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This book has three morals for
three kinds of men,

to wit:

FOR RULERS

Nous courons sans souci dans le prdcipice,

apr€s que nous avons mis quelque chose

devant nous pour nous emp€cher de le voir.
Pascal

FOR INDIVIDUALS
Il arrive quelquefois des accidents dans la
vie d'oir il faut €tre un peu fou pour se

bipn tirer.
La Rochefoucauld

[Not sometimes. Bat alnaysforme.]

FOR WRITERS

Qu*d on voit le style naturel, on est tout
dtonnd et ravi, car on s'attendait de voir
un auteur, et on trouve un homme.

Pascal





Contents

Explanation about Indian names x

Acknowledgements xi

INTRoDUCTToN Apologia pro Biographia sua xiii

BooK r LivelihoodandPolitics rgzr-r922 I

r Employment 5

z The Course of the Non-Co-operation Movement r r

3 Character of the Indian Nationalist Movement
Under Gandhi's Leadership

4 British Resistance to the Nationalist Movement

BooK rr Towards aVocation rgz2-r925

r Ennui, Renovation, Ennui
z Stumbling on a Friend: Bibhuti Banerii

3 Some Incidens and Bereavement

4 Written in Despair

5 LiteraryApprenticeship
6 The Literary Situation in Bengal

BooK rrr TheScholarGipsy rgzGr9z8

r I Become the Scholar Gipsy

z Punishment for the Scholar Gipsy

3 Lost Rivers and Lost Happiness

4 A Literary Campaign

5 Rescued at Last

BooK rv The Gandhian Rebellion I9z7-
r932

r The Rising Typhoon
z India under the Lathi

27

56

7r

74
86

97
ro8
I3I
r47

r6r

r64
r8o
20r
2r7

46

249

252

275



vlll CONTE NTS

3 The Bengali Revolutionary Movement
4 Emergence as a Publicist

BooK v IntoMarriedLife ry32-tg37

r Sacrament of Hindu Marriage
z Blessed are the Poor with Spirit
3 Calcutta Corporation

4 More Ordeals

5 Remaining Homo Sapiens

6 The Siege is Raised

aooK vr Experience of Politics rg37-rg3g

r Joys and Trials of a Secretary's Life
z The Gandhian Congress

3 Politics in Bengal: Governmental and Civic
4 Gandhi-Bose Feud

BooK vrr India Enioys the War rg3g-rg4r

r Coming of the War
z Watchful Expectation

3 India Sings her Te Deum

4 From Exultation to Panic

5 Tagore: The Lost Great Man of India
6 Farewell to Bengal

BooK vrf r MigrationtoDelhi rg42-rg41

t First Months in Delhi
z The Three Delhis

3 End of the War

BooK rx Victor-Victim ry45-rg47

r How Fear Came

z Testament on England

3 My Faith in Empires

287

3r9

339

342

t6+
376
g8+

392
399

4rr

414

434

4s8
500

53r

534

549
s6+

s8z

595
6lt

68r

68+

708

738

75r

755

762

773



Surrender to the Axis in India
The Red Carpet for Indian Independence
Mount Batten Piled on Mount Attlee
Eruption of Independence (r947)

BooK x CrossingtheBar rg47-rg12

r Genesis of the Autobiography
z Gandhi Pursued by Fate

3 Commentator: Offrcial and Private

4 Fortunes of the Autobiography

5 Death of MyMaster
6 Reception to the Autobiography

7 Stranded Again

EPr r.ocu E Credo ut Intelligam

Index

lx

4

5

6

I

78t
8o4

8tz
8zt

86r

868

8t+
886

8sz

906

9r3
925

939

965



Explanation about Indian names

An explanation on this score is called for because I have adopted a manner

which may give rise to confusion. That is about Bengali names only. These

are exactly like European names, i.e. one or two personal names followed

by the surname, which is hereditary. But colloquially the Bengalis do not

employ the surname. Instead, they use the personal name' with or without

an honorific suffix. For instance, equals or elders would address or

mention me only as 'Nirad', but where a respectful manner is expected I
would be both referred to and spoken to as 'Nirad Babu'. So, I have

referred to those Bengali public figures whom I knew as so and so Babu,

e.g. Subhas Babu or Sarat Babu. In the index all Bengali names are cross-

referenced, both under the surname and personal name.

The manner over the rest of India has in recent times become chaotic,

although strictness was tlre rule traditiqnally. Therefore in mentioning

non-Bengali Indians I have used the form either used by the holders or by

the public generally. With some figures, it is simply the popular honorific

title, e.g. Mahatmaji for Gandhi.

In case of doubt the reader should turn to the index where everyone

mentioned by me is formally identified.
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INTRO DUCTI ON

Apologia pro Biographia sua

This book continues the story of my life and thoughts from the point of
time at which it was left in The Autobiography of an Unknown Indian,

published in r95 r. That was my first book, and in it I gave an account of
my childhood and student days which came to an end in rgzt, when I was

twenty-three years old. How I began to write an autobiography in the

middle of rg47, when I was short by six months of being fifty, I shall

relate in the last part of this book, which deals with that stage of my life.

Here I shall only say that even then it was my intention to bring down the

story to tg47, the year of the British withdrawal from India, so that I

might conclude it with a decisive historical event and be enabled to give a

complete account of the decline and fall of the Indian Empire of Britain.

But the narrative of my early life alone had become so long that there

could be no question of including what I did and what happened in India

after rgzt in the same book.

The contemplated but unwritten part of the story is now offered. But as

things turned out, I could not begin it till the spring of 1979, when I was

eighty-one, and I have taken more than six years to complete the work. I am

formally dating the completion on z3 November 1986, when I have also

completed eighty-nine years of my life. I dare not ask even myself what

marks age is imprinting on the book. I leave that to be iudged by the reader.

For myself I shall plead that I have tried as best as I can to forget the lapse of
time, and to write the book on the same lines and in the same spirit as its

predecessor.

However, even now I have not been able to give the book the end one

would expect it to have. Of course, autobiographies cannot have the same

logical end as biographies always have. But they are generally brought

down to the time when they are written. This book falls short of even that by

thirty-two years, for it only covers my'working life', which began in rgzr
and came to a, close at the end of ry52. Since then I have been

'independent' and have lived by my writings. Although this period of my

life, too, has had its vicissitudes and has ended by bringing a man who

travelled on elephants in his boyhood to England in a iumbo iet to spend his
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last days there, that part of the story will in all probability never be written.

I shall now explain in what way this book is a sequel to The Autobiography

of an Unknown Indian. In spite of its title, that book was not truly an

autobiography. It was a picture of the society in which I was born and grew

up. In its preface I set down the purpose I had in mind in writing it. 'The
story I want to tell,' I wrote,

'is the story of the struggle of a civilization with a hostile environment, in

which the destiny of the British Empire in India became necessarily

involved. My intention is thus historical, and since I have written the

account with the utmost honesty and accuracy of which I am capable, the

intention in my mind has become mingled with the hope that the book

might bc regarded as a contribution to contemporary history.'

Both in point of intention and of execution, the present book seeks to do

the same thing. In actual fact, in it the struggle of a civilization with its

environment reaches its climax and the British Empire in India disappears.

So, I have avoided calling the book an autobiography.
Nevertheless, there is more autobiography in it than there was in the

previous book, the soi-disant autobiography of mine. The reasons for this

will be given at the end of this introduction. Acrually, this book has three

elements in it: first, my personal life which I have made the framework of
whatever history I wish to offer; second, my thoughts and feelings about the

public and historical events through which I have passed; and third, an

account of what happened in India in the political and cultural spheres in

the period from rgzr to rg12, free from the current myths.

About the political element in the book, I would say that tlere was a

stronger compulsion to give it the place it occupies in it than there was in
the first instalment of the autobiography. The period from rgzr to rg47

was one of intense political excitement and activity in India, and it ended

with a climax which was significant for world history as well. As it
happened, in the very year I took up employment, i.e. r9zr, there also

began a wholly new phase of the Indian nationalist movement under the

leadership of Mahatma Gandhi, which, with its ups and downs, ran its

course until in tg47 itcame to its end with the result it had sought to bring
about, that is to say, the disappearance of British rule in India.

Thus, the first twenty-six of my thirty-one years of working life ran pari
passu with the spectacle of the decline and fall of the British Empire in
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India, and if the working life continued for five more years that had little
political significance, for the real post-independence India did not begin to
cmcrge until the Fifties were well on. The five years from rg47 to r 95 2 were

the twilight ofthe Empire after its sun had set. But the sunset was not in India
alone. After the abandonment of India there was no possibility ofthe survival

of British rule over non-European peoples anywhere in the world; and not

only that, the rule of other European countries, too, was doomed at the same

time. Decline of the political power of Europe began in India. Thus, so far as

this book is history, it is the first chapter of the very much larger history ofthe
end ofEuropean rule over non-European peoples.

This political history had also a cultural complementwithin India, about

which nothing has been written and therefore nothing is known. That was

the decline of the modern Indian culture which w4s created by Indians
during the British rule under the impact of European civilization. It was

mainly the creation ofBengalis who had received their education in English.

In this book I come forward as a witness of this double decline.

Furthermore, as a Bengali, I have to record a decline which has a poignant

relevance to me. During tle same period ofpolitical and cultural decline in
India I had also to observe the eclipse ofBengal as a force in Indian politics

and culture. From the beginning of British rule down to tgio the Bengali
people dominated the political and cultural life of India. How positive their
domination in politics was will be realized if I recall the curious idea which
the British administrators in India held about the extension of self-
government to Indians. This, they said with anger and contempt, would be

handing over India to the Bengali Babu, whom even in r 9 r r Kipling called

Caliban. But from r 9z r onwards the influence of Bengal in Indian politics

began to decline. In the cultural field the same decline became perceptible

to me, and I myself took some part in what might be called the Bengali
Kulturkampf. With independence, the eclipse of Bengal was completed.

As years passed after I had begun adult life in r gz r, the spectacle of an

all-embracing decline in India pressed so heavily on my mind that I set

down my forebodings in a passage of The Autobiosrophj of an Unknown

Indian, written just before India became independent on r 5 August 1947.

This was what I wrote:

'If there is to be any vanished or vanishing Atlantis to speak of in this book,
it should be and would be all our life lived till yesterday. All that we have
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learnt, all that we have acquired, and all that we have prized is threatened

with extinction. We do not know how this end will come, whether through a

cataclysmic holocaust or slow putrid decay. But regarding the eventual

cxtinction there does not secm to be any uncertainty.'

That was written in tg47, and now the sccne has become clearer. I can

see that it is going to be putrid decay and not the clean blaze. The three

initial decades ofthis tragic process is covered in this book.

