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INDIA : LAND OF THE BLACK PAGODA



CHAPTER I
BEFORE THE CURTAIN RISES

AFTER everyone else had held forth, the General spoke :

“Yes, gentlemen, you have been to strange places. But
have you ever heard of the Black Pagoda ?” '

We were with Allenby’s army, camped at Deir el Belah
on the edge of the Sinai Desert, just south of the old Philistine
capital of Gaza. I was putting up for the night at the head-
quarters of 2 mounted column and we were sitting in the mess
tent after dinner. The inevitable toast, “To the King > had
just been drunk in Jewish wine from Richon le Zion, and after
the General had passed round 2 box of Dutch cigars the
conversation turned to the topic of far countries.

An Englishman, an Australian, and an Irishman were dis-
cussing strange places they had seen. The General was a
British officer of the old school, originally of the Bucks
Hussars; the Australian a major in the Imperial Camel
Corps; and the Irishman a captain in the Hong Kong-
Singapore Battery. They were professional soldiers—had
been for most of their natural lives—and always on the move.
They talked in the same off-hand intimate way of Basutoland,
Malta, Shanghai, Khartoum, and Mandalay as we might
speak of Omaha, Denver or Toledo.

“Right-ho, sir,” we all said, “and where and what is the
Black Pagoda?” Then we hitched our camp-chairs a bit
nearer the General’s end of the table and settled ourselves to
hear his yarn.

“It was before the war When I was doing my turn in
¥4 B
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India,” continued our host. “Occasionally we would be
given a short Jeave that was hardly long enough for a voyage
to England or even for a decent shoot in Kashmir. One
winter, while my regiment was stationed at Mhow, I decided
to try ocean bathing—for my liver. Getting a bit crotchety,
don’t you know. I had heard a lot about the wonderful
surf at Puri on the Bay of Bengal. And there I went. Dut-
ing my sojourn at this sacred Hindu city the local captain of
police took me on the most unusual trip I ever made, and
India, as you know, is one country where you can go on an
unusual journey any day, or any night.

“Borne on the shoulders of muscular coolies, we bounced
along on an all-night journey by palanquin. Just at dawn
we arrived at our destination, the Black Pagoda, the weirdest
and some say the finest of all the temples in India. Many
are the strange sights to be found in Asia, but this
temple surpasses them all. Why ? Well, for the reason that
its sides are covered with images, many of them of life size,
that depict human beings in the act of committing neatly
every sin in the world.

‘Strange, weird things that no man may say,
Things Humanity hides away. . . .

Cruel things that man may not name,
Naked here, without fear or shame’ . . .

“Of course, there are many British officials in India who
know of its existence, but few have ever been there—and those
who go do not take their wives.”

Then the General gave us such a graphic, detailed descrip-
tion of the Black Pagoda that I returned to my tent there on
the plains of Philistia declaring by the whiskers of Samson and
Goliath that I would hire me a palanquin and make that mid-
night journey along the coast of Bengal to the Black Pagoda
if my caravel ever touched the shores of mysterious Hindustan.

It was while on a speaking-tour of the wotld, relating tales
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of adventures with Allenby and Lawrence, that I caught my
first glimpse of India. Here, I realized, was by far the most
fascinating of all the countries I had visited. Richard Cutle,
mining engineer, savant, and friend of Conrad, once wrote a
fascinating book entitled The Shadow -Show. 1 like that title
because it has always seemed to me that life on this planet is
indeed a shadow show. And when I saw India I knew that I
was witnessing the greatest show of all. Ihad found Austtalia
and New Zealand fascinating, Africa full of thrills and sur-
ptises, and the Far East absorbingly interesting. But India
towers as far above them as the Himalayas tower above the-
Alps. As a spectacle there is nothing like it.

Variety, we are assured, is the spice of life. The country
that interests us the most is the one where there is the most
variety. At any rate,”so it seems to me. ~And India has
variety to the nth degree. It is supremely the land of startling
contrast. The southern tip touches the Equator. Central
India is in the Temperate Zone, and is not only a land of
mighty rivers and fertile valleys, but also includes vast deserts
similar to those of Arabia, Arizona, and the Sahara. Along
the northern border of India loom those towering mountain
ranges, the Himalayas, loftiest of all the peaks of earth, their
summits clad with ice and snow since the dawn of
time.

Mark Twain once said that India was the land that all men
long to see, and having seen by so much as a glimpse, would
not trade that glimpse for all the other sights of the world.
He wrote of it as the only land with an irresistible appeal to
alien prince and alien peasant alike.

After the Wotld War, when the fiery Clemenceau retired
from political life, he announced that there was one
country he simply had to see before he died. Romantic
India.

The other day, in a book about Napoleon, I encountered
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a mention of a dazzling myth, one of those beliefs, half supet-
stitious pethaps, that have fascinated men over the span of
the centuries. Napoleon was charmed and tricked by it,
and held it in the back of all his dreams. Throughout history,
in the higher imaginations of statecraft that same beguiling
idea appears again and again. Alexander was motivated by
some such intuition. The idea is this: Who holds India
holds the world. As a theory of world-politics you can pick
it to pieces, but you cannot escape its seductive, glamorous
petsuasion.

Strangest of all the lands of this earth, India is inhabited

by peoples who, in outward appearance at any rate, seem to
include nearly every race under the sun.” They vary in shade
from the Untouchables of the south, who are descendants
of the black aborigines, to the brown Brahmins, to the Mon-
golians of the north, and to the Caucasian races that include
not only the British rulers but many of the native mhab1tants
as well. .
On top of all this, just to lend more variety and contrast,
India is 2 land of splendour and magnificence far, far surpassing
anything to be found in either Europe or America—and at the
same time it is also a land of squalor and misery so terrible
that the mere memory of it still makes me shudder. :

I had thought of India as a country one could see, and
be satisfied to come away from, in a month or two. But
instead of twa.months, I stayed for two years. Even then I
was not content. I wanted to remain on and on, but, unlike
Aladdin, I had no magic lamp, and one day my chancellor of
the exchequer brought me out of my Arabian Nights dream
with the harsh news that my wealth in no way resembled
cither that of the fabled kings of Golconda or of a present-
day Indian maharajah.

To those of us who stop to think about it there is somethmg
impressive in the thought that one out of every four people
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on this spinning planet of ours is a citizen of the British
Empire. And when we get that far in our contemplation,
it is interesting to keep on for 2 moment and ponder over the
fact that three out of every four people in the British Empite
live in India.~ A thousand years or so from now, when the
Muse of History sets down her verdict as to the success of
the greatest empire the world has ever known, she will be.
obliged to measure that success largely by what the British
have accomplished among the Oriental peoples of thc vast
Asiatic peninsula of Hindustan.

I decided to commence my journey at the extreme southem~
most tip of the peninsula, right down near the Equator.
There is no city there, nor had I ever tead of any traveller’s
visit to that cape. Accompanied by Harry Chase, who had
been with me in Arabia, Africa, and Europe during the World
War, I sailed down the Red Sea, and then crossed the Arabian
Sea and the Indian Ocean to the island of Ceylon. Here we
engaged Singhalese fishermen to ferry us across the strajt in
their primitive catamarans. Then from Cape Comotin we
proposed to set forth on our two or three months’ journey—
a journey that lengthened to two years and took us back and.
forth across India for a total distance of over sixty thousand.
miles—more than twice the circumference of the earth at
the Equator—and over a vast country nearly as large as the
Continent of Europe and inhabited by more people than there

. are on the Continents of Australm Aftica,and North and South
America all combined. '

Every traveller from the West who visits India should have
a guru, a wise man, to lead him about and explain the strange
things he sees and hears. Without a guru the European ot
American who sojourns for a little while in India wanders in
a daze and comes away as bewildered as any Alice in Wonder-
land. But to find your guru when you get to India—ah, that
may not be so easy. Ganesha, the Hindu goddess of luck,
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smiled on me.- She may not have given me the ability to see
with eyes of understanding, but she did send me a guru.
For I was fortunate enough to have a proper teacher who
expounded to me many a mystery and perplexity.

In these Western parts the custom’ of leaming is to attend
the lectures of a professor in 2 hall. But in India you sit at
the feet of an ascetic hermit in a forest, or accompany a wander-
ing yogi as 2 humble disciple, and your guru expounds to you
the secrets of cryptic wisdom. I, metaphorically speaking,
sat at the feet of a guru, a yogi. Incongruous as it may seem,
my guru was neither Hindu, Mussulman, nor Buddhist monk,
He was not even an Oriental, at any rate not by place of birth
or ancestry. He was an Englishman, and a professional
soldier.

“Y.B.” was the mckname by which he was known
throughout the Indian Army. And most of his fellow
officers thought him a bit mad. “Y.B.” would take off his
uniform, don the picturesque costume of an Afridi, and wander
about like 2 modern Harun-al-Rashid. ‘Then, too, he seemed
to be genuinely fond of the Otiental peoples around him and
seemed to understand them. Also he was an enthusiastic
student of the languages and philosophies of the FEast.
All of which somewhat baffled his becf-eating fellow
Britons. , _

Major Francis Yeats:Brown was the younger son of an
English diplomat. Against his will—he wanted to be a poet
~he was sent to Sandhutst and trained for the Army. The
Orient called to him, and he became a Bengal Lancer, although
every turn of his mind was toward scholarship, literature, and
philosophy. But he soldiered well and capably, a slashing
cavalry officer in the incessant wars along the Indo-Afghan
frontier.  When the World Wat came he transferred to the
cavalry of the clouds and became an aviator with the British
Army in Mesopotamia. Dutmg “the advance on Bagdad,
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not long before the fall of Kut-al-Amara, he flew over the
Turkish lines on a hazardous mission to cut the enemy
telegraph wires. . He did so, but was captured, marched
across the North Arabian Desert, and after months of captivity
made his escape, in the plotting of which he had recourse to
a desperate ‘expedient. He took up the smoking of opium
to gain the confidence- of an opium-addicted Tutkish
commandant.

But affairs military were usually subordinate to “Y.B.”
In India he had plunged deeply into the study of the occult
lote of the Hindus, Vedantism, yoga, and gained a knowledge
of these mysterious subjects as few save native Indians can
hope to do. It was this that caused his brother officers to
raise their eyebrows and the finger of astonishment. They
all seemed to love “Y.B.”, considered him a crack polo-
player, a gallant soldier, a charming companion, and, as I
have said, 2 bit mad.

Although his charm and drollery are not to be resisted,
he is indeed one of the most eccentric fellows alive. And it
is his very eccentricity that has resulted in his knowing India
as few othets do. This is amply demonstrated by a book of
his recently published under the title of The Lives of @ Bengal
Lancer. It is pethaps the most extraordinary book ever
written about India by a Westerner. In it he tells of the
strange life he lived and something of the strange lessons he
learned in the fabulous land of Hindustan. _

Any insight that I may have into the ways and ideas of
the mysterious land of India I owe to that sapient, whimsical
guru, “Y.B.” "1 found him equally at home along the
Coromandel Coast, near the Equator, in the mountains of
Waziristan, and in the holy cities of the Gangetic Plain. He
had delved into the lives of the people and into the hidden
knowledge and discipline of yoga. He was the only Western
yogi I have ever known.
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' For months we travelled together and as scenes of fantasy
and mystery unfolded before us he expounded the wise, en-
lightening, and witty ideas of a British yogi. So whatever
.of truth and wisdom you find'in these pages should be
credited to “Y.B.”, the Bengal Lancer who became a yogi.



In a native catamaran we cross the strait from Ceylon to the extreme southernmost tip of Hindustan, where few travelers
have come before us,



Major Francis Yeats-Brown, the Bengal Lancer.
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CHAPTER 1I
THE FABULOUS CAPE AT THE TIP OF INDIA

Froum our Ceylon fishing-boat we wade ashore near a round
black rock over which the rollers of the Indian Ocean throw
a lacework of spume and spindrift like the communion-cloth
over a high altar. We feel a sense of awe and human small-
ness. Behind us in V-shape looms the vast peninsula of
Hindustan, and in front of us a seemingly endless expanse
of sea reaching from the Equator to the South Polar ice-cap.
To the two hundred million Hindus of the land we are
setting out to visit this is a sacred place—Cape Comorin, the
apex of the immense triangular subcontinent that is India.

Between the black rock and the mainland is a quiet pool
guarded from the tumult of the waves that sweep up from the
Antarctic.  Steps cut into the rocky promontory lead below
the water’s edge for this is a holy bathing-ghat for pilgrims
who assemble in thousands to worship at the shrine of the
virgin goddess Kumari. Her shrine stands only a few yards
back from the sea, within easy teach of the spray and swept
by great winds from the ocean, as befits the temple of a
maiden. *

A’ Brahmin boy, strmght and tall and naked save for a
simple cloth about his well-swung loins, Stands facmg the sea
and wind—reading from the sacred book. It is the Gita,
he tells us. But having answered our question he bends his
soft eyes to the book again. He has not asked us who we.
are, nor why we are come. Creatures of an instant, atoms
of a moment’s space, as we ate, he has hardly noticed out
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arrival from Ceylon, for he has eyes for the eternal mysteries
alone. -

We turn back a moment to watch him. He stands there
leaning against a pillar of the temple, absorbed in the old
poetic tale of Sti Krishna and the Charioteer. Stately,
graceful, inscrutable, unconcerned, a symbol. ... Why
does he stand so? But that is a question we shall ask at
every tutn in India, and a qucstmn to which we shall so often -
find no answer. : o

A short distance inshore we approach a blgger temple.
But a turbaned sentry with his bayonet fixed, backed by two
sutly, scowling Brahmin priests, bars our way. We are
foreigners, unclean . . . so back to the sea, the jolly catholic
sea, that washes aborigines and Americans, Brahmins and
British saints and sinners, dead men and quick.

Flinging off our clothes, we swim across the bathing-
place to the round black rock that is the farthest southern
tip of the peninsula and sit thete dripping in the sunlight, at
the very end of India.

How many eyes, avid for the millions and the mystery of
the East, have seen this cape! The swart Phenicians saw
it, sailing to the tin-mines of Malay. - The Romans triremes
sighted it when they coasted round it to the kingdom of
Madura, Marco Polo called near here at Quilon when his
galley skirted these rocks returning from far Cathay. Vasco
da Gama and Albuquerque—those old Portuguese for whose
ambition this earth was too small—knew Comorin and its
peatls. Dupleix and Lally passed here—Frenchmen who held
and then loosed the reins of empire in India. St. Francis
Xavier, greatest of all international missionaties, voyaged
this way in the days when he was carrying the Cross of
Christ to the idolators of China, Cambodia, and the Coroman-
del Coast. Then along came boisterous Captain Kidd, and
that military marvel, young Clive ; likewise Warren Hastings
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and Elihu Yale. In trireme, galley, frigate, and tea-clipper;
pirate, politician, grandee, soldier, missionary, and merchant
—in their high-pooped barquentines, Cape Comorin saw these
great-hearted buccaneers of the Old Wortld go by in search
of the Golden Fleece.

We felt—and who would not ?—a sense of awe before
the prospect of our journey from Comorin to the Vale of -
Kashmir, from Bombay to the upper Brahmaputra, and along
the wild frontier cirque that crosses Baluchistan, Waziristan,
and Afghanistan. Over the various separate sections of
Britain’s Asiatic empire a thousand writers have gone before
us. A thousand brains have evolved apt alliterations for
this land of sloth, sensuality, saintliness, squalor, and splendour.
A thousand pens have tried to picture the immensity of
Hindustan, the teeming population of the Ganges, and India’s
bewildering complex of religions. But for every thousand
pens that have scratched, ten thousand eyes have closed in
weariness at bald facts recorded. ’

The other day we met a man possessing a libraty of a
thousand and five hundred volumes—all on India. He
confessed to having read a fifteenth of them. One might
be forgiven for thinking that everything to be said about
India should be found somewhete in that labyrinth of
literature. But every world-traveller and observer who has
passed this way has found India an inexhaustible mine with
more ore-bearing veins of human interest than any other
section of the earth.

India’s marvels are all her own. It is impossible to
imitate them. She holds the exclusive rights to the caste
system, to the mysteries of black magic, yoga, and serpent-
power, to Benares and the sacred Ganges, to the car of
Jagannath, to the Taj Mahal, to the beauties of the Vale of
Kashmir, and to the licentious but exquis1te Black Pagoda
of Kanarak,
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- With her three hundred million inhabitants divided into
cighty nations speaking eighty languages and Worshipping
‘millions of gods, she is, as Mark Twain said, “a-country
endowed with an imperishable interest for alien prince and
alien peasant, for lettered and ignorant. . . . Aland of dreams
and romance, of fabulous wealth and fabulous poverty, of
splendour and rags, of palaces and hovels, of famine and
pestilence.  Mother of history, grandmothcr of legend, and
great-grandmother of tradition”. -

Surely, of all the countries of eatth, Incha leads in the
staging of the daily human drama of mingled tragedy and
comedy. Nor has she lost one atom of her fascination since
the days when Britain’s freebooters first visited the Great
Moghuls. If anything, she presents a more alluring spectacle
for the onlooker to-day than ever, because for the first time
in history a great nation of Asia—the immemosial home of
autocracy—is attempting to supplant her ancient institutions
with the democratic theoties of the West. -What could be
more fascinating than a visit to India dunng the days of thlS
daring expetiment ? :

So to out ox-cart. Let’s set forth into the 1mmcn51ty of
Hindustan and see this land of contrast and chaos for our-
selves.” We clamber in and away we bump in our springless
cart. With our knees against our chins' we crouch under
the bamboo canopy, with neither room to sit etect not room
to lie flat.  After a few hours of this torture all the romantic
memories of our landing at Cape Comorin vanish, and
between staccato expletives, punctuated by the bumping of
the cart, we curse the day we left our luxunous hotel in
Ceylon to invade India.

But look ‘at the .miraculoys way our dnver petches on
the pole between his bhails (bullocks) ~ Yet tortures and
miracles such as these are the common habits of hundreds
of thousands of men and women here. - Unnumbeted millions, -
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‘for - countless -centuries, have sat thus and driven thus
down a road that leads right back into the night of primal
‘darkness—yes, this same driver, and these same -white
bullocks with these same painted hotns and neatly tufted
tails. And from the vety throat of time the’ “Honk, hai;
hai” of the driver seems to come.

Our good ‘white bhails plod onward at a2 monotonous
trot. - Far behind us now are the sandy shores of Comorin,
with the round black-tock covered by the altar-cloth of the
sea, and its little shrine to the virgin, and its bigger temple
whose portal we may not pass. - To our left there is a line of
palms against the evening sky, graceful silhouettes of ebony
against the molten gold of sunset.  Befote us lies the darkness
and—spititually at least—the Great Unknown, .- ‘

Materially, however, we are jogging along to_the vﬂlage
of Nagercoil, where we shall find alcohol, automobiles, and
other abominations of the West, to help us on our way to
the country of Travancore. On and on we jog through the
night. ‘We doze uneasily. Sights and sounds mingle with
the broken metre of the bullock-trot.. Then suddenly we’
are jolted awake. The good white bhails, unyoked, stroll
away in the moonlight to the village pond. With difficulty
we come to life, stretch our legs, light cigarettes. , -

Neat by is a village shrine lit by a flicketing wick. A
shrmc to Kali, she who drinks the blood of goats, and the
blood of men when she can get it (which is rarely, however,
owing to the tiresome British Government)., -We find her
here in bas-relief, the tertible four-armed goddess, dancing
the wicked Kali dance on thé body of her husband. Kali,
the black and terrible goddess, dancing with one foot on the
thigh and the other on the breast of het helpless helpmate.
There is a meaning in this dance, but it is not a thing to tell
in print. In one hand she has a human head, in another a_
dripping knife, with her two others she encourages her
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worshippers. Her .eyes are red, for she is maddened with

hemp. Her breasts are besmeared with blood. Her only

modesty is.a girdle of corpses’ hands. Her tongue, like a

- snake’s, protrudes between her teeth. Kali is the chief

goddess of Hindustan and her worshippers may be numbered

by the hundred million. And why? What atavism of blood

attracts her worshippers 7 What untellable lure has she ?  To -
Occidental eyes these things are sealed. We look and look

again, with the eyes of travellers from the West, and with

such sympathy and knowledge as we possess.

In the flicker of the smoky cresset we see.a strange and
terrible thing : the four arms of Kali seem to move with signs -
of menace, as if to elbow out intruders from her mysteries.
Her mystery is insoluble for us ; try as we will, we cannot think
ourselves into the mind of the people who come here to worship.

But we are to see far, far more than this, and we ate to
learn much of the strange rehgmns and the strange Ways of
these peoples of Hindustan as we journey northward in thls
bhail-cart—our sarcophagus for three.

We cross the Western Ghats through a forest so dense
and a night so black that all we can see are the flickering wicks
of oil lanips in huts by the road, faces peering out through
piles of mangoes and bananas in dimly-lit shops, and fantastic
shapes of palm-trees and twisting banyans outlined against
the sky. Just over the crest of the mountain range, where
we start on our rapid drop towards the Arabian Sea, we are
stopped at the bars of the frontier toll-gate. Even in the
faint lantern-light we-can see that the men of Travancore .
are of a different race, and they give us our change in strange,
cumbersome coin.

. Shortly after midnight we reach the travellers’ bungalow
in the city of Trivandrum, capital of the equatorial native
state of Travancore. This is the second domain we are to
pass on our way to the Black Pagoda. )
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CHAPTER III
IN A I:OTUS-EA'I;ERS’ LAND

NAKED natives are huddling by two and two along the road
beneath palm-leaf umbrellas. Rickshaw boys, just back
from a slipper-jog to the pier, ate wringing out their loin-
cloths. Tall coconut-palms bow low befote the wrath of the
sou’-west monsoon that sweeps in from the Laccadive Atolls.

Everything in Travancore looks different from the rest
of India that stretches northward from the Equator to Capri-
corn. Here we seem to be in a Christian land of palms and
mission churches and black converts. Since St. Thomas
started the fashion of missionary enterprise by converting the
tree-dwellers of Travancore in the days when St. Paul was
enduring the buffetings of Roman prxtors and St. James was
preaching the Gospel to the devil-worshippers of Nasibin,
many Syrian, Portuguese, Dutch, Swedish, French, British,
and American missionaries have followed in the footsteps of
the Doubting Apostle—accompanied by their less altruistic
countrymen. We have dubbed this little-known south-
western shoreline of Hindustan “The Missionary Coast”,
because it is the India of the church magazines and the
pictures you saw as a child. ‘There are churches, images of
the Virgin, and crucifixes under the coconut-palms of every
island. With its lagoons, inlets, islands, and bays ; with its
leaning palms, luxuriant breadfruit trees, thatched huts,
fantastic barges, and bare-bosomed wenches—it reminds one
of the Isles of the Southern Cross. It is a land of dreams,
a haven for those who are weary of the strenuous West.
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‘The maharajah of this country isa devout and progresswc
ruler who has achieved efficiency in administration combined
with personal popularity. Twenty per cent. of his people
are Christians and treated by him with the utmost benevolence,
although he no doubt cherishes a hope that one day their
god may-be absorbed in the great pantheon of the Hindus to
share the fate of the Lord Buddha. He is the most religious
ptince in India and a zealot in the practice of the tites of the
twice-born. . By his co-religionists of Travancore he is looked
upon 3s a divinity. Divested of his royal clothes and clad
in the loincloth and sacred thread of the Brahmins, with. the
Vishnu trident on his brow and the vision of the Vedanta
in his mind, we may see him any day in the temple among his
people, for he is. an ascetic and a phllosopher as well as an
enlightened monarch. x

Away down here near the Equator we notice that the people
look something like the inhabitants of Africa, excepting that
they have not thick lips. They are descendants of the old
aborigines, the Dravidians, who lived in India long thousands
of years before the first white Aryans came down from Central
Asia and mingled with them to form the mixture of races that
inhabit most of India to-day

The railway station is three and a half miles away frorn

the city of Trivandrum and the maharajah refuses to allow it
to come any nearer. His people say that he prefers not to
profane his sandals by ctossing the rails when he goes to
bathe. But the real reason lies deeper. Trivandrum, as it
stands, is a verdant and vivacious little town. The gloomy
steam and.steel of the West would spoil it. Everyone
appearg contented hete . . . we wonder what the sectet is
of good-tempered Travancore. Is it that it is unhampered
by the fetters of a too-rigid administration? And if so,
would the rest of India be happier under native rulers with
British advisers instead of British rulers with native advisers ?



Cochin is called “The City with a Curse.” One out
of every ten inhabitants suffers from a monstrous
disease that causes legs and arms to swell up until
they are as big as bolsters.



The spice port of Cochin is inhabited by two groups of Jews, some black and
some white. This patriarch is white. The children are black. Both claim totally
different origin and worship in separate synagogues.
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Travancore is isolated, old-world, thoroughly well content,
green and clean and prosperous. Trains and factories, trams and
daily papers—these things have not yet crossed the frowning
ghats to the east, nor gained a footing on the harboutless
shore that forms the western boundary of the State. May
they long remain far away |
These cities of the west coast have an md1v1duahty that -
is rich and mellow. They are poles asunder from the irritable
aggregations of tired, dusty, gloomy, secretive, neurotic folk
that make up so much of the population of the rest of India.
Quilon, the ancient Koilum of Marco Polo, is one of them,
and boasts the oldest European settlement in India. There
is a really first-class dak bungalow here (everywhere in Trav-
ancore the European gets good food and polite attendants),
and there is a fine beach for bathing close at hand.  St. Thomas
made this town his headquarters for a time, and the modern
traveller is recommended to do the same. There is nothing
much to see in the way of sights, but the backwaters, which
are neither lake nor land, are fascinating regions with an
elusive, pervasive charm. . . . : :
Since noon to-day we have been afloat in 2 prehxstonc
craft that looks as though it might have been abandoned as
old and unserviceable by Vasco da Gama when he visited
this corner of India four centuries ago. We ate approaching
the pier of a tiny island village. But to call it a piet is to
‘ascribe to it a dignity that it does not possess, for it consists
- of merely a wobbly plank on a few shaky poles. The island
is so dense with coconut-ttees that those lining the shore
ate obliged to lean out over the water to get their share of
sunlight. "o )
Behind this pler isa thatched hut, and reclmmg on a coit
mat on the verandah is a bare-bosomed native woman' with
a child on her tummy. Around the corer of the hut two .
weather-beaten old hags, with parchment faces and wrinkled
C )
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breasts that look as though they had been gnawed by rats,
are winding coconut rope and retailing the village gossip.
A large boat, built of planks sewn together with thongs and
with prow and stern turning up in graceful elliptical cutves,
is gliding along, poled by sinewy giants whose muscles stand
out like lumps of bronze. They are of magnificent physique
and in perfect condition. As they bend and turn in poling,
.the sunlight makes a grille of shadows over their tibs.. Grace
of the Greeks is in their every movement, and their figures
are such as Praxiteles might have modelled.

Alongside now is a tiny thong-sewn skiff full of boys and
yellow mangoes. The boys keep it balanced with their spoon
paddles and all the while chant the praises of their mangoes.
One member of our party is down below revelling in the
favourite pastime of the Travancore coast at this season—
mangling mangoes. -He "has the habit in an acute form.
When a man falls victim to mango-madness he goes loco
whenever he sees one. To hold a ripe one before his eyes
" produces an effect identical with that of dangling a wizmer- -
wurst before the nose of a dachshund ot 2 watermelon before
the eyes of a pickaninny. Until he has tasted a Travancore
mango no man knows “Paradise regained”.

" Recently we spent two days on an estate where there was
alarge mango-orchard. All the trees were classified and every
_mango numbered. At night 2 watchman stood on guard.
If one mango was stolen he would have to pay his employer
a rupee. He drew a salary of ten rupees 2 month, so that the
nervous tension was something awful. Here on the Travan-
cote coast during the height of the season mangoes can be
bought five for a penny, and they are dear at the price, so
one of us thinks—while the other would mortgage his soul
for them in'a moment of mango-mania.

On and on we steam in our placid tug through the roman-
tic islets and lagoons of the Missionary Coast.
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To our left, behind the setting sun, roar the breakers of
the monsoon. But in this backwater all is peace. We are
gliding through a fairyland of blue water and green palms.
Sometimes we ate on a broad rippleless expanse dotted here
and there with fishing-boats. ‘Then the perspective narrows
to an avenue of palms. We are shut into the vast fecundity
of the forest, and a great uneasiness, a claustrophobia, a.
horror of being imprisoned beneath the over-arching palms
creeps over us. There is beauty in these backwaters, but it
marches hand in hand with terror. One shuts one’s eyes,
one opens them again, still the never—endmg forest ahead,
behind, all around us—the trees, the strangling creepers,
the invading moss. To be marooned here would be more
awful than to be lost in the desert. ‘There is no air here,
no view or wind, no light but the undersea green that comes’
to a diver in deep waters. All around is swarming life and
huge decay. The great temples of this people, with their
piles of gods on gods trampling on men and beasts, have
their origin here in the dead trees, the fallen flowers, and the
fierce struggle of 2 life that is ever renewed and eternally
defeated. Life that is fertilized only to decay, as the lingam
of Siva is emblem of that procreation without which there
can be no death. :

At last the avenue broadens again; we are in another
lagoon, but the obsession of death follows us. Here men
are destroyers, fish the victims. All around as far as the eye
can reach fishermen have spread their lines and nets. Below,
glittering in the hyaline water, the fish spawn and die by the
nets or by bigger fish. Ten thousand, twenty thousand years
ago, there were the same lagoon, the same fish, the same nets
and canoes. Perhaps the man who paddled the canoe was
hairy and more beetle-browed. Perhaps the sabre-toothed
tiger and the plethiosaurus splashed in the reeds where that
cross now stands—else all was the same.
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CHAPTER 1V
] THE CITY OF BLACK AND WHITE JEWS

At dusk we reached the end of the first stage of our voyage
through the romantic backwater lagoons and inlets of the
Malabar coast. A crowd of brown boys gathered at the
jety, shouting “Allerpey I”’ ‘ |

We got out and sorted our baggage. Then the brown
boys saw visions of baksheesh. Nor were they alone in
demanding toll. ‘There-was the man who took our tickets,
and the man who watched the man who took our tickets
to see that he didn’t swindle, and the boy who brought the
bullock-cart, and the man who brought the boy who brought
the bullock-cart.

“Baksheesh | Rlckshawl Allerpey I” damoured the
brown coolies. But alas! . Allah didn’t pay. We were the
victims, who had to produce |

In these out-of-the-way patts of India the nervous traveller
is apt to get rattled by the constant demands for baksheesh.
But it is the custom of the country. He is a foolish man
who tries to pay only for setvices rendered. Itis the undeserv-
ing who demand, baksheesh, and get it too, if the traveller
is-in search of smiles and peace. After all, the privilege of
visiting this country is worth a lot of the fat coppers of
Travancore ! _

It is a moonless night. Our beds are in the garden by
the troad, where 2 breeze is floating through the sentinel
palms. The voice of the mosquito is heard in the land and
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the time of the brain-fever bird has come. But we lie safe
inside our mosquito-nets and relax in the tepid air, pondering
dreamily on the life about us. A bullfrog croaks for a moment,
then lapses into sudden silence. By the garden gate pass
silent figures sheeted like the Roman dead. A bat looms by.
There comes to us the agonized wail of some beast in pain.
Then again a sudden silence, as if a throat had been choked.
The powers of evil are abroad. A million tiny lives are
born only to die again. By fang and foot the tragedy
is played. Then from far away comes to our sleepy
cars a sound of worship, the murmur of a multitude,
the bugling of conches—the people of Brahma are at
prayer.

