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FOREWORD

| have still a vivid recollection of G. Ramachandran
as he was in 1926, of his keen eye, his forthright
manner, his impassioned speech. He had been for
some vyears at Visva-bharati and then at the
Sabarmati Ashram, and everything about him
revealed the influence of Gurudev and Gandhiji.
He has matured since then, under the stresses of
an active public life, but his eye is as keen, his
manner as forthright and his speech as impassioned
as it was when he first came to the Jamia in 1926 to
teach spinning and philosophy and see if there was
anything he could learn from us.

Ramachandran has been interested in many things,
and now his Gandhigram comprehends many types
of educational and constructive activities. But |
believe Khadi and Village Industries and Basic
Education have been his major fields of work.
| agree wholeheartedly with the underlying
principles of Gandhiji's constructive programme,
but the ardour, intellectual as well as emotional,



with which Ramachandran believes in this pro.
gramme and in Basic Education is something | can
envy but never emulate. His love for the village
is so intense, his dedication to the service of the
rural people so complete! He is, beyond doubt,
one of Gandhiji's heirs and successors, and he has
added to this heritage the eloquence of Gurudev
as will be evident from the publication.

May age add to his vigour and time continue to
yield harvests worthy of his endeavour !

New Delhi | ZAKIR HUSSAIN

\

Scp. 1, 1964 j Vice-President of India



EDITOR’S NOTE

The matter collected in this volume covers a wide variety
of items which were found scattered in journals, tape-
records, notes and other sources. ‘'A Morning with
Gandhiji " by the late Shri Mahadev Desai appeared
originally in ** Young India"’ edited by Mahatma Gandhi
in two issues of November 1924, while the article
entitled ** Nehru is not dead " appeared in the ** Gandhi
Marg " of July 1964. From 1924 to 1964 is a long journey
of 40 years. What we have collected here is only a
fraction of the materials available in this period and we
hope to bring out ong or two volumes of more lectures
and writings of Shri G. Ramachandran sometime later.
But, even as it is, it took a lot of time to get hold of the
matter included In this volume and then it became a
race with time to bring out this publication by the 8th
of October 1964, the date on which Shri G. Rama-
chandran completed his 60th year.

Shri Ramachandran was particular that mention must
be made in this Editor's Note that his lectures
were delivered without any written text and entirely
from memory and that therefore it was likely that one



might find in a few places some chronological and even
factual discrepancies. It should also be remembered that
the lectures were delivered to a heterogeneous assembly
consisting of school boys and girls, college students,
lecturers and teachers and a sprinkling of visitors from
villages around Gandhigram. Shri Ramachandran has
found out his own way of speaking to such an audience
and it is no doubt a very difficult art. | would there-
fore request the readers to put up with slight errors in
Séquence and references to events mentioned in these
lectures,

What | would wish to stress specially in this Note is
that we have here a study of the deep experiences of a
Person who spoke from life and not merely from books.
Here are leaves from the chronicle of his own life. It is
the mental mosaic of a man who received a call even
when he was a young student and then fearlessly res-
Ponded to that call in all the changing vicissitudes of his
own life and the life of India. Some one said recently of
Shri Ramachandran that he has never yet been discover-
ed walking on any beaten track. He left college in the
nop-'cooperation indvement under Gandhiji in 1921,
Ffom Travancore he went to Bengal to join the Visva-
bharati in Santiniketan. After g}'aduatlbn he went from
the Visva-bharat to the Satyagraha Ashram in Sabar-
Mati and Gandhiji took him in hand and gave him hard
training for ap year and then launched him on the
fourney of his work of the fast forty years in the troubled
waters of |ndja, struggling for freedom and a new way
of life, During these years Shri Ramachandran worked
in the All-india Spinners’ Association, the Harijan Sevak
Sangh, the Hindustani Talimi Sangh and in the Afl-India
Village Industries Association under Gandhiji. In fact it



was Gandhiji's idea that Shri Ramachandran should
become familiar with as many items of work of the
Constructive Programme as possible. He also took his
full share in the struggle for freedom going to prison
seven times. He hasalso occupied places of high respon-
sibility as a Minister in the first Thanu Pillai Cabinet in
Travancore, as Educational Adviser to the Rajaji Govern-
ment in Madras and Chairman of the Basic Education
Assessment Committee of the Government of India. He
was for nearly four years the Secretary of the Gandhi
Smarak Nidhiand he is now the Secretary of the Gandhi
Peace Foundation and the Editor of the *'Gandhi Marg”.
In 1955 he was in Europe and in America lecturing at
several Universities on Gandhiji and his work and teach-
ings. In 1962 he went to Russia along with Shri
U. N. Dhebar to press on Mr. Khrushchev, the Russian
Prime Minister, the urgent need to stop all tests of
nuclear devices which were poisoning the air mankind
was breathing. But Shri Ramachandran has himself
repeatedly said that his happiest and proudest role has
been as the Director of Gandhigram. We have thus
before us the life of a man who has made a place for him-
self outside office and in the service of the people. It is
a life replete with adventurous living and we have it
from Shri Ramachandran himself that he has thoroughly
enjoyed every shade and tone of it. Perhaps, this is the
best commentary on his life that he himself found his
happiness and fulfilment in it. These thoughts and
lectures give us a glimpse of that life and must be of
some inspiration to the youth of our country,

It was my happy privilege to have been entrusted with
the task of editing this volume. |am deeply indebted
to the Chairman and members of the Editorial Board for



their generous confidence and help at every stage in my
work. | should also like to record my gratitude to
Messrs. Lalitha Printers Private Limited, but for whose
arduous labour this book could not have been brought
out in such short time. A number of colleagues and
friends have been of great help. Sri V. Ramanujam
transcribed the talks from the tape-records and Sri
N. Srinivasan prepared the type-scripts and later helped
me in going through the proofs. The two artists of
Gandhigram, Sri S, P, Srinivasan and Sri S. A. Kanniah
were responsible for the cover design and the general
get-up of the book. To these friends | express my
gratitude. |shouldalso like to thank the Navjivan Trust,
the “Gandhi Marg” and the Visva-bharati Quarterly, for
permission to reproduce articles which originally appear-
ed in them. And my thanks are due to the Secretary,
Gandhi Smarak Sangrahalaya, Madurai, who, in both his
official and personal capacities, did everything possible

to help us expedite the work and make our stay in
Maduraj comfortable,

THE EDITOR



PART ONE

MY TRIBUTES






A TRIBUTE TO TAGORE

Memories, priceless beyond all words, illumine my mind.
In this moment', not of sorrow or pain, but of wonder and
perplexity, these memories come upon me and envelop me like
streams of light. I will not shed a tear. I will not give a
sigh. That today will be unforgivable profanity. It is not
sighs and tears that the great passing away of Gurudev calls
forth from us. That is the common thing every common
death calls for. But Gurudev was not a common man. He
did not live a common life. He has not died a common death.
In the Gitanjali, several years ago when life was yet young
with him, he had asked himself, “What will you offer to Death
when Death comes and knocks at your door?” He had
answered with marvellous and noble vision. “Oh! I will place
before him the full and overflowing vessel of my life. T will
never let him go with empty hands.”” And now in his eighty-
first year with the whole world as his witness he has literally
kept his word to Death, that tremendous and inescapable ful-
filment of all truly great lives. To most, death is only an end.

1 This article was written upon the passing away of Rabindranath
Tagore, way back in 1941, under the title, ‘'*A student's
Memories of Gurudev', when the author was in gaol for
participation in the satyagralia movement under Gandhi.
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Itis a mere cutting-off. 1t is darkness after light. But to
those like Rabindranath death is nothing but a resplendent
fulfilment. For such, it has no sting whatever. Death comes
to them like fruitioning after flowering. The flowering may
be full of enchanting scents and exquisite colourings, but in
fruitioning is the more precious and real substance of fulfil-
ment. Gurudev has died only to be deathless. They say he
is dead. T say he cannot die. Death as we ordinarily under-
stand it stands defeated. Decath as he understood it, as the
friend and the fulfilment of life, stands proud and thrilled at
the gift of immortality laid in its hands. ‘I will place before
Death the full vessel of my life.”” He has now done that.
Not a small, little, penurious, undeveloped or unrealised life
has he now placed in the hands of death. But a mighty,
indescribably rich, varied and noble, fully-grown, all-round,
perfectely fulfilled and radiant life has he placed before Death.
Is it any wonder then that Death itself stands awestruck and
humbled before the burden of blazing light it must now carry
for ever in its hands, Therefore let us not weep or sorrow as
for a commop death. Let us rather rejoice. . Let us be thank-
f’ul that such 4 man lived so greatly in our time and has died
'n such a magnificent fulfilment. Let us understand at last
what a fraud is the common concept of death and its terrors.
Let us burn to ashes the earthly body from which the breath
has f.led, and scatter the ashes to the sun and the winds,
AkDOWIDg _that each atom of jt will leap UP again like flaming
torches, like great begms of deathless light. Let us then ignore
death'. Let yus remember Gurudev’s Vast and incalculable
legacies of dreamg and thoughts and the countless forms of
beauty he cregreq in word and song, and the innumerable
achieVements which he will live for ever. Not in some
heaven or other unknown and unknowable Place will he live

2
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for ever. He will live deathlessly here and in this great world,
under this vast sky which he loved in all its moods and toncs,
in the midst of this endless and radiant Nature which he read
like an open book, and above all in the minds of the millions
of men and women who owed so much of their joy and their

understanding to him, and in the minds of their children and
children’s children.

Every great man has his own special background which is
partly historical and parily his own creation. It is against such
a special background alone that we can see him at his best and
greatest. For Rabindranath also there was such a vital
background. That was Santiniketan. It was there that he
blossomed to his fullness. It was there that his poems ang
songs rose in an increasing symphony of immortal beauty ang
immortal truth. It was there that he wove the patterns of hig
dynamic philosophy - of the unity of mankind, cutting across
every obstacle of race, nation, creed and caste. It wag there
that his vision of the Visva-bharati was born and nurtured,
It is there that his ashes will now rest in peace for ever.,

There is in Santiniketan a Sal-avenue. It is g that
avenue that my mind runs today. There, from the easterp end
comes a royal figure. Not in any kingly robe or in any exqe,.
nal decoration does the kingliness lie. Itis there in his ta]y
and majestic figurc. Some Roman or Mughal emperor might
have had such a figure. He approaches in simple ﬂowing robes
which cover him from head to foot. His hair is SNow-whijte
and yet his gait is unbent and his walking firm. His hangg aré
held behind his back. Even from the distance his broag brow
rises like a great marble dome crowned by the Himalayan
snows of his hair over his great shining eyes and hjg

X i Nobly
moulded Aryan nose. There is such serenity flowip

g from .

3



Thoughts and Talks

him, such peace ang self-possession, that you ask, “Is it some
Maharshi of old, re-risen, who is approaching ?"’ And as he
approaches slowly, you see a smile lighting up his whc.)lcf face,
his eyes glowing like stars. Boys and girls of Santiniketan
greet him wity bowed heads and folded hands: He %ms a
Smile and 3 kijng word for everybody. But the little children
do not stang away in reverence like the elders. Thc).’ run to
i shouting, “Gurudev !”” and cluster round 'hlm in utter
childljke irreverence, With the children he will crack ;ol.(e
after joke, There arise peals of laughter from among tt.lcm in
Which hjg voice is that of the most glad-hcar-tcd of children,
€y lay hangs on his robes and pull him till he cox?sents to
SOomewhere with them in the shade of some spread.mg tree.
€Y ask him questions. He gives them answers which make
Fhem break into fresh peals of laughter. T:hel.l suddenly there
> Silence, for pe is telling them a story or singing them a song,
Itis 5 Magic circle. It is the Eden of children. Elder students
ad othe, men and women of Santiniketan comc and sit
around, 3y behind the children, and seeing them he will
say laughingly “Why are you here, you old people? This js
our, the Childr’en’s duzbar.” He was so much one of them !

sit

Day after day he has come walking in serenity and in
:ffau OWn that Syl-ayenue. Day after day we used to greet
ere apngd touch his feet and feel ennobled. That Sgi-
anvenue Was 50 ful] of him in those great days. Those trees can
ev ) !
** forge him, They will miss him.

It Wag

o . ¢ are Do class rooms or
lecture UCe a rainy day. Ther

s worth the name in Santiniketan. The classes

19, MDE Starreq in assing sunshine. A c.lass of little
. Ch.ﬂdren 3 going on inpthe grove behind the library. The
rain gently Started without warning. The children did not
4
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want to break up the class. The teacher was hesitating.
Suddenly there was an uproarious voice coming from the side
of the library. Rabindranath was approaching with an armful
of umbrellas shouting, “ An umbrella for a song, an umbrella
for asong!” The children broke up the class at once. They
ran to him joining in the fun. Gurudev had come to the library
in the morning and secing the rain start had gathered all the
umbrellas in the library verandah without asking anybody’s
permission. And yet, it is this same glad-hearted and child-
souled poet and prophet who has also given us the profoundest
philosophy, and sorrowed deeply over the many tragedies of
modern civilisation. This was twenty-one years ago.

