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REMINISCENCES

Oh that my words were written! oh that they
were printed in a book. From Job

*

He chose to work to the end as he had worked
through life, serving the Community which was
to him second family and home, and giving
without stint from a rich store of simple good-
ness and love to the numbers who turned to him
for guidance and help.

From Fulness of Days—The Earl of Halifax

*

Is there no play
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour
From The Midsummer Night's Dream
—William Shakespearc

*

Well, here’s my comfort.
From The Tempest—William Shakespeare
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‘THIS MOST REMARKABLE
HUMAN FIGURE®

THE EARL OF HALIFAX

I po not recall any outstanding feature or event in this
phase of the civil disobedience struggle that has not been
adequately treated in the official records. It lasted for
nearly a year, and was finally closed by the conversations
that I had with Mr Gandhi in February 1931, culminating
in our agreement of 4 March. Apart from the conclusions
reached, which received full publicity at the time, these
conversations gave me an opportunity such as I could never
otherwise have had, and for which I shall always be thank-
ful, of knowing Mr Gandhi. Since the tragedy of his assassi-
nation so much has been spoken and written of the
qualities in him which seemed to the particular observer
to be pre-eminent, that every country of the world has
become to a great extent familiar with this most remarkable
human figure. As with all great men, different aspects
stand out for different people. That which gave him his
exceptional position in India was something different from
that which won for him the admiration of friends in
Western countries, which is another way of saying that the
man himself was larger than any of the attempts made to
“paint his portrait, There was a directness about him which
‘Was singularly winning, but this could be accompanied by
a subtlety of intellectual process which could sometimes be
disconcerting. To appreciate what was passing in his mind
it was necessary, if not to start from the same point, at
least to understand very clearly what was the starting point
for him; and this was nearly always very human and very
simple.
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I remember when I first went to India talking about
him to C. F. Andrews who, I imagine, was closer to him
than any other European. He said, as indeed was clear
when it came to the Round Table Conference, that
Mr Gandhi cared little for constitutions and constitutional
forms. What he was concerned with was the human pro-
blem of how the Indian poor lived. Constitutional reform
was important and necessary for the development of India’s
personality and self-respect; but what really mattered were
the things that affected the daily lives of the millions of
his fellow countrymen—salt, opium, cottage industries, and
the like. I have no doubt this was true, and though it
was easy to smile at the devotion of Mr Gandhi to the
spinning wheel, while Congress was largely dependent for
its funds upon the generosity of wealthy Indian mill-owners,
the wheel none-the-less stood for something fundamental
in his philosophy of life. He was the natural knight-
errant, fighting always the battle of the weak against suffer-
ing and what he judged injustice. The claims of Indians
in South Africa, the treatment of Indian labourers in the
indigo fields of India, the thousands rendered homeless by
the floods of Orissa, and above everything the suffering
arising from communal hatreds—all these were in turn a
battlefield on which he fought with all his strength for
what to him was the cause of humanity and right.

As I look back upon the talks that I had with him in
Delhi in the spring of 1931, two or three things in our
conversations stand out in my recollection. They have
always seemed to me a better interpretation of his mind
and method than anything else, as showing the way that
idealist and realist could meet. About the second day of
our meeting, I asked him whether it would be agreeable
to him if I asked Mr Emerson, the Secretary in the Home
Department, to sit in with us. I pointed out that he would
know the answers to a good many of the detailed queries
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that Mr Gandhi might be raising, and that we should there-
fore get on more quickly than if I took notes and could
only get the answers for him at a later meeting. He quickly
concurred, saying, ‘I shall be glad to meet Mr Emerson.
He must be a very cruel man to the poor people’. This
was because Emerson’s signature as Home Secretary
appcared on the various ordinances that I as Governor-
General had been obliged to issue in connexion with the
campaign of civil disobedience. So Emerson duly sat in,
and the contrast between the broad-shouldered, robust,
Briton and the small, fragile, Mr Gandhi was sharp. Soon
however confidence was established, and after Mr Gandhi
and I had been arguing about the wording of some agree-
ment we had reached, he would say, ‘I think we might leave
this to Mr Emerson. He is a very fair man.” The Indian
Civil Service can seldom have received a more signal or
unexpected testimonial.

On another occasion he was demanding, as part of the
arrangement to be made on the cessation of civil dis-
obedience, an inquiry into the actions of the police over
the last twelve months. I resisted this on various grounds,
pointing out to him among other arguments that I had no
doubt the police, like everybody else, had made mistakes,
and I was very sorry about it, but that it was quite futile
to attempt twelve months later to get accurate information
of what might have passed in some local brawl or minor
riot. Everybody would produce evidence in support of
what they were setting out to prove; there would be no
conceivable means of testing its accuracy; and all that we
should achieve would be to exacerbate tempers on both
sides. This did not satisfy him at all, and we argued
the point for two or three days. Finally, I said that I
would tell him the main reason why I could not give him
what he wanted. I had no guarantee that he might not
start civil disobedience again, and if and when he did, I
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wanted the police to have their tails up and not down.
Whereupon- his face lit up and he said, ‘ Ah, now Your
Excellency treats me like General Smuts treated me in
South Africa. You do not deny that I have an equitable
claim, but you advance unanswerable reasons from the
point of view of Government why you cannot meet it.
I drop the demand.’

The third incident was of the same date, and illustrates,
if I was correctly informed, the quality both of Mr Gandhi’s
courage and of his sense of honour. After we had made
our so-called Irwin-Gandhi pact, he came to me the next
morning and said that he wished to talk about another
matter. He was just going off to the meeting of the Con-
gress at Karachi, which he hoped would ratify our agree-
ment, and he wished to appeal for the life of a young man
called Bhagat Singh, who had been recently condemned
to death for various terrorist crimes. He was himself
opposed to capital punishment, but that was not now in
debate. If the young man was hanged, said Mr Gandhi,
there was a likelihood that he would become a national
martyr and the general atmosphere would be seriously pre-
judiced. I told him that, while I quite appreciated his
feeling in the matter, I also was not concerned with the
merits or demerits of capital punishment, since my only
duty was to work the law as I understood it. On that
basis, I could not conceive anyone who had more
thoroughly deserved capital punishment than Bhagat Singh.
Moreover, Mr Gandhi’s plea for him was made at a parti-
cularly unfortunate moment, for it so happened that on
the previous evening I had received his appeal for a
reprieve, which I had felt bound to reject, and he was
accordingly due to be hanged on Saturday morning (the
day of our conversation being, if I remember rightly,
Thursday). Mr Gandhi would be getting to Karachi for
the meeting of Congress in the afternoon or evening of
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Saturday after the news would have come through, and the
coincidence of date from his point of view could therefore
hardly be more difficult.

Mr Gandhi said that he greatly feared, unless I could
do something about it, the effect would be to destroy our
pact. I said I should regret that no less than he, but it
would be clear to him there were only three possible
courses. The first was to do nothing and let the execution
proceed, the second was to change the order and grant
Bhagat Singh a reprieve, the third was to hold up any
decision till after the Congress meeting was well over. I
told him that I thought he would agree that it was impos-
sible for me from my point of view to grant him his
reprieve, and that merely to postpone decision and en-
courage people to think that there was such a chance of
remission was not straightforward or honest. The first
course alone, therefore, was possible in spite of all its
attendant difficulties. Mr Gandhi thought for a moment,
and then said, “‘Would Your Excellency see any objection
to my saying that I pleaded for the young man’s life?’ I
said that I saw none, if he would also add that from my
point of view he did not see what other course I could
have taken. He thought for a moment, then finally agreed,
and on that basis went off to Karachi. There it happened
much as anticipated; the news had come through, many
of the crowd were in a highly emotional state, and I was
told afterwards that he was quite roughly received. But
when he had opportunity he spoke in the sense agreed
between us.

The episodes I have quoted will suffice to show on the
personal side what reason I had to value his friendship,
and I can think of no person whose undertaking to respect
a confidence I should ever have been more ready to accept
than his. Measured by human standards, the abrupt
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cutting short of his life was a tragic deprivation for the
country that he loved.

I may add one other recollection to the record of some
dramatic days. A few hours after we had reached our
agreement, he came back, rather depressed, saying that
Jawaharlal Nehru was unhappy about it, and thought that
he (Mr Gandhi) had unwittingly sold India. I exhorted
him not to let this worry him unduly, as I had no doubt
that very soon I should be getting cables from England,
telling me that in Churchill’s opinion I had sold Great
Britain. Such double criticism would suggest that what
we had done was about right. This cheered him, and so
in fact it turned out. The critics indeed were lonely
voices, and both in India and Great Britain judgement
was almost unanimous in the other sense. Dimly, inarti-
culately, unconsciously, the instinct of the British people
was as usual guiding them wisely. Though they might
not have been able to put it into words, they realized that
the choice lay between power, which had served us well
from the days of Clive, and influence which, if we could
use it aright in the changed conditions of the twentieth
century, would serve us better. And they knew that, of
the two, influence was the more securely founded and the
more enduring.

A few weeks later we left India; after receiving innumer-
able kindly messages of farewell, which showed us, if we
had not realized it before, how many and how warm-hearted
were our friends in every part of that great land. But by
no one of them were we more deeply touched than by a
letter from over a hundred young British residents, who
described themselves as ‘the younger generation of non-
official Europeans in Bombay’ and were typical of the
British community, which would be called upon to face
the new conditions of the future in India. I quote a few
sentences of their communication, ‘. . . Some of us may
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have twenty or even thirty years’ service to India before us.
To us falls the duty of co-operating with Indians in build-
ing up a new India. We shall live in an atmosphere
foreign to that in which the older generation of Europeans
have done their work. The Europeans who are soon to
offer a helping hand are men like oursclves who have not
yet reached the age of thirty-five. We believe that the
burden which your patient statecraft places upon our
shoulders is one which no adventurous Englishman would
wish to cast down ...

It is that spirit which has enabled, and will continue to
enable, the British race to give service to the world.



*

I FOLLOW AFTER

LAKSHMIBAI TILAK

I pEsiRED to learn something. Not that I would be a
learned scholar as Tilak wished, but I wanted to learn
something which would be useful in an emergency.

Dr Julia Bissell was a most kindly doctor, her Marathi
was exactly like our own. One would have thought a
Brahman woman was speaking. We were great friends,
and with her encouragement I decided to learn nursing.
I did a little under her, and then her leave to America
fell due. She left but in her place came two young,
enthusiastic doctors, Dr Beals and Dr Harding.

As soon as Dr Harding arrived in Nagar, he started a
class for nurses. I could not read or write even plain
Marathi; what, then, of English? My courage however was
great. I went and requested Dr Harding to give me a
nurse’s training. I was Tilak’s wife. I must be clever.
In this belief the doctor consented at once. The class was
in full swing. Taking my pencil and note-book I entered.
Because one has a pencil and note-book in hand, will they
of themselves begin to move? By the time I had with
difficulty written two letters, he had finished two lines.
My two lines being finished, he had covered two para-
graphs. Gradually I began to write up all the lectures
with the help of another student after the class.
Dr Harding taught in English. To say this is as good as
to say my studies were in a truly happy state! The ways
of God are fathomless. A three-monthly examination was
held and I passed? Or perhaps the doctor just passed me!

From the first I had a passion for nursing. I always
had a large store of Indian medicines by me, and did I ever
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meet a fellow enthusiast we always exchanged prescriptions.
In this way my knowledge of quack medicines had grown;
my knowledge of country medicines was of the slightest.
To these was now added English medical teaching, and not
mercly that of books. My knowledge was never bound in
a volume, but was for ever emerging to take the air. In this
way I experimented one day on Tara’s eyes.

We had with us then a woman saved from the famine,
Sagunabai by name. and just like her name she was in
temperament also virtuous. We were supporting and
clothing her and her cight-year-old daughter. Beyond that
we gave her eight annas a month pay [or her work.

Tara had conjunctivitis. She was always complaining
about it. I was a nurse who had passed the first examina.
tion. Making Sagunabai hold back the lids of her eyes
I rubbed them vigorously with copper sulphate. Tara
roarcd and made a terrible commotion. Tilak camc home.
He extolled my wisdom!

‘Were you a doctor? If the child loses her sight will
you lead her about by the hand?’

I thought, * God strike me blind, but may the child’s
cycs be saved!” It was eight o’clock in the morning when
I applied my medical science, and at five o'clock in the
evening Tara still could not open her eyes. Now indeed
my heart sank. Tilak was out, but on his return, he tried
to open her eyes and look at them. A drop of blood welled
up. Tilak had spoken the truth, and her sight was gone!
Now what could be done?

Getting some cotton wool I forced open her eyes, and
began to wash them with boric lotion. Lo, something like
a tamarind seed fell out. That had done it! Her eye
had fallen out! Thinking I had better at least see the
other eye, I began to wash it, when lo, something fell out
of it too. The dish rattled. Tara opened her eyes, and
looked in that direction. My happiness could not be con-
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tained in heaven itself. Her cyes were all right; the
granulations had loosened and come away.

Tilak was overjoyed, but Tara was not yet well, and
for many days she had low fever.

There was a second outbreak of plague in Nagar. The
appearance of rats was like a written proclamation and
inoculations were begun at once. A young man, Peter
Vitthal Hiwale, who was staying with us, returned to his
own village. People began to leave Nagar. Tilak took
Dattu away to a man in Rahuri. :

Tara was still ill and Dr Harding was brought to see
her. Examining her he said there was no cause for anxiety
as the fever was an ordinary one.

I said, ‘ But Doctor what arc these lumps?”  He looked at
them and ‘ Children always have them,” he said.

‘It is not plague?’

‘No’, he replied, “but all of you should be inoculated.’

