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FOREWORD

My father's three books — Glimpses of World History, An
Autobiograpy and The Discovery of India have been my

companions through life. It is difficult to be detached about
them.

Indeed Glimpses was' written for me. It remains the best
introduction to the story of man for young and growing people
in India and all over the world. The Autobiography has been
acclaimed as not merely the quest of one individual for free-
dom, but as an insight into the making of the mind of new
India. I had to correct the proofs of Discovery while my father
was away, | think in Calcutta, and I was in Allahabad ill with
mumps! The Discovery delves deep into the sources- of India's
national personality. Together, these books have moulded a
whole generation of Indians and inspired persons from many
other countries.

Books fascinated Jawaharlal Nehru. He sought out ideas.
He was extraordinarily sensitive to literary beauty. In his
writings he aimed at describing his motives and appraisals as
meticulously as possible. The purpose was not self-justification
or rationalization, but to show the Tightness and inevitability
of the actions and events in which he was a prime participant.
He was a luminous man and his writings reflected the radiance
of his spirit.

The decision of the Jawaharlal Nehru Memorial Fund to
bring out a uniform edition of these three classics will be
widely welcomed.

Indira Gandhi
New  Delhi
4  November 1980



PREFACE

This book was written by me in Ahmadnagar Fort prison during
the five months, April to September 1944. Some of my colleagues
in prison were good enough to read the manuscript and make
a number of valuable suggestions. On revising the book in prison
I took advantage of these suggestions and made some additions.
No one, I need hardly add, is responsible for what I have
written or necessarily agrees with it. But I must express my deep
gratitude to my fellow-prisoners in Ahmadnagar Fort for the
innumerable talks and discussions we had, which helped me
greatly to clear my own mind about various aspects of Indian
history and culture. Prison is not a pleasant place to live in even
for a short period, much less for long years. But it was a privilege
for me to live in close contact with men of outstanding ability
and culture and a wide human outlook which even the passions
of the moment did not obscure.

My eleven companions in Ahmadnagar Fort were an interesting
cross-section of India and represented in their several ways not
only politics but Indian scholarship, old and new, and various
aspects of present-day India. Nearly all the principal living
Indian languages, as well as the classical languages which have
powerfully influenced India in the past and present, were
represented and the standard was often that of high scholarship.
Among the classical languages were Sanskrit and Pali, Arabic
and Persian; the modern languages were Hindi, Urdu, Bengali,
Gujarati, Marathi, Telugu, Sindhi and Oriya. I had all this wealth
to draw upon and the only limitation was my own capacity to
profit by it. Though I am grateful to all my companions, I should
like to mention especially Maulana Abul Kalam Azad, whose
vast erudition invariably delighted me but sometimes also rather
overwhelmed me, Govind Ballabh Pant, Narendra Deva and
M. Asaf Ali.

It is a year and a quarter since I finished writing this book
and some parts of it are already somewhat out of date, and much
has happened since I wrote it. I have felt tempted to add and
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revise, but I have resisted the temptation. Indeed I could not
have done otherwise for life outside prison is of a different
texture and there is no leisure for thought or writing. It has been
difficult enough for me to read again what I have written. I
wrote originally in long-hand; this was typed after my release.
I was unable to find time to read the typescript and the
publication of the book was being delayed when my daughter,
Indira, came to my rescue and took this burden off my shoulders.
The book remains as written in prison with no additions or
changes, except for the postscript at the end.

I do not know how other authors feel about their writings,
but always I have a strange sensation when I read something
that I had written some time previously. That sensation is
heightened when the writing had been done in the close and
abnormal atmosphere of prison and the subsequent reading has
taken place outside. I recognize it of course, but not wholly;
it seems almost that I was reading some familiar piece written
by another, who was near to me and yet who was different.
Perhaps that is the measure of the change that has taken place
in me.

So I have felt about this book also. It is mine and not wholly
mine, as I am constituted today; it represents rather some past
self of mine which has already joined that long succession df
other selves that existed for a while and faded away, leaving
only a memory behind.

Jawaharlal Nehru
Anand  Bhawan,  Allahabad
29  December 1945
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CHAPTER ONE
AHMADNAGAR FORT
Twenty Months

Ahmadnagar Fort, 13th April 1944

IT IS MORE THAN TWENTY MONTHS SINCE WE WERE BROUGHT HERE,
more than twenty months of my ninth term of imprisonment.
The new moon, a shimmering crescent in the darkening sky,
greeted us on our arrival here. The bright fortnight of the waxing
moon had begun. Ever since then each coming of the new moon
has been a reminder to me that another month of my imprison-
ment is over. So it was with my last term of imprisonment which
began with the new moon, just after the Deepavali, the festival of
light. The moon, ever a companion to me in prison, has grown
more friendly with closer acquaintance, a reminder of the loveli-
ness of this world, of the waxing and waning of life, of light
following darkness, of death and resurrection following each other
in interminable succession. Ever changing, yet ever the same, I
have watched it in its different phases and its many moods in the
evening, as the shadows lengthen, in the still hours of the night,
and when the breath and whisper of dawn bring promise of the
coming day. How helpful is the moon in counting the days and the
months, for the size and shape of the moon, when it is visible,
indicate the day of the month with a fair measure of exactitude.
It is an easy calendar (though it must be adjusted from time to
time), and for the peasant in the field the most-convenient one to
indicate the passage of the days and the gradual changing of the
seasons.

Three weeks we spent here cut off completely from all news
of the outside world. There were no contacts of any kind, no
interviews, no letters, no newspapers, no radio. Even our presence
here was supposed to be a state secret unknown to any except to
the officials in charge ofus, a poor secret, for all India knew where
we were.

Then newspapers were allowed and, some weeks later, letters
from near relatives dealing with domestic affairs. But no



interviews during these 20 months, no other contacts.

The newspapers contained heavily censored news. Yet they
gave us some idea of the war that was consuming more than half
the world, and of how it fared with our people in India. Little
we knew about these people of ours except that scores of thou-
sands lay in prison or internment camp without trial, that thou-
sands had been shot to death, that tens of thousands had been
driven out of schools and colleges, that something indistinguish-
able from martial law prevailed over the whole country, that terror
and frightfulness darkened the land. They were worse off, far
worse than us, those scores of thousands in prison, like us, without
trial, for there were not only no interviews but also no letters or
newspapers for them, and even books were seldom allowed. Many
sickened for lack of healthy food, some of our dear ones died for
lack of proper care and treatment.

There were many thousands of prisoners of war kept in India,
mostly from Italy. We compared their lot with the lot of our own
people. We were told that they were governed by the Geneva
Convention. But there was no convention or law or rule to govern
the conditions under which Indian prisoners and detenus had to
exist, except such ordinances which it pleased our British rulers to
issue from time to time.

Famine

Famine came, ghastly, staggering, horrible beyond words. In
Malabar, in Bijapur, in Orissa, and, above all, in the rich and
fertile province of Bengal, men and women and little children
died in their thousands daily for lack of food. They dropped down
dead before the palaces of Calcutta, their corpses lay in the mud-
huts of Bengal's innumerable villages and covered the roads and
fields of its rural areas. Men were dying all over the world and
killing each other in battle; usually a quick death, often a brave
death, death for a cause, death with a purpose, death which
seemed in this mad world of ours an inexorable logic of events,
a sudden end to the life we could not mould or control. Death
was common enough everywhere.

But here death had no purpose, no logic, no necessity; it was
the result of man's incompetence and callousness, man-made, a
slow creeping thing of horror with nothing to redeem it, life
merging and fading into death, with death looking out of the
shrunken eyes and withered frame while life still lingered for a
while. And so it was not considered right or proper to mention
it; it was not good form to talk or write of unsavoury topics. To
do so was to 'dramatize' an unfortunate situation. False reports
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were issued by those in authority in India and in England. But
corpses cannot ecasily be overlooked; they come in the way.

While the fires of hell were consuming the people of Bengal
and elsewhere, we were first told by high authority that owing
to wartime prosperity the peasantry in many parts of India had
too much to eat. Then it was said that the fault lay with pro-
vincial autonomy, and that the British Government in India, or
the India Office in London, sticklers for constitutional propriety,
could not interfere with provincial affairs. That constitution was
suspended, violated, ignored, or changed daily by hundreds of
decrees and ordinances issued by the Viceroy under his sole and
unlimited authority. That constitution meant ultimately the
unchecked authoritarian rule of a single individual who was
responsible to no one in India, and who had greater power than
any dictator anywhere in the world. That constitution was worked
by the permanent services, chiefly the Indian Civil Service and
the police, who were mainly responsible to the Governor, who
was the agent of the Viceroy, and who could well ignore the
ministers when such existed. The ministers, good or bad, lived on
sufferance and dared not disobey the orders from above or even
interfere with the discretion of the services supposed to be sub-
ordinate to them.

Something was done at last. Some relief was given. But a million
had died, or two millions, or three; no one knows how many
starved to death or died of disease during those months of horror.
No one knows of the many more millions of emaciated boys and
girls and little children who just escaped death then, but are
stunted and broken in body and spirit. And still the fear of wide-
spread famine and disease hovers over the land.

President Roosevelt's Four Freedoms. The Freedom from
Want. Yet rich England, and richer America, paid little heed
to the hunger of the body that was killing millions in India, as
they had paid little heed to the fiery thirst of the spirit that is
consuming the people of India. Money was not needed it was
said, and ships to carry food were scarce owing to war-time
requirements. But in spite of governmental obstruction and desire
to minimize the overwhelming tragedy of Bengal, sensitive and
warm-hearted men and women in England and America and
elsewhere came to our help. Above all, the Governments of
China and Eire, poor in their own resources, full of their own
difficulties, yet having had bitter experience themselves of famine
and misery and sensing what ailed the body and spirit of India,
gave generous help. India has a long memory, but whatever else
she remembers or forgets, she will not forget these gracious and
friendly acts.

17



The War for Democracy

In Asia and Europe and Africa, and over the vast stretches of
the Pacific and Atlantic and Indian Oceans, war has raged in all
its dreadful aspects. Nearly seven years of war in China, over
four and a half years of war in Europe and Africa, and two years
and four months of World War. War against fascism and nazism
and attempts to gain world dominion. Of these years of war I
have so far spent nearly three years in prison, here and elsewhere
in India.

I remember how I reacted to fascism and nazism in their early
days, and not I only, but many in India. How Japanese agres-
sion in China had moved India deeply and revived the age-old
friendship for China; how Italy's rape of Abyssinia had sickened
us; how the betrayal of Czechoslovakia had hurt and embittered
us; how the fall of Republican Spain, after a struggle full of heroic
endurance, had been a tragedy and a personal sorrow for me and
others.

It was not merely the physical acts of aggression in which
fascism and nazism indulged, not only the vulgarity and bruta-
lity that accompanied them, terrible as they were, that affected
us, but the principles on which they stood and which they pro-
claimed so loudly and blatantly, the theories of life on which
they tried to fashion themselves; for these went counter to what
we believed in the present, and what we had held from ages past.
And even if our racial memory had forsaken us and we had lost
our moorings, our own experiences, even though they came to
us in different garb, and somewhat disguised for the sake of decency,
were enough to teach us to what these nazi principles and theo-
ries of life and the state ultimately led. For our people had been
the victims for long of those very principles and methods of govern-
ment. So we reacted immediately and intensely against fascism
and nazism.

I remember how I refused a pressing invitation from Signor
Mussolini to see him in the early days of March, 1936. Many of
Britain's leading statesmen, who spoke harshly of the fascist Duce
in later years when Italy became a belligerent, referred to him
tenderly and admiringly in those days, and praised his regime
and methods.

Two years later, in the summer before Munich, I was invited
on behalf of the Nazi government, to visit Germany, an invita-
tion to which was added the remark that they knew my opposi-
tion to nazism and yet they wanted me to see Germany for my-
self. 1 could go as their guest or privately, in my own name or
incognito, as I desired, and I would have perfect freedom to go
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where I liked. Again I declined with thanks. Instead I went to
Czechoslovakia, that 'far-away country' about which England's
then Prime Minister knew so little.

Before Munich I met some of the members of the British Cabi-
net and other prominent politicians of England, and ventured
to express my anti-fascist and anti-nazi views before them. I
found that my views were not welcomed and [ was told that there
were many other considerations to be borne in mind.

During the Czechoslovak crisis, what 1 saw of Franco-British
statesmanship in Prague and in the Sudetenland, in London
and Paris, and in Geneva where the League Assembly was then
sitting, amazed and disgusted me. Appeasement seemed to be a
feeble word for it. There was behind it not only a fear of Hitler,
but a sneaking admiration for him.

And now, it is a curious turn of fate's wheel that I, and people
like me, should spend our days in prison while war against
fascism and nazism is raging, and many of those who used to
bow to Hitler and Mussolini, and approve of Japanese aggres-
sion in China, should hold aloft the banner of freedom and
democracy and anti-fascism.

In India the change is equally remarkable. There are those
here, as elsewhere, 'governmentarians', who hover round the
skirts of government and echo the views which they think will
be approved by those whose favour they continually seek.
There was a time, not so long ago, when they praised Hitler
and Mussolini, and held them up as models, and when they
cursed the Soviet Union with bell, book, and candle. Not so
now, for the weather has changed. They are high government
and state officials, and loudly they proclaim their anti-fascism
and anti-nazism and even talk of democracy, though with bated
breath, as something desirable but distant. 1 often wonder what
they would have done if events had taken a different turn, and
yet there is little reason for conjecture, for they would welcome
with garlands and addresses of welcome whoever happened to
wield authority.

For long years before the war my mind was full of the war that
was coming. I thought of it, and spoke of it, and wrote about
it, and prepared myself mentally for it. I wanted India to take
an eager and active part in the mighty conflict, for I felt that
high principles would be at stake, and out of this conflict would
come great and revolutionary changes in India and the world. At
that time I did not envisage an immediate threat to India: any
probability of actual invasion. Yet I wanted India to take her
full share. But I was convinced that only as a free country and
an equal could she function in this way.
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That was the attitude of the National Congress, the one great
organization in India which consistently for all these years had
been anti-fascist and anti-nazi, as it had been anti-imperialist.
It had stood for Republican Spain, for Czechoslovakia, and
throughout for China.

And now for nearly two years the Congress has been declared
illegal—outlawed and prevented from functioning in any way.
The Congress is in prison. Its elected members of the provin-
cial parliaments, its speakers of these parliaments, its ex-minis-
ters, its mayors and presidents of municipal corporations, are
in prison.

Meanwhile the war goes on for democracy and the Atlantic
Charter and the Four Freedoms.

Time in Prison : The Urge to Action

Time seems to change its nature in prison. The present hardly
exists, for there is an absence of feeling and sensation which
might separate it from the dead past. Even news of the active,
living and dying world outside has a certain dream-like un-
reality, an immobility and an unchangeableness as of the past.
The outer objective time ceases to be, the inner and subjective
sense remains, but at a lower level, except when thought pulls
it out of the present and experiences a kind of reality in the past
or in the future. We live, as Auguste Comte said, dead men's
lives, encased in our pasts, but this is especially so in prison
where we try to find some sustenance for our starved and locked-
up emotions in memory of the past or fancies of the future.

There is a stillness and everlastingness about the past; it
changes not and has a touch of eternity, like a painted picture
or a statue in bronze or marble. Unaffected by the storms and
upheavals of the present, it maintains its dignity and repose and
tempts the troubled spirit and the tortured mind to seek shelter
in its vaulted catacombs. There is peace there and security, and
one may even sense a spiritual quality.

But it is not life, unless we can find the vital links between it
and the present with all its conflicts and problems. It is a kind
of art for art's sake, without the passion and the urge to action
which are the very stuff of life. Without that passion and urge,
there is a gradual oozing out of hope and vitality, a settling down
on lower levels of existence, a slow merging into non-existence.
We become prisoners of the past and some part of its immobility
sticks to us.

This passage of the mind is all the easier in prison where action
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is denied and we become slaves to the routine ofjail-life.

Yet the past is ever with us and all that we are and that we
have comes from the past. We are its products and we live im-
mersed in it. Not to understand it and feel it as something living
within us is not to understand the present. To combine it with
the present and extend it to the future, to break from it where it
cannot be so united, to make of all this the pulsating and vibrat-
ing material for thought and action—that is life.

Any vital action springs from the depths of the being. All the
long past of the individual and even of the race has prepared
the background for that psychological moment of action. All
the racial memories, influences of heredity and environment
and training, subconscious urges, thoughts and dreams and
actions from infancy and childhood onwards, in their curious
and tremendous mix-up, inevitably drive to that new action,
which again becomes yet another factor influencing the future.
Influencing the future, partly determining it, possibly even largely
determining it, and yet, surely, it is not all determinism.

Aurobindo Ghose writes somewhere of the present as 'the pure
and virgin moment,' that razor's edge of time and existence which
divides the past from the future, and is, and yet, instantaneously
is not. The phrase is attractive and yet what does it mean?
The virgin moment emerging from the veil of the future in all
its naked purity, coming into contact with us, and immediately
becoming the soiled and stale past. Is it we that soil it and violate
it? Or is the moment not so virgin after all, for it is bound up
with all the harlotry of the past?

Whether there is any such thing as human freedom in the
philosophic sense or whether there is only an automatic deter-
minism, [ do not know. A very great deal appears certainly to
be determined by the past complex of events which bear down
and often overwhelm the individual. Possibly even the inner
urge that he experiences, that apparent exercise of free will, is
itself conditioned. As Schopenhauer says, 'a man can do what
he will, but not will as he will." A belief in an absolute deter-
minism seems to me to lead inevitably to complete inaction, to
death in life. All my sense of life rebels against it, though of
course that very rebellion may itself have been conditioned by
previous events.

I do not usually burden my mind with such philosophical or
metaphysical problems, which escape solution. Sometimes they
come to me almost unawares in the long silences of prison, or
even in the midst of an intensity of action, bringing with them
a sense of detachment or consolation in the face of some painful
experience. But usually it is action and the thought of action
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vhat fill me, and when action is denied, I imagine that I am
preparing for action.

The call of action has long been witn me; not action divorced
from thought, but rather flowing from it in one continuous
sequence. And when, rarely, there has been full harmony bet-
ween the two, thought leading to action and finding its fulfil-
ment in it, action leading back to thought and a fuller under-
standing—then I have sensed a certain fullness of life and a vivid
intensity in that moment of existence. But such moments are rare,
very rare, and usually one outstrips the other and there is a lack
of harmony, and vain effort to bring the two in line. There was
a time, many years ago, when I lived for considerable periods
in a state of emotional exaltation, wrapped up in the action
which absorbed me. Those days of my youth seem far away now,
not merely because of the passage of years but far more so be-
cause of the ocean of experience and painful thought that sepa-
rates them from to-day. The old exuberance is much less now,
the almost uncontrollable impulses have toned down, and passion
and feeling are more in check. The burden of thought is often
a hindrance, and in the mind where there was once certainty,
doubt creeps in. Perhaps it is just age, or the common temper of
our day.

