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PREFACE

Twenty-five years ago, a few months after
the Treaty of Versailles was signed, Europe’s prob-
lems were driving many to despair. Others avoided
that fate by letting their critical faculty lie in the
fgd storage to which four and a half years of war
had relegated it. Some fell into the habit of seizing
any degree of security for themselves or their family
they could catch hold of regardless of the claims
of others. ‘They drifted hither and thither impclled
by currents over which they seemed to have no
control. The elected members of our House of
Commons were described by a much-quoted con-
temporary as “a band of hard-faced men who looked
as though they had donc fairly well out of the war.”
This probably inaccurate quip reveals the disillusion
and bitterness of the period.

Those of us who had refused to give our con-
tribution to the war effort, the fifty or sixty thou-
sand who had been unwilling to kill or to make
munitions to kill, had been counted for so long a
despised minority that it marked an epoch in the life
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of some of us when suddenly we heard of a man,
Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi, who was making
history in Africa and India, taking his stand on
Non-Violence, and launching a2 movement into
which the unlettered as well as the elite were
throwing themselves, heart and soul. A volume
came into my possession containing a year’s copies
of “Young India”. Then Romain Rolland’s
“Mahatma Gandhi” was published.

How familiar were some of the discoveries
described ! Tolstoi’s book, “The Kingdem of
Heaven is Within You” had worked a revolution
in Gandhiji’s life as well as in some of ours ! What
we called Voluntary Poverty was given pride of
place in his programme under the name of Non-
Theft. Prayer was the power on which he wholly
relied. And how clear was his testimony that
action and prayer must go together and action
must be direct. No academic theory or carcfully
worded resolution in abstract nouns was worth
taking time over. Truth telling must be practised
without regard for the sensitive susceptibilities
of our self-esteem. It can be drastic, almost ruth-
less, so long as there is no malice, no personal sting,
no scorn, no sarcasm in it. How infinitely boring
and unreal do the tortuous politenesses of various
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Committees and Conferences appear after the
straightforward bluntness of Gandhiji’s methods !

In 1926 I had the privilege of going to India,
staying and travelling with Gandhiji most of the
time, but also having talks with British officials.
Then I was his hostess during the second Round
Table Conference in London. In 1934, 1936 and
1939 I spent a good dcal of time in India.

I was in the United States when war broke out.
I wrote to Lord Lothian, our Ambassador in
Washington, telling him I could not support it
in any way. As I was cngaged in an cxtensive
speaking programmc in the twenty-two chief
cities of the country he might wish to silence me
by deportation. Both he and his successor, Lord
Halifax, left me free, but when in 41 I was
planning to start out once more for India via
Japan and China I was arrested and locked up in
Trinidad. After ten weeks I was released and
sailed for home.

It is a great honour to have been asked to write
this book. I hesitated at first feeling unfitted for
the task. What made it possible was a generous
offer from my friend, Roy Walker, who during
six months of last year spent in gaol for his Non-
Violence wrote a life of Gandhiji called “The
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Sword of Gold” for which he had not yet found
a publisher*. He begged me to use the facts he
had accumulated ard marshalled with so much
devotion.

LONDON M. L.

Summer 1945

+It is now being published by Kitab Mahal, Allahabad.



INTRODUCTION

India, London, South Africa and the oceans
that lie between! It’s almost intimidating, this
broad canvas which must be used if Gandhiji’s life
is to be depicted. And in what strange situations
will he appear !  On an operating table in a prison
hospital, leading a ragged company of thousands
of indentured labourers in a peaceable but illegal
invasion of the Transvaal: being dragged out of
a train and left on the platform to watch it steam
off to his destination because Ged had made his
ckin the right colour to bear the Indian sun: gaily
clcaning out the latrines of the neighbouring town :
being beaten and stoned and left in the road for dead
by his own followers, in Africa: coming straight
cut of a prison cell to be the guest of Lord Irwin
in his more than kingly residence in Delhi: sitting
cosily by the fire in a tiny East End kitchen talking
with an old workman who was tco crippled with
theumatism to come out and see him: obligingly
providing evidence against himself to enable the
Judge of a South African court to get him con-
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victed : holding in his hand the cup of orange juice
which was to end his fast while the Moslems
read from the Koran, the Hindus from the
Gita, and Charlic Andrews sang one of our
hymns.

The attempts to preserve dignity, considera-
tions of prestige, face-saving devices, never arise
to inhibit Gandhiji. Perhaps whoever has single-
ness of purpose and utter humility cannot be un-
dignified.

In Washington* Albert Einstein recently
referred to him in these words: “To Mohandas
Gandhi, a leader of his people unsupported by any
outward authority, a politician whose success rests
not upon craft nor mastery of technical devices
but simply upon the convincing power of his
personality, a victorious fighter who has always
scorned the use of force, 2 man of wisdom and humi-
lity armed with the resolve of inflexible consistency
who has devoted all his strength to uplifting his
pcople and the betterment of their lot, 2 man who
confronted the brutality of Europe with the dignity
of a single human being and has thus at all times
risen superior. The generations to come, it may

*29th October, 1945
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well be, will scarce believe that such a one as this
ever walked upon this earth.”

But the common people seem to understand
him more easily than the intellectuals do. The
peasants and coolies of the Orient, the factory hands
and the working class mothers of the West are not
amazed at him. The ordinary folk who form the
large majority of every nation, the unsophisti-
cated, find in him something familiar, something
they’ve always felt deep down to be right though
perhaps they haven’t come face to face with it in
the flesh before. He justifies their faith in man
and God.

“The night before his birthday in the first
year of the war a group was keeping an all night
vigil for meditation and prayer. At the beginning
of each hour an extract from his writing was read.
The way out of human error and pessimism was
made very plain. ‘Lumme don’t he make you
think” was the testimony of a cockney friend as he
swallowed a cup of tea and returned to his work
in the factory.*”’

*Quoted from “The Moral Challenge of Gandhi” by
Dorothy Hogg. Friends’ Peace Committee.

2






I
GANDHI]JI AND NON-VIOLENCE

Non-Violence is not a weapon for the weak-
ling. The sword, now only a symbol, when
in use permitted a high degree of discrimi-
nation. Its successors, the rifle and the machine
gun spread death broadcast ; while the block-buster
bomb destroys men, women and children, ally and
enemy with monotonous impartiality. The means
defeat the intended ends but Non-Violence has
power in itself. It is not merely manufactured
metal. Its effect is lasting, enduring, timeless,
reliable. Anyone can learn to use it but constant
practice is needed and eternal vigilance.

There are women whose work necessitates
their living amid such perils from corrupt civilisa-
tion or savagery that fear for the safety of their
children would destroy all peace of mind if they
were depending on visible protectors. Their
strength lies in quietness, in confidence, in cons-
tantly reminding themselves of the fact of the
presence of God.
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Here’s a man waiting in the dark lobby of a
public hall in South Africa where Gandhiji has just
been speaking. He keeps handling the weapon in his
pocket. He means to kill the Indian leader as soon
as he comes out into the street. There aren’t many
people about when Gandhiji and Mrs. Polak
emetge from the well-lighted hall. They notice
the man lurking in the shadows. Gandhiji goes
up to him, links his arm in his, speaks with him
in a low voice.. The thtee of them walk out into
the street. Mrs. Polak cannot hear the conver-
sation. After a few minutes the man hands Gandhiji
something and goes away. It is the weapon
with which he meant to brain him, a mete lump of
iron, futile, irrelevant.

A crowd of Sapatanists in Madras Province
were meeting Gandhiji during his Anti-Untouch-
ability tour in ’34 with black flags and banners
bearing the words “Go back, Gandhiji.”” They
paraded up and down shouting and whistling
while he addressed open-air meetings. They lay
on the ground in front of him. They dislodged
the car’s heavy plate glass window in such a way
that if the friends who usually accompanied him
had not gone on ahead they might have been fatally
injured. ‘That night he prayed and pondered much.