Tilak had gone to Rahuri to see Dattu. He disapproved
of inoculation. He had been asked three or four times,
and always replied, that he would not be done. That was
the reason why I sent Dattu away. Before setting off for
Rahuri, Tilak said to me, ‘I purposely took Dattu to
Rahuri. The Baby is not to be inoculated in my absence,
and I will not be. If you yourself like to be done, I do
not object.’

Daya had come to Nagar for a few days. A letter came
from Sant Kaka, a Brahman who had recently become
Christian, saying he had plague, and we were to send him
twenty-five rupees the moment the letter arrived.

Tilak was away, and as usual I had no money by me.
I put the letter aside, and Daya, Sagunabai, her daughter
and I all went to Dr Harding and were inoculated in
Tilak’s absence. Having finished the inoculations, Dr
Harding left for Vadala to do some operation. Tilak
returned from Rahuri and found Sant Kaka’s letter. At
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once he sold Tara’s ornaments and sent the money by wire.

While operating at Vadala, Dr Harding got blood poison-
ing, and the news sprcad in a flash all round Nagar.
Inoculation was new. The people were not used to it.
All our arms were swollen and we all had fever, even
Tara who had not been done. She was living amongst
us and having all her meals with us.

One day a plaguce rat ran over her bed and died there
beside her pillow. Everyone in the house was ill and Tara
but a baby. The servant engaged to help was new. It was
a finc state of affairs. At this very moment a message came
from Dr Harding saying he had called all the students in
his class to see him. 1 could not lecave Tara to go, yet
my heéart was drawn to this doctor who was so dangerously
ill. In the end, leaving Tara to the care of Daya and
Sagunabai I sect off. It was our last meeting with
Dr Harding and sceing us all gathered together he was
filled with joy and said, ‘I am about to leave you. My
race is finished. Do not give up your studies. This is
great work. You have all done well and in the future will
continue to do so.” He had high fever, so finally he said,
*Good-bye.” Not one of us answered his * Good-bye.” We
said, ‘Sahib what shall we do?’

‘ Pray.’

So saying he turned his back to us. His wife was at
hand, but there was no one else. She was quite young and
soon to have a baby.

‘If you have need of anything,” we said to her,  call us.’
From there we went to the Church and prayed before going
home.

As soon as I reached home, Sagunabai said, ‘ Tara is
most restless. She says, “ Put on my best clothes and take
me to Church ™’

I looked at her and found she had high fever, and she
could not reply to a question. Tilak began to scold
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Sagunabai, ‘ You are always taking her out. That is why
she has got fever. If anything happens now, can you give
my daughter back to me?’

Poor Sagunabai sat still with never a word. She knew
his ways.

Our next door neighbour was Nanaji Bhonsle, so we sent
for him and administered the Indian remedy he suggested.
All night long we sat with the unconscious child on our
knees. In the morning we sent a servant for Dr Sorabji
and he, standing at a distance said, ‘ There is no need to
be afraid. T shall send some medicine.’

Then came the news that Dr Harding had died. Within
six months how dear he had become to all the people of
the town of every caste and religion could be seen from the
huge crowd that attended his funeral.

All day long it was difficult to secure tongas in the town.
Tilak had gone to the funeral. I too was most anxious
to go but Tara began to scream so wildly it was not possible
for me to go out. The doctor had examined the patient
as described. All were suffering {rom sore arms. The
servant sent for the medicine had betaken himself off, and
there was absolutely no money in the house. Sending for
Nanaji Bhonsle from next door I gave him a gold ring to
sell. He came back and said, ‘ All the shops are shut.’

Anyone he had asked had replied, * Are we to buy gold
or care for our own lives of gold?” I did not know what
to do next. ‘The lizard’s race to the wall was finished.’

The boys came from the boarding school to do the
grinding, and we did the cooking as best as we could with
one hand. We did not know exactly what was wrong
with Tara.

Just then Dr Umrao arrived, and as soon as he saw her
he said, ‘It is plaguc.” When Tilak came in at twelve
o’clock and heard the news, he said, * We had better leave
before anyone tells us to go.” We prayed, then Tilak said,
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‘God must have some special plan” We were consumed
with anxiety. There was neither money in the house nor
was it possible to borrow from Dr Hume that day.

Tilak went over to Dr Harding’s bungalow again. We
were all ill. Tara’s shrieks rose without limit. No money
to hire a conveyance, and no one to send to look for one!
At that moment a man appeared walking smartly past
the gate. Everyone had heard that Tara had plague so no
one came near us. I had lent this man three rupees at
one time. I ran to the wall of the compound and stopped
him. I did not ask him in, because he did not want to
come; that was obvious from his behaviour. When I asked
for my three rupees like a flash he presented me with a
fiverupee note and vanished. What else did I desire?
People were terrified of plague in those days.

I vacated our house like someone going to another town
for a change of air. 1T filled the cart with everything, from
baskets to grinding stone, and sent it off to the segregation
camp. By the time this was accomplished it was four
o’clock. Sagunabai was sent to fetch a tonga but could not
get one. They were all held up at Dr Harding’s funeral.
To add to this the cart with all our things still in it
returned to us. No one was allowed to have so much stuff
in the camp. Taking out as little as possible I sent the
remainder back again, but everything had had to be un-
packed, rearranged and packed again. Night fell. Tilak
having gone on ahead had lit a lamp and was sitting
writing something. We were waiting for the carts.

‘The servant has run away,” I said to Sagunabai. °‘If
you are afraid you can go too.’

‘Bai,” she said, ‘no one escapes death. I cannot forget
you who gave me and my daughter refuge during the
famine. How can I desert you?” How great a faith had
this unlettered woman!

When the boys we had looked after heard of our diffi-
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culty, they said, ‘We must run and help them in their
trouble. During the famine they gave us the food out of
their very mouths.’

Having so decided they went to their housemaster for
permission. He replied, ‘ What you want to do is right.
There is no doubt about that. But in such circumstances
I cannot give you leave to go. Ask your Principal
tomorrow.’

“Their need is today,” the boys replied. ‘What use is
there in asking him tomorrow?’

‘Do as you like,” said the master, ‘only I do not give
you permission.’

‘It does not matter even if we are not taken back into
school,” the boys retorted, ‘ we are going.” And so saving
they set out to render us assistance.

‘Hallo boys! Why have you come?’

*To help you.’

* And if you are turned out of school tomorrow?’

*God is with us.’

‘Very well then, go and bring us a tonga, or a cart.’

One brought a bullock cart, having promised that no
one with plague should sit in it.

With the cool air Tara began to speak. The driver
believed that the plague patient had gone on ahecad. She
conversed with all the boys calling them by name. I began
to think we were taking her away unnecessarily, she was
chattering so sensibly. She would say something and the
boys would reply; and in this way we proceeded.

It was a pitch-dark night and we had no lantern. The
bumping of the cart, the babbling of the child, and the
beating of my heart furnished the accompaniment for our
journey, till out of the humps and hollows, by the aid of
the light of a lamp before us, we reached the camp. Tilak,
in the act of writing arose out of a hut, and came forward
to greet us.
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‘We have been allocated three huts, one for cooking,
one for Tara and one where I can sit and write,” he said.

The doctor came and examined Tara. She had a
temperature of 105 degrees.

‘You must not stay near the child,” he said. *You will
get plague. This woman will sit beside her.’

‘Why?’ I said. ‘Who was Tara sitting near when she
got plague? And even though I sit elsewhere, why should
I not get it? And if T am to leave her and sit elsewhcre,
why should this paid woman stay with her?” The doctor
remained silent.

The boys and Daya lcft. In one hut were myself,
Sagunabai and Tara. Tilak brought us all something to
cat, but what meat and drink! It was the month of
November and bitterlv cold. We were given left over
jowar: bread from the morning and water cold as ice from
an earthen pitcher. My mind was filled with every kind
of anxiety. Two rupees had been paid for the cart.
There was not a farthing left.

Both at the top and bottom of the walls of the hut
there was a hand’s breadth left open. Why? For venti-
lation! The huts were all built of corrugated iron. At
night they were so cold that everyone inside was likely to
be frozen to death. On three sides were ill people. They
groaned, the corrugated iron rattled, then some delirious
patient would climb over the iron walls, and drop with
a thud into the adjoining room. There were no floors;
one’s feet were bruised with stones and gravel; there was
no food for one’s stomach, and no sleep for one’s eyes.

Tara was still crying out. I thought to myself, if there
were a Hades anywhere it was here. The place was
frightful, the night was frightful, the conditions all round
about were frightful, and the state of one’s mind became
frightful. With the patients their relatives too were cry-
ing and quarrelling. ‘Hi you! Your man is making too
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much noise. Keep him quiet. Our patient has just
closed his eyes now.” Some were really ill, and some just
shouting in terror.

The next day when the Doctor came round I said to
him, ‘Doctor, at night you go home and sleep soundly,
but have you any conception of what goes on here?’
I described the whole scene to him, and suggested he should
issue some sleeping mixtures. From that day, he made
some change in the medicine, and the nights began to pass
more quietly. The dispensary was on the spot. The
medicine was Belladonna. The medicine, the thermo-
meter and the medicine glass were common to all, and
only I kept separate ones for Tara, and would go myself
to bring the medicine. There was a charcoal brazier in
the hut which enabled me to foment her with warm
clothes. Either Sagunabai or I sat all the time with her
on our knees. The patients and their relatives with them
received rations for ten days. We got uncooked rice and
fuel, and Daya did the cooking. There were no less than
ten of us, and she did the cooking for the whole group
all by herself. No one was allowed to come and see us,
but the boys, watching that there was no one about would
-quietly come and go through the wire-fence to meet us.

Tilak’s reading, writing and prayers were continued as
usual. He used to say, ‘Oh God, I do not as yet see why
Thou hast brought this calamity upon us. I only know
that there must be some purpose of Thine in it. Give me
the wisdom to understand Thy will. If Thou didst not
have some plan, then why should not one of us have had
plague rather than this little child.’

Tilak had not been inoculated, but the Doctor now
forced him to be done. It went very hardly with him and
he endured considerable pain.

At first there were no proper arrangements in the camp
at all. Ten per cent of the patients survived. On the



LAKSHMIBAI TILAK 19

fourteenth day the Civil Surgeon and another doctor
came, and examining Tara said there was no hope.

Tilak burst out with, *God gave us a daughter. We
hoped she would be educated like Anandibai Joshi and
God took her away. Now this!’ Sagunabai went apart
and sat and cried. She was very attached to Tara, and
for all these days she had helped me to nurse her.

It was always my way to provide in plenty. Were
clothes to be made, I made them for a growing body. Did
I set out to hunt a jackal, I prepared to slay a tiger.
When we left home I brought with us fully two pounds
of flour of linseed, castor oil, charcoal and many other
such things as might be useful. Now I abandoned hope.
For ten to fifteen days the child had never touched the
floor. Today I laid her down. She had become very
quict. The brazier was alight. I boiled the linseed flour
and applied a poultice over her throat. chest and abdomen.
Warming some castor oil, milk and sugar together I
poured it somehow down her throat. I placed the
brazier near her feet. I wrapped her up well in a blan-
ket, and then said to her, ‘ Now die if you like. Let me
not think that I have left anything undone’

Leaving her alone and closing the door behind me, I
went far out into the country. When I was quite alone
I knelt down, and cried aloud to God in prayer, ‘Oh God,
our Father, let the child live. She is not mine; she is
Thine. Thou gavest her to me, and I have cared for her.
If it be Thy will take her away. If she recovers I shall
nurse the plague patients here.’

So saying I lifted up my voice and wept my heart out.
After a little while I returned. I had no courage to open
the door of the room. I had never before knelt and
prayed as I had just done. My heart was quivering.
With a great effort I opened the door and the moment it
was open, Tara called to me, ‘Mama, where were you?
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Where is Papa?’ 1 was so relieved, I felt like taking her
up, but reminding myself at once that it might have a
bad effect on her heart, I closed the door and fled to
Tilak’s hut.

Tilak and a group of other pcople were sitting praying.
When he saw me, he thought I had come to bring the
news of her end. I said to him, laughing, ‘ Baby is asking
for you” He could not belicve it. He thought my
laughter and speech were madness. I was laughing
hysterically, and saying over and over again, ‘ Baby is ask-
ing for you. At last we went together to Tara’s hut.
As soon as she saw him she said, ‘ Why did you go and
leave me, Papa? Bring me some mangoes.’

Tilak gave the boys a rupce, and sent them to the mar-
ket for some oranges. There was absolutely nothing to
be had there. With the greatest difficulty they found five
or six wizened little runts. When the Doctor camec the
next day he was most astonished. We left the hut eight-
een days after our arrival.

The answer Tilak received to his question, * Why has
God allowed Tara to have plague?’ was as follows:

In the plague camp one day, there was an argument
about the milk. Hearing voices raised Tilak went over
to the spot. ‘Let me see the note-book,” he said. He
received the reply, ‘Saheb, you would not understand it.
Therewith Tilak snatched the book, and began to examine
it. The figure entered was large, and the milk before him
but little. Tilak returned to me to say he had received
the answer to his prayer. He now understood why Tara
had got plague. There were not enough trustworthy men
in the place. It was a case of one man being set over
another to watch him from the lowest paid to the highest.
An ‘excellent arrangement for the patients! Were the
food and drink not of the worst, how then were they to
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be exterminated? The milk entered in the account was
three times the amount delivered.

‘I have made a resolution,” said Tilak, ‘ that I shall stay
here, and render whatever service I can to those patients.
Are you ready?’

“Yes, I am ready.” I replied.

