
THE AUTHOR 

KANAIYALAL MANEKLAL MUNSHl'S versatility and 
achievements arc in a way unique. He is an eminent lawyer, 
one of the framers of India's Constitution and a seasoned 
sta iesman. Coming under the inspiring inffuence of Shri 
Aurobindo durir.g his stildent days, Munshi has been an ardent 
fighter for India's freedom working at different stages in close 
association with Jinnah, Tilak, Besant, Mahatma Gandhl, 
Sardar Patel and Pandit Ne.hru. His achievements as Home 
Minister of Bo1nbay in 1937, as India's Agent-General ,in 
Hyderabad before the Police Action and as India's Food 
Minis1er have been characterised by rare courage and decisive 
energy. ' 

Acknowledged as the foremost writrr in mM••n r.. .. :. 

rati literature, he has 10 his c t;l''l\Lihrnry llAS, Shimla 
including novels, dramas, me1 V!.f!) • · 

[§?UK~.!~,;, l!~l~1~l~1l~iii~!1 
recognised as some of 1hc b 
Renaissance. 00013174 

Munslti has guided SC\'eral large ?ducatlonal insiitutioou 
and also been associated with mafty literary and cultural 
organisations since 1938. As the President of !he Bharatiya 
Vidya Bhavan, he has been the spearhead of a vigorous 
movement for the cultural reintegration of India. 
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.GENERAL EDITOR'S PREFACE 

IN March 1951, I organised the Book University of 
the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan. Its object is to 
produce books in a uniform get-up and at cheap price 
covering the best literature in the world and in 
particular the literature which stands for India and 
the fuudamentals for which Indian culture stands. 

As a first step, it has been decided to publish in 
English 100 books selected by the General Editors, , 
-0ut of which 50 will be takeii on hand immediately. 
'The books will be approxi1natcly of ~00 to 2fi0. pages, 
priced at Rs. 1-12-0 per copy. 

It is also the intention to publish these and other 
. books also in eight other Indian languages, viz. 

(1) Hindi, (2) Bengali, (3) Gujl\rati, (4) l\Iarathi, 
(5) Tamil, (6) Telugu, (7) Kannada and 
(8) Malayalam. 

1 
This common pool of literature will 

-enable the readers to appreciate world currents as 
.also currents in our own Indian literature which. 
though differing in languag-cs, have a common 
technique and urge. 

This Scheme involving the publication of 900 
volumes requires an all-India organisation as also 
.ample resources. The Bhavan is cxrrting its utmost 
to plan and organise it. 

The Bhuvan by its objective stands for the rr
integration of Indian culture in. the light of modern 
needs and a resuscitation of its fundamental valuf':>, 
viz. 

(a) the dignit~· of Man implying- the- impc-ratiw
ncss of social conditions eomltwiYc- to his 
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freedom so that he may evolve on the lines 
of his own temperument and eapabilities; 

( b) harmony of individual efforts and social 
relations within the framework of the Moral 
Order; 

( c) urge for the creative art of life, by which 
human limitations are progressively trans
muted, · so that man may become the 
instrument of the Divine, and see Him in 
all and all in Him. 

Fittingly, the Book Univ.!rsity 's first book is the 
Mahabha~ata, summarised by no less a person than 
C. Rajagopalachari, one of the greatest of living 
Indians; the second is on the 'Gita by H. V. Divatia, 
an eminent jurist and a student of philosophy. 
Centuries ago, it was proclaimed that "What is not 
in it is nowhere.'' After twenty-five centuries we 
can say the same thing. Who knows it not, knows 
not life, its beauty, its trials, its tragedy and its 
grandeur. 

The Mahabhal'ula is not a mere epic. It is also a 
romance, a tale of heroic men and women and of some 
who were divine, a whole literature, a whole code of 
life, a philosophy of social and ethical relations and 
of speculative thought. with its core of the Gita, the 
noblest of scriptures ~nd the grandest saga working 
up to the Apocalypse in the Eleventh Canto. 

The literature of India. ancient and modern, 
through all its languages, ,~ill also be brought inte> 
a common pool easily accessible· to all. Books in 
other languages which may illustrate these principles 
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will also be included. The world, in all its sordidity, 
was, I felt, too much around us. Nothing will lift, 
inspire and uplift as beauty and aspiration learnt 
through books. 

I thank all who ha,ve helped and worked to make 
this branch of Bhavan 's ·activity successful. 

I, QUEm' VICTORIA ,Roh>, 
NEW DELnI: 

3rd Ortobcr 1951. 

K. M. l\fUNSHI 



PREFACE 

SINCE my early d11ys, I have written and spoken 
profusely; oft-times expressed myself clumsily and 
awkwardly, many times with studied effort and 
sometimes under the impact of an impression from 
outside or an upsurge from within. The last utterances 
are a class by themselve~. They flew as sparks, as 

. if by the impact of a hammPr stroke, effortlessly 
bearing the impress of something· which I l1ave 
genuinely lived, felt ot· seen. Tha't is why I have 
culled these writings '8P ARKS'. . 

In this first Series 11r~ collected mostly tributes 
expressed spontaneously. or diary noks . kept at 
irregular intervals. 

Most of these Sparks have not beeu emitted light
heartedly. :Most of them arise from a deep faith and 
.conviction and express an outlook on which my life 
has come to be rnouldecl in some way. For instance, 
'Bhagavad-Gita-An Approach' is not an essay on 
that scripture; it is a spark. While convalescing 
at Kosani neat· Naini Tnl from n serious illness which 
put me out of jail in 1941, I wrote out diary notes 
for myself. They were .collected in the form of 
articles and are now published as the last 'Spark' in 
this book. 

In a sen~c, therefore, most of these Sparks arc 
myself. 'fhey embody a p.hilosophy of life. I have, 
therrfore, no hesitation in presenting this volume t() 
the public. 

1, QuEEr-: VICTORIA ROAL>, 

NEw DELm: 

3rd October 1951. 
K. M. MUNSHI 
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I 

AS I LOOK BACK 
I 

To LeOK BACK on one's life is a very interesting 
pastime. It is pleasant to the listeners, too. In the 
consciousness of one's own perfection, it is enjoyable· 
to learn of other people's follies and foibles. 

Experience has been accumulating for me for many 
years and now there is a huge heap of it. I must 
remove the heap part by part before I <Jan get a clear 
look back at different things. 

If I remove the dust of a few years,- I see myself 
as prisoner No. 6086 of the Bijapur District Jail; 
dressed in blue-striped uniform; Gita in hand; a 
victim of the supercilious insolence of petty jail 
officials, to whom treating a good man discourteously 
was the greatest fun of their lives. But to me the 
joy of duty done and the glory of forging a new 
tradition for the country lrnre sufficient compensation . 

• For two long years I read the Bhagavad-G1:ta and 
numerous other hooks, or wrote-morning, noon and 
night; and the new forms, new images, new turns 
of expression that cnme to my mind gave the charm 
of freshness to a life which otherwise had been one 
of nerve-racking monotony. 

I now remove the debris of a few more years. It 
is 1922. A struggling lawyer has just emerged from 
the obscurity of bricflcssncss. 'But the lawyer's life 
with its briefs and conferences and listening to words 
of wisdom falling from the lips of eminent judges 
seems dull to him. For a new impulse is throbbing 
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in this man. What up till then has been but spon
taneous creative effo1·t, now takes a more aggressive 
form. He tries to preach the 11ospel of a new literary 
Homanticism. He fights for the liberty of the literary 
artist to express beauty, in disregard of social or 
moral conventions; he himself tries to express it in 
new forms of literature-and Gujarat stands aghast. 
Prudes feel that the heavens are falling. In some 
literary gatherings, venerable and dry-as-dust, wise 
men anathematize him as the ~or1·upter of morals. 
But those were gloriou.<1 days for me; the joy of u 
crusader surl{cd in my heart, and life took on new 
colours and a fresher charm. 

I look back another nine or ten years. It is 1913. 
A poor student has just become a lawyer ~n the 
Original Side of the High Court. Friendless and 
resourceless, he wanders up Ridge Road and down 
Ncpcan Sea Road, alone and diffident, with none to 
guide him. Chance has flung him into a huge world 
where there is no ~ne to share his hopes and fears. 
And yet a new joy is rising in him. Beautiful forms 
of men, women and children, piquant situations, 
strange phantoms of love and heroism float in his 
imagination; they all struggle to be brought into 
existence through language. But the young man 
knows only a little of English and but a little of his 
mother tongue; yet the vague forms are irresistible. 
They break through the prison walls of an untrained 
style and body forth the heroes and heroines of his 
stories. I could not resist their effort to burst into , 
being; and I felt the joy of a new mother when I saw 

I 
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them shaping into life on paper. 
Yet another ten long yeurs. back in time. It is 1904. 

I am a student at the Baroda College. The Russo
J apanese war has just ended. Asia stirs in its 
slumber, conscious of its latent strength; Europe is 
beaten as it never was since Alexander withdrev1 
from India. India is roused to a new feeling of 
nationhood. My professor of English is Shri Aurobindo 
Ghosh. His life and teachings stir ~ighty impulses in 
the hearts of th~ students of the day, and out of 
their imagination and will is born the Indian nation
one and indivisible; and with many of my friends 
I am initiated into the mysteries of a new faith, and 
every one of us feels that it is a privilege to be born 
an Indian. Then a great joy comes into being and 
pervades my existence. 

I look back six more years. It is 1898. A little, 
weak, Brahmin boy of nine stands day after day 
before the shrine of the family god, Shiva. Thrice 
he takes his bal\h every day and thrice does he perform 
his .~m1dhya_; his mind is full of the mighty heroes 
and seers of the Puranas; to him they arc living 
beings, rneinbers of the family to which he belongs; 
he lives with them in his imagination; they visit him 
in his dreams; he feels himself the heir of untold 
centuries of Indian culture. Day and night he lives 
in a dreamland of ancient men and women, and life 
is to him a joyous consecration. 

Last week, at Karachi, I presided over the Gujarati 
Literary Conference. It was a signal honour, but I 
was weighed down by the thought of my short-
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comings; the mistakes and the might-have-beens which 
made up the mosnic of· my life rose up before ·me. 
But at that moment of diffidence, as I looked back 
on the past, the picture of the little boy of 1898 rose 
before me and instantly, 'I realised that that little 
boy of 1898, living in the thought of his glorious 
ancestry, was the true" and real me; that in him were 
those impulses and associations which made and make 
India truly great; and that the subsequent stages of 
my life have been but crude, inartistic, modernised 
tawdry versions of thGt wonderful original work. 

But it is time to end this chapter of rnndo1n 
reminiscences. I must come back to earth and to 1938, 
and turn again to this drab and prosaic modern life. 

(A talk on the Radio, January 1938.) 

I 



II 

UNDER THE SACRED l\I.AXGO TREE 

As you enter the Yeravda Central Prison at Poona, 
the first yard to the left is lrnown to political pri
soners a<> the Yeravda :Mandir. In the Mandir, stands 
u stunted mango tree with low, lrnotte~ branches that 
spread out to give the tree a picturesque shape. 
Within' sight of that tree, I lived from the time of 
my arrest till :March 15, 1941. 

Under its shnde, l\Inhatma Gandhi once lived, day 
and night-sitting, spinning, writing, praying. 
Under its branches, he fasted to secure the unity of 
the Hindu community. Under it, he communed with 
God. It had, therefore, for us, the sanctity of a Bodhi 
tree. We who lived in this sanctuary of the sacred 
Mango Tree were the Sardar, Bhulabhai Desai, 
Kher, IHangalclas Pakvasa, Nurie, Patil, Dr. Gilder 
and myself. The Sardar, with the legitimate pride 
of n high-priest, spoke of the remm1scences 
about the old clays when he lived with Gandhiji 
during the epic fast of 1933. He recalled the incidents 
connected with every corner of the yard. And as we 
snt offering our prayers-Nuric chanting from the 
Q11ran, Gilder from the Gathas, and Kher and myself 
from the Bhagavad-Gita; as we clapped to the dhun 
of Raghupati Raghava Rajaram, I almost felt that 
Bapu himself was present.·· Under that magic tree, 
one felt the unity of life and the oneness of Goel 
which transcend the differences of faitl\s aud creeds. 

'Ve were like lamas living in a solitary monastery 



s SPARKS FROM THE ANVIL 

m tlie torrid 'l'ibet of Yeravda. 
It :was a delightful surprise to discover a strong 

under-current of religious-mindedness in the matter
of-fact Sardar, whom India knows only as a 
pugnacious and indomitable fighter. Neither his 
almost uncanny shrewdness nor his expert knowledge 
of the weakne~s of men had prevented him froin 
acquiring a devout attitude towards Gaudhiji. It was 
a case of voluntary self-surrender. Of him it could 
be said that he ltacl obeyed the injunction of Shri 
Krishna: "Be.. thou b11t an instrument"-" Nimifta 
matram bhava sa.vyasachi." 

As an old friend, I know Kher to be a deeply 
religious man. He has retained the familiarity with 
Sanskrit reli~ious literature which he acquired as a 
Bhau Daji Puizeman of the Bomba(V University. At 
Yeravcla he lived in Gita the best part of' the day, 
and sang with deep emotion most of the bhajans from 
the Ashmm Bhajanavali. 

Dr. Gilder belied the reputation for (!Ocllessness 
:!Cnerully u~cribed to the members of his profession. 
In spite of ;\'L'ars of close friendship, I had never 
suspected that he had s11el1 a deep religious vein. 

Nurie, I lmcw, was a devout l\Iuslim, far more 
deeply learned in the ways of Islam than the Muslim 
lJengue critic•s. who clescribecl him, during the days 
of the Congrrss l\Iinistry, as a kab·;,., He spent many 
hours every day in stndyin~ Qnranic literature and 
in writinl! a thesis on 1111 important aspect of the 
Prophet Mohammad's life. 

Patil is a bom bhalda. He has the heritagr of the 
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::\Iaharashtra saints, Dnyaneshwar and Tukaram; and 
his heart yearns for emotional Bhakti. His favourite 
studies, naturally, were the Bhagavata and Tnlsidas's 
Ramayana.. · 

lVfangaldas Pakvasa-he is still 'Honourable the 
President', though deprived of both function anJ 
salary-had his religious moments too. He read the 
G-ita and joined in the prayers with the simple faith 
of the unsophisticated. 

Even Bhnlabhai caught. the spirit. In a life of 
strikingly uniform success he had never, up till then, 
felt the need of u religious solace or inspiration which 
we less successful men had experienced. But so much 
religious feeling around led him to embark on a 
sympathetic inquiry; and every day we read the Gita. 

. together and pondered over its application to the 
pt·oblems of daily life. 

I had my own problems, too; not so much of 
at~quiring religions belief or experience, as of restoring 
if possible the basis of life-now battered by profes
sional and politi<~al struggle-to its earlier shape and 
strength. 

Let no one be misled into the idea that we were a 
!'OlliIDlmity of devotees lashing ourselves into religious 
frenzy every min utc of the day. ·w c were in tensely 
human. We talked and laughed and sang and spun. 
Some of us played cards and smoked and told each 
other stories which '>ere by 110 means of a religious 
nature. '\Ye read newspapers avidly and prophesied 
the fates of armies and nations. ·we fed birds and 
"'rtuinels irnd, as is the wont of prisoners, petted the 
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jail cats almost to death. These cats had, moreonr, 
a special claim on us, as their pedigree could be 
traced buck to the famous cut which, in 193::1, 
delivered its kittens in Gandhiji 's lap as he eat 
praying under the mango tree. 

It was Gandhiji who awoke the spiritual instincl'i 
in all of us. Those who came into contact with him 
directly or indirectly experienced a compelling urge 
to a quest for life's spiritual foundations. And thus 
in the sanctuary of the Sacred Mango Tree, we wove 
a beautiful fabric of religious experiences. 

(From "The Social Welfare", April 24, 1944.) 



III 

AN IRHESISTIBLE TEMPTATION 

I couLD not resist the temptation of aecepting an 
editorship again. I have been an editor, either de 
facto or de jure, on and off from my boyhood. I am 
no journalist, and yet the lure of. the editorial chair 
has always been great for me. The last time I gave 
up editorship was of a Gujarati monthly. I had 
almost decided 'not to do it again.' 

But now duty bids me do what I would never hnve 
done of choice. Many causes with which I was closely 
associated clamoured for a journal wherein experien
ces could be pooled, ideas discussed, and through 
which the minds of men might be reached. 

There was the cause of Prohibition. In spite of the 
opinion those whQ love to drink may hold, it has been 
the dire source of unnumbered woes. I am convinced 
that ouly a drinkless soc~ety can be n civilised one. 
The Bombay Government, 'vith which I was 
associated, made a great experiment to this end, an 
experiment which, though vastly shaken out of its 
old content,' is still being carried on in our Province. 
And when my valued colleagues on the Prohibition 
Board asked me to revive the Social Welfare which 
the Bombay Government used to· issue in connection 
with Prohibition and other constructive activities, I 
felt that it would be dereliction of duty if I allowed 
other preoccupations, or the difficulties of uncertain 
health, to stand in the way. 

I must confess that T had for a loug time been 
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playing with the idea of an all-India organ of cultural 
and constructive activities, - and I yearned for a 
platform where thoughtful men could meet to discuss 
the varied activities of social reconstruction in India 
to-day. 

The most important of such activities are cultural. 
fodians have despite s11perficial differences, one , . 
cultural life which extends throughout the country. 
The vast cultural synthesis created by Hindus and 
Muslims since Kutbuddin .Aibek founded the Muslim 
Kingdom of Delhi in ll!hl A.D., though 11 vital factor 
in daily life, is iirnoretl or misunderstood by intellec
tual<;. The spontaneous social movements which have 
been raising comimmities from degradation and 
untouchability have passed almost unnoticed. The 
moderns excel in the art of creating their own 
difficultirs and emphasizing differences. They forget 
the fundamental solidarity of Indian life. No wonder 
we have fallen on evil (lays. Consequently any 
attempt, however weak and isolated, to bring us back 
to reality was ur~cntly needed. 

Then there was the problem of the delinquent child. 
[ was familiar with the educational aspects of the 
middle class child. I knew nothing 0£ the delinquent 
or destitute child till, in the course of my duties as a 
l\Iinistcr, I bPenme the Vire-President of the Child
ren's Aid Soeirty. Whenever, I visit the institution 
of this Society, I am fascinated by the raw, uncouth, 
human material that I find there, bubbling with hope, 
and yearning for love ancl redemption. Such children 
presrnt a t<'nible problem. Born amid poverty and 
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crime, they evoke pity but are a potential danger 
to society and civilization. 'l'hcy must be studied, 
shaped and saved, if possible. 'fhe 'Society is making 
an experiment which in India is perhaps new. But 
new experiments bring new difficulties to light and 
demand new solutions. l\Iany parts of India have 
not even been 1,1wakened to the need for such efforts. 
Juvenile delinquency, juvenile courts and probation 
are yet but vague words here. Hence, in my presi
dential speech at the first AH-India Penal Reform 
League Conference, I stressed the need for a Juvenile 
Research Bureau, which has now been established by 
the Children's Aid Society. 

A Bureau, if it is to reach the persons interested 
in its problems, has to have a magazine in which 
experts can exchange ideas. The Penal Reform 
Association was founded last February. Perhaps this 
was premature. '!'here are not enough men in India 
interested in the problem. But now that even a few 
have come together, it is necessary to keep them 
togetlier, discussing the live problems of penal reform. 
Then there is village reconstruction with its problems 
of debt and poverty, of cattle-breeding and agricul
tural reorganisation. The logic of these interests 
pointed out but one way to a journal dealing with 
cultural and constructive activities. And so came the 
temptation. 

Some may consider the time Inopportune for such 
a venture. Hitler's war absorbs, no doubt, the greater 
part of everybody's attention, but it must not be 
forgotten that cultural at1d constructive activities are 
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moulded and redirected never so vigorously as when 
a great war threatens an old world's destruction. The 
period of catastrophic conflict thus provides the 
atmosphere in which old constructive forces shape 
themselves to new forms and worthier ends. And 
their study is :never more valuable than when this 
process is going on. 

But more than anything else, it is at such a moment 
that an effort has to be made to maintain the true 
perspective that life is not destruction; it is vitality, 
freedom and joy. So I yielded ·to the temptation, 
particularly as my friend Dr. Subbaroyan agreed to 
share the burden with me. 

If our efforts serve any of these purposes in the 
slightest degree, the responsibility we are to-day 
inviting on ourselves will have been justified. 

(From "The Social Welfare", September 19, 1940.) 



IV· 

REFLECTIONS ON OLD DI.A.RY NOTES 

I HAD no intention of writing for this issue. The 
Assistant Editor and the staff wanted it to be con
nected with my sixtieth birthday. Now they want my 
reflections. 

• • 
They say I am reaching my sixtieth birthday. It 

requires an effort to remember that I am so old. I do 
not feel it. It is only when grandchildren surround 
me that I seo how venerable I have become-and I 
<lo not want to be venerable. I want to live like 
Prithvi Vallabha, extracting joy from every minute 
and every E:Xperience. 

How time flies !-and I continue to be the same 
unrepentant, untamed man, who makes plans, sub
mits to self-imposed discipline, and yet remains 
fundamentally unchanged. 

At the age of eight or nine, I began my first diaty. 
I placed control ~f the senses and self-perfection as 
my goal. Year after year, my diary bears testimony 
to the same resolve, which has been more often broken 
t.han maintained. 

• • • 
I am highly imaginative and impetuous. Every 

year I exhort myself to control my flights of fantasy, 
but I am as bad at overcoming them as I ever was. 
Again and again I have sworn that I will attain 
accuracy in writing, and yet I am as slipshod as ever. 

• • • 
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I recall the perennial so1uees of inspiration whieh 
have mado me what I am. 1\Iy mother used to. tell 
me stories of Purnnic heroes-of Vishwamitra, 
Vasishta, Vyasa and Pnrasurnmn. They are among my 
earliest memories. At six or seven I used to take a 
small cricket bat and, pretending it was a battle axe, 
play as Parasurama. At fifty-nine, n few months ago, 
I completed my last Vedic novel, portraying the 
character of this same Parosurama-the sixth incar
nation of Vishnu. 

At the age of seven, '~hen I wns invested with the 
sacred thread as a little Brahmin, I thought of being 
Vasishta, Vishwamitra or Vynsa and having au 
ashmma of my own. Last year, in my Vedic novel 
again, I gave full-size portraits of Vosishta and 
Vishwamitra. In all th~ works which have occupied 
my blissful moments during the Inst forty-six years, 
I find the Rishis ru1:1uing through my imagination . 

• 
It is strange how the central thread of .one's 

idealistic life is so divergent from one's actual lifl', 
yet without one ever being dishonest. The most 
powerful influence of my young days emanated froru 
my worship of Napoleon and my reverence .for 
Aurobiu<lo Ghosh, our some time professor of English 
at the Baroda College. By reading his early works, 
I learned the new nationalism that he was preaching. 
I was attracted to Karma Yoga and my little ambition 
was to make myself an "eternal wheel of work", as 
I called it. The Yogaszdras and the Gita were the 
twin sources of my inspiration, though intellectually, 



llEFLECTIONS ON OLD DIARY NOTES 17 

in those clays, I was a Spencerian by conviction. And 
throughout my stories, the subconscious Rishi-idca 
has grown. 

• • • 
I was drawn to Gandhiji in 1930, largely because 

I saw in hiin a Vedic Rishi, and in my latest studies 
I have tried to fathom the secret of integrating human 
personality so that one can reach the state of the 
Master. A man who is "of the earth, earthy", like 
me, has had to replenish the fountain source of his 
inspiration by constant meditation on an it'leal which 
it is impossible for him to reach. ' 

At the same time I have yearned for Beauty
beauty in life, in power, in strength. I have found it 
in the strength of a personality like Napoleon's, in 
the might of a corporate structure like the Roman 
pr the British Empire; but more than in anything, 
in the human relations as a lover, friend, father. 

The 1rnrlcl is passing through a curious phase. It 
is trying to blind itself to Beauty-the perennial 
source of joy. Tolstoy's greatrst disservice to mankind 
was to make au artificial distinction bet\l"een love of 
beauty and Jove of mankind. He preached this gospel 
after the inspiration which led him to create beauty 
had faded. He even said that Beethoven and Shakes
peare wasted their e:1ergy! I could never understand 
this. Shelley's Epipsychydion, ~yra 's songs, Goethe's 
Sorrows of W crther, the song-s of Sappho-were 
all born from the anguished heart of an artist. That 
they have done good to humanity was incidental. I 
have never been able to be false to my faith-m.v 

s. -2 
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faith in Beauty, beauty for its own sake, beauty which 
has no purposive aim of bringing benefit to anybody. 
I hate literature which is propaganda-be it propa
ganda for morals or for five-year plans, or for 
philanthropy. It is beauty which makes Sappho and 
Mira, Shakespeare, Goethe and Shelley oue with roe 
and with men like me throughout the ages . 

• 
I have come to. consider Westernism as the curse of 

mankind. According to its tenets, enthusiasm is· 
meaningless. Death has 1i6 purpose. Faith is fraud. 
Belief in oneself is but pitiful illusion. All must fight 
for communal or private utility and personal advant
age. The human spirit is thus ueing degraded and 
weakened. Moral energy is being destroyed all over 
the world. , · 
, "\Ve have given up religion. We welcome Commu

nism. But the fundamental energy is the same Faith. 
"\Ve have given up God, the Masters, and the urge for 
self-realisation which is the basis of strong life, and 
replaced it by God Lenin, Son Stalin, the Kingdom 
Come of Hussia and the spiritual force of a barren 
materialism. Young boys and girls take to Commu
nism, for it provides faith in human destiny, which 
the foolish West destroys by that negative creed we 
call rationalism. 

I look at the democracies, and r shudder. The 
democrats--except the democrats of India-are a 
routed force. They arc totally defeated. Their aims 
are dissipated by doubts. They lack the concentrated 
vigour to fight. Their greatness is gone. Their songe 
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of triumph are stifled in their throats, for their 
leaders are like our old friend Smuts-who speaks 
the language of democrats and walks in the footsteps 
of Hitler! 

Oh, if I had the power, I would let flow rivers of 
faith! I would have flames of enthusiasm rising from 
every hill-top. I would have no heart tepid or inert. 
How I wish some one would arise to lead this 
vulgarised world into the Promised Land of Faith 
and Ideals! 

• • .. 
The basis of life is energy. I am sick of ''results'' 

which all the modern mind hankers for. Results 
are but flowers 'vhich blossom in the morning and 
wither at dusk. Strength, independent of environment, 
is the only thing which lives. I wish some one would 
lead us with the banner of strength. Our only enemies 
are cowardice; exhaustion, disintegration. If we can 
but become worshippers of unbending strength
strength based on faith-strength which is above time 
and the brute in man! .. • 

Distinctions of truth and untruth are but a web 
of words woven by wiseacres. Whatever uplifts life 
is truth. Whatever invests life with faith and 
enthusiasm is truth. That alone conquers defeat. That 
alone takes us above and beyond .the woes of life .... 
. . . . ~Ianhood lies in fighting for the unattainable, 
always, ever! 

(Frnm "The Social Welfare", December 1946.) 
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A RETROSPECT 

I REALLY do not know how to thank you. If I was 
addressing a court about other people's affairs, if I 
was combating some one or something, I would have 
a lot to say. But I am crushed under the weight of 
your affection. 

I have reached my sixtieth year. But I feel today 
as much a beginner as when I began. Like a rolling 
stone which gathers no n;~ss, I have gathered neither 
knowledge, experience, nor wisdom; but, unlike the 
stone, I have gathered many friends, and I thank 
God for it. 

One of the volumes of my autobiography I have 
styled "The Steep Climb". The whole of my life hes 
been a steep elimb:' from a weak childhood to a 
tolerably good health at sixty; from an eating house 
costing Rs. 5 a month to a comparative luxury; from 
complete obscurity to some recognition; from inability 
to frame two sentences well, to ubout half a hundred 
volumes in every branch of prose. But God has been 
indeed good. I have climbed, no doubt strenuously, 
but laughing, playing, running. Sometimes I have 
stumbled, but on my way I have picked flowers, and 
every morn has brought rue new joy. 

