Books you will be appreciated and I will be much thankfull to your trouble. So good
by to all.\fn{I have adhered scrupulously to the original transcription of these letters, including all grammatical errors and original
paragraph divisions, omitting, however, as is my usual practice, all closing salutations and signatures. Such notes as the original editor or I
have made I have confined within square brackets:H}
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Azad M., Brixton Prison, March 20, 1940
Dr. Mr. Johal,
Very kind of you to send me the Books. I was seeking some one who would do that for me as I have got planty
of time to study and soon I am going for examination. I hope this time is the Highest degree a person can obtain in
life. Now I should say good by to all.
P. S.
a gentleman comes to see me nearly every day he was a head of some missions in India and trying me to Bring
Faith in Christianity. Now what about the Sikhs If they dont mind-me to loosing from their relegion. So I may
please the old man, who waist his time for me. I might get good position in govt. when I will go back as I am
thinking to adopt there religion as I will be belong to Church of England. Just to please him as he waist his time
and my time also I have writen to moslim mosque Puteny about Quran Sherif I like to Read But I do not think
they will sent to me But I dont mind I am still Mohamed Singh just the Same. I Care Blunt If Thay dont.
I am sitting in the school like a child. I will ask the governor of Prison if he will allow me to see some one
from the the Sikh Temple Because the Priest are allowed. any how if you have some one who can come from your
Church please let me know by return So I may ask the Governor. will be pleased to see my own priest after 21
years. But now as the time is getting nearer day by day and before I leave every body behind I like to see all the
Priest I can. Till then I may say Cherreo to all my dear Friends.
[P.P.S]
Your old President Mr. Singh was a nothing But (ugly looking dirty Beast).
I know Mohan Singh your President S.B. Mohan Singh But that dirty Pig have left this country. and the new
one I do not know But still I would like to bring my two hands together and say Sat Sri Akal and I would like
wish you and him good health and all the Very Best.
But I do not belive Luck and sent some Urdu Books. Thank you.
[Note]
I have given Quran Sherif in English to some one in the East if you go that side plase ask I think there is one
Liabrary in [indescipherable word] where they keep Indian books. Thank you
I have left my God in India But hear is a English God I do not understand him. and I eat cows and pigs
Because they are European.
3
Brixton Prison, March 30, 1940
Dear Mr. Jahal Singh,
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I am sending your books back. that was kind of you my last few days passed Reading these books will you do
me a fever to sent some books after having theese back. and moreover I do not know why I am here in Prison for I
like the place very much I am puting up my weight. so it must be over 5 Ibs at lest since I came to be a Guest of
Royal Faimley. I never care much about denying I am born to die and I must.
P.T.O.
I know many of Indians living in this country are against met But I care Blunt for only one thing I like to tell
you I do not know who is doing this all lot for me about Soliciter and the Council. This is very expenses case. and
I dont want to have there money spent on my case when I am ready to go any where what ever it happen to me it
is nothing to me. and why then the peopls are taking trouble for me, I never afraid of dying so soon I will be
getting married with execution. I am not sorry as I am a soldier of my country it is since 10 years when my best
friend has left me behind and I am sure after my death I will see him as he is waiting for me it was 23 rd and I hope
they will hang me on the same date as he was so if you come to know who those peopls are helping me please tell
them not to do so I will be glad if they spent there mony on education instead helping the murderer good by to all
now and plase do remember to sent the Books soon you have the time Thats all I do here also one (Prayer Book)
4
Sing M, Brixton Prison, April 6, 1940
Dear Friends
I am still looking forward to having books from you please dont be afraid you will get your books back soon I
am through with them. I am doing very well here in Prison having Curry and Rice Planty of rest I think I have put
over 5 lb my weight since I came here I am only short of Indian books I do not know whom to write to get
thebooks. I hope this trouble will be over very soon Pl. do this for me
P.T.O.
also If you can get a book name Heer Wars Shah I like to take this book to old bailey for to take oath as I am
none believed they have Canged my name in the House of Commons, Mrs Chamberlain gave me the name
Udham Singh now he is my priest So I like to have his book taken to Court with me. Good by to all
5
U. Singh, Brixton Prison, April 14, 1940
Dear Sir
Your books were not given to me. They are now with Prison authority hope the Books will be sent back to you
only I know when I sign the Parcel That is all I know. Since that I have not seen the Books. The governor of the
prison is a tough guy he changes his mind every five minutes every other peoples are allowed to read there regilist
books they go to Church But I am the only one here in English Constration prison who is the maltreated I know
they hate me.
P.T.O.
But who care about I have seen many before like this Jentleman But in any case our Regilist books not to be
read unless having bath So I get the bath every after 10 days here. So I so sorry to giving you unnecessary trouble
and waist of your money for the postage I will ask in the Court if the books were prohibited in the prison
6
M. Singh, Brixton Prison, May 20, 1940
Dear Secretary
Do you think that you could find time to come to see me before I go to the Old Bailey, as after the trial I may
not be able to see you.
There are some Books here too, which you can collect.
I should deem it a Great favour, and I should be very pleased if you could come along.
7
Pentonville Prison, June 7, 1940
Dear Sir,
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Would you please be good enough to forward on to me the Sikh Prayer book (Gutka).
It would be greatly appreciated.\fn{Udham Singh went to the gallows on July 31, 1940, 140 days after he murdered Sir Michael
O’Dwyer, the man who, as Lt. Gov. of the Punjab, had endorsed—some historians have even said, planned—, almost 21 years earlier, the
massacre of hundreds of peacefully assembled men, women and children on April 13, 1919 in Amritsar. W has printed the following
account of the incident itself, some of the events leading up to it, and its aftermath: It started a few months after the end of the first world
war when an Englishwoman, a missionary, reported that she had been molested on a street in the Punjab city of Amritsar. The Raj’s local
commander, Brigadier General Reginald Dyer, issued an order requiring all Indians using that street to crawl its length on their hands and
knees. He also authorized the indiscriminate, public whipping of natives who came within lathi length of British policemen. On April 13,
1919, a multitude of Punjabis gathered in Amritsar’s Jallian wala Bagh as part of the Sikh Festival “Baisakhi fair” and to protest at these
extraordinary measures. The throng, penned in a narrow space smaller than Trafalgar Square, had been peacefully listening to the
testimony of victims when Dyer appeared at the head of a contingent of British troops. Giving no word of warning, he ordered 50 soldiers
to fire into the gathering, and for 10 to 15 minutes 1,650 rounds of ammunition were unloaded into the screaming, terrified crowd, some of
whom were trampled by those desperately trying to escape. Dyer then marched away, leaving 379 dead and over 1,500 wounded. Back in
his headquarters, he reported to his superiors that he had been “confronted by a revolutionary army,” and had been obliged “to teach a
moral lesson to the Punjab.” In the storm of outrage which followed, the brigadier was promoted to major general, retired, and placed on
the inactive list. “I think it quite possible that I could have dispersed the crowd without firing but they would have come back again and
laughed, and I would have made, what I consider, a fool of myself.” … Dyer’s response to the Hunter Commission Enquiry. General Dyer
said he would have used his machine guns if he could have got them into the enclosure, but these were mounted on armoured cars. He said
he did not stop firing when the crowd began to disperse because he thought it was his duty to keep firing until the crowd dispersed, and
that a little firing would do no good. He confessed he did not take any steps to attend to the wounded after the firing. “Certainly not. It was
not my job. Hospitals were open and they could have gone there,” came his pathetic response. However, the misery suffered by the people
was reflected in Rattan Devi’s account. She was forced to keep a nightlong vigil, armed with a bamboo stick to protect her husband’s body
from jackals and vultures. Curfew with shoot-at-sight orders had been imposed from 2000 hours that night. Rattan Devi stated, “I saw
three men writhing in great pain and a boy of about 12. I could not leave the place. The boy asked me for water but there was no water in
that place. At 2 a.m., a Jat who was lying entangled on the wall asked me to raise his leg. I went up to him and took hold of his clothes
drenched in blood and raised him up. Heaps of bodies lay there, a number of them innocent children. I shall never forget the sight. I spent
the night crying and watching …” General Dyer admitted before the commission that he came to know about the meeting at Jallianwala
Bagh at 1240 hours that day, but took no steps to prevent it. He also admitted in his deposition that the gathering at the Bagh was not a
concentration only of rebels, but people who had covered long distances to participate in the Baisakhi fair. This incredibly, made him a
martyr to millions of Englishmen. Senior British officers applauded his suppression of “another Indian Mutiny.” The Guardians of the
Golden Temple enrolled him in the Brotherhood of Sikhs. The House of Lords passed a measure commending him. The Conservatives
presented him with a jewelled sword inscribed “Saviour of the Punjab.” A young Sikh teenager who was being raised at Khalsa
Orphanage named Udham Singh (aka Mohammad Singh Azad) saw the happening with his own eyes. He vowed to avenge the Amritsar
massacre. [Winston Churchill said of this:] “The incident in Jallian Wala Bagh was an extraordinary event, a monstrous event, an event
which stands in singular and sinister isolation … The Indians were 'packed together so that one bullet would drive through three or four
bodies; the people ran madly this way and the other. When fire was directed upon the centre, they ran to the sides. The fire was then
directed to the sides. Many threw themselves down on the ground, and the fire was then directed on the ground. This was continued for
eight or ten minutes, and it stopped only when the ammunition had reached the point of exhaustion.” }

261.42 Jailu Gadiyaramu\fn{by Tallapragada Viswasundaramma (1899-1949)} Undi, West Godavari District, Andhra
Pradesh State, India (F) -1
You need no money
to enter this mighty kingdom.
Without a copper coin or measure
to meet your daily needs
you can shed the weight of responsibility
to live your life out here.
You need no wage or money
to avail of service here.
Everything goes by this clock
that moves with such awesome precision,
this magic clock that has no stop.
Time in this jail goes on and on.
237.105 1. The Governor’s Visit 2. The Tiger King 3. The Rebirth Of Srikanthan: Three Short Stories\fn{by R.
Krishnamurthy aka Kalki (1899-1954)} Puttamangalam, Nagapattinam District, Tamil Nadu State, India (M) 10
1
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Sriman Sivagurunathan Chettiar relaxed in his easy chair after lunch as usual, and picked up the newspaper. As
he scanned the headlines he was startled by the announcement, “Poikai Dam-Governor to lay foundation stone.”
Chettiar had goose bumps all over. His heart began to race. Controlling himself with an effort, he read on. The
report gave details of the governor’s arrival at the railway station on the 20 th at 7 a.m. He was to take a car to the
site of the dam. Chettiar at once summoned his clerk Jayarama Iyer and asked him,
“Have you heard the news?”
“No sir, anything special?”
“How would you know anything? Don’t I tell you again and again to read the papers? Why do we spend Rs
250 every year on the subscription? What would have happened if I hadn’t followed the news carefully?”
“Sir, please give me the news.”
“The governor is paying a visit to our town on the 20th.”
The clerk’s opened his mouth in wonder. He was too astonished to do anything except break into incoherent
exclamations.
“All right, what do we do next?”
“We must get everything organized.”
“I must be at the railway station on the 20th morning. Make sure our car is shining and spotless.”
“Didn’t I insist you should buy a motor car? Wasn’t it an excellent suggestion?”
“My dear man, it is that foresight which makes you so valuable to me. Well, shouldn’t we get our house
decorated for the occasion?”
“Why, is the governor going past our home?”
“I’m not sure. He may go straight to the site from the station. I must persuade the Collector durai to take him
through our street.”
“It doesn’t matter. In any case, the fact that our house is being decorated will be reported in the papers.”
“True enough. But will the news of the governor’s arrival escape the eyes of Kurmavataram Iyengar? Does he
not read the papers as keenly as I do?”
“Don’t worry. Even if he gets to know, there is nothing much he can do about it. First of all, he has no motor
car, only an old fashioned coach. Don’t you remember how the whole durbar burst into laughter when Iyengar
accepted the Rao Bahadur title from the Collector, dressed like a clown and bowing as if he would never stop?
The same thing will happen again.” Chettiar chuckled as he recalled that old scene.
“Still, he must not know our plans. Keep everything ready and put up the festoons on the night of the 19 th after
10 p.m. Let Iyengar get up and blink in the morning.”
Chettiar and Iyer held long discussions about the necessary preparations. Finally they were struck by a bright
idea. Chettiar sent a message to the president of the town council saying that at their next meeting, he would
propose the presentation of a citation to the governor. After that the clerk went about his usual business.
Sivagurunathan Chettiar was a prosperous businessman. He owned the only three-storied mansion in his little
town. He had started life as a poor clerk in a hardware store. But soon the goddess Lakshmi cast him a little
glance from the corner of her eye, and Chettiar opened his own shop and business. His wealth increased day by
day. His large pre-war stock of iron doubled and tripled in value during the World War. Chettiar became a
millionaire overnight.
He began to crave social recognition. His next-door neighbor, the advocate Kurmavataram Iyengar, became his
role model in the social graces and sartorial style. Chettiar engaged a tutor to teach him English. He adopted all
the ostentations of high living. He threw frequent parties for government officers. He squandered an enormous
sum to become town councilor. Presently his entire ambition was focused on obtaining the Rao Bahadur title.
A sneaking fear plagued him. What if Iyengar became Dewan Bahadur before that? He intended to overtake
Iyengar by hook or by crook in securing the governor’s favor. That is the reason the Iyengar figured repeatedly in
his conversations with his clerk.
The next day Chettiar attended the council meeting with a beaming face. His well-prepared proposal to present
a citation to the governor was tucked into his shirt pocket.
His speech was divided into three parts. Part one described the benefits of British rule in India. Part two had
details of the governor’s ancestry, family history, character traits and individual merits. The third part listed all the
contributions of the governor, real and imaginary, to the welfare of the state.
At the end of his peroration, Chettiar drew the kind attention of the esteemed governor to the single regrettable
act of omission in his regime. Loyal subjects of the crown were not given sufficient recognition or reward. He
humbly prayed that the governor show discrimination in the conferment of titles on deserving persons.
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The clerk sent copies of the proposal to all reporters with the assurance that Chettiar would bear the cost of
telegraphing the whole speech to their respective headquarters. The reporters were also invited to Chettiar’s home
the day after the governor’s visit.
But alas! The moment he took his seat in the council Chettiar’s joy turned to grief and anger. He came to know
that Rao Bahadur Iyengar had sent his claim to make a similar proposal before Chettiar had. He would therefore
get precedence in the matter.
But Chettiar was not a man to be stumped by reversals. Life had taught him that determined effort achieved
results. He successfully maneuvered the right to second Iyengar’s proposal. From that it was but an easy step to
read the entire speech in the guise of seconding the proposal. Poor man, how could he know Iyengar had made
arrangements to prevent his speech from reaching the newsrooms?
As Chettiar cursed God and man, his clerk brought him information which consoled him a little.
“The Governor arrives at the station at 7 a.m. He has to travel fifty miles to be at the River Poikai by 9 a.m. to
lay the dam’s foundation stone. He has no time to receive the citation at the town councilor at the railway station.
This message came just now from the governor’s personal secretary. Good thing you did not propose the citation.
You have been spared a loss of face.” Chettiar was very glad.
“Ah, Kurmavataram Iyengar got what he deserved. Didn’t he try to steal a march over me?”
“All the same, shouldn’t you be at the station on the 20th morning?”
“Of course. All our other plans stand as before.”
*
At last, the appointed day arrived. Chettiar was up at dawn. After his bath and breakfast, he stood before the
mirror for a good half-hour making his toilette. His dear wife was beside him, smoothening the folds of his
garments and polishing his jewels. As soon as he was ready, he sent the clerk to fetch the car from the garage.
Chettiar’s wife took a look at the street outside to check if the signs favored her husband’s trip. When the omens
and the time were auspicious, Chettiar stepped out of the house and entered his car. A big flapping Union Jack
graced the car’s bonnet.
Chettiar felt a pang when he saw his neighbor’s house. Iyengar too had played a waiting game through the
previous day and had put up flags and festoons in the dark. The car began to move and there was little time for
more speculation.
It took five minutes to reach the station. Chettiar saw that Iyengar was there before him, ready for action. Their
fierce competitiveness remained strictly hidden. To the world they were the best of friends.
“What brings you here so early?” Chettiar enquired.
“A small errand. I heard you were leaving for Madras. Is that why you are here?” Iyengar asked mischievously.
“Never mind. But tell me, your house has been festooned with decorations overnight. Any special occasion?”
“I saw festoons in your house too. Is it true that you are celebrating your sixtieth birthday?” Iyengar’s query
had a sarcastic ring to it.
Chettiar wished to give him a severe set down but suddenly the station was filled with people. There were
members of the town council, taluk and zillah board; graduates and those struggling to become graduates;
advocates, officers, members of the security force; volunteers who had come to stage a political protest and watch
the fun at the same time; representatives of the secret police who shadowed the volunteers. All of them stood
cheek by jowl, their eyes straining to remain unblinkingly fixed on the railway track.
Finally the governor’s special train arrived. Police officers strode up and down to establish the peace. The
honorable governor disembarked. A path was cleared for him. All those who had come with manifold dreams
stood breathless in adoration—pounding hearts and earnest eyes. They trembled lest the honorable governor leave
without a single glance at them. Later it was learnt that an ardent soul among the multitude had fainted in rapture,
but so great was his loyalty to the crown that, determined to cause no confusion, he stood upright, even in such an
extreme condition, clutching the pillar which hid him.
Meanwhile, the governor took off his hat as a mark of civility and held it in his hand. His sweeping glance
surveyed the crowd from one end to the other. Everyone present knew it was the moment of fulfillment of a
lifetime ambition. They were petrified by the thought that the governor might miss their salute in the precise
moment his eye rested on them. They continued to salute him until he left the station. For a full five minutes their
hands kept touching their foreheads and dropping down, like forest branches swaying incessantly in the west
wind.
Having brought everyone under his royal glance, the governor swiftly walked out and got into the waiting car.
And those who had come to be exalted by the gracious sight returned to their respective homes.
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Sriman Sivagurunathan Chettiar reached home safe and sound. At once he was surrounded by an excited group
of wife, children, clerk and staff. Chettiar was a kind man. He did not wish to disappoint so many eager souls.
“We must call the priest to arrange a special thanksgiving to the temple deity. Things went off very well
today.”
“Did the governor speak to you? What did you say to him? What actually happened?” everyone wanted to
know.
“As soon as he got off the train, the governor spoke to one or two officials like the zillah collector and came
straight to me,” Chettiar told them. “Do you think I felt the slightest fear? Not at all! He shook my hand and said,
“‘Chettiar, I have heard a lot about you. How do you do? Are your friends and relatives doing well?’
“You know me. Once I start talking I cannot stop. I said,
“‘Your Excellency, under your rule we have no complaints. But I am forced to express my discontent over the
fact that your government shows no discrimination in awarding titles.’
“Ayyayyo! That was severe! Didn’t the governor get angry?” the clerk asked with concern. The words gushed
forth from Chettiar’s lips.
“Angry? What do you mean? As soon as I said this, the governor shook my hand again and said,
“‘Chettiar, thank you very much for bringing this to my attention. I will take steps to rectify the matter.’ The
crowd broke into applause. But you should have seen our Rao Bahadur Iyengar. He was dumbstruck. He was
standing in an obscure corner. No one took the slightest notice of him.”
At that very instant, if anyone had eavesdropped in the women’s quarters at Rao Bahadur Kurmavataram
Iyengar’s house, he would have heard Iyengar say to his beloved spouse,
“But the governor did not waste a single glance on Sivagurunathan Chettiar. Poor thing! He stood in an
obscure comer and slunk away quite unnoticed.”
2
The Maharaja of Pratibandapuram is the hero of this story. He may be identified as His Highness JamedarGeneral, Khiledar-Major, Sata Vyaghra Samhari, Maharajadhiraja Visva Bhuvana Samrat, Sir Jilani Jung Jung
Bahadur, M.A.D., A.C.1:C., C.R.C.K. But this name is often shortened to the Tiger King.
I have come forward to tell you why he came to be known as Tiger King. I have no intention of pretending to
advance only to end\fn{The text has: end to} in a strategic withdrawal. Even the threat of a Stuka bomber will not
throw me off track. The Stuka, if it likes, can beat a hasty retreat from my story.
Right at the start, it is imperative to disclose a matter of vital importance about the Tiger King. Everyone who
reads of him will experience the natural desire to meet a man of his indomitable courage face-to-face. But there is
no chance of its fulfillment. As Bharata said to Rama about Dasaratha, the Tiger King has reached that final abode
of all living creatures. In other words, the Tiger King is dead.
The manner of his death is a matter of extraordinary interest. It can be revealed only at the end of the tale. The
most fantastic aspect of his demise was that as soon as he was born, astrologers had foretold that one day the
Tiger King would actually have to die.
“The child will grow up to become the warrior of warriors, hero of heroes, champion of champions. But …”
They bit their lips and swallowed hard. When compelled to continue, the astrologers came out with it.
“This is a secret which should not be revealed at all. And yet we are forced to speak out. The child born under
this star will one day have to meet its death.”
At that very moment a great miracle took place. An astonishing phrase emerged from the lips of the ten-dayold Jilani Jung Jung Bahadur:
“O wise prophets!”
Everyone stood transfixed in stupefaction. They looked wildly at each other and blinked.
“O wise prophets! It was I who spoke.”
This time there were no grounds for doubt. It was the infant born just ten days ago which enunciated the words
so clearly. The chief astrologer took off his spectacles and gazed intently at the babe.
“All those who are born will one day have to die. We don’t need your predictions to know that. There would be
some sense in it if you could tell us the manner of that death,” the royal infant uttered these words in his little
squeaky voice.
The chief astrologer placed his finger on his nose in wonder. A babe barely ten days old opens its lips in
speech! Not only that, it also raises intelligent questions! Incredible! Rather like the bulletins issued by the war
office, than facts. The chief astrologer took his finger off his nose and fixed his eyes upon the little prince.
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“The prince was born in the hour of the Bull. The Bull and the Tiger are enemies, therefore, death comes from
the Tiger,” he explained.
You may think that crown prince Jung Jung Bahadurwas thrown into a quake when he heard the word “Tiger”.
That was exactly what did not happen. As soon as he heard it pronounced, the crown prince gave a deep growl.
Terrifying words emerged from his lips.
“Let tigers beware!”
This account is only a rumor rife in Pratibandapuram. But with hindsight we may conclude it was based on
some truth.
*
Crown prince Jung Jung Bahadur grew taller and stronger day by day. No other miracle marked his childhood
days apart from the event already described. The boy drank the milk of an English cow, was brought up by an
English nanny, tutored in English by an Englishman, saw nothing but English films—exactly as the crown princes
of all the other Indian States did. When he came of age at twenty, the State, which had been with the Court of
Wards until then, came into his hands.
But everyone in the kingdom remembered the astrologer’s prediction. Many continued to discuss the matter.
Slowly it came to the Maharaja’s ears.
There were innumerable forests in the Pratibandapuram State. They had tigers in them. The Maharaja knew the
old saying, “You may kill even a cow in self-defense”. There could certainly be no objection to killing tigers in
self-defense. The Maharaja started out on a tiger hunt.
The Maharaja was thrilled beyond measure when he killed his first tiger. He sent for the State astrologer and
showed him the dead beast.
“What do you say now?” he demanded.
“Your majesty may kill ninety-nine tigers in exactly the same manner. But …” the astrologer drawled.
“But what? Speak without fear.”
“But you must be very careful with the hundredth tiger.”
“What if the hundredth tiger were also killed?”
“Then I will tear up all my books on astrology, set fire to them, and … and … I shall cut off my tuft, crop my
hair short and become an insurance agent,” the astrologer finished on an incoherent note..
*
From that day onwards it was celebration time for all the tigers inhabiting Pratibandapuram. The State banned
tiger hunting by anyone except the Maharaja. A proclamation was issued to the effect that if anyone dared to fling
so much as a stone at a tiger, all his wealth and property would be confiscated. The Maharaja vowed he would
attend to all other matters only after killing the hundred tigers.
Initially the king seemed well set to realize his ambition. Not that he faced no dangers. There were times when
the bullet missed its mark, the tiger leapt upon him and he fought the beast with his bare hands. Each time it was
the Maharaja who won.
At another time he was in danger of losing his throne. A high-ranking British officer visited Pratibandapuram.
He was very fond of hunting tigers. And fonder of being photographed with the tigers he had shot. As usual, he
wished to hunt tigers in Pratibandapuram.
But the Maharaja was firm in his resolve. He refused permission.
“I can organize any other hunt. You may go on a boar hunt. You may conduct a mouse hunt. We are ready for a
mosquito hunt. But tiger hunt! That’s impossible!”
The British officer’s secretary sent word to the Maharaja through the dewan that the durai himself did not have
to kill the tiger. The Maharaja could do the actual killing. What was important to the durai was a photograph of
himself holding the gun and standing over the tiger’s carcass. But the Maharaja would not agree even to this
proposal. If he relented now, what would he do if other British officers turned up for tiger hunts?
Because he prevented a British officer from fulfilling his desire, the Maharaja stood in danger of losing his
kingdom itself. The Maharaja and the dewan held deliberations over this issue. As a result, a telegram was
dispatched forthwith to a famous British company of jewelers in Calcutta.
“Send samples of expensive diamond rings of different designs.”
Some fifty rings arrived. The Maharaja sent the whole lot to the British officer’s good lady. The king and the
minister expected the duraisani to choose one or two rings and send the rest back. Within no time at all the
duraisani sent her reply:
“Thank you very much for your gifts.”
1602