Those were the first years after the Visva-bharau
University was started at Santiniketan. Most of us, the first
batch of students, werc non-co-operators from various Govern-
ment schools and colleges. Most of us were khadi-clad
¢« Gandhi fanatics . I was the head of the gang in those days.
Gurudev had written some vigorous criticism of the Non-
co-operation programme in the pages of the Modern Review. We
were much agitated over it. We were sure Gurudev was wrong
and Gandhi right. We argued and shouted. Our classes
became full of these wordy discussions. We made a nuisance
of ourselves. The peace of Santiniketan was much disturbed
by these controversies conducted with much heat. There was
also of course a strong student group supporting Gurudev’s
views. One day 1 suddenly got a message from Gurudev.
Professors had told him that I was leading the opposition. The
message was to the cffect that Gurudev was glad that plenty of
discussions were going on, but that he preferred to have some
light along with the heat of controversy, and that therefore he
would advise a full debate, and that he also would attend the

5
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debate gladly. I confess I felt a little nervous. In any other
institution I would perhaps have been suspended or even
dismissed. But our Guru was asking for further and fuller
discussion! That was his way with students. A big debate
was arranged. Every student in Santiniketan attended. A
motion was tabled:  In the opinion of this housc Mahatma
Gandhi’s program is the right one for India”. I moved it
before a crowded house. Our side let loose a flood of oratory.
So did the other side. The late Sri Kali Mohan Ghosh
thundered at us and defended the views of Gurudev with great
vigour. Votes were taken. We won. Gurudev was all the
time sitting apart, behind the students. He appeared to enjoy
the debate very much. He joined in the applause for and
against the motion whenever it broke forth from the students.
After the votes were taken Gurudev asked for permission to
speak. And he spoke. When he spoke it was all light and no
heat. He prefaced his talk by saying that the debate had given
him great joy. *This Santiniketan will fail if it fetters your
minds or makes you fear ideas. [Even if every one of you hold
an absolutely different view from mine, even so Santinikétan
will still be your home. It will shelter you. Today is the day
of my victory because my students have said today freely and
bravely that I am hopelessly in the wrong. I do not admit that
I am wrong. But I want you to have the courage to say so, if
thatis your conviction. May Santiniketan always give you
that freedom and courage !’ He spoke for an hour. He pleaded
against famaticism. He did not admit that non-cooperation
would succeed. It was too negative. It had possibilities in
certain directions. Bu it was tending towards the same narrow
nationalism which ip Europe had made civilization into a
mockery. It was impossible to reject entirely the progress of
industrialism, which was like a force of nature. Industrialism

6
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could and ought to be controlled but it cannot be crased. Mere
asceticism will not lead to freedom. Freedom demanded clear
understanding of objcctive realities and not only of moral values.
Mahatma Gandhi was undoubtedly the greatest moral force
in India, and hence the greater need to guard against his moral
dictatorship.

Rightly did Mahatma Gandhi call Gurudev the “Great
Scntinel”.  What nobler or more courageous Sentinel of the
human spirit has India produced since Gautama Buddha, 2500
years ago! Gurudev’s final words that night still ring in my
ears. ‘Do not accept anything because I say so or because it
is my view. Wrestle with these problems with your own
power of reasoning. You must fearlessly reject my view if
your reasoning does not agree with mine. That I am the
head of this Institution gives me no right to enforce my ideas
on you or to curtail your mental freedom. Itis my duty in
Santiniketan to guard the freedom of your mind as the most
precious thing in the world. That is the mission of the
Visva-bharati. Let us think for one moment of the thous-
ands of gurus all the world over sceking to bend the mind and
will of others to their own mind and will through fear and
coercion of every kind, and let us think also with our heads
bowed in loveand reverence unutterable of this great Guru-
dev who taught us that the value of the frcedom of the human
mind was the greatest value under the sun.  Never in all my
life have I known a man with greater moral courage than
Rabindranath. Hec had openly joined issues with Mahatma
Gandhi on momentous occasions when the whole nation
was being swept away by the magic of that super-man’s resist-
less faith and matchless karma yoga. From his place as the
<« Great Sentincl” Rabindranath has protected the freedom
of the mind in India against every attack.
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There is one other memory which will also be of value.
One of the last things I did beforc I left Visva-bharati was
to read a paper entitled “Gandhi and Tagore’. That paper
contained the synthesis which I had built up in my own mind
of Gandhi and Tagore after careful and prolonged study of
both. The meeting took place in Uttarayana. Gurudev was
also present. I think Dr. Formichi of the University of Rome,
who was then ip Santiniketan, presided. After I read my
paper Dr. Formichi complimented me and turning to Gurudev
asked, half iocularly and half seriously; “Now Gurudev, what
have you to say on the paper ?”” Gurudev smiled and said,
“Ramachandran g spoken of two persons, Gandhi and
Tagore. Of the first I claim to know something, and of the
second so little that I dare not speak about him. The Upani-
sads have saig that he who knows himself knows everything.
I know Very well that I do not know everything. It follows
therefore that 1 do not know mysclf.” There was a round of
laughter, Gurudev’s scnse of humour was something wonder-
fui an.d his great vojce would sometimes roll across Santini-
ketan ip laughter of undiluted gladness and good humour.

1 will close with the last conversation I had with him in
M beautiful little mud-fut in Santiniketan, more beautiful
than the Palaces of kings, and yet simple like a hermitage.
It was in 1939, I was on a visit to Santiniketan after several
:’:;;Z- He agkeq me about my work. I told him that I had
Strugglz tIjhlnge: Into politics, and gave him the story of the
“T alua s(;: Political freedom in Travancore. He said to mc,
Ina senyse BeW you could not keep away fFom tl.lese struggles.
is 10 1o they are vital. In this new era in In.dxa our struggle
liberatt, I%erb for Individual liberation only. It is also for social

> PUt these are pot contradictory. One cannot exist

8



Thoughts and Talks

without the other. That is the secret we must now learn. In
the struggle for collective freedom, however, let us do nothing
which will kill individual frecedom. I am a profound admirer
of Soviet Russia, but I have a fear that individual freedom does
not as yet blossora there. In your politics, never stoop to a lie.
Never dishonour the man in us and never take a short cutto
victory. Victory is nothing. But we must reach victory with
honour, through honour. Put your trust in men, and not only
in programmes. Our great leader in India, Mahatma Gandhi,
is right there. We must win only through pure and honourable
methods. There arc two things you must carry with you
everywhere as an old student of the Visva-bharati. Never
give up your freedom of mind to friend or foe. Keep the
windows of your mind open and free. Fanaticism is death
to the human mind. And sccondly, never think of any man,
however little he might appear, as anything less than a
man, a member of the great community of mankind, and never,
never, as the member of a caste or a community or a nation
or a race.”



A GREAT DEATH

Only a great life can end in a great death.  Dr. Rajendra
Prasad’s life was undoubtedly a great life and cqually a great
death. He had not ljved a common life. During the last
forty years his life was part of the life of India and of the high
and mighty adventure of forging the freedom of India and
making that freedom real and vital for the millions of our
people. Not g chapter of the history of India in the last forty
YEars can be written without ome reference or other to
the life ang work of Rajen Babu, as he was affectionately and
intimately kngwn throughout the country. To milli({ﬂs of
us, his death in he fullness of time and in the ripening of
matchless honours came s the final fulfilment of a life replete
with great anq noble achievement. He had long suffered
from a disease of the lungs and it was a miracle that he had not
only lived with i ¢ long but put in the hardest work a man
can do at the same time. Even after ceasing to bc the
President of e Republic of India he had busied himself with
many high cq)s of duty and he was on the eve of coming to
New Delpij from Patna 1o attend a meeting of the Executive
Con?mittee of the Gandh; Peace Foundation when death struck
at him Swifily and took him away. When the news of his
10
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death came over the radio and in the newspapers a great sob of
sorrow swept the nation. No death was more deeply mourned
after the passing away of Mahatma Gandhi.

In the non-violent revolutions under Gandhi for the
freedom of India, Rajen Babu had played a role nobler and
fuller than that of any of his compeers. There were others
equally valiant, self-sacrificing and devoted but none was
gentler, nobler and more non-violent even amidst all the storms
of political strife and controversy then he. During the last
many decades he was loved and revered throughout India for
his character, integrity, culture and high-souled humility. He
was the samc impeccable gentleman in the most stormy debate
as in the bosom of his family and intimate friends. He never
surrendered and yet he never quarrelled. In this he was closer
to Gandhi than any other leader of India. He stood with
Gandhi with unrivalled loyalty during all the years that great
giant of India’s history lived and led India stcp by step to
freedom and the Republic. He identified himself with the
dreams, the vision and the methods of work of Gandhj
without reservation but he was no yes-man even to Gandhi,
On historic occasions he differed from Gandhi but never broke
away from him. On one occasion Gandhi was reported to
have said that he was grateful to God that there was at least
one colleague whom he could trust absolutely and whose
loyalty always remained at the highest level. More than once
when the Indian National Congress went on the rocks, as a;
the time of Subhas Bose’s resignation of Presidentship, no one
had the moral courage to step into the breach and to face the
crisis with malice towards none and charity for all,
Rajen Babu.

as
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. He was next only to Gandhi as a constructive worker,
Bihar rose to great heights in constructive work under his
leadership and when 2 terrible earthquake shook Bihar he
organised relief work of great magnitude with consummate
generalship.  Thereafter his name became one to conjure with
not o.nly in Bihar but in every part of India. He never once
wearled or stepped back in the battle for the freedom of India.
As President of the Constiruent Assembly he became the
ft;ather of the Indjan Constitution. When he was elected the
n::cPresiqent of the first Republic of India the greatness of his

Was inscribed for ever in the annals of our history.

humi?'s 4 human bejng he was unique. He showed that
iy 1t1y and‘dignity can be inseparable. ' Whether he. was a
humblc ass railway passenger on a long journcy or in the
i ehut. of a village family or on the platform of a great
Congreﬁsleenng Or presiding over a session ?f the All-India
e Wass Committee or of the Indian Constituent Asscml?ly,
impartiq always 1pe same gentle, soft-spoken, unh1.1rr1ed,

> Carefy, humble and high-miﬂded gentleman in the

high
8hest senge of the wor d. He thus bore remarkablc resem-

ance tg 4 .
describe da ¢ late Hakim Ajmal Khan whom Gandhi once

Indian Natig € 8entleman par excellence 18 the Whﬁlc o]fctzz
Mistake abo tn -al Congress ar that time. BUt .lctt. cre i

nderncyyy, ' Rajen Byby was no weak OF vacillating person.
of stee]. 'S Bentleness and humility he had the strength
Withour p, * “®d be firm without being arrogant, intellectual
OPinionateq Pride apg completely realistic without being
Republje of 10T two long terms he was the President of the
himse]f hag Z :a and ng Jegs a person than the Prime Minister
great tradiﬁnnssdﬁed that Dr. Rajendra Prasa}d has left behind
12 Sound conventions as President,
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One of the most significant utterances of Dr. Rajendra
Prasad in recent months was his ringing call to unilateral dis-
armament by any one of the great Powers at the Anti-Nuclear-
Arms Convention held in New Delhi in the middle of June
1962. One lcading American Pacifist at lcast had openly
criticised Rajen Babu for supporting the present war effort in
India against Chinese aggression after proclaiming the excel-
lence of unilateral disarmament as the sovereign way to world
peace. This critic is certainly entitled to his criticism and
some of us might even go with him. But Rajen Babu was
not a visionary who would weaken Inda’s military defence
without the nation being ready to face aggression non-violently.
It was his thesis that the growing strength of non-violence
must ultimately displace military defence and in the meantime
he would be no party to China’s invading India and enslaving
the people once again as under British domination.  This
again is an instance of his idealism which would not shirk
realism. Rajen Babu never spoke or wrote irresponsibly.
That is the privilege only of reckless idealists and revolution-
aries—and may their tribe increase! On them may depend the
fate of the world.