And yet, even now, the call of action stirs strange depths within
me, and often a brief tussle with thought. I want to experience
again 'that lonely impulse of delight' which turns to risk and
danger and faces and mocks at death. I am not enamoured of
death, though I do not think it frightens me. I do not believe in
the negation of or abstention from life. I have loved life and it
attracts me still and, in my own way, I seek to experience it,
though many invisible barriers have grown up which surround
me; but that very desire leads me to play with life, to peep over
its edges, not to be a slave to it, so that we may value each other
all the more. Perhaps I ought to have been an aviator, so that
when the slowness and dullness of life overcame me I could have
rushed into the tumult of the clouds and said to myself:

"/ balanced all, brought all to mind,

The years to come seemed waste of breath,
A waste of breath the years behind,

In balance with this life, this death.”

The Past in its Relation to the Present

This urge to action, this desire to experience life through action,
has influenced all my thought and activity. Even sustained think-
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ing, apart from being itself a kind of action, becomes part of the
action to come. It is not something entirely abstract, in the void,
unrelated to action and life. The past becomes something that
leads up to the present, the moment of action, the future some-
thing that flows from it; and all three are inextricably inter-
twined and interrelated.

Even my seemingly actionless life in prison is tacked on some-
how, by some process of thought and feeling, to coming or ima-
gined action, and so it gains for me a certain content without
which it would be a vacuum in which existence would become
intolerable. When actual action has been denied me I have sought
some such approach to the past and to history. Because my own
personal experiences have often touched historic events and some-
times I have even had something to do with the influencing of
such events in my own sphere, it has not been difficult for me
to envisage history as a living process with which I could identify
myself to some extent.

I came late to history and, even then, not through the usual
direct road of learning a mass of facts and dates and drawing
conclusions and inferences from them, wunrelated to my life's
course. So long as I did this, history had little significance for
me. I was still less interested in the supernatural or problems of
a future life. Science and the problems of to-day and of our pre-
sent life attracted me far more.

Some mixture of thought and emotion and urges, of which I
was only dimly conscious, led me to action, and action, in its turn,
sent me back to thought and a desire to understand the present.

The roots of that present lay in the past and so I made voyages
of discovery into the past, ever seeking a clue in it, if any such
existed, to the understanding of the present. The domination of
the present never left me even when I lost myself in musings of
past, events and of persons far away and long ago, forgetting
where or what I was. If I felt occasionally that I belonged to the
past. 1 felt also that the whole of the past belonged to me in the
present. Past history merged into contemporary history: it be-
came a living reality tied up with sensations of pain and pleasure.

If the past had a tendency to become the present, the present
also sometimes receded into the distant past and assumed its
immobile, statuesque appearance. In the midst of an intensity of
action itself, there would suddenly come a feeling as if it was
some past event and one was looking at it, as it were, in retrospect.

It was this attempt to -discover the past in its relation to the
present that led me twelve years ago to write Glimpses of World
History in the form of letters to my daughter. I wrote rather
superficially and as simply as I could, for I was writing for a girl
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in her early teens, but behind that writing lay that quest and
voyage of discovery. A sense of adventure filled me and I lived
successively different ages and periods and had for companions
men and women who had lived long ago. I had leisure in jail,
there was no sense of hurry or of completing a task within an
allotted period of time, so I let my mind wander or take root for
a while, keeping in tune with my mood, allowing impression to
sink in and fill the dry bones of the past with flesh and blood.

It was a similar quest, though limited to recent and more
intimate times and persons, that led me later to write my auto-
biography.

I suppose I have changed a good deal during these twelve
years. I have grown more contemplative. There is perhaps a
little more poise and equilibrium, some sense of detachment, a
greater calmness of spirit. I am not overcome now to the same
extent as I used to be by tragedy or what I conceived to be
tragedy. The turmoil and disturbance are less and are more
temporary, even though the tragedies have been on a far greater
scale.

Is this, I have wondered, the growth of a spirit of resignation,
or is it a toughening of the texture ? Is it just age and a lessening
of vitality and of the passion of life? Or is it due to long periods
in prison and life slowly ebbing away, and the thoughts that fill
the mind passing through, after a brief stay, leaving only ripples
behind ? The tortured mind seeks some mechanism of escape,
the senses get dulled from repeated shocks, and a feeling comes
over one that so much evil and misfortune shadow the world
that a little more or less does not make much difference. There
is only one thing that remains to us that cannot be taken awa/:
to act with courage and dignity and to stick to the ideals that
have given meaning to life; but that is not the politician's way.

Someone said the other day: death is the birthright of every
person born—a curious way of putting an obvious thing. It is a
birthright which nobody has denied or can deny, and which all
of us seek to forget and escape so long as we may. And yet there
was something novel and attractive about the phrase. Those who
complain so bitterly of life have always a way out of it, if they
so choose. That is always in our power to achieve. If we cannot
master life we can at least master death. A pleasing thought
lessening the feeling of helplessness.

Life's Philosophy

Six or seven years ago an American publisher asked me to write
an essay on my philosophy of life for a symposium he was prepar-
ing. 1 was attracted to the idea but I hesitated, and the more
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I thought over it, the more reluctant I grew. Ultimately, I did
not write that essay.

What was my philosophy of life? I did not know. Some years
earlier I would not have been so hesitant. There was a definite-
ness about my thinking and objectives then which has faded
away since. The events of the past few years in India, China,
Europe, and all over the world have been confusing, upsetting
and distressing, and the future has become vague and shadowy
and has lost that clearness of outline which it once possessed in
my mind.

This doubt and difficulty about fundamental matters did not
come in my way in regard to immediate action, except that it
blunted somewhat the sharp edge of that activity. No longer
could I function, as I did in my younger days, as an arrow flying
automatically to the target of my choice ignoring all else but
that target. Yet I functioned, for the urge to action was there and
a real or imagined co-ordination of that action with the ideals I
held. But a growing distaste for politics as I saw them seized me
and gradually my whole attitude to life seemed to undergo a
transformation.

The ideals and objectives of yesterday were still the ideals of
to-day, but they had lost some of their lustre and, even as one
seemed to go towards them, they lost the shining beauty which
had warmed the heart and vitalized the body. Evil triumphed
often enough, but what was far worse was the coarsening and
distortion of what had seemed so right. Was human nature so
essentially bad that it would take ages of training, through
suffering and misfortune, before it could behave reasonably and
raise man above that creature of lust and violence and deceit
that he now was? And, meanwhile, was every effort to change
it radically in the present or the near future doomed to failure?

Ends and means: were they tied up inseparably, acting and
reacting on each other, the wrong means distorting and some-
times even destroying the end in view? But the right means
might well be beyond the capacity of infirm and selfish human
nature.

What then was one to do? Not to act was a complete con-
fession of failure and a submission to evil; to act meant often
enough a compromise with some form of that evil, with all the
untoward consequences that such compromises result in.

My early approach to life's problems had been more or less
scientific, with something of the easy optimism of the science
of the nineteenth and early twentieth century. A secure and
comfortable existence and the energy and self-confidence I
possessed increased that feeling of optimism. A kind of vague
humanism appealed to me.
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Religion, as 1 saw it practised, and accepted even by thinking
minds, whether it was Hinduism or Islam or Buddhism or Chris-
tianity, did not attract me. It seemed to be closely associated
with superstitious practices and dogmatic beliefs, and behind it
lay a method of approach to life's problems which was certainly
not that of science. There was an element of magic about it, an
uncritical credulousness, a reliance on the supernatural.

Yet it was obvious that religion had supplied some deeply felt
inner need of human nature, and that the vast majority of
people all over the world could not do without some form of
religious belief. It had produced many fine types of men and
women, as well as bigoted, narrow-minded, cruel tyrants. It had
given a set of values to humar life, and though some of these
values had no application to-day, or were even harmful, others
were still the foundation of morality and ethics.

In the wider sense of the word, religion dealt with the un-
charted regions of human experience, uncharted, that is, by the
scientific positive knowledge of the day. In a sense it might be
considered an extension of the known and charted region, though
the methods of science and religion were utterly unlike each
other, and to a large extent they had to deal with different kinds
of media. It was obvious that there was a vast unknown region
all around us, and sciencc, with its magnificent achievements,
knew Httle enough about it, though it was making tentative
approaches in that direction. Probably also, the normal methods
of sciencc, its dealings with the visible world and the processes
of life, were not wholly adapted to the physical, the artistic, the
spiritual, and other elements of the invisible world. Life does
not consist entirely of what we see and hear and feel, the visible
world which is undergoing change in time and space; it is con-
tinually touching an invisible world of other, and possibly more
stable or equally changeable elements, and no thinking person
can ignore this invisible world.

Science does not tell us much, or for the matter of that any-
thing about the purpose of life. It is now widening its boun-
daries and it may invade the so-called invisible world before
long and help us to understand this purpose of life in its widest
sense, or at least give us some glimpses which illumine the pro-
blem of human existence. The old controversy between science
and religion takes a new form—the application of the scientific
method to emotional and religious experiences.

Religion merges into mysticism and metaphysics and philo-
sophy. There have been great mystics, attractive figures, who
cannot ecasily be disposed of as self-deluded fools. Yet mysticism
(in the narrow sense of the word) irritates me; it appears to be
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vague and soft and flabby, not a rigorous discipline of the mind
but a surrender of mental faculties and a living in a sea of
emotional experience. * The experience may lead occasionally
to some insight into inner and less obvious processes, but it is
also likely to lead to self-delusion.

Metaphysics and philosophy, or a metaphysical philosophy,
have a greater appeal to the mind. They require hard thinking
and the application of logic and reasoning, though all this is
necessarily based on some premises, which are presumed to be
self-evident, and yet which may or may not be true. All think-
ing persons, to a greater or less degree, dabble in metaphysics
and philosophy, for not to do so is to ignore many of the aspects
of this universe of ours. Some may feel more attracted to them
than others, and the emphasis on them may vary in different
ages. In the ancient world, both in Asia and Europe, all the
emphasis was laid on the supremacy of the inward life over
things external, and this inevitably led to metaphysics and
philosophy. The modern man is wrapped up much more in
these things external, and yet even be, in moments of crisis and
mental trouble often turn.” to philosophy and metaphysical
speculations.

Some vague or more precise philosophy of life we all have,
though most of us accept unthinkingly the general attitude which
is characteristic of our generation and environment. Most of
us accept also certain metaphysical conceptions as part of the
faith in which we have grown up. I have not been attracted
towards metaphysics; in fact, I have had a certain distaste for
vague speculation. And yet I have sometimes found a certain
intellectual fascination in trying to follow the rigid lines of
metaphysical and philosophic thought of the ancients or the
moderns. But I have never felt at case there and have escaped
from their spell with a feeling of relief.

Essentially, I am interested in this world, in this life, not in
some other world or a future life. Whether there is such a thing
as a soul, or whether there is a survival after death or not, I do
not know; and, important as these questions are, they do not
trouble me in the least. The environment in which I have
grown up takes the soul (or rather the alma) and a future life,
the Karma theory of cause and effect, and reincarnation for
granted. I have been affected by this and so, in a sense, I am
favourably disposed towards these assumptions. There might be
a soul which survives the physical death of the body, and a theory
of cause and effect governing life's actions seems reasonable,
though it leads to obvious difficulties when one thinks of the
ultimate cause. Presuming a soul, there appears to be some logic
also in the theory of reincarnation.
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But I do not believe in any of these or other theories and
assumptions as a matter of religious faith. They are just intel-
lectual speculations in an unknown region about which we know
next to nothing. They do not affect my life, and whether they
were proved right or wrong subsequently, they would make little
difference to me.

Spiritualism with its seances and its so-called manifestations
of spirits and the like has always seemed to me a rather absurd
and impertinent way of investigating psychic phenomena and
the mysteries of the after-life. Usually it is something worse,
and is an exploitation of the emotions of some over-credulous
people who seek relief or escape from mental trouble. I do not
deny the possibility of some of these psychic phenomena having
a basis of truth, but the approach appears to me to be all wrong
and the conclusions drawn from scraps and odd bits of evidence
to be unjustified.

Often, as I look at this world, I have a sense of mysteries, of
unknown depths. The urge to understand it, in so far as I can,
comes to me: to be in tune with it and to experience it in its
fullness. But the way to that understanding seems to me essen-
tially the way of science, the way of objective approach, though
I realise that there can be no such thing as true objectiveness.
If the subjective element is unavoidable and inevitable, it should
be conditioned as far as possible by the scientific method.

What the mysterious is I do not know. I do not call it God
because God has come to mean much that I do not believe in.
I find myself incapable of thinking of a deity or of any unknown
supreme power in anthropomorphic terms, and the fact that
many people think so is continually a source of surprise to me.
Any idea of a personal God seems very odd to me. Intellectually,
I can appreciate to some extent the conception of monism, and
I have been attracted towards the Advaita (non-dualist) philo-
sophy of the Vedanta, though I do not presume to understand
it in all its depth and intricacy, and I realise that merely an
intellectual appreciation of such matters does not carry one
far. At the same time the Vedanta, as well as other similar
approaches, rather frighten me with their vague, formless incur-
sions into infinity. The diversity and fullness of nature stir me
and produce a harmony of the spirit, and I can imagine myself
feeling at home in the old Indian or Greek pagan and pantheis
tic atmosphere, but minus the conception of God or Gods that
was attached to it.

Some kind of ethical approach to life has a strong appeal for
me, though it would be difficult for me to justify it logically.
I have been attracted by Gandhiji's stress on right means and
I think one of his greatest contributions to our public life has
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been, this emphasis. The idea is by no means new, but this
application of an ethical doctrine to large-scale public activity
was certainly novel. It is full of difficulty, and perhaps ends and
means are not really separable but form together one organic
whole. In a world which thinks almost exclusively of ends and
ignores means, this emphasis on means seems odd and remark-
able. How far it has succeeded in India I cannot say. But there
is no doubt that it has created a deep and abiding impression
on the minds of large numbers of people.

A study of Marx and Lenin produced a powerful effect on
my mind and helped me to see history and current affairs in
a new light. The long chain of history and of social develop-
ment appeared to have some meaning, some sequence, and the
future lost some of its obscurity. The practical achievements
of the Soviet Union were also tremendously impressive. Often
I disliked or did not understand some development there and
it seemed to me to be too closely concerned with the oppor-
tunism of the moment or the power politics of the day. But
despite all these developments and possible distortions of the
original passion for human betterment, I had no doubt that the
Soviet Revolution had advanced human society by a great leap
and had lit a bright flame which could not be smothered, and
that it had laid the foundations for that new civilization towards
which the world could advance. I am too much of an indivi-
dualist and believer in personal freedom to like overmuch regi-
mentation. Yet it seemed to me obvious that in a complex social
structure individual freedom had to be limited, and perhaps
the only way to read personal freedom was through some such
limitation in the social sphere. The lesser liberties may often
need limitation in the interest of the larger freedom.

Much in the Marxist philosophical outlook I could accept
without difficulty: its monism and non-duality of mind and
matter, the dynamics of matter and the dialectic of continuous
change by evolution as well as leap, through action and inter-
action, cause and effect, thesis, antithesis and synthesis. It did
not satisfy me completely, nor did it answer all the questions
in my mind, and, almost unawares, a vague idealist approach
would creep into my mind, something rather akin to the Vedanta
approach. It was not a difference between mind and matter,
but rather of something that lay beyond the mind. Also there
was the background of ethics. I realised that the moral approach
is a changing one and depends upon the growing mind and an
advancing civilization; it is conditioned by the mental climate
of the age. Yet there was something more to it than that, certain
basic urges which had greater permanence. I did not like the
frequent divorce in communist, as in other, practice between
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action and these basic urges or principles. So there was an odd
mixture in my mind which I could not rationally explain or
resolve. There was a general tendency not to think too much of
those fundamental questions which appear to be beyond reach,
but rather to concentrate on the problems of life—to understand
in the narrower and more immediate sense what should be done
and how. Whatever ultimate reality may be, and whether we
can ever grasp it in whole or in part, there certainly appear to
be vast possibilities of increasing human knowledge, even though
this may be partly or largely subjective, and of applying this to
the advancement and betterment of human living and social
organization.

There has been in the past, and there is to a lesser extent
even to-day among some people, an absorption in finding an
answer to the riddle of the universe. This leads them away from
the individual and social problems of the day, and when they
are unable to solve that riddle they despair and turn to inaction
and triviality, or find comfort in some dogmatic creed. Social
evils, most of which are certainly capable of removal, are attri-
buted to original sin, to the unalterableness of human natu-e,
or the social structure, or (in India) to the inevitable Ilegacy
of previous births. Thus one drifts away from even the attempt
to think rationally and scientifically and takes refuge in irra-
tionalism, superstition, and unreasonable and inequitable social
prejudices and practices. It is true that even rational and scien-
tific thought does not always take us as far as we would like to
go. There is an infinite number of factors and relations all of
which influence and determine events in varying degrees. It is
impossible to grasp all of them, but we can try to pick out the
dominating forces at work and by observing external material
reality, and by experiment and practice, trial and error, grope
our way to ever-widening knowledge and truth.

For this purpose, and within these limitations, the general
Marxist approach, fitting in as it more or less does with the
present state of scientific knowledge, seemed to me to offer con-
siderable help. But even accepting that approach, the con-
sequences that flow from it and the interpretation on past and
present happenings were by no means always clear. Marx's
general analysis of social development seems to have been re-
markably correct, and yet many developments took place later
which did not fit in with his outlook for the immediate future.
Lenin successfully adapted the Marxian thesis to some of these
subsequent developments, and again since then further remark-
able changes have taken place—the rise of fascism and nazism
and all that lay behind them. The very rapid growth of techno-
logy and the practical application of vast developments in
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scientific knowledge are now changing the world picture with an
amazing rapidity, leading to new problems.

And so while I accepted the fundamentals of the socialist
theory, I did not trouble myself about its numerous inner con-
troversies. I had little patience with Ileftist groups in India,
spending much of their energy in mutual conflict and recrimi-
nation over fine points of doctrine which did not interest me
at all. Life is too complicated and, as far as we can understand
it in our present state of knowledge, too illogical, for it to be
confined within the four corners of a fixed doctrine.

The real problems for me remain problems of individual and
social life, of harmonious living, of a proper balancing of an
individual's inner and outer life, of an adjustment of the rela-
tions between individuals and between groups, ofa continuous
becoming something better and higher of social development,
of the ceaseless adventure of man. In the solution of these pro-
blems the way of observation and precise knowledge and deli-
berate reasoning, according to the method of science, must be
followed. This method may not always be applicable in our
quest of truth, for art and poetry and certain psychic experi-
ences seem to belong to a different order of things and to elude
the objective methods of science. Let us, therefore, not rule
out intuition and other methods of sensing truth and reality.
They are necessary even for the purposes of science. But always
we must hold to our anchor of precise objective knowledge tested
by reason, and even more so by experiment and practice, and
always we must beware of losing ourselves in a sea of specula-
tion unconnected with the day-to-day problems of life and the
needs of men and women. A living philosophy must answer
the problems of to-day.