Allerpey is on the backwater from Quilon to Cochin, a
flourishing city so unknown to the outer world that even
Murray’s voluminous guide-book doesn’t name it.

At Cochin, the pepper port, we are again in touch with
the West, for British Cochin is a big and growing cormnercial
centre where coconut-fibte, spice, “and all things nice” are
exported to an annual value of three and a half millions
sterling.

There are roughly three towns at Cochm—Brmsh
Cochin, Jew Town, and Ernakulam. The latter is on the
land side of the bay that forms a natural harbour, and is the
terminus of the railway. It is a clean and prosperous city,
with no historical associations but good accommodation for
travellers. British Cochin and Jew Town rank among the
quaint places of the world.

Two thousand years ago Chinese pn:atcs taught the
Cochinese a peculiar way of fishing. They still prefer it to
modern methods.  There is a2 contraption of string and
bamboo by the quayside on which a long pole is hinged, with
one end inland and the other over the sea. From the sea end
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end of the pole is weighted, for the convenience of the
fishermen, who lower the net slowly into the sea and then
withdraw it with its freight of fishes. The cords and stones
with which these machines are hung, and the curious old
creatutes who wotk the levers and stare into the
net with googly eyes, are like Heath Robinson’s and Rube
Goldberg’s cartoons come to life, and are a strange
contrast to the Pierce Leslie factory a hundred yards
away. From time immemorial this fishing has con-
tinued, and until recently at Cannanore, farther up
the coast, half the catch.of sharks’ fins and one fish
were the perquisites of the rajah’s cat, as a curious
form of State tax. -

Towards the club we come to St. Francis’s Church, shut
and locked after the unfortunate Church of England fashion.
It is a grey, unimpressive building both within and without,
yet venetable for its associations. ‘This was the first Christian
church in India. Here Vasco da Gama was buried on
Christmas Day, 1524.

Those who believe that the caste system India’s social
cancer, will ever be rooted out, should visit Cochin. Here
there are as many subdivisions among the Christians as there
are among the Hindus, and thc lines between them are almost
as sharply drawn. ‘

Accotding to tradition, the first Christian converts were
made neatly two thousand years ago when the Apostle
'Thomas came to the Malabar coast. Since then climate and
tradition have been at work on Christianity, with the result
that to-day there are three divisions of the Roman Catholics
" using the Latin liturgy, but who do not worship together
and who are differentiated by name—*“The Three Hundred”,
“The Five Hundred”, and “The Seven Hundred”. Then
there is another Catholic_sect that uses the Church

of Rome liturgy in the ancient Sytian language instead of
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in Latin. ‘Thete ate also the Chaldean Sytians, who obey
the “Patriatch of Babylon”, and the Jacobite Sytians,
who recognize the leadership of the “Patriarch of
Antioch”, and the St. Thomas Syrians, who disregard
the rule of both Rome and Antioch and elect theit own
bishop. , ‘

The last-named are the “religious Bolsheviki” of Cochin..
They call themselves St. Thomas Syrians on the ground
that they ate the only Christians in India who adhere to
the ritual of the apostolic age. They believe in neither
confession, absolution, fasting, invocation of the saints,
veneration of relics, masses for the dead, nor baptismal
regeneration. -

As a result of century after century of dispute these sects
have petrified into castes, and to-day intermarriage between
castes is as uncommon among them as it is among their
Hindu neighbours. -

In addition to these seven groups there are others who
adhere to various Protestant faiths. But by far the most
interesting community we find in Cochin is in Jew Town,
a quarter reminding us of the ghettos of Warsaw, Constanti-
nople, or New York. But such is the effect of India on invad-
ing religions that even the Jews are split up into three separate
castes, known as the “Whites”, the “Browns”, and the
“Blacks”. .

As we drive in our rickshaws toward Jew Town we ate
confronted by the curse of Cochin. A plague hangs over
their city, the plague of death by deformity. One out of
every ten of the people we pass suffers from elephantiasis,
one of the most terrible diseases known to medical science,
for it not only destroys the human frame but first distorts it
into a thing of ridicule. The disease causes a swelling of
the ankles and knees until the legs are the size of bolsters.
It is 2 common sight to see men walking around in what are
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apparently brown top-boots, their flesh being thus travestied
by this hideous affliction. It is cured in several different ways,
one of which is for the victim to have the accumulated fat
pared down until his legs are of normal size. But not many
can afford the operation, or the necessary trip to the distant
metropolis of Madras. The afflicted often live and work
to late middle age, but their limbs grow bigger and bigger
until they reach the limit of elasticity, and the petiodic
attacks of fever that accompany elephantiasis grow
mote frequent until at last the sufferers are relieved
of their “too, too solid flesh”. Fortunately, English
bactetiologists have isolated the microbc—a water-borne
germ. :

A Brahmin, Wlth the gaudy, diabolic-looking tndent of
Vishnu on his forehead, who is employed as a cletk by the
wealthiest Jew shopkeeper, leads us through a maze of crooked
thoroughfares until we find ourselves in 2 narrow ‘street
dmong a stately silent people dressed in long tunics of
rich colour, waistcoats buttoned tight around the neck,
baggy white trousers, wooden sandals, and skull-caps. It
is easy to distinguish them from the other inhabitants
of Cochin by the locks that hang down in front of
their eafs.

The two-storied houses on either side of the street are
of a style foreign to India, and the faces looking out at us
from the shuttered windows remind us of the Rebeccas and
Jezebels of Jerusalem. At the head of the street we come
to a synagogue, with its tower and the old Dutch clock that
has told off the lazy, listless houts of life in this Indian ghetto
since the day when the merchant buccaneers from Amsterdam
protected these Jews from the hortors of the Portuguese
Inquisition.

No one seems to know just when these people scttled in
southern India. The history of the early days of the colony



On the Malabar Coast we encounter Moplahs, fanatical Muhammadans who loathe all such “idolators” as the Hindus.
On the right is a Moplah, on the left a mild(?) Hindu.



As we journey north we find we are in a country where not all of the inhabitants
wear their hearts on their sleeves.
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is shrouded in the mists of obscurity. ‘The Black ]ews, who
look much like the native Muhammadans except for theit
locks, stoutly uphold their tradition that they arrived first.
According to one of their legends, the Apostle Thomas landed
on the coast of Malabar in the year A.D. 52, and they came
seventeen years later.

Some writers believe that the Children of Israel have been -
in touch with this portion of India since the ships of Solomon
came here for their “precious cargoes” one thousand years
B.C. Sir W. Hunter, 2 historian of wide repute, tells us that
Roman merchant triremes sailing between Myos Hormuz on
the Red Sea and the ports of Arabia, Ceylon, and Malabar,
found a Jewish colony in south—western India in the second
century A.D. - ¢

But the historians and the antiquarians are unable to agree.
Some hold that the Black Jews were the first, while others
believe that the White Jews preceded them. The former
have a tfadition that they are descendants of the Judean-
Arabians who are still- found at Sanaa in“the Yemen,
and at Aden. The White Jews laugh at this story and
declare that the Black Jews are merely the descendants of
slaves whom they bought and afterwards converted and
liberated.

One of the rabbis of the White Jewish community told
us that Nebuchadnezzar, the haughty monarch who cartied
the Children of Isracl off to Babylon in captivity, extended
his empire all the way to Cape Comotin, the southernmost
tip of India, and then exiled the tribe of Manasseh to this
extreme comer of his realm. He firmly believed that his
people wete the descendants of this ttibe. A few have names
like David Castile (David the Castilian), and this has been
responsible for the rumour that they may be descendants of
the Jews who were driven out of Spain during the re1gn of

Ferdinand and Isabella,
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For centuries these people lived in peace and contentment
with their Hindu and Muhammadan neighbours. But with
‘the atrival of the tepresentatives of the first great Christian
power to invade the Orient—the Portuguese—their era of
persecution began. Great tivalry existed between the Portu-
guese and the Dutch. “The buccaneer dons suspected the Jews
of helping their enemies, so they burned their settlements and
chased them into the mountains. It was during this time
that the records that might have revealed-their origin were
~destroyed. Later on, when the Dutch defeated the Portuguese,
~ the Jews came out of the jungle and with the assistance
of their protectors rebuilt their homes and synagogues in
Cochin. -

The Black and the White Jews worship separately The
floot of the synagogue belonging to the latter is paved with .
priceless old china-blue tiles. The rajah of Cochin had them
" imported from China by the Dutch. He intended them for
his palace. When the White Jews saw the tiles, they decided
that here was exactly what they needed for their new syna-
gogue. So a delegation of greybeards waited on the gullible
rajah and gravely confided to him that bullock’s blood had
been used in the manufacture of the tiles. This so incensed
the devout Hindu potentate that he begged them to take
away the tiles, so that he might never see them again. Such
profane use of the blood of the sacred bullock was deeply
offensive to his religious sensibilities. With alacrity the Jews
obeyed the royal command, and since then the tiles have been
the pride of their synagogue. -

But the relic of relics that has caused more controversy
among the Jewish communities of Cochin than anything else
is a charter of the emperor of Malabar to one Joseph, the
" rabbi. ‘The date on the copper plates corresponds to the
year A.D. 378. It gave- the Jews the right to carry silk
umbrellas and lighted lamps on certain occasions, also to use
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“trumpets, shawms and dulcimers and other musicks”,
to fire salutes with mortars, to collect taxes, to tide on
elephants, and to do many other things indicating that they
were a favouted community. The White Jews have
possession of this charter. But their dusky brethren are the
only ones who now make use of its privileges in their
various ceremonies, and the Black Jews say the copper
plates were originally given to them and then fell into
the hands of the White Jews at the time of the Portuguese
invasion.

The Black and the Brown Jews number about one
thousand. The White Jews have dwindled down to a com-
munity of two hundred, and hold themselves aloof, refusing
to intermarry with the members of the two darker castes.

For fifteen hundred years the members of this little com-
munity have lived apart, keeping their racial characteristics
uncontaminated and unchanged throughout the centuries.
What they live on is something of a mystery, for very
few of the White Jews engage in trade or financial
operations. Most of them are very poor, and the only
two prosperous families in the little community of two
hundred and fifty souls have heavy calls made on their
charity. :

The Black Jews, no less than the White, run true to type ‘
with the strongly-marked features, erect bearing, and con-
genital good health which, the wortld over, are typical of
the vitality of a race that endutes, without a nation, over all
the earth, as the Chosen of the Lord.

To the original settlers, Malabar must have seemed a
second Heaven. To the small, harried band of Israel’s
children, driven before the wrath of the king of Babylon and
across the bleak and burning deserts of Arabia, shady Cochin
-must have seemed bliss indeed! . . . And how delightful

it must have been to find themselves among docile Dravidians
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after the sullen Assyrians and the arrogant Arabs of the
Captivity ! Yet Cochin was a city with a curse. Soon the
‘little colony began to learn the truth,

Into the houses they built, fever began to find its way—
fever, disease, and death. For long yeats, undaunted, they
have clung to their “ghetto”. ‘Though built and rebuilt no
doubt since the time of the early settlers, it is still reminiscent
of a medieval village in Europe and is a standing proof of
their tenacity and endurance.

Among both groups the Feast of the Tabernacles is-the
most important event of the year. During this festival a
temporary pandal with a flat roof covered with plaited leaves
of coconut-palm and decorated with tropical flowers is
erected outside each house. The families gather in these
huts to observe the feast.

As we start back to British Cochin in our rickshaws
young Rachel passes us bearing 2 mess of pottage. Obed
over there has his long nose butied in 2 volume of Leviticus,
just like his Canaanitish ancestors in the days before they
wept by the waters of Babylon. .

They are dying out, these White and Black Jews of
Cochin, although they still keep their pride of race. How
different their lot to that of the Rothschilds and the Guggen-
heims who wandered off to London and New York instead
of leaping out of the frying-pan of Hit into the tropxcal fires
of south-western Hindustan |

Cochin is a growing port, with a great tradc in spices,
bananas, and coconut-fibre, Big ships call here for cargo,
and when the present arrangements are complete the town
will be the centre of the Malabar trade. Brokerage, finance,
the chandling of ships, and cognate activities will attract an
ever-increasing population, and it would seem at first blush
as if the Jews would be among the first to benefit by an
accession of trade. But not the Jews of Cochin. They are
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too old a branch to flourish again, unlcss, indeed, the doctors .-
who are studying elephantiasis can graft new health upon their
failing stem.

But the probabxhty is that their time is done For a
few years, ten, twenty pethaps, they will remain in their
picturesque old quarter, under palms and shady banyan-trees.
After that, no one will speak of the Jews of Cochin, save as a
name and a memory, and a backwash of the tide of race-
migration will have dried up and disappeared.
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CHAPTER V
MOPLAHS OF THE MALABAR COAST

Over all the Malabar coast the names of “Da Gama”,
“Cabral”, and “Albuquerque” still live in the descendants
of the jolly old Portuguese who wined and wived and killed
and died so picturesquely in the land of their adoption. The
cold-blooded Dutch and the materialistic English have left
no living record of their occupation to compare with*that of
the Portuguese, for their specialties have been bricks and
mortar instead of flesh and blood. Even the Protestant faith
has a precarious tenure, whereas the missions of the Jesuits
prosper and abound.

-However faint the mark of British occupation, there can
be no doubt that British commerce is flourishing in Calicut,
the metropolis of the Malabar, Moplahs. Calicut is a large
seaport town, and the centre of the watlike race of hillmen
of south-western India, who in recent years have converted
many of their peaceful Hindu neighbours to the faith of Islam
by forcing them to fepeat the Kalimah and to undergo a
certain physical operation.

- Calicut detives its name onomatopoetlcally from
“coh'éodu the crowing of a cock. The legend is that in
the Mlddle Ages all the land within the heating of 2 cock’s
crowing was given to the Zamarin of the coast by the emperor
of Malabar of that day, Cheruman Perumal. .

It is a bustling town, with wide, well-kept streets. - Its
citizens have the cosmopohta.n bold-eyed look of traders in -
a seaport town. 'There s little to remind one of the former
grandeur of Calicut except pethaps the palace of the Zamarins,
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a barren place littered with relics of the past. But with  little .
effort of the imagination we can people it with those bold
sea-pirates who long held their own against all the buccaneers
of the age of discovery. In sight of this fort Vasco da Gama
anchored his galleass on May the eleventh, 1498, six years
after Columbus planted the flag of Spain on the island of
San Salvador in the Indies of the Western Hemisphere.
Five years later Pedro Alvarez Cabral landed here and fought
with the Zamarin. At the end of the same year the Zamarin
was defeated finally by Alphonso d’Albuquerque in alliance
with the rajah of Calicut, thus endmg the sea-power of India,
probably for ever.

It is mterestmg to visit Calicut, not only because of its
romantic past, but also to study the Moplah types, and to
ponder over the fact that these men and their relatives quite -
recently engaged in a rebellion whose oB]ect was nothing less
than the subversion of British power in the East. - Germany s
1974 to 1918 experiment with the same object in view made
no impression on these wild and fanatical hillmen. For
close on a hundred years rebellions have been smouldering
in Malabar, and in every generation there has been a ﬂare of
revolt among the Moplahs.

~ They are fiery Muhammadan zealots, these Moplahs, and
of a stalwart appearance that would hardly warrant Sir
Richard Burton’s scathing criticism, “bastards got by Arab
sites on Indian dams”. From earliest tirhes—when they
traded apes and ivoties to the Tyrian tritemes of King
‘Solomon—they have been the brigands and merchant
adventurers of the Malabar coast.

-In the revolt of Manjeri, in 1896; when the Moplahs.
advanced to attack they were shot down at a distance of
seven hundred yards. None got-nearer. Yet they con-
tinued to_advance, and every man wounded had his throat -
cut by his nearest friend in order to ensure that he should
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die fighting the infidel and thereby secure the martyt’s crown
of Islam. '
The chronic restlessness of the Moplahs under British
rule has been due partly to the circumstances under which
they held their land, but chiefly to their dislike of being
dominated by a Christian power. In 1921 this unrest was
worked up by seditionists and Khilafat agitators, and by the
propaganda of Mr. Ghandi, who aroused their sympathies
over the supposititious woes of Turkey. In April of 1921,
at their religious stronghold of Tirurangadi, discontent broke
out into open tebellion. A railway station was wrecked,
railway lines were cut, British and Indian officials were
murdered, thousands of Hindus were forced to repeat the
Moslem formula of faith (the Kalimah), and a Khxlafat
kingdom was set up.
Troops were hurried into the country to assist the pohce
but the terrain in which they had to operate was mountainous
and thickly wooded, so that it was a long time befote even a
semblance of order could be restored. In the less accessible
districts some of the leaders proclaimed their independence
as local kings. Then they lévied blackmail on the Hindu
population and flaunted the ascriptions of royalty, even to
‘the establishment of law courts and the issue of their own
paper money.

.~ Whether the fires of insurrection were encouraged by
Bolshevik gold we do not know. The president of the
Third International admitted publicly in Moscow that three
million gold roubles (£700,000) had been sent to fan the flames
of revolution in India. Doubtless most of this got stuck
on its way across Central Asia and Afghanistan, and it may
have dwindled to a dribble before it reached the ministers
of the “Khilafat kingdom™ in the hills of Malabar, But it
seems probable that the general campaign of the Khilafat
agitators was timed to coincide with the Moplah 1ising, and



Ascetics about to lie down for an afternoon siesta on their feather beds—of sharp iron spikes.



At the top of the caste system are the haughty “twice-born” Brahmins.
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‘aimed at the subversion of British power, and at Islamic
dominion over India.

No one knows ot ever will know the full patticulars of
the reign of terror in the hills back of Calicut and Cannanote,
but a distinguished Indian leader who spent more than four
months investigating conditions in connection with Malabar
relief gave us a few of the grim stories that came to his.ears -
—stoties that he had confirmed on the spot.

The fiery spirit who did the most to arouse the rehg1ous\
frenzy of his clan was a Muhammadan priest, 2 mulah named
Chamarsher Thangal. One day while reading a passage from.
the Koran to his followers in the mosque, he looked up at
the blue dome of the sky above the haram and butst into a
“hysterical laugh. When asked the reason of this hilarity, he
pointed to the heavens and said that he saw the doors of
Paradise standing open and the “hurs” welcoming those
‘killed that day to the pleasures of the heavenly garden of
delights. “Mad fellows,” said he, “go and attack the Gurka
camp, and after being killed sit in the company of huts.”
Whereupon the company took this as a divine command,
and five hundred Moplahs dashed recklessly into the near-by
camp of the Gurka soldiers and were either shot or bayoneted.

But the most tertible episode was the well massacre, whete
several thousand victims were marched to the edge of the
well, decapitated, and their bodies pushed over the brink.
The man who brought back this story was one of the few
lucky ones who escaped with their lives. ‘To-day he lives in
Calicut, but his neck will be deformed for life. He declares.
that 2 number of others like himself were struck and pushed
into the well alive, and” that as he clambered up the wall,
some hours later, men in a half-conscious condition appealed
to him for help that he had not the strength to give. The
Moplahs later declared that the originator of the plan was the

same Chamarsher Thangal who saw the gates of Paradise ajar.
: b .
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Then there was a skull that had been cut with a saw, said
to have belonged to one Kalkal Narain, whom the Moplahs
sawed into two pieces when he refused to repeat the Kalimah.

Hundreds of homes were burned and many Hindu
temples ravaged. We were told that not a house in the town
of Horaham Sham had escaped, and that the inmates were
skinned alive and their skins hung over the idols in their
temples. The Moplahs used one temple as a barracks and
a slaughter-house, whete the sacred cows of the Hindu com-
munity were killed and their hides placed on the images of
the goddesses. The little pigtails, or chotias, that Hindus
wear as an emblem of their faith were cut off and strewn about
the shrines, and one sayyad, 2 Moplah named Abdullah
Thangal, boasted of having “converted” twenty of his un-
warlike ne1ghbours, which he had been told by leaders of
the uprising was" the proper way to bring about Hindu-
Muslim unity in India | :

Lately the situation has been more or less in hand. How-
ever, there are still bands unapprehended, gangs still unbroken.
One of these groups we passed at the railway station on our
way from Calicut. ‘There were some sixty swarthy, semi-
nude peasants squatting on the platform-in groups of four.
They sat silent and sullen. An armed guard stood over them.
What crimes these men had committed we do not know.
Perhaps they too skinned their Hindu neighbours alive. At
any rate, there is little doubt that each of them had taken his
toll of the Philistines like the Jews of old, and had the blood
of at least one Hindu on his conscience. Yet one could
not help feeling a little sorry for these fanatical hillmen, who -
were looking for the last time.for several years at the busy
world they had tried to convert forcibly with their bludgeons
and blundetbuses and knives.

Lotd Curson’z memotial stands in Dalhous1e Square for
all the world to mark where one hundred and twenty-three
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Englishmen died in the Black Hole of Calcutta. Memories
‘such as these are apt to rankle. Possibly some Moplah in
the far-distant future will erect a tablet or a stone replica of a
covered goods wagon in Calicut to the memory of those of
his race who were suffocated in the Podanur train tragedy.
But what of the Hindus who were butchered by the fierce
Malabar followers of the Prophet ? And what possibility is
there that Ghandi’s Utopian dream of Hindu-Muslim unity
will be realized as long as there are races in India who practise
conversion by massacre, by skinning their neighbouts alive
and hanging the skins over the grinning idols of the victims ?
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CHAPTER VI
_RELiGmN AT 100° FAHRENHEIT

THERE are over two hundred million people in this world
who, from the day they are botn to the day they are roasted
on the funeral pyre, pray only to misshapen little red things—
abortions in stone—like Hanuman, the monkey god, and
Ganesha, the idol with the elephant’s head. These two
hundred million people are under the sway of the cleverest
ptiestcraft that has ever existed, men' who believe they are
half gods and half men, and that at the age of ten years they
ate reborn to a spiritual life beyond the common herd. T'wice
born, sacrosanct, above the monarchs of the earth, the
Brahmin exercises his priestly rule in mysterious India un-
- diminished after three thousand years of change and
conquest and conflicting creeds.

The Brahmin system was codified at about the time of
the Christian era. ‘The first principle is that the Brahmin is
the best man on earth. To sit down beside one is to incur
the penalty of having the sitting-down part removed. To’
strike 2 Brahmin is to incur a thousand years of hell.

The Brahmins divided the Hindus of India into castes—
thousands of different castes. Now many of these ate again
subdivided into subcastes, which are split up into sects, and
the most cutious of all the sects that we encountered during
our two-year journey through Southern Asia was a Vaishna
sect called the “Vallabha”, Their tilak, or forehead-mark,
'is'a trident. ‘The descendants of Vallabha, the founder of the
sect, are known as maharajahs, and are worshipped as gods.

They believe that desires can best be extinguished not by
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austerity and prayer, but by immediately satisfying them. In
addition to complete freedom of intercourse with- every
member of the clan, they have the following sources of
income : For homage by sight, 3 rupees; for homage by.
touch, 12 rupees ; for the honour of washing the maharajah’s
foot, 18 rupees; for the credit of swinging him, 24 rupees ;
for the joy of sitting with him, 36 rupees; for the bliss of
occupying the same room, 30 to 200 rupees; for the per-
formance of the circular dance, Go rupees ; for the delight of
eating betel-nut spat out by the maharajah, 10 rupees; for
drinking the maharajah’s bath-water, 11 rupees.

Someone has said that India is not a couptry but a
religious controversy. If you ask an Indian what he is,
instead of replying that he is a Bengali, or a Madrasi, or a
Punjaubi, he will tell you that he is a Hindu, 6r 2 Muham-
madan, or a Parsee, or a Jain, or a' Buddhist, or a Sikh, or a
Theosophist, or some other of India’s one thousand and one
religious persuasions. But more than two-thirds of the
people are included in one or the other of the two thousand-
odd subdivisions of Hinduism.

Now Hinduism, as expounded by the Brahmin pundits,
is a history of religions rather than a religion ; 2 compendium
not acreed ; alibrary of travel stories in the trackless paths of
speculative inquiry rather than a guide-book to bliss. Hence
to attempt to review the literature of the Brahmins here is
about as easy as it would be to summarize all the Baedekers
on earth.

One-fifth of all the people who live on this planet resxde
in India. Hence if you are interested in wortld affairs you
must become acquainted with the peoples of Hindustan, and
to do this it is essential to know something of the ancient and
wonderful system of the Brahmins. Their books, the Vedas,
are the oldest scriptures in the world, dating from at least
a thousand yeats before Christ. They embrace every
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department of human activity, every hope and inquiry, every
love and lust.

. From the loftiest conceptions o£ the human mind to
bestialities past belief, from the Bhagavad Gita to the Tantras,
the religious system of the Hindus runs the gamut of belief.

Briefly, the Vedas teach that thete was-a Primal Cause,
He who cannot be discussed, the Unknown God of the
Athenians. Brahm is his name, immobile, impersonal, sunk
in sleep—essentially the god of 1009 Fahtenheit—a hot-
weathér dream of divinity, and not to be confused with his
offspting ot collateral, Brahma, the Father of the Gods.

From Brahm sprang Brahma, Siva, Vishnu—the last two
" being the gods of the two principal Hindu cults of the present
day, the Vaishnas and the Sivites.

In addition to these there were the Vedic or elder gods
of Nature, such as the Storm-God and the Fire-Light-Heat
God. Of these, some, such as Surya and Agni, are worshipped
still, as well as 2 multitude of minor offshoots from the great
- Elemental Powers:

It must be remembered that for the Hmdu gvery action
and reaction, and every phenomenon of the conceptual

universe, from stones to suns, and from the manner of tying
" aloincloth to the composition of inter-stellar space, have been
discussed and defined by the Brahmins; and that standmg
or sitting, awake or asleep, the Hindu has a religious sanction
and an appropriate deity for every act of daily life. He eats,
drinks, bathes, dresses, and sins religiously. There are thirty-
three million gods, goddesses, and demons-in the Hindu
pantheon. And yet, as Max Muller says, “even in the invoca-
tion of their innumerable gods, the remembrance of 2 God,
one and infinite, breaks through the mist of an idolatrous
phraseology hkc the blue sky that is hidden by passmg
clouds™.

Educated Hindus do not believe that their gods are more
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or less than vehicles or mediums of expression of the divine
ptinciple. They remember the ancient Aryan concept
expressed in the oldest word in the woztld, Dyass-pitr, Jupiter,
Our Father which art in Heaven, and seek in the modem
eclectic systems (followed by many of their best thinkers of
recent times, such as Pandit Bhagawan Dass, Lala Rajpat
Rai, and the Theosophists) to show that God’s dealings with
man have varied with varying religions according to man’s
need—undetlying all being one divine wisdom. But to
follow these ideas to their origin is impossible here. The
fact remains that the educated Hindus are in a microscopic
minority.

Hinduism djvides society into four classes: the priests
or Brahmins, the kings and captains or Kshattriyas, the
merchants or Vaishyas, and the men who do the dirty work—
Sudras or slaves. No one must change his caste or marry
out of it. If you are in 2 Jow caste you can console yourself
by reflecting that under the law of Karma, or reincarnation,
you might have been a pig instead of a Sudra. And if you
are a hard-working Sudra, who doesn’t appear where his
untouchable presence isn’t wanted, there is no reason at
all why you shouldn’t be born eventually among the people
who are privileged to lend money to the ruling race—that is,
when you are born again into this transitory wotld.

Now in England there was a certain noble marquis, not
unknown to fame, who divided the world into the classes and
the masses. The classes were the king and the noble marquis ;
the masses, the remainder of the population. He was one of
the typical Brahmins of the West, and he offered to the
masses the comfortable words of the catechism about doing
their duty “in the state of life unto which it has pleased
God to call them”, instead of the exciting Aryan 1dea of
reincarnation.

In England’s colo,n_l.cs\ caste is paramount, Black skins4
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are barred. So also Asiatics are excluded from the United
States. Can we blame these old Brahmins for insisting on
their race distinctions? Should we not rather admire them
for sticking to-their pride of bitth through all these long

years? After all, Europeans are doing the same thmg in
much the same way at this moment,

The wotd for caste is “varna” in the Vedas and “varna”,
means colour. Against the savage Dravidians of three
thousand years ago the white race of the Aryans raised the'
batriers of caste, and against the coloured races of to-day
there is just the same barrier. Idealists may rant, but they
cannot prove that black is white, or break down the deep-
rooted instinct of a people. There is much loose talk of
“brothethood”, but how many white men would willingly
see one of their womenfolk martied to an Asiatic? ‘This is
a thing that should be faced frankly. So why not avow our
faste principles, like the old Brahmins, instead of trying
vainly to disguise them? We deccive no one but ourselves
by burying our heads in the sands of prejudice. Why blame
the Brahmin when we are neatly as bad ourselves ? | '

As to caste’s breaking down, because of Western civiliz-
ation and railways—it will happen when the Ganges flows
backwards from Calcutta to Kedarnath, There are Brahmin
families in India who were converted to Christianity by the
Portuguese in 1650 who still maintain their caste traditions,
and will only intermarry with other Brahmin families con-
verted at the same date! The Ethiopian cannot change his
skin. © ‘The leopatd is extremely proud of his spots :* nothing
would induce him to change them. :

The two chief gods of the Hindus are Siva and Vishnu,
Siva is the Destroyer of mankind—he who terminates each
kalpa or era of the earth by exterminating gods and men by a
ray from his central eye. He generally skulks about in
graveyards. His wife has many names, such as Uma, Parvati,



A gloomy Hindu ascetic who shows us the sights
of the Black Pagoda.



A joyous Hindu religious festival is in progress. The merrymakers are nearly all men, and they gleefully throw red
paint at each other, symbolic of the blood of women.
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Haimavati (daughter of the Himalayas), Durga, Kali (the
black), and Bhairavi (the tertible). ‘

Calcutta detives its name from Kalighat, where there is
a noted temple of Kali. She is represented as a black woman
with four arms. In one hand she has a weapon, in the
second the head of the giant she has slain. With the two
others she encourages her worshippers. For ear-rings she has -
two dead bodies. She wears a necklace of skulls. Her
tongue is between her teeth. In the ancient texts it is laid
down that the flesh “of the antelope and the thinoceros give
her dclight for a thousand years”, but nowadays her temples
swim in the blood of goats. ~

The mantra or password ‘to the initiates of Siva is
“Si-va-na-va-ma”. Their caste-mark is three perpendicular
lines on the forehead.