And so, as we mourn the great death of a great life we, at
the same time, rejoice and feel profoundly grateful that such
aman as Rajen Babu was born in India and lived and worked
in our country in our own time. This indeed was and is a
Priceless privilege. May we conclude by saying, “Rajen Babu
is dead; long live Rajen Babu!”.
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whom he had inspired and challenged to walk in the same
direction. Geceorge saw suddenly in front of him a human
person in flesh and in blood, who dared to live the
Christian life and called on others effectively to do so and
yet that person was a Hindu, who kept the Gita close to his
soul as he did the Sermon on the Mount. This brought the
thrill of a discovery to George. He saw at once and without
any inner resistance what he had already intuitively understood,
that the great pilgrims of the soul were to be found not only
inside Christianity but in all the great religious traditions of
the world. With unique courage and astonishing penetration
he moved steadily towards the unordained ministry of truthful
and unreserved Inter-Religious Fellowship. This took him
into deeper and decper waters, which might have drowned a
lesser spiritual aspirant, but instcad he floated and swam
onward with inborn aptitude, integrity and dectermination.
Gandhiji’s teaching of ¢ Sarva Dharma Samanathwa” ( Equal
reverence for all the great Religions of the World ) came to him
like the deep echo of the song in his own soul and he went to
Gandhiji and offered his life to him to make this vital challenge
of the spirit clearer to the people. He became quickly the
purest and noblest cxponent of the concept and practice of
¢ Sarva Dharma Samanathwa” and as he did so he made the
further discovery, as did Mary George in her own life later,
that traditional Christianity became deeper, richer and fuller all
the time. When the Fellowship of the Friends of Truth took
its birth through the joint efforts of some of the prominent
Quakers of the West and some of the co-workers of Gandhiji in
India, it was inevitable that George was invited to become the
first secretary of the new movement with Horace Alexander as
the first Chairman. George also took over as the first Editor
of the F.F.T. Quarterly which soon became under his brilliant
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ar.ld truthfui stewardship the significant mouthpiece of a new
dl_mension in the spiritual cthos of innumerable people in
:lllffszleir;t religions. The F.F.T. became a candle of light for
Dt seekers of the ultimate Truth of the absolute oneness
;in?od anfi eql'lally of the absolute oncness of the entire
e :n famﬂy within .the love and mercy ?f God. It Sh‘?“c
teligioiseagl of .hope in the midst of warring and compcting
other o, octrmes,. d.ogmas and crecds' seeking to pull each
gentle |; hn and f:laxmmg exclusive seats 1n Hcavc.n. It was a
like Kig dg1 t hurting nobody, pushing no one zfnd its rays were
walking yl hands- stretched out in comradeship to every secker
SubStanc: Ong his or her own way. Undc'r.sta.ndmg was its
Even oo > freedom its motto, and fcconcxllanon. %ts Flag.
the bodi’enow a.nd then, the strong winds of fanat1c1srr.1 from
— : of different religious systems have blown against it,
candic W1tt1e ﬂickering flame nech went out l?ecause this
outside S self—feeding from within and not 'llghted from
SO, nope mong those who nurtured the flame with his whole
¥as more earnest or vigilant than S. K. George.
he:}éls Wwas ng easy thing for an Indian C.hristian to do.
Christiar; --George stepped out of the fronner's of his own
devoree, aith to seek fellowship in truth and in spirit with
God in other religious traditions he walked on 5
WOUld h \: . Perhaps a Hindu or a Muslim or a BUddhiSt
Compy ions ound it egsier. George had only a few Christiap
falterey an 3 he walked on the chosen path and some of them
Neve, once dropped out on the way. But George himself
kcj.pt D W"f’eakened or hesitated. Among the very few who
his wig, N ™ him with steadfast loyalty was Mary George,
for Mary “Omrade. In ope sense it was even more difficult

6 an for George. But she too had come close to
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Gandhiji, perhaps even a little closer than George himself.
Many years ago Gandhiji had entrusted this noble and selfless
Christian woman with the work of the Kasturba Memorial
Trust in Kerala and her name had become one to conjure with
in social work in that part of India. After several years of
strenuous work her health broke down some five years ago and
she had to give up her work and rctire for rest. This was a
severe blow to her crusading spirit and she sought solace in
taking personal interest in programmes of service in and around
Trichur where she lived. When the Gandhi Smarak Nidhi
started its own journal ‘The Gandhi Marg’ and George was
invited to beecome its first Editor, she accompanied George to
Bombay from where the journal was issued. She had also
looked out for better medical aid and treatment in Bombay but
after nearly two years, it was George’s health which suffered
even a more severe set-back than her own. A slow and wasting
disease pulled down George and he had to give up the Editor-
ship of ‘ Gandhi Marg’ and husband and wife, both ill, came
back to their home in Trichur once again. Sccing her husband
prostrate and in bed, Mary galvanised herself to play the role
of constant nurse and thus sublimated her own suffering in
relieving George from his suffering, as far as it was humanly
possible. George came to need her care and attention every
moment because of his peculiar illness and Mary battled with
her own life to sustain George. In this long struggle Mary’s
heart weakened without anybody suspecting it and when the
diagnosis was madec at last, it was too late and the valiant
woman dropped down and passed away on the 19th of December
1959 in the American Mission Hospital at Vellore where she
received the best of treatment and very affectionate care. And
so, the nurse is no more but thank God the patient survives,
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Mary’s whole life was dedicated to the service of the poor
and the disinherited. As the first agent of the Kasturba
Memorial Trust in Kerala, she built up a score of excellent
centres of rural social service in that area training workers for
the same and guiding and helping them in their work later,
She was also a member of the State Social Welfare Board in
Kerala. Her own special training was in the education of
children and the Balwadis (nursery schools) which she started
and developed at her rural centres bear testimony to her special
@ptitude for the service of women and children. In all her
Work she made not the slightest distinction between man and
Man.  Only a few months before she passed away, with her
husband in his sick bed on the one side and her own health
Steadily giving way on the other, she plunged with reckless
Courage jntq organising relief work in Koorkanchery, on the
border of Trichur, where smallpox had broken out with
?pidemic violence. Her own life was in constant peril of
Infection by she passed through this saga of mercy unscathed
b}' the mercy of God. She did not, however, outlive this
Victory of the Spirit over the flesh too long. Her physical heart
3d worn oyt ang stopped dead altogether.  She was buried a;
€T own express wish inside the premises of her own Ashram
of humap Service and as her coffin was lowered into the earth
Men and women of 4] religions mingled their tears in profoung
Zg::lu?:ist{d gratitude. The-beal‘-ltile lli)':iz r:i):lb Whilch has
Pilgrimy ovcr. her grave is already g a p.ace of
relig; 8¢ for Increasing numbers of people of differens
an dg:ns, There is a plan to give permanent shape tO.the ideals
de dicaserclf of George and Mary by bl.llldmg a new II.ISt.itution
uman to .Inte_r-Religious Fellowship and non-.dlscrlmmating
. SCIvice in the premises where mow lie the mortal
remains of Mary George.

18



Thoughts and Talks

While onc mourns the passing away of Mary, the humble
scrvant of God and man, one’s heart goes out even more
poignantly to George who is now left without his nurse, wife
and comrade as he gocs steadily onwards, in spite of every
physical infirmity, lonely and undefeated on his unbroken
spiritual quest. It has now bcen decided that S. K. George
will make his home in Gandhigram and will be looked afier
with deep affection and revercnce by the Gandhigram Com-
munity. George himself and his only son Sukumar are happy
about this decision taken with their consent and approval.

Mary George had very much wished to sec the special
number of the F.F.T. Quarterly in honour of her husband.
But, alas, this was not to be. It is now published even more
in her sacred memory. Readers will certainly take keen inter-
est in going through the biographical sketch of George by Mary.

We cannot believe that Mary Georgeis no more. We
believe that her gentle and radiant spirit will continue to live
in the deeper Universal Spirit of God. Innumerable men and
women will treasure the memory of her life and work. Itisin
such a life as Mary’s that we see death robbed of reality and
the triumph of the spirit shining over the dark valley of
extinction.

We conclude with our salutation of reverence and love to
George the living and to Mary the immortal.
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BAPU AND BAPA

This is a daring title. I am likely to be accused for being
audacious. I shall plead guilty. Bapa will be angry at my
comparing him with Bapu. Bapu himself might have had a
good laugh. What I wish to do is nothing less and nothing
more than to indulge in a study of comparison and contrast.

Bapa is a tall and gaunt figure. He has now grown very
thin. Time was, however, when ke was not only tall but big
and in his long coat of khadi he then looked like a German
Field-Marsha, Years ago, Bapu was on a tour of South Indja
for the Harijan cause. Bapu and Bapa sat near cach other in
3 big Master Buick which tore distance to shreds as it roared
its way through district after district in Tamil Nad. = Somc of
US ‘were in another car behind and one of us was Miss Murie]
Lester. a¢ several sharp turns of the road we could sce the
car in front speeding onward with Bapu and Bapa in the back
°¢at. It was then that Miss Lester once shook me and asked
“Does pot Thakkar Bapa look like some German Field-

arshal 2 Look at his height and his profile.” Bapu was
Physically 4 pigmy in comparison. The contrast does not end
there. Bapa has a grim look about him and those who do not
know him w;jj pe awed by his big and stern presence. Bapu,
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on the other hand, had the gift of smile and delicate refine-
ment. Bapu always quietened and calmed visitors by his
graciousness. Bapa is not much of a conversationalist, while
Bapu was a splendid one. Even Bapa’s jokes would be grim.
Bapu could handle anyone, but Bapa knows none of the arts of
even innocent diplomacy. Bapa never has any ambiguity, but
Bapu could make a fellow stand on his head, when he chosc,
with perplexity. Bapu was many-sided, touching life at
numerous points vividly and colourfully at the same time.
Bapa is like a train moving on rails. His direction is single,
his impulse unilateral. Bapa looks grim, butis very gentle
and is even sentimental at heart. Bapu would look gracious
and yet could keep his heart like rock when he wanted. Bapu
understood, analysed and went forward by some supremc
genius of instinct and intuition. Bapa is a glorious plodder,
moving from point to point laboriously, industriously and
with single-minded interest. Bapu knew when to be hard like
rock and when to be gende like a mother. Bapu had a
mother’s heart, but Bapa has always a father’s heart. Bapa
suspects intellect and cleverness and fights shy of them. Bapu
caught up intellectuals and clever people and made them do
his work. Once I gave Bapa a copy of a baok I had written.
1 was then a Provincial Harijan Sevak Sangh Secretary under
him. Bapa received the book, turned over the pages slowly and
said, ¢ I am afraid when pcople become clever authors, they
then run away from Harijan work and such other werk.’
Nothing mattered to him except this work. Bapa prefers
steady, slow, reliable plodders to clever, able and otherwise
excellent workers. Years later I gave Bapu another book I
had written. He received it with his unfajling smile and said
to me, ‘Agatha Harrison told me about your book. She liked
it very much. But this is in English. Is there a Tamil or

21

S ¢ T LT J&‘S(ﬁj %:L\



Thoughts and Talks

Malayalam version ? You must ask Kaka to get a Hindi
translation.” That was how Bapa and Bapu reccived books
I had written. Bapa is very fond of coffec and you can melt
his hardest moods with a real South-Indian-made cup of that
beverage. Bapa has no fads in food. Onec remembers how
strict Bapu was in his food. Bapa is not at all a politician.
He hates politics. We know how Bapu was a great construc-
tive genius and at the same time a most astonishingly clever
politician. Bapu made politics his instrument for construc-
tive work. Bapa takes up constructive work and runs away
from politics as from the plague. Bapu was a great point of
unity in life and work. Bapa has the steadfastness of direc-
tion and the glory of single-mindedness.

And yet how much they resemble each other. Both
achicved pre-eminence in constructive work. Both have loved
the Harijan cause better than any other. Both have been
ascetics of a high order. Both have worked harder than any
one elsc in the uplift of the poor and the downtrodden, hard in
Work and harder on the demands they have made on workers
and yet most tender-hearted in their personal relations with,
Workers. Both have been wonderful cxamples of loyalty 1o
Co-workers. Once, at a Harijan work centre in South India,
When Bapa heard the story from the mouth of a humble worker,
of h_°w he was giving away two rupces a month to a Harijan
girl 12 school out of his salary of Rs. 12 per month, I saw him
Weeping with utter abandon of simple admiration. He cape

Ome and wroge 5 love letter to that worker enclosing Rs. 20 54
® Personal gift. In the same way, how deeply Bapu could
hedmoved by the spirit of service in humble workers. Bapu

ad a heart a5 big as the world in his little body.  Bapa hag a5

1 2 heart in his giant frame. Bapu was extremely shrewd
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with his splendid and scarching intellect. Bapa is equally
shrewd with a keen horse sense in him. Neither could be
deccived nor taken in casily by anyone. Both were morc or
less of the same age together and age did not weaken the iron
will of either to scrve unccasingly. Bapu was a tremendous
worker and yet he could say of Bapa that he was cne of the
very few people in the world who could render a good account
of every minute of his life to his Maker. Both have been great
fighters for the poor and the oppressed. Both have been
stubborn and uayiclding in the work they have done for those
in suffering. Both havc believed with a burning faith in God
and His justice. Bapu worked on a more universal canvas and
pattern than Bapa. But the spirit in which they have worked
has been the same, onc of dedication to God in the service of
man. Both have held up the noble ideals of conduct in regard
to women. Both have always shown a high sense of chivalry
and understanding of women. Bapa was chosen not only as the
Secretary of the Harijan Sevak Sangh but also as the Secretary
of the Kasturba National Memorial Trust.  Both have contri-
buted greatly to the awakening of women and in their service.
Both have been pucca Banias in the care with which they have
administered public funds. The truthfulness of both have
already become legends in our country. Bapu did his work
and God took him away. Bapa is still doing his work on the
other side of eighty, under Providence. I remember Bapu
once saying that Bapa and himscif were so constituted that they
must go on working till they drop down and die. Bapu was so
made and he worked in such a way that he invited the tremen-
dous and noble end which overtook him. Bapa, on the other
hand, is so made and does his work in such a way that he will
literally go on working till age and weakness make him drop
down in harness. The end of both would be thus in the field
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of action. Both have been great exemplars of Karma Yoga in

this Karma Bhumi of ours. India can be proud of Bapa as it
will be eternally proud of Bapu. Bapu has been called the
Father of the Nation. Bapa can well be called the father of the
socially downtrodden. ‘Bapu’ and ‘Bapa’ both mean father.
How apt that is! Let all of us pray that Bapa, our greatest
constructive worker after Bapu, the world’s greatest constructive
worker, may yetlive to carry on the lamp of service for many
more years to comel Bapa has really become the greatest

Gandhian without being a Gandhian at all. Is not that a
miracle ?
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THE MAN KUMARAPPA

You will know Kumarappa best if you mecet him in
Maganvadi. That is his proper setting. He created it and has
lived in it for scventeen years now. It is a big place with many
fine treces and cool avenues, on the cdge of Wardha town.
There are quite a number of buildings, big and small, but the
housc that Kumarappa built is the smallest of them all. Itis a
one-room hut, 20 feet long and 15 fect broad, with a low roof
of country tiles. Imside, it is as tidy and pretty as can be.
There is a little verandah which is the bed room in the rainy
weather. The bed room in warm weather is the little open
space between a wooden fence and the little hut, where there is
a simple improvised wooden bedstead. The bath room, the
dressing room, the drawing room and the dining room are
all in the one room of which thc hut consists. It is a truly
multipurpose little room! The only furniture consists of
another bedstead, a small table and a stool. There is a simple
movable privy over a trench behind the hut. This is the
famous Kumarappa hut. He is fonder and prouder of this hut
than any Maharajah of his palace. He dislikes anybody intrud-
ing inside the little space enclosed by the wooden fence or the
little hut, This is his sanctum-sanctorum, where he relaxes all
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by himself. Dressed in his dhoti-jama and kurta he is an
Indian in an Indian hut all right. But it is an Indian touched
and moulded by some of the best things out of the West and it
is a hut where everything is in order and in harmony. Two or
three little framed pictures look sweet on the clean mud walls
and the Indian brass lamp, with a wick burning in vegetable
oil, adds a mystic touch to the little place. If the wind blows
out the wick, he does not mind; he will light it again or just go
0 bed. If by chance you make the mistake of walking in, to
have a word or two with him, he will get up and talk with you
and move with you to the little wicket-gate, without your
knowing it, and then quietly sce you out. That is his. famous
technique of getting rid of visitors who intrude '1r.1to his
Robinson Crusoe habitation! He is thus a genuine individualist
in hijs daily life. Some would call him a lonely wolf.