It may be that we of this modern age, who so pride ourselves
on the achievements of our times, are prisoners of our age, just
as the ancients and the men and women of medieval times were
prisoners of their respective ages. We may delude ourselves,
as others have done before us, that our way of looking at things
is the only right way, leading to truth. We cannot escape from
that prison or get rid entirely of that illusion, if illusion it is.

Yet I am convinced that the methods and approach of science
have revolutionized human life more than anything else in the
long course of history, and have opened doors and avenues of
further and even more radical change, leading up to the very
portals of what has long been considered the unknown. The
technical achievements of science are obvious enough: its capa-
city to transform an economy of scarcity into one of abundance
is evident, its invasion of many problems which have so far
been the monopoly of philosophy is becoming more pronounced.
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Space-time and the quantum theory utterly changed the
picture of the physical world. More recent researches into the
nature of matter, the structure of the atom, the transmutation
of the elements, and the transformation of electricity and light,
either into the other, have carried human knowledge much
further. Man no longer sees nature as something apart and dis-
tinct from himself. Human destiny appears to become a part
of nature's rhythmic energy.

All this upheaval of thought, due to the advance of science,
has led scientists into a new region, verging on the metaphysi-
cal. They draw different and often contradictory conclusions.
Some see in it a new unity, the antithesis of chance. Others, like
Bertrand Russell, say, 'Academic philosophers ever since the
time of Parmenides have believed the world is unity. The most
fundamental of my beliefs is that this is rubbish." Or again,
'Man is the product of causes which had no prevision of the
end they were achieving; his origin, his growth, his hopes and
fears, his loves and beliefs are but the outcome of accidental
collocations of atoms.'" And yet the latest developments in phy-
sics have gone a long way to demonstrate a fundamental unity
in nature. 'The belief that all things are made of a single sub-
stance is as old as thought itself; but ours is the generation which,
first of all in history, is able to receive the unity of nature, not as
a baseless dogma or a hopeless aspiration, but a principle of science
based on proof as sharp and clear as anything which is known.'*

Old as this belief is in Asia and Europe, it is interesting to
compare some of the latest conclusions of science with the fun-
damental ideas underlying the Advaita Vedantic theory. These
ideas were that the universe is made of one substance whose
form is perpetually changing, and further that the sum-total of
energies remains always the same. Also that 'the explanations of
things are to be found within their own nature, and that no external
beings or existences are required to explain what is going on in the
universe,' with its corollary of a self-evolving universe.

It does not very much matter to science what these vague
speculations lead to, for meanwhile it forges ahead in a hundred
directions, in its own precise experimental way of observation,
widening the bounds of the charted region of knowledge, and
changing human life in the process. Science may be on the verge
of discovering vital mysteries, which yet may elude it. Still it
will go on along its appointed path, for there is no end to its
journeying. Ignoring for the moment the 'why?' of philosophy,
science will go on asking 'how?', and as it finds this oul it gives
greater content and meaning to life, and perhaps takes us some
way to answering the 'why?'.

*Karl K. Darrow. 'The Renaissance of Physics' (New York, 1936), p. 301.
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Or, perhaps, we cannot cross that barrier, and the mysterious
will continue to remain the mysterious, and life with all its
changes will still remain a bundle of good and evil, a succes-
sion of conflicts, a curious combination of incompatible and
mutually hostile urges.

Or again, perhaps, the very progress of science, unconnected
with and isolated from moral discipline and ethical considera-
tions, will lead to the concentration of power and the terrible
instruments of destruction which it has made, in the hands of
evil and selfish men, seeking the domination of others—and
thus to the destruction of its own great achievements. Something
of this kind we see happening now, and behind this war there
lies this internal conflict of the spirit of man.

How amazing is this spirit of man! In spite of innumerable
failings, man, throughout the ages, has sacrificed his life and
all he held dear for an ideal, for truth, for faith, for country and
honour. That ideal may change, but that capacity for self-
sacrifice continues, and, because of that, much may be forgiven
to man, and it is impossible to lose hope for him. In the midst
of disaster, he has not lost his dignity or his faith in the values
he cherished. Plaything of nature's mighty forces, less than a
speck of dust in this vast universe, he has hurled defiance at the
elemental powers, and with his mind, cradle of revolution, sought
to master them. Whatever gods there be, there is something
godlike in man, as there is also something of the devil in him.

The future is dark, uncertain. But we can see part of the
way leading to it and can tread it with firm steps, remembering
that nothing that can happen is likely to overcome the spirit
of man which has survived so many perils; remembering also
that life, for all its ills, has joy and beauty, and that we can
always wander; if we know how to, in the enchanted woods of
nature.

"What else is wisdom? What of man's endeavour
Or God's high grace, so lovely and so great?
To stand from fear set free, to breathe and wait;
To hold a hand uplifted over Hate;

And shall not Loveliness be loved for ever?*

The Burden of the Past

The twenty-first month of my imprisonment is well on its way;

the moon waxes and wanes and soon two years will have been

completed. Another birthday will come round to remind me

that I am getting older; my last four birthdays I have spent in

prison, here and in Dehra Dun Jail, and many others in the
* Chorus from 'The Bacchae of Euripides. Gilbert Murray's translation.
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course of my previous terms of imprisonment. I have lost count
of their number.

During all these months I have often thought of writing, felt
the urge to it and at the same time a reluctance. My friends took
it for granted that I would write and produce another book, as
I had done during previous terms of imprisonment. It had almost
become a habit.

Yet I did not write. There was a certain distaste for just
throwing out a book which had no particular significance. It
was easy enough to write, but to write something that was worth
while was another matter, something that would not grow stale
while 1 sat in prison with my manuscript and the world went
on changing. I would not be writing for to-day or to-morrow
but for an unknown and possibly distant future. For -whom
would I write? and for when? Perhaps what I wrote would
never be published, for the years 1 would spend in prison were
likely to witness even greater convulsions and conflicts than the
years of war that are already over. India herself might be a
battle-ground or there might be civil commotion.

And, even if we escaped all these possible developments, it
was a risky adventure to write now for a future date, when the
problems of to-day might be dead and buried and new problems
arisen in their place. I could not think of this World War as
just another war, only bigger and greater. From the day it broke
out, and even earlier, I was full of premonitions of vast and
cataclysmic changes, of a new world arising for better or for
worse. What would my poor writing of a past and vanished age
be worth then?

All these thoughts troubled and restrained me, and behind
them lay deeper questions in the recesses of my mind, to which
I could find no easy answer.

Similar thoughts and difficulties came to me during my last
term of imprisonment, from October, 1940, to December, 1941,
mostly spent in my old cell of Dehra Dun Jail, where six years
earlier I had begun writing my autobiography. For ten months
there I could not develop the mood for writing, and, I spent"
my time in reading or in digging and playing about with soil
and flowers. Ultimately I did write: it was meant to be a con-
tinuation of my autobiography. For a few weeks I wrote rapidly
and continuously, but before my task was finished I was sud-
denly discharged, long before the end of my four-year term of
imprisonment.

It was fortunate that I had not finished what I had under-
taken, for if I had done so I might have been induced to send
it to a publisher. Looking at it now, [ realise its little worth;

34



how stale and uninteresting much of it seems. The incidents it
deals with have lost all importance and have become the debris
of a half-forgotten past, covered over by the lava of subsequent
volcanic eruptions. I have lost interest in them. What stand out
in my mind are personal experiences which had left their impress
upon me; contacts with certain individuals and certain events;
contacts with the crowd—the mass of the Indian people, in their
infinite diversity and yet their amazing unity; some adventures
of the mind; waves of unhappiness and the relief and joy that
came from overcoming them; the exhilaration of the moment
of action. About much of this one may not write. There is an
intimacy about one's inner life, one's feelings and thoughts,
which may not and cannot be conveyed to others. Yet those
contacts, personal and impersonal, mean much; they affect the
individual and mould him and change his reactions to life, to
his own country, to other nations.

As in other prisons, here also in Ahmadnager Fort, I took to
gardening and spent many hours daily, even when the sun was
hot, in digging and preparing beds for flowers. The soil was
very bad, stony, full of debris and remains of previous building
operations, and even the ruins of ancient monuments. For this
is a place of history, of many a battle and palace intrigue in the
past. That history is not very old, as Indian history goes, nor
is it very important in the larger scheme of things. But one
incident stands out and is still remembered: the courage of a
beautiful woman, Chand Bibi, who defended this fort and led
her forces, sword in hand, against the imperial armies of Akbar.
She was murdered by one of her own men.

Digging in this unfortunate soil, we have come across parts
of ancient walls and the tops of domes and buildings buried far
underneath the surface of the ground. We could not go far,
as deep digging and archaeological explorations were not approv-
ed by authority, nor did we have the wherewithal to carry this
on. Once we came across a lovely lotus carved in stone on the
side of a wall, probably over a doorway.

I remembered another and a less happy discovery in Dehra
Dun Jail. In the course of digging in my little yard, three years
ago, I came across a curious relic of past days. Deep under the
surface of the ground, the remains of two ancient piles were
uncovered and we viewed them with some excitement. They
were part of the old gallows that had functioned there thirty
or forty years earlier. The jail had long ceased to be a place of
execution and all visible signs of the old gallows-tree had been
removed. We had discovered and uprooted its foundations, and
all my fellow-prisoners, who had helped in this process, rejoiced
that we had put away at last this thing ofill omen.

35



Now I have put away my spade and taken to the pen instead.
Possibly what I write now will meet the same fate as my un-
finished manuscript of Dehra Dun Jail. I cannot write about the
present so long as I am not free to experience it through action.
It is the need for action in the present that brings it vividly
to me, and then I can write about it with ease and a certain
facility. In prison it is something vague, shadowy, something
I cannot come to grips with, or experience as the sensation of
the moment. It ceases to be the present for me in any real sense
of the word, and yet it is not the past either, with the past's
immobility and statuesque calm.

Nor can I assume the role of a prophet and write about the
future. My mind often thinks of it and tries to pierce its veil
and clothe it in the garments of my choice. But these are vain
imaginings and the future remains uncertain, unknown, and
there is no assurance that it will not betray again our hopes and
prove false to humanity's dreams.

The past remains; but I cannot write academically of past
events in the manner of a historian or scholar. I have not that
knowledge or equipment or training; nor do I possess the mood
for that kind of work. The past oppresses me or fills me some-
times with its warmth when it touches on the present, and be-
comes, as it were, an aspect of that living present. If it does not
do so, then it is cold, barren, lifeless, uninteresting. I can only
write about it, as I have previously done, by bringing it in some
relation to my present-day thoughts and activities, and then this
writing of history, as Goethe once said, brings some relief from
the weight and burden of the past. It is, [ suppose, a process
similar to that of psychoanalysis, but applied to a race or to
humanity itself instead of to an individual.

The burden of the past, the burden of both good and ill, is
over-powering, and sometimes suffocating, more especially for
those of us who belong to very ancient civilizations like those
of India and China. As Nietzsche says: 'Not only the wisdom of
centuries—also their madness breaketh out in us. Dangerous
is it to be an heir.'

What is my inheritance? To what am I an heir? To all that
humanity has achieved during tens of thousands of years, to all
that it has thought and felt and suffered and taken pleasure in,
to its cries of triumph and its bitter agony of defeat, to that
astonishing adventure of man which began so long ago and yet
continues and beckons to us. To all this and more, in common
with all men. But there is a special heritage for those of us of
India, not an exclusive one, for none is exclusive and all are
common to the race of man, one more especially applicable to
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us, something that is in our flesh and blood and bones, that has
gone to make us what we are and what we are likely to be.

It is the thought of this particular heritage and its applica-
tion to the present that has long filled my mind, and it is about
this that I should like to write, though the difficulty and com-
plexity of the subject appal me and I can only touch the surface
of it. I cannot do justice to it, but in attempting it I might be
able to do some justice to myself by clearing my own mind and
preparing it for the next stages of thought and action.

Inevitably, my approach will often be a personal one; how
the idea grew in my mind, what shapes it took, how it influenced
me and affected my action. There will also be some entirely
personal experiences which have nothing to do with the subject
in its wider aspects, but which coloured my mind and influ-
enced my approach to the whole problem. Our judgments of
countries and peoples are based on many factors; among them
our personal contacts, if there have been any, have a marked
influence. If we do not personally know the people of a country
we are apt to misjudge them even more than otherwise, and to
consider them entirely alien and different.

In the case of our own country our personal contacts are
innumerable, and through such contacts many pictures or some
kind of composite picture of our countrymen form in our mind.
So I have filled the picture gallery of my mind. There are some
portraits, vivid, life-like, looking down upon me and reminding
me of some of life's high points—and yet it all seems so long
ago and like some story I have read. There are many other
pictures round which are wrapped memories of old comradeship
and the friendship that sweetens life. And there are innumer-
able pictures of the mass— Indian men and women and children,
all crowded together, looking up at me, and I trying to fathom
what lie behind those thousands of eyes of theirs.

I shall begin this story with an entirely personal chapter, for
this gives the clue to my mood in the month immediately fol-
lowing the period I have written about towards the end of my
autobiography. But this is not going to be another autobiogra-
phy, though I am afraid the personal element will often be present.

The World War goes on. Sitting here in Ahmadnagar Fort, a
prisoner perforce inactive when a fierce activity consumes the
world, I fret a little sometimes and I think of the big things and
brave ventures which have filled my mind these many years. I
try to view the war impersonally as one would look at some ele-
mental phenomenon, some catastrophe of nature, a great earth-
quake or a flood. I do not succeed of course. But there seems
no other way if I am to protect myself from too much hurt and
hatred and excitement. And in this mighty manifestation of
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savage and destructive nature my own troubles and self sink into
insignificance.

I remember the words that Gandhiji said on that fateful evening
of August 8th, 1942: 'We must look the world in the face with
calm and clear eyes even though the eyes of the world are blood-
shot to-day.'
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CHAPTER TWO
BADENWEILER, LAUSANNE

Kamala

ON SEPTEMBER 4tH, 1935, I WAS SUDDENLY RELEASED FROM THE
mountain jail of Almora, for news had come that my wife was
in a critical condition. She was far away in a sanatorium at
Badenweiler in the Black Forest of Germany. I hurried by
automobile and train to Allahabad, reaching there the next day,
and the same afternoon I started on the air journey to Europe.
The air liner took me to Karachi and Baghdad and Cairo, and
from Alexandria a seaplane carried me to Brindisi. From Brindisi
I went by train to Basle in Switzerland. I reached Badenweiler
on the evening of September 9th, four days after I had left Allaha-
bad and five days after my release from Almora jail.

There was the same old brave smile on Kamala's face when 1
saw her, but she was too weak and too much in the grip of pain
to say much. Perhaps my arrival made a difference, for she was
a little better the next day and for some days after. But the crisis
continued and slowly drained the Ilife out of her. Unable to
accustom myself to the thought of her death, I imagined that
she was improving and that if she could only survive that crisis
she might get well. The doctors, as is their way, gave me hope.
The immediate crisis seemed to pass and she held her ground.
She was never well enough for a long conversation. We talked
briefly and I would stop as soon as I noticed that she was getting
tired. Sometimes I read to her. Qne of the books I remember
reading out to her in this way was Pearl Buck's 'The Good Earth*.
She liked my doing this, but our progress was slow.

Morning and afternoon I trudged from my pmsiot in the
little town to the sanatorium and spent a few hours with her.
I was full of the many things I wanted to tell her and yet I had
to restrain myself. Sometimes we talked a little of old times,
old memories, of common friends in India; sometimes, a little
wistfully, of the future and what we would do then. In spite
of her serious condition she clung to the future. Her eyes were
bright and vital, her face usually cheerful. Odd friends who
came to visit her were pleasantly surprised to find her looking
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better than they had imagined. They were misled by those
bright eyes and that smiling face.

In the long autumn evenings I sat by myself in my room in
the pen fion, where 1 was staying, or sometimes went out for a walk
across the fields or through the forest. A hundred pictures of
Kamala succeeded each other in my mind, a hundred aspects
of her rich and deep personality. We had been married for nearly
twenty years, and yet how many times she had surprised me by
something new in her mental or spiritual make-up. I had known
her in so many ways and, in later years, I had tried my utmost
to understand her. That understanding had not been denied
to me, but I often wondered if I really knew her or understood
her. There was something elusive about her, something fay-like,
real but unsubstantial, difficult to grasp. Sometimes, looking
into her eyes, I would find a stranger peeping out at me.

Except for a little schooling, she had had no formal education;
her mind had not gone through the educational process. She
came to us as an unsophisticated girl, apparently with hardly
any of the complexes which are said to be so common now. She
never entirely lost that girlish look, but as she grew into a woman
her eyes acquired a depth and a fire, giving the impression of still
pools behind which storms raged. She was not the type of modern
girl, with the modern girl's habits and lack of poise; yet she took
easily enough to modern ways. But essentially she was an Indian
girl and, more particularly, a Kashmiri girl, sensitive and proud,
childlike and grown-up, foolish and wise. She was reserved to those
she did not know or did not like, but bubbling over with gaiety
and frankness before those she knew and liked. She was quick in
her judgment and not always fair or right, but she stuck to her
instinctive likes and dislikes. There was no guile in her. If she
disliked a person, it was obvious, and she made no attempt to hide
the fact. Even if she had tried to do so, she would probably not
have succeeded. I have come across few persons who have pro-
duced such an impression of sincerity upon me as she did.

Our Marriage and After

I thought of the early years of our marriage when, with all my
tremendous liking for Kamala, I almost forgot her and denied
her, in so many ways, that comradeship which was her due.
For 1 was then like a person possessed, giving myself utterly to
the cause I had espoused, living in a dream-world of my own,
and looking at the real people who surrounded me as unsub-
stantial shadows. I worked to the utmost of my capacity and my
mind was filled to the brim with the subject that engrossed me.
I gave all my energy to that cause and had little left to spare.
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And yet I was very far from forgetting her, and I came back
to her again and again as to a sure haven. If I was away for a
number of days the thought of her cooled my mind, and I looked
forward eagerly to my return home. What indeed could I havf
done if she had not been there to comfort me and give me
strength, and thus enable me to re-charge the exhausted battery
of my mind and body?

I had taken from her what she gave me. What had I given to
her in exchange during these early years? I had failed evidently
and, possibly, she carried the deep impress of those days upon
her. With her inordinate pride and sensitiveness she did not want
to come to me to ask for help, although I could have given her
that help more than anyone else. She wanted to play her own
part in the national struggle and not be merely a hanger-on and
a shadow of her husband. She wanted to justify herself to her own
selfas well as to the world. Nothing in the world could have pleased
me more than this, but I was far too busy to sec beneath the
surface, and I was blind to what she looked for and so ardently
desired. And then prison claimed me so often and I was away
from her, or else she was ill. Like Chitra in Tagore's play, she
seemed to say to me: 'l am Chitra. No goddess to be worshipped,
nor yet the object of common pity to be brushed aside like a moth
with indifference. Ifyou deign to keep me by your side in the path
of danger and daring, if you allow me to share the great duties of
your life, then you will know my true self.'

But she did not say this to me in words and it was only gradu-
ally that I read the message of her eyes.