I have fought eea<>elessly against frustration, 
des~air and inertia. I have fought every philosophy 
of hfe that I considered false. I gained success but 
I was never content with it. I made money, but I 
could not remain satisfied with makiur; it all the time. 
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I was popular in 1930-over a hundred thousand 
people came to receive me at the Victoria Terminus. 
I have been unpopular; critics have called me a 
traitor to the country and to Gandhiji-the Master 
whose affection and confidence I have cherished more 
than most things in the world. My writings have· 
been both admired and condemned. 

I am indifferent to praise or blame. But it is not 
the result of vanity; this attitude has been acquired 
by me through a long and strenuous struggle. In the 
words of Shri Krishna-"indilferent to praise .or 
eensure "-I have always found the greatest strength. 

Like most men, I have concealed thoughts and often 
acted contrary to what I thought proper. But ever 
since I can remember, I have hated divergence between 
thought, word and deed. 

It was a hard, ceaseless struggle for achieving this 
unity. I often yearned for strength and courage; and 
I was weak, sensitive and timid. I wanted my words 
to be like burning shafts-and I was shy, diffident, 
unable to sprak well. I wanted h'ungcring, all
absorbing love-and the life around me furnished no 
scope for it. I wanted my Motherland to be powerful; 
and I found her sons enslaved. I longed to be a 
Rishi as n1y forefathers were, and I was no more than 
a little Brahmin boy enclosed in a fossilized religious 
and social groove. And like a child trying to grasp 
the moon, I struggled to proje"ct my world of imagi· 
nation into reality. I yearned; I cried and struggled; 
at times I thought of killing myself; arid I worked. I 
was neither a philosopher nor a man of great intellect. 
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But my heart was full of passionate longings a.nd 
my soul of irrepressible tumult. Through vast, foolish 
programmes of self-development, through laborious 
efforts to become what I ealled "the incessant wheel 
of work", through childish efforts at crudely practised 
Yoga-I tried to bring unity to my imagination, word 
and reality .... and I only succeeded in bringing 
confusion instead. 

Through this_ confusion something
1 

nevertheless, 
led me on-something that was unattainable and yet 
which roused high enthusiasm. Napoleon's deeds, 
Dayanand 's fiery gospel, Shri Aurobinclo 's prophetic: 
vision, all threw light on this something. Oft it took 
the shape of a phantom-a vision of beauty. And the 
beauty and strength which I missed in real life, I 
tried to create by imagination; and thus I gave them 
life in words. My passing experiences became piquant 
situatjons in my fantasy. My problems became heroes 
and heroines. My unspoken sentiments found a voice 
in their speech. I was repelled by reality, the pro
blem of poverty, the difficulty of making my way in 
this hideous city of ours-but I was also moulded 
by it. 

I turned to the writing of romantic plays. I 
almost gave up the effect at attaining unity of thought, 
word and deed. But Yogasutra was there-my sacred 
recital day and night-though practised mostly for 
worldly ends. Then I studied the Mahabharata, the 
mighty Book of Life. It was 1922, and I was shaken 
out of the self-complacency of 11 successful lawyer and 
author. 
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That Something that was leading me on became 
~ Pillar of Fire, thongh shrouded in smoke. Suddenly, 
as if under its magic influence, the vision of Beauty 
came to life. My dream became reality, yet was more 
unattainable than any dream. Through years of trial 
and torture, with the aid of whatever little training 
I had in Yoga, I summoned all my powers to prevent 
the unattainable Beauty that had come to life from 
vanishing again into nothingness. The dream became 
reality unexpectedly, with startling suddenness. In 
that moment of realization, two Truths, fundamentally 
woven into Aryan culture, yet which I had not 
perceived before, appeared to my dazzled eyes. 

My individual nature alone prescribed my way of 
life; to pursue this way was the law of my being; 
any other law for me was false and fraught with 
fear. To be ready to die any minute to fulfil this 
law of life was my self-realization-this was the first 
of the two Truths. 

The other Truth which I perceived rent for me, 
once and for ever, the curtain separating creative art 
from creative life: whenever my concentration on any 
object or experience was steadfast, ,vivid and intense, 
to the elimination of my consciousness of being 
myself, it became creative; ancl creation followed. 

Shri Krishna and Patanjali, the great Masters, had 
taught these truths to the world. It was given to me, 
a humble, worldly man, to_ captU:rc-in a little way
their secrets in actual life. The vision of beauty, for 
which I had yearned so intensely, thus became a true, 
living reality for me. 
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The Pillar of Fire was assuming a definite shape 
as it led me on, destroying the mi_sts of sorrow and 
defeat and guiding me from darkness into light. For 
a moment it took the form of Gandhiji. I saw how 
the Truths which I had captufod had come to life in 
him. Then, one evening, under the influence of a 
highly charged imagination, I saw the Pillar of Fire 
in all its blazing glory. 'l'he radiance blinded me, 
but in that moment my faith in Aryan culture was 
strengthened a million-fold. 

In that wonderful li"'ht I felt, I understood the 
secrets of Shri Aurobi~d; and Gandhiji, of Aryan 
culture as an eternal, over-arching phenomenon of 
life. Truth-compactness of thought, word and deed 
-stood revealed as but a step to the Absolute Inte
gration of Human Personality attained through 
a stern adherence to the Law of ?lfol'al Causation on 
which the order of the Universe was ordained. 

But to understand a truth is one thing, to con
centrate on it is another-to realise it by creative 
concentration is again quite diffcre-nt .... and so 
infinitely more difficult. 

I have tried to understand the phenomenon of 
Aryan culture-its spread, its trials, its triumphs, 
its eternal power. My English works-G11jarat and 
?·ts Litcrahti·e, The Aryans of the West Coast, The 
lmverial Gm·jaras, Ci·eative Art of Life, Bhag(tvad
Gita and Modern Life-arc but feeble, attempts at 
studying this phenomenon. I know that the picture 
I have drawn is but a faint, inadequate sketch of 
what I saw. How I wish I had the creative touch of 
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a master artist-a Vyasa, a Homer, a Phcdias, a 
Michael Angelo! 

In my active life the Pillar of Fire has led me on, 
often without my knowing it. Building up a tradition 
of law and order, the spreading of the gospel of 
Akhanda Hindustan, the constructive effort which has 
culminated in the Bharatiya Viclya Bhavan, and the 
little contributions towards restoring India to the free 
and might,v Aryavarta of our dreams, are but the 
materialisation of an urge which is not mine, but only 
lent to me. For I know, I foci, that l am of the <'arth, 
earthy. Effective integration of personality, without 
which creation is not possible. is not for one like me. 
Attachment, fear and wrath have not been easy for 
me to control, much less to subdue. You say I have 
achie,·cd somethinl!, hut I know I have achieved 
nothing-. I have trircl to kerp my gaze fixed on the 
Pillar of Fire, now distinct, now enveloped in a 
phosphorescent blaze, now lost in a cloud. I have 
but the crude, passing expression of the Radiance 
through the wenk vehicle which I know myself to be. 

(Reply to felicitations at ltis Diamond Jubilee Celebration, 
held at Bharatiya Vidya Bltavan, Bombay, January 7, 1947.) 
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THE CULT OF BEAUTY 

Fo& the last two months I have been overwhelmed 
with kindness. Old and young have joined in cele
brating my sixtieth birthday. As late as lust week, . 
the students of the Rabibai School and the Gujarati 
Associations of all the Bombay colleges offered their 
felicitations to me. 

I always feel at home amongst you-students. 
There are many things in- common between you and 
me. 'Vhatever the number of birthdays I have left 
behind, I have not yet ceased to be a student. I still 
aspire. I feel the craving to revere. I feel awe-struck 
at greatness. Arid are not these the hallmarks of the 
studentY ' 

But there is a great difference between the days 
when I was a student and the present time when you 
are at school and college. You are lucky in some 
matters; unlucky in others. Fifty-three years ago, 
the White Master dominated our motherland. Those 
of you who have read my autobiography will perhaps 
remember the little incident which burnt an indelible 
scar on my 1 mind. 

I worshipped my father. He was a strong, true, 
honest man and served the Government with rare 
conscientiousness. Sir Frederick Lely, an old I.C.S. 

1 officer, once described him as "the prop and pillar" 
of the Empire-the White :;\Ian's Empire. Once a 
White bitrra saheb, my father's superior, issued an 
order that the vehicles of all visitors should be stopp~d 
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at his compound gate. I was with my father when 
the order wa~ conveyod to him by the pattavala. His 
face grew red; earlier British officers had always 
treated him with respect. Our carriage, in conse
quenGe, Was kept outside the compound. My father 
stepped down, controlling his anger, to pay hi.S 
respects to the White Man who could with impunity 
insult 11 good and true Indian because his race held 
ours in thraldom. I cried over the insult that night. 
I have never forgotten this incident; whenever I have ' 
seen \Vhite snobbery, its memory has made me see 
red. 

'l'his was fifty years ago. About three months back, 
, the wife of a White officer was asked by an Indian 
shopkeeper to walk out of his shop, as he would not 
put up with her remarks. The husband complained 
to me. I was sorry that an Indian should have for
gotten himself in this manner-but the old incident 
came back to my mind. The clock has gone round. 
'l'he dread of the Whites is no more. Indians rule at 
Delhi, Indians command the world's attention in 
international assemblies; I1idians are on the march to 
world influence. 

When I was a college student, the entry of Dada
bhai Navroji into the British Parliament was hailed 
as a day of salvation. Now we are dissatisfied that 
Panditji is only the Vice-Pr.esident of an interim 
Government and not the President of a free Union 
of India. 

You are therefore lucky. One ugliness has dis
appeared. But you are unluc1.--y too, for you have 
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another ugliness forced 011 you from which we were 
spared. 

I11 our school clays, our cultural background was 
macle by our elders, who related to us, night after 
night, the stories of our heroic forbears as narrated 
by Vyasa ancl Valmiki. Your parents have forgotten 
them. Your teachers, steeped in western influence, 
are too busy coaching you for examinations to look 
after your cultural background. And the current 
theories of the West are too much ad vcrtisccl to let 
you see the 'utter ruin into .'.vhich you are being led 
by them. A scmlless \Vesternism is destroying your 
soul. \\'rong values are in the air and right values 
are withheld from you. In: this respect, you are 
unlucky. 

Bnt the felicitations you have given me, I lmow, 
come from your soul. They are not for me ; they are 
given because I have tried to unveil, in however small 
a degree, Beauty Ineffable. 

The cult of the worshippers of Beauty' is universal, 
unfettered by the laws of men, undivided by the 
barriers of custe, colour or creed-or of national 
boundaries. Of this cult, the seers have been souls 
like Vyasa and Valroiki i Homer, Kaliclasa. anfl the 
author of Bhagavata, Sappho, Hafeez and l\Iirabai; 
Dante, Tulsidas and Shakespeare; Goethe, Shelley, 
Hugo and Dumas. 

The hunger for Beauty-Beaut . ,vords, in 
I d . t . 1· y m 

co our an m s one, m 1fe and i h . ter-has no . 
1
. . . u c a1ac 

transient mutat10ns set up by· l'ff t a"es races . . c I ercn "' ' 
or countries. It is not given to everyone to satisfy 
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this hungor-the eapacity to satisfy the hunger for 
Beauty eannot be given by law, or public opinion, or 
the votes of men, or by ingenuity of artifice. But the 
man to whom this capacity is given has but one law
.to enjoy Beauty, to create Beauty and to impart to 
others such vision of it as he can. 

We are passing through a dark age. Beauty is 
belittled. Vulgarity is a badge of good living. The 
lowest of values is often made the basis for regulating 
the life of the highest. Such an age can naturally 
have little appreciation for true Beauty or for a 
joyous existen<!e unaffeetetl by petty fears and hat· 
reds; or for the harmony which lifts pel'.sonality 
above the sordidness of life. I deem it a blessing to 
be able, in some measure, to impart to others the 
vision of Beauty which haunts me. 

But I have no illusions. During the last two 
generations my literary work has been to Gujarat like 
the poison in Shiva's throat-something which it can 
neither throw out nor swallo\v. Most of my readers 
have love cl to read my works; many have been shocked 
at some of them-some genuinely, some so as not to 
lose respectability. But my work has been with life 
as it is lived; not with life as, in the opinion of prudes 
or saints, it should be lived. And yet I have not 
been able to reconcile myself to the pseudo-realism 
which reduces literature to the level of the gutter 
inspector's report. 

True literature mirrors human experience, but not 
its naked vulgarity. Such experience, to become the 
s~bject of literature, must first have been born in the 
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creative imagination and its outline harmonised into 
a heart-reaching universality. Next, it must be ex
pressed in symbols-words or images-so vividly that 
another man's imagination is stimulated and bis 
sense of Beauty thrilled with ecstasy. 

This is literature which, from Vyasa downwards, 
has been the greatest heritage of mankind. Whether 

, what I have written conforms to this conception is 
not for me to say, nor even for you-but for genera
tions to come, if my works survive so long-. 

(Reply to the felicitations on hi.~ Diamond Jubilee, at fl 
reception arranged b11 the Gujarati Litemry Associatio,. 
of the St. Xavier's College, Bombay, on. Februai·y 20, 1947.), 
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I 

DEVOTED TO THE DEVOTEES 

A YEAR and three-quarters have gone by since 
Gandhiji died. A certain void, however, still persists 
in me. It looks a strange world-a world in which 
something deep and essential is wanting, in a personal 
sense. Gaudhiji was great to the world; the architect 
of the Nation; the prophet of non-violence. But all 
these tributes come from the intellect; the sense of 
personal desolation arises from a d~eper source. 
He had penetrated into the fibres of . my being. 
'rhe time has come to measure the greatness of 
Gandhiji not in vague words but to record the im
mensity of this greatness which permeated even his 
smallest acts. 

In the Bhagavad-Gita, God is described as Sat·vatra
gama-all-pcnetratiug. In a limited· sense, Gandhiji 
could enter the hearts of those with whom he came 
in close contact. If you kept the portals of your 
heart open, he would enter it and abide there. Then 
slowly and unconsciously, all your thought and 
actions would come to be tested on the touch-stone 
of his approval. He would then no longer be a leader; 
a great man; not a father nor a father-confessor; but 
something bigger and yet nearer-the divine' element 
in your little life, warming, inspiring and uplifting 
it. And once you belonged to him, you were his. 

Gandhiji entered my life in' 1930. With Mr. Jinnah, 
then the President of the Bombay Home Rule League, 
I resigned from the Congress in 1919. We found 

S.-3, 
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Ga1~dhiji revolutionary, in1practieal, un-understand
able. I stood away from hi1.n till Bardoli. But in 
1930, something in me impelled me to join him. I 
offered satyagraha and was jailed for six months. 

I came out of jail in October. I was an active 
leader of satyagraha in Bombay. A canard was 
started that I was a Government spy. Nobody eared 
to inquire what temptation could make me a spy or 
bring me to the Congress as one. I had nothing to 
gain and in those days, everything to lose. 

Politics arx often dirty,' a whispering campaign is 
a powerful instl'luncnt; and highly placed persons 
complained to Bapu about me. I felt tcLTibly annoyed. 
I had joined the Congress with no ulterior motive and 
I asked Gandhiji for a personal intervjew. At about 
4 o'clock one early morning, I joi1ied him in his 
moming walk. I told "him what I fe1t. I also told him 
that I had decided to leave the Congress, where I found 
the jabs of malice more poisonous than the thrusts 
of swords. As I told him, the anguish of my heart 
expresse<l itself in tears. He hea1·d me patiently; he 
told me ncit to worry. "That was politics," he said. 
"You must steel yourscl.f ag-ainst such weakness and 
I will Sl'f~ that no harm comes to you," he added. 
True to his word, h'e admitted me into his inner circle 
and -up to the day of his death, he was to me not only 
a leader !mt a father, a gu1·11. 

Since then, he entered our ljfe; my wife's and mine. 
He took interest in every small detail of our life. This 
was the g-rratest of all his gifts; he made every devotee 
feel that he had a plnee reserved for him in his heart_ 
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My trials came with the Pakistan riots of 1941; my 
soul rose in revolt against Gandhij i's dictum in au 
interview which he gave at the time that no Congress
man should resist Muslims by force, even in Hindu
Muslim riots. When I submitted my protest, he 
summoned me. After a day's consideration, he 
advised me to go out of the Congress and tell the 
country what I felt. How could I part with him~ 
He said: "You won't part with me; you will be the 
dearer to me for this.'' 

He ''blessed'' me out of the Congress. I went on 
my Akhanda Hindustan tour and he took interest 
in every one of my activities thereafter. He followed 
my subsequent career with intense solicitude. Once 
when Sardar, at the request of the Bombay Provincial 
Congress Committee, wanted_ me to stand for the 
Assembly, he em phatieally overruled the idea. "It 
is not in Munshi 's interest,'' he said. ''I will fix the 
time of his re-entry into the Congress,'' he added. I 
left it to him, and in due time he told me to come 
back to the Congress, which I did. This way he 
inspired a confidence which led persons to leave 
themselves 'in his keeping-a kind of Bhakta attitude. 

A similar thing happened after I was sent to 
Hyderabad. The day before he died, I had an .hour's 
-conversation with him about Hyderabad. Sorce one 
hnd been saying malicious ,t~ings about me. He 
frankly mentioned them to me and I with equal 
frankness told him what I was doing and the plan 
that I was following. At the end of it, I asked him 
a question: "\Vhat am I to do with the man who 
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comes to you with such talcs?'' His reply was charac
teristic: "I have left HyJerabad to you; not to him." 
lie left it to me to deal with this man iu.an appropri
ate manner. That was the g1·eat thing about him. 

Once he entered into your heart, once he placed 
confidence in you, there was no going back unless yon 
proved dishonest; no malice, no whispers, could make 
the slightest impression on him. That gave one confi
dence and the courage to take risks. 'rhat was why 
one always felt joy in fulfilling his wishes. 

If he took a person, he took him for good and all. 
lie took me into the Iliu<li Sahityu Sununclan. I 
worked for Hindi for several years with him. Then 
he changed over to Hindustani. I could not follow 
him into the wilderness of a non-Sansln-itic tongue. 
Sanskritic culture, of which modern Hindi was 
becoming the vehicle, was to me as dear as the breath 
of my life. He pressed me to take up the cause of 
Hindustani. I frankly told him I could not. I parted 
company with him but he would not allow this 
difference of views to. come in the way of our relation
ship. This was the secret of his influence over men. 
· According to the Hindus, God is Bhaktavatsala, 

solicitous of the welfare of His devotees; Bhaktadhina, 
devoted to His devotees. Gandhiji had these qualities 
in more than a man's measure. 

(From P. T. l. Features, October I, 1949.)· 
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FOLLOWING THE l\iAHATMA 

·wnAT Guudhiji has taught us is the religion of 
Truth. It offers no kingdom of heaven except in .. 
oneself. It seeks for no other salvation except in being 
true to oneself. God is Truth, sang the seers of old. 
Truth is God, proclaims this seer of the new world. 

I wrote a book called I Follow the Mahatma, in 
which I acknowledged Gandhiji to be a Master. And 
men who neither read my book nor understood 
Gaudhiji often upbraided me for not following him. 
It is easy to sing Gandhiji 's praises. It is easier still 
to fall in line with the powerful organisations which 
he has built up. But what he builds is not what be 
stands for. What he does is different from what he 
is. It is difficult to realise what he is; and more diffi
cult by far to bring oue 's feet to the path he 
treads. 

Gandhiji is the l\Iaster who teaches Truth-the 
Truth which is the compactness of thought, word and 

· deed-the Truth to be oneself at all costs. To follow 
the Truth as I see it, to staud up for it fearlessly; 
that is to follow the Mahatma. to be myself in my own 
Trnth-thoftgh in but a small way-that is the path 
of his disciple. 

To follow Gandhiji is not to stifle your own sense 
of values. It is not to pursue, blind-folded, the path 
that he indicates, unjudging and judged only by 
literal compliance. This is not the discipleship of 
Truth. bnt of nntrnth;""' 
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\Ve must pursue the arduous path of his 
discipleship if we want to be worthy of him. First, 
we must try to realise Truth; then, we must try to 
practise it. 

Truth is the inse,parable oneness of our thought, 
word and deed. This truth is hard to understand, 
harder to follow. More often than not, we think in 
one way, talk in another and act in a third. Every 
moment we are impelled by love of fame, position, 
wealth, conceit; we are deterred by fear, eontumely, 
persecution; we are driven by wrath, malice, spite, 
and the fabric of truth falls to pieces as word, thought 

I 

and deed follow different directions. That is untruth. 
But in the brief moments when these three become 
one, we realise God, Who is Truth. A conscious effort 
to attain this unity is to follow the Mohatmo, is to 
be a Satyograhi. 

Satyagraha is to adhere to your Satya at the cost 
of your life. Getting artested in the cause of freedom 
is Satyagraha no doubt, but only when, without the 
lure of power or coercion of discipline, you voluntarily 
court suffering to vindicate Truth as you see it. 
Satyagraha thus becomes the noblest discipline which 
enters into the smallest detail of life. 

I have very often offended, and still go o'tt offending, 
the susceptibilities of my friends by my frankness. 
But if I did not speak and follow Truth as I see it, 
I should stray from the path of discipleship which 
I have chosen to follow. It is a severe discipline, this 
spontaneous, wholehearted surrender to God. To 
aequire evrn the elrments of it we hove to go through 
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Jong training, scrupuJousJy and cheerfuJly accepted. 
To undertake this self-discipline is to follow the 

Mahatma. 

(From "The Social Welfare", August 20, 1943.) 



III 

SHRT AUROBINDO 

SHRI AuRom:soo is dead. It is almost unbelievable. 
Five months ago I saw him in radiant health and 
listened to the words of wisdom which fell from bis 
lips.. A few days ago he gave dm·shan to his disciples.' 

/We looked forward to celebrating his 80th birthday 
in August 1951. Suddenly he has been called away. 
Motherland has lost one of the noblest of her sons. 

Shri Aurobindo 's life, w0rks and views challenge 
the values of ordinary men. In 18!)3 he returned after 
14 years of study in England, where he had a most 
brilliant academic career and a self-invited failure 
in the I.C.S. When I joined the Baroda College in 
1903 he was· our professor ; for some time he was the 
Private Secretary of Sayaji Rao Gaekwad of Baroda. 
During the partition of Bengal movement of l!J05 he 
emerged as the most powerful apostle of militant 
Indian nationalism. Through his Bandc Matamm he 
irnve our political movement a new direction and a new 
content. Ile sacrificed his all for the country when 
the hope of freedom seemed but a dim and distant 
light. He defined the goal, the technique and the 
weapons of redeeming our nation· from bondage .. In 
one of his early writings, I remember, he also emphn
i;ised the need of a non-violent movement to secure 
independrnce and ·even prophesied the arrival of 
another who would by these means achieve 
independence. 

~hri Aurobindo was one of the g1·eat masters of 
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the English language in the world. His thundering 
editorials in the Bonde Mataram attracted attention 
as much for their power as for the mastery over the 
language. His poetic works have been India's contri
bution to English literature. His works teem with 
aptness of phrase and wealth of imagery. 

!nJ904 he took to Yogn_imd gave up his anglicised 
life. In 1907, joiutly with Lokmanya Tilak and Lala 
Lajpatrai, he led the young band of fiery nationalists 
against Pherozshah Mehta and Surendranath Banerji 
~t Surat. But soon he ceased to be a mere political, 
for he was akeadY ou his way to higher evolution. 
In 1909 when he ~as an under-trial prisoner for about 
a year he spent the time in silence and- spiritual 
experience. He summarised his experience thus: 

"In this seclusion, the earliest realisation, the first lesson 
came to me. I remembered then that a month or more 
before my arrest', a call had ~ome to me to put aside all 
activity, to go into and look into myseli, so that I might 
enter into closer communion with Him." 

In 1910 he went into seclusion at Pondicherry. 
This was for him the beginning of n great period of 
life-a period of _creative interpretation of all that 
India stood for. His works of the period contain the 
most comprehensive survey of reintegrating Indian 
culture. They include bis essays on the Bhagavad
Gita, "Synthesis of Yoga," "The Secret of the 
Vedas," "The Life Divine," "The Psychology of 
Social Development," "The Ideal of Human Unity,"' 
"The Future of Poetry" and "The Defence of Indian 
Culture." He built upon the 'vork of Dayauanda and 
Ramakrishna Paramahnmsa, re-intrgr~trd Indinu 
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culture and gave Sanatana Dharma a new world-wide 
significance. He was thus the prophet of Jllodern 
India. Romain Rolland rightly called him ''the com

_pletest synthesis that has been realized to this day by 
the geniuses of Asia and geniuses of Europe.'' 

Ilis mind, even in matters practical, was as clear 
as crystal. In the Second World War he declared 
unequivocally in favour of the Allies though the whole 
country was against the view. His views stood 
justified. Recently he described the invasion of South 
Korea as the first step in.. the subjugation of Asia. 
Some of his remarks on current problems in our recent 
conversation indieated uneanny shrewdness. He was 
not a mere idealist; he was a seer who had related 
idealism to realities. He was a Yogi and Truth came 
to him in her naked unabashed form. 

He eame to 'be reeognised as one of the greatest 
philosophers of modern times and his discovery of th~ 
Super Mind is a distinct contribution to human 
thought and spiritual advance. As I stated, in 1904 
he took to Yoga; since then he scaled successive 
heights of Yogic realisation till on 24th November 1926 
he reachetl the top. He gave to a mad, materialistic 1 

world the doctrine of the Descent of Divine Conscious
ness-a living place in the thought and life of men. 

His solitary life and spiritual experien~es in the 
Ashram at Pondicherry cannot be better deseribed 
than in his own words. He says: 

I sport with solitude in my regions 
Of misadventure I have made ::ne a friend. 

Who would live largely? Who could live freely? 
Here to the wind-swept uplands ascend. 
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I am the lord of tempest and mountain, 
I am the Spirit of freedom and pride. 

Stark must he be and a kinsman to danger 
Who shares my kingdom and walks at my side. 

When I speak of Shri Aurobindo 1 cannot forget 
the other Master Gandhiji at whose feet I sat for so 
long. Both these Masters were the finest living 
products of Aryan culture and each in his way was 
an architect of its modern re-integration. 

Shri Aurobindo was ·a great artist of life. He bad 
. risen above the basic limitation, become the vehicle 
of Divine Will, wise and far-seeing. Gandhiji harnes
sed the basic limitations and worked as God's 
instrument, creative and uplifting. 

Shri Aurobindo followed Shri Ramakrishna and 
'Vivekananda and was a Yogi-a great living adept 
of this supreme art. Gandbiji, nearer to Dayananda, 
was a Karma Yogi-'master of the perfect act'-in 
fact, one of the greatest Karma Yogis of all times. Both 
were the two greatest exponents of the Moral Order. 
Both were masters of tl1e art of self-sculpture; both 
were dynamic forces challengii;g the darkness which 
is Westernism. · 

And when I met him in July last, I saw in him not 
my old professor but something different. It was 
absolute integration of personality; attachment, wrath . 
and fear in him had been transmuted into a power 

-which was at the same time beautiful and calm, the 
· Central Idea in Aryan culture ~iaterialised in human 
shape. He seemeci to say in his own language: 

My soul unhorizoned widens to' measureless sight 
My body is God's happy living tool, 

My spirit a vast sun of deathless light. 
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The sudden death of so great a master naturally 
leaves a great void. But his task on earth was done. 
He lived and had his being in Divine Consciousness 
as did the Great Masters of old and his shuffling off 
the mortal coil. cannot interfere with the spiritual 
influence which through calmness exquisite he radi
ated and will continue to radiate in spirit. 

And so long as the spirit of such Masters living in 
God walks on the earth, we need not despair of the 
destiny of man to rise to the dignity of a god. 