GANDHIJI AND NON-VIOLENCE 21

Here was violence, used on a car instead of on
people certainly, but its essence was the same.
Probably the car seemed to his opponents a sort of
defensive weapon. He must abandon it. He
would walk to the next meeting. Only the organ-
iser of the tour, 2 man as old as himself, should
accompany him along the four miles to the field
where thousands were already assembling for the
9 a. m. meeting. He would thus fall in with his
opponents on the road and be entirely at their mercy.
So next morning the others wete sent on ahead to
mount the platform, start the meeting, proceed
to take up the collection for the Untouchables,
and spin out somehow the hour before he could
arrive. It seemed very long. Then a great shout
arose as the two men approached at a good swing-
ing pace, confidence and serenity incarnate. Gandhiji
climbed on to the platform and spoke at some
length. The opposing band entered the field
and began its discordant blasts and shouts.
These died down into silence in a minute or two.

The weapon of Non-Violence was quite
foreign to the martial Sikhs but they determined
to use it in the Akali movement. This cam-
paign was organised to re-establish a religious
privilege which had been forfeited as a result of
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the previous generation’s slackness. These Sikh
warriors purposely broke a bye-law in order to
draw attention to their claim to enter a certain
Temple. The British soldiery were called in to
reinforce the police in upholding the law. The
Sikhs ignored the order to halt; were summarily
warned of the penalty attached to disobedience ;
continued to enter. One after another of these
mild eyed giants was taken out and beaten. The
Tommies hated the job but had to persist. The
Sikhs gave no sign of resentment. The lashing
was so severe that one soldier had to pause
three times to refresh himself with water. The
Sikhs won their privilege.

If it is real Non-Violence, comptising the
disarming of the mind as well as of the body, it
has power to disturb the materialist order. It
troubles those who only use brute force. The
gangster as well as the soldier loses confidence
when faced with it. He is confronted by a situa-
tion so unlike what he cxpected that his responsc
becomes uncertain.

In China and Japan the students were eager
to hear anything I could tell them about him.
‘But we have to fight for our country’, said the
Chinese students. ‘We have practised Non-Vio-
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lence too long. Our culture is based on it. We
can no longer sit still and do nothing while Japan
and the Western powers filch away our indepen-
dence’. “Sit still and do nothing?” Did they think
that was what Non-Violence meant ? I enquired.
‘Ceaseless vigilance, constant and courageous truth
telling, the most menial services rendered for love
in sweat and humility, self-identification with the
despised coolie and the illiterate cultivator, this
was the sort of programme Gandhiji demanded
of young Indians. He declared it was better to
resist evil and tyranny and privilege with violence
than not to resist it at all. But Non-Violence
offered them plenty of things to do in the way of
reconstruction if they were willing to humble
themselves. They could start out tomorrow and
with their own hands begin to rescue their ancient
halls and temples from the weeds and rust that were
disintegrating them. The Rockefeller Founda-
tion had saved several of their architectural trea-
sures from decay. Why wait for foreign million-
aires while they had their own strong arms?
For days thc campus rang with argument. To
do nothing: to offer violent resistance: to give
constructive non-violent resistance: which was
the better path?
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The early morning talk which Gandhiji seemed
to enjoy most during his stay in Europe was in
Switzerland with Pierre Ceresole (the founder
of the International Voluntary Service for Peace).
The December stars were shining bright. They
were discussing non-violence and Gandhiji said :
“I did not think like this in 1914. Then I wanted
to be the perfect citizen, so I put myself unreser-
vedly at the disposal of the British Government.
I believed they were protecting my country from
tyranny, therefore I felt I had to help them as
whole-heartedly as any Briton. I was asked to do
Red Cross work. I said to myself, “That is lovely,’
for I did not want to kill, but I laid no unction to
my soul on that account. I could not flatter
myself that Red Cross work was less than killing.
It has precisely the same effect in wartime in that
it releases other men to kill. If they’d given me
a rifle, I would have used it when they’d shown
me how and trained me to it. I’d have certainly
used it, unless I’d been suddenly paralysed, as
sometimes has happened to me when about to do
something wrong.

“I thought serving wholeheartedly in the war
was the right way to gain my country’s freedom.
Before that, while I was in South Aftica, the Zulu
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rebellion broke out. My sympathies were with
the Zulus. I would have liked to help them,
but I had not the power then to do anything for
them. I was not strong enough, not disciplined
enough, not experienced enough. I saw no
way to help. I had no word to give. What
could I do? I thought I would identify myself
with the British Government system ; then I should
be able to make my witness through the system,
in order to set right what was wrong in it. I
put myself at the disposal of the Government
there and I was set to stretcher-bearing. That
suited me splendidly. I hoped I should have to
tend the wounded Zulus. The Chief Medical
Officer was a2 humanitarian, and when I told him
I’d rather tend the wounded Zulus than any others,
he exclaimed, “This is an answer to prayer.” You
see, the Zulu prisoners had been beaten and their
wounds and stripes were festering, and the others
did not want to attend to them. So I nursed them
night and day. They were kept behind bars,
and the colonial soldiers used to watch us from
outside as we worked, jeering at us for lavishing
care on ‘Niggers’. They used to shout through
the bars, scoffing and threatening. ‘Why don’t
you let ’em die? Rebels! Niggers!” It was terrible
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the way that rebcllion was quelled. The soldiers
would attack unarmed men. That ought to have
taught me a lesson, but even after that, you see,
I made further attempts to remain a part of the
British State system. I tried to work out my ideals
from within the State, but it was no good. I
learnt much from the endeavour, however. After
serving the State in South Africa, I was still power-
less to influence it on behalf of the Zulus. And
after serving the Empire throughout the war,
recruiting, which I held to be my duty, and under-
taking any sort of service they put upon me, I
found myself still powerless at the end of it all
to win my country’s freedom. So I could not
co-operate with the State any longer.”

“I can sce that, Mr. Gandhi,” commented
Pierre, “when the State or the Government is an
alien one. But it’s not the same for us in Europe.
It is only right and natural for anyone to stand
out against an alien government, but if it’s your
own, and you know, bad as it may be, it’s the
fruit of centuries of cffort, patient, splendid effort
and self-sacrifice, and if it has developed little by
little, as one generation after another has seen morc
light, it’s quite a different thing.”

“The State,” replied Gandhiji, “is so organised
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that man becomes helpless to strike out 2 new path
inside its machinery. He cannot produce an im-
pression upon it. You are shackled.”

“But, Mr. Gandhi,” said Pierre, very gravely,
“I’m afraid our people in Europe are not like youts
in India. I’m afraid they’re not ready for such
acts as these.”

There was a pause, and then, in a low and
infinitely gentle voice, as though sorry for the terri-
fic rebuke he was implying, Gandhiji said: “Are
you surc it’s the people who are not ready, M.
Ceresole ?”’

“Oh,” exclaimed Pierre, and we were all
silent, accepting the challenge. “I see what you
mean. You’re right. It’s we who are failing. It’s
Icadership we lack. Is that what you mean?”

In the same small voice Gandhiji answered :
“I must confess, M. Ceresole, I do not seem to
have come across leaders in Europe—not of the
sort that the times call for.”

“Tell us what qualities you think a leader
for this age would need,” Pierre urged him.

“Realisation of God every minute of the
twenty-four hours,” announced Mr. Gandhi.

“And if a2 man asked, ‘What do you mean by
God ?’”
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“I would answer, “T'ruth is God, and the way
to find him is Non-Violence.” A leader must
have complete mastery over himself. Anger must
be banished, and fear, and falsehood. You
must lose yourself. You must not please yourself
either with food or sex pleasures. Thus purified,
you get power. It’s not your own, it’s God’s.
Wherein does my strength lie? What am I? A
boy of fifteen could fell me with a blow. I am
nothing, but I have become detached from fear
and desire, so that I know God’s power. 1 tell
you, if all the world denied God, I should be His
sole witness. It is a continual miracle to me.