The very conception of the work was bound to make it a kind of political

and cultural history. But even if I had intended to write only an

autobiography I could not have excluded the public and collective themes

because they were part and parcel ofthe personal lives ofall Indians ofthat
age. Above all, politics was the main preoccupation of the mental life of all

of us, the vortex of all our thoughts and emotions. Even more than in

contemporary Europe, we in Bengal were politique d'abord,politique partzul,

politique toujours, politique uniquement.It impinged even on our workaday

life. In my case, my personal career would not have been what it became

except for the political developments described in the book. Moreover,

those developments were interwoven with the very strong sense ofvocation

I had from a very early age. I wanted to be a writer, and one who was to be

involved with public affairs. I always thought that a writer was a man of
action in his way, and since I could not take part in real action I conceived of
my rolc as an observcr with a practical purpose, that of being a Cassandra

giving warnings of calamities to come. I began to utter them from the very

bcginning of my carecr as a write r, and many of them will be included in

this book. Thereforc, the events that provoked them could not be excluded

from it.
But there are also more matter of fact rcasons for making it some sort of a

historical narrative. I have now come to the conclusion that no true history

of the disappearance of the British Empire in India will nerbe written. For

one thing, none of those who are now writing full or partial histories of this

epoch have any personal experience to be able to appraise the events

correctly, far less to be able to recreate the spirit and atmosphere. All of
them were too young, and many not even born when tlte events were

happening. This objection would at first sight seem to be wholly pointless

because most historians write about events they have not seen' and even

those which are far removed from them in time. But these historians have
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the means by which they can reconstruct the past, both factually and

imaginatively, in adequate source material, to interprct which they can

bring to bear on them some analogous expericnce. Both arc absent in the

case of reccnt Indian history, in spite of its recentness.

To deal with the question of sympathctic rcconstruction. The Indian

nationalist movement had such a peculiar character and atmosphere that

nobody who has not livcd through it can have a true idea of what it was like,

and nothing likc that has bcen secn in India after it had gained its obiect, or

elsewhere at any time. The inadcquacy of the sources is a more serious

handicap. Duc to this, thc historians cannot come upon all the facts, some

of which havc never becn recorded, some forgotten, and some even

deliberatcly supprcssed.

The historians of today havc to depend almost exclusively on the official

papers writtcn during British rule and preserved in the record officc of thc

Governmcnt of India and in the library of the India Office in London. My

opinion of them will be found set down with some bluntness in the book.

Hcrc I shall only say that as records of events they are incomplete' and as

their intcrpretation very misleading. If the British officials in India could

understand what was happening in the country the Empirc would not have

disappeared so soon or would have been abandoned honourably. More-

ovcr, it has to be pointed out that many of the records in which the frankest

opinions were to be found were destroyed.

The insufficiency of the official papers, it might be argued, can be made

up from the newspapers, most of which voiccd nationalist opinions. Even

so, they are not frank records ofreal opinions, and often they could not even

publish facts. This was duc to the existence of severe laws of sedition which

compelled both the editors and rcporters to beat about the bush. The gaps

ofinformation thus left cannot be filled up from private papers of the Indian

leaders in the form of lcttcrs or diarics written at the time of the events.

Indians arc not in the habit of keeping diaries, or even of writing frank

letters. In the last days of British rule there were also considerable risks in

scnding letters through the post. Letters from or to anyone who was

connected with politics werc intercepted. Even some of my quite

innocuous letters to Jawaharlal Nehru were kept back by the police and I

have been told that some of them are among the records. I never got some

of the lettcrs an Indian nationalist in the United States wrote to me, and he

also did not get my letters.



xvlll I N'I'RO T) U C'1'I O N

One more point about the inadequacy of the records, printed or in
manuscripts, must be madc. The proceedings of the numcrous con-
ferences and formal discussions never gave any idea of the real motives and

thoughts of the participants. They were all concerned to present a case,

attempting at best only plausible advocacy. Let mc give one example, that of
thc voluminous records of the discussions on the partition of India. No one

will find in them any evidence as to the real forces at work to bring about the
catastrophic event, nor of the motives which made the parties concerned
accept it.

Given all these insufficiencies in the source material, it is not surprising
that most of the historical works which profess to give a scholarly view of the
cvcnts of this period are arid, shallow, uninspired, totally devoid of
atmosphcrc, and at timcs even false. The only accounts which havc colour
are thc Indian nationalist myths, but even their luridness is madc dull by thc

crudity of style of the writcrs. As if that was not enough, this period of
Indian history has becomc the lush pasture of the intellectual fops who
want to air their clcverness or earn money by selling historical tinsel to an

ignorant, Wcstcrn Indophilc readcrship. The pictorial presentation,
whether in films or rv fcatures, is the most spurious of this merchandise.
When looking on them no one ever says: Caaeat emptzr.

Besides, there arc emotional compulsons on both British and Indian
historians to falsify history. It is of one kind among the British writers, and
of another in the Indians. A maiority of the British writers cannot deal with
thc period without focusing their minds on the exit from India and
justifying it. Many even glorifu it. But there are also others who write with
romantic nostalgia about the last days of the Empire, reconciling
themselves to its disappearance with the words of King Arthur:

The old order changeth, yielding place to new,

And God fulfils himself in many ways,

Lest one good custom should corrupt the world.
Comfortthyself ...

The Indians, on thcir part, do not need comfort, thcy congratulate
thcmselves as the legatees of the British, and they cannot be critical about
the demise of their political father, even if his death was due to political
delirium tremens and political tertiary s)?hilis. But in some Indians there is

another compulsion. Most of the young historians who are writing about
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the period are the sons of officials who served the British Government in

India 'loyally', and when they are not, they are in any case sons of the 'loyal

Indian gentlemen'who remained on the safe side. They have all to make up

^ great deal of arrears of loyalty to the nationalist movement, more

especially, to the Congress.

They, therefore, show a partisanship in regard to both which is all on the

surface and often extremely unpleasant. Some of them indulge in taunts

and sneers at the British in a manner which in British days not even the

more uneducated Indian iournalist of extremist persuasion aired. Their
writings do not shed any dignity on the nationalist movement or its leaders.

They reduce both to their own mental level. Some of the greatest of
modern Indians have been pitiable victims of their shallow biographers.

In reality, the Indian nationalist movementwas too stark and elemental a

movement to be understood by mediocre minds. Whether quiescent or in
eruption, it had an evil grandeur, redeemed only by an apocallptic faith in
the advent of political independence for India. The spectacle which the

hatred and faith presented in combination was like that of a volcano against

the light of dawn, the red of the foreground burning more lurid against the

white background. I have tried to describe the living as well as livid scene as

I saw it. Its smell, too, when not sulphurous, was fetid.

This will account for certain omissions in my account which will be

noted by those who will read it as history. While I have not sacrificed

historical truth anyrvhere in the book, I have not tried to write a formal

history. Myview of the events and circumstances as presented in it is for the

most part that which I formed as I was passing through the events, when I
had no knowledge of all the facts, especially in respect of the motives,

intentions, and calculations ofthe actors. I have since then learnt a good

deal ofthese, but I have not taken account ofthem in my presentation of
history. I judge policies and actions by their results, and not by the

intentions of the participants. I learned very early in life that the path to hell

was paved with good intentions. The most extraordinary fact about the

recent history of India is that none of those who, whether Indian or British,

were in reality Agents of Evil, had any suspicion that they were that and not

Children of Light. I have therefore quoted extensively from my contem-

poraneous writings, and I present the views expressed in them to be iudged
in the light of the ultimate historical result. A true student of history knows

that history does not forgive. In India she has not.
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I have yet one more explanation to give in connection with the historical

scope of the book. That is about the importance assigned to Bengal,

Bengali life, and Bengali culture in it. Of course, that would be considered
perfectly natural in a Bengali who is writing an autobiography. But I would
have done the same thing if I had been a non-Bengali writing about British
rule in India as a whole. A British historian concerned with the permanent

results of that rule would and should give as much importance to Bengal,

and so would and should a sociologist or historian dealing with cultural
interactions.

The reason for doing so should have been obvious, but it is curious that

British historians have not even been conscious of it, in which they have

been victims of the pref udices of their countr).rnen in India. Even in the
political sphere the Bengalis were the pioneers of the modern nationalism
of all Indians. However, this in itself was so disliked by the British
administrators that they removed their capital from Calcutta in order to get

away from it. Bengal was still more important in another sphere not less

significant, which was the cultural.
So far as British rule had a psychological aspect and a civilizing mission

in India, its greatest achievement was seen in Bengal. That was the

renovation of the culture and mental life of a people who had become

almost fossilized culturally. British rule, by bringing European cultural
influences to bear on Indian life, created what was virnrally a new culture.
Its cradle and centre of diffusion was Bengal. Its quality, too, was very fine,
in spite of its limitations and weaknesses.

But it was created and preached by the Bengalis, and not by the British
administrators or the British community. With the exception ofa very small

number ofvery wise British administrators, and the missionaries generally,

this new culture and its creators, i.e. the Bengalis, were hated by the local
British. They did not like the adoption of their culture by the Indians, and

displayed throughout British rule an unmeasured rancour against the

activity.

In this lay the greatest failure of British imperialism in India, for no

empire can last without practising cultural proselytization. The British in
India rejected this role. Their attitude presented a total contrast to that of
the Romans, who were true imperialists. They felt proud to have given

peace to the Mediterranean world, but were not ashamed to confess that
the conquered Greeks conquered them culturally..The British were not
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required to adopt Indian culture, and were expected only to spread their
own culture. Even this inspired them with horror, and their abuse of the

Bengalis and other Indians who were assimilating European culture was

not only unrestrained but indecent and aggressive. This behaviour is
unparalleled in the history of all civilized peoples in ancient or modern

times, and even for the study of this perverse phenomenon, Bengal is the

most suitable region in the world. I think I have now produced enough

iustification for the historical aspect ofthis book.
But in this book I have also put a good deal of myself, that is, about my

personal life and fortunes. At the beginning of this introduction I said that

I shall explain why I have done so. The first reason is that the reader has

the right to know what kind of man is this writer who seems to claim a

prophetic role for himself. As no fruit can be better than the tree, I am

presenting myself quite frankly.
Besides, whatever might be my qualifications to pose as a iudge of

contemporary events, in my personal life I may be an example to others,

because my life is a striking instance of the survival of the unfittest. Even

when I was thirty-four years old as well as married, my father used to say:

'I have no anxiety for my other sons, but Nirad is utterly unfit to go

through the world.' Yet of his six sons, it is this son who, in the ultirnate

resort, has done best even in the worldly way.

This certainly should have a moral, and the moral will be underlined if
I explain why my father held his opinion about me. He was fully aware of
all the physical and mental limitations I had. I shall give some idea of
them.

First, as to my physical unfitness, I was a seven-months' child of an

ailing mother, who became worse after my birth, and could not feed me

after my third month. I had to be fed on cow's milk, which was always

contaminated. So, from that time to almost my sixtieth year, I suffered

from stomach troubles which weakened my heart. I never really enioyed

passably good health until I came to England in r97o, and that was at best

making a derelict cottage fit to live in for the time being.
Furthermore, from my fourteentl year I had to live away from home for

my education, and never got the food I needed. So I suffered from
malnutrition, and never grew into a healthy and strong young man. Thus,

born plain, I became even worse, scragry and pinched in my limbs and

features. I remained just over five feet tall, and only six stone in weight
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until over seventy. There was no question at any time of my life of my being

physically impressive.