(A talk on' the Radio, December 5, 1950.) 



IV 

FACETS OF PANDIT NEHRU 

..A. :YAN is often greater than his deeds. .Actual 
achievement is but a pale projection of his personality, 
often distorted by outside influence. What counts is 
the man himself. Panditji 's achievements as the 
champion of Indian independence, as a redoubtable 
fighter in our freedom's battle, as a leader of great 
charm and pow.er, as the Prime :Ministei; who gave 
India a proud place in the international sphere, 
formidable as these are, are but inadequate facets -0f 
what he is. 

The man as I see him day after day, sometimes 
hour after hour, is drffcrent from and, in a sen~e, 
more significant than what he docs. Once, years ago, 
during the Home Rule League days, he looked a 
dandy at first impression, although to those who knew 
him better, he was even then a quivering flame of 
idealism. The erstwhile dandy now carries the burden 
of one of the most responsible offices in the world, and 
gives the impression of being a sad and lonely man, 
bis wistfol eye fixed "On something distant, something 
unattainable. 

There is a strong attachment between him and 
other members of the Nehru family. He permits a 
small circle of friends, men and women, to share his 
few spare moments. They extena to him an effusive 
warmth, natural towards a personal hero, who also 
happens to be a Prime :Minister. He is steadfast in 
his loyalty to them. But I doubt whether he shares 
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all his ,worries and joys with any one of them. Once 
I saw him bidding gootl-bye to some close friends. 
Amidst gushing words untl affectionate clingings, he 
stood more like a statue, his only response beiug a 
tired smile. 

Panditji lives in a world of bis own-a world of 
ideals in which his emotions act but in the abstract. 
He is different from the saint to whom "the world 
is the farnily"-l'asudhaiva kutumbakam. Rarefied 
emotions drive him to· dedicate his life to great and 
noble causes in a manner iyhich, to a mau ignorant 
of the workings of his mind, often sec>ms to be unre
lated to realities. His shrewdness and perspicacity are 
at times only shy handmaidens who wait in silence, 
when his ideals impel him to a generpus gesture. 

Panditji cannot be strictly called a man of God. 
I do not know whether he ever prays. His address on 
the Gi:ta the other day at the Birla l\Iundir seemed 
theoretical. His Westem upbringing makes it difficult 
for him to cultivate an articulate faith in God or to 
view life as au entleav:our to become Ilis instrument. 
Shri Krishna's exhortation, "leave all und come unto 
l\Ie," or "Be thou l\ly instrument," may not attract 
him. But like the hero of l\Ioliere 's play who talked 
"prose" without knowing it, he is nevertheless a man 
of God without knowing it. I should not be surprised 
if, some day, he flowers into a God-inspired teacher 
of nations. 

His life is true to his ancestry. Like a true Brahman 
he is high-souled, disciplined, treating life as a votive· 
offering. Every minute of his is dedicated to the 
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great tasks before him of forcing realities into the 
mould of noble ideals. He exhibits a volcanic irrepres
sibility when obstacles confrpnt him. I-le denounces; 
he explodes into violent fits of temper. But these 
ebullitions have no malice in them; they only help to 
let off his fiery impatience. 

His dedication, though not unto Him, is at any 
rate to the Vision of an ideal which he finds difficult 
to be realised as expeditiously as he would wish. This 
self-dedication often makes him a stickler· for proprie
ties even when faced with problems of power polities. 
His invocation of the U.N.O. 's intervention in the 
Kashmir affair, and his protracted indecision on the 
Hyderabad problem, were also the result of a spiritual 
conflict between what is necessary and what, according 
to him, is proper. His sense of international proprie
ties also arises from this source. That is why his 
colleagues sometimes blink at the prospect of what 
he would decide in a critical situation. , ' 

It is refreshing 'to see such an idealistic and so 
higly-placed a person respond to the arguments of his 
colleagues or allow himself to be converted if the 
opposition is genuine and well-founded. In spite of 
his pr~possessions he can always sense the feeling in 
the party or Parliament or the country alid can stoop 
to conquer. Age and experience have mellowed him. 
The magnitude of India's troubles hns eased the 
tension of his inner conflict. Tliat is why' of late 
Sardar and he have achieved a complete understand
ing, not only of tbe bead, but of the heart as well. 

After October 1946, he has grown in stature. His 
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feeling for reality has deepened. Possibly two years 
hence he would be that rare thing in politics, n states
man with his feet planted on earth, his head mumined 
by the sunshine of moral values, his heart dedicated 
to redemption; provided, of course, the world, in the 
interval, docs not drive him into the wilderness. 

The most fascinating characteristic of Panclitji is 
his sense of the beautiful. His charming smile, the 
flower in his buttonhole, the way he loves to surroun<}. 
himself witi1 people of culture, all show his hunger 
for beauty-Beauty Absl>lute, as Plato envisaged. 
Gandhiji with his trerucudous personality and dyna
mic gospel inaugurated an era of austere simplicity 
and the dominance of the useful over the beautiful. 
Panditji was perhaps one of the very few who came 
into intimate contact with him but remained untoueh
ed by the full implication of that philosophy. Though 
he dedicated himself to high endeavour nuder the 
guidance of his Master, the vision of Beauty hus 
never left Panditji. He expresses it in tasteful 
surroundings, in a love for gruC"e and harmony, i11 
colour and form. His love .for genuine art and 
literature remains undimmed. Even in the grim battle 
which he had been fighting since his young days, he 
has clcvotccl himself to art and literature and his 
stray utterances on the subject reveal the passion for 
artistic perfection. 

Panditji 's sense of beauty is allied to his ideals. 
Perhaps they are counterparts of the same vision . 
.An artist has been flung not only in the battle of 
freedom but in the vortex of power politics. This, 
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above all others, sets him off against the murky 
background of moderii times. His notion of beauty 
is not, however, of the strictly artistic variety. To 
him beauty is justice and justice beauty- justice, 
international, national, social as well as persona.I. Only 
the other day, during his impassioned broadcast on 
food, he said: ''I love flowers, but today the sight of 
a cluster of banauas is sweeter to my eyes than any 
flower.'' 

His life is linked with India's fortunes. In the 
unique partnership between him and the indomitable 
Snrdar, India has one of the greatest assets which any 
nation had in history. The future will largely depend 
upon the success or failure of this rare combination 
to give India a strong government, to its people an 
exuberant will to work, to Asia stability, and to the 
world peace. 

(From P. T. I. Features, November 14, 1949.) 



v 
THE INDO.i\ll'l'ABLE S .. :.um .. ui 

IT is difficult for me to write about the Sardar. Of 
all the leading men with whom I have come into close 
contact, he has been nearest to me.. I admire his 
extraordinary gifts. I cherish a deep affection f~r 
this man whom most men fear. Neithe1: difference of 
,~iews nor my leaving the Congress has interfered 
with our personal relations which make life sweet and 
worth living. 

I first came into closo,contact with Sardar Vnllabh
bhai in l!J28. He was then leading the Bardoli 
Satyagraha movement. I was an independent member 
of"the Bombay Legislative Council. Sir Leslie Wilson, 
the then Governor, told me that there was no official 
high-handedness at Bardoli and that the propaganda 
was false. I promised to go there and see things for 
myself. I went, saw, and was conquered. I resigned 
on this issue. 

There I met the Sarclar of Bardoli, now of India, 
in active service. His leadership drew me to him. He 
had for~ed a technique of mass resistance which 
rcconcilrd me to Gandhiji 's policies which I had so 
far consiclrred impractical. 

Then eame 1930 and the historic Dandi :March. 
'rhe univPrsal urge for seeking martyrdom, which 
Gandhiji had evoked, attracted me. I placed myself 
at his :o;rrvice, joined the Congress, offered Salt 
Satyagralia and went to jail. After the Gandhi
Irwin trnce, I saw the Sard'ar presiding over the 
Karachi Congress. 
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During 1932-33 we were in different jails. In 1934, 
on release, we came closer to each other. During the 
Assembly elections, I first declined his suggestion that 
I should stand for the Assembly. But·when, at the 
last minute, Shri Nariman withdrew, he again asked 
me to stand for the seat. The prestige of the Qongress 
was at stake, he said. I agreed. This laid the founda
tion of our friendship. 

Then came the elections of 1936. I saw him arrang
ing elections, fixing up candidates, setting up minis
tries, controlling them, giving to diverse centrifugal 
forecs a harmonious direction. I saw him arranging, 
organising, directing men and forces all over the 
country; breaking through hostile combinations; 
aligning new forces. I was with him often, almost 
daily, wh~n he was in Bombay, watching with 
admiring awe the working of his mind. 

Few know the difficulties which the Sardar had to 
face in setting up a homogeneous party. He selected 
Shri Kher, and commissioned some of us to get the 
latter's consent. He piloted the activities which 
ended in the choice of Shri Kher as the leader. This 
choice was Sardnr 's stroke of generalship. But for 
it, Bombay Congress Ministry would have been a 
ghastly failure. 

Congress was a seething mass of ambitions all 
throughout the country; the Sardar 's genius alone 
brought order and discipline. ·'Often, at night, I saw 
and heard him answering long-distance calls from all 
over India with short, decisive suggestions which were 
devastating in their effectiveness. 
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For 27 months, when I was Home l\finister in the 
Congress Ministry, I was in the closest contact with 
him. There is an erroneous impression that he meddled 
in ministerial affairs. But he watched the ministers' 
work incessantly and only stepped in 'vhen they 
'veakened in their effort to become effective centres of 
power against the Governors. His was a vast cam
paign for creating power. We were often weak; many 
a time we knew not how to act up to the task of 
reducing the Governors to mere constitutional heads. 
Then only the Sardar stepped in. 

I was associated with some informal negotiations 
between the Viceroy and Gandhiji through Vallabh
bhai. I was in touch with the negotiations with 
Rajkot which the Sardar carried out in the last stages 
of ministerial existence in November 1939; and with 
the infructuous negotiations with the Viceroy in 1940. 
And in them all, I saw the Sardar 's penetrating in
sight, his profound knowledge of human strength 
and weakness, his unerring grasp of the essentials 
in the game, and behind it all I saw the Grand Rebel 
who, under the leadership of GandhiJi the Master, 
was fighting British rule, not merely by words, but 
by a mobilisation of human effort and ambition on 
the fields of open battle and unseen diplomacy. 

In 1940 we were together in Yeravda Jail. I had 
then the occasion to see his human side. He laughed, 
cracked jokes, told droll stories. He became our 
house-keeper, prepared tea for us, looked after our 
food and other arrangements. For hours we walked 
together. He told me stories of his younger days, of 
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his early association with Gandhiji, of the missing 
links in many affairs to which I was only a partial 
witness. He came to acquire a strong attachment to 
me. And when in March 1941 I was laid up with 
serious illness, during which Dr. Gilder nursed me 
with unfailing care, I saw the Sardar watching me 
with a mother's tender solicitude. And when, on 
being released, I was taken out on a stretcher in a 
semi-conscious condition, I remember seeing this 
indomitable man's eyes follow me with humid 
tenderness. 

But, to the world, the Sardar is a man of few 
words. To some, he is the silent, sinister figure who 
is responsible for every policy of the Congress, which 
they disapprove. He is denied mass popularity of 
the kind which, for instance, Pandit J awaharlal 
commands. He hasn't the flair for it. He is too 
impersonal. He desires to create no personal tradi
tion apart from Gandhiji and the Congress. And 
where strength is needed, he is generally selected to 
\vield the thunderbolt. And he does it without 
apology; for he knows that a ruthless imperialism 
cannot be fought without forging a compact instru
ment of strength. 

The Sardar is the executive arm of the Gandhian 
fabric of power. This fabric of power-this empire 
-is something wider than the c~mgress, and yet, the 
main support of the institution; for in the Congress 
there are indeed many who are not an integral part 
of this empire. All over the world, there are 
Gandhinns. They look to Gandhiji for inspiration 
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and guidance. They delight in carrying out his 
behests; they test their conduct on the touchstone of 
his possible approval. They are not merely restricted 
to the Congress, the A.LS.A., the Hindi Prachar, the 
A.LY.I.A. or the Kasturba Trust. There are lawyers, 
doctors, millionaires, men in power, outside these insti
tutions, who, when ordered, hasten to fulfil his wishes. 
This vast army of men and women, though it may be in 
more or less restricted sphere, forms the hierarchy 
which upholds the Gandhian "empire". 

'l'he creation of this vast edifice is one of Ga'ndhiji 's 
greatest achievements, unparalleled in history. A 
Cresar or an Akbar built such an empire with the aid 
of force. Gandhiji has built it without any force at 
all; that is his glory. 

By far the greatest section of this 11 empire'' 
receives its direction ·from Vallabhbhai. Gandhiji 
plans, inspires, guides, sets the standard and the goal; 
Vallabhbhai sees that things are done. 

The Sardar hns abjured all personal life. He has 
no individual ambition' or attachment apart from the 
success of Gandhian policies. He has no opinion 
except Gandhiji 's, once his own views are overruled. 
He has no other standards except those prescribed by 
Gandhiji. Since the first day, twenty-eight years ago, 
when Vallabhbhai attached himself to Gandbiji, he 
has had no mental reservation from his leader. He 
has been to Gandhiji what Shri Krishna wanted 
Arjuna to be: nimittamatram-an jnstrument. 

This surrender on the part of so strong-tempered 
and astute a man as Vallabhbhui borders on the 
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spiritual. The Sardar has strong lik1•s antl dislikes; 
he has a llammer-ancl-tongs way of dealing with men. 
Gandhiji 's outlook is superior, his methods nou
violeut. Vallabhbhai 's judgment of men and things 
is mostly m1erring and realistic. Gandhiji 's appre
ciation pf men and things is generous and sometimes 
so detached as to appear idealistic. Vallabhbhai can 
play upon the ambitions and fears of men; Gandhiji 
will play mostly on their nobler instincts. If 
Vallabhbhai 's judgment on power politics is invari
ably sound, Gaudhiji 's moral outlook corrects it and 
gives it a point and edge which ~re irresistible. 

This surrender to Gandhiji is partly responsible for 
the general failure to appreciate the great work that 
the Sardar is doing. He never claims for himself; he 
does not want to be known except as an instrument 
of Gan<lhiji. 

Pew realize the sheer impossibility of merging one's 
self in another, however great. I !mow by personal 
experience, how difficult it is to make some one else's 
truth one's own und to be ready to die for it. Vallabh
bhai has performed the impossible. The rock on which 
his life is founded is faith in Gan<lhiji. 

The Sardar is a great player on the chess-board 
of Indian practical politics. 'l'he chess-board extends 
to the whole of India, to its every sphere. His eye 
is on every' pawn, friendly or hostile. He watchrs 
the Briti.sh in India with unweary eyes. He calculates 
moves, large and small, in Congress groups, legisla
tures, in public life, in pra.ja mandals, in the Central 
Government. He enn mnke people talk by his silence, 
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which is often unfathomable. Jealousies, ambitions, 
insinuations, complaints and scandals are lnid bare 
before him. They are subconsciously registered, 
analysed, docketed. They provide the raw material for 
his uncanny insight into human motives to work upon 
and form the basis for his moves which are mostly 
unerring. 

If the elections are on, all over India, each province, 
each leader, each important member has his attention. 
When ministries were functioning, every ministry, 
the internal relations of its mc!Dbers, their attitude 
towards the British, were all under his watchful care. 
In Congress Committ;es, where rival ambitions often 
mar team work, he watches ambitious men with a 
"hundred -eyes" and regulates them. And through 
the tangled web of moves and counter-moves, his 
unerring finger forms combinations with but one aim: 
the generation of India's strength and the end of 
foreign rule. 

As a leader, the Sardar has great qualities. Ile is 
a man of immense courage. During the Rajkot affair, 
several attempts were made to kill him; on one occa
sion, at Bhavnagar, his accidental detention by a 
merchant wanting to offer him a garland saved him 
from being smashed to pieces. Accident only prevented 
his being man-handled at Baroda. While we were 
going together in a motor car during the time of the 
labour disturbances staged by the Communist Party 
after the passage of the Industrial Disputes Act, an 
infuriated man slashed at the rear window pane of 
our car with an iron rod, crnckin~ the pane at a 
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thousand places. Luckily the glass was of the un
breakable sort and there were no splinters. During 
such moments, the Sardar is imperturbable. He shllllS 
no risks. He delights in them. He is a man of 
wonderful resources and can invent endless devices to 
checkmate hostile plans. He can evoke loyalties. He 
can be loyal to those with or through whom he works. 
He is never afraid of taking responsibilities for the 
actions of his followers. 
, His powers of organisation are unique. In this 
country, where centuries of slavery have made it 
impossible for men to adhere to each other in order 
to evolve a great organisation, the Sardar's 'genius 
is invaluable. I first saw his powers of organisation 
at Bardoli in 1928. A taluka of 80,000 souls was 
converted into a compact whole in which months of 
official pressure could not so much as make a crack. 
It is easy, as I stated, to create a great organisation 
by force of arms. It is very difficult to do so, as in 
the case of Gandhiji, by forging moral sanctions as 
represented by his approval, or by the sanction of 
collective opinion, as mobilised by the Sardar. Whole
some dread of Vallabhbhai 's displeasure is often as 
efficacious in maintaining discipline as the great 
dread of Gandhiji 's passing an adverse moral 
judgment. 

We have a history of political slavery; we attach 
more importance to d·octrines a~d slogans than to the 
art of developing effective power. If one is to struggle 
against the might of British Imperialism, a rival 
organisation which is compact and effective is 
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essential. That by the nature of things ca11 oitly be 
based on the extreme power, either of collective 
opinion concentrated on the issue, or the fear of moral 
condemnation at the hands of a man who carries with 
him the conscience of millions. GandhUi and the 
Sardar together / wield both. 

The strength of the Sardar lies in submitting his 
methods to the test of Gandhian approval. Vallabh
bhai knows this only too well. When Shri Nariman 
in 1937 complained -to Gandhiji · about what be 
characterised as Vallabhbhai's unjustifiable attempt 
to remove him from the leadership of the Congress 
Party and the legislature, Gandhiji promptly appoint
ed a committee to enquire into the matter. He told 
Nariman that if he found that Vallabhbhai was 
guilty of such actions as Nariman complained of, he 
would sever connections with him. The Committee
Mr. D. N. Bahadurji was in it-held an enquiry and 
decided that Vallabhbhai 's action was justified. But 
in such matters, Gandhiji 's moral sense controls the 
stern discipline which Vallabhbhai demands and for 
that reason makes it much more effective. 

Ordinarily the Sardar is a man of very few words. 
He can keep silent for hours in the midst of the most 
exciting conversation. He never speaks for the sake 
of speaking. He only becomes eloquent when artion 
is in the air. But when he does speak, it is with 
unrivalled eloquence. He can attack, appeal, heap 
ridicule; he can make his audience weep: above all, 
he is a master of winged words which, like shafts, 
pierce the heart. His language varies with the occasion 
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and the audience. He can speak in the idiom of the 
villagers. The next minute he can turn out sentences 
in choice literary Gujarati. But his words never miss 
their mark. 

The essential Sardar is a Grand Rebel, the defiant 
hero of the undaunted will, unbending in his fieree 
determination to assert Indian independenee. In 
India, where alien rule has brought an inferiority 
complex, he creates, wherever he moves, an atmosphere 
of self-reliant strength. To an age of sweet words 
and hypocritical action, he brings a rugged honesty 
which shatters the veneer cloaking the most ambitious 
imperialism of all time. His fierce' but dynamic will 
strives to represent and create a free and united 
India in an India afflicted with bondage and 
threatened with disruption. 

Men of lesser strength-and I am one--often 
shudder at his audaeity-his pugnacious refusal to 
compromise. The man of thought finds little that is 
attractive in him. The crowd, bent on admiration, 
misses the romantic look, the personal tradition, the 
flaming idealism, which collective mind worships. The 
imaginative mind turns away from him; but the 
student of history will immediately recognise him. 
He has stepped out of Plutarch's gallery of indomit
able men. He is made of the stuff of which were made 
Prithviraj and Pratap of immortal glory. 

(From "The Social Welfare". November 2, 1945, on the occa
S'ion of the Sardar's 70th birthday.) 



VI 

UPROOTER OF KINGS 

IT has always been diffieult for me to speak about 
Sardar; much more so now, for my heart is full with 
grief. 

Years ago, I heard of Sardar as a lawyer of 
Ahmedabad boisterously dominating the lawyers' 
club, building up clever defences for criminals, 
playing bridge and cra~king jokes at every one 
including the newly arrived Gandhiji. Then he found 
in Gandhiji, the Master, and his life changed. He 
began his fighting career by offering civil disobedience 
against the practice of Veth-a sort of beggary-in his 
home district. Then for the first time, an Indian was 
found with the temerity to invite the white Commis
sioner to his own office and by that one bold stroke 
the battlement of white bureaucracy fell in Gujarat. 

Then Sardar built up the civic life of Ahmedabad. 
He also became the executive arm of Gandhian fabric 
of power-that vast edifice which was one of 
Gandhiji 's greatest achievements, unparalleled in 
history. Gandhiji planned, inspired and guided and 
set the standard and the goal. Sardar saw to it that 
things were done. In the prosecution of Gandhiji 's 
vast plans Sardar abjured all personal life, gave up 
all individual ambition except the success of 
Gandhian policies. He was to Gandhiji what Shri 
Krishna wanted Arjuna to be: ?1imittamatram, an 
instrument. 

I saw his power of organisation in l!l29 in Bardoli 
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when for the first time I came into close contact with 
him. A tuluka of 80,000 souls was converted into a 
compact whole. There I saw what Sardar could do, 
how he could forge out of Gandhian weapon of 
Satyagraha, a non-violent engine of collective 
coercion. His uncanny insight into the strength and 
weakness of human character, his resourcefulness, his 
~apacity for evoking the loyalty o{ his followers by 
the wholesome dread of his displeasure-all gave 
Satyagraha a sharp edge and won for India her first 
battle of freedom at Bardoli. Then I first found wlmt 
Gandhiji preached was Hinayana Gandhism ; 
Sardar had made of it Mahayana Gandhism. 

I saw his organisational power on an all-India plan 
in 1936 when he was arranging elections, fixing up 
candidates, setting up ministries and controlling 
them, giving to diverse centrifugal forces a unified 
direction. He organised and directed men and forces 
all over the country, broke through hostile combina
tions, aligned new forces. Congress then was a 
seething mass of ambitions throughout the country; 
Sardar's genius alone brought order and discipline. 

For 27 months when I was Home Minister in the 
Bombay Congress Ministry, I was in the closest 
contact with !him. His was a vast campaign for 
creating power. We were often weak; many a time 
we knew not how to act up to the task of reducing 
the Governors to mere constitutional heads. Then the 
Sardar stepped in. 

From 1937 to 1940 I was in touch with the negotia
tions which Sardar carried on in respect of Rajkot, 
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with the last stages of the Ministerial existence iu 
November, 1939, and the infructuous negotiations 
with the Vicero::r in 1940. I admired him for his 
penetrating insight, his profound knowledge of human 
strength and· wealu1ess, his unerring grasp of the 
essentials in the game, and behind it all, I saw the 
Grand Rebel who, like Pratap, lived and moved and 
had his being in an atmosphere of independence self
created. 

In 1940, we were together in Yeravda Jail. Then 
I saw the intensely human side of Sardar's nature. 
He laughed, cracked jokes, told clroll stories. He 
became our house-keeper, prepared tea for us, looked 
after our food and other arrangements. In March 
1941, when I was laid up with serious illness, he 
watched over me with a mother's tender solicitude. 
\Vhen later, I was taken out on a stretcher in a serious 
condition, I saw in this indomitable man's eyes what 
I had never seen before, humid tenderness. . 

Then in 1946-47, the great days of the final bid for 
power, came negotiations. Sardar then emerged as 
a great player on the chess-board of Inda-British 
diplomacy. His eye was on every pawn, friendly or 
hostile. He watched the situation with unwcary eyes. 
He calculated moves, large and small, in Congress 
groups, legislatures, in public life, and in the Central 
Government. lie made people talk by his unfathom
able silence. He sub-consciously registered, analysed, 
docketed jealousies, ambitions, insinuations, complaints 
and scandals; for, they provided to him the raw 
material for his uncanny skill to work upon to 
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produce the pattern he wanted._ 
For months in 1946 and 1947, we were staying 

together at Birla House. I participated in some of 
the less intimate conferences too. Those were great 
days, with the l\Iuslim League on one side, the Indian 
Princes on the other, trying to make a hostile combi~ 
nation, with l:iardai; fighting every inch of the ground. 
li'ew people know the inner history of those days
how he won the Indian Princes one by one; it is an 
epic. One chapter of it I will never forget. A few days 
before the 15th August 1948, a hostile combina
tion of Indian Princes sprang up with a plan to 
project the Pakistan frontier from the border of 
Sindh to the borders of Bhopal Qn'. the one side and 
to the Surat District on the other. It was a bold and 
formidable move on the part of those who wanted to 
disrupt our new freedom. I was also vitally interested 
as I was then the Constitutional Adviser to the 
Maharana of Udaipur who had also been invited to 
.valk into the spider's web. But the combination was 
broken to ,bits by the Sardar, each clement being 
segregated and destroyed. The result was complete 
integration. · 

Junagadh was another brilliant feat and perhaps 
Hyderabad was the greatest. For nine months I 
worked under him as the Agent General in Hyderabad. 
The Laik Ali regime in Hyderabad had money, 
influence and powerful friends. in Delhi and London. 
Some day I will tell the story of how Hyderabad was 
won; but it was the most distinguished achievement of 
Sardar in the whole programme of India's integration. 
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Samudragupta, the great Emperor, was styled "the 
uprooter of· kings"; Parasurama, the incarnation of 
Vishnu, was distinguished for having destroyed kings; 
but no one knows whether the kings whom they 
destroyed prayed for the long life of their destroyer. 
But in the case of this ''uprooter of kings,'' every 
Ruler so uprooted prayed for the destroyer's long life. 

To his strength we also owe the maintenance of 
law and order in the land-the disorganisation of the 
Communist forces, the inability of hostile forces to 
weaken the Congress ·hold over the country, the 
suppression of the separatist tendencies among the 
Sikhs and the taming of the R.S.S. No greater testi
mony to Sardar's power could be found than in the 
fact that even the chief of the R.S.S., Shri Golwalkar, 
who had been jailed by Sardar, came to pay his last 
respects to Sardar, flying all the way from Nagpur. 
It is an undeniable fact that he had the control of 
the machinery of the Congress; that he guided the 
I.N.T.U.C.; that he was the cementing force between 
the different Chief Ministers; and that he was the 
strong man of th\! Indian Government to the last 
hour of his life. On the night of Wednesday the 13th, 
I met him before I left for l\fatheran. On his arrival 
in Bombay his energies seemed to have revived. For 
a few minutl's he talked to me about an important 
question with almost his old vigour. In his eye 'Va<;; 

the old familiar glut of indomitableness. But '.it 
was the last flicker of the dyin~ flame. Thirty-si.x 
hours more and the flame was extinguished. 

Courageous, resourceful, powerful in his prefer-
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ences and prejudiL1!s, realist to his fillgertips, he built 
the edifice df India's strength and stability stone by 
stone for the last 32 years. But behind this power 
and strength was a peasant's simplicity which nothing 
would corrupt, the loyalty to those to whom he gave 
his affection. Au untamable spirit led him to dedicate 
himself to the cause of the Motherland. 

He lived, he worked, and he suffered for her, and 
he inscribed his name upon the roll of India's history 
among the greatest of her sons for all time. 

'l'hree men entere!l my life. Shri Aurobindo when 
I wus his student in the Baroda College; Sardar when 
I i:.esigned from the Bombay Council on the Bardoli 
issue; Gandhiji when I joined the Salt Satyagraha. 
Gandllij°i died two years ago. Shri .Aurobindo left 
the world a few days ago. Now Sardar is gone. My 
links with an older generation are snapped. .And the 
world, for the moment, is chill, for the warmth of 
these men is no more. · 

(A Talk on the Radio, DecEm)ber 21, 1950.) 