“Your religion is young yet. Jesus in Asia
caught a breath of the spirit of God and gave it to
the world. It has been diluted in the West. You
incorporated it into a system alien to it. That’s
why I call myself not Christian, because I do not
hold with the systems you’ve set up, based on might.
India’s contribution to the world is to show this
fallacy. The slopes of the Himalayas are white
with the bones of our Rishis,* who have given
their lives to prayer, study and research. They have
been trying for centuries to wrest the sectets of

*Sages, hermits, holy men.



Gandhiji in His Knightsbridge Office
Note his motto “Truth is God” above his autograph
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God from Him, and what they tell usis : Truth is
God, and the way to Him is Non-Violence.’”

Non-Violence is the only apt force always
available. This is what enables women really to
be on an equality with men. This is what makes
a nation into a Great Power. This is the Godly
armour. There is no need to conscript young girls
and mothers of young children into munition
works where night and day the weapons are pro-
duced each of which is soon to be superseded by
some newer model. No need to keep up the inter-
national ramifications of the great armament firms
which sent to the Japanese all they needed for the
killing, starving and torturing of their Chinese
neighbours : no need for the mothers of the next
generation to be clothed in khaki and stationed
at the battle front. Non-Violence is the weapon
of the future.



I
GANDHIJI AND TRUTH

Unless Non-Violence is kept in closest alliance
with Truth its adherents may easily deceive them-
selves by using it as a counterfeit. Truth is a part-
ner that makes immense demands upon man.
Daily and houtly, one’s mixed motives, specious
excuses, craven escape methods are brought to
light. The searching tests that are applied to the
products of a munition factory before despatch
to the soldiers, sailors and airmen are not so tho-
rough as the vigilant inspection which Truth keeps
up all the time.

Even in everyday affairs, speaking truth some-
times calls for so much personal courage that we only
achieve it when we lose our temper, our sense of
prudence or our self consciousness. But in that
event of course all sorts of errors, exaggerations
and inaccuracies confuse the issue.

Gandhiji insists that Non-Violence folk must
habitually tell the truth; must speak it without
fear and without exaggeration ; must tell it to people
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who ate not eager to hear it and in quarters where
it may lead one to gaol, imperil one’s job, or damage
one’s reputation.

In the middle of a nationwide campaign for
Indian independence, when patriotic fervour was
at its height and his name echoing everywhere
amidst cheers, he suddenly announced that though
the British Empire was Satanic, British people
were as good as Indians, and Indians should begin
to school themselves to acquire the strong points
of the British character. On another occasion
he asked how Indians could logically blame the
British for holding them in subjection when they
themselves were ruthlessly holding down 70 million
Indian Untouchables.

When a band of caste Hindus having set out
on pilgrimage with a number of Untouchables,
eventually reached a famous temple and were of
course forbidden to enter, they depended on their
clearly enunciated truth for the final success of
their mission. “We will wait outside the sacred
places with our brothers here, whom at present
you call Untouchable, until you invite us all in.
We are praying that God may change your heart.”
They had to wait a good many weeks, changing
guard every few hours to permit sleep, food and



32 GANDHI, WORLD CITIZEN

ablutions. It wasn’t so easy to stay there in the
attitude of prayer, when the weather changed, when
the rains came. But they did. After many weeks
the barricades were pulled down for them, the
shrines were opened ; the Brahmins invited the
Untouchables in.

What immense relief and peace the vow of
truth brought to those eatly enthusiasts for Indian
independence who were in the struggle before
Gandhiji’s ascendancy. ‘They had come to the con-
clusion that there was no other way to attain freedom
but violence because the Great Powers did not res-
pond to anything less. I’ve seenthe shadowed haunt-
ed look in the eyes of such men who had forced
themselves to join some tetrorist association and
were in consequence bound to secrecy and furtive-
ness. I’ve come across a worse situation still, that
of a young patriot, nourished on English literature
and Hindu religion. In him the passion for freedom
encouraged by the one warred with the harmless-
ness, the non-violence enjoined by the other.
He felt called to strike a blow for India and the
only way then recognised was terrorism. But he
could not bring himself to join the secret society
and risk the lot of the bomb thrower falling on
him. So he resigned. Thenceforward he des-
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pised himself for cowardice, and soon lost his sense
of self-respect. He was deteriorating rapidly when
Gandhiji crossed his path. As his self-disgust
caused him to be cynical about everybody and
everything, he felt scornful of this little man in a
workman’s dhoti. Gradually truth and non-vio-
lence revealed themselves and by the end of the day,
he began to see a new way of setting his country
free. That self-imposed humble servanthood has
been his joy seven days a week throughout every
year since.

It helps to have one’s colours nailed to the
mast for public inspection. An Untouchable once
begged an Irish missionary who had been dining
with him to speak the truth before the whole village
and publicly censure him for his well-known
drinking habits. The missionary was unwilling,
as a stranger who knew nothing about his kind
host’s habits, to vilify him in public but he was
prevailed on to do so. The Untouchable evident-
ly felt this public procedure would enable him to
make a clean breakaway from his former behaviour
pattern.

In a similar way it was an immense help in
1927 when Gandhiji itemized the steps which I
should take if I wanted to rouse up my fellow

3
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citizens in England to try to change our Govern-
ment’s Excise policy in India. “Before you leave
India you must get in touch with the Viceroy and
tell him what you intend to report about the coun-
try over which he has control. You have looked
carefully into the situation. You must now go
to the Excise Officers and tell them what you’ve
seen. They may be able to disprove some of the
things you believe to be true. You must talk with
the missionary expert and see if he has anything
to add or to subtract from your armoury of facts.
You must get an appointment with the Governor
of this province, Lord Lytton, and tell him what
you intend to say in England about Bengal.
Be sure, on reaching London, that you do not
utter a word in public until you have been to the
India Office and told the Secretary of State your
whole purpose. Perhaps some of the officials may
help you—if so, good. But, if they refuse, you must
turn their refusal into a means of strength.”” I
could never have gone through the series of
public meetings I had to address on this sub-
ject in England, Scotland and Wales during the
next year or two if I had not followed this ad-
vice.

When Gandhiji decided the moment had come
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to give a new symbol to the Indian struggle for
independence, he chose to challenge the Govern-
ment on the issue of its monopoly of salt. So
strong is the people’s craving for this commodity,
so savoutless does wheat or rice become without
it, that a group of village singers and dancers,
if offered ten rupees, will probably spend every
anna on buying it. Gandhiji now advised In-
dians to walk in broad daylight to the sea coast
nearest to them, pick up their own salt and boil
it down for themselves. The vow of Truth
necessitated informing the authorities days beforc-
hand of the exact hour at which the law was to be
broken. Thus to publish one’s intentions and
plans seems to eliminate fear and dread.

One of the valuable by-products of the vow
of Truth is freedom from the fear of spies. Sec-
recy is no longer important. ‘Let the spy come.
Truth has nothing to hide’. This dictum cracks
a good deal of veneer. It gets rid of morbidness.
It enhances confidence in oneself, in one’s fellows,
in the future, and in God. On the other hand the
old aphorism still holds good, “The first casualty
in every war is Truth’.

Something important was made manifest
to the public in the court sccre in Ahmedabad in
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1922 when Gandhiji was led into the prisoner’s
dock. Everyone present stood up, including the
judge. Then, realising that his official status
forbade such a gesture, he sat down. But his
whole nature, his personality, the usual mixture
of human and divine in him, finally integrated
and unified, asserted itself and he stood up again.
It was a salute to Truth.



111
GANDHIJI AND NON-THEFT

But Non-Violence and Truth are not enough.
By means of them one might be struggling night
and day for freedom and still ignore the claims
of the dispossessed. Some folk wvaliantly cham-
pion neglected minorities in other countries, who
have little thought and less imaginative insight
as to the plight of the unemployed, homeless and
undernourished folk in their own town or village.
Gandhiji insists_that “if you have mote than you
need when others have less than they need, you

This is how he addressed the much admired,
super-patriotic students in Benares Hindu Uni-
versity, “You are justly proud of your university
and you are very happy here. You like to think
that all you are enjoying is the gift of your own
race, that for your privileges here you are indebted
to no alien government, to none but Indian bene-
factors. But I tell you, you are mistaken. You are
deeply in debt to the poorest peasant. It is the ryots
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who keep you and clothe you and feed you. It
is the poor who built these splendid halls. This
place was created by the blood and sweat of work-
men. You will never be free of your debt to
them unless, when you leave here, you devote
the rest of your life to their service.”.