God on that occasion gave us very great courage and
big hearts. He gave us the mind of one who fears no
disease, who cares not what filthy work he does, the very
mind of a sweeper! That which even a mother will tire
of doing, a sweeper will do, daily for us his ungrateful
brethren.

With all our heart we two set to work.

A hut was built for us near the camp, but now the
ration of uncooked rice and fuel was stopped. Water had
to be brought by the water-carrier. The boys were taken
back by the Principal of the school, and Sagunabai went
to sec her daughter at her own village. When she left,
Tilak gave her a sari and a blouse, and four rupees for her
expenses. Her salary of eight annas was raised to two
rupecs, and four months’ leave granted on full pay.

There were only four of us left in our family now, but,
all against my will, I took in two children. The mothers
of both of them had succumbed to plague in the camp.
Tilak and I did whatever work fell to be done for the
plague patients. We looked after their food and drink
and medicines. We washed their faces and gave them
sponge baths, and when the time came we also played
scavenger. People of every religion and every caste were
there, and on hearing that we were working among them,
the fear of the camp became less, and more and more
plague patients began to come. Shidikshet made and
sent us warm clothes. We had not asked for these. He
sent them of his own accord.

In the camp there was a man of Teli caste, who was
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put under lock and key. No one had courage so much as
to go and give him a drink of water. As soon as we
undertook the responsibility we introduced a new nurse.
She was a Christian, and put her whole heart into the
work. On the first day after she arrived, Jaibai and I
began to go towards the Teli’s hut, only to find a guard
at the door.

‘Do not go in Bai,” he said, ‘this man is positively
dangerous.’

‘Let him be dangerous or anything eclse,” we said. ‘it is
our duty to give him milk and medicine. Unlock the
door.’

‘Be carcful, won’t you? He may attack you.

And truly, as soon as the door was opened he lcaped
upon us. As he approached I struck him violently in the
face.  Who knows what happened to him, for he imme-
diately bowed himself at my feet, and being ordered to
take his milk he took it without a word. He drank his
medicine up at once too.

There was another man, Nana, the goldsmith. He
used to say, ‘ Mother only let me get better and I shall
clothe you in gold. We are born and bred goldsmiths.
Our one hand is of gold and the other of silver.’

“All right, my son,” I would reply, ‘array me in gold;
but in the meantime you only make me wash down the
walls you have painted with another kind of gold.’

In time of need servants can take advantage. One day
all the sweepers suddenly struck work for higher pay.
They sat with folded hands. For two days Tilak and I
did all the scavenger’s work. It was the goldsmith who
had trained us up for it. On the third day corpses had
to be removed. Tilak girded up his loins. I tucked in
the loose end of my sari. We lifted two and placed them
in the cart. At last the sweepers were abashed. They
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came running and said, ‘Saheb, flog our backs, but not
our stomachs.’

‘I have never said you should receive no more salary!’
said Tilak, ‘only that in such a crisis it does not do credit
to your humanity for you to put such people into a pre-
dicament. We shall certainly endeavour to procure a rise
in salary for you. It is not right that you should cause
obstruction when these, your brothers, are dying. I shall
now do what I can about your pay, but if ever afterwards
you should repeat this, understand that you get no more
help from mece.’

When Tilak first undertook the service of the plague-
stricken patients, some people said that his daughter’s
plague had proved a profitable thing for him, that he was
raking in easy money. Others said, ‘See how he labours
for the poor.” Tilak himself said:

The world's a game,
With praise and blame
To bait the trap

On Folly's lap

The trap touch not;
For praise laugh not;
Weep not for blame;
Weep not for blame.

The plague-stricken inmates began to get better. The
death-rate came down to ten per cent. Everyone’s photo-
graph was taken. The Civil Surgeon gave Tilak a certi-
ficate, whereupon he said, ‘What do I want with a
certificate?” But the Civil Surgeon forced it upon him,
expressing at the same time great gratitude. Tilak put
it into a file for letters, but it ended its days somewhere
among the waste papers.

After two months it was decided to go to Mahabalesh-
war for Tara’s sake. Dattu was at Rahuri so we told him
to meet us at Nagar station. Houshi and Daya we would
see in Poona. We set off taking with us Anand, one of
our twenty-two boys, and also Peter. Of the two new
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babies we had taken in, one was returned to her father
when we left the camp, and God took the other. Though
Tilak had cared for so many children it was for one pur-
pose only—that they might be saved from destitution, and
brought up properly. He never made the children a pre-
text for making money out of anyone, nor ever kept any-
one’s child against their will. He used to say, ‘1f we
take the children we must support them. It is no use
ruining their career.’

In all Tilak’s life I found one constant factor, he cared
neither for praisc nor blame in the pursuit of his duty;
he thought absolutely nothing of fame. Saying, ‘ Write
my life as it has been,” he would add ‘in no wise cover
up my faults” One thing more was, that his life, so
filled with high ideals, had an immediate effect upon
other people; otherwise it would have been impossible for
Narayanrao Gokhale's daughter to be ready to undertake
cheerfully and enthusiastically the work of a sweeper.
Had not my father for a whole life-time scrubbed and
washed himself and all his household, because he imagined
a mere drop of water from a low-caste Mahar’s mouth
had touched his body. Would I, this father’s daughter,
ever eat food from the sweeper’s house at Wai, or in a
plague hospital run to do work esteemed of the lowest?

If there be anything in that to be praised, then it is
Tilak who must be praised. He was in these things my
teacher. He led the way, and my part was only to run
boldly along it with my eyes shut. If any portion of the
credit be due to me, it is merely in that without wavering
I went forward fearlessly in the trail he had blazed. So!
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NATIONAL PROBLEMS

Mecthinks I see in my mind a noble and
puissant Nation rousing herself like a strong
man after slecp, and shaking her invincible
locks.

From Aecropagitica—John Milton

A Nation spoke to a Nation.
From Our Lady of the Snows
—Rudyard Kipling

*

They shall beat their swords into plowshares,
and their spcars into pruning hooks; nation
shall not lift sword against nation, neither
shall they lcarn war any more.

From Isaiah
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THE IMPORTANCE OF
TOMORROW

JAWAHARLAL NEHRU

ey
-

IN the course of the last few months!, the Planning
Commission has been specially charged with- considering
various problems, not the details of administration but
rather the basic problems, including economic problems
and anything that goes towards the building up of a
nation’s economy. The Planning Commission, with
which I have the honour of being associated, has come
up, in the course of its discussions, against many basi¢
difhiculties. . . . What I wish the House to consider at the
moment is that the kinds of problems we have to face
here are, mutatis mutandis, problems common to many
countries in the world today. Whether you call these
countries capitalist or socialist or communist, the problem
is the same: the world has to face certain difficulties due
to certain basic causes. I imagine there are several ways
of solving them. It is not enough for this House or for
this Government to dispose of the solution of the pro-
blem by saying that we shall follow the capitalist way or
the way of private enterprise or the socialist or the com-
munist way. If you say that, all that you mean is that
you shall adopt a certain attitude in understanding and
in trying to find a solution to that problem. That is all
you mean. You do not solve the problem by passing a
decree or a law to the effect that we should have socialism-
or nationalization or the taxation of the rich. By all:
means, tax anybody who can becar it; tax him-as hard:as
you like. Certainly, let us have a socialist outlook; let,

1 Specch in Parliament, New Delhi, ‘14 March- 1951
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us go towards the socialization of our means of produc-
tion, etc. We can do that but it is not a solution; nor
is it a constructive suggestion as to how the solution can
be reached. Therefore, a mere attitude is not enough.
You have to do much more and find out what precisely
are the steps that should be taken. That is the way the
Planning Commission is trying to work and that is the
way, I hope, when its report comes before it, this House
will consider it.

A government is apt to go wrong, because it is over-
burdencd with pressing problems and has little time to
think in a co-ordinated and integrated way. It tries to,
of course. But, generally, every department of the Gov-
ernment is overburdened and that again is a difliculty
common to all Governments the wide world over. We
are facing crisis after crisis—domestic and international—
and just cannot think calmly of the future. Thercfore,
it is quite necessary that there should be people who are
not overburdened by the problems of the dav and who
can think in an integrated way of the steps that should
be taken. That is what the Planning Commission is for;
it is working in close co-operation with the Government,
thinking of these problems in this manner, offering sug-
gestions, proposals and rccommendations which the Gov-
crnment and the Legislature can consider and give effect
to, if they so choose. Both in this House and outside, I
have often been criticized for my doings and those of my
Government. I think it is always good to try and discover
one’s failings. And, obviously, therc are failings. It is
quite absurd for any one to say that this Government has
not: made mistakes and will not make mistakes. We must
be careful and introspective, we must correct our errors-
and ‘welcome healthy criticism. But if you want a com-
pﬁ?picthre of what is happening, you have to see both
the credit side and the debit side. You have to remember
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how far both these sides are governed by factors beyond
our control. They are big factors that affect the whole
world. If there is a world war, it may be that this Gov-
ernment, this House and this country are not responsible
for it; it may be that we have tried to avoid it, yet we will
be affected by it. We won’t be able to escape the con-
sequences of that war, even though we may try to keep out
of it, as I hope we will. Similarly, there may be so many
other factors that affect us and our achievements and
failures, that detract from our achievements and exagger-
ate our failures. The thought of these factors has often
distressed mc but at no time have I had a feeling of frus-
tration. I do not personally like ‘the word frustration to
be used as dften as it is. A p01son who sees frustration
in another, usually has it in hlsmw
he "?S'n—V*EVs that sense to the other person, too. “When I
begin to e\pcrlencc that feeling ‘of shecer frustration in
my work, I shall ceasc to have any valuc for this Govern-

ment, becail\se the spirit that makes onc work, the vision
that draws onec on would cease and vanish. Then I
would become a mere head and 1T do not think I could be
of much usc to this Government or to the House then.

There is another thing I should like the House to
think about. Shall we not also think of our tomorrows
sometimes? Or must we invariably lose ourselves in our
todays? I cann obviously. But so far as
I am concerned, I must confess (o you that the morrow
is sligchtly more important to mec than today. If we are
thinking in terms of progress, we have to build for a
tomorrow that will make progress possible; and we have to
build on a firm foundation, even though the laying of
that foundation may create some difficulties today. That
is the correct attitude. One may, of course, make a mis-
take in doing that; but that is a different matter.

. . . I have had occasion to meet eminent people from
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other countries who had come to India. They have seen
what we have done and what we have failed to do:- I am
thinking, at the moment, of those who are experts in
their fields and know a great deal about the world and
about what has been done in other countries today.
These people have not been great admirers of India by
any means, they have had no great love for India but they
have, nevertheless, been struck by the achievement of
India in the last few years. They were not blind to our
failings but they could also see the achievements. Many
of the Hon. Members must have seen the Engineering
Exhibition that has been here for the last two months.
It 1s-a wonderful record of the basic things that have been
done in India. It is a record that you cannot fail to
recognize, whether you are an Indian or not. I was
filled with a certain pride in our achievements and in what
is being done. The foreign experts -1 was talking about
also felt with some surprise that this country, in spite of
the troubles it has had to face, is still achieving big things.
""Take our National Laboratories. Today, they may not

e —

produce engines. But these laboratories are something
that greatly impresses people from abroad. And they are
'WMWOI}( that is being done
there by a thousand or more enthusiastic young scientists
of Indin. One takes pride in them and in their work and
India can build her future on that basis if they are given
the chance and if we do not lose ourselves_in_trivialities,
in the small things of life. I can mention many basic
things ‘that are being done and, I hope, will be done in
the future. T T

The other day I was in Bombay and I visited the Aarey
Milk Scheme which the Bombay Government has started.
It is:a magnificent project. We sometimes talk in this
House about preserving cattle, about Vanaspati ghee and
other matters and, no doubt, what.we say is worth while;
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but we always talk negatively. I know' we want milk in
this country; but nobody makes any constructive proposals

as to how it can be obtained. W to the Aarey

et | e

Milk Scheme its bb]ect is to provu:le pure, find milk to

millions and millions _oneopIe n Bombay TNOW that is

the sort of thmg I should like the whole country to
emulate, not only in the provision of good and cheap milk
but also in the preservation of cattle. The Aarey Milk
Scheme is an cxample of what the Government has done
with the help of thc country and this House. Of course,

e g S s, e

there are also other things which are in the process of
being done and which will not yield immediate results.
Obviously, we cannot expect our river-valley schemes to
give us immediate dividends. You have to wait two or
threc years—perhaps ten years. Do you wish us to carry
on with these schemes, even though they do not yield
results at once or do you think it is more_important to
please the pcople today by lessening their immediate
burdens somchow? We can do that to some extent but
tomorrow thc people will have no chance of further pro-
gress. In order to progress, you must save money for pro-
gress every year, whether you are a communist State or a
socialist or a capitalist State; you must produce more than
vou can consume as a State. If you consume more than
you produce, you will have bankruptcy. If you consume
just enough, then you remain where you are and do not
go ahead. Remember always the fact that if our produc-
tion goes up a little, so does our population and you have,
therefore, to reckon that too and produce more or take
some mecasures to put a check on the growth of the popu-
lation. Certainly, it is not our policy to put a premium
on the increase of population of every kind of animal in
this country or to allow the old and lame animals to grow
in number; and we wish to.do everything to prevent wild
animals from spoiling our fields and eating up our crops.
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But some of our traditions and customs come in the way
of our food production and our economy. Has any Hon.
Member ever calculated how much wastage there is on
this score? There is an enormous wastage, because we
follow certain old customs and traditions, which have no
placc in the modern world. In fact, they might well
crush us in spite of any economy we might adopt. This
is the context in which I should like to consider this
Budget. I submit to this House that India, undoubtedly
has tremendous potential resources. India has skilful
men and women to utilize these resources. We have to
yoke the men and women and the natural resources
together. We are trying to do so in some small measure
but we have to do this more effectively. In the mcasure
we do so, in the measure that people work hard, we pro-
duce wealth. There is no other way. A picce of legisla-
tion will not solve this problem unless we become a hard-
working nation. With all respect to many people, I am
compelled to say that we are not a hard-working nation.
I travel abroad a good deal and often have opportunities
of seeing how other nations are facing their problems and
how hard they work in Europe, China and Japan.
Whether their policy is communist or socialist or some
other, they work hard and suffer privations morc than
most of us do. I am not talking about the poor peasant
or the poor worker in India but of those who are some-
what better off. I wish we could find some solution
because I think it is a painful and hateful thing for
people to go about feasting when there is such terrible
scarcity and when there is privation and suffering all over
the country.