My mental handicaps were not less formidable. I was timid and shy till I
was almost forry, and could not mix easily with men. I was indolent by

disposition, in addition to being forced to be so by my physical weakness.

Furthermore, although very obstinate in pursuing ends which lured me, I

was weak in respect of rational exercise of the will. To add to that, I had a

pride and sensitiveness which made me incapable of asking for anything

from others, and I had also an unconquerable dislike for pushing myself

forward, which I considered very vulgar.

Yet I have survived with some achievement: proportionate to my abilities

of course; but neither more nor less. Even in the best of worlds, by all

normal expectations, a man like me would have remained obscure. But in
the world in which I was born and had to make a living my bodily survival

alone should be regarded as a biological freak, and to have had some

achievement as a psychological miracle. This should encourage those who

from lack of courage throw in the sponge, and from weak despair commit

suicide or do worse - become Communists. Communism is a strange

political and social doctrine: in individuals, it arises from egotism

denatured beyond reason by envy and hatred, and in its collective

application it destroys individual liberty.

How was my survival possible? So far as that was due to anything within

me, I owe it to an obstinate will to live and to a capacity for self-assertion

through writing, for neither ofwhich I can claim any moral credit because I
was born with them.

But I was also helped by others, for which they can take credit. This
outside help came to me unsolicited, given freely to me by some of my

countrymen but mostly by individual Englishmen, all ofwhom perhaps saw

something in me which was worth supporting. I can only hope that this aid

of theirs was not as unwise as the immense amount of money given by the

nations of European origins to the so-called Third World. But the mere

fact that I was helped to survive shows how litde point there is in thinking ill
of mankind and complaining about iniustice. Whenever I had the energy to

do something my work was recognized.

Without in any way intending to take away from the generosity of these

benefactors, I would add that in helping me they obeyed a power above

themselves in whose existence I believe. I think there is a great mercy
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immanent in the universe which takes care precisely of those who are least

fit to take care of themselves. This belief of mine has nothing to do with

rational inference, and is justified only by faith. I arrived at a new faith for

myself after having lost faith very early in life in all established religions.

Belief in the mercy is part of that faith.

But I also think that my personal life has a relevance to the general

human situation today which has been created by history. I shall make no

mystery about it and shall set it down in plain words without beating about

the bush. The problem which I had to face in my personal life was how to

pass through an age ofdecadence without being touched by it. At the end of
my life I have come to the conclusion that civilized human existence all over

the world is completing the latest cycle of its history by descending into its

natural Avemus. I think our times are comparable to the fifth century of the

Christian era when St Augustine saw the Graeco-Roman world crumbling

all around him. The present situation of humanity is different from that

only in this, that the scale is larger and the decadence universal. It embraces

even the Americans who are in fact a young nation in point of age, and are

placed in the van of human progress.

To develop the point further. The civilized world we have known and

lived in, and whose evolution through fifteen hundred years has been

described in detail by historians, will certainly come to an end soon enough

as time is iudged by the historical scale. But it will not do so through the

hypothetical catastrophe over which there is so much lamentation and even

gnashing of teeth and tearing of hair by many and above all by young

people, that is to say, a nuclear war. This eschatological fear is exactly like

the fear of the Day of Last Judgement which haunted the minds of those

who lived in the first centuries of the rise of European civilization. Just as

that did not come to pass, today's expected end also will not. Civilized

human existence will perish through internal decay as the Graeco-Roman

world did. I have been a life-long spectator of this decay, and the

experience has made me feel like a heretic being burnt at the stake, but

without release from the torture by death.*

I shall not say that thoughtful men are not conscious of the decadence

and of the working of powerful destructive forces. But no one seems to

accept its inevitability and its sweep, and regulate their thinking on the

* -l'he connection between the social and cultural decadence with technological progtess,

both features ofour age, will be discussed in the Epilogue.
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present situation of humanity in the light of this sentence of death. I
attribute this insensibility or reluctance to a strange limitation of the

collective human mind. Nobody travels along a road without knowing

where it leads to. No captain of a ship sets out on a voyage without his charts

and, while sailing, without taking his position every day. But nations travel

through time without orienting themselves in it. Even if they perceive

weaknesses and ailments in their condition they attribute it to passing

disorders amenable to treatment, and cannot recognise that these may

belong to the end of a life cycle. The really dangerous aspect of decadence

in human communities is the insensibility to it which it always creates.

As it happened, my experience made me look at the changes through
which I was passing in a different way. I began to feel alienated from the

society in which I was living even from the time I entered the world in r 9z r,
when I was in my early twenties. As I wrote in the first instalment of my

autobiography:

'I distinctly felt that the world around me had changed in the meantime [i.e.
during the previous five years when I was engaged in my studies]. The
changes were negative as well as positive. Certain things and qualities,

dominant in the old order in which I was born and brought up, had

disappeared or were disappearing. Certain other things, previously absent,

were entering or holding the field. There was no aspect of our existence in
which the voids and the intrusions were not crying aloud for notice.'

I noticed them, and being irritated instinctively by them, resolved to

resist them even without realizing their true character. Gradually, I came to

see that these were the emerging symptoms of the decay ofthat Bengali way

of life which had been created by modern Bengalis under the influence of
European culture during British rule. By the nineteen-thirties I had fully
realized that there was no future for the Bengali people and their culture.

This made me think of leaving Bengal and migrating to northern India,

because I assumed that the Hindi-speaking people of that region had more

vitality and therefore promise. It seemed to me that they were more simple.

After my marriage my wife always wanted me to do so. But it was not
possible to act on this conviction because I was then tied down to Calcutta

by the compulsion of earninga livelihood. Butwhen an opporrunity came to

leave Bengal without losing the means of living, I gladly took advantage of
it. I went to Delhi, where I lived from rg4z to r g7o. However, even before
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that long sojourn was over - in fact, by the time independence came to India

in ry47 - I discovered that the speakers of Hindi were in no better

predicament than we Bengalis. I even found that they were sunk deeper in

decadence, for they were fossilized while we in Bengal were decomposing.

Theirs was certainly a simpler state of human existence, but it did not have

the simplicity on which I had reckoned.

More anticipation of decadence was to follow. Even before indepen-

dence came to India, I had begun to think of migrating to England to escape

from the Indian decadence, and on this too my wife was insistent. But that

was not practically possible. Nevertheless, even without first-hand experi-

ence of English life I developed very strong misgivings about the furure of
the English people iust after the war. My confidence about it was

thoroughly shaken, and I shall narrate in the book what I did when that

happened.

The subsequent thirty years have fully confirmed my fears. It is a fatality

with me that wherever I go the spectre of decadence treads at my heels like

the Foul Fiend. It has, even to the shores ofthe Pacific at Vancouver, and to

Texas in the United States, which is supposed to breed the modern savage.

It is certainly the base of the gigantic power which sends spacecraft to travel

beyond Jupiter, but those proiectiles rise from a moral swamp in which

human beings are being sucked in as were dinosaurs of old.

It has taken me sixty years to have this revelation. The experience is now

decisive to convince me, although certainly not in its full unfolding. But a

man who was born in the year of the Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria

and has lived to this day could not have asked for a more thorough and

lenghy demonstration. If anyone thinks that one lifetime, however long,

could not have seen both the high noon and the falling dusk ofEuropean

civilization, the greatest known so far in history, I would only tell him that

my life lived so far is slightly longer than the period of ancient history from

the reign of Constantine the Great- from the year of the Nicene Council to

be precise - to the year of the capture of Rome by Alaric the Visigoth. St

Augustine's life was shorter and he never lived under a great emperor. Yet

his experiences were decisive enough for him to make him give up all hope

for the City of Man, fix them on the City of God, and formulate his terrible

doctrine of theological predestination. I think my experience of more

catastrophic events during a longer life entides me to put forward my

doctrine of historical predestination.
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It may be thought that I am speaking too dogmatically, too absolutely
like Machiavelli,. but I am not afraid of being a believer in absolutes: I
have not only written but also acted all my life in the light of values which
I have regarded as absolute. Indeed, could anything be more ridiculous
than the idea of the relativity of values in a world in which every

individual, however uneducated, claims an absolute right to live according
to his whims, however tawdry? Ever since the beginnings of civilized
existence for man the same things have been believed to be true, right,
and beautiful and accepted as such by all peoples in all ages with a

unanimity which makes them valid. The ideas of what is true, right, and

beautiful are relative only in their achieved amplitude and variety. They
can never be relative in their essential quality. Because of this belief in
absolutes I have never been caried awal by the currents of history, I have

n ao i gat e d thr ou gh them.

However, I have not been able to tell the whole story of this navigation

in this book. It deals only with the first thirty years of the voyage, during
which my resistance to the currents was confined to my immediate
environment in Bengal and India. The book as a fully worked out picture
of a process of decadence is thus an inset in a very large canvas which has

already been painted by history but cannot be by me. When I was passing

through the events I have described, I had no perception oftheir universal
affiliations. But writing about them after intervals ranging from thirty to
sixty ycars, I could not remain unaware of these affiliations. And I would
ask the reader too not to forget that.

I do so in the first place because what the book contains is only the first
chapter of the long but still unfinished history of the Decline of the West,
of which Spengler spoke. My second reason is that the restricted
experience of decadence which I had gave me the opportunity and time to
devisc a pattern of behaviour which has served me throughout life and

enablcd mc to pass unscathed through the more extensive and in-
timidating decadence I had to witness afterwards. This might help others

if they adopted it. I would, however, assure the reader that I have not
allowed my knowledge of aftcr events to colour my account. There are in
the book historical verdicts made in retrospect. But I have kept them
distinct from my description of what I saw, and from the recording of my

opinions, forebodings and malaise as they were, retaining their immediate
intensiw.
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But whatever there might have been of imprecision or uncertainty in my

diagnosis of the historical situation in which I was placed there was none

whatever in my prescription for the disease. I seemed to have acted on the

advice of Machiavelli who wrote: 'Physicians say of consumption, that in
the early stages of this disease it is easy to cure but difficult to diagnose:

whereas later on, ifit has not been recognised and treated at the beginning,

it becomes easy to diagnose and difficult to cure. The same thing happens

in affairs of state.'Thereby I have been able to save myself, as ip any case I
was determined to do, although in regard to others I could only give

warnings without being heeded. I have succeeded in living my life
according to my lights, and the prescription for it is very simple.