For many folk this is whete his revolution
starts. This is where some would-be followers
turn back, as did the rich young man in the parable.
We know Gandhiji decided to cut his personal
expenditure down to the point reached by the
average inhabitant of India, 2} annas per day, in
pre-war reckoning : but eventually he found it an
impossible sum on which to sustain healthy life ;
therefore regretfully increased it a little.

The effect on ordinary people of the vow of
Non-Theft interested me more than anything else
during my Indian research. By him who makes
this change from luxury to plainness a sense of
great relief is experienced, a release from something
that was clinging to him, dragging at him most of
the time. He has now caused a thing to happen,
the dread of which has overshadowed countless
lives, pethaps his own too. He has voluntaily.
lost all and finds it pure gain. He feels new-
born. Now he really can be ‘one with his kind’.
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Henceforth he depends on the goodwill of his
fellows and not on his power to demand of them
their service and their goods by signing his name
to a cheque. Gifts that come his way now are
precious indeed, a couple of eggs, a pencil, some
soap, a packet of envelopes. The old Mantra
comes obviously true, ‘Renunciation is the only
truc form of possession’..

Wherever I saw Gandhiji’s followers doing
village work, the same pattern was followed. Two
or three folk living in a hut, doing their own
cooking, washing their own clothes, keeping the
place clean, each of them daily tramping along
the sunbitten roads to different villages, teaching
spinning, demonstrating improved methods of
hygiene, encouraging crafts, discouraging purdah,
untouchability and child marriage, promoting
education, returning at night, repeating the job
cach day, serene and content.

To one such man I offered a few apples I
had bought the previous week. I’d noticed how
restricted was the diet in that ncighbourhood.
He looked at the fruit and shook his head. “Thank
you, sister, but I do not like to eat anything that
is not produced in one of my ten villages.”

A rich Brahmin dressed in particularly smart
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European clothes came to see Gandhiji once about
nothing in particular. A famine was in progress :
he was sorry about the many victims he had passed
but felt no personal responsibility. When the
interview with Gandhiji was over he resumed his
business journey, but nothing seemed the same.
Gandhiji’s wooden sandals, homespun loincloth,
his spectacles and fountain pen seemed to be
his total possessions. What freedom the man
possessed ! What energy! What directness of
outlook! His own stout leather shoes became
more and more ugly, self assertive and aggressive
to his eyes. His wellcut suit began to look ridi-
culous. His coat and waistcoat were really cn-
cumbrances. He wrestled with the mood,
convinced himself it would pass, thought about
his wife, her delicate tastes, her Western habits,
reminded himself of the only daughter—married
to a rising young Indian in the I.C.S., who had been
educated in London. But the distaste increased.
Next day he cancelled his appointments, doubled
on his tracks, through the famine atrea, reached
Gandhiji’s lodgings, stood before him as he re-
moved socks, shoes and the rest of his Western
clothes, then offered himself as a fellow labourer
ready to throw away the rest of his life and his



GANDHI JI AND NON-THEFT 41

goods to serve God and the poor.

Travelling home he pondered on how to break
the news to his wife, a city woman inured to luxury
and a foreign diet. Perhaps he had not really known
her before, not the essence of her anyhow, for she
welcomed this sharp break with their old life. She
helped him get rid of their big house, find new
jobs for the servants, buy a site in the jungle
near Calcutta, build up a series of sleeping sheds,
cattle sheds, weaving and spinning sheds, where
they could live with like minded helpers and serve
the dispossessed. Very soon they extended work
to the City where thousands of scavengers employed
by the Municipality for this honourable work
were given accommodation for their families
within a few yards of an open sewage stream*.
Herte the two Brahmins set up their home. If it’s
good enough for children to be born and brought
up in, it’s good enough for grownups. In so far
as men suffer humiliation and distress, so does
God. So they shared the insalubtious air with
these Untouchables, sat beside them, taught them

* I’ve never experienced such stench as that in which the
Calcutta Council allowed these faithful public servants to
live.
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to read and write, tended their sick, joined in their
prayers.

It had long seemed to some of us in the West
almost a mockery to kneel together at the Commu-
nion Table where God’s greatest gift to man is
symbolised, where the Host is the unseen Christ
Himself, where all His guests are equally honoured
and equally provided with the invaluable gifts of
fellowship and joy, and then to disperse some of
us to a board groaning with good things and to
faultless service by trained servants, some to a cold
back room where the tea, bread and margarine
would have to be sparingly distributed. The
teaching of the Christian Fathers was: “Thou
shalt communicate in all things with thy neigh-
bour ; thou shalt not call things thine own ; for
if ye are communicants in the things that cannot
pass away, how much more in the things that
can? If you possess supetfluities while your
brethren lack necessities, you ate possessing the
goods of others and are therefore stealing.” *



v
GANDHIJI AND EDUCATION

In India cducation costs the National Re-
venue one rupee per member of the population.
In Japan the cost is 16/6.

Under the Montague-Chelmsford Reforms
when Dyarchy was established Education was one
of the ministries handed over to the Provincial
Governments to deal with as they chose. But
finance was still in the firm grip of the Central
Government. The best laid plans proved useless
when money was not available to carry them
out. When the situation was studied a further
obstacle was tevealed. For years past public
spirited people in each of the Provinces of British
India had been demanding not only better and
more numerous schools, but social services,
clinics etc. such as had brought down the Infantile
Mortality rates in parts of London from 159 to 6o
per thousand. But the Financial Provisions made
by the Government of India directed that the
cost of Education and the Social Services was to
be met by Revenue obtained from Excise. The
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income received from opium and drink which they
had hoped to get rid of, was all they could depend
on for the upbuilding of a healthy and literate
generation.

Liquor interests in every country have such
subtle methods of getting their own way, that
whether this complete frustration of long cherished
hope was intentional or not one cannot say ;
it certainly embittered a generation.

Towards the end of the century the taxpayer
in India contributed on an average one anna per
head towards the education of his people, and 35
annas to the upkeep of our armies. This includ-
ed keep, transport, pay, separation allowances
and pensions for all ranks.

The education given was mostly in English.
The text books used illustrations that ran count-
er to the experience of the children. Stories in
one-syllabled words that English children enjoy,
tales of domestic life, of cats, of faithful dogs, of
snow and skating, only muddled the minds of
those who had never seen ice nor felt cold, who
were trained never to let a dog, which ate filth,
come near them. As for the pictures which accom-
pany two syllable-worded stories about kettles
and tea pots, puddings and turkeys, and cosy
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fireplaces in the cottage kitchens where a table
is spread for Sunday dinner, and chairs are drawn
up while everyone bows the head to listen to the
father asking the blessing, it seemed a mad, if not
an immoral, world that was being presented. The
only thing to do was to learn it all off by heart
and repeat it rapidly when called upon. Later
on, the moment came when Indian children en-
quired why they had to learn so much about the
history of England instead of their own past.
Loyalty to their British employers, or fear of
offending them have caused many teachers to
give equivocal answers to these ingenuous ques-
tions. Reticence or nervousness is soon detected
by children. So perhaps next time they ask the
question of the English Inspector. Then the
teacher fears that suspicion will be roused against
him in official quarters. It happens that a promis-
ing teacher suddenly finds avenues to promotion
blocked ; the only explanation he can find is that
he once pleaded for tolerance and patience instead
of expulsion when a pupil of independent views
chalked up the first words of a nationalist song on
the wall of the school latrine.