In two days a bill for three lakhs of rupees came from the British jewelers. The Maharaja was happy that
though he had lost three lakhs of rupees, he had managed to retain his kingdom.
*
The Maharaja’s tiger hunts continued to be highly successful. Within ten years he was able to kill seventy
tigers. And then, an unforeseen hurdle brought his mission to a standstill.
The tiger population became extinct in the forests of Pratibandapuram. Who knows whether the tigers
practiced birth control or committed hara-kiri? Or simply ran away from the State because they desired to be shot
by British hands alone? One day the Maharaja sent for the dewan.
“Dewan saheb, aren’t you aware of the fact that thirty tigers still remain to be shot down by this gun of mine?”
he asked brandishing his gun. Shuddering at the sight of the gun, the Dewan cried out,
“Your Majesty! I am not a tiger!”
“Which idiot would call you a tiger?”
“No, and I’m not a gun!”
“You are neither tiger nor gun. Dewan saheb, I summoned you here for a different purpose. I have decided to
get married.” The dewan began to babble even more.
“Your Majesty, I have two wives already. If I marry you—”
“Don’t talk nonsense! Why should I marry you? What I want is a tiger—”
“Your Majesty! Please think it over. Your ancestors were married to the sword. If you like, marry the gun. A
Tiger King is more than enough for this state. It doesn’t need a Tiger Queen as well!” The Maharaja gave a loud
crack of laughter.
“I’m not thinking of marrying either a tiger or a gun, but a girl from the ranks of human beings. First you may
draw up statistics of tiger populations in the different native states. Next you may investigate if there is a girl I can
marry in the royal family of a state with a large tiger population.”
The dewan followed his orders.. He found the right girl from a state which possessed a large number of tigers.
Maharaja Jung Jung Bahadur killed five or six tigers each time he visited his father-in-law. In this manner, ninetynine tiger skins adorned the walls of the reception hall in the Pratibandapuram palace.
*
The Maharaja’s anxiety reached a fever pitch when there remained just one tiger to achieve his tally of a
hundred. He had this one thought during the day and the saIne dream at night. By this time the tiger farms had run
dry even in his father-in-law’s kingdom. It became impossible to locate tigers anywhere. Yet only one more was
needed. If he could kill just that one single beast, the Maharaja would have no fears left. He could give up tiger
hunting altogether.
But he had to be extremely careful with that last tiger. What had the late chief astrologer said?
“Even after killing ninety-nine tigers the Maharaja should beware of the hundredth …”
True enough. The tiger was a savage beast after all. One had to be wary of it. But where was that hundredth
tiger to be found? It seemed easier to find tiger’s milk than a live tiger. Thus the Maharaja was sunk in gloom.
But soon came the happy news which dispelled that gloom. In his own state sheep began to disappear
frequently from a hillside village. It was first ascertained that this was not the work of Khader Mian Saheb or
Virasami Naicker, both famed for their ability to swallow sheep whole. Surely, a tiger was at work. The villagers
ran to inform the Maharaja. The Maharaja announced a three-year exemption from all taxes for that village and
set out on the hunt at once.
The tiger was not easily found. It seemed as if it had wantonly hid itself in order to flout the Maharaja’s will.
The Maharaja was equally determined. He refused to leave the forest until the tiger was found. As the days
passed the Maharaja’s fury and obstinacy mounted alarmingly. Many officers lost their jobs. One day when his
rage was at its height, the Maharaja called the dewan and ordered him to double the land tax forthwith.
“The people will become discontented. Then our state too will fall a prey to the Indian National Congress.”
“In that case you may resign from your post,” said the king.
The dewan went home convinced that if the Maharaja did not find the tiger soon, the results could be
catastrophic. He felt life returning to him only when he saw the tiger which had been brought from the People’s
Park in Madras and kept hidden in his house.
At midnight when the town slept in peace, the dewan and his aged wife dragged the tiger to the car and shoved
it into the seat. The dewan himself drove the car straight to the forest where the Maharaja was hunting. When they
reached the forest the tiger launched its satyagraha and refused to get out of the car. The dewan was thoroughly
exhausted in his efforts to haul the beast out of the car and push it down to the ground. On the following day, the
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same old tiger wandered into the Maharaja’s presence and stood as if in humble supplication,
“Master, what do you command of me?”
It was with boundless joy that the Majaraja took careful aim at the beast. The tiger fell in a crumpled heap.
“I have killed the hundredth tiger. My vow has been fulfilled,” the Maharaja was overcome with elation.
Ordering the tiger to be brought to the capital in grand procession, the Maharaja hastened away in his car.
After the Maharaja left, the hunters went to take a closer look at the tiger. The tiger looked back at them rolling
its eyes in bafflement. The men realized that the tiger was not dead; the bullet had missed it. It had fainted from
the shock of the bullet whizzing past.
The hunters wondered what they should do. They decided that the Maharaja must not come to know that he
had missed his target. If he did, they could lose their jobs. One of the hunters took aim from a distance of one foot
and shot the tiger. This time he killed it without missing his mark. Then, as commanded by the king, the dead tiger
was taken in procession through the town and buried. A tomb was erected over it.
*
A few days later the Maharaja’s son’s third birthday was celebrated. Until then the Maharaja had given his
entire mind over to tiger hunting. He had had no time to spare for the crown prince. But now the king turned his
attention to the child. He wished to give him some special gift on his birthday. He went to the shopping centre in
Pratibandapuram and searched every shop, but couldn’t find anything suitable. Finally he spotted a wooden tiger
in a toyshop and decided it was the perfect gift.
The wooden tiger cost only two annas and a quarter. But the shopkeeper knew that if he quoted such a low
price to the Maharaja, he would be punished under the rules of the Emergency. So, he said,
“Your Majesty, this is an extremely rare example of craftsmanship. A bargain at three hundred rupees!”
“Very good. Let this be your offering to the crown prince on his birthday,” said the king and took it away with
him.
On that day father and son played with that tiny little wooden tiger. It had been carved by an unskilled
carpenter. Its surface was rough; tiny slivers of wood stood up like quills all over it. One of those slivers pierced
the Maharaja’s right hand. He pulled it out with his left hand and continued to play with the prince.
The next day, infection flared in the Maharaja’s right hand. In four days, it developed into a suppurating sore
which spread all over the arm.
Three famous surgeons were brought in from Madras. After holding a consultation they decided to operate.
The operation took place. The three surgeons who performed it came out of the theatre and announced,
“The operation was successful. The Maharaja is dead.”
In this manner the hundredth tiger took its final revenge upon the Tiger King.
3
Sikanthan belonged to a well-to-do family. He was indubitably its son, physically as masculine as they come.
No, there was nothing to suggest the girl in him.
Srikanthan’s birth coincided with that of the twentieth century. When the twentieth century reached the year
1931, Srikanthan too turned thirty-one.
Before we go ahead, let us glance briefly at the history of Srikanthan and his dear ones in those three decades.
His father Ekambara Iyer had been a zillah munsiff. He was appointed sub-judge soon after Srikanthan’s birth.
Naturally everyone attributed Iyer’s promotion to the auspicious timing of the boy’s arrival. When Iyer retired
with many years of work behind him, he was all of fifty-eight years old, though he was not a day over fifty-five
according to official records. He continues to draw his pension with unfailing regularity. Not once has he been
known to refuse it.
Iyer is a devout performer of religious rituals. Panchami Ghanapatigal, the town priest, depends entirely on
Iyer to meet the expenses of his daughter’s wedding. The enemies of the priest say he trusts Iyer’s funeral rites
will fulfill this need.
People who met Srikanthan’s mother invariably announced that she so much resembled Mahalakshmi, the
goddess of Wealth, that the two ladies had to be sisters.
The gracious matriarch was born into a large family of eleven siblings and several cousins. She was
responsible for a sizeable increase in the number of members of the household she entered upon her marriage. She
had a husband who went daily to court, four daughters married into respectable families, four sons-in-law who
cherished them as the eye treasures its spectacles, a brood of grandsons and granddaughters, and many more gifts
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of good fortune.
But she did have one grouse. She had no daughter-in-law to drive the beggar from the door. And whose fault
was it? Hadn’t they got their son married at the proper time?
Strange that Srikanthan’s four sisters should have all been older than him! Their love for him could not be
assessed merely by weights and measures. In infancy, not for a single instant was he left untended; later his sisters
fought for the privilege of brushing his teeth and dressing his hair. On his wedding day, their fierce competition
resulted in all four of them lining his eyes with kohl. Consequently, the eyes which weep for the sufferings of
other limbs, were forced to weep for themselves. Even today Srikanthan shudders when he recalls the tortures he
endured through his four-day-wedding.
Further delay in describing Srikanthan’s wife will stall the story. Srikanthan was married at the early age of
eighteen. His twelve-year-old bride was the youngest daughter of a landowner with five hundred acres to his
name. She was the peer of the goddess Rati in the art of weeping. That’s right, aren’t Rati’s wails at the death of
her consort Manmatha world, famous? Moreover, no painted divinity on a mural was as fleet of foot as she.
It was not at all surprising that Srikanthan should have lavished incalculable love upon such a wife. In fact,
everyone came to know that on their very first night together, the bride and the groom opened their window and
trimmed the lamp for their game of cards.
No one knows whose envy or evil eye brought this life of love to a sudden end. Srikanthan’s wife was
mysteriously afflicted. Some said it was a disease, others called it hysteria. Some believed she was possessed.
There were those who talked of the black arts. A few wicked tongues whispered that her mother-in-law had
poisoned her. How did it matter? Whatever it was, after two years with her husband, the girl left for her parents’
home, never to return. After five or six years of illness, smart girl that she was, she left this sad world forever.
In appearance Srikanthan had much in common with Manmatha, the God of Love. He had the same number of
limbs—two legs and two arms—and eyes and nose as the god possessed before he was reduced to ashes. But he
differed sharply from the god in character and conduct.
Instead of seeking men and women at eventide, with sugarcane bow and flower arrows, Srikanthan went to the
town hall club to play ping-pong. In fact, after his wife’s departure from his house, Srikanthan’s whole life came
to be centered on ping-pong. He became proficient in the game, participated in many tournaments, and won
several trophies. These were displayed in neat rows in one of his wedding gifts—a glass showcase.
Srikanthan had graduated and joined the FL course when his wife lost her wits. He gave up his studies then and
did not try to get a job. His father brought no pressure to bear on him. He was only too glad to see his son escape
heartbreak and lead a normal life.
After the death of his wife, his mother and sisters often pestered him to marry again. But Srikanthan invariably
begged them to never raise the subject with him. His grief and obstinacy succeeded in sealing their lips for a
while.
However, in 1931, Srikanthan’s life was touched by a singular event.
*
In the beginning of that year, staunch passive resistance was offered in the town of Srikanthan’s birth,
upbringing and ping-pong tournaments. The representatives of the government discharged their duties with the
stick. They also performed other acts of great valor. They sealed the offices of the Congress party and the rooms
occupied by its volunteers. The public was severely warned not to offer food or shelter to Congress workers.
Terror hung over the town for a few days. Every householder locked and bolted the front door as soon as he
sighted a white cap in the distance.
The one person in the whole town who possessed manliness enough to defy the state order happened to be a
woman. Her name was Srimati Vasundhara Devi. Appointed principal of a municipal school for women, she had
come to live in that town just a few months before the event. She could not have been more than twenty-two years
old. She occupied a little house with her aged father. A restaurant delivered their meals. When Vasundhara was at
school, the father practiced on his old fiddle.
One day, a couple of lean, hungry and well-flogged satyagrahis landed on their doorstep. Even the old man’s
fiddling could not deter them from slumping down upon her threshold. It was there that Vasundhara found them
when, she returned from school.
Vasundhara’s sympathy had been aroused by the happenings in town. Her heart melted when she actually saw
the volunteers face to face. She took them in and fed them their meal from the restaurant.
The news spread like wildfire. No one could talk of anything else. It even reached the town hall club and the
ping-pong table.
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“Courage is essential. That’s what I say. Without courage can anyone be counted a human being? She may be a
mere woman. But I ask you, does any whiskered male in this town have her guts?”
The words fell on Srikanthan’s ear, but hardly made any impression on his mind. He took no interest in the
matter.
Two weeks later, Srikanthan paid more attention when the same voice mentioned Vasundhara by name.
“Do you know that a big public meeting is to be held today? Vasundhara Devi is going to sing the national
song there!”
“An unusual name. Is she a Bengali, or perhaps a Gujarati?” Srikanthan enquired.
“That’s what is funny about the whole thing. She is a Tamil all right. She has changed her name, but her father
is Ramakrishna Iyer. They live in a house by themselves.”
“Really? Why did she change her name? Who are they? Where do they come from?”
“Don’t know. Their past is a mystery. Some say she is not yet married. Others say her husband is dead. There
are those who claim the husband is alive somewhere. On the whole we can see they have suffered a lot.”
That day Srikanthan attended the public meeting. It was held to celebrate the Gandhi-Irwin accord. The
Mahatma had been released from prison the day after Vasundhara ministered to the volunteers. That was the
reason official action had not been taken against her. A few days later Mahatma Gandhi and Viceroy Irwin signed
a peace treaty. Vasundhara played a central role in all the celebrations held to mark the joyous occasion. Her
national song cast a spell of complete silence upon the huge, billowing crowd. It was no wonder that all those who
had been ceaselessly discussing and speculating about her should have been struck dumb when they saw her for
the first time. Especially when she turned out to be a young woman of beauty, dignity and elegance. Srikanthan
was lost in a trance.
No speaker at the meeting failed to mention Vasundhara Devi’s courage as a shining example. An exuberant
youngster got up and shouted, “Vasundhara Devi must speak to us! At least a few words!”, sparking off
earsplitting shouts from the vast crowds. At the insistence of the leaders on the stage, Vasundhara got up, folded
her hands in greeting and spoke a few sentences.
“Brothers and sisters! I am grateful to be honored by you. I see it as your respect for service to the nation. I
haven’t done anything remarkable. To feed the hungry guest is an ancient tradition with us. I did nothing beyond
my duty in feeding the two hungry volunteers who came to my doorstep. If such an opportunity had come your
way, each one of you would have done the same. Vande mataram! Mahatma Gandhi ki jai!”
When the crowds dispersed after the meeting, it was inevitable that Vasundhara Devi should be the sole topic
of discussion.
“Did you see how she lashed out! Didn’t she say that if the opportunity had come our way each one of us
would have done the same thing? Surely it would have stung those who banged their doors shut in sheer terror.”
Another cut in,
“Why talk of others? What about you and me?”
“Listen to me. It is time we took to wearing bangles and stayed at home,” said another enthusiast.
“Look, no one who wears pants in this town has the grit of this lady in a sari,” someone else observed with
detached conviction.
“And how well she wears that sari! Think of the idiots at home winding eighteen yards around themselves!”
said another, still in a state of ecstasy.
*
As soon as he went home Srikanthan described the meeting to his mother and sisters (two of them were always
visiting). They were astounded to hear that a woman had made a public speech.
“To which caste does she belong?” his mother asked.
“Hundred per cent Brahmin, Amma! And smartha at that.”
“I wonder if she is vadama or ashtasahasram. Only from ashtasahasram can we expect this kind of boldness.”
“How smart of you! Is caste the most important thing? And you call yourselves women!” Srikanthan was
bitter. After a pause one of the sisters asked,
“How old is she?” Srikanthan longed to talk to someone about Vasundhara Devi. And so he replied,
“About twenty-five.”
“Does she have a husband?” the second sister asked him.
“How does it concern you?”
“Why not? Why should we not be concerned? Is it right for a Brahmin woman to remain unmarried beyond a
certain age?” One of the sisters whispered something to the mother at which she broke out in dismay.
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“Siva, Siva! Did you see if there was a taali round her neck?” She shook her head and added,
“If I see her, I will certainly ask her about it. Who is she that I should be afraid of her?”
“Go to hell!” Srikanthan got up and walked away.
From then on, Srikanthan began to attend Congress meetings regularly. He made mends with some
Congressmen. Soon he began to visit the party office as well. The town’s Congressmen were delighted that a
wealthy young man, son of a retired sub-judge, should show such a keen interest in the party. Two months later,
when the Congress committees were reconstituted, Srikanthan was appointed secretary of the district committee.
The next day he called on Vasundhara Devi at her home. They had become acquainted at meetings and public
functions.
“I have accepted the post of secretary but you must help me discharge my duties,” he said to her. “You must
know I joined the Congress only because of you.”
Vasundhara was overwhelmed with joy. She had not expected such an event in her sad life.
“I am ready to help you. Nothing can make me happier. If I hesitate, it is only because the municipal chairman
may have some reservations.”
“I will go and meet the chairman. Let him object if he likes. What is so great about this job of yours? Isn’t the
whole town with you in this? Shall we let you suffer?”
The municipal chairman raised no objections. That was the year of the Gandhi-Irwin treaty, and many persons
had turned Congress supporters. Even government officials wished to please Congressmen.
In 1931 the Congress party established work centers all over Tamil Nadu. In this process of consolidation no
other committee worked as zealously as the district committee of which Srikanthan was the secretary. At every
opportune and inopportune moment Srikanthan kept saying that the entire credit for this achievement belonged to
Vasundhara Devi. Once when the two happened to be alone, Srikanthan said,
“We know each other so well, but I know nothing about your past. I have told you everything about my life.
But you have not spoken a single word about yours. If you have no objections, I should be very eager to know
more.”
“Ask me what you want to know and I will tell you.”
“Were you ever married?”
“Yes, I was. Would you like to see the proof?”
Vasundhara turned and pushed the cloth a little away from her back. Two long black scars marked her fair skin.
Srikanthan closed his eyes. He recognized them as marks of branding.
“I was branded by my mother-in-law. My first offence was that I had cast a spell on her son. The second, that I
did not keep quiet under torture. I wrote to my father.”
“I am amazed You can remain so cheerful after having undergone such a terrible experience.”
“At first music gave me some solace. Since my coming here, I have two reasons to be happy. I serve the
nation. And … you know the other reasons.”
A lump in his throat reduced Srikanthan’s response to a low mumble. After a pause he said,
“When I listen to stories like this I feel that the nation’s freedom is not such a vital issue. What is more
important is to fight for social reform.”
“They are not mutually exclusive,” Vasundhara told him. “We can serve the nation and society at the same
time.” One day Ramakrishna Iyer made Vasundhara sit by him and asked her,
“My dear, old as I am, I still get to hear all sorts of rumors about you and Srikanthan. Is there any truth in
them?”
“What rumors, Appa?”
“They say you two are going to get married.”
“Do you disapprove? If that is so I shall not even dream of—”
“My child, I want you to be happy,” sighed Ramakrishna Iyer. “Day and night I pray for you.”
At that time there was a change in the political scene. Mahatma Gandhi returned from the Second Round Table
Conference in London. Viceroy Willingdon’s turning down of Mahatma Gandhi’s request for a meeting and the
resumption of the satyagraha movement become events of historic significance.
“What is Srikanthan going to do?” was the question on everybody’s lips. Only Srikanthan and Vasundhara had
no doubts in the matter.
“Tomorrow six of us are starting the protest march from the Congress office. But it looks as if we may not be
able to reach the shopping area. Official orders are to make free use of lathis.”
“I shall come with you,” Vasundhara’s voice quivered.
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“Certainly not. If both of us are dispatched on day one, the movement will come to an end. You must stay
outside for at least two months more.” After some argument Vasundhara agreed that Srikanthan was right, and
promised to follow his advice.
“I don’t know how I shall get through tomorrow. Every lash on your body will fall on my heart.”
In 1932 thousands of Indians were inspired by some divine power to become heroes of matchless valor. They
went into the struggle in batches, expecting lathi charges, serious injury and hospitalization, followed by years of
imprisonment. Srikanthan and his mends were among them. As the stick fell upon his rounded, muscular limbs
which had never known pain or suffering, his voice continued to cry louder than ever,
“Vande Mataram!”
The police stopped the assault only when everyone fell senseless to the ground, and hauled them off to the
prison house. The next day they were all sentenced to six months’ imprisonment.
On those two days Srikanthan’s house was in an uproar. There was no end to the anxiety of his sisters.
“Ayyo, will father’s pension be stopped?” The mother wailed in agony. “Didn’t I say long ago that he should
have been shackled in marriage? Did anyone listen to me?”
How can you describe the retired sub-judge’s state of mind? He had believed that the Congress would come to
power and his son would find a job in that line of work. That was the reason he had not opposed Srikanthan’s
becoming the secretary of the Congress committee. But it had turned out to be a disaster.
*
Srikanthan’s courage and spirit of sacrifice spurred the whole town to wonder. But few were ready to follow
him. It was as if they had decided that if at all they wanted to go to prison, there were other, more likely routes
like larceny or forgery. No, satyagraha was not one of them.
Vasundhara could not bear this apathy. For a week she struggled to get things moving. When she realized they
were of no avail, she launched into public protest with two women volunteers. She was arrested and taken away.
The others were sentenced to three month and Vasundhara to nine. It broke her heart to leave her old, infirm father
alone and without support. But at that time there were many frenzied souls in the nation who dared as much.
No one was as cheerful as Vasundhara in the women’s prison at Vellore. Srikanthan was often in her thoughts.
Her many speculations about the future ended with him. Finally she vowed to herself that since Providence had
brought them together, they would face all opposition from society and spend their lives together in serving the
nation.
Six months passed; Her longings grew fevered. Srikanthan would soon be free, he would come and visit her.
Every day she waited for his letter.
A whole month went by in such anticipation. She wondered if he had plunged into action again and returned to
prison. Couldn’t he have stayed out at least until she was released? Vasundhara became restive.
“Send me all the important news in town,” she wrote to her father.
Some of the lines in his reply were struck out by the prison censors. There she thought she twice detected
Srikanthan’s name. Her tension mounted. Her father also informed Vasundhara that a teaching post was offered to
her at the sevashram where she had studied. After her release she could go to Madras and accept it.
The head of the sevashram was a rare human being. She had a special affection for Vasundhara. She made this
offer knowing that the municipal school may have no place for Vasundhara after a prison sentence.
Vasundhara’s face registered a smile. Return to Madras? Join the sevashram? How could others know that her
life was now linked to Srikanthan’s?
*
Nine months rolled by. Vasundhara was free. But she did not experience even a fraction of the thrill she had
expected at her release. A few Congress sympathizers in Vellore came to take her to the railway station and put
her on the train.
She did not sleep a wink that night. Every time the train stopped she felt an irresistible urge to make enquiries
about Srikanthan’s whereabouts from the people going to and fro on the platform.
Vasundhara disembarked as a free woman at the same station where nine months ago she had boarded the
train.a prisoner. But she felt none of the old exhilaration. She looked around. The person she expected was not to
be seen but the two women who had been arrested with her were there to receive her. They embraced her warmly,
escorted her out of the station and to her home in a hired vehicle. After routine exchanges about prison life
Vasundhara asked them,
“Who is the Congress secretary here?”
“There is neither Congress nor secretary.”
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“Why? What about Srikanthan?”
“Srikanthan! Why, haven’t you heard the news?”
“No. Has he gone back to prison?” Vasundhara’s heart beat fast.
“Why should he go back to prison? He’s not that crazy.”
Vasundhara felt a little consoled. People were always ready to criticize others. Why should he rush back to
gaol?
“Is he in town?” she asked.
“How can he be in town? He is getting married today in Pondicherry. You poor thing, how could you know?”
After a long silence Vasundhara asked in a low voice,
“Why in Pondicherry?”
“The bride is thirteen years old. They are holding the ceremony there to escape the Sarda Act.”
Her friends took leave of her at the door. Ramakrishna Iyer heard the vehicle arrive, and stopped playing the
fiddle.
“My child!”
“Appa!” Vasundhara cried as she came running in to hug him. Father and daughter sobbed their hearts out.
Half an hour later when their weeping abated, Vasundhara said,
“Appa, please write to the sevashram. We can leave for Madras tomorrow.”
78.187 The Divine Image\fn{by Saradindu Banerjee (1899-1970)} Jaunpur, Jaunpur District, Uttar Pradesh, India (M) 6
1
The picture that the term “Buddhist monk” conjures in our mind hardly fits the features of an average Bengali
of today. Yet Bhikshu Aviram about whom I wish to write was a Bengali by birth and appearance.
At the start I may say that I have no wish to record the entire life story of Bhikshu Aviram. I could not do so
even if I wanted to. I never knew his ancestry or caste, nor was I aware how he, a Bengali, had found his way into
a Buddhist monastery. All I wanted to set before the reader, briefly and without exaggeration, is the impression I
gathered of his character during our brief acquaintance. And how, one day, in circumstances one could hardly
believe, our acquaintance came to an end. Our country is well known for religious fanaticism. I have seen many
heads broken in the name of religion, but never before had I seen such religious devotion. Nor is there much
chance that I shall see it again.
I first met him in the Imperial Library. It was about four years ago. I had just started dabbling in the history of
the Buddhist era. Searching for a rare Buddhist book I found he had collared it before me. Gradually our
acquaintance grew.
He was lean and shaven-headed, his dress lightly tinged with saffron; in age he was probably under forty. He
was very pleasant in conversation and a smile always clung to his thin face. There was about him a stamp of
undisturbed detachment often found in a truly religious man. One could not ignore him as commonplace. Looking
into his eyes, one could sense the glow of a powerful and irrepressible desire. He had neither hair shirt nor matted
locks. Yet, seeing him, one was reminded of the mad man in Tagore’s Touchstone:
With lips tight-pressed and barred inner door;
He keeps a fierce glow burning in his eyes;
His eyes, like fireflies of the night forever flying
Search for something by their own light.

I had not thought that there could be a Bengali Buddhist Bhiukshu in the present age. I was attracted to him at
first sight and our acquaintance gradually ripened into friendship. He began dropping in at our house at odd hours.
In Buddhist history his knowledge was not so deep as in Buddhist theology. Whenever he learned something new
about the Buddha he would come to tell me. There was no end to his curiosity about my own historical research.
He would sit for hours listening to my discourse, and a ceaseless fire glowed in his eyes.
He had no inhibitions about food. He accepted both fish and meat without demur. On my asking one day, he
said with a faint smile, “I am a monk and must take whatever is dropped into my begging bowl. I have no right to
pick and choose. Once a disciple of the Buddha put pork in his bowl—he ate even that.” The man’s eyes had
suddenly filled with tears.
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After six or seven months I came to learn the innermost desire of his heart. We were discussing Buddhist art at
our house. Bhikshu Aviram said that though there were millions of Buddha figures in India and outside, all were in
the contemplative attitude. Devout artists had carved in stone the form in which they imagined the Buddha. His
true features they never knew.
“I think they did,” I said. “You must have noticed that all Buddha figures are similar in outline. Of course,
there are slight variations but on the whole one can discover a likeness—elongated ears, curly hair, robust build—
in all figures. What could be the reason? Surely the artists knew his real appearance. So much similarity could not
be based on imagination. They must have had a real model.”
Bhikshu Aviram heard me with close attention and was silent for a while. Then slowly he said, “I wonder.
There were no images of the Buddha made in his lifetime. Sculpture was not common. Buddha figures begin from
the Gupta era, in the fourth century A.D., that is almost 900 years after the Buddha’s death. How did men keep
alive the memory of his appearance through those 900 years? The Buddhist scriptures give no description of his
features. The likeness you mention is perhaps an artistic convention. Some talented artist first fashioned the
contemplative figure which was imitated through the ages.”
The monk heaved a sigh, “No, man has forgotten his true appearance. There are stone images of Tuten
Khamen\fn{Tutankhamen (1343-1325BC, Pharaoh of Egypt (from c.1434) } and Amen Khotep\fn{Probably Amenhotep IV,
Pharaoh of Egypt (from c.1350) is meant.} but of the Buddha’s divine face there is no likeness.”
“Yes,” I agreed, “those who have no claims to our memory have left their shapes carved in stone while the
supermen are immortal only in men’s hearts. Take Christ, for instance. No one knows what he looked like in real
life.”
“That is true. Yet thousands go on pilgrimage every year to see a vestment he once wore. If they could find his
true image, what do you think they would do—they would probably go mad with joy.”
Just then I happened to look at his eyes. The expression they held was that of a fanatic. They burned with the
fierce absorption that transforms men into martyrs. His eyes were indeed turned toward me, but his mind, it
seemed, was trying to pierce the thick fog of 2500 years, searching the radiant image of a divine man.
Suddenly he spoke again, “I have seen the tooth, the hair, and the nails of the Buddha. For some days, I was
overwhelmed with joy. But I could not remain satisfied. How did he look? What was the expression in his eyes?
Kings left their thrones and came out into the streets to follow him. Housewives left husbands and children to
become nuns at his bidding; if only I could hear the sweet cadence of that voice. …”
The Bhikshu could speak no more. His whole body trembled, and, unknown to him, tears streamed down his
lean cheeks. I was stunned. I had not thought that one could be so moved with so little reason. I had of course
heard that for some Vaishnavas the very name “Krishna” was enough to send them into a trance, but then I never
believed it. Witnessing the monk’s wonderful ecstasy, I no longer thought such things impossible. I had never
come across this aspect of religion. It was as if the scales fell suddenly from my eyes.
Oblivious of everything, the Bhikshu went on, “Gautama,\fn{Buddha’s family name.} thou emancipated one, I do
not want deliverance, I do not want Nirvana—show me once your natural self, show me the divine form in which
you walked this earth, O Buddha. …”
2
Religious fervor is contagious. Unconsciously, it affected me. That is why, a few days after the incident, while
thumbing through the account of Fa Hien, my glance stopped at a particular place. I jumped up in joy and
excitement. I had read Fa Hien many times before but how was it I missed this? That afternoon Bhikshu Aviram
came. Curbing my excitement I handed him the book. He eagerly asked, “What is this?” “read,” I said and
indicated the page. The monk began reading while I watched his face.
… Twelve hundred paces south of Vaishali, Suddatta, King of the Vaisyas, had built a south-facing vihara. It was a
beauteous spot with clear, full lakes and many trees and flowers. This was the Jetavan Vihara. When the Buddha,
arriving at the thirty-third heaven, preached for ninety days for the welfare of his mother, Prasenjit, anxious to see him,
prepared a sandalwood image and placed it where the Buddha used usually to sit. When the Lord Buddha returned from
heaven the image went to meet him. the Lord then said to the image, “Return to our own place. After my Nirvana you
will be the ideal for my four ranks of disciples.” At this the image returned. This was the very first image of Lord
Buddha, and later images have been modeled on it.
After the Lord’s Nirvana the Jetavan Vihara was once reduced to ashes by a fire. The kings and their subjects feared
the sandalwood image had been destroyed, but, four or five days later, when a small door of the eastern vihara was
opened, the image was seen. A second story was constructed and the image restored to its old place. …
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As one bemused, the Bhikshu dragged his eyes from the book and asked in halting voice, “Where is that
image?” “I don’t know,” I said, “I can’t remember seeing any mention of the sandalwood image anywhere else.”
Thereupon we sat quietly for a long time.
I could imagine how this piece of information had shaken the Bhikshu’s innermost being. I had half expected
an outburst of joy. I was also curious to see how he would react to this unexpected discovery. He did nothing. He
sat still for about half an hour and suddenly stood up. There was a hypnotized expression in his eyes. He looked
nowhere. Just as a sleepwalker leaves his bed and goes mechanically out, he left the room.
For about three months I did not see him.
About the end of December he returned and shook three foundations of my being in a manner beyond my
imagination. I still find it difficult to believe that I could ever have resolved to go on so intrepid an adventure.
“I have found it!” he cried.
“Come in and sit down,” I said welcoming him joyously.
He would not sit. In a voice full of excitement, he went on. “I have found it, Bibhuti Babu. That image is not
lost; it is still there.”
“Good Heavens, where did you find it?”
“I have not actually recovered it yet. I have been to Besar where the ruins of ancient Vaisali lie scattered.
Nothing remains of the Jetavan Vihara but heaps of brick and stone. Yet there I have found the clue. The image
exists.”
“How could you trace it?”
“From a stone inscription; a stone had slipped out from a ruined temple, and this was the inscription on its
reverse.”
He handed me a piece of paper and continued, “After the destruction of Jetavan Vihara, a temple was built of
its stones. The temple itself is 600 years old with no deity there now. A huge peepal tree has coiled round it like a
python and is crushing its ribs and bones to dust. The stones are tumbling down. On one such stone was carved
this inscription.”
I took the paper from his hand and examined it. It was an inscription in the Prakrit\fn{The available vernacular
dialect of Sanskrit.} of the tenth or eleventh century which the Bhikshu had copied exactly.
Deciphering it was not very difficult. The stone’s message was as follows:
Alas, O Lord, evil days have now befallen the true religion.
How terrible is the State of Jetavan Vihara where you spent twenty-five years.
Householders no longer give alms to your monks.
The Kings are disrespectful to the vihara.
No more do students come from the ends of the earth to study Buddhist philosophy.
The glory of the Lord’s religion is departed.
*
Over and above this a terrible danger threatens.
For some time past there are rumors that a fierce people called the Turusks have attacked the
State.
They are heathens who murder priests at sight and loot viharas and monasteries.
The Great Abbot of Jetavan Vihara is sorely troubled at these reports.
*
The Turusks are advancing in this direction.
They will surely attack the vihara.
The inhabitants are devotees of ahimsa, unschooled in arms.
Many priceless jewels are stored in the vihara.
The most priceless of all is the sandalwood image of the Buddha, which Preasenjit made
during the lifetime of the Lord.
Who is to protect all these from the Turusk incursion?
*
After three days and nights of continuous thought, the Abbot has found a way.
At midnight, on the coming New Moon, ten monks will depart with the jewels, priceless
manuscripts,
and the sandalwood image of the Lord.
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Twenty miles north of the vihara, near a waterfall in the foothills of the Himalayas,
there is a stone column constructed by architects from the country of the Asuras.
At the top of this column is a secret chamber.
It is said that the Ashuras built it in the time of the Emperor Asoka
(Beloved of the gods)
in the unstable foothills of the Himalayas.
The monks will protect the sandalwood image and other articles of value by hiding them in the
pillar
and will bring them back when the Turusk disturbances are over.
*
In case the vihara is destroyed in the attack
and all here meet death,
this inscription is carved on the thirteenth day after the Full Moon
by order of the Great Abbot for the knowledge of posterity.
*
May the will of Lord Buddha be fulfilled.
Here the inscription ended. As I read my mind too was in a whirl. I went back eight hundred years and cold see
in my mind’s eye the troubled restlessness of the gentle monks of Jetavan Vihara. The grave, sad face of the Abbot
also rose before my vision. The inscription brought to me vividly that historic crisis in India’s fortunes. I saw as in
a moving picture the countrywide terror. The sudden raid upon a peace-loving, non-martial race by turbulent,
merciless foreigners. In my ears rang the concerted cry of a thousand terrified voices, “The Turusk, the Turusk!
There come the Turusks!”
Then the vision was shattered. Bhikshu Aviram’s eyes were full of triumph.
With a sigh I said, “The Venerable Abbot’s wish is fulfilled—but after how long.”
In vibrant tones he countered, “Never mind the delay. The time is not yet over. Bibhuti Babu, one thousand
five hundred years ago Chinese pilgrims set out on foot from Korea. They traveled across the Gobi desert,
covered the mighty Himalayas to come to India. Why? Simply to visit the birthplace of Lord Buddha. And we
know the Lord’s actual likeness lies within twenty miles of us. Can we not find it?”
“Certainly, you will,” I said.
His glowing eyes pierced me as the Bhikshu asked a tremendous question, “Bibhuti Babu, won’t you come
with me?”
For a moment I was robbed of words. Shall I go? Casting aside work and responsibilities, shall I wander in
forest and mountain in search of this illusion?
With throbbing voice the monk continued, “For eight hundred years no one has seen that divine image. Inside
that column, the Lord Buddha has waited for eight centuries—for us. Won’t you come?”
I don’t know what there was in the monk’s words, but all my distaste for travel, all my weakness for home and
its comforts snapped like the string of a violin when we strike too high a note.
I rose, clasped the Bhikshu’s hand and said, “I shall come.”
3
We reached a tiny hamlet one afternoon two weeks after leaving Calcutta. It was so high and remote from
human habitation that it might have been mistaken for an eyrie in the bosom of the Himalayas. We had not
reached the snowline, but the snowy peaks were right in front of us. On all sides were naked hills. Beneath our
feet were rocks and gravel. A mountain stream rushed downwards at headlong speed through a cleft in the rocks.
As the three of us—Bhgikshu Aviram, a Bhutiya guide, and myself—approached the village, all the
inhabitants, men, women, and children came out. no one from the outside world ever came there. They gazed at us
in wide-eyed wonder. From their features they seemed Lepchas or Bhutiyas. There was also some mixture of
Aryan blood. We noticed aquiline noses here and there.
An elderly man with sharp features came forward and said something in his own language, which we could not
understand. Our Bhutiya companion explained that this man, the village headman, wished to know why we had
come.
We told him frankly why we had come. At first surprise and then intense curiosity were evident on his face. He
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invited us into the village and we followed, the headman first, then the three of us and the whole village
population, young and old, bringing up the wake.
The headman ushered us into a cottage. As we were tired and hungry, he brought us food and drink. Rested and
satisfied, we began to talk through our Bhutiya interpreter. The sun had by then hidden behind the mountains, but
the long Himalayan evening was full of a crimson glow.
Eight miles north of the village, the headman said, was the waterfall from which the Upala river began. It was
a most remote spot and difficult to climb to. By the waterfall, on the other bank of the river, was a peak which
looked like a column and was famed as the Buddha column. On full moon nights villagers worshiped the column,
but as it was difficult to reach, no one ever went to it. Instead, they floated their offerings in the river near the
village.
The Bhikshu asked if there was any way across the stream to the column. The headman replied that there was a
way, but it was so dangerous that no one dared to use it. An ancient iron chain lined the two banks near the
waterfall, but it was old and rusty and no one dared to cross over it. Yet it was the only way.
There was no question that we had reached our destination. Yet, to remove all doubt, I asked the headman,
“Can no one say what is in that column?”
He said: “No one has ever seen what is there, but the legend from times immemorial runs that the Lord Buddha
himself inhabits it. The perfume of sandal forever emanated from his body. After five thousand years, he will
again emerge in human form.”
The Bhikshu glanced at me. His eyes shone and he exclaimed: “The Lord Buddha himself dwells in the
column; the perfume of sandal is forever wafted from his body—do you understand the meaning of the legend?
The monks who brought the image probably could not return, perhaps they stayed behind in this very village.”
He could not finish. The cottage suddenly started to shake and creak and groan. We were sitting on the floor,
and the earth beneath us trembled violently. I scrambled to my feet and shouted, “Earthquake!”
By the time we go tout, the tremors had ceased. The headman sat calmly on the floor. He smiled at our panic
and assured us there was no cause for fear. Such tremors occurred four or five times a day. In fact, the country is
called the “birthplace of earthquakes.”
We started in surprise. The “birthplace of earthquakes.” What a strange name and who knows what terrible,
while child would come to birth out of the earth’s violent labors.
But the Bhikshu excitedly said, “Yes—yes, it’s mentioned in the inscription. Can’t you remember?”
I could recall no mention of earthquakes in the inscription. The monk then produced the copy from his satchel
and said triumphantly, “Now the last shred of doubt is gone, Bibhuti Babu. We have reached the correct spot.
Listen to this.” He read out the text in the original Prakrit:
It is said that the Ashuras built it in the time of the Emperor Asoka (Beloved of the gods) in the unstable foothills of
the Himalayas.

Then I remembered. I had taken the phrase “tremulous nether region” to be meaningless verbiage. Not for a
minute had I dreamed it might refer to a land of earthquakes. “Yes,” I said, “You have caught it rightly. I had not
noticed the words. Like Shillong, this place, too, is perhaps a region of earthquakes.”
Suddenly I was struck by a remarkable change that had come over the headman. He was tremendously excited.
His tiny almond eyes were glittering brightly. His lips were parted in an effort to speak. He amazed us by reciting
in pure Prakrit.
Listen ye, when the sun enters the second quarter of Sagittarius, sunlight will enter the vent in the Buddha-column
and light up the divine image of the Lord, and the door of the column will magically open. This will happen for three
consecutive days and then the door will close for a year. O devout monk, if you wish to make the path of Nirvana easier
by gazing at the wonderful countenance of the Buddha, remember this.