Its first ingredient is the capacity to shake off the fetters of the present'

No one who is in bondage to it can have any true view of life. So I would not

accept an opinion simply because it was a product of the times. Fashion, the

tyrant of humanity taken in the mass, had no hold on me. Moreover, it has

never been in my character to form opinions or formulate even historical

conclusions with no apparent practical application, without seeing their

relevance to my personal life and acting on them. Doing that all my life, I
took risks which were incalculable in advance, but from which I have

profited in retrospect.
This has led me to a ceaseless conflict with the world in which I have had

to live. For this reason at one time I thought of giving the title One Man

against his People to this book. But that would have given quite a false idea of
my life. I was against historical trends, not any people. I have had no

personal maladjustments, far less quarrels of my own seeking, with the

society in which I have lived, due either to injustice or frustration. I was

born and brought up in a class of Bengali society which had been dominant

through the ages, and became even more dominant during British rule.

Again, the class which dominates India today is some sort of an extension of
the Bengali class to which I belonged. Thus, if I speak of alienation from a

world, that does not mean social or personal alienation. Tocqueville once

said that when he talked to a gentilhomme he felt that he belonged to the

same family, although he shared none of his opinions, wishes, or thoughts,

whereas a bourgeois was always a stranger. It has been the same with me.

Although I have rejected the whole ideology ofthe dominant order in India,

I am socially at home only among them. I could have shared their position

and prosperity if I had wanted that, and if I have not, that has been my free
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choice. Therefore, I have never been under the compulsion to go on that
wild goose chase which in these days is called 'discovering one's identity'. I
never lost mine, and never had any doubts about it.

Finally, iust as my opinions have been a part of the act of living for me, so

have been my writings. In fact, the increasing commercialization of
authorship often creates in me an unconquerable revulsion from calling
myself an author, and the fear of being included among the manufacturers
of books gives me recurrent fits of nausea. Writing has never been for me a

means to a career. Through my books and articles I have tried in the first
instance to understand the world in which I have lived for myself, and next
to warn others about the dangers in it. They were my reactions to the events

I saw and the situations I had to face. Never in my life, even under the
pressure of dire necessity, have I written to earn money by supplying an

existing demand. On the contrary, most often I have chosen subiects in
which there was no interest. For example, I could easily have made my first
book a biography of Nehru. Instead, I made it the autobiography of an

unknown Indian. I can guess what a biography of Nehru by me, published
in r 95 r, could have done for me, and the reader of this book will find what
my actual choice brought on me in India.

Yet writing as I have done, I have been able to create an interest in my
books and earn a livelihood which has been adequate for living a basically
civilized life. If on account of that I can be included among the small
number of men who have lived by imposing their terms on the world, it does
not speak less for the world. It cannot be as tyrannical as many people think
it to be. That has induced me to allow for the play of free will within its
limits in my very deterministic view of human life. That combination, I
would call: libertas in imbeio.
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Prefatory Note

This book deals with my working life, which began in July I 9z r and endcd

in November rg;z. I am using the phrase 'working life' in its current

acceptation, i.e. as the description of that period of a man's life in which he

maintains himself by working for another party, called the employer' and

receives in return the money which this employer chooses to give him.

Normally, he does not do what he wants to do, but what the same employer

wants him to perform. This way of making a living is now called

employment, and this is regarded as the birthright of every man or woman'

so much so indeed that the task of meeting this birthright is considered to

be the first duty of every State.

In reality, the modern employment is the ancient slavery supported by

the State, and mitigated only by the contemporary slave's power to

blackmail his master. So, in all modern societies, there is an unceasing cold

Servile War. What I call working life is a different thing. It is that period of a

man's life in which he has the capacity as well as the disposition to do what

he wants to do from a sense of vocation and considers himself iustified in

claiming from sociery some remuneration for the products of his industry

or his services to the extent they are of use to it. This relationship between

human labour and its monetary reward is now to be seen only in exceptional

cases. What is more significant is the fact that the free man's old aversion to

becoming a hireling has also virtually disappeared. It is even regarded as

unnatural and illogical, so that a man who maintains himself by doing what

he likes to do is called a self-employed man' i.e. a man who is a slave to a

master created by a legal fiction which splits his personality.

My working life, as covered in this book, was indeed in form a hireling's

life. But except for the first five years, two important reservations as to its

character have to be made. First, for nearly six years out of the thirty-one

years and odd covered in this book, I was unemployed in the current sense,

but without any unemployment benefit. Next, over the rest of the period, I
never accepted a salaried post under any employer, even the Government

of India. unless the work in it harmonized either in itself or collaterally with

what I regarded as my vocation. What was not less significant, never in my
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life did I apply for a iob, although for the two posts under the Government
of India I had to submit a formal application after it had been decided that I
should have them.

My first salaried employment was what I have called slavery. I was

compelled to accept it; in fact, I welcomed it, because my working life
began with a defeat - the only one which I have accepted in my life. That
was my failure to secure the un degree in rgzo. This has been described at
some length inTheAutobiography of an Unknopn Ind,iaz (American edition,
r95 r, pp. 35 r-53). It put academic employment out of my reach, because

in India no one could become a university teacher without the ua degree.

So, to redeem my failure, I took up the only employment which came in
my way. Without it, I should have been demoralized.
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Employment

Aftcr I had dccidcd not to try for the ;r'r n degree a sccond time, there was no

point in my staying with my parcnts at Kishorgani, where I was born and

thcy lived. I had to look for employment, and Calcutta was the only place

where I could do that. So I wcnt there early in the summer of r 9z I . I parted

from my father in deep distress. After hearing about my decision he had

taken up an attitude of detachment in regard to me which was not natural in

him. He had also become very cold to me. Both hurt me deeply' and I saw

no softening of his severity when I started for Calcutta. There was also no

hope to counteract my depression. I was prepared indeed to take up any

kind of employment that might come in my way without being fastidious

about the work or the salary. But I also knew how difficult it was for young

Bengalis with even the highest academic qualifications to find any iob
whatever, without reference to his wishes or expectations' and my

qualifications were only a second best.

To make matters worse , the iourney to Calcutta was the most unpleasant

I have had in my life. There was a strike on the new railway line which

scrved Kishorgani, and so I had to go to the old railway station which was

scvcntccn miles away. Sincc the opening of the new line in r9r7
communications on that side had become very casual' The boat in which I

took the last lap of the journey arrived at the station iust in time to let me

hear the whistlc and puffing of the starting engine. There was no other till
thc ncxt morning.

So I had to spend the night in the bazaar, in what in such places was

called a hotel. I was given an abominable meal ofvery hot sruffwhich I had

to swallow from hunger, although it burnt my tongue. I was then shown to a

large bed covered with a dirty sheet on which a dozen persons were

expected to sleep. The ioke about these hotels was that if you slept on your

back the charge was double. The pillows had no cases, and they were

enamclled with grease and grime, besides smelling of rancid oil from the

hair of the sleepers. Even so, a man refused to give me a pillow which he

said was his, and there was not another for me. I tried to sleep without a

pillow, but the man pressed me with his sweating sticky back. In disgust I



6 yrvFrl-nrool) ANr) Por.l'l'rcs

got down from the bed and slept curlcd up like a dog on my trunk which was

lying on the mud floor. Arriving in Calcutta, I found that the rains had

started, and so the atmosphcrc was dull and misty and the streets were wet
and muddy. All this was no good augury for me.

As soon as I arrived I went and saw a cousin of mine who was middle-
aged and held a senior post in the Military Accounts Department of the

Govcrnmcnt of India. I asked him if he could secure a job for me in his
office, which kept the accounts of the ordnance factories of the Indian
army. Hc promised to do all he could. In thc meanwhile, I resumed my

old habit of going to the Imperial Library to read. The distance from our
house was over four miles, and I, of course, walked because I had no
money to pay the tram fare. I did not like to ask my brother for pocket
money. Fortunately, in our society board and lodging were always

provided for unemployed relatives. That was our unemployment benefit.
But in the library too, I read books which were not cheering. I do not
know how at that very time I came upon the Rougon-Macquart series of
Zola, and read, of all books, the novel Ia Terre.The effect was thoroughly
deprcssing.

I Become a Clerk

However, within a few weeks the psychological weather broke for me. One
aftcrnoon my cousin called, and after the usual inquirics he asked me if I
was still willing to takc up a fob in his office. When I readily consented he

was pleased, for he had already donc something for me. Actually, he had
got a post reserved. I was to go to his office thc next day with an application
for thc sake of form, so that my appointment might be recorded on it. He
had also secured for me a starting salary which was double the normal one

for a clerk. In the way of money I could not have done better if I had taken a

first-class l,rn degree and succeeded in getting the post of tutor or iunior
lecturer in Calcutta University, as had been my original ambition. Of
course, the salary was only about {roo a year but at the time it was a good

start in life for any Indian who was not exceptionally fortunate.
The next day, when I arrived at his office, my cousin took me to the

colleague of his who was in charge of appointments. That official looked at

me in astonishment and exclaimed: 'Why, he is only a boy!'When after that
I was taken to the section in which I was to work, the clerks there were

equally surprised. Probably the news of my higher starting salary, which
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was higher than that of many of thcm although thcy had bcen in service for

many years, had got about, and nothing in my appcarancc scemed to iustif,t
it. Many of them wore a coat also (without a tie of course). I was wearing

only the Bengali cotton tunic on my dhoti, for I had given up the coat' that

ill-matched adiunct to the Bengali costume of my young days'

Afterwards I learned the story of my appointmcnt. It would be regarded

as jobbery or nepotism. I would say that I got the post in the manner in

which in old days thc sons of thc English gentry got into the army or the civil

service, i.e. through what was callcd'intcrest'. However, the British heads

of offices wcrc fully awarc how posts under thcm were being filled. As Mr
E. Harvcy, () u Ii, thc hcad of our officc, told my cousin: 'Do I not know that

a Banerji brings in a Chatterii, and a Chatterf i a Mukherii? But what can we

do about it? Wc cannot rccruit our staff ourselves.' In fact, the man who was

thc Assistant Supcrintendent of my section was a Chatterii who had come

in through thc influence of his father-in-law, a Banerii'

I should cxplain how I got thc post. There were two vacancies in thc

officc, and to one of them a colleague of my cousin had got a young relativc

appointcd, and also sccured for him thc samc higher salary as mine,

because he was a nla. That official was from West Bengal' So, my cousin

and a friend of his in the same rank as his, who was also from East Bengal,

suggested my namc for thc second vacancy, and on thc highcr salary. They

wcre not so crude as to dcmand a quid pro quo for agrccing to the other

candidate, but fully understood, and East and Wcst Bengal came to an

agreement.

The Ofice

The office in which I was to work was under a Deputy Controller of War

Accounts (afterwards called Controller of Factory Accounts). It paid the

bills and audited the accounts of thc eight ordnance factories and two

clothing factories of thc Indian army. The section in which I worked paid

the salaries and wagcs of thc personnel of these establishmcnts.