When the election of ’37 gave Congtess
Ministers power in seven out of the eleven Prov-
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inces of British India, Gandhiji had the new
Teachers Training College set up close to his own
cottage in Sevagram. He put Aryanaikam and
Asha Devi his wife in charge of it. Aryanaikam
had trained in Europe and the U.S.A. and
worked with Rabindranath Tagore for many
years. They knew the necessity of starting small
schools, with a few children in the poorest village,
with scanty equipment but on such a carefully
thought out plan that, whoever mastered it, could
develop it to suit any other circumstances. The
schools were to be as nearly self-supporting as
possible. Teachers’ salaries be the minimum con-
sistent with health. Only the enthusiast, the lover
of children, the patriot would apply.

The children ‘learn by doing’. Growing
food for their own dinners leads on to the study
of Botany, Agriculture and Chemistry. Playing
with a takli* and a little raw cotton they soon
begin to produce yarn. It is a sort of game at
first but their spinning soon improves when later
they find a new sari or dhoti can thus be acquired.
Arithmetic is of absorbing interest and account-
ancy becomes accurate, when one is calculating

*Small hand spindle.
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how much yarn must be spun in excess of one’s
own tequirements to cover the cost of the raw
cotton provided. '

Furniture is needed and wood is expensive
so children are trained to use cardboatrd first, thus
developing accuracy, sense of form, colour and
composition. Whatever they make has to be
useful. Their products are for use in government
departments as part payment of the cost of the
schools. Their stout wastepaper Dbaskets, sta-
tionery boxes, files and letter trays are a delight
to the eye.

Those who attained proficiency in this craft
would be allowed to work in wood. Furniture
making, carpentry and cartbuilding would lead
to the study of forestry, geography and history.
Their spinning, weaving and dyeing would intro-
duce them naturally to economics and a world
outlook. The potters’ craft and the study of medi-
cinal herbs would find their place in this Basic
Education. Music, poetry and philosophy would
develop through their morning and evening prayers.
Good citizenship, both of India and of God’s
world family, was the aim.

While in London for the Round Table Con-
ference, Gandhiji was invited by the boys of Eton
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to visit their famous school and address them.
After the head boy had introduced him to the rest
and asked him to state the Hindu case Gandhiji
replied : “You occupy an important place in
England. Some of you pethaps will become
Prime Ministers and Generals and Administra-
tors in future years. I am anxious to enter your
hearts whilst your character is still being moulded
and whilst it is still easy to enter. I would like
to place befote you certain facts as opposed to the
false history traditionally imparted to you. Among
high officials I find ignorance, not absence of
k}fowledge, but knowledge based on false data,
and I want you to have true data before you. I
think of you, not as Empire-builders, but as mem-
bers of a nation which will one day have ceased
exploiting other nations, and will perhaps have
become the guardian of the peace of the world,
not by force of arms but by its moral strength.
Well, then, I tell you that there is no such thing
as a Hindu case, at least, so far as I am concerned ;
in the matter of my country’s freedom I am no
more Hindu than you are.

“There is a Hindu case put up by the Hindu
Mahasabha representatives, who claim to repre-
sent the Hindu mind, but who, in my opinion, do
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not do so. They will have a national solution
of the question, not because they atre nationalists
but because it suits them. I call that destructive
tactics and am pleading with them that, repre-
senting as they do the great majority, thcy must
step out and give to the smaller communities
what they want; then the atmosphere would
clear as if by magic. 'What the vast mass of Hindus
feel and want, nobody knows, but claiming as I
do to have moved amongst them all these years,
I think they do not care for these pettifogging
things ; they are not troubled by the question of
loaves and fishes in the shape of eclectoral seats
and administrative posts. This bug-bear of commu-
nalism is confined largely to the cities, which are
not India, but which are the blotting shects of
London and other Western cities, which consciously
ot unconsciously prey upon villages and share with
you in exploiting them, by becoming the commis-
sion agents of England. This communal question
is of no importance compared with the great ques-
tion of Indian freedom of which the British minis-
ters are studiously fighting shy. They forget that
they cannot go on for long with a discontented
rebellious India—true, ours is non-violent rebellion
—but it is rebellion none the less.
4
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“The freedom of India is a bigger thing than
the disease, which for the time being is corroding
some portions of the community, and if the cons-
titutional question is satisfactorily solved, the com-
munal distemper will immediately vanish. The
moment the alien wedge is removed the divided
communities are bound to unite.

“There is, therefore, no Hindu case, or if
there is onc, it must go by the board. If you
study this question it will profit you nothing, and
when you go into its exasperating details you
will be tempted, very likely, to prefer to see us
drowned in the Thames. I am telling you God’s
truth when I say that the communal question
does not matter and should not worry you. But,
if you will study history, study the much bigger
questions, ‘How did millions of people make up
their minds to adopt non-violence and how did
they adhere to it ?* Study not man in his animal
nature, man following the laws of the jungle, but
study man in all his glory ; those engaged in com-
munal squabbles are like specimens in a lunatic asy-
lum ; but study men laying down their lives with-
out hurting anyone else in the cause of their
country’s freedom. Study men following the
law of their higher nature, the law of love, so that
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when you grow to manhood you will have improved
your heritage. It can be no pride to you that your
nation is ruling over ours. No one chains a slave
without chaining himself. And no nation Leeps
g{lgihﬁf_ _in  subjection w1th91_1t herself turning
into a subject nation.
" T*Itis a most sinful connection, a most un-
natural connection, that is existing at present be-
tween England and India, and I want you to bless
our mission. Are we not entitled to our freedom ?
It is our birthright. We are doubly entitled to
it, by virtue of the penance and the suffering we
have undergone.

“I want you when you grow up to make a
unique contribution to the glory of your nation,
by emancipating it from its sin of exploitation.

Thus you will contribute to the progress of man-

kind.”




\%
GANDHIJI AND WOMEN

Gandhiji is that rare creature whom Geotge
Meredith describes in several pages of stately
prose as “the friend of women”.

A few such men are to be found in every age.
Women recognise them at once. These friends
are wholly without that sentimentalism which
leads men to substitute an exaggerated gesture
of respect for the real thing. These friends ex-
pect in women what they normally find in any
man, courage, straightforwardness, frankness.

Gandhiji’s veneration for his mother coloured
his whole life but he took it for granted that his
young wife was his possession, for en]oymcnt
His autoblogmphy tells us that even after the
young husband phase was ovet, he cxpected her
to obey him ; he considered it his right to control
het, to be served by her, to use her. Only as
ei:‘[_n_cincnce taught him, did he find his place side by
side with women, walking the same road with them,
recognising them as comrades, frec as himself.



Gandhiji in Plaster
Done by Clare Sheridan. She is Winston Churchill’s Cousin. She presented
this piece to Kingsley Hall
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The Natal Police Superintendent’s wife, Mrs.
Alexander, threading her way through an infuriat-
cd mob in 1897 to whete stones and blows wete
raining on Gandhiji, calmly putting up her sun-
shade and walking along by his side, perhaps
typified the new relationship between the sexes.

Stalwart Ada West, who helped Mrs. Gandhi
bring up the four children and run the Ashram at
Phoenix was another true yokefellow. To have
her bed menaced by immense spiders was almost
a nightmare to a girl from England but the
rule of the community claimed respect for their
lives also, and Ada schooled herself to bear their
companionship night after night. Her strength
of will reacted on Gandhiji’s and vice versa.