Vishnu is a2 god co-equal but not co-eternal with Siva,
for he is destroyed at the end of the kalpa. He has avatars
or incarnations, first a fish, then a tortoise, then a bear, then a
man-lion, then a man-with-an-axe, then the beautiful Rama,
then Krishna, then Buddha. The tenth and last incarnation
of Vishnu is not to appear until the end of this age, when he
will come clothed in thunder in the heavens, riding a white
steed of the Apocalypse. Until Mahatma Ghandi was thrown
into prison by the Government of India and then failed to
walk out miraculously through the walls, tens of thousands
of his followers believed him to be the tenth and last incar-
nation of Vishnu.

Surely these incarnations of Vlshnu are no. mote nor less
than a story of mankind in parable? The ninth or Buddha-
incarnation is worthy of note because it shows how the
Brahmins absorb every creed into their system. Aftet
bittetly opposing the doctrines of Siddhartha, the prince who
knew no passion, and who is known to adoring multitudes
to-day as the Lord Buddha, they found that it was simpler
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to swallow his doctrines than to deny them. So they made
him an mcamatxon of Vishnu.

Any man, can become a god in Indxa or at any rate a
deity to be propitiated. Some time ago a British officer
met with a violent death near Travancote. He was aftet-
wards worshipped as a demon, and brandy and cheroots,
which he had loved during his lifetime, are still brought to
his shrine by the kindly natives.
~ There are.many strange Hindu sects, such as the
Vallabhacharis, whq drink each other’s bath-water. But
the Valabhachatis are no more representative of the religious
life of the Hindus than the Holy Rollers ate of Christianity.
They are a sect, and mentioned only because they demonstrate
the Hindu tendency towatds the worship of the abnormal.
Power is worshipped in every form. If a man be a great saint
or a-great sinner, or a great king, he will be worshipped.
Queen Victoria and John Nicholson, and the big brass gun
at Bijapur, and the goddess of thieves, and a bootless, hatless,
long-haired American globe-trotter, each have their several
votaries. ‘The reproductive principles, under the form of
the lignam and the yoni, the male and female organs, are also
worshipped.

Offerings to the gods consist of mangolds and jasmine,

-the leaves of the wood-apple, fruits, tice, little candles, milk,
and money.

The three cardinal tenets of Hmdmsm are the preservation
of caste, the sanctity of the Brahmins, and the holiness of the
cow. Everywhere we find cows wandering about the streets

“and 51ttmg on the sidewalks.

It is easy to scoff at the system of the Brahmins ; but that -
is done only by people with a little knowledge and a great
conceit. ‘The fact remains that the Brahmins have preserved
religion in the hearts and homes of Hindustan. They have
given the people the gods that they require. As the
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intellectual standard is raised, so will the Brahmins provide
higher concepts from their treasuries of thought. But always
these concepts will be such that the masses can understand

them. Ethics for the educated, idols for the ignorant. Heirs

of all the ages of the Aryan philosophy, and custodians of
the people’s conscience, they are awake to the forces that are

astir in the land to-day. In the time appointed they will pass

on to the people what the West is giving to them—a new
concept of service and sacrifice for others, like that shown

forth in the life of Christ. We tell ourselves that we must

not be too easily contemptuous or cocksure on this journey

of ours to the distant Black Pagoda.
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CHAPTER VII
AT THE SHRINE OF THE FISH-EYED GODDESS

ONE hundred and fifty thousa.nd people have come to the
holy city of Madura to celebrate the nuptial feast of theit
saint-patroness, Minakshi, with the great god Siva. She was
married a few days ago, Minakshi, the fair Brahmin girl with
fish-eyes, and now she and her husband have been left alone
in their jewelled shrine. * But to-day, to-night, is Minakshi’s
‘golden hour. For to-day, to-night, amid the heaped flowers
and the incense of their thousand-year-old shrine, Siva and
Minakshi are met. In peace and love the priests have left
them with £100,000 in jewels as their playthmgs Through this
night of May, when the moon is at its full, Siva can see into
the emerald and the amethyst of Minakshi’s eyes. .

To-morrow the great concourse in the bed of the River
Vaigai will be held. .The incident it celebrates seems trivial
enough, yet there will be a quarter of a million people there
to celebrate it, as there have been a quarter of 2 million people
there since history began, to enact this pageant of the Dis-
gruntled Wedding Guest. Here is- the story, as it
happened :-

Once upon a time Mmaksh1 was a queen of Madura who
had subdued all earthly princes and heavenly deities. Born
with three breasts, when she met Siva her third breast vanished.
So this must be her future husband, for an angel at her birth
had stated that her third breast would vanish when she found
het lord and master. Marriage preparations were at once

"begun, and an enormous number of people were invited.
As was only natural, one of the first to be asked was Alagar,
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the brother of Minakshi, who lived (and still lives) in a village
about eighteen miles from Madura. By some mischance
the message sent to him got garbled, so that when he came
sailing down the Vaigai in great state, in the equivalent of a
morning-coat and beaver hat, in the expectation of speeches
and champagne, he found that the marriage had already taken
place. Naturally he was furious. He retired in high
dudgeon to the far bank of the Vaigai, so that he should not
set even 2 foot in the unsistetly city of Madura. Since that
far time, year after year, Alagar comes in gilded state and hears
how chutlishly he has been treated, and retxxes in a
huff.

That is the story which the gathered thousands will com-
memorate to-morrow. All night long we hear them pass,
on wheels, and donkey-back and afoot. Ox-nose to tail-
board of the cart ahead, by file and company and troop, the
pilgrims come without pause or intermission; a river of
pilgrims such as Chaucer saw, with a “joyous garde of
children”. At dawn the scene is still thc same, but now it is
like a stream of ants. . . . '

The sun flames over the sea-mists of the East: of a
sudden it is full day.” In the dust and glare we see strange
and sad sights: children leading blind fathers, and fathers
leading blind children, and the halt, and the leprous, and the
lost, and old, old women who seem to sum up in themselves
all the horror of the body’s decay. .

Besides the hundred and fifty ‘thousand who came yestet-
day, and the fifty thousand who passed last night, there is
high holiday in all Madura. Not a soul in the city. Business
is at a standstill. ‘The Great Temple is empty. But down in
the river-bed of the Vaigai more than a quarter of a million
people are assembled to-do honour to the great god Alagar
with prayer and praise and jollity and junketing.

From the bridge above we look down on a2 wonderful,
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moving, mixing, rainbow crowd. The white clothes of the
men, and the ted and yellow of the women’s satis, the blue
of elephants and water, the green of trees and tutbans, the
glinting gold of the processional car, the swaying fans, the
metty-go-rounds, the joy-wheels, the hutly-butly and helter-
skelter, and the brightly-tinselled dancing-men, plumed with
white and crimson—all this changing colour in the dazzle of
the sunlight and under an arch of perfect turquoise’ almost
blinds the eyes with overbrightness.
~ One must linger on the bridge 2 moment or two and ad;ust
one’s senses to the scene below. One has seen crowds as
big, pageants more impressive, perhaps. But never 2 sight
like this! ‘Weate children, children by the hundred thousand,
back in a gigantic nursery of ages past. And we are children
at prayer; with the simple faith and the unclouded eyes of
the springtime of the world. We must leave aside the toys of
.our own middle age, our pocket-books and cameras and
fountain-pens, angd leave aside the hard heart of ambition and
_ the haughty mind of little learning, before we mix with’ the
throng below, and are one with them in spirit. What a
gorgeous scene it is for nursery eyes! Were ever chlldren
“happier than these? -~ :

Going down to the river we pass a street full of tents and
booths and shrines, thronged to bursting and wedged and
jammed so that the passengers are immobile in places where
‘a clever juggler or a holy “saddhu” atrests the attention of
the holiday-maker. |

One saddhu, so thin that he seems to have no inside, lies
“in the dust on his back, and holds a baby above him. He
rolls over, and over on to his back again, always holding the
baby above him. A girl collects coppers in a coconut-
shell from the watching ctowd. 'The baby watches the crowd
who are watching him, and he smiles as he sees the coppers
go into the coconut-shell, and he sucks his thumb
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dispassionately while his proprietor (for he is a bought baby,
no doubt, and will be made into a freak or a deformity by
his master) rolls over and over, as if the rockmg motion were
rather agreeable than otherwise.

Then there is the legless man, who has flippers about
six inches long and casual toenails growing from them here
and there. He scrambles in the dust with these flippets. . . .
The crowd thinks these freaks tremendous fun, and so they
are if we jettison our prejudice and see them with the eyes
of the crowd. 7

In the river-bed southern India is enjoying herself in the
mass, in the multitude, by the hundred thousand. Thete is
every variety of caste and trade, beauty and deformity, untouch-
able and elect. The “average man” is slightly below medium
height, of a bright brown colour, clean-shaven, and bald-
pated except for a patch at the back from which a topknot
grows, giving him an effeminate appearance that his habits
of life do not belie. A more sensual and effeminate-looking
man it would be difficult to find. Yet he also looks clever :
he is not brutish, as his women sometimes are. -For clothes
he wearts two white cloths, one about his loins, the other
over his shoulders, like a shawl. Below the loin is a tiny
triangular strip of linen. He walks with dignity, especmlly
if of the Brahmin caste.

The “average woman” also wears two cloths, always
coloured and generally of red-and-yellow check: one is the
loincloth, the other the body-cloth, so arranged that the
trunk from the hips to the base of the breasts is left bare. Very
attractive her figure is, a slim column of burnished copper,
with chevelure of polished ebony, and a heavy collar of gold
that sets off admirably the warm beauty of her skin. The
- young women ate loaded with gold : gold on wrist and ankle,
gold collars, and huge ear-tings of gold—so huge that they
drag down the lobe of the ear until it touches the shoulder.
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The old women' have the same extended lobes, but no eat-
rings in them, for they are either neglectful of themselves
or neglected by - their families—God knows which. The
adolescent girls are the most beautiful ; the maturer graces
of womanhood are generally lacking. The young gitls have
bodies of brown velvet, eyes of infinite tenderness, and
mouths—so soon to grow thick and brutalized—with the
bowed lip of Aphrodite, which is one of the distinctive
features of the Aryan. Splendid creatures of the sun they are,
these gitls with the kiss of so much gold against their young
and glowing skin.

But their beauty is brief. Married women (chieﬂy of the
lower classes) have a ruby or a diamond fixed in their left
nostril, which increases the “something animal” that has
grown in their eyes, and that shows in their flaccid lips.

Matrried before their teens and mothers at fourteen, they
 detetiorate rapidly, growing limp and weaty, so that the uppet
cloth of their dress no longer hangs on the twin contours of
their body, but sags apart and reveals them prematurely
old. :

Every woman in India (and this is as true as any gencral-
ization can be) is “old at thirty”, but sometimes there is a
great tendetness and a great grace in the mothethood of
Hindustan. The wortld over, mothethood is 2 holy thing,

and in India, as elsewhere, and especially at the great fairs and
festivals of Ganges land and the Carnatic, you may see the
ineffable beauty of a mother with her baby child. Thus
looked, thus walked, the Galilean gitl to whom the Churches
pray. ‘Thus laughed the Child in its Mother’s eyes, and thus
‘He clung to her shoulder in the flight to Egypt.
 The festival of Minakshi, the fish-eyed goddess of Madura,

is a family feast. So many babies and brothers and sisters
and fathers and mothers and grandparents and great-aunts—
so many generations of the sons of Japheth in their respective



The holy man who rolls ten miles around the temple with a baby in his arms.



Many of the low-caste peoples are descendants of the aborigines who lived here
thousands of years before the first white Aryans came down from Central Asia and
foisted the curse of caste upon them. But there are 53,000,000 who are outcasts,
untouchables, some of whom are so primitive that they still live in trees.
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family groups—you never saw gathered together in on
place. '

And in all the ctowd no one is drunk or disorderly or
vulgar. The great throng has a great heart of happiness
and prayer and praise. '
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CHAPTER VIII
THE ANGER OF ALAGAR

LET us suppose that you ate 2 pious Hindu. You have come
to Madura to celebrate the feast of Alagar in the river-bed
of the Vaigai. . . . First you scrape a hole in the sand, about
a foot deep : this soon fills with water, for there is an undet-
ground current. - In this hole you and your family drink
and wash and wash and drink. Then you get a barber to
scrape your head with his razor until it is innocent of hair.
Meanwhile the ladies and the babies of your family have been
indulging in further intimate ablutions in the puddle. Finally,
when you are all shaved and washed and putified, you wander
out to see the old car of Alagar high on the river-bank. The
.god is resting for the moment in his perfumed tent, and it
is impossible to get very near him because of the thousands
that press around the Presence. Nearest the chariot is a
throng of men with large mat fans inscribed with the Vaishna
trident: a “U” in white with a red line down the centte,
representing the two legs of Vishnu, and the symbol of his
~wife. The fans are all in motion, and no doubt the god needs
air in the thick of all that hot humanity.

We cannot get near the god, so we wander among the
ctowd. ‘The people at the roundabouts and swings here are
much the same as the people at the roundabouts and swings
anywhere else, except for this, that they are brown and naked
and very gentle in Madura. Otherwise there is not much
difference between Madura and Coney Island or Hampstead
Heath. Dress them as clerks, costers, flappers, servant-gitls,
gipsies, schoolmasters, thieves, and you might be at
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a bank holiday in England or a Saturday catnival in
America, ~

The cletkly caste is very prominent, however. The
Brahmins of the Vaishna sect, tall, well-set-up men with
intellectual heads, have the trident of theit Lord Vishnu
marked on their brow, and it is extraordinary how wicked
this painted monogram makes them look. With theit shaved
heads and forked white eyebrows, and a streak of red between
the eyes, they stalk through the crowd like so many
" Mephistopheleses among the simple villagers. Mingling
with them are the lower castes, soldiers, merchants, and slaves,
all the pageantry of an age of pilgrims, miracles, and saints.
We turn back the pages of history and see before our eyes,
not in print but in moving limb and crying mouth, the hosts
of the Crusades and the swarming multitude of the devout
who flocked to the shrines of the Renaissance. .

Back to the chariot of Alagar. . . . Here ate the tumult
and the thronging of thousands who have come to worship.
Hete are the detonation of mortars and the bugling of conches’
that herald Alagar’s approach. The Vaishna fans of those
about his petson sway back to let the godhead pass. Before
the image marches a posse of police. High on his gilded
car, which is set on the backs of terrible steeds with enamel
eyes, the god comes out, botne upon the shoulders of a
hundred men. The temple elephants make obeisance. Men,
women, and children touch their fingertips together and bend
the head in reverence. The cries of fractious babies are
stifled by their mothets.. No dog barks. The merry-go-
rounds have stopped and their tidets are worshipping, with
hands joined in the ancient gesture of prayer and praise.
‘The murmurs of all this host are hushed.

The god passes up the bank to his next restmg-place
Then wheels go round, children cry, and the voice of the |
crowd resumes its droning key. -
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From dawn to high noon the festival continues. Six
times the god moves along the river-bank through the adoring
multitude of his Worshippers ,
~ But the heat is becoming furnace-like. The breeze has

dropped. Women draw their saris across their tired eyes.

Children wilt and droop. The crisp tetra-cotta babies of
the motning have become lumps of putty on the shoulders
of their parents. Even the god is drowsy, and remains in
his - marquee amid the fumes of frankincense, “which are
stirred gently past his jewelled nostrils by the fans of
devotees.

By tens and twenties the crowds melt away to such shade
as they can find by tent and tree. Life gasps in the torrid
noon of May. Beasts and men are still. Even the mina
birds stay limply under the shade of eaves and pant there with
open beak. s . .

- When we go out again the sun has long passed its zenith
and is slantmg behind a storm that is gathering in the west.
The air is thick with thunder.

‘Through the narrow streets of the bazaar we wend our
way towards the Great Temple. Suddenly it hulks above us,

“the pyramidal entrance of richly carved stone and stucco,
known as a “gopuram”. What strange people they must
have been who built these gopurams! Row after row of
gods, goddesses, griffins, gargoyles—strangely graceful,
subtly lewd, four-headed, five-armed, fish-eyed—things made
by minds quite alien to these Western eyes that look on
them. Great pyramids, high walls, a welter of carving—
tetrific labour of brawn and brain, and tiny result in beauty—
that is the first impression this temple makes on Westetn
minds. ‘The next is that of respect—and of a nameless
fear. |

Inside, across the open coutt, there is 2 maze of datk,
carved corridors, where male images and female images and
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hermaphrodite idols and beast idols are writhing, intetlocking,

‘trampling upon their foes. This is characteristic religious -
imagery of which we will find a supreme example at the Black
Pagoda.

There are bats also in these cortidots, and an elephant
strolling to his stable, and a sacted cow nosing for banana-
skins under the idols. And the never-ending crowd, the
same crowd that we saw this morning at the river, has now
gathered among this medley of divine and bestial forms, in
the eternal twilight of the corridors, for the rite of evensong
to Siva and Minakshi, the happy lovers.

Already the lamps-are lit in the temple, although it is
broad day outside, for this is a place where daylight does not
come.

A gong strikes close to us—so close that it makes one
tremble. Surges of men and women crowd to a doorway—
a doorway all worn and glistening with the rubbing of the
millions of bodies that for a thousand years have sweated
and struggled in the portals of the shrine. Thete is a terror
in this devotion, half seen, half guessed, of this panting,
naked people that are pressing all round us. We are part of
a consciousness we can no longer understand. We have
swung back through the ages to an elder day. And of all
the travelling we have done, there is none so strange as this
journeying back through centuries to find the life of other
times, still sentient, still aquiver with desire and fear. It is
like catching a mummy at its prayers.

There are a hundred priests in the temple at Madura,
1 hundred dancing-gitls for the pleasure of the god, and
treasure untold. The personal jewellery alone of the god
and the goddess is valued at about a million dollats.

And in the town of Madura, not a mile away, there is
another temple, a temple of healing, a plain two-stotied spot-
lessly whitewashed house. It is the American Medical



70 India : Land of the Black Pagoda

Mission, and owes its inception to Dr. Van Allen, who worked
in Madura for thirty years, giving all that he loved and life
itself for the sick in India. And this hospital, like the Great
Temple at Madura, has been built and is supported
by Indians. Not a penny of Western money went into its
building. It was built by the natives of the country,
because. they loved Dr. Van Allen of Yale, and because
in India the Holy Spirit is not dead, and saints still walk
the earth, and the Indians can recognize them when they see
them., I

In all romantic India there is no more romantic and
splendid life than that of the medical missionary—the man or
the . woman who carries the science of the. West as well as
the banner of Christendom into the wild and outer marches
of empire. :

Medical missionaries have gone everywhere in India. -
Among the aboriginal tribes of Bengal and Assam thete are
millions of animists who drink the blood of human sacrifice
- (when they can get it) and indulge in orgiastic tites that have
put them almost outside the pale of humanity. In the south
there are Dravidians whom long centuries of slavery have
reduced to a level of morals and mentality little better than
¢hat of the beasts. And among the strange Semitic tribes
that have haunted the hills and harried the plains of the North-
west Frontier since Indian history began, there is no law but
that of the strongest and no metcy but the mercy of sleep and
death. . . . Into these lands, and unto a strange divetsity
of creatures, the soldiers of Christendom have gone—and gone
further and fixed their conquest more securely than any other
~ conquerors of the past, for their kingdom is not terrene,
but in the hearts of the people.

Many have questioned the value of missionary work in
India. But no one who knows the country and has met all
sorts and conditions of men there, in all sorts and conditions
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of weather—anyone, in short, who does not get his opinions
from blue books or bureaucrats—will admit that the medical
missions in India have done mote than their share toward
keeping the Indian Empire reasonably contented in the
past. |

The Indian is not especially grateful for administrative
ot judicial petfection : these things are apt to be uncomfortable:
in reality, however imposing they may appear in tepotts.
It is the heart of love of the missionary, the brothetly sympathy
of a2 poor man living among poor men, that wins the confidence
of the great voiceless “public” of Hindustan—the two hundred
and fifty millions who live in the childhood of ignorance and
superstition.

Purely spiritual missions ate apt to arouse sectatian
animosities, but when, as at Madura far in the south, a
prosperous Christian hospital under a man like Dr. Van
Allen carries on a wotk of healing that no other organization
has dared to attempt, and when, as at Bannu, three thousand
miles north, the fame of Dr. Pennell, another American,
spread from Peshawar to Kabul, then indeed we may assert
that the cross of the West stands higher than the crescent of
the Muslim or the trident of the Vaishnas in the estimation
of Hindustan.

Dz. Van Allen and Dt. Pennell, now, alas, no mote, laid
down their lives for these people, but the hospitals they
founded continue! their work. Dr. Van Allen’s Medical
Mission has made its influence patamount in Madura, and is
now entirely supported by funds subscribed by the wealthy
Hindus of the district, so that this Christian organization does
not have to ask for a penny of outside help. From sutgical
watd to dispensary, and from Bible-room to football ground,
the whole institution is economically justified by the most

-rigid tests that a Henry Ford could devise. In spite of their
love for the mysticism and weird rites of Hinduism, the people
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of Madura want this tmssxon, and they want it 50 much that *
thcy ate prepared to pay forit! ‘

»*‘These ' medical missionaries have somethm of the soul
of St. Paul, who went out actoss the wotld, to win souls by
‘faith and works, carrymg nor sctip nor staff.



Some 250,000 people come to Madura to attend the Festival of the Fish-eyed Goddess.



Many of the women who worship in the Temple of the Bull are barren. They
come here to implore Nandi and other gods of the Hindu pantheon to grant them
an addition to the family.
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CHAPTER IX
RUBIES, PRIESTS, AND SACRED BULLS

“TricuHY”, where the cheroots come from, is celebrated for
its canopied bazaar, its Gibraltar-like rock, and its pigeon’s-
blood rubies. The rubies of Trichinopoly are to be seen in a
score of stalls in the main bazaar—dazzling piles of them
in yellow paper packets, ranging in price from two rupees
for a spinel to two lakhs for a pigeon’s-blood. It is the
biggest ruby market in the world.

Under the bamboo arcades of the bazaar, past the shops
of the ruby merchants, we ride through an endless concourse
of semi-nude citizens on our way towards the Rock, which
dominates the city from every point. Nature shrugged this
pile of stone, 273 feet above the plain, in some prehistoric
shiver. The temple on its summit is approached by four
hundred and thirty-four steps. If the visitor funks these,
he may see other temples but nothing qulte like this. We
yield to its spell . . . it'is the time of evening prayer. It is
twilight in the city below. But hete in this old cave-temple
the shafts of sunset linger, so that we can see dimly the
sculptures of the gods worn and polished with the sweat
of centuries. A silent priest passes before us, and we catch
a red look in his eyes—as red as the rubies of the town, a. -
look of hate and contempt. His lips move silently. Is it
a prayer or a curse? We are fain to ask him a question,
but he has vanished silently and mystetiously into the dark-
ness of an inner shrine.

We walk gingerly down the steep face of the Rock in
the growing gloom, remembering that these steps ate haunted
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by the shades of five hundred devotees who were trampled
to death by their co-worshippers during a panic.

Here also died ‘the English Bishop Heber of Calcutta,
he who wrote the unfading wotds of the missionary hymn's

“From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver '
Their land from errot’s chain”.

The author of “From Greenland’s Icy Mountains to India’s
Coral Strand” died of apoplexy in a swimming-bath at the
fort, after having delivered an address from the steps of
the Austrian mission church of Dr. Schwartz.

'The wee white church of Dr. Schwartz still stands spick
and span near the Temple of the Bull in Tanjore, its wall
decorated with the elegant epitaphs of the eatly nineteenth
century. A few hours’ run lands us at the great temple of
Siva in Tanjore—of Siva, the god of birth and death, who has
been pictured in vivid verse by Sir Alfred Lyall :

“I am the god of the sensuous fire,
That moulds all nature and forms divine,
The symbols of death and of man’s desire,
The springs of change in the world are mine,
The organs of birth and the circlet of bones,
And the light loves carved on the temple stones”.

~ Here you may see the “light loves”, not in stone, but as
comely Davidasis, or temple-gitls, who are dedicated to the
rites of Siva and who dance during the full moon of April.
Hete also is Nandi (the Happy One), the bull that Siva rides.
“‘This is a gigantic Nandi. He weighs eighty tons, and has a
polished, urbane appearance, for he is anointed every day
with gingelly oil. " There was once a toad inside him, so that
he kept growing and growing until it was feared that he would
outgrow the temple. A nail was therefore driven into the
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nape of Nandi’s neck that killed the toad and kept Nandi of
reasonable size and weight—a mere eighty tons and only
eight feet round the collar. Nandi is a strange, attractive
idol, with gentle, sensual, inscrutable eyes, like the eyes of
some of Siva’s WOI‘ShlppCIS

Pierre Loti, in his delightful book India Without the
Exuglish, desctibed everything that he saw in Hindustan
excepting the British burra sahibs of Calcutta, the British
bureaucrats of Delhi, and the rest of the one hundred thousand-
odd Anglo-Saxons and Celts who are the ruling race of the
country. Pierre Loti completely and purposely distegarded,
the British Raj and all its works, and devoted his pages to
descriptions of an older and more intimate India.

We too have followed in the footsteps of the immortal
Frenchman, but we have visited two portions of India to
which the title of Pierre Loti’s book could be more appro-
priately applied—Pondicherry and Goa.

India is so vast, its people so apathetic to the introduction
of new things, and by tradition so antagonistic to Western
theories of life, that it is difficult for one to visualize what
the results of British rule have been—until one compares
them with the methods of administration in French and
Portuguese India. Between Notrdic and Latin colonial
methods, in this part of the East, there is a chasm wider
than the Grand Canyon of the Colorado.

There may be corruption in British India. The Anglo-
Indian newspapers hint that there is | Investigating committees
clog the files at Delhi and Simla with mountainous reports
about it. Even the most casual observer can see evidences
of it—and then does his own little part toward encouraging
the disease. But the man in the train who told us all about
India’s Latin colonies told us that the problem there is not
one of petty graft but of wholesale loot. -

In Le Matin we saw that a complaint had been filed in
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the criminal court of Paris against the two deputies of French
.India and also against the mayor of Pondicherry. Far be
it from us, however, to throw stones from the glasshouse
of this peculating peninsula. Pondicherry may be a corrupt
city, or it may not, but it is certainly a very charming one.

“Little old town ; living on tradition, living because she
" has lived, systematically isolated from the rest of India by her
hostile neighbours, and with 'no port or roadstead on the
Gulf of Bengal where her ships can shelter. No hurry and
bustle here, as at Calcutta or Madras. No strangers either,
no toutists, for the traveller does not pass by Pond1cherry——
and who would come hete for the sake of coming ?

“By the sea, a garden where the band plays in the evening,
and where, with the setting sun, wan babies gather, some
from France, othets born in exile. . . . :

“Oh, the sadness of arriving here, in this ancient far-off
- charming place, between whose moss-grown walls sleeps a
whole great past of France! - Little streets, like French streets
in the heart of some quiet province, little straight streets,
with low houses, century-old houses, vety white on the red
-soil from which they rise : garden walls hung with garlands
of creepers and tropical flowers : barted windows through
whose grille one sees the pale faces of creoles, or of half-castes,
who seem almost too beauuful with the mystery of India

in theireyes. . . .

' “Besides the officers and civil officials of the colony,'
there are some creole families here that atrived in the heroic
- age of French India, and have become quite Pondichetrian
after four ot five generations. Old ladies with gentle, rather
old-fashioned manners. Old salons of a melancholy charm
“with their eighteenth-century sofas, and their Empire clocks
‘that came adventurously by the Cape of Good Hope . . .
and that have counted the hours of so many languid lives,
told the minutes of so much agony of exile. . . .”
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Thus Loti moutrns, in that inimitable way that takes us
with him, sadly but surely, into the ruined grandeurs of the
past.

Let us get back to the present, however, and step off
our train.

“Con Sonndiramallée An 19137, whoever he may be, has
erected a very charming bronze of an Egyptian gitl just
outside the railway station. She is modern, but instinct
with the art of the Latins. She upholds the common tele-
graph wires. At her feet is a stand-pipe where the living
bronzes of the Pondicherrians, fill their gourds and cooking-
pots in rivalry with the graceful poise and hmber hips of
the delicate statuette above.

This is France. We have found France immediately, at
the exit to the station. A perfectly black policeman comes
with a Customs form and says, “Signez ici, s'il vous plait,
m’sien.”’

We drive through picturesque and filthy streets. The
citizen sweepers of enlightened Pondicherry ate liable to
transfer their votes if they are unduly hustled. But they are
not hustled at all. No one is hustled. It.is a happy, happy-
go-lucky place. At every house-front there is 2 cow. The
cows are there because it is eatly morning and they ate waiting
to be milked, waiting placidly, while their calves stroll about
nibbling at the piles of garbage at the street-corners. Natives
are dozing in the street, sleeping off the'effect of too much
toddy and bonhomie, or rubbing their eyes and staring and
scratching. .

At the Bntlsh Consul’s house we enjoy a British breakfast,
and thank our stars we are with him and his delightful
wife instead of at the Hotel de I’Europe or the Hotel de
Londres et de Paris, for these establishments, by all accounts,
do not live up to their names. But they are interesting
because they are often the resorts (quite against the wish of
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the proprietots, be it understood) of gentlemen flecing from
justice in British India.

After breakfast we drive out to the square, in the fascin-
ating conveyance called a “pousse-ponsse’, which is like a bath-
chair on four wheels. Pondicherry is a symbol of the French
mind in that it is laid out methodically. The governor’s
house, the mayor’s house, the law coutts, the hospital, barracks,
club, museum, are all central and easy to reach. Out on the
sea-front the statue of Dupleix looks seaward—Dupleix, who
dreamed of empire—Dupleix, to whom the carved colonnades
that now stand.around his statue were given to embellish
the palace of a viceroy of France, a palace that was never
built. . . . He stands there in his full-bottomed wig and
Georgian waistcoat and top-boots, hot and barcheaded in
the Indian sun. Here for once the Latin genius caught some

_infection from the Victorian taste of British India. The
statue was erected in 1869. M. Clemenceau, when he came
out to India before he died, placed a palm-leaf at the feet of
Dupleix. ‘

We dtive out along the Cuddalote road, where Clive and
his merry men once marched, through scenes of tropical
luxuriance and villages nestling in the palm-groves. We
watch the graceful well-workets, drawing water by walking
the length of a pole suspended above their well, which is
pethaps the most graceful irrigation-system in the world.
They are paxd the magnificent sum of two cents a day, so it is
not surprising that they are thin and emaciated. We watch
the women grinding their cotn, and see the grove where the -
great god Ayyanar lives, guardian of the villages, with his
five clay hotses, on which he rides through the paddy-fields
o’ nights slaying demons ot incautious villagers who ought
to be in bed.

There is less activity;, less “bundobust”, fewer village
officials, in French territory than in British _India, but there
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is mote contentment, more “graft”, and a good deal less
sanitation.

Back through the native town, we see many Indo-French
who bear themselves with the pride of citizens of a great
emplte especially the children—young Gauls in garb, Indians
in soft grace of movement. Everywhere the delicious
tongue of France comes fluently to Indian lips.