In the early months of 1930 I sensed her desire and we worked
together, and I found in this experience a new delight. We lived
for a while on the edge of life, as it were, for the clouds were
gathering and a national upheaval was coming. Those were
pleasant months for us, but they ended too soon, and, early in
April, the country was in the grip of civil disobedience and govern-
mental repression, and [ was in prison again.

Most of us menfolk were in prison. And then a remarkable
thing happened. Our women came to the front and took charge
of the struggle. Women had always been there of course, but
now there was an avalanche of them, which took not only the
British Government but their own menfolk by surprise. Here
were these women, women of the upper or middle classes, lead-
ing sheltered lives in their homes—peasant women, working-
class women, rich women—pouring out in their tens of thou-
sands in defiance of government order and police lathi. It was
not only that display of courage and daring, but what was even
more surprising was the organizational power they showed.

Never can [ forget the thrill that came to us in Naini Prison

41



when news of this reached us, the enormous pride in the women
of India that filled us. We could hardly talk about all this among
ourselves, for our hearts were full and our eyes were dim with
tears.

My father had joined us later in Naini Prison, and he told us
much that we did not know. He had been functioning outside as
the leader of the civil disobedience movement, and he had en-
couraged in no way these aggressive activities of the women all
over the country. He disliked, in his paternal and somewhat old-
fashioned way, young women and old messing about in the streets
under the hot sun of summer and coming into conflict with the
police. But he realised the temper of the people and did not dis-
courage any one, not even his wife and daughters and daughter-
in-law. He told us how he had been agreeably surprised to see
the energy, courage, and ability displayed by women all over the
country; of the girls of his own household he spoke with affec-
tionate pride.

At father's instance, a 'Resolution of Remembrance' was passed
at thousands of public meetings all over India on January 26th,
1931, the anniversary of India's Independence Day. These meet-
ings were banned by the police and many of them were forcibly
broken up. Father had organized this from his sickbed and it
was a triumph of organization, for we could not use the news-
papers, or the mails, or the telegraph, or the telephone, or any
of the established printing presses. And yet at a fixed time on an
identical day all over this vast country, even in remote villages,
the resolution was read out in the language of the province and
adopted. Ten days after the resolution was so adopted, father died.

The resolution was a long one. But a part of it related to the
women of India: '"We record our homage and deep admiration
for the womanhood of India, who, in the hour of peril for the
motherland, forsook the shelter of their homes and, with unfailing
courage and endurance, stood shoulder to shoulder with their
menfolk in the front line of India's national army to share with
them the sacrifices and triumphs of the struggle....'

In this upheaval Kamala had played a brave and notable part
and on her inexperienced shoulders fell the task of organizing
our work in the city of Allahabad when every known worker
was in prison. She made up for that inexperience by her fire
and energy and, within a few months, she became the pride of
Allahabad.

We met again under the shadow of my father's last illness and
his death. We met on a new footing of comradeship and under-
standing. A few months later when we went with our daughter to
Ceylon for our first brief holiday, and our last, we seemed to have
discovered each other anew. All the past years that we had passed
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together had been but a preparation for this new and more inti-
mate relationship.

We came back all too soon and work claimed me and, later,
prison. There was to be no more holidaying, no working toge-
ther, not even being together, except for a brief while between
two long prison terms of two years ecach which followed each
other. Before the second of these was over, Kamala lay dying.

When I was arrested in February, 1934, on a Calcutta warrant,
Kamala went up to our rooms to collect some clothes for me. I
followed her to say good-bye to her. Suddenly she clung to me
and, fainting, collapsed. This was unusual for her as we had
trained ourselves to take this jail-going lightly and cheerfully
and to make as little fuss about it as possible. Was it some pre-
monition she had that this was our last more or less normal meeting?

Two long prison terms of two years each had come between
me and her just when our need for each other was greatest, just
when we had come so near to each other. I thought of this during
the long days in jail, and yet I hoped that the time would surely
come when we would be together again. How did she fare during
these years? I can guess but even I do not know, for during jail
interviews, or during a brief interval outside there was little
normality. We had to be always on our best behaviour lest we
might cause pain to the other by showing our own distress. But
it was obvious that she was greatly troubled and distressed over
many things and there was no peace in her mind. I might have
been of some help, but not from jail.

The Problem of Human Relationships

All these and many other thoughts, came to my mind during my
long solitary hours in Badenweiler. I did not shed the atmos-
phere ofjail easily; I had long got used to it and the new envi-
ronment did not make any great change. I was living in the nazi
domain with all its strange happenings which I disliked so much,
but nazism did not interfere with me. There were few evidences
of it in that quiet village in a corner of the Black Forest.

Or perhaps my mind was full of other matters. My past life
unrolled itself before me and there was always Kamala standing
by. She became a symbol of Indian women, or of woman herself.
Sometimes she grew curiously mixed up with my ideas of India,
that land of ours so dear to us, with all her faults and weak-
nesses, so elusive and so full of mystery. What was Kamala?
Did I know her? understand her real self? Did she know or under-
stand me? For I too was an abnormal person with mystery and
unplumbed depths within me, which I could not myself fathom.
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Sometimes I had thought thai she was a little frightened of me
because of this. I had been, and was, a most unsatisfactory person
to marry. Kamala and I were unlike each other in some ways,
and yet in some other ways very alike; we did not complement
each other. Our very strength became a weakness in our relations
to each other. There could either be complete understanding,
a perfect union of minds, or difficulties. Neither of us could live
a humdrum domestic life, accepting things as they were.

Among the many pictures that were displayed in the bazaars
in India, there was one containing two separate pictures of Kamala
and me, side by side, with the inscription at the top, adarsha jori,
the model or ideal couple, as so many people imagined us to be.
But the ideal is terribly difficult to grasp or to hold. Yet I remem-
ber telling Kamala, during our holiday in Ceylon, how fortunate
we had been in spite of difficulties and differences, in spite of all
the tricks life had played upon us, that marriage was an odd affair,
and it had not ceased to be so even after thousands of years of
experience. We saw around us the wrecks of many a marriage or,
what was no better, the conversion of what was bright and golden
into dross. How fortunate we were, I told her, and she agreed, for
though we had sometimes quarrelled and grown angry with each
other we kept that vital spark alight, and for each one of us life was
always unfolding new adventure and giving fresh insight into
each other.

The problem of human relationships, how fundamental it is,
and how often ignored in our fierce arguments about politics
and economics. It was not so ignored in the old and wise civi-
lizations of India and China, where they developed patterns of
social behaviour which, with all their faults, certainly gave poise
to the individual. That poise is not in evidence in India to-day.
But where is it in the countries of the West which have progressed
so much in other directions? Or is poise essentially static and
opposed to progressive change ? Must we sacrifice one for the other ?
Surely it should be possible to have a union of poise and inner
and outer progress, of the wisdom of the old with the science and
the vigour of the new. Indeed we appear to have arrived at a stage
in the world's history when the only alternative to such a union is
likely to be the destruction and undoing of both.

Christmas 1935

Kamala's condition took a turn for the better. It was not very
marked, but after the strain of the past weeks we experienced
great relief. She had got over that crisis and stabilized her con-
dition, and that in itself was a gain. This continued for another
month and I took advantage of it to pay a brief visit to England
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with our daughter, Indira. I had not been there for eight years
and many friends pressed me to visit them.

I came back to Badenweiler and resumed the old routine.
Winter had come and the landscape was white with snow. As
Christmas approached there was a marked deterioration in
Kamala's condition. Another crisis had come, and it seemed
that her life hung by a mere thread. During those last days of
1935 I ploughed my way through snow and slush not knowing
how many days or hours she would live. The calm winter scene
with its mantle of white snow seemed so like the peace of cold
death to me, and I lost all my past hopeful optimism.

But Kamala fought this crisis also and with amazing vitality
survived it. She grew better and more cheerful and wanted us to
take her away from Badenweiler. She was weary of the place, and
another factor which made a difference was the death of another
patient in the sanatorium, who had sometimes sent flowers to
her, and once or twice visited her. That patient—he was an Irish
boy—had been much better than Kamala and was even allowed
to go out for walks. We tried to keep the news of his sudden death
from her, but we did not succeed. Those who are ill, and especially
those who have the misfortune to stay in a sanatorium, seem to
develop a sixth sense which tells them much that is sought to be
hid from them.

In January I went to Paris for a few days and paid another
brief visit to London. Life was pulling at me again and news
reached me, in London, that I had been elected for a second time
president of the Indian National Congress, which was to meet
in April. I had been expecting this as friends had forewarned
me, and I had even discussed it with Kamala. It was a dilemma
for me: to leave her as she was or to resign from the presidentship.
She would not have me resign. She was just a little better and
we thought that I could come back to her later.

At the end of January, 1936, Kamala left Badenweiler and
was taken to a sanatorium near Lausanne in Switzerland.

Death

Both Kamala and I liked the change to Switzerland. She was
more cheerful and I felt a little more at home in that part of
Switzerland which I knew fairly well. There was no marked
change in her condition and it seemed that there was no crisis
ahead. She was likely to continue as she was for a considerable
period, making perhaps slow progress.

Meanwhile the call of India was insistent and friends there
were pressing me to return. My mind grew restless and ever more
occupied with the problems of my country. For some years I had
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been cut off by prison or otherwise from active participation in
public affairs, and I was straining at the leash. My visits to Lon-
don and Paris and news from India had drawn me out of my shell
and I could not go back into it.

I discussed the matter with Kamala and consulted the doctor.
They agreed that I should return to India and [ booked my
passage by the Dutch K.L.M. air line. I was to leave Lausanne
on February 28th. After all this had been fixed up, I found that
Kamala did not at all like the idea of my leaving her. And yet
she would not ask me to change my plans. I told her that I would
not make a long stay in India and hoped to return after two or
three months. I could return even earlier if she wanted me to.
A cable would bring me by air to her within a week.

Four or five days remained before the date fixed for my depar-
ture. Indira, who was at school at Bex nearby, was coming over
to spend those last days with us. The doctor came to me and
suggested that I should postpone my return by a week or ten days.
More he would not say. I agreed immediately and made another
reservation in a subsequent K.L.M. plane.

As these last days went by a subtle change seemed to come
over Kamala. The physical condition was much the same, so far
as we could see, but her mind appeared to pay less attention to
her physical environment. She would tell me that someone was
calling her, or that she saw some figure or shape enter the room
when I saw none.

Early on the morning of February 28th, she breathed her last.
Indira was there, and so was our faithful friend and constant
companion during these months, Dr. M. Atal.

A few other friends came from neighbouring towns in Swit-
zerland, and we took her to the crematorium in Lausanne.
Within a few minutes that fair body and that lovely face, which
used to smile so often and so well, were reduced to ashes. A small
-urn contained the mortal remains of one who had been vital, so
bright and so full of life.

Mussolini Return

The bond that kept me in Lausanne and Europe was broken and
there was no need for me to remain there any longer. Indeed,
something else within me was also broken, the realization of which
only came gradually to me, for those days were black days for me
and my mind did not function properly. Indira and I went to
Montreux to spend a few quiet days together.

During our stay at Montreux [ had a visit from the Italian
Consul at Lausanne, who came over especially to convey to me
Signor Mussolini's deep sympathy at my loss. I was a little sur-
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prised, for I had not met Signor Mussolini or had any other con-
tacts with him. I asked the Consul to convey my gratitude to him.

Some weeks earlier a friend in Rome had written to me to say
that Signor Mussolini would like to meet me. There was no
question of my going to Rome then, and I said so. Later, when
I was thinking of returning to India by air, that message was
repeated and there was a touch of eagerness and insistence about
it. I wanted to avoid this interview and yet I had no desire to
be discourteous. Normally I might have got over my distaste for
meeting him, for I was curious also to know what kind of man
the Duce was. But the Abyssinian campaign was being carried
on then and my meeting him would inevitably have led to all
manner of inferences, and would be used for fascist propaganda.
No denial from me would go far. I knew of several recent in-
stances when Indian students and others visiting Italy had been
utilized, against their wishes and sometimes even without their
knowledge, for fascist propaganda. And then there had been
the bogus interview with Mr. Gandhi which the Giornale d'Italia
had published in 1931.

I conveyed my regrets, therefore, to my friend, and later wrote
again and telephoned to him to avoid any possibility of mis-
understanding. All this was before Kamala's death. After her
death I sent another message pointing out that, even apart from
other reasons, I was in no mood then for an interview with
anyone.

All this insistence on my part became necessary, as [ was
passing through Rome by the K.L.M. and would have to spend
an evening and night there. I could not avoid this passing visit
and brief stay.

After a few days at Montreux I proceeded to Geneva and
Marseilles, where I boarded the K.L.M. air liner for the East.
On arrival in Rome in the late afternoon, I was met by a high
official who handed me a letter from the Chef de Cabinet of Signor
Mussolini. The Duce, it stated, would be glad to meet me and
he had fixed six o'clock that evening for the interview. I was
surprised and reminded him of my previous messages. But he
insisted that it had now all been fixed up and the arrangement
could not be upset. Indeed if the interview did not take place
there was every likelihood of his being dismissed from his office.
I was assured that nothing would appear in the press, and that
I need only see the Duce, for a few minutes. All that he wanted
to do was to shake hands with me and to convey personally his
condolences at my wife's death. So we argued for a full hour with
all courtesy on both sides but with increasing strain; it was a most
exhausting hour for me and probably more so for the other party.
The time fixed for the interview was at last upon us and I had my
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way. A telephone message was sent to the Duce's palace that
I could not come.

That evening I sent a letter to Signor Mussolini expressing
my regret that I could not take advantage of his kind invitation
to me to see him and thanking him for his message of sympathy.

I continued my journey. At Cairo there were some old friends
to meet me, and then further east, over the deserts of Western
Asia. Various incidents, and the arrangements necessary for my
journey, had so far kept my mind occupied. But after leaving
Cairo and flying, hour after hour, over this desolate desert area,
a terrible loneliness gripped me and [ felt empty and purpose-
less. 1 was going back alone to my home, which was no longer'
home for me, and there by my side was a basket and that basket
contained an urn. That was all that remained of Kamala, and all
our bright dreams were also dead and turned to ashes. She is no
more, Kamala is no more, my mind kept on repeating.

I thought of my autobiography, that record of my life, which
I had discussed with her as she lay in Bhowali Sanatorium. And,
as [ was writing it, sometimes | would take a chapter or two and
read it out to her. She had only seen or heard a part of it: she
would never see the rest; nor would we write any more chap-
ters together in the book of life.

When I reached Baghdad I sent a cable to my publishers in
London, who were bringing out my autobiography, giving them
the dedication for the book: 'To Kamala, who is no more.'

Karachi came, and crowds and many familiar faces. And then
Allahabad, where we carried the precious urn to the swift-
flowing Ganges and poured the ashes into the bosom of that
noble river. How many of our forebears she had carried thus
to the sea, how many of those who follow us will take that last
journey in the embrace of her water.
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CHAPTER THREE
THE QUEST

The Panorama of India's Past

DURING THESE YEARS OF THOUGHT AND ACTIVITY MY MIND HAS BEEN
full of India, trying to understand her and to analyse my own
reactions towards her. I went back to my childhood days and
tried to remember what I felt like then, what vague shape this
conception took in my growing mind, and how it was moulded
by fresh experience. Sometimes it receded into the background,
but it was always there, slowly changing, a queer mixture deriv-
ed from old story and legend and modern fact. It produced a
sensation of pride in me as well as that of shame, for I was
ashamed of much that I saw around me, of superstitious prac-
tices, of outworn ideas, and, above all, our subject and poverty-
stricken state.

As I grew up and became engaged in activities which pro-
mised to lead to India's freedom, I became obsessed with the
thought of India. What was this India that possessed me and
beckoned to me continually, urging me to action so that we
might realize some vague but deeply-felt desire of our hearts?
The initial urge came to me, I suppose, through pride, both
individual and national, and the desire, common to all men,
to resist another's domination and have freedom to live the life
of our choice. It seemed monstrous to me that a great country
like India, with a rich and immemorial past, should be bound
hand and foot to a far-away island which imposed its will upon
her. It was still more monstrous that this forcible union had
resulted in poverty and degradation beyond measure. That was
reason enough for me and for others to act.

But it was not enough to satisfy the questioning that arose
within me. What is this India, apart from her physical and
geographical aspects? What did she represent in the past? What
gave strength to her then? How did she lose that old strength?
And has she lost it completely? Does she represent anything
vital now, apart from being the home of a vast number of human
beings? How does she fit into the modern world?

This wider international aspect of the problem grew upon
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me as | realized more and more how isolation was both undesir-
able and impossible. The future that took shape in my mind
was one of intimate co-operation, politically, economically, and
culturally, between India and the other countries of the world.
But before the future came there was the present, and behind
the present lay the long and tangled past, out of which the pre-
sent had grown. So to the past I looked for understanding.

India was in my blood and there was much in her that instinc-
tively thrilled me. And yet I approached her almost as an alien
critic, full of dislike for the present as well as for many of the
relics of the past that I saw. To some extent I came to her via
the West, and looked at her as a friendly westerner might have
done. I was eager and anxious to change her outlook and appear-
ance and give her the garb of modernity. And yet doubts arose
within me. Did I know India?—I who presumed to scrap much
of her past heritage? There was a great deal that had to be
scrapped, that must be scrapped; but surely India could not
have been what she undoubtedly was, and could not have con-
tinued a cultured existence for thousands of years, if she had not
possessed something very vital and enduring, something that
was worthwhile. What was this something?

I stood on a mound of Mohenjo-daro in the Indus Valley in
the north-west of India, and all around me lay the houses and
streets of this ancient city that is said to have existed over five
thousand years ago; and even then it was an old and well-
developed civilization. 'The Indus civilization,'" writes Professor
Childe, 'represents a very prefect adjustment of human life to a
specific environment that can only have resulted from years of
patient effort. And it has endured; it is already specifically
Indian and forms the basis of modern Indian culture." Aston-
ishing thought: that any culture or civilization should have this
continuity for five or six thousand years or more; and not in a
static, unchanging sense, for India was changing and progressing
all the time. She was coming into intimate contact with the
Persians, the Egyptians, the Greeks, the Chinese, the Arabs, the
Central Asians, and the peoples of the Mediterranean. But though
she influenced them and was influenced by them, her cultural
basis was strong enough to endure. What was the secret of this
strength? Where did it come from?