Having uttered all this in one breath, the headman began to pant.
In sharp surprise, the Bhikshu asked, “You—you know Prakrit?” The headman did not understand and shook
his head. The help of the Bhutiya guide was sought, and through him the headman conveyed that what he had
recited was their tribal mantra; through generation they learned it by heart but did not know what it meant.
Hearing the verse read by the Bhikshu, the verses had come to his mind.
We exchanged glances. The Bhikshu told the headman, “Please repeat your mantra once more.” He did so
more slowly this time. I understood it completely. This was no mantra but the directions to enter the column. For
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three days in the year the heat of the sun’s rays entered the column through a hole and probably warmed some
mechanism. As a result, a mechanically controlled door opened. I remembered having read that in ancient Egypt
and Assyria fraudulent priests had temple doors opened by such means to impress the people. The builders of this
column were Asuras, that is, Assyrian sculptors. The control of its door by a similar mechanism was thus not
impossible. The monks who had come with the Buddha image, surely they knew this mystery and had composed
the mantra to guide future generations. But how did the headman know it?
I took a good look at his face. Though it was mainly Mongolian, the nose, the brows, and the chin suggested
Aryan blood. The monks had not been able to return and the headman was a descendant of one of the. He had
forgotten the history of his ancestors but had learned by heart their tribal mantra.
*
I collected my thoughts. The column opened for only three days in the year. Which were those three days?
How long would we have to wait? I asked the Bhikshu. “When will the sun enter the second quarter of
Sagittarius?” He produced an almanac from his satchel and studied it with deep concentration. After about a
quarter of an hour, he raised his head. His lips were trembling and tears swam in his eyes. “Tomorrow,” he said,
“is the first of Magh and the sun enters the second quarter of Sagittarius.” “What a strange coincidence! Suppose
we had arrived three days later?” His voice shook uncontrollably. Falteringly and choked in tears, he murmured,
“O Lord Buddha.”
Shivers ran down my spine also. Silently I prayed, “O Lord Buddha, let not thy monks’ wish be in vain.”
4
Early next morning we set out for the column. The headman accompanied us of his own will. Just outside the
village, the mountain rose in very nearly sheer steps. The ascent was at times so steep that we had to climb on
hand and foot. At every step, we feared we would lose our foothold and tumble down. The monk was silent, but
his frail body did not lack strength. He led the way and we somehow followed. It seemed as if he was dragging us
along by the power of his enthusiasm.
Yet we had to rest twice on the way. I carried a pair of binoculars and trained it on the surrounding country. Far
below, the village looked toy-like and tiny. All around were lifeless, lonely mountains. At last, after struggling for
more than five hours, we reached our destination. A muffled booming had for some time been reaching our ears,
like drum-beats in the distance. The headman explained it was the second of the waterfalls.
When we stood at the edge of the torrent, we were struck speechless by the scene. Some fifty feet below us the
river leaped into space in a welter of foam and spray. Hurtling two hundred feet in rainbow-arched descent, it
stirred up a fierce whirlpool and rushed on. The spray rose to our faces like steam from a boiling cauldron.
The gorge was about fifty yards wide between the two banks. It seemed the mountains had split to make way
for the imprisoned river. Two iron chains—one above, the other below—stretched from tank to bank. This was the
frail bridge man had built to cross the chasm. Against the background of the thundering waterfall, the thin, rusty
chains, looked more fragile than a cobweb. Any strong wind, it seemed, would cleave them in two.
The scene on the other side was completely different. It seemed nature had separate the two banks because of
their marked difference. The bank across seemed full of innumerable marble mounds. As far as the eye could
reach, the landscape was dotted with white marble hillocks, big, small, and medium-sized. Those who have seen
the Dhamma Stupa at Sarnath can somewhat visualize the scene. Behind these natural stupas, just on the edge of
the deep gorge, a beautiful column rose upward like a minaret. Its stone surface sparkled in the rays of the midday
sun. One felt a super-human architect alone could build such a marvelous column. It looked like a creation of the
world’s childhood days. Human artists had also perhaps had a hand, but even careful examination through the
binoculars revealed no trace of human handiwork. It was impossible to make out from the outside that the column
was hollow; only at the summit I noticed a tiny opening; it was rectangular, perhaps no more than a foot in length
and in breadth. This surely was the vent mentioned in the mantra.
Absorbedly, I was watching the scene. Glancing beside me, I saw the Bhikshu flat on the ground prostrating
himself before the divine column.
*
Bhikshu Aviram did not heed our warning. He crossed along the chain bridge alone to the other side while we
three watched. At every step it seemed the chain would snap, but the monk was frail and light and the chain held.
Reaching the other side he waved reassuringly to us and went toward the column. Circling it, once again he raised
his hand and shouted, but the words were lost in the roar of the waterfall. It seemed he had found the door open.
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He then vanished behind the column and I could see him no more. I waited with eyes glued to my binoculars.
In my mind’s eyes, I could see the monk slowly climbing the dark circular stairway, his trembling lips uttering
indistinctly the prayer, “Lord, lead us from darkness into light.”
Did that sandalwood image still exist? Would the monk see it? I would not, but for that I had no regrets. If the
image existed, I would have it recovered later. There would surely be a wave of excitement throughout the
country.
Ten minutes passed in such thoughts. Then everything turned upside down. It was as if the Himalayas had
suddenly gone insane. The earth swayed, and there came from its depths a tortured moan. It could have been the
agonized cry of a mortally wounded giant. The chain bridge snapped and fell into the roaring waters.
I shall describe no more that earthquake of the first of Magh. Only this much I shall say. Those who
experienced it in the plains of India cannot even imagine the intensity at its epicenter.
Why we did not perish I do not know. Perhaps because our days had not run out. I lay flat on the rocking earth.
Before my eyes the column swayed like the mast of a storm-tossed vessel, and I gazed at it, paralyzed.
Then a sick apprehension overwhelmed me. The monk—what will happen to the monk? The intensity of the
earthquake abated a little, and it seemed as if it might stop. The binoculars were still clasped in my hand, and I
lifted them to my eyes. To attempt escape was useless. I did not even try. The earthquake re-started with
redoubled force, as if it repented its momentary weakness and was determined not to stop till it had destroyed the
earth. But the monk? Up to now the column was swaying like a mast. It could bear no more and snapped in two
near the base. For a second, it rocked on the edge of the bottomless abyss and then plunged over the precipice. A
cloud of steam rose from the deep ravine and hid it from my eyes.
While it swayed uncertainly on the edge of the abyss, I had a fleeting glimpse of the monk. I saw him standing
near the vent, the sunlight on his face—a face illuminated with ineffable happiness. He seemed quite unconscious
of the cataclysmic events round him. The column plunged into the ravine. I saw him no more.
*
I returned home alone. Years passed, but I could not relate the story to anyone. The thought of the Bhikshu
would fill me with intense pain.
Yet I find solace in the thought that the supreme desire of his life had not remained unfulfilled.
What wonderful image of the Lord he saw inside the column, I do not know.
But there is no doubt that his lifelong search had not been in vain.
The translucent joy in his face at the moment of death is still vivid before my eyes.
244.151 Excerpt from Sri Ramana Reminiscences\fn{by Gurram Venkata Subbaramayya (1899-1970)} Krishnapatnam,
Nellore District, Andhra Pradesh, India (M) 10
My first pilgrimage to Sri Ramanasram was on June 1, 1933. From Kancheepuram where I had accompanied
my mother to attend the Brahmotsavam of Sri Varadarajaswami, I traveled alone to Tiruvannainalai. I was at that
time in great sorrow, having suffered my first bereavement the previous December, when my two-year-old son
died suddenly from what the doctors could only describe as heart failure.
For over two years I had been reading the works of Sri Bhagavan and other Ashram literature. My main
interest had been literary rather than philosophical. I had been struck with wonder at the style of the Telugu
Upadesa Saram which, in its simplicity, felicity and classic finish, could equal that of the greatest Telugu poet
Tikkana. I had felt convinced that a Tamilian who could compose such Telugu verse must be divinely inspired,
and I had wanted to see him.\fn{There are no chapter divisions in this book; the indicated pauses are mine:H }
But my immediate quest at the time was for peace and solace. In the morning I had darshan of Sri Bhagavan in
the old Hall. As our eyes met, there was a miraculous effect upon my mind. I felt as if I had plunged into a pool of
peace, and with eyes shut, sat in a state of ecstasy for nearly an hour. When I came to normal consciousness, I
found someone spraying the Hall to keep off insects, and Sri Bhagavan mildly objecting with a silent shake of his
head. As I now heard Sri Bhagavan saying something, I made bold to ask Him a question.
“The Bhagavad Gita says that mortals cast off their worn-out bodies and acquire new bodies, just as one casts
away the worn-out clothes and wears new garments. How does this apply to the deaths of infants whose bodies
are new and fresh?” I asked. Sri Bhagavan promptly replied:
“How do you know that the body of the dead child is not worn-out? It may not be apparent; but unless it is
worn-out it will not die. That is the law of Nature.” Then I asked another question:
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“At one place the Lord declares in the Bhagavad Gita, ‘All the Universe is my manifestation. There is nothing
other than myself’. Elsewhere in a whole chapter, He goes on saying, ‘I am the moon among the stars, I am the
King among men’ etc. How can we reconcile the two statements?” Sri Bhagavan replied,
“The latter is only the Lord’s answer to Arjuna’s query: ‘How can I reach you through constant meditation?
Where, where can I recognize you?’ Arjuna’s question makes it clear that he cannot at once realize the truth of the
first statement. So the Lord, out of His compassion, numerates the several manifestations of Divine glory for
Arjuna to meditate upon. In fact all teaching of the Scriptures is not enunciation of absolute Truth. It must be
suited to the stage of the aspirant and must satisfy his present need.”
Immediately after lunch, I left the Ashram even without taking leave of Sri Bhagavan. I came and went
incognito as an utter stranger.
*
After nearly three years, I again visited the Ashram in the spring of 1936, this time with a note of introduction
from Sri G. Sambasiva Rao Garu. As I handed the note to Sri Bhagavan, even before going through it, He gave
me a knowing nod and gracious smile and said,
“Why the introduction? You have come before; you are not new.”
To add to my wonder, I now felt as though my dead father had come back alive; the resemblance was so
striking. Lest it should be dismissed as my fancy, I might add that my cousin Sri V.V. Narayanappa who saw Sri
Bhagavan later, observed to me,
“Sri Bhagavan looks the very picture of my uncle, your father.”
That settled my relationship to Sri Ramana for all time. He was not only Guru, Maharshi, Bhagavan, but my
father. My approach to Sri Ramana has ever since been that of a child to its parent, quite fearless, free and
familiar.
Some years ago I had been initiated into two mantras and was enjoined to repeat them a minimum number of
times every day. I had been doing it punctiliously, but now after entering the Ashram, I had no mind to repeat the
mantras or do any kind of formal worship. After a few days I was seized with the fear of incurring sin by failing
to observe the instructions of my initiation. So I put it to Sri Bhagavan Himself, making a clean breast of my
default. Sri Bhagavan smiled and said,
“Just because you have done so much of japa (repetition of mantras) its merit has brought you here. Why
should you now fear while enjoying the fruit of your japa?”
I had also at this time a more serious trouble. I had been practicing breath-control ( pranayama) as taught by
Swami Ramatirtha in his works. There came a stage when I felt a terrible sensation as though my head would
crack and break into pieces, then I stopped doing it, but every day the sensation was recurring at the time of
practice and the fear was growing that disaster was imminent. So, at dead of night, when Sri Bhagavan was alone,
I approached him with my tale. He said laughing,
“What! Again you are seized with fear! These are the usual experiences of people who do yogic exercises
without the immediate guidance of a guru, but having come to me, why should you fear?” Then Sri Bhagavan
added in an undertone:
“Next time you get that sensation, you think of me and you will be all right.”
From that moment to this, I have never felt it again, and so there has been no need to think of Sri Bhagavan on
that account!
The next day at noon after all persons except me had left the Hall, an old villager approached Sri Bhagavan
and complained of excruciating pain in the stomach for a long time. Sri Bhagavan turned to me and said smiling,
“Look here; this man is having chronic stomach ache. Instead of going to a hospital, he comes to me. Am I a
doctor to cure him?” At once turning serious, Sri Bhagavan whispered to me,
“Take him to the office where you will find prasad. Give it to him.”
Of course I obeyed. At the time, I felt that it was as much a boon to me as to the old man. For I had been
looking askance at prasad-offering as a superstition. So this direction of Sri Bhagavan to me was enough to cure
me of my … .\fn{An imperfect scan—1616ealize1616io—of a single word; but I no longer have access to the text:H}
After returning home, I wrote to the Ashram offering my literary services. In reply I was asked to attempt a
Telugu verse-translation of Sri Ramana Gita. Accordingly I did the first canto and submitted it through the post.
At that time Sri V.V. Narayanappa was in the Ashram and he wrote to me on June 21 st, 1936 that Sri Bhagavan
told him,
“The translation is good. Usually translations seem more difficult to understand than the originals. But here the
style is easy, and the ideas have been well expressed. It is all right.”
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Encouraged by these gracious words. I completed the work, and later at the instance of Sri Bhagavan I added
to it my Telugu renderings of some more works of Sri Kavyakanta Ganapati Sastri and one composition of Sri
Daivaratha.
*
On October 6th of the same year, prasad was received by me from the Ashram for the same Narayanappa who
had been laid up with typhoid fever. In the Ashram letter it was written,
“I hope he too, by Sri Bhagavan’s Grace, will recover soon and be restored to normal health.”
The patient had been running a high temperature, and the doctor had warned that October 6th and 7th would be
critical. But on the 6th, as the prasad was given, the temperature, to the surprise of everyone, fell considerably, and
on the 7th it came down to normal. This token of Sri Bhagavan’s Grace not only saved the devotee’s life, but
served as an ocular proof of efficacy.
In the ensuing dasarah vacation I again went to the Ashram to offer my completed translation of Sri Ramana
Gita at the feet of Sri Bhagavan. Heeding my prayer, Sri Bhagavan scrutinized the manuscript and made the
necessary corrections. In canto 9, verse 10, He corrected the original text itself adding para, (nadi) to the names
of Sushumna and quoted from, Amritabindu Upanishad in support. In canto 16, verse 5. He gave vishayi (subiect)
as alternative reading to vishaya (object) and preferred it.
“For,” said Sri Bhagavan, “some people talk of the Supreme Being as the ‘object’ of meditation and worship,
as for instance when they say, ‘It is better to be tasting the sugar-candy than to be the sugar-candy itself.’ Can
there be a greater sacrilege than to compare the Source of all being to an insentient thing? If the Real Self be the
object, who is the ‘subject’? So it is better to read vishayi (subject).
Referring to canto 5, verse 6, Sri Bhagavan observed that by His own experience He first knew the spiritual
Heart to be in the right side of the chest. Later He read about it in a Malayalam edition of Ashtangahridayam and
in Sitopanishad, and also heard the Biblical quotation, “A wise man’s heart is at his right hand, but a fool’s heart
at his left (Ecclesiastes X:2).
“Why, even a child,” added Sri Bhagavan, “when he affirms ‘I’ points his finger always to the same place on
the right side of his chest and never to his physical heart or between his eyebrows or to his head.” Concluding the
topic Sri Bhagavan made a revealing remark.
“Indeed,” said He, “all I knew was by direct experience, at first. My later reading of the Scriptures only
confirmed my previous realization. From them I learnt nothing new.”
*
On the eve of my departure I recounted to Sri Bhagavan the sufferings of my wife, who was grief-stricken by
the sudden bereavement.
“Has she no male child afterwards?” enquired He. I replied,
“No.” Sri Bhagavan sighed and said,
“Alas! What a pity!”
This took place on October 18th, 1936, My wife delivered a male child on August 1 st, 1937. When the baby was
later shown to Sri Bhagavan, his first question was,
“What is the child’s name?” As I answered “Ramana Prasadam” (Ramana’s Grace), Sri Bhagavan exclaimed,
“Indeed! Is it?” and to my consternation, he fed the baby with two bananas as if to demonstrate His prasad! It did
not in the least upset the child’s digestion.
At my leave-taking, the Sarvadbikari \fn{Sri Niranjanananda Swami, Sri Bhagavan’s younger brother} handed me three
packets of prasad. I enquired for whom they were intended. Sri Bhagavan who was then having his oil-bath in the
same room (which in those days served as both the dining room and office and also Bhagavan’s bath-room).
Replied:
“One for your family, one for Narayanappa and one for your friend.”
The friend’s name was not specified nor did I ask for it.
The next day after I returned home a letter redirected from the Ashram was delivered to me. It had been written
by Mr. R.P. Reddy, zamindar, to my Ashram address, praying for Sri Bhagavan’s Grace for his old grandmother
who was then on the verge of collapse. Having stopped taking food for some months. I at once understood whom
Sri Bhagavan meant by “your friend” and hastened to Mr. Reddy with the prasad. A few days later, Mr. Reddy
met me and reported that the prasad proved the turning point for his grandmother. She was now taking food and
was on the road to recovery. She keenly desired to make some offering in token of her gratitude to Sri Bhagavan.
My friend was not content with the customary presents to the Ashram, but as he knew that I had been translating
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Sri Ramana Gita, he insisted on printing thc book in the finest get-up, and the Ashram, on behalf of Sri Bhagavan,
accepted the devout offer. This was another marvel of Sri Bhagavan’s grace.
*
During the Christmas of 1936, I attended Sri Bhagavan’s Jayanti celebration for the first timc. I also submitted
my Telugu verse-translation of Sri Ramana Chatvarimsat (Forty Verses in Praise of Sri Ramana). I had already
sent by post my rendering of Sri Ramana Vibhakii Ashtakam (Eight Grammatical Cases in Praise of Sri Ramana).
While scrutinizing the two works, Sri Bhagavan said that in the first verse Daivaratha, the author of the latter
work, had described Sri Bhagavan as “Mountaineer” (Parvathiya) but Nayana Sri Kavyakantha, his guru, urged
him to change it to “the son of Parvathi” (Parvatthya).\fn{This is not exactly as the word is rendered; but the author uses
diacritical markings which, though they are part of my alphabeticals, I do not use, as they may not be machine-readable throughout the
world, and might, if they were used, in some unforeseen manner affect the outcome of The Protocol For World Peace:H}

Incidentally, Sri Bhagavan would always refer to Sri Kavyakantha as ‘Nayana’. He now related the story of
how He came to do so. In the beginning, Sri Bhagavan addressed him as Sastry Garu in view of his great learning
and seniority in age. But Sri Kavyakantha protested and prayed that Sri Bhagavan should call him Sirrah, which
of course Sri Bhagavan could not bring Himself to do. Sri Kavyakantha’s disciples were calling him Nayana,
which meant father, but also could mean “darling son”, like tata in Sanskrit. So, as a compromise, they both
agreed that Sri Bhagavan too might thereafter address Sri Kavyakantha as Nayana.
Sri Bhagavan further informed us that Daivaratha was now living in Nepal, held in high reverence a “Maharshi
Gafanan Sarma.” Some time ago a visitor, it seems, …\fn{ Single word—1618eali—mis-scanned; see 3 notes above:H} Sri
Bhagavan where Daivaratha was. Even as Sri Bhagavan was replying that his whereabouts was not known, the
day’s mail was handed to Sri Bhagavan, and the very first letter was from Maharshi Gajanan Sarma of Sri
Kshetram, Nepal. In it he had written that though he was so far away, he always felt that he was only at the feet of
Sri Bhagavan. As if to bring home that feeling, the letter enclosed a photograph of Daivaratha with a flowing
beard. Sri Bhagavan added that it struck him at the time as if Daivaratha himself appeared in person and answered
the query, saying,
“Here I am!”
Sri Bhagavan also recalled that when Nayana was composing the 18 th canto of Sri Ramana Gita, a visitor
brought some fine-looking, golden-colored ripe mangoes in a tray, and seeing them, Nayana compared Sri
Bhagavan’s complexion to that of ripe mango fruit in verse 4. Verse 10 in the same canto had been fantastically
interpreted, but fortunately Nayana noticed it before it was sent to the press, and wrote the commentary explaining
its technical terms from Mantra Sastra.
Many Western visitors had come for the jayanti celebration. One of them, Mr. Maurice Frydman, a Polish Jew
of subtle intellect, plied Sri Bhagavan with ingenious pleas for practical guidance for Self-realization. Sri
Bhagavan followed his arguments with keen interest but kept silent all the time. When pressed to say something,
Sri Bhagavan only quoted from the Bible, “Be still and know that I am God,” and added a rider that the Lord said
‘know’ and not, ‘think’ “that I am God.” We understood Sri Bhagavan as meaning that all these arguments were
spun by the intellect, the stilling of which was the only way to Realization.
Another visitor, Mr. Duncan Greenless said,
“Bhagavan, while we are in your presence, a certain halo of purity and peace seems to surround us. It
continues for some time after we leave. Then it disappears and the old stupidities return. Why is it so?” Sri
Bhagavan replied,
“It is all the work of the mind. Like the battery it wears out and has to be recharged. But when the mindcontrol is perfect, there will be no further trouble.”
As Mr. Greenless watched the South Indian way of coffee-drinking, raising the cup high above the lips and
gulping down its hot contents in one continuous stream, he looked aghast, and raised laughter by remarking;
“Bhagavan, I do not know whether after your darshan I am going to have a further birth, but if I should have
one, I pray that I may not be born a South Indian, to be spared the ordeal of thus swallowing the liquid fire!”
From, an All India Muslim Religious Conference at Tiruvannamalai, some prominent Muslim divines came for
Sri Bhagavan’s darsban, and asked,
“What is the goal of all religions?” Sri Bhagavan promptly replied,
“Peace through surrender. That is what Islam means.”
At this answer they were all immensely pleased. Some one asked,
“What is meant by saying that the world is false?” Sri Bhagavan strangely answered:
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“It means that the world is real,” and quoted a Sanskrit verse which says, “The world seen as world through
ignorance is false, but the same world seen as Brahman through knowledge is real.”
*
Availing myself of a short holiday in February 1937, I again went to the Ashram to submit my translation of
Sri Kavyakantha’s Gitamala in person. As I entered the Hall and was prostrating, to my consternation, my five
year old daughter, Lalita, went very near to Sri Bhagavan and asked him,
“What is your name, Sir?” Sri Bhagavan replied with a counter-query,
“What is your name?”
“My name is Lalita,” said she, and repeated her question, “What is yours, please?” Now Sri Bhagavan pointing
to himself with His right hand on the right side of his chest said,
“What! Don’t you know me?” She at once answered,
“Oh yes! I simply asked for fun.”
At this Sri Bhagavan burst into laughter. Lalita was over-active in the Hall, pulling Sri Bhagavan’s punkah,
meddling with His books and things, unmindful of the Ashram rules. Thrice Sri Bhagavan asked her, “What are
you doing there?” and thrice she replied. “I am keeping quiet.” At this Sri Bhagavan remarked,
“This child is so busily active, but at the same time she affirms that she is keeping quiet. A little child says this
but the elders are unable to understand.”
From now, she became a favorite of Sri Bhagavan who cajoled her to dance and sing Tamil songs that she had
learned from a Tamilian teacher. Sri Bhagavan evidently enjoyed the Realization and His Grace seemed to
overflow on the occasion.
Lalita’s leave-taking was a most moving scene. As she knelt down, Sri Bhagavan who was then squatting after
his breakfast, tapped her on the back with his stick saying,
“This is to keep you in mind lest you should forget.”
Then He lifted her and hugged her to His breast. He told the people then present,
“The specialty of this child is this. She has no sense of newness, or strangeness. All beings and all things she
takes as her own.”
*
The original Gitamala contained only ten hymns. One of them, lndra Gitam, had been translated by Sri
Kavyakantha himself. Sri Bhagavan added to the series another old verse of Sri Kavyakantha, Taraka Rama
Gitam for my translation. Sri Bhagavan also informed us that Nayana composed Renuka Gitam in praise of the
Deity residing at a nearby village, Padavidu which is called Kundalipuri in the hymn. Seeing me busy at this time
with Sri Ramana Gita and its appendices, Sri Bhagavan jokingly observed,
“For your college work you draw a salary. But what is your payment for this labor?”
I replied that I was not really so disinterested, on the other hand I sought a much higher reward than monetary
remuneration. Curiously, in the middle of the following month, I received a surprise offer, by wire, of Chief
Examinership on the day previous to the commencement of the Examinations. Later I learned how it happened.
The authorities, it seems, had by oversight, appointed one Examiner less than the required number, and discovered
their mistake just on the eve of the Examination. So they drew from the reserve list where my name stood at the
top and wired me their offer! It was so unexpected that in the circumstances I regarded the good fortune as a
miracle of Sri Bhagavan’s Grace, and when next I saw Sri Bhagavan during the summer, I related what had
happened and said that for my work on Sri Ramona Gita, I did receive payment also at Sri Ramana’s own hands.
*
To my letter requesting permission for a longer stay during the Summer of 1937, I received a most gratifying
reply from the ashram dated May 9th, 1937, saying,
You are quite welcome here whenever you feel convenient … Since you are considered as one of us … you may
stay as long as you feel convenient … I need not say that you are not of the category of visitors.

This I cherished as a token of Sri Bhagavan’s special Grace, and ever since, I have been going to the Ashram at
least three times a year.
*
As I entered the Hall that summer, Sri Bhagavan and attendant Madhavaswami exchanged glances and
laughed. As I looked puzzled, Sri Bhagavan asked Madhavaswami to explain. The latter said,
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“Sri Bhagavan was preparing the ‘contents’ for your Ramana Gita and remarked that its author might himself
come and fix them up. Just as Sri Bhagavan finished writing the last word, lo and behold! You appear on the
scene.”
Then I realized as never before how Sri Bhagavan’s will and not mine own brought me here.
Shortly after my arrival Sri Bhagavan humorously appointed me as sutradbari (stage-conductor) for Sri M.S.
Venkataramayya, a veteran devotee and my old Professor to whom I had been of some service in negotiating his
daughter’s marriage which had been recently celebrated. That noon Sri Venkataramayya sought Sri Bhagavan’s
permission to take me and Sri V. Venkatakrisnayya, author of Sri Ramana Charitram for dinner at his residence.
Sri Bhagavan smiled approval and said,
“But no one invites me to dinner. Let me see how you can dine without me. Has it not been said: ‘I becoming
Vaiswanara (the fire of life) enter into the bodies of all creatures, and mingling with the upward and downward
breath, I digest the four kinds of food?’”
Sri Venkataramayya put us both in a cart which on the way turned topsy-turvy so that its wheel was smashed.
We miraculously cscaped unhurt. On return I related to Sri Bhagavan what had happened and said,
“Bhagavan, you were indeed with us all along. Otherwise we should have been crippled.”
*
One night in the dining hall Sri Bhagavan enquired whether there was country-orange pickle. The Sarvadhikari
was annoyed to find that there was none. The next afternoon the outgoing Ashram mail that was as usual
submitted for Sri Bhagavan’s perusal by Sri G.L. Narasimha Rao, contained a letter by the Sarvadhikari to a
Madurai devotee asking for a basket of country oranges. Sri Bhagavan flared up on reading it, and remarked,
“To these people salvation seems to lie in country oranges! Otherwise why should we write to someone for
them? Would they not come of their own accord if they are destined to come? Well, do as you please.”
So saying he threw that letter at Sri Narasimha Rao and just as the latter was withdrawing in trepidation, a
Railway contractor entered the Hall with two sealed basket-parcels for which no R.R. had been received. In those
days it was the invariable practice to show first to Sri Bhagavan anything that came to the Ashram before it was
taken inside. Now Sri Bhagavan laughingly observed:
“What! Are these parcels country-oranges? Open and see.”
When they were opened, lo! They both were basketfuls of country-oranges! At once they were taken into the
kitchen for being cut; and pickled. Again Sri Bhagavan said, “Perhaps one basket has sour oranges and the other
basket sweet oranges,” and sent someone to make sure before mixing them up. It turned out to be exactly as Sri
Bhagavan said. The sweet oranges were peeled off first and their slices were distributed among all the devotee,
then and there.
Seized with wonder, I enquired whether we should consider the incident as a miracle or as a mere chancecoincidence. In reply Sri Bhagavan quoted a verse from Yogavasiositha which says:
“This prajna which is treasured up in the heart of the wise is chintamani (the mystic precious stone). Like
kalpalata (the celestial creeper) it fulfils instantly whatever is thought of. He also cited Sri Sankaracharya’s
definition of prajna in Vivekachudamani as “thought that is pure consciousness devoid of vasanas (fluctuating
tendencies).” Later Sri Bhagavan, out of His Grace, gave both the quotations to me in His own writing.
*
Sri V. Ananthachari took immense pains in the printing of the Telugu Ramana Gita. When his services were
appreciatively referred to in the preface, he pleaded hard with Sri Bhagavan that his name should not be so
mentioned. Sri Bnagavan told him:
“Why do you worry? To ask for the omission of your name is as much egotism as to desire its inclusion. So let
it be. After all, who know’s who is Ananthachari?”
During this vacation, I became acquainted with Echamma who, along with Mudaliar Pati, had been serving
food to Sri Bhagavan and His devotees for over thirty years. Her house was an open choultry for all Sri Ramana’s
devotees whom she treated as her own kith and kin. For me her heart always overflowed with affection. She used
to narrate countless anecdotes of old times which brought Sri Bhagavan much closer to my heart. Two of them I
shall mention here.
Once while Sri Bhagavan was living on the Hill, Echamma going up with the food-basket, was met by a party
of pilgrims who were returning with a look of sad disappointment. On enquiry, they told her that having come
from a distant place, they had searched and searched for Maharshi but could find Him nowhere. Promising to
show them Sri Bhagavan, she took them with her, and as they had darshan of Sri Bhagavan, they were utterly
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amazed and abashed. For they had seen Him before with a cod piece, working along at raising a mud-wall, and
mistaking Him for a …\fn{Single word—1621ealiz—mis-scanned:H}, they had asked Him:
“Where is the Swami?” Sri Bhagavan, it seems, had replied:
“I do not know.”
When Echamma, after their departure, remonstrated with Sri Bhagavan for having misled the poor pilgrims,
Sri Bhagavan replied,
“What! Am I to tell them, ‘Lo and behold! Here is the Swami?’”
When Sri Bhagavan was assaulted by robbers, Echamma, it seems, was absent from the town. On hearing the
news, she got alarmed, hastened back to the Ashram and seeing Sri Bhagavan, she burst into tears. Sri Bhagavan
made light of the incident and told her,
“Why are you excited? There is nothing unusual. Just as you people serve me with eatables and other things,
these robbers have served me with blows. They are also my devotees!”
*
At this time, a French visitor, Marcel Rieu, and I became friends. Mr. Rieu knew little English, and I knew no
French. One day Sri Bhagavan noticing us together in the Hall wondered how we could converse. I explained how
we communicated mutely through our feelings. Sri Bhagavan said,
“Yes, Silence is the true medium of the heart.” He seemed pleased with our association.
One morning, Sri Panna Lall, I.C.S., then Commissioner of Allahabad Division, U.P., who was visiting the
Ashram with his family, complained to Sri Bhagavan that though he had riches, power and every material
comfort, he could not find peace. Sri Bhagavan asked him,
“Why do you want peace? Why can’t you be as you are?” Sri Panna Lall replied,
“Because I don’t feel happy otherwise.” Then Sri Bhagavan said,
“It is like this. A man suffering from headache will not rest quietly until he has taken the right medicine and
got rid of the ailment. For health is our nature, and not illness. Likewise Peace is our nature. Indeed, we are Peace.
But forgetting that, we seek Peace from external sources. It is an impossible quest and causes all this trouble. The
moment you withdraw your mind from external objects and turn inward, you taste real Peace and feel happy.”
Sri Panna Lall presented a super-fine betel-nut powder which melted in the mouth and gave the flavour of
paan supari. Sri Bhagavan appreciated it much and graciously gave me also a little to taste. When, shortly
afterwards. Sri Panna Lall was elevated to the Chief Secretary of the first Congress Government in U.P. I
felicitated him, wondering whether his nut powder tasted by Sri Bhagavan brought him the fortune like the puffed
rice of Sudama (Kuchela) munched by Lord Krishna. In reply Sri Panna Lall wrote on March 27 th, 1938,
“Of the many letters of congratulations which I received on my present high post none gave me more real
happiness than yours. It confirmed what was in my own heart that I owed this great honour to Sri Bhagavan’s
Grace.”\fn{Italics in the text:H}
One day, having just read a biography of the late Ammani Ammal, sister of the late Dr. T.M. Nair, Sri
Bhagavan spoke highly of her learning, philanthropy and devotion. In her last illness, she wired to Sri Bhagavan
praying for a peaceful end. Just when Sri Bhagavan was perusing her letter, she expired in her home. As Sri
Bhagavan was narrating this incident, He was so moved that He shed tears.
One early morning Sri Bhaghavan explained how we have a glimpse of the real Self every day. Between sleep
and waking there is a momentary twilight. The waking-consciousness begins with the I-thought. Just before the
up-surge of the I-thought, there is a split second of undifferentiated, pure coosciousness. First unconsciousness,
then the light of pure consciousness, then the I-thought with which the world-consciousness floods in, this is the
order. The middle state is Self-awareness. We can sense it if we are sufficiently alert and watchful.
Sri Bhagavan further explained how the three states of waking, dream and deep sleep are designed for our
enlightenment. Sri Bhagavan said,
“In waking, I exist in this world with this physical body. In dream, I manifest out of myself a world of forms of
which I identify myself with one. In deep sleep, I am unconscious of any world or form and yet I do exist. For, if I
did not exist, I could not return to waking-consciousness. Then what is the common source of the three states? It
is nothing but “I” or “I am”. Here Sri Bhagavan quoted God’s reply to Moses in the third chapter of Exodus:
“And God said unto Moses ‘I AM THAT I AM’; and He said: “Thus shalt thou say unto the children of Israel:
‘I AM hath sent me unto you.”
Sri Bhagavan also pointed out the error in the common notion of the pancha kosas (five sheaths) namely,
matter, life, mind, intellect and bliss as sheaths fitted one within another and having—the Self innermost. He said
that an apt analogy for the five sheaths would be the scented kerchief. It has material (cotton or silk), texture,
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dimension, colour and scent, corresponding to the five sheaths. But the five are not distinct from one another, they
co-exist together in every fibre of the kerchief. Likewise the five sheaths are together integrated in the Self.
*
My long stay this time made the departure a wrench for me, and my feelings found vent in some Telugu verses
which I composed on the way and posted to the Ashram. In the opening verse I wrote,
Leaving Thy feet and going to my place, alas!
I feel like the new daughter-in-law leaving her mother’s home
and starting to go and settle in her mother-in-law’s place.

The Ashram reply stated:
Your letter with the padyaln full of your feelings was perused by Sri Bhagavan.

The very next time I returned to the Ashram, Sri Bhagavan greeted me saying,
“Lo! The new daughter-in-law has come back to her mother’s home! You people, treat her as becomes her.”
I have reealized that these gracious words were not mere fun, but truly described Sri Bhagavan’s attitude
towards me at all times. It was pure, parental love.
*
On October 31st, 1937, my two year old daughter Indira suffered two fits, the second more severe than the first.
Suddenly she became unconscious, all vital organs stopped functioning and she seemed practically dead. The
allopathic doctor declared his helplessness and advised ayurvedic treatment.
Branding between the eyebrows by an old man with his lighted tobacco-pipe made the child moan feebly and
slightly revived the vital functions. Still she did not rally but lay moribund. Two ayurvedic physicians sent for,
one after another, could not be found. At this crisis my eye lighted upon the picture of Sri Bhagavan, and I
prostrated saying within,
“O Bhagavan, all human aid having failed, you alone must save her.”
Getting up, I mechanically opened the drawer, took out a telegraph form, and sent an express message praying
for Sri Bhagavan’s Grace upon the child. The telegraph authorities sent word that the message would reach the
Ashram at 1 p.m. Precisely at 7 p.m. both the ayurvedic physicians arrived simultaneously and Sri V.V.
Narayanappa also came, put into my hands an envelope addressed to me, and said,
“Here is Sri Bhagavan’s prasad for the child.”
It struck me as a miraculous response of Sri Bhagavan to my prayer. Sri Narayanappa explained that it was the
prasad which I had got for him the previous year when he had been ill and which he had preserved in the same
envelope. He felt he should make use of it for the ailing child. The two doctors consulting together treated the
child and assured me that she was out of danger.
That night, sleeping beside the child, I had a …\fn{ Single word—1622ealize1622i—mis-scanned:H} dream. I was in
Sri Bhagavan’s Hall. Sri Bhagavan was reclining on His couch as usual. In front of Him stood a dark, fiercelooking person of gigantic stature. Sri Bhagavan with His forefinger motioned to him three times to leave the
Hall. Accordingly the stranger left by the first entrance. Then Sri Bhagavan turned to me, called me near and
enquired, “How is your child?” I replied, “Bhagavan, by Your Grace, she is better.” Then Sri Bhagavan said, “She
will be all right, don’t fear,” and put His hand on my back. At His touch I thrilled and the dream melted. The next
morning I received the following reply from the Ashram.
Received your wire last night at 7 p.m. and it was perused by Sri Bhagavan. We assure you of Sri Bhagavan’s
blessings on the child that she may recover. Pray be not anxious.

In reply to my letter relating the above incident and the dream, the Ashram authorities wrote:
We are very glad to note that through Sri Bhagavan’s Grace your child recovered from almost a critical state. It is Sri
Bhagavan’s Grace, and indicates the mystery of the working of His benign Grace and your deep devotion.

During Christmas, when I again visited the Ashram, I asked Sri Bhagavan what He thought on reading my
telegram. He merely said,
“Yes, I read your message and also noted that the clock was then striking seven.”\fn{Italics in the text:H} I
persisted, asking,
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“Sri Bhagavan, did you not think that you must do something to save the child?” Straight came Sri Bhagavan’s
reply,
“Even the thought to save the child is a sankalpa (will), and one who has any sankalpa is no jnani; in fact such
thinking is unnecessary. The moment the jnani’s eye falls upon a thing, there starts a divine, automatic action
which itself leads to the highest good.” The conversation was all in Telugu except the English phrase “divine,
automatic action” which Sri Bhagavan Himself uttered.
*
One morning Sri M.V. Ramaswami Iyer, the veteran devotee and composer, who was sitting beside me in the
Hall, happened to go through my notebook which contained my free-verse compositions in English. He was so
pleased with them that he at once showed them to Sri Bhagavan, saying that they had been written by me in the
manner of Rabindranath Tagore. Thereupon Sri Bhagavan graciously read them all. In the song entitled Eureka Sri
Bhagavan read “cross-world puzzle” for “cross-word puzzle” and wanted to correct Himself. But I felt that Sri
Bhagavan’s reading improved the sense immeasurably, and I craved permission to adopt it. When He came to the
song Under the Microscope, He asked a chemistry professor then present,
“What would Science say about it?” The professor simply smiled. Sri Bhagavari read aloud the piece I and
Thou and as He reached the last words:
I without me am Thou.
Thou without Thee art I.
Indeed I and Thou are one.

He burst into laughter. I casually quoted Tagore’s Song:
I run like the musk-deer,
mad with my own perfume.
I seek what I cannot get,
I get what I do not seek.

Sri Bhagavan liked it so much that He explained its meaning to His devotees in Tamil.
*
I enquired whether Poetry and other Fine Arts could be used as a sadhana (means) for Self-realization. Sri
Bhagavan said,
“Anything that makes for concentration of mind is a help. But in the cultivation of every Art, there comes a
stage when you feel an alam-bhav that is, that you have had enough of it, and you would then transcend it.” When
I pointed out that rhetoricians have described rasa (aesthetic pleasure) as Brahmananda sahodaram (akin to the
Bliss of the Absolute), Sri Bhagavan said
“Why sahodaram (akin)? It is Brahmanandam itself. For have not the Scriptures proclaimed Raso wai soh (He
is Rasa)? Indeed Brahmananda is the only rasa. All other rasas are only its dim shadows.”
*
The morning before I left, Dr. Syed, philosophy professor of Allahabad University, put a question:
“Bhagavan,” he asked, “what is the purpose of creation?”
Usually Sri Bhagavan gave His replies in Tamil, Telugu or Malayalam and got them interpreted. This time Sri
Bhagavan spoke directly in English. He put a counter-question:
“Can the eye see itself?” Dr. Syed replied,
“Of course not. It can see everything else, but not itself.” Then Sri Bhagavan asked,
“But if it wants to see itself?” Dr. Syed paused and said,
“It can see itself only reflected in a mirror.” Sri Bhagavan seized the answer and commented,
“That is it. Creation is the mirror for the eye to see itself.” Now I asked whether Sri Bhagavan meant “e-y-e”
or “I”. Sri Bhagavan said that we could take it figuratively as “e-y-e” and literally as “I”.
*
In the spring of 1938, as the original Sri Ramana Gita was being reprinted, I was asked to write the Telugu
prose-translations of Sri Ramana Chatvaarimsat and Sri Ramana Vibhakti Ashtakam and they both went into the
work as appendices. I also submitted my Telugu verse-rendering of Sri Bhagavan’s selections from Sivanandalahari. The letter acknowledging them on March 22nd, 1938 said,
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Sri Bhagavan has perused the ten verses from Sivanandalahari and they are found quite correct. They convey the
meaning correctly.