Before the Cathedral of Notre Dame stands a statue of
Joan of Atc, lately erected by a prominent citizen. We enter
the ever-open doors of the House of God, and all is peace
and colouted lights there. A corporal of the Armée Colon-
iale kneels before one of the Stations of the Cross, 2 splendid
and soldierly figure. We watch him a moment, in reverence
and admiration, for here is France on her knees ...
a France we hardly know. ... . A shaft of red light strikes
across his white uniform and on the square yellow beard that -
brushes the ribbons of the World War that he wears. He -
kneels erect and still, with joined hands, like a knight before
the Grail : a symbol of the old France of Dupleix, of the new
France that held Verdun. And now this scarcely seems to
be the Land of the Black Pagoda.
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CHAPTER X
AN IRISH HIGH PRIESTESS IN INDIA

MaDRas is the doyen of the British cities of the East Indies,
.dignified, delightful, and “somehow different”. The black
Tamil men, with their long, straight hair gathered in 2 bunch
at the top of their heads, carry umbrellas and fulfil to a nicety
one’s notions of the mild Hindu. The less opulent Tamiils
have noses like the beaks of bitds. Their cheekbones ate
sharp. Their elbows ‘are sharp. Their knees are sharp.
Their bodies are mostly vein and bone, minus muscle and
meat. They chew betel-nut, which makes their teeth black
and their lips red. They drink rice toddy, which makes them
forget, temporarily, the nightmare that their lives must be.

But high-caste Madrasi people and prosperous ua-
touchables become sleck in appearance and oval in shape
especially the women. ‘Their dress consists of a long strip
of cloth draped gracefully about the figure, showing their
petfectly moulded torsos from hip to breast like a2 column
of burnished copper. They are hung, and placqued, and
laden with gold. If Ghengis Khan had seen the population
of Madras nobody could have restrained him.

The burra sahibs, the captains of industry of Madras,
ate contentedly rich. They haven’t the money-fever of
Calcutta or Bombay. Every white man in Madras lives like
a gentleman, with a “flivver” and a share in a sailing-yacht.
It is a city of great distances and a great many clubs. The
Madras Club is one of the finest in Asia, and their sheep’s-
head curry is a dish for Lucullus. Then, if Lucullus desires,
he may repait to the Golf Club to correct his liver.



One of the important shrines in the “Southlands of Siva” is the phallic temple of
Nandi, the sacred bull of Tanjore. Most of the worshippers are women.



We often pass men who walk up and down on long beams, all day long, week in
and week out, in the broiling sun, in order to raise water from their wells to irrigate
the rice fields. They are paid for their arduous labor the magnificent sum of two

cents a day.
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There is also a boat club, a gymkhana club, and the
Adyar Club. What with bathing, boating, tennis, polo,
golf, dancing, and dining at his five clubs, the “white man’s -
burden” is very cheerfully borne here. ' »

Every traveller should pay a visit to the Victoria Institute,
where he will find excellent and moderately priced examples
of the indigenous industries of a province where master
craftsmen survive and art is still a living reality. Every
provmce has now an exhibition of atts and ctafts, but none
is better managed than that of Madras.

The climate of Madras is certainly sticky, but it has nevet,
duting our three visits, been so bad as the orchid-house
moisture of Bombay. There is plenty to see. Georgetown,
Elihu Yale’s church, the Cathedral of St. Tomo, and the
High Court, built in the Hindu-Saracenic style of thirty
years ago, are all “worthy of inspection”, as the painstaking
guxde-book says.

- But it is at evening on the Adyar that the true spmt of
thc city speaks. The rippling river, the graceful palms against
the evening sky, the cool breeze from the sea, the greenness,
the peace of this suburb, are unrivalled in any of the great
cities of India. The traveller will like Madras although he
may not fancy Bombay and Calcutta, the other two Presidency
cities.

By a window overlooking the Adyar River sits an aged
woman with silvery white hair.  She sits cross-legged, in
Eastern fashion, on 2 masnad. Behind her is an embroidered
bolster. Over the masnad is spread a Persian rug. She is
dressed in white shawls with a border of royal purple, and
the surroundings are as unmlstakably Indian as her appeatance
is Irish,

Why does she sit here, like an Eastetn queen? The
answer to this question is a romance difficult to parallel in-
this materialistic age.. This woman, who}has long passed

r -
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threescore years and ten, is an authoress, editor, orator,
political leader, and the head of a religious movement whose
forty thousand adherents are to be found in every quarter
of the world. ‘

As an authoress she has made her matk wherever the
wisdom of the East is studied. As an editor, she has, through
her paper, New India, a faithful public. As an orator she
holds great audiences wherever she goes. Among the
learned bodies she has addressed is the grave and ancient
Sorbonne. As a political leader she has bitter enemies, and
followers who idolize her. A

More than half a century ago, when scarcely out of her
teens, she was the wife of an Anglican clergyman. She
became 2 Roman Catholic, and left him. ‘Then she became
an agnostic and for several years wotked in close association
with the English reformer, Charles Bradlaugh. During this
time she was an energetic materialist. ‘Then she met Madame
Blavatsky, the Russian spiritualist, and with characteristic
courage threw her old opinions overboard. From eatnestly
believing nothing she came to believe almost everything, with
equal enthusiasm! She gave up her work in London, where
she had gained a reputation as an able speaker and a trenchant
writer on social problems, and sailed for the East. From
that time she has been a loyal disciple of Blavatsky.

In India she had to make her life anew. First she settled
in Benares. Later she moved to Madras, and on Colonel
Olcott’s death she was elected the second president of the
Theosophical Society, a post which she has held from that
day to this, having been twice re-elected.

This is her life-story in baldest outline. To tell of her
trials and successes, of her friends and enemies, would need
a volume. She is Irish and—saving her presence—she enjoys
a fight. But she wouldn’t admit this for 2 moment. Always
she tries to turn the other cheek, but at times the ancient
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Evewill out. . . . Sheisavery gentlelady. Thereis nothing
small about her. She never did a mean thing in her life, we
feel quite sure, ‘ N

Of the wisdom of her activities there has been much
question ; of the purity of her motives, none. Nor can her
ability be disputed, even by her enemies, of whom she has
plenty. Annie Besant is a wotld-figure.

At a time when big-whiskered undergraduates were
wondering whether they dared follow Newman or not, a
little slip of a gitl (oh, the madman her husband must have
been not to realize the treasure he held l), brought up in
sheltered surroundings, gave up home ahd faith and husband
to follow the light of Truth, as she saw it. She had hardly
any money. She earned her living by writing for the news-
papets. Through slough of despond and over uplands of
hope she followed the light she saw, until at last, after many
ups and downs, it has brought her here, to Adyar.

She is a tireless worker. When the Indian dawn is
breaking over the Bay of Bengal, she is to be found sitting
here just as we found her, cross-legged, surtounded by her
work, writing, planning, dealing with the lettetrs her secretary
brings her, giving instructions to the officers of the Theo-
sophical Society, giving advice to aspirants to the “kingly
wisdom™” and “kingly mystery”, administering affairs that
not only citcle the earth, but “step from star to star”.

Mrs. Besant has none of the false modesty of the unknown.
She has seen too much of the wotld to object to facing the
camera. Yet she has none of the airs of a high priestess,
none of the moods of a mystic. She is simple and direct,
a person of singular charm. Her favourite mottoes probably
are, “For God, for King and Country” and “There is No
Religion Higher than Truth”, for these two adorn the walls
of her room. Everyone who knows het, not Theosophists
only, will tell you that she has lived these ideals throughout
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her strenuous and striking career. Among her followers
(many of whomm, by the way, believe het to be an incarnation
of the famous Italian philosopher, Giordano Bruno) she is
believed to be rather a despot (and they sutely need to be
galvanized with the fear of God occasionally, for, like all such
bodies, this one contains a proportion of people that the world
would call cranks, or something harsher), but to us outsiders
she is a delightful, soft-spoken, cultured old lady. And in
her bright brown eyes there is a hidden fire.

The objects of Mrs. Besant’s colony at Adyar, and of
Theosophists at large, are described to us as-both spiritual
and practical, ‘The spiritual side is rather difficult to explain
in a paragraph, but briefly it is (2) to promote the brotherhood
of man, (5) to study comparative religion and philosophy,
and (¢) to explote the hidden powets latent in man.  Practic-
ally, members can believe what they like. They can be
Hindus or Holy Rollers, Buddhists or Baptists. “Thete is 2
good deal of difference of opinion on matters of doctrine,”
said Mrs. Besant, “and I think that this is a2 very healthy
sign. Unless we have differences of opinion on matters of
doctrine we shall inevitably become a church or sect. It is
not our business to become either, for we are a society of
students, and if all students agree there will be a very poor
advance,”

But the common denominator for the average Theosophist
seems to be a belief in Karma., Karma is “the good law”,
whereby every action in this world has its inevitable conse-
quence, or reaction. In other words, in this life or succeeding
lives each shall reap as he has sown. Gradually, through
the experience of countless births, the soul learns the lessons
of Karma and attains to the “kingly wisdom and the kingly
mystery of the unborn, undying, unbegun”. It then leaves
the earth, to seek expression in some other flesh. . . .

As to the inner or esoteric section, their beliefs may be
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crudely summarized as follows, by outsiders who are not
initiated into their secrets : Each age of the world, from the
zon-long past of the Lemurians, who lived on the banks of
the Mediterranean, and the Atlanteans, whose civilization
sank beneath the ocean waves in far centuries of geologic
time, has had a Manu, ot typical Man, who sets the example
to humanity for the race that is to come and strikes the keynote
of its religion. The Manu of this age, say these Theoso-
phists, is the Lord Gautama Buddha. But they believe the
world to be now on the threshold of a new age. . The new
world-teacher, the successor to Buddha, is soon to come, to
give light and leading to the world. The day of the Messiah
is at hand. Already a herald of the great teacher has come
in the body of a Brahmin youth, young Krishnamurti, known
to the elect as “Alcyone”. His is a thoughtful, beautiful
face, with the eyes of a mystic. .

A gentle-voiced American, in horn-rimmed glasses, takes
- us to see the practical work that the Theosophists are doing .
in Adyar. His costume, consisting of a purple skull-cap, a
white shirt worn with the tail out, and a white loincloth,
makes it difficult for us to believe that he was a resident of
Madison, Wisconsin, not long ago, and an instructor in the
university there. All the Occidentals at Adyar—British;
American, French, Scandinavians, and others—adopt the
cool and comfortable garments of Hindustan. Many have
taken high university degrees in Europe, but they wear
dhoties none the less.

On our way to the Theosophical Publishing House we
pass Mrs. Besant’s Rolls-Royce—the gift of an Indian mahara-
jah—waiting to take her to the city offices of her daily paper,
New India. At the Publishing House we see learned
Sanskrit works, and well-bound books in English, which are
being distributed to the four points of the compass. We
continue our stroll around the two hundred and sixty acres
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of the domain, which contains some two hundred Theoso-
phists. We pass Leadbeater Chambers ; the Seva Ashrama,
which is the headquarters of the Order of the Brothers of
Service—a sort of corps d’élite of Theosophists, vowed to
poverty and obedience, and numbering twenty-five members
who have renounced all wosldly possessions to wozk for their
order ; the Annie Zoroastrian Home ; Miss Bell’s bungalow ;
the Olcott bungalow, where the first president lived ; the
Masonic Temple; the wotkshop; the power-house; the
dairy and students’ quarters, where a successful agricultural
school has been started ; and the Vesanta Press, where a
monthly and a weekly magazine and many books are printed.

Then back to headquarters. Still we have seen nothing
~of education. The society maintains five schools in England,
three in Scotland, and a thousand pupils in Ceylon. Locally,
the Olcott-Panchama schools were pioneers in the work of
educating the depressed classes of Madras Presidency and
continue to do an immense amount of good.

There are some fifteen hundred branches of Theosophists
scattered throughout the world. Even Iceland has its Lodge,
named “Jolabladid”. In Java 2 group of devout Dutchmen
meet for the purpose of promoting “abstinence from gam-
bling, opium, alcoholic liquors, debauch, slander, lying, theft,
and gluttony”. America now has about twenty thousand
members. v

But the strongest claim that Adyar can make on the
gratitude of the world is its library of palm-leaf manuscripts.
Here are shelves and shelves of ancient rolls, written by the
monks of Tibetan monasteries and the pundits of the Ganges
plains. It contains the garnered wisdom of elder civilizations,
this library. ‘There is an atmosphere of perfect peace here
—where Pierre Loti studied twenty years ago—something of
the quiet heart and level eyes of the Asian mystics. In the
work of translating and classifying these manuscripts a group
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of learned Brahmins are engaged, and although the work
progresses slowly from lack of funds, still, it does progress.
Slowly but surely the knowledge of long ago, which would
have been one with the all-consuming dust of India but for
the enterprise of Adyar, is being brought in print to Western
eyes. Who knows what treasures of vision these pundits
may unlock ?

Here then in Adyar, and elsewhere, is a society of persons,
the Order of the Star in the East, waiting and working for
the coming Manu. “The striking of His hour is nigh when
He shall come to mankind again as He did so often in the
past”. And we, who see but as in a glass darkly, can yet
give our respect to an earnest band of workers who ate pre-
paring for the Kingdom that is to come, as they believe, in
the days that are near at hand.
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CHAPTER XI
WHERE CRIME IS A RELIGIOUS DUTY

NEARLY everything in India is on so large a scale that other
countries seem dwatfed by comparison. Not only has she
more races and more languages, more gods and more con-
jurers, more petipatetic philosophers and strolling poets and
degenerates, more saints and more political agitatots, but she
also has more professional criminals.

Of all the. thieves in this world, the most cheetful, the
most unabashed, and the most successful, is the Crow of
Hindustan. :

~When Mark Twain visited Bombay a quarter of a century
ago he wrote a little character-sketch of the Indian Crow and
stated that in his various incarnations he had been a gambler,
a low comedian, a dissolute priest, a fussy woman, a black-
guard, a scoffer, a liar, a thief, a spy, an informer, a trading
politician, a swindler, a professional hypoctite, 2 pattiot for
cash, a reformer, a lecturer, a lawyer, a conspirator, a rebel,
a royalist, a democrat, a practiser, and propagator of irrever-
ence, a meddler, an intruder, a busybody, an mﬁdcl and a
wallower in sin for the mere love of it.

But Mark Twain left India without discovering something
even more interesting—namely, that there are fourteen
[million people who worship the Crow, and whose chief
ambition is to return to this world in the form of crows in
their next incarnation.

These people belong to the criminal tribes and are famili-
atly referred to by their neighbours as “Crims”. They are
the most snobbish ctiminals in the wosld, for they have their



Some hold their arms above their heads until they wither in their sockets and
become paralyzed, and they can never put them down again,




Many years ago an Irish woman came East, adopted native costume, and became
the high priestess of a new religion—MTrs. Annie Besant.
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own sepatate Hindu caste. If you were to ask them if they
ate Brahmins or British they would be as insulted as you would
be if someone called you 2 thief or a jailbitd.

For every European in India there are ten hereditary
hall-marked criminals-by-caste. For every official of the
Indian Civil Service there are twelve thousand of these born -
“Ctims”. These upholders of everything but law and order
are born criminals just as you and I are born Catholics, Pro-
testants, or Mormons.

Take the combined populations of Australia, New
Zealand, and South Africa—and there are still more criminals
in India than that by one-third. In shott, there ate ten
million criminals in India, plus amateurs, dabblers, sneak-
thieves, confidence-men, dope-dealers, slave-traders, and the
like. If you think the British administrators in Hindustan
have nothing to do but play polo and drink “chota pegs”,
these figures will tell their own tale plainer even than Kipling’s
Plain Tales from the Hills.

The fact is, the criminals and the Thugs of two centuries
ago had overrun India. Trade between towns was well-
nigh stopped. Prosperous merchants were strangled daily
by the roadside, sometimes for the money they cartied, but
often for pure mischief. The Thugs worshipped Kali, goddess
of blood, even as the modern criminals do ; and they killed
for pleasure, the prototypes of those who to-day steal for the
sheer joy of it. Life was coming to a standstill when the
British intervened and exterminated the robber bands that
were making travel a terror throughout Hindustan. But
although they could subdue the Thugs they could not abolish
the ctiminal caste. The reformation of a whole race of men
~is an almost supethuman task. But it no doubt will be
accomplished “in God’s good time”, if the British remain
- in India.

Every child botn among the Crows is a ctiminal and so
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recorded in the books of the Indian police. Further, every
child goes through many yeats of preliminary tutoring and
then through a post-graduate coutse in the science of picking
pockets and burgling houses, and the gentle att of clipping
bangles from the ear-lobes of Indian dowagers, just as the
Honourable Reginald Fitzwhat goes to Eton and Balliol.
These people believe that the surest way of gomg to
Paradise when they die is to be killed while engaged in their
sacred calling of committing crime. They believe this just
as strongly as fanatical Muhammadans believe that they will
get a through ticket to Paradise if they die in battle against
the unbeliever.
It is almost incredible, but strictly true, that two dis-
tinguished rajahs are members of these criminal tribes. In
“order to keep from breaking caste (the most appalling disgrace
that can befall a Hindu) while avoiding the danger and dis-
comfort of a wicked life, they steal from each other. They
do this once every year in much the same spirit that we observe
Christmas. They exchange visits, and the guest awaits an
opportune moment when his host is out of the room and then
hides the latter’s jewelled betel-nut box in the folds of his
gold-embroideted robe. Instead of turning the royal thief
over to the police when he discovers his loss, the host retaliates
by stealing some object of similar value. For example, in
the dead of night, after putting a sleeping potion in his friend’s
coffee, he may tiptoe into the latter’s chamber and pocket his
wtist-watch. In this way both rajahs appease the pangs of
conscience without unnecessary risk. But if they were not
to commit a crime once every year they would feel disgraced
and would be unable to sleep in peace—that sweet innocent
sleep of the man who has done his duty in that state of life
to which it has pleased God to call him.
It is believed that these criminal tribesmen, who are now
scattered so far and wide over India, were once temple
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servants. A learned ethnologist informed us that their
history was as follows : During a great famine these temple-
servants were crowded out of their sinecures by Brahmins
in search of an easy living. Never having earned their bread
by work, when ejected from the temples they naturally were
too proud to stoop to vulgar labour and insisted that the
public support them. The public, however, was apathetic ;
the whilom temple-servants had a grievance ; soon they began
helping themselves to anything they could lay hands on, and
the respectable although superfluous officials of one genera-
tion became the criminal class of the next.

Their leaders divided India up into districts, much as
some corners of England and Scotland are divided into game
preserves. Even to this day, each tribe has its own private
hunting-ground. Every tribe also has a chief, and under
him come the head men who boss the gangs. Although
they are proud of their caste and never attempt to conceal
their identity except when in the act of committing a crime,
the identity of the head man is usually kept secret.

Here is a typical Crim story :

Three members of a certain gang were walking down a
highroad one day when they met a Brahmin coming in the
opposite direction.

“Keep to the other side of the road, low-caste vermin |”
shouted the twice-bom. This is the common attitude for
a Brahmin to adopt, because he is ceremonially defiled if a
member of the untouchable classes gets ’twixt the wind and
his nobility.

“You cock-eyed son of a bow-legged scotpion! What
do you mean by calling us low-castes P retorted the Crims
angrily. Whereupon they seized the Brahmin, bound him,
and hustled him off to their cave in a near-by forest. When
they brought him before their chief, it was commanded that the
wearer of the Brahminical thread be stripped of his ornaments



92 India : Land of the Black Pagoda

-and clothes. Then an old outcast sweeper-woman was sent
for, who was paid a generous fee to cook for the Brahmin.
Not only did the chief force his haughty prisoner to eat this
unspeakably defiled food, but he compelled the Brahmin to
occupy the same bed as the sweeper-woman, to the delight of
the latter and the abject terror of the former, for such contact
meant that his caste was well-nigh irretrievably broken. To
regain his position in Hindu society after his release he had to
make out of silver and gold an image of the sacred cow
large enough to enable him to ctawl in through its mouth
and come out, reborn, through the other end. In this way -
the twice-born purified himself from the unhallowed night he
had been forced to spend with the sweeperess.

When a Crim breaks caste he regains his social position

in a somewhat different manner. ‘The most common way
in which such a calamity can befall him is to be sent to jail.
When released, before his friends or even his family will
associate with him, he must undergo what is known as the
“toddy baptism”,- which means that he must go on a spree.
In fact, the more nights he sleeps in the village street, the
mote he beats his wife and smashes up the furniture, the more
“rows he attempts to kick up with his neighbours, and the motre
snakes and other green crawling things he sees, the purer he
becomes. The drunker he gets the more completely is he
putged of his.sins—especially that most inexcusable of all
sins, the sin of getting caught.

When a gang of these hall—markcd high-class, snooty
felons plan a little coup, certain evil omens may cause them
to postpone the enterprise until 2 more auspicious momeat.
If they pass a milkmaid on the road they are elated, for it is

_a sign that success awaits them. Likewise it is considered
auspicious if the gang meets someone carrying money, rice,
fish, or watet, or if they catch a pig. In hunting the Indian
hog they indulge in some odd practices. Armed with stout
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sticks, they run after the pig and crack it on the legs in order
to ctipple it. Then they stick its head in the sand and kill
it by suffocation, in order not to loose a drop of its precious
blood. To the Crim, pork, next to fried snake, is the rarest
of all delicacies, although most of the othet peoples of India
look upon it as unclean.

As to evil omens : if they hear the howl of a jackal just
as they are about to break into a house, they will turn back.
Or if they see someone spill water from an earthen chetty,
or if 2 white cat crosses their path, or if they hear the screech
of a kite wheeling in the air above, or if they happen to pass
wailing mourners, they will then abandon their project. But
strangest of all, if anyone near them happens to sneeze,
instead of saying, “Gesundheit!” “God bless you I”” ot “Salute!l”
they regard it as a sign from their patron goddess, Bogiti
Mahalakshmi, that the day is unfavourable. It is 2 common
thing, in a criminal-tribe village, to see people tutn
abruptly about and retrace their steps when someone
sneezes.

After encountering any of these evil omens they must
model another mud image of their goddess and make additional
sacrifices before proceeding with their plans. We visited
criminal villages in different parts of India. Although they
were most obliging in showing us their methods, they consis-
tently refused to model an image of their goddess for us.
After all, they have their standards of “good form”, like
other people. .

Having decided whose house they are going to rob,
they do not try to force the door, but invariably make their
entrance through the roof. First they temove the tiles or
thatch over that part of the bungalow which their women spies
have previously ascertained to be the sleeping-quarters.
Then they mumble a prayer to Bogiri, and drop a few pebbles
to make a slight noise. Experience has proved that if anyone
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in the room is awake he will call out upon hearing the pebbles.
But if there is silence the Crims descend stealthily and re-
move the jewels from the ear-lobes, wrists and ankles of the
sleepers. So adept are they that ninety-nine times out of
a hundred they get away without waking their victims, and
even if someone is disturbed, and discovers what is going
on, in the confusion they escape through a door, which they
carefully unlatch as soon as they descend through the roof.

Some years ago an attempt was made to isolate all the
criminal tribes and keep them in restricted areas, where they
could amuse themselves by swindling each other instead of
the world at large. But there were too many of them and
the scheme “went phut”. Other experiments were tried :
all were forlorn failures.
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CHAPTER XII
THE MAN WHO STOLE SIX POLICEMEN

As all men know, one of the finest feats ever performed by
any police organization of any land was when the British
police in India wiped out “Thugee”, the fanatical secret
religious sect made up of thousands of devout Thugs, who
roamed the highroads of Hindustan strangling every man,
woman, and child on whom they could lay their hands. When
captured, some of the Thug leaders had more than four
hundred cold-blooded murders recorded in their game-books.
They tallied them in tens just as you would count your points
in bridge. ‘That was many years ago, and although the Thug
is no more, the professional criminals of India continue to
multiply, and the problem of what to do with these fourteen
million hereditary law-breakers has only recently been pat-
tially solved.

_ After many vain attempts to find a solution, it was decided
to unload them on the missionary societies, and the most of
them were turned over to an organization that thrives on so-
called “impossible jobs”—the Salvation Army. Some of
the criminals, of course, exemplify the adage that Rome was
not built in 2 day.

It is to Stuartpuram, the largest criminal-tribe centre in
southern India, that we go in order to see something of these
curious human beings whose moral code is so exactly opposite
to the precepts of Moses.

After an all-night ride north from Madras along the
curving shoreline of the Bay of Bengal, we drop off the train
at Bapatla just as the “sun comes up like thunder” out of
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Burma across the Bay. We elbow our way through a throng
of Telegu folk as dusky-hued as Zulus. But they all have
straight black hair and refined features, and the men are naked
except for their mammoth white turbans and microscopic
loincloths. The dainty, bronze figutes of their wives and
daughters are draped in brilliant red saris, while ear-lobe,
nostril, wrist, and ankle are hung with gold bangles represent-
ing the family profits from the sale of coconuts.

A topaz-coloured Telegu, with silver ear-rings, salaams
to the ground and announces that he has been entrusted with
the honour of escorting the sahibs to the bungalow of his
“father”. By “father” he means, of course, father in spirit
—our host, Ensign Robilliard, the ex-Scotland Yard detective
and Singapore police official, now of the Salvation Army,
- who has devoted himself and his family to the task of bringing
the message of the Gospels to two thousand people whose
ptincipal 2im in life is to break all the laws of God and mans
His “father’s” limousine is waiting outside to take us to our
destination. ‘It proves to be a springless bullock-cart, and
in it we jolt between rows of giant cactus across a desert a.
barren as the Sahara, until at the fifth mile we come to an
oasis of paddy-fields, mango-orchards, melon-patches, flower-
gardens, and a village of palmyra-leaf huts with mysterious
white cabalistic signs painted with lime in front of each dooz-
way as a notice to passing evil spitits that they are not to
trespass. This is Stuartpuram.

In the midst of the fertile stretch the sturdy bhlals stop
at a stone bungalow surrounded by young palms, rubber
trees, and luxuriant tropical flowers. Here we find the ex-
Scotland Yard inspector and his family in the midst of the
settlement of two thousand highwaymen jailbirds, and other
neighbourly folk.

After a curry tiffin Ensign Robﬂhard takes us to the
nearest village to meet the community hero, one Angadi



He was known as “the chief who stole six policemen.” As Kipling
said: “And the usiform ’e wore was nothing much before, and a little
less than ’arf o’ that be’ind.”



The direst disgrace that can befall 2 member of the Criminal Tribes
is to be caught and put in jail; he purifies himself by getting drunk.
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Venkatigadu, “the man who stole six policemen”. If any
of these people ever do return to this world after death in
the form of crows, surely this cunning old brigand will be
the first. Few more daring deeds of lawlessness have been
recorded than those of this doddering old villain who spends
his declining years chaffing and scoffing at the younger
generation. To him they seem to have degenerated
into mollycoddles and peaceful, ‘weak-kneed, law-abiding
citizens. - We found him one of the cheetiest murderers
unhung. Although his hair is as grey as his skin is black,
and his joints creak like a rusty hinge, and his muscles are
drawn and stringy, there still is a tricky twinkle in h13 watery
old eye.

~ “In his prime,” sa;d En51gn Robilliard, “Angadi Ven-
katigadu was the cleverest brigand in southern India. His
speciality was bribing and terrorizing officials, and he was
the champion wire-puller of the Madras Presidency. So
successful was he, that, no matter what manner of crime he
and his friends committed, no one dared to atrest them. . So
frequent were the robberies in the district where they opetated
that the attention of the governor of the Province was at-
tracted. The governor correctly surmised that the band was
in league with the local officials. So six picked men
were sent in from another district with ordets to round
them up.

“But the local agents of the laW who had been getting
their bit of loot from each robbery, warned Venkatigadu, and
when the would-be pursuers atrived the Crims ambushed
them and carried them off to their jungle retreat, Then
Venkatigadu and five of his men put on the uniforms of the
six picked policemen, took their rifles and pistols, and boldly
went up and down the countryside posing as officers of the
law, robbing with greater audacity and more nnpumty than
ever before. Unluckily for the gang, one of the pnsoners

G
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escaped and gave the alatm at police headquatters in the
town of Gontur. Had Venkatigadu not been careless and
forgotten to cut their throats, all might have been well.

“This time a European police inspector and a posse of
thirty heavily armed men set out from Gontur to run the
gang to earth, Again the Crims were tipped off by their
police confederates, and when the posse arrived the gang
were safely under cover. However, that night, just to show
their utter contempt for the minions of the law and the Bitish
Raj, Venkatigadu and his pals crept into the police camp
and clipped off the tails and ears of all their putsuers’
horses.

“Months later, when they had grown cateless again, the
members of the gang were caught. By then scores of charges
had been lodged against them. But they had accumulated
's0 much loot that they were able to buy witnesses to prove
alibis for their more serious offences, so that the prosecution
was only able to obtain a very light sentence of a few months,
which metely supplied the Crims with a much-needed rest
from their arduous activities—a holiday at Government
expense.”
~ Robilliard tells us that a Crim is always ready to adopt
a child—in fact, a scote of children, if given the chance.
When they manage to abduct one they always announce
publicly that it is a grandchild. Experience has taught them
that hunger sharpens a child’s wits.. So when training them
in the rudiments of the profession they let them go hungry,
and then start them off with something petty, like chicken-
- stealing, * Youngsters become particularly adept at this, and
several demonstrated their skill for us, much to our amuse-
ment and to the evident satisfaction of their proud parents,
whose pride and pleasure were comparable to the feelings of
the average mother and father when their offspring wins
a prize at school.



Tbe Man who Stole Six Policemen ' ‘99

This is the way chickens are caught: the young Crim
chews a bit of unhusked tice until it forms into a small ball
covered over with prickles from the husk. When he sees a -
chicken approachmg he spits out his ball. ‘The fowl seizes
it and chokes just long enough to enable the youngster to
catch it and run.  Another children’s sport is catching sheep.
The presence of a youngster gambolling about near a flock does-
not cause the average sleepy shepherd to suspect that there is
villainy afoot. But if one of his ewes strays from the flock, the
young Crim catches it and shoves a prickly pear down its
throat before it has time to bleat. The pear seems to paralyze
the sheep and prevents it from either moving or making a
sound. Then, after nightfall, if the shepherd has failed to
note the missing sheep, the child’s parent or guardian carries
it off.

After a child has become proficient in his kindergarten
course in elementary crime he is allowed to attempt
more dangerous deeds, and eventually receives his degtee
of M.C. (Master of Cnme) before procecdmg to his
life-wortk.