I read her history and read also a part of her abundant ancient
literature, and was powerfully impressed by the vigour of the
thought, the clarity of the language, and the richness of the
mind that lay behind it. I journeyed through India in the company
of mighty travellers from China and Western and Central Asia
who came here in the remote past and left records of their travels.
I thought of what India had accomplished in Eastern Asia, in
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Angkor, Borobudur, and many other places. I wandered over
the Himalayas, which are closely connected with old myth and
legend, and which have influenced so much our thought and
literature. My love of the mountains and my kinship with Kash-
mir especially drew me to them, and I saw there not only the life
and vigour and beauty of the present, but also the memoried
loveliness of ages past. The mighty rivers of India that flow from
this great mountain barrier into the plains of India attracted me
and reminded me of innumerable phases of our history. The Indus
or Sifidhu, from which our country came to be called India and
Hindustan, and across which races and tribes and caravans and
armies have come for thousands of years; the Brahmaputra,
rather cut off from the main current of history, but living in old
story, forcing its way into India through deep chasms cut in the
heart of the northeastern mountains, and then flowing calmly
in a gracious sweep between mountain and wooded plain; the
Jumna, round which cluster so many legends of dance and fun and
play; and the Ganges, above all the river of India, which has held
India's heart captive and drawn uncounted millions to her banks
since the dawn of history. The story of the Ganges, from her source
to the sea, from old times to new, is the story of India's civiliza-
tion and culture, of the rise and fall of empires, of great and
proud cities, of the adventure of man and the quest of the mind
which has so occupied India's thinkers, of the richness and fulfil-
ment of life as well as its denial and renunciation, of ups and
downs, of growth and decay, of life and death.

I visited old monuments and ruins and ancient sculptures and
frescoes—Ajanta, Ellora, the Elephanta Caves, and other places
—and I also saw the lovely buildings of a later age in Agra and
Delhi, where every stone told its story of India's past.

In my own city of Allahabad or in Hardwar I would go to
the great bathing festivals, the Kumbh Mela, and see hundreds
of thousands of people come, as their forebears had come for
thousands of years from all over India, to bathe in the Ganges.
I would remember descriptions of these festivals written thirteen
hundred years ago by Chinese pilgrims and others, and even
then these melas were ancient and lost in an unknown antiquity.
What was the tremendous faith, I wondered, that had drawn our
people for untold generations to this famous river of India?

These journeys and visits of mine, with the background of
my reading, gave me an insight into the past. To a somewhat
bare intellectual understanding was added an emotional appre-
ciation, and gradually a sense of reality began to creep into my
mental picture of India, and the land of my forefathers became
peopled with living beings, who laughed and wept, loved and
suffered; and among them were men who seemed to know life
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and understand it, and out of their wisdom they had built a
structure which gave India a cultural stability which lasted for
thousands of years. Hundreds of vivid pictures of this past filled
my mind, and they would stand out as soon as [ visited a parti-
cular place associated with them. At Sarnath, near Benares, I
would almost see the Buddha preaching his first sermon, and
some of his recorded words would come like a distant echo to
me through two thousand five hundred years. Ashoka's pillars of
stone with their inscriptions would speak to me in their magni-
ficent language and tell me of a man who, though an emperor,
was greater than any king or emperor. At Fatehpur-Sikri, Akbar,
forgetful of his empire, was seated holding converse and debate
with the learned of all faiths, curious to learn something new
and seeking an answer to the eternal problem of man.

Thus slowly the long panorama of India's history unfolded
itself before me, with its ups and downs, its triumphs and defeats.
There seemed to me something unique about the continuity of
a cultural tradition through five thousand years of history, of
invasion and upheaval, a tradition which was widespread among
the masses and powerfully influenced them. Only China has had
such a continuity of tradition and cultural life. And this panorama
of the past gradually merged into the unhappy present, when India,
for all her past greatness and stability, was a slave country, an
appendage of Britain, and all over the world terrible and devastat-
ing war was raging and brutalizing humanity. But that vision of
five thousand years gave me a new perspective, and the burden
of the present seemed to grow lighter.

The hundred and eighty years of British rule in India were
just one of the unhappy interludes in her long story; she would
find herself again; already the last page of this chapter was being
written. The world also will survive the horror of to-day and build
itself anew on fresh foundations.

Nationalism and Internationalism

My reaction to India thus was often an emotional one, condi-
tioned and limited in many ways. It took the form of nation-
alism. In the case of many people the conditioning and limiting
factors are absent. But nationalism was and is inevitable in the
India of my day; it is a natural and healthy growth. For any sub-
ject country national freedom must be the first and dominant
urge; for India, with her intense sense of individuality and a past
heritage, it was doubly so.

Recent events all over the world have demonstrated that the
notion that nationalism is fading away before the impact of
internationalism and proletarian movements has little truth. It is
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still one of the most powerful urges that move a people, and
round it cluster sentiments and traditions and a sense of common
living and common purpose. While the intellectual strata of the
middle classes were gradually moving away from nationalism,
or so they thought, labour and proletarian movements, deliberately
based on internationalism, were drifting towards nationalism.
The coming of war swept everybody everywhere into the net of
nationalism. This remarkable resurgence of nationalism, or rather
a re-discovery of it and a new realization of its vital significance,
has raised new problems and altered the form and shape of old
problems. Old established traditions cannot be easily scrapped
or dispensed with; in moments of crisis they rise and dominate the
minds of men, and often, as we have seen, a deliberate attempt
is made to use those traditions to rouse a people to a high pitch of
effort and sacrifice. Traditions have to be accepted to a large
extent and adapted and transformed to meet new conditions and
ways of thought, and at the same time new traditions have to be
built up. The nationalist ideal is deep and strong; it is not a thing
of the past with no future significance. But other ideals, more
based on the ineluctable facts of to-day, have arisen, the inter-
national ideal and the proletarian ideal, and there must be some
kind of fusion between these various ideals ifwe are to have a world
equilibrium and a lessening of conflict. The abiding appeal of
nationalism to the spirit of man has to be recognized and pro-
vided for, but its sway limited to a narrower sphere.

If nationalism is still so universal in its influence, even in coun-
tries powerfully affected by new ideas and international forces,
how much more must it dominate the mind of India. Sometimes
we are told that our nationalism is a sign of our backwardness
and even our demand for independence indicates our narrow-
mindedness. Those who tell us so seem to imagine that true inter-
nationalism would triumph if we agreed to remain as junior part-
ners in the British Empire or Commonwealth of Nations. They
do not appear to realize that this particular type of so-called
internationalism is only an extension of a narrow British natio-
nalism, which could not have appealed to us even if the logical
consequences of Anglo-Indian history had not utterly rooted out
its possibility from our minds. Nevertheless, India, for all her
intense nationalistic fervour, has gone further than many nations
in her acceptance of real internationalism and the co-ordination,
and even to some extent the subordination, of the independent
nation state to a world organization.

India's Strength and Weakness

The search for the sources of India's strength and for her deter-
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ioration and decay is long and intricate. Yet the recent causes
of that decay are obvious enough. She fell behind in the march
of technique, and Europe, which had long been backward in
many matters, took the lead in technical progress. Behind this
technical progress was the spirit of science and a bubling life
and spirit which displayed itself in many activities and in ad-
venturous voyages of discovery. New techniques gave military
strength to the countries of western Europe, and it was easy for
them to spread out and dominate the East. That is the story not
only of India, but of almost the whole of Asia.

Why this should have happened so is more difficult to unravel,
for India was not lacking in mental alertness and technical skill
in earlier times. One senses a progressive deterioration during
centuries. The urge to life and endeavour becomes less, the crea-
tive spirit fades away and gives place to the imitative. Where
triumphant and rebellious thought had tried to pierce the my-
steries of nature and the universe, the wordy commentator comes
with his glosses and long explanations. Magnificent art and
sculpture give way to meticulous carving of intricate detail
without nobility of conception or design. The vigour and rich-
ness of language, powerful yet simple, are followed by highly
ornate and complex literary forms. The urge to adventure and
the overflowing life which led to vast schemes of distant coloni-
zation and the transplantation of Indian culture in far lands:
all these fade away and a narrow orthodoxy taboos even the
crossing of the high seas. A rational spirit of inquiry, so evident
in earlier times, which might well have led to the further growth
of science, is replaced by irrationalism and a blind idolatory of
the past. Indian life becomes a sluggish stream, living in the past,
moving slowly through the accumulations of dead centuries.
The heavy burden of the past crushes it and a kind of coma seizes
it. It is not surprising that in this condition of mental stupor and
physical weariness India should have deteriorated and remained
rigid and immobile, while other parts of the world marched ahead.

Yet this is not a complete or wholly correct survey. If there
had only been a long and wunrelieved period of rigidity and
stagnation, this might well have resulted in a complete break
with the past, the death of an era, and the erection of some-
thing new on its ruins. There has not been such a break and there
is a definite continuity. Also, from time to time, vivid periods of
renascence have occurred, and some of them have been long and
brilliant. Always there is visible an attempt to understand and
adapt the new and harmonize it with the old, or at any rate with
parts of the old which were considered worth preserving. Often
that old retains an external form only, as a kind of symbol, and
changes its inner content. But something vital and living continues,
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some urge driving the people in a direction not wholly realized,
and always a desire for synthesis between the old and the new.
It was this urge and desire that kept them going and enabled them
to absorb new ideas while retaining much of the old. Whether
there was such a thing as an Indian dream through the ages,
vivid and full of life or sometimes reduced to the murmurings
of troubled sleep, I do not know. Every people and every nation
has some such belief or myth of national destiny and perhaps it
is partly true in each case. Being an Indian I am myself influenced
by this reality or myth about India, and I feel that anything that
had the power to mould hundreds of generations, without a break,
must have drawn its enduring vitality from some deep well of
strength, and have had the capacity to renew that vitality from
age to age.

Was there some such well of strength? And if so, did it dry
up, or did it have hidden springs to replenish it? What of today ?
Are there any springs still functioning from which we can refresh
and strengthen ourselves? We are an old race, or rather an odd
mixture of many races, and our racial memories go back to the
dawn of history. Have we had our day and arc we now living in
the late afternoon or evening of our existence, just carrying on
after the manner of the aged, quiescent, devitalized, uncreative,
desiring peace and sleep above all else?

No people, no races remain unchanged. Continually they are
mixing with others and slowly changing; they may appear to die
almost and then rise again as a new people or just a variation of
the old. There may be a definite break between the old people and
the new, or vital links of thought and ideals may join them.

History has numerous instances of old and well-established
civilizations fading away or being ended suddenly, and vigor-
ous new cultures taking their place. Is it some vital energy, sonic
inner source of strength that gives life to a civilization or a people,
without which all effort is ineffective, like the vain attempt of an
aged person to plav the part of a youth?

Among the peoples of the world to-day I have sensed this vital
energy chiefly in three—Americans, Russians, and the Chinese;
a queer combination! Americans, in spite of having their roots
in the old world, are a new people, uninhibited and without the
burdens and complexes of old races, and it is easy to understand
their abounding vitality. So also are the Canadians, Australians,
and New Zealanders, all of them largely cut off from the old
world and facing life in all its newness.

Russians are not a new people, and yet there has been a comp-
lete break from the old, like that of death, and they have been
reincarnated anew, in a manner for which there is no example
in history. They have become youthful again with an energy and
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vitality lhat are amazing. They are searching for some of their
old roots again, but for all practical purposes they are a new people,
a new race and a new civilization.

The Russian example shows how a people can revitalize itself,
become youthful again, if it is prepared to pay the price for it,
and tap the springs of suppressed strength and energy among
the masses. Perhaps this war, with all its horror and frightfulness,
might result in the rejuvenation of other peoples also, such as
survive from the holocaust.

The Chinese stand apart from all these. They are not a new
race, nor have they gone through that shock of change, from top
to bottom, which came to Russia. Undoubtedly, seven years of
cruel war has changed them, as it must. How far this change is
due to the war or to more abiding causes, or whether it is a mixture
of the two, I do not know, but the vitality of the Chinese people
astonishes me. I cannot imagine a people endowed with such
bed-rock strength going under.

Something of that vitality which I saw in China I have sensed
at times in the Indian people also. Not always, and anyway it is
difficult for me to take an objective view. Perhaps my wishes distort
my thinking. But always I was in search for this in my wanderings
among the Indian people. If they had this vitality, then it was
well with them and they would make good. If they lacked it
completely, then our political efforts and shouting were all make-
believe and would not carry us far. I was not interested in making
some political arrangement which would enable our people to
carry on more or less as before, only a little better. I felt they had
vast stores of suppressed energy and ability, and I wanted to release
these and make them feel young and vital again. India, constituted
as she is, cannot play a secondary part in the world. She will either
count for a great deal or not count at all. No middle position
attracted me. Nor did I think any intermediate position feasible.

Behind the past quarter of a century's struggle for India's
independence and all our conflicts with British authority, lay in
my mind, and that of many others, the desire to revitalize India.
We felt that through action and self-imposed suffering and sacri-
fice, through voluntarily facing risk and danger, through refusal
to submit to what we considered evil and wrong, would we re-
charge the battery of India's spirit and waken her from her long
slumber. Though we came into conflict continually with the
British Government in India, our eyes were always turned towards
our own people. Political advantage had value only in so far as it
helped in that fundamental purpose of ours. Because of this govern-
ing motive, frequently we acted as no politician, moving in the
narrow sphere of politics only, would have done, and foreign and
Indian critics expressed surprise at the folly and intransigence of
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our ways. Whether we were foolish or not, the historians of the
future will judge. We aimed high and looked far. Probably we were
often foolish, from the point of view of opportunist politics, but at
no time did we forget that our main purpose was to raise the whole
level of the Indian people, psychologically and spiritually and also,
of course, politically and economically. It was the building up of
that real inner strength of the people that we were after, knowing
that the rest would inevitably follow. We had to wipe out some
generations of shameful subservience and timid submission to an
arrogant alien authority.

The Search for India

Though books and old monuments and past cultural achievements
helped to produce some understanding of India, they did not
satisfy me or give me the answer I was looking for. Nor could they,
for they dealt with a past age, and I wanted to know if there was
any real connection between that past and the present. The present
for me, and for many others like me, was an odd mixture of medi-
aevalism, appalling poverty and misery and a somewhat super-
ficial modernism of the middle classes. I was not an admirer of
my own class or kind, and yet inevitably I looked to it for leader-
ship in the struggle for India's salvation; that middle class felt
caged and circumscribed and wanted to grow and develop itself.
Unable to do so within the framework of British rule, a spirit of
revolt grew against this rule, and yet this spirit was not directed
against the structure that crushed us. It sought to retain it and
control it by displacing the British. These middle classes were too
much the product of that structure to challenge it and seek to
uproot it.

New forces arose that drove us to the masses in the villages,
and for the first time, a new and different India rose up before
the young intellectuals who had almost forgotten its existence
or attached little importance to it. It was a disturbing sight, not
only because of its stark misery and the magnitude ofits problems,
but because it began to upset some of our values and conclusions.
So began for us the discovery of India as it was, and it produced
both understanding and conflict within us. Our reactions varied
and depended on our previous environment and experience.
Some were already sufficiently acquainted with these village masses
not to experience any new sensation; they took them for granted.
But for me it was a real voyage of discovery, and, while I was
always painfully conscious of the failings and weaknesses of my
people, I found in India's countryfolk something, difficult to define,
which attracted me. That something I had missed in our middle
classes.
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I do not idealise the conception of the masses and, as far as
possible, I try to avoid thinking of them as a theoretical abstrac-
tion. The people of India are very real to me in their great variety
and, in spite of their vast numbers, I try to think of them as
individuals rather than as vague groups. Perhaps it was because
I did not expect much from them that I was not disappointed;
I found more than I had expected. It struck me that perhaps the
reason for this, and for a certain stability and potential strength
that they possessed, was the old Indian cultural tradition which
was still retained by them in a small measure. Much had gone in
the battering they had received during the past 200 years. Yet
something remained that was worth while, and with it so much
that was worthless and evil.

During the 'twenties my work was largely confined to my own
province and I travelled extensively and intensively through the
towns and villages of the forty-eight districts of the United Pro-
vinces of Agra and Oudh, that heart of Hindustan as it has so long
been considered, the seat and centre of both ancient and mediaeval
civilization, the melting pot of so many races and cultures, the area
where the great revolt of 1857 blazed up and was later ruthlessly
crushed. I grew to know the sturdyJat of the northern and western
districts, that typical son of the soil, brave and independent
looking, relatively more prosperous; the Rajput peasant and petty
landholder, still proud of his race and ancestry, even though he
might have changed his faith and adopted Islam; the deft and
skilful artisans and cottage workers, both Hindu and Moslem;
the poorer peasantry and tenants in their vast numbers, especially
in Oudh and the eastern districts, crushed and ground down by
generations of oppression and poverty, hardly daring to hope that
a change would come to better their lot, and yet hoping and full
of faith.

During the 'thirties, in the intervals of my life out of prison,
and especially during the election campaign of 1936-37, 1 travelled
more extensively throughout India, in towns and cities and villages
alike. Except for rural Bengal, which unhappily I have only rarely
visited, I toured in every province and went deep into villages.
I spoke of political and economic issues and judging from my
speech 1 was full of politics and elections. But all this while, in a
corner of my mind, lay something deeper and more vivid, and
elections or the other excitements of the passing day meant little
to it. Another and a major excitement had seized me, and I was
again on a great voyage of discovery and the land of India and
the people of India lay spread out before me. India with all her
infinite charm and variety began to grow upon me more and more,
and yet the more I saw of her, the more I realized how very diffi-
cult it was for me or for anyone else to grasp the ideas she had
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embodied. It was not her wide spaces that eluded me, or even her
diversity, but some depth of soul which I could not fathom, though
I had occasional and tantalizing glimpses of it. She was like some
ancient palimpsest on which layer upon layer of thought and
reverie had been inscribed, and yet no succeeding layer had com-
pletely hidden or erased what had been written previously. All
of these existed in our conscious or subconscious selves, though we
may not have been aware of them, and they had gone to build
up the complex and mysterious personality of India. That sphinx-
like face with its elusive and sometimes mocking smile was to be
seen throughout the length and breadth of the land. Though
outwardly there was diversity and infinite variety among our people,
everywhere there was that tremendous impress of oneness, which
had held all of us together for ages past, whatever political fate or
misfortune had befallen us. The unity of India was no longer
merely an intellectual conception for me: it was an emotional
experience which overpowered me. That essential unity had been
so powerful that no political division, no disaster or catastrophe,
had been able to overcome it.

It was absurd, of course, to think of India or any country as
a kind of anthropomorphic entity. I did not do so. I was also fully
aware of the diversities and divisions of Indian life, of classes,
castes, religions, races, different degrees of cultural development.
Yet I think that a country with a long cultural background and a
common outlook on life develops a spirit that is peculiar to it and
that is impressed on all its children, however much they may
differ among themselves. Can anyone fail to see this in China,
whether he meets an old-fashioned mandarin or a Communist
who has apparently broken with the past? It was this spirit of
India that I was after, not through idle curiosity, though I was
curious enough, but because I felt that it might give me some key
to the understanding of my country and people, some guidance
to thought and action. Politics and elections were day to day
affairs when we grew excited over trumpery matters. But if we
were going to build the house of India's future, strong and secure
and beautiful, we would have to dig deep for the foundations.