It is now a fairly long time since I occupied this place
as Prime Minister. It seems even longer than it has been,
because it has been a difficult time, because there has been
crisis after crisis and because all the things that one in-
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tended to do—most of them, at any rate—could not be
done. Often, there were doubts; nevertheless, some part
of the whole vision persisted, some faith in the people of
India persisted and I tried to do my best. Whether this
Government has succceded or not is for some dispassionate
historian of the future to say. Certainly, we wanted to
succeed. What I am concerned with and what my col-
leagues, who are more or less of my age and with whom
I have laboured for these thirty years or more, are con-
cerned with i1s that in the afternoon of our lives, in these
remaining years, we should devote all the encrgy that we
have in realizing the ideals which we have held: we are
anxious to see that we do not forsake them. Yet, it is
painful to fecel all the time that while you hold the
ideals, somcthing comes in the way and you cannot go
forward as you want to. Therc are so many factors in
the world that you cannot control. The human material
that you work with is not always good and there are your
own failings to reckon with. Nevertheless, it i1s some-
thing to hold them and to try onc's utmost to realize
them and to give all one’s strength and energy in that
process till one is exhausted and is thrown aside.



'IHE INDUSTRIALIZATION OF
A RURAL SOCIETY

J. R. D. TATA

Your Royal Highness, Mr Chairman, Ladies and Gentle-
men: may I say at the outset how much I appreciate the
opportunity you have given me to deliver one of the
Overseas talks at this Conference. And also how very
deeply honoured I am that His Royal Highness, to whose
distinguished support and labours this Conference owes so
much of its success, has graciously taken the Chair this
evening.

Of all the tasks confronting the world today perhaps
the most formidable one is the industrialization of the
under-developed areas of the world and none, 1 think,
offers greater potential rewards for humanity as a whole.
In India, as in most of Asia, the process is today well
under way. It is the sourcc for millions of people of
hope of deliverance, at long last, from their age-old
poverty and misery and also amongst some, of misgivings
as to the human aspects of the task and the evils and
sufferings which might accompany the process as they did
in its early stages in the West. I shall endeavour tonight
to share with you some of the thoughts which I have
evolved on the subject. You will appreciate, of course,
that my remarks tonight can only cover a small part of
the subject. They are, furthermore, meant to apply only
to India, of which country alonc I have some first-hand
knowledge and experience.

The first question one might ask is whether the
problems involved in the industrialization of a country
like India today are likely to be different from those
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experienced in the West in the nineteenth century and
the first half of the twentieth. I think not. For the
process, in both cases, will have been one of transforming
the environment and the working and living habits of a
large proportion of the people from life on the farm
and in small artisan and trading communities to life in
factories and urban areas. Human nature being funda-
mentally the same everywhere and at all times, it may be
expected to react to such a change in generally the same
way.

The main diffcrences, as I see them, are likely to be of
degrce and form rather than of substance. The fact, for
instance, that India’s civilization goes back five thousand
vears or so and that life in much of the Indian country-
side is still as it was in the tenth century, may be expected
to render the process of modernization more difficult.
Illiteracy, climatic conditions and low vitality are also
disadvantages to bec overcome. Finally, the speed and
continuity of change in this revolutionary age in which we
live themselves will add to our problems and difficulties.

On the other hand, our task should be made easier by
such factors as the opportunity to benefit from the accu-
mulated experience of the industrially advanced coun-
tries, the inherent skill and patience of our people, and
the inspiration they will be able to draw from a past rich
in craftsmanship and productive achievement.. To them
industrialization will, to some extent, be a revival as well
as an extension of something that already exists.

It may perhaps sound strange to some of you to hear
me speak of an industrial revival in a country which,
judged by the astonishing standards of the West, would
seem still to be at the very beginning of industrialization.
If, however, we consider productive industry not merely
in terms of modern machines, processes and -techniques
but of the materials and products made, then it may be
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truly said that for twenty centuries or more and upto the
eighteenth century, India was one of the most advanced
industrial countries of the world particularly in the fields
of metallurgy, textiles, dyes and drugs. Even today
modern stecl-makers wonder how the famous Iron Pillar
in Delhi, about twenty-six feet high and weighing six or
seven tons, was forged in one piece with the very primi-
tive equipment available in those days. There is evidence
that the cotton textile industry of India goes back as much
as 5,000 years, because Indian muslins have been found
wrapped around mummics in tombs going back five
thousand years in Egypt.

While it is true that some of the skills and creative
spirit of Indian artisans have died during the last two
centuries, enough, I am sure, remains to play some part
in the industrial revival of the country.

The Indian people, howcver, have not only distant
memories to draw upon. Modern forms of industry
already exist to a considerable extent in India today. and
extensive devclopments are contemplated in the Second
Five-Year Plan under the dynamic leadership of our
Prime Minister, Jawaharlal Nehru. Millions of Indians
are already employed in modern industries and services
and some of them are second or third generation workers.
Work in factories and life in industrial cities is, there-
fore, not something new or strange to Indians and to
some extent the initial problems created by the impact
of modern industry have already been met.

As in other countries, the human aspects of industrial-
ization in India have been a mixture of good and evil,
and for very much the same reasons. The failures have
mainly taken place in the older industries established
many years ago in or near large cities and in poorly
organized small industries. With few exceptions, modern
concepts of social welfare were unknown or unheeded in



J. R. D. TATA 37

those days. Few cmployers considered themselves res-
ponsible for anything more than production and profit
and little or no provision was made either by industry or
by Government for the housing, health and happiness of
workers.

Conditions were from the start much better in large
industrial communities and particularly in those crecated
in virgin arcas by enlightened pioneers like Jamsetjee
Tata who, it may be said, laid the foundations of India’s
industrial development. He sought not only to provide
good wages, working conditions and housing but also to
integrate the working and social life of his employees into
healthy and well-adjusted communities. Jamsetjce Tata’s
vision of a prospcrous industrial community lives today
in the city of Jamshedpur. Although he died over fifty
years ago, he visualized from the start the tree-lined
avenues, the modern quarters, the schools and the medical
and other services which still today make Jamshedpur
one of the better industrial towns to live in.

Since it is good to get away from abstractions and
generalities, it might interest you to share with me a little
of the experience that we in Tatas have acquired about
the lives of those who have migrated from the country-
side to the factorv towns which have grown around some
of the industrial plants we have established in India—the
Steel City of Jamshedpur in Bihar; the Chemical town-
ship of Mithapur in Kathiawar, and Tatapuram, which
has grown around a soap and oil factory in the State of
Travancore-Cochin. We have recently had the occasion
to undertake at these three places a social survey amongst
the families of employees working and living in them and
some of the results may be of interest to you.

As was to be expccted, an adverse consequence of
migration to urban areas for industrial pursuits has been
a weakening of family ties as a unifying and stabilizing
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influence: While such - weakening may be attributed in
some measure to the shortage -of industrial housing which
makes. it difficult for employees to bring their families to
live with them, some of it is undoubtedly due to the
change of vocation and to the great economic and social
differences between their old and new environments.

As against this adverse factor, the position of women
in the group has undoubtedly improved. In Tatapuram,
the Tata Oil Mills Company was one of the pioneers in
employing women in’ the laboratories and in the adminis-
trative offices. At the outset there was considerable
resistance to this development and on the day the first
woman employee was appointed as a clerk in the main
office, the poor girl was harassed by the incessant ring-
ing of call bells by her fellow male-clerks as a sign of
protest and sabotage! Today, the employment of women
1s taken as a matter of course.

Equally beneficial has been the influence of industrial-
ization on the social structure and particularly on the
caste system. This effect is specially marked in regard to
the survival of untouchability. In Jamshedpur, -caste
Hindus formerly used to refuse even bottled water if
supplied by Muslims or Christians, while separate Kit-
chens had to be maintained for different communities.
When, years later, a decision was taken, with the consent
of the Trade Union but not without trepidation, to
abolish this system,:the Company and the Union were
both agreeably surprised to find that there was hardly
any- protest or resistance.

A similar metamorphosis. has been observed in Mitha-
pur where the population is traditionally orthodox by
origin. Persons of any caste, including untouchables,
now do any type of work and there are no separate resi-
dential areas earmarked for -any section of the popula-
tion. Three-quarters of those recently interviewed there
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expressed themselves as openly sceptical about untouch-
ability and the caste system itself.

The people of Mithapur are mainly Waghirs, who
were in the British days considered a criminal tribe. 1
belicve they had colourful piratical antecedents. When
we built this plant, land had to be acquired largely from
the local Waghirs. Though this land is very unproduc-
tive and barren, still, when it was acquired compulsorily
by Government and although very adequate compensation
was paid, naturally it created some disturbances. 1
remember the case of an old gentleman who felt that this
was an insult both to himself and his ancestors, and that
it could only be washed away in blood. Now, apparently
in order to reward the peaccful ones, the old Government
of India used to grant arms licences to some of them and
this gentleman had an arms licence and toted a rather
formidable muzzle-loading rifle. Well, as the General
Manager of the factory was the representative of the in-
stitution that had acquired his land, he considered that
the blood with which the insult was to be atoned was his
blood; so he began to stalk him, until the Manager who
normally wasn’t easily troubled, went to the police and
said this was becoming a nuisance. The police said:
‘What can we do until he shoots you? Come again
when that happens!’ Well, the General Manager found
a solution, a rather intelligent one; he employed the old
gentleman as his personal bodyguard! This is a true
story. After that there was no more trouble, for the
Manager, but a few other characters in town found them-
selves in danger and I seem to remember that ultimately
the old gentleman had to be moved to a somewhat less
lethal occupation.

" A gratifying feature of migratioh to these factory towns
has7been a noticeable improvement in. health standards.
The average expectation of life has gone up materially;
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the mortality rate amongst infants and mothers in child-
birth has fallen and is today well below the national
average. Epidemics have been wiped out and full use is
being made of the extensive medical facilities offered;
sometimes I think a little too full a use! If I may be a
little reminiscent again, I remembcr, on one of my fairly
regular visits to the Jamshedpur Hospital, T found a very
resplendent gentleman in a gold and velvet brocade
jacket, recovering from a gunshot wound. Now I knew
that steel workers all over the world were pretty tough
customers, but the pcople of Jamshedpur had been up to
then reasonably peaceful and not addicted to settling
their disputes with fire-arms; so I made inquiries and it
turned out that this gentleman had been shot in the
shoulder in the North-West Frontier Province, some 1400
miles from Jamshedpur, and his brother, who happened
to be a worker in the Works, had gone all the way therc
to fetch him, apparently touchingly convinced that
nowhere else would his brother have a better chance of
recovery.

Another bright spot in the picture is that provided by
literacy and education. In Mithapur and Jamshedpur
the growth of school attendance is much more rapid than
the increase in the Town’s population. In Tatapuram,
litecracy among the employees of the Company is ninety
per cent and the majority of workers regularly read one
or other daily newspaper in the local language. Some of
them are regular contributors to newspapers and journals.

But even more significant than these trends has been
the marked change in general outlook. People pre-
viously used to the simple and austere life of the Indian
village have eagerly availed themselves of opportunities
to better their standard of living and to rid themselves
of the ignorance, inertia and inhibitions of life in village
communities. They have responded to the stimulation
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of their new environment and the wider horizon opening
beforc them. The younger element has grasped such
opportunitics with both hands but even those amongst
the older ones who have preferred to retain their erst-
while orthodox living-habits have sought to improve the
lot of their children by providing them with the educa-
tion which was denied to themselves and by encouraging
them to adopt a more modern way of life.

No less marked has been the impact of these new
industrial townships on the surrounding country-side.
Opportunities for employment, the creation of a market
for village products, medical treatment and a fuller social
and cultural lifc were amongst the benefits listed by those
who polled on the subject at Mithapur. In order to foster
and accclerate this process we have, with the assistance of
one of the Tata philanthropic trusts, undertaken in vil-
lages adjacent to some of our industrial establishments
rural development projects designed to mobilize the
available organization, leadership, and desire to serve, for
the promotion of social and economic progress through
sclf-reliance.

The pattern secms to have been similar in other places
and other industries in India where similar conditions
and standards prevail. Thus, it may, I think, be generally
agrced that where new industrial enterprises have been
brought into being, away from over-crowded cities and
where housing and all the required civic services and
amenities have been provided, the transition from the
village to the factory and industrial townships has been
reasonably smooth and has resulted in economic and
social betterment.

At this stage I should like to digress a little from the
main topic of my talk to discuss a question which may
seem strange to some of you. This is whether large-scale
industrialization is desirable at all. India is perhaps the
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only country in the world where such a question is, and
could be, raised but, in view of the quality and status of
the men and women who raise it, it cannot be ignored,
and I propose to devote a small part of my talk to a dis-
cussion of their ideas.