It is 2 common thing to see a juggler with a tramed
monkey entertaining a crowd of villagers. Frequently this
vagrant is a criminal tribesman and his performance a ruse
to attract and hold the attention of the village folk. Usually
his confederates are two or three naked children. Each
child is trained to carry a small pair of sharp scissots concealed
in his throat. The nakedness of the children disarms sus-
picion. But while the man and his monkey amuse the crowd
these imps slip in and out amongst the spectators, snipping
off money-bags, reaping a harvest of rupees from the turban-
ends whete the men of southern India catry their small
change. -

Robilliard tells us of a criminal gang that was dlscovered
in the act of robbing a house. The news quickly spread
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throughout the village, and the people of the community formed
a great ring and started to close in slowly in the hope of
catching the entire gang. Finally the ring atrived within a
few feet of the criminals. Another moment and the capture
would have been made. But at the psychological moment
the leader of the gang, who was a man of the world, threw
down several handfuls of rupees. Immediately there was
a scramble and the villagers fell over each other in trying to
get them. Taking advantage of this opportunity, the Crims
made a rush for freedom, broke through the ring, and dis-
appeared across the fields. At a sacrifice of thirty or forty
rupees they escaped with the rest of the loot. We met that
Crim leader, who is now past eighty, and we took off
our topees to him as a man who would have been a
millionaire or a marquis had he had the advantage of our
culture. :

As another illustration of the keenness and nimbleness
of wit of his protégés, Ensign Robilliard tells us of an escapade
that concetned a missionary. This man was in charge
of a settlement of a thousand Crims. There appeared
" to be more dogs than people in the community. This so
annoyed the missionary that he sent for the head man and
urged him to cut down the dog population. The chief
demurted. So by way of encouragement the missionary
offered a bounty of four annas for every dead dog brought in.
The chief and his councillors withdrew and met in council.
After a hurried conference the chief returned and told the
" missionary that his associates desired to accept the proposal.
Several houts later dead dogs began to pour in by the dozen.
The missionary eyed the rapidly growing pile of mangy
patiahs with satisfaction. But in the midst of the cetemony
up rushed the stationmaster from the neighbouring village,
followed by a crowd of his fellow-townsmen. Instead. of
producing their own pariahs the canny tribesmen had pushed
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off to the nearest town and rounded up all their neighbouts’
pets, for which they were collecting the reward of four annas
per head from the gullible missionary.

No record, except a vivid criminal tradition, remains of
the missionary’s tematks. '
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CHAPTER XIII

WHERE THE FEMALE OF THE SPECIES IS
SUPERIOR TO THE MALE

WrrH the criminal tribes of southern India “woman suffrage”
has been a dead issue for centuties. To them, the female
of the species is superior to the male. They even worship
‘a goddess instead of a god. For this they give two reasons :
in the first place, they look upon motherhood as the most
sacted and important thing in life with the single exception
of the pious act of committing crime; and in the second
place they are open-minded enough and generous enough
to admit frankly a fact that they say all men should know,
namely, that women are cleverer than men. “They make
better criminals”. | - :
-+ The Crim intelligence cotps is made up entirely of women
spies. Disguised as simple gipsies, these adroit Jezebels go
about selling baskets. This enables them to get in touch
with the garrulous women of the villages without exciting
suspicion, and gives them the desited opportunity to extract
bits of useful information from witless housewives. And
further, if the lord and master of the house seems to have a
roving eye and a gallant fancy—so has Jezebel. Soon they
have gathered enough knowledge of village affairs, from silly
women and fickle men, to enable them to make their plans.
Then the spies report to their chief, who calls his councillors
together. But before discussing the project an idol of mud,
the image of their patron goddess—Bogiri Mahalakshmi—
is modelled. Each time they meet, a fresh image of the god-
dess is moulded, and her eyes are painted with wide circles
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of lamp-black, and her eats and nose are loaded down with
gold and silver ornaments. ‘Then'a sacrifice of a pig, or a
sheep, or a goat, or a white cock is made to her.  The natute
of the sacrifice usually depends upon the balance on hand
from the last foray, After leading his devout band of law-
breakers in 2 few words of prayer, the Crim chief and his
fellow strategists listen to the reports brought in by the women
and decide how many people they must murder and other
details. “

The women of these tribes do a considerable part of the
mote dangerous work. In addition to acting as spies they
also carry all of the loot. Most men in southern Hindustan
wear the merest excuse for a loincloth. This makes it
impossible for them to conceal much stolen property about
their persons. But with the women it is different, for they
are able to carry a great deal under their dresses. To disarm
suspicion further, a2 woman often pretends to be emceinte, and
walks two or three miles behind the rest of the gang when it
is on the prowl. Nevertheless, a veteran native police
official can. recognize a.ctiminal woman as easily -as the
average European can distinguish a gipsy. But it is only
under the most exceptional circumstances that the law
justifies a policeman in searching a woman.,

However, the Indian constable knows that when he meets
a crimiinal woman on the highway, in all probability her sari
covers a multitude of sins and the spoils thereof. So he stops
her and attempts to frighten her by peremptorily ordering
" her to hand over the stolen property. But the women are
a match for the police and go about prepared for just this
emetgency. They carry small bladdets two ot three inches
long under the folds of their saris. ‘These bladders contain
a red fluid. When 2 policeman stops a woman she falls to
the ground in apparent feat and-terror, and if she is carrying
a child she drops it on to the ground with just enough bump -



104 " India : Land of the Black Pagoda

to cause it to howl lustily. Then she throws herself about,
gesticulating, or covers up her child from the imaginary
fury of the policeman, and in so doing cleverly breaks the
bladder. When the policeman sees the fluid trickling under
her sati he thinks he has caused a hemorthage, and fearful
lest he should be held responsible, clears off, leaving the woman
to continue her journey with a light heatt. :
- If a Crim decides he wants a helpmate to share the joys .
of his life of wrong-doing, he must, in accordance with the
immemotial Oriental rule, pay for her. She may cost him
" as much as five hundred rupees. But if he cares nothing for
beauty he may be able to pick up an old hag, to make his
curry, for as little as ten rupees. A special tent is erected’
for the marriage ceremony. To this tent the bride is taken
by relatives, who disrobe her and cover her from head to foot
- with yellow scented powder. Meanwhile the bridegroom
stands at the door of the tent with a weapon resembling a
big carving-knife, proclaiming to the wotld that henceforth
he is to be reckoned with as her protector. After certain
incantations and ceremonies the powder is washed off, the
- male presents his mate with 2 new loincloth, and the ceremony
ends with a feast and plenty of toddy, which takes the place
of champagne. . ‘ _ . o

) British law suppotts the old customs of India whenever
possible. There are a few striking exceptions, such as suttee
"—the old unwritten law that led widows to sacrifice themselves
on the funeral pyres of their husbands. But here is a less
spectacular but almost equally batbaric tradition that has
thus far escaped revision at the hands of meddling Puritans
from the West : " ,

- When a Crim divotces his wife, the money paid to her
family on the occasion of the wedding is refunded to him.
But he can refuse to accept it, because, if he does, then he
for ever relinquishes all his conjugal rights. By refusing



Formerly it was the custom to expose the saint’s bones
to the public. But on one such occasion a' woman knelt
down to kiss the saint’s foot, and she bit off two toes. A
priest saw her, and made her disgorge. Now the toes are
kept in this jewel ed monstrance.



Before she died Mumtaz Mahal made two requests of her emperor: that he should build her a tomb and that he should
never marry again. According to tradition he fulfilled them both.
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to accept the return of the marriage fee (and at the same
time allowing his beard to grow) he retains the right to claim
all children to which she may give birth if she marries a second
time. For instance, if a gitl is born, husband number one
can claim her and then dispose of her in the usual way upon
the matrimonial auction-block when she comes of age. If
a boy is born, husband number one claims him and uses him
as his assistant on his unlawful occasions. Meanwhile the
marriage fee is held by the Government, and from the day
the wife is liberated husband number one receives interest
on the money from the Government at the rate of about
two per cent. per month. So by this arrangement he not
only holds the right to claim all his former wife’s future
children, but he draws interest on his original matrimonial
investment as well. One result of this custom is that women
are- rather discouraged from indulging in the luxury of a
second husband.

In southern India all women who can afford it load them-
selves down with gold and silver bangles, and there are
several gangs of criminals who specialize in relieving them
of their baubles. These master craftsmen wotk in broad
daylight. 'Their only tool is a pair of sharp snippers. Usually
the Crim cuts through the ornament itself. But if he is
obliged to hurry, then he frequently snips through the lady’s
ear-lobes as well ; and if his victim endeavours to cty out,
he simply strangles her.

One of the most cunning criminal organizations in
southern India is known as the “Broody Gang”, and the
members of this organization are confidence-men. They
regard themselves as the élite of the whole ctiminal caste.
They devote themselves to selling stolen property wztbom‘ ever
- actually parting with it.

The object they usually have for sale is a money-belt :
containing fifty or sixty genuine English gold sovereigns,
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Even if they wanted to, they could not sell these sovereigns

to a reputable bank, because no bank would buy them from

criminal tribesmen, even at a discount. But there are many

merchants who do not belong to the criminal caste, yet who

secretly do considerable business with thieves. “Fences”,

we would call them. It is one of these individuals that the

Broody Gang attempts to victimize first. They make an

appointment to meet him secretly. The would-be purchaser

goes to some neat-by stream, ostensibly to wash his dhotie

and tutban. While he is engaged in this innocent occupation

the Broody representative comes up to him at an opportune
- moment when there are no other people about. All unknown
to the buyer, the Broody brings a number of confederates

with him. They-wear red turbans, which seen from a dis-

tance resemble the headcloths worn by the police. These
men at first remain in hiding at a distance of a hundred yards
or so. At the moment when the belt of sovereigns is being

- handed over and the Ctrim has the buyer’s bag of money in
his hand, he shouts “Police I With his hand still on the
sovereign-belt the buyer turns to look in the direction
indicated by the Broody. This gives the latter just the
moment he requires. Quick as a flash he drops the other’s
bag of money in his loincloth and takes out a bag of stones

and bits of metal that he has brought for the purpose. The
buyer, in alarm, drops the sovereign-belt and snatches back
- what he believes to be his bag of money, and dashes off at
" top speed to avoid being caught by the red-tutbaned men
whom he sees approaching. The Broody hurries off in the
- opposite direction—with both the sovereign-belt and the

money. o

Next day the membets of the Broody Gang walk boldly.
to their victim’s house. They find him wailing and moaning
after the fashion of the East. He curses them bitterly and

demands his money back. They refuse because they know
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that he doesn’t dare tell the authorities. Every day, to the
intense distress of their victim, they call at his house, and
remind him that if the story becomes known he will get a
longer sentence of imprisonment as a would-be receiver
of stolen goods than they will as thieves. All the neighbours
see them, and, knowing them to be criminals, they ask the
merchant why these visitors are coming to his place. The
only reply that he can give is: “They want to sell me some
gold, but I have refused to buy it”. Then (Robilliard
declares this occurs invariably) some gullible neighbour, who
thinks he sees a splendid chance to make some easy money,
says to the first victim : “If you are not going to buy it, I will,
if you will arrange for me to meet the Broody Gang secretly”.

Of course the Broody Gang swindles the second man.in
the same manner, and they work their game until they have
caught four or five in one community before they move on
to another locality. Each man swindled is afraid to disclose
his sectet, because, if he did, even though he would have the
satisfaction of seeing the Broody gangsters sent to prison
for three years, he himself would be sentenced to five.

Many of their schemes involve considerable expense, so
each tribe keeps its own banker. This gentleman holds a
semi-official post, and his duty is to advance money to his
colleagues so that they can carry out their crimes without
being inconvenienced by lack of funds and up-to-date
equipment. If the robbery is a success the banker receives
from fifty to one hundred per cent. on his loan. But if the
affair proves a failure, he marks it down against the man who
played the leading rdle, and either the latter or his descendants
are obliged at some future time to repay the banker—or the
banker’s descendants. With -the banker it is a case of
“heads I win and tails you lose”. But of course there is
always the chance that the banker may also be apprehended

_by the police, in which case he too may spend his days making
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little rocks out of big ones on the lonely Andaman Islands.
If a ctiminal banker loans, for example, one hundred rupees,
the record of that debt is sometimes handed down from genet-
ation to generation for a hundred years or mote, until it
amounts to a lakh of rupees or more. Then if one of the
descendants of the man who borrowed the otiginal hundred
happens to have a beautiful daughter, the descendant of
the banker is entitled to demand the gitl in payment or to
compel the father to sell her when she reaches maturity and
turn the proceeds over to him.

The criminal tribes are the cleverest cattle-rustlers in the
Orient. ‘This is their method : they pass through a village
with a herd of five or six hundred animals stolen on previous
occasions, and as they drive the herds down the streets they
cause as much confusion as possible and get tangled up in
every side lane and courtyard. ‘The result is that when they
emerge on the opposite side of the village they have the
animals they entered with, and most of those belonging to
the villagers as well. :

When one of them dies his friends tie his big toes together,
place balls of rice and tobacco at his feet to provide nourish-
ment for his soul during transmigration, and then bury the
body in a grave as shallow as possible. The object of this
shallow burial is to encourage jackals to dig up and devour
the body. If the jackals fail to molest the grave it is considered
an evil omen. In fact, it indicates that the deceased was not -
really a true criminal at heart but a holy, God-fearing hypocrite
and a thoroughly moral rotter. So he is sure to be disgraced
by reincarnation in a lower caste, or as a tiger, a cat, or a rat—
forms of animal life that they particularly detest. But if
the jackals do devour the body the relatives are overjoyed,
for this ghoulish happem'ng indicates that all is well, and that
the deceased will enjoy the coveted honour of teincarantion
in the form of a.crow.
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As Mark Twain said of the crow, the incredible result
of their patient accumulation of all the damnable traits is
that they don’t know what care is, they don’t know what
sorrow is, they don’t know what remorse is, and their lives
are one long thundering ecstasy of happiness, and they go
to their death untroubled, knowing that they will soon turn
up again as an author or lectuter or somiething, and be even
more intolerably annoying to their fellow-men than before.

But their training in crime has made them far quicker-
witted than the average Indian. . It is for this reason that
Ensign Robilliard and his fellow-workers believé that, once
these people are persuaded to give up their criminal habits,
they will develop into some of India’s most useful and capable
citizens. We have no doubt of it. Directed along right
lines, the talents they employ in pious thieving will find as
full a scope in trade. At any rate, a cheerier and more likable
crowd of swindlers, cattle-thieves, and murderers we have
never met—nor hope to meet. :
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CHAPTER XIV

_GOLDEN GOA OF THE PORTUGUESE—A LAND WHERE TIME
""STANDS STILL .

NorTtH from Madras lies Humpi, capital of the Hindu
dynasty that was overthrown by the nawabs of the Carnatic,
and a little further north we come to Bijapur, where these
“soldiers of the Prophet” built their southern capital. At
Humpi there is wealth and luxury and power, but little we
can smile at or sympathize with. The baths, the streets of
the dancing-gitls, the elephant-stables, the cinematographic
bas-teliefs in the Ramaswami Temple, are all interesting
enough, especially to the archzologist, but to us, travellers
of the “Kali Yuga”, they make only a faint appeal.
Bijapur until recently was a city of ruins in a plain of
_prickly pears, but the energetic British made it the head-
- quarters of a district some yeats ago, cleared roads, repaired
buildings, and generally put the place in order. Some of the
- works of a bygone dynasty have been turned into houses and
offices again, to the horror of zsthetes, but we are not among
those who would raise the cry of “Vandal I as soon as some-
thing that is old is put to modern use.
The most notable “site” is the “Gol Gumbaz”, ot
mausoleum of the round dome. It is the second largest
dome in the wotld (St. Peter’s claiming a diameter of a few
.more feet), and has a whispering-gallery that echoes and
re-echoes a cough seven times in tones of stentotian thunder.
Even a sigh can be distinctly heard sixty yards away across
the dome. But the most attractive thing in Bijapur is the
old gun called “Malik-i-Maidan”, or “Lord of the Field”.
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It is a cannon of colossal thickness and earth-shaking welght
with a dragon’s mouth. With immense labour the nawabs
of yore used to drag it to battle. Frequently it lay on people
and crushed them deep into the red soil of Bijapur. It has
a range of two hundred yards, and can fire accurately a
whole hundred yards. It was fired, for the last time perhaps,
to celebrate the armistice of November 11, 1918.

In the old days the gunners of the Carnatic used to use
bags of copper coin when they were short of grape-shot.
Having filled the Lord of the Field with gunpowder and coin
of the realm right up to the dragon’s back teeth, they said a
prayer for the prosperity of the king and a malediction on his
enemies, and put a torch to the port fire. . . . Boom! Whizz!
Slosh | went the coppers into the foemen’s ranks. Bang!
Whack | Crash! went the Lord of the Ficld against its
recoil wall, with a thunder of sparks and smoke. Sometimes
the enemy fled appalled and the Malik-i-Maidan was
crowned with garlands of victory. Sometimes, again, the
attackers rallied, and, stung to fury by the pennies in their
calves and other parts of their person, massacred all the
gunners. But on the gun they could not wreak their -
vengeance. He was indestructible. After all these years the
dragon’s mouth still gapes over the quiet Bijapur of the
British just as it did in the heyday of the nawabs of the
Carnatic.

Across on the west side of India, at Castle Rock, we
again leave the British territory, whete trains run to
- time on round wheels, and dip down the Braganza Valley
to Portuguese Goa, where time stands still and train wheels
are elliptical, being worn to that shape by the action of the
sand necessaty to give them a grip on the gradient during thc
upward journey.

Mormugoa, the port of Goa, consists of a station, a ship,
a quay, a fort, and an hotel. There are no inhabitants to speak
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of. Across the hill there is a delightful little bathing-place,
and tired travellers ate recommended to rush rapidly into the
sea there, like the Gadarene swine. Here the rollers from
the high levels of the monsoon come swinging in, green and
cool and splendid, bringing with them oblivion from the
sordid cares of voyaging and a new zest for life. After-
wards, at the hotel, there is the excellent wine of Serradaytes,
at three rupees a bottle, to make the traveller vow to visit
Lisbon at the first opportunity. ,

Next day we take the ferry and bus to Panjim, or New
Goa. It takes about an hour to get there, more or less,
according to the weather and the will of God and the state
of the sparking-plugs. It is Sunday morning in Goa, this most
Christian city in India, Cavalheiros and their senhoras are
all in their Sunday best. White clothes and brown faces
everywhere. No one seems to be Indian here, save a few
gipsy women and coolies. All the others have some of the
blood of the West and some of the pride of the West. The
pure Portuguese, however, are few, and easily distinguishable.
The others range through every colour, from café moir to
café au lait. N

It is 2 well-known fact that nothing displeases an English-
man mote than to see his ways of dress and speech aped by
peoples of other countries. But the French, Portuguese,
and other Latin races take the contrary view. In Goa this
copying of the West is carried to a quaint extreme—com-
parable only to the habit of the South Sea Islanders and
aborigines of the Gold Coast, who buy shiploads of worn-
out Covent Garden stage costumes from the traders.

Dertby hats, vintage of 1900, ate fashionable in Goa.
So this romantic little city looks as though it were populated
by countless cousins of Potash and Petlmutter. These
particular derbies have crowns that grow perceptibly smaller
at the summit, and narrow brims of the sort that turn up



The Taj Mahal, Perhaps the most gracious and graceful tribute ever paid by 2 man to the memory of a woman,
Built by 2 Moghul emperor for his queen, a Persian princess.



In a Moghul palace in Delhi we find a miniature painting of the Lady
of the Taj, done on ivory, while she was still alive. It gives us some
idea of why the emperor was so inspired.
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quick. Frock-coats are popular too, and watch-chains
modelled after those used for snaking logs in British Columbia.
The women favour mid-Victorian calico dresses and fussy
winter hats that look quaintly grotesque amid the palm and -
breadfruit trees. - .

However, only the Christians affect such weird garments.
The “heathen” Goanese go about in the miniature loincloths
-and nose-ornaments worn by their ancestors, who massacred
the missionaties when they dared. Not is it difficult to guess
which of these two groups of dwellers in Portuguese India
is the most comfortable in this humid tropical climate. It is
an amusing spectacle that unreels itself before us as we stand
by the statue of Alphonso d’Albuquerque and watch the
Goanese trooping past—many nearly naked, but the wvast
majority decidedly overdressed.

One reason why there ate so many IndJan Christians
in Goa is because the Portuguese dealt wholeheartedly and
wholesale in their faith. When the convert-crop failed to
come up to their expectations they would baptize a few
villages en bloc, by sptinkling holy water on the houses.
And once the villagers had been thus made Christians by
proclamation, they either had to adhere closely to the ptin-
ciples of the faith as laid down by the Jesuits, or risk the
tortures of the Inquisition. To become a Christian was an
honour, however, in old Goa. The convert immediately -
occupied a status equal to that of his white brother. There
was no colour-bar in old Goa, nor are thete any notions of
racial supetiority now. Either a2 man is a Chtistian and a
brother, or a heathen and an outcast, a pariah, a pig. Naturally
the Brahmins don’t like the tables turned on them in this Way,
and avoid Panjim as they would a pestilence. -

We talked for some time to a theological student an
agreeable young gentleman whose eyes and teeth were the
only relief in an otherwise unbtoken darkness of face and

| | o
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dress. He was studying for the priesthood with four hundred
of his fellows at the Seminary of Rachel.

No one in Goa cares what the colour of his skin or your
skin may be. Many men have the shrewd bright eyes of
the captains courageous who were their ancestors, although
they have lost the physique of their pirate forebears. Others
have ‘the physique, but not the spirit. But in one way or
another the buccaneers left their mark, and the Goanese are
proud as well they may be, of the blood that runs in their
veins. Goa is indeed a bit of southern Europe. Occident
and Orient have met here.

At old Goa, while waiting for the le1surely sacristan to
open the Cathedral of the Bom Jesus, we wander round the
deserted cloisters and attics that surround the main building.
Great chests, with lovely old hasps, processional banners,
altar-cloths, chasubles and dalmatics, and all sorts of relics
of the great days of the Church are there. Thete is also 2
gallery of portraits of former archbishops. “Dr. F. Alexios
de Menezes, Arcebispo de Goa, 1605”, catches our eye,
with his sombre and quizzical eyes. He states at us full-
face, his fingers in a gold-leaved missal. There is a gold
inkpot before him, and a quill pen, also a pair of large gold
scissors. What were they for, these very large gold scissors ?
It is a vaguely disquicting picture, instinct with nameless
terrors of the Inquisition.

We enter the Bom Jesus, we see the famous tomb of St.
Francis Xavier, and the blessed relics. A crowd of pilgrims
accompanies us through the chutch. A dusky priest, who
only throws aside the strong cheroot that is between his lips
when he gets inside the door, goes with us as guide. Leading
us into one of the side chapels, he opens two heavy carved
doors in the east wall, disclosing rows and rows of drawers of
delicate workmanship that look as though they once might
have been for the files of the archbishop, or the delegate
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apostolic of the Inquisition. With a key taken from beneath
his black gown he unlocks one of the drawers near the lower
right-hand corner of the maze of compartments, takes out a
bunch of keys with which he unlocks another drawer high
up in one of the left-hand tiers, and from here takes out yet
another bunck of heavy keys. With one of these he opens °
two small doors. From a black-velvet recess he lifts out a
heavy, tichly-carved silver monstrance. Everyone kneels,
and the priest permits each in turn to press his lips to the
glass in the silver frame before hurriedly relocking the
reliquary in its recess.

When the worshippers have left the chapel and gone into
the nave of the cathedral to pray before the tomb of the patron
saint of Goa, we ask the priest to tell us about the sacred
relic. Again unlocking the drawers, he takes it out. Thete
under the glass, embedded in faded red velvet, we see two
bones which he tells us are the fourth and fifth toes from the
skeleton of St. Francis Xavier. The story of how they came
to be separated from the body, which lies in the vault of the
cathedral, is one of the most remarkable in the annals of the
Church of Rome. |

In the year 1554, when the miracle-working body of St.
Francis was being -exposed to the populace, a fanatical
Portuguese lady, Donna Isabel de Carom, under pretence -
of kissing the sacred foot, bit off two of the toes, hoping to
be able to carry these most precious relics away with her.
‘But an officiating priest saw the ghoulish deed, and obliged
her to disgorge the iniquitous mouthful. Since then the
two bones have been kept in this silver frame, and thousands
of pilgrims come to kiss the glass that protects them from the
air.

In 1890 a part of the third toe of the right foot fell off,
and at the special request of Pope Leo XIII was divided into
two parts with a miniature siw. One bit was sent to the
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Duchess of Villaharmosa in Spain, a relative of the saint.
There the relic is enshnned in the ancient castle of the Xavier
family.

Two hundted odd yeats ago the right arm of St. Francis
was cut off at the request of the Pope of that day and sent to
Rome, where it was divided into four parts, the largest of
which is enshrined in the Vatican. -

St. Francis Xavier died at Sanchean in China in 1552,
but the following year was disinterred by the Portuguese,
taken to Malacca, and buried near where the Fort of Albu-
querque stands to this day. His remains were again dis-
interred in 1554 and removed to Goa, and given 2 magnificent
state burial, during which he lost his two toes in the way
described above.

During the past four centuries the body of the saint has
been frequently exposed to public view. But devotees
became too eager to obtain relics, and for years only a few
privileged persons, including the viceroy of Goa and the
leading dignitaries of Church and State, were allowed to
see it. In 1755 the rumour went abroad that even these
dignitaries were taking away souvenirs of St. Francis, and a
royal decree went forth from Lisbon announcing that it
should never more be exposed to public view. But in 1754,
owing to allegations that the remains had been spirited
away, the silver casket was opened and the body proved
to be intact, and in miraculous state of preservation, as it
still is.

A decree from the Portuguese republican legislature
in Lisbon is required before the shrine may be unlocked.
Such a dectee was promulgated several years ago, and Roman
Catholics from all parts of the East made the pilgrimage to
Goa to see the remains of the great missionary who played
such a prominent part in spreading the Gospel of Christ
throughout the world, and to participate in ceremonies of
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splendour and magnificence reminiscent of the days of
Albuquerque and Da Gama.

But old Goa is not a place for “sightseeing”. We must
be alone, sitting among its ruins in solitude and stillness, to
be in tune with the spirit of its grandeur. Near by is a squalid
village of six huts, all that is left of Golden Goa, “Goa
dourada”, the richest city in India in the sixteenth century.
But we turn our back on that, and look beyond to the
mountains standing against the white-flecked sky of the
monsoon, with the silver streak of the river below them.
We hear the lap of the water against the jetty of the viceroys,
and the plaint of the wind through the disdainful palms
that have lifted their heads above the courts and the palaces
that are no more.

Gradually, to the ears of fancy, the old city comes to life.
The cathedral bell is ringing to summon all true believers
to an awto da fé. ‘The spitit of the fierce old Christians who
founded this city and planted the cross in a foreign land
seems to surge back on the notes of the bell. And its voice
strikes through our modern spirit with an agony of fear.
We do not believe as these men believed. We are heretics
beside them. We see the stake with its pile of faggots,
there in the centre of the Cathedral Square. The priests of
the Holy Inquisition have come for us. We are bound and
take our place in the procession behind the lifted cross.
Then thrice, and again thrice, in penitence and in tetror we
march around the squate before the eyes of the people, while
the bell rings slowly, very slowly now, as for souls about to
render their last account. The executioner has seized us
now. Our shoulder-blades are against the stake. .In our
nostrils is the savour of the kindled faggots.

Then we start and awaken as from a dream.
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CHAPTER XV
THE CAVES OF AJANTA

HAVE you ever heard of the Caves of Ajanta? No? Then
pethaps you are lucky. They are on the Deccan plateau
of south-central India, = We were recommended to visit
~them by no less an authonty than Sir John Marshall He
said that we should see them at all costs. -

- Now Sir John Marshall is the Dlrector-Geneml of the
Department of Archzology for India and Burma. He pro-
bably knows more about this country than any other living
man. . He has been here forty yeats or more, and during that
~time has travelled more than 250,000 miles in India. His
dominion includes all the ancient wonders of Hindustan,
such as the Taj Mahal ; the ruins of the seven cities of Delhi ;
the ‘red-sandstone capital of the Moghul Emmperor Akbar
the Great at Fatehpur-Sikri; the ruins of Golconda; the
Black Pagoda of Puri; and nine hundred other cities,
temples, and monuments of the magnificent .past. Under
him are forty thousand scientists, attists, caretakers, and other -
workers. When Sir John Marshall tells you to see certain
thmgs in India, at all costs, you should see them, because he
is the man who knows.  Sir John told us that the Caves of
Ajanta should be seen because they contained what are
believed to be the finest examples of painting produced by
artists anywhere in the world prior to Michael  Angelo.
" But if you ever contemplate visiting the caves we advise you'
to make a careful study of the works of Michael Angelo,
Leonardo da Vinci, Titian, Murillo, and anyone else you can
think of, before you brave the tigors of the hotel season in
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the Deccan. ~ That'is out advice, as friends ; but there is no
doubt whatever that Sir John Marshall is right and we are
wtong,

To reach these caves it is necessary to )ourney two

hundred and fifty miles north-east of Bombay by rail, and then

another twenty unforgettable miles.” When we hear that

our enemies have visited the Caves of A]anta by bullock-
cart we shall be well content.
We left Victoria Station, Bombay in the evemng of thc

hottest day in two years. That speaks volufhes, for Bombay -

is too hot for comfort ten months out of twelve.  So we may
not have been in the proper. frame of mind to enjoy high art
from the start of our journey. Indian railway carriages are
built to accommodate four petsons at night. But there were

five Europeans in the one we occupied.. The three strangers .

ev1dent1y had been trifling with toddy, for they were approach-
ing the last stages of hilarity. Two of them occupied the

berths above us and the third nncoiled. his bedding-roll on’

the floor. - They sang till two a.m. and snoted till four. By the

latter hour we had fallen off to sleep, only to be_rousted out
by our bearets, and obliged to leave the train in our pyjamas

at the little junction of Pahora, where we were to catch a,

nartrow-gauge train on toward the caves at six o’clock.  Pahut
was the way-station on the mette-gauge line id Hyderabad
where we started on the final stage of out ttip to Ajanta.
The only conveyance available was a springless bullock-cart
in which we were doomed to journey twenfy miles over an
unmetalled road.

- There ate bullock-carts of forty different types in India,
and thete ate at least twice that many varieties of bullocks.

This was 2 two-wheeled cart, iron-tyred, with 2 wooden bed

about a yard square restmg on the axle and level with the
tongue. Overt it was a canopy of bamboo matting like the

canvas cover ©of a:prairie-schooner. It was held together
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by hoops with jagged edges and mnails that stood out for
- half an inch all over the interior, so that they tore our clothes
as we bumped along. The chauffeur of this travelling Inquis-
ition sat on the tongue while we climbed in behind. Out
heads were against the roof and our knees against our chins
and our backs braced against the driver’s back. The tempet-
ature ranged from 120° to 150° and our tempers ranged
from’ 150° upwards
- Now life in a trotting bullock-cart, as every shikari who
has ever done a shooting-trip knows full well, is about as
comfortable as life aboard a destroyer in the North Sea.