'Bharat Mata'

Often, as I wandered from meeting to meeting, I spoke to my
audience of this India of ours, of Hindustan and of Bharata, the
old Sanskrit name derived from the mythical founder of the race.
1 seldom did so in the cities, for there the audiences were more
sophisticated and wanted stronger fare. But to the peasant, with
his limited outlook, I spoke of this great country for whose free-
dom we were struggling, of how each part differed from the other
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and yet was India, of common problems of the peasants from
north to south and east to west, of the Swaraj that could only be
for all and every part and not for some. I told them of myjourney-
ing from the Khyber Pass in the far north-west to Kanya Kumari
or Cape Comorin in the distant south, and how everywhere the
peasants put me identical questions, for their troubles were the
same—poverty, debt, vested interests, landlords, moneylenders,
heavy rents and taxes, police harassment, and all these wrapped
up in the structure that the foreign government had imposed upon
us—and relief must also come for all. I tried to make them think
of India as a whole, and even to some little extent of this wide
world of which we were a part. 1 brought in the struggle in China,
in Spain, in Abyssinia, in Central Europe, in Egypt and the
countries of Western Asia. I told them of the wonderful changes
in the Soviet Union and of the great progress made in America.
The task was not easy; yet it was not so difficult as I had imagined,
for our ancient epics and myths and legends, which they knew so
well, had made them familiar with the conception of their country,
and some there were always who had travelled far and wide to
the great places of pilgrimage situated at the four corners of
India. Or there were old soldiers who had served in foreign parts
in World War I or other expeditions. Even my references to foreign
countries were brought home to them by the consequences of
the great depression of the 'thirties.

Sometimes as I reached a gathering, a great roar of welcome
would greet me: Bharat Mata kt Jai—'Victory to Mother India.'
I would ask them unexpectedly what they meant by that cry,
who was this Bharat Mata, Mother India, whose victory they
wanted? My question would amuse them and surprise them, and
then, not knowing exactly what to answer, they would look at
each other and at me. I persisted in my questioning. At last a
vigorous Jat, wedded to the soil from immemorial generations,
would say that it was the dharli, the good earth of India, that
they meant. What earth? Their particular village patch, or all
the patches in the district or province, or in the whole of India?
And so question and answer went on, till they would ask me
impatiently to tell them all about it. I would endeavour to do
so and explain that India was all this that they had thought,
but it was much more. The mountains and the rivers of India,
and the forests and the broad fields, which gave us food, were
all dear to us, but what counted ultimately were the people of
India, people like them and me, who were spread out all over
this vast land. Bharat Mata, Mother India, was essentially these
millions of people, and victory to her meant victory to these
people. You are parts of this Bharat Mata, 1 told them, you are
in a manner yourselves Bharat Mata, and as this idea slowly
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soaked into their brains, their eyes would light up as if they
had made a great discovery.

The Variety and Unity of India

The diversity of India is tremendous; it is obvious; it lies on
the surface and anybody can see it. It concerns itself with phy-
sical appearances as well as with certain mental habits and traits.
There is little in common, to outward seeming, between the
Pathan of the North-West and the Tamil in the far South. Their
racial stocks are not the same, though there may be common
strands running through them; they differ in face and figure,
food and clothing, and, of course, language. In the North-
western Frontier Province there is already the breath of Central
Asia, and many a custom there, as in Kashmir, reminds one of
the countries on the other side of the Himalayas. Pathan popu-
lar dances are singularly like Russian Cossack dancing. Yet,
with all these differences, there is no mistaking the impress of
India on the Pathan, as this is obvious on the Tamil. This is
not surprising, for these border lands, and indeed Afghanistan
also, were united with India for thousands of years. The old
Turkish and other races who inhabited Afghanistan and parts
of Central Asia before the advent of Islam were largely Bud-
dhists, and earlier still, during the period of the Epics,
Hindus. The frontier area was one of the principal centres of
old Indian culture and it abounds still with ruins of monu-
ments and monasteries and, especially, of the great university
of Taxila, which was at the height of its fame two thousand
years ago, attracting students from all over India as well as
different parts of Asia. Changes of religion made a difference,
but could not change entirely the mental backgrounds which
the people of those areas had developed.

The Pathan and the Tamil are two extreme examples; the
others lie somewhere in between. All of them have their dis-
tinctive features, all of them have still more the distinguishing
mark of India. It is fascinating to find how the Bengalis, the
Marathas, the Gujratis, the Tamils, the Andhras, the Oriyas,
the Assamese, the Canarese, the Malayalis, the Sindhis, the
Punjabis, the Pathans, the Kashmiris, the Rajputs, and the great
central block comprising the Hindustani-speaking people, have
retained their peculiar characteristics for hundreds of years,
have still more or less the same virtues and failings of which
old tradition or record tells us, and yet have been throughout
these ages distinctively Indian, with the same national heritage
and the same set of moral and mental qualities. There was
something living and dynamic about this heritage which showed
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itself in ways of living and a philosophical attitude to life and
its problems. Ancient India, like ancient China, was a world in
itself, a culture and a civilization which gave shape to all things.
Foreign influences poured in and often influenced that culture
and were absorbed. Disruptive tendencies gave rise immediately
to an attempt to find a synthesis. Some kind of a dream of unity
has occupied the mind of India since the dawn of civilization.
That unity was not conceived as something imposed from out-
side, a standardization of externals or even of beliefs. It was
something deeper and, within its fold, the widest tolerance of
belief and custom was practised and every variety acknowledged
and even encouraged.

Differences, big or small, can always be noticed even within
a national group, however closely bound together it may be.
The essential unity of that group becomes apparent when it is
compared to another national group, though often the differ-
ences between two adjoining groups fade out or intermingle
near the frontiers, and modern developments are tending to
produce a certain uniformity everywhere. In ancient and medi-
aeval times, the idea of the modern nation was non-existent, and
feudal, religious, racial, or cultural bonds had more importance.
Yet I think that at almost any time in recorded history an Indian
would have felt more or less at home in any part of India, and
would have felt as a stranger and alien in any other country. He
would certainly have felt less of a stranger in countries which had
partly adopted his culture or religion. Those who professed a
religion of non-Indian origin or, coming to India, settled down
there, became distinctively Indian in the course of a few genera-
tions, such as Christians, Jews, Parsees, Moslems. Indian converts
to some of these religions never ceased to be Indians on account
ofa change of their faith. They were looked upon in other countries
as Indians and foreigners, even though there might have been a
community of faith between them.

To-day, when the conccption of nationalism has developed
much more, Indians in foreign countries inevitably form a national
group and hang together for various purposes, in spite of their
internal differences. An Indian Christian is looked upon as an
Indian wherever he may go. An Indian Moslem is considered an
Indian in Turkey or Arabia or Iran, or any other country where
Islam is the dominant religion-

All of us, I suppose, have varying pictures of our native land
and no two persons will think exactly alike. When I think of
India, I think of many things: of broad fields dotted with in-
numerable small villages; of towns and cities I have visited; of
the magic of the rainy season which pours life into the dry parched-
up land and converts it suddenly into a glistening expanse of
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beauty and greenery, of great rivers and flowing water; of the
Khyber Pass in all its bleak surroundings; of the southern tip of
India; of people, individually and in the mass; and, above all,
of the Himalayas, snow-capped, or some mountain valley in
Kashmir in the spring, covered with new flowers, and with a
brook bubbling and gurgling through it. We make and preserve
the pictures of our choice, and so I have chosen this mountain
background rather than the more normal picture of a hot, sub-
tropical country. Both pictures would be correct, for India stret-
ches from the tropics right up to the temperate regions, from
near the equator to the cold heart of Asia.

Travelling through India

Towards the end of 1936 and in the early months of 1937 my
touring progressively gathered speed and became frantic. I
passed through this vast country like some hurricane, travel-
ling night and day, always on the move, hardly staying any-
where, hardly resting. There were urgent demands for me from
all parts and time was limited, for the general elections were
approaching and I was supposed to be an election-winner for
others. 1 travelled mostly by automobile, partly by aeroplane
and railway. Occasionally I had to use, for short distances, an
elephant, a camel, or a horse; or travel by steamer, paddle-boat,
or canoe; or use a bicycle; or go on foot. These odd and varied
methods of transport sometimes became necessary in the interior,
far from the beaten track. I carried a double set of microphones
and loud speakers with me, for it was not possible to deal with
the vast gatherings in any other way; nor indeed could I other-
wise retain my voice. Those microphones went with me to all
manner of strange places, from the frontiers of Tibet to the border
of Baluchistan, where no such thing had ever been seen or heard
of previously.

From early morning till late at night I travelled from place
to place where great gatherings awaited me, and in between
these there were numerous stops where patient villagers stood
to greet me. These were impromptu affairs, which upset my
heavy programme and delayed all subsequent engagements; and
yet how was it possible for me to rush by, unheeding and care-
less of these humble folk? Delay was added to delay and, at the
big open-air gatherings, it took many minutes for me to pass
through the crowds to the platform, and later to come away.
Every minute counted, and the minutes piled up on top of each
other and became hours; so that by the time evening came [ was
several hours late. But the crowd was waiting patiently, though
it was winter and they sat and shivered in the open, insufficiently
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clad as they were. My day's programme would thus prolong
itself to eighteen hours and we would reach our journey's end for
the day at midnight or after. Once in the Karnatak, in mid-
February, we passed all bounds and broke our own records. The
day's programme was a terribly heavy one and we had to pass
through a very beautiful mountain forest with winding and none-
too-good roads, which could only be tackled slowly. There were
half-a-dozen monster meetings and many smaller ones. We
began the day by a function at eight in the morning; our last
engagement was at 4 a.m. (it should have been seven hours earlier),
and then we had to cover another seventy miles before we reached
our resting place for the night. We arrived at 7 a.m., having
covered 415 miles that day and night, apart from numerous meet-
ings. It had been a twenty-three-hour day and an hour later I
had to begin my next day's programme.

Someone took the trouble to estimate that during these months
some ten million persons actually attended the meetings I addressed,
while some additional millions were brought into some kind of
touch with me during my journeys by road. The biggest gatherings
would consist of about one hundred thousand persons, while
audiences of twenty thousand were fairly common. Occasionally
in passing through a small town I would be surprised to notice
that it was almost deserted and the shops were closed. The explana-
tion came to me when I saw that almost the entire population
of the town, men, women, and even children, had gathered at the
meeting-place, on the other side of the town, and were waiting
patiently for my arrival.

How I managed to carry on in this way without physical
collapse, I cannot understand now, for it was a prodigious feat
of physical endurance. Gradually, I suppose, my system adapted
itself to this vagrant life. I would sleep heavily in the automo-
bile for half an hour between two meetings and find it hard to
wake up. Yet I had to get up and the sight of a great cheering
crowd would finally wake me. I reduced my meals to a minimum
and often dropped a meal, especially in the evenings, feeling the
better for it. But what kept me up and filled me with vitality
was the vast enthusiasm and affection that surrounded me and
met me everywhere I went. I was used to it, and yet I could never
get quite used to it, and every new day brought its surprises.

General Elections

My tour was especially concerned with the general elections all
over India that were approaching. But I did not take kindly to
the usual methods and devices that accompany electioneering.
Elections were an essential and inseparable part of the democ-
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ratic process and there was no way of doing away with them.
Yet, often enough, elections brought out the evil side of man,
and it was obvious that they did not always lead to the success
of the better man. Sensitive persons, and those who were not
prepared to adopt rough-and-ready methods to push themselves
forward, were at a disadvantage and preferred to avoid these
contests. Was democracy then to be a close preserve of those
possessing thick skins and loud voices and accommodating con-
sciences ?

Especially were these election evils most prevalent where the
electorate was small; many of them vanished, or at any rate
were not so obvious, when the electorate was a big one. It was
possible for the biggest electorate to be swept off its feet on a
false issue, or in the name of religion (as we saw later), but there
were usually some balancing factors which helped to prevent the
grosser evils. My experience in this matter confirmed my faith
in the widest possible franchise. I was prepared to trust that
wide electorate far more than a restricted one, based on a pro-
perty qualification or even an educational test. The property
qualification was anyhow bad; as for education it was obviously
desirable and necessary. But I have not discovered any special
qualities in a literate or slightly educated person which would
entitle his opinion to greater respect than that of a sturdy peasant,
illiterate but full of a limited kind of common sense. In any event,
where the chief problem is that of the peasant, his opinion is far
more important. I am a convinced believer in adult franchise,
for men and women, and, though I realize the difficulties in the
way, | am sure that the objections raised to its adoption in India
have no great force and are based on the fears of privileged classes
and interests.

The general elections in 1937 for the provincial assemblies
were based on a restricted franchise affecting about twelve per
cent of the population. But even this was a great improvement
on the previous franchise, and nearly thirty millions all over
India, apart from the Indian States, were now entitled to vote.
The scope of these elections was vast and comprised the whole
of India, minus the States. Every province had to elect its
Provincial Assembly, and in most provinces there were two
Houses, and there were thus two sets of elections. The number
of candidates ran into many thousands.

My approach to these elections, and to some extent the
approach of most Congressmen, was different from the usual
one. I did not trouble myself about the individual candidates,
but wanted rather to create a country-wide atmosphere in favour
of our national movement for freedom as represented by the
Congress, and for the programme contained in our election
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manifesto. 1 felt that if we succeeded in this, all would be well;
if not, then it did not matter much if an odd candidate won or
lost.

My appeal was an ideological one and I hardly referred to the
candidates, except as standard-bearers of our cause. I  knew
many of them, but there were many I did not know at all, and
I saw no reason why I should burden my mind with hundreds
of names. I asked for votes for the Congress, for the indepen-
dence of India, and for the struggle for independence. I made
no promises, except to promise unceasing struggle till freedom
was attained. I told people to vote for us only if they under-
stood and accepted our objective and our programme, and were
prepared to live up to them; not otherwise. I charged them not
to vote for the Congress if they disagreed with this objective or
programme. We wanted no false votes, no votes for particular
persons because they liked them. Votes and elections would not
take us far; they were just small steps in a long journey, and to
delude us with votes, without intelligent acceptance of what they
signified or willingness for subsequent action, was to play us false
and be untrue to our country. Individuals did not count, though
we wanted good and true individuals to represent us; it was the
cause that counted, the organization that represented it, and
the nation to whose freedom we were pledged. I analysed that
freedom and what it should mean to the hundreds of millions of
our people. We wanted no change of masters from white to brown,
but a real people's rule, by the people and for the people, and an
ending of our poverty and misery.

That was the burden of my speeches, and only in that imper-
sonal way could I fit myself into the election campaign. I was
not greatly concerned with the prospects of particular candi-
dates. My concern was with a much bigger issue. As a matter
of fact that approach was the right one even from the narrower
point of view of a particular candidate's success. For thus he and
his election were lifted up to a higher and more elemental level
of a great nation's fight for freedom, and millions of poverty-
stricken people striving to put an end to their ancient curse of
poverty. These ideas, expressed by scores of leading Congressmen,
came and spread like a mighty wind fresh from the sea, sweeping
away all petty ideas and electioneering stunts. I knew my people
and liked them, and their million eyes had taught me much of
mass psychology.

I was talking about the elections front day to day, and yet the
elections seldom occupied my mind; they floated about super-
ficially on the surface. Nor was 1 particularly concerned with
the voters only. I was getting into touch with something much
bigger: the people of India in their millions; and such message
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as I had was meant for them all, whether they were voters or
not; for every Indian, man, woman, and child. The excitement
of this adventure held me, this physical and emotional com-
munion with vast numbers of people. It was not the feeling of
being in a crowd, one among many, and being swayed by the
impulses of the crowd. My eyes held those thousands of eyes:
we looked at each other, not as strangers meeting for the first
time, but with recognition, though of what this was none could
say. As 1 saluted them with a namaskar, the palms of my hands
joined together in front of me, a forest of hands went up in salu-
tation, and a friendly, personal smile appeared on their faces,
and a murmur of greeting rose from that assembled multitude
and enveloped me in its warm embrace. I spoke to them and
my voice carried the message I had brought, and I wondered
how far they understood my words or the ideas that lay behind
them. Whether they understood all I said or not, I could not say,
but there was a light of a deeper understanding in their eyes,
which seemed to go beyond spoken words.

The Culture of the Masses

Thus I saw the moving drama of the Indian people in the present,
and "ould often trace the threads which bound their lives to the
past, even while their eyes were turned towards the future.
Everywhere I found a cultural background which had exerted
a powerful influence on their lives. This background was a mix-
ture of popular philosophy, tradition, history, myth, and legend,
and it was not possible to draw a line between any of these. Even
the entirely uneducated and illiterate shared this background.
The old epics of India, the Ramayana and the Mahabharata and
other books, in popular translations and paraphrases, were widely
known among the masses, and every incident and story and moral
in them was engraved on the popular mind and gave a richness
and content to it. Illiterate villagers would know hundreds of
verses by heart and their conversation would be full of references to
them or to some story with a moral, enshrined in some old classic.
Often I was surprised by some such literary turn given by a group
of villagers to a simple talk about present-day affairs. If my mind
was full of pictures from recorded history and more-or-less ascer-
tained fact, I realised that even the illiterate peasant had a picture
gallery in his mind, though this was largely drawn from myth
and tradition and epic heroes and heroines, and only very little
from history. Neverthless, it was vivid enough.

I looked at their faces and their figures and watched their
movements. There was many a sensitive face and many a sturdy
body, straight and clean-limbed; and among the women there
was grace and suppleness and dignity and poise and, very often,

67



a look that was full of melancholy. Usually the finer physical
types were among the upper castes, who were just a little better
off in the economic sense. Sometimes, as I was passing along
a country road, or through a village, I would start with surprise
on seeing a fine type of man, or a beautiful woman, who reminded
me of some fresco of ancient times. And I wondered how the type
endured and continued through ages, in spite of all the horror
and misery that India had gone through. What could we not do
with these people under better conditions and with greater oppor-
tunities opening out to them?

There was poverty and the innumerable progeny of poverty
everywhere, and the mark of this beast was on every forehead.
Life had been crushed and distorted and made into a thing of
evil, and many vices had flowed from this distortion and contin-
uous lack and ever-present insecurity. All this was not pleasant
to see; yet that was the basic reality in India. There was far too
much of the spirit of resignation and acceptance of things as they
were. But there was also a mellowness and a gentleness, the cul-
tural heritage of thousands of years, which no amount of misfor-
tune had been able to rub off.

Two Lives

In this and other ways I tried to discover India, the India of the
past and of the present, and I made my mood receptive to impres-
sions and to the waves of thought and feeling that came to me
from living beings as well as those who had long ceased to be.
I tried to identify myself for a while with this unending procession,
at the tail end of which I, too, was struggling along. And then
I would separate myself and as from a hill-top, apart, look down
at the valley below.

To what purpose was all this long journeying? To what end
these unending processions? A feeling of tiredness and disillu-
sion would sometimes invade my being, and then I would seek
escape from it in cultivating a certain detachment. Slowly my
mind had prepared itself for this, and I had ceased to attach
much value to myselfor to what happened to me. Or so I thought,
and to some extent I succeeded, though not much, I fear, as there is
too much of a volcano within me for real detachment. Unexpec-
tedly all my defences are hurled away and all my detachment goes.