Kumarappa is well known for his cut-and-dry habits and
methods. The watch is his inseparable companion and hijs
Whole day, down to the minute detail, is regulated by it.

Uring all these seventeen years in Maganvadi he has hardly
SVer been known to miss or to be late at a function or class o
interviey. Once or twice I caught him coming a little earljer
than Decessary to a class or a meeting according to my watch
and twitted him about it saying, that ‘too early’ was as bad
35 “100 Iage He quietly asked me to correct my watch saying,
that he daily checked up his watch with the radio time at the

SOr's! Tt is a confirmed habit with him to see no onc
Wimout an appointment. More than once distinguished visitors
mcluding 2 Minister or two, could not meet him because they
had not made ap appointment and so he was engaged otherwise.
‘It ©0ce happened that there were some Very important visjtors
n MaganVadi who had an appointment with him at 93, 1.
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He waited till 9.10 and when the visitors arrived they were
told he was engaged otherwise. Even his sisters and brothers
have to conform to this habit of his. Occasionally this kind of
thing very much puts out somebody or other, but he does not
care at all. Ie himself will scrupulously observe such rules
where others are concerned. e would never take up someone
else’s time without an appointment and will be always on time.
If he did otherwisc, and was therefore unable to meet someone,
he would not mind at all. The classical story is, how he once
refused Gandhiji himself time for an important talk because
there was no appointment and he was busy with some other
work! But Gandhiji was thc one person most likely to
appreciate such a situation.

Training in accountancy has made him acquire almost a
passion for precision and brevity. He writes numerous letters
but most of them arec on cards and his longest letters hardly
come to a page of an ordinary letter paper. I have seen how
with a few pointed sentences he can answer long letters from
correspondents. Flerc he was perhaps cven one better than
Gandhiji. He has the trick of filling up every available inch of
space on a card or letterpaper by writing on the margins and
anywhere he could get a chance to scribble a few words.
It is again his training in accountancy which has sharpened his
habit of sifting facts from fiction and truth from cxaggeration.
Even while he speaks or writes with great heat of emotion he
never exaggerates, but is always precise and concise. All his
writings are thus characterised by clarity and pointedness.
That js why when he attacks he is so deadly.

Kumarappa is a person who lives at a high nervous
tension. This is so with him temperamentally. High blood
pressure, from which he has long suffered, has only accentuated
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his emotional makeup. He would flare up at one wrong word
Or gesture from anybody and then he would let himself go
without reserve. This tendency in him has made him some-
what unpopular with his friends and co-workers. But everyone
knows that there is no trace of malice in him and that when his
temper has blown out he becomes once more the very lovable
and good-humoured person that hereally is. If people are not
frightened of him, but meet him on his own level and are
Prepared to give and take, then he is a wonderful comrade and
companion in any common work. The difficulty, however, is
that most people are very sensitive and while they are willing
't? 8ive they are not prepared to take. But Kumarappa is at a|
.tlmes the man willing to give and take in any argument. That
1S why those who know him intimately value his almost ruthless
honesty and his plain-speaking. He is a good sport.

Kumarappa, even from his early boyhood, could never
tolerate any injustice or the infliction of suffering on anyone,
When any such situation confronted him he would at once gird
up his lojns for a good fight. He is first and last a fighter,
buF a fighter of good causes in a non-violent way. He gave up
€ating meq;y many years ago, though he was born and brought
YP in an Indian-Christian family in which vegetarianism coulg
10t at al] haye been very popular. Even on his visits to Europe
and Amerjca he has scrupulously adhered to his vegetarian food_
Only the other day at the Chinese Consulate-General g
Calcutta, on his way to China, he satisfied his hunger by eating
only some pickled mushrooms and vegetable salads at a dinner
;‘:;er;‘- everybody else was eating the flesh of all kinds of birds
true etiiSt:‘s. K\.Jmarappa is a whole-hogger or nothing. Thijs is
b tho his politics and his economics. He is a.m extremist in

Oth and there js no halfway house for him. His dream s of 5
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non-violent democracy, based on non-violent economics. No
one in India has written more clearly or richly on non-violent
cconomics or the economics of peace than he. If occasionally,
Kumarappa’s language becomes strong and even violent in
defence of his great dream there is little harm done.

Mr. Hallam Tennyson, a Pacifist, who served for two
years at a Friends Service village rchabilitation project, has a
good character study of Kumarappa in an article he wrote in
the ‘ Peace News ', in November 1948, entitled, ¢ The Non-
Violent Society.” Here arc some fascinating extracts :-

" J. C. Kumarappa, the Sccretary of the All India
Village Industries Association at Wardha, is one of
those men who practise what they preach. At
Cabinct meetings, English tea parties or the throne
rooms of Kings, he is dressed always in the special
cloth saving dhoti that he has made famous. His
personality, too, is every bit as unusual and as
carefully integrated with his ideals as his dress. Not
for a minute does he tolerate hypocrisy or compro-
mise with his convictions.

In his book “ The Economy of Permanence  he
describes how once a benevolent capitalist, who had
just shown him with pride over his gold mine, turned
to ask him whether he had any suggestions as to how
the welfare of the miners could be improved. “Yes,”
replied Kumarappa promptly, ‘Close down the
mine. ”’

Then there was his hostess in Delhi whom he
surprised by placing on her plate at breakfast the
cake of Tata soap that she had provided for his
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comfort and asking her solemnly how she expccted
him to wash his hands in the blood of the children of
Malabar, where the Tata coconut groves; planted to
supply fat for the manufacture of their fancy soap,
have replaced the rice fields. .

But such caustic comments make Kumarappa
few cnemies. Even as he pronounces them in that
voice of his, which can have at times such a sharp
and sarcastic edge, there is a boyish twinkle in his
eye, an engaging grin hovering over his mouth.
For in spite of his apparent pugnacity, Kumarappa,
like so many others who live and work at Sevagram,
is at peace with the world. He can afford to be.
What has a man to fear when he can meet all his own
wants, when he is no longer the bewildered, helpless
victim of a system that is Sut of harmony with the
deeper necds of his spirit? Such a man has cvery-
thing to give and nothing to reccive.”

- Only those who dedicate themselves to a cause and
the oy € selfless in such dediCatiol.l earn the right to challenge
Chaneeakening of the moral fibre in othc.:rs. In such a case the

. Dge g a ring of truth and smcent'y beyox}d all question,
thr(’uarappa is onc of the vex:y fCW in India to-day, whe
the I_gh a life of unbroken de_dlcano.n to a cause, has earneq
are ;ght 10 speak with moral authf)rlty to many of those who
Way . "%ady weakening and faltering they try to walk in the
OF o ‘Cateq by Gandhiji- Hc can ch_allengc the economics
AMybog Otation " pecquse his 1f¢ 1 withour cxploitation of
fooq Cont He does not even keep 2 Sen}'gm' He cats only the
own g thzd I the Maganvadi general dltchcn, he washes his

S and seldon asks anyone 1© €0 ny personal service
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for him. I have never yet known the head of an Institution
who so little depends on chelas or others placed under his care.
One day he came to the general kitchen a little earlier than
food time as he had to catch a train. His food was given to
him on a bench in the open air outside the community kitchen.
But there was no tumbler of water. I therefore called out to
one of the students to run and fetch a tumbler of water. He
quietly said to mec, “You arc an exploiter. If you had
brought the tumbler of water yourself, I would have accepted
it as a little act of affection. But when you shout to a student
to do the same then I am worried.” That is the high moral
sensibility of the man. That is why he challenges the whole
of modern economics as one in which the strong ride the weak.
It is Kakasaheb Kalelkar who has said of him, that if only
Kumarappa were not so full of fun and frolic and would put
on a loin cloth he would straightaway be accepted as a pucca
saint. The truth however is, he is a saint in the best sense
of the word. His whole lifc is that of a saint. But he dresses
like a common man and talks and lives like a normal man.
How can a saint be acceptable in India in a dhoti-jama and a

clean and well-stitched kurta and a Gandhi cap stuck on the
head with the proper tilt ?

Kumarappa has lived Christianity, not talked or preached
it. His two books, Practice and Precepts of Jesus and Christi-
anity — Its Economy and Way of Life, contain a matchless
plea for true Christianity in action, for the Sermon on the
Mount to be practised. Itis not the plea of an intellectual
merely. It is the plea from the heart of a dedicated life. No
wonder Gandhiji himself wrote, “I can recommend thejr
perusal to every belicver in God, be he a Christian or a follow-
er of any other religion. Itisa revolutionary view of Jesus
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as a Man of God.” A well-known Missionary Journal added,
“We trust our readers will not fail to pray that the spirit of
Christ, who led Kumarappa to write it, will bless its many
readers. To read it is a searching spiritual exercise.” 1 have
sometimes wondered what Kumarappa would have become if he
had not been trained as a Chartered Accountant and in Econo-
mics. The thought has come to me that he might well have
become a great Christian religious leader. He is fundamen-
tally a man of religion, but one whose kingdom is very much
of this earth.

Kumarappa never married and it is now safe to presume
that he will not marry at all. I once asked him how a map
like him could ever have escaped the holy state of matrimony,
He offered a curious but truthful answer : “ I wanted to earp
a four figure income before I married. When I touched that
level] Gandhiji caught me, Thereafter I had no time to get
married.”  But having lived close to Kumarappa for nearly
three years now, I can say I have hardly met a bachelor of hjg
Character and position with so little of regret that he never
married. He has often struck me as a true brahmachari. His
bmhmacharya sits on him without any strain or affectation,
That, 1 think, is perhaps the greatest tribute that can be paid
o his character. There is nothing sour or bitter about hjs
brahmacharya. He is a happy-hearted brahmachari who
thoroughjy enjoys the company of women. He will slap them
o0 their backs and pull their cars and blossom forth into
brilliant conversation and repartee in their company. He js
Always fy)] of gentleness and chivalry in his dealings with
Women, though he can always crack a joke or two at thejr
cXpense. T haye heard the story of how he was once travelling
Yvnh d Woman friend, who occupied a different compartment
In the train. He would jump down at every station and race
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to her carriage to enquire if she wanted anything and wait
till the train sent up its whistle to race back to his own
compartment. He spoke the truth when he said that he could
get no time to be marricd. He has built up a life of busy
work around himself and wherever he is he plunges into his
work. It is however very interesting to watch him in
Maganvadi. He would go the round of the place regularly
from time to time noticing everything. One day, as he was
entering the paper department, he saw a dark finger impression
on the soft mud wall. He noticed it at once and erased it
neatly before he went in. There is not a stone or plant in
Maganvadi which he does not know; and he is very jealous of
Maganvadi. I have, therefore, sometimes told him that it is
humbug to say that he has not married because he is married to
Maganvadi!

There is another well-known joke of Kakasaheb Kalelkar.
He has said, “If only Kumarappa knew his Hindi half as well
as his English he would have long ago set the country on fire.”
He is a reckless revolutionary, though a non-violent one. As
the years pass and as the situation in India is increasingly
becoming a challenge to all constructive workers, Kumarappa
will certainly combine the role of saint and revolutionary more
and more authentically. His renunciation of Maganvadi and
his new work in Seldoh is the symbol of what is yet to
come from him. He is himself thus a challenge to all those
who would take up today the new Cross and follow Gandhi.
It is of profound significance that it is a Western-trained eco-
nomist, an Indian-Christian and a follower of Gandhi, who
has today become the challenge and the symbol of what might
yet be in the India of Gandhi.
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NEHRU IS NOT DEAD

The storm of anguish that swept India has hardly sub-
sided. We can still hear the sighs and sobs of the people.
Competent international observers have testified that there is
not in recorded history another instance of more milliong of
people congregating together in such profound sorrow as they
witnessed on the occasion of the passing of Jawaharlal Nehry.
The human scenes witnessed in Delhi and on the banks of the
Ganga ip Allahabad were indescribable. The love of the
millions for Nehru rose and flowed in a high tide bigger than
any flood of Ganga herself through uncounted centuries.