However, we wete determined to see “India as she really
is”, and felt the bullock-cart was a good place to begin.
Millions ride in these bhail-gharis : the flivvers of Hindustan.
And cattle are sacred. The cow 45 India. She is typical
of all her patient people, a creature of love and worship. . . .
To kill a':cow is an unspeakable crime, punishable, under the
rule of Hindu monarchs, with tortures worse than death.
" Even now, in some native States, the capital penalty is still
in force against the slayers of the sacred gai. And the bull
Nandi (“the Happy One”) is the favourite vehanam or
vehicle of the great god Siva.

What, then, could be mote suitable than to travel in a
conveyance approved by gods and men? What mattered
it if we suffered the tortures of the damned in the temperature
of the inferno? We were secing India.

Well, we got to the rock-bottom of the bullock-cart
question, and we feel we are not likely to ride in another such
perambulating torment until the frescoes of Ajanta start to
life from the storied past. :

The sun had made long steps across the sky by the time
we teached the rest-house of Fardupur, said to be four miles
from the caves. The rest-house was certainly restful. The
attendant chowkidar had gone for his afternoon siesta ; there
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Taking pictures in a Muhammadan mosque is not a particularly healthy pastime. The mob rushed us.



The great Moghuls of India used to entertain their courts by making people
jump into this eighty-foot well. Men became so expert that there grew up a race
of hereditary well-jumpers.
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was nothing to eat and not a soul in sight. Over the land-
scape brooded a pervasive peace.

After a time of uneasy waiting, during which we des-
patched a setvant to summon the guatdian of the rest-house
we again folded ourselves up into the chariot of Siva, and
lurched on till we got to a signpost. One arm pointed
“To the Caves”, the other “To Ajanta”. Unfortunately
neither arm pointed along any visible track, so we trusted
to our charioteer and continued on our way over a red-hot
rocky plain, meeting nothing but a few stunted trees and some
sullen wayfarers. From the latter we asked our way and were
rather cheered when we learned that it was only 2 mile on
to the caves. We were in the mountains now. We crossed
several of them, we rounded contours, we dipped into
valleys, we forded streams—still no caves. At six miles,
if it is six inches, from the Fardupur rest-house we arrived
at our destination.

The great Caves of Ajantal One of the wonders of
the world !

Imagine a semi-circular ravine about a hundred yards
across, with perpendicular bluffs of black rock. The caves
are carved out of this rock. You climb along 2 mountain
path until you get to Cave No. 1. It is labelled “No. 17 in
gold, and all the caves bear the same aureate reference to the
guide-book, so that you can read all their sizes and ages—
so many feet across and so many yeats B.C. . . . Let us
skip sixteen caves, and work our way to the centre of the
crescent. ‘There is a spring here. While thirstily quaffing
it and registering a prayer to the Demon of Cholera, let us
look round these works of a bygone priestcraft with our
twentieth century eyes. _

One is reminded of childhood, and the terrors of childhood.
These burrows were dug by some super-children of the past.
One feels, standing in their shade, a great thankfulness that
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one is not, as the buildets were, in the night of history.
And then again, is Ajanta so vety old after all? Two
thousand five hundred years—old enough in all conscience
to inspire respect. Yet the Pyramids and the Parthenon—
can these Aryan burrowings compare with those gloties of
Egypt and Greece, in age, in beauty? No !—a thousand
times no! Yet they arrest the attention for another reason.

The fear and the faith of men long dead ate carved in
these caves out of the solid rock.  That is their claim to
human interest. The chisels of a million wotkmen, first
and last, must have struck on those stubborn stones. With
a great patience, with a great-docility, the people of those
days, under the guidance of their priests, must have fashioned
these temples to Gautama Buddha. And the cynical tragedy
ofit! To think that they should have hewn out these shrines
and idols for the king’s son who renounced his kingship
and the pomps and vanities of the world, and tried by his
example to abolish also all priestcraft and superstition. But
the priests (who knows by what artifice of the Brahmins ?)—
the priests of Buddha—made rich temples and carven images
to Siddhattha, the prince who gave a pure philosophy of
self-forgetfulness to the world. A thousand thousand
devotees must have come to worship here in the darkness
and mystery of these shrines, and to praise Buddha, the
enlightened prince who abhotred all idols. A thousand
thousand men and women, boys and girls, have come, through
the dark corridors of Time, to these halls of a hundred pillars,
and with many bowings laid their heads on the threshold of
the altar, and with gold and silver and the widow’s mite
made oblations at Siddhartha’s shrine, while shaven hiero-
phants droped the litanies of Buddha, and saffron-robed
‘acolytes swung auteate censers, whose fumes cutled and
mounted over the glyphs of the doorways and the brilliant
frescoes of the porch,
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Most of the caves are dim like the inner shtine of a
modern Hindu temple. Some are small and some are vast.

The frescoes! Here we find something that we can
unfeignedly admire. There were artists here in Ajanta in
those days of long ago. A blue Vishnu embraces his Parvati ;
a king goes hunting ; slaves and deer and cattle are limned
to the life. Perhaps these are the most wonderful paintings
in the world, considering their age. What fee did the
artists get? What bribe induced them to work in these
houses of gloom? Their line is perfect, their colouring
bold and sure. There were artists in those days, such as
the old earth was not again to know until the Pope loved
Raphael, and Leonardo worked for the king of France. Who
were these men? They have vanished, like the priests who
paid them; no trace or memory of them exists. Yet theit
- wotk is the one touch of light and happmess in these crass
and fetid caves.

In all the dark veharas where the stupid monks (for they
were stupid to live like that) lived two thousand years ago,
there broods a spirit of fear—fear that drives men with flails
more terrible than any taskmaster; fear that after all these
ages is not yet dead in the hearts of men.

The stench, the blackness, the noiseless stit of bats, the
looming figure of Buddha, the sense of all the wasted toil
of setfs, of all the ruined beauty, of dead hopes, dead creeds,
death . . . that is the keynote of Ajanta.

Long centuties of decay opptess the soul in these sanc-
tuaries that never see the light of day. And not the soul only ;
they disgust the nostrils also.  Little grey beasts scutry over
the stones ; one darts out into the sunlight, and holds its
head in its hands; indeed, the smell is enough to make a
squirrel squeamish, let alone a Christian. ~

For immemotial years these caves have been the breeding-
place of bats. They cluster thick, thick on the ceiling, and
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their dead lie on the floor. A shaft of light from the doot-
way strikes across the threshold of Buddha’s altar. ‘There,
on the threshold, in the dusty sunlight, lies a dead bat, with
wings outspread and rat-teeth bared. It lies there, decaying,
on the place that prehistoric foreheads touched and that was
once odorous with the marigold and jasmine laid there by
the hands of gitls aquiver with awe at the nearness of God. ...

The Caves of Ajanta, marvels of India—we experience a
sense of having been displeased, yet strangely impressed, as
indeed we feel so often during our pilgrimage among weird
religious pageantries to the Black Pagoda.
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CHAPTER XVI
THE MAGNIFICENT MOGHULS

In the dark night of Indian history the sins and splendours
of Akbar, Jahangir, and Shah Jehan flash with the brilliance
of 2 comet’s tail. Of all the kings that troop across the
printed page of history, killing and scheming, loving and dying,
surely the builders of Delhi, Agra, and Fatehpur-Sikri are the
most romantic and the most lovable. Our hearts go out to
the Great Moghuls.

Yet at Agra, where we find Moghul achievement at its
best, we hesitate to type impressions that have been recorded
a hundred times before. All that can be said of the Crown
Lady’s Tomb, the immaculate and immortal Taj, has been
said by Sit Edwin Armold in verse and by Havell in prose,
better than we can resay it. The rest lies with the spectator.

And here Mark Twain’s Waming will not come amiss.
Do not allow your imagination to build some glittering
figment of fancy, some jewel-house of dreams, so that you
will wake up disappointed at the reality of the Taj. For
you can be disappointed in anything on earth, if you make
up your mind to be disappointed by expecting too much.
And although indeed the Taj seems too light and lovely to
have been builded of hands, a radiancy of love, a glotious
concept of devotion stronger than death made visible in
marble against the turquoise of the Indian sky—still, temember
that it is human. ' '

Possibly you will not think it the most beautiful thing
you ever saw. Years ago, for instance, the Government

of India saw nothing beautiful in it at all, for the Taj was
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about to be demolished and its marble sold by auction. ‘The
only reason it did not share the fate of the Delhi Palace was
that thete were not enough biddets.

Opposite the Taj, a black Taj was to have been built,
and the Jumna was to be spanned by a causeway. Alas,
that Shah Jehan’s power crumbled before he could cornplete
his grand design! The supreme effort of his gemus was
speat on the tomb of his beloved. While the empire went
to pieces he wrought and planned in precious stone and
marble. He gave his life to art.  And who shall say, seeing
the result, that it was not worth losing an empire to make a
Taj ?

~ From the Jasmine Tower, in the fort, you may see a
view of surpassing loveliness, the view over which the old
imprisoned emperor looked out, with dying eyes, to the tomb
that enshrined his love. Probably there is not 2 more haunted
place in the whole of India.

Hete the luxury of the Moghuls reached its zenith. You
may still see the sumptuous baths where the almond-eyed
and cream-skinned ladies of the Moghuls took their ease,
and the jewelled walls against which young lords from Kabul
leant, as they quizzed the dancing-gitls of the court, and the
state tooms where the emperor passed the hot hours of the
long, long Indian day, and the delicate cascades of tinkling
water that lulled his day-dreams, and the tender fretwork of
matrble in that room where all the gems of the known world
wete gathered.

No rulers of earth have left records so human as those of
the Great Moghuls. - Read Baber’s diary, for instance, or the
Institutes of his great ancestor Tamerlane. Look at the
pictures of these jolly Tartars with their slant eyes and wasp
waists and lion shouldets. See how kind they are, in spite of
their occasional lapses into wolfish cruelties. ' See Tametlane,
for instance, with the heads of his enemies strewn all around
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his charger’s feet, holding out the hand of friendship to a
captured king. They spilt much blood and no little wine
in their time, yet loot and lust did not dim their artistic
sense. Through all the Moghuls ran a love of beauty,
which came to its fullness in the time of Shah Jehan, over-
shadowing the empire of his fathers, and destroying it.
Their empire has vanished, but the monuments and th
deeds of the Moghuls remain, to challenge comparison
with any of the landmarks of history. )

Think, for instance, of Babet’s renunciation at the sick
bed of his son, Humayun, who lay dying.. He said: “O
God, if a life may be exchanged for a life, I who am Baber
give my life and my being for Humayun I” His prayer was
granted ; in three weeks the great spirit was no more and
Humayun teigned in his stead. Has history any nobler
deed? Has any monarch had a better “curtain” to his
career than he who is buried at Kabul, among the roses he
loved so well ?

After Humayun came Akbar, a contemporary of Queen
Elizabeth, who settled the administration and established
the revenue system as it still stands to-day.

Akbar is one of the most remarkable men who ever lived.
Like Napoleon and Alexander, his ambition was insatiable.
Unlike them, he established a kingdom that endured fot two -
hundred years, and might be still in existence to-day if his
descendants had been worthy of him. His power ovet men
and beasts was remarkable. He killed tigers on foot, he rode
mad elephants that no one dared approach, and he could
“back” any horse that was ever foaled. As to men, at that
common crisis in an Oriental monarch’s life when a relative
comes with a gang of armed men to murder him, his action
was typical. He was alone, unarmed, in his nightshirt,
having just left the harem. Akbar asked the gang what the
matter was, but he followed the question instantly by a
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hook to the leader’s jaw that felled him on the spot. At
once he was master of the situation. Some of the palace
guards came up, and Akbar told them to drop his would-be
murderer into the moat. They did so, but the drop was not
very far (you can still see the place whete all this happened
at the south corner of Agra Fort), and the gentleman in the
mud of the moat did not seem to be quite dead. So Akbar
had him hauled up again, kissed him affectionately (for he
was a relative, you see, though business was business), and
then, after having had him trussed up, pitched - him
over agam head first, so as to put the poor fellow out of
his pain. |

Later, Akbar built a new capital not far from Agra, as
the British are now doing not far from Delhi. But in Akbar’s
day no one talked of extravagance. You may still see in the
Hall of Public Audience at Fatehpur—Sﬂm his new capital
(that now lies in ruins less ruinous than the British capital),
a large and extremely massive ring of stone in one corner of
the courtyard. ‘To this ring 2 mad elephant was tethered.
“Troublesome demagogues came to a sticky end in the great
emperor’s time. They were handed to the elephant, and
ended their career in one squelch.

When his cook tried to poison him, he forgave her
freely. Stupidly, she tried again. ‘This time the emperor
retired to the little bedroom (you can still see it) apart from the
rest of the palace of Fatehpur-Sikri and slept over the matter.
Next motning, the cook was taken out on to the plain to the
notth beyond the lake, by a small party of soldiers. You
will notice various small thorntrees dotted about this plain,
just as thete wete in Akbar’s time. The soldiers chose 2
place where two young trees grew side by side and bent
their heads down so that they came together. Then they
tied a leg of the stupid cook to each tree. At a word from the
Commander of the Ten, in charge of the party, the saplings



Although it is against the law now, we still find a few old gtey-beards who for a shilling or two will step off the ledge into
the green waters cighty feet below.



The governor sends one of his elephants to meet us and we pa;_ticularly enjoy
this trip because it gives us an opportunity of looking in at other people’s second-
story bedroom windows. This dainty creature was appropriately named Primrose.
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were released and sprang upright. He1gh, presto l the cook
Was no mote.

But with all his summary methods, Akbar was a 1ust and
merciful ruler. He conciliated the Hindus, by whom he
is still revered. He matried Hindu ptincesses ; and he even
tried to found a State religion that would weld his empire
together. The scene of this experiment, which would have-
influenced the history of the wotld if it had succeeded, was
the Great Mosque at Fatehpur-Sikri.

One day he came to Friday prayers with his new creed
teady to enunciate. When the two-bow prayer was done,
he went into the pulpit W1th the intention of saying the
following Words . .

“The Lord to me Dominion gave,
He made me wise and strong and brave :
He girded me with right and truth:
No praise of man can sum his state,
Allahu Akbar, God is Great. . . .”

But some instinct made him falter and hesitate half-way
through this creed. He stammered 2 little, then relinquished
his place, to everyone’s relief, to the accustomed leader of
the prayers, and said no more. His credo remained unuttered,
and will never be known in its entirety, although we may
suspect that the phrase “Allahu Akbat”, which may be trans-

lated either “God is Great” or “Akbar is God”, was not
without its place in the project. Doubtless, however, his
genius for government warned him that the time was not
ripe for tampering with the people’s faith. And yet—and
yet——had he done so, had this marvellous man succeeded in
finding a common denominator to India’s religions, who
knows What the future of India would have been ?
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CHAPTER XVII

THE GRAVE OF NATIONS

“It is a far cry to Delhi”.  “Dilli dur ast”, as the Persian
proverb runs. India is far away, in space and time, from the
peoples and problems of the West. Yet lately she has come
nearer. Britain has fitted her with a tailor-made demo-
cratic dress and she has been taking the air on the boulevards
of Paris and the avenues of Berlin and Washington. So
India, with her vast resources in life and treasure, is gradually
assuming a position of more and more importance in contem-
porary history.
, His Exalted Highness the Nizam’s adviser on railways,
on a tour of America several years ago, was shown the new
State capitol at Madison by a University of Wisconsin
professor. ‘ ‘
“Say, what do you think of that ?”” queried the scholarly
" dean. “I guess it’s one of the finest buildings in the world,”
he added, pethaps slightly ruffled because his visitor failed

to rise to the occasion.

“Rawther a creditable edifice, don’t you know,” ventured
the conservative Englishman. ' |

“Whete have you secen any finer ?” asked the professor,
a trifle irritated at the lack of enthusiasm.

“Ah, well, I should say the buildings in Delhi are slightly
supetior,” was the railway man’s tactful response.

“Delhi ?”” replied the Wisconsin man, “Where’s Delhi 2”

“In India.”

“Oh, Delhi, Indiana,” said the professor brightly. “I’ve

k24

never been there, but——
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Well, if you ever see the real Delhi you will see the Indian-
Empire in epitome.

Indeed, you can see old empires at your feet if you care
to climb the Kutb Minar in the Delhi plain. You can see
the graves of nations and of men, leading way back into the
cloudy dawn of time—an object-lesson without a parallel
in the world.

From the Kutb Minar you may see the rise and fall of
five civilizations, and contemplating thus the tide of human
affairs, the things of to-day come into their historical perspec-
tive. How do the present-day movements, you ask yourself,
fit into the picture? Where does Mr. Ghandi come in?
If he ruled in India to-day would he be a second Asoka?
What is the difference between the old king-time and the
new dispensation? Are the leaders of the non-co-operation
movement of the same stuff as the Great Moghuls ? What
of the Emperor Baber, the first “Pussyfoot” ? How would
he have enforced prohibition ?

From this Kutb Minar towert of the conquering Turkoman
you may see, if you will, across the centuries, to a time
eight hundred years before the she-wolf of Rome suckled
Romulus and Remus; when the Aryans (a branch of our
own family) had descended from the North upon the fertile
plains of India, and had founded the first city of Delhi, the
city of Indraprasthna, now represented only by a few mounds
and the name of an up-to-date Hindu gitls’ high school.

Since that time five cities and five nations have flourished
and decayed at Delhi. Each rose by the sword to the Empire
of India, and each fell by the sword to the dust of India.
The sixth Delhi is the present city, atround which the glories
of the Great Moghuls live—in fort and mosque and tomb.
And the seventh city is even now being completed by Sir
Edward Lutyens, the architect who has left his mark on the
British Empire from Calcutta to Golder’s Gteen.
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Why is India building a great new city, that will
take millions of pounds to complete, as 2 memorial to the
British Raj? There is untest and discontent, thete is povetty
and crime. Yet withal thetre is a comfortable sense of per-
manency in the British administration. Even the most excited
extremists don’t really believe that the English are going to
leave the country for a long time yet. Mr. Ghandi has
warned Young India that it will have to deal with the “most
tenacious race on earth, who have been accustomed to self-
sactifice from childhood”. And he is now in jail
So are the other leaders. Non-violence and non-co-opetation
are all right as long as there is a policeman a few blocks away
and a few British soldiers somewhere in cantonments in case
the mob gets out of hand, but there isn’t an agitator in the
country who could tell you what he would do if he were
suddenly and violently projected on the throne of Akbar—
still less could he do it. :

Politics in India, in spite of all the assertions to the
contraty, are still based on British bayonets. But it is the
babus, not the British, who rely on the bayonets. As to
the British, in case of revolution perhaps many of them would
take service under one chieftain or another as in days of old :
some would be murdeted, no doubt: othets would be
millionaires. - But whatever happened, the clerk and the small
shopkeeper would have their faces ground in the dust and
their daughters enslaved, as in the good old days that the
agitators are so fond of talking about. Hence the cletk
and the shopkeeper and the merchant, while dallying with
sedition as an elegant amusement, are quite certain that the
British Raj, whatever the rumours of the bazaar may be, is
destined to endure. ‘The British Raj is there to see that their.
profits ate not intetfered with. .

But from the summit of the Kutb Minar we see some of
the real facts of India lying there in the broad daylight : the
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skeletons of the civilizations she has cteated, and then killed
with her climate and her cteed. Neither the genius of
Asoka and his line, nor the power and the glory of the
Moghuls, was destined to endure. The fierce sun and the
wily Brahmin took their toll. They sapped the energy and
the faith of the conquerors. Now their empires lie in dust
and ruins. There was something wanting. It was not
courage or sound philosophy, certainly. Neither was it
bad organization, for what the ancients lacked in typewriters
and telephones they gained in speedy and picturesque adminis-
tration. Their deeds were not hidden away in blue-books,
ot their acts subject to the delays of counsel and debate. ‘They
stood out, with some magnificent gesture, plain for all the
wotld to see. Take the case of Baber, the first of the Great
Moghuls, who had learned to drink wine from some jovial
cousins of his in Herat, when he was king in Kabul, and who
had rarely been sober during his invading march from that
town to the conquest of Delhi. This is how he embraced
prohibition, on the eve of the battle of Match 16, 1527,
against the Lord of Mewar, the battle that was to lay India at
his feet :

He collected all the gold and silver goblets used in his
drinking-parties, and then and there ordered them to be
broken and the fragments distributed among the poor.
Then he and his coutrtiers, to the number of three hundred,
vowed never to drink wine again, and pouted out on the
ground all that they had brought with them. Having thus
“knocked with all his might at the door of penitence”, Baber
summoned all his officers about him and appealed to the old
spirit of Islam. Said he:

“Noblemen and soldiers! Every man that comes into
the wotld is subject to dissolution. When we are passed
away and gone, God only survives, unchangeable. Whoever
comes to the feast of life must before it is over drink from the
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cup of death. He who arrives at the inn of mortality
must one day inevitably take his departute from that house
of sorrow, the world. How much better it is to die with
honour than to live with infamy. The most high God has
been propitious to us, and has placed us in such a crisis that
if we fall in the field we die the death of martyrs: if we
survive, we rise victorious, the avengers of the cause of God.
Let us then, with one accord, swear on God’s Holy Word
that none of us will even think of turning his face from this
warfare, not desert from the battle and the slaughter that
ensues until his soul is separated from his body”.

And with one accord the hosts of Baber swore to win that
day, or fall as Ghazis. The issue of the day proved them,
in the emperor’s words, “the avengers of the cause of God”.
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CHAPTER XVIII
THE WELL-JUMPERS OF DELHI

THERE is a jumping-well at Delhi, near the Kutb Minar,
which was built for the sport of the Moghul emperots, who
found it an agreeable diversion to make their slaves jump
down the narrow shaft. It is especially made for well-
jumping, this Moghul well. One side of it has been cut
away to water-level, and in its masonry shaft four archways
have been made, so that the falling bodies of the jumpers
can be seen.

Or, if you prefer, you can stand above the well and see
the jumpets fall eighty feet to the green water below, in which
there is a circle of reflected sky. It is a long, long way to
the water. The shaft is only eight feet wide ; thetefore if
you jump with the slightest outwatd impetus you would
hit first the far wall and then the other, rebounding violently
from side to side. A mess, not 2 man, would touch rock-
bottom. The only way to do it is to step off as if you were
stepping down a stair.

The ramp that leads down to watet-level has been paved
with broad flagstones, making a sloping stairway. On this
the Moghuls sat, no doubt, with their ladies, watching the
well-jumpers, while peacock fans waved about them, and slave-
boys brought them sweetmeats and green tea in little cups;
after the Turki fashion.

What scenes of tears and laughter this old well must
have witnessed : slaves trembling at the well-mouth in terror,
and pallid courtiers ordered to jump off for a joke! What
scenes of triumph also, and applause from the royal ladies
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when some favoured slave teceived a catelessly flung purse
as the guerdon of his courage! Alas, that some of the
vividest scenes that the eye of mortal man has witnessed
should have passed untecorded and untemembered! The
Moghuls on the movies would have entiched the imagination
of the world.

Nowadays all the well-jumpets ate very old men. Gov-
etnment has forbidden the teaching of their art as likely
to be dangerous and unsuitable to little board-school boys ;
hence the present old men, hereditary descendants of the men
who amused the magnificent Moghuls, may possibly be the
last exponents of their art, Already they have passed the
allotted span of life. ‘They are bent and wrinkled and infirm.

- Allah the Merciful has numbered the times that they are
destined to jump into that water, before they shall awake one
morning beside the watets of the Blessed in Paradise.

And Allah the Compassionate will see to it that their
descendants do not starve. Indeed, their children are well-
jumping already, so that there shall be “a remembrance of
former things”. They practise by night, the nice little board-
school boys, when the moon is high and casts a silver circle
of light into the bottom of the well. They stand on the
cornice of the lowest archway, some fifteen feet above the
watet, and look down to the green and silver below, where
they see their future mitrored. . . . And then, like their
fathers before them, they leave their ledge as if stepping off
a stait. ‘The moon sees many things in India that the British
donotsee. ‘Thisis theleast of them.

The doyen of the well-jumpets is over mnety—c1ght yeats
old. He was therefore in his twenty-fifth year at the time of
the mutiny, and must actually have been in the service of the
Emperor Bahadur Shah, the last of the Moghuls. Does he
temember the emperor and his court? And what of the
Mutiny ? Sutely he must have some memory of that terrible
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May morning when the mutineets had artived from Meerut,
and the palace ran red with the blood of white men and women
and children? That morning when the old emperor saw
and trembled at the slaughter ?

Butno! . . . During the Mutiny he used to jump down the
well for sahlbs And before the Mutiny also he used to
jump down the well for sahibs. Sahibs were very liberal
in those days. Sahibs used to give good baksheesh then—
four or five tupees to each jumpet. And a tupee bought
twenty pounds of flour then, instead of half a pound as at
present. These are hard times, and they are all poor men.

The others are not quite so old, but they ate not at all
more talkative. They know nothing about the Mutiny, and
they do not care. ’

Or is it that they have seen things of which they cannot
speak : murder, reprisals, untellable atrocities ? Surely they
are keeping something back? Surely they cannot have
remained outside the passions, the fears, the intriguing, and
the unrest of those exciting days ? Can they have been blind
to the agonies of empire, not fifteen miles away ? Can they
have been deaf to the rebel guns and blind to the glitter of
the swotrd of Islam? They can. They were. InIndia thisis so.
Thete is no memory but that of custom.  Wars and mutinies,
plagues and pestilences, make but a ripple among India’s
myriad lives—a ripple of death that is soon untraceable a.mong
the millions who swarm and breed and die.

Each man to his trade. It is the business of kings to-
rule, of soldiers to fight, and of well-divers to dive. They
dive very clevetly, these greybeards, and their eagerness to
show their skill gives the spectator a heartache. They ate
so frail and bent and wrinkled, the ten old men who sutvive
(thete were twenty-five before the World War), that one feels
that they should be telling their beads rather than counting

their baksheesh.
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Once, or pethaps twice, a week, duting the winter months
only, a party of toutists comes to watch them. Men and
women from Manchester, Chicago, Tokio : from far hotizons
and with alien minds they come hete to see this old intimate
amusement of the Moghuls, which seems to keep some mem-
ory still of their whimsical ways. But to the toutists this is
just a stunt, an incident in crowded days of jugglers, fakirs,
and what not. Glancing at their wrist-watches, and thinking
of what tips to give, they see the old men go down, and then
hustle for their car to see some other show. Yet nothing
wrought in stone or ink or iron is such a tie with the past

“as these old men, who hold feebly to a life that links our times
to the old king-time of the earth, gone, never to return. Here,
swift and vital, life for the lens of the cinema flashes
by us—the whim of a dead emperor. With the divers,
unless their sons continue the joke, the emperor’s whim
will die.

 So far there has been no casualty in the jumping. One by
one the greybeards have fallen asleep. On their string beds
they know their time is short. But when sahibs come to
see them jump their slow pulses quicken and their old eyes
glitter. Another ten rupees to buy them bread and meat.
And, beyond money, there is the sport of the thing. They
have the pride of artists in their skill.

It is 2 moment of rapture for them when they ]ump
Youth floods back as they fall. They show the wotld that
though ears be deaf and eyes be dim they have physical
prowess still.

Each man who jumps expects a rupee, and well he earns
it. How many men of eighty in Europe or America would
care to dive eighty feet ?

They are happy, these greybeards, and their lives ate as
straight and clean as their descent into the well. It is a hard
life, but a gay one, for Allah, who sees into the heatts of men,
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- has found courage there, which men and angels respect, and
has rewarded them according to their deserts. May their
days be long in the land that the Lord their God has given
them, and may they be full of years and honour when they
step off the ledge of this mortal life |
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CHAPTER XIX
THE LODESTAR OF HINDUSTAN

Hmou Rao’s Housg, the Ridge, Delhi. Needless to say, this
is not our permanent address, for Hindu Rao’s House is a
ruin—a ruin known in every English home as the place where
two fierce engagements were fought, over seventy years ago,
when the dominion of India swayed and hung in the balance
on this Ridge at Delhi and five thousand British faced forty
thousand well-armed mutineers.

Around us are the graves (and something more—is it
memory ot imagination?) of the men who died to retake the
town. We look southward toward the walls of Delhi that
still stand as they did when “Bobs” (he who became Lord
Roberts) was a subaltern in the Ludlow Castle Battery down
there, and the immortal John Nicholson got his death-wound
by the Kabul Gate, just beyond those trees to our left, on the
day when Delhi fell and the last of the Great Moghuls gave
up his empire to the British. Those days have left a heritage
of history, to be read in humility and in pride wherever the
English tongue is spoken.

Seventy years. We sit on the roof of Hindu Rao’s House
looking over the twilit town and plain. Before us lies modern
Delhi. Beyond, five ruined Delhis with the story of a thou-
sand years of empire, and a new Delhi, the seventh, with an
unknown future. On our left is a long low building covered
with snowy whitewash where soldiers and civilians and babus
and buteaucrats have been governing British India duting
the building of the seventh Delhi. To the right is Viceregal
Lodge. Behind us stretches the rocky Ridge, tapering like
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the bow of a ship, and thrusting out into the infinite plam
of Hindustan. : :

Dark, infinite, unknown, magical, immense . .. ad-
jectives fail to convey the sense of size that the mists of
evening give to these vast plains. :

How to tell of India, in picture and in story, to those-
who have never seen her? Every writer on India tries to
convey to us, till he wearies us with wotds, the sense of
millions and immensity ; but the normal man has long ago
waterproofed himself against the flood of statistics. Facts
about acreage and population just trickle off his brain. Yet
if he could sit with us, on this roof, and look out over impetial
Delhi, where the lights are just being lit, and beyond, over
the immense twilight of the plains, he would feel the truth,
instead of only feeling the triteness, of statements such as
these :

“There are two million and two gods in the teligion
of the Hindus. It is an encyclopzdia of teligion, not a
religion”. . . .

“Islam is a brotherthood of elghty millions of Ind1ans,
and of one-fifth of the human race”. . . .

“There are -eighty languagcs in Indla and mote.
nations” :

“From Peshawar to Madras is as far as from Norway to
Sicily or New York to Salt Lake City. India is not a country,
but a living League of Nations, with the British as inter-
national police”. . . .

“There are three hundred and twenty millions in Ind1a
—the population of all western Europe : and mote than the
population of both North and South America and Africa
combined. Of this population, two hundred and thirty
millions are cultivators”. (As someone with a mania for
statistics and grotesque comparisons has said : “They would
circle the earth five times if placed in line”. Think of it1)
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And so on and so forth. But to say these things is mere

weariness of words. Let us not say them—again, at any
. rate—but plunge straightway in medias res.

The sun has sunk in molten fire across the Jumna. Heat
radiates from the rocks atound us. ‘There is not a breath of
air : no freshness, no scent of spring nor any of its kindly
qualities. Spring doesn’t exist in India proper, as a matter
of fact, nor does chivalry (save among the Rajput nation),
nor the custom of saying “Thank you”. This is a hard
saying, but (here is another bromide!) India is a land of
contrasts, and although there seems no kindliness on the
sutface, its people are as well-mannered and as warm-hearted
as any on this earth.