It was houscd in a vcry impressivc building along with some other

military officcs. Thc aspect was also very fine. The building stood on the

Esplanadc, and from its front verandah wc could sec the Victoria

Memorial, gleaming in white marble across the Maidan' It had been

originally built as the office of Lord Kitchener, when he was

Commander-in-Chief in India. It had some architectural pretcnsion,



t-IVEI,IIIOOD AND POI.ITICS

probably due to him. It had a high central block which from the front looked
like a gate-house, and this block had a pediment resting on tall columns of
the Etruscan order. The entrance to this building was through a high arch
under the central block, which was flanked by two smaller arches. So that
this part of the building looked like the arch of Constantine in Rome. The
central block had two wings with towers at the corners. The whole faqade

was faced with greyish cream stone, and the frieze which ran along the top
of the wings was adorned with medallions, on which the heads of Mars and
Venus were alternately carved.

The inside was also impressive. The floors were of marble, and the
staircase of polished wood with very wide and low steps. Clearly, thc
building was not meant for mere clerks and their supervisors, and we did
nothing to maintain the original dignity of the rooms. They were all
cluttered up with shabby and scruffed tables and chairs, and on the former
were piled up shabbier files and audit registers. One of my new colleagues,
who was also a sn like me, said to me in English when I looked at his table-
top and betrayed some surprise: 'My work is multifarious and so my table is
always surcharged with papers.' He afterwards organized our trade union.
Incidentally, four years later I spoke at its inauguration, and ended with the
peroration: 'If our enterprise is called egoistic I would say with Baron
Sonnino, c'est dgoi\me san6,' and brought my fist thumping on the table. I
had read a good deal about the Versailles Conference by that time. If all ofit
was absurd, it was also part of my quest for a vocation.

The l(ork

The work I had to do was very formal and dull, but at first I performed it
conscientiously. At this time I did not seriously consider whether the
routine work to which I would be tied down if I remained in the Military
Accounts Department would not become uncongenial or even intolerable
to me. For one thing, I was immensely relieved at being rescued out of the
dismal state known as 'educated unemployment' among us. The salary I
was.getting was more than what I would have got in an academic post.
Furthermore, I was pleased with the encouragement that I was getting from
my superiors. They said that they would soon allow me to appear at the
departmental examination for the next higher grade. They also added that
ifl showed capacity in that grade theywould recommend me for the highest
cadre in the Finance Department of the Government of India. My cousin
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had taken the precaution of not taking me under him, probably from the

fear of being accused of partiality. But his friend, under whom I worked,

was not less kind. I think he once thought of having me as his son-in-law. I
was, however, to betray the faith of my well-wishers in the office. But

otherwise I would have betrayed myself.

Another reason for my not taking the bit of clerical work in the teeth at

this stage was that I was prone to curious illusions about any employment I
could secure. I have often been unemployed and gone through long
periods, not only of want and anxiety, but also of humiliations, and so I was

not only glad whenever any job came my way, but also began to imagine that

I would reach the highest post in that line. I had confidence in my ability,

and thus as soon as I got the post of clerk I began to imagine that one day I
would become at least a Deputy Military Accountant General.

This was not so very stupid. Actually, as I was told soon after I had taken

up my work, the supreme head of our side of the accounts of the Indian

army was a Bengali and he had started on a salary which was lower than

mine. Eventually, he became even a Member of the Viceroy's Executive

Council and was knighted. In fact, after I left the Department the man who

had cntered with me on the same salary did eventually become either a

Deputy or Assistant Military Accountant General. Also, a relative of mine

who had entered the department soon after me on a salary which was not

even half of mine, rose to a post carrying a salary which even in my most

prosperous days I did not have with any employer.
As it happened, to foster my illusions I soon got a promotion. I wrote a

note on a claim by a soldier which very much pleased our English chief, and

he sent for me. I went, and he asked me a number of questions. I was told

afterwards that he did not think that I spoke as well as I had written. But he

set that down to shyness. Thus it happened that when our Assistant

Superintendent proposed to go on leave I was appointed to act for him.

That was over the heads of many of my colleagues senior to me. They

could not have been pleased, but they did not show any feeling to me. But

the Assistant Superintendent who was a nr a and in whose place I was to act,

showed it in a different way. He was apparently piqued at the chief s praise

of me, and wanted to show that he could do better. A ruling had come from
the Adf utant General of the Indian army in connection with the claim of an

officer. He got ready to dispute that claim in a note. He gathered all the

books of rules and regulations around himself, turned them over and
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peered into them with extreme concentrition and even tenseness. His pen

spluttered over the note-sheets. I watched him closely, with suppressed

amusement, but his enioyment of his own work was even greater. He
stopped from time to time and read over what he had written, as a painter

steps back to see what he has painted. He smiled and resumed writing and

when he had finished asked all the rest of us who worked with him whether
we would listen to what he had written. Of course, we showed great

curiosity, and he read out his refutation of the Adiutant-General, and
concluded with this flourish: 'The Adjutant-General's ruling must be

taken with a grain of salt.' He was an MA in English and perhaps did not
know where the phrase had come from. Otherwise, he would cerainly have

written: 'Cum grano salis'.

It



CHAPTER 2

The Course of the Non-Co-operation Movement

The main reason behind my not feeling the tedium of office work and not

considering whether I should be able to stick to it, rvas that during its first

months my mind was wholly occupied with the Non-Co-operation

Movement led by Mahatma Gandhi' The movement got that name

because its main aim was to induce the Indian people to withdraw and

withhold all forms of co-operation with the British administration in India

and thereby paralyse it. Mahatma Gandhi said that if his prescription was

followed implicitly, the British would be forced to leave India in less than a

year, which was, ofcourse, perfectly true, but the condition set for it saved

British rule for the time being at least. The programme had been adopted

by the congress at the end of rgzo, and it was put into effect inJanuary,

rgzr, with a boycott of the elections held under the Government of India

Actofrgrg.
I was then at Kishorganiwith my parents. At that time I had left behind

the violent hatred of British rule which had been roused in me by the

repression of r g r g, more especially by its brutal exhibition at Amritsar, and

reverted to my historical view of that rule. I felt repelled by all the features

of the new movement. But I showed moderation about the reiection of the

Montagu-Chelmsford reforms. I said that in spite of their inadequacies

they should have been worked, if for nothing else than to gain administra-

tive experience. But, of course, neither Mahatma Gandhi nor the congress

cared for practical matters.

For the Gandhian specialities, however, I felt only disdain, and did not

mince my words. I said that if we must spin in order to be self-reliant in

respect of clothing, we should also plough in order to eat; or, if we were

sure to get political independence in six months or a year by not going to

schools and colleges, giving up our professions' and resigning from

Government service en masse,we would get it even sooner by committing

mass suicide. My father would not say anything to all this airing of

intellectual superiority, but my motherwould get irritated and tell me curtly

to be less flippant and more reverential.

one dav. an elderly uncle of mine, who had come to visit us, ioined in the
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argument. He lived in an out-of-the-way village to which we could go only

on elephants or horseback or by palanquin, there being no roads to it. But
even there he kept in touch with world affairs. Thus he lectured me not
only on Gandhi, but passing on to Egypt even on Zaghlul Pasha. After that
he took out a piece of paper from his pocket and said that he would sing to

us a song he had written and set to music. Besides being the village squire,

he was also a poet and composer. He sang his song about Gandhi with great

expression and emphatic gestures. Those who have seen a popular picture
of Rouget de Lisle composing La Maneillaise, and his daughter taking it
down with an ecstatic countenance, will be able to form an exact idea of my

uncle's performance. I give the first three lines of the song:

Kd phukichhd singa,
Kon tunga sring6,

Emana marma bhediyd?

'Who is it that is blowing his horn, and from which high peak, to pierce the

heart in this manner?' The message of Gandhi had reached even the

backwaters of East Bengal. But evcryone was accepting him in his own way.

At the bathing ghat an old Brahmin priest told me with flashing eyes: 'He
has come to re-establish Hindu Dharma.'

In the middle of the year I left Kishorgani for Calcutta, where I found the

movement to be in full swing. I could also see its proper magnitude and feel
its real power better in a great city than in my Sleepy Hollow of Kishorgani.
It was not possible any more to air cleverness about it. I felt its intensity. I
had started work in my new office, and, going home by tram in the

afternoon, I heard and saw what might be described as the srn et lumiire of
the movement. In every square huge crowds stood in serried ranks,

listcning with excited gestures and shouts, to the harangues of the leaders.

Thcrc could be no mistaking the enthusiasm. If in all its phases the

nationalist movement gave an exhibition of the hatred of British rule made

visual by mass hysteria, it also provided mass amusement for the people.

In Indian life of those days every one of these movements of agitation
created a psychological atmosphere comparable to our monsoons with their
storms. Thcre was no possibility of remaining unaware of the disturbed
psychological ambiance and it was not necessary to collect statistics to
discover that something was on. The excitement could be felt in the air, so

to speak, and was in any case visible in the movements, stances, and
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cxpressions of even those who pursued business as usual with the utmost
stolidity of behaviour and expression.

Thc gcneral appearance of inertness and impassivity vanished. Anima-
tion could be seen on all faces, and quite ordinary people were lifted out of
the tedium and stuffiness of their day-to-day existence. Their looks

became keen, gestures lively, movements brisk, speaking more voluble, and
they showed an interest in what was happening around them which was not
normal with them. In the everyday life of the Indian people only the
rcligious festivals brought one kind of enioyment. The nationalist move-
ment also brought another, and of a different kind. It was equally real. The
relief from the crushing load of boredom which it gave was one of the
sources of strengh of thc nationalist movement.

The excited mood was sustaine d to a pitch oftenseness by the nationalist
press, both in English and the Indian languages. All Indian iournalists were

themselvcs cxtremists, and in any case no newspaper proprietor could
afford to be less than extremist if he wanted to sell his paper to Indians.
Those who could not or would not join the agitation actively, saved their
conscience by participating in it emotionally by reading the newspapers.
So, the circulation of the papers always went up during the active phases of
agitation. To read the reports and gloat on the brutality of the police and

heroism of the nationalist volunteers was like the daily devotions of
religious Hindus, combined with the vicarious emotion roused by the films.
A poet friend of mine described very wittily and truly the patriotic elation
produced by reading the papers. He wrote that every clerk rose from the
perusal of his morning paper - he actually mentioned the most fiery among

them - in holy wrath and rushed at his wife, yelling'You slut!'
Pcople also spilled out in the streets after office hours on weekdays or on

Sundays to see the fun, and it was this even more than the meetings which
gavc rise to trouble. The Government could not afford to make itself
invisible and allow the crowds to have the run of the streets. So, they
stationed pickets of soldiers at street crossings.* The crowds on their part,

whenever they saw the police or the soldiers, stood at a distance and stared.