Then when it meant trouble and suspicion for
a white to be associated with this Indian mischief
maker, Miss Schlesin walked into his office, settled
down thete, brought order out of the chaos caused
by the hurried move from Phoenix to Tolstoy
Farm, and stayed to render almost every sort of ser-
vice, wearing down vain threats and slander by her
humour and common sense. Such adventures in
reconciliation brought those who partook of them,
into the wide place where there is neither male
nor female, foreign or native, bond or free.
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And so when Gandhiji settled down in India
he eﬂ;?c—tea women to take a share in public work
and men to take a sharc in domestic. This was
a revolutionary notion, shocking to many, a little
frightening. Indian women were hidden by
Purdah. They could not bear men’s eyes upon
them. They were given in marriage while chil-
dren. They upheld rigid orthodoxy and reac-
tionary practices. But Gandhiji was sure they
would eventually respond to India’s need, to
God’s call, and give more discriminating service.
At first it was a terrifying process, this rethinking
of thcir duty, this extension of loyalty from family
to community, from community to nation, from
nation to the world. But women who had reached
middle age, wrapped in the old seclusive habits,
forced themselves to face Gandhiji’s challenge.
Real power was generated, as though the centuries
of suffering, repression and obedient service had
endowed them with undreamed of capacity.
Their determination and courage swept through
every difficulty. Nothing could defeat them.
Henceforward any woman who goes to India as
éﬁ?:—s_t'?)f Congres§_ ss folk finds hersclf treated as a
sister, loaded with Jobs as a sister is, called Sister,
talked to like a sister. She need not expect to hear
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any thanks, any praise, any reference to what she
does It’s all taken for granted.

‘When in 1930 most of the men leaders were
in gaol, Gandhiji sent a call echoing through every
home. It reached the Purdah quarters. Let
the women consider the state of the Nation.
They formed half of it. What needed doing most ?
What did these abhorrent Western drinking habits
mean to women ? The opium habit had been bad
enough, but a man only damaged himself in be-
coming its addict. Drink made a_man cruel to
others, lustful, stupld Why not tackle this mono-
poly imposed by a foreign government on In-
dian soil, upheld by an army of occupation.
Let the women walk down the streets of the cities
without their veil and stand outsidethe liquor shops,
requesting each intending customer to pause:
to think of the consequence of his purchase : how
it would enrich the alien government: how all
the Indian rcligions were against liquor. Let
the women boldly speak cut the truth and leave
the outcome to God.

Soon all over the country groups of women
could be seen, young and old, picketing the opium
and drink shops. The abashed customers stood
stating. Crowds collected to gaze at the unpre-
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cedented  spectacle.  Opposition  was soon  cn-
gineered. Purchasers were encouraged to insist on
eﬁtefi}lg the shop. Then the women said, “Wc
cannot hold you out by force for we are women.
Besides, we stand for Non-Violence. If you must
enter, pleasec step across our bodies.”” No cus-
tomer, whatever the bribe offcred, was ready to
walk over a prostrate woman thus devoted to
a cause. So the police took a hand, announced
that the traffic jam must be relieved and if the ladies
would not retire, they would have to be arrested.
But how could women be intimidated cven by the
most stalwart police sergeant when they had just
emancipated themselves from an age-old tyranny
like Purdah ? They watched the Police vans arrive.
They let themselves be lifted up bodily and carted
away to prison. They had entered a new era.
They had started a new era.

An equal number of women immediately
appeared to take their place as pickets. The shops
shut up. A very small sum entered Government
coffers via Excise that year.

One of the leading women of Japan set out
for India with me. An educationist and world
citizen, always in danger of arrest for harbouring
dangerous thoughts, she managed to keep a pre-
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carious equilibrium on her travels. She preserved
a reticence in shipboard conversation and a quiet
dignity in interviews with officials at the ports.
On Chinese soil women broke their boycott of
things Japanese to meet her. Yet so circumspect
was her behaviour that no adverse teport could
be drawn up against her. Her talk with Gandhiji
was the climax of the journey, perhaps of her life.
Here spirit met spirit. Safeguards and defences
were no longer necessary. National relationships
appeared in a different light—the blazing light of
truth which flames from the fire of love—which
purifies without consuming. In its steadfast rays,
one can remain long suffering without bitterness
and without fear.

A thousand Indian women have bound them-
selves together to offer their individual and unit-
ed strength to Gandhiji. He may direct them
to any service in life or death.  They have savoured
the taste of the life that lasts, bounded neither by
time nor the ego, eternal.



VI
GANDHIJI AND MACHINERY

“What’s the good of his withstanding the power
of the machine? It’s here. It’s come to stay.
We’ve got to accept it.” In varying phrases these
objections are brought sooner or later into
most conversations about Gandhiji’s work in
India.

There’s certainly no denying the fact of the
Machine Age. Our land is sown with metal, while
we lack nourishment. Its surface is scarred with
ruins, while we lack homes. The sea is polluted
with mines and their victims while we lack fish.
The sky is streaked with its searchlights, the stra-
tosphere used as a highway for its bombers. The
Machine has mastered the world.

Girls of tender age have to leave their homes,
share bedrooms with strangers in distant partsof the
country, in order to serve these machines. Night
after night they tend them, feed them, clean them,
wait on them. In 10-hour shifts they kecp careful
watch, foreseeing all their needs. In Britain this
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is the expected climax to the industrial Revolution
which we initiated 150 years ago. Even its bene-
ficiaries have been deploring the more baleful of its
consequences ever since. In India it is easy to trace
its immediate results in the ordinary everyday life
of the people.

In any village there is an accepted pattern of
behaviour. The anti-social person can be kept
in some sort of check by public opinion: the
vicious or diseased recognised : the scandalmonger
avoided : the traveller given hospitality : the pilgrim
honoured : the Sadhu’s begging bowl filled. If
a quarrel develops in such a way as to imperil the
well-being of the rest, the protagonists can bring
the matter before the whole village in council where
no oath is needed to ensure truth telling. If any
witness lies, the audience corrects him at once.

When drunkenness follows the palm toddy
brewing, there are boundary lines beyond which
the person affected may not move. There are
religious cxercises for Hindus and others for Mos-
lems. They cnjoy attending each other’s festivals.

The sanitation laws are definite and strict.
The ficlds must rcceive their needed enrichment
from man. No latrines must be put up near a
dwelling house. They recognise the rhythm run-
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ning through all the processes of nature.

Then a factory is set up a few miles away. In-
stead of 2 annas a day, a worker may earn a rupece
or two, if he will transfer his attention from the
soil and the spinning wheel to the shining erections
of steel which await his ministrations.

As soon as he gets skilful, he is encouraged
to move further afield. In the city 100 miles away,
he may become a foreman. The wages offered
dazzle him. He intends to go for a period only.
He will earn enough to acquire a handsome dowry
for his young daughter, some silver anklets for his
wife. But when he returns, a disease comes with
him. It affects his next child. Home brewed
toddy on occasion satisfies him no longer. He
was told, “If you do Western work, you must con-
sume Western drink” and the craving for alcohol
is on him now. The regular prayer times only irk
him now. Patient tending of the soil bores, irri-
tates and shames him now. He’s soon off again
to the city. There are easy going women there in
plenty.

I saw the other side of the picture in the coal
areas of Bihar and Orissa. Deep down in the earth
women were harnessed by leather and steel to trucks.
They looked haggard, bony, sweaty, almost inhu-
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man. On pay nights liquor flowed like watet.
Screams, cries, frenzied songs reminded one of
hell.

Gandhiji says we should use the machine as
a_scrvant. A bicycle, a car, a sewing machine,
can be controlled by a single human being. These
are not likely to devigorate us, though beware, he
says, of the car.

In 1920 he managed to get Congtess to see
the importance of reviving the old skills and crafts
which made India famous before it suited British
policy to flood the country with the produce of
Lancashire looms. It is said that twenty lakhs of
spinning wheels started humming that year. Much
care is taken over the tiniest details involved in
getting a few spinners to work. Solid results
come to the villages where a nucleus perseveres.
The voluntcer helper calls each week, his khaddar
bag slung over his shoulder. In it are the spare
parts of the spinning wheel, raw cotton, the ins-
truments nceded for testing the spun yarn, mark-
ing its count, weighing it, the small coins to
give in exchange after deducting the cost of the
new bit of resin or whatever else the spinner
needed to buy. Most of the spinners are
cultivators who have much spare time between
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seasons. But the whole village profits by the
revived industry. A sixteen-year old carpenter
was able to add eight annas per week to his
income by making and mending spinning wheels.