S.-!i 



VII 

MA.LA VIYAJI MAHARAJ 

(1) 
'fnE c:ouutry today mourns the death of oue of the 
greatest of its sons, Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya. 

He was one of the fathers of Indian Nationalism . 
.Associated with the Congress almost from its birth, 
he remained actively associated with it right till his 
death. He fought by parli~mentary devices; he led 
Satyagraha movements aad he lived to see the Congress 
installed at Delhi. 'fhree times he presided over the 
Congress; three times over the Hindu Mahasabha ; 
and there was scarcely a great political cause which 
did not find in him an enthusiastic supporter. 

But Malaviyaji was not merely a politician. He 
was also the father of the movement for a national 
language for India and brought the Hindi Sahitya 
Sammelan and the great linguistic and literary move
ment which is associated with Hindi into existence. 
Ile was the' greatest eclucationist in India, having 
founded a11d conducted the Hindu University at 
Danarus. I le was an erudite scholar and energised 
the Sanskritic revival which has brought to the Indian 
languages a new Renaissaucc. Ile was accepted as 
the higlwst authority in Hindu religious thought and 
action. Ifo was, in essence, the embodiment of the 
spirit of Kashi, tlic heart of Hindu outlook throughout 
the ages. ' 

His ac·ltil•vements were many and varied, but he 
himself was greater than the greatest of his achieve-
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rucnts. Spotless and selfless iu character, large-hearted 
and sympathetic towards all good causes, devoutly 
religious, he lived in a ceaseless effort to realise the 
ideals which ennoble life; and by ev,ery test, he was 
a Maharslii. Mab,atma Gandhi once called him Pratah 
Smarmliyah-a sage whose name, if spoken in the 
morning, would lift one out of the mire of one's 
sordid self. 

He died full of years and of honours -ivhieh the 
Jove of India bestowed on him. He was the darling 
of the gods for he snw the fulfihnent of. his dreams 
with bis own eyes. The glorious end of so -full a 
career, extending over sixty years, would not, looking 
to the normal span of a man's life, have evoked sueh 
universal grief. But our heart is disconsolate, for he 
left us just at the time when his inspiration was most 

needed. 

(A Ta.lk on the Radio, November 11, 1946.) 



VIII 

MALA Vl Y AJI MAHARAJ 
(2) 

AMONG the great sons of the lust century who have 
made us what we are, Malaviyaji, or Malaviyaji 
M~haraj as we used to call him latterly, bas a high 
place. 

I first came into contact with him in 1914. Since 
then, he took an interest in me ·and I came to be 
devoted to him. It has been my good fortune to have 
come into close contact with some of the noblest 
Indians who have contributed to the greatness of 
India during the last fifty years. I sat at the feet 
of Shri Aurobindo in my college days. I worked undei· 
J,okamanya Tilak and Mrs. Besant. I worked even 
with Mr. Jinnah and was in close personal relation
ship with him when he was the ardent champion of 
Indian Nationalism. Gandhiji entered my life in 
1930. Of all these,' the men who stirred me to my 
innermost depths and whose life o.nd character 
shaped my outlook on life were Shri Aurobindo, 
Mahatma Gandhi o.nd Malaviyaji. 

Of the men whose spirit rose in revolt in 1889 
against British domination fastened on this country, 
Malaviyaji was one of the earliest. He 'vas associated 
with the Congress, if I remember rightly, from the 
second session. Since then, he remained associated 
with it throughout his life. Even when . Gandhiji 
obtained unquestioned mastery of the Congress in 
1!)20, ~Iulaviyaji, in spite of dilferl'nce in outlook on 
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some points, stood by him throughout. lie differed 
from Gandhiji on many points but he never dissociat· • 
ed himself from him; for he knew that the country's 
future was safe in Gandhiji 's hands. Gandhiji treated 
him like an elder brother. 

Malaviyaji was the flower of Indian Nationalism, 
because he was the finest embodiment of Indian 
culture. When the Punjab was in distress, when 
Assam was in difficulties, when the Congress was 
outlawed, Malaviyaji stood alone and fought for 
national freedom, for the suffering and the enslaved. 

Malaviyaji was not only a politician. He was a deep 
and profound scholar. He was an educationist whose 
efforts saw full realisation in the Hllidu University, 
one of the finest institutions reared by modern India 
during the worst days of her political servitude. Today 
that University is not just a mere University. Like 
Nalandn, it focuses the best talents in the country, 
and radiates the influence of reiutegqi.tecl Indian 
Culture. 

Malaviyaji 's greatest claim to immortality is his 
close association with Hindi as the national language 
of India. Dayananda Saraswati was the first to 
recognise it. Keshab Chandra Seu followed. But it 
was l\falaviyaji whose kinship with all that was best 
in the traditions of Indian culture recognised in Hindi 
the one force which, like San§krit of old, would keep 
the life and culture of our country together. 

Malaviyaji, though not an apostle of neo-llinduism 
like Dayananda, Ramakrishna Paramaharusa, Viveka
nanda and Shri Aurohindo. was the living exponent, 
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by words, deeds and life, of the best in Hindu 
religion. He was n product of modern education and 

• bis appeal was to the educated. He was deeply 
learned in the Shastras and his appeal was also to the 
orthodox. In him, the forces of the old Hinduism of 
the last century met the ueo-I-Iinduism of today, as 
a broau, enfranchised, progressive, cultural and 
spiritual world-force. 

As an individual, he was greater still. Long, long 
before Gandhiji taught our leaders to give up worldly 
prospects for a life of service, Malaviyaji gave Up 
everything for India's freedom and culture. Simple, 
frugal, perpetually living at a high tension of 
idealism, considerate, kind and sympathetic, he was 
the soul of refinement. His heart went out to every
one, irrespective of religion or race. He admired 
everything great and noble from whatever source it 
came. Ile inspired faith and devotion. 

After Gandhiji, there was no other man in India 
during the _last thirty years who has given the 
inspiration and commanded the ycrsonal devotion 
which Malaviynji did. He came out of ancient India, 
as Gandhiji has come, giving validity to the unbroken 
co.Qtinuity of life, which is India. He was the soul 
of eternal Varanasi, the home of learning and of 
humility which lives in eternal search of noble living: 
the ageless Brahmin in the context of the whirliu~ 
modern life. 'l'he Hindu University was his ashram. 
And, in him lived again the spirit of the mighty 
Rishis of old whose rich legacy makes India what it 
is today. 
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India is travelling fast towards a new destiny. Our 
horizon is widening rapidly. Hinduism which, a few 
decades ago, was a religion, a "i)fiilo:;uphy.aml a social 
system, is no longer so. It is being reintegrated as 
a broad, enfranchised, progressive, cultural a11d 
-spiritual force which the freedom of today will trans
mute into -a world message. To this transmutation, 
Mala,iyaji gave his whole life. 

(From "The Social Welfaro", December 5, 1947.) 



IX 

ROLLAND OF THE UNV ANQUIS"{IED SPIRIT 

AMIDST the blare of trumpets and the beat of war 
drums, almost unnoticed, died Romaiu Rolland who, 
after :Mahatma Gandhi, was the greatest apostle of 
'Peace on Eart.b..' He brought to the world a message 
of love and goodwill, which was denied by the world
not once but twice, during World Wars I and II. 
'Vhen war-madness comes to be considered as danger
ous as homicidal mania, then will the world recognise 
Holland who came with a mission of hope, struggled 
for its realisation, but was frustrated by the barbarian 
instinct<> of modern man. 

Born on January 29, 1866, Rolland remained 
unknown for fifty years except to a small circle of 
admiring friends. That small circle recognised the 
moral energy of this man, to whom men of every 
country and race were as brothers. But on the wholo 
his was a lone, heroic, unyielding fight against the 
fate which surrounded him with tragic failures. He 
fought to vindicate Drayfus. Ile strove for· a people's 
theatre which did not materialise. He led a small 
band of literary idealists who for 15 years edited a 
small magazine, Cahiel's de la Quinzaine, which was 
scarcely known beyond a small circle of subscribers. 
For several years ~e vauished from the literary world, 
enveloping himself in solitary toil. 

He planned a series of creative works to illustrate 
his ardent faith: ''Our first duty is not to be great 
hut to defend the greatness of earth." Tho one theme 
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of his earlier works was to illustrate the triumph of 
unyielding heroism-the heroism of the crusaders of 
the ideal. l\Iost of his heroes were animated with 
unwavering enthusiasm for the unattainable. Depriv
ed of the externals of success they lived and died for 
the triumph of their spirit. One of the heroes of his 
work, .Aert, a Prince, heir to l;lolland 's vanished 
greatness, is a typical example. Hi!:\ people are 
crushed by defeat. ';rhe future appears ''a period of 
slow decadence.'' As the stage direction puts it_: ''The 
moral and political humiliations of recent years arc 
the foundation of the struggle still in store.'' 'Vhen 
his tutor wants to make of him a Marcus Aurelius, 
he proudly replies : ''I pay due reverence to ideas, 
but I recognise something higher than they-1\ioral 
Grandeur.'' When scornful victors surround him, 
they call out to him: ''Too late.'' Proudly be 
answers: "Not too late to be free," and seeks in 
death the triumph which life has denied him. 

To us human, bt>ings of little enthusiasm and less 
faith, the message of Romain Holland comes with a 
reinvigorating freshness. 

Of all his works, Jean Christophe is the greatest. 
It is th«:' living pictm~e of a European yearning for 
peace, friendliness, understanding. It is the Bible of 
a neo-European consciousness which lies buried to-day 
under the debris of bombed cities. This work is as 
great as the panorama of life: its h~ro as noble as 
the message of the Bliagavad-G1:ta, 'hating none, 
friend of all'. 

But the tier~- orde11l of Rolland came when the war 
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broke out in 1914 . .Alone, with but a pen in his hand, 
he decided to fight the war-madness of Europe. In 
September 1914, he wrote: "We do not choose our 
duties, but duty forces itself ~pon us. l\Iine is, with 
the aid of those who share my ideas, to save from 
the deluge the last vestiges of European spirit.'' He 
was persecuted. He had to go and live in Switzerland. 
Spies were set on him. He was regarded as an enemy 
of all warring nations. His attitude, however, was 
the attitude or Olivier, his hero: "I love France, 
but I cannot fo1· the suke of France km my soul or 
betray my conscience. This, no doubt, would be to 
betray my country. How can I hate when I feel no 
hatred? How can I act the comedy of hate 7" 

He set himself to a noble task. He thought that 
m'cn of literature and science were above the collec
tive madness of hatred. He wanted to rouse them 
to a consciousness of duty towards the world of peace.· 
But he was doomed to be disillusioned. Men of 
literature and science all over Europe had been 
infected with frenzied hate. His appeals fell on deaf 
ears. ~o one had sanity left to be infiue;1ced by his 
manifestos a:iainst liatred. But his faith was real·; 
mere wo.rcls did not satisfy him. The aristocracy of 
birth, as he once put it, "has its privileges with 
blood." But the aristocracy of intellect all the world 
over is cowardly. PhilosC)p!1ers and men of thoug-ht. 
literature and science have rarely offered their blood 
to save their faith. Rolland was an exeeption. "If 
the world cannot get on without force,'' he wrote to 
a friend, ''it still behoves me to refruin from ma kin~ 
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terms with force. I must uphold an opposing principle 
which will envelop the principle of force. Each 
must play his own part. Each must be his own 
inward monitor." 

That is why in Ramakrishna Paramahamsa and 
Mahatma Gandhi, Rolland recognised kindred souls. 
He lived the life of an ascetic. On the Cross of 
persecution, he offered himself to vindicate his own 
Truth. 

He was in the best sense of the term an Indian, a 
true Indian who understood and acted up to the 
spirit of the Bhagavad-G-ita.. The world was to him 
a brotherhood. He could not hate; he could not be 
untrue to himself. He stressed that man's first duty 
was "to himself, to remain himself at any cost." This 
is an echo o_f Shri Krishna's words: ''Better to die 
in the discharge of one's swadhanna .... '' And 
Holland lived up to it. "There is no ready-made 
truth,'' he said, ''no rigid formula which one person 

·can hand_ over to another. Each must create Truth 
himself, according to his own model." Rolland was 
thus the flame of Truth in a world darkened by Ull

truth. Like Gandhiji, he struggled for the right of 
man to live his own Truth. Not one of his ideals, 
however, was fulfilled. As Zweig says: "Might has 
triumphed over right, force over spirit, man over 
humanity." But Rolland rested not until the end. 

Rolland's life was the life·· of a Titan. To the 
imaginative writers, he was the herald of a new_ 
dawn. He taught that the man of creative energy is 
not a slave. He has the frcedo·m of the Creator. His 



76 SPARKS FROM THE ANVIL 

spirit has no concern with the collective madness of 
the crowd. To the man to whom is given the power 
of the magic tongue or pen, the force of numbers is 
as nought. He is the apostle of his own ideals. .And 
for these he must be ready to die. This is the great 
legacy that Rolland has left to the brotherhood of 
~he spirit. 

(From "The Social Welfare", November 12, 1943.) 

' 



x 
DR. ANNIE BES.AN'!': A BIRTHD.A Y TRIBUTE 

Mas. BESANT was one of the makers of modern 
lndia ;'the greatest foreigner aµd the only European 
who threw in her lot completely and unreservedly 
with India. Iler work cannot be divided into water
tight compartments, such as social service or educa
tional, religious or political uplift. One overlapped 
the other and each was a part of the whole. In fact, 
social service and social reform is not possible 
without cducatiouul work; edncationul work without 
religious inspiration is a mercenary affair; and in 
modern times, every activity has a tendency to be 
wo\.en into the network of politics. 

In 1879, Col. Olcott, in his first speeclt in India, told 
Indians: "Children, your Mothc1: is not dead but 
only slecpeth." And Dr. Besant spent her whole life 
in awakening the sleeper. 

She landed in India in 1893. She felt, in spite of 
her Irish birth, the call of the Mother. From 1893 
to 1898, her activities were primarily educational. 
In 1903, she took up social reform, and from 1913 
till the end of her life, she devoted herself to achieving 
freedom for India. First, she concentrated all her 
activities on cducationa,l and religious revival. The 
Central Hindu College and Theosophical schools were 
started in Bunaras. Here slie Was the first to 
introduce a broad social outlook in e<lucational 
matters. Those were the days of child marriage and 
she ruled that no married boy should be admitted into 
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the Central Hindu College. 
She took up the question of the education of Indian 

girls. She tl'ied to raise the status of Indian women. 
She also, in those early years, devoted herself to the 
uplift of the Harijans whom she called the "suppres
sed classes.'' The first school for them in the <!ountry 
was started by Col. Olcott and developed by her. She 
carried on a propaganda campaign, as she alone knew 
how, against child marriage, and for the education 
of girls, for the need for foreign travel, and for 
liberalising the caste system. She was one of the first 
who, in 1885, inaugurated the :rie,v movement for 
treating sin and crime as responsibilities of society. 
In this, she '~as in advance of her times. She insisted 
that society had certain positive duties towards 'the 
so-called criminals, as they were a product of faulty 
education and a brutal environment. She strongly 
opposed capital punishment. She said: "Against war, 
against capital punishment, against flogging, demand
ing national education instead of big guns, public 
libraries instead of warships! No wonder, 1 was 
denounced us an agitator, a firebrand, and that 
orthodox society turned up at me its most respectable 
nose.'' 

She was, as is well known, a co-worker of the \Vebb_;;, 
Bernard Sha\v and Bracllaugh in England in 1880. 
She was one of the earliest members of the Fabian 
Society, one of the founders of the Labour Party 
in England, ancl a colleague of Bradlau~h in editing 
the weekly, National Reformer. She espoused the 
cause of the overworked and under-paid girls working 
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in the ~atch factories. In India, too, one of the first 
trade unions of industrial workers was started under 
her blessing in 1918 by Mr. B. P. Wadia. 

But the greatest \Vork that she did was to restore 
the national confidence in Indians, for no social 
progress is possible in an atmosphere of frustration. 
·when she came, Dayananda the mighty, who was no 
more, was by the general rµasses of Indians considered 
an iconoclast and a revolutionary. Shri Ramakrishna 
Paramahamsa was dead and his brilliant disciple 
Swami Vivekananda was interested in acquiring for 
India a reputation in foreign lands. But l\Irs. Besant 
worked in India. She worked not from without but 
from within the psychological framework of the Indian 
mind, not as a reformer standing outside the social 
fold but as one spea,king sympathetically from inside. 
In this respect, her approach to the caste system was 
t.ypical. She wanted the castes to go but she was not 
blind to the spirit behind the caste system. __ The 
message of the-Gita had entered her foi·cign-born 
soul. She proved the truth of the teaching in herself. 
By her individual nature, and the tusks enjoined by 
that nature, she secured the position of a J(armayogi. 
By constant endeavour, she taught India to recapture 
the spirit of .Aryan Culture. · 

"Without- Hinduism, India has no future. Hindu
ism is the soil in which India's roots are struck, and 
torn out of that, she will inevitably wither, as a tree 
torn out from its place. Her history, her_ literature, 
her art, her movements, all have Hinduism written. 
across the:iu. India lived bPforr other religions came; 
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India could live after their passing. But let Hinduism 
go, Hinduism that was India's cradle, and in that 
passing would be Indiu 's · grave.'' 

It was this outlook which made the strongest appeal 
to the Indian mind. 

But she was too clear-sighted not to see that the 
social system as it existed in her time had .become au 
anachronism. She was a student of Shri Krishna and 
believed that nature, not birth, opens the path of 
discipleship and leads to the attainment of the 
perfection that is He. 

She studied the Indiun social system with unerring 
perspicuity and saw the part it had played. ''Chaldea, 
Persia, Egypt, Greece and Rome have perished, mighty 
as once they were, far-reaching in Empire, splendid 
in acl,iievcment; India, which was their contemporary, 
ha'> outlived them all; and is she not lifting her proud 
head once more to greet the rising sun of a new dawn? 
And this marvellous e1Hluramc, while primarily due 
to her profound spirituality, is partly due also to the 
,5tability given to her' by her caste system, a social 

. s_!ability of home, answering to the inner stability of 
Hpirit. 11 

She said this because she bad the true historical 
vision, not merely the zeal of the reformer. And as 
rarly as 1908 she said: "I am bound to say that I do 
not believe the caste system can continue in India 
in the changing life of the nation and with the heavy 
responsibilities which more and more still fall upon 
her sons.'' 

And in the early days when we were suffering from 
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an inferiority complex with regard to everything 
which was Indian, she restored to us confidence in our 
capacity as a Nation, in the legacy that a great past 
had left us, and in the immortal destiny which was 
our due. 

To her is due our national gratitude on this occasion. 

(A talk on the Radio, October 24, 1947.) 

B.-o 



XI 

.ACHARY.A AJ.'l"ANDSHANKER DHRUVA 

.AcHARYA DHRUVA's death has been to me a personal 
blow, for he,was one of my most cherished friends. 

Acharya Anandshanker Dhruva wos one of the 
great professors of our time and a great educationist. 
For many years he was Professor of Sanskrit in the 
Gujarat College. When, at the call of Ganahiji, he 
gave several years of his aging life to the Banaras 
Hindu University as its Pro-Vice-Chsi.ncellor, he came 
to be accorded a high place among the men of learning 
in this country. . 

He was a member of the Baroda University Com
mission which the late Maharaja Saheb of Baroda 
appointed to examine the possibilities of a residential 
University in Baroda. It was then that, as colleagues 
working together, we developed a strong attachment 
'to each other which grew with years. 

When he retired from ~anaras, he became the living 
inspiration of all the institutions of higher learning 
in .Ahmedabad, and it was under his advice and on 
the promise of his help that Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan 
came to be founded in Bombay. 

He was a deeply read and profound scholar. Sa~
krit, of course, was his first love. He was recognised 
all over the country as a great authority on Sanskrit, 
even by the Pandits of Banaras. Yet though his 
knowledge of Sansh-rit was so vast and deep, his other 
interests were many. A study of the literature of both 
the East and the West was his life's predominant 
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passion. He was as familiar with the latest production 
in English literature as with that in Gujarati and 
Sanskrit. He was as alive to the newest thought in 
America as to the latest theory in the academies of 
India. 

He was a thinker who viewed the problems of 
modern life with a rare sanity of outlook. 'l'he East 
and the West had been harmonised in him by a life
long study of the literature and thought of both, and 
purified by a devotion to those ideals which Aryan 
culture has so beautifully enshrined in Sanskrit" 
literature. 

Anandshanker Dhruva was one of the founders of 
modern Gujarati prose. Sudarshana and Vasant, 
which he edited for many years, exercised a whole
some control over the literary output of Gujarat for 
over two· generations. His rich vocabulary, clear 
thinking and dignity of expression contributed in no 
small degree to the development of modern Gujarati 
prose. And his style to-day remains the high-water
mark of balanced purity and dignity attained by our 
language. 

He was the President of the Gujarati Sahitya ParJ:. 
shad at Nadiad, when, but for his steadying influence, 
the institution would have been wrecked. His 
presidential address, on that occasion, was a brilliant 
summary of modern Gujarati literature. 

Aeharya Dhruva was a wonderful companion. His 
sense of humour was exquisite, and he enjoyed jokes 
even when they were at his own expense. He could 
see and Jaugh at the absurd in life without malice 
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or contempt. As a friend he was loyal, sympathetic 
and inspiring. 

Despite the disparity in our ages, and· other diver
sities, we shared a unity of outlook and purpose. In 
his case, the stream of thought ran with the majesty 
and unruffled calm of the Ganga, in mine with the 
bubbling rapidity of a K~hmiria11 stre~m-but in 
both, the waters were dra~n from the unchangeable 
and gorgeous heights of Aryan culture. Hence it· 
was that I dedicated to him my novel Bhagvan 
'Kautilya, the first architect of Indian unity who, 2,400 
years ago, gave to our culture a geographical basis 
and political unity. 

The literary and scholastic achievements of 
Acharya Dhruva are, 'nevertheless, nothing beside his 
character and personality. If his style was balanced, 
his life was a marvel of balance, of a complete adjust-· 
ment of the old and the new, of an outlook which had 
harmonised the ancient ideals with the most progres
sive modern needs. If he was an orthodox Brahmin in 
personal life, he had a wide vision of modern problems 
and a due appreciation of the methods of solving 
them. In him deep scholarship was attuned to a life 
of service, and abstract thinking did not take anythfog 
away from the deep loyalty and warm affection with 
which he honoured his friends. He tried to live in 
complete harmony with his ideals-and he succeeded 
in a measure given to a few men. 

If purity of life and subordination of the impulses 
to high ideals make for a Brahmin ; if a life devoted 
to literature and thought, with incessant efforts to 
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bring the wisdom of 'the past to the actual problems. 
of life, makes for a Brahmin; if a constant effort to 
fuse what is best in the. ancient with what is best in 
modern life is the characteristic of a Brahmin ; if a 
continuous endeavour to acquire a wide and many
sided vision in order to co-ordinate one's· functions, 
attitudes and impulses makes for a Brah.min; if_ a 
deep love of ancient India, an earnest effort to acquire. 
an int~acy with the Scriptures and literatures of 
India and a flaming desire to recapture the secrets of 
Aryan culture for oneself and one's generation afresh 
makes for a Brahm.in, ~nandshankerbhai was a Brah
min in the truest sense-perhaps the last of the great 
race of Brahmins which Gujarat has produced in 
modern times. · 

To me his death has been a great loss. When he 
was in Bombay last, ailing seriously, I, with my family, 
went to visit him. I had almost a premonition that 
we would not meet him again, and when we left I 
could not help saying to my children: ''Bow to him,· 
for he is the last of the learned Brahmins of Gujarat." 

(Presidential speech at a public meeting held in Bombay 
on April 12, 1942, to condole the death of Dr. A. B. Dhru.va.) 
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BHULABIIAI DESAI 

BHULABHAI's death has removed an outstanding figure 
from the nationalist world of India, and certainly the 
most brilliant advocate f~om the Indian bar. 

My association with him started in June 1913 when, 
,as a recently enrolled advocate, I joined his chambers 
for what is called ''devilling.'' He was then the 
counsel most in demand at the bar, and for seven 
years I worked for and with him, learning the 
elements of advocacy. For some years I was so closely 
attached to him professionally that day after day I 
had the rare privilege of seeing his agile and subtle 
brain at work. 

Bhulabhai 's strength in those days lay in a wonder
ful memory, a constitution that could bear any 
physical or intellectual strain and subtlety which 
could pierce through any intricacy of fact or law. His 
metier lay in a grasp of principles of law rather than 
precedent'>. His delivery at all times remained a 
little verbose and repetitive, but in those days his 
sweet persuasiveness found its way into the heart of 
every judge. 

Often, for hours at night we sat up, I with my 
<>laborate notes on his brief, he chewing pan on a sofa 
in front of me. It was a rare privilege to see bow the 
facts I gave him were analysed, x-rayed, re-arranged, 
how the opponent's arguments :first grew stronger and 
then were battered down one after another, till ulti
mately be evolved a line which looked almost 
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invincible when presented by him. 
Ile was the favourite of the solicitors in those days . 

.After 1922, his advocacy underwent a change. The 
extraordinary success which he had attained gave him 
great confidence and his advocacy assumed vehemence, 
his cross-examination a devastating effect. Gifted with, 
a wonderful memory, he rirely made .;riotes and he 
declined to look up a number of authoritjes but based 
his case on fundamental principles. 

I was Bhulabhai 's junior in many impoi·tant cases 
in those days. One- of the most extraordinary things 
about him was the duality of his personality. \Vhile 
examining his case in conference, he saw all the weak 
points on his own side and the strong points on the 
other; but while actually conducting the case, he saw 
no other side but his own. 

He had the good fortune to have• among his pupil.S 
some of the most distinguished lawyers of the Bombay 
bar, for instance, Mr. Motilal Setaivad, Mr. M. V. 
Desai, l\Ir. (now Justice) N. H. Bhagwati, ~r. G. N. 
Joshi and several others. 

He drifted into politics when he became the Vice
President of the Home Rule League, but resigned 
from it a little later on account of differences with the 
members of the Committee, of which Mr. Jinnah was 
the President and I, if I mistake not, the Secretary. 

Politics as they were shaping under l\Iahatma 
Gandhi wcr,e scarcely the field for whi~h Bhulabhai 
was pre-eminently fitted. But at the time of the Bardoli 
Satyagraha enquiry, when Sardar Patel wanted an 
advocate to present the case for the farmers, Bhula-
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bhai 's aid was sought and given. Once at Bardoli, 
he came within the charmed cir,cle of Gandhiji and 
a transition from that to the Congress was just a 
matter of time. 

Bhulabhai was always the darling of Fate. His 
uncanny skill for presenting a case made him n valu
able asset to Mahatma Gandhi and, the Congress High 
Command. In a time much shorter tha~ it takes 
people to be recognised in the Congress, he was lifted 
into the Working Com~ttee. In 1934, when we met 
at Dr. Ansari 's house in Delhi to consider the question 
of rescuing public life from the unfortunate condition 
into which it had sunk, we elected him Chairman of 
the Swaraj Party. Gandhiji favoured the idea of 
restarting parliamentary activity. In one of his letters 
to me at the time, Gandliiji wrote that he looked to 
Bhulabhai for bearing the burden of the parliamen
tary wing, which he did when he became the leader of 
the Opposition in the Central Assembly. His brilliant 
delivery and his tactful leadership made him a great 
parliamentary figure. Ile had neither P!J.udit Moti
lal Nehru's uncanny insight into human nature, nor 
was he inclined to enter into details of the problems 
before him. But he made the Assembly a :first class 
platform for expounding the national case. 