The man who left us in the body was a giant of the
history of Indja and of the world. Into him had converged gq
many of the deep and significant currents and impulses of our
time that ¢ is almost impossible to classify his personality of
his achievements, He was an Indian deep down in him and
¥et he had become the symbol of all that was truly great ang
dynamic i the modern world. Drawing his emotional anq
Spiritual nourishment from the past and present of India he
OQened his heart and head wide to absorb every challenge of
SCIENCe and of the human intellect fully and fearlessly, pe
loved every particle of the dust and soil of India and in face
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willed away the ashes of his own cremated body to be given
back to that dust and soil. He served India with unsurpassed
passion and devotion and yet his goal was the whole of man-
kind living in peace, freedom, prosperity and happiness. He
lived close to Gandhi and was one of Gandhi’s most disciplin-
ed soldiers even while differences sometimes came between
them. Nehru thus kept his discipline and his distinction
cqually inviolate. Anyone else might have been overshadowed
by the colossal image of Gandhi. Mahatma Gandhi once said
that no teacher would be worth the name who did not produce
at least one student greater than himself. This reminds us of
Buddha and Asoka, Christ and St Paul and Ramakrishna and
Vivekananda. One wonders if Gandhi and Nehru cannot be
added to this list. Ordinarily, immortality in history has
largely belonged to the founders and prophets of religions who
have continued to live in the minds and lives of innumerable
millions of devotees from century to century. We too today
can look back upon the chapter of our present history in which
the image of Nehru stands radiantly close to that of Gandhi
and can wonder how such things can happen again in our own
lifetime.

But our sorrow must no longer cloud our minds. Nehru
himself more than 16 years ago set us the example. That was
when the bullets of an assassin took away Gandhi from us.
No one was then more orphaned than Nehru. Even when
choked with sorrow, he never once allowed his courage to
dwindle. He called upon the people in clear and resonant
voice to stop weeping and stumbling. Everyone was to stand
erect and get back to work. All must bend their energies to
carry forward the heritage of Gandhi to make a greater India
and a greater world. Nehru wanted the people to pluck renewed

35



Thoughts and Talks

courage and strength from the depth of pain and loss. We too
now must look upon the passing of Nehru to regain renewed
fearlessness and determination to carry forward the torch he
has left behind. The way ahead is very hard and difficult, but
there is inspiration for us in the thought that the heroic feet of
Gandhi and Nehru have already pressed forward along the same

way. India still remains unmade and the world still remains
on the brink of peril.

The question till now was, “Who after Nehru?”’ The more
important question now is, “What after Nehru?” The earlier
question has now been answered with dignity and discipline by
the Indian Nation. It now remains for us to see how the
Republic of India will handle the heritage of Nchru. Let there be
no mistake about it, it is a tremendous heritage. It is not wholly
identical with the Gandhi heritage. There are two thoughts
on this subject at this point. In a truly basic sense Nehru was
along with Acharya Vinoba the greatest Gandhian of ajj,
While most Gandhians in their hearts have had their differences
With Gandhi, they successfully hid these from the world, but
Nehru never rap away from his own differences with the
Master, Many people take the name of Gandhi because it suits
them, We have had in recent years heart-breaking instances of
this phenomenon, Let us remember, however, that Gandh;
Was never static and that he responded to new challenges ang
situations jp astonishingly new ways. He was the most resilieny
of the world’s prophets.  So was Nehru among world leades.
He Was 1o devqtee of verbal definitions. His socialism for
10Stance remajng up-to-date, undefined and indefinable ang yet
there can be no doubt it was socialism. We recall how Gandp;j
refused tq define Swaraj saying that the concept of Swaraj
would grow apg change with advancing times.
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At the centre of the Nehru heritage is a new and dynamic
concept of secularism in this most religious-ridden country of
the world. Religion in India has taken us sometimes to
Himalayan heights and equally often pushed us into the deepest
depths of superstition and degradation. Examples of this lie
scattered in our history, past and present. It has become
necessary to rescue religion from itself in our country. Nehru’s
secularism offers the corrective and points to the way forward.
It enshrines a new humanism which has the spirituality to be
found in any religion. This secularism embodies equal justice
to every man and woman and offers them the equal opportunity
to live in freedom, prosperity and happiness. All differences
of community, caste, creed and class crumble before the
advance of such secularism. Secularism is not materialism.
Materialism can become heartless. This secularism is humanism
at its best and can, therefore, never become heartless or ruthless.
So long as India remains firmly loyal to the Nehru concept and
practises secularism, every community in this country will feel
sccure and free within the Republic of India. It is thus the
foundation of our unity of nationhood. Without it the Republic
will be shattered. It is the unity binding millions of people
together in their planned and scientific endeavour to make for
themselves a life of freedom, justice, equality and happiness.
As against the resurgent divisive religious and communal forces
it is this sense of secular unity that we must nourish with all
the strength in us. Nehru’s secularism is also the guarantee
of goodwill to every religious community as long as they
function for the true welfare of the people and for the unity and
integrity of the Republic.

Next only in importance is the reconciliation of democracy
and socialism. Democracy without socialism tends to become
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oligarchical and fascist. Socialism without democracy tends
towards communist dictatorship.  Democratic socialism is the
only guarantee that democracy and socialism will both survive
and prosper. Nehru represented the decpest conviction and
the clearest comprehension concerning the value and validity of
democratic socialism in the modern age. Lect us, therefore,
defend democratic socialism with all our might as we face the
future without Nehru in India.

Nehru stood unflinchingly for world peace. He was
inflexible in his idea that wars can solve no problems. He
Wanted a world without war. President Johnson was absolutely
correct when he said that the best memorial to Nehru would be
3 world without war. Twice at least Nehru helped to pull the
world back from the brink of a third world war which would
inevitably haye become a war of human extinction. ¥e stood

like a rock apainst any nation COMMitling aggression against
any other,

There is ng question that Nehru took India along the road
of industrialisation in the full modern sense. In this he
cerainly differed from Gandhi. Not that Gandhi would or
€ould have prevented industrialisation. Gandhi lived and

NCtioned in apn India which was as highly industrialised as
3 then possible for the country. After Gandhi any othey
Prime Minister of India would also have industrialised Indja,
\l:;lt @ Gandhian Prime Minister entirely working in a Gandhjan
. 3; m_lght also have built up the balances a}nd checks,necessary
thanvmd the evils of a new industrial society more .eﬁ'ectively
not ehru could or did. But this is pure speculation and of

MUeh valye in the present context.
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Let us also never forget that under Nehru’s inspiration
and guidance India has already broken new ground in so many
dircctions of social and cconomic development, including the
work of the Khadi and Village Industriecs Commission, that
anyonec who in the future wishes to advance along any new path
will find that it is already open and that other feet have trodden
on it in advance. This magnificent and many-sided endeavour
of integrated nation-building is perhaps the crown of the Nehru
leritage.

We have thus this manifold legacy from Nehru, much of
which camc from Gandhi himsclf. But with Gandhi these
ijssucs were embedded in the impulses and motivations of man
seceking God. Nehru’s allegiance to them arose from man
seeking man in the highest companionship and broadest
comradeship of earthly life. The two attitudes were essentially
complimentary,

It is now for us 1o take up the great heritage from Nehru
and amend or modify it in accordance with our own convictions
and needs and then march forward with unclouded minds and
fearlcss hearts to our own great destiny within the equally great
destiny of mankind. And when we do so, we shall discover that
Nehru is not dead, but keeping pace with us, at the top of the
column, as we march on.
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THE MAN RAJAIJI

Rajaji’s i e. This is no surprise. In
;)ur Ming :jztjkil ib;u::li?i l:st}iznllaills. He has been with us
rou., AWn of o ory in public life. In fact, many of
Us in outh o l:mem 15; education in public life under
him,_ e is nowlah egan :old man of India in every sense of
the Word i the gr-‘;nl the oldest leader who stood with
i(;andhiji in the stvel’y lll ; i’ freedom. But he was there even
Couih Dre~Gandh?;g]g :ra, slight, nimble, clc?ar-heﬁd.ed a::
befojgeous, ¢ had made a name in law and in po 1t1ciae\c/“d
Hot II? “dhijj 4ppeared on the scene. The Ganfihlanh?ch his
astDn'akoe im, It simply gave him the opportunity w the cal
of Glshlu 8enjyg required for its blossoming. Wh;n'ujanﬂ
It wa:nd ijj “ame he responded instinctively and lr\:i ahade{;
Desai though he was waiting for it. It was the late .
v to Rajaji and brought
first lost his heart and hlcalii's dying day, Mahadey

sea : 1

e Nl b L
o8, feaﬂessness and clear r_hil.lklﬂg- Ther:’:r;sr nolndian
D the sharpest intellect 10 contemp thy's he is
utterly . P°°Dle think Rajaji is subtle. The truth i e
Or 5 rap."“Dle. ¢ is g5 simple as 3 needle or a razor bla

¢ has the quick quality of recognising reality.
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No maya can deceive him. Every kind of maya disappears
before his insight like the mist before the sun. The man is
yet to be born who can deccive Rajaji. Gandhiji trusted

people and sometimes paid hecavily for it. Rajaji never took

anybody on trust. He checked up everyone’s credentials

simply and fully. He accepted nothing without proof. His
mind always took the straight-line movement. You know a
straight line is the shortest length between two points.
Between the two points of knowing and trusting, Rajaji always
drew this straight line. No personal affection or prejudices
would deflect this straight linc of approach. As a result, no
one has unmasked more humbugs and charlatans in our public
life than Rajaji. His objectivity is without reservation and
therefore his judgment has always been unerring. I remember
an old joke. Rajaji was accompanying once upon a time a
Congress V. I. P. in his tour in the South. Crowds of people
came to cheer the lecaders at many railway stations and the
V. 1. P. thoroughly enjoyed this adulation. But this happened
late at nights also and the V. I. P. was annoycd because his
sleep was interrupted. Rajaji put on a disarming smile and
said, “ What we were willing to enjoy in the daytime, we
cannot reject at night!”’

Gandhiji in his quest of human beings discovered Rajaji
and  quickly grew to love and trust him. Gandhiji trusteq
him to the very end even when Rajaji disagreed with him and
even sometimes parted company with him. Rajaji was ng
yes-man to Gandhiji. No other leader of India has haq
so much courage to differ from Gandhiji on important occasiong
as Rajaji. At this point there is a resemblance between Rajaji
and Pandit Nehru, Pandit Nehru was also never a yes.map

to Gandhiji or to anybody elsc. He too on occasions broke
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away from Gandhiji. But Gandhiji’s greatness was such that
both came back to him again and again. Today Pandit Nchru
IS at the height of his glory and influence, while Rajaji has
turned very sharply against the Congress, which he so much
helped to build, and is now leading thc opposition against
Nehru. And yet curiously, both Nchru and Rajaji quote
Gandhiji and try 1o follow in Gandhiji’s footsteps. Politics
i? an astounding spectacle. There was a time when people
like Acharya Kripalani and Jayaprakash Narayan could not
¢ven bear the name of Rajaji. But Acharya Kripalani and
Rajaji are now very closc to each other and Jayaprakash
Narayan jg one of Rajaji’s ardent admirers. He once said
that it g Rajaji more than any other man who helped in
breaking the pall of fear hanging over the minds of people. He
was referring to the fear of the people for Congressmen who

are in authority all over India.

_ Why has Rajaji broken away from the Congress and turned
qgainst ity ¢ is certainly not that Rajaji has no more any
Reed fop Gandhian and even many of the Congress ideals and
Pr0grammes‘ His analysis appears to be that the Congress has
Doy become a hotbed of charlatans who have climbed into the
sez.ns °f power by the pure jugglery of the party machine. He

Inkg that talerit and character are at a discount and the clever
anipulamr of the party machinc now rides the Congress horse.
€ algg Strongly ‘suspects that many of the things the Congress
Party ang Goveinment are doing, are calculated to open
th; ‘::y for the Communists to come in and c;'apture power in
s i hFry_ This analysis may be wrong or right buF I guess
over 1S analysis, He therefore doe.s not wiafnt to tolerate a
and i ®0t which interferes too much in the life of the peoplc
Programmes of economic development.  One thing
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is beyond any question; Rajaji cannot be dismissed with a lofty
wave of the hand by anyone in this country nor through the
subtlc propaganda that he is simply paying off scores against
somebody. Rajaji is too great a man and his own credentials
are such that he must be heard and whatever challenges come
from him must be met without anger or churlishness or abuse,
He is today thc biggest prophylactic force in our public life,
We must reckon with him onc way or the other.

Therc arc some people who think that Rajaji is all head
and no heart. How little people know him! Behind his mask
of scrutiny, his relentless logic and analysis, he keeps hidden
wonderful loyalty to his friends, genuinc compassion for the
poor ard the urnder deg and a ready appreciation of whatever
good there is in any man, woman or group. He dislikes to be
called a revolutionary but no man who has held the high offices
he has often hcld has initiated and carried through more revg-
jutionary programmes than he. It was he who for the first time
in India served noticc on thc management of one of the
biggest mills declaring that a lock-out will be considereq
illegal. It was he again who introduced for the first time,
State-wide prohibition in this country. He was the Chief
Minister who protected the daring caste Hindus who took
Harijans into the Madurai temple and theredfter swiftly bmught
Temple-Entry legislation covering the whole of the Madrag
State. Anyone who mistakes Rajaji for a conservative will be
a very silly person. Like Gandhiji he was neither conservatiye
nor carried away by ideas. He has been a realist apq his
realism is nearer revolution than the liberalism or the big
ideas of many other people.