But the heat—the suﬂmg heat of this April evemngl
Here, undetr our noses, is the first fact about India: her
climate. The devastating effect of climate is a factor in all
her problems, the common denominator to which every
ideal and every effort must be reduced.

Consider the case of “Paget M.P.”—immortalized by
Kipling—who flips through the peninsular in a month and
talks of it for a lifetime. He feels that he must get to know
the real India. He meets a distinguished Bengali barrister,
a Bombay merchant prince, a politician or two at Delhi, and
various English officials. And he gets an invitation to an
Indian home, where a gatland of marigolds is put over his
fat neck, and he eats pilaff, sees a nautch, tries a lime-leaf, and
(greatly daring) the dissipation of a betel-nut. India of the
intelligentsia has no mysteries for him now. Thete remains
the purdah: Mrs. “Paget M.P.” explores, and reports that
the ladies behind the veil are interested in Paris fashions.
His heart swells with generous impulses for the kindly and
cultured Indians. He feels, like many others, that he would
like to devote the rest of his life to their cause—from England,
of course. Having plumbed the problems of the high-
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brows, there only remains the study of the masses—those
poor inarticulate millions for whom he already sees himself
writing and speaking, a champion of the oppressed.

He sets out in his car one bright winter morning, with
his interpreter. As he skims under an avenue of stately
trees he reflects what a fine and bracing climate it is. Sheeted
wayfarers salaam to him as he passes. A Kim-like boy is
taking some bullocks to water. A picturesque country cart
makes way for him. And behind his car rises a cloud of
dust, symbol of his incomprehension. But ‘“Paget M.P.”
never looks back.

To his right there is the pale green of young Wheat to
the left the dark boscage of a mango-grove. On the horizon
are the magical Himalayas; in the middle distance white-
robed figures are at wotk. . . . It is a brilliant and beautiful
country. S

He arrives at the village he has been recommended to
visit. It is 2 snug hamlet, nestling under a banyan-tree. A
picturesque green pond is near by, which Paget would be
horrified to hear was drinking-water. He sees mud houses, -
with thresholds new-plastered with cow-dung, rows of bright
cooking-pots and graceful ladies who giggle and veil their
lovely eyes after one bewildering glance at “Paget M.P.”,
and then run away with a tinkle of silver-belled feet.

He talks to the village elders, he chats with the village
schoolmaster, and disttibutes baksheesh to adorable round-
eyed, long-lashed children.

Why isn’t thete better drainage and ptimary education
inIndia? Why aren’t there nitrogen manures and mechanical
ploughs ?  The villagers were keenly intetested in these things
when he explained their uses in the West. What is
Government doing ? Half the year it frivols away its time
in Simla, instead of sticking to business. What the country
needs is more energy. |
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And “Paget M.P.” is petfectly right. That is all India
wants. Energy. Energy tingling at her finger-tips. But,
friend of ours on Hindu Rao’s House, who is going to supply
this energy ? . Do you think the British haven’t tried ?

You know what a temperature of 100° is like? Well
then, if you will join us on this April evening, you can imagine
something—just a very little—of what the men felt like who
fell here in 1857. And you can feel in your own self some-
thing at least of the conditions under which one hundred
and eighty millions of people on the plains of India ate living
to—day

“The little more, how much it is ]
“‘The little less, what worlds away I”

A little mote physical understanding, less abstract sym-
pathy. Mote heart, fewer files. ... But if you have
Macaulay’s or “Paget M.P.’s” views that India only needs
“the blessings of Western civilization to become Arcadia,
and that the peasants must be stitred from their “pathetic
contentment” and made to bustle about like Americans or
Britons on a frosty morning, in order to achieve prospetity
—well, just come out and try to make them bustle. If you
do you will be buried beneath the immemorial dust of India
before many moons roll by.

There was a wealthy Parsee who saw that the Oriental
method of coaling steamers was all wrong and should be
scrapped. So he brought out the latest Western machinery
to take the place of the thousands of coolies and their thousands
of little baskets. But no one would operate his machines.
They were erected, but they were never used. Every day
this Parsee still stands on the Apollo Bunder, at Bombay,
looking out through his field-glasses at his gteat cranes,
They are coveted with rust and slowly sinking into the bay.
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We see many curious signs above the shops in every Indian city. The sign in the
lower picture simply indicates that one Kirpa Ram has a B.A. degree from some
university. He does not own this shop, but his brothers do, and they are proud of
Kirpa Ram’s educational attainment. Evidently it is a commercial asset to the
whols family.



Occasionally we encounter victims of a typical old-time Indian famine. But
today, when famine threatens in one regicn, the British rush grain quickly by rail
from another. So now we usually see children with little tummies like that of the
youngster on the right.
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- Once this Patsee was a rich man; and fat. Novir he is poor;
and as thin as your finger, . - T -
- Delhi has become a galaxy of hghts Ahpore Road is
a shining streak and Viceregal Lodge is resplcndent like 2
‘fixed star around which the lesser luminaties mave in their
appointed manner. Beyond are the plams, stretchtng out
- like the unknown infinities of space.

We are at the centre of a little universe, in the midst
of the houses of the citizens, and soldiers, and rulers that have
clustered around this ancient ‘Ridge, this lodestar of Hindustan,
ever since the world was young.,

And to-morrow we go’out into the land that lies dark
before us, to learn more of this country of splendour and
squalor, mud hovels and Taj Mahals, pullulating populations
and peopleless wastes ; of savage tribes like the Khonds, that -
still offer human sacnﬁce and of thinkers more deep than the
mind of the West can apprehend such as the Brahmins, from

“whose ancestots of long ago came so much of the thought
that blossoms in men’s brains to-day.
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CHAPTER XX

THE MEN WHO KEEP INDIA GOING

THE Indian soldier, to those who just met him casually in
the World War, seemed a gentle, solemn creature, clemmed
with cold in winter but cheerful enough in a stately sort of way
when the sun was shining. Few of the Allied forces got to
know him ; he remained to the end an enigma, fulfilling the
_ general idea of the “inscrutable East”. The only general
exceptions wete the Gurkas, hillmen of Nepal, who seemed
to assimilate Western mentality in a way impossible to the
other soldiers of the vast Indian Empire.

~ Ninety per cent. of the martial races of Hindustan ate
agriculturists, pure and simple. Round-eyed, hulking yokels,
‘with a gait acquired from following a plough, and wits about
as bright as those of the buffaloes they drive, they come down
to the recruiting centtes in northern India to take the bread
of the Sirkar, for the following reasons :

(1). ~Because it is theit custom to have a soldier in the

family.

(2). To see life, or to avoid getting mixed up in some

! village love-affair.

(3). To be with their friends or relations.

The last is a strong and common motive. Regiments
have territorial connections to an extent rare in any other
army. It is quite common to find-a whole village
enlisting in a certain unit. An Indian officer with landed
propetty has gathered all his friends and retainers into his
‘organization ; here he rules as a cheerful autocrat. The
men are his men, and he doesn’t let them forget it on parade.
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But in the evening, when the day’s work is done, the soldiets
of the morning are human again. They squat around him
in his house, cough at their cigarettes, tell doubtful stories,
fill his hubble-bubble, massage his toes, gobble his rice and
drink sweet tea, jabber about water-rates and the autumn
harvest and how the sahib damned them on parade, and
so-and-so’s long dog-bitch, and the price of flour—and
generally make themselves at home.

In some irregular corps, troopers and privates have been
seen to light a cigarette during a stand-easy, and then hand it
to their troop or platoon commander for a puff or two, but
this sort of thing naturally doesn’t happen under the eye of
their British officer. Under British discipline there is strict
propriety on parade, but in barracks the “happy family”
idea is very prevalent, and the British have never been able
to convince the Indian that officers and N.C.O,’s should
keep aloof from the men. It just isn’t done.

Stupid and slow and strong the recruit arrives. He is
looked over, “vetted”, and his name is registered. .. . Then
he is given khaki “shorts”, which seem skimpy and indecent
compared with the ample folds of white in which he has been
accustomed to clothe his nether limbs. This fellow is from
the Notth, and not a scantily clad native of Bengal or the South.
Later, his protesting feet are crowded into ammunition boots,
and for weeks he walks about like a penguin. For long
months, also, he marches and counter-marches with his
fellows, wields a rifle, leatns the mystety of aiming, stares at
hieroglyphs on a blackboard and scratches unwillingly on a
slate (among the Pathans, for instance, there is still 2 prevalent
belief that any learning, save the learning by rote of the Holy
Koran, has a deleterious effect on brain and body), while
every now and then a sahib watches him at drill, corrects his
aiming-practice, smiles on his slate, weighs him. . . . When'
first the sahib came near, he used to shiver, and become
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inarticulate with awe. But gradually the sahib takes form
and shape as a human being. One day the rectuit goes to
the mess on an errand and sees other sahibs, of whose existence
he was unaware, sitting about in deep arm-chairs, holding
sheets of paper in front of their faces.

There comes an auspicious day at last when he is passed
into the first division of recruits, the senior squad. Now an
ogte of 2 man—a brother Pathan—makes every minute of
his morning’s work a torment. He is roared at, reviled, and
sometimes, when no one is looking, soundly cuffed. This
ogte is the drill-sergeant. In a week or so the ogre has
worked his magic. The recruit is ready to become a soldier
of the King. There comes an inspection by the adjutant.
Then one evening he learns that to-morrow the colonel will
see. the squad. Far into.the night, by the light of a wick
smoking in a bowl of coconut oil, our recruit polishes boots
and belt. ‘The auspicious day dawns ; the great grey grizzled
man glares and stares ; the horrible hour goes by like a flash.
As in a dream the recruit learns that he is now a soldier tried
and proven. Then come manceuvres, long days in the sun
and dust, and at night the bivouac, whete he rolls himself
up with a friend in several blankets and sleeps the sleep of
the just. . . .

In April the leave season opens and he retutns to his
northern village, where the spting is sweet and the roses are
in bloom, and the merchants pass by with silks and ivories
and the gazelle-eyed gitls of Kashmir, on the way to Kabul.

Thete is no army in the world with such liberal leave rules.
Many of the soldiets of the Indian Army own their own land,
and unless they are given frequent leaves of absence to see
to their crops they would not serve at all. Two and a half
months’ holiday out of twelve is the average ; less than this
would mean loss, ot even ruin, in byre and homestead.

The pay is not very good (less than a dollar and a half
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a week, besides food and clothes), but no one, from the got-
geous staff-officer who sits at his desk in Simla to the sweating
recruit in the plains, chooses the Army as his career with the
idea of making money, or, if he does, he ought to be in the
booby-hatch.

Of late, strenuous efforts have been made in the Army in
the cause of education. All over the world the potential
value of the soldier in civil life has been recognized ; in this
respect India is in the forefront of the times. About
£s50,000 a year is budgeted for to educate Jack Sepoy.
At the Indian Army School of Education in Belgaum it is
hoped to start 2 model village where the one hundred and
sixty student-instructors may learn the soundest ideas in
agriculture and sanitation. At Dehra Dun is situated the
Royal Military Academy, to prepare the sons of Indian gentle-
men for commissions in the Army. Both Jhelum and Jullun-
dur have instituted a King George’s Indian Military School
for six hundred boys, sons of Indian soldiers and non-com-
missioned officers. 'The new syllabus for Indian Army schools
has been drawn up so that every soldier shall learn something
at least of the function of representative bodies and the value
of the vote. A brightly-written weekly in the vernacular,
with a circulation of twelve thousand, is published for the
troops. Officers and men are encouraged to write their
views therein. One hundred and twenty projection lanterns,
with forty thousand slides, dealing with every conceivable
subject, are being circulated to the various commands. As
never before in history, the Indian soldier is being looked
upon not as a fighting man only, but as a citizen who by his
discipline, physique, and intelligence may be the hope of
India’s future.

But Jack Sepoy is not the only man who keeps Ind1a
going. He has a brother who likewise receives a mere five
or six shillings or so a week, and who is equally important
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“If we can win over the police, we have won India |”
‘That is the reiterated cry of the agitators throughout the
length and breadth of Hindustan. And it is quite true.

The agitators cannot understand why the police refuse to be
won. Indeed, it /s something of a miracle when you consider
that the pay of a police constable is eighteen tupees (twenty-
seven shillings) a month, out of which he hasto feed himself and
his family. (An American policeman usually gets at least
thirty dollars a week to start on, and doesn’t consider himself
a millionaire on that.) In addition to the poor pay thete is
another, more subtle, influence at work, which should
alienate the loyalty of policemen, but doesn’t to any appreciable
degree at present. The boycott. Unless you have lived
- in India you can hardly realize the true terror of the boycott.
You are dependent on the barber to shave you, the village
washerman to wash for you, the tinker, the tailor, and a host
of others. Suddenly you are deprived of all the services
that only society can render you, and which you lose caste
by doing for yourself. It sounds quite simple to get your
wife to wash your pocket-handkerchiefs, but it isn’t at all
simple. Her big brother comes along and wants to know
why you are bringing disgrace on the family. You are tied
down by caste regulations, and it is just here that the boycott
gets you. To their infinite honour, the Indian police have
done their duty in the face of moral as well as physical threats.

Brutality, corruption, “Russian methods”, are constant
charges against the police. Now, there is no doubt that at
any rate until a few years ago the torture of under-trial
prisoners existed. Also bribery was not, and is not, unknown.
It would be sruprising if it was unknown. And a very
little explanation will show why these things should be.

As the shell is to the tortoise, so is the armour of untruth
to the Indian witness. Without some form of physijcal suasion
it is extraordinarily hard to get at the facts of the case. In
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the old days instant death, or for more trifling cases, sum-
mary mutilation, was the punishment awarded to anyone who
wasted the time of the court with vain words and false
witness. But now this is no longet permitted. The mild
Hindu can exetcise his imagination as much as he wants to.

“Of course I didn’t tell the truth,” protested a peasant
lately, when taxed with perjury. “What do you think I
went into the witness-box for ?”” It is with people like this
that the police have to deal. In many districts armed thieves
and rascals of every description are on the increase. To get
evidence against them is next to impossible. ‘The only way
to track down the gang is to make any of their number
apprehended reveal the whereabouts of the rest.

In the old days a red-hot gun-barrel would have been
applied to the prisoner’s person, or starving rats would have
been set to nibble his navel. But the sahibs never approved
of these methods, and have abolished them, so that now
they atre things of the past. Some blandishment has to be
devised that will not leave a mark. Even so, it is a risky
business, for if the police are caught putting pressure on a
prisoner or a witness, heavy punishments await them. Still,
there is no doubt that many and ingenious experiments have
been made in the privacy of the under-trial cell—experiments
in refined and civilized torture, many of which have been lost
to the wotld, alas | because the geniuses who invented them
were illiterate and unable to record them for the benefit of
postetity.

Some, however, are remembered and known, notably
“trial by trampling beetle”, which is supposed never to have
failed to produce the desired effect. The procedure was
simple. An empty coconut was placed on the bare stomach
of the victim. In the coconut was a large beetle. The
beetle just tramped round and round. That was all. But
the maddening reiteration of its tread, and its slow and
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- petsistent efforts to find a way out, so worked on the nerve
centres of the tramplee that after an hour ot so of the nervous
strain he was ready to tell anything he knew, and sometimes
much that he did not. Hete, of coutse, is one of the difficul-
ties : you can loosen a sullen tongue by deprivation of sleep,
beating on the knuckles, or letting water drip for a few hours
on the back of the patient’s neck (all these methods are quite
simple, leave no mark, and reduce the most hardened ctiminal
toa Wreck) but how are you to ensure that the sullen tongue
once wagging, will tell the truth ?

Indeed, this difficulty is insurmountable, and therefore
torture is seldom resorted to even in privacy. A good crim-
nal counsel is “btiefed” instead, which is only a still more
subtle form of torture than the cteeping cockroach. No
constable nowadays would dare to give evidence by illicit
methods if there was the slightest chance of being found out.
If he tried to do so he would be fired.

- As to corruption, which undoubtedly exists, it must be
remembered that the Oriental can do nothing without bak-
sheesh. A thoroughly honest official makes the poor Indian
feel uncomfortable. He suspects that there is a catch some-
where. It reassures him greatly to be able to slip a silver
coin into somebody’s palm. Bribing the police in India is
a sacred custom. As beer is to the British workman, as pop-
corn is to the baseball fan, so is baksheesh to our Aryan
brother. He would just hate to have to get along without
1t.
~ Thete are 193,000 policemen in the 247 million square
miles of British India, excluding the native states. - That is
to say, there is one policeman to every 1,250 people, or to
evety five and a half square miles. And there is only one
white officer to every thousand native policemen. Each
police group covers a tetritory of the average size of Rhode
Island, often with no railway, and with perhaps only one
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improved road in the whole district. Everywhere else they
travel by horseback and are out of touch with the telegraph.
These are a few facts that people don’t realize when they talk
of the corruption of the police. The real fact is, the British
have achieved a miracle of order and integrity. ‘They haven’t
advertised their difficulties, that’s all, but it /s 2 miracle, none
the less, that so few men, so pootly paid, should keep India
“safe for the agitator”.

It is the Indian police (and back of them Jack Sepoy
and the latent power of the white troops gartisoning the
country) on whom law and order rest. It is they who
“keep the place going”.

But what of the famous Indian Civil Service, you ask?
Are they not the real rulers of India? They get the Press
notices, the eulogies of the Premier, and most of the credit
when things are going well. But rulers! No, that went
with the first post-war reform scheme, a few years ago.
They are magnificent men. It is not their fault that they have
lost the old control over their districts.

The police get most of the kicks and few of the annas
and rupees that fall to the lot of the administrators of a district,
but they don’t complain. Their wotk is absorbingly inter-
esting, especially in the Intelligence section, which deals with
ctime on the grand scale. Last year was a testing period
for the Indian constable. The police are having an anxious
time weathering the foaming rocks of anarchy, which are
always to the lee of a young democracy.
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CHAPTER XX1I
BABUS, BAKSHEESH, AND BUREAUCRATS

GoopwiLL between white men and brown keeps the Indian
Empire together. Its existence is often questioned, but it
does exist, none the less, else India would infallibly disrupt.
Experiments in a crude democracy, such as those initiated
by the British of late, have undoubtedly lessened the
sympathy between the two races, but there is still 2 good
- deal of common sense on both sides, in spite of the politicians.
It is the soldiers and the subalterns and the merchants and the
minor officials, then, who ballast the Indian ship of state.
In the last resort, the relationship between the two countties
is a human one, and would not exist a day if the ordinary
Indian didn’t really rather like the ordinary Englishman.

"There are about fifteen hundred men—Indian Civil
Servants—in whose hands the administration of the country
actually rests. Of these, about five hundred are employed
on various jobs (revenue, railways, census, industry, political,
etc.), while of the remaining thousand, some are judges and the
remainder district officers. The district officer is the most
severely tested bureaucrat in the world. His district is often
as large as a State of the American Union, while the people
in his charge may speak several different languages and belong
to twenty or more religions. Their civilizations may range
from cannibalism to Calcutta University degrees.

The young “civilian™ starts life comfortably. He arrives
at the age of twenty-two, full of ideals and English beef, and
is made an assistant collector on a salary of about [j500
per annum. He is known as the “stunt sahib”, which is
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short for assistant, and learns all about the proper people to
shake hands with, and who is to be offered a chair, and
Oriental circumlocution, and other abominations of the
heathen, as well as something of the world in general and of
his own province in particular. :

At first he is graded as a third-class magistrate, with
powers of imprisonment extending to 2 month, but he soon
rises to be a second-class and then a first-class magistrate,
with powers of imprisonment up to two yeats, or a fine of
£6o, or both. After ten years’ service ‘his pay will be
£ 1,000 a year, rising to about £2,000 after twenty years. After
twenty-five years he can retire on a pension of about [1,000
per annum. He is then under fifty years of age, but, generally
speaking, old for his years, owing to the climate and the
nervous strain. .

The Indian civilian is a descendant of the picturesque
potentates of the Moghul era, and the English nabobs of the
East India Company’s time, who traded and ruled and fought
for half their lives in India, and then came home with big
fortunes and bigger livets. ‘

The present-day civilian regulates his life on less romantic
lines, but something of the gorgeous past clings to his office
as magistrate, collector of revenue, and representative of
the king.

“He reigns supreme within his little state,
His smile sheds honour and his frown means fate |

Around the central star revolve a galaxy of resplendent
but pootly paid officials. No Duke of Plaza Toto ever had
mote sycophantic followers than the Indian district officer! -

On the revenue side comes a superintendent (£5oo per
annum) of land records, an inspector (£100), a tevenue
officer (£12) for every group of villages, and lesser officials,
on the principle that “little fleas have lesser fleas upon their
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backs to bite ’em”—until at last the peasant pays his dues.
The lesser revenue officials are not as poor as they might seem
with their amazing emoluments of one pound a month, for
they are mostly professional letter-writets, recordets, notaries,
forgers, or money-lendets.

On the legal side there is a whole yard-full of pleaders,
each marshalling his own ctowd of bought witnesses, and,
inside the court, readers, more pleadets, police ushers, court
messengers, punkha-coolies, sweepers, men to splash water
on mat screens during the day-heat, and men to bring water
for the men who splash, and a little boy to change the pen-
nibs and the blotting-paper, called the “daftti”, and last, but
possibly not least, the litigants themselves. Then there is
the office staff, with a superintendent on 200 per annum,
two assistants on J(:Ioo each, an individual called a “wasl-
baqui-navis”, or “writer of arreats of rent”, who keeps
track of undecided revenue litigation, and various minor
cletks, down to the farrash, or inkpot-filler.

Then come four personal and eight public messengers
resplendent in crimson coats, and the official tent-pitchers
dressed in grey. The pay of all these public servants is fixed
at £f10a year. This is all in addition to the private and par-
ticular -staff of servants of an English gentleman in India.
A district officer will have at least fifty. No wonder there
is yet another official on his staff, called the “nazir” (L2
pet annum), in charge of petty disbursements.

Besides looking after his servants, administeting the
law, collecting the revenue, the district officer is also the
nominal head of the police in his district—

“The good Magistrate, our Rulers say,
Decides all night, investigates all day ;
The crack Collector, man of equal might,
Reports all day and corresponds all night.
Oh, could I raise my fascinated eyes
From Salt, Stamps, Cesses Income Tax, Excise ;



Babus, Baksheesh, and Bureaucrats 157

Could 1, with Janus, boast a double face,
Incongruous scenes alternately to grace,

To twin tribunals twin delights afford,

Please the High Court and gratify the Board,

Then all were well, and I might touch the goal

A round square man within a square round hole I”’

When our civilian gets to his club at about seven o’clock
on a hot-weather evening, after twelve hours’ work with the
temperature at 130° Fahrenheit, he has earned the whisky-and-
soda and the rubber of bridge with the sessions judge, police-
man, and civil surgeon, who make up the hot-weather
population of Dustipore. What a life |

Yet the old civilians liked it. They were doing big wotk
in those days, and they thought that their work was going to
endure. Lord Irwin and Sit John Simon wete schoolboys
then, and probably neglecting their history. Now the old
order changeth and giveth place to the new democracy, and
the Indian Civil Service will temain a magnificent tradition.

“Do you think much bribery goes on among your sub—
ordinates ?”> we asked a collector recently.

“I think not,” he answered. “I cover a good few miles
a week, as you know”—we were at the moment on tour
riding along the towpath of a canal in a remote country
district—*“and anyone who wants to make a petition ot com- |
plaint is always free to come to me.”

“But they have to bribe your servants before they can
see you,” we suggested.

“Not in my case,” said the collector.  “I know how com-
mon bribery is, but thank goodness I have an old setvant—
this fellow with my fly-whisk—whom I can absolutely trust.
He goes with me always, and I know the dear old boy
wouldn’t take a penny, even if he was offered it on bended
knees.” "

“Wouldn’t he ?” we said, looking with some intetest at
the old gteybeard who followed the collector’s horse.
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“Yes, indeed, I’d trust him with »?

At that dramatically chosen instant a native flung himself
across the collector’s path. The collector dismounted and
inquired what was the matter. '

“At last I can speak to you,” faltered the villager. “Long
have I been trying to get my case heard.”

“What was your difficulty ?” asked the collector kindly.

“The difficulty,” said the peasant, indicating the aged
sub-official, “was that man. He wants more money than I
possess to take me to you. I am a poor man, sahib. You
are my father and mother, and the threshold to prosperity |
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CHAPTER XXII
WATER-WIZARDS

Now, the British have been blamed for a lot of things since
they came to India—from the perfidy of Clive to the failure
of the monsoon—but no one up to date has accused them
of not building railways and canals. True, even these
efforts of theirs have been a cause of murmuring.

Napoleon said that an army marches on its belly. The
same may be said of nations. Food is the first factor in
national prosperity.

In India, as elsewhere, the cry of the intelligentsia
is for education. Laudable as this desite may be, man must
eat, whatever happens. A rich intellectual pabulum won’t
keep anyone alive. Plenty of food is even mote important
than plenty of professors. There is no department more
important, therefore, at any rate in the desert area of India,
than that of irrigation. ““You can’t fill people’s minds until
you fill their insides,” an irrigation officer told us.

The railway is a vulgar child of this age of steel, preju-
dicial to caste and the contemplative life. But although it
is the work of the Satanic Government, the public prefer
it to the idyllic ox-cart of the Golden Age. So with canals.
At first people liked them. The great efforts that were so
successfully made to bring barren districts under cultivation,
and to produce prosperity and material welfare where formerly
had been a few filthy camelmen in an arid waste of sand and
thorn—these things were perhaps dimly appreciated and
understood. But later the patriot got to wotk. He saw
Mother Ganges being asked to fertilize fields. Alien engineers
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dammed and diverted her sacted waters. Was such an in-
dignity to be permitted? No! A thousand times nol
Near Hardwar, in deference to popular prejudice, a gap six
feet wide has to be left in a certain weir so as not to cramp
the style of Mother Ganges.

Later, the social student came along. He said that
irrigation was bad for the people. Prosperity enervated
them, in fact. They should go back to the ways of their
fathers and lead a fine open-air life in their rag tents among.
the camel-thorn. No one paid much attention to the social
reformer, however, until the theorist appeared, who explained
that soon the land would be water-logged and breed terrible
miasmas. His attitude we will discuss below.

But the Irrigation Department was undeterred by faddists.
Having set its hand to the plough in those days of forty and
fifty years ago when the big canals were mooted, it has never
once looked back. _ _

As a result of this work India has at present 60,000 miles
of canals (more than twice as much as would girdle the earth
at the Equator) and irrigates thirty million acres. This last
figure conveys nothing to anyone, of course; still, it licks
creation so far as irrigated areas go. ‘The next on the list
is America, who, when she develops and completes her pending
projects, will have three and one-quarter million acres under
irrigation. While on the subject of the biggest things on
earth, we may state that the Bandardarah Dam, near Bombay,
holds up two hundred and seventy feet of water, while the
Arrowrock Dam in the United States, which is three hundred
feet deep, cannot really claim to be bigger because at least
a hundred feet of its depth is merely mud. Anyway, India
intends building a2 dam on the Sutlej River to hold up four
hundred feet of water. This colossal project will irrigate
the desert state of Bikaner and electrify half the Punjaub
from Delhi to Lyallpur. The cost may be seven million
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On the left, a bheestie, or waterman; on the right, a sweeper, porter of ordure, eater of offal.



Nations, like individuals, have periods of sleep and periods of activity.
India at this moment is awakening from centuries of slumber. The inspired,
magnetic, and saintly Mahatma Gandhi is largely responsible for this.
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pounds sterling; the acreage it will serve will be three
millions, more than all the land at present ungated in
America,

Then there is the Sukkur Barrage on the Indus. It will
cost twelve millions sterling and cultivate five million
actes.

Taking it by and large, the Indian Irrigation Department
has on hand as much work as it has already completed—
say another twenty-five million acres, which makes fifty
million acres in all. Fifty million pounds stetling are at
present invested in canals, yielding the profitable return of
nine per cent., and possibly another fifty million will be
required to complete the good wotk. That finishes the
figures | .

If you Wﬂl look at a map of the Punjaub you will see the
towns of Lahore and Jhelum about one hundred and fifty
miles apart. Thirty years ago all the country between these
two towns was a waterless desert. Not only that between
the two cities, but the whole tract westward for two hundred
miles to the Indus River. Thirty thousand square miles of
country (say the southern counties of England) were abso-
lutely barren. They supported neither man nor beast save
an occasional long-haired camelman and his supercilious
- thorn-eating flock. 'This land is now a fertile and populous
district. In its centre the flourishing town of Lyallpur bids
fair to rival in a decade or two the capital, Lahore. Every-
one in India has heard of the canal colonies : how a wilderness
was made into a garden, almost over night, certainly as
quickly as ever Moghul of old transplanted a population to
serve a whim. But outside India people hardly realize the
wotk of the British water-wizards.

These Moghuls of modetn times who have worked
the miracle ate just ordinary men. Just beef-eating, whisky-
drinking Englishmen who smoke pipes and play tennis and

: L
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will be retired with their proportionate pension as soon as
it is possible to replace them by Indians. ~

These are the men who have done so much to lessen
famine in India. Thete hasn’t been a setious famine for
twenty years. Every year perfects the arrangements to prevent
it. Roads, railways, and canals link province with province.
They have made India a country. Given time, they will
make it a nation, in spite of the Indians.

But there is the theorist still to be met—he Who finds
setmons in stones and books in running brooks and anopheles
in aqueducts, and asserts that the Kingdom of Babylon sank
into insignificance owing to its mosquito-breeding waters.

‘Now in the reign of the good King Charles there lived
a certain Doctor Brown who wrote a book called
Valgar Errors. In his day the “vulgar” had erroneous
notions about quite a number of things, from the habits of
beavers to the olfactory peculiarities of Jews. “All Jewes
do stinke” was 2 maxim in those days that the good Doctor
Brown found it very difficult to dislodge from the public
mind. He quoted facts and figures and expanded much
ingenuity and eloquence on behalf of the chosen race, but
we doubt whether he convinced anyone in King Chatles’s
time.

So with the irrigation-fever myth. It sounds plausible.
That it is not in accord with facts is no reason in the public
mind why it shouldn’t be true. Yet, for the last decade and
more, careful statistics of the survival-rate and general stamina
of the population of canal colonies have been kept, and the
figures show conclusively that the population in irrigated
districts, being more prospetrous, is supetior in physique to
the people of the adjacent barren lands.