Curiously enough, I attended the Home Rule 
League aft~r Bhulabhai left and resigned from the 
Congress along with Mr. Jinnah after the Nagpur 
session. I was also drawn into Gandhiji 's ~ircle at the 
time of the Bardoli Satyagraha as chairman of the 
Bnrdoli Inquiry Committee and I rejoined the Con-
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gress a little before Bhulabhai. As thi.Iigs were, our 
lives were linked by indissoluble bonds. At 
Dr. Ansari 's house, it was given to me to overcome 
his disi.Iiclination to take up parliamentary -work. One 
night, when we sat up late to discuss the problem: he 
said he expected me to be with him in the Assembly. 
But the Bombay voters in 1934 decided that I should 
be denied that privilege. 

In 1940, after the individual Satyag1·aha, we were 
together in jail along with Sardar Patel, Premier 
Kher, and several other friends. It wns there I found 
that in spite of the closest association with Gandhiji, 
Bhulabhai was temperamentally less of a politician 
than a lawyer. The whole Gandhian phenomenon, in 
spite of his being in the midst of it, was something 
which he could not understand. The recurring spells 
of jail life, the strain of self-discipline, the demands 
of constructive work exasperated a mind which was 
essentially Westernised and affected his health. 

When he came out of jail after serious illness, the 
vigour of his mi.Iid left him for some time, but his 
wonderful· constitution came to the rescue. He return
ed to the Bar. When he led me ,in the Coal case at 
Cawnpore, I was delighted to find that his alertness, 
skill and powers of cross-exami.Iiation had resumed 
their normal course. In spite of his robust health, 
however, his heart was playing- him tricks. At that 
time he was carrying on the Desai-Liaqat talks and he 
was in high hopes of bringing about a national Centre 
within ·a few days. 

In the light of what is happening today, t.he Desai-
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Liaqat negotiations may look extraordinarily tame. 
But when Bhulabhai started the talks, the country 
was weighed down by a sense of complete frustration. 
Demoralisation was in the air. Something had to be 
don; to save the situation. ,And Bhulabhai, even at 
the risk of being misunderstood, took the first step. 

What happened at the Simla Conference is recent 
history, but the omission of his name from the Con
gress list of nominees to the Central Government came 
to Bhulabhai as a bl0w. There was a spate of ignorant 
criticism about that omission. Perhaps a man shrewd
er than Bhulabhai would have anticipated it. In spite 
of his close contact with Gandhiji, Bhulabhai could 
not appraise the strength, the power, the superior 
_statesmanship and moral grandeur that is Mahatma 
_Gandhi. It was not Bhulabbai 's fault. He was not 
made that way. 

He retained through life that Western attitude 
of mind wbi.ch was common among educated men in 
the first decade of this century. Not even his close 
contact with Sewagram could change it. 

But, as I said, Bhulabhai was the darling of Fate. 
He wns called upon to defend the accused in the I.N.A. 
No one dreamt that the British Government would 
be so stupid as to present to ignorant Indians the 
picturesque narrative of the I.N.A. 's heroic perfor
mance. Bhulabhai rose to the highest level of his 
forensic skill and eloquence in this trial. 

Like a drama rising to its climax, the last act in 
which the hero appeared wns staged in a setting of 
"international limelight when the privilege of revolt 
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had to be vindicated in a live trial of national heroes." 
Bhulabhai 's brilliant performance in this act, followed 
up by the unconditional release of the accused, pro
duced a national emotion of which he was the centre. 
The City of Bombay literally ''mobbed'' 11im for 
days. 

Bhulabhai sub-consciously felt that the drama was 
closing. He attended tJ1e -1.N.A. trial on some days 

. only after taking oxygen to revive his collapsing 
lungs. He attended parties, lunches, dinners, congra
tulatory meetings in Bombay, even in fniling health 
with goaded energy. 

The last scene of the drama, before he lay down 
on what was his death-bed, was the Annual Dinner of 
the Bombay Bar, where he was the guest of honour. 
His brilliant advocacy had drawn an unusually large 
number of lawyers to the dinner at the Taj. It was 
a brilliant function, and all eyes were on him. 

He came to the dinner tottering. His· doctors had 
advised him not to attend it. But Bhulabhai said he 
would attend even if he came out dead. When the 
time for speeches arrived, he summoned the tesources 
of his failing strength and spoke for over 45 minutes. 
After a little while, his sentences shaped themselves 
into sonorous periods .. Amidst the cheers of his 
admiring friends of the Bar, he spoke of th~ right of 
subject people to revolt. It w.lJ.S his Bharatavakyam, 
the last song before the drama ends. 'Vhen he 
finished, he was gasping for breath. Slowly he 
tottered home and took to bed-to die. 

Two days before he died, I went to have his last 
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darshan as I was" leaving for Delhi. I knew he weuld 
not be alive when I came back. 

In the presence of that shrivelled frame and that 
unconscious mind, my mind went back to the hundred 
scenes o'f triumph which had been achieved by that 
body now so frail, and to the restless. ambition, that 
love of life, that breath-taking brilliance, which were 
all now things of the past. 
. A curious fate had linked us for years. I wa3 

his pupil professionally. I had lived with him often, 
had holidays with him for months. I had learned 
many things at his feet. 

In spite of our close association professionally, 
politically, and above all personally, therQ was an 
incompatibility of temperament between us which both 
of us found difficult to get over. His attitude to life 
was entirely Western. Mine could never accept Wes
tern standards. He had a robust constitution. I have, 
been a weakling throughout life. He could enjoy life 
and the· gaietic:; of Europe. I had an outlook in life 
which could not relish such things. He had no 
patience with imaginative efforts or a search for things 
which were not concrete. And I was devoted to fiction, 
drama, dance-recitals and amateur theatricals, and 
even the Gita. 

These differences of outlook often made him feel
and from his point of view correctly-that I was not 
the right sort. But, often, we forgot our differences 
in views, outlook and temperament, to find that we 
were tied to each other by the golden thread of deep 
affe.ction which never grew weak or dim. 
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He was my guru in law and to him my heart has 
always turned with gratitude for what I learnt in 
close association with him. 

He was one of the strongest of my links with life. 
That link is now snapped. And I feel ·poorer and 
weaker without it. 

'(From "The Social Welfare", May 10, 1946.) 
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SATYAM:URTI: A VALIANT FIGHTER 

SHRr SATYAMURTI is dead. A valiant :fighter in the 
cause of Indian freedom is no more. 

J amnalalji, Mabadevbbai Desai, Satyamurti-three 
men, three staun(!h patriots, all three my personal 
friends-have left a void both in the public life of 
the country and in my circle of friends. Satyamurti 
and I came to know each other in 1917, in the course 
of the Home Rule Movement which Mrs. Besant led. 
He was an accompl~shed speaker even then-an 
audacious young man who fought unflinchingly for 
the cause he loved . 

.At the Amritsar Congress he delivered a tremendous 
philippic against Lord Chelmsford from the Congress 
platform. We became close friends when, on our 
return from the Nagpur Congress in 1920, he fell 
seriously ill in the train and stayed with us in Bom
bay till he recovered. Then we were both dissatisfied 
with the change that was coming over the Congress. 
He was determined to stay in and fight fr& inside 
while I, led by Mr. Jinnah, decided to go out. 

For politics he gave up his professional career. He 
submitted to Congress discipline, though constitution
ally fighting from inside for his point of view. In 
1930 our political association was revived on my 
rejoining the Congress. Since then, many were the 
occasions when we met and discussed the problems of 
the country and shared the misfortune of being out
side the circle of those ardent men who had hitched 
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their wagon to a star. 
Towards the end of 1933, at the suggestion of tho 

late Rangaswami Iyengar, I came to be interested in 
the formation of the Swaraj Party which ultimately 
became the parliamentary wing of the Congress. It 
was Satyamurti who, when he came out of gaol, threw, 
himself heart and soul into its activity. He was a 
:firnt class parliament_arian. He never could see the 
wisdom of throwing parliamentary activities in the 
country to the tender mercies of reactionaries. If 
the Congress parliamentary wing in the Central 
Assembly flourished, it was as much due to the 
dynamic energy of Mr. Satyamurti as to the wise 
_guidance of Mr. Bhulabhai Desai. 

Before the Congress elections of 1937, when Satya
murti was iri ·Bombay, we had long discussions on the 
question of acceptance of office. With undaunted 
energy, he flung himself into an active advocacy of it. 
He was laughed at, jeered at, called names, for being 
the champion of what the bulk of Congressmen then 
considered Luciferian heresy. He had the gift of a 
flamboyant word-artist, and the description he gave 
of Congressmen in office made him one of the most 
unpopular men in the A.l.C.C. In my own little way 
I tried to influence the great leaders of the organisa
tion; and I remember that it was at his suggestion 
that I wrote a series of articles favouring acceptance 
of office, which naturally met the same fate as Satya
murti 's orations. But the change came. At last 
Gandhiji came round to the view of accepting office. 
The Working Committee accepted the change; and 
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the Congress took office. Satyamurti would certainly 
nave gone into office in Madras, had he not made room 
for Rajaji-for whom he always had high respect. 

Mr. Satyamurti 's activities in the legislatures are 
well known. He was temperamentally a parliament
arian, and he won laurels for his party in the Central 
Assembly. He was a constructive politician. Ile 
believed not only in parliamentary life but also in 
accepting constructive responsibilities, perhaps of a 
measured sort, in preference to the ideally or morally 
correct position. In spite of the fact that the Con
gress was made up differently, Satyamurti loved to 
remain in a minority, for he believed that his strength 
was all the greater for being within a powerful 
organisation, rather than outside. 

When in 1940 I resigned from the Congress on the 
issue of non-violence, he was one of the first few to 
scold me for what he called my folly. He shared my 
views on non-violence to some extent, but he wanted 
me to remain in the Congress and fight, as he did. I 
was not made that way, but Satyamurti was uncom
promising in the scolding he gave me. 

The Congress, during the last thirty years, has been 
more an army than a political party, and more a band 
of martyrs than an army. Whoever has been in the 
forefront of its struggles has had to undergo the tor
tures of unresting political activity or the suffering of 
incarceration. Physique undermined, nerves con
stantly on edge, family life broken up, professional 
life unattended to: these have been the privileges of 
those who have followed Mahatma Gandhi. And 
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Satyamurti was not behind any one in the extent of 
martyrdom he- underwent. In him the country has 
lost a staunch and deter~ined fighter whose life was 
one of comprehensive sacrifice. He struggled to the 
last to assert the rights of his countrymen to freedom. 
He was, above everything, . highly courageous. He 
stood up for what he thought right, and no hero could 
do more. 

(From "The Social Welfare", April 2, 1943.),. 

s.-7 



XIV 

MAHA.DEV DESAI : A 1'1UBUTE 

Srrar ~iAIIADEV DEs1t.r's sudden and untimely death 
has left a void which it is impossible to fill. He was 
known to millions as. Gandhiji 's Secretary and 
constant companion, and the editor of his weekly 
Harijan. For full twenty-five years, till the very end 
of his lifo, he served Gandhiji, and, through him, the 
nation, with devotion, ability and self-effacement all 
·his own. There was not one cause, social or politieul, 
espoused by Oandhiji in which he did not interest 
himself and of wl1ieh he did not make a deep study. 

By his inborn humanity, sweetness of temperament 
and charming manners, arising from a deep humau 
sympathy and understanding, he won the affection 
and regard of every one who came itJ contact with him. 
He had a large circle of friends, even outside the Con. 
gress, among all classes and communities, in India as 
well as abroad. 

In the counsels of the C'm1gTess he occupied lln im
portant place. J 11 rt'ePnt years, Gandhi.ii entrusted 
him with a number of difficult political missions, in 
every one of which he acquitted himself with the 
greatest credit. Ile was a lover of books, a voracious 
reader, and knew scvrral languages. His interests 
extended over a vrry wide range of subjrets. 

He wrote English in a style that was simple and 
charming as wrll as elPgant. He was one of the finast 
literary stylists in G nja rati. 

In him Gandhiji has Jost a son, secretary ancl inter~ 



MAHADEV DESAI : , A TRIBUTE 99 

preter, the wife a devoted husband, the son a loving 
father, the Congress a faithful worker,' and Gujarat 
and India one of the uoblest of their sons. To me 
the loss is personal. He has been one of the bcst 
and most beloved of my friends. 'fhe loss to his 
widow and family is irreparable. But the loss to ns 
is a gain to the country. He will live as one who 
lovcd and died for the Mother. 

(From "The Socia! Welfare", August 20, 1942.) 



xv 
JAMN.ALALJI 

I WAS shocked when I learnt that Jamnalalji was 
dead. When I last met him, a few months ago, he 
was r~covering from the illness which released him 
from jail. Neither of us then knew that it was the 
last time we were destined to meet. 

He was dear to me as a valued and respected friend. 
Our friendship began in 1930 in the Nasik Jail when 
we led the common life of an ''A'' class prison ward: 
living together, reading together, praying together. 
He had the supreme quality of attracting men's con
fidence and I was soon drawn into the charmed circle 
of his personal intimacy. We discussed many 
problems: our own personal lives, the country's 
future, Gandhiji 's personality and influence, Hindi, 
the Bhagavad Gita. Since then, his family and mine 
have become friends too. 

Jamnalalji was a business genius. Had he not 
fallen under the spell of Gandhiji, he would have been 
the premier business man of India, in the ordinary 
acceptance of the term. As it was, he was the real 
premier business man; in Gandhiji 's empire, he held 
the portfolio of the business organisation of construG
tive work. His wonderful powers were utilised to 
organise the Charka Sangh, the Hindi Prachar and 
many other similar activities with their countrywide 
ramifications. 

Many people do not, know that Jamnalalji was not 
merely an o>:~aniser, but a politician as well. He 
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could both create and control political organisations. 
He dominated the public life of the Central Provinces, 
though often in a manner unseen and unfelt. He led 
the Jaipur Praja Mandal activities. In the delibera
tions of the Congress High Command, he brought to 
bear a sanity of outlook that was the wonder of 
trained politicians. 

His extraordinary faculty of organisation led him 
to regulate even the life of those who came in contact 
with him. He picked up promising men and provid
ed them with suitable careers. He settled men in 
life according to their aptitudes. He arranged 
marriages for the children of his friends. He knew 
the art of arranging social functions and arranged, 
too, the social life of thos~ around him. His hospital
ity knew no bounds. But the manner of his hospital
ity was greater still. To every one of the large 
number of guests he entertained, he gave the comforts 
of a well-regulated life, while leaving them free to 
follow their own tastes. 11• 

He was the truly rich man the Hindu Shastras des
cribe. He possessed money in order that he might 
give it to worthy men and causes. In 1930, when we 
exchanged confidences, his donations had already run 
into lakhs. Every one who needed money for a good 
cause found it from or through Ja'mnalalji. He was, 
however, meticulous in testing the bona fides of the 
recipient; to the apatra he would not give a pie-to 

8 deserving man there was nothing he would stint. 
He gave in the spirit of aparigraha, non-possession. 

Jn spite of his business heredity, training and 
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habits, he was a man of great idealism aucl stern moral 
sense. Even under the hard conditions of jail life, 
when the best of us were tempted to break or ignore 
the jail rules, he was scrupulous in observing them 
and getting them observed. In matters political, he 
never forgot their moral aspect, which was perhaps 
the greatest bond between him and Gandhi.ii. 

The miraculous part of Gamlhiji 's personality is the 
self-surrender that he evokes iu men who, but for him, 
wouid have been worldly in the worldliest sense of tlie 
term. '!'he surrender of J amnalalji to Gandhiji was 
complete, absolute. Through J amnalalji 's devotion to 
Qandhiji, one could study the mighty charm of the 
man who could inspire it. 

I do not h.""11.ow the exact nmnbC'r of years in all 
during which Jamnalalji was in jail or underwent 
the hunclre

0

d and. one privations which unstinted 
devotion to Gandhiji implies. He performed his 
tavascharya with a morale that never tired, with a 
eonficlence that never waverect. 

T_f . 

(From "The' Social Welfare'', February 19, 1942.) 



XVI 

PROFESSOR BHANSALI 'S FAST 

(1) 
A llIAN of forty-eight, dark, with a mane of hair 
like Christ's; trnstful eyes; a temperament as simple 
as a babe's; a harmlessness which disarms every one; 
a body that stands hunger and toil, the fierce sun of 
the Wardha summer and the freezing waters of Uima
Jayan sti;cams; a faith in God that is rock-like: that 
.is Professor Bhansali. 

He is a Master of Arts of the Bombay University, 
and an ex-professor of a Bombay college. He travelled 
nil over Europe and then gave up the world, walked 
to the Himalayas barefoot, sojourned in the forest of 
Gir; lived on nim leaves; ringed his lips together and 
was fed through a tu be for years; spun endlessly and 
believed in Bapu. He is a man of religion, who knows 
not politics and docs not care for them; a saint who 
loves man but is indifferent to the world; an ascetic 
with the innocence of a child; an angel with the body 
·of a Hatha Yogi; a Muni to whom silence is joy. 

The communique of the Central Provinces Govern
ment and the statement of Dr. l\foonjc as regards the 
alleged treatment of women in the village of Chimur 
(C.P.) stirred tl1is mun to his d'epths. Ile found in 
the honour of Indian women a fundamental article 
of faith. Its sanctity was to him an inalienable part of 
Hindu culture. So he went to Sjt. Aney at New Delhi 
and begged him to come to q1timur to inquire into 
the allegation. 
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The world knows what happened. He started a 
fast at Sjt. Aney's, desiring, as he said, "to die at 
his feet", was arrested, brought back to Sevagram on 
November 7, and set free. He took a vow to fast 
unto death unless he secured an inquiry. He simply 
could not live, he said, if women were molested with 

· impunity-the daughters of the race whose women
folk have preferred fire to dishonom-and if such 
acts were allowed to pass unnoticed, without inquiry, 
without redress. 

He went to Chimur and started a fast in the temple 
of Balaji there. An order was served on him to leave 
Chimur within three hours. He was then arrested, 
brought to Sevagram, and again released on 
November 15. 

Professor Bhansali decided to go back to Chimur. 
He started from Sevagram on foot on November 19. 
That wonderful body of his, under this urge, carried 
him ninety miles, in spite of his fast without water 
for days. The police arrested him and brought him 
back on a stretcher to Sevagram. 

He started for Chimur again on the morning of 
November 25. For fifteen days, he had touched neither 
fooa nor water. I drove from Wardha to meet 
him; for I had lmown him for some years and I want
ed to bring him back if I could. I found him in a 
wayside field where, after having walked twelve miles, 
he was resting. A pathetic tenderness was in his eyes. 
His body was shrunken. The sublime faith of his 
brought tears to my eyes. He said : ''I am giving up 
my life so that no woman may suffer dishonour in 
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this land of Rishis." He did me the honour of accept
ing my advice to take water on the way. Bu;; I did 
realise then that man being what he is in the modern 
world, the only sanction behind a woman's honour 
is the will of the victim and her champions to court 
death . 

.As I stood there on the W ardha Road, I saw the 
golden rays of the setting sun light up Bhansali 's 
Jesus-like mane; saw him walking slowly away from 
me, leaning on his staff, bent on vindicating a moral 
right; a lonely traveller on a journey few have trodden 
before him. 

On my way back to Bombay from Nagpur on Nov
ember 29, I learned that the authorities had again 
brought him from Chimur Road back to W ardha. I 
could not restrain a tear as I thought of our land, 
this ancient :Mother of men, who still lives in her 
sadlms. In silent prayer, I offered thanks to the 
.Almighty who has favoured her with such sons, age 
after age. 

Professor Bhansali. may still secure an inquiry or 
melt the heart of Sjt. Aney into accompanying him 
to Chimur-or he may die. But I cannot understand 
why Government persists in denying to itself, on such 
a grave allegation as the one in this ease, the elemen
tary duty of holding an inquiry by a member of the 
Government like Sjt. Aney on whose strength, 
according to Mr. Churchill, British rule in India 
rests for the moment. Whatever the crimes that were 
committed by the people in hapless Chimur, they are 
being expiated by the flower of its manhood. Many 
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have been arrested and tried. Subject to the review 
of Sir li'redcrick Pollock of the Nagpur High Court, 
twenty of them arc sentenced to death; twenty-five 
to transportation for life; several others to heavy 
terms of imprisonment and fine. Many more eases are 
still pending against residents of the village, and a 
heavy collective fine has also bee~ exacted. I will not 
refer to what was done to the village after these men 
were arrested. Even now Chimnr is not normal. Is 
not this sufficient-too snfiicicnt a vindication of Law 
and Order on that little village 1 Is it too much t<> 
ask the Government of India and the Government of 
the Central Provinces and Berar to reconsider the 
position that they have taken up, and grant Professor 
Bhansali 's request-which would strengthen the 
moral position of the Government? 

Few have grieved at the happenings of the last 
four months more than I have been. I was and am 
still 11 believer in happy Indo-Ilritish relations. I 
cannot think of India's progress at present as apart 
from that of Britain. I have felt that unless the .Axis 
is defeated Democracy cannot flourish. either in India 
or anywhere else. I therefore feel that, humble thoug-h 
I am, I have a right to tell the British and their repre
sentatives here, both British and Indian, that in 
neglecting the moral aspect of their attempt to restore 
order in India, they are introducing elements which 
will harm Indo-British relations and convert India 
into a super-Eire. "It is excellent to have a giant's 
strength; but it is tyrannous to use it as n giant." It 
is suicidal to negl<'et the moral aspect. 
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This is the fifth time i11 my life that I have seen 
such a mood on the part of British authorities in 
India. During the partition movement, during the 
J allianwalla Bagh, dui:ing the Bardoli Sat yagraha, 
and during the year 1932-33, the British authorities 
and Indian patriots saw red. But times changed and 
Ilri tishers and Indians on every occasion worked 
together in this country not only as masters and 
mercenaries, but as friends and colleagues. I lmow 
many of my British friends have got into a war mood 
against Indians as a whole, and Congressmen in 
particular. I invite them to pause and think of the 
bitterness which incidents are likely to cause in future, 
if Professor Bhansali dies for a cause which is sp.cred 
to every Indian heart. 

All that Professor Bhansali wants is a simple thing 
which every decent man should be proud to concede: 
namely, an inquiry as to whether the agrnts of Govern
ment at Chimur have overstepped the limits, not of 
Jaw but of human decency. Save the life of this 
wonderful man, I appeal to every one! I appeal 
particularly to Britons in this country whose sense of 
justice is not blurred by panic or vindictiveness; and 
to my Indian friends like Sjt. Aney with whose moral 
support the Government of India claims to carry on 
these activities. 

(From "The Social Welfare", December 4, 1944.) 
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PROFESSOR BHANSALI'S FAST 

(2) 
IT was at about 1-30 P.M. on December 12 when 
Shrimati Anasuyabai Kale, Acharya Valunjkar, some 
friends and myself motored down to W ardha with the 
terms of settlement which His Excellency Sir Henry 
Twynam, Governor of th~ Central Provinces and 
Berar, had approved and 'which Professor Bhansali, 
lmown in Scvagram as Bavaji, had still to accept. 
The general outlines of the proposals had already 
been approved by him on Sunday, December 10, when 
I had seen him. · 

It was sheer good fortune that a professional 
engagement took me to Nagpur on December 8. It 
was also good fortune that, thanks to the interest taken 
by Smt. Kale, Dr. Khare had gone to ·wardha and 
come away considerably impressed by the fast of 
Professor Bhansali on the same day. Good fortune, 
likewise, that His Excellency was not unwilling to 
settle this outstanding issue. 

We went to the guest house of Seth J amnalalji and 
I rushed to the place where Professor Bhansali was 
lying. Shri Kamalnayan Bajaj and his mother Shri
mati Jankidevi, following the high tradition of 
service bequeathed to them by Seth Jamnalalji, had 
surrounded him with every care affectionate solicitude 
could bestow. 

During the last three months that I came into 
contact with Prof~or Bhansnli, I acquired an aft'ec-
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tion for him. Very funny but there it is; not the sort 
of affection one has for a friend, but a kind of 
mother's love for a baby. For in spite of his forty 
odd years and his tremendous will, he has in niany 
ways the innocence and simplicity of a child. If I 
could, I would have taken him in my arms ! 

There he lay on the 63rd day of his fast; his body 
all but a skeleton, concealed under a cover; his face 
beaming with a cheerful smile; his hands stretched 
out in welcome. I told him about the negotiations 
and the terms we had brougllt. His mind was clear 
as crystal, tile whole vitality of his body being drawn 
up to his brain. 

He discussed every word of the letters to be ex
changed between Dr. Khare and himself and which 
are now before the public. He weighed every word 
from three points of view: first, whether the vow he 
had taken was fulfilled; second, whether he was doing 
anything to injure the dignity of Bapu; third, 
whether, in any little measure, a recur'rence of the 
outrages tllat had taken place in Chimur would be 
prevented. 

Professor Bhansali is modest and from the very 
beginning had put forward his claim most reasonably. 
He wanted a public inquiry into the outrages of Chi
mur but would be quite content if the Hon 'ble Shri 
Aney accompanied him to Chimnr and both of them 
together heard the tale of woe which the women there 
had to tell them. To his mind, this part of his vow 
was essential. He wanted to establish that even under 
foreign rule, every suffering Indian had a right te> 
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tell the tale of his woe to his leaders and that in 
denying to the victims of the present repression the 
right to be heard by Indian public men of tried worth, 
the bureaucracy was perpetuating the worst feature 
of a foreign rule. Professor Bhansali was therefore 
satisfied by the assurance which Dr. Khare had given: 
that the Hon 'ble Shri Aney would go with him to 
Chimur. 

It may look a small thing now, bnt the fact remains 
that under the existing British rule in India, a public 
man-Shri .Aney-who comes ,from a village ucxt to 

. Chhum· and ·who now forms part of the Government 
of India and who could never be charged with want 
of will, could not go near his people and mingle his 
tears with theirs at the tortures inflicted upon them 
at the behest of our foreign rulers. This ban was 
lifted; this point, therefore, was wo11. 

On the next point, there was no doubt that the 
settlement became possible only because His Excel
lency the Governor of the Central Provinces and 
Berar intervened-I have no doubt with the consent 
of the Vlccroy-not as 11 matter of generosity but as 
a clear recognition that it was high time that public 
indignation that had been roused about Chimur might 
be allayed by a penitent gesture, however belated. 

In the two Notifications issued, the C.P. Govern
ment, carried away by the fury into which the British 
Government had lashed themselves since August 9, 
1942, said things which should not have been stated 
in a responsible State document. The Government 
pooh-poohed those who approached them for justice. 



PROFESSOR BHANSALI'S FAST 111 

They charged the women of Chimur with havinµ
-concoctecl the story of rape on themsel~es . 

.A. sense of proportion had now returned. The 
Goverument was prepared to make some amends by 
stating that there was no intention of attributing "any 
ulterior motives to the womeu of Chimur generally. It 
.also emphasised, no doubt only in words, what should 
have been done in action at the end of August last
that the pre-requisite of a civilised agency for main
taining law and order is that it should respect both 
law and mo1·als. 

Professo1· Bhausali was happy to see that the C. P. 
Government had at last pledged itself to see that the 
honour of women shall be safe in the hands of the 
P.olice and the Military. Ifr felt, and I also agreed with 
him, tliat if it were possible to obtain Bapu 's approval 
to this settlement, it would have been forthcoming; 
that in any case he would not have found fault with 
us. It was a great moral gain that there was a change 
-0f heart, however might, which led the Government to 
impose some restrictions on the methods of enforcing 
law and order with which we have been\ familiar 
.dnriug the last three months. 

The third point was also gained. Public inquiry, 
when Professor Bhansali went. to the Hon 'ble Shri 
.Aney, would have been of some use. About 75 days 
aftrr the inridrnt, it was worse than useless; identi
fication was not possible. Pcrso11ally I was averse to 
an inquiry at this late stage, when our sisters of 
Chimur would have had to be put to the mental 
torture of rc-livin~ the horrors of the n~lirst monwnts 
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of their lives, and of trying to re-enact them in words 
before a cold-blooded tribunal. Over the shame of 
those moments, a curtain had to be dropped. Both the 
Government and Professor Bhansali have now happily 
decided to do so. 