But even the partial success I achieved was very helpful and,
in the midst of activity, I could separate myself from it and look
at it as a thing apart. Sometimes, I would steal an hour or two,
and forgetting my usual preoccupations, retire into that cloistered
chamber of my mind and live, for a while, another life. And so,
in a way, these two lives marched together, inseparably tied up
with one another, and yet apart.
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CHAPTER FOUR
THE DISCOVERY OF INDIA

The Indus Valley Civilization

THE INDUS VALLEY CIVILIZATION, OF WHICH IMPRESSIVE REMAINS
have been discovered at Mohenjo-daro in Sind and at Harappa
in the Western Punjab, is the earliest picture that' we have of
India's past. These excavations have revolutionised the concep-
tion of ancient history. Unfortunately, a few years after this work
of excavation began in these areas, it was stopped, and for the
last thirteen years or so nothing significant has been done. The
stoppage was initially due to the great depression of the early
'thirties. Lack of funds was pleaded, although there was never
any lack for the display of imperial pomp and splendour. The
coming of World War II effectively stopped all activity, and
even the work of preservation of all that has been dug out has
been rather neglected. Twice I have visited Mohenjo-daro, in
1931 and 1936. During my second visit I found that the rain and
the dry sandy air had already injured many of the buildings that
had been dug out. After being preserved for over five thousand
years under a covering of sand and soil, they were rapidly
disintegrating owing to exposure, and very little was being done
to preserve these priceless relics of ancient times. The officer of
the archaeological department in charge of the place complained
that he was allowed practically no funds or other help or material
to enable him to keep the excavated buildings as they were.
What has happened during these last eight years I do not know,
but I imagine that the wearing away has continued, and within
another few years many of the characteristic features of Mohenjo-
daro will have disappeared.

That is a tragedy for which there is no excuse, and something
that can never be replaced will have gone, leaving only pictures
and written descriptions to remind us of what it was.

Mohenjo-daro and Harappa are far apart. It was sheer chance
that led to the discovery of these ruins in these two places. There
can be little doubt that there lie many such buried cities and
other remains of the handiwork of ancient man in between these
two areas; that, in fact, this civlization was widespread over large
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parts of India, certainly of North India. A time may come when
this work of uncovering the distant past of India is again taken
in hand and far-reaching discoveries are made. Already remains
of this civilization have been found as far apart as Kathiawar in
the west and the Ambala district of the Punjab, and there is reason
for believing that it spread to the Gangetic Valley. Thus it was
something much more than an Indus Valley civilization. The
inscriptions found at Mohenjo-daro have so far not been fully
deciphered.

But what we know, even thus far, is of the utmost significance.
The Indus Valley civilization, as We find it, was highly developed
and must have taken thousands of years to reach that stage. It
was, surprisingly enough, a predominantly secular civilization,
and the religious element, though present, did not dominate the
scene. It was clearly also the precursor of later cultural periods in
India.

Sir John Marshall tells us» 'One thing that stands out clear
and unmistakable both at Mohenjo-daro and Harappa is that
the civilization hitherto revealed at these two places is not an
incipient civilization, but one already age-old and stereotyped
on Indian soil, with many millenniums of human endeavour
behind it. Thus India must henceforth be recognised, along with
Persia, Mesopotamia, and Egypt, as one of the most important
areas where the civilizing processes were initiated and developed.'
And, again, he says that 'the Punjab and Sind, if not other parts
of India as well, were enjoying an advanced and singularly uni-
form civilization of their own, closely akin, but in some respects
even superior, to that of contemporary Mesopotamia and Egypt.'

These people of the Indus Valley had many contacts with the
Sumerian civilization of that period, and there is even some evi-
dence of an Indian colony, probably of merchants, at Akkad.
'Manufactures from the Indus cities reached even the markets
on the Tigris and Euphrates. Conversely, a few Sumerian devices
in art, Mesopotamia toilet sets, and a cylinder seal were copied
on the Indus. Trade was not confined to raw materials and luxury
articles; fish, regularly imported from the Arabian Sea coasts,
augmented the food supplies of Mohenjo-daro."*

Cotton was used for textiles even at that remote period in India.
Marshall compares and contrasts the Indus Valley civilization
with those of contemporary Egypt and Mesopotamia: 'Thus,
to mention only a few salient points, the use of cotton for textiles
was exclusively restricted at this period to India and was not
extended to the western world until 2,000 or 3,000 years later.
Again, there is nothing that we know of in prehistoric Egypt or

*Gordon Childe. 'What Happened in Historyp. 112 (Pelican Books, 1943).
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Mesopotamia or anywhere else in western Asia to compare with
the well-built baths and commodious houses of the citizens of
Mohenjo-daro. In these countries much money and thought were
lavished on the building of magnificent temples for the gods and
on the palaces and tombs of kings, but the rest of the people
seemingly had to content themselves with insignificant dwellings
of mud. In the Indus Valley the picture is reversed and the finest
structures are those erected for the convenience of the citizens.'
These public and private baths, as well as the excellent drainage
system we find at Mohenjo-daro, are the first of their kind yet dis-
covered anywhere. There are also two-storied private houses,
made of baked bricks, with bath-rooms and a porter's lodge, as
well as tenements.

Yet another quotation from Marshall, the acknowledged autho-
rity on the Indus Valley civilization, who was himself responsible
for the excavations. He says that 'equally peculiar to the Indus
Valley and stamped with an individual character of their own
are its art and its religion. Nothing that we know of in other
countries at this period bears any resemblance, in point of style,
to the faience models of rams, dogs, and other animals, or to ths
intaglio engravings on the seals, the best of which—notably the
humped and shorthorn bulls—are distinguished by a breadth of
treatment and a feeling for a line and plastic form that have rarely
been surpassed in glyptic art; nor would it be possible, until the
classic age of Greece, to match the exquisitely supple modelling
of the two human statuettes from Harappa. .. .In the religion of
the Indus people there is much, of course, that might be paralleled
in other countries. This is true of every prehistoric and most historic
religions as well. But, taken as a whole, their religion is so charac-
teristically Indian as hardly to be distinguished from still living
Hinduism.'

We find thus this Indus Valley civilization connected and trad-
ing with its sister civilizations of Persia, Mesopotamia, and Egypt,
and superior to them in some ways. It was an urban civilization,
where the merchant class was wealthy and evidently played an
important role. The streets, lined with stalls and what were
probably small shops, give the impression of an Indian bazaar
of to-day. Professor Childe says: 'It would seem to follow that the
craftsmen of the Indus cities were, to a large extent, producing
"for the market." What, if any, form of currency and standard of
value had been accepted by society to facilitate the exchange of
« commodities is, however, uncertain. Magazines attached to many
spacious and commodious private houses mark their owners as
merchants. Their number and size indicate a strong and pros-
perous merchant community.' 'A surprising wealth of ornaments
of gold, silver, precious stones and faience, of vessels of beaten
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copper and of metal implements and weapons, has been collected
from the ruins.' Childe adds that 'well-planned streets and a magni-
ficent system of drains, regularly cleared out, reflect the vigilance
of some regular municipal government. Its authority was strong
enough to secure the observance of town-planning by-laws and the
maintenance of approved lines for streets and lanes over several
reconstructions rendered necessary by floods.'*

Between this Indus Valley civilization and to-day in India
there are many gaps and periods about which we know little.
The links joining one period to another are not always evident,
and a very great deal has of course happened and innumerable
changes have taken place. But there is always an underlying sense
of continuity, of an unbroken chain which joins modern India to
the far distant period of six or seven thousand years ago when the
Indus Valley civilization probably began. It is surprising how
much there is in Mohenjo-daro and Harappa which reminds one
of persisting traditions and habits—popular ritual, craftsmanship,
even some fashions in dress. Much of this influenced Western Asia.

It is interesting to note that at this dawn of India's story, she
does not appear as a puling infant, but already grown up in
many ways. She is not oblivious of life's ways, lost in dreams of a
vague and unrealizable supernatural world, but has made con-
siderable technical progress in the arts and amenities of life, creat-
ing not only things of beauty, but also the utilitarian and more
typical emblems of modern civilization—good baths and drainage
systems.

The Coming of the Aryans

Who were these people of the Indus Valley civilization and
whence had they come? We do not know yet. It is quite possible,
and even probable, that their culture was an indigenous culture
and its roots and offshoots may be found even in southern India.
Some scholars find an essential similarity between these people
and the Dravidian races and culture of south India. Even if there
was some ancient migration to India, this could only have taken
place some thousands ofyears before the date assigned to Mohenjo-
daro. For all practical purposes we can treat them as the indigen-
ous inhabitants of India.

What happened to the Indus Valley civilization and how did
it end? Some people (among them, Gordon Childe) say that
there was a sudden end to it due to an unexplained catastrophe.
The river Indus is well-known for its mighty floods which over-
whelm and wash away cities and villages. Or a changing climate

"Gordon Childe. 'What Happened in History," p. 113, 114.
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might lead to a progressive desiccation of the land and the
encroachment of the desert over cultivated areas. The ruins of
Mohenjo-daro are themselves evidence of layer upon layer of
sand being deposited, raising the ground level of the city and
compelling the inhabitants to build higher on the old founda-
tions. Some excavated houses have the appearance of two- or
three-storied structures, and yet they represent a periodic raising
of the walls to keep pace with the rising level. The province of
Sind we know was rich and fertile in ancient times, but from
mediaeval times onwards it has been largely desert.

It is probable, therefore, that these climatic changes had a
marked effect on the people of those areas and their ways of
living. And in any event climatic changes must have only affected
a relatively small part of the area of this widespread urban civi-
lization, which, as we have now reason to believe, spread right
up to the Gangetic Valley, and possibly even beyond. We have
really not sufficient data to judge. Sand, which probably over-
whelmed and covered some of these ancient cities, also preserved
them; while other cities and evidences of the old civilization
gradually decayed and went to pieces in the course of ages. Per-
haps future archaeological discoveries might disclose more links
with later ages.

While there is a definite sense of continuity between the Indus
Valley civilization and later periods, there is also a kind of break
or a gap, not only in point of time but also in the kind of civiliza-
tion that came next. This latter was probably more agricultural
to begin with, though towns existed and there was some kind of
city life also. This emphasis on the agricultural aspect may have
been given to it by the newcomers, the Aryans who poured into
India in successive waves from the north-west.

The Aryan migrations are supposed to have taken place about
a thousand years after the Indus Valley period; and yet it is
possible that there was no considerable gap and tribes and peoples
came to India from the north-west from time to time, as they did
in later ages, and became absorbed in India. We might say that
the first great cultural synthesis and fusion took place between the
incoming Aryans and the Dravidians, who were probably the
representatives of the Indus Valley civilization. Out ofthis syn-
thesis and fusion grew the Indian races and the basic Indian
culture, which had distinctive elements of both. In the ages that
followed there came many other races: Iranians, Greeks, Parthians,
Bactrians, Scythians, Huns, Turks (before Islam), early Christians,
Jews, Zoroastrians; they came, made a difference, and were
absorbed. India was, according to Dodwell, 'infinitely absorbent
like the ocean.' It is odd to think of India, with her caste system
and exclusiveness, having this astonishing inclusive capacity to



absorb foreign races and cultures. Perhaps it was due to this that
she retained her vitality and rejuvenated herself from time to time.
The Moslems, when they came, were also powerfully affected by
her. 'The foreigners (Muslim Turks)," says Vincent Smith, 'like
their forerunners the Sakas and the Yueh-chi, universally yielded
to the wonderful assimilative power of Hinduism, and rapidly
became Hinduised.'

What is Hinduism?

In this quotation Vincent Smith has used the words 'Hinduism'
and 'Hinduised'. I do not think it is correct to use them in this
way unless they are used in the widest sense of Indian culture.
They are apt to mislead to-day when they are associated with a
much narrower, and specifically religious, concept. The word
'Hindu' does not occur at all in our ancient literature. The first
reference to it in an Indian book is, I am told, in a Tantrik work
of the eighth century A.C.,, where 'Hindu' means a people and
not the followers of a particular religion. But it is clear that the
word is a very old one, as it occurs in the Avesta and in old Persian.
It was used then and for a thousand years or more later by the
peoples of western and central Asia for India, or rather for the
people living on the other side of the Indus river. The word is
clearly derived from Sindhu, the old, as well as the present, Indian
name for the Indus. From this Sindhu came the words Hindu and
Hindustan, as well as Indus and India.

The famous Chinese pilgrim I-tsing, who came to India in the
seventh century A.c., writes in his record of travels that the
'northern tribes', that is the people of Central Asia, called India
'Hindu' (Hsin-tu) but, he adds, 'this is not at all a common
name. ..and the most suitable name for India is the Noble Land
(Aryadesha).! The use of the word 'Hindu' in connection with
a particular religion is of very late occurrence.

The old inclusive term for religion in India was Arya dharma.
Dharma really means something more than religion. It is from
a root word which means to hold together; it is the inmost consti-
tution of a thing, the law ofits inner being. It is an ethical concept
which includes the moral code, righteousness, and the whole range
of man's duties and responsibilities. Arya dharma would include
all the faiths (Vedic and non-Vedic) that originated in India;
it was used by Buddhists and Jains as well as by those who
accepted the Vedas. Buddha always called his way to salvation
the 'Aryan Path'.

The expression Vedic dharma was also used in ancient times to
signify more particularly and exclusively all those philosophies,
moral teachings, ritual and practices, which were supposed to
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derive from the Vedas. Thus all those who acknowledged the
general authority of the Vedas could be said to belong to the
Vedic dharma.

Sanatana dharma, meaning the ancient religion, could be
applied to any of the ancient Indian faiths (including Buddhism
and Jainism), but the expression has been more or less mono-
polized to-day by some orthodox sections among the Hindus who
claim to follow the ancient faith.

Buddhism and Jainism were certainly not Hinduism oj- even
the Vedic dharma. Yet they arose in India and were integral
parts of Indian life, culture and philosophy. A Buddhist or Jain
in India is a hundred per cent product of Indian thought and
culture, yet neither is a Hindu by faith. It is, therefore, entirely
misleading to refer to Indian culture as Hindu culture. In later
ages this culture was greatly influenced by the impact of Islam,
and yet it remained basically and distinctively Indian. To-day
it is experiencing in a hundred ways the powerful effect of the
industrial civilization, which rose in the west, and it is difficult
to say with any precision what the outcome will be.

Hinduism, as a faith, is vague, amorphous, many-sided, all
things to all men. It is hardly possible to define it, or indeed to
say definitely whether it is a religion or not, in the usual sense
of the word. In its present form, and even in the past, it embraces
many beliefs and practices, from the highest to the lowest, often
opposed to or contradicting each other. Its essential spirit seems
to be to live and let live. Mahatma Gandhi has attempted to
define it: 'If I were asked to define the Hindu creed, I should
simply say: Search after truth through nonviolent means. A
man may not believe in God and still call himselfa Hindu. Hindu-
ism is a relentless pursuit after truth. ..Hinduism is the religion
of truth. Truth is God. Denial of God we have known. Denial of
truth we have not known.' Truth and non-violence, so says
Gandhi: but many eminent and undoubted Hindus say that non-
violence, as Gandhi understands it, is 110 essential part of the Hindu
creed. We thus have truth left by itself as the distinguishing mark
of Hinduism. That, of course, is no definition at all.

It is, therefore, incorrect and undesirable to use 'Hindu' or
'Hinduism' for Indian culture, even with reference to the distant
past, although the various aspects of thought, as embodied in
ancient writings, were the dominant expression of that culture.
Much more is it incorrect to use those terms, in that sense, to-
day. So long as the old faith and philosophy were chiefly a way of
life and an outlook on the world, they were largely synonymous
with Indian culture; but when a more rigid religion developed,
with all manner of ritual and ceremonial, it became something
more and at the same time something much less than that compo-
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site culture. A Christian or a Moslem could, and often did, adapt
himself to the Indian way of life and culture, and yet remained
in faith an orthodox Christian or Moslem. He had Indianized
himself and become an Indian without changing his religion.

The correct word for 'Indian', as applied to country or culture
or the historical continuity of our varying traditions, is 'Hindi',
from 'Hind', a shortened form of Hindustan. Hind is still com-
monly used for India. In the countries of Western Asia, in Iran
and Turkey, in Iraq, Afghanistan, Egypt, and elsewhere, India
has always been referred to, and is still called. Hind; and every-
thing Indian is called 'Hindi'. 'Hindi' has nothing to do with
religion, and a Moslem or Christian Indian is as much a Hindi
as a person who follows Hinduism as a religion. Americans who
call all Indians Hindus are not far wrong; they would be per-
fectly correct if they used the word 'Hindi'. Unfortunately, the
word 'Hindi' has become associated in India with a particular
script—the devanagri script of Sanskrit—and so it has become
difficult to use it in its larger and more natural significance.
Perhaps when present-day controversies subside we may revert
to its original and more satisfying use. To-day, the word 'Hin-
dustani' is used for Indian; it is, of course, derived from Hin-
dustan. But this is too much of a mouthful and it has no such
historical and cultural associations as 'Hindi' has. It would cer-
tainly appear odd to refer to ancient periods of Indian culture
as 'Hindustani'.

Whatever the word we may use, Indian or Hindi or Hindus-
tani, for our cultural tradition, we see in the past that some inner
urge towards synthesis, derived essentially from the Indian philo-
sophic outlook, was the dominant feature of Indian cultural, and
even racial, development. Each incursion of foreign eclements
was a challenge to this culture, but it was met successfully by a
new synthesis and a process of absorption. This was also a process
of rejuvenation and new blooms of culture arose out of it, the back-
ground and essential basis, however, remaining much the same.

The Earliest Records, Scripture and Mythology

Before the discovery of the Indus Valley civilization, the Vedas
were supposed to be the earliest records we possess of Indian
culture. There was much dispute about the chronology of the
Vedic period, European scholars usually giving later dates and
Indian scholars much earlier ones. It was curious, this desire on
the part of Indians to go as far back as possible and thus enhance
the importance of our ancient culture. Professor Winternitz
thinks that the beginnings of Vedic literature go back to 2,000
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B.C., or even 2,500 B.C. This brings us very near the Mohenjo-
daro period.

The usual date accepted by most scholars to-day for the hymns
of the Rig Veda is 1,500 B.C., but there is a tendency, ever since
the Mohenjo-daro excavations, to date further back these early
Indian scripture's. Whatever the exact date may be, it is probable
that this literature is earlier than that of either Greece or Israel,
that, in fact, it represents some of the earliest documents of the
human mind that we possess. Max Miiller has called it: 'The
first word spoken by the Aryan man.'

The Vedas were the outpourings of the Aryans as they stream-
ed into the rich land of India. They brought their ideas with
them from that common stock out of which grew the Avesta in
Iran, and elaborated them in the soil of India. Even the lang-
uage of the Vedas bears a striking resemblance to that of the
Avesta, and it has been remarked that the Avesta is nearer the
Veda than the Veda is to its own epic Sanskrit.

How are we to consider the scripture of various religions,
much of it believed by its votaries to be revealed scripture? To
analyse it and criticize it and look upon it as a human document
is often to offend the true believers. Yet there is no other way to
consider it.