On my departure from the ashram I had forgotten my pen. It remained with Sri Bhagavan for three months and
then was returned to me through Sri Yogi Ramayya Garu. On receiving it, I composed a Telugu verse envying the
good fortune of the pen that enjoyed the vicinity of Sri Bhagavan for so long and was sanctified with being
handed by Sri Bhagavan to Sri Yogi Ramayya.
“How much I wish, O pen,” I concluded, “that we could change places with each other!”
The Ashram letter dated May 18, 1938 acknowledging my prayer in Telugu verses composed at the recent
celebrations of my eldest daughter’s wedding and my elder son’s upanayanam (sacred-thread investiture)
contained the following observation:
They (marriage and upanayanam) are considered so momentous in the life of a Hindu that upanayanam is called
rebirth; hence the Brahmin is termed dwija; the marriage settles the destiny of a Hindu girl, her whole outlook on life
gradually undergoes a change, and her partner becomes an object of worship. It is a parting of ways. Unless such ideals
guide one’s life, it is not worth living. On such occasions one is naturally moved to the depth of one’s being. Sri
Bhagavan’s Grace is ever working miracles, and the devotee melts to his bones when he thinks how at times he is saved
in spite of himself. The words Karunapurna Sudhabdhe seem to linger in some remote part of the consciousness at all
times, and when it occurs to the mind, it possesses the mind so completely that all other thoughts vanish, and one feels
the Grace and the Peace that passeth understanding. Your poems are much appreciated and are preserved.

Sri Bhagavan had used praasa-yati rhyme-caesura in His Telugu Upadesa Saram. Sri N. Balarama Reddy, a
Telugu devotee, raised a doubt whether praasa-yati was permissible in dwipada (couplet). I said that Sri
Bhagavan’s utterance, being Aarsham (of the rishi), was not subject to the rules of grammar and prosody. Indeed
the meters themselves owed their origin to rishis. As a matter of fact, praasa-yati had been used in dwipada verse
by old poets. I now submitted by mail to Sri Bhagavan some lines of old poetry in dwipada meter using praasayati and also a copy of Chandassu, an authoritative work on prosody by Sri Vedam Venkataraya Sastri in which
the use of praasa-yati for dwipada was expressly approved.
*
In the summer-vacation of 1938, I visited the Ashram taking my children and son-in-law for Sri Bhagavan’s
darshan. On the very day of arrival, my son-in-law, while bathing, lost his wedding-ring. A vigorous search was
made in which the new servant in charge of the bathroom took the lead. Sri Doraswami Iyer who held the Home
portfolio in the Ashram tossed a coin which indicated that the ring could be recovered, then he unlocked the
servants box in spite of the latter’s protests, and found the ring secreted at the bottom. The man was summarily
dismissed. This incident impressed us as a special token of Sri Bhagavan’s Grace.
*
The great event of this season was Sri Bhagavan’s Telugu translation of a passage from Yoga Vasistham into
siisamaalika meter which was the first of its kind from Him.
It was the description of the heart by Vasistha Maharshi to Sri Rama. Vasistha tells Sri Rama that the real Heart
is not the physical heart but chit that is, pure knowledge or consciousness. Curiously the passage occurs where the
methods of breath-control are enumerated. Usually breath-control is taught as a means to mind-control Here the
fixing of the mind in the Heart is recommended as the most effective means by which the breath subsides of its
own accord, and vasanas (tendencies) that have gathered momentum during many previous lives drop off. This
confirms Sri Bhagavan’s teaching in Upadesa Saram that the mind and breath are branches of the same force, so
that by control of one, the other is automatically controlled. The versification and style of this siisamaalika
showed the same classical excellence as Sri Bhagavan’s previous Telugu compositions.
At the instance of Sri Bhagavan I also translated into Telugu verse Sri Bhagavan’s selections from Yoga
Vasistham containing Vasistha’s instruction to Sri Rama on the art of living. In the last verse which says,
Whatever part you have taken in life, play it well.

I added in my Telugu rendering the phrase Saisava lila (the sport of childhood). Sri Bhagavan seemed to
appreciate this addition and a reference was made to it subsequently in the Ashram letter dated July 5 th, 1938 in
the following terms:
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Saisava lila is a happy phrase, and that we believe correctly portrays the attitude of the mind one should cultivate
according to the slokas. Has not Christ also said,
“Unless thou be even as these children, thou shalt not enter the Kingdom of God?”

Sri Bhagavan also commended the art of translation, especially of a great work. He said,
Ten times’ attentive reading is writing. Hundred times’ writing is translating.

Someone narrated his visits to various sages in the world. All of them evoked his reverence equally. Whom to
follow was the dilemma for which he sought Sri Bhagavan’s guidance. Sri Bhagavari said,
“The teachers may be many; but the teaching is the same. Follow that.”
A Vaishnava devotee, who was a high official at Simla, brought all the idols that he worshipped daily, and
handed them to Sri Bhagavan, probably desiring the sanctity of Sri Bhagavan’s touch. Sri Bhagavan seemed much
interested in examining them. The devotee said,
“Bhagavan, people scoff at me, calling me a ‘superstitious idolater.’” Sri Bhagavan told him,
“Why don’t you retort by calling them worse idolaters? For do they not wash, dress, embellish, feed and thus
worship their body so many times every day? Is not the body the biggest idol? Then who is not an idol
worshipper?”
One who was …\fn{Single word—1625ealize1625io—mis-scanned:H} mantra-japa (repetition of a mystic formula)
enquired how many times he had to repeat the mantra for achieving siddhi ( … \fn{Single word—1625ealize1625ion—
mis-scanned:H}). Sri Bhagavan said,
“You must go on repeating until the consciousness that you are doing it disappears. Then you 1625ealize that
you are not repeating the mantra but the mantra repeats itself without your effort. That is sahaja sihiti. That is
siddhi (Realization). In fact,” added Sri Bhagavan, “the “I” sense (sphurana—AHAM) is the greatest mantra.
Even pranavam (OM) requires some explanation as the combination of A.V.M. etc., but the “I” sense is selfevident and automatic.”
*
After my return, I was frequently consulted by the Ashram regarding the English translation of Upadesa
Manjari and its publication under the title A Catechism of Instruction. This constant contact with the work of Sri
Bhagavan I felt to be a great blessing and good sadhana.
Having learned that Sri Rajendra Prasad and Sri Jamnalal Bajaj were coming for Sri Bhagavan’s darshan I
wrote and sent two verses in Telugu saying that their visit to Sri Ramanashram was in keeping with the ancient
Indian tradition of rulers being entertained in the Rishi Ashramas. The Ashram in their reply dated August 16 th,
1938 wrote:
Sri Rajendra Babu was entering the Hall when Sri Bhagavan was reading your letter. How happy it would have
been if the whole country had but one language! The two stanzas are much appreciated and they have gone into
the record.
When I submitted to Sri Bhagavan the resume of my lecture on “None other than a Rishi can compose poetry”,
the Ashram in their letter of August 27, 1938 made the following comment:
The topic is a highly interesting one. The cultured mind, whether poetic or religious, lives in rasaanubhava. It seems
that what is real and abiding is within. It is the source of life, of the mind and the intellect. The lotus of the intellect
blossoms into genius as one teaches the profound depths of the self. This is the secret of life, moral and intellectual.
Hence has Jesus said,
Unto him who seeks the Kingdom of God within, everything shall be added.
All these talents are cultivated, or rather developed, when the mind is free from desire [and] is all humility and
tenderness through ananya bhakti; in other words, when the ego is destroyed. That is how the genius of all the great
saints is accounted for. So this is true education, and one may compare with advantage what Prabladda says in the
Bhaagavatam.

85.70 Mithaiwallah\fn{by Bhagwati Prasad Bajpai (1899-1973)} Mangalpur, Kanpur Dehat District, Uttar Pradesh,
India (M) 3
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His\fn{Mithaiwallah means “sweetseller”.} sweet voice often echoed in the lanes—
“Toys for children, joys for children.”
This incomplete phrase was conveyed in such a sweet and magical way that people were moved by the voice.
The affectionate voice from the depth of the toyseller’s heart created a strange stir in the neighborhood The
women carrying infants on their arms lifted the screens to take a glimpse of the view below. The children strutting
and playing in the lanes and the embedded small parks would surround him and the toyseller would sit there and
lay open his box of toys.
The little ones were thrilled to see the toys. They would press forward their money and then in a sweet lisping
tone ask, “How much ’por diz un? An’ diz one?” and haggle over the price. The toyseller would look at them and
after accepting money from their tiny little hands, let them have the toys of their choice. The children would then
gambol around with their toy while the man would move on. His enchanting voice wafted over like the rising
waves of the sea in all the houses of the land from one end to another,
“Toys for children, joys for children.”
One day Rai Vijaybahadur’s children also returned home with their toys. He had two children, Chunnu and
Munnu. When Chunnu brought the toy he said,
“See ’ou beautiful is my ’orse?”
“And mine too,” cried Munnu.
They danced and pranced all around the house with their little horses and elephants. Rohini, their mother,
watched them lovingly for sometime and calling them beside her enquired,
“Chunnu and Munnu! How much did you pay for these toys?”
“Two paisa,” replied Munnu. “The toyseller gave them to us.”
“How are they so cheap? How has he given them, he alone knows. But he has given them, that is for sure,”
wondered Rohini.
It was just a passing thought, she soon got busy with her household chores. Then there wasn’t much need to
think about it again.
*
Six months later—
The news spread in the past few days that a flute-seller was in town. People exclaimed,
“He is one master flute player. Playing flute, singing songs, he sells his flutes and that too for just two paisa
each. Lord alone knows what he could be getting out of it, not even the cost of his labor.” One man asked,
“What does he look like? I haven’t seen him yet.”
“He is not so old, must be around thirty, thirty-two years. He is slim and fair and wears a colorful Bikaneri
turban,” came the reply.
“Isn’t he the same man who sold toys earlier?”
“Did he sell toys too?”
“Yes. It fits the description you have given of the man.”
“Well, it must be the same man. He is definitely a wizard.”
Each day the flute-seller was talked about in this vein. Each day his sweet tone, “Flutes for children, joys for
children,” resounded in the narrow lanes.
Rohini too heard his enchanting voice and was immediately reminded of the toyseller. She said aloud,
“The toyseller also sold his toys in the same melodious manner.”
She then got up and went to her husband, Vijaybabu, and said “Just call the fluteseller. I want to buy flutes for
Chunnu and Munnu. The man may not come this way again and the children seem to have gone to play in the
park.”
Her husband had been reading the newspaper. He went to the door carrying the paper and called out to the
vendor,
“Hey there! How much is your flute for?”
Someone dropped his cap on the street, another left his shoe in the park, while the other struggled with his
pajama string. This is how running and panting, the group of children gathered and urged in varying tones, “Buy
me a floote” and “Un por me.”
The fluteseller was overwhelmed with a new joy and said, “Each of you will have your flute but please do
have some patience. Let me hand out one at a time. I’m in no hurry. I have come to sell and I don’t have just a few
pieces, but fifty-seven flutes with me. Well Babuji! What did you ask? The price … yes they are for three paisa
each but I’ll give them to you for two paisa only.”
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Vijaybabu smiled thoughtfully and said to himself,
“What a cheat! He gives everyone at this same damn price but he pretends to burden me with a special favor.”
So he remarked,
“You people are great liars. You give everyone for two paisa and here you are trying to oblige me.”
The man looked stupefied. Gradually recovering, he said,
“How can you know, Babuji, how much they cost? The customers always feel the seller is a cheat even when
he sells at a loss. After all why should you trust? But to be honest, Babuji, the real price is two paisa only. Now—
here will you get flutes for this price. I ordered a thousand of them at the same price.”
“All right! I don’t have much time. Pull out two good flutes for me,” Vijaybabu demanded. And after procuring
these flutes, he returned home.
The man kept on selling flutes to the group of children. He had many colored flutes. The little ones picked the
musical flutes of their own favorite colors. And he went on speaking to them,
“This is a perfect flute. Why don’t you have this, Babu? Rajababu, this is the right one for you. You haven’t got
the money! You must not have implored Amma for it the right way. Pulling her dhoti, embracing her feet, then
begging for money is the way to do it, Sir. Yes, go back, this time you will get it. Two annas? So what, take your
change back. It’s settled, right? Got the money! See, I told you the technique.
“Well! I hope everyone’s happy now. Your mother doesn’t have the money. Don’t worry. You’ll get one too.
And now I have to leave,” and so saying the fluteseller moved on.
Today sitting in her house, Rohini listened to the fluteseller talking. She again felt that never before had a
fluteseller talked so endearingly. Not only this, the man sold things so cheap! He must be a good fellow. Time has
reduced him to penury. An empty stomach forces one to do all sorts of things.
“Flutes for children, joys for children,” the voice reached her ears faintly from the neighboring lane. She
couldn’t help herself from admiring its sweetness. Even days later Rohini remembered the magical sweetness of
his voice and his affectionate behavior.
But as months passed he was no longer seen.
Gradually the fluteseller’s memory grew faint in people’s mind.
*
Eight months later—
It was winter. After having her bath, Rohini was drying her long tresses on the terrace of her house, when she
heard from the street below,
“Sweets for children, joys for children!”
Rohini was familiar with the voice and immediately she raced down. Her husband was not in the house at that
time. But yes, his elderly grandmother was there. Rohini approached her.
“Grandma, I want sweets for Chunnu and Munnu. Call the man to the room; I can’t go there lest someone
comes in. But I’ll sit right behind the screen.” So the grandmother called out from the room, "
“Hey, sweetseller! Come here.” The sweetseller came close and asked,
“How many sweets do I give you, Ma? They are all new kinds of sweets—colorful, savory, sweet, juicy,
delicious, and they remain in the mouth for long. Don’t melt easily. Children suck them with pleasure. Besides
they also check cough. How much for you? Flat-round sweet balls. Sixteen for a paisa.”
“Sixteen is very less. Do give at least twenty-five,” the grandmother said.
But the man answered, “No grandma, I can’t give more. How I give this much, how do I? Well sorry, I won’t
be able to give more.”
Rohini came to stand beside the grandmother and she said,
“Grandma, he is still selling quite cheap. Buy for four paisa. Here’s the money.”
The man began counting the sweets.
“Give four or five extra. If not twenty-five, give at least twenty. Well! I am an old person and can’t bargain
much,” the grandmother pleaded and a smile lit her toothless face. Rohini queried from indoors,
“Grandma, ask the man, is this the first time he has come to this place or has he been here earlier as well? He
doesn’t live here, does he?”
Grandmother was about to repeat the question, when the man replied,
“It’s not the first time; I have been here several times.” From behind the screen, Rohini asked,
“Did you earlier sell sweets or something else?”
“Last time I had come with flutes and still earlier I’d come with toys.”
As he spoke there was a mixed expression of delight, doubt and surprise over his face. So Rohini was right and
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now she was all the more curious to learn more about him. She next enquired,
“How much do you earn from such jobs?”
“What do I get! Barely enough for my meals. And sometimes not even that. But one thing is true, I get
immense pleasure and satisfaction from all this and that’s what I really want.”
“How’s that? Explain that too.”
“There is no sense recalling my past, such talk can only cause you pain.”
“When you have said this much, do tell a little more. I am very curious. I’ll buy some more sweets from you
and you won’t be at a loss,” Rohini requested.
Gradually he unfolded his past.
“I was once a prosperous merchant of my town and enjoyed all the luxuries—houses, flourishing business,
carts, servants, everything. I had a wife and two lovely children. That was my golden world. Outside there was
natural abundance and within there was worldly happiness and peace. The children were so beautiful that they
appeared to be live, golden toys. Their playfulness enlivened the entire household. The passage of time and God’s
will!
“Now I have no one. Grandma, death doesn’t come with wishing. So now I wander in search of my little ones
from place to place. Eventually they should be here somewhere amidst the children, for they must have taken
birth in some place like this. I would have died a million agonizing deaths every moment but now at least I’ll die
in peace. I even catch a glimpse of my kids somewhere among these children. It appears that they are romping,
laughing, playing amongst them. With your blessing, I have enough. What I lack I find here.”
Rohini looked at the sweetseller—the man’s eyes were moist with tears.
Meanwhile, Chunnu and Munnu arrived. Hugging their mother, they tucked at her sari—“Amma! Sweets!”
“Here, you have some from me,” said the sweetseller and wrapping two packets of sweets, he immediately
handed them to the children.
Rohini passed the money from indoors but lifting his box, he simply answered,
“This time I won’t accept any money.”
Grandmother insisted, “Hey! Take your money.”
In the distance the same melodious voice was heard,
“Sweets for children, joys for children.”
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† The author, age 27 †
1: Don’t Be Afraid, O Human Soul!
The power thrones of today represent devil’s affair,
the power-hungry monsters are busy playing there.
Don’t be afraid, O human soul! Don’t break down in fear!
The drunkard of the underworld won’t prevail much longer here.
With injustice and wrongs black-stained is his throne,
his sword is rusted with curse of those under oppression.
Painting the sky dark yellow approaches the monsoon storm in full power,
the greedy ones are beguiled thinking, this is beautiful twilight hour.
The fire they have spread around the world, now in its flame in turn,
like blazing fire, everywhere, these wretcheds will burn.
*
The traveler of the path of truth! Don’t be afraid, don’t fear!
Those who seek peace, defeat is not for them, my dear!
Sometimes the enemies of peace win in their disguise,
at the end only in humiliation and shame comes their inevitable demise.
Dusts of the road rise off the ground as wind blows strong,
if you think, they are on the rise, won’t that be wrong?
Those who want to ascend above, these trash stand in their way;
they can make the road slippery, but the mud doesn’t win the day.
*
In tranquility, win or defeat, we will treat the same,
if we win, we will dedicate it to His glory and name.
If we lose, we will be greeted by Him in the hereafter
if we are battle-wounded, we will be His beloved, forever.
Sometimes they will win, but never shall we retreat!
Our Lord tests us—we will take it as His treat.
Does hatred ever bring back those who are lost?
To win their heart, with love first our heart must defrost.
Those who knowingly practice oppression and take away others’ right,
it is against them, the sword of God is always ready and upright.
*
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Don’t be hard on those who, in ignorance, go astray!
They might return to the truth, if you show love, and pray!
In His one name, invite people of all nation;
Hold sword in hand, while offer your heart with love and affection.
The whole world would be in your favor, if at you His grace flashes;
all the enemies of the truth, you will see, will burn into ashes.
Those whose hearts among us are stained with temptation,
they also deserve discipline, before facing God’s condemnation.
*
March forward, O the new warriors, indomitable!
Prevent our journey and progress? No one would be able!
Let faith and patience be the lasting friends—yours and mine.
On our path, the light of such and of moon will always shine.
Don’t be afraid! Have no fear!
Falsehood will definitely disappear!
Truth will triumph, O my dear!
Those who treat the meek with bloody eyes, finished is their share!
This world belongs to people, not to any throne; declare!
*
Those who disgrace the blessed power from their power-bed,
at the command of the King of kings, they lose their head.
The rule of the ship-owners is ending; it won’t be very long,
to the real king of the universe, all the countries will belong.
O blood-eyed vultures, monsters! Beware, beware!
To beguile others and make forget God’s command, how do you dare?
We fear one God only; no one else do we fear!
Our guide is the Omnipotent, our Lord so dear!
Sky, earth, moon, planets, and stars are witnesses, I say,
as to who are the followers of truth, and who go astray.
*
Don’t be afraid; have no fear!
Falsehood will surely disappear!
Truth will be triumphant, my dear!
2: My Distant Friend
To which lonesome abode do you beckon me
plaintively
again and again, my friend!
My roadside home, full of sorrows,
is blown up by the storm every now and then
and so, made homeless, I roam around.
The haunting tune of your flute
loosens all ties.
That’s how I am a wayfarer
searching round and round
farther and farther afield
for the roadside bride.
*
Beloved mine,
you get jealous for the slightest cause,
that’s why you never stop by the wayside.
your pains wring my heart.
To make a home by the wayside
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your eyes become tearful.
*
The scarf sweeps the wet grass.
Your doleful tune, friend,
draws up sighs
and moistens the eyes.
3: Come Hither
Come hither, the “fallen”, the “impure”, the “outcastes”!
Let us all worship The Holy Mother together!
*
Only when all castes and all nations
Assemble at Her feet, side by side without fear;
Only where we are not bound by temple, priest or scriptures
Can we properly worship the Goddess
*
Only when brothers sit side by side, worshiping together
Will she embrace those who call Her by name
Descending from Her throne in the heavens,
Sitting amongst us on the dusty earthly ground.
The Goddess’ altar will become sacred only when
Her holy water is blessed by the touch of us all.
*
Because we have ignored Her true message,
Brother has turned against brother
Today, upon seeing the Goddess in Her full splendor,
You will realize that we are all children of the same Mother
*
And heaven, earth and the entire universe will erupt in awe,
Awoken by our invocation to the Holy Mother
Fearlessly chanted by all in unison.
4: In Salutation Of One God
Let them spread jealousy, prejudice and defamation,
We will offer justice, peace and one God’s proclamation.
Let them seek narrowness, pigeon-hole and mud from pond,
We will seek open space, shining light and love’s bond.
*
Let them seek slave’s life, we seek martyr’s honor,
They fear death; while we search—it’s hiding in which corner?
They won’t die; if battle starts, they will hide behind a bush,
Nail-less, toothless—still boisterous, busy in giving each other a push.
*
They are lifeless, yet move by vile selfishness and greed,
They are jinns, ghosts, or mummies, from base desires can’t be freed.
We are the new youth of Bengal; to wrestle with death we enjoy,
Due to grace we spare them, thinking them as ant or toy.
*
They are ever-skeptical about everything, also about human progress in future,
These disbelievers are disciples of Satan; pessimism and wrong vision they nurture.
They say, people will all be atheist, and anarchy is what they will bring,
We say, they will be believers, so that the song of heavenly bond they will sing.
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*
Let them seek unhappiness, we will seek His forgiveness and love,
Let the ghosts seek graveyards, we will cherish the Garden from above.
People can see West’s world wars, as punishment inflicted from Him,
And then turn away from more selfishness, singing peace and justice’s hymn.
*
Let the owls stay in their hole, expecting no more sunrise,
Crows won’t attack them again, let it be their claw-and-beak’s demise.
Believers never say such things, they seek ray of hope and light,
Standing up against oppression and suffering, the believers delight.
*
The believers say, if we all turned toward Him in unison,
Shower of His mercy will bring on this earth like daily Eid celebration.
From seven heavens these believers want to bring colorful rainbow,
God never withholds His bounties; When does He ever say “No?”
*
Those who seek mischief and unhappiness, exactly that they will get,
Let them choose as they wish; on the path of our choice our foot will set.
They seek the kingdom of monsters, we want God’s kingdom,
This world then would experience peace, joy and freedom.
*
Our Lord’s treasure is ever full, we won’t lack anything anymore,
They want to fight over corpses like vultures or wild boar.
May God save us all, so that we don’t tread that path of doom,
One God is our Lord, His everlasting beauty you always see abloom.
*
All the vices in this world, let it disappear, let it go away,
This world’s darkness and hatred, may the ray of His love keep at bay.
From all the narrowness and prejudice may mankind’s heart be free,
Let His light shine from every home under every blooming tree.
*
Those foster riot to loot, they are greedy monsters or gangsters,
Path of goodness and virtue they won’t see, they will bring only disasters.
They are ever after vice, they are ever after conflict,
Their life is devoid of rhythm, they are spoiled, corpse-addict.
*
By God’s soldiers, they will surely be overcome, in future that is near
These pirates—plunderer of crops and harvests—are ever so familiar.
They are spiders, creatures of darkness; stay away from their home and den,
In abandoned corners lie their web, they haven’t seen life’s vibrant garden.
*
Believe in God, in one and only God, in day as well as night
Heavenly ride will be with you, with God’s sword in hand to fight.
Those who want to pass their life in sleep and laziness’ fashion,
They don’t want moon or sun, they are living dead, bound for humiliation.
*
Whose dream is everlasting youth, come, come that new generation,
Your sacrifice and work brought progress that are worthy of celebration.
Let them enjoy mud-slinging, their weapons are malice and vilification,
We will throw bouquet at them, and trumpet to one God our salutation.
5: In The Assembly Of Flowers
Why art thou silent O poet, in the assembly of
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flowers?
Why is the face sad and taar-streaked in the
morning breeze?
Let the lyre lying awake at thy feet
With tunes full to the brim in her bosom
Scatter forth joy at thy tender touch.
Let the air and the sky fill with the
fragrance of its music.
*
Thy beloved bade thee farewell in the night
in wounded pride
And in the gray morning her passion
cries out like a rose!
*
Forget her who will not return
And look at the one who waits at thy doors.
The sun has risen in glorious love
To make thee forget thy longing for the
setting moon.
6: Save Me From All Pettiness
Save me from all smallness
O my Lord, the Graciousness!
Teach me, O Lord, no sin is worse
than the sin of pettiness.
Even if I am a sinner over hundred births,
even if for eons I sojourn in hell,
Even then, I know Lord, there is forgiveness from you.
But is there forgiveness for pettiness? My Lord, Pray tell!
*
Please, my Lord, in my heart
don't constrict the space.
Friends, foes or strangers alike
Let my heart be able to embrace.
*
Let me not speak ill of others, nor harbor envy;
At others’ joy, let be lustrous my soul,
Let me weep for that wretched-hapless
whose heart is like a wormhole!
7: Sin
I sing of Equality—
Sinners of all grades are all my sisters
and brothers.
In this valley of sin, who is there among
men and women that hath not committed a sin?
I am but an abominable person;—the
pilot of sinners sunk in the quagmire of sin.
Heaven itself is tottering under the weight
of the sin of 330 million gods.
The demons enter Heaven through
the sinful path of the gods,
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from Adam down to this Nazrul
all have, more or less, butchered virtue
with the knife of sin.
The world is a domain of sin—
Half of it is God, the other half is Satan!
Listen, a fanatics! Before counting
another's sins, count thy own!
Out of the quagmire of sin growth virtue
like a lotus; in every flower there’s sin.
This beautiful world is full of mere deceit and curse.
Unable to get rid of them sage after
Sage pledged their heart and soul
to.virtue, and their body to vice.
Friend, I have said no untruth,
Begin with Brahma, Vishnu, Siva and
come downward graduallyLeave aside Men, be they devotees, saints,
Sages or hermits—
Their souls are self-denying ascetics,
their bodies are self-indulgent hedonists!
This world is a caravanserai of vice,
Here on the back of Religion’s Ass the
bag of virtue is empty
Here all are equally sinful.
By the measure of our sin we measure another’s sin.
If thou dost really run a godly race,
why such ample ceremony of outward show?
Putting on a cap and keeping a tuft of
hair on head thou dost seem to proclaim
that thou art not a sinner
If not a sinner, why such extravagant
parade of trade Mark?
The culprit has concealed himself in the
official costume of a Police officer!
Friend, let me tell thee a funny story,
Once Angels sinless assembled at a certain
meeting of Heaven were finding fault
with the dispensation of God as follows:
“Day and Night and Night and Day, we
Worship Him and attend his pleasure,
Yet He does not seem well-pleased—
all His boundless love and mercy flows
for mankind who are made of clay
and earth and are sunk in sin!”
All-knowing God knew it and addressed
them smiling: “Children of humble dust
they are with very frail minds,
In every flower on earth there’s pain
in the eyes, on the lips, there’s curse,
in the sandal wood there’s a burning
desire, in the moon
a thirst for kisses!
There in the eyes of a maiden is collyrium,
On the waist a silver chain, on the
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margin of the feet a red juice of a
particular tree, on the lips a red
hue of chewed betel, cupid himself
is a captive of these charms! A
beautiful Satan with vigilant eyes
guards the door, in every breast
there’s a quiver of flowers,
and everywhere the eyes send arrows
of flowers!”
Angels all said: “Lord, Let us see the
Earth and see how flowers blossom
there at whose head lies decrepitude and death.”
Said God: “Let two among you
decidedly superior to the rest go to
the earth and know the awful
nature of its temptation.”
Haroot and Maroot—the glory
of the Angels as the Sun and the Moon
in the sky—came down into human
habitation, and became partners of the
dust-be-decked Earth! Here some
spell nestles round every human shape
and everywhere is spread a snare,
in the water of the Lotus-Lake, one
moon of the sky has become seven hundred
Moons! Sound, Smell, colour have
Set up a magic noose; here on
every bank laughter overflows the
pitchers of water, and in fields
and meadows are heard the
sweetest saddest songs.
Soon was softened the heart of
the Angels of fire with the juice of Earth,
the amorous looks of carp-like eyes
leave their mark on the bosom.
Waving her Ghaghri
with a small pitcher of water on
her waist goes the artful, amorous Zohora—
the Ambassadors of Heaven were
captivated by that beauty, and
surrendered themselves at her rosy feet.
Drowned in the nectar of her lips like Anar-juice
The earthen pot of water was intoxicated
with the blood-red juice of grapes.
Away, away was swept the four
walls of self-restraint, the citadel
was bathered, to their heart’s content.
They drank the wine of Earth with
their flowery lips.
In Heaven God addressed all the
Angels smilingly as follows:
“See what has been done to Haroot
and Maroot by the wily Earth!
A damsel has a fatal gift of
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smell there, one speechless
message of her eyes, friends, is
enough to set at naught the
merits of the great penance
of a million ages!
Nymph Earth is possessed of eternal
Youth, Her Lord is Cupid—not Siva!”
8: Resurrection
Wake up
You captives of hunger, arise.
You harassed, down-trodden masses,
Spell thunder at the oppressors—
The stirred voices of the sufferers cry.
*
A new world reborn is soon to dawn.
These fetters of ancient scriptures
Wrought this utter ruin;
Come, let us break in,
Shattering the devil’s dungeon.
*
Wake up,
Ye, hapless masses, arise,
So that no-one beneath
The feet of others lies.
*
On a new foundation
A young world shall dawn.
Listen, you tyrant!
Listen, you rich!
Though destitute,
Through the war,
*
Our rights
We shall recover
With the unity of sufferers
All the world over.
9: Memories Of Liking
Memories of liking can not be forgotten,
*
so I visit your compound again and again,
*
The curved moon still rises in the sky,
the purple flower blooms in my garden;
and the bird sings “piya, piya” on riyal branches.
The light that plays on its flute at radiant dawn,
now overflows my heart with endless joy.
*
O my sweet darling,
Desert’s desire still lingers in my heart.
and the bod—Yamuna swells
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in utmost affection.
10: My Boat
I take no passenger in my boat
My boat is a damaged one.
I alone move from one bank to another
In this tattered canoe of mine.
The water of this river made a bankrupt of me
And now I want to go down to its bottom
And see how deep it is.
I seek not to make money
By ferrying passengers across;
*
I saw her
In the mirror of these waters,
But now the mirror alone is left
While the person in the mirror is gone,
And, in tears, I wander now,
Looking for her in this river.
*
Patiently I wait in the ban
Hoping to meet her,
Her name is my rosary.
*
And with tears in my eyes I call her.
But the star of my eyes
Has lured my sight away
Into the bottom of these waters
Even the river dries up, my friend.
And fills again with water
When the time is ripe.
Can it be that she alone
That went away would return no more?
Alas, my friend,
I loved and lost all.
Homeless and an exile
I now wander from door to door.
11: Offering
O Ever-forgetful!
Instead of bringing back nectar
from the Himalayas
you came back drinking
Shiva's deadly poison!
Why did you
love this earth so deeply?
Gods, therefore, play their trumpets
welcoming you into Heaven!
12: Ever Unafraid
I have received your help, O my Lord,
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and so I am unafraid.
Fear never comes near one
who has God for his friend.
No barriers stand on his path.
If he meets any obstacle in his forward march
a mighty torrent of strength
rushes into his breast from above,
and a brilliant sword sparkles in his hand,
ready to wipe out all obstacles standing
in his way.
*
All those who do not believe,
please listen to the story of my birth.
A furious storm raged when I was born;
the roof of our home was blown away
by a gusty wind,
and the doors were razed to the ground.
The bugle of Israfil made its deafening sound
again and again.
At the moment of my birth
the magic words “Allahu Akbar”
greeted my ears.
At those words my cries ceased.
Those sacred words reverberate in my veins
to this day,
they still thrill me, every moment of my life,
whether I am asleep or awake.
The tempest raging during my birth
drove me later out of my home,
and has since been leading me on
to a million unknown destinations.
Hundreds of hills, forests, seas and deserts
have I traversed.
Always I have heard the clarion call
of the Azan,
the call that had greeted my ears
when I first saw the light of day.
Poverty, pain, sorrow and sufferings galore
have I met in my many sojourns,
Yet I have always felt God’s blessings,
though unmerited, showered on me in measureless profusion.
*
I have struggled against multitudinous odds,
but I have never felt dismayed or frightened.
I know my role which is that of a born soldier.
Nothing could ever intimidate me
and turn me back from my forward march.
All my life I have been hearing
in my waking hours as well as in my dreams
a voice calling me and leading me on.
I never looked back and stopped in my forward march.
Responding to that inexorable call,
drawn by a fathom!ess love,
I always went forward.
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I always seemed to hear a loving voice
murmur into my ears;
“Not here, not here,
go further on,
move forward, my dear.”
All the rebels of this world were my friends,
they always threw their doors open to take me
in, an eternal fugitive.
But a strange sadness welled up in me.
I missed someone badly. Was it God?
Was that the fulfillment I always longed for?
Or was that me, my very own self?
*
A war raged between him and me;
the good and the evil sometimes dragged me
into an abysmal darkness.
Sometimes, again, they ringed me
in a halo brilliant light.
Like a comet thrown out of its orbit
I rush on at a terrific speed,
and as I go along leave my track
strewn with the bouquets of a million mistakes.
How many sins did I commit in the past!
But all those memories have been wiped out now
from my mind.
What is the good of worrying
over what is dead and gone?
Never did the past stop me
in my forward march.
My chariot has always moved ahead,
brushing aside all obstacles and barriers.
No filth or impurity can pollute the waters of a river
whose current, thirsty for union with the sea,
is alive and flowing.
*
My son died,
and I found myself prostrated with grief.
The first shock of losing one’s child
was too much for me.
But strangely enough the radiance of the moon
brought for me at that very hour
an overpowering fragrance of the hasnuhena,
and I ceased to grieve for my dead son.
My mind became filled with that fragrance.
And this surprised my friends.
They exclaimed in wonder,
“Is he a father, or a clod of stone?”
Well, he who goes away from me
is lost to me forever.
Only he who rushes along with me,
keeping pace with my tempestuous speed,
remains my friend and companion.
*
My soul pines forever and bewails,
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“It is getting late,
the time is almost come
to meet my Fate
face to face.”
Drawn by the current of great love
I rush forward,
and, then, all on a sudden I feel
a mighty backward pull from behind.
Is that Satan?
Is that the monster of ignorance?
I do not know.
From where I know not
a horde of troubles, mischiefs and anguish
pours forth and engulfs me.
*
Fear of death does not unnerve me.
I am a born soldier, I know.
No barriers can stop my onward march.
No obstacles can make me surrender
and accept defeat.
My Lord is the most coveted
and the most powerful.
Which ignoble devil from what murky
Hell dare stand before my path
and hinder my forward march?
Suddenly I seem to see a great bow of light
appearing in the wide blue sky before me;
I feel like an arrow attached to that bow.
The devil seems to pull the string tight,
bent on hurling me into some dark
abysmal cavern.
But the mighty strength of God moves in
from somewhere,
and a wild storm that had visited me
at the hour of my birth comes again
to keep me company.
Shouting the magic words “Allahu Akbar,”
I pull at the taut strings of the bow
with all my strength.
I kick at the devil’s head and let go my arrow
which seems to touch the edges of my Lord’s throne.
And what a miracle it is!
*
Where has the devil gone?
There is only my Lord
and unspeakable bliss!
None can describe the nature of that
unearthly joy,
*
Only he who has tasted it knows what it is.
*
I am the soldier of God,
I know no barriers,
I know no decay.
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With God’s flaming sword in hand
I rush through all obstacles
and go my way.
The storm is my constant companion,
I am the tempestuous rebel wind,
the holy war of truth and fiery revolution
are the eternal burdens of my song.
I always obliterate with savage anger
age-old superstitions and prejudices.
With a mad fury I burn all dead debris.
Nothing can stop my onward march.
No stars or planets or sky,
no fetters or prison-houses can contain
or hold me back.
The Eternal, the All-complete, the All-Embracing oversoul
calls me all the time.
And so I am unconquerable,
I am deathless,
I am ever unafraid.
13: The Eternal Child
O the nameless eternal child
you have come across unknown lands,
what ornament of name you have put on!
What a prison it is for the chainless!
*
Tell me, by what name I’ll call you again
to my heart’s content,
you lost your way from this home
where you lived, where you do come back
over and over again losing your own name.
*
O my sweet dear,
you are the radiant pearl of my dark home
filling the hungry home with the little butter
your tiny hand has brought.
*
That today in intimate happiness
a sea of wailing swells up in my bosom
to call you by a new name,
who is there to stop my voice
my mind, too, utterly dejected.
*
You came from settling down, O traveler,
stepping toward rising up.
14: Faith And Hope
Don'’t look up to them—those
who have lost faith and hope.
They move—yet they’re dead—the living dead,
the devil has finished them, robbed them
of their integrity.
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Out of fear, their souls have escaped
to the land of Death.
*
If there are wants, poverty, debt, disease,
suffering, humiliation—don’t just succumb
to hopelessness—fight them!
The real enemy is within—fear; and
only the ones who will accept defeat out of confusion,
lies and unnecessary fear will go on suffering every day.
*
“Oh, what is going to happen?”—those who just sit at home
trembling in fear, are the ones already defeated
in the battle of life.
They are the captives in the prison
of humiliation and subjugation.
*
They are repulsive—allowing the helpless
to be treated with injustice.
They are afraid for no reason, weak and ignorant.
More than pity, I feel infuriated by them.
They lie dead with their tongues stuck out.
Flowers blossom in burial grounds, but
in these dead trees, blossoms nothing.
*
They are fatalists—sitting alone they think,
“This is my fate, you can’t change that!”
They deny their own power,
accepting defeat without a fight.
They are senile, morbid—don’t mix with them.
They are death’s leftover garbage in this world.
They are diseased from the inside,
they see only darkness around them.
With eyes closed, even when they see light,
they say, “This is not light.”
*
For those with intense, unshakeable confidence,
waves of youth and life flow melodiously.
They enliven the dead earth—bountiful
with crops, flowers and fruits.
Nothing can block their way.
*
Fearless—any defeat is their ladder to heaven.
The darker the days, the more they see the light of hope.
Go to them—they wear the amulets
of fearlessness and victory over death.
*
Those who can imagine loftily, dream nobly,
they are the ones who bring welfare to the earth.
They show the paths of exploring the impossible,
even angels abide by them.
*
Possessing soul, yet allowing themselves
to suffer bodily pain,
not vowing their lives against the oppressor—
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they are like caged animals, not human beings,
their hopelessness leads all human hopes and faith
to dissolution.
*
Possessing hands and feet, yet sitting inert
hiding faces in a dark muddy hole out of fear—
they have disavowed their humanity.
They belong to burial and cremation grounds—
not amongst us.
*
I say, listen people, lead a life of fulfillment.
You’ll see, the earth is shaken by its power!
This is the message of God: “Human beings get
what they wish for.”
Their hands, feet, eyes become God’s own.
*
If hopes are lofty, and so are the efforts to achieve them,
then victory awaits at the door.
Impatience never overtakes that soldier
even at times of great difficulties.
Determined, calm, engrossed is the pioneer hero.
*
He replaces gloom with divine joy.
Like the moon, his love moves the sea of humanity.
His heart is filled with courage.
March along with him on that path of victory!
*
Have faith—you will get what you hope for!
And don’t touch him—he’s dead—one
who has lost faith.
15: Help Me Do The Crossing
Help me do the crossing,
Oh Lord of the Universe.
The boat is rocking on the waves of pity; endless is the crossing.
*
My boat is battered and there is no oarsman and the hope is
remote to get to the shore.
*
If you spurn me because I am helpless, whom shall I rely on?
In this unfeeling world those who were my companions
*
Have one after the other left me as this night of darkness approached.
You be my pole star and light up the immense darkness.
*
Without your kindness, you universal friend,
I can’t make the crossing.
16: Come My Wayfarer Friend
Come my wayfarer friend,
Come stepping over the petal-strewn path.
My mind has become a restless wanderer
1643