If the happincss of the greatest number of people is the
purpose of economic activity, what proof is there that the
people of highly industrialized and urbanized societics are
happier than those who live in simple rural communitics?
Are happiness and peace of mind merely a matter of
material prosperity and the possession of an abundance
of money and goods? It is urged that the uprooting of
men and women from their natural environment in the
country-side, where they lived close to the soil and enjoved
a simple life, causes them to losc their identity, breaks up
family ties and leads to maladjustment, emotional and
psychological stresses, selfishness and many other evils.

The Gandhians, as, for want of a better word, I venture
to call them, therefore advocate that the efforts of the
nation should be directed wholly at the villages. Usefully
employed in simple tasks. in small and well-integrated
communities, the people of India, they claim, will find a
truer happiness than thev would with all the complica-
tions, the scramble for wealth and power and the conflicts
inherent in industrialized societies.

While it cannot be denied that there is some truth in
this philosophy, the basic weakness of the thesis scems to
me to lie in a number of incorrect assumptions. First, it
assumes that any large-scale industrialization of India will
result in a deterioration of conditions in the villages and
in the loss to the people of all that is good in the way of
life on the land.

It is obvious that, however rapid and substantial the
pace of industrialization, India will remain for many gene-
rations to come a predominantly agricultural country.
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Even if the percentage of the agricultural population were
to be reduced in time from the present 70 per cent to, say.
b0 per cent, agriculture would still remain by far the
largest industry of the country, and, far from withering,
the rural community would derive added vitality from the
transfer of the surplus population which today bears so’
heavilv on the land. Part of the increased ecarnihgs of the
pcople so transferred would be remitted back to the vil-
lages and would help in improving living conditions in
them.

Again, it is assumed that the masses of India will share
the view that a simple life means a happv life and will’
willingly forgo the material comforts, the amenities and
the security enjoyed by their brothers and sisters in other’
parts of the world. There is already more than cnough
evidence to invalidate this assumption. As the world
shrinks through improved communications and as know-’
ledge grows of better conditions elsewhere, the people of’
India and similarly placed countries will reje¢t the idea
to content themselves with the status of ‘ The Man with
the Hoc'. They would not for long accept for them:
selves and their children a permanently inferior place in
the world society and would surely resist any attempt, on’
spiritual or other grounds, to impose upon them the pri-
vation, boredom and drudgery inevitable in a primitive
rural existence particularly under the conditions of over-
population and under-employment which prevail in India:

Finally, it does not seem to have been adequately
appreciated that, in the context of the size of the country
and of the acreage available for cultivation, a reasonable
degree of rural prosperity is impossible without an aggre-
gate industrial establishment of considerable magnitude to
support it. For instance, electric power cannot be' pto-
duced without generating equipment; the transport of
people and goods without railroad and dutomotive
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vehicles; an increase in the food supply without the
engineering and chemical industries to provide irrigation,
tractors, agricultural machinery and fertilisers. Bridges,
roads and houses cannot be built without steel and
cement. And so on. If it is suggested that the country
could import these products, where are the products it
could export to pay for them?

Thus, on all practical counts, the concept of a simple
yet prosperous village life vanishes as a dream does when
the dreamer awakens to practical rcalities. The reality,
I believe, is that the prosperity and happiness of the people
can be achieved only on the basis of a balanced economny
in which industry and services, in addition to agriculture,
contribute their appropriate share to the total wealth pro-
duced. In a country like India, the achievement of such
a balanced economy requires that measures be taken,
simultaneously with the process of rapid industrialization,
to reduce the wide disparity in living standards and
amenities between urban and rural communitics. Undue
concentration on industrial development to the exclusion
of rural devclopment would merely widen the gap still
further and result in a chaotic migration to over-crowded
industrial and urban areas. Furthermore, all efforts at
industrialization in a country such as India would flounder
if the structure werc not raised on the foundation of a
prosperous peasantry whose purchasing power would pro-
vide a market for manufactured goods. In that context
the efforts at present being madce in India, through com-
munity projects and extension services to rchabilitate and
develop rural areas, are of great significance and to be
welcomed; so are the cfforts to take industry to the
country-side in the form of cottage- and small-scale enter-
prises. This programme will provide a partial solution
to the problem of unemployment or under-employment
in the rural areas, which is of special importance and
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urgency in a country which secks to achieve its economic
regeneration under a democratic regime based on adult
franchise; for the persistence of unemployment during the
transition from manual labour to mechanization would
threaten the stability of Government at a crucial stage of
the country’s economic regeneration. The development
of cottage industries will also afford opportunities for
reviving the artistic and creative skills of the Indian vil-
lage craftsman, particularly if an active export market can
be created, as I sincerely hope it will, with the support of
forcign consumers. Having made this passing reference
to the role of the village in India’s future, I shall now
revert to the main subject of my talk which deals with the
human problems involved in the industrialization of rural
societies.

While I do not wish to over-simplify what from my own
cxpericnce I know to be a most complex subject, the task
in India and similarly placed countries would seem to
consist in mecting three main requirements. The first,
which is now universallv accepted, is to provide for the
basic material nceds of the workers: good working condi-
tions, adequate wages, job security, retirement benefits,
housing, medical carc and cducational facilities for the
worker and his family.

The second is to provide, within and outside the
factory, the means of satisfying the more intangible but
equally strong human desire for self-expression and ful-
filment and other urges characteristic of human life in the
group: the recognition of individual worth, opportunities
for promotion and leadership, the feeling that one belongs.
The loss of personal contact, the remoteness of individual
work from the end-product and the lack of a personal
stake in the enterprise arc aspects of large-scale industry
which must be dealt with in countries like India perhaps
even more than elsewhere..
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The third is to cope with the special problems of the
worker recently transplanted from a village to a modern
andustrial-urban community. For him the stresses of tran-
sition are obviously likely to be greater than for one
already accustomed to, and hardened by, city life. To the
former, the family and the small village community in
which he previously lived provided all the clements of
social lifc and human intercourse. Previously associated
closcly with the life of the village to which he himself
contributed, too often in the past did he find himself
adrift in an impersonal and, to him, hostile environment
in which he sought in vain to replace the family and
social contacts, the personal prestige, the friendliness,
trust and compassion which he had left behind. Be-
wildered, unhappy and resentful, he suffered acutely from
the disintegration of his previous background and spiritual
valucs and from the loss of his individuality.

One of the first requirements is to provide enough
housing to ensurc that workers drawn from the distant
country-side can bring their families to live with them so
that family ties and influence are retained unimpaired.
This cannot be left to chance but requires that manage-
‘ment at all levels is made conscious of the human pro-
blems involved and is specifically trained in the manage-
ment of men as well as machines and processes. Countrics
like India have upto now lagged behind the West in this
important field, but we are learning fast and the realiza-
tion of the human responsibilities of management, apart
from their technical and operational functions, is growing
and beginning to pay dividends. In our own organiza-
tion the human problems of management are being
stressed at conferences for managers and personnel officers,
our staff college for executives and our company informa-
tion courses for supervisory personnel.

Then, in order to ensure the fulfilment of individual
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and collective life within the industrial society, I feel an
cffort must be made to render it possible for industry to
be not only a source of employment but also a way of life.
Considcrable significance attaches, in my view, to the con-
cept of the autonomous plant- or factory-community deve-
loped by Pecter Drucker in his book The New Society.
There i1s no time for me here to dilate on this fascinating
subjcct, but I do feel that sincere and careful thought will
have to be increasingly devoted to it in our country.
What appceals to me about this concept is the distinction
drawn, within the industrial community, between the
functions and activities of conmnunity life on the one hand
and job functions and activities on the other. Among
the former would be mmcuded welfare, education, recrea-
tion, allotment and management of housing, sports, trans-
portation and canteens. It secms to me there is much to
be said for the idea that the members of the plant com-
munity, which is made up of all those who work in it,
should be given some say and freedom to participate in
the management of these matters.  This would provide
an cffective extension of the democratic principle to the
industrial community and also a partial substitute for the
sense of belonging and participation which are important
elements of life in the village community.

I would not, however, like this to be construed as a
plea for surrendering any of the basic functions of man-
agement. I am firmly in agreement with the proposition
that management’s duty is to manage. The important
thing, however, to be clear about is: What is management
to manage? Where the social organization of the society
within the factory does not impinge directly on the econo-
mic performance of the enterprise, but is only incidental
to it, the assumption of exclusive responsibility by man-
agement appears to be unnecessary and a source of avoid-
able irritation and resentment.
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Some thought must also be given to the social and
emotional attitudes of Asians which in many ways mate-
rially differ from those of their brothers in the West. In
India the relationship between employer and employee is
often still unconsciously perceived by the worker as a
relationship between child and father. Whatever the
merit of this thesis, it is certainly true that in India
people are still inclined to be sentimental and to regard
persons in authority, be it Government or industrial man-
agement, as their ma-bap. This reminds me of an inci-
dent which took place many many years ago in Jamshed-
pur when we had an American General Manager who,
beneath a ferocious exterior and a frightening voice
backed by lurid language, concealed a very soft heart. Well,
in so far as he was concerned, there was no nonsense about
modern concepts of democracy within industry. To him,
the right to hire and fire and lay down the law was a God-
given right, and that’s all there was to it, and he did fire
and hire, in fact usually in that order! Fortunately, as was
well known. a fired employee had only to haunt him at
his office or his house to be re-hired after a while. Well,
there was a worker called Mohammed Din in the steel
melting shop who had becn fired and re-hired thrice; but
once too often he was found peacefully asleep on the job,
and so he was fired once again. To his pained surprise,
Mohammed Din found that his appeals to Mr Tutwiler
both at the office and at his house produced no results.
So he was driven to writing him a letter. At the end of
this pathetic and heart-rending letter which is still on our
files and in which he detailed all the misery which had
overtaken him since he was fired for the fourth time, he
mentioned the fact that he was an orphan and the closing
sentence was: ‘ And you Sir are my Father and my Mother,
and I am a poor S.0.B’

Finally, we have in India the special problem, largely
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unknown in the West, of integrating some twenty million
primitive tribal people who live in our hills and jungles.
Largely, and perhaps fortunately, untouched by modern
civilization, they are, by and large, a happy, innocent and
childlike people with special virtues as well as deficiencies.
Their poverty is immense, their economic life cruelly un-
certain. Their integration into the industrial community
will obviously nced special care and sympathetic under-
standing.

We can see therefore that in countries like India, per-
haps even more than elscwhere, one of the main tasks of
industrial management is to develop an adequate under-
standing of the relationship between man, his environment
and his technology. At the present time, there is, I think,
a lack of balance between the development of technical
skills and social skills, the consequences of which have often
been disastrous.

In considering the human problems involved in the
rapid industrialization of a country like India, there is a
valuable lesson to be learned from the Indian Army which
seems to have developed social skills well in advance of
those of civilian organizations, particularly in the fields of
selection, training, human management and welfare.
Although it is true that the transition which military
recruits have to undergo is of a different character from
that which we have been discussing, it is still a fact that,
over the years, millions of Indians, mostly ignorant and
miserably poor, drawn from villages, jungles and hills and
from all kinds of religious communities, professions and
castes, have been smoothly and happily moulded into a
form of community entirely different from that to which
they were accustomed and where the regiment has proved
a satisfying substitute for the family and the village. As a
piece of social engineering, this has, to my mind, been
an outstanding achievement. Those who have participated
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in this process as officers of the Indian Army and the
gallant record of the Indian soldicr in many wars can testify
to his magnificent morale, a morale which could not possi-
bly be attributed exclusively to rigidly imposed army
discipline. I believe it is duc in large part to the leader-
ship, the stress on human relations and concern for the
men’s personal life and welfare which form an integral
part of the officers” duties in the Indian Army and which
arc worthy of cmulation.

I do not of course suggest that regimentation or a
military type of organization should be applied to industry.
This would be unthinkable at least in a democracy and
I should like to cemphasize that all the thoughts I have
expressed today on the industrialization of under-developed
cconomics have been on the basis that the process is imple-
mented by democratic means, as it 1s sought to be done in
my own country. And here may I be permitted in passing
to express the belief that a society in which freedom, indi-
viduality and initiative can flower requires not only the
existence of political democracy—as exemplified by frecly
elected parliaments and governments and a free press but
also a large measurc of economic democracy—that is I'ree
Enterprise which alone can ensure frecedom of choice and
decision to the citizen.

Those of us who believe, as I do, that the Indian transi-
tion will be all the easicr and happicr for being achieved
by free men in a free society arc strengthcned in our faith
by the view which was expressed by Mahatma Gandhi when
he said: ‘I look upon an increase of the power of the
State with the greatest fear, because, while apparently doing
good by minimizing exploitation, it does the greatest harm
to mankind by destroying individuality which lies at the
root of all progress” And if I may say so, Mr Chairman,
I was particularly heartened to find that a similar view
was expressed by you in your opening remarks at this very



J. R. D. T.ATA 51

Conference when you said that you saw no advantage in
a powerful and prosperous state created at the expense of
individual freedom.

In this context the divergent developments in India and
China will, I am convinced, be of tremendous significance
to the world as a whole. If, in the years to come, India
succeeds in building, by democratic means, the prosperity
of her pecople, she will have made a decisive contribution
to the survival and continued progress of the democratic
way of life.  But if she fails while China, cmploying totali-
tarian methods, succeeds, then millions of people in the
still under-devcloped arcas of the world may judge by the
results achieved rather than the means employed and the
cause of human frecedom will have suffered a gricvous set-
back.