Professor Bhansali then signed the letter. The 
Police party which had encamped in front of Seth 
J amnalalji 's Guest House, in order to see that the 
Professor did not die except under their supervision; 
disappeared. The news spread like wild fire in War
dha. Crowds began to pour in. Just about that time, 
several women from Chimur arrived-the mothers, 
daughters and wives of men who, in their irrepressible 
enthusiasm for 'freedom, did gruesome deeds and over 
whom hangs the extreme penalty of death. Their 
personal grief had been forgotten in adoration of 
Professor Bhansali who was wooing death so that their 
wounds might be healed. To the chanting of prayers, 
Professor Bhansali broke his fast. 

A heavy load was off my chest for, during the last 
three months, the Professor had honoured me with 
his confidence. Te_ars were in my eyes, for in that 
moment-in front· of that little outhouse of Seth 
Jamnalalji's guest house-I saw that the mighty 
spirit of Bapu was there: the spirit of the Master who 
has fashioned saints out of stones, martyrs out of 
mere men and heroes out of clay. 

As I left that gathering, the helplessness of my 
countrymen came back to me with blinding poignancy. 
On August 19, Government had done a wrong. Public 
men i;;ought jui;;tice; the Press clamoured for it. The 
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whole cow1try was shaken to its depths. Bnt nothing 
was done. Professor Bhansali met an Indian member 
of the Viceroy's Council and friends, and urged them 
to intervene. Nothing was done. He went on a fast 
unto death. The news travelled throughout the coun
try. Every heart was stirred. The result was a 
universal press blackout on Chimur and Bhansali. The 
In9.ian Press took up the question, and a battle royal 
began between the Press and some Provincial 
Governments. 

Sixty days of Professor Bhansali's fast went 
unheeded; but for his seasoned constitution he would 
hav?i collapsed long ago. 'fhe bureaucracy was faced 

'with a grim prospect. Professor Bhansali 's death 
would have led to another all-India wave of indig
nation; possibly to a chain of such fasts. Then the 
bureaucracy woke up, and Professor Bhansf!li was 
rescued. from the jaws of death by 11 last minute act 
of duty which any Indian Government would have 
performed on August 20, 1942, the day after the 
incident. The measure of our bondage is unbounded. 
Lord Curzon, for 11 single outrage by a white soldier 
in Burma, brought down his Viceregal fist upon the 
offender. But we are in 1943. 

This Chimur settlement, to my mind, is a healthy 
sign, however. It shows the rcti1rn of a sense of 
proportion among the British in tli.is country. I hope. 
I am not mistaken. It fell_ to my lot in the middle of 
August last to draw the attention of a distinguished 
English friend to the fact that struggles like this 
between English bnrC'ancra<'~' in T 11<1 ia and tlH' Intlian 

s.-
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people are temporary phases through which Indo
British relations must pass before achieving partner
ship and that nothing should be done during these 
phases which would further the existing embitterment 
between the two people. A detached point of view is 
essential. The War of Democracy has to be won; 
Britain and India have to march hand in hand 
towards a World Federation of Freedom; but it must 
be a self-respecting India, not an India in bondage. 
Every day that passes by without that confidence 
restored, which ought to exist between Britain and 
Free India, delays a consummation which the world 
devoutly wishes. This Chimur settlement, therefOre, 
indicates a retracing step back to friendship. His 
Excellency Sir Henry Twynam acted well and wisel;\'·. 

Bavaji is penniless. With worldliness forsworn, his 
sole wealth and instrument is his. body; With it, he 
resisted almost until the last gasp. Two months back, 
Bavaji was unknown. To-day he has vindicated the 
honour of Indian women. His name will go down to 
posterity as the man who, single-handed, vinclicnted 
the principle which he has spoken of several times 
during the last sixty days-that molestation of even 
a single woman is a crime not only against society but 
against God. India is the land of the satis. Millions of 
women, through the ages, have lived and died for 
their honour in this holy land. Bavaji in his genera
tion has fought for it with bis life and won. 

(From "The Social Welfare", January 20, 1943.) 
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SOME REl\:lARKABLE LA WYERS I HA VE 
KNOWN 

I HAVE to thank the Principal and the Professors of 
the Law College for inviting me to speak here to-day. 
I have a horror of addressing any person unless there 
is the provocation of an attractive fee. But on this 
occasion J could not resist the temptation of coming 
into your midst, for nothing else than rPviving old 
memories of this venerable institution. 

To-night I am going to tell you about a few remark
able lawyers whom I have known and whose associa
tion I have prized as among the most valuable assets 
of my life. 

The first remarkable la~vyer whom I came to know 
was my uncle, my father's elder brother. He died 
when I was a little boy, but I have a vivid memory of 
this grahcl old man, stiff with gout and stone-deaf. 
He had made some money .and lti}d a great reputation 
for winning cases which nobody else could win. Every 
morning he sat on his verandah; and his clients came 
and sat before him, shouting at the top of their voices. 
I never knew him to use pen and ink, though I have 
seen in his house an inkstand which had no ink and a 
pen the point of which was broken. 

You who are appearing for exaruin11tions will easily 
recognise the degeneracy of our times if I tell you 
how he became a High Court pleader. About 1852, 
he studied in the Elphinstone Institute which is now 
split np into thr College and the High School. Rav-
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ing learnt a little English, he thought that consistently 
with the dignity ~f his family he must become a 
lawyer; for in those glorious days of old, ever)'\ second 
adult Munshi claimed to be a lawyer of some sort. 

This uncle of mine, one :fine morning, fared forth 
frpm his home in Broach on his prancing steed to seek 
a lawyer's diploma. He travelled by easy stages, 
feted and feasted by his father's friends, and reached 
Bombay in about a month's time. He put f p with 
Mr. Dhirajlal Mathuradas, then the Government 
Pleader, and a friend of my grandfather. Next day, 
when the Government Pleader got into his palanquin 
to attend the Court, my uncle accompanied him on 
his horse. 
, They came to the High Court, where the C!iief 
Justice sat, majestic in wig and gown; the Govern
ment Pleader stood in front with folded hands, the 
candidate at a little distance, trembling in bis shoes. 
The examination began; the learned Chief· Justice 
asked in English the .question: ""What is equity of 
redemption?" The d'overn~ent Pleader bowed low, 
turned to the candidate an<f in solemn accents asked 
in Gujarati: '' \Vhat ·was served at your marriage 
feast?'' Fully equipped with this part of law my 
uncle unhesitatingly gave a long list of the spicy and 
dclieious dishes served at his marriage festivities. 
Dhirajlal l\1athuradas, with a smile of satisfaction on 
his lips, turned to the Chief Just.ice, made a bow, and 
in respectful tones, said: ''My Lord, it is but natural 
that his answer should be correct. For generations, 
they have been lawyers. Law flows in their veins!" 
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The clerk offered the diploma; the Chief Justice put 
his august scrawl 011 it; my uncle received it almost 
on bended h11ees-and rode proudly back to his native 
town, flushed with victory. I was sorry I was born 
so late, when I heard this story from my U}lcle 's own 
lips; and I dare say you all feel sorry too-for the 
days whe11 one could describe a dinner and obtain a 
diploma have gone, no more to return! 

From the first ·known lawyer, I now go to the best 
lawyer I have .known. A veritable mythology has 
grown up iu·ound John Duncan Inverarity in the Bar 
Library. He was the leader of the Bar long before 
many present leaders of the Bar were born, though 
he died only a few years ago. ' 

Inverarity was scarcely human; he was only a 
lawyer, or a bridge player, or a lion hunter; and he 
lived in a dirty old room in the Byculla Club. In any 
walk of life, Inverarity would have risen to the highest 
rank; but he preferred to be a lawyer in Bombay six 
months in the year, and the remaining six a landlord 
in Scotland. 

He was the most uncanny lawyer I have ever seen. 
Fle had a stupendous memory, and a skill of presenta
tion which made facts look exactly as he wished. In 
one case, in which I was led by Sir Thomas Strangman, 
prospects looked very bad indeed-, with everythin[! 
dead against us, till the next day, when Inverarity 
was briefed, to conduct the case. When he came to 
the Court and re-stated the facts, our ease, to every
one's astonishment. suddenly became the simplest of 
simple ones, with all points entirely in our fovonr. 
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Law was the passion of his life. He was always up
to-date with his law-reports.,--a feat few seniors can 
manage-and he had an unerring grasp of principles. 
He always spotted the only authority needed. His 
cross-examination was not characterised by any 
pyrotechnics and he rarely raised his voice. He had 
not the mannerism generally associated with clever 
cross-examination, but his eyes were keen and pierc
ing, and his short questions always elicited damaging 
replies. 

Inverarity's superiority over every one else lay in 
his wonderful equipment, his thorough grasp of facts 
and his genius for selecting the only point in the case 
which could win a case. One day, bubbling with a 
junior's enthusiasm for newly discovered points, I 
went to him with authorities and told him that there 
were at least half a dozen good points on which we 
could win the suit. In his strange manner, he said: 
"Young man, there are always ten good points in a 
ease. Keep only one for yourself and leave the other 
Hide to discover the rest.'' 

It is impossible to dissociate the mrmory of 
Jnverarity from the Bombay High Court. He created 
most of the traditions of our Bar. He continued to 
practise till fatal illness laid its hand on him in the 
corridor of the Court. And when we laid him down 
in his grave, all of us felt that the High Court was no 
longer the same. 

The next great lawyer, with whom I can claim years 
of respectful friendship, is Sir Chimanlal Setalvad. 
Starting life very humbly, he became in succession, 
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a leading pleader on the Appellate Side, the mos~ 
brilliant adYocate on the Original Side, a distinguish
ed Judge, and the capable Law Member of the 
Government of Bombay. 

Of all the lawyers I have known, he alone has the 
true forensic dignity and eloquence. During the last 
twenty-five years of my contact with the High Court, 
I found the high-water-mark of forensic eloquence 
touched only when Sir Chimanlal argued the appeal 
in Surajmal v. Horniman, reported ,in 20 Bombay 
Law Reporter, page 184. Poise combined with 
perfect accuracy of expression went•to produce that 
masterly address. ' 

'I'he gre~tness of Sir Chimanlal lies in the fact that 
he never stoops to conquer, never indulges in the cheap 
devices which many of us are often led into adopting, 
consciously or unconsciously.. He never appeals to 
the gallery, never panders to the weakness of the 
Bench. He dominates the tribunal by the sheer force 
of his intellectual power. Towards the other side he 
is im:ariably polite; and I have never known him to 
take advantage of a junior, however raw the latter 
may be. 

I have had the good fortune to be led by him in 
many heavy cases and I have scarcely come across a 
niore loyal, frnstfnl or encouraging senior. But 
as a junior you have to be 'Very careful, for he 
insists on realisinl! the dream of a socialist worker. 
He never works for more than five days in the 
,.,-eek, or fh"e hours in a day. If you expect him to 
get ready with his briefs without a conference with 
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you, you will be very much mistaken. You must meet 
hil}l in a conference which very often begins at 
10 P.M and place before him all the facts of the case. 
But as you state your case, he will absorb it, not as 
you state it, but as his wonderfully trained mind will 
accept it. He will then re-state it, take up his pen 
and make elaborate notes; and from these notes, rarely 
tarnished by materials from the brief, he will argue 
your case as he alone can do. 

Often he turns his sentences with a precision which 
might be the envy of cmi~~nt judges in any part of 
the world. His robust common sense, his large 
experience, and his grasp of the fundamental prin
ciples of law supply the. rest. He has the art of 
making every point of view but his own look 
untenable. 

Though over seventy, Sir Chimanlal has the spirit 
of a young man. He can sit down at a table in the 
Bar Library and gossip with the gusto of a fresher. 
He enjoys a joke even at his own expense. He is one 
of the "household gods" of the Bar Library; ~dmired, 
respected, beloved. 

The next remarkable lawyer to whom I propose to 
refer is Sir Thomas Strnngman. At one time, he was 
the terror of the junior Bar. In the beginning, I used 
to feel like collapsing when I heard him criticising 
any case of mine. 11.. few days after I became an 
advocate-I think in April 1913-I was invited to 
appear in an election petition before the District 
Jndgt'l at Surat. Proud of my first important brief, 
I g-ot into my eompartment at the C:rnnt Rmul Station 
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dreaming of the triumph I was going to secm·e the 
next day. But as the train was about to start, 1 heard 
a familiar voice shouting: ''Boy, put the luggage 
in this compartment," and I saw Sir Thomas move 
into the next compartment to mine. My heart sank; 
the dreams of glory rnnished; and I could not sleep 
.a wink, thinking over the prospect of facing 
Sir Thomas the next day. I do not want to complete 
the story of my discomfiture by narrating how, the 
next day, the District Judge accepted every word of 
his as concct, both in fact and law-and every word 
of mine as incorrect, nor how my client's petition stood 
dismissed with costs ! 

But later I outgrew my dread of Sir Thomas and 
found him one of the most genial of men, without any 
seniority complex; aud even if he had any racial com
plex, he concealed it well. It was oue of the pleasant
est experiences of the Bar to be told a spicy story by 
Sir Thomas at the end of a trying conference. 

His mastery over Indian statute law was great. He 
never relied upon memory; be never appealed to 
general principles of English Law. No sooner did 
you give him the facts of a case, than he would take 
the Civil Court Manual, turn up the appropriate 
section of the appropriate Act, and within a few 
minutes you had your facts reshaped according to law. 
In a very heavy case in which r was concerned, the 
plaint, drawu by me, was settled by Sir Thomas in a 
conference. I thought the case good. I had looked 
up all the authorities and had laboured on it for days. 
In five> minutc>s Sir Thnmns took out his Civil C'om·t 
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::\fanual ancl the whole case fell to pieces. ·we did not 
k11ow what to do, for the point, as he put it, was so 
devastatingly simple ancl it struck at the very root 
of our ease. Sir Thomas then left for England and 
my client lanul'hed the snit. Very emi~ent counsels 
we1·~ briefed. against us. We argued the case for days 
but ultimately we got a consent decree, which more 
or less conceded wlrnt we wanted. At every sentence 
of my learned opponents, I trembled lest they might 
get near the point which Sir Thomas hacl spotted. 
But hwk was with us. Though they went round and 
round the point, they never came to it, and until the 
consent decree was taken, the point, actually so simple, 
remained undiseoverecl. 

Sir Dinsha Mulla, whose recent cleath we still 
lament, was another very remarkable man. \Vhen I 
\ms struggling in obscurity and poverty, when none 
at the Bar extended a helping hand to me, Sir Dinsha 
was the first senior who, by a well-turned compliment 
regarding a plaint drawn by me, revived my sinking 
faith in myself. For that little act of kindness I have 
always remained grateful to him. 

He was great as a judge rather than as an aclvocate, 
and he was greater as jurist than as judge. Tempera
mentally, he preJ'crred drafting to conducting n case. 
He loved to sit in his chamber, surrounded by his 

·admiring '' drvils" and a pile of Indian Appeals, 
delving into the intricacies of law. As a judge, he 
had few peers. and hardly any superior. In commer
eial cases. it- wus n delig"ht to arg"ne fine points of law 
bf'fore him. 
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Sir Di11sha had the gift of being immensely popular 
wherever he went. His speeches at the Bnr dinners 
were listened to with avidity. I remember one day, 
how, amid roars of laughter, he told us that he had 
been an epic poet, and that having written an epic on 
Rnstom and Sohrab, he had forwarded it to Lord 
Tennyson, and that Lord Tennyson had replied very 
courteously but firmly that the ambitious poet had 
better stick to law. 

1 f judged by solid work left behind, I think 
Sir Dinshn was the greatest commentator on Indian 
Law. He wrote authoritative text-books on many 
subjects, -such as the Procedure, Contract, Transfer 
of Property, Sale of Goods, Partnership, Stamp .Act 
and Insolvency. He was mainly. responsible for the 
Sale of Goods Act and the Law of Partnership which 
now govern India ; and one of his last acts ws.s to 
enfranchise the Hindu widow by giving her the right 
of adopting without the consent of the surviving 
coparce11ers-a right which, perhaps, may or may not 
be strictly consistent with the Slrastra.s, but which will 
alleviate the lot of the h<'lpless Hindu 'vidow more 
than any other thing. 

Among tlie judges I have known, there have been 
many remarkable inen. There was Sir Basil Scott, 
stern, formal, of little speech, whose frown was the 
terror of the Bar. There was l=;ir Norman l\IacLeod, 
with hii;; uncanny trick of placing his finger on the 
real and only difficult point in a case within the 'first 
few minutes of the trial-and who massacred cases 
with an nlncrit.\· equal to that with whiel1 the King of 
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Judea massacred infants. He never seemed to realise 
that he was there not to dispose of cases but to adjudge 
them. He believed expedition to be the soul of 
justice, and the profession which fretted at his dis
patch, thanked him for letting it make more money 
than it had ever made before. Then there was 
Sir Amberson :Marten, a lawyer who could never 
reconcile himself to what he called "witness actions". 
But in the appeal court, with a proper Chancery suit, 
he was a great judge. Be loved Law Reports !Wd 
delighted in writing elaborate judgments which 
formed the most valuable part of the reports during 
his regime. 

In my practice I have had to do with numerous 
judges, great and small, but of them all, Sir Lallubhai 
Shah stands on a pedestal alone. Slow, cautious, just, 
he was the most judicial-minded judge I ever came 
across. He hated flashy advocacy. He never took 
a decision until, in all conscience, he was sur~ that 
his judgment was right. Above all, ,his independence 
was m.arvcllous. Neither Government nor riches, 
neither colleagues nor counsel, could deflect him a 
hair's breadth from the stern sense of judicial duty 
with which he performed his work on the Bench as 
well· as in all other domains of life. 

I will tell you of an incident which too~ place a few 
days before he died. I was serving on the Baroda 
University Commission and he appeared before us as 
a witness. As guests of the State, we were feasted 
by the Dewan of Baroda, and late at night we were 
taken ton garba. party. Sir I1nl111bhni's eontnet with 
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the world was very limited and he was transported 
with joy at seeing the dance. He turned to me 
solemnly and said: ''Munshi, these are wonderful 
things. Do women in Bombay sing and dance such 
garbas?" I was indignant, having had some little 
share-as many of you know-in the making of the 
modern amateur theatre in Gujarat. "What Y" I 
exclaimed-'' The garb as of Bombay are infinitely 
better." Sir Lallubhai was aghast. "Infinitely 
better'', he repeated, quite shocked at my remark, and 
sank in to silence. 

-Past midnight, as we were motoring down to our 
guest-house, and I was feeling sleepy, Sir Lallubhai 
asked me with judicial dignity-" But, Munshi, are 
you sure that when you said that the garbas of Bom
bay were infinitely better, you used those words 
advisedly Y'' Dear old Lallubhai Shah !-after a 
heavy dinner and ap. interesting entertainment, at one 
o'clock in the morning still every ine,h an eminent 
High Court judge! I retorted-" Certainly, I have 
fiist-hand knowledge.'' ''Ah;'' murmured Sir Lallu
bhai, tranquillized, ''if you say that fro~ your per
sonal knowledge, it is another thing.'' 

.A few days later he was dead-the noblest character 
after Mahatma Gandhi whom I have had the good 
fortune to know. . 

(Address delivered to the students of the 
Government La.w College, Bombay.) 



XIX 

ALLAH BAKSH 

l\fa. ALLAH BAKSH was killed in the streets of Shikar
pur in the most tragic circumstances. Sincl has added 
to its reprehensible reputation by this dastardly crime 
which took place in open daylight. 

Whether this deed was inspired by a political motive 
or was the result· of personal vendetta remains to be 
seen. Mr. Allaf1 Baksh is the third :l\I.L.A. to fall a 
victim to the savage instincts which appear to prevail 
in several parts of Sind. 

Law and order, in the modern sense ~f the term, 
simply do not exist in many parts of Sind. Mur
derous instinct has been openly harnessed to political 
or religious motives. Even Martial Law and the 
execution of Pir Pagaro do not seem to have had a 
salutary effect on the province. 

It is wrong to attribute this to the instinct of the 
people of Sind. Before 1937, they did not exhibit 
this lack of restraint. It 

0

was only after the new re
forms brought in political considerations that the law 
began to be so easily taken in hand for personal or 

. party motives. This only shows that responsible 
government in Sind has been accompanied by a 
reversion to the law of barbarism! 

The same police which functions in the province of 
Bombay functions in the province of Sind. The 
Inspector General of Police of Sincl is a senior officer 
of the province of Bombay. And yet the police force 
of Sind has neither discipline nor cffi<'ienc~· to its 
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credit. '!'he reason for this can only be one of two: 
either the criminals urc covered by a cloak of protec
tion by politicians; or the police force has been cor
rupted by party or communal bias. In either case, it 
is a most lamentable st'.ltc of affairs. 

'l'hc Govcmment of India is a very curious 
machine. The Governor of United Provinces compel
led Pandit Govind Vallabh Pant to resign, because 
the release of a few persons convicted of dacoity could 
not be permitted in the interests of law and order. But 
now the Governors of Bengal and Sind have no fault 
to find with their ministries for deeds for which 
princes have been unseated from their gadis and high 
officers discharged from service. Maintenance of law 
and order is no longer a ~;aercd trust with the Govem
ment of India; it is a political rnanreuvre. 

Jn Mr. Allah Baksh, the eountry has lost a staunch 
nationalist Muslim. ror years he struggled single
handed against the forces of the :Muslim League and 
its reaction and retained his office. He was a CongTess
man in all but name. He was the principal organiser 
and the President of the Azad l\Iuslim Conference. 

Sind has lost one of her most notable sons, the 
l\Iuslim community one of its greatest messengers of 
peace, India a representative of Hindu-Muslim unity. 

(From "The Socia,! }Velfa,re", Ma,y 21, 1943.) 
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I 

A LEAI~ l"HOl\1 A JAIL DIAR.Y: PEAR 

OF all the forces which dominate life, Fear is the 
most powerful, the ugliest, the most subtle. 

Under the influence of Fear the mind expects the 
loss of sometlling which it prizes as an essential, before 
the loss arises. The loss is also exaggerated, distorted 
and made to look more devastating than it actualiy is. 
The mind also suffers misery for the loss long before 
it actually arises. It is driven to panicky action to 
prevent the expected loss. 

The essentials, the loss of which is feared by the 
mind, are generally approbation of our world, pos
sessions such as wealth, position or health, and 
affection or love. 

\Ve fear to lose the approbation of our world, and 
so shape our conduct as to deserve it. But love of 
approbation is in reality lack of confidence in one's 
own judgment. 

Approbation, or its denial, Ly our set, which we 
call 'the world', is not based on sound judgment; it 
is merely the reaction of our particular group to our 
conduct with reference to a standard of conduct set 

- up by that group. 
This standard conduct is different with different 

groups; it. changes also with the same group from 
time to time. • 

When we shape our conduct out of fear of dis
approval of our group, we are considering the 
standard of that group as better than the standard 
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we have set up ourselves-which means that we arc 
surrendering our judgment to the passing whims of 
our group. 

If, thei·efore, we lay dqwn our own standard and 
adhere to it, as being something more real to ~ls, the 
lure of approval will disappear and with it the fear 
of forfeiting it. 

'fhe essential next in order, the expected loss of 
which e·auses fear, may be comprehensively called 
'possessions', that is to c;ay wealth, position, health 
etc. 'l'hesc are acquired or retained by effective and 
disciplined effort, and only when opportunity arises
which is generally beyond one's control-does the 
effort bear fruit. ' . 

Fear, by causing misery and urging a man to panicky 
work, in reality-weakens effective and planned effort 
and destroys the sense of discovering opportunity. 

If systematic ancl effective work is planned and 
carried out, the worker seeking only its perfection, 
possessions will follow, but-be it noted-only if 
opportunity arises, not otherwise. 

Affection is another person's reactiou to our 
systematic understanding of his needs. Love is the 
other person's reaction to our self-surrender to him. 

Fear of losing affection or love will distort the 
understanding or weaken the completeness of self
surrender. It will therefore destroy the foundation 
of the very thing it expects to lose. 

But if we establish a standard of conduct of our 
own, if we carefully plan an effective effort according 
to that_ standard and no other, wniting for opportu-
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nity, if we try to understand the needs of those whose 
affection we seek, and if we surrender ourselvc-;, more 
completely to those whose love we cherish, Fear will 
disappear. 

That is the path which all men who have conquered , . 
fear have trodden. I 

And the conquest of fear has been easy 
those who have surrendered themselves 
Supreme Will. 

only to 
to the 

(From "The Social \Velfare", April 10, 1941.) 



II 

A PILGRll\IAGE TO NANKANA SAHEB 

I HAVE been to Nankana Saheb, the birthpfaee of 
Guru Nanak, a little town about two hours' motor run 
from Lahore. On November 3, 1941, the Khalsa hacl 
gathered there to celebrate the anniversary day of 
their great· Guru. The whole town was full of Sikhs 
-men, women and children. The Guruclwara was 
thronged with the devout. 

'I:'his Guruclwara has a gruesome talc to tell, a tale 
to which the Sikhs look back with pride. During the 
agitation launched by the 'Akalis for vindicating the 
community's ownership of the Gurudwara eighteen 
years ago, the l\Iahanta of this shrine resisted the entry 
of the Akalis. He claimed the Gurndwara as his. 
One morning, over a hundred Alrnlis entered the 
sanctum and sat down where the Gra11th Saheb was 
being recited. It was a deliberate act of the most 
unparalleled heroism. The l\Iahanta 's men were ready 
with their rifles, and emptiecl them into these hcr~es 
of non-violent resistance. The walls still bear traces of 
this insensate butchery. And underneath the monu
ment erected at the place where their corpses were 
burnt, I saw in the vault the bones and ashes of the 
immortal Akalis. For a long while, I was touched by 
the sight of these sacred relics of undying heroism. 

The Sikhs are few; 46 lakhs in this country of-40 
crores. But they form the best. organised group in 
the country, with a well-knit life, n simple faith and 
n heroic tl'U(lition. 
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Out of a religious sect, Guru Govind Singh c1:eated 
a hereditary military camp. It has not forgotten 
Guru Nanak. It lives on the glories of Guru Govind 
Singh. Its proudest achievement has been the destruc
tion of Moghul rule in the North. ·And as I lived 
among them for a day and a half, there was no doub't 
left in 'my mind that the Khalsa is destined once 
again to play a great part in the moulding of the 
future of this country'. For their life is one long 
training for concentrated and organised resistance. 

One of the greatest tragedies of modern India is 
the mut_ual distr.ust between the Hindus and the 
Sikhs of the Punjab. Why it should be so was 
difficult for a strang~r lil~c me to understand. I did 
not find the SikhS' different from the Punjabi Hindus, 
except iu externals. The Granth Sahcb is Hindu to 
the core. 'l'he Khalsa was the bulwark of Hinduism 
in the North. Its veneration for the cow is greater 
than that of any sect of Hindus. There arc inter
marriages betwec>n Hindus and Sikhs. 'fhcir fortum•s 
arc flung together to-day and will remain so. in the 
future. The fundamental identity of the two would 
lead to a permanent understanding, if a determined 
attempt were made. 

There is no doubt that there is a srparatist 
tendency among the Sikhs themselves. But eloser 
contact with the lracling Sikhs who follow 1\Iastrr Tara 
Singh, the Akali leader-whose strength of character 
and clarity of outlook I came to respect even during
the short time we were togethrr--'-convinced me that 
this consummation is not difficult to nrcomplish. if 
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the Hindu leaders of the Punjab treat the Sikhs with 
the consideration to which their position in the Punjab 
entitles them. . 

In my reply to l\Tr. Jinnah, I described the Khalsa 
as the spearhead of the movement of Akhand Hindu
stan. No Sikh hiis any illusions about the issue of 
Pakistan. He will fight and fight bravely against it, 
if there is any attempt to enforce it. And out of that 
struggle, I have no doubt, will emerge a glorious 
future for him, as in clays gone by. 

I considered it one of thff great moments of my lif.e 
when I was invited to offer my humble tJ:ibute to 
Guru Nanak Saheb on his anniversary at Nankana 
Saheb. 