Waiting for your arrival.
*
All across the sky there is a frolic of light,
The earth is decked out in a festival of flowers,
And the rafts of colored clouds afloat
Are all anticipating your arrival.
*
On that path of yours I wish I could
Lay down my soul.
You would press it as you walk,
Bless it with the touch of your sole.
*
In your contemplation, O my king of all kings,
I’ve given up my own grooming,
I’ve neglected all my chores.
You will come, the joy of that hope
Has overwhelmed my heart.
*
Come, come, my wayfarer friend,
Stepping over the petal-strewn path.
17: Purer Than Pure Gold
O brother, purer than pure gold
Is the soil of my land.
Her soil and water
Her fruits and flowers
Quench our thirst and hunger,
as we drink from her milk-pot.
*
To have the blessings of this Mother
Taking leftovers from her temples
Pilgrims are gratified, coming from various castes.
O brother, prostrating on the dust of this land
Jewels fall down and welter,
O brother, slumber of all in the world
Is broken by the touch of her magic stick.
*
Coating this soil and this mud,
learning from this land’s good conduct
the whole world became civilized all the way
*
O brother, this ascetic in every land
Puts on the light out of love,
*
Mother wakes up alone through the dark night
Watching from the post of crematorium.
18: Come, O Guide Of The Age
Come, O guide of the age,
The fearless and the bold.
Come, O the eternally beautiful,
The serene and the confident;
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I sing your victory.
Come, O hero.
The raised thunder.
Come, O the unconquerable,
The cruel and the arrogant,
I sing your victory.
*
O the healer of the sorrows
Of dumb millions,
Wake up.
O the leader of the age;
I sing your victory,
I welcome you.
*
Listen to the heartrending cries over there.
Come, O the severer of fetters.
The child
is awakening,
The child is seeking light
Come, O the rising sun,
I sing your victory,
You I welcome.
19: God Is My Most Dearly Beloved!
God is my most dearly beloved.
He is never far from me,
always He holds me in His embrace.
He is the handsomest and the most beautiful,
my supreme Lord.
Sometimes I call him my master
and lie at His feet in deep humility.
At other times I lose myself in His love
and shower my tear-washed kisses on Him.
The kisses I bestow on Him
fly toward an unknown destination,
and then returning from the seven heavens
they gather again in my breast.
It is according to His wishes
that I speak of myself as His eternal slave,
and yet, though a slave, how I joke
and laugh with Him!
I know not the nature of His beauty,
I only feel His enchanting touch.
Oh, how can I dream of seeing Him
with these two eyes of mine!
But can't a blind wife feel
the loving touch of her husband
and be thrilled?
I know that I shall see my Master
when the veil of darkness will lift
from my eyes.
How can I say if I am frightened
of Him or not?
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The limits of His creation are beyond
the reach of my knowledge.
I am afraid of Him during the day,
but at night all fear deserts me.
And then in those dark mysterious hours
what things we say to each other!
Some or that I understand,
some I don't,
only tears flood my eyes.
Forgetting all speech I long to hold Him
tight in my embrace.
I know not where one could find
such a love as this.
Why, does the skylark know
whence comes the rain water to quench
his thirst?
No loving couple has ever tasted
such a love as this!
Only the truly beloved of God knows it.
Sometimes I play with Him,
but sometimes I see Him going away
from me leaving me behind,
and then my sorrow knows no bounds.
Hurt and pained, I destroy the pleasant bower
I built.
*
Tears well up in my eyes,
the pang of separation overwhelms me,
and my days and nights grow dull, lifelessness
and heavy.
And then I suddenly discover with a start
that the friend of my days
and the lover of my nights
lies, quietly smiling, deeply entrenched
in my tear-drenched breast.
With my eyes swimming in tears I cry;
“You are so noble, so great,
and yet you come to me!
What if the learned theologians
slander You?
You are ever holy and sacred,
You are my most dearly beloved.
Why should you love one so
and invite all these vile attacks?”
You quietly smile and say.
“One who is touched by the magic of my love
is changed in a moment
and turned into pure gold.
All his past is wiped out
and he becomes a new man.
And yet his detractors slander him
and grow green with envy!”
*
“Does he lament and pine away and weep?”
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ask the learned theologians.
*
My love replies,
“I have seen tears in his eyes,
I have heard his tear-soaked message
in the darkness of the night
The sorrows of his beloved
have brought a storm in his sky.”
I wonder and say,
“You are so kind, so beautiful;
why, then, is there
such a barren desert
in the hearts of men?”
*
My Lord answers,
“They do not want to make friends
with me.
*
They avoid me.
they turn their backs on me.
and that brings on them all their sufferings.
Like a beggar I stand all the time
at their door.
I plead not to be shut out
but to be taken in,
and yet they turn a deaf ear
to my entreaties.
They think that I am cruel,
and though I provide them with shelter
it is they who shut me out.
They look upon me as a stranger,
they fear me,
and in turn they themselves grow
timid and cowardly.
I gladly take him into my arms
whoever wants to befriend me.
Who is a better friend of man than me?
AIl the sins, curses and black stains
dropp off from one who is touched by my love.
and then he is no longer judged by me.
All creatures can be my beloved
if they only want me,
and then they can find their fulfillment.”
*
I look about me and see His love
in the moonlight that falls on this earth.
I see His love wrapped about the length and breadth
of the sprawling blue sky.
It is His love that makes me so an anxious
to make Him my own.
It is His love that makes me love
this world of ours with such great affection.
Eternally beautiful, eternally full of grace,
He begs us all the time to make ourselves
1647