In this shrinking world of ours, the challenge that the
hovels of Asia and Africa present is a real and an imme-
diate one to all of us, however far away from them we
might be. If the industrialized nations of the world,
posscssed as they are of the necessary technology and capi-
tal, " recognize the overwhelming importance of this
challenge and help India and similarly placed countries to
meet it then we shall together have the resources, the know-
ledge and the skills to usher in an cra of abundance and
happiness for all the peoples of the world.



THE BHOODAN MOVEMENT

THE TIMES

THERE cannot be many men who, like Vinoba Bhave, have
stumbled upon their life’s vocation at the late age of 55.
It was early in 1951 that the previously obscure and retiring
disciple of Mahatma Gandhi went to the Telangana area
of Hyderabad, then in the grip of Communist-inspired
disturbances, on a one-man mission to preach the Gandhian
message of non-violence. In a remote village a group of
landless peasants came to him to complain of the hard-
ship of their lot; and, almost upon impulse, Vinoba
appealed to the better-off villagers to give sufficient land
to settle each landless family upon a small holding. A
single villager came forward with the offer of 100 acres;
and out of this gesture Vinoba conccived the idea of the
Bhoodan movement which was to collect similar gifts of
land for the relief of the landless poor throughout India.

The response to his appeal exceeded all expectations. In
Telangana during the first months he collected more than
12,000 acres. Other political and religious leaders,
attracted by the new movement, hastened to place them-
selves under his guidance and were sent off to lead Bhoodan
marches of their own. To the Indian Government, its land
reform programme bogged down (then as now) in a morass
of legislative delays, the Movement secemed an answer to
a prayer; Vinoba was invited to Delhi for consultations—as
a matter of principle, he insisted on covering the 800 miles
on foot—and assured of official patronage and encourage-
ment. By the end of 1956 he and his followers had
collected more than four million acres in land gifts all
over India.
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As the movement spread there were a number. of cases
in which whole villages jointly offered Vinoba their entire
lands; for the earlier ideal of the richer land-owner giving
of his surplus for the relief of the landless was substituted
the more revolutionary concept of Gramdan, in which
every land-owner, whatever the size of his holding, would
surrender the whole to the community and receive back
only so much as he personally needed for himself and his
family.

Once again Vinoba’s new concept chimed in opportunely
with the Indian Government’s own increasing leaning
towards co-operative farming. In 1955, when Vinoba
toured the highlands of Koraput district, in Orissa 600
tribal villages werec reported to have spontaneously
embraced Gramdan; elsewhere progress was slower, but by
mid-1957 the new movement claimed over 1,800 villages in
Orissa and another 1,100 in other regions.

One senior Congress party official, returning from a visit
to Vinoba in 1956, went so far as to describe Gramdan
as ‘one of the grecatest revolutions in the world’s history’;
European admirers likened Vinoba’s progress to the
journeyings of Jesus and his disciples in Galilee; while the
common pecople acclaimed him as the reincarnation of
Mahatma Gandhi. For a time cven the most sceptical
observers were tempted to believe that India might solve
its whole agrarian problem upon a wave of moral and
religious revival—an apotheosis of Gandhism such as even
the Mahatma could scarce have dreamed of.

The passage of years have not borne out those first high
hopes. Out of the four million acres collected, fewer than
600,000 acres had by the end of 1956 been redistributed
to new owners. For this there is no lack of reasons. On
examination, many of the plots given proved to be unfit
for cultivation, or minute scraps of scattered land incapa-
ble of forming a manageable holding; in some areas as
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much as five-sixths of the land given has had to be thus
written off. Elscwherc, disputes between rival claimants
held up the distribution.

Nearly everywhere, in spite of assurances of Government
support, Indian bureaucracy interposed its own intermin-
able delays in registering new titles, and in some cases
refused outright to recognize them. But after making
every allowance for circumstances, it is plain that Bhoodan
workers in the first enthusiasm of collecting land gifts
failed to appreciate what a quantity of humdrum detail
would be involved in their redistribution.

With Gramdan the position is similar; out of some 3,000
villages offered by their inhabitants, only a handful are
today functioning as co-operative communities on the lines
Vinoba has envisaged; perhaps a few hundreds have begun
slowly and hesitantly to feel their way towards that ideal.

To record this is not to disparage the work either of
Vinoba or his followers. Vinoba himself has remained un-
perturbed by either panegyrists or detractors. The simple
routine of his pilgrimage has never changed. He still rises
with his followers before dawn; sets out after prayers across
the fields to the next halting place (though his daily 12
miles has now been cut down by ill-health to six); and there
preaches and discourses with the village folk untl it is
time, after a brief night’s rest, to set forth again. His
mission, as he sees it, is a simple one; to preach to simple
people a gospel of mutual help and charity, an ideal of a
property-less, non-violent society; and to what extent his
hearers put his teachings into practice he leaves to each
man’s own conscience.

His followers too, by any standards set an example' of
perseverance and self-sacrifice; their chief handicap has been
their lack of numbers. In Koraput nearly 300 of them
have volunteered to live and work, on minute salaries,
among the poorest of India’s poor. A million Adivasi
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tribes-people, descendants of India’s Aboriginal inhabitants,
scratch a living from the thin soil of its barren hills, a
primitive and docile race still living much as they did in
the dawn of history. Their improvidence and credulity
make them casy game for the extortions of usurers and
petty landlords who for centuries have kept them in a state
of perpetual indebtedness and subjection.

Today, in this district, 40 rural centres have been set
up for welfare work in the surrounding villages. The
Gramdan workers have solicited gifts of land for the land-
less, brought pressure on usurers to waive their bonds
(seldom of a character to stand scrutiny in court), set up
their own credit socicties and established co-operative stores
to sell necessities at fair prices. They have experimented
with an astonishing variety of small-scale industries—{rom
spinning and weaving to sealing-wax and string—to create
extra employment. They have organized soil conservation
work and experimented with new crops. But only in one
or two places have they come anywhere near their goal of
a total redistribution of lands or co-operative village
management.

They are a surprisingly various band, united only by
a sense of vocation. Often having little previous training
or experience, each does his best with whatever talents he
brought with him. The son of a smallholder discloses a
latent genius for village leadership; an Oxford graduate
grapples with the intricacies of rural credit; a German
nurse, defying the taboos attaching to her sex, leads an
adventurous existence in a remote jungle village, running
a dispensary and organizing forays against marauding
elephants. "

Their determined championship of the underdog has
more than once brought them into conflict with landlords
and moneylenders, sometimes even with the civil authorities
and police; but their experience has helped to prompt a
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rethinking of the Indian Government’s own vast rural
development programme and to guide towards those whose
need is greatest much Government aid which formerly
reached only those most articulate in demanding it.

Yct when one looks back upon the high hopes of seven
years ago, the lesson surcly is that in India, as in other
countries, miracles do not happen. Land reform will only
be achieved through the slow and toilsome process of legis-
lation, rural poverty ended only through the painstaking
effort of field workers over a long period. For that legis-
lation and that effort Vinoba and his movement may be
an inspiration, but they can never be a substitute.



EVOLUTION IN INDIA

VIJAYA LAKSHMI PANDIT

InpiA is described as a land of paradoxes. It has a vast
area and a large population. Every secventh human being
in the world is an Indian.” Much of the country’s resources
are undcveloped, and the people lag behind other advanced
nations in matcrial prosperity  and industrial power.
Nevertheless, India, since she became independent a decade
ago, has exercised a singular mfluence in world affairs. She
i1s an important member of the international community
and a vital factor in the preservation of world peace. What
1s the sccret of this influence, and why has India’s voice
assumed such importance in international affairsz The
answer doces not lie in the statistics of her national income,
or in her industrial production, or in her military cquip-
ment, nonc of which 1s impressive. But it can be found
in thce deeply rooted culture and traditions that have -
nourished her people through millennia of recorded history
and given them a unique outlook on life. T shall try to
recapturce for vou glimpses of the historic process that has
moulded our civilization and given it a universal character.

The history of cvolution is the development of a parti-
cular attitude of mind. India, therefore, is not a mere
geographical cxpression but a cultural concept and a
distinctive way of life. The distinguishing feature is
continuity. The pattern of life which emerged five thou-
sand years ago still endures. While ancicnt civilizations
like Egypt, Babylon, and Persia have long ceased to exist
and their history only evokes an academic interest, Indian
history and institutions form an unbroken chain which
links the past with the present. The icons discovered at

]
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Mohenjo-daro (c. 2500 B.c.) are those of gods and goddesses
who are still worshipped in India.  The Hindus from the
Himalayan mountains (0o Cape Comorin repeat, even
today, the Vedic hymns which were chanted by the ancient
Aryans on the banks of the river Indus centuries ago.
Because of this, the past is a living reality 1o all classes—of
the Indian people, and cultural continuity is a prominent
feature of their lives.

It 1s not easy to define the Indian way of life. Like a
prism, it has many facets which glow with varied colours
and represent different pictures according to the angle from
which they are viewed. One of these facets is the effort
of countless generations to transform external diversities
into an inner harmony. This attitude was responsible for
the evolution of a composite culture which transcended
the diversities of race and religion and became a living
unity. It was achieved by a continuous process of assimila-
tion and synthesis of the many thought-patterns which.
from time to time. were brought into the country. The
spiritual and moral values which motivated the sages and
philosophers of India through the long period of her re-
corded history, have stood the test of time and have sur-
vived many social and political upheavals.  Among the
relics excavated at Mohenjo-daro and Harappa there is an
image of a prototype of the god Shiva scated on a lotus
throne with closed eyes, in a posture of meditation.  The
animal creation is all round him. This illustrates the
fundamental outlook which has dominated the spiritual
landscape.  India has alwavs regarded the conqueror of
battles as less than the man who has conquered his appe-
tites and emotions.  In other words, self-conquest is more
important than world-conquest. This idea recurs in the
Vedas, in the Upanishads, and again 1 the literature_of
Buddhism.  The cmphasis on the unity of Man and the
unity of the Universe has been ever present in the long




I'ﬁl“]AYA I.ARKSHAMT PANDIT hY

march of the Indian pcoplc. The life of the Emperor
Ashoka is antillustration on another plane—of him H. G.
Wells has said ‘amidst the tens of thousands of names of
monarchs that crowd the columns of history, the name of
Ashoka shines, and shines almost alone—a star’. Ashokd
reigned in lndia m 208 B.c. He was powcrful and hls
RN = SR | S I
empire included “the whole of north n(l central India
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cxtendm right up to central Asia. Wlshmo to bring the
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remaining parts of India into his_ empire he started the
conquest of Kalinga on the cast coast_of India. He con-
o e ]

quered after a terrible slaughter, but was so deeply affected
by what he had seen that he renounced war. To quote
Wells again, “he is the only militarv monarch on record
who abandoned warfare after victory .
O e St T T e

But Ashoka did more than renounce war. In numerous
edicts carved in rocks and on metal all over India, he made
his ideas known to his countrymen and to posterity. In
these he speaks ol the conquest of men’s minds by love
and the rejection of conquest by superior physical strength
——he talks about his desire * that all animate beings should
have security, self-control. peace of mind and happiness .
These edicts, in fact, reflect the thoughts that the statesmen
of our dav have incorporated in the Charter of the United
Nations. He was an ardent Buddhist and did much to
spread the Buddhist faith. - For every Indian Ashoka is
the symbol of true greatness, for in an age when relxgmu;
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persecution and religious wars were a common fcature. this
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great son of India, Tlmd of a ‘powerlul_empire, sought_ta.
’—-W'

convert men by winning their hearts. It is our privilege
today to use Ashoka's emblem of the four lions as the
official crest ol the Government of India.. The most recent
and most vibrant svmbol of the identity of these values
with the Indian wav of life was Mahatma Gandhi.

The well-known Indian poct, Rabindranath Tagore,
has called India *the scashore of humanity’. Hecere many
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races, with their singular trcasurcs, came to seek wealth
and exchange gifts, but few went back. The vast cxpanse
of continental India gave shelter 1o cach one that wished
to stay. Dravidians, Indo-Aryans, Greeks, Scythians, Arabs,
Moghuls,mﬁ]'&]'m this Tand at one period
or anothcr and as timc went on lost their exclusive racial
1dent1t1 in_a richer and all-pervading Induum
intermingling and mutual adjustment was achicved with-
out much strifc. ‘There was no organized attempt by one
group to cxterminate the other and some of the earligst
communitics that exist today still prescrve their own religi-
ous beliefs, languages, and social custors. ‘I'ribal coni-
munities like_the Mundas, Santhals, Todas, and Bhils
.could not have survived if the successive forcign migrations
into India had sought to impose a homogencous culture
on the entire country.

" The linguistic picture conforms to the same pattern.
The Constitution of India recognizes fourteen major
languages. Of these, ten belong to the north and four to

the south. ~ The ten northern languages arc descended from
Sanskrit and the four languages of the south arce of indi-
genous origin. Even in the heyday ol Sanskrit literature
there were in existence a number of dialects spoken by
various communities. These folk languages flourished
simultaneously with Sanskrit, in which the dassical litera-
ture of India was written. A significant fact about the
development of Sanskrit was its ability to absorb the rich-
ness of these dialects, which led to its simplification and,
ultimately, to the development of the modern languages of

northern India. The Sanskrit of the Vedas (c. 1500 B.C.)
gave place to a more classical form used in the Upanishads
and in the two great epics—the Ramayana and the
Mahabharata (1000-500 B.c.). The renaissance in Sanskrit
literature characterized by the works of Kalidasa and other
poets and playwrights of the period (a.n. 300-700) took place
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at a time when some of the modern north Indian languages
had alrcady been born. Contemporaneous with the deve-
lopment of classical Sanskrit was the development
of  Pali, a rcgional language spoken by the people
of India wnd n which l&uddlust texts” and_treatises were
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written. _Another regional language sy spoken by the people
in which the Jain literature found
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was Ardhamagadhi
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expression.  Later.  Arabie,  Persian, and Tﬁropean
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languages added a valuable (()ntrlbutlon to the rlchness
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and vitalitv of the Indian languages. " Hindi, whlch 1s now
m the manguagc bears the impress of

“what m mwht be .nllcd tlnq lmﬂulstlc evolutlonj
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ESSAYS

The battle of Waterloo was certainly fought on
a certain davy but is Hamlet a better plav than
Lear? Nobodv can sav.  Each must dedide that
question for himsclf.