I have always hesitated to read books of religion. The totali-
tarian claims made on their behalf did not appeal to me. The
outward evidences of the practice of religion that I saw did not
encourage me to go to the original sources. Yet I had to drift to
these books, for ignorance of them was not a virtue and was
often a severe drawback. I knew that some of them had power-
fully influenced humanity and anything that could have done
so must have some inherent power and virtue in it, some vital
source of energy. I found great difficulty in reading through
many parts of them, for try as I would, I could not arouse suffi-
cient interest; but the sheer beauty of some passages would hold
me. And then a phrase or a sentence would suddenly leap up
and electrify me and make me feel the presence of the really
great. Some words of the Buddha or of Christ would shine out
with deep meaning and seem to me applicable as much to-day
as when they were uttered 2,000 or more years ago. There was a
compelling reality about them, a permanence which time and
space could not touch. So I felt sometimes when I read about
Socrates or the Chinese philosophers, and also when I read the
Upanishads and the Bhagavad Gita. I was not interested in the
metaphysics, or the description of ritual, or the many other things
which apparently had no relation to the problems that faced me.
Perhaps I did not understand the inner significance of much that
I read, and sometimes, indeed, a second reading threw more light.
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I made no real effort to understand mysterious passages and I
passed by those which had no particular significance for me.
Nor was I interested in long commentaries and glossaries. I could
not approach these books, or any book, as Holy Writ which
must be accepted in their totality without challenge or demur.
Indeed, this approach of Holy Writ visually resulted in my mind
being closed to what they contained. I was much more friendly
and open to them when I could consider them as having been
written by human beings, very wise and far-seeing, but neverthe-
less ordinary mortals, and not incarnations or mouthpieces of a
divinity, about whom I had no knowledge or surety whatever.

It has always seemed to me a much more magnificent and
impressive thing that a human being should rise to great heights,
mentally and spiritually, and should then seek to raise others
up, rather than that he should be the mouthpiece of a divine or
superior power. Some of the founders of religions were astonish-
ing individuals, but all their glory vanishes in my eyes when I
cease to think of them as human beings. What impresses me and
gives me hope is the growth of the mind and spirit of man, and not
his being used as an agent to convey a message.

Mythology affected me in much the same way. If people be-
lieved in the factual content of these stories, the whole thing
was absurd and ridiculous. But as soon as one ceased believing
in them, they appeared in a new light, a new beauty, a wonder-
ful flowering of a richly endowed imagination, full of human
lessons. No one believes now in the stories of Greek gods and
goddesses and so, without any difficulty, we can admire them
and they become part of our mental heritage. But if we had to
believe in them, what a burden it would be, and how, oppressed
by this weight of belief, we would often miss their beauty. Indian
mythology is richer, vaster, very beautiful, and full of meaning.
I have often wondered what manner of men and women they were
who gave shape to these bright dreams and lovely fancies, and
out of what gold mine of thought and imagination they dug
them.

Looking at scripture then as a product of the human mind, we
have to remember the age in which it was written, the environ-
ment and mental climate in which it grew, the vast distance in
time and thought and experience that separates it from us. We
have to forget the trappings of ritual and religious wusage in
which it is wrapped, and remember the social background in
which it expanded. Many of the problems of human life have a
permanence and a touch of eternity about them, and hence the
abiding interest in these ancient books. But they dealt with other
problems also, limited to their particular age, which have no
living interest for us now.
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The Vedas

Many Hindus look upon the Vedas as revealed scripture. This
seen;; to me to be peculiarly unfortunate, for thus we miss their
real significance — the unfolding of the human mind in the
earliest stages of thought. And what a wonderful mind it was!
The Vedas (from the root vid, to know) were simply meant to
be a collection of the existing knowledge of the day; they are a
jumble of many things: hymns, prayers, ritual for sacrifice,
magic, magnificent nature poetry. There is no idolatory in them;
no temples for the gods. The vitality and affirmation of life
pervading them are extraordinary. The early Vedic Aryans were
so full of the zest for life that they paid little attention to the soul.
In a vague way they believed in some kind of existence after
death.

Gradually the conception of God grows: there are the Olym-
pian type of gods, and then monotheism, and later, rather mixed
with it, the conception of monism. Thought carries them to
strange realms, and brooding on nature's mystery comes, and
the spirit of inquiry. These developments take place in the
course of hundreds of years, and by the time we reach the end
of the Veda, the Vedanta (anta, meaning end), we have the philo-
sophy of the Upanishads.

The Rig Veda, the first of the Vedas, is probably the earliest
book that humanity possesses. In it we can find the first out-
pourings of the human mind, the glow of poetry, the rapture
at nature's loveliness and mystery. And in these early hymns
there are, as Dr. Macnicol says, the beginnings of 'the brave
adventures made so long ago and recorded here, of those who
seek to discover the significance of our world and of man's life
within it....India here set out on a quest which she has never
ceased to follow.'

Yet behind the Rig Veda itself lay ages of civilized existence
and thought, during which the Indus Valley and the Meso-
potamian and other civilizations had grown. It is appropriate,
therefore, that there should be this dedication in the Rig Veda:
'To the Seers, our ancestors, the first path-finders!

These Vedic hymns have been described by Rabindranath
Tagore as 'a poetic testament of a people's collective reaction
to the wonder and awe of existence. A people of vigorous and
unsophisticated imagination awakened at the very dawn of civi-
lization to a sense of the inexhaustible mystery that is implicit
in life. It was a simple faith of theirs that attributed divinity to
every element and force of nature, but it was a brave and joyous
one, in which the sense of mystery only gave enchantment to
life, without weighing it down with bafflement—the faith of a

79



race unburdened with intellectual brooding on the conflicting
diversity of the objective universe, though now and again illu-
mined by intuitive experience as: "Truth is one: (though) the
wise call it by various names." '

But that brooding spirit crept in gradually till the author of
the Veda cried out: 'O Faith, endow us with belief,' and raised
deeper questions in a hymn called the 'The Song of Creation',
to which Max Miiller gave the title: 'To the Unknown God':

1. Then there was not non-existent nor existent: there was no
realm of air, no sky beyond it.
What covered in, and where? and what gave shelter? was water
there, unfathomed depth of water?

2. Death was not then, nor was there aught immortal: no sign
was there, the day's and night's divider.
That one thing, breathless, breathed by its own nature: apart
from it was nothing whatsoever.

3. Darkness there was: at first concealed in darkness, this all was

undiscriminated chaos.
All that existed then was void and formless: by the great power
of warmth was born that unit.

4. Thereafter rose desire in the beginning, desire the primal seed
and germ of spirit.
Sages who searched with their heart's thought discovered the
existent's kinship in the non-existent.

5. Transversely was their severing line extended: what was above
it then, and what below it?
There were begetters, there were mighty forces, free action
here and energy ofyonder.

6.  Who verily knows and who can here declare it, whence it was
born and whence comes this creation?
The gods are later than this world's production.
Who knows, then, whence it first came into being.

7. He, the first origin of this creation, whether he formed it all
or did not form it
Whose eye controls this world in highest heaven, he verily
knows it, or perhaps he knows it not.*

The Acceptance and the Negation of Life

From these dim beginnings of long ago flow out the rivers of
Indian thought and philosophy, of Indian life and culture and

*Hindu  Scriptures' Everyman's Library. Dent, London.
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literature, ever widening and increasing in volume, and some-
times flooding the land with their rich deposits. During this
enormous span of years they changed their courses sometimes,
and even appeared to shrivel up, yet they preserved their essen-
tial identity. They could not have done so if they had not pos-
sessed a sound instinct for life. That staying power need not
necessarily be a virtue; it may well mean, as I think it has meant
in India for a long time past, stagnation and decay. But it is a
major fact to be reckoned with, especially in these days when
we seem to be witnessing an undermining, in repeated wars and
crises, of a proud and advanced civilization. Out of this crucible
of war, wherein so much is melting, we hope that something
finer will emerge for the west as well as the east, something that
will retain all the great achievements of humanity and add to
them what they lacked. But this repeated and widespread des-
truction not only of material resources and human lives, but of
essential values that have given meaning to life, is significant.
Was it that in spite of astonishing progress in numerous direc-
tions and the higher standards, undreamed of in previous ages,
that came in its train, our modern highly industrialized civiliza-
tion did not possess some essential ingredient, and that the seeds
of self-destruction lay within it?

A country under foreign domination seeks escape from the
present in dreams of a vanished age, and finds consolation in
visions of past greatness. That is a foolish and dangerous pas-
time in which many of us indulge. An equally questionable
practice for us in India is to imagine that we are still spiritually
great though we have come down in the world in other respects.
Spiritual or any other greatness cannot be founded on lack of
freedom and opportunity, or on starvation and misery. Many
western writers have encouraged the notion that Indians are
other-worldly. I suppose the poor and unfortunate in every coun-
try become to some extent other-worldly, unless they become
revolutionaries, for this world is evidently not meant for them.
So also subject peoples.

As a man grows to maturity he is not entirely engrossed in, or
satisfied with, the external objective world. He seeks also some
inner meaning, some psychological and physical satisfactions.
So also with peoples and civilizations as they mature and grow
adult. Every civilization and ?very people exhibit these parallel
streams of an external life and an internal life. Where they meet
or keep close to each other, there is an equilibrium and stability.
When they diverge conflict arises and the crises that torture the
mind and spirit.

We see from the period of the Rig Veda hymns onwards the
development of both these streams of life and thought. The
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early ones are full of the external world, of the beauty and
mystery of nature, ofjoy in life and an overflowing vitality. The
gods and goddesses, like those of Olympus, are very human;
they are supposed to come down and mix with men and women;
there is no hard and fast line dividing the two. Then thought
comes and the spirit of inquiry and the mystery of a transcen-
dental world deepens. Life still continues in abundant measure,
but there is also a turning away from its outward manifestations
and a spirit of detachment grows as the eyes are turned to things
invisible, which cannot be seen or heard or felt in the ordinary
way. What is the object of it all? Is there a purpose in the uni-
verse? And, if so, how can man's life be put in harmony with it?
Can we bring about a harmonious relation between the visible
and invisible worlds, and thus find out the right conduct of life?

So we find in India, as elsewhere, these two streams ofthought
and action—the acceptance of life and the abstention from it—
developing side by side, with the emphasis on the one or the other
varying in different periods. Yet the basic background of that
culture was not one of other-worldliness or world-worthlessness.
Even when, in philosophical language, it discussed the world
as maya, or what is popularly believed to be illusion, that very
conception was not an absolute one but relative to what was
thought of as ultimate reality (something like Plato's shadow of
reality), and it took the world as it is and tried to live its life and
enjoy its manifold beauty. Probably semitic culture, as exempli-
fied in many religions that emerged from it, and certainly early
Christianity, was far more other-worldly. T. E. Lawrence says
that 'the common base of all Semitic creeds, winners or losers,
was the ever present idea of world-worthlessness." And this often
led to an alternation of self-indulgence and self-denial.

In India we find during every period when her civilization
bloomed an intense joy in life and nature, a pleasure in the act
of living, the development of art and music and literature and
song and dancing and painting and the theatre, and even a highly
sophisticated inquiry into sex relations. It is inconceivable that
a culture or view of life based on other-worldliness or world-
worthlessness could have produced all these manifestations of
vigorous and varied life. Indeed it should be obvious that any
culture that was basically other-worldly could not have carried
on for thousands of years.

Yet some people have thought that Indian thought and cul-
ture represent essentially the principle of life negation and hot
of life affirmation. Both principles are, I suppose, present in
varying degrees in all the old religions and cultures. But I should
have thought that Indian culture, taken as a whole, never empha-
sized the negation of life, though some of its philosophies did so;
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it seems to have done so much less than Christianity. Buddhism
and Jainism rather emphasized the abstention from life, and in
certain periods of Indian history there was a running away from
life on a big scale, as, for instance, when large numbers of people
joined the Buddhist Viharas or monasteries. What the reason for
this was I do not know. Equally, or more, significant instances
can be found during the Middle Ages in Europe when a wide-
spread belief existed that the world was coming to an end. Per-
haps the ideas of renunciation and life-negation are caused or
emphasized by a feeling of frustration due to political and econo-
mic factors.

Buddhism, in spite of its theoretical approach, or rather
approaches, for there are several, as a matter of fact avoids ex-
tremes; its is the doctrine of the golden mean, the middle path. Even
the idea of Nirvana was very far from being a kind of nothingness,
as it is sometimes supposed to be; it was a positive condition, but
because it was beyond the range of human thought negative terms
were used to describe it. If Buddhism, a typical product of Indian
thought and culture, had merely been a doctrine of life negation
or denial, it would surely have had some such effect on the hun-
dreds of millions who profess it. Yet, as a matter of fact, the
Buddhist countries are full of evidence to the contrary, and the
Chinese people are an outstanding example of what affirmation
of life can be.

The confusion seems to have arisen from the fact that Indian
theught was always laying stress on the ultimate purpose of life.
It could never forget the transcendent element in its makeup;
and so, while affirming life to the full, it refused to become a
victim and a slave of life. Indulge in right action with all your
strength and energy, it said, but keep above it, and do not worry
much about the results of such action. Thus it taught detachment
in life and action, not abstention from them. This idea of detach-
ment runs through Indian thought and philosophy, as it does
through most other philosophies. It is another way of saying that
a right balance and equilibrium should be kept between the
visible and invisible worlds, for if there is too much attachment
to action in the visible world, the other world is forgotten and
fades away, and action itself becomes without ultimate purpose.

There is an emphasis on truth, a dependence on it, a passion
for it, in these early adventures of the Indian mind. Dogma or
revelation are passed by as something for lesser minds which
cannot rise above them. The approach was one of experiment
based on personal experience. That experience, when it dealt
with the invisible world, was, like all emotional and psychic
experiences, different from the experience of the visible, external
world. It seemed to go out of the three-dimensional world we
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know into some different and vaster realm, and was thus difficult
to describe in terms of three dimensions. What that experience
was, and whether it was a vision or realization of some aspects
of truth and reality, or was merely a phantasm of the imagina-
tion, I do not know. Probably it was often self-delusion. What
interests me more is the approach, which was not authoritarian
or dogmatic but was an attempt to discover for oneself what lay
behind the external aspect of life.

It must be remembered that the business of philosophy in India
was not confined to a few philosophers or highbrows. Philosophy
was an essential part of the religion of the masses; it percolated
to them in some attenuated form and created that philosophic
outlook which became nearly as common in India as it is in
China. That philosophy was for some a deep and intricate attempt
to know the causes and laws of all phenomena, the search for
the ultimate purpose of life, and the attempt to find an organic
unity in life's many contradictions. But for the many it was a
much simpler affair, which yet gave them some sense of purpose,
of cause and effect, and endowed them with courage to face trial
and misfortune and not lose their gaiety and composure. The
ancient wisdom of China and India, the Tao or the True Path,
wrote Tagore to Dr. Tai Chit-tao, was the pursuit of complete-
ness, the blending of life's diverse work with the joy of living.
Something of that wisdom impressed itself even upon the illiterate
and ignorant masses, and we have seen how the Chinese people,
after seven years of horrible war, have not lost the anchor of their
faith or the gaiety of their minds. In India our trial has been more
drawn out, and poverty and uttermost misery have long been the
inseparable companions of our people. And yet they still laugh
and sing and dance and do not lose hope.

Synthesis and Adjustment. The Beginnings of the
Caste System

The coming of the Aryans into India raised new problems—
racial and political. The conquered race, the Dravidians, had
a long background of civilization behind them, but there is little
doubt that the Aryans considered themselves vastly superior
and a wide gulf separated the two races. Then there were also
the backward aboriginal tribes, nomads or forest-dwellers.
Out of this conflict and interaction of races gradually arose the
caste system, which, in the course of succeeding centuries, was
to affect Indian life so profoundly. Probably caste was neither
Aryan nor Dravidian. It was an attempt at the social organiza-
tion of different races, a rationalization of the facts as they existed
at the time. It brought degradation in its train afterwards, and
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it is still a burden and a curse; but we can hardly judge it from
subsequent standards or later developments. It was in keeping
with the spirit of the times and some such grading took place in
most of the ancient civilizations, though apparently China was
free from it. There was a four-fold division in that other branch
of the Aryans, the Iranians, during the Sassanian period, but it
did not petrify into caste. Many of these old civilizations, includ-
ing that of Greece, were entirely dependent on mass slavery.
There was no such mass or large-scale labour slavery in India,
although there were relatively small numbers of domestic slaves.
Plato in his 'Republic' refers to a division similar to that of the
four principal castes. Mediaeval catholicism knew this division
also.

Caste began with a hard and fast division between Aryans
and non-Aryans, the latter again being divided into the Dravi-
dian races and the aboriginal tribes. The Aryans, to begin with,
formed one class and there was hardly any specialization. The
word Arya comes from a root word meaning to till, and the
Aryans as a whole were agriculturists and agriculture was con-
sidered a noble occupation. The tiller of the soil functioned
also as priest, soldier, or trader, and there was no privileged order
of priests. The caste divisions, originally intended to separate the
Aryans from the non-Aryans, reacted on the Aryans themselves,
and as division of functions and specialization increased, the
new classes took the form of castes.

Thus at a time when it was customary for the conquerors to
exterminate or enslave the conquered races, caste enabled a
more peaceful solution which fitted in with the growing speciali-
zation of functions. Life was graded and out of the mass of agri-
culturists evolved the Vaishyas, the agriculturists, artisans, and
merchants; the Kshatriyas, or rulers and warriors; and the Brah-
mins, priests and thinkers who were supposed to guide policy and
preserve and maintain the ideals of the nation. Below these three
were the Shudras or labourers and unskilled workers, other than
the agriculturists. Among the indigenous tribes many were gradu-
ally assimilated and given a place at the bottom of the social scale,
that is among the Shudras. This process of assimilation was a
continuous one. These castes must have been in a fluid condition;
rigidity came in much later. Probably the ruling class had always
great latitude, and any person who by conquest or otherwise
assumed power, could, if he so willed, join the hierarchy as a
Kshatriya, and get the priests to manufacture an appropriate
genealogy connecting him with some ancient Aryan hero.

The word Arya ceased to have any racial significance and came
to mean 'noble', just as umarya meant ignoble and was usually
applied to nomadic tribes, forest-dwellers, etc.
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The Indian mind was extraordinarily* analytical and had a
passion for putting ideas and concepts, and even life's activities,
into compartments. The Aryans not only divided society into
four main groups but also divided the individual's life into four
parts: the first part consisted of growth and adolescence, the
student period of life, acquiring knowledge, developing self-
discipline and self-control, continence; the second was that of
the householder and man of the world; the third was that of
the elder statesman, who had attained a ccrtain poise and ob-
jectivity, and could devote himself to public work without the
selfish desire to profit by it; and the last stage was that of the
recluse, who lived a life largely cut off from the world's acti-
vities. In this way also they adjusted the two opposing tendencies
which often exist side by side in man—the acceptance of life in
its fullness and the rejection of it.

In India, as in China, learning and eruditions have always
stood high in public esteem, for learning was supposed to imply
bo