as beautiful as He.
But on this beautiful creation of His
falls the shadow of the evil.
That raises all the problems and
Shuts Him off from our vision.
We strive and work for our own petty gains
and like fools, run away from the task
allotted to us by Him in His infinite wisdom.
We are like ignorant children,
and so He wants us to act
according to His instructions.
All His directives He has clearly laid down
in His Holy Book,
but we pay no heed to them.
Drunk with pride we go our way
and blunder and languish and wither away.
Those who do not follow the path shown by Him
exchange nectar for poison
and then complain forever.
No one who begged His kindness
ever came back with empty hands,
disappointed and rejected.
*
Only those who never sought His assistance
went on blaming Him as unkind and cruel.
Whose loving kindness is behind the blossoming
of all the smiling flowers, all the sprouting
corns and foodgrains of this earth?
*
Whose warm affection flows down
from the rainy clouds and along the swelling
streams of rivers and seas?
From whom does this life spring
and gain its power, fame and prestige?
This knowledge still eludes those fools
and malcontents.
*
In His name I say,
“Please listen to me, all of you who
as yet do not believe.
Take Him to your bosom as your friend
and you will see that all your wants
have vanished.”
It is through His infinite mercy
that I love Him.
I would like to say only this and leave;
“One who has got Him through His love
has nothing else to seek for him
in this wide wide universe.”
But I have said enough.
Go now and love Him, and come back
to me again.
and tell me what you have lost
and what you have gained.
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20: Bless Us O Lord
Bless us Oh Lord, bless us all.
Let others love us and let us love others.
Let there be no hatred or malice or physical pain or mental agony.
Let the earth be another paradise, O Lord.
Give us the light of knowledge, give us Herculean strength, O Lord.
We will explore you in the light of knowledge you have
given, you strength will aid our work.
If righteousness by our companion, all fear and sorrow will end.
But if we fail in any danger save us from it, O Lord.
21: Secret Lover
Though lost, yet I love thee
O dear,
Between the two shores of the sea
A whisper I hear.
*
Me on this shore,
You on the other,
In between weeps
A formidable tether.
*
The shadow of a tree
Beckons me from the shore,
I am a desert,
The gentle touch of shade
I do abhor.
*
We have never known,
Nor have we met each other.
I have hopes in my heart,
In you, there is fear.
*
When the wind beats
The waves break on your feet;
But never shall my waves
Harm your shore—
*
They erode only my bank,
Not yours any more.
*
Dear love,
I have never been near you.
A song-bird,
I sat on the branch
For a day or two.
*
After the songs
When I shall part
Shall my songs dwell
In your heart?
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*
The bird will be gone
But cadences will remain;
I shall fly high,
You will cry in vain.
*
That once my waves
On your shore did ring.
No one shall know,
No one shall sing.
*
When I fly so high
If a feather comes night
Wear it in your tresses
In sheer forgetfulness.
*
But, do not fear,
For some day
it will also disappear.
*
Like me in one of those
Rain-soaked morns,
Will you drip
Oh my pine, alone?
And kiss me in imagination,
In your midnight fascination.
And wake up from a trance
With random thoughts
To weep with the clouds
O my Swallow?
*
My lone,
I weep, for I shall not
Find you any more.
The waves rumble,
For they never get off the shore.
*
To possess you is to
Banish the flute,
And to invite the death
Total and absolute:
*
My bosom is full
For I have been denied
The flute is melodious
For it is empty inside.
22: Evening Star
Oh, dear evening star
Whose bride art thou with veils,
In the glances of your eyes,
Whose forgotten face dwells?
*
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Evening lamp, with a veiI to hide,
And casting glances at this bride,
Though often her looks quiver,
This goes on forever.
*
Whose lost bride is she?
At dusk, mute and beside me,
To arouse the yearning for a home,
In the heart of a homeless wanderer.
*
Perpetually you rise and sink,
With a tender pallid wink,
For whom, you heavenly bride?
Where does your beloved abide!
23: The Wine Of God’s Love
Drunk with the wine of divine love
I am oblivious of all.
Abandoning the mosque my leader comes this way
I hear him call.
At the end of worldlines,
For my prayers and fasting
I seek not of God
Heaven's blessings.
As Qais loved Laili
And the world forgot,
As Farhad loved Shirin
And the world remembered not,
So do I love my God
With whom I have merged my lot.
The moth is not afraid of being burnt to death
It rushes to the fire.
The sea cannot quench the skylark's thirst
The rain water does the bird desire.
The chakor pines for the moon
Though she is up in the sky.
The sunflower hungers for the sun
Though far far away does it lie.
In the same way do I seek my God,
No calculations make I.
24: Don’t Judge Me, O Allah!
Don't judge me, O Allah, on the Day of Resurrection!
This sinner doesn't want a trial, wants your love and compassion!
Quite knowingly throughout my life
sins have accumulated so rife,
I can't hope to survive your judgment and scrutiny;
Don’t judge me, O Allah, don’t judge me!
If you really wish to judge, why the name Rahman, the Most Kind?
Why did you give the knowledge that by that name salvation we will find!
On that Day, as a humble mendicant,
when I will beg of you, O Lord, the Dominant!
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Will you be able to turn me away with hands empty?
Don’t judge me, O Allah, don’t judge me!
25: God
Who are you, my friend,
searching for God in heaven
and the underworld?
Who are you-searching
through the wilderness
and mountain peaks?
It’s a pity—O Rishis and Dervishes,
you go on searching for Him
from country to country
while holding the Jewel of the Heart
in your own heart!
The whole creation looks at you
while your own eyes are shut.
You search for the creator
instead of searching for your self.
O self-inflicted: blind-open your eyes,
look at yourself in the mirror.
You’ll see—His shadow falls on your body.
Don’t shudder, Hero,
Don’t be intimidated
by the scholars of the scriptures—
they’re not God’s “private secretaries”
We all are His manifestation,
He is present in us all.
Seeing myself, I see the unseen Creator.
The merchants at the seaport trade in gems.
But never ask them where the gems are mined.
They are merely traders of gems,
but they think that they know where the mine is too!
They have never taken a dive
into the fathomless depth of the gem-bearing ocean.
Instead of messing with the scriptures,
my friend, dive right into
the ocean of Truth!
26: You Are So Handsome
You are so handsome that I can’t take my eye off you,
is that my crime?
The bird that cries beholding the moon doesn’t bother the moon.
I watch the flower’s gradual unfolding, but the flower
doesn’t mind
Nor does the cloud when the admiring bird circles round it.
The sun-flower knows it will never get the sun, and yet
undismayed
It watches its sovereign, it is content just watching.
I've got the gift of vision so that I may see you,
you beautiful being
Let this wish of mine be realized, my dearest one.
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27: Human Being
I sing of equality.
There's nothing greater than a human being,
nothing nobler!
Caste, creed, religion—there’s no difference.
Throughout all ages, all places,
We’re all a manifestation
of our common humanity.
*
“O Priest, please open the door!
A hungry god is at your doorstep
It’s time for worship.”
Awakened by this dream
the priest rushes to open the temple door
with eager anticipation: His day might have
finally arrived to get rich as a king
from the blessings that this god may bestow upon him.
Instead, there’s this traveler—clad in rags, thin,
with a feeble voice, saying: “Please,
open the door, Father—I haven’t eaten anything
for seven days!”
*
The priest slams the door on his face!
Turning around to continue on his journey
through the dark night
the hungry traveler says: “This temple
belongs to the priest, O God, not to you!”
At the mosque, the moulah is overjoyed,
by the huge amount of leftovers of meat and bread
from yesterday’s offerings.
*
Just then a sickly traveler arrives at the door,
saying: “Father, I have been hungry
for the last seven days!”
The mullah reacts: “What a botheration!
You’re starving?—Just go and drop dead
in some cattle graveyard!
Besides—do you say your prayers?”
“No, Father,” replied the hungry man.
“That does it-out!” shouts the mullah
shutting the door on his face,
holding on to the meat and bread.
*
The hungry man continues on his journey,
saying: “I have lived for eighty years
without saying a prayer, yet you’ve never
deprived me of my food. But the mosques
and temples, O Lord—human beings have
no claim on them. Mullahs and priests
have locked all their doors!”
*
Where are you Chengis, Ghazni Mahmood, Kalapahar?
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Smash the locked doors of these houses of worship!
Who dares shutting the doors of the house of God,
who dares to put locks on them?
Open those doors—strike with your hammers & crowbars!
Oh, the house of worship—selfish, hypocrites
occupy their towers!—
*
Who are they—hating human beings
yet kissing the Qur’an, the Vedas, the Bible?
Snatch away those books from them.
The hypocrites pretend worshipping those books
by killing the human beings who have, in fact,
brought those books into existence.
*
Listen, you ignorants: Human beings
have brought the books,
the books never brought human beings!
Adam, David, Isiah, Moses, Abraham, Mohammad,
Krishna, Buddha, Nanak, Kabir—the treasures
of the world—they are our ancestors.
It’s their blood that runs through our veins.
We’re their children, kin—we’re of the same body.
Who can tell?—Someone among us
may turn out to be like one of them.
*
Don’t laugh, my friend—the self within us
is fathomless and infinite.
Do I—does anyone—know what greatness
may lie within that self?
Perhaps in me lies the Kalki,
and in you, Mehdi or Isiah.
Who knows what is one’s limit or the origin!
Who finds what path to follow?
Whom do you hate, brother, whom do you kick?
Perhaps within his heart
resides the ever—awakened God!
Or perhaps he’s nobody that important,
great, or of high esteem—but just someone
who’s covered with filth, badly wounded and battered,
and burning with sorrow.
*
Yet, all the holy scriptures and houses of worship
are not as sacred as that one tiny human body!
Perhaps he’ll father—in his house will be born
someone yet unmatched in the history of the world,
who’ll deliver a message never heard before,
whose great power the world has yet to witness!
*
Who’s he? An untouchable?
Why do you startle? He’s not to be despised!
He may turn out to be Harishchandra or Lord Shiva.
Today an untouchable—tomorrow he may become
a supremely revered yogi-emperor.
You’ll come to him with offerings, sing his eulogy.
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Why do you look down upon a shepherd?
Perhaps he’s Krishna in shepherd’s disguise!
Don’t hate him for being a peasant
he maybe Lord Balaram!
They’re all bearers of eternal messages.
Everyday begging men and women
are turned away from the door.
How would I recognize
if Lord Bholanath and Girijaya were among them?
*
Just to avoid sharing a little of your sumptuous meal
with a beggar, you resort to your doorman—beating up
and chasing away a god!
But all that gets recorded—who knows if you’re
ever forgiven by the humiliated goddess.
Friend, you’re full of greed
with a blinder of selfishness over your eyes.
Otherwise you’d recognize the god
serving you as a coolie.
*
You, beast! To appease your hunger, do you want
to go on plundering the god within the human heart,
the nectar churned out of human pain?
Your evil gorge knows what appeases your hunger,
where in your palace is concealed your death-arrow.
Through the ages, your own desires
have dragged you into your death-holes.
28: You Are Always In My Thoughts
You are always in my thoughts, O my Lord.
I vainly look for you outside my heart.
You dwell inside me like life, like the soul
You laugh while I erect a temple and install an idol there
Like the wind, like light you permeate the world
Like the perfume of a flower you encompass one’s Being.
You are mercurial you are formless
I constantly see the miracle you unveil.
I am a partner day and night in your hide and seek Game.
29: Young Lover
O young lover! Present
Your pain of love to your beloved’s heart,
O triumphant! Now conquer the world
With your mind’s winning art.
Not equal to loving soul
A thousand Ka’ba or thousand mosque,
Why do you even seek Ka’ba
In lieu of your heart’s kiosk.
*
To the heart that glows in rays of love—
Equal are all the divine places in vogue,
God’s mosque, statued-temple,
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Christian church, or Jewish synagogue.
*
His name is immortal on the scroll of love;
It is written there with divine ray,
From his mind Hell’s fear is gone,
In longing for Paradise, he doesn’t spend the day.
30: The Egalitarian
I sing the song
Of equality,
Where all status and class
Become triviality.
The Rendezvous of Hindu, Buddhist,
Muslim or those of Christianity,
I sing the song
Of equality!
*
Who are you? Persian? Jain?
Shaotal, Til, Garo? Jew?
Confucian? Charvaka-disciple?
Anything else; something new?
*
My friend!
Be whatever you are,
Or, whatever book or scroll you carry
in your head or on your shoulder
*
Vedas, Tripitak
Or Qur’an—Puran,
Avesta or another,
read as much as you like or can.
*
But why this foolhardiness
Whacking your head with all your power,
Why so much haggling in the market,
When at your roadside blooms fresh beautiful flower?
*
Right in you resides
The essence of all books, of all time,
In every scripture you will find this,
My friend, if you just open your heart sublime.
*
Your heart hosts faith’s essence
And of all that you deem holy,
Your heart is the world-altar
representing all the divine, wholly.
*
Why do you seek the holy or divine
in the skeletons of scrolls dead?
He smiles behind the curtain
right in your soul-bed.
*
My friend, believe me
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I am not lying,
To bow in your adoration,
All the crowns are dying.
This heart is Kaashi, Mathura,
Brindaban or holy Nile flowing,
It is Buddha’s Goya, Jerusalem
Madina, or where Ka’ba is glowing.
*
Real mosque, temple, church—
are not distant from this heart,
Sitting here Jesus and Moses
found their awakening to the truth start.
*
In world’s arena Bhagavad-Gita,
Played eternal youth’s tune,
In this same field the sheep-grazing prophets’
chord with God was hewn.
*
Meditating in this cave of the heart
Great Buddha the saint,
Gave up the kingdom
Hearing humanity’s pangs go faint.
*
At this altar the desert’s prince
Used to hear the divine call,
From this throne, he also sang
Qur’an’s message of equality of all.
*
My brother, yes, O my brother,
Wrong I haven’t heard,
There isn’t any temple or mosque
greater than this heart.
31: Let’s Meet Hereafter!
We will meet again in the life Hereafter;
Here, please, forget me with a simple laughter.
Anything that remained unsaid,
I won’t say; Let you also keep silence;
If I offer my love, turn me away;
If I persist, hurt me, in pretense.
*
Dream is broken abruptly here,
The evening’s bud sheds in the dawn;
The heart dries up before love is savored;
The ambrosia here has the taste of poison.
*
In separation here, heart longs in agony;
When together, quickly we go apart;
Where the fountain of love is never dry,
In that everlasting Garden, remember to seek my heart.
32: Equality
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I sing the song of equality.
I sing of the country
Where fresh joys blossom forth in, the hearts of men
And budding life shimmers in their faces.
Comrade, nobody is king—in this land and none a subject.
There is no man here poor and abject
Nor is there any, full of riches and money.
Here some do not eat cast off rice-sweepings
And some all the cream and honey.
No one bows down here before the horses feet,
Or in front of the motor-cars wheels.
Hatred does not spring up here
In whitemen’s breasts
Whenever they see blackmen close and near.
Comrade, this is a place where all are equal,
Where the black and the white have no separate
graveyards,
Where they have no separate rooms for offering
their prayers.
*
There are no sentries or peons here,
Nor is there any police-troops fear.
*
This is the Heaven where there are no distinctions,
Where leaving aside all quarrels
Men have clasped other’s hands as brothers dear,
Religion does not create differences in this place
Nor do scriptures raise any futile clamour.
The priests and padres, the mullah and the
mulvis
*
Drink water here from the same container.
Here the house of prayer for the Creator
Lies in the body and the mind.
Here His throne of sorrows
Is amidst the miseries of mankind.
Here He responds to men’s calls
By whatever name they may choose to appeal
Like the loving and fond mother
Ever ready and alert to respond
To the call of her child,
Whatever name he may call her by.
*
Here in this abode of equality
Different ways of apparel
Do not give rise to vicious quarrel.
Here clothed in dusty costume
Men are satisfied and happy,
Here in this land peace and equality.
33: Ghazal
Striding down the road, if ever by any wild chance,
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We meet, my dear heart,
Please look at me with those eyes drunk with longing,
Like you used to in the days past.
*
On that day, if tears well up in your eyes,
Do not hide them by any pretense.
That endearing name you used for me,
For one last time, please call me by that name.
*
And if the present lover be by your side,
Do not fear; he would be dear to me too.
I’d tell him, “Love my Beloved, please,
More than I was ever able to.”
*
Perchance you are pained seeing me so lovelorn,
I’d move myself away.
Lest I be a thorn in your way,
I’d beg, and I’d pray
For your alms of oblivion.
34: The Ecstasy of Creation
In the ecstasy of creation today
Laughs my face, smile my eyes
Glows my boiling blood
In the brook of my shuttered soul
The roaring tide brings the flood.
Streams laughter, tears together
Freedom comes, unity nearer.
Opens my mouth, heart cries
From bitter sorrows bliss arise
There comes the forlorn breast’s cry of woe
In the ecstasy of creation today ho!
Comes desolation, breaths dejection
Heart rending sigh beyond creation.
Swelling the sea, blowing the wind, shaking the firmament
Exploding in the space,
God Vishnu’s wheel is flying
Sparks in the air,
God Shivas landing-trident.
Behold! the Comet with the meteors
Out to overturn the creation-doors
Watching which today
Flowers of a million gardens
Dance in my heart with gay
In the ecstasy of new order today.
35: Fanaticism Is Not Religion!
Bullying, hypocrisy or fanaticism: that’s not what religion is all about
According to all scriptures, fanatics are disciples of the devil: no doubt.
The one and only Creator of all: He is the loving Master ever;
That there is more than one Creator, no true religion can claim so; never.
*
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Even then, partnership to God is attributed by Satan the smitten
Yet his judge is only God, no one else: in the Qur'an it is written.
Man can’t be Satan's judge or try him; indeed, either to the Hell
or to Heaven, what human power can push him or propel?
*
”Guide only those who are lost”—this is a divine command,
Any wrongdoing even against the unbelievers: in the Qur’an it is patently banned.
Why do people sin, or why some go astray as human being?
Why some people come to this world handicapped, or without the power of seeing?
*
Why are some ever-destitutes, and some are ever-so-rich?
Why some always live in peace, while others are destined to trouble’s ditch?
Which preacher or Mullah knows its mystery, please tell me
They have carried the load of scriptures—Qur'an, Vedas—like no more than a donkey.
*
Even to that wretched who did not call Him, as to the provision for his hunger,
Why God did not Himself deprive him, who can communicate to a scripture-monger?
His creation—like the open-wide sky—embraces all, none barred;
His air and wind flows everywhere: mosque, temple, or earth's every corner or yard.
*
On the basis of faith, the light of His sun and moon does not ever discriminate,
it comes to every home or nation; where does it cause any division or foster hate?
His rain comes in shower flowing in the field and yard of all the faithful,
His fire, water, air serve everyone—to the ingrate and the grateful.
*
His water brings the blessings of flower and fruit to the garden of every nation,
Who, yet, preaches hatred and division in His love’s congregation?
No saint, dervish, yogi, a prophet or a messenger truly divine,
Ever reviled others’ faith or religion—who isn't aware of this wisdom so fine?
*
Under the guise of religion, the bullies and the pretenders have a pact;
they stir up the ignorant mass as part of their vile selfish act.
They foster hatred and prejudice among different faith or nation;
these devils cherish power, while feeding themselves is their only preoccupation.
*
Under the guise of religious movements, these ugly faces
claim that, if in power, they will help their fellows, or that’s how they make their cases.
Fame and medals of aristocrats these Zaminders, loan sharks, and filthy rich get
In reality, they care about none; on their own welfare their eyes are set.
*
All the wealth they amass, have they ever given anyone anything?
Has ever a homeless found shelter in their fancy, luxurious building?
In the name of nationality or religion, poison is what they spread;
These are poisonous snakes; Finish them—don’t you dread!
*
One is not a believer who doesn’t have tolerance or patience—a virtue so auspicious
They are gangs of demons, worse than titans or monsters—utterly vicious.
Those who are oppressors, they have no specific religion or affiliation,
They block people from the divine ray; these friends of darkness believe in no reconciliation.
*
They bring agitation and hatred among people, and help break any relation,
They are monsters who snatch away others’ food and water in disgraceful jubilation.
We must know that these people in their death’s pang,
suffer in this life, as shame over their head does hang.
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*
The ultimate Judge who has no partner, He
punishes whom in just a while, you will, yes you will, see.
We are poor, destitute, oppressed and weak!
To lead us astray those who incessantly tweak;
They breed discord, disturbance, and pursue their selfish fortune,
In the Qur'an God addresses these wretcheds: “Turn into apes” to play their tune.
36: The Rebel
Say, Valiant,
Say: High is my head!
*
Looking at my head
Is cast down the great Himalayan peak!
Say, Valiant,
Say: Ripping apart the wide sky of the universe,
Leaving behind the moon, the sun, the planets
and the stars
Piercing the earth and the heavens,
Pushing through Almighty's sacred seat:
Have I risen,
I, the perennial wonder of mother-earth!
The angry God shines on my forehead
Like some royal victory’s gorgeous emblem.
Say, Valiant,
Ever high is my head!
*
I am irresponsible, cruel and arrogant,
I am the king of the great upheaval,
I am cyclone, I am destruction,
I am the great fear, the curse of the universe.
I have no mercy,
I grind all to pieces.
I am disorderly and lawless,
I trample under my feet all rules and discipline!
I am Durjati, I am the sudden tempest of ultimate summer,
I am the rebel, the rebel-son of mother-earth!
Say, Valiant,
Ever high is my head!
*
I am the hurricane, I am the cyclone
I destroy all that I found in the path!
I am the dance-intoxicated rhythm,
I dance at my own pleasure,
I am the unfettered joy of life!
I am Hambeer, I am Chhayanata, I am Hindole,
I am ever restless,
I caper and dance as I move!
I do whatever appeals to me, whenever I like,
I embrace the enemy and wrestle with death,
I am mad. I am the tornado!
I am pestilence, the great fear,
I am the death of all reigns of terror,
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I am full of a warm restlessness forever!
Say, Valiant,
Ever high is my head!
*
I am creation, I am destruction,
I am habitation, I am the grave-yard,
I am the end, the end of night!
I am the son of Indrani
With the moon in my head
And the sun on my temple
In one hand of mine is the tender flute
While in the other I hold the war bugle!
I am the Bedouin, I am the Chengis,
I salute none but me!
I am thunder,
I am Brahma's sound in the sky and on the earth,
I am the mighty roar of Israfil's bugle,
I am the great trident of Pinakpani,
I am the staff of the king of truth,
I am the Chakra and the great Shanka,
I am the mighty primordial shout!
I am Bishyamitra's pupil, Durbasha the furious,
I am the fury of the wild fire,
I burn to ashes this universe!
I am the gay laughter of the generous heart,
I am the enemy of creation, the mighty terror!
I am the eclipse of the twelve suns,
I herald the final destruction!
Sometimes I am quiet and serene,
I am in a frenzy at other times,
I am the new youth of dawn,
I crush under my feet the vain glory of the Almighty!
*
I am the fury of typhoon,
I am the tumultuous roar of the ocean,
I am ever effluent and bright,
I trippingly flow like the gaily warbling brook.
I am the maiden's dark glassy hair,
I am the spark of fire in her blazing eyes.
I am the tender love that lies
In the sixteen year old's heart,
I am the happy beyond measure!
I am the pining soul of the lovesick,
I am the bitter tears in the widow's heart,
I am the piteous sighs of the unlucky!
I am the pain and sorrow of all homeless sufferers,
I am the anguish of the insulted heart,
I am the burning pain and the madness of the jilted lover!
*
I am the unutterable grief,
I am the trembling first touch of the virgin,
I am the throbbing tenderness of her first stolen kiss.
I am the fleeting glace of the veiled beloved,
I am her constant surreptitious gaze.
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I am the gay gripping young girl's love,
I am the jingling music of her bangles!
I am the eternal-child, the adolescent of all times,
I am the shy village maiden frightened by her own budding youth.
I am the soothing breeze of the south,
I am the pensive gale of the east.
I am the deep solemn song sung by the wondering bard,
I am the soft music played on his lyre!
I am the harsh unquenched mid-day thirst,
I am the fierce blazing sun,
I am the softly trilling desert spring,
I am the cool shadowy greenery!
Maddened with an intense joy I rush onward,
I am insane! I am insane!
Suddenly I have come to know myself,
All the false barriers have crumbled today!
I am the rising, I am the fall,
I am consciousness in the unconscious soul,
I am the flag of triumph at the gate of the world,
I am the glorious sign of man's victory,
Clapping my hands in exultation I rush like the hurricane,
Traversing the earth and the sky.
The mighty Borrak is the horse I ride.
It neighs impatiently, drunk with delight!
I am the burning volcano in the bosom of the earth,
I am the wild fire of the woods,
I am Hell's mad terrific sea of wrath!
I ride on the wings of the lightning with joy and profound,
I scatter misery and fear all around,
I bring earth-quakes on this world!
*
I am Orpheus’s flute,
I bring sleep to the fevered world,
I make the heaving hells temble in fear and die.
I carry the message of revolt to the earth and the sky!
I am the mighty flood,
Sometimes I make the earth rich and fertile,
At another times I cause colossal damage.
I snatch from Bishnu’s bosom the two girls!
I am injustice, I am the shooting star,
I am Saturn, I am the fire of the comet,
I am the poisonous asp!
I am Chandi the headless, I am ruinous Warlord,
Sitting in the burning pit of Hell
I smile as the innocent flower!
I am the cruel axe of Parsurama,
I shall kill warriors
And bring peace and harmony in the universe!
I am the plough on the shoulders of Balarama,
I shall uproot this miserable earth effortlessly and with ease,
And create a new universe of joy and peace.
Weary of struggles, I, the great rebel
Shall rest in quiet only when I find
The sky and the air free of the piteous groans of the oppressed.
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Only when the battle fields are cleared of jingling bloody sabers
Shall I, weary of struggles, rest in quiet,
I the great rebel.
*
I am the rebel eternal,
I raise my head beyond this world,
High, ever erect and alone!
65.112 & 241.68 1. The Lost Eyes 2. About Parul 3. A Lone Teardrop 4. Fulfillment 5. The Pebble And The Taal
Tree 6. In The Pond 7. Taj Mahal: Seven Rather Short Stories\fn{by Bonophool (or Banaphul) aka Balichand
Mukopadhyay (1899-1979)} Manihari, Purina District, Bihar State, India (M) 4
1
By normal standards perhaps she was not pretty.
Not that I considered her particularly beautiful myself—yet I loved her. There was something in her eyes
which I cannot explain. I had never seen eyes so dreamy and ethereal in my life. She also had gained notoriety as
a tomboy and a flirt.
That graceless and restless Mini had stolen my heart. Her eyes had enchanted me. I remember embracing her
privately one day and telling her:
“I feel like stealing your eyes and keeping them with me.”
“But why?”
“They drive me crazy: I love them the most.”
I loved her so intensely—but I did not get to keep her. Someone completely unknown, a total stranger, came
along one day and, with the accompaniment of much music and festivity took her away.
It hurt deep inside my soul.
Perhaps I would have overcome that anguish some day, were it not for something truly heart-rending which
occurred soon afterward.
When Mini returned to her parents’ for the first time, I noticed both her eyes had gone blind. It came to be
known that she had accidentally splashed some medicine into her eyes thinking it was rose water.
One day we had a clandestine rendezvous. I said to her:
“You lost those precious eyes to carelessness.” And she replied:
“If you have not understood why they were lost, then perhaps it’s best that you never know.”
2
“Must she earn a living like you to feed herself?”
“May be not earn a living; but still, to steal milk and fish regularly—”
“I shall feed her my portions.”
“That you do already—but she steals still. If she does it every day—”
“You really know how to exaggerate. She steals every day?”
“Whatever it is—I shall not feed precious fish and milk to the cat. My money is not so cheap.”
With those words, an irate Binode threw a slipper in the direction of the accused feline. With a frisky leap,
Meni the cat evaded the projectile and slipped out of the room. His wife Parulbala, too, immediately drew her
anchal over her eyes and went out. Binode sat glumly for a while. But how long could he possibly remain glum?
Finally, he stood up. Coming out, he noticed Parulbala stretched out on a mat on the floor of the verandah on the
west side; it was obvious she was upset and hurt. Attempting to lighten up the atmosphere, Binode smiled a little
and said:
“You really are being childish! Am I really going to chase your cat away?”
Parul was silent. Binode continued:
“OK, let’s go feed your cat fish and milk, then.” Parul:
“Sure, and she is waiting for you to feed her fish and milk! If you must throw her out, could you not have
waited until daylight?”
“All right, I’ll go find her—where can she possibly go?”
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Binode walked out with a lantern.. He searched here and there, around the streets and lanes, under the jamun
tree, and a dozen other places, but did not see any trace of Meni. Finally; he gave up, and, coming inside the
house, found Parul still lying in the same position.
“Well, I couldn’t see her outside. She’ll be back. Come on, let’s go have dinner.”
“Fine, let me serve you then; I am not hungry tonight.”
“Are you going on a hunger strike or something?”
Entering the kitchen, the sight that Parul saw may be described like this: the cauldron of milk was empty; all
the pieces of fried fish had vanished; the bowl of dal was turned upside down. Observing the unsightly scene,
Parul became quite embarrassed. .
Binode decided it was unsafe to discuss this matter any further; he quietly sat down to eat whatever was
retrievable.
Parulbala had her dinner also.
Later, going into their bedroom, they found Meni comfortably curled up on the bed, fast asleep.
3
I knew zamindar\fn{A feudal landlord.} Shyam Babu of Ramganj was whimsical. But even I would never have
guessed that his whim could be so positively weird. The other day, fairly early in the morning, I received a printed
invitation from him. He had invited the whole family to his departed mother’s shraddh feast.\fn{A Hindu feast, normally dedicated to Brahymin guests, to honor a departed soul, and usher it on the path to salvation .} The letter struck me as rather
strange. I wondered how it was that Shyam Babu’s mother was taken ill, yet I did not hear a thing. I happen to be
the resident doctor in this precinct.
Be that as it may; if he had invited us, then we would have to go. So we went. Arriving there, we found Shyam
Babu, a ceremonial scarf around his neck, receiving his guests. A dark shadow of grief clouded his countenance.
When he saw me, he greeted me warmly; saying:
“Come on in, Daktar Babu, it is such a privilege!” After a few words, I asked him:
“So, what happened to your mother?” Looking a little puzzled, Shyam Babu replied:
“Oh, well, I see! You haven’t heard, have you! My mother passed away when I was a little boy—I don’t even
remember her. This was my other mother—a true mother to me.”
His voice began to tremble. I said:
“How is that? Who was she?” He said:
“She was my cow Mangala—my mother died when I was a child; since then it was that cow who fed me her
milk and helped me grow up. My body and soul have been nourished by her milk. That sweet mother left me after
all these years, Daktar Babu!”
He started to cry bitterly
My bewilderment knew no limits.
4
I look back at my life and it fills me with sadness. As if the life I had left behind me was nothing more than a
melancholy dream. The memories of my life are today just that-memories. Sometimes I wonder where that life
had gone. That beautiful, enchanting, elegant life.
Once I possessed beauty, fragrance, sweetness. In those mellow days of my youth, many a honey-crazy hornet
would sing sweet nothings in my ears, serenade me with flattery and hymns of devotion.
This sky, this breeze, this light—how dearly I once loved these! Once I would be possessed by their charms,
but where is that craziness today—that easy indulgence—that sweet, addictive thrill of falling in love! Where are
they today?
Today I am ripe and old, full of experience. The pliable feelings of my youth have now hardened into rocks.
I get the feeling again and again today, that my past will never again return—but then, how about the future?
What is it going to be like—who knows! This ripe old age, filled with experience garnered at the cost of my joyfilled past—what does it lead to? What is its fulfillment?
A ripe old fruit, hanging from the branch of a tree, was ruminating thus.
Suddenly, a gust of wind dislodged it from the branch and it fell to the ground. A bird picked the fruit up with
its beak, flew to a branch, and happily began to gorge itself on its flesh.
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5
A vast terrain. Standing tall right in the middle of it is a taal tree. No one knows how long it’s been there.
There is no other tree nearby Everywhere around it, as far as the eyes can see, there’s an infinite stretch of land,
reaching to the farthest horizon.
Lying on the ground directly below the taal is a small pebble. No one knows how long it’s been there. Tender
blades of grass surround the pebble. As far as the pebble can recall, it has seen nothing but these blades of grass.
They emerge in the rainy months, then dry and wither away when summer arrives. When the rains return, they
awaken once more, and lovingly caress the pebble. This is all the pebble has seen for as long as it can remember.
Grasses grow out of the soil, then dry up, then grow again.
Then suddenly one day it became aware of the taal. What was this strange, dark and tall object? It's risen
straight up towards the sky. The pebble remembers, the taal has been exactly the same way forever. Straight,
powerful, skyward.
“Do you hear me?”
The taal did not answer.
“Do you hear me?”
No response.
The pebble, though small, was quite stubborn. After repeated calls, it finally caught the taals attention.
“Who’s that? What do you want to say?”
“I am here at your feet, a tiny pebble, Sir. Who are you?”
“I am a taal tree.”
“Oh, I see.”
Even though it has been lying below the taal all these years, it still had never heard its name. The pebble was
intrigued. The taal had risen to such a great height! Suddenly; it felt perhaps the taafs experience would be a little
different. After a pause, it asked:
“Well, Sir, what do you see every day from that great height?”
“The sun rises from one end of the sky, then sets in the other.”
“And then?”
“It rises again.”
6
Scallop: I suspect there’s something wrong inside.
Clam: Of course something is wrong; why would anyone leave one’s own society otherwise?
Algae: When I first noticed that he was extroverted and drawn to the world of light out there, I knew there
would be trouble.
Chuno: You should have disciplined him earlier. After all, you are our leader.
Punti: It’s debatable whether he or Kelp is our leader. Anyway it is true he should have regulated him. After
all, he was his guardian.
Algae: I regulated him as well as I could, brothers. I coaxed, cajoled, even admonished. But you know,
brothers, I cannot be too tough; I am not made of stone, after all.
Clam: Thank God for that! If you were made of stone, would any of us have survived? You don’t have to turn
into stone; we’re only asking that you tighten your control a little.
Nyata: Nothing can be done now.
Scallop: But something must be done. I am convinced there’s something terribly wrong inside.
Larva: I know what’s wrong. I am moving upwards every day. I know what’s wrong.
Algae: What is it?
Larva: He has made friends with some good-for-nothing flies. They hover and buzz around him constantlyClam: Is that so! I sometimes feel he must have gone crazy. He keeps looking up. Sometimes sways.
Chuno: These are bad omens.
Punti: We shall not tolerate such behavior. If Algae cannot take any corrective action, we shall go to Kelp. We
cannot allow such licentiousness. (To Clam) It’s not what you think. He is not crazy at all. It’s only a put-on, a
sham.
Nyata did not say a word, only smiled a little.
Second Larva (whispering): I have heard, though, that he has fallen for a woman.
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Scallop: Now, now, just listen to this!
Clam: Is that so!
Second Larva (whispering): Oh, yeah, her name is Light.
Scallop: See, I said there must be something wrong.
Pond Water: I haven’t said anything so far. I was just listening. None of you knows anything. Now listen to the
real thing. He has neither gone crazy nor is he smitten. He is neither a lunatic, nor a lover; actually he is simply a
traitor. He is involved in a conspiracy: Do you know whom with? The Sun! The Sun who is drying me up every
passing second.
Everyone was stunned by news so terrible.
Chuno: So what shall we do?
Punti: What else but protest. We must agitate; there is nothing that cannot be settled by agitation. Soon the
little rebel will learn his lesson—
All together: Fine, let’s agitate, then.
A variety of demonstrations and rallies began immediately: Algae became entangled in the profusion of mud
and slime kicked up by the turbulence.
The exquisite Lotus, object of the concerted protestations just described, however, continued to be in full
bloom, bright and resplendent as ever.
7
The first time I visited Agra, it was to see the Taj Mahal. I still remember the great surprise I felt at that first
sight.
The train had not reached the station at Agra as yet, when a fellow passenger said excitedly:
“There, we can see the Taj Mahal.” Eagerly I stuck my neck out the window.
“There it is …”
Looking at the Taj from a distance in broad daylight, I was honestly quite disappointed. It looked no grander
than a whitewashed mosque—so this is the Taj! Yet I stared at it, transfixed, for the longest time. After all, this
was still the Taj! This was Shah Jahan’s immortal memorial for his beloved Queen. On slow afternoons,
imprisoned in his own Agra Fort, the aging Emperor would gaze at that peerless building from the terrace
verandah. This was Mumtaz’s building. The Badshah\fn{An Urdu/Arabic word for an emperor or king.} Alamgir was not
such a heartless brute, after all. He fulfilled his father’s last wish. I could see it now. A grand cortege was
proceeding towards the great building—the Emperor Shah Jahan was on his way to a rendezvous with his
beloved. He could no longer remain apart from her—slowly the casket descended down into the earth—his final
resting place had been prepared next to that of Mumtaz, inside the Taj itself. There used to be another tomb—may
be it is still there, next to the Taj—the tomb of Dara Shikoh.
The Taj, looking like an ordinary whitewashed mosque, soon vanished from sight.
The day after the full moon. The moon had not risen yet. There was a hint of jyotsna, the molten silver glitter
of the full moon, in the eastern sky. That night, after sunset, I went to see the Taj for the second time. I remember
well the feelings from that second sight. No sooner than I had entered the grounds past the gate, I heard a soft,
ethereal whisper. It did not come from the trimmed evergreen hedges—it seemed to come from the distant past; it
was not really a whisper—it was more like a repressed wail. That dense heap of liquid, translucent silhouette in
the distance, was that the Taj Mahal? I proceeded slowly. Gradually the main dome, the minarets and the overall
form of the mausoleum started to become discernible. The pure whiteness of the building, too, became increasingly apparent to the consciousness. Then, suddenly the entire edifice revealed itself—suddenly the majesty of the
magical memorial was manifested in full glory; The moon came up. It seemed as though Shah Jahan’s Empress
Mumtaz herself, wrapped in a dreamy shawl made of moonbeam, came forward to receive me in all her gracious
majesty Utterly mesmerized, I could only stare spellbound and speechless.
*
Many years have since passed. Stories about contractors making money by exploiting the Taj; hotel owners
earning a fortune by the Taj’s grace; street vendors making a living selling hookah pipes and replicas of the dream
memorial made out of cheap soapstone; tonga drivers cheating innocent tourists by charging outrageous fares—all
these have become quite old. I have since seen the Taj many more times—in the dark, in the full moon, at dawn,
at twilight—in each of the four seasons—many times, in myriad forms. So often, in fact, that it no longer strikes
my eyes; sometimes I do not even notice it—not even while passing right next to it. I now pass the Taj regularly
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on my way to work. Currently I am a doctor in a charitable clinic near Agra. I am no longer spellbound by the Taj.
One day, though—but then, well—let me tell you from the beginning.
One day, following my “Outdoor” session, I was going downstairs from the verandah, when an old
Mussalman\fn{A word for a Muslim person.} entered through the gate. He had an enormous basket tied to his back.
The poor man’s spine had become bent from the weight of the basket. I thought the basket must contain some
sweet confections or something. When he put the basket down, however, I noticed that it contained, not sweet
confections, not candied fruit—but a woman who had her face veiled behind a burqa. The old man had the
appearance of a baul\fn{An order of ascetic, wandering singers and composers of Bengal .}—dressed in a robe, sporting a
long, flowing white beard. Coming forward, he saluted me, and informed me in chaste Urdu that he had brought
along his Begum\fn{An Urdu/Arabic word for an empress or queen; also commonly used to signify a lady of a household .} to have
her checked by me. He was rather poor. He did not have the means to visit me at home, he could not afford the
fee. If I would do him the meherbani …\fn{With kindness and grace.}
Approaching the woman, I detected a highly putrid odor. Taking her inside the hospital, and removing the
burqa (despite her strong protestations), I realized it was a case of cancrum oris. Half of her face had rotted away:
The right cheek had disappeared, and in its place, a row of teeth was exposed hideously: The foul odor made it
impossible to even stand alongside.
Such a patient cannot be treated by regular transportation, piggy-back style. There was no space left in my
“Indoor” section at the time. Therefore, I recommended that she be kept in the hospital verandah. Ultimately,
though, she could not even be left there. The stench was unbearable. Other patients started to protest. The
compounder,\fn{A physician’s assistant in India who typically fills out orders by making a compound mixture out of several prescribed
liquid medicines.} the dresser, not even the janitor would go near her. The old man, though, was completely
unperturbed. He stayed with her night and day, tending after her. Ultimately on account of the highly vocal
protests, she had to be removed from the verandah. There was a large tree next to the hospital. We asked them to
take shelter under the tree. And that was where they remained. The old man would regularly carry medicines and
supplies from the hospital back to his Begum. Every now and then, I would go and give her injections. It went on
in this manner for a while.
One day a severe downpour started. I was returning from a call, when I observed that the old man was standing
under the tree, getting soaked. He had tied two knots to the tree with two ends of a sheet; he held the other two
ends with his own hands. I turned the car around. An ordinary sheet cannot possibly keep out the pouring rain.
The Begum, I noticed, was wet from head to feet. Her body shook uncontrollably. There was a grotesque smile on
her face—the half of it that was there. She was burning up with fever. I told them:
“Let’s get you back to the verandah.” Suddenly the old man asked:
“Is there any chance she will survive, Huzoor?”\fn{A mode of address for a person of rank; similar to Sir.}
I had to tell him the truth: “No.”
The old man stood there quietly. I returned back to work.
The next day, I found the space under the tree empty. There was no one there.
*
It was several days after that. I was again returning from a call; as I passed a field, I saw the old man again. He
was sitting on the ground, doing something with his hands. The noonday sun was blazing hot. What on earth
could he be doing? Had he become hampered by his dying begum in the middle of the field? I went forward. I
noticed the old man was plastering a bunch of broken bricks with mud.
“What is going on here, Miyan Saheb?”
The old man stood up respectfully and curtsied.
“I am building my begum’s tomb, Huzoor .”
“Tomb?”
“Yes, Huzoor .”
“I fell silent. After a few disquieting moments of silence, I finally asked him:
“Where do you live?”
“I go around Agra begging, my Lord.”
“I don’t recall seeing you before. What’s your name?”
“Fakir Shah Jahan, Huzoor.”
I just stood there without a word.
72.65 On Being Ill\fn{by Vishnuprasad Sitaramaiah aka VeeSee, ViSi (1899-1983)} Kannada State, India (M) 2
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It is usual for people to be scared of diseases and illness; but not I and people like me; for we were born and
bred with diseases. We have been their playmates, companions since childhood. We know them well and they
know us, too. Some of them we treat with an unceremonious disregard—like one of the family. They come and go
when they choose. Some others are to be received as elders, with due respect and we have to be tactful enough not
to rub them up the wrong way. By long experience we know what irritates them and how they are pacified.
But there are some others whose natures are not so easily read. These come for a visit now and then, stay for a
few months, make a racket in the house, get into a stubborn humor and draw everyone’s notice, cause annoyance,
take command of the house altogether and finally quit putting the blame on us. In their presence the master of the
house is reduced to nothing; they are of the first importance and the others follow after, their slaves. They require
the best hospitality, the greatest consideration and devotion; or there is worse to follow, difficulties and danger to
life. Such guests belong to the tribe of plague, influenza and typhoid.
I have talked about different kinds of diseases so far, but not about the pleasures they bring. I am so used to
being ill that if I am not ill for once, I get worried about the next illness and how it can be prevented: what to eat
what to wear and where to sleep then; the doctor to be called. Reading the medical books and the advertisements
of drugs, getting anxious after overeating over a slight stomach pain or a sore throat, wondering at the sight of
only five ringers on each hand, what would come of it if neglected, thinking that I have all the diseases listed in
books of medicine, the mind is troubled by its delusions; more than the illness, it is the fear of illness that is
dreadful.
Fear has ever been the cause of illness. Any psychologist will tell you how it happens. I know this much. From
illness comes fear, from fear illness; my state of health is my state of fear. Instead of wandering in a state of
uncertainty it is better to have a definite disease and be done with it. Then there is no more fear. It is a happy day.
Since we are no longer in doubt we are confident that it is right as it is. What better luck can we expect in our
condition?
The disease has come, it has to be borne as long as life lasts. Since I do not fear illness, it can be said that I do
not fear death. I am getting better acquainted with death, every day. The worst cowards in the world are those who
fear death. I cannot be grateful enough to the diseases which have taught me much courage and have disciplined
the mind.
Secondly, I have gained a deeper knowledge of the world through them. I have learnt more about the nature of
people and secrets of the human heart, about the true extent of people’s affection, their desires and aspirations.
Some are displeased at our illness, some troubled, some are anxious, some put to a loss, some mothers filled with
contempt or pity, some afraid of carrying the infection; thus there are a hundred reactions among people and,
seeing them, I have felt much sympathy for them; after all what could they have done? I am not dead, I am still
alive and cannot withhold pity for them. Is it a small influence that has brought about such an equitable temper of
mind? Hasn’t my illness rendered enough service?
Thirdly, my illnesses have revealed how much affection people around have for me. Their concern in these
moments is keenly felt, like the scent of sandalwood thrown into fire. They finish their work quickly and gather
around my sickbed, one after another or all together if necessary, to ask questions: was the fever coming down,
was the headache better, could I sleep a little, did I feel hungry, how were the aches and pains? And the cough?
They bring the medicine and lay down the sick routine, try every remedy that anyone has suggested—prayers,
chants, magical talismans and offerings to the gods. They show all attention. No one talks loudly. One opens the
door softly and steps into the sick room walking on tiptoe, sets right everything and slips out. In the kitchen, in the
back yard there is only one anxious topic of conversation, that is myself. Some sit by the bedside, till I feel
drowsy, and then looking on me with moist eyes, draw in a soft sigh; thinking that I might be awake, they pretend
to call somebody and then get away to do the work themselves. Making sure that there is little noise, putting out
fresh clothes, keeping the water jug within easy reach, covering the night light with a shade, doing several odd
jobs, they show an incredible amount of love for the sick man.
*
If you want to know whether the people at home love you, fall ill and take to your bed. You will know the
worth of each one. Those who come on a visit bring fruits. A heap of fruits near the head—how many persons in
our country have such luck? Close friends come to visit us once or twice a day. Even our enemies and opponents
come to see whether we are still alive, and speak to us ever so pleasantly.
Let them think a thousand thoughts. How are we concerned? It is between them and their God, their action and
its consequence. Enough if they treat us kindly. Why go into their motives to find out all kinds of meanings?
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Fourthly, with my mind so tempered and serene it has become habitual for me to keep laughing during the
worst outbreak of illness. I have obtained the right to console other patients. Comparing their state with mine they
find some hopeful consolation. If it is true that the sorrowful should seek greater sorrows, there is at least equal
truth in the statement, “The sick should see greater sickness.”
It is only during times of illness that we learn how many pain-killers and clever aids to kill sorrow exist in the
world, and of God’s mercy. Thinking that only we suffer in the world we taunt others with our pain and misery
and make them pine and suffer with us. But to prevent intolerable suffering God takes away our consciousness at
such moments or puts an end to it. We recognize only the smaller pains, we pass through the greater ones without
feeling them.
When the temperature rises to a hundred or a hundred and four or six, you lose consciousness, Then if you are
calm and wise, you can have a strange experience. The objects around fade out gradually, and your eyelids close
as the concrete things and conceptions of the mind take on new and pleasing shapes and fall into new patterns.
They lose their material shape and appear in their essential and purer forms. Like the clouds they weave out new
pictures and beauties every moment. They try to make us forgetful of pain and agony. Once the fever comes
down, how light it feels! We feel a little weaker, no doubt, but the mind is very clear and fresh.
Only those who have felt it know it. New ideas flash to the mind as never before and the imagination is
quickened. Intelligence is sharpened like a surgeon’s knife. In such a condition, profound truths have been
revealed to some. The poetry that comes flooding in the feverish state,. mingles with the clarity of mind after, and
is changed into a lyric. Shakespeare, Dante, Shelley and Sophocles must have composed their great works in such
a state, The poetry that breaks out in a state of bodily hunger and in the heat of a fever has an intensity and
lucidity not of this earth. Poetry and piety can reach the gates of heaven only in a feverish state. It is well known
that in the Middle Ages monks and nuns used to get into a fever of devotion by fasting. So do the poets. The
uninspired, it is said, even get into an artificial fever in their passion to compose poetry.
The sick people have another kind of courage too; they have a stubborn spirit like the hale and hearty who can
eat and digest anything. These are prepared to eat anything, and who can prevent them? Who is to weep over
someone who dies every day? They eat anything they like, they eat in secret what the family will not permit. I
have found out a good plan—get the stuff from the doctor and drink it up without the least distaste so that the
people at home are convinced that you are “genuine.” And then whatever the diet the doctor has prescribed you
pretend that it is just what you like best, and eat away for all you are worth. You are saved the bother and they are
served their anxious suspicion.
If the medicine and the diet clash and you continue to be ill, all the better! Some of you might recall the
influenza epidemics of the old days. Every day people died in hundreds in small towns; on the whole sixty million
people died, one and a half times the number of people that died in the First World War. It was heart-rending to
those who had not seen deaths.
But to those who were dying?
They felt no anxiety unless people from outside put unnecessary fears into their hearts talking of deaths; they
would be tranquil enough and unconcerned about the world, unattached, going through the fever. Some took
comfort from the thought that there were thousands like them, and were prepared to face any situation. Such
diseases are at the root of all philosophies that preach courage and endurance. The misers forgot their avarice;
wondering when they would die, spent lavishly and were happy. A new life-blood flowed in their withered
sorrowful limbs. The young men preened themselves with new clothes and knickknacks, being uncertain when
they’d be laid up. If there was a bad cough in the house it was equally distributed among all the four beds in the
house. All the four shared it by turns and felt bold.
The trouble came from those who did not fall ill.
The wise ones say that the quality of anything can be tested only in a crisis. During the season of flu such an
examination was conducted and illness got through.
Diseases were created with the same purpose as hunger, thirst and sleep and are as necessary for well being.
Illness drives out ill health from the system. Because it is the supreme will of God that you should be hale and
hearty, he makes you enlightened by sending illness. He changes your customs and habits. He informs you of your
responsibilities. There is no difference in the treatment given to one man and another. The wealthy may get
severer fever, the poor may get mild fever. According to their wealth, diseases may visit them oftener. According
to your poverty, you may be visited by the lesser one infrequently. But the diseases maintain their godlike
character of impartiality. If you object that no one knows about God, shall we say that it is like the attitude of the
government to the citizens? Just as the government taxes the citizens according to their income so also diseases; it
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is a just attitude, you can say. The only thing that represents God in the modern world is the government.
However, when the doctor, priding himself on his god-like impartiality, prescribes the same expensive medicines
and cures beyond the means of everyone, the happiness of being ill is shattered.
The best service of illness is that you are released from all the anxieties and complications of family life.
Who can blame you when you are laid up in bed? Everyone knows that it is unjust. You are not bothered about
want of money, the debts incurred; whether, there is no salt or tea, rice or firewood, ghee or sugar in the house.
The cowards who cannot bear these carping worries run away from life into a wilderness. Why not be courageous
and enjoy the happy escape for a few days? Can’t one convalesce slowly in bed? What is achieved by haste?
When money is short selfishness, quarrels and misunderstanding increase.
The sick man is completely free from those worries. Thus diseases safeguard our good nature and kindliness.
The trouble of toiling in the office or slaving for wages elsewhere is at an end. The members of the family show
hospitality to the patients for a few days, however they themselves may suffer economizing on daily expenses.
Knowing that you’d be hurt by their clashes, they, get on with one another at least in front of you.
This is what I say. It is no advantage to be ill always. Everyone might be disgusted unless all sick people are
gems of patients like us! But will such love and situations of kindness be available to all? Now and then when you
are tired and long for happy nurture, when the conflicts at house foretell an explosive situation, when you desire
rest from daily labor, fall ill and see; you will realize the great good that illness brings about.
254.83 Excerpts from Profiles Of Lakshmi N. Menon: 1. “When I Was Sixteen” 2. “Pictures From Memory”
3. “Kamala, Our Gift Elephant” 4. “A Strange Conversation” 5. “The Women Of Nahruj’s Dreams” 6.
“Pampered And Neglected”\fn{by Lakshmi N. Menon (1899-1984)} Trivandrum, Trivandrum District, Kerala State,
India (F) 9
It was long ago, when I was sixteen and struggling in my own way to get through the school leaving certificate
examination in a boys’ school. For a chatterbox like me, it was a real ordeal to sit alone in a class of 30 odd boys;
but that discipline must have had its unsuspected effect on my mental development. Today when I reflect on the
seriousness of young girls, I feel grateful that I was not compelled to have that amount of purposefulness at that
stage. We read books because we liked them; listened to my father when he read poetry, with real appreciation.
I was one of a growing family, the eldest since my elder sister passed away all too unexpectedly. Life was a joy
with brothers, sisters and cousins. There was never a dull moment. Our days were full with studies in the morning,
school the whole day and the river and get-together in the evenings.
We were living almost on the right bank of the river Pampa in Central Travancore. Indeed we took to the river
like ducks to water. It was our friend, playfield, social club and indeed something we always looked forward to
with ever-growing joy.
On its sober banks we met friends, classmates and neighbors. We jumped into its cool depths like children into
the depth of a mother’s heart. There we exchanged the events of the day, the comments about our teachers. And at
dinner time we argued and fought about the respective merits of our teachers.
There were neither cinemas nor theatres. Some visiting speaker reeled out his well-remembered speeches and
captivated our young hearts. The school performances of Shakespeare, especially the Merchant of Venice and
Julius Caesar, and Kalidasa’s Shakuntala were watched with real interest. There was no broadcasting, no constant
subjection of the mind to propaganda of any kind. The daily newspaper from Madras which came after two or
three days was enough to keep us informed of what was happening abroad.
Although the first world war was well on its way, as children we were not bothered about it nor did our parents
insist on our knowing about the ugly things of organized murder and destruction. I wondered whether shooting of
the Archduke at Sarajevo was good enough reason for nations to kill each other!
It must have been the peak days of theosophy. We heard a good deal about Mrs. Besant and I was very proud
of her, just because of her being a woman pioneer.
The suffragette movement was also at its peak. I remember my father asking me whether women should be
equals of men and have the vote. Unhesitatingly I would answer in an emphatic affirmative.
We knew vaguely about Tilak and Gokhale. The idea that life must have a purpose and that we should work for
the country etc, came much later when we were in college.
It was carefree life, when we neither thought of the past nor future. In any case, why worry about tomorrow
when today you can be happy? At least that was how we would have felt if we thought about ourselves.
*
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As I look back and memory holds the door many pictures come to my mind.
I was brought up in an Indian State, Travancore, and my early training tended to conform to traditional attitude
towards the ruling family. We were taught to revere our king as if he were our conscience, our conscience as if it
were our king.
The Maharajah, about whom everybody said kind things, used to go out for a drive every evening. We children
used to wait for the carriage preceded by three cavalrymen and followed by two behind. It was an open phaeton
and the Maharaja would return our greetings. Sometimes when we were returning home either from the beach or
the zoo, if we encountered the Maharaja’s carriage, our carriage would stop and all of us would get down and
greet him with folded hands.\fn{Below: the obverse of an1881 gold sovereign of Maharajah Rama Varma IV of Travancore State. }

† Sree Padmanbhadasa Sree Chithira Thirunal Balarama Varma II GCSI GCIE (1912-1991), the last ruling
Maharaja of Travancore (from 1924 under a regency; from 1931-1949 in his own right; as Rajpramukh of
the Travancore-Cochin Union (1949-1956); as titled ruler with privy purse and other royal prerogatives
(1956-1971); as titled ruler without political power or privy purse but responsible for the performance of
rituals related to the Padmanabhaswamy Temple (from 1971). The Maharaja of the author’s memory,
however, is probably Sree Padmanabhadasa Vanchipala Sir Rama Varma VI (1857-1924) Maharaja of
Travancore (from 1885) and pictured below. The independent State of Tranvancore was founded in 1729.
*
Below, a gold mohur, minted the the State of Tranvancore as a portion of its currency†
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The Maharajah came to our school every year for the annual prize distribution with his two nieces, the present
Maharanis of Travancore. We looked forward to the great day and the whole programme of mass drill, songs and
drama, and prize distribution would go off with clock-like precision. Those days have left such a sense of
orderliness in my mind that to this day I dislike functions which do not begin on time and drag on endlessly.
Reverence for tradition and traditional institutions in my opinion is necessary for gracious living and
harmonious relationship. The ruling family in Travancore was never blamed for its extravagance or selfishness.
As children we were told that all the prosperity and greatness of our land were due to the relentless efforts of the
Maharajah to make his people happy. There was not the hatred and disrespect for established authority which
characterize our society today. Nor were there all those socio-economic problems which make Kerala a hot-bed of
violence and agitation. People were contented with the little they had and nature’s beauty and kindliness were
good substitutes for man’s unsatisfied wants.
I was in my teens when the news of Mrs. Besant’s internment made headlines. I remember vividly the
sensation it created in our little town. The Home Rule League and the determination of this foreigner who was
more Indian than many Indians in her emotions and attitudes, brought a ripple into our still life.
Then, when she was released we celebrated the event in our own way. For many long years afterwards I used
to look at a picture of hers in a sari. In one of her speeches she said she was old but she expected to see India free
during her lifetime. I certainly admired her courage and later when I knew more about her activities and
achievements in other fields I came to appreciate her eloquence, her depth of feeling and understanding of things
Indian. It was painful to think that when she differed from Gandhiji on the question of civil disobedience she
should have lost her popularity with the youth of India. To the last she was a lodestar to many of us.
And what has she not done for us? The resuscitation of our culture, the redefining of our educational policies,
the turn given to our Independence movement, the attempt to awaken women from their indifference, are all justly
associated with her. I had met a few European women in my school days. But she was the first English woman to
appear in Indian clothes. I attributed it to Theosophy about which I knew so little at that time.
The arrival of Mrs. Sarojini Naidu in our little town was an event. I was still a student and she was the idol of
all students, boys and girls. When you are burning the midnight oil to pass examinations what a remarkable thing
it is to know that she passed the matriculation examination at the edge of 11. I was swept away by her eloquence
and went from meeting to meeting so that her words may ring in my ears and her music resound through the days
to come.
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I remember also the passing away of Gokhale and Tilak and of contributing to the Tilak Swaraj Fund. I also
remember the great controversy in the press about Rukmini’s marriage with George Arundale.
As students, we were haunted by the problems that faced the country. We used to stay back after college hours
to read about the Russian revolution and Vivekananda’s speeches. The call to fight for the country’s freedom, to
wear khadi, to live a simple life, haunted us all the time. We had secret societies in our hostels and when we held
our hands tightly in the dark, we felt we were taking a solemn pledge to dedicate ourselves for a great cause. All
the same we studied and passed examinations. We left college with the feeling that we had a mission to fulfill and
a share in our country’s destiny.
I was still in the high school when I heard the vague rumblings of the suffragette movement in England. I was
perhaps too young to realize the full extent of the meaning of the struggle for franchise. But every time my father
asked me if women should have equal rights with men, I would answer with emphasis “of course they should”
and he would smile at my impetuous assertion. Emotionally, at least, I participated in the struggle for equality of
voting rights in England and America and my blood would boil at the stories of forced feeding and imprisonment
of women just because they wanted the right to vote. To this day the problem is a puzzle to me. Why should
women be denied things which are easily available to men?
This attitude of an immature mind became more and more hardened by subsequent contacts with other
injustices. It was in the early twenties. Gandhiji was in jail, Kasturba came to Madras traveling in an ordinary 3rd
class compartment, her body a marked with bugbites. Mrs. George Joseph was there and all of us had lunch in a
Gujrati house in Madras.
Mrs. George Joseph quietly confided to me that Kasturba was a greater person than her great husband. I
believed her then and having since met many women who have effaced themselves for the greater glory of their
husbands. I still believe that many of the unknown wives of some of our great leaders were really and truly great
women. I have in my mind Krupaskaya, the wife of Lenin, Abale Bose, the wife of Sir Jagdish Bose, Eleanor
Roosevelt, the widow of President Roosevelt, all of whom I have had the pleasure of meeting at different times.
My faith in woman’s ability to manage things efficiently and without fuss must have had its origin in the
efficiency, patience and forbearance of my own maternal grandmother.
It was in 1922, I think, that Mrs. Cousins was made the first J.P.\fn{Justice of the Peace} in Madras. It was the
first time in Indian history that a woman was honored thus. The fact that Mrs. Cousins was of Irish birth never
affected us. She was one of us and the Government when it honored her was honoring the women of India.
A few years later, Madras led the rest of India by nominating Dr. Mrs. Muthulakshmi Reddy to the Legislature.
Dr. Reddy went straight ahead and brought in legislation to abolish the Devadasi system. It was a great moment
for those of us who is our youth dreamt of emancipation of women and these glimmerings of hope encouraged
and strengthened us. Soon all over India, State Legislatures passed resolutions granting women the right of
franchise and when the Simon Commission was appointed, the women were politically conscious.
In the meantime under the direction of Mrs. Margaret Cousins, the All India Women’s Conference met at
Poona, thus laying the foundation for a national organization of women. I was in England when the Conference
was organized but I was back in India early in 1928 and attended the Second Session of the Conference in Delhi
presided over by the late Begum Mother of Bhopal, inaugurated by Lady Irwin, and addressed by Mrs. Naidu and
Mrs. Besant.
In that Conference I met some very distinguished women. [There was] Mrs. Rustomji Faridoonji, the keen
organizer who gave her life and time and money to see that the Lady Irwin College was established on sound
lines; there was Lady Irwin herself who continued the tradition of Viceroy’s wives by sponsoring some
humanitarian welfare activity to ameliorate the condition of women in India. Thus we have Lady Minto’s name
connected with the nursing profession, Lady Dufferin and Lady Hardinge with medical education and now Lady
Irwin with educational work. While Lady Irwin’s name and prestige gave official support to the scheme., it was
Mrs. Rustomji’s indefatigable efforts that made the project not only popular also a means of effective fulfillment
of a new idea which had its inevitable repercussions on girls’ education.
I need hardly tell the listeners the tremendous impact of personalities like Mrs. Naidu, Mrs. Besant and Mrs.
Sarala Ray on a young mind eager to do things to change conditions in India; our association with the All-India
Women’s Conference and the contact it provided were sources of perennial inspiration to many of us. Although
conditions in India have changed and other influences have dominated the history of women’s emancipation in
India, the services of these pioneer women will always have the pride of place in our social history.
I was in London when Miss Mayo’s “Mother India” rocked the country in a storm of controversy.
1674