This, in turn, provoked the latter to charge.
In one sense, this was almost an animal reaction in the British soldiers,

* The troops assigned to internal order were alu'ays British. Ofthe tbrty-four battalions of
British infantry normally stationed in India, twent_v-seven were allotted to'internal security'
from rezr onwards.
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who could never bear Indians looking at them with a mocking, frightened,

or even curious expression, and invariably charged. But this was also

enjoined on them by the code of practice of the Government. The police

and the soldiers were not to allow large crowds to stand in the streets' lest

excited by the mere consciousness of numbers they should begin some sort

of mischief. Unless the outbursts were checked at once they could give rise

to serious trouble. In one of his stories Kipling described the practice in the

best days of British rule. He wrote: 'The science of defence lay solely in

keeping the mob on the move. If they had a breathing space they would halt

and fire a house, and then the work of restoring order would be more

difficult, to say the least of it. Flames have the same effect on a crowd as

blood has on a wild beast.'And he described the execution of the principle

in these words: 'I heard the shouts of the British infantry crying cheerily:

"Huttfmoveonl, Ye beggarst. Hufi ye devils! Getalong! Go forward there!"

Then followed the ringing of rifle-butts and shrieks of pain.'

So long as the work of keeping peace in India remained one of

maintaining it between Indian and Indian, there was in this task a

combination of lwo feelings in the British soldiery: resigned submission to

an unpleasant duty and the exuberance ofgoing out on a spree' So' on the

one hand, Kipling made his Deputy-Commissioner say when he saw on the

pavement a man lying with a battered skull: 'It is expedient that one man

should die for the people. These brutes were beginning to show their teeth

too much., on the other, he made the soldiers who were going out in the aid

of civil power say: ' "No ball cartridges - what a beastly shame! Hope I shall

meet my money-lender there' I owe him more than I can afford'"'And
when they had gone through all that, which they regarded as being all in the

day's work, they went back to the barracks singing: 'Two lovely black eyes!'

with the coming of the nationalist movement this detachment came to

an end. The British officials, officers, and men became partisans and

acquired the ferocity of partisans. A friend of mine who saw an English

sergeant coming at him with a raised stick, and was afterwards hit, said to

me: 'I could never have imagined that a human face could look so brutal.'

on the other hand, those who were trying to put an end to British rule

non-violently and without hating the British, following Gandhi's admoni-

tion, blamed the police and the soldiers for the breaches of peace. They

always said that the processions were peaceful and would have remained

peaceful but for the presence ofthe police or the soldiers, who always gave a
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provocation. This argument I heard in India for lwenty-five years, and I am

now hearing it in England. I am not surprised because it is bound to be heard

whenever there is an attempt to put an end to an established order.

The Government was put in a dilemma by the nature of the movement. It
was perfectly aware of the danger latent in it, in spite of the profession of
non-violence. At the same time, it did not want to be too drastic and give a

recapitulation of the repression of rgrg, which was regarded as a mistake.

Therefore, this time the police or the soldiers employed only the minimum
force. There were nonetheless one or two regrettable incidents which I shall

describe later. But even if these had not happened and only the minimum of
force had been applied, there would still have been accusations ofpolice and

military brutality. In the last days of British rule the guardians of law and

order were always represented in the Indian prtss as hooligans or terrorists.

This is also being recapitulated in Britain.
Moreover, the Indian public actually felt disappointed if there was no

governmental violence. Their hatred ofBritish rule, with its accompaniment

of a feeling of helplessness against it, made all nationalist Indians who could

not join the agitation, enjoy the stories of brutality in order to amplify their
sense of grievance. Thus the use of force against the Non-Co-operation
Movement, on the whole moderate as it was compared with the serious

nature of the defiance of the Government, was magnified out of all

proportion.

Lord Reading and the Moaement

Such was the general character of the Non-Co-operation Movement as I
saw it. I shall next relate a few particular incidents overwhich I showed strong

feeling. The first of these was a speech by Lord Reading at a dinner given to

him at the Chelmsford Club of Simla on 3o May tgzt.In it he gave an

explanation of his meetings with Mahatma Gandhi. The first of these took

place on r5 May at Simla. It was followed by five more meetings, and the

discussions between Lord Reading and Gandhi were spread over a total

period ofnrelve hours and forty-five minutes. At first nothingwas disclosed

about the purpose and subject ofthe discussions, and so there was a good

deal of suspicious speculation in British as well as Indian circles about them,

as if there was something underhand in them. I had not paid much attention

to the meetings or the rumours, but Lord Reading's speech made an

unpleasant impression on me. The following was its explanatory part:



16 LIVELIIIOoD AND POLITICS

'Unless it be thought that there was any concealment about it, I will tell you

what happened. Mr Malaviya came to me and we had several interviews to

my profit and I hope also to his flaughter], because I think two men cannot

exchange ideas and discuss problems without deriving benefit to either

side. He left me with the impression that he would like me to see Mr
Gandhi. Well, it did occur to me that my address was not altogether

unknown [prolonged laughter]. But I informed Mr Malaviya that if Mr
Gandhi applied to me for an interview I would readily grant it and I should

like to hear his views. The consequence was that in due course Mr Gandhi
did apply, and there was not only one interview but several interviews

between us.'

I thought that this was an arrogant assertion of his own position by Lord
Reading, as if he was wanting to inflict his Canossa on Gandhi by making

him come to the Viceregal Lodge at Simla as a suppliant. And the airing of
his wit in doing that seemed to me to be in very bad taste. The remark stuck

so firmly in my memory thaj even though I forgot all about it in the

succeedingyears it came back to me when I was thinking about the topics of
this chapter, and, on checking up the speech in the periodicals of the time, I
have found my recollection of the words exact.

However, Lord Reading was driven to it by his awareness that the Indian
nationalists on the one hand and the British community in India on the

other were bound to take diametrically opposed views of any conciliatory

move by him. Yet he wanted to take such a move. When in England at the

time of his appointment as viceroy, he had not taken the Non-Co-operation

Movement seriously. But after his arrival in India at the end of April r 9z r ,

he changed his opinion and reported to the Secretary of State, Edwin
Montagu, that the situation was much more dangerous than he had

thought. So, when, soon after, Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya, the veteran

nationalist leader, suggested that he should meet Gandhi, he agreed, but

on one condition - that the request for an interview must come from

Gandhi in due form. In a letter to his son written at that time, Reading

explained why he had insisted on this procedure. 'I have,' he wrote, 'taken a

firm stand against sending for him until he takes the first step, since

otherwise my action would be grossly misinterpreted amongst the Indian

people by unscrupulous propagandists and the people would never really

understand what happened.'
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But this was. not known to the public, and the British community raised

the clamour that the Viceroy had truckled to the nationalists. As they were

fiercely opposed to any concession to Indian nationalist demands, they

received Lord Reading's explanation and the witty sally in it with immense

glee.

From his point of view Lord Reading was right in insisting on an

application from Gandhi, but I think he might have spared his listeners and

the readers of his speech the pleasantry. It could have been a sally on the

spur of the moment due to two reasons: first, to his desire to placate the

local British, who with their attachment to vested interests and their racial

arrogance (about which I shall have a good deal to say) were angry with

Lord Reading for meeting Gandhi; and, secondly, to his cleverness, which

he was tempted to show, being a very clever man. He gave a more felicitous

exhibition of his wit when speaking about the legal profession. He said that

it was no bed of roses, it was either all bed or all roses. This delighted the

members of the legal profession in India. I hope I have given the epigram

correctly, for I am quoting it from memory after nearly sixty years.

Naturally, the explanation had the opposite effect on Indians, who

showed a disposition to criticize Gandhi for seeking the intervievr and thus

humiliating his country and people. Mr Ramananda Chatterii, the noted

Bengali publicist, who was not directly involved in the movement and was

even critical of some of its aspects, commented severely on the episode. In a

note in his influential magazine, The Modern Raiew,he made the point that

in spite of Lord Reading's official position Mahatma Gandhi was a far

greater man, and there could have been no loss of prestige if the Viceroy's

Sccretary had invited him in his master's name. As regards Gandhi,

Ramananda Babu wrote that in his humility he might have seen nothing

wrong in applying for the interview, but he had no right to compromise the

honour of his country and people. As he put it:'Mr Gandhi, the greatest

political leader of his countrymen, who had set at naught the satanic

bureaucratic government and raised their self-respect to the highest pitch,

had no right to act in a way which was calculated to produce a secret sense

of humiliation and wounded self-respect in the minds of his countrymen.'

One should have thought that in so serious a matter as arriving at an

understanding benveen the British Government and the Indian

nationalists such questions ofform and precedence were trivial and even

irrelevant. But it was not so. By that time any overture by one party to the
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othcr had become a matter of loss of face for one or other of them. When
that point is reached in political life it may be assumed that a particular
dispute has passed beyond the stage at which a statesmanlike solution can

bc found for it. In India this stage was reached by rgzr.It had become a
question of who would get the better of the other.

In his dealings with Gandhi and his movement Lord Reading was not
only astute, but also sober. Hc was not rattled and was resolved not to be
panicked into any kind of action which could be regarded as unjustifiable
severity. Both hc and his government regarded the Muslim counterpart of
the Non-Co-operation Movement to be the more mischievous of the two.

It was called the Khilafat Movement, because it was a protest against the

treatment of Turkey by the Allies and in favour of the Caliphate, the old
Islamic institution which was both political and religious. In fact, it was an

outburst of the new pan-Islamic feeling, which I very much disliked. This
added to my dislike for the Non-Co-operation Movement. One of the

reasons which had prompted Lord Reading to meet Gandhi was to
persuade him to curb the activities of two fanatical Muslim leaders,

Shaukat Ali and Mohamed Ali.

r 7 Nouember t gz r : Calcutta and Bombay

I shall now tell the story of my only brush with the movement. It had been

decided before l,ord Reading came to India that the Prince of Wales (the

future Edward VIII) would visit thc country as a gesture of reconciliation.
But thc Non-Co-opcration Movement had begun, and Gandhi and other
leaders dcclarcd that all Indians should boycott evcry ceremony connected
with thc visit. This caused great embarrassment to the Indian Government,

as well as the Home Government, for they could not cancel the visit without
serious loss of face. On the other hand, trouble was equally certain. The
Prince was to land in Bombay on r7 November rgzr, and Mahatma
Gandhi called for a general hartal (strike) for the day in order to give a

demonstration of India's hostility, not so much to the Prince as to British
rule, and forbade all participation in the celebrations. We knew that the call

was going to be obeyed in a spectacular manner. Yet the Government
offices could not be closed. So, I decided to go to my office on foot, because

the trams were not running. Others were also doing the same thing, playing
for safety on both sides. I saw them walking in a continuous file when I
came out of our lane into the main street. which was Cornwallis Street at
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thc Shyambazar end. But I also saw Congress and Khilafat volunteers

strutting up and down the street, asking people who were going in cars or

on cycles to get down or go back. It was the sight of the Khilafat volunteers

which roused my anger. They were recruited from the lowest Muslim
riffraff of Calcutta and looked more repulsive still in their shabby uniforms

of a military qpe. They were particularly aggressive and were brandishing

their whips at people. This at once put my back up, and I decided to go

home, get my cycle, and ride oh it to the office, four miles away. All my life I
have resented and defied any attempt at coercing me.

Of course, they ordered me to get down. But I went along at great speed

without heeding them. When I had gone about a mile I saw a crowd of
young men and boys standing across the street shoulder to shoulder and

three deep, barring the way. Certainly, I could not make them let me pass.