And what a sense of self-respect comes from
making things with one’s hands. This is obvious
also in England where the practice of certain hand-
crafts has never died out; where knitting and cro-
chet continue in trains and buses, during lectures
and committee meetings, among rich and poor.

Gandhiji insisted on his visitors as well as his
followers putting in at least half an hour a day at
the wheel. He thinks no music is sweeter than
its hum. I was a slow learner but from what I could
hear of Charlie Andrews’ yarn he was still slower.
His hardest labour at it, they say, produced only
string.

Our textile workers in Lancashire had been
brought into the slough of unemployment in 1931
as a result of the economic consequences of the war
and the Indian boycott of English cloth. Their
Trade Unions were in a critical state. When Gan-
dhiji’s arrival in London for the Round Table Con-
ference was being arranged and his programme
planned, a letter reached Kingsley Hall urging me
to persuade him to accept their invitation to visit
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them. They wanted to meet him personally and
they were eager for him to study the whole situa-
tion on the spot. ‘Xg:g: suffering because of him
but we admire him’. Of course he went and was
given a great welcome.

Unemployment has a totally different effect on
the workers in England from what it has in India
where the family system can absorb people who lose
their job. These may be unable to contribute money
to the parents, uncles or cousins whose houscholds
they temporarily enter but there are plenty of little
jobs they can do. The climate too is favourable.
One can sleep out. Thete is space even in cities
and always on river banks. A mat and a rug may be
enough, sometimes too much, covering. One
garment on, another garment carried over the arm
form a sufficient wardrobe. Life is simplified
in a climate whete on a long journey one can walk
as long as one likes and then lie down and sleep
until the dawn warns one to take advantage of the
cool and precious hours before 9-30. If one pre-
fers a roof over one’s head each village has its guest
room. Every Hindu contributes something to the
fund from which shelter and food are provided for
the traveller.

Gandhiji pondered long on the wretched state
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of our unemployed. They had to pay rent; their
families could not be absotbed by others ; they
had to have fuel and warm clothes; they had to
buy nourishment if they were to conserve enough
strength to do the job which they always hoped to
find within a few weeks. It was often a vain hope
and quite irrational, because uncmployment was
on the increase, but without that hope life would
have been poisoned with bitterness. Many dis-
cussed whether it was better to take Poor Law
Relief and enter the gaunt ugly local Institution,
where one became depersonalised, or to commit
some petty crime which would house them in gaol.
The latter was in certain respects more advanta-
geous for the man’s wife and children. A large
number of families in our district were living on
Parish Relief and Unemployment Insurance, incor-
rectly called “the dole”. This led to much frus-
tration and bitterness.

“How would you act if you were in their shoes ?
What would you say to all these good ncighbours
and friends if you were in minc ?”’ I asked Gandhiji.
His answer was clear. “To take something for
nothing is degrading. I should invite themto refuse
these weekly payments and to claim their right to
do some constructive work for their fellows in
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return for maintenance.”

“That’s what many of them have claimed
again and again but it’s not granted. What then ?”
I demanded.

“If once they banded themselves together to
refuse to take money without working for it, they
would persist in their rcfusal. The Government
authorities could not let them starve to death.
Its effect on folk would galvanise the nation into
action. The Unemployment problem could be
solved.”’



VII
GANDHIJI AND ANIMALS

Gandbhiji always keeps the children up at the
front close to him during prayer time. They dance
along with him gaily as he afterwards sets out for
his walk. One of these, having grown into a man,
told me of an experience which had left a deep
mark upon him. He saw a poisonous snake glide
up to where Gandhiji sat, his eyes closed, in prayer.
Terrified he locked at the other boys. They wete
staring too, fascinated to see the creature curl up
on Gandhiji’s bare knees, settle itself down into a
comfortable position and lie there basking with
pleasure. The young men retired from the prayer
group, brought out the bamboo pole, the rings
and the string to capture the intruder and walked
quietly up to Gandhiji. But he evidently did not
think of his visitor as an intruder. He shook his
head, beckoned them to retire and went on praying.
They had to wait what seemed to their excited minds
a long time. Then, prayer over, they approached
again, to secure the creature and to carry it away to

the jungle outside the Ashram. Again Gandhiji
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beckoned them to desist. All eyes were bent on
him as he gently and with every appearance of
courtesy, awoke the snake, moving his knees 2 little
so as to alter the balance of its weight. Very slowly
the creature responded to the stecady and repeated
stimulus and at its own time, which obviously was
also the right time for its friend and brother, it made
its deliberate way of its own accotd to its jungle
home.

Once a missionary friend came to sece him at
the Ashram bringing her five year old child with
her. When the little gitl grew tired of grown-
up talk she wandered away to play. Suddenly
Gandhiji noticed his friend’s eyes stare with horror.
He followed her gaze and saw the child playing
with a full size poisonous snake, tumbling about
with it, clutching at it, laughing with glee.
The mother’s look implored Gandhiji’s aid. He
assured her all was well. The child was free from
fear and scorn. The creature was responding to
the innocence, the friendliness, what Gerald Heard
calls the ““affection interest” of the child. “Don’t
call her,”” urged Gandhiji. “She would detect some-
thing abnormal in your voice. When she’s tired
of the game they will separate peaceably.”

It was an Irishman whose experience showed
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another side of this human kinship with animals.
He wanted to join the little community at Tolstoi
Farm and applied for permission. Gandhiji asked
if he could imagine himself fitting into its pattern.
Where life was held sacred how could a man be
happy who habitually carried a gun, whose first re-
action to an unknown creature was to fire at it ? the
Irishman persisted. He would re-educate himself.
He was accepted on probation. Though he left
his gun behind, it was a hard task to do without
a big stick. He managed it. Then suddenly came
a supreme test. He was getting his bicycle out of
the tool shed, a dimly lit place cluttered up with
unwanted tackle. There was a stir at the far end.
He had disturbed a mamba, the deadliest of Afri-
can snakes. He knew how to kill this mortal
enemy of man, the sudden blow needed, the iden-
tical spot to hit. He ached to do so. A stout
stick was reéady to hand. But his self-imposed
discipline came to his aid. He managed to con-
trol his breathing, to flatten himself against the wall
of the shed, to watch the thing glide past him, out
into the light. Sweat poured from him as his mus-
cles relaxed. A fecling of achievement possessed
him. While vigotously mopping his face with
his handkerchief, he heard a similar sound in the



GANDHIJI AND ANIMALS 69

same dark corner. Then he was humbled. His
adolescent sense of triumph disappeared in an access
of humble gratitude. Here was the mamba’s mate.
These creatures are noted for conjugal devotion.
If he had killed the first, he would have been a dead
man by now. Nothing could have saved him.

“But we must kill flies, and mosquitoes and
flees and bugs. They sprcad disease,” says the
white man. Of course, if your way of life encour-
ages germs. If you eat bad food, if you pamper
appetite, if you are wasteful and leave crumbs about,
if you don’t let sun and air disinfect your bedding,
if you allow your landlords to cover one dirty
wallpaper with another so that eight layers are
superimposed during a period of thirty years, if
keeping the laws of sanitation yourself you allow
your neighbours in adjoining streets to live fout
in a room in a five-roomed house with a defective
W.C. for the twenty of them, you will find that
vermin and many other evils, even the organised
killing of human beings in revolution or war will
follow.

One can sit on an Indian verandah and see the
whole process played out within a few minutes.
Let a few crumbs from your cake at tea time fall on
the ground. A little later you may notice a couple
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of frogs hop up. They are making a meal of
the hundreds of ants who have come up in proces-
sion to devour the crumbs. A little later a snake
arrives. He too is hungry and frog is his accus-
tomed diet.