From The Common Reader—Virginia Wooll

*

I put into thy hands what has been the diversion
of some of my idle hours; if it has the good Tuck
to prove so of anv of thine, and thou hast half
so much pleasure in recading as I had in writing
it, thou wilt as little think thy money, as I do
my pains, ill bestowed.
From The Essay on Human Understanding
— John Locke
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VTULGARITY

ALDOUS HUXLEY

THE difficulty, when one is using words of appraisal. the
difficulty of knowing what onc means!

Then why, if it is so hard. make any attempt to know?
Would it not be wiser to follow the example of that
Genceva Conference convened, not long ago, to consider
means for the suppression of the traflic in obscene publi-
cations? For when the Greck delegate (too Socratic by
half) suggested that it might be a good thing to establish
a preliminary definition of the word ‘obscene’, Sir
Archibald Bodkin sprang to his feet with a protest. ‘There
i1s no definition of indecent or obscene in English Statute
Law.” The law of other countries being, apparently, no
more explicit, it was unanimously decided that no defini-
tion was possible. After which, having triumphantly
asserted that they did not know what they were talking
about, the members of the Congress scttled down to their
discussion.

My business is not with the obscene, but with the vulgar.
When I call something or somebody ‘vulgar’, what
precisely (as Mr T. S. Eliot would critically ask) am I
saying? Rushing in where Sir Archibald and his colleagues
so- wisely feared to tread, I shall try to discover.

To begin with, then, I find that there are many occa-
sions when, strictly speaking, I mean nothing at all, but
am using the word merely to express a dislike—as a term
of abuse, a politer synonym, shall we say, of ‘bloody’. On
such occasions ‘ vulgar’ is no more than a vaguely pejora-
tive noise. More often, however, I find that T intend to
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say something when 1 employ the word, not merely to
snarl.

In certain circumstances, for cxample, I use the word
in its strict ctymological sense. When 1 say that a man
has a vulgar accent or vulgar table manners, I mean that
his accent and his manners remind me of thosc current in
the lower ranks of society—of the particular society in
which I happen to live.  For valgar here is not necessarilv
vulgar there. Eructavit cor mewm. Last of Constanti-
nople, the action is said to be polite. Here, Sir Toby
Belch, though a knight. can never have moved in the
highest circles.  Or, yes: on second thoughts, he conceivably
might have. For the standards of vulgarity arc seen to
change as you move vertically upwards through the strata
of a single society, just as they change before the cves of a
spectator moving horizontally from onc society to another.
What is vulgar on high level A may have cecased to be
vulgar on the yet higher level B, There are refinements
beyond rehnements, almost ad infinitum.  Like Paradise,
the Monde itsclf has its high and low. Proust is the Dante
of thesc high mundane spheres; but while it took several
centurices to reduce Dante’s guide-book to out-of-dateness,
Proust’s is alrcady, in its factual dctails (though not, of
course, in its spirit), as hopelessly bchind the times as a
pre-war Bacdekar. The social heavens arc for cver
changing.

But these relativitics are too obvious to be very intercst-
ing. The Absolute chimcrically beckons; and, though we
can never hope to come up with it, the chasc may be
amusing in itself and, who knows? by the way we may
actually catch a hare or two, smaller indeed and less noble
than the quarry we are after, but having at least the merit
of solidly existing, of being visibly there.

We have considered, so far, two cases: the case in which
the word * vulgar " says, ‘I don’t like this’, and the case in
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which it savs. * 'This reminds me of what are, to me, the
lower classes . In the case we are about to consider now,
“vulgar " savs something less casily definable.  For instance,
I can assert that ‘ this man is vulgar. The fact that he is
of good family and was cducated at the right places makes
no difference.  He is vulgar. intrinsicallv.”  What precisely
do I mean here?

Etymologv is helpful even in this case. The vulgar man
of good family 1s not, indeed. a member of the lower classes
in our actual societv. But therc is an idcal society, in
which, wc feel. he and his Tike belong to some very squalid
caste.

No values. except perhaps the most rudimentary biologi-
cal values, are accepted by all human beings. Only the
tendency to cvaluate is universal. In other words, the
machinery for creating values is given. but the values them-
sclves must be manufactured.  The process has not yet
been rationalized: value-making is still a village industry.
Among the educated classes in the West, however, values
arc sufhciently necarly standardized for us to be able to
speak about the ideal society as though it were an absolute.

- The extremes of vulgarity are as rare as the extremes of
goodness, wickedness, or genius; but it happens occasionally
that we meet a naturc’'s non-gentleman who is obviously
one of the pariahs of our ideal society. Such people are,
intrinsically. what thosc wretched Indians who sweep the
floor and empty the slops are by accident—untouchable.
In India, when vou leave your hotel and want to tip the
sweeper, you must not hold out the coin, expecting him
to take it.  His immediate reaction to your gesture will be
to shrink awav; for if your fingers were to touch his
receiving palm vou would be defiled. He is considerately
sparing you the trouble of having to take a bath, fumigate
yoursclf, and change vour underclothing. The tipping of
sweepers has its own spccial technique; you must halt
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several yards away from your expectant beneficiary and
throw your gift on to the ground at his feet. Commercial
transactions during the Black Dcath must have been carried
on in much the same style.

Training has taught the accidentally untouchable Indian
to realize his own defiling lowness and to act accordingly.
Would that nature had done the same for the intrinsic
outcastes of our ideal society! But, alas, she hasn’t. You
find yourself at dinner sitting next to X, the ceminent
politician; the journalist, Y, is at large and invites you to
his favourite public house. Unlike the sweepers of India,
thesc intrinsic outcastes do not play their untouchable’s
part. So far are they from knowing their places. that they
actually think they are doing you an honour by sitting at
your table, a kindness by oftering you, before lunch and in
some stinking bar parlour, a double whisky or a noggin of
glutinous port. As for shrinking, they do not dream of it:
on the contrary, they push themselves forward. Indeed, a
certain loud self-satisfaction (which renders it impossible
for one to feel much sympathy with the intrinsic untouch-
able in his affliction), a certain thrusting and pretentious
vanity is one of the essential elements of vulgarity.
Vulgarity is a lowness that proclaims itself—and the self-
proclamation is also intrinsically a lowness. For pre-
tentiousness in whatever field, unless more than justified
by native capacity and demonstrable achievement, is low
in itsclf. Moreover, it underlines all other deficiencies
and, as a suitable chemical will reveal words written in
invisible ink, calls out the latent lownesses in a character,
so that they manifest themselves in the form of open
vulgarities.

There is a vulgarity in the sphere of morals, a vulgarity
of emotions and intcllect, a vulgarity even of the spirit. A
man can be wicked, or stupid, or passionate without being
vulgar. He can also be vulgarly good, vulgarly intelligent,
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vulgarly cmotional or unemotional, vulgarly spiritual.
Moreover, he can belong to the highest class in onc sphere
of activity and vet be low in another. 1 have known men
of the greatest intellectual refinement, whose emotional life
was repugnantly vulgar.  Each one of us 1s like the popu-
lation of a town built on the slope of a hill: we exist
simultancously at many different levels.



ROYALTY

FIRGINIA WOOLF

MaNy important autobiographies have appcared this
autumn, but none stranger or in certain respects more
interesting than 7The Story of My Life, by Marie, Queen of
Roumunia. The reasons seem to be that she 1s royal; that
she can write; that no royal person has ever been able to
writc before; and that the consequences may well be
extremely serious.

Royalty to begin with, merely as an experiment in the
breeding of human nature, is of great psvchological interest.
For centuries a certain familv has been segregated; bred
with a care only lavished upon a race horse; splendidly
housed. clothed and fed; abnormally stimulated in some
ways, suppressed in others; worshipped, stared at, and kept
shut up. as lions and tigers are kept. in a beautifully
brightly-lit room behind bars. 'The psvchological  eftect
upon them must be profound: and the effect upon us is as
remarkable.  Sane men and women as we are. we cannot
rid ourselves ol the superstition that there i1s something
miraculous about these people shut up in their cage.
Common sense mav deny it but take common sense for a
walk through the streets of London on the Duke of Kent's
wedding dav.  Not only will he find himselt in a minority,
but as the gold coach passes and the bride bows. his hand
will rise to his head: off will come his hat, or on the con-
trary it will be rammed firmly on his head. In cither case
he will recognize the divinity of royalty.

Now one of these roval animals, Queen Marie of
Roumania, has done what had never been done before: she
has opened the door of the cage and sauntered out, into
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the street. Queen Marie can write; in a sccond, therefore,
the bars are down. Instead of the expected suavities and
sweetnesses we come upon sharp little words; Uncle Bertie
laughs, “his laugh was a sort of cackle’, Kitty Renwick
kept the medicine chest: * the castor oil pills looked like
transparent white grapes with the oil moving about in-
side’: there were *little squares of burnt skin' on the
pudding at Windsor: Queen Victoria's tecth were * small
like those of a mouse " she had a wayv of shrugging her
shoulders when she laughed: when thev rode on the sands
at evening * the shadows became so long that it 1s as though
our horses were walking on stilts : there was a marvellous
stone in the museum, like a large piece of shortbread, thar
“swayed slightlv up and down when held at one end . This
little girl, in short, smelt, touched and saw as other children
do; but she had an unusual power of following her feeling
until she had coined the word for it.  "That is to sav. she
can write. '

If we want an example of the difterence between writing
and non-writing we have only to compare a page of Queen
Marie with a page of Queen Victoria.  'The old Queen
was, of course, an author.  She was forced by the exigen-
cies of her profession to fill an immense number of pages.
and some of these have been printed and bound between
covers.  But between the old Queen and  the English
language lay an abyss which no depth of passion and no
strength of character could cross. Her works make very
painful reading on that account.  She has to express her-
self in words: but words will not come to her call.  ‘When
she feels strongly and tries (o sav so, it is like hearing an
old savage beating with a wooden spoon on a drum.
‘... this last refusal of Servia . . . almost forces us to SEE
that there is no false play.” Rhvthm is broken, the few
poverty-stricken words are bruised and battered; now
hooked together with hyvphens, now desperatelv distended
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with italics and capital letters—it is all no good. In the
same way her descriptions of celebrated people slip
through the fingers like water. ‘I waited a moment in the
drawing-room to speak to Irving and Ellen Terry. He is
very gentleman-like, and she, very pleasing and handsome.’
This primitive little machince 1s all that she has with which
to register some of the most extraordinary experiences that
cver fell to a woman’s lot. But probably she owed much
of her prestige to her inability to express herself. The
majority of her subjects, knowing her through her writing,
came to fcel that only a woman immune from the usual
frailties and passions of human nature could writc as
Queen Victoria wrote. It added to her royalty.

But now by some freak of fate, which Quecen Victoria
would have been the first to deplore, her granddaughter,
the eldest child of the late Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh,
has been born with a pen in her hand. Words do her
bidding. Her own account of it is illuminating; * Even as
a child,” she says, ‘I possessed a vivid imagination and I
liked telling storics to my sisters. . . . Then one of my
children said to me: “ Mama, you ought to write all this
down, it is a pity to allow so many beautiful pictures to
fade away . . .” I knew nothing whatever about writing,
about style or composition, or about the ‘rules of the
cgame’, but I did know how to conjurc up bcauty, also at
times, emotion. I also had a vast store of words.” It is
true; she knows nothing about ‘the rules of the game’;
words descend and bury whole cities under them; sights that
should have been seen once and for all are distracted and
dissipated; she ruins her effects and muffs her chances;
but still because she feels abundantly, because she rides
after her emotion fearlcssly and takes her fences without
caring for falls, she conjurcs up beauty and conveys
emotion. Nor is it merely that by a happy fluke she is
able to hit off a moment’s impression, a vivid detail; she
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has the rarer power of sweeping thesc figures along in a
torrent of language; lives grow and change beneath our
cyes; scenes form themselves; details arrange themselves;
all the actors come alive. Her most remarkable achieve-
ment in this way is her portrait of * Aunty '—that (Queen
Elizabeth of Roumania who called herself Carmen Sylva.
As it happened, Queen Victoria also tried her hand at a
portrait of this lady. ‘The dcar charming Queen (she
writes) came to luncheon. . . . She spoke with resignation
and courage of her many trials and difhiculties . . . I gave
her a Celtic brooch and Balinoral shawl, also some¢ books
. . . the Quecn read to us onc of her plays, an ancient Greek
story, very tragic. She read it to us most wonderfully and
beautifully, and had quite an inspired look as she did
so. . . . Many could, of course, not understand, as she read
it in German, but all were interested.’