One of the most wonderfui phenomena in the 
history of the human race is the tenacity and resili
ence with which India and her culture have persisted 
through the ages. Older than Egypt, much older than 
Gree~e and Rome, she still lives on, lier culture· intact. 
Her message is as inspiring to-day as it was oenturies 
ago. This heritage India owes, to the unbroken series 
of great l\lasters whom she has proclucecl age after 
age. They have given her fresh youth with every 
generation. They liave given her message fresh 
inspiration with every new situation. 

Truly has the Gita sung the Lord's message: 

Whenever Dha.nna. declines, 
And unrighteousness, Oh Bharata, upri!es, 
Do I body Myself forth. 

Anci wl1en India was laid low in the fifteenth 
century, when her culture was in clanger, when her 
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men were sold as slaves and her women c1isho;10ured, 
there arose many l\Insters who gave her the strength 
to endure and the will to resist. Of them, Guru Nanak 
was one of the greatest. With burning feelings, he 
described the eonclitions surroun'tling him: 

No longer do the beauteous maids 
Of the fragrant Jocks and foreheads kumkum-marked 
Live in the sheltered chambers of the palaces 
Where once they lived. 
The sword of Bahar has cut their tresses, 
On their toru;ured heads, dust is thrown; 
No rest they· find in homeless wanderings. 
What a change! 
How strange is Thy dispensation, Lord! 
How inscrutable Thy ways! 
Captive, they are led, 
With halters round their graceful necks 
Where once gleamed the beauty of pearls, 
Their wealth and charm 
Which once brought slaves to their feet . 

• • • 
For orders have gone round to the armed retinue: 
Take them as you will: 
Dishonour them as you like: 
Send them away in disgrace if you please . 

• • 
Babar's armies march over the land; 
The captive's lot is hard; 
None dare worship or pray. 

• 

Again Guru Saheb says, by way of prophecy, of 
the same woes which distressed Jiis heart: 

With a mighty host, terror-striking, 
Does he hasten from Kabul, like unto a bridegroom. 
Sin and untruth follow him in procession, 
By force he will demand the bride, 
The Hindu's treasured wealth, Oh! Lalo. 
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Woe will disfigure the luckless land; 
Modesty, honour and dhanna will go; 
Shameless vice and evil unquenchable 
Will flourish, 0 Lalo dear. 

Terrible times whe.n _other peoples might have sunk 
into irretrievable degradation. But not so the Indians, 
for they possessed the life-giving 'trust in God. 

Let me sing the songs of blood, Oh Nanak. 
Let on my forehead be the kumkum-marks of blood, 

Lalo! 

• .. 
The Lord's wm be done, Oh Nanak! 
How dare mortal stand against His Will? 

It is this unalterable faith in Goel which bas saved 
India time and again. 

Guru Nnnak Saheb had completely surrendere.d 
himself to the Lord. He sang: 

I 

Surrender unto the Lord 
At His feet do thou lie, 
Happy and at peace are those 
Who link their souls 
To His feet. 

Surrender unto Goel was the life's i1i.spiration of 
Nanak, as it has been of all true prophets since the 
beginning of time. 

Let thy mind be filled with Me, 
Give thy love to Me, even thy offerings and thy 

homage, 
Then wilt thou come to Me, 
That is My troth I pledge thee here, 
For thou art dear to Me. ' 
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Such lines arc not a poetic fancy, but an eternal 
truth whic.h saves the man who secs it. He who 
realises it is a i\faster. 

Guru Nanak Saheb was such a Master. Friendly 
to all, compassionate, he knew no self. Egotism held 
him in no bondage. Unattached to pleasure or pain; 
contented and self-controlled, he su~rendered himself 
to the will of God and went his way with irresistible 
resolve. This is what made the Guru Saheb the great 
alchemist. He transmuteu weakness into strength, 
cowardice into courag-c, the vanquished of to-clay into 
the victors of to-morrow. 

He reached the noblest heights of resistance. Every 
moment he pursued the path of duty. He backed his 
every act with his life. 

I 

Dost thou desire to play Love's arduous game? 
.Cut off thy head, first; 
Put it on the palm of thy hand; 
And with heart indomitable and at peace 
Follow me on the path I tread. 
Waver not, tremble not, 
But prepare, Oh dear, 
To lose thy head with joy serene. 

This is the message which Guru Nanak Saheb 
delivered to this country in her worst days. Resist 
evil. Back your effort with your life.· It was this 
message of unwavering resistance which created a 
new spirit in the land. It i.J.1spirecl the venerable 
Guru Teg Bahadur cheerfully to offer the supreme 
non-violent Satyagraha by surrendering his life to 
the intolerance of Auran!!'zcb. It enabled Guru 
Goviml Singh to crC'ntc the Khnlsn, tllC' sword-arm of 
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old India. It produced the will and the energy to 
destroy the l\ioghul empire in the North. 

I.ct me try to understand this message, this tah.ing 
one's head in one's hand before pursuing one's God- . 
given task. 

Take our modern life. If the West offers us attrac
tive things, we succumb; we become. denationalised 
apes of European habits and outlook. If alien rulers 
offer us hopes, we cannot resist; we must delude. 
ourselves. If our enemies threaten us, we begin to 
tremble and count the 'cost of a failure. Four 
hundred million human beings, like sheep in a pen, 
lured by promises, and frightened by the future. 

Gandhiji taught us Satyagmha. Back your truth 
with your life, he said. It is the old, old message of 
the Bhagavad-Gita: 

Better one's thankless dharma 
Than alien task, tho' well performed; 
Better to die 
Doing one's task; 
Another's task is fraught with danger. 

It is the self-same message for which Guru Xanak 
Saheb lived, and which Guru Teg Bahadur and Guru 
Govind Singh vindicated. 

But how have we understood the message ? We do 
not find our own truth, much less do we back it with 
our life. We may do some act out of a herd-feeling. 
·we may do it to win applause or to retain our seat 
in power. We may do it in order not to lose caste. 
But that is not 'placing the head on the palm of one's 
hand.' 
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The message of Guru Nanak Saheb-this message 
of eternal life-can be heard by all "!ho choose to 
hear. \Ve live in strange times, as bad as, if not worse 
than, the times of which the Guru Saheb sang. We 
are an unarmed and helpless people, the piaything of 
a foreign master. Our frontiers may any day be 
attacked. Our cquutry's integrity is threatened by 
the Disruptionists. 

Unwavering resistance to all evil things is our only 
hope. Resistance will have to be on many fronts, but 
of them all, the most important is that of the integrity 
of the country. If by a supreme effort of resistance, 
we keep India one and indivisible in the midst of this 

. inter11ational crisis, and despite th~ movement which 
threatens internal disruption, she will emerge grent 
and free, the mistress of her destiny. We shall have 
then lived the message, fo.r we shall have learnt 'to 
earry our head in our hand.' 

(From "The Social Welfare'', November 20, 1941.) 



Ill 

GUARDIAN DEI'l'Y OF V .A.NA-MAHOTSA VA 

I A!ll overwhelmed with emotion in planting this 
tree at Dehotsarga, at the spot where Shri Krishna 
'shufiled off. His mortal coil.' These few feet of earth 

,are the holiest in the entire world, for here He 
reclined, ill the' last few moments of His earthly 
existence. The cow and the tree styled 'Go-sakha '
the cow's companion-were· His companions too. 

· Vrindavana is His forest. Giri-Puja is His cult. Both 
in: Govardhana near l\Jatlmra and Haivataka here, 
He worshipped the hills and the forests. He brought 
the Parijata and the Vaijayanti Tulsi and planted 
them here. He is the guardian deity of the Vana
Jl.Iahotsava; and so we meet to offer Him homage. 

This spot awakens wonderful memories of Prabhosa 
Tirtha. I see before me Balarama, his hands on the 
shoulders of his wives, revelling in the sensuous 
breezes from the w· estern Sea. I see Dharmaraja, the 
eldest of the Pandavas, coming here on a pilgrimage 
to the Shrine of Somnath, I see here the glamorous 

· glances of Subhadra, as she lovingly gazed on Arjuna 
walking hand in hand with Shri Krishna on this 
very bank of Hiranya. More sombrely, I see here the 
fratricidal war of the Yadavas who in the plenitude 
of their power massacred one another. At Bhalaka 
Tirth ·I see the Lord Him6elf sleeping under a trre. 
I see the speeding arrow of the hunter. It enters His 
feet; He awakens with a shudder but He smiles with 
'superhuman understanding, for His work on earth iS' 
done. · 
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' He has left behind llim unfading memories; of 
the divine Chilcl on whom everyone doted; of the loyal 
F:i;iend who never forsook those who sought Him with 
self-surrender; of the fascinating Lover who could 
love and be loved with undying ardour; of the Rebel 
who led His people out of bondage; the Y ogcshwara 
who in an age of conflicts and rivalries could rise to 
such a stature that men saw in Him, not only their 
chief, the embodiment of Indian unity, not merely 
the \Vorld Tencher who stood for :Moral Order, but 
'God Himself.' 

He was great in life; not merely great,-His per
sonality wus harmonious, perfeet, beautiful. 1\Iore 
than three thousand years have passed by and yet 
He continues to live in our hearts. No mother can 
think of a wonderful child except in terms of 
'Balgopal'. No one can sing or dance except in His 
Name and to the memory of His Rasa. No teacher 
ever taught the Truths I-le did. No higher secret was 
given to man than what He gave, by which man, weak 
as he is can become merged in Him in this very life. 
The me~sage "·hich He gave in ti1e Bhagavacl-Gita is 
the message of Life Eternal. From Arjuna to 
Mahatma Gandhi, Indians, great and small, have 
found life's fulfilment in living up to this message, 
in becoming His instrument-Nimitta mafra. No 
human being can realise himself.and be true to himself 
in the highest measure without becoming His instru
ment in life. 

I came to this spot 27 years ago. It was then lying 
bleak arid forlorn. In the early light of the dawn, 
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it grieved me greatly to see this spot neglected by 
ungrateful posterity. His will, however, was supreme. 
India became free. The leaders of Free India decided 
to invest this spot with a dignity and beauty in 
keeping with its sacred association. I can only thank 
Him for giving me the opportunity to sec this day .. 
In all humility, I thank Him for giving me an occasion 
to pay my humble tribute by planting this tree at 
tbe place where He spent the last moment'> of His 
mortal life. 

(Speech delivered at Dehotsarga during tlte 'Vana 
Mahotsava' celebrations, J1d!J 4, 1950.) 



JV 

THE Bl-I.AG.A. V AQ-GIT1l 

(1) 

AN .APPHOACH 

The Will To Resist 

OF books, a few only attain to the position of classics. 
Of them, not more than half a dozen have come to be 
accepted a~ Scriptures. Of such Scriptures, the pre
eminent' hi"\.the Bhagavad-Glfii-this incomparable 
converse bPtween Go.cl and l'vlan. Edwin Arnold culled 
it 1'lre Song Celestial; Humboldt characterized it as 
"the most beautiful, perhaps the only true philosophi
cal song in auy known tongue.'' The reasons for its 
pre-eminence are many. 

It is the.message of Sbri Krislma-\Vorld Teacher, 
the embodiment of triumphant manhood. 

It is composed by Vyasa Dvaipii.yana, the author of 
the Mahiibhiirafa, the poet of poets and the first and · 
foremost. prophet of the human race. 

'!'his gospPI has .gi~·en morl' than human power to 
countless men for the last twenty-five hundred years; 
to Shankara and Riimiinuja; to Vivekiinancla, Loka
manya Tilak a11d Gandhiji among the moderns. 

It lias also provided the inspiration to immortal 
works like the Bhiigavata and Tulsidiisa's JWmacharita 
Manasa which have shaped aml strengthened the 
eternal l'llifice of Indian culture. 

And it has a universality which embraces every 
aspect of human action, suits and elevates every stage 
of human development. 

s.-10 
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Yet the modern educated mind in India is a ti~id 
mind. It has a subconscious feeling that if it is found 
relying too often on the Gita, the possessor-+-the 
arrogant modern-will be classed with the supersti
tious, the weak, the outworn. 
, It is a real fear amongst us. But if India is to 
continue its triumP,hant march to world influence, the 
fear must be cast out. 

St. Paul in his letter to the Romans sajd: "I am 
mot ashamed of the Gospel of Christ." /Why should 
:any one be ashamed of the"Gospe\ which Shri Krishna 
taught to mankind Y No man is ashamed of his learning, 
of his artistic gifts, or of displaying power, however 
little it be. Why should he be ashamed of openly 
confessing the real source of power, the power which 
strengthens every one when he is feeble, inspires him 
when he is weak, upholds him when.he is strong? 

When all resources fail, then through the words of 
' the Gitii, God speaks: 

Yield not to impotence, Partha. 
It befits thee not. 

Shake off this wretched faint-heartedness. 
Stand up, Oh, harasser of foes. 

Then fear flees. Then we recover 'ourselves' and 
like unto Arjuna 'each of us can say, inspired :

1 

Here I stand firm; my doubts are fled; 
I shall act as Thou biddest. 

The more desperate the situation, the greater is the 
power which the Gitii reveals. This has been thG 
-experience of the strong. 1.Vhy should it not be the 
inspiration of us, thP weak? 
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'fhe strength whieh the Gita gives does not lie ori 
the ~urfaee. . It. lies in real perso~al power; not like 
the power of the worldly, hCapparent glitter and, 
(fomination. It is the power that makes every one to 
whom it com;; a little more of himself. By and 
through it, the weak become strong; the shallow, deep;: 
the voluble, silent; the insolent, humble; the wastedr 
effective. It gives the power of God to every one that 
believeth; the power 'to arise and win glory, to 
overcome foes and to enjoy Kingship'; a power 
higher than which no man can covet or guiu. 

The power which the Gita gives comes not'-mer'ely 
to individuals but to communities and nations as well, 
if they could translate its message into action. 

The message of the Gita can be summed up in the 
words "Creative Resistance." This has two aspects: 
Creative Concentration and the Will to Resist. The 
latter aspect is given in one verse of immortal value: 

Thy every deed dedicated unto Me, 
Thy heart in self-hood rested, 

All 'My-ness', all hope foresworn, 
With thy Self from. fever cursed, 
Resist thou, Oh, AI'Juna. 

Resist non-self with self, wherever it is, by what
ever means; resist it with all the might of your body • 
and soul, not as n matter of calculation, but as a 
matter of offering unto Him; that is the message of 
the GitiL 

\Vhen in the past, foreign hordes overran India, / 
the power of the State and the frenzy of religious 
fanaticism were allied against her. Iler freedom, her 
faitli, her rnltm·P, hPr YPl'Y PxistenPP were in peril. 
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Then the message of the Gita gave her power and 
en.durance, ancl the will to resist. 
' \Ve then resisted in the social sphere and turned 
guilds into castes, and families into the fortressed 
strength of joint families. We resisted in the religions 
sphere and prod~cecl bhakti, the bhakti- of Chaitanya, 
Kabir and Guru Nanak, which swept away the 
angularities .of religious intolerance. We resisted in . 
the intellectual sphere and enshrined Sanskrit as the 
Goddess of Learhing, as the mother ·of everlasting 
inspiration.· \Ve resisted iii the political sphere and 
reduced the power of° kings to a mere liberty to 
quarrel with each other without seriously affecting 
society and c:ulture. _ 

Pax Britannica, the bypnotie phrase, made us see 
things as they were not. It weakened India's Will to 
Resist. And a new situation found us in difficulties. 
But the Will to Resist was expressed through 
Dayananda and Hamakrislma, Vivekananda, 'l'ilak 
and Gandhi. 

A 111a11 mor<' frrocious than ~\.tilla overspread the 
world, bringing carnage and slavery to country after 
country, coming nearer to India with every stride. 
An irresponsible bureaucraey declined our free 
association and armed itself with powers, which can 
stifle the breath of freedom in the country. An 
ambitivn to dominate the country or divide it fired 
a few, making life and property insecure. ·Western 
culture-the teeming womb of t~nks and dive-bombers 
-insidiously sapped our spirit. It creah'd dangers 
we never knew bPfore. We fplt helpless; we whined 
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for alien help. \Ve looked iu vain on all sides for 
sympathy. In those days, the spil"it of GUa spoke 
through Gandhiji and the end of the war saw the 
end of sla.very. But the end of foreign slavery did 
not bring the era of self-fulfilment. Urge to disinte
gration, lack of will to work, i.mrighteous race for 
power, Communism-the church of human regiment
ation-are still our foes. 'l'he message of the GUa is 
the country's only hope. India must dedicate itself 
to God. It should give up illusory hopes of cheaply 
-earned millennium of Ramraj.va. It should listen to 
the voice of God and develop the \Vill to Resist all 
-evil, in whatever form it faces us. 

(2) 

To Be Or To Do: That's The Question 

Resistance is the essence of growth, individual or 
corporate. If one did not resist, one would become 
worse than a weed. · 

Resistance to non-self is the- first step towards tl~e 
growth of a man's personality. Every minute, when 
a personality is g;.owing, it becomes something 
different from what it has been. This incessant 
development of one's personality, however, is simplr 
the process of being one!)elf more and more". This 
'beeomi1n:r' therefore is a fuller •being.' 

I want to be 'myself' (iitmaviin); that· is th•' 
supreme desire of every man. It is ,not a desire to 
be one's own n.ude. <'aveman self. It is the desire to 
1ivc in 11 more co-orcli11ntcd manner; to cle\·elop one's 
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capacities with corresponding enlargement of oppor
tunities. This desire seeks to emphasize, expand and 
realize all that is in us. It also drives us to admire 
others who possess striking personalities, who are 
'themselves' in a larger· measure. 

Unfortunately, most of us try to develop _our 
personality from without, rather than frpm within._ 
Some dress their' hair; others study and i;1odify their 
voice, manner and appearance; yet others acquire 
equipment, physical or men~al; all, with the object 
of being something more notable and effective. But 
personality is not the result of possessions; ·it is the 

. outcome of a man becoming more of a person than 
others, in being a sourct> of inner power. 

The greatness of a man is not in what he docs. but in 
what he was ai1d has since be~ome. To 'be\ then. ?s 
infinitely higher than to 'do•. To be thoroughly 
'oneself' is higher service than serving others. "Ye. 
therefore, shali be perfect even as your Heavenly 
Father is perfect,'' said Christ in his Sermon on the 
l\·fount. To become 'perfect'-to realize every. minute 
the highest in oneself-is the noblest service to 
fellowmen. 

The Yogi is higher than the Ascetic; 
He soars above the seers who know. 
Higher than those who work, too, is he, 
Therefore, Arjuna, be thou a Yogi. 

/ The greatness of a trnly grrat man lies in his life, 
1 not in his deed<>. Every man who had met Gan.dhiji 

felt that there wns something nobler, greater in the 
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man th.an in anythiug that he said or did. Every 
time I met him, I found that he was bigger than his 
biggest deeds. 

"It is true,''. writes l\Ir. l\Iorley, ''that what interests 
the world in l\Ir. Gladstone is even more what he was 
than what he did; his brilliance, charm and power, 
the endless surprises; his dualism and more than 
dualism.'' · 

Was it not l\Iilton who said that in order to write 
well the author ought himself to be a true poem; that 
he should not. 'presume to sing high praises of heroic 
men or fnmous. cities, lmless he ]1as in himself the 
€Xperience or practice of all that is praiseworthy'? 

What did Socrates do, except impress with his· 
tremendous personality every man he came in contact 
with 1 Thus docs Alcibiades, the magnificent wastrel, 
testify: 

"When I hear him speak, my heart leaps up far more 
than the hearts of those who celebrated the Corybantic 
mysteries· my tears are poured out as he talks, a thing I 
have ofte~ seen happen to many others besides myself. I 
have heard Pericles and other excellent orators, and have 
been pleased with their discourses, but I suffered nothing 
<>f this kind; nor was any soul ever on those occasions 
<listurbed and filled with self-reproach, as if it were slavishly 
laid prostrate. But this Marsyas here had often affected 
me in the way I describe, until the life which I lived seemed 
hardly worth living. • • • I escape, therefore, and hide 
myself from him, and when I see him I am overwhelmed 
with humiliation because I have neglected to do what I 
confessed to him ought to be done; and often and often 
have I wished that he were no longer to be seen among 
men. But if that were to happen I well know that I should 
suffer far greater pain; so that there I can turn, or what 
I can do with this man I know not. All this have I and many 
others suffered from the pipings of this satyr." 
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. Tn the life of every great mau we observe· the 
effort with which he struggled against his limitations. 
\Ve trace the steps by whieh he rose to become himself: 
by which he •gained freedom which led to fulle1· 
expression of his powers. 

Thus men. who seek achievements without corres
ponding to inner growth do not know the joys of 
'Becoming.' They find no rral g1·pnt11ess. The Gifii 
condemns them unequivocally: 

In quenchless longing ·iost, 
By fraud, conceit and lust inspired, 
They strive, 
Bound by vows impure, with ignorance blind, 
Holding on to lies in place of truth, 
Engrossed in boundless, anxious dP.signs 
Extending to the ends of time. 
On sating their desires such men are bent, 
Believing, that alone is Truth. 
Enmeshed by a hundred bonds of hope 
Steeped in just and wrath 
Amassing wealth by lawless meal}S 
They strive to get their hearts' desires. 
"See what I have secured today?" they say 
"On this my mind is now set, next, 
This wealth is mine; this much more -
Shall be mine again. 
This enemy have I slain today; 
Those others I will slay anon. 
I ·am the lord; I enjoy as I like; 
Successful, happy and strong am I. 
Who can rival my wealth, my birth? 
I alone will offer sacrifice, 
Scatter gifts and rejoice 
As none before me ever did." 
Enveloped in ignorance, these, 
Maddened by countless thou!!hts, 
Caught fast in illusion, 
Held in thrall by sensual pleasures 
Rush headlong into Hell. 

1-
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Exclusive devotion to the outward in one shape or 
the other endangers the iuuer side of a man, whieh 
alone gives him strength, beauty and distinction. 

'·What does it ,Profit a mau. if he gain the whole 
worlcl and losr his own soul?'' asked the Prophet of 
Nazareth. ' 

Many gain the world they seek. They also then 
find to their cost that they have no power to make 

it their own. 

(3) 

Surrender To God 

When the Gitii enjoins resistance us an essential to 
the growth of personality in a man or a group, 
emphasis is laid on 'Dedication of all actions to me.' 

This Dedication-Ishvara Pranidltrina-in other 
words, Surrende1• to God-baffled me for a long time. 
'l'he intelleet.ual background of my eollege clays was 
provided by Spencer and l\'lill. I, therefore, could 
not understand why Vyasa and Patanjnli, Christ, 
St. Augustine and Chaitanya, Narasimha and Mira, 
all persons of the highest intellect and honesty, posses
sing the most powerful personality, laid emphasis on 
this surrender as a necessary step to 'Becoming.' 
The Git<i enjoins it 11 gain and again: 

s.-11 

T~ Him do thou surrender with thy whole being. 
HIS grace shall then bear thee safe. Oh Bharata; 
Across to Peace sµpreme and changeless. 
And, ' 
Give up all duties: • 
Surrender thyself unto Me. . 
Grieve not; for from all bounds of sm 
I'll set thl'e free. 
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liow was it that this message has soothed aching 
Ii Parts through centuries Y 

l understand this surrender a little now, but it 
is not easy to achieve this ''surrender'' as it is to 

· ·~understand it. Many blraktas have' spent their whole .. 
I ife in vain attempts to realize. It is the most diffi-
eult and yet t.Qe wost exquisite of tlie ways which lelld 
to the growth of a great personality. Without it, 
God-Perfection-never dwells in us. Without it, 
'Becoming' remains unreal, for there is nothing to 
1·cach forwurd to. · · 

To the modern unbelieving mind which has no 
patience with' things religious, this may be difficult if 
not impossible to grasp. But personality cannot grow 
in stark isolation. Nothing develops personality as 
the influence of another personality, maybe of a father, 
a teacher, a friend, or a beloved. The stronger this 
personality, the greater is its potency. 

Certain persons draw us out. In their presence, we 
grow better and bigger. One word from them, anrl WP 

acquire the strength we never had before. If such 11 

one were with us day and night or hr clwrlt with us 
in our imagination, his inspiration would never fail 
ns. 'Ve would then grow from strength to strength. 
This 'imlwelling' of a great personality becomes n 

powerful for<'e. making us more and 11101·c of 
'ourselves.' 

When we arf' near a great personality we not onl~· 
hear him speak of men and things but also note thosr 
rhance remarks whirh let Hfi into its srerets. \VP arr• 
1hrn pn!'l~P~~Prl h~· it. Tt hnnntR ns \vhrn wr lrnvr• him. 



THE BHAGAV AD-GITA : AN APPROACH 155 

Our word nud deed unconsciously come ,to be tested 
011 the touchstoue of his personality. We are influenced, 
not so much by what he says, but by what he is. 

We a1·e all familiar with the conscious indwelling 
of our favourite author. Dumas and Hugo were my 
favourite authors when I was young. I read and re
read their works. Their characters were more to me 
th1111 my friemfs and relatives. I unconsciously 
adopted their attitudes and verbal tricks. I grew 
through these masters indwelling in me. If .the one 
abidiug in us is living, the inthwnce is still more re
mnrkuulc. "\Yho has not been shnpecl ancl moulded 
by the beloved 's iudwelliug in one's heart? 

Lit1•r1n·y creativeness is -not possible without the 
1·h11~~11~fors- indwelling -in an author, though tempora
ril,r. 'l'hc stories of Pnranic Rishis strongly inflncncecl 

- me in Illy boyhood. Some of the characters in my 
novels a11tl llramas like Kantilya, Usanas, Anrva, 
Airnstya. Visviimitra, Yasistha and Parasurama are 
only faint, erudc portraits of those who, at one time 
01· the other wcrl' living realities to me . 

• \pu1·t from litPrary crC'ations, Vyiisa, for instance. 
Jrns had n curious attraction for ml'. The illaluibharata 
is his work; OltcI is his gospel. lfo is Vishnu and 
Yislmu is Ill'. according to a ,frll-known hymn. !fr 
is '' Br11l1111ii, but without four faePs; Vishnu but with 
two hands; Shnmblm, but without thr third eye.'' l 
have always com<' to regarcl him as the first among 
men. who by his conquest of sclf. his vision of thr 

/eternal in life. his litPrnry production, laid the f01m
dntion of an immortal culture, 'Wl1ieh, thougl1 

s.-12 
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characteristically Indian, embraces humanity for all 
time. 

'l'he continuity of India's culture aud tradition~ 
; the main source of its strength-is due to the spirit 

of Vyiisa, enshrined in the 11Iahcibharata lu1ving in
dwelt Indians for centm·ies. For countless generations 
its heroes have lived in rn~n 's imagination; its appro
ach to life has been the approach of millions; its 
idioms, sentiments and ideals have. refreshed, and 
invigorated them. If Indi;i is worth living and dying 
for, it is because of the beauty and power which 
Iudia has acqui1·ed by centuries of its surrender to 
Vyiisa. 

But his attl'acti'on for me has been fitful, intellectual, 
not spiritual. I think of him often.. l\fore than once 
his momentary 'indwelling' has lecl me to decisions 
of far-reachi.JJ.g consequence. But in the ordinary 
affairs of life, I am just my erring self. He does not 
abide in rue; nor I in him. !would be able to integrate 
my personality only if this happened. 

The plac~ of 'incl welling' in the scheme of life 
must Ul' n•alized. 

The g-rnwth of personality-both of individuals and 
i.,rroups-is the result of Creative Resistance. Resis
tance to be creative must be inspired by an effort of 
imagination to realize an object which ha'i a living 
existenee in one's mind. 

Yearning is the drivJ!1g force behind this effort, 
behind all growt!i. It has to be maintained at a white 
heat wht\never the process of Becoming has to -be 
shortenrd and perfected. "Yoga only comes to him 



THE BHAGAVAD-GITA: AN ~PROJ}CH 157 

who possesses _samvega--intense yearning," says 
Patanjali. This indwelling of the Supreme comes by· 
intensifying the samvcga-yearuing, which ccaselessl~ 
seeks self-surrender. Intellect, in this matter, is barren; 

. - emotion quivering '~ith powerful effort of the imagina-
. ticii1 only can help one towards it. . 