Rajaji’s name will remain imperishable in our histo

. . r
as a Tamil writer and savant. His spoken and written Ta y

mij}

.
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is matchless. He has the genius of clothing the most difficult
ideas in the simplest words. He is a supreme artist of letters.
As a conversationalist he is matchless. As a thinker he always
penetrates to the heart of a problem. His moral courage is
unsurpassed. He knows the common people of our country
as perhaps no other man and he has, on occasions, showed how
much he is willing to trust them. It was because he trusted
people that he lifted food controls for the first time after the
Second World War., While braver men were quaking and
hesitating, he acted, trusting the people and his trust was fully
rewarded. To see him in his quict, simple room on the first
floor of his humble abode in Thyagarayanagar and to converse
with him even for a few minutes becomes an unforgettable
experience and a piece of cducation for anyone. His wit and
humour can startle anybody. He is a very human person,

It is a pity that Rajaji and Pandit Nehru have parted
company. Perhaps this was inevitable. Pandit Nehru js
something like the mighty engine of a ship which is about to
steam out of the harbour. When that ship however is out on
the wide ocean and a tempest arises and the wild waves lash
against the ship threatening to sink it, Rajaji is the compass
and the anchor at the same time preventing shipwreck. I
hope this is not a fantastic idea of these two personalities. Tt
would have been tremendously good if Rajaji and Pandit Nehru
could have worked together. But let us not weep they have
fallen apart. Both Jove India passionately and bravely. Both
are working on their own lines for the good of India. May be,
€ven without our realising it, they are complementing each
(.)ther. I once remember Gurudev Tagore telling us, students
in the Visva-bharati, The great men of the world will
always constipyre 5 happy joint family; it is their followers
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who kick up all the dust of controversy.” Let us not be such
followers.

And finally, let every good man and true, every person
whose memory is not dead and whose mind is sincere for the
good of India, declare unhesitatingly on Rajaji’s 86th birthday
that he is today India’s oldest and most precious human
possession and that this country is proud of him and wish him
well. At 86, this young old man is moving about this country
and making his voice heard as no other person in opposition
to the ruling party. It is an amazing phenomenon. Let us
pray Wwith one voice that God may give Rajaji many more
years of physical strength and mental vigour for the sake of
India and the larger causes of the well-being of humanity.
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SRI SIVAGNANA GRAMANI

Sri Sivagnana Gramani is one of the most remarkablec
figures in our public life. These arc days when politics mean
only elections and the scramble for power. There is hardly
any other politics in our country at the present time. This
is complete perversion of politics. In other countrics there
are innumerable aspects of political life in which thinking pcoplc
get much scope for discussion, debate and cven for practical
work for the benefit of the community. All real politics is
reputedly an educational process. Politics may well be defined
as public education in public affairs. Sri Sivagnana Gramani
is one of the very few in our country to whom politics is more
education than competition in clections and in the grabbing of
Power. He has made for himself a name in politics outside
the politics of elections and advertisements.

. I must not claim to know Sri Gramani intimately. I have
known him only from a distance. I have heard him occasio-
Dally. T have, however, often come to know the power of his
Influence jn Tamilnad and particularly among young people.
Most of oyr politicians are only politicians and nothing else.
Very few of them can lay a claim to the life of the intellect and
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culture. Sri Sivagnana Gramani is one of them. He would
make an ideal Vice-Chancellor of a truly National University.

Sri Gramani has not sold his soul to any political party.
He may have his sympathies for some party or other, but he is
cssentially above political parties. Some would say this is his
strength and somc that this is his weakness. I would certainly
say this is his strength.  From his position of detachment he
can challenge cvery party to stand for national unity, inte-
gration and integrity. This is what he is doing. May God
bless him and make him stronger to continue to play this role.
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THE BA IN MY HEART
(A TRIBUTE TO KASTURBA GANDHI)

Some 35 years have rolled by since I met Ba for the first
time, And yet my memories of her are as clf:ar as daylight.
When I close my eyes and recall her to my mm.d W?]at is the
vision that comes to me? Not only the physical image but
the menta] one are both equally vivid. Physically it is a yjtal
and vibrant spark of humanity, small in size, quick-footed, big
and kindly-eyed, 2 round soft face, the voice c.lear and firm.
The menta] picture is one of gentleness and inflexibility, a
Tare combination. Ba comes back as a strong, brave woman
Symbolising the truth, whetﬁer in “.’ord or deed and challcnging
everybody to be equal to It. Thls.fm,l picture of the great
and beloved woman can brifg inspiration to each one of ys
S we take our place humbly in the long and interminable queue
Still marching in the foOtSteps of the Master. She Was nejther
educated, nor an intellectual, flor a'genius, nor specially gified
in any way and yet succeeded ,m raising herself and others yiipy
her to the heights of @ woman’s glory. Unlettered, she becgme
Wise; timid, she became valiant; humble, she became great
JUst becayse she saw the truth and then held onto it with gl

e heart gng strength- She became thus the symbol of what
®Yery woman cqn become, the least among them.
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A Wonderful Nurse to Bapu

I first met Ba during Bapu’s Hindu-Muslim-Unity Fast
in Delhi in 1924. My professor, the late C. F. Andrews, had
taken me with him to help him as he was playing the role of
“Chowkidar” at the door of the fasting Mahatma. They were
days of cxtreme anxicty and agony for Ba. I had the privilege
of cooking for her or taking the food to her from time to time.
I did so with awe and rcverence. But Ba put me at my ease
with her kind words and looks. She lived practically on fruits
and milk during those days except for wheat rusks which she
sometimes broke into her milk. Suddenly she would look up
and say a word or two about Bapu’s health as he lay fasting
and then the tears would come to her eyes. She was a wonder-
ful nurse to Bapu in his physical weakness arising from the
fast. My heart went out to Ba as she endured her agony with-
out a murmur. When Bapu broke his fast at last Ba was
smiling and shedding tears at the same time, and how every-
one went and congratulated her on the occasion! Bapu took up
the fiery cross again and again in his life for a cause. But Ba took
up her cross simply to share in Bapu’s sorrows and penance.
No one can say who bore the greater burden, the great Field
Marshal of non-violence as he led his people in one peaceful
revolution after another and living in a continuous blaze of
publicity, or the meek and indomitable woman who lived in the
shadows and wept in silence. I have an idea that Ba bore
greater burdens throughout her life than Bapu and that, without

a murmur.

The Hard ‘Taskmaster

I spent the whole of 1925 as a member of Ba’s community
kitchen in the Satyagraha Ashram in Sabarmati. The house

49



Thoughts and Talks

was Bapu’s, but his writ did not run in the kitchen. It was
Ba who ruled it. There were some 20 Ashramites eating in
her kitchen including some grandchildren. It was mostly a
crowd of people from different parts of India. There was a
Telugu doctor who swallowed chillies in secret and one or two
others who slipped away occasionally to eat other food in the
Ahmedabad city. But Ba ruled the kitchen with a measure of
stern discipline and a larger measure of maternal love. We were
three or four of us helping Ba in cooking and serving. She
was 2 hard taskmaster, particularly to herself. It was not as
though Ba was simply supervising the little community kitchen.
How many of us are not merely supervisors these days? But
she cooked and cleaned and swept and served like the rest
of us working with her. She demanded punctuality,
scrupulous cleanliness, good manners and participation in some
work or other from cevery one cating in her kitchen. She
worked with them and they saw her work and so everybody
worked. Ours was thus a happy little kitchen community.

But it had its own problems. And the biggest problem
was that of guests arriving without prior notice to see Bapu,
The lunch would be over and everything washed up and put
away and Ba would be resting and we, her cooking assistants,
would be in different parts of the Ashram doing other work and
then suddenly some guests would arrive. I distinctly remember
the day when Pandit Motilal Nehru arrived with a number of
friends unexpectedly one afternoon after lunch was over.
Lunch had to be prepared again. Bapu did not call for Ba
who was lying down for her short afternoon nap. He called
me and asked me to call also one of the others who was then
on the kitchen staff. He asked us to start the cooking and
let Ba know only when she woke up from her nap. Byt Ba
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heard the noiscs in the kitchen and woke up earlier and found
out what was going on. Shc then went straight to Bapu
asking why she was not called and if Bapu thought she was
such a lazy old person! Bapu apologised diplomatically. Back
in the kitchen Ba asked me why I had not called her earlier and I
took shelter under Bapu’s words. Ba’s English was always
very pleasant to hear and what she said on the present occasion
was particularly nice. She said, “Bapu call you. Why you
not call me? Why you open kitchen without permission?”
I apologised humbly. The next moment Ba made herself
busy and Motilalji and his friends were served a splendid
hot lunch in record time. When Motilalji complimented her
she beamed with delight.

My Special Education Under Ba

I have had my education in morc than onc place and
under a few great Gurus. But my education under Ba stands
out as something very special. My daily routine under Ba
had in it the genuine elements of Basic Education long before
Bapu expounded Nai Talim. 1 said my Namaste to Ba at
4-30 a. m. at the door of the little community kitchen every
day. If I was late by a minute she would say, “ Why you late,
go hurry and bring milk?”>’ That meant I had to run with
three big pots to Ashram dairy without another word and
bring back the morning supply of milk. Two pots would be
cow’s milk and the third small pot would contain Bapu’s goat-
milk. Then I would light two coal stoves and boil the milk.
Ba would be watching and herself busy preparing part of the
breakfast. Breakfast was served at 6-30 a. m. and Ba was
a great one for insisting on everybody eating a good breakfast.

-
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She would particularly insist that no one shirked eating a piece
of red gur with the cold Chapaties lcft over from the previous
- evening. White sugar was taboo. If she saw anyonc reject-
ing the gur she would come up quickly and sec that the
delinquent swallowed it without further ado. She had the
good-bad habit of the Indian mother forcing more food upon
the children. Lunch time and a couple of hours before would
be full of work and bustle in the kitchen. Fires would be
burning, vegetables boiling, Chapaties rolling with Ba presiding
at the very centre of the picture. With what speed she could
roll the Chapaties, roast them over the live coal and then toss
them on to a plate for smearing Ghee on them! Ba’s Kadhi
(Curry) was a favourite item with all of us. Ba gave some Work
or other to every member of the kitchen community to do.
The evening meal was another occasion for quick work and
then cleaning up. Ba always took her food after the others had
finished and it was her particular delight to make her assistants
sit down with her and ply them with food. If you did not eat
well her quick question would come, “You not well? Why
you mot eating well>” She had no respect for weak stomachs
though she would be very sympathetic. She. would take
motherly care if any was ill. But she always looked happy
when someone sitting with her ate a good meal. I have
already mentioned her fondness for coffee and I won ‘my first
spurs with her by making good South Indian Coffec for her.
She did not fully approve of Bapu coming into the kitchen and
meddling with food arrangements. She would herself prepare
Bapu’s own food with meticulous care, but that was another

matter. Bapu knew Ba’s mind very well and seldom put his
foot into the kitchen.

What 1 learnt under Ba in that little kitchen at the
Satyagraha Ashram were lessons in strict punctuality, spotless
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cleanliness, unfailing good conduct, cooperativeness and strict
obedience to rules. These lessons have helped me considerably
throughout my life. Years later I was a prisoner at the Central
Jail in Vellore. Rajaji once came to see me in my cell from
another part of thc same prison where he was in the A class.
I was in the B class. He paused at the door of my cell and
hesitated to come in and said, “Your cell is so spotlessly clean,
I do not want to come in and bring any mud or sand into it.”
He was being cynical and friendly at the same time. I told
him, I learnt this from Ba”, and then I related how Ba would
not tolerate one dirty spot or speck in her kitchen. Ba never
tolerated any unnecessary argument. All work was a duty and
no one should argue about duties to be performed. Her whole
life was one long saga of duties performed without arguments
and without hesitation.

A Radiant Legacy

Later my niece Saraswathy married Ba’s grandson Kantilal.
It was an inter-caste and inter-provincial marriage. She never
raised any objection. She had completely given up caste and
caste distinctions. I remember Bapu telling me that it pleased
him very much that Ba never said a word against the marriage
proposal just because it was inter-caste. From the earlier days
when Ba had not given up caste, it was a long journey in her
pilgrimage with Bapu when she at last gave up caste altogether.

When Ba passed away as a prisoner of the British Govern-
ment on the 22nd February, 1944 I was the working Editor of
the “Indian Express” in Madras and wrote a leading article
cntitled “The Moving Finger Writes® which enraged the then
Governor of Madras so much that he threatened to smash the
paper. My article attacked Lord Wavell who was the then
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Viceroy of India characterising him as a moral coward afraid
of releasing an ailing old woman on the point of death from
the prison into which he had cast her. I wrote that an Empirce
afraid of a Ba was a doomed Empire.

Bapu left his indelible imprint on the history of India and
the world. But inside that imprint and at its very heart will
remain the image of Ba. Bapu and Ba were inscparable, cach
strengthened the other. Each was completed by the other.
One without the other would not have reached the heights to

Whi_Ch both climbed up at last, leaving a radiant legacy for
India and the world.
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PART TWO

RECALLING
TAGORE AND GANDHI

(Talks given to students in Gandhigram)






TAGORE ; THE BACKGROUND

Let mc today tcll the story of Rabindranath Tagore, his
life, his work and, abovc all, his poctry, to my students in
Gandhigram. ] have now and then spoken about Rabindranath
Tagore here.  We celebrate every year the Tagore-Day and if
I am herc on that day, I talk of Tagore. But I did not get till
now an opportunity to give a fuller story of Gurudev Tagore, a
story which I can give you not from any book but out of the
pages of my own life.