Books were written in reply, facts were controverted, motives were attributed and in the trail of this
controversy the age of Consent Committee was appointed and their findings were not at all cheerful. The Sarda
Bill on the restraint of child marriages created another furor of opposition from orthodox sections and we were
busy collecting signatures and making representations to the Government till the Bill was passed.
Hardly was the excitement of this legislation over, when the Simon Commission’s arrival produced another
wave of opposition and the slogan “Simon go back” was in everybody’s mouth. We were disappointed with the
poor response to our memorandum in the White Paper. We had asked for adult suffrage when the Franchise
Committee toured India and a second memorandum was submitted to the Joint Parliamentary Committee. When
the Conference met in Karachi in December 1934, Dr. Maude Royden and Mrs. Corbett Ashby were our
distinguished visitors. Their presence helped the formation of a Liaison Committee in England to keep our
contacts with the British women’s organizations and this has been a great help to Indian women in many ways.
And the curtain must now be drawn over a dozen other pictures, as the time is over. The gleam of hope for
equality of other days is now transformed into the full light of realization. But who can deny that joy of the
struggle, the anxieties of unfulfilled expectations are rewards in themselves which far outweigh the satisfaction of
achievement.
3
During my recent tour in South East Pacific, it was my good fortune to be invited to New Zealand. When I
reached Wellington, I recalled that a few years ago the All-India Women’s Conference had presented an elephant
to the Wellington Zoo for the children of New Zealand. The little brass plate in front of the small waiting hall
announced that “Kamala”, the elephant was presented through Corso, by the All-India Women’s Conference; and
while anxiously waiting to meet Kamala, she sailed in looking so well-fed, healthy and with a mischievous glint
in her eyes.
*
When we sent her to New Zealand, her name was “Bhavani” but in New Zealand as a result of a national
competition, her name was changed into Kamala. Thus the elephant was widely publicized and now she is a real
favorite with the children of New Zealand. The Wellington Zoo has two elephants, Kamala and Maharani, but the
Supervisor assured me that Kamala is really the favorite, as she moves slowly and with great grace, mindful of the
comfort of the precious burden she carries.
I was really thrilled not only to meet Kamala but also to hear of the joy she has brought to as many as 36,000
children who seemed to have enjoyed many rides on her back. She moved towards me with, shall I say, friendly
understanding and I fed her with bunches of lettuce which she grabbed in a most unladylike manner, and refused
to take any bunch that was not absolutely good till she had finished the good ones! A photograph was taken with
me patting the trunk of the elephant and imagine my surprise when next day the papers came out with the picture
with the caption “Minister meets the expatriate”.
*
It is unbelievable how much enjoyment the children of New Zealand got and how much good will is thereby
created by means of this small gift. Kamala is now\fn{ 1958} 13 years old. She is indeed a lucky girl. I have no
hesitation in saying that she has a wonderful home among lovely people who treat her as if she were person of
eminence and it was a joy to see six children at a time strapped on her back while Kamala moved forward with
exquisite grace. I thought I would write this for the Roshni so that our members and readers will have some idea
of the impact of one small gesture of friendship on the people.
4
Few of us are intelligent enough to imagine that the common man has an uncommon sense of human values,
perception, discrimination and understanding. I remember, a few years ago, at a suburban post office when the
clerk issuing stamps was rude to an ill-clad customer who had come to buy a postcard, he straightened his back
and said
“Remember Babu, after the 15th of August you have no right to talk to me in this fashion.”
In one small sentence he summarized a whole century of struggle and achievement. When people are not spoilt
by the tutored love of words, they express themselves in meaningful words.
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Is there a better description of the film then “A drama in the dark”? These are the words of a colliery worker.
The fascination of pidgin English lies in the same expressiveness.
The other day I was seated with the driver in the front seat and the friends with whom I was riding were in the
back seat. The driver reminded me of the Ancient Mariner. He was old and toothless and naturally I ventured to
ask him his age and period of service. He said he was 56 and had put in 30 years of service and added in
clarification
“I was a driver in the days of the British.” This opened for both of us a veritable floodgate of conversation.
“Don’t people retire at the age of 55 in this State,” I asked.
“Yes—we used to. The present Chief Minister is kind hearted and he has extended the age of retirement to 58
and I have 2 more years.”
“Are you happy in your work?”
“Yes—but the cost of living is high and it is very hard, worse than under the British.”
“What is your salary now?”
“Rs. 130/-.”
“Under the British what was your salary?”
“Between 40 and 50 rupees.”
“Aren’t you happy—you are getting a higher salary?”
“No. Give me fifty rupees with the same purchasing power as in 1938 and I shall be happy.”
“Surely you know that is out of the question but you admit we have made progress during the last 10 years.”
“I suppose so.”
“Looking around, do you not see the change? In the village people wear more clothes, there are more roads,
schools, trucks, motor cars, trains and irrigation works.”
“Yes—there are these things, but there is also more poverty. Money does not go far enough and people suffer.
“After all you must admit that our population is growing fast.”
“Yes, that is true.”
“You will also admit that the amount of cultivable land is limited or does not grow at the same pace.”
“Yes—that is also true.”
“I am sure you have some land which produces food grains.”
“Yes—I had, but I do not have it any more.”
“Have you sold it away?”
“No. It was taken away bit by bit by a landlord and now I have not an inch of land.”
“That is bad: but why don’t you make a representation to your Chief Minister.”
“I did all that. But do you think that big people are interested in the affairs of poor people? The last Chief
Minister did nothing to help me.”
“But why don’t you make a representation to the present Chief Minister? Perhaps he will help you.”
“You don’t know a thing about these matters. Where the previous Chief Minister failed—and he was a great
and powerful man—do you think the present Chief Minister will succeed?
“And why not?”
“He will not and I know it.”
“You do sound unhappy. Don’t you find the country better with freedom and more satisfying than under the
British?”
“Yes—it is in a sense we are free no doubt. But I can assure you my land would not have been lost if the
British were here. They would have got it back for me.”
“You think the Congress Government is not good.”
“No, it is good, but the British have a better sense of justice.”
*
I was aghast at his conclusion, proud of his clarity and sense of proportion. The question haunting me now is
“Can we be good without a sense of justice?”
I recalled that freedom with justice is the correct thing.
5
Often in the long crowded corridors of the United Nations, sometimes in the Delegates Lounge, always in the
Press Gallery of the Fourth Committee Conference Room, you see a tall Englishman in the habit of a man
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dedicated to the service of man and God. His eyes are deep set and have a penetrating yet far-away look as is
common with those who combine in themselves, extreme idealism with tireless efforts for realizing them.
He carries a heavy brief case, often bursting with documents, photographs, petitions and statements. In fact,
the brief case is his constant companion.
He is eager to talk to you, if you have time to spare, always ready to give you or find for you any information
which may be valuable for the promotion of harmonious solution of problems relating to Africans.
He is here on a mission, on a humane mission, on a Christian mission to uphold the principles and values of
Christianity, the spiritual concepts that have made the Sermon on the Mount, a guide for all men at all time.
He is here, in a humble way to uphold the dignity of the human being as an individual.
The man is none other than Reverend Michael Scott, known to the world as the dauntless champion of the
thousands of Africans, scattered over Central and South Africa waiting to catch the ear of mankind. His life is an
epic which proves how difficult it is to live the life of a Christian in the so-called free democratic world, which
mouths so glibly, so thoughtlessly, the noble ideals laid down by the teachers of mankind yet would hardly care to
lift its finger in an effort to live by them.
*
Rev. Michael Scott was born in 1907 in the South of England, the son of an Anglican parson. Indifferent health
compelled him to go to South Africa instead of Cambridge. He worked among the lepers for a year and later at 25
took orders. He was in India in 1935 as Chaplain to St. Paul’s Cathedral. When war was declared in 1939 he
enlisted himself as Aircrew in the R.A.F.
On his return from India, he returned to South Africa to Johannesburg and was put in charge of an orphanage
for colored children. There he lived among the poor and the forgotten, amidst hunger, dirt, squalor and disease and
devoted his life to the service of the poor and the needy.
He did not belong to any political party, nor was he interested in any except the campaign for Right and
Justice. It was thus that he visited a jail while protesting against the Asiatic Land Tenure Act. He was imprisoned
for being a Passive Resister. The jail experience gave him a chance to study penal administration and submit his
study to the Penal Reform Commission.
Then in 1946 a report appeared in The New York Times questioning the conduct of the Referendum which had
been held in Southwest Africa to appraise native opinion on the proposed incorporation. Scott, as usual, decided
to go and see things for himself and it is not surprising that the Herero Chief and other Tribes should have chosen
him as their spokesman in the United Nations, the hope of all subject peoples struggling for liberation.
Having escaped the attempts of the South African Government to cancel his passport, he reached Paris during
the first half of the third session of the United Nations General Assembly in 1948. At Paris he did everything that
was humanly possible to bring home to the indifferent delegates the importance of the problem, the heroism and
patience of the tribes, who had been through all kinds of harassment and persecution for the simple reason they
believed that they have the right to live in the land where God had placed them.
In 1949 Scott appeared before the Trusteeship committee in New York. Before an expectant assembly, he
spoke for the humble, lowly, the poor and the persecuted. South Africa walked out, perhaps burning with shame
and anger, while the other countries listened in rapt attention. He spoke as one who identified with the cause and
he sat down after narrating the mounting pile of grievances of the tribesmen, quoting the prayer that Chief Hosea
Kutako had composed:
You are the Great God of all earth and heavens. We are so insignificant. In us are many defects. The power is yours
to make and do what we cannot. You know all about us. Coming down to earth you were despised and mocked and
brutally treated, because of these defects in the men of these days. For these men You prayed because they did not
understand what they were doing. You came only for what is right. Oh Lord, help us to roam about, help us who have
been placed in Africa and have no home of our own. Give us back a dwelling place, O God. All power is Yours in
Heaven and on earth. Amen.

This prayer expresses the deep pain that has been inflicted on the tribes, the Hereros, Namas and Berg
Damaras by successive rulers who understood the white man’s burden only too well. The tribes were a peaceful
pastoral people. First they were driven out of their lands to make room for the white man. It was the same old
story of the Bible and bullet. When the tribes revolted in 1906 against German expansion, General Von Trotha
issued his famous order to exterminate the Hereos, to “kill every one of them” to ensure that never again would
there be a Herero rebellion. No Herero man, woman, child or suckling babe was to receive mercy or quarter.
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The result of this order was that the Berg Damara people have been greatly reduced, the Namas have been
halved, the Herero people cut down from 80,000 to 15,000 men, women and children.
The Germans lost the war, but the tribes never regained the land promised to them by the British. On the other
hand, they were driven from place to place, till all the good lands were given to the new white settlers. The natives
had to be content with what was given to them. If they protested because of privations, the answer was to destroy
whatever amenities were left, and terrorize the harmless people.
Thus when the people complained of barren land, even the few windmills were destroyed and the pumps
dismantled so that the land may remain barren. Aeroplanes were brought, and the “great birds” dropped bombs.
Not satisfied with this, all the tribesmen were rounded up, beaten with sticks, stabbed with knives and
bayonets, some dying of wounds. The leaders were jailed. And all this happened and still happens in Southwest
Africa, which was a Mandated Territory under the League of Nations administered by South Africa.
Can mankind remain silent? Must we not keep the lone vigil?
6
The College Union plays a very important role in the life of the students. It gives them opportunities to come
together and pursue a common goal. A student’s character is built not in the classroom, but through the many
extra-curricular activities in which she participates. The College Union is the medium, through which students can
engage themselves in different activities responsible for character development.
In later life, you will always recall with gratitude the college union which enabled you to develop a distinctive
personality of your own. All of us have an important message to give the world. Therefore it is necessary for us to
come together and work together without treading on each other’s toes. For effective work and the achievement of
the common goal, we need to organize ourselves into groups. The students union is one of the effective means to
organize ourselves.
Since I met you last, many events have happened in the country.\fn{ This address was delivered in 1964 } The most
important is the tragic event of the passing away of our beloved Prime Minister, Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. Indian
women of today owe a great debt to him, because he always wanted and encouraged women to play an important
role in the national and world affairs. He often said that no country could progress unless the women of that
country were educated along the right lines.
While we pay our tributes to the revered memory of our late Prime Minister, we should remember his great
qualities. I shall mention a few of those rare qualities. He was extremely unselfish. He attended parliament with
striking regularity, even when he was ill. He had a great sense of duty and would not take rest at the sacrifice of
work, at any time.
We should follow his example. We should not grumble at little inconveniences and difficulties. We should
follow his example. As we progress further, we need to work harder.
Since our Independence, in seventeen years, we have made tremendous progress. Although we do not realize
the progress, those coming from outside see it. Panditji’s tireless work was greatly responsible for such progress.
Another characteristic of Panditij’s life was that he had a deep love for his people. People of different types
and from different parts of the world used to go to his house to meet him, and he was available to them at all
times. He used to get about five hundred letters a day and would dictate answers to them personally. This showed
his deep affection for his people. He was always ready to help people in trouble. Even the smallest person in the
country was free to approach him with regard to his difficulties. Children always felt at home with their
“Chachaji.”
Panditji was a fearless man. He used to tell the young and the old, not to be afraid. Security people had a tough
time with him because he used to break away from them to be in the midst of people. When he was in the United
States, he went through the narrow streets to Harlem to see Castro. When some one asked him whether it was
necessary for him to go to that extent and see Castro, he said he would walk miles to see a brave man.
As you all know, he had four lines on his table from one of Robert Frost’s poems which reads thus:
The woods are lovely, dark and deep
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep
And miles to go before I sleep.
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These lines are characteristic of his desire to keep promises, his sense of duty, his tireless striving for our
country.
Recently he was to go to the border of Nepal and Bihar, to open a river project. When his colleagues insisted
that he should not go there, because of his ill-health, he was keen on going, because he wanted to keep his
promise. Even on the day before his death, he worked till eleven o’clock. Death came peacefully and silently and
he was not conscious of it. So let us also think that he is not dead.
Panditji never remembered a wrong done to him. Great people are compared to the drops of water on a lotus
leaf. In spite of its being in the water, the lotus leaf never gets wet. When people abused Panditji, he was never
affected.
What did Panditji expect of the women in our country? The new Hindu Law has now changed the system of
marriage. None of the characteristics of old Hindu Law is to be found now. He was responsible for changing
many such social laws which were harmful.
Panditji believed that the lack of resources should not make women lag behind. He wanted the country to be
free economically. His liberal outlook, and vision for the future are responsible for the wonderful opportunities
that women enjoy today. We belong to a country with rich tradition. Our culture is such that it has survived long
years. Life in old days was very much restricted. But today the whole world has become the field of our activities.
Educated women have a very important role, in society. Mrs. Lyndon Johnson recently expressed that every
educated woman should feel that she owes a debt to society and that it should be repaid. In Indonesia, after the
colonial rule, literacy went up to 80 percent, solely through the efforts of women. In India also, women should try
their level best to increase literacy. Our late Prime Minister said, no social revolution can take place unless there is
social revolution in women’s thinking. We should always remember these words.
*
The new academic year has started for you. You should always remember and emulate Nehru’s great qualities:
courage, spirit of adventure, love of people, sense of duty, and readiness to forgive others.
You should learn to think for yourself and work out new ideas. Wherever you go, you must be the center of
knowledge to enrich the heritage of our country.
You should remember your college, even after you leave its portals. In the West, the alumni liberally contribute
to their alma mater and strengthen it. We should follow that example. Your liberal contribution to the alumni
association will help the institution grow in all aspects and benefit your successors, among whom your own
children and those of your relatives will find place. You should be loyal to your institution, which opened your
eyes to creative and critical thinking and gave you ideals. You should learn to work together with a co-operative
spirit.
With these words, I inaugurate the college union and wish it a great success.\fn{ Appended to this address is a
quotation from Francis Bacon: The sum of behavior is to retain a man’s own dignity, without intruding upon the liberty of others }
7
Pampered by wealth and neglected through poverty, we waste the great wealth we have in our children. The
value of childhood and its immense potentiality and the need for training have been emphasized by educators
down the ages. Among the Hindus, there is a saying that till the age of 6 the child should be treated like a prince
i.e. he should not be denied anything; till sixteen, like a slave i.e. he should be subjected to strict discipline and
after that as an equal with dignity and equality.
The founder of the Jesuit Order, Ignatius Loyola, and a whole line of educationists—Comenius, Pestelizzi,
Froebel, Reusseau, Montessori, to mention only a few—have stressed the need to provide proper training during
childhood. In recent years, the need for a fair deal to children has been accepted as the foundation for a well
ordered social system. In communist countries immense care is bestowed on children even before they are born
and then from birth onwards.
There is a saying that a twig bent is a tree inclined.\fn{ The full quotation is: “’Tis education forms the common mind; | Just
as the twig is bent the tree’s inclined.” It was part of a letter written by Alexander Pope in 1734:H } The impressions that a child
gains, last through life. Hence it is necessary for the child and equally valuable for the community that these
impressions should be noble, agreeable and socially advantageous. Juvenile delinquency and anti-social habits are
the result of neglect and thoughtlessness on the part of parents and teachers. A kind word, an affectionate concern,
an appeal to the finer instincts go a long way with children, and yet we find that these things, small as they are,
when neglected can lead to irremediable social evils.
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*
Just as we have “haves” and “have nots” in society, we have the pampered and neglected children. This
category is not based on wealth but on other factors. A child born in a rich family, especially if it is a boy, is
pampered to an extent which will shock the most indulgent parent. The same thing might happen in a poor family
also.
An attempt is made to please and placate the obdurate child; his least wish, however irrational and
unreasonable, is satisfied whether the family can afford it or not; and often at considerable sacrifice. This habit of
satisfying the demands of the child without giving a thought to the effect of it on the future adult has led to tragic
consequences. It has produced criminals and led to suicides. Yet this is something that could have been prevented
with a little care.
Neglect is as dangerous as pampering. The neglected child yields to his impulses in the same manner as the
pampered one. Only in his case the satisfaction comes not from misplaced affection but from ill-conceived
adventures. Although they start from different points, they reach the same goal.
What we need is “care” in the strict sense of the word. The concern for children, their education, their health,
should be evident in the ceaseless care we bestow on them.
I prefer the word “care” to “welfare” because it is comprehensive and sounds also a note of caution and
anxiety which is so essential.
*
To my mind much of what we do for children appear meaningless and purposeless to them. For instance
children do not like balwadis\fn{Indian rural pre-schools run economically but scientifically and using as many educational aids as
possible, prepared from locally available material } where they are “administered” powdered milk and “made” to play with
a few toys. The monotony of playing with the prescribed number of toys should be seen to be understood. Soon
the child grows tired of it and the rural child finds pleasure in wandering about the village chasing birds, riding a
buffalo, watching the multifarious activities of our daily life.
In the urban areas, attractions are numberless and when these can be enjoyed by just stepping on the pavement
—why should they go in for balwadis? And then after balwadi what? In most places there are no schools where
the child could be kept while he is ready to begin his regular schooling, with the result [that] the interval between
balwadi and primary school is not taken care of.
One thing we should remember. Children are not miniature adults but a growing, developing phenomena and
there is something very unpredictable in their very make up. When we plant a seed we know what tree is growing
to come up. A good mango seed will produce a good mango tree but a human being develops not only according
to the inherited qualities, physical influences to which it is exposed but also according to certain intangible
influences which even psychiatrists find it not too easy to detect always.
Childhood is also the most vulnerable stage in life. It is no exaggeration to say that the entire future of the
community depends on how we develop our children, how we take care of them, physically, mentally, morally
and spiritually. The child has to grow and the best available in society should not be regarded as good enough for
him. Physical care should go along with his education; his training should be subjected to the need for living in a
group in which anti-social habits have no place. His destiny is inextricably linked with the goals of the society in
which he is born and brought up and in which he has to live, work and die. That life has purpose should be made
known to him, and the care with which this is done will have the desired result.
Since children constitute the real wealth of the nation, they should be nourished with care, and trained with
wisdom. To exploit them for any purpose is to mislead and indoctrinate them, to suppress their natural growth.
Their welfare should be our concern but their care our inexorable duty.
In the Third Five Year Plan, child welfare is included in the activities of the Social Welfare Board and the Plan
says that in addition to the Rs.12 crores assistance to voluntary organizations, Rs.3 crores have been included
under education for schemes of child welfare and pre-primary education. Three crores for five years for millions
of children!
I do not know if there is a policy of co-ordination. If there is not, we must devise one. So let us “care” for the
children of our country in the best way possible for they are the real wealth of our land. They hold the future in
their tiny hands; the wisdom of our land is hidden in their minds and the love which should kindle unity, courage
and sacrifice are dormant in them.
264.133 Excerpt from Pattern Of Life\fn{by Shudha Mazumdar (1899-1994)} Calcutta, Calcutta District, West Bengal
State, India (F) 12
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1
“Wife brought to bed of a daughter …”
The entry was dated 22 March, the year 1899. I was only ten years of age when I found this item, written in
English, in an old diary. My advent had been important enough to be noted down by my father!
Mohan Chand House in the Kidderpore area of Calcutta was our home. The family had landed property, some
of which was in Sripur—a little village in Khulna district. In 1842, our ancestor, Mohan Chand Ghose, had moved
from there to Calcutta and acquired the home. Later my father, Tara Pada Ghose, extended it and named it after
my great grandfather.
The house was enormous. The front wing was Father’s. It had an English dining room, a vast Victorian
drawing room, a book-lined library, shady verandahs and corridors, and a marble staircase that led up to the
immense roof-terrace overlooking the Kidderpore Docks. On this side also was the office where the clerical staff
worked at huge ledgers under the eagle eye of the manager, who had a superintendent to help him in the
administration on the estates. They lived in a separate block which was called the amla quarters. Here they and
many men and maid-servants of the house were provided with food and lodging.
Mother’s rooms were situated in another wing. Father also had a suite here and so did each of my brothers after
marriage. And here too was a cheerful little room, the accouchement chamber, where all the family had been born
and were to be born.
Of a family of five, I was the youngest and seemed to be always in the background. My elder sister, thirteen
years my senior, had been married a few months before my birth. People always appeared to be occupied with her
and her husband in some way or other, for though they lived in Howrah, they often visited us. There was one
brother before and two others after her.
The youngest, then six years old, was much disgusted at my arrival. One of my earliest recollections is a
quarrel with him.
“Why were you born?” he burst out, “ever since you came, both mother and father have stopped loving me. I
do not wish to see your face!”
I took the words to heart and for a long time after used to pull my pinafore over my face whenever we chanced
to meet. He was a terrible tease and took a particular delight in my discomfiture. But he was my only playmate in
my father’s vast house and I bore it all for fear of forfeiting his friendship.
As time went on, I grew more attached to him than to my other brothers and many were the games we had
together. I had several dolls and played with them all by myself, but since it was imperative to have someone else
when I wanted them to get married, I begged him to become the father of the groom. Long before the ceremony,
we secretly prepared tiny earthen lamps and dried them in the sun. Then, with the kind help of the cook, who let
us have some oil and rag wicks, we lit them on the wedding night. Placed in a long line, the little flickering flames
made a brave show when the bridegroom was driven forth in state. He was an English sailor and his coach was a
doll’s wicker perambulator for which his legs were far too long.
Besides being the father of the groom, my brother was helpful in other ways. He became the horse that drew
the coach and the musician who hummed tunes from Lobo’s wedding band as he pranced along with the
perambulator in tow. I never breathed freely till the bridegroom had reached his destination on the other side of
the verandah. There I waited with the blushing bride, whose veil was lowered in accordance with the timehonored tradition of Bengal.
My brother obligingly officiated as the priest as well, and later begged people to come and “see the face of the
bride”. The blessings, which were invariably in the form of small coins, were promptly pocketed by him. He
argued that as the bridegroom’s father, he was entitled to take all that was given to the bride, and I, never quite
certain of my status in the matter, was compelled to relinquish my rights. Once, I remember, we felt strongly that
we could not honorably accept these gifts without dispensing some sort of hospitality to those who attended the
ceremony, and so decided to invite them to a carai-bhati\fn{Picnic} which would be the wedding feast.
Once again, the cook co-operated and made available to us one of his stoves on which to prepare the
khichuri\fn{Rice cooked with lentils} but hovered over us to see that we did not set ourselves on fire. I do not know
whether my brother parted with the cash to buy the foodstuffs or whether they were supplied by this obliging
cook, but I do remember that there was a delicious khichuri. As I was stirring the mixture, weighed down with the
importance of being a bride’s mother, my brother came in.
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“No onions”, he warned, knowing my weakness for this edible root, for onions are considered “unclean” and
our guests were extremely orthodox.
Ours was a very quiet household and we saw little of the world outside the great walls surrounding the garden.
Except for my mother’s numerous relations and a few of my father’s, we seldom had visitors. Sometimes, drawn
in a closed brougham by a dappled grey horse of uncertain temper, I accompanied my mother on visits to her
people. Something or the other was always happening to them: engagement ceremonies or weddings, babies
arriving or functions connected with their coming. Then, of course, there were times when I heard that they were
ill, but I was never allowed to go with her on these occasions; instead of me, she took with her a small basket of
fruit or some such invalid food for the patient. The clan instinct was strong in her and she was always lending a
helping hand to anyone who came from her father’s or my father’s village.
My father, Tara Pada Ghose, was a landowner—a zamindar, as they were then called in Bengal. Most of the
ancestral property which my father inherited was in the area of the Sunderbans—the Sundari forests in the delta of
the Ganges. His position as zamindar required him to visit these remote areas. In later years he used a motor
launch, but in those days it was the budgerow\fn{Houseboat} rowed by many men, that took him on his tours over
the rough rivers. Among his retinue also sailed his beloved horse Jack to enable him to visit his tenants in their
scattered holdings.
My father took a great interest in his tenants and did not leave them entirely to the mercies of the overseers.
Every cold weather—as we refer to winter time—I remember seeing many of the tenants arrive with their
families. For weeks they lived in a separate portion of our great house. The women and children came to Mother
and told her of all their wants in the village. Every afternoon, in a large tent with a top gaily colored in orange and
red, the men had an audience with Father.
When Father held court, he sat in a special chair on a raised platform, surrounded by the officers of his estate.
One by one the peasants came forward with their grievances and he lent a patient car to each one. They were now
the guests of their landlord, and Mother kept careful watch to see that they were all fed amply and well. The
women and children toured the zoo and Kali temple, bathed in the Ganges and visited the jadu ghar,\fn{Home of
magic} the museum. These activities delighted the children and their mothers, while the men-folk were busy with
more important matters.
Apart from his estates, Father had two great hobbies, his health and his horses. He had four horses in his
stables, and I remember so well the manner in which he fussed over their food and had them groomed in his
presence. He was a familiar figure on the maidan\fn{Open field} riding there every morning, accompanied by his
attendant with flying turban-tail. Once, near the Red Road, he was thrown. It was on his 72nd birthday, but he
picked himself up and rode home.
“What made you do that, Mr. Ghose?” asked Colonel Denham White, our family physician, as he felt his
patient’s pulse. He had been called when Father discovered that his aches and pains were bad enough to keep him
in bed. “You could have returned home in your car. Was it not waiting for you as usual?”
“Yes,” Father replied, “but Jack would never again have acknowledged me as his master if I had.”
In a specially built gymnasium, he exercised regularly and kept magnificent health even in old age. I never saw
him eat our food. He dieted according to every book on dieting experimenting to discover what was best for him.
His diet was composed, according to an English menu book, of meat and fish—boiled, baked or steamed—and
vegetables.
But there came a time when, much to Mother’s distress, it was nothing but fruit and nuts. When he felt he was
putting on weight he made drastic cuts in the courses. It was fascinating to watch the cooked meat and fish being
weighed on scales at the dinner table, and to see bits being snipped off here and there to conform to the exact
requirement suitable for his size and age according to the book he happened to be following.
Even though he did not partake of our food, a tray of little bowls containing many kinds of curries was
unfailingly set before him by Mother. Sometimes he sampled them and commented on their richness, firmly
convinced that this, together with the rice eaten with them, was the cause of all the illness in the country. The one
Bengali food he ate with relish was dahi,\fn{Yoghurt} and regularly each night Mother put a little bowl of milk to
set for his lunch the following day.
He was also extremely fond of her sandesh\fn{A milk sweet} which was served in tiny terra-cotta bowls
sprinkled with rose petals as a special delicacy at his dinner parties. She was never present at these parties for we
were all in purdah\fn{Seclusion} in those days in spite of Father’s advanced Western ideas.
My father had lost his father in infancy and had been brought up by his uncle, Jogendro Chandra Ghose. This
uncle was a remarkable personality. In his dress and in his living he was extremely orthodox, but in religion he
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was staunchly Positivist. He was a follower of the French philosopher, Auguste Comte, and considered Richard
Congreve, the head of the London Positivist Society, his guru.
To Jogendro, Positivism seemed to be the ideal philosophy to tie together valuable Hindu social institutions
and certain secular, rational concepts from the West. He began to write books and articles which explained his
brainchild, “Hindu-Positivism”. Having accepted the Positivist “sacrament of maturity” in 1884, Jogendro was
qualified to become the leader of the “Society for the Study of Comte’s Positivist Philosophy in India”. As leading
member, Jogendro organized the festivals of the Positivists and carried on a lengthy and exhaustive
correspondence with Richard Congreve.
I never saw my great-uncle, but many were the tales current in our family of his simplicity, courage, and
absolute freedom from convention. This background was a strong influence in my father’s life so that he in turn
became unorthodox and immovable in his ideas.
My mother was the sweetest soul, but poles apart from my father. While he remained unorthodox to a degree,
wholeheartedly adopting western ideas, she clung to the eastern ones. He had his ways of living and thinking, but
she held firmly to her own.
My mother’s people came from a nobler lineage than my father’s because they had the blood of Maharaja
Protapaditya in their veins. Protapaditya of Jessore was the pride of Bengal—the rebel lord famed for his valour
and stubborn resistance to Moghul sovereignty! Stirring tales were told of how well he fought and was victorious
in the sixteenth century, but, alas, was later conquered and captured. Guru Prasad Roy Chowdhury, my mother’s
grandfather, owned extensive land and property in Khulna, in the surrounding areas and in Calcutta. There can
still be found a lane named after him in the southern part of Calcutta.
The family mansion was at Taki Saidpore by the broad Ichamati river. Here his son, Rajendra Nath, a much
loved landlord, maintained the old traditions of charity and almsgiving, fulfilled all obligations to his tenants and
dependants, lived honorably and died full of years leaving ten children to mourn his loss.
My mother was the eldest daughter. Her name was Gin Bala, “daughter of the mountains”, and it was an
appropriate one. She had amazing strength and endurance; her mind was stronger than her frail and ailing body
which never dominated her spirit. She had no tact, spoke the truth bluntly without mincing matters, and was
immovable as a rock where her principles were concerned. She was a curious mixture of sentiment, practicality
and courage.
The Ramayana and the Mahabharata epics were her favorite reading, yet she was passionately fond of the very
popular historical romances of Bankim Chandra Chatterjee. In those days, she also loved the writing of Hem
Chandra Banerjee and had learned most of his poems by heart. Many were the stories she told us about him, and
in her jewel box was a treasured pair of earrings that the poet had blessed her with when she arrived as a bride.
His palatial home, which now has a rather desolate look, was very near ours and his family seemed to be the only
one in Kidderpore with whom our women-folk were on visiting terms.
We learned from her of the famous visitors to the house for Jogendro regarded his special apartments as similar
to a French salon. Mother had watched all this from a distance for she never appeared before the men. During the
years, she had had glimpses of many who became famous—Henry J. S. Cotton of the Indian Civil Service; W. C.
Bonnerjee, the first President of the Indian National Congress; Dwarkanath Mitra, the first Indian High Court
Judge; and of course, Bankim Chandra Chatterjee and Hem Chandra Banerjee.
Mother told us in detail about the leading literati who gathered in our home—how they would read out their
contributions to Banga Darshan, a popular Bengali monthly published by Bankim Chandra, and shout with
laughter as some important personage was ridiculed without mercy. She loved those evenings and loved
dispensing hospitality to the jovial men who gathered there. She was a young wife then, and being weary after the
long day would sit nodding on the steps as she watched dinner grow cold. At times it was past midnight when she
had finished serving the men and was able to have her own meal, but those were happy days for her.
We never tired of hearing how the poet, Hem Chandra Banerjee, once played a practical joke on her. To all
who belonged to the coterie, he posted a doggerel in Bengali which, translated, would be something like this:
Tapsya fish just off the fire with piping hot loochi
Chipped potatoes, cauliflowers and young goat’s meat
On a cold winter eve should you care to eat,
Then hasten to Number 14 Puddapukur Street.
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Mother faithfully maintained the various rituals, functions and social customs that had been handed down to
her by grandmother. In spite of my father’s liberal ideas and Western way of life, in faith he was essentially a
Hindu and it was here that he and my mother were one; both were religious and pious without cant.
Many of Mother’s beliefs, to Father’s rational mind, were mere superstitions, but he never seriously interfered
or forbade anything she chose to do within our home. He had at one time tried his best to persuade her to eschew
our age-old customs and to adopt Western ones, but she had been adamant in her refusal.
“At a very early age I was brought to this house by your mother to keep up its traditions. So as long as I am
here I must be true to the things into which I have been initiated. Should you leave this ancestral home of yours
and live elsewhere, then only in new surroundings and in altered circumstances, can I think and act according to
your desires. Here, I am not only your wife, but the daughter-in-law of the house,” she had told him.
And it was ever thus. She kept her faith and lived up to her beliefs, and rigidly adhered to family traditions she
felt it her duty to uphold. We, the children, knew in some measure how difficult life was for her and how easy it
could have been had she agreed to follow Father’s wishes. But no, she had her own ideas of duty and those were
of paramount importance to her. The legacy left by her mother-in-law lay heavily on her but she bore all with
equanimity.
“A man may do whatever he chooses but that home is doomed where a woman follows her own desires,” was
one of her favorite sayings. Generous to a fault, endowed with a priceless sense of humor, always self-restrained
and fearless, she bravely stood up for what she considered to be true.
She had her own personal establishment including her kitchen, presided over by a Brahmin cook, and a retinue
of servants for the daily work. She also had a private kitchen where she made her own tea and every day some
dishes for us, no matter how many had been prepared by her Brahmin cook and Father’s Muslim one. Pir
Mohammed had a detached cottage in our compound. Here he cooked his belati khana\fn{English food} for
Father’s table and cared for the hens that fluttered about and squawked and laid their eggs in a specially built
coop.
Although Mother never sat at Father’s table, she never failed to be present when he sat for his meals in lonely
splendor. It was nearly always long past midday before she had her own lunch and then only after her duties and
her daily ritual of prayers and worship were complete. At night, the cook departed after having served us, leaving
Mother's food in dekacis\fn{Pans} over the dying fires. Whether this kept it warm or not we never knew, for we
were fast asleep before she had her frugal dinner, after her evening bath and prayers and after every one else had
dined.
We had our food from the hands of her Brahmin cook but were occasionally allowed to taste the Western
dishes from Father’s table. But the pleasure was brief. Immediately after having eaten this food, I had to undergo
a thorough wash and change every item of my clothing before I was permitted to touch anything in Mother’s
apartment. Unorthodox food was considered to be unclean, and therefore I was unclean until I had been
thoroughly washed.
I remember that the youngest of my brothers was very much against my partaking of this unclean food. When I
expressed my surprise as to why I should abstain when he and all my brothers ate it, I was loftily told that they
were men, and it ill-befitted me, one of the inferior species, to even dream of acting like them.
“Does Mother or Didi\fn{Elder sister; a title, not a proper name. Siblings are referred to by kinship terms rather than their given
names. Thus, Didi is elder sister; Dada, the eldest of elder brothers; Mejda, the second eldest of elder brothers; and Chorda, the youngest of
the elder brothers} ever eat here, you stupid? You are a girl, so its a positive sin for you to eat fowl or their eggs.”