A man may be ceaselessly active; he may also 
accomplish results; but he may be lost all the same, 
for efforts may be unaccompanied by a persistent 
yearning to Become. \Vl1en he loses the power of 
experiencing this samvcga, his condition becomes 
appalling. He becomes a fossil; he 1s self-complacent, 
satisfied with himself; or, a failure, a wreck. Life, 
for him, loses its vitality; becomes routine. He makes 
efforts to recover himself, but cannot. The old enthu
siasms· have no chance for him. His personality then 
fades away. He is in "impure hell;'' 

We throw away opportunities of strengthening t!J.e 
faculty to Become. Life for us is either a bewildering 
strUCJ'"'le or a soulless acquiescence. \Ve have not even 
the f':culty Arjuna had "of being filled with 'vonder
rnent, his body thrilled with a1ve,'' for the humanity 
which drove him to fold his hands and bow his head 
before the grandeur which God vouchsafed pim. We 
are denied the grace which makes life worth living. 

'Indwelling' of the Supreme comes to him who 
ceaselessly meditates upon Him; who with high-strung 
emotion yearns to see Him, touch'Him, love Him. 

The imagination, then, vividly conjures up His 
picture iri living colours. The attention fondly dwells 
on His life · and teachings. He ceases to be a thought, 
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becomes a person. "'When yearning· gives place to 
prayers, tenrs and heartache, He is no longe1· a Person 
to be worshipped externally but a Presence seen. fdt, 
in oneself. The devotee then becoms 'My-minded' 

1 (ma11-maniih) and 'My-souled.' (madgataprii11ah). 
His personality me\.ges in Him, attains '::\Iy-bood' 
( madbhiivam yiil i). The limitations of the aspirant's 
personality then faclr off. He casts forth desires woven 
into his mind. 

With self alone content with self, he becomes 
A Stliitapra;na. · 
Undistressed amidst sorrows, 
Amidst pleasures desire-free, he lives; 
All attachment, fear and anger past, he is a Muni, 
Of mind firmly poised, · 
With heart unattached in luck whether fair or foul, 
He neither rejoices no·r hates, his mind abiding 
In perfect poise. ' 

Through intellect, I now know, God cmmot be known, 
much less realized. God abi!1es in the man who not only 
reads his gospel, but reacls ancl repeats it till hi~ 
attitude towards life is imperceptibly shaped through 
it. Western education taught me thut if I read nrnl 
understand a book, '1 need do no more. It is a con
venient formula of the age, created by the printing 
press with its miles of transient literature turned out 
day after clay, baffling men's minds, drowning their 
personality. 

Sviidhyiiya-one 's own study-is different. It is the 
repeated reading or reciting of a great book as a 
gospel till phrases and paragraphs come to be woven 
into the texfure of a man's mind, stirring thoughts, 
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stimulating aspirations, till a great personality comes 
to live in him. 

We are of the earth, eurthy. Our life is spent in a 
lifelong struggle for money and' position. .And yet 
as we recite GIUi day by day~ some of the sayings of 
the l\iaster stand out in the mind and we reeog_nise 
their power. If the whole of the teaching_ possessed 
our mind, Goel would come and dwell in us. 'They 
ahide in 1\Ie; r abide in thcm'-is not a metaphor. 
Yogi.~ and Blrakfas of India, the mystics o.f all ages 
anrl l'iimrs, were possessed IJy God in the same way. 
They had i'lo choice; they obeyed Him; they lived 
but to be His instruments. 

Listen to My fina'I word, the secret of all secrets. 
I speak to thee of what is for thy good, for, 
I love thee steadfastly. 
Let thy mind be filled with Me. · 
Give thy love to Me, even your offerings and your 

homage; 
Then wilt thou come to Me. 
That's My troth, I pledge thee here. 
For thou art dear to Mc. · 

"This is 110 verbal con~olation. I1t is a fact capable 
of actual rxpericnce. And the fortunate one who has 
ltad it will grow in personality till its dimensions 
coi1wide with the Di\dne. 

This is 8urrrncler unto God-l.~livam Pra11idli(i11a, 
the final mrssagr of the Gita. '&it of aiiri alonr, but 
of all rdig-ious. "Xot I, but Christ liveth in me" was 
the admission of Christian saints. "Doubtless thou 
shalt live in 1fc." says Krishna. 

For 11111 ny, Gorl is too far nwny. intangihlc, to be 
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brought to indwell them. For them, as Patanjali 
points out, the path of Becoming can equally be trodd
en by constant efforts to surrender themselves to great 
personalities, real or imagina1~y, who had been known 
to have transcended attachment and its brood, fear 
and anger; to men like Vyiisa, Buddha, Christ, whom 
we revere as prophets. 

(4) 

Truth W~~ch Is Unity 

'fhe modern mind has confoundetl lmowledg-e with 
personality. This confusion has been the 'direful 
spring of outnumbered woes.' In India it lias turned 
the university graduates into waste paper baskets of 
odd bits of information, unshaped in character, dwarf
ed in personality, devoid of faith which alone can 
convert knowledge into power. 

Education in these days is not 'leading forth' of 
the inmost personality, but imposing fetters of cast
iron alien thoughts on him. 'Ve are mechanised by it, 
regimented; not led forth to the freedom of ceaseless 
Becoming. Our curiosity is satisfied; we have been 
given wide attachinents and intense dislikes; but the 
motive power of our personality remains unkindled. 
We are walking frauds. We have intelleet divorced 
from will, belief in ideals which are belied in life. 
The search after knowledge in some cases leads up to 
ideals; but in most eases they remain dreams, ineffec
tive and unrelated to life. As a result the mrJdern 
man does not fel'l lrnmiliatcd at his miml bring- divor
ced from speech, his spl'l'<'h from adion. ThiH twofold 
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divergence is accepted as inevitable, often as a sign 
of modernity. 

The mind, thought and deed become one dynamic 
unit in a growing personality. But it is difficult to .... 
produce ~his harmony between forces, all of which ' 
generally tend to fly away from each other. When 
these three forces in a man become one, he serves 
'l'ruth; thon only lie becomes effective. 

"·what is truth?" asked Pilate, and Truth still 
vexes us with its elusiveness. It is not consistency; 
growth of vision or fuller knowleage of facts often 
makes consistency an untruth. It is not even one's 
view of things; for, two people trying to see ,truth 
mav honestly come to two entirely conflicting views. 
Yet. Trnth is universal,-sought after, held in reveren
ce by all; the guiding light of all high-souled efforts. 

1 This ;rruth is the inseparable unity of thought, word 
and deed in a man at a given moment; and in order 
to be really C'ffcetivC' it has to be backed by the very 
life of thC' mnn, who thereby earnestly pursues 
'Beeoming.' 

Patanjali has given the test of what is tn1thful. 
•Truth, whrn realized, yields the fruits of action.' 
One has to be truthful-that is, one's thought, word 
ancl derd have to be compact, before results will follow. 
If I want to do things, therefore, the three forces in 
me ·Jiave to be wclflcd into a dfnamic unity. This is 
Truth-this supreme unity of the three forrcs of life: 
when it is reached, the personality is tuned to recciw 
the commandment of Him, 'Vl10sc instrnmi>nt our - \ 

hopes to be. 
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The path which leads to this 'turning' is called the 
way of Brahman. The word brahmacharya is ordi
narily restricted to sexual continence or suppression. 
This narrow meaning is misleading. Its real meaning 
is 'Non-Waste'; non-waste of mental, verbal and 
bodily powers. In that sense alone, the aspirant is 
asked to be yatavakk<iyamanasa-controllccl in word, 
body and mind. 

\Ve waste om· powers, at every moment of our life, 
in small things and big. 'Ve speak inaccurately; it is 
a waste. 'Ve waste our energy in fidgeting, when we 
ought to be sitting still. We waste time in gossip, in 
fruitless effort<>, in an unmethodical distribution of 
01ir time, calling it freedom. How many moderns 
waste the best part of life, say in golf or bridge, when 
they should be achieving the same physical vigour or , 
mental r<.'laxation in a hundred useful ways 7 · 

.And so with the mind. ·we splash about our ment11l 
energy, like urchins dancing in the sea. Very little 
examination is necessary to convince one of the cri
minal wnste of our mental powers. 'Ve feel we arc 
busy when nil we are d.oing is to waste our mental 
powers in an unregulated, diffused manner. If we 
want to 'Become,' we dare not waste the energies of 
our machine wherewith we have to attain results. If 
a man has to approach God, if he has to be His instru
ment, he cannot offer to Him something which leaks 
at every point. 

In India, for want of enough men of calibre, a man 
iR <lrawn to clo many things. But it is all wrong, 
horwlPssly \\TO!lg"; rv<>ry on<' must. k('<'(I to his business. 



THE BHAGAV AD-GITA : AN APPROACH 163 

He should do it for all he is worth. He should not 
dissipate his enci·gies in things outside his svadharma. 

Better one's own thankless dharma. 
Then alien task, tho' well-performed. 
Better to die ' 
Doing one's own task; 
Another's task is fraught with danger. 

\Ve forsake our vocation, our svadharma., thif! unity 
of purpose, for ·position, power or wealth which 
accident may hriug. The result is fraught with danger. 
] t ·is failure or worse; it stunts the personality. Posi
tion, when so occupied, instead of giving scope to one's 
personality, proves that the personality is not big 
('nough for the position. ' 

Personality therefore presupposes a unity of mind, 
;i power of concentration, a fixed deten~ination, which 
pursues its objects steadily, without wave~·ing or tiring. 

The Will of those that strive 
· Knows but one Aim, Kuru's Delight. 

Many-branched and endless is the will of Him 
Who knows no real effort. · 

This ptirpo~rfnl c•onrrnh'ntion of all onr 's powrr is 
what distinguishes the 1,!'l'Owing- personality from the 
sterile one. l\Iost of us suffer from an incapacity to 
separate ope dut~·. one ambition, one resolve, from all 
others which to him is Truth and l!ive it a pre-eminent 
place in onr lifr. We dare not'bccome what Krishna 
asks Arjuna to do: "Be thou but an instrument." 

This distinimishes a man from a yogi. A yogi may 
he a very orclinar~·, imperfcrt mnn, hut he recognises 
bnt one Truth ns hi!=l !!11irlP. T-fp would rather do the 
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will of God than any one else's. He consecrates himself 
to Truth, which is unity between thought, word and 

- deed. 
No one can be his true self, unless he consecrates 

himself thus. 1\fost of us tl'y to feed our personality 
on activities which have no organic Telations with our
selws. One is in a profession 'when he ought to be in 
office j another is in business when he ought tu be a 
professor; a third may be in a profession, in politics, 
in literature when he oug-ht to be l·onsel·ratecl to the 
salvag-c of culture, ma~·be through these very acti
vities. How many of us have a definite and diVine 
purpose of,· life Y If so, how many have the readiness 
to become but an instrument? But life is not long; our 
capacities are not large. \Ve tread the path of death 
when we seek to pursue all paths that appear open. 
Our ~ims, our friends, our interests are of those of 
a dilettante. 'rhey do not look one way-ekiigm-as 
they should, if we were but His instruments. 

What is tr-qe of a man is again true of n country. 
A country has its own svadharma pre-destined by it.R 
history, it<> culture, its inner strength. Any attempt 
to achieve a result incorn~istent wih its svadharma un
supported by a unified control of its thought, word 
and deed will land it in a position of danger, 

• · India has lived so- long because it has lived by its 
truth, its culture, moulded and shhped by influenr

0

es of 
diverse patte·rns tuned to harmony. Iler unity in the 
past was the inter-dependencr of its major corporu
tions. thP reprrsrntntives of cultm·P. of strengtli. 
wealth unll Sl'rviel'. Iler unity ut prl,'i<ent is represent-
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eel by the educated classes; Ly he\. economic unity; by 
the Congress and other organizations which have 
raised a fabric of national unity,; by the impulse to 
preserve her integrity and attain freedom. And as 
a man struggles towards Truth, she also has to strugglP 
towards it; to overcome centrifugal forces; to control 
waste; to eliminate weaknesses.· And the one weakness 
which she has to conquer is untruth, the habit of 
keeping aspiration and its expression divorced from 
liarmonious action. 

(5) 

The Spirit Of Silence And Solitude 

Among the qualities which lead tu 'Becoming,' the 
(J/i{i gives .a prominent place to Sih•ncc and Solitude. 
It is the viviktascvi-the man who serws Solitude, 

311d mal111i-the Silent, who attains Becoming. 
Expression is bound up with personality. The man 

who speaks comes into contact with the world, influen-. 
ees it. dominates it. Ile grows as he expresses; and as 
he grows he becomes a power. 

The struggle for expression, as the famous instance 
of Demosthenes proves, is long and arduous. On some 
rare occasions one can wrrst admiration by powars of 
expression. He may carry the passions of men with 
him somet~mcs. But, the most perfect eloquence has 

110 power to touch hearts unless the whole personality 
is behind it; unless Silence, Solitude and Prayer tench• 
one of _the secret of surrender. making the expression 
larger than the spl'ltkcr. Cnrlylc was not wrong when 
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. he said: 'We1·e this an .altar-building time, altars 
might still be raised to silence and secrecy.' 

'Silence', he again stated, 'is the element in which 
great things fashion themselves that at length they 
may emerge full-formed and majestic into. the day
light which thenc.eforth they are to rule.' 

Real action is in silent moments. 'fhe epochs of our 
life are not in the visible facts of _existence like calling, 
marriage, acquisition of office, but in a silent thought 
by the waysille, in a lonely thought which reshapes 
our t:'ntire out.look on life with freshness, as never in 
society. , 

If one is· a man of God, surrender will come to him 
easy, and ho will be able to live in God, easily, effort
lessly. His communion with Him will be filled with a 
placid ethereal wildness, which will fertilise his per
sonality. When he returns, he will have been 
well-arm<'d to resist the bondage of worldly contact. 

Solitude is the twin sister of SilencP. It is the 
greatest stimulant to the growth of personaliy, if it 
does not lead to vt:'getation. 

Rishis grew in pl'rsonality in forests and on 
mountain tops. Buddha meditated alone under the 
Bodhi tret:'. l\los!'s, Christ and Mahomed communed 
with God on the ht:'ights of hills. Aurobindo Ghosh 
lives in perpetual solitude. Gandhi.ii creates solitude 
in a distant villag-e. Saint Bernard cried:. Oh 
Solitude, sola beatitude. Every creative artist 
rPpeatedly resorts to solitude to replenish the depleted 
;;torehouse of his personality. 

It is a mistoke to think that we can only grow in 
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society. I thought so once; I have· found by experience 
that I was wrong. Frequent resort to solitude is 
necessary, particularly when one feels tired, wounded, 
deprived of inspiration. 

'l'he modern believes and maintains that sqeiety
1 

is 
the be-all ancl end-all of life. This is false. One mav 
be human enough to want society, but he must not b.e 
so sub-humau as to want it all the time. The world of 
perpetual change, defeat, conflict and imperfection is 
11cver enough for a man of intelligenj!e. .Aratfrjana
samsadi--uversion to crowds-is not a negative 
(1i.iality but a po~itive one. Solitude is never solitar~· 
even for the ;~m~ ~vl10 does not<n•ant !o be himself. 

Solitude is essential to give us the confidence whicJ1 
soeicty tlenics us. · Confiden,ce creates the ~tmosphere . 
in which yearning-but'iiot the greed of the covetous 
-becomes keenci·. But it must be tlie unalterable 
eonfidcnee of th-e 1iwn who is convinced that a Higher 
Power shaprs his destiny: of the man who has brushed 
aside all other tluti,•s. a11d soug-ht slwltcr in Him. For 
hus I 11• not dc!'lnr<'cl to him: ''I shall set thee free 
from all bonds of sill. Grieve not.'' 

'\Vithollt stwh l'011ficlenee 11011c can hope to inspfre 
otht>1·s. \Vithout it, ull other qualities are ineffective. 
·without it, nothing- g-reut can be aeeomplishecl. With 
it on!? we eome to the stag-e of no lon::rer living accord
ing- to om· own plans. but seeing- before us the eternal 
purpose of God. R~litude th~ts cfoepens the personality 
of evrl',\' one who, i11 lnnnility, yi•arns for Becoming 
and seeks it. 

To the man struggling to 'Become,' the world of 
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solitude is peopled with the wonderful beauty and 
greatness of his own yearning. 'l'hcn samvcgn comes 
to him in great waves, washing away the in'if>erfectioris 
which thwart-hi!? growth·;-bealin-g the scars which the 
moral failure of society has inflicted. If he has a 
sviidhyiiya--his favourite study-its truths will sur
round him with their creative vigour. He will be able 
to live. Becoming, then, will not look like a luminous 
height of snows, but a Reality. 

"' "' "' 
By silence arid solitude is ,:r;10t meant the time spent 

with book or pen ; it means the quiet moment whe11, 
in harmony with ourselves and God, we try to receive 
the message of 'Becoming.' Such silent uplifting 
moments, I experienced on mountain tops. 

As I sat gazing at the 'eternal snmrs of the Trisul, 
Nandadevi and Dhavalagiri at Kmmni in the Hima
layas, as a wide sweep of peaks, hills and valleys lay 
stretched at my feet, I grew large with the greatness 
of the Himalayas which enwrapped-me; and reahzed, 
for a stray brief moment, what it means to be above 
und beyond attachment, fear and anger, to be nistrai
!J1l1~ya. 1\Iy eyes fastened on the overhanging majesty 
of the Trisul, I listened to a far off mighty voice in 
the midst of the silence around me. I settled myself 
tuned to it. I was passive. I let the spirit of the 
Himalayas fill me. One earthly thought after another 
left me. I was resting on the bosom of chan)?rlrss 
immensity. And in that silence I felt the Presence of 

The Infinite, The Lord of gods, 
Of the World's final resting place 
Him who is beyond what is 
And what is not. Transcendent! 
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Do not cowards make a s·vadharma of their fright? 
~Iy svadharnw lies far, far below-in heat, in dis
;1ppoi11tmcnts, in struggles. 'l'he world is too much with 
me. 

1 

Perhaps, duty is calling me back. Perhaps this call 
is God's, for, who knows, the 1·aptures which sucll 
feelings give me arc denied to the Sii.dlm who shivers 
in cold amidst snow and pines, unwashed and unpro
vided. He has attained in this vast solitude perhaps 
the elemental quiet of a protoplasm which knows no 
.~amvcga and has 110 personality left. Perhaps to him 
the Trisuln and Nnndr1clevi arc not sources of inspira
tion, but fainiliat· spel'tres of a long and devastating 
winter. • 

For me, for the moment, is my own worldly task. 
Has not the GUii given me the solace~ ' 

Better Qne's thankless task, far, 
Than an alien's duty, tho' well-performed. 
Who acts as his own nature bids 
Incurs thereby no taint of sin. 
One's innate duty, though tainted. 
Let no man desert; 
For, alf efforts are wrapped in imperfection 
Like fire by smoke. 

If I could but catch this mood, isolate it, weave it 
in myself, I could wr~st the spirit of silence and 
solitude from the Himalayas. 

In such solitude .I felt like the eagle, spontaneous, 
fearless, intoxicated with power which knew 110 guilt, 

hich left no shadow of misery. Sometimes I sang in 
~me with the voices of the morning heralding the 
dawn of day. 
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I then but sought life but not remembered it; I felt 
like living always for 'the mad sake of living' on sord'e 
distant hill-top, surrounded by majestic snows. I 
'\vould have theu attained the end, which a life's 
labours have nursed. Living would then, be something· 
ultimate-and in itself-like beautiful poetry, like a 
perfect statue, like ii·naincla, like a beautiful fiowet·. 
offered before a shrine. If I could only forg~t things 
and live in thought, if this narrow wisdo~n of world
liness were not mine, if I were not a slave-a coward! 

Again, at such momentl">; I have felt tile s11mmo11s 
to action. I am an heir to the Aryuu culture. J t i~ fo1· 

the present but a dream of forty millron slan•s. r 
have not power to express what I felt about it, how 
as a supreme effort of the human mind, it stands 
above all contemporary struggles aH the only source 
of human pride, as the only hope of man. I am tied 
to the earth with fetters of delusion and eunnot live 
or die fo~· it. I cannot communicate to my helpless 
countrymen whilt they ure and what they have bePn. 
If I tell them, they will not hC'arken to me. Much 
less can I liberate them from slavery; weld them into 
a great people; help them find th<'i1· 1;onl, which they 
call Dhannn but know it not. · 

I am but an ordinary man to whom is denied the 
inspi~ation of Silence and Solitude in daily life. 

Dust I am and unto the dust I must return. 

(Completed at Kosa.ni in the Himala.yas in May 1941.) 



THE HISTORY & CULTURE OF THE INDIAN PEOPLE 

(In Ten Volumes) 

* 
Planned, organised and directed by: The Hon'ble Dr. K. M. 

Munshi, President, Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan. 

General Editor: R. C. Majwndar, MA., Ph.1;>., F .RA.S.B., 
Principal, College of Indology, Banaras Hindu Univer
sity; Ex-Vice-Chancellor and Professor of History, 
Dacca University; Hon. Head of the Department of 
Jlistory, Bhnratiya Vidyn Bhavnn. 

Assistant Editor: A. D. Pusalker, M.A., LL.B., PhD., 
Assistant Director and Head of the Department of 
Sanskrit, Bhnratiya Vidya Bhavan. 

This is the first history of India, written exclusivel:9 
/ 

by her own people and brings to bear on the problems a 
detached and critical appreciation. A team of over sixty 
scholars of repute present herein a comprehensive and up
to-date account of the political, socio-economic and cultural 
history of the Indian People. 

Hitherto, the usual practice has been to assign equal 
space to the Hindu, Muslim and British periods of Indian 
History, in spite of the 4,000 years of the first, 400 or 500 of 
the second, and less than 200 of the last. The present 
undertaking strikes a truer balance, and in spite of the 
paucity of materials for the political .•history of ancient 
India, full use has been made of the corresponding 
abundance on the cultural side. The work is planned in 
three main divii;ions-Ancient, Mediaeval and Modern and 
di•ided into ten volumes. The periods coYered by the t
volumes are given overleaf. 



THE HISTORY & CULTURE OF THE INDIAN PEOPLE 

(In Ten Volumes) 

Volume I 
THE VEDIC AGE 

Volume II 
THE AGE OF IMPERIAL UNITY 

(600 B.C. to 320 A.O.) 

Volume ill 
THE CLASSICAL AGE 

(320-750 AD.) 

Volume IV 
THE AGE OF IMPERIAL KANAUJ 

'(750-1000 AD.) 

Volume V 
THE STRUGGLE FOR EMPIRE 

(1000-1300 AD.) 

Volume VI 

THE DELHI SULTANATE 
(1300-1526 A.D.) 

Volume VII 
THE IITTJGHAL EMPIB.E 

(1526-1707 A.D.) 

Volume VIII 
THE MARATHA SUPREMACY 

(1707-1818 A.D.) 

Volume IX 
THE BRITISH DOMINATION 

(1818-1918) 

Volume X 

INDIA SINCE 1918 

The work is fully illustrated with plates, maps and 
plans. Volume !-"THE VEDIC AGE"-and Volume Il 
-"THE AGE OF IMPERIAL UNITY"-are already out and 
each of the subsequent volumes will follow at an interval of 
six to eight months. 



SOME 

BHARATIYA VIDYA BHAVAN 

PUBLICATIONS 

* 
BHARATIYA VIDYA SERIES 
Critical editions of rare and important texts, 
treatises and translations on Indological subjects. 
13 volumes published. 

SINGH! JAIN SERIES 
Critical editions of important Jain Canonical, 
Philosophical, Historical, Literary, Narrative and 
other works and allied literature as well as new 
studies by competent research scholars-28 vols. 
published, 12 under print. 

General Editor: Acharya Muni Jinavijayaji. 

THE GLORY THAT WAS GURJARADESHA 

(History of Greater Gujarat) Parts I and III 
published. 

General Editor : The Hon. Dr. K. M. Munshi. 

MUNSHI SAHITYA 

The works of Shri and Shrimati Munshi in 
Gujarati and English-novels dramas literary, 
historical, political and mis~ellaneo~s works, 
numbering in all 57 as wen as their translations. 

BHARATIYA VIDYA 

The quarterly indological research journal in 
English. 11 volumes published. 



BHAVAN'S BOOK UNIVERSITY 

The books under this Scheme range over sub
jects of fundamental importance, covering the 
best in Indian and world literature. Some of 
the recent titles are listed here : 

•i. MAHABHARATA 
Hon. Shri Rajagopalachari. 

*2. THE ART OF LIFE IN THE BHAGAVAD-GITA 
Sir H. V. Divatia. 

"3. SPARKS FROM THE ANVIL 
Hon. Dr. K. M. Munshi. 

0 4. GANDHI'S VIBW OF LIFE 
Shri Chandrashanker Shukla. 

5. ASPIRATIONS FROM A FRESH WORLD 
Shri Shakuntala Rao Shastri. 

6. OCEAN OF STORIES--KATHASARITSAGAR 
Dr. Moti Chandra. 

7. INDIAN SCULPTURE 
Shri Karl J. Khandalawala. 

8. FUNDAMENTALS OF INDIAN CULTURE 
Hon. Dr. K. M. Munshi. 

9. THINGS OF BEAUTY (in three volumes) 
Principal V. N. Bhushan.t 

10. WOMEN IN VEDIC INDIA 
Shri Shakuntala Rao Shastri. 

11. WOMEN IN SACRED LAWS 
Shri Shakuntala Rao Shastri. 

12. OUR SOCIAL LAWS 
Prof. J. H. Dave. 

13. THE EPIC OF THE ANCIENTS 
Hon. Dr. K. M. Munshi. 

14. SOMNATH-THE SHRINE IMMORTAL 
Hon. Dr. K. M. Munshi. 

• AlrMdy published. 




	2020_01_31_12_22_40_001
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_002
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_003
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_004
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_005
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_006
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_007
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_008
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_009
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_010
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_011
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_012
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_013
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_014
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_015
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_016
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_017
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_018
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_019
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_020
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_021
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_022
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_023
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_024
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_025
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_026
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_027
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_028
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_029
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_030
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_031
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_032
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_033
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_034
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_035
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_036
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_037
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_038
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_039
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_040
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_041
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_042
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_043
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_044
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_045
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_046
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_047
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_048
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_049
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_050
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_051
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_052
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_053
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_054
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_055
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_056
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_057
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_058
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_059
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_060
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_061
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_062
	2020_01_31_12_22_40_063
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_001
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_002
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_003
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_004
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_005
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_006
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_007
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_008
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_009
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_010
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_011
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_012
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_013
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_014
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_015
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_016
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_017
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_018
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_019
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_020
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_021
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_022
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_023
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_024
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_025
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_026
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_027
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_028
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_029
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_030
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_031
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_032
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_033
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_034
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_035
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_036
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_037
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_038
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_039
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_040
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_041
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_042
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_043
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_044
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_045
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_046
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_047
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_048
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_049
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_050
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_051
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_052
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_053
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_054
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_055
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_056
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_057
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_058
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_059
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_060
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_061
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_062
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_063
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_064
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_065
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_066
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_067
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_068
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_069
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_070
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_071
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_072
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_073
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_074
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_075
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_076
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_077
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_078
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_079
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_080
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_081
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_082
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_083
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_084
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_085
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_086
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_087
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_088
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_089
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_090
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_091
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_092
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_093
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_094
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_095
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_096
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_097
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_098
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_099
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_100
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_101
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_102
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_103
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_104
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_105
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_106
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_107
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_108
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_109
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_110
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_111
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_112
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_113
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_114
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_115
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_116
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_117
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_118
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_119
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_120
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_121
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_122
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_123
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_124
	2020_01_31_12_22_41_125