However, looking back, I saw a car coming at full speed, and I resolved to

spin close behind it and take advantage of the gap made by it' I did, but

when thc crowd saw me they shouted: 'Beat the sala fbastatd or son of a

bitch]!'But I was beyond their reach.

But the sprint had made me breathless, and I was compelled to go slowly.

So, when I had gone only about half-a-mile further' a tall Hindustani

darted from the p4vemenL pulled me down from the cycle, dragged me to

the pavement, and said: 'Now, go on foot!'As I walked along, dragging the

cyclc with me, I heard the elderly clerks who were going to the office saying

loudly: 'Was there any sense in being so rash as to try to go on a bicycle?'

But after walking another mile, I reached the corner of Wellington Street

and Dhurrumtollah Street, where I found the police patrolling the street

because it was the boundary between the Indian and the European quarters

of the city. So I got on the cycle and reached my office without any further

incident.
I was naturally very angry and began to abuse the mob to my colleagues.

To my astonishment they all declared against me and for the hartal,

although they had taken care to arrive at the office long before tle usual

time. I was harangued, and our Assistant Superintendent aired his English

by telling mc that the will of the masses was more binding than the interest

of the classes. I had to swallow this mortification as well'

After office I decided not to go back on my cycle. I took it to the house of
my cousin who lived not very far from the Esplanade' left it there, and

began to walk back home. It was getting dark, but immense crowds were on
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the streets. People had come out to scc the fun. It was a tlpical November

evening in Calcutta. Thc normal mixture of smoke and fog had descended

on thc city, making the street lamps look a ghastly yellow.

When I reached the corncr of WellinSon Street and Dhurrumtollah,
where in the morning I had again got on the cycle, I saw a piquet of English

soldiers in their batdedress. They had steel helmets on, and stood at

attention with their sword bayonets fixed to their short Lee Enfield rifles.

The yellow light fell on the knifelike blades, which glcamed as if they were

made of brushed silver. I looked with admiration at thcir bearing. It was

certainly curious that at that moment thosc alien soldiers, bclonging to the

army of our forcign rulers, seemed to me, who had always resented political

subjection, to be the sole defenders of civilization.
In fact, on that day all normal life had been paralysed in Calcutta, and the

next morning the British newspapers of Calcutta furiously denounced the

goondn raj (gangster rule) of the previous day. These papers voiced the

feelings of the powerful British communiry of the city. The result was that

the Congress and Khilafat voluntccr organizations were declared illegal

and dissolved. Lord Ronaldshay, thc Governor of Bengal, made a strong

speech in which he said that his Govcrnment would not tolerate any

interference with thc normal life of thc city and freedom of its inhabitants.

After this there were no attempts at disrupting the normal life of Calcutta,

although processions, demonstrations, meetings and occasional strikes

continued.
But in Bombay where the Prince of Walcs had landed there were serious

clashes bctween the Parsis and Eurasians of thc city and thc followers ofthe
Congress and Khilafat organization. These devcloped into widespread

riots which lasted three days. The first day had begun peacefully. Near the

wharf and in the streets along which the Prince was taken in procession,

large crowds stood on both sides and cheered. The Times correspondent

who was on the spot saw them, and estimated the spectators at half a

million. Hc rcported that he could not pass through the ranks of the

spectators. He even added that this was proving the call for boycott of the

Prince to be ridiculous.
But in the Indian quarters of the city Hindu and Muslim crowds began to

collect and thcy assaulted the Parsis who had gone to welcome the Princc.

These attacks provokcd rctaliation by the Parsis and the Eurasians, and

fierce street fighting soon dcvelopcd. It wcnt on for three days and in its
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course many persons lost their life. The Government put thc number of

dead at 36, of whom two were Europeans' 3 Parsi, I4 Hindu' and t7

Muslim. This indicated that the deaths were duc to countcr-attacks by the

Parsis and Eurasians for the most part. The nationalists put the figures

much higher, as usual.

Mahatma Gandhi was horrified, and more shocked to learn that his

'Parsi sisters'had been molested and insulte d to the point of being stripped

of their clothes. He said that he had got proof of such outrages and no one

denied that these had taken place. He at once undertook a fast by way of
penance, and for the time being tried personally to prevent the fighting by

intervening between the rioters.

Two Deplorable Incidmts

After these violent outbreaks there was a temporary lull. But immediatcly

afterwards we heard of a horrible tragedy. It was not connected with thc

Non-Co-operation Movement, but arose out of a Muslim insurrcction

known as the Moplah rebellion. It was the most serious rising against

British rule in India since the Mutiny. The Moplahs or Mapillas werc

Muslims of Arab origins, and were notorious for their fanaticism and

truculence. Inflamed by the preachings of the Khilafat Movement, they

rose in revolt in the late summer of tgzt, and perpetrate d murdcrs, arson,

and looting over a wide area. Their violcnce was dirccted as much against

the Hindus as the Government, which had to dcploy a very large military

force to quell the uprising. This took months, and the casualties in death

among the Moplahs was put at four to five thousand. This did not rouse any

indignation in India, but an unfortunate incident due to carelessness did.

On r g November one hundred Moplah prisoners were sent by train to the

iail of a town at some distance. They were packed into wagons which had no

ventilation. So, when the doors were opened after a five hours' journey, the

prisoners were found to be in a state of collapse, with horrible wounds

inflicted by bites and blows on one another by the struggling mcn. In all

eighty-two men died. A Commission appointed by the Government laid

the blame on the railway company and also held a sergeant guilty of
negligence.

It was a windfall for the nationalists. In the light of the Hindu-N1uslim

killings both before and after independence, which numbered hundreds of

thousands and were extenuated by both sides, it can hardly bc assumcd that
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the sorrow of the Hindus at the death of some eighty Moplah Muslims was

deep or even sincere. But the deaths were attributable to the British, and

that made an essential difference. The Indian press denounced the
inhumanity, and the Congress passed a resolution declaring that it was 'an
act of inhumanity unheard of in modern times and unworthy of a

Government that called itself civilized'. It deprived the British of the right
to dwell on the Black Hole tragedy of ry56. My own feelingwas a sense of
horror at the deaths, and ofanger at the carelessness.

The second incident was not so serious, but it created a very strong
fe cling in Calcutta, and also provided a significant illustration of the British
attitude. In December rg2r aparty of British soldiers was chasing a crowd
at the junction of College Street and Harrison Road and bringing down
their rifle butts on the backs of those they could overtake. As it happened,

iust at that time Principal Heramba Chandra Maitra was passing that way.

He was one of the oldest and most venerated academics of Calcutta. a
Brahmo puritan who was a figure like Dr Pusey and besides a noted
exponent of Carlyle and Emerson. He felt angry at the behaviour of the

soldiers, and asked one of them: 'What offence have these men committed
that you are beating them?' The man referred him to his officer across t}re

street, and when he came over Principal Maitra put the same question to
him. He did not at first reply, but when the Principal repeated his question
he was given a push by the officer and fell down. He was put on his feet by
two passersby.

The manhandling of so aged and eminent a man naturally caused an

outcry in the press, and even the Governor of Bengal, Lord Ronaldshay,

expressed his regret privately. The incident was also raised in the Bengal
Legislative Council, and Sir Henry Wheeler, the member of the Gov-
crnor's Council in charge oflaw and order, had to give an explanation and

cxpress his regret. But he also committedafoux pas. He could not resist the

temptation to improve on the occasion by adding that what Principal Maitra
had donc with the best of motives would have been interpreted in London
as obstructing the military in the discharge of their duty. This was a fling at

thc habitual invocation of English liberties by us. Of course, the nationalist
papers at once commented that soldiers were not employed in England to
deal with political demonstrations. I might add incidentally thatwe were far
better posted in regard to British history and politics than the local British,
however highly placed. I thought this airing of superiority in very bad taste,
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in spite of my dislike for the Movement. But I was actually angered by the

attempt of The Statesman of Calcutta, the mouthpiece of the British
community, to sharpen its wit on Principal Maitra. He had employed the

word, so far as I remember, 'shove' in describingwhat was done to him. ?"ia

Statesman gleefully asked whether it was a shove or a push. The malicc was

mean, but it was qpical of the British community in India, which always

tried to hold up our use of English to contempt and ridicule.

The British Attitude to Gandhi in r gz r

This would give an indication of the British attitude towards Indian
nationalists, but at this point I would give an account of the attitude to
Gandhi, although not as full as it might have been made. It hardly needs to

be said that the attitude was not what it is today. At that time with hardly any

exception British opinion was hostile, and even contemptuous of him.
There was no disposition to admit even Gandhi's personal gteatness. Some

ofthat has to bc put on record.
Therc wcre various shades of British opinion about Mahatma Gandhi,

and the most honourable was that of the avowed enemies, e.g. Winston
Churchill. He regarded Gandhi as the enemy of the British Empire and

therefore with undisguised hatred. He did not try to be merely loftily
disdainful. Two months before Reading's appointment to the Viceroyalty
was announccd, Churchill ragged Edwin Montagu, the Secretary of State

for India, at a dinncr, and said that Gandhi 'ought to be laid, bound hand

and foot, at the gates of Delhi and then trampled on by an enormous

elephant with the new Viceroy seated on its back'. Churchill was then the

Secretary of State for War in the British Government. He later described

Gandhi, in a phrase which became famous, as a half-naked Fakir. Some

absurdities were also uttered seriously and publicly. Colonel Yates, who

with Sir WilliamJoynson-Hicks was a stern and uncompromising defender

of British interests in India, suggested to the Secretary of State for India in
the House of Commons that Gandhi should be deported as a Soviet agent

because he had declared that he preferred Bolshevist rule to British rule.

Here one kind of preiudice, that of Gandhi, was pitted against prejudice of
another kind, that of the British ruling class. Edwin Montagu could not
even be ironical about the suggestion. He gravely replied that he was

leaving that to the iudgement of the local authority, i.e. the Viceroy.

At all events, there was no airing of superiority in these outbursts. That
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Olympian prerogative has always belonged to The Times.Its correspondent

wrote after the events of 17 November tgzt:'One must realize that

Gandhi has long realized his waning influence and the hopelessness of his
cause. There was a time when, in thc full bloom of sainthood, he might
have gone to the mountains, to return at some moment with serious, very

serious results. He has missed the market. Not only has his sainthood been

tarnished, both by his failures and the disreputable character ofsome ofhis
followers, influcntial associates like Patel and Barucha, but even his

reputation as a successful politician has been badly impaired.'
The Times itself commented: 'Perhaps too much stress has been laid in

the past upon the loftiness and purity of his motives. In practice he is
revealed as a mistaken and mischievous crank with a talent for fomenting
trouble.'

Thc British community in India showed even greater irreverence. A
police officer who had seen Gandhi during the riots in Bombay reported

that when there was danger for him, he ran with an agility remarkable in a
man of his age. The whole of the British press in India was facetious about

it. The British press even questioned his statement that he had served in
thc Bocr War as an orderly in the military ambulance .