In ’39 the latest addition to the welfare of
Gandhiji’s village of chagram was the dairy and
cow keeping establishment. Its scientific pro-
ccdure lovely cleanliness, and meticulous costings
1mpress all visitors. Again and again Gandhiji ‘has
appealed with voice and pen to the people of India
to rid themselves of the cruelty so often practlsed
upon their cattle. Even though some of it is due
to grinding poverty, he points out that much is
the result of insensitiveness, hardness of heart,
lack of imagination. He begs Indians to contrast
the British care for animals with their own neglect.
Though with thousands of other British, I deplore
our Western slaughter-houses, from the creatures’
own standpoint it may be preferable to live com-
fortable lives free from pain until the moment of
death than to suffer, throughout a far longer life,
the prods and blows, the overloading and the under-
feeding of the progeny of the sacted cow of India.

Many folk cannot bring themselves ever to ride
in an ox cart. ‘The stick inscrted into the animal’s
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body turns them physically sick. It was to draw
attention to such cruelty that Gandhiji first took
his vow never again to drink cow’s milk.

I am always glad that in 1887 he discovered the
many vegetarians of England and that their num-
bers ate constantly increasing.



VIII
GANDHIJI AND THE NOBODIES

Ever since he was injured in an attack in South
Africa and left for dead, Gandhiji has been excused
from the conventional courtesy of rising to greet
a visitor and from standing to address a meecting.
But when Mina Soga, the first African woman
ever to leave her country as a delegate to a Wotld
Conference, was brought into his room at Seva-
gram on the last day of 1938, he got up eagerly
to meet her.

The night watchman in the East End street,
crouching over his brazier of glowing coke at §-30
in the morning is so accustomed to Gandhiji’s
cheery ‘Good morning’ that he shouts after him
petemptorily, when a labourer near by gets no res-
ponse to his greeting. ‘Gandy, Gandy,” calls the
Cockney. ‘You never answered ’im. ’E said
Good morning to you.” The mistake is rectified.
The London children trail happily after him along
the streets as he calls at different houses, watches
their mothers at work, examines the new swings
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in the public play-ground which his friend George
Lansbury has had put up, and eventually invites
them into Kingsley Hall for stories and a talk.
The Nursery School children, who are all under §,
call him Uncle Gandhi and when his birthday comes
present him with toys, tiny baskets and dolls to take
to his grandchildren in India. These he insists
on carrying through Europe himself. Baggage
can get lost or left behind. These tokens of love are
given first place in each railway compartment
used en route to Naples. Iliked to see the ‘special’
carriage provided by Mussolini in which confident
young Fascist officials entertained us as guests,
decorated by woolly lambs and inefficient, cheer-
ful, lolling Teddy bears.

A negro taxi-driver in Washington scarcely likes
to take my fare when he finds I count Gandhiji
among my friends. A group of Africans from
Ashanti solemnly stand in a half circle facing me
when their leader tells them I have a letter from
Gandhiji in my bag, they each handle it with rever-
ence and bow to me in gratitude.

After the great Bihar earthquake of ’34, Gan-
dhiji set out with five of us for an extended tour
of the stricken area. We took the minimum of
baggage. Our food was of the simplest. We
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travelled light but our hearts were heavy. Chasms
had been formed 200 feet long 30 feet deep and
broad enough for four elephants to walk abreast
along the bottom. Hundreds of pcople had been
buried alive. Sand thrown up from far below
the carth’s crust lay covering the fields, so deep
that ploughs could not even reach the soil. We
were met everywhere by dispirited, hopeless,
hungry people. They turned to Gandhiji for
food. He gave them none. All that he had
collected for their relief had been turned over to
Rajendra Prasad, the Congress leader, who might
be called ‘Rajendra the Good’. His organisation
was at work early and late. Gandhiji chose a hard
part. He challenged the inertia of the people
while assuring them that relief would not fail;
told them not to accept help without doing some-
thing for it, pointed to the piles of debris lying
over what had been their home, suggested they
should start at once to form volunteer bands of
workers. They nceded food. It would be pro-
vided but let them beware of allowing India to
become a country of beggars.

A nobody has come to ask advice of Gandhiji.

He says he knows he is an unsatisfactory citizen.
Hec runs a government licensed liquor shop, but,
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but, but....He claims rather highflown senti-
ments. He brings forward one excuse after an-
other. He is rather enjoying hearing himself talk.
Gandhiji is spinning merrily, obviously a little
amused listening silently, attentively. “Well, and
what can I do? Mahatmaji,” says the visitor at last.
“I don’t like my trade but you know how things
are. ...l must live.”

Gandhiji spins on. Without looking up he
gives his answer, the interview is over. The man
goes away, furiously to think. Gandhiji’s ans-
wer is one word. He says, “Why o’

Quite a lot of people try to distinguish the
great ones of the earth from the nobodies by the
cut or the texture or the cost of their clothes. This
most humorously unscientific and inaccurate cri-
terion dies hard, perhaps especially in official
circles. Members of the Foreign Office of the
various nations are expected to do better if expen-
sively dressed. In India the idea seeped down
to minor officialdom. It was considered incor-
rect to go to the Collector’s office unless you wore
European dress. He might greatly prefer the
look of good Indian clothes to an old Western
suit and patent leather shoes which tend to crack
in the heat, but the convention was upheld even
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against his desires. As for Khaddar, a European
only has to wear it once to discover immediately
the rank it lowers one into. I was embarrassed on
entering the Taj Mahal for the first time. ‘The
Moslem porters seeing my skin colour pushed
folk out of the way who were in front of me, though
there was enough room for all of us. They tried
to stop me from removing my shoes, though every-
one else was expected to do so. The next day
my dear young hostess gave me one of her saris,
a beautiful bit of salmon pink Khaddar with a
border of richly embroidered black. We were
both proud of it. I had not worn Indian dress
before. That afternoon we returned to the Taj.
The porters now completely ignored me. I was
less than an ordinary visitor. I was a nobody.
It was a useful experience.

An English judge was the first to sum up for
me what was Gandhiji’s effect on the Nobodies
of India. It was at a dinner party that he sudden-
ly asked me “Would you like to know what Gandhiji
has done to this country? Because I can tell you
from a long experience. Ten years ago, before
he had begun his work here, if I had been riding
at dusk down one of the narrow lanes and a coolie
had suddenly crossed my path, inadvertently start-
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ling my horse, I would have shouted at him, per-
haps sworn at him to get out of my way. He
would have cowered and cringed with fear and
disappcared. In the same circumstances today I
would be careful not to act thus. Butif I did, the
coolie would probably draw himself up to his full
height, look at me steadily cye to eye and with
complete courtesy and self possession enquite
‘Why should I get off this Indian road?’ That’s -
what Gandhi has done for India.”

In London a blind man in St. Andrew’s hos-
pital sent him a message of greeting and disappoint-
ment at missing him. Two days later the whole
ward was furnished up and patients washed at
an early hour to welcome Gandhiji. The blind
man held his hand. Another morning before
cight o’clock breakfast he was seated by the fire in
a little Bow kitchen talking with an old man whose
rheumatism had prevented his going out into the
streets to see his renowned temporary neighbour.
When three costermongers called, in the regalia
of the Pearly King with an offering of the finest
oranges from their barrows, Gandhiji welcomed
them with delight. When he heard that Epping
Forest belonged to the people of London who
had zealously guarded their heritage and had
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hacked down with hatchets and crowbars the
enclosure fences put up illegally by landlords last
century he accepted our invitation to explore
its beauty and roamed through its glades with deep
appreciation. On another occasion when some
West End friends begged him to stay on that side
of London for the night Le refuscd, saying ‘I won’t
sleep a single week night away from Kingsley
Hall. Here I’'m doing the real Round Table
Conference work...... getting to know the peo-
ple of England.’ &
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X
GANDHIJI AND PROHIBITION

‘You must not imagine that the Prohibition
we want in India is at all like the American experi-
ment !” Thus Gandhiji used to encourage foreign-
ers to pay attention to the long unpublicized
struggle in which Indian leaders of all parties were
involved.

-In the West it is normal to take alcoholic
drinks, part of the national heritage. Ale or
mead was served for breakfast, dinner and supper
in Britain from pre-Roman times. Tea and coffee
were innovations, often considered effeminate and
extravagant. Last century ministers were served
with a glass of port in their vestries before going
in to lead