I was 18 years of age when I broke away from the tradi-
tional educational system and went to Santmlketan Those
were the times when the Poet himself lived in ‘Santiniketan
and, what was more, took classes for his students. There werc.
other great namcs associated with Rabindranath Tagore during
those glorious days of Santiniketan. Onc great name was that-
of the late C. F. Andrews. I do not know how many in this
gencration, pariicularly younger people, remember or know
about C. F. Andrews. Mabatma Gandhi interpreted his initials
“C. F. A as “Christ’s Faithful Apostle” and it has been saiq
by more than one careful student of India’s present history that
Andrews was probably the noblest Englishman who eyer came
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out of England to scrve India. It has also been said that so
long as the memory of C. F. Andrews lives in the mind of
India, India and England will be friends. The President of the
Indian Republic said the other day in Tokyo that India and
England had become better friends after our country had
attained freedom. We fought England long for our frcedom.
But after freedom came, Indiaand England became good friends
and today in international politics and culture, therc arc no
two countries closer to each other than these two countries.
We can look back and say to ourselves that C. F. Andrews

was one of those who forged this link of friendship between
India and England.

C. F. Andrews was my English Professor in Santini-
ketan. I remember the thrill with which I first reached
Santiniketan. My elder brother and I got down at the Bolpur
Railway station, 5 or 6 miles away. There was an old bus
which carried us from Bolpur to Santiniketan. As thc bus
neared Santiniketan, I said to mysclf, ¢ Here is the place
which after long desire and seeking, I am approaching. What
kind of a place will it be 2 Then the bus turned in at the
main gateway. I found avenues of trecs and long dormitorics
hidden- under the shade. It was a beautiful place with the
horizon stretching away in a downward slope to the distant
landscape. The picture, as I saw it first, is a picture which I
have never forgotten. I also remember my first sight of Poct
Rabindranath Tagore. My brother and I had our bath and
our lunch and somebody said to us that at 3 O’clock the Poet
would give us a few minutes. Many minutes before 3 p. m.
we got ready. My brother was then going to compete for his
LC.S. and he was a bit of a boss already. He dressed up in
pucca European style but | had already become a simple
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Khadiwala and so 1 retained my dhoti and kurta. Each one
performed his toilet with great care saying we were going to
sce the great poct of India!

As we walked up, we saw a beautiful mud hut. Now a
mud hut carries no meaning as I mention it in words to you.
A mud hut would at once mean something ugly. But the
first sight I had of this little hut gave me a thrill again. On
the thick wall were beautiful figures moulded by the fingers of
the artists of Santiniketan, and as one came near the door,
there was a beautiful entrance to the hut.  In the centre was
a room with windows open to all four sides. Other rooms
were tucked away not to obstruct the views from these windows.

There was no one in this room. This gave us a breathing
moment. We werc waiting to see the Poet, cager and even
somewhat anxious, and then suddenly, the door curtain of a
room opened and he walked in. One of the professors of
Santiniketan who had come with us introduced us to the Poet.
I gazed at the Poet in wonder. It has been said and said with
truth, that God and the angels must have conspired in Heaven
to produce a man of unsurpassed beauty of features and bearing.
They must have said, “We shall send out to the world now a
man who would be the most godly-looking.”

Many people have compared Rabindranath Tagore to the
traditional picture of Jesus Christ.  As I looked at the man,
standing framed against the afternoon light that came stream-
ing in from the windows, I was lost in admiration. It was a
tall, majestic figure and robed in a peculiar style. I had never
seen that style before; long flowing robes from neck to foot, in
two or three folds. If God and the angels had conspired to
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make him one of the handsomest of men, some tailor must have
conspired again to make beautiful clothes which fitted him so
well. The Poet must, in those days, have been particular of
his hair—how his long and beautifully combed silver hair fell in
locks over both sides of his noble head. And then the mighty
brow—how a head could have so much space for the forehead, is
still a mystery to me. There was the dome of this brow and
over it, like a crown of snow, was the white hair tumbling
down and below was the majestic aquiline nose. It was not a

round face, but a long oval face. And then like the silver hair,

the silver beard. The great dark cyes looked at you and there
was deep graciousness in those eyes. He came forward and
shook hands. He sat in a cane chair and we took two other
cane chairs nearby. He was talking more to my brother than

to me. The Poet then turned to me and asked, “What subjects

are you taking in Visva-bharati?”’ I had not made up my mind.

But I had to tell him something. 1 blurted out, ¢Literature,

Sociology and Philosophy, Sir.” “That will make a good

c°fnbinati°11>” was his encouraging comment. In a few

mlfll'ltes the interview was over because there were many others

waiting.  So we stood up, bowed to him and came out. This

first impression was that of a noble, gracious and great per-

son:ality. But that impression was not complete at all because

I did not then know the heart and the intellect of the Poet. It

took a long time to get to know him more fully.

Ina day or two, I joined Santiniketan. Let me now tell

YO}E Something of the background of Santiniketan against
:‘;anc(ilh}i’:\llifhave to sce the personality of the Poet and under-
his own e ":101;:1:, thought and poetry. Every great man has
Gandhj IS’CC‘ 'ackground, .It is the same with Mahatma
* SUpposing you met him in New Delhi or Bombay or
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Calcutta, you might understand something about him. But if
you went to Sevagram and saw him in the setting which his
genius had made for himself, then it would be a different
Gandhi that you see, a Gandhi in the framework in which he
reveals himself spontancously. Take even an ordinary painting.
An artist paints the picture of somebody. It is there on the
canvas—good enough—but when the painter takes that canvas,
finds out the frame in which it must be set, puts the frame
round it and gives all the finishing touches and raises it to the
proper height on the wall and you look at it, then that picture
becomes far more real. If this is true of a painted picture how
much more true it is in the understanding of a great personality !
If you want to understand fully the personality of Tagore,
nothing would be better than to see him in the setting of
Santiniketan.

Now what kind of place was Santiniketan? The most
curious thing about the place is that, if we take it by itself and
keep it separate from its surroundings and ideas, and then look
at it, few of us would admit that it is a specially beautiful place.
Our Gandhigram in the enclave of the blue Sirumalai hills, is
more beautiful than Santiniketan. Yet if you walked into the
Santiniketan campus and moved about, saw everything, you
will have a sense of breath-taking beauty about what you see.
How does this magic work? It is situated on a gently raised
level of land. When you stand in Santiniketan and look
towards the four sides, you see vast stretches of landscape in
front of you, rolling away slowly down to the distant horizon.
There is just a trace of a hill far away but no trace of the sea
anywhere which always adds beauty in a landscape nor even a
river nearby, But inside Santiniketan are majestic avenues of
trees and lovely paths run under their shade. The buildings
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fit into the environment without a strain. There is a mango
grove, where all the important functions are held. The most
distinguished visitors are received in the mango grove. All the
great occasions of the year are celebrated in it. This grove
plays a vital part in the Santiniketan tradition. I rcmember
how Mahatma Gandhi himself was received in the mango
grove.

The whole place is full of trecs and buildings look only
secondary. Most classes are held in the mango grove and
under the shade of trees in the open air. Only when the sun is
very hot or when the rains come will students and teachers go
into the class rooms or sit in the verandahs. At night pcople
studied and slept in their rooms, but much of life during the
day was lived in the open air. This is very much changed now.
Santiniketan is now one of the Chartered Universities of the
Government of India and many big buildings have come up
and a part at least of the old beauty is gone. But I am talking
of the year 1922, when I first went there.

Let us now take a look into the life at Santiniketan. My
brother and I went to have our bath at the well. It was a big
well reached through an archway. Then came a circular
enclosure around the well.  As we went in, we saw an elderly
::1 iasceﬁc-looking person taking his bath. My brother turned
this r:&and enquired, “Is it possible to sce the Poet sometime
g erinoon ?”  The man smiled and said, “If you are put-
Managzr il the Guest House, you must tell the Guest House
brother g; ; flix up an .intervicw with the Poet.” My tal.kativc
said, 1 py :1 1 the talking with this person and at one point 1'1c
the Visva-bhe br.ought my younger brother to be admitted in

aratl. 1 would also like to meet the Principal of
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the Visva-bharati sometime. Do you know where he lives ?”
This person at once pointed to a small thatched hut and said,
“You sce, there under the mango tree, that hut. That is where
the Principal lives.” Later after our interview with the Poet,
we discovered this little hut and walked in. There in the
verandah, on the floor, was sitting this same man who was with
us at the bathing place. My brother went up to him and said,
“You told mc the Principal lived here. Will you please tell
him that we would like to mect him?” Then the man smiled
and quietly replied, “Pleasc sit down. You are talking to the
Principal.” My brother got a shock and we sat down on a mat
on the floor. My brother said, “I am very sorry. I didn’t
know you were«the Principal.” His reply was, “Why should
you be sorry? There is nothing to be sorry about; you did
not know me.” And so he went on talking.  He answered all
our questions, helped us in the matter of my admission and
then we left him. As we were coming away, my brother said
to me, ‘“What a shame, Ramachandran! I didn’t know that
this man at the bathing place who looked so simple would be
the Principal of Visva-bharati !’

Now I must tell you who he was. His name was Pandit
Vidusekhara Shastri. Even at that time, he was reckoned as
one of the greatest Sanskrit scholars of India. His research
in Sanskrit brought him to the study of Pali. He studied
Buddhism and discovered that some of the great works on
Buddhism were in the French language. So he learnt French.
In the course of his Sanskrit studies, he discovered what the
Germans had done in research in Sanskrit. So he learnt
German as well. By the time I went there he knew these
European languages and, in addition, Tibetan and Chinese,
because Buddhism had overflown from India into Tibet and
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China and into the farthest corners of Asia. I discovered
quickly that he was not only a great scholar, but a great patriot.
For this was 1922 when Mahatma Gandhi was sweeping the
country with his first non-violent revolution. In fact, many
of the students in the Visva-bharati were thosc who had left
their colleges in response to the call of Mahatma Gandhi to
Serve the country. Vidusekhara Sastri was very devoted to
Gefndhi. Gandhi had given India the message of sacrificial
SPINning and some of the most intellcctual and outstanding
,lead.ers in the land were spinning half an hour a day as a mark
°f_ ld.entiﬁcation with the masses in the villages. So this
Principa] of Santiniketan took that message from Gandhi and
never. Sat at his noon meal before he had done his half hour
of SPInning. He had no servant in his house. He swept his
OWn house, washed his own clothes, and cooked his own food.
He was 5 widower, He really lived the life of a scholar-saint.

up atl4%1,0<=l played a pranlf on him. He would usually get
Putting evz ock in tl.le morning, then begin §weeping his house,
all classes Tything m. order and cooking his brcakf'ast b.ecausc
second ye, would b'egxf1 at 6 a. m. NoTV, son'u:tlfnc in the
hastyi fellr'IOf my life in the Visva-bharati, Pandit Vld.usekhara
N L Yet he would get up early, though a.httle later
going 1o t,h slowly do the usual house-work and instead of
reading ande c.o¥lege, sit in his own house and .do some
4 0’clockj Writing, . I found that he was not getting up at
slowly 1 0 th_e morning. He would get up at 5-30 and then
©8I0 his work, I discovered where he kept his broom,

ooking vessels. On the second morning of his
still S,leepigOt u.P very early and went to his hut. He was
D inside and I went and gently opened the

Started Sweeping the floor, washing his vessels and
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tidying up everything and then quietly ran away. At about
6 a. m. he got up, rubbed his eyes and saw somebody had
done everything that he had to do. He smiled and wondered
who could have done this. He asked one or two students.
Nobody could tell him who it was. He never asked me because
I was in another class. 1 did it a second time and a third time.
He was under the impression that one of his own research
students who lived close to him in one of the other huts was
doing it. The next morning like the house keeper who wanted
to catch the cat which came into the kitchen, he kept a watch,
keeping his window open. He heard somebody opening the
kitchen door and kept perfectly quiet. I went in and began
sweeping, washing and tidying. He saw the culprit, gently
closed the window and slept on. At about 9 a.m. I was in the
library hunting for some books when I saw Pandit Vidusekhara
Shastri coming slowly along the narrow corridor of the library.
He came to me and said with a laugh, “ Ramachandran, I have
discovercd that there is a cat which comes to my house early
in the morning. This wonderful cat can sweep, wash and
arrange all my vessels.” Then he took my hands and said,
¢« You make me feel like a real Guru in the ancient Gurukula
tradition of India. God bless you.” I remember this picture
36 years after it took place. Pandit Vidusckhara Shastri,
after I left Santiniketan, was invited by the Calcutta Univer-
sity to take over the Chief Professorship of Sanskrit. He has
left behind him many very valuable books which he wrote, I
have not even g photograph of him. But I have only to close
my eyes to get a picture of the lean, ascctic and saintly figure of
the man standing in front of me. He resembled Sri Rajaji
as we know him today.
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In the years 1 spent in Santiniketan, Rabindranath
Tagore was at the height of his achievemcents. He was in the
glorious autumn of his life. That is often the richest part of
one’s life when one feels a deep sense of fulfilment. The Poct
then had reached the richest fullness of life and had become
world-famous. His vigorous and dynamic philosophy was not
without an effect on current human culture and cvents.