In Queen Maric’s hands this “dear charming Queen’
develops out of all recognition. She becomes a complex,
contradictory human bcing, wearing floating veils and a
motoring cap, at once ‘splendid and absurd’. Wec sce her
posing in bed under a top light; dramatizing hersclf mclo-
dramatically; luxuriating in the flattery of sycophants;
declaiming poetry through a megaphone to ships at sea;
waving a napkin to grazing cows whom she mistakes for
loyal subjects—dcluded and fantastic, but at the same time
generous and sincere. So the picture shapes itself, until
all the different clements are shown in action. Two scenes
stand out with genuine vitality—one where the romantic
impulsive old lady seeks to enchant an ancient flame—the
late Duke of Edinburgh—by dragging him to a hill-top
where hidden minstrels spring out from behind rocks and
bawl native melodies into his disgusted cars; the other
where Queen Elizabeth of Roumania and Queen Emma of
Holland sit at their needlework while the Italian secaetary
reads aloud. He chose Maeterlinck, and as he dedaimed

6
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the famous passage wherc the QQueen bee soars higher and
higher in her nuptial ecstasy till at last the male insect,
ravaged by passion, drops dismembered to the ground.
Carmen Sylva raised her beautiful white hands in rapture.
But Qucen Emma gave one look at the reader and went
on hemming her duster.

Vivid as it all is, nobody is going to claim that Queen
Maric ranks with Saint Simon or with Proust. Yet it
would be equally absurd to deny that by virtue of her pen
she has won her frecedom. She is no longer a royal queen
in a cage.  She ranges the world, free like any other human
being to laugh, to scold, to say what she likes, to be what
she is.  And if she has escaped, so too thanks to her, have
we. Royalty is no longer quite so royal. Uncle Bertie,
Onkel, Aunty, Nando. and the rest are not mere cfhigies
bowing and smiling, opening bazaars, expressing exalted
sentiments and remembering faces alwavs with the same
sweet smile.  They are violent and cccentric; charming and
ill-tempered; some have bloodshot cyes: others handle
flowers with a peculiar tenderness.  In short(, they are very
like ourselves. They live as we do. And the effect 1s sur-
prising. A month or two ago. the late Duke of Edinburgh
was as dead as the Dodo. Now, thanks to his daughter,
we know that he liked beer: that he liked to sip it while
he read his paper:; that he hated music; that he loathed
Roumanian melodies; and that he sat on a rock in a rage.

But what will be the consequences if this familiarity
between them and us increases? Can we go on bowing
and curtscying to pcople who are just like ourselves?  Are
we not alreadv a little ashamed of the pushing and the
staring now that we know from these two stout volumes
that one at least of the animals can talk? We begin to
wish that the Zoo should be abolished; that the roval
animals should be given the run of some wider pasturage—
a royal Whipsnade. And another question suggests itself.
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When a gift for writing lodges in a family. it often persists
and improves; and if Qucen Marie’s descendants improve
upon her gift as much as she has improved upon Queen
Victoria's is it not quite possible that a real poet will be
King of England in a hundred yecars time? And suppose
that among the autumn books of 2034 is Prometheus Un-
bound, by George the Sixth, or Wuthering Heights, by
Elizabeth the Second. what will be the effect upon their
royal subjects?  Will the British Empire survive?  Words
are dangerous things let us remember. A republic might
bhe brought mmto being by a poem.
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THE SCIENTIFIC QUEST

From the first deduction of radio-activity to its
first subjection to human purposes measures

litdde more than a quarter century.
From The World Set Free—H. G. Wells

e

I should like to express my very warm apprecia-
tion of the address delivered by Dr Bhabha, He
has discussed some very fascinating subjects and
I am trving to corrclate what he has said to the
kind of problems we have to face.

Jawaharlal Nehru

*

The white man drew a small circle in the sand
and told the red man. * That is what the Indian
knows'. and drawing a big circle around the
small one, * This is what the white man knows .
The Indian took the stick and swept an
immensc ring round both the circles, ‘ This is
where the white man and the red man knows
nothing.’

From The People, Yes

Carl Sandburg
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THE TRAGIC NUPTIALS

MAURICE MAETERIINCK

We will now consider the manner in® which the impreg-
nation of the queen-bee comes to pass.  Here again nature
has taken extraordinary measures to favour the union of
males with females of a different stock; a strange law,
whereto nothing would seem to compel her; a caprice, or
initial inadvertence, perhaps, whosce reparation calls for the
most marvellous forces her activity knows.

If she had devoted half the genius she lavishes on crossed
fertilization and other arbitrary desires to making life more
certain, to alleviating pain, to softening death and warding
off horrible accidents, the universe would probably have
presented an enigma less incomprchensible, less pitiable,
than the one we arce striving to solve. But our conscious-
ness, and the interest we take in existence, must grapple,
not with what might have been, but with what is.

Around the virgin queen, and dwelling with her in the
hive, are hundreds of cxuberant males, forever drunk on
honey; the sole reason for their existence being one act of
love. But, notwithstanding the incessant contact of two
desires that clsewhere invariably triwmph over cvery
obstacle, the union ncver takes place in the hive, nor has
it been possible to bring about the impregnation of a
captive queen. While she lives in their midst the lovers
about her know not what she is.  They scck her in space,
in the remote depths of the horizon, never suspecting that
they have but this moment quitted her, have shared the
same comb with her, have brushed against her, perhaps,
in the cagerness of their departure. One might almost
believe that those wonderful eyes of theirs, that cover their
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head as though with a glittering helmet, do not rccognize
or desire her save when she soars in the blue. Each day,
from noon till three, when the sun shines resplendent, this
plumed horde sallies forth in search of the bride, who is
indeed morce royal, more difficult of conquest, than the
most inaccessible princess of fairy legend: for twentv or
thirty tribes will hasten from all the neighbouring cities,
her court thus consisting of more than ten thousand suitors;
and from these ten thousand one alone will be chosen for
the unique kiss of an instant that shall wed him to death
no less than to happiness: while the others will fly help-
lessly round the intertwined pair, and soon will perish
without ever again bcholding this prodigious and fatal
apparition. . . .

Very few, T imagine. have profaned the sccret of the
queen-bee’s wedding, which comes to pass in the infinite,
radiant circles of a beautiful sky. But we are able to
witness the hesitating departure of the bride-elect and the
murderous return of the bride.

However great her impatience, she will vet choose her
day and her hour, and linger in the shadow of the portal
till a marvellous morning fling open wide the nuptial spaces
in the dcpths of the great azure vault. She loves the
moment when drops of dew still moisten the leaves and the
flowcers, when the last fragrance of dying dawn still wrestles
with burning day, like a maiden caught in the arms of a
heavy warrior; when through the silence of approaching
noon is heard, once and again, a transpareut cry that has
lingered from sunrise.

Then she appears on the threshold—in the midst of in-
different foragers, if she have left sisters in the hive, or
surrounded by a delirious throng of workers, should it be
impossible to fill her place.

She starts her flight backwards, returns twice or thrice
to the alighting-board: and then, having definitely fixed in
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her mind the exact situation and aspect of the kingdom
she has never yet seen from without, she departs like an
arrow to the zenith of the blue. She soars to a height, a
luminous zone, that other bees attain at no period of their
life. Far away. caressing their idlencss in the midst of the
flowers, the males have beheld the apparition, have
breathed the magnetic perfume that spreads from group to
group till every apiary ncar is instinct with it. Imme-
diatcly crowds collect, and follow her into the sea of glad-
ness, whose limpid boundaries cver recede. She, drunk
with her wings, obeying the magnificent law of the race
that chooses her lover, and cnacts that the strongest alone
shall attain her in the solitude of the ether, she rises still:
and, for the first time in her life, the blue morning air
rushes into her stigmata singing its song, like the blood of
heaven. in the myriad tubes of the tracheal sacs, nourished
on space, that fill the centre of her body. She rises still.
A region must be found unhaunted by birds. that else might
profane the mystery. She rises still: and already the ill-
assorted troop below are dwindling and falling asunder.
The feeble, infirmn, the aged. unwelcome, ill-fed, who have
flown from inactive or impoverished citics, these renounce
the pursuit and disappear in the void. Only a small. in-
defatigable cluster remain, suspended in infinite opal. She
summons her wings for one final ¢flort: and now the chosen
of incomprehensible forces has reached her, has seized her.
and bounding aloft with united impctus, the ascending
spiral of their intertwined flight whirls for one second in
the hostile madness of love. . . .

Let us return to the tragic nuptials of the queen. Here
it is evidently nature’s wish, in the interests of crossed
fertilization, that the union of the drone and the queen-
bee should be possible only in the open sky. But her
desires blend network-fashion, and her most valued laws
have to pass through the meshes of other laws, which, in
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their turn, the moment after, are compelled to pass
through the first.

In the sky she has planted so many dangers—cold
winds, storm-currents, birds, insects, drops of water, all of
which also obey invincible laws—that she must of neces-
sity arrange for this union to be as brief as possible. It
is so, thanks to the startlinglv sudden death of the male.
One embrace suffices: the rest all enacts itself in the very
flanks of the bride.

She descends from the azure heights and returns to the
hive, trailing bchind her. like an oriflamme, the unfolded
centrails of her lover. Some writers pretend that the bees
manifest great jov at this return so big with promise—
Buchner, among others, giving a detailed account of it.
I have many a timc lain in wait for the queen-bee's
return, and I confess that T have never noticed any un-
usual cmotion except in the case of a young queen who
had gone forth at the head of a swarm. and represented
the unique hope of a newly founded and still empty city.
In that instance the workers were all wildly excited, and
rushed to mect her. But as a rule they appear to forget
her, even though the future of their city will often be no
less imperiled. They act with consistent prudence in all
things, till the moment when they authorize the massacre
of the rival queens. That point reached, their instinct
halts; and therc is, as it were, a gap in their foresight.
They appear to be wholly indifferent. They raisc their
hcads; rccognize, probably, the murderous tokens of im-
pregnation; but, still mistrustful, manifest none of the
gladness our cxpectation had pictured. Being positive in
their ways, and slow at illusion, they probably need
further proofs before permitting themselves to rcjoice.
Why endeavour to render too logical, or too human, the
feelings of little creatures so different from ourselves?
Neither among the bees nor among any other animals



MAURICE MAETERLINCK 83

that have a ray of our intellect, do things happen with
the precision our books record. Too many circumstances
remain unknown to us. Why try to dcpict the bees as
more perfect than they are, by saying that which is not?
Those who would deem them more interesting did they
resemble ourselves, have not vet truly realized what it is
that should awaken the interest of a sincere mind. The
aim of the observer is not to surprise, but to comprchend:
and to point out the gaps existing in an intellect, and the
signs of a cerebral organization different from our own,
is morce curious by far than the relating of mere marvels
concerning it.

But this indifference is not shared by all: and when the
breathless queen has reached the alighting-board, some
groups will form and accompany her into the hive; where
the sun, hero of every festivity in which the bees take part,
is entering with little umid steps. and bathing in azure
and shadow the waxen walls and curtains of honey. Nor
does the new bride. indeed, show more concern than her
people, there being not room for many emotions in her
narrow. barbarous, practical brain. She has but one
thought, which is to rid herself as quickly as possible of
the embarrassing souvenirs her consort has left her, where-
by her movements are hampered.  She scats herself on the
threshold, and carcfully strips oft the useless organs, that
arc borne far away by the workers: for the male has given
her all he possessed, and much more than she requires.
She retains only, in her spermatheca, the seminal liquid
where millions of germs are floating, which, until her Jast
dav, will issuc onc by one, as the eggs pass by, and in the
obscurity of her body accomplish the mysterious union of
the male and female clement, whence the worker-bees are
born. Through a curious inversion, it is she who fur-
nishes the male principle, and the drone who provides the
female. Two days after the union she lays her first eggs,
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and her pcople immnediately surround her with the most
particular care. From that moment, possessed of a dual
sex, having within her inexhaustible male, she begins her
veritable life; she will never again leave the hive, unless
to accompany a swarm; and her fecundity will cease only
at the approach of death.

Prodigious nuptials these, the most fairy-like that can
be conceived, azure and tragic, raised high above life by
the impetus of desire: imperishable and terrible, unique
and bewildering, solitary and infinite. An admirable
cestasy, wherein death supervening in all that our sphere
has of most limpid and loveliest, in virginal, limitless
space, stamps the instant of happiness in the sublime
transparcnce of the great sky: purifying in that immacu-
late light the something of wretchedness that always hovers
around love, rendering the kiss one that can never be for-
gotten; and, content this time with moderate tithe, pro-
ceeding herself, with hands that are almost maternal. to
introduce and unite, in one body, for a long and insepa-
rable future, two little fragile lives.

Profound truth has not this poetry, but possesses
another that we are less apt to grasp, which, however, we
should end, perhaps, by understanding and loving.
Nature has not gone out of her way to provide these two
‘abbreviated atoms’, as Pascal would call them, with a
resplendent marriage, or an ideal moment of love. .

‘But must we always, then,” the poet will wonder,
‘rejoice in regions that are loftier than the truth?’

Yes, in all things, at all times, let us rejoice, not in
regions lofticr than the truth, for that were impossible,
but in regions higher than the little truths that our eyes
can seize. Should a chance, a recollection, an illusion, a
passion.—in a word, should any motive whatever cause an
object to reveal itself to us in a more beautiful light than
to others, let that motive be first of all dear to us. It may
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only be error, perhaps; but this error will not prevent the
moment wherein we arc likeliest to perceive its real
beauty. 'The beauty we lend it directs our attention to
its veritable beauty and grandeur, which, derived as they
arc from the relation wherein every object must of neces-
sity stand to general, eternal forces and laws, might other-
wise cscape observation.  The faculty of admiring which
an illusion mav have crcated within us will serve for. the
truth that must come, be it sooner or later. It 1s with
the words. the feelings, and ardour crcated by ancient
and imaginary beauties, that humanity welcomes today
truths which perhaps would have never been born, which
might not have been able to find so propitious a home,
had these sacrtficed illusions not first of all dwelt in, and
kindled. the heart and the reason whereinto these truths
should descend. Happy the eves that need no illusion. to
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