The aversion to him persisted. It became sharper with the Civil
Disobedience Movement of r93o. For instance, on z8 June of that year

Archbishop Cosmo Lang wrote to Lord Irwin that Gandhi was 'a perverse

and dangerous mixture of the mystic, the fanatic, and the anarchist'. The
Archbishop was not prepared to credit Gandhi even with political sense, for
he wrote about C. F. Andrews: 'He sccmed to me as much in the clouds
and as littlc possessed of political sense as his master', meaning, of course,

Mahatma Gandhi. To put Gandhi and C. F. Andrews on the same footing
in respect of political sense showed a complete incapacity for making

distinctions.
But the strangest part of the matter was that it was possible to hold these

unfavourable opinions on Gandhi quite honestly and plausibly. If I were

asked to choose between the English admirers and the English detractors

of Gandhi I should certainly prefer the detractors. They were more natural

and, psychologically, healthy Englishmen. The present-day adulation of
Gandhi in England and elsewhere in the West differs only in degree and

not in kind from the other and more unpleasant and harmful forms of
Hinduizing by Occidentals.
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Lord Reading, who had to deal with Gandhi, would not be committed to a

one-sided view. He remained balanced. He had not found the Indian leader
physically impressive, and was also exasperated and bewildered by him at

times. He was baffled by Gandhi's disinclination to bc concrete and his
proneness to generalities. He also found his application ofreligion to politics
difficult to understand. In the end he thought that there was a contradiction
between Gandhi's political conduct and his religious and ethical side. This
was also the impression formed by other Viceroys after Reading. If, however,

these British dignitaries had known anything about Hindu religious life, they

would not have been surprised by the apparent dichotomy.
But Reading was quite appreciative of Gandhi's genuinely religious

nature, which he had discovered even after one meeting. Besides, as his son

records in his biography of his father, till the end of his life Reading never

spoke of Gandhi in any terms but those of sympathy and regard. All this was

quite rational. The British became sub-rational about Gandhi only aftcr
abandoning India.

Suspension of the Mooement

The Moplah tragedy and the assault on Principal Maitra added to the

excitementin Calcutta. The agitation continued. Cominghome onc cvening
I even saw at a street corner a lorry full of British soldiers with a Lewis
machinegun in a firing position. All this added to the vicarious enjoyment of
the onlookers and hearers of news, who form the most numerous class of
nationalists in India. From the second-floor verandah ofour house in north
Calcutta I could hear the maidservants discussing the day's events while
scrubbing the utensils and dishes under the running tap in the courtyard
below. One day I heard the excited voices in a shriller treble above the patter
of the tap water. They were discussing the arrest of the wife of the great

nationalist leader, C. R. Das, and her companions. One maidservant said:

'As soon as the lady was arrested, all the others cried out in English: "My
dears, we will also go with her to jail", and they went.' Even the rolling
Bengali drunkard f oined in. We were going to Kishorganj for the Christmas
holidays, and when the train was on the point of getting into motion, four
coolies pushed in two tottering young men who were crying or rather
drawling, but at the top of their voices:'Bolo, Bande Mataram' (Say, Vande

Mataram), and then in their English: 'Swarajwillbe come soon!'The coolies

also repeated the cry of Vande Mataram.
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However, at the beginning ofJanuary rgzz,lbeganto sense a slackening

of the excitement, although in the up peasant discontent was being

whipped up to keep the agitation going. The suppression of the peasant

demonstrations, in some cases by shooting, was increasing the anger of the

common people. Elsewhere, perhaps even Mahatma Gandhi felt that

boosting was needed and he issued an ultimatum that he would launch the

next stage of agitation, i.e. civil disobedience or defiance of law unless the

Government released all prisoners who had been convicted or were under

trial, and bound itself not to interfere with any form of non-violent political
activity, aimed at putting an end to British rule in India.

This was on 4 February. On the same day, however, a terrible outrage

was committed by a mob of peasants and Congress volunteers at a police

station in the up. This was the Chauri Chaura incident. In it twenty-one
policemen (all Indians) were murdered with extreme brutality. Mahatma

Gandhi was so shocked by this that he declared that he had committed a

Himalayan blunder, undertook a fast for five days as expiation and

eventually suspended the movement. With this the Non-Co-operation
Movement collapsed all over India.

But this did not prevent the Government from arresting Gandhi on r3
March rgzz. He was tried for sedition and sentenced to two years'

imprisonment. No outbreak of violence followed, and this surprised the

British authorities. Thus Lord Rawlinson, the Commander-in-Chief of
the Indian army at the time, wrote in his diary:

'India is certainly no easy country to govern nowadays. One never knows

how she will take things. We arrested the Congress volunteers, most of
whom were wild men or hot-headed youths, expecting that a demonstra-

tion of firmness would rally the moderates to us. Instead, our action

inflamed them to passion and made things worse than ever. Now we have

arrested Gandhi and looked for no end oftrouble, and, lo! the arrest has

caused no trouble at all.'

The sentence of imprisonment, too, produced no excitement. It was

received with complete apathy. However strange all this might seem to

outsiders, those who knew the psycholory of the Indian masses and their
pattern of behaviour, would not have been surprised, although they might
not have been able to predict any particular reaction, because one ofthe
constants of the behaviour was its unpredictability.



CHAPTER 3

Character of the Indian Nationalist Movement

Under Gandhi's Leadership

In the account of the Non-Co-operation Movement which I have iust given

I confined myself to setting down what I saw and felt as I went through it,
and did not offer any interpretation. I could not, because I did not arrive at

any general conclusions about the movement then, butwas onlyirritated by

certain features in it which offended my political and moral susceptibilities

as they were at the time. It was only twelve years later, and after going

through the second Gandhian agitation of rg3o-32, that I understood the

real nature of the Indian nationalist movement as led by Mahatma Gandhi.
Then I also saw that the features which had repelled me in rgzr were

integral to the movement as a whole. I shall therefore bring forward my

final assessment and set it down here. As Mahatma Gandhi never changed

his ideas or methods after rgzo, there will be no anachronism in my doing
so.

However, I shall be frank and say this about my final assessment that I
could never take any vierv of the nationalist movement that was indepen-

dent of my attitude to things English. This had three aspects. Therc was,

first, my historical view of British rule in India, which I regarded as the best

political regime which had ever been seen in India, in spite of its
shortcomings and positive evils. Next, I had to reckon with my loyalty to
English life and civilization and through that to the larger phenomenon of
European culture, byboth ofwhich my own personalitywas formed. Last of
all, there was my identification with British greatness, which was the

natural result of the two previous factors. Thus, unless alienated by some

special exhibition of nastiness by the British in India, I remained
ambivalent between a nationalist (Indian) and an imperialistic (British)
view of Indian history. However, this has not made me overlook the

shortcomings of British rule or of the Indian nationalist movement either.
So, I shall offer my interpretation of the nationalist movement with
complete confidence in my obfectivity.

Nihilism of the Nationalist Mouement

What made me hostile to the campaign of non-cooperation launched by
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Mahatma Gandhi in the first instance was its wholly negative character.

He urged the boycott, not only of all kinds of service under the British

administration, but also of all the professions connected with it as well as

the schools and colleges run by the existing educational system. In respect

of British textiles he went beyond boycott, and insisted on their being

burnt ifpossessed by Indians. The boycott ofeducation was disapproved

of by Sir Ashutosh Mookherji, who had made rhe University of calcutta

what it was then. The poet Tagore, who was a Nobel laureate, condem-

ned the ritual holocaust of British cloth which was going on all over India

as senseless. This made him very unpopular, because those who burnt

their cloth felt differently. British cloth had become so closely associated

with the hated British rule that they felt that they were literally cleansing

their bodies from physical pollution by burning their cloth of British

manufacture. Indian women felt this all the more strongly'

To me all these demands of Mahatma Gandhi seemed not only

extreme. but even crude and irrational. It appeared to me that his entire

ideology was driven by a resolve to abandon civilized life and revert to a

primitive existence. I thought that he was preaching the reiection not only

of European civilization, but of Hindu civilization as well. I could see that

he had not the slightest understanding of the higher features of Hindu

culture, and of its complexity.

One of his economic recommendations, i.e. advocacy of hand-spin-

ning, had something positive in it. Even so, I did not like his insistence on

it as an obligatory accompaniment of agriculture. And I positively disliked

the religious and ethical rigmarole he brought into his advocacy of hand-

spinning, representing it as a means of moral and spiritual improvement'

Tagore was openly ironical about it although he was not less religious

than Gandhi. In an article entitled 'The Call of Truth', published in The

Modern Rniew for October r9zr, he drew attention to the paradox of

Gandhi,s rejection of European machines and his fervent championship

of the primitive machine. 'But if a man is stunted by the big machines,' he

wrote,

'the danger of his being stunted by small machines must not be lost sight

of. The Charka [spinning wheel] in its proper place can do no harm, but

will rather do good. But where' by reason of failure to acknowledge

differences in man's temperament, it is in the wrong place, then the
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thread can only be spun at the cost of a great deal of the mind itself. The
mind is no less valuable than cotton thread.'

It was not possible for Mahauna Gandhi to ignore Tagore and he replied

in his journal, Young India. But the article contained nothing beyond the

familiar catchwords we could always expect from him.

What I did not perceive at the time was that the negative features which
repelled me arose out of the very nature of the nationalist movement as it
was between tgzt and ry47.It was only after going through the Civil
Disobedience Movement of ry3c-32 that I discovered that by r gz r Indian
nationalism had lost all its positive content. Henceforth it had only one

passion to drive it, namely, a crude hatred of British rule. It had also one

aim - ending this rule as soon as possible and, if that could not be done, to

oppose and embarrass it in every way in order to keep the hatred alive by

feeding it continuously. That was why the nationalist leaders were so

unwilling to make use of the reforms introduced by the British Govern-

ment for the sake of gaining political experience. That would have made

them suspect to the people, and they themselves feared that even limited
cooperation might weaken their hatred and their desire to put an end to the

British connection.
No one showed greater apriori hatred of British rule and therefore of any

kind of practical cooperation with the British administration than the two

emerging young leaders of the nationalist movement, Jawaharlal Nehru
and Subhas Chandra Bose. Both were by nature extremists. Nehru refused

even such limited association with the administrative system as he would
have had ifhe practised his profession as a barrister for which he had been

educated at Harrow, Cambridge, and London at considerable expense by

his father. Bose did something more spectacular. He had been selected for
the Indian Civil Service, a career which was regarded by middle-class
Indians as the most prestigious worldly prize open to them, and refused to

ioin it. Both these men disobeyed their fathers, but they exulted as patriots.

But the curious fact was that although the new nationalist leaders sought

to lead the masses of India and were also accepted by them, they had no

knowledge or understanding of the common people of India, nor any

fellow-feeling for them, being all upper-class men. Theywere the products

of the most ancient and rigid class system that was surviving into the

present-day world, and were besides members of the new professional