He had built and nourished Santiniketan and after that
the Visva-bharati, the first International University of India.
Visva means ‘Universal’ and Bharati means  ‘culture’.
Scholars and students from the ends of the world came to the
Visva-bharati to ljve and study therc in peace and happiness.
I remember my room mate was a Norwegian boy. He had
read about Poet Rabindranath Tagore and about Santiniketan.
He told hijs father that he wished to go to India to study
Philosophy. The father was a banker and he asked his son
what was philosophy. and poctry going to do for him! The
boy ran away from home and worked his ship’s passage to
India, He became one of the students at Visva-bharati and
we lived together in the same room. e was a very sensitive
fellow apg I distinctly remember occasions when he and I had
Some good intellectual fights. So students came {rom different
PAIts of the world, Professors also came from many countries.
Every year one very distinguished European Professor would
be inviteq t0 come to Santiniketan to deliver a serics of
lectures on some special subject. During my time I was
lucky that the four visiting professors were Professor Sylvian

€¥1 (France), Dr, Winternitz (Germany), Dr. Formichi (Italy)
and Dy, Stein Konow (Norway), all renowned Indologists,

The Whole place had nothing narrow or fanatic abour it.
€ lived they, as a community of world youth. There was
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no caste or class, no communalism or racism in the Visva-
bharati. Our culture was Indian, but reaching out to world
culture. We were in a deep and broad world-outlook and an
intellectual and artistic atmosphere.

Rabindranath kept his intellect and idcals crystal clear.
He was a very fecarless person. I think I have very seldom
comc across in all my lifc a man who knew less of intellectual
and moral fcar than Rabindranath Tagore. You know 1922
was a great yecar in the history of India. It was in that year
that Mahatma Gandhi had fully come into the life of India and
taken up the leadership of the people. He had generated the
first non-violent revolution in India. It was called the Non-
Cooperation Movcment and it swept the country like a great
storm from onc cnd to the other. It uprooted many things;
it shook many institutions. Many colleges were left empty
and cven British Courts and the Provincial Legislatures were
boycotted. They were thrilling days in India’s history and
Mahatma Gandhi was awakening and inspiring the millions
as never before. Every word he wrote and every word he spoke
echocd and re-echoed in every town and village in India.

Then suddenly the Sage of Santiniketan and the Saint of
Sabarmati clashed with each other. One day Gandhiji opened
the Modern Review, one of the highest class journals in India
then, edited by Ramananda Chatterjec and the first article he
saw was “The Call of Truth”” by Rabindranath Tagore. The
whisper went round in Santiniketan like wild fire that our
Gurudev, our Chief Acharya of Santiniketan, had written 2
grand criticism of Mahatma Gandhi. Most of us, students,
were Gandhi’s followers; we were in fact fanatic Gandhians,
We had left colleges in response to his Non-Cooperation .
Movement. We were therefore very much excited. We
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started reading the article which contained Tagore’s criticism.
Tagore said in effect in that article that Gandhi was the soul of
India, that after the Buddha there ncver had risen in our
country a greater person, but at the same time, even this great
man of India’s destiny was making a great mistake. Ic was
establishing a kind of moral and mental dictatorship which was
worse than political dictatorship. Here was a man whose word
had become law to millions of unthinking pcople swept away
by the worship of the Mahatma. Pecople had become like the
sheep following the shepherd. This was intellectual and even
moral suicide. Tagore then turned to the Charkha. He said
he liked the Charkha and wanted the Charkha to spread in
India. He was willing to sit down and learn to spin. But if
Mahatma Gandhi said the Charkha and nothing but the
Clllarkha would win our freedom, it was a clear casc of
mx.sleading the people of India. Freedom cannot come by simply
?pmning on the Charkha. Freedom could come only through
lnnumerable programmes of action. So he warned Mahatma

Gz.mdhx to think again and not to establish a moral dictator-
ship over the conscience of India.

We were angry and said, “What right has Tagore got to
chz_illenge the Mahatma?”’ We argued up and down in loud
voices and there was a lot of trouble; some of the students
even shouted anti-Tagore slogans inside the Visva-bharati
ltself.  We waited to see what Gandhi would do. Gandhi was

editing the.“Young India”’; and in those days no home was
complete without a copy of “Young India”.

reply,so \x;: 0the next issue-of “Young India” came Gandhiji’s
One heud: pened our copics of this journal and began reading.

ading was “The Great Sentinel”. Tagore’s challenge
came under the title “The Call of Truth” and Mahatma
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Gandhi’s answer came under the caption “The Great Sentinel’.
He said that he had no words to express his deep gratitude to
Poct Rabindranath Tagore. He pictured Tagore as the great
scntinel of the human spirit, warning people against fanaticism,
and blind following. Mahatma Gandhi said he wanted every
Indian to read every line of what Tagore had written. He
wanted the whole of India to discuss the subject and also the
warning which had come from Tagore. But, he added, that
he had a quarrel with the poet who had said he was establishing
a moral dictatorship. Gandhi wanted to assure him that he
would rather perish than cstablish any dictatorship, even moral.
He wanted every man and woman to think for himself or her-
self. He always insisted that no one should touch khadi or
spinning, unless therec was complete understanding of these.
He did not seek to establish moral dictatorship in India because

he himself wanted the freedom of the human mind above every-
thing else.

There were then certain economic arguments in the Poet’s
article and Gandhi answered them. In one particular para-
graph, he gave a somewhat sharp reply. He said to the Poet
something like this, I speak from memory only, “If you trace
the source of every pie that comes into your hands you will see
that they come out of the toil of the villagers of India.. .There
arc the wealthy people, the educated people and there. were
great. institutions in the country. But they all get their sus-

tcnanFe from the village producers and give hardly anything
sufficient in return. This was morally wrong and must be

co%-rccted. One of the ways of doing so was voluntary
SpiDNIng”. So Gandhi dealt with the economic challenge and
said, he wanted poetry, philosophy and beauty for every man
and woman but they must first have had at least onc square
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meal a day. What was the use of poetry and philosophy and
beauty for the hungry and the naked, for thc?sc 'who have
nothing except toil and sweat throughout thcx.r lives ? IjIc
challenged the Poet in turn and said that Santiniketan and its
music, dance and culture werc good and necessary, but they
must filter down to the millions in the villages. So the Poct
must come down from the heights of poetry and philosophy
and stand with the people of India shoulder to shoulder iI.‘l the
struggle for freedom and food. Then his songs will be richer
and his poetry sweeter.

It was a great essay. It was one great man arguing with
another great man, lifting the discussion to the highest level.
As this controversy developed, people took ome side or Ehe
other. The great scientist, Acharya P. C. Ray took sides with
Gandhi against Tagore. Others took sides with Rabindranath
Tagore. Then suddenly some of the students in Visva-
bharati also made up their minds to make their contribution to
this confusion! The Students Association called for a
meeting, Somebody came and asked me, “Would you read a
Paper on Tagore and Gandhi at this mecting?” Now like the
Irishman i the story, I was only too ready to join the fight,
You know thay story. Two Irishmen were fighting in the
Street, one fellow hitting the other. A third Irishman was
Coming down the street. He came up, stood and watc.hed
the fight for 2 minute and said, “Gentlemen, plcase wait a
Moment,” They said, “What do you want?” He asked, “Is
1t a private quarrel or can I also join?”’ I was perhaps the

.eIrishman of the student community in Visva-bharathi. I
‘s‘axd that would read 4 paper and everybody said,
Ramachandran Will read a paper fully supporting Gandhiji
and Opposing Tagore
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So most of the students in Visva-bharati and many of the
teachers came to the meeting. There was, among others, a
powerful supporter of Tagore, onc of the Lecturers. He came
to listen to me and he must have made up his mind that if
I said something againt Tagore he would deal with me
properly. I moved a resolution, which was something like this:
“In this controversy in regard to the immediate tasks to be
accomplished in India, Mahatma Gandhi’s programme is the
only right programme and anyone who aitacks that programme
is against the best intcrests of India.” T said it was all right
for the great Poet to sit in Santiniketan, singing his beautiful
songs and writing his magnificent poetry and weaving the
texture of a world-philosophy. These werc necessary and
vital. But to reconstruct the shattered life of India was a
differcnt matter. It was this Herculean task that Mahatma
Gandhi was trying to accomplish and it could not be donec
unless all joined together. It required the hardest work at the
lowest level of Indian life. It required the cooperation and
regimentation of the millions of the people. And so on and
so forth. Then, of course, somcone attacked the resolution.
There was a great debate and many people spoke—for and
against. A vote was taken. My resolution won. The support
for the other side was very good and reasonable and the
lecturer who also spoke did very well. We all returned to
our hostels carrying the argument to our beds. Next day
son.netimc in the forenoon I got a note from Gurudev Tagore,
which simply said, “ Ramachandran, 1 wish to sce you.” I
thOI.lght the matter was being taken up at the highest level and
1 did not know what would happen. I was a little nervous,
vaent‘ and Gurudev Tagore asked me to sit down. Then he
said, “I was greatly delighted to hear that my students
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had a keen debate on whether their Chancelior is rig.ht'or
wrong and I am even more delighted that, by a majorll)::
you had voted that your Chancellor is in the wrong.
I said to myself, “What am I hearing?” I came to be
reprimanded, to be told I was a fool. Here was the great
Chancellor of Visva-bharati saying with a smile on his face
that he was delighted 1o hear that his students argucd fearlessly
in Santiniketag and finally adopted an adverse resolution.
And then he to]q me, “ want you to rccall the Visva-bharati
Sammelan and I tog wan 1o speak to the students. ” I could
only say humbly, « There will be no greater privilege than to
Listen to you, » p, then said to me with a twinklc in his eyes,
“Even if I prove thyr 1 am right, will you like to hear me?”
I had the goog sense to reply, ““ Yes ”’. I came back and met
all my friends who wege waiting anxiously. When I told them
what had happened, they too could hardly believe their cars.

The next day, e whole of the Visva-bharati gathered to
hea.r Gurudey. Then Gurudey’s car arrived. He got out and
S@led atall of ys 4pq came into the Hall. There was pindrop
‘S‘IICDCC. He sajq something like this — again from memory-

When 1 established Visva-bhdrati, I had one great dream in
my heart. 1 myself, as 3 boy, had a very unhap'py life at
.SChOOI' Teachers Would. jump at me, compel me to think
g th.e ir lines, g4 ran away from school and when I grew
:,%el 4 T g establish somewhere a school and a college,
humr;b;}.,s and girls wijg grow up in complete freedom of the
tion of Vlfld' The foundation of Santiniketan, the founda-
Every bg lsva-bh%rati is the freedom of the hu'rnan mind:
must be azsa;}d 8l in Santiniketan and in the Visva-bharati
her own lin:Sutely free 1o think, grow and develop along his or

* L have heard with the greatest delight of the
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debatc you had yesterday. 1 told Ramachandran that I was
particularly dclighted that the motion had gone against me.
I havc not come here to attack your motion. I do not want
a single word to be taken away from it. But I want you to
give me a hearing.” And then he explained his point of view
at great length with great cloquence and conviction. He
revealed such reverence for Gaadhi, such deep love for Gandhi,
that those of us who listened to him said to ourselves, ““ Is it
of this man that we spoke yesterday as a man obstructing
Gandhi? This man understands Gandhi, knows Gandhi,
more than all of us put together.” He was not willing to agree
with Mahatma Gandhi in everything. He spoke about khaddar,
spoke about village industries, about non-violence and the
emancipation of the untouchables. He said that in all these
matters Mahatma Gandhi was giving India great leadership.
But he warned that not one of us should accept anyone of these
simply becausc they came from Mahatma Gandhi; we should
hear him, understand him, discuss his views amongst ourselves
and accept them only if by our own reasoning we agreed with
him. He said, I want the whole of India to follow Mahatma
Gandhi, but they must follow Gandhi, thinkingly, under-
standingly and knowingly but not blindly.”” And theén his
voice rose as he said, “Anybody following Gandhi blindly is
doing the greatest injustice to the greatest man of our country.
This is my thesis.”” Then he looked round finally and said,
“I have promised Ramachandran that if anybody wants to speak
after me, he or she will be free to do so.” I then stood up and
said: “Gurudev! you have no idea how humiliated and humbled
ing and your yreat vgision Forgive us, ’ ;f e an o itk
because of ougr intransi . . e ot p . Dappy that

gence, you came out and opened your

71



Thoughts and Talks

mind to us. So we have no regrets for yesterday.” Then I
did something which I generally don’t do, I went forward and
touched his feet and said, “I have nothing to say and I don’t
think anyone clsc is going to say anything.” There was
complete silence in the Hall till Gurudev stood up, gave his
namaste to all of us and went to his car. We followed him.
There was no clapping and no cheering, but only the decpest
reverecc in our minds to this greatest of our teachers.

Now this is a picture of Tagore which I have never for-
go.ttccin. He was indecd a great sentinel of the frcedom of the
mind.

. So I remember hjs gracious personality, his intcllect, his
genius to befriend young people, the manner in which his heart
;l‘z:;d:::t ths heart of the youth of India in those days. He
" ox}jder :’Cme(;\t’vt;l from the great heights .of his art and vision
them and get Iove ; ¢ young pcople at their own level, to love
be lived and wogg 1;1 return ffom them. It was in Santiniketan
out his dynamq e » Wrote his great songs and poems, thought
passed away | Phllosophy of life and progress and finally

@4y In the fullness of tjme, Santiniketan remains the
greatest monument to his memory.
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TAGORE: HIS PHILOSOPHY

I have tried to paint the background against which one
can look at the personality of Rabindranath Tagore and under-
stand it a little. But there is a much deeper background than
a description of Santinikctan or some of his personal qualities.
Someonc once said that the history of India is the history
from the Buddha to Mahaima Gandhi. He was probably right
in a way. We might as well say that the cultural history of
India is our history from the Upanishads to the Git