I grew anxious and implored his advice as to how I could evade committing this terrible sin.
“I’ll tell you what,” he suggested sagely after much deliberation, “when Father calls you at dinner time, make a
wry face—like this,” and he painfully twisted his face, “and say you have a tummy-ache.”
Now I was particularly fond of the tasty dishes prepared by Pir Mohammed, but what could I do? Even for
their sake I dared not displease this despotic brother who could make life unbearable for me with his gibes and
threats if I did not blindly obey him.
So the following day I repressed my unholy appetite and feigned an acute pain. Since Father was concerned, he
did not press me much and thus I purchased the goodwill of my playmate by abstaining from custard pudding.
But, the plan failed to work for long.
“Come now,” coaxed Father, offering me a piece of chicken cutlet on his fork one day, “Have this wee bit, I am
sure this will not hurt you.”
The fragrance of the forbidden meat made me forget my vows. Docilely I accepted the offer while my brother
looked daggers at me.
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The handling of small coins was distasteful to Father, so Jamuna, his old servant, spent whole afternoons
conditioning them. The copper coins were polished till they shone like gold, then each of them was neatly folded
in a small square piece of white note paper. A few of these were always in Father’s purse to be given away to the
many lame and blind who begged in the streets.
He was very sympathetic to suffering and his charities were many and varied. He distributed largesse to needy
Brahmins during the death anniversary ceremonies of his father and grandfather; doled out rice to the poor who
lined both sides of the street in front of our gates every Sunday afternoon; sent sacks of rice to the somberly
dressed Little Sisters of the Poor for their Home for the Aged and Infirm; sent cheques to the Bishops wife, Mrs.
Coppleston, to buy coal in the winter for the slum-dwellers of London; gave land to our village priest on which to
grow the rice needed to support his family; and subscribed to countless causes. His purse was ever open for all
charitable purposes. He made no distinction amongst his beneficiaries, whereas Mother’s beneficence was solely
for the people of the rural areas she knew.
So far as she was concerned, she had no doubt that charity should begin at home and, considering the unending
needs of her own and Father’s village people, it should definitely remain there. She was always amused at
Father’s charities and thought them just another of his foibles.
Father was always well-dressed, having an extensive wardrobe of European clothes tailored by the best
English firms of Calcutta. He wore them with ease. A man of extraordinarily fair skin, a small “French-Cut” beard
as it was called in those days, and a tall distinguished frame, he was often mistaken for a European. A friend of
my brother related that as boys, they would run to the gate to watch my father pass by in his landau, drawn by a
pair of spirited horses and driven by a coachman flourishing his whip. The picture was completed by the two
footmen who stood at the hack of the coach, crying out to pedestrians to keep to the left as the coach turned
corners. The jingling bells and snorting horses, the colorful liveries of the servants and the long gleaming landau
with Father immaculately dressed in foreign clothes (complete with pincenex on his nose) was of perpetual
interest to them. He said Father drove by at a certain hour in the afternoon with such exactitude that they
sometimes set their clock to the time.
“Look, look, there goes the Frenchman,” they would call to each other, and for a long time took him to be one.
Sometimes I was asked to accompany him on one of those afternoon outings that were considered to be so
good for one’s health. To sit primly dressed in my best frock and straw hat trimmed with pink roses, in silence,
was something of an ordeal but of course I could not dream of refusing to comply with his wishes. It was boring
just to sit and watch the passing streets and people. Father was always absorbed in his own thoughts and those
were the days when little girls were to be seen and not heard. Once I was caught putting a peanut in my mouth
and was gently reprimanded. Eating in public was simply not done. His code of good behavior was never
preached; we were left to exercise our own intelligence in the matter.
Mother, on the contrary, pressed her points by adding that it was necessary for a daughter of Bengal to do this,
or not to do that, concluding most times with,
“Remember, you will have to go to your father-in-law’s home and if you do not know these things you will be
held in disgrace.”
“The father-in-law’s home” assumed awesome proportions for young girls in Bengal; forever it was dinned
into their heads what would be approved of there and what would not. To gain the approval of the revered elders
of one's husband’s family was an important item in the code of good conduct.
Father dearly loved and venerated my grandmother. She had been widowed at the age of nineteen, with a small
daughter and this son who was then only a few months old. Her word was law in the household. Bitter sorrow and
stern circumstances had been hers since early womanhood and they had helped to mould her character
accordingly.
She did not quite approve of her only son’s lapse from Indian ways of living, but being wise she made a
compromise.
He might do whatever he chose, but once a day he must have his food in orthodox style in her apartment. And
it was so. As long as she was alive, Father was allowed to eat from Pir Mohammed’s hands only at night. In the
morning, his mother was not to be denied the pleasure of supervising her son’s food, fussing over him in joy and
coaxing him to partake of special delicacies prepared by her cook. She died in 1904, and I have but a dim
recollection of her.
Father was deeply grieved. For a whole month following her death be obeyed the simple but severe customs
laid down by orthodox Hindu society for those who sorrow for the dead. Living on a single dish of boiled rice and
vegetables prepared by Mother in the morning, and only fruit and milk at night; wearing only those clothes that
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were absolutely necessary; and abstaining from any form of luxury or entertainment, he lived a rigidly austere life
for the whole of the mourning month.
Afterwards, he meticulously performed the elaborate rites of the shraddha ceremony for the peace of the soul
of the departed, fed the poor in great numbers and distributed largesse to needy Brahmins and learned pandits.
After all was over, he returned to his normal way of living but was unable to reconcile himself to the loss of his
mother. Leaving Calcutta, he traveled alone in North India for many weeks visiting Mathura, Hardwar and other
holy places.
2
One day after Father had returned from his travels, I learned that I would be going to school. Mother packed a
small tiffin box with pastries and sweets, and it was duly placed in Father’s landau. Bursting with importance, I
brushed my close-cropped hair, put on a clean frock and pinafore, and took my place opposite my father. Soon we
arrived at St. Teresa’s Convent School, and here I was admitted as a day scholar.
At that time, I was the only Indian girl amongst the English and Anglo-Indian girls at the school. Being quite
ignorant of English, I had to speak in broken Hindi to make myself understood. The good nuns, who mostly came
from Germany and France, knew some Hindi but not a word of Bengali. I made friends quickly and became very
fond of school.
“It won’t do to teach her English only,” said Mother, so I was placed under the tutelage of one of her relatives
and from him I received my first lessons in Bengali. I used to rise early in the morning and trot downstairs to the
amla quarters for this instruction.
In a section of this detached building, separate from the clerks, lived distant relatives whose slender salaries
forbade the luxury of bringing their families to Calcutta. Year in and year out they lived there, provided with food
and lodging by Father, visiting their dear ones in distant villages only during holidays. Amongst these kinsmen
were an uncle of Father’s and another on Mother’[s side, the former lean and lanky, a teacher at the David Hare
School, and the latter, not unlike Falstaff, a clerk at the Meteorological Office which Mother always insisted on
referring to as the “stormy office”.
These two were a jolly couple and had a room to themselves. I was the pupil of the Faistaffian uncle and well
remember one of his favorite modes of punishment. When I failed to answer his question in a satisfactory manner,
I was lifted up to the top of a wall that partitioned their room from the next and left there with legs dangling
miserably until my sin was sufficiently expiated.
Father did not approve of our visits to this portion of the house. In fact, except for Bengali lessons we were
forbidden to enter the amla quarters, but my youngest brother and I found it difficult to keep away from the
apartment of this corpulent uncle. Full of Bengali folk tales, an inexhaustible stock of grisly histories of ghosts
and goblins and romantic and heroic stories from the ancient epics, he was a most engaging companion. The
battles from the Mahabharata were a popular subject, and I was often asked which of the five Pandava brothers I
would like for my future bridegroom.
“Go away,” I cried, turning away my burning face, but so well did he extol the virtues of each of the five
heroes that I found it hard to choose.
We were never tired of hearing the exploits of the brave Bhima: of his giant size, his great appetite that was so
hard to appease, his strong language vented on his enemies, and the manner in which he vanquished them. To my
child’s mind, it was he who shone with brighter light than the virtuous Yadhisthir or the valiant Arjuna.
On Saturdays and Sundays, when there was no school, we would steal through the cowshed in the silent
afternoons to listen to uncle’s wonderful stories. He was a born teller of tales and his graphic accounts, delivered
with gestures and an abundance of eye movements, kept us spellbound. We did not dare to use the front door for
Father might see us, but that slinking through the cowshed was a terrible business! I still remember how my heart
hammered as I dodged the curing horn of Chandi. She was a beautiful cow with a large white spot on her brow
and a most uncertain temper! But we were well aware of Father’s disapproval, and this was the only other route
leading to that magic world of delectable tales.
The vocation of every girl was to be a wife and a mother, and the ideal held up to her for her future life was
seva, service to others. The blessings of the elders of the husband’s home were considered to be necessary
ingredients for her happiness and prosperity, and these were to be earned by services, however small, given in
loving respect. It was the pride and privilege of a bride to serve but if she failed, her parents were blamed for her
shortcomings and the mother bore the slur of having failed in her duty towards her daughter.
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Since much would be required of the girl when she attained womanhood, a system of education began to
prepare her for her future life from her earliest days. As nearly all things in India hinge on religion, this training
was also centered in religious thoughts and practices.
It aimed at imparting an elementary knowledge of the basic ideas that were considered by a Bengali family to
be good and true; it was accomplished through the medium of little rituals and prayers and fasts. These rituals had
some connection with objects that were familiar to the child such as plant and animal life. By this system of
training, the child was taught to be disciplined and dutiful and responsible. She who undertakes a lesson of this
kind, is said to have undertaken a brata. The literal meaning of brata is vow. So the child takes a vow to do a
certain thing which must be performed.
Many are the bratas performed by Hindu women regularly during certain times of the year, but there are also
bratas which are only for the young unmarried girl. The child is left to do everything in her own way. Unlike the
usual Sanskrit prayers that need a priest to prompt them, the mantras\fn{Sacred formulas} used in performing these
bratas are generally in simple Bengali verse which the child learns by heart and recites unaided.
The tulsi brata teaches the child how to care for the bush of Sweet basil that is so dearly cherished in every
Hindu home. The cow brata makes her familiar with the four-footed friend whose milk not only sustained her in
infancy but is still an important item of her daily food. There is another delightful brata called punyi-pukur, or the
lake of merit, in which the child digs a diminutive lake and seating herself before it, prays to Mother Earth for the
gift of tolerance and for the fortitude to endure all things in life lightly, as does Mother Earth herself.
The prayers are quaint and the requests are remarkable for their naiveté. Worldly bliss is sought in many forms.
For instance, in one brata, the little devotee desires:
Cows in the cowshed, and
Corn in the Store-house
Vermilion between the parting of my hair
Every year a son, and
May not a single one die, and
Never may a teardrop fall from my eye.

Each brata has a tale of itself. At the conclusion of her brata, the girl must sit with her group of friends and
listen to the legend that has been woven round it.
Even though my Positivist grandfather was no more, his wife was to live to a good old age and took a lively
interest in family affairs. She looked with disapproval on my bare knees and frocks, foretelling sorrow for my
mother, through me, if she persisted in allowing Father’s Western ideas to permeate our household. So whenever
“young Grandmother” (for that is what we called her), came for a visit I was careful to stay away from her. But
one day she caught sight of me and said to my mother,
“Well, Bou,\fn{Daughter-in-law} your daughter is growing up. Are you making her take an interest in any brata
niyamas? She is old enough to make a beginning, or does her father desire to make her into a pucca
memsahib?” \fn{Genuine foreign woman} Mother looked at me thoughtfully and nodded.
“Yes, she has just stepped into her eighth year.”
The existence of the atman, the Godhead or divinity, within men is accepted as a fact by all those who are of
the Hindu faith and it is believed that the highest good is the realization and the expression of that divinity. To
achieve this various spiritual disciplines and techniques were recommended by the sages and seers of ancient
times.
As realization is attained through the mind, attempts are made to train the restless mind from one’s earliest
years. The training is done according to certain rules, which demand regular practice and form the basis of the
concept of yoga. The daily routine of the vast majority of Hindus (women in particular) is governed by rules
which are in fact connected with those rules of discipline preliminary to yoga.
First, there is the visit to the toilet followed by a bath. Then, dressed in clean clothes, comes prayers or
meditation nd only after this is it possible to eat. This then became my morning routine at the age of eight and I
have never deviated from it.
One of the most popular braatas in Bengal for the unmarried girl is Shiva puja\fn{Worship} The great God
Shiva is the ideal male and many a maiden is blessed with the words:
“May you be granted a husband like Shiva.”
He is well known for his deep devotion to his beloved wife, Durga, and for the havoc he wrought throughout
heaven and earth in his wild paroxysm of grief when he lost her. As old as the hills, the beautiful legend has still
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the power to thrill many a girl of the Hindu faith and make her long for a husband, not as resplendent as Indra,
King of the Gods, but as great as Shiva. For the Great Yogi cared nothing for earthly riches and dearly loved his
wife. Mothers initiated their daughters in this brata for it was believed the benediction of Shiva could bring his
devotee a husband as great-hearted and loving as himself.
Bysakh, the first month of the Bengali year, is considered to be an auspicious time to commence any brata
niyana. So on the 14th of April\fn{New Year’s day in Bengal} Mother made me undertake my first brata, the Shiva
puja. I was then eight years old and learned to perform the little ritual every morning before I went to school. For
this, the first niyama was observed; that is, I had to have a good bath and wear a crimson silk cheli sari, the
correct dress for the occasion, and not allow a single morsel of food or drink of any kind to touch my lips before
the conclusion of the ceremony.
Rising early in the morning, I first bathed and changed and then I ran to the garden to pick some flowers and
fresh young blades of durva grass with which to perform my puja. The ritual had to be finished before I could
have breakfast, and then, breathlessly, in frock and pigtail I was ready at the gate waiting for the school bus that
arrived unfailingly at 8:30 a.m.
On the ground floor of mother's establishment was our puja room. No one was allowed to enter this sacred
room with unclean clothes, and leather footwear had to be left outside the doors. On its faded saffron walls were
pictures by Ravi Varma, color prints of various gods and goddesses with gilt frames tarnished by time.
On a large lotus, inlaid in black and white marble on the marble floor, reposed the beautifully wrought white
marble throne of Lakshmi, the goddess of Fortune. On this was the pali of Lakshmi—the token of prosperity. The
pali was a wickerwork basket, not unlike a Grecian urn in shape, filled with recently harvested golden paddy and
some cowries, seashells used as currency in very ancient times and considered now to be symbols of wealth and
good fortune.
Crowning this pali was another basket containing toilet articles of the goddess. In shape it was a miniature
pali, usually made of wicker embroidered with sea-shells and trimmed around the edges with some red material.
This is the emblem of happy wifehood which the young bride carries when she leaves her father’s home for her
father-in-law’s. Besides the comb and mirror are lengths of gaily coloured ribbon for her hair, a pair of conch shell
bangles, a kajallata\fn{Collyrium pot} with which to darken her eyes and the little vermilion box with its crimson
powder that is cherished so dearly by every married girl in Bengal. From the moment she becomes a bride,
vermilion begins to play an important part in her life.
After the marriage ceremony, her bridegroom dips the edge of a silver comb in the bright powder and marks
the centre parting of her hair. After that day, every morning and evening for the rest of her life she renews the ruby
red mark with the edge of her comb. Only when death takes her husband away from her does she rub off the mark
and put away her beloved vermilion box forever.
Water from the Ganges was stored in a huge brass jar. The great river Ganga\fn{ Ganges} that rushes from the
snowy Himalayan regions, cascading down to the plains below, flows through Bengal on her way to the sea,
making the land green and fertile. Loved and revered throughout India, the Ganga is spoken of as a goddess in
Indian epics and her waters are considered very holy.
Facing the puja room was a small open courtyard, the floor of which was paved with cement, except for a
square in the centre in which the earth was left bare. This was the place of sacrifice. Into this soft earth was fixed
a very old, worn, forked piece of wood which was called the hari-katha. Here, once a year in October, (on the
night of the full moon) during the Kojagori Lakshmi puja, a pure white goat was beheaded by the man who by
vocation was entitled to perform this sacrifice. He was called the karma and as his forefathers before him, did this
work for a small fee. This was the only sacrifice that was performed at our home.
Mother also had a dhenki. This was a huge wooden threshing machine which was fixed on the floor of the
dhenki room and here Mother with her maids threshed the paddy and prepared the chira, parched and flattened
rice, for the pujas. It was done in token quantities but anyone in the locality who needed some for ceremonial
purposes came to have it made in our dhenki. The thud, thud of the dhenki as the crusher went up and down in the
hole, threshing the grain, disturbed Father so it could never he used when he was in. I remember enjoying the fun
to be had stepping on and off the end of the dhenki making it go up and down again.
In the puja room, Mother taught me how to make the necessary arrangements for the ritual with a set of small
copper utensils I had been given. In the little water vessel I poured out some Ganges water and first washed the
flowers, the durva grass, the leaves from the bael tree so loved by Shiva and aconda which was difficult to obtain
in town, but sometimes supplied by our mali.\fn{Gardener} Daily he brought a fresh sprig from our bael tree, and
from this I would select the unblemished, tender young three-leaved shoots. The durva grass had to have three
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blades too. The grass and the fresh flowers I picked from our garden were separately placed on the little copper
flower plate. Crimson and cream sandalwood would then be separately rubbed with water on a stone slab and the
paste thus formed scraped up into tiny little bowls. Finally, a handful of uncooked rice was carefully washed and
heaped on another plate, and on this I placed a peeled banana. This was the naibedya, food offering.
In an earthen pot in a corner of the puja room was kept some soft mud from the Ganges and with a fistful of
this substance I would mould my symbol of Shiva. I never could make this in a proper manner and was often in
despair, for my Shiva would insist on being a crooked one, which boded no good for me. In a flat dish I put my
Shiva on a sprig of bael, then I lit a little lamp and placed the food offering and the flower plate on either side,
sitting on a small carpet to perform my ritual.
First I gave my Shiva a bath gently sprinkling him three times with a little Ganges water from the tiny copper
shell-shaped vessel. Every time I did so I murmured,
“I salute thee O Shiva.”
Then, dipping a few flowers and leaves in the sandalwood paste and holding them in my joined palms, I said a
little prayer before making my offering. Briefly, some of the attributes of Shiva were mentioned, and it ended
something like this:
Lord I am so small a maid
That hymns of praise I know not,
Aconda flower, leaves of bael and water from the Ganga
Be content with these my offerings,
O Bhola Mahcswara.

Bhola is a name of Shiva, meaning, “the oblivious one”, for unlike other gods he is said to be oblivious of
formal ritual and content with a wild flower or a leaf if it is offered with love and devotion. Maheswara is another
name of Shiva, and it means “great god”.
This offering too was made three times. Generally I closed my eyes trying to visualize Shiva with the patch of
deep blue on his fair throat, the third eye of wisdom on his forehead and matted locks piled high on his head.
There was such a picture of Shiva on the wall, with a slim crescent moon shining from above and a sweet little
face peeping out from behind the moon.
“Who is that peeping out behind Shiva?” I had once asked.
“O that is Mother Ganga,” was Mother’s casual reply.
“But why is she there?” I persisted.
“Because Bhagiratha begged her to come down to earth. She was pleased with his penance and prayers and
consented to do so if he could make Shiva agree to receive her, for otherwise the earth could not bear her weight.
So Shiva, who is ever ready to help his devotees, bore the first impact of her mighty waters on his head. This
made it possible for Bhagiratha to obtain salvation for the soul of his ancestors.”
“Tell me more,” I begged breathlessly.
“I have no time, it’s all in the Ramayana, you must read it for yourself.”
“But that is all about Rama, Lakshmana, and Sita,” I protested, remembering that she had read aloud the
Banishment of Sita.
“Bhagiratha was an ancestor of Rama,” was her short reply as she hurried away.
Every year for four years, I regularly performed my Shiva puja throughout the month of Bysakh. I had been
told that I must not think of anything else while I performed my puja but this was a difficult order to follow. Once,
I had devoutly closed my eyes as usual when offering my flowers and, on opening them, found to my surprise and
awe that a full-blown flower had covered my Shiva like a cap. I ran to inform Mother and dragged her in to see
the miracle; she smiled and said perhaps I had said my prayer with “one mind” and that was the sign that the great
god was pleased with me.
The fast of Nil, another brata, was performed by my mother, Didi,\fn{ My elder sister} and myself all together.
This brata is comparatively simple. We had to fast until the worship of Shiva was over in the evening, and then
we feasted on fruits and sweets prepared from milk. Nil-Kantha, which literally means, “blue-throated” is but one
of the many names of Shiva. Forever unselfish, it was he who had offered to take the bitter poison that was
churned out of the ocean by the demons in their search for amrita, the nectar of immortality. Unable to swallow
the poison, he stored it in his throat where the dark blue poison glowed through his fair skin.
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To conclude the nil brata, we went at sunset with offerings of flowers and fruit, sweets and sandalwood paste
on a tray to the temple adjoining our house. Each of us lit a little lamp and poured Ganges water, milk, and honey
over the great black marble symbol of Shiva. After placing our offerings before it, we said our prayers.
There was another brata that Mother made me undertake. When roused, I was the unfortunate possessor of a
fiery temper and stinging tongue, which in Mother’s opinion was most unbecoming in a maiden and would mean
endless sorrow for me at my future father-in-law’s house. At the same time I was always blurting out things that
were better left unsaid. When reprimanded, I justified myself with,
“But, it is true, Mother, so why should I not say it?”
According to her, there was a proper time and place for truths, but I never could gain her perspective. After
losing an argument, my elder sister once retreated with the comment that my tongue was not to be wondered at
since I was born under the sign of Cancer; and she warned Mother of the dire consequences in store for me if
nothing were done about it.
So, Mother at last decided upon the Madhu-Sankranti brata. For two successive years on the last day of each
month, I had to give a small new bell-metal bowl of madhu\fn{Honey} and a silver coin to a holy man, and then
take the “dust of his feet” in salutation. It was hoped that by his blessings I would gain a honeyed tongue.
One of the important annual events in our house was Saraswati puja to worship the Goddess of Learning. As
Saraswati is the beneficent Mother who bestows knowledge of the arts and of letters, her devotees are mostly
students and it is they who welcome her advent. My brothers were very keen on this puja, and long before the
actual day, they were occupied with preparations for the function. A clay figure of the goddess has to be dressed
and set up in an appropriate setting. The main task was making the caal, the background screen of split bamboo.
The goddess would stand in front of this on a little platform protected on both sides by screens of bamboo. The
whole edifice was first covered with colored paper, then decorated with lotus blossoms cut from white and rose
colored tissue paper. Our caal was always the best in the neighborhood and considered to be a suitable work of
art.
We built the caal in a little room downstairs which was always kept locked. It was to be a surprise for the
household and would only be brought forth the day before the puja. In this task my duties consisted of running
endless errands, boiling the paste, hunting out the scissors when they got lost amidst the pile of paper shavings,
and other humble tasks But I was properly thankful for the right to remain within the room where all these
fascinating proceedings went on. I was also permitted to join in making the multi-colored paper festoons for
decorations. On the eve of the puja day, the protima\fn{Image of the goddess} was brought home where it was
greeted by the sonorous sound of the conch shell blown by Mother.
My brothers rose at dawn the next morning to gather leaves which they entwined with fresh flowers over the
door of the puja room. The goddess on her pedestal looked serenely beautiful.
Around her, a miniature grove had been created with maidenhair fern, crotons and other potted plants. On
either side were little lacquered tables (twenty in all) holding the food offering. There were large shining brass
plates filled with fresh fruits, dates, nuts, and other dried fruits. Coconut sweets of many kinds, made by Mother,
were a special feature. Varieties of them ranging from tasty red globules prepared with shredded coconut and
molasses, to snowy white, feathery chips, so light and airy, and crescent-shaped affairs strewn with almonds,
pistachios, and raisins, and flavored with cardamom seeds were all present. Then there were fragile cream wafers
stamped in delicate designs, sugar cakes, plates of atap rice, a kind used for pujas, and brown sugar piled up high
and crowned with a banana. There were also bowls of milk and honey and yoghurt for the goddess. In wicker
trays and tiny baskets were displayed delicious balls of parched rice, fried and rolled in golden syrup, crisp
popcorn coated with molasses, and fresh scrunchy puffed rice, together with roasted gram treated with treacle, and
every single item was Mother’s handiwork.
The place on which the protima rested was decorated with alpana, a kind of free-hand painting of decorative
patterns done for ceremonial purposes. It was traced on the patent-stone floor with deft fingers dipped in a thick
paste of atap rice and water, the motif being the lotus blossom and bud. Mother’s alpana was always lovely, and
after completing it, she painted pairs of Sri Charana, beautiful footprints, from the door of the puja room right up
to the alpana carpet she had spread to welcome Mother Saraswati. The goddess was supposed to step on these as
she entered the room. On a small stool in front of the image, each of us had to place some of our books and a glass
ink-pot with a reed pen. Blessed by the goddess, it was thought we would then prosper in our studies. I was
fearfully weak in arithmetic and I never forgot to include my dog-eared book in the hopes of bringing about some
improvement.
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The protima was first of all consecrated by the priest. This little ceremony is known as the pran pratistha,
instilling life. The priest invokes the spirit of the goddess into the protima, and from that moment till the puja is
over, Saraswati is said to reside within the clay image and to receive the worship of her devotees. Until this was
done, the image was referred to as protima, but after the pran pratistha, she was Devi.\fn{Goddess} As soon as the
puja was over, the image was again called protima.
We had to fast until the anjali which was usually about 10 a.m. and followed the puja performed by the priest.
For the anjali, family and friends gathered together and stood before the goddess. Anjali, the “flower offering” to
the goddess, was accompanied by Sanskrit mantras, repeated in unison. First came the mantra to meditate on, the
dhyan mantra:
O Pure White One, seated on a white lotus
Bending so gracefully,
Thou art as beautiful as the young moon
In thy lotus hands thou holdest the book and the pen
Grant us the wealth of all learning and fine arts
O goddess of speech, I bow before thee.

Then the pronam mantra:
Hail to thee, goddess of the moving and unmoving worlds,
Pearls adorn thy breast, with beautiful hands
Thou holdest the Vina and the Book,
O goddess Bhagavati Bharathi, I bow before thee.

Then came the culminating prayer that we all loved to chant together; Father had taught it to me himself so I
did not need the help of the priest. By this time a sense of intimacy has been established between the goddess and
the devotee, who therefore feels no compunction in making his many demands. Assured of the Mother’s allembracing love, and knowing that she understands his frailties, the devotee says his final prayer.
A three-leaved bael sprig and a few flowers sprinkled with sandalwood paste were given to each of us. Placing
them within our folded palms, we stood in a semi-circle around the goddess and chanted in Sanskrit:
Even as Brahma, the creator of man cannot be without thee,
Grant one also the boon of cleaving to thee.
The Vedas, sacred lore, song and dance and other arts are inseparable from thee;
O goddess, favor me so that I may attain perfection in all these fine arts.
Good fortune, good memory, the ability to grasp the truth,
Health and radiance, patience and contentment.
With these eight attributes of thine, sustain me O Saraswati.

This prayer, with its music and rhythm, never failed to cast its influence over us, and we all felt better and
more hopeful at least as far as learning was concerned.
At the end of this prayer, the flowers and leaves were cast at the feet of the goddess. Having prostrated
ourselves before the goddess in salutation, we each received a flower from Saraswati’s feet as a symbol of her
benediction. The puja being over, prasad was distributed. Prasad, left-over holy food, consisted of the food
offering which the goddess had partaken of.
Distributing the food offering was an immense task. All the members of the amla quarter and the friends and
relations who had gathered for the ceremony received a sample of each item that had been offered to the goddess.
Each one received his share on a piece of banana leaf. Some plates of prasad were also sent to our neighbors and
a plateful was sent up for Father who would eat only one little piece.
“Prasad kanika matra,” he would say with a smile, meaning that a tiny morsel of this holy food was sufficient
for the purpose of breaking one’s fast.
After this, we all trooped to the store-room for the pastries and milk sweetmeats that had been arriving from
the confectioners since morning. Here we had a liberal allowance as the mid-day meal was generally late on this
day. Cartloads of vegetables had arrived from father’s Sunderban estates for the vegetarian feast to be served to
friends and relatives invited to the puja. The kitchen hummed with the activities of Brahmin cooks hired specially
for the occasion while the verandah near the puja room was crowded with remotely related aunts and cousins who
sat peeling and chopping the vegetables.
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Huge fires roared in the kitchen and over them hung giant cauldrons filled with various curries. On large
wooden platters, flour and ghee were kneaded by perspiring stalwarts to prepare the dough for loochis. First the
dough was converted into little balls, then each ball was rolled out into a thin rounded patty. They were then
dropped into boiling ghee. Fascinated, I watched the cook fry the loochis. He flung three, four, five cakes at a
time into the wide vessels of boiling ghee and immediately each one became an enormous bubble. Swiftly he did
them to a turn and drained them in big wicker baskets by his side. They were served at once to the important
guests, for the loochi has to be eaten straight off the fire to be really enjoyed. The rest of us were served when
they had ceased to look like so many little balloons, but we were hungry enough to enjoy them despite their
deflation.
The loochis were served with dal, a thick mixture of gram boiled in fragrant spices, two or three kinds of
vegetable curries, sliced egg-plant fried in mustard oil, and a chutney made of tamarind and dried fruit. The meal
concluded with yoghurt and milk sweets.
On that day, all our food was served on large green pieces of banana leaves. Water was drunk from little terracotta tumblers and the curries and curds were served in tiny terra-cotta bowls. Afterwards all these bowls were
thrown away as were the leaves. Because unglazed earthenware cannot be scrubbed and washed in a proper
manner, one single sip from a cup of this kind is sufficient to render it “unclean”. Potters make these little cups
and bowls for a few pice each and they are always used when many guests assemble.
After the meal pan was served. Pan is an edible heart-shaped leaf, large and luscious, having a sharp sweet
taste. It is a climbing plant grown with special care in cool darkened bamboo-fenced enclosures covered with
palm fronds to shelter them from the sun’s rays. The cultivators observe strict rules of personal cleanliness. It is
believed that anything of any kind that it is likely to exude an offensive odor may be absorbed by the plant and
affect the flavor of the leaf. The enclosures are guarded with great care and every precaution taken to ensure the
correct texture, growth and delicacy of the leaf.
Pan leaves came in little bundles and had to be cleaned and sorted out. Each one was then prepared with a
smear of lime, finely cut betel nut, and fragrant spices and then folded to form a tiny packet. A clove pierced
through the heart of each khili as this packet was called, holding it firmly closed. Hundreds of these had to be
prepared and were kept fresh by sprinkling them with rose water. After the meal these were served to the guests
who chewed them with relish, for they make the mouth fragrant and are said to help digestion.
The task of preparing pan was usually performed by women only, and with other little girls I was often called
to lend a hand in the work. I always tried to evade this task for the one thing that I detested in those days was
sitting quietly. I underwent a good deal of upbraiding over this.
“What a tomboy!” Mother scolded. “Sorrow is in store for you, my girl, at your father-in-law’s house.”
But usually I turned a deaf ear to all rebukes and bounded off to join my brothers in their boisterous games. I
was a good hand at tops, cracked marbles with ease, and had acquired quite a name for myself in the kite contests
of our quarter. I played half-back in our football team, and in the cricket season, batted and bowled without
turning a hair. Once a cricket ball, catching me unaware, made my little finger black and blue. Clenching my
teeth, I kept back the cry that rose to my lips for fear of being turned away from the game and jeered at for being a
girl—a favorite taunt of my younger brother, but one that possessed the power to cut me to the heart.
What I enjoyed most on the occasion of the puja was serving. The cooks found it difficult to wait on all, so
Mother and I. helped by an aunt or a cousin, would sometimes serve the women and children. With the end of my
sari wound round my waist, I felt very grown up ladling out the curries. The wives of tenants of nearby estates
arrived with strings of children and the little ones clamored so much to be fed that we served them before the rest
of the guests. At the end of the meal, my Falstaffian uncle—the keeper of the store-room—allotted two pieces of
sweetmeat for each child, but these failed to satisfy them and they looked expectantly for more. So, to please my
protégés, I did not hesitate to filch some more whenever uncle’s back was turned. The mothers blessed me
copiously as they departed with little bundles of sweets surreptitiously tied to the ends of their saris.
The feasting continued till late in the afternoon. At sundown we all assembled once again for arati, the evening
ritual. The puja room was darkened with incense from the brazier, and its fragrance filled the room. Our eyes
smarted but it was a joy to be able to still see the beautiful face of the goddess.
My youngest brother was very fond of banging the gong at this time, for the sound of the gong is part of the
ritual. Ding dong dong dong! he clanged in rhythmic strokes while the priest, standing on his strip of carpet,
waved aloft the flickering five-flamed lamp in one hand, and tinkled a little bell with the other.
I, swelling my cheeks prodigiously, blew on the ancient conch shell with all my might. The others, with palms
joined, murmured the prayers that came to their lips prompted by their hearts desires. This was the last ceremony.
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The puja was now considered to be over and the priest departed, suitably remunerated and accompanied by a
servant who carried for him a big bundle of prasad.
At day-break the next morning, Mother bade farewell to the protima. The common clay had been sanctified by
the presence of the goddess and, as such, was still held in reverence, just as a human body is after the departure of
the spirit. The farewell was a formal ceremony. After her bath, Mother came in her cream silk red-bordered sari
and bowed low before the protima. Very deferentially, she approached to touch the beautiful brow with vermilion;
then breaking a sweetmeat, she touched this on the lips of the protima and also a tiny morsel of crushed pan.
Finally, taking a winnowing fan in which stood a lighted lamp and other auspicious articles she moved it thrice
before the protima in a circular motion and touched the image on the brow. Then she went down on her knees and
bowed till her forehead touched the floor as she murmured, “Come again Mother”, and thus the last salutations
were made.
At sundown, the protima was carried on many shoulders and, accompanied by torchlight and music, was taken
in procession to be immersed in the waters of the Ganges. I have never seen just how this is done, for I was not
allowed to go with my brothers. It was they who had the privilege of accompanying the protima in a country boat
to the middle of the river. There, ropes were untied and the image, with its glittering caal, went into the bosom of
the Ganges. We felt sad and the house appeared strangely quiet. It was as if Mother Saraswati had in truth visited
us for a day, and her departure cast a gloom over all the family.

† Lord Venkateswara Hindu Temple at Tirupathi, Chittoor District, Andhra Pradesh, India †


1693