‘These ate the facts. Whether they will convince anyone
we don’t know, and, to tell the truth, we don’t much care.
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CHAPTER XXII
SERVANTS TO HIS HIGHNESS THE SAHIB

WHEN you hear that you can get a valet or butler at board
wages of from eight to twelve shillings a week it certainly
sounds cheap, but then no one outside India can realize how
little work a human being can do, and how many servants it is
necessary to keep, and what a lot of looking after they require.
There used to be a hereditary class of servants in India
who took pride in their work, but they are getting rare.
They are all old men now. Their sons go to school and wear
“khaddar”, which is a peculiar sort of cloth made in India!
that Mr. Ghandi decreed that his followers should wear in
order to save India from the blight of the Manchester capitalist.
The old hereditary setvants used to serve a trace of
Englishmen who are becoming as extinct as they : the “burra
sahibs” of the days when vast fortunes were made and men
of vast ambition came to India. The modern Englishman,
with his regular pay and regular leave to England, prefets the
deft Portuguese servant, or the merry Mug, to the old
whiskered waiters of Lucknow, or the stately Hindu Kahar,
both of whom have their pride and their prejudices. ‘The
old servant moved with dignity in a large dim house where
there were softly swinging punkhas and softly speaking lady
sahibs and masters who sat long over their brandy pawnee of
an evening. All that s changed. Cars, cocktails, short
skirts, short leaves to England. Life is not what it was.
As well ask the giant tortoise to travel by subway express as
to expect old Rustum Beg to adapt himself to a modern
household. - | .
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Rustum Beg’s day is done, and he knows it. ‘There is
a thing called “education”, which he does not possess and
despises as being bad for the brain and subvetsive to true
religion, and which is his stumbling-block. Without it
nothing can be done nowadays. His son cannot even get
a little post under Government without passing some absurd
examination.

And so Rustum Beg pinches and saves (especially pinches)
in order to send his son to school. The Government exists
for the people, as the sahibs are never tired of declaring.
In other wotds, it exists for the purpose of finding employment
for his relatives. Surely that is logical. :Anyone whose
brain has not been vitiated by the fumes of alcohol and the
flesh of swine could see that. . . . He squats in his cool
bottle-khana polishing the glasses and breathing at his
hubble-bubble, whose bamboo stem is never far from his
lips, although as a Muslim he should abjure such things.
But the old order changeth, he says. He can no longet be
strict. ‘Thete is a race of monkeys abroad in the land, black
babus and white babus, who wotship a god called
“Democracy”, forgetting that there is no God but God.

Old Yusuf Ali, the cook, agrees with Rustum Beg. He
has grown grey in service, and although he hasn’t learnt to
cook an omelette decently, he certainly makes astounding
curries and luscious pilaffs. He has a large packet of testi-
monials, wrapped in a blue handkerchief and strongly scented
with snuff, to show what a fine fellow he was when Queen
Victotia was young. Since those days sahibs have become
hurried and exacting.

The last “chit” he got was worded thus :

Yusuf Ali has served me as cook for three weeks. I can
cordially recommend him to anyone who wants a man to do him
thoronghly well. He leaves owing to illness (my illness).
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A fine chit, and yet, by Allah who seeth into

men’s hearts, there was something in it that caused him
to be turned from door to door until the present lady
(may Allah give sahib her increasel) decided to give him
a trial. :
Jaganandranath, the beater, or petrsonal body-servant, is
a very understanding man, the servant ## excelsis, the butler
beatified. The English were kindergarten kids at the butling
game when India’s servants were announcing, “The soup is
served, your Highness |” Jaganandranath’s ancestors were
probably sitting calmly and discreetly and placidly (just as
he sits to-day) in the bottle-khana of ancient Aryans, when the
present peerage of England was still skipping about in woad,
shrouded only in the mists of antiquity.

Jaganandranath wears whiskers and animpenetrable reserve.
Something of the splendid past of India is in his bearing.
He is as silent as the grave and as slow as the giant sloth. No
frailty of man can move him. Centuties of dignified service
ate in his mental make-up. He can make allowances for
everything under the sun except vulgarity. If the sahib fell
under the table after dinner Jaganandranath would carry the
sahib to bed impassively. If the sahib stood on his head he
would hand him his socks with as frigid a respect as he now
hands him his hat. Jaganandranath is ready to do anything
in reason, except to move with the times. This he respect-
fully but firmly refuses to do, consideting it a claptrap affair
of clocks, compared to which the eternal verities of Master
and Man, Slave and Sultan, are as a butterfly to the Hima-
layas. When not brushing his master’s clothes he manages
a lot of servants who ate not, like him, blue-blooded
domestics by caste.

There is the chowkidar, for instance. He carties a spear,
but he has the habits and the heart of a dormouse. If a
thief comes the chowkidar runs away, too terrified even to
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call out, unless indeed the thief is a personal friend, in which
case his slumbers are not disturbed.

Then there is the bheestie, or waterman (many are the
tales told of the bheestie, the humble youth whose province
it is to slip into the bathrooms of princesses), and the sweeper,
vilest of the vile, porter of ordure and eater of offal, who ranks
mentally just below the water-buffalo ; there is the musalchi,
or pantry-boy, the second khitmutgar who helps the first,
the dressing-boy who helps Jaganandranath, and several
malis or gardeners. Then each horse has two servants, one
to groom it and one to give it grass. Each of these retainers
has at least one wife. If she does not bear him children he
takes unto himself a handmaiden, or another wife, or both.
- All told, the establishment of a bachelor is likely to number
some fifty souls, and that of a married man double that
number.

- All these souls sit in the sun and sleep all they can, and
scratch and squabble. But chiefly they sleep.

Their children seem born good, and are strangely quiet,
and play long, long games with each other in the dust at the
back of the house by the stables, and their eyes are full of the
mystery of the East, which is not teally mystery at all, but
just a placid -vacuity.



Absalom Aorift 167

CHAPTER XXIV
ABSALOM ADRIFT

THis new India of the mills and factories that seems to have
sprung into existence overnight at a2 wave of some magician’s
wand, the India of the capitalist, is a curious and in some ways
a pathetic product of our age of steel, a pathetic compromise
between East and West. The clothes, the temperament,
and the training of the peasant have not fitted him for a life
among machines.

With his flowing robes and his sacred threads, Wlth his
long hair and frequently long beard, with a religion which
asserts that the oceans were made by Vishnu churning a
- mountain of butter with a cow’s-tail whisk—a religion,
motreover, which declares that an American-made motot-
truck about to drive into the small of your back is nothing
but Maya, illusion—and with a boyhood spent in patching
little ploughs with bits of string, it is obvious that the average
peasant’s aptitude for looking after a thirty-ton derrick ot a
fifty-spindle loom is very small. But times are changing
(perhaps more in Asia than anywhere), and the coolie of this
generation will be the chauffeur of the next.

Nations, like individuals, have petiods of sleep and petiods
of activity. 'There is an alternation of day and night for the
mass mind as for the individual consciousness. India, for
instance, is at this moment awakening from centuries of
slumber and adjusting herself to civilization as she finds it.
The British claim that this is due to their rule, and no doubt
the claim is just. ‘The British have made it possible for India
to open her eyes. And when India has yawned herself wide
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awake she will clap her three hundred and twenty million
hands and the mosquitoes of Western bureaucracy will
disappear. The Nemesis of those who awaken sleeping
giants has the Government of Delhi by the short haits.

The chief figure in all this industrial and mechanical
complication is the Indian woman, amidst looms that shuttle
and belts that whir and iron fingers that snatch at those she
loves. The Indian coolie woman goes as she has gone since
immemorial time, with her child in her arms.  Among
humming wheels and plying pistons she walks sedately
through the machines behind her spouse, as, three thousand
years ago, Sita followed Rama through the forests of the
Vyndhya. Sedately she squats among the iron voices of
Mammon. Her children crouch beside her on the floor,
while she cooks her husband’s lunch and hands it to him
among the looms. In industrial India the unit is still the
family, |

" The Indian looks out of place in a factory—of that there
is no doubt. And his family, which he always insists on
taking with him, looks even more so. In a jute-factory
every inch of the floor-space is occupied by women and
children, living among the legs of the wotkers and between
the march of drive-belts. If an efficiency expert wete to
visit the scene, he would break out in 2 cold sweat and
collapse on a heap of hessians, which is the polite English
term for gunny-sacks.

In all the factories we visited a host of babies squatted,
scrabbling on the floor, making messes and mud pies and
staring at the foolish grown-up game of Industry with collyr-
jum-ringed eyes. ‘

Occasionally- a child puts its finger into a reciprocating -
patt. ‘The mother is philosophical about this. The goddess
Kali has claimed the little one. She hopes for better luck
with the next. So far, no employer of labour has cared to



The shrine of Janamasthan at Nankhana-Sahib in the Punjab, and the high priest who burned one hundred of his
enemies in oil.



The only place in the world where the Brigish flag flies night and day and is never furled. Here a handful of Europeans
withstood for four and a half months 40,000 well-armed mutineers.



Absalom Adrife 169

interfere with the privilege of the mothers, and we hope
they never will. Of safety devices there ate aplenty, but
-we much doubt whether they do much good, as also
whether the “safety first” protagonists of Europe and Ametrica
have a very practical field of effort in Indian industry. “Safety
firstI” . . . It is a slogan with little enthusiasm behind it.

Yet the present system in India wotks. It is the only
system for India to-day. If any manufacturer tried to
interfere with family life he would get no workmen, and, as a
matter of fact, accidents are few. The two commonest
causes of injury in workshops, haste and overstrain, are both
absent from the Indian factory. If a workman likes to take
a day off, or a week off for a pilgrimage, nothing is said.
Labour is not expected to work mote than four or perhaps five
days a week, and is paid accordingly. - And if a Sikh mechanic
likes to keep his hair as long as Absalom’s, and a few tufts
get tangled with the whirling machinery and are woven into
a jute bag by mistake, no one minds—except the Sikh |

The Tata Iron and Steel Company is probably the most
up-to-the-minute organization in India, and is certainly the
biggest employer of labour. At present there are 35,000

men at work over an area of twenty-five square miles. ‘Their -

pay-roll is nearly £6o,000 a month. Pay of the unskilled
labourer ranges from 4% annas to 12 annas a day (an anna
being about one penny in value), while the higher grade
receive from 30 to go rupees a month (£2 §s. to £6 15s.).
Executives receive from 300 to 3,000 rupees a month
(£27 10s. to fL225), while the chief general manager gets
something like £10,000 a year. |

The city of Jamshedpur, like the “wotks”, has grown
in the last few years, from a barren plain. In 1908 there was
nothing on the site of Jamshedpur but rocks and trees and
an aboriginal village. Mr. Jamshedji Tata came along with
the idea of starting an iron foundry. - He founded it all
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right, all right, at a cost in the last fourteen years of over
ten million pounds sterling, and eventually (according to a
high civil official who ought to know) it is going to have the
area, wealth, and population of sixteen Sheffields.

Subsidiary companies, to the value of about twenty-five
million pounds, have been formed, namely, the Agticultural
Implements Company, the Tinplate Company, the Steel Wire
Company, the Enfield Cable Company, the Enamelled Iron-
wate Company, the Peninsular Locomotive Company, and
the Jute Machinery Company. When all-these are working
there will be a population of 120,000 in the city, of which
mote than 50,000 will be actually engaged in industry.

This. place, like the new Delhi, was a wilderness in 1908.
But see the difference between business and bureaucracy | One
remains a ruin, whereas the other is a prosperous town, with
a blast-furnace half a mile long, the biggest in the world.
Of course, the place looks unfinished ; still, you could not
expect pleached alleys and old-world lawns, and the mellow-
ness of a cathedral cloister. It is new and bright and tidy,
and greatly prosperous. *

Three-quarters of the labourers are unskilled, and are
aboriginal tribesmen and tribes-ladies, who live apart from
the mote skilful and civilized community, to their mutual
benefit. The quarters of the tribal working-men are no
expetiment in town-dwelling. It was found that aborigines
were not happy except in houses that they had built with their
own hands. But sanitation is imperative in a place like
Jamshedput, and the primitive folk didn’t bother with things
like that. So they were settled in groups of ten thousand,
and each group was allotted an area of about one and 2 half
-square miles, in which they could build any sort of house
they pleased, with the sole testriction that there weten’t to
be more than twelve houses to the acre. This plan answered
excellently, and everyone was pleased.
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Thete is a lot of nonsense talked about the happy savage
whose happiness is turned to misery by civilization and
machinery. Now, gauging happiness is a difficult and delicate
matter.  Perhaps it is not to be judged by the “world’s coarse
thumb and finger” at all. But if we may venture an opinion,
we would state that these savages who go singing to their
work, and look happy and healthy, prefer the factory to the
forest, and find it far more agreeable to shop at the Army
and Navy Stores at Jamshedpur than to grub for roots and
other provender in the neighbouring jungle, as their fathers
did, and their relations do. Anyway, they none of them
want to go back to the jungle, and they turn a deaf ear to the
agitators who tell them that machines are a Satanic device
of the West.

A Welfate Commissionet looks to the benefit of
everyone at the works. He buys grain in bulk, getting
it far cheaper than the poor could buy it. He inspects the
primary schools, he trains the Boy Scouts, and inquires
into any cause of complaint. Also he keeps up a
Beggars’ Home, at considerable expense to the company.
The reason for the Beggars’ Home is that a host of idle rascals
come from all over India to sponge on their relations who are
earning good money. Now, for the relatives, it is a quasi-
religious duty to care for their indigent kinsmen, no matter
how preposterous their claims may be. To get over the
difficulty and avoid having their employees milked dry, the
company looks after all their poot relations.

The Welfare Commissioner is an Englishman. All the
doctors, however, are natives of Bengal, and it is interesting
to note that half a million persons yeatly are treated in their
well-kept hospitals. Everyone for miles comes to be treated -
for every infirmity to which flesh is heir, from matemity to
ingrowing toenails.

On schools the company ate spendmg a lakh (£7,500)
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a yeatr, and two lakhs on their Technical Institute., For
these outgoings they should reap a tenfold reward in
increased efficiency. There are two churches and an American
Baptist Mission in the town—also a club, a racecoutse, a
golf course, and a couple of elementary polo-grounds. Out-
side the twenty-five square miles of town and wortks the forest
begins, and the rivers flow. Jamshedpur is really just a
clearing in the heart of a primeval forest. A day’s match
from the new blast-furnace wild elephants are stamping in
the thickets, and tigers stalk the deer who come down to the
forest pools. |

The works themselves are much like any other iron and
steel works. You may see the safety-valves of hell alifting,
the molten ingots coming out of the mouth of the pit. And
you may see 2 magnetic crane, strolling overhead, suddenly
fascinate one of these ingots so that it leaps into her arms.
. . » And you may see the crane carry off her prey to the
rolling-bed, where it is stamped and punched and pulled
until it becomes a girder or a steel rail. Naked natives
slouch about with oil-cans, their offspring mewling on the
floor. Here and there a white man, blue-jeans-clad, clean-
shaven, tobacco-chewing, stands by titanic levers.

India is opening her eyes and looking out on to the new
and wonderful world of the twentieth century. She is
studying its inventions and resources in her own quiet,
Oriental way. Soon she will mine her own coal, cast her own
steel, make all her own clothes. India will become an
industrial nation. Already the cotton-mills of Bombay and
the jute-factories of Calcutta are an earnest of a new country
of loom and shuttles and mine that has arisen among the
nations of the earth. Towns atre springing up out of the
forest scrub to ‘supply the needs of the army of semi-nude
aboriginal tribesmen who are the parents of the skilled
craftsmen of the future. In Calcutta and Bombay there are
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great labour settlements. Factories and refining-plants are
sptinging up all over the country, even as far north as Rawal-
pindi, where the Attock Oil Company has tapped an immense
accumulation of high-grade fuel.

Meanwhile the mills and factories are paying d1v1dends
of one hundred per cent.,, and the Scotsmen and Patsees
who own them are Worried to death about paying the super-
tax.

Nor is the industrial awakening of India confined to any
one district : throughout the Punjaub also the inexorable laws
of economics are driving men from the plough to the work-
bench. Very cutious it is to see boys, whose childhood has
been spent in twisting buffaloes’ tails and digging their toes
into the tenderest parts of these docile animals, learning to
control newer methods of locomotion, and trying to develop
a light hand on the steering-wheel and a delicate touch on
the throttle.

Clumsy, careless, heavy-handed, but earnest, tenacious,
and sober, the Indian has made up his mind to be a mechanic.
Not one ot two, not one or two thousands, but about one
hundred million Indians (although they may not know it -
themselves as yet) have determined to be mechanics.

Industrial India is still very young. No Indian child
(ot very few) has had time to grow up in a factory and be a
workman in his turn, He has not yet learnt the hereditary
and highly-paid craft of the stecl-worker or the tinsmith.
But he will. And when once the three hundred and twenty
millions of India, or even one per cent. of them, take to
machines, the fabled gold of Ormuz and of Ind will be nothing
to the huge material prosperity of the country.

If India really becomes Industrial India, its enormous
buying power will affect all the markets of the world. In
the next decade this emergence of Industrial India is going
to be one of the big things in history.
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CHAPTER XXV

A PARLIAMENT IN PYJAMAS

HEe would be a bold Bolshevik who would attempt with
poison gas or propaganda to run the gauntlet of the gold
and crimson “chaprassies” who guard the gates of India’s
expetiment in democracy—the Legislative Assembly at
Delhi.

Slow and stately attendants in the gorgeous liveries of
Moghul times precede us up the stairway and bow us into
the Strangers’ Gallery. It is five minutes to the hour. Al-
ready the more punctual members are slipping softly into their
numbered seats. Here in this austere auditorium are assem-
bling the representatives of a hundred races, sleek babus from
Bengal, Parsees in long white coats and black-lacquer hats,
Muhammadans in red fezes and golden pugtis, bearded Sikhs
in towering white turbans, a tall Pathan with the mustachios
and swagger of his fighting race, Jains, Mahrattas, Moplahs,
and English merchants, all men successful in business, law,
or husbandry. An air of Whitehall solidity and ordered
repose has been wrought into this chamber by its British
architects.

But who is that hairy-looking member who has just
taken his seat? He looks for all the world like Pithecan-
thropus erectus. Possibly he represents one of the aboriginal
tribes of Behar and Orissa. His brows are furrowed in
thought. In his countenance we seem to see the wisdom of
an earlier age as he stares at the Speaker’s chair. He is about
to rise to some point of order. But no, the Assembly is
not yet in session. What a nervous fellow he is! He’s
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reaching for his notes. No! I believe he is scratching
himself. Now he has put his paw in the inkpot, and cutled
his tail up over the back of the seat.

Here comes one of the pompous scatlet chaprassies,
moving with more agility and less dignity than usual. The
self-appointed member skips over the benches and with a
chatter of disgust bounds out of the august assembly. Fot-
tunate it is that the President has not yet taken his seat, for
had a stranger been observed during roll-call grave com-
plications might have ensued, since the simian is a sacred
creature in the eyes of the majority of the members of this
body. On the other hand, if he had not bolted in such a
hurry he might have been entertained in the Lobby with milk
and peanuts.

Enter the President. The members of India’s rainbow
Assembly rise to greet the commanding figure of an English-
man in his dark robes and white, full-bottomed wig. A
Yorkshireman, a journalist, a politician, and 2 distinguished
member of Parliament, as President of this polyglot Oriental
Legislature he seems to the manner born.  His stately manner
and charming voice conttibute largely to the dignity of its
deliberations. |

In the matter of style and title this Legislature is the most
prolific on earth. Such mouthfuls as Bhupatitaju Venkata-
patiraju Garu and Rai Bahadur Patri Venkata Stinivasa Rao
Pantulu Garu, etc., must be constantly on the President’s
lips. But they do not daunt him in the least. He enunciates
them with a mellifluous ease that is the wonder of old
officials and the envy of the young ones.

Of the legislators on the floor below us a hundred and three
are elected members, chosen by an electorate made up of oneand
one-half per cent. of the people of India. Forty other members
are hand-picked by Government. Naturally these latter call
for little comment. One’of them, the Finance member, looks
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like Lord Curzon and succeeds in preserving the Oxford
manner of that great pro-consul, whatever the deficit in his
Budget may be.

‘The honourable Law member, Doctor Tej Bahadur Saptu,
immaculate in his morning-coat, is the sartorial cynosure of
the Assembly, tivalled only by the birdlike grace of Mr.
Bradley-Birt of Calcutta and the more massive magnificence
of Prince Afsar-ul-Mulk Mirza Muhammad Akram Hosain
Bahadur, a royal scion of the dynasty of Oudh.

These legislators before us, serious of mein and gay of
costume, have divided themselves into two patrties, albeit
parties that as yet are not very sharply defined. They call
themselves “Nationalists” and “Democrats”. The former
may be roughly described as adherents of the established
order, while the latter provide the fly in the ointment. But
in the present flux of Indian political op1mons these distinc-
tions are somewhat arbitrary.

The gentleman with the melodious, hypnotic voice now
addressing the Speaker is Sir Sivaswamy Aiyer, one of the
leaders of the Nationalist party. Not only is he a good speaker,
but my British friends tell me that he is thoroughly sound in
his theories and policies, from an Anglo-Saxon point of view.
He has a following of about forty members.

There are two leaders in the Democratic party. The
first is Rao Bahadur Tiruvenkata Rangachariar, a clever
lawyer who looks like the Hindu god Ganesha, the Remover
of Obstacles. He himself seems to be more accomplished
at creating obstacles than removing them, for he is a Radical
in politics, although, like all good Brahmins, he is an ardent
Conservative in everything connected with social custom.
His rival is Doctor H. S. Gout, a setious, nondescript-looking
man with a bullet head, who lacks something of the adroitness
of his high-caste Madrasi fellow-Democrtat.

Although the majority of the members take themselves
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and their new political duties with profound seriousness
one of the Bengali representatives made a remark on the
floor of the Assembly one day that did not increase his
popularity with his fellow-members. Said this bland babu
from Bengal :

“You know my house is ]ust across the road from an
insane asylum, and every time I enter this Assembly I feel
as though I have simply walked across the road from my
home.”

Mr. Jamnadas Dwarkadas, who has just ‘tisén and is
speaking easily and fluently with an extremely self-confident
mannetr, has a white scarf thrown negligently across his
throat. He is a Theosophist and a disciple of Mrs. Annie
Besant, of whose most moderate and most constructive views
he is an able exponent. This erect, electric figure may go
far in Indian politics. He seems to have the vision of the
East and the energy and capacity of the West. What a pity
that the silver voice and silver hair of Mrs. Besant are not here
to adorn the Assembly! Perhaps purdah-politics and the
admission to the Legislature of women like Mrs. Besant, and
Miss Sorabyji, the distinguished Parsee educator of Poona, will
be India’s next experiment.

Below us, with mysterious cabalistic scats ‘on his head,
sits a gentleman in a light suit with large black checks. The
first day he wore that costume it came near being responsible
for setting fire to the Assembly auditorium. On his way to
the session his braces broke. The keeper of a little stall in
the bazaar saw his signals of distress and loaned him a rainbow-
coloured comforter, which he tied about his waist, But
before reaching the Secretariat Buildings he slipped in a
puddle of water and got the comforter soaking wet. Upon
his arrival he threw the comforter over a radiator to dty and
shpped into his seat holding up his trousers with his hands.
Ten minutes later there was an odour of burning cloth, and

M
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when the legislators turned they saw their portly fellow-
member holding up his trousers with both hands and jumping
up and down on a blazing comforter.

Right over thete across the auditorium from us, like
Humpty and Dumpty, sit the two members from Malabar,
one 2 Muhammadan Moplah, whose jungle constituency was
responsible for the rebellion in Malabar, while beside him is
the gentle Hindu representing constituents whom the Mop-
lal’s electors were forcibly converting to Islam by massacre.

Sheikh Abdul Majid, the Delhi sweetmeat-seller whose
election was a leg-puller of the Non-co-operators, sits at the
back of the Assembly near the door, mumbling in his beard.
He wears slippers and a scrubby fez. He doesn’t under-
stand a word of English, so his thoughts are centred on his
little shop, where the flies buzz around the lollypops under
the clock-tower in the Chadni Chowk. He wishes he wete
there now among his sticky sweets. But the watchful eye
of the Democratic Whip, Mt. Padamji Pestonji Ginwala, will
brook no diminution of duty. Hour after hour he is con-
strained to listen to a language he dislikes and to debates
that he doesn’t understand. And all for twenty rupees a
day! “Isn’t life an omelette ?” thinks Sheikh Abdul Majid.

- This Chadni Chowk purveyor of sweetmeats once neatly
caused a Chief Commissioner of Delhi to have an apoplectic
“fit. Mr. Claude Barron, C.S.I., C1E,, F.R.G.S., I.CS., was
a ‘veteran civil official, who carried his titles, honours, tes-
ponsibilities, and thirty-two years of service with the dignity
that was his due. It was the revolutionary resolution that
Sheikh*Majid placed on the Otrder Paper during one session
which], perturbed him and shocked his brother bureaucrats.
The Sheikh requested that he, as the representative of the
people, should be consulted by and associated with the Chief
Commissioner in all the latter’s administrative acts. His
proposal caused much consternation and amusement in the
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Assembly. However, the Honourable Mr. Barron still
continued to hold sway over the imperial enclave of Hindustan.

We are listening to the Budget debate, that distracting
problem of how to have your cake and eat it too, which since
time immemotial has disturbed the equipoise and stimulated
the eloquence of parliamentarians the wotld over. And hete,
as in more experienced bodies, much time is devoted to trifles.
For one hour a heated debate rages as to whether the Assembly
shall dispense with the services of its chief ceremonial
attendant, a pompous Indian officer reminiscent of the
glorious days of Akbar, who is retained at a salary of 300
rupees 2 month to bow the members to their seats. One of
the representatives, dressed in European clothes, by the way,
proposes that a lowly chowkidar, or night-watchman, at
so rupees a month, be substituted. The motion is hotly
and indignantly contested by members in pyjamas and turbans,
as well as by an English sahib from Bombay, on the ground
that the proposal is an insult to the dignity of India’s
Parliament. The Commander-in-Chief and other ministets of
Government who draw [5,000 stetling a year sit listening
to this debate. One can imagine their feelings.

But after an hour of sarcasm, ridicule, and good-humoured
repartee the Assembly gets down to business. Up to that
time we haven’t been particularly impressed. In fact, we are
in a mood to scoff mildly and perchance to cavil and criticize.
However, the acumen, skill, temperance, and ability shown
during the remainder of the debate are a revelation. The
members of this patliament in pyjamas take a half-hitch in
their belts, wade into India’s financial morass, and slash about}
with courage and considerable common sense. ‘The debatef
finally winds up with a flat refusal of the Government’s Budget
as a whole. o

But that is neither here nor there. The fact that sticks
in one’s mind is that during the last century a little island,
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six thousand miles away, by force and foresight has built up
a gigantic empite here in southern Asia, and that in this
. century before our very eyes, the descendants of Britain’s
- merchant adventurers have brought peace, prosperity, and
this patliament to a land whose people have never known
what these three things were before.
One wonders what the destiny of this patliament in
pyjamas is to be.
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CHAPTER XXVI
SMITH AND ISAACS ON THE THRONE OF AKBAR

WHEN the inhabitants of Hindustan refer to the good old
- days, as they frequently do, they mean the Golden Age of
India, and have in mind the time when Akbar, Jahangir, or
Shah Jehan sat on the Peacock Throne of the Moghuls in
their exquisite Diwan-i-am. But to-day the Indian Empire
is bigger and richer than in the days of the Moghuls. Her
chief administrator, the Viceroy, wields a power that the
.descendants of Tamerlane could not hope for, with their
eatly and imperfect communications.

On my first visit to India I spent a day thh one of the
modern successors of the Great Moghuls, His Excellency the
Earl of Reading—the noble earl who not many years ago
made his first visit to India as Rufus Isaacs, a cabin-boy on a
“tramp”, polishing brass as his boat steamed up the Hughli
to Calcutta. Disraeli, as Prime Ministet of Great Britain,
occupied the highest political eminence to which a Jew has
ever risen in Great Britain—in all the wotld, for that matter,
during modern times. Isaacs comes next, a Jew bearing the
half-regal title of Viceroy of India. You may be sure there
was much scathing comment over- whisky-and-soda among
the bureaucrats out East, but it did them no good.

I found at least one similarity in the reigns of Akbar and
Rufus Isaacs. Both were peiiods when there was an epidemic
of building imperial cities in impossible places. , To-day
glotious Fatehpur-Sikri is in ruins and has never been re-
built, and Raisina, the new Delhi of the British Raj, is nearing
completion.
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The Viceroy’s day is heralded by his English valet,

bearing a cup of tea, pulling the blinds, and saying, “Six
o’clock, my lord 1”

How different from the Moghul habit of being roused
from slumber by slave-girls massaging your toes or holding
a goblet of sherbet to your sullen lips! While Jahangir
reclined on his divan a barber curled and petfumed his beard,
and anointed his head with sweet-smelling oils; but the
tulet of to-day shaves himself with a safety-razor.

Attended by an A.D.C., the Vicetoy spends an hour in
the saddle each morning, and then follows his ride with a
cold shower and a simple breakfast of eggs and bacon, fruit
and cream. The Moghuls, on the other hand, began the
day by exhibiting their imperial faces at 2 window of the palace
in order to reassure their adoring subjects that they had not
passed in their majority during the night, and after this
repaired to their matble bath to dally in the steaming-room
and the cooling-chamber.

" 'There is an even more striking contrast between the way
in which Akbar petformed the duties of State and the methods
of the British Viceroy who now rules in his stead. The
Great Moghul usually spent the forenoon dispensing justice
from a balcony, where he looked down upon the multitude
assembled in the coust below. On the left in the courtyard
was tethered an elephant, under whose ponderous feet con-
!demned men wete crushed at a word of command from the
emperor In the days of Akbar judgment and execution
followed in swift succession.
~ The Viceroy, on the other hand, goes to his office punctu-
ally at 9.45 every morning and follows a routine as rigid as
ithat of 2 London or New Yotk captain of industry. But
before he takes up wotk he is obliged to endure a five-minute
*inspection by his surgeon, who tests his pulse and no doubt
makes him put out his tongue and say “Ah!” This has long
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been a custom in the Indian Viceregal household, and is a
necessary precaution, because the average British Vicesoy is
prone to put work before health and never admit it when he
is feeling ill. 'The next officials to report are ‘the Military
Sectetary and the Comptroller of the Household. ' Then comes
that all-powerful individual who in Moghul times was called
the Grand Vizier, but who in the prosaic days of the Eatl of
Reading and his successors rejoices in the humble desighation
of Private Secretary, though his name—Sir Geoffrey de
Montmotency—has still a pleasant flavour of romance.

The Viceroy’s day is largely taken up with intetviews with
members of his council, other prominent Government
officials, heads of industries, and rulets of Native States. He
often works right on through the day and well into the night.
As deputy for the King-Emperor he outranks every native
ruler in India, and receives an even greater salute of guns
than His Exalted Highness Asaf Jan Muzaffar-ul-Mulk Rustam-
i-Dauran Arastu-i-Zaman, the Nizam of Hyderabad, which
translated means “Seer with the Wisdom of the Prime Minister
of Solomon, Conquetor of Kingdoms, Most Powetful Hero
of His Day, the Aristotle of His Time, Nizam of Hyderabad”.
Among the Indian rulets who came to interview the Viceroy
while we were in Delhi were potentates such as the Nawab
of Tonk, the Rani of Gondal, the Mir of Khairpur, the
Jagidar of Alipura, the Deshmukh of Phaltan, the Rajah of
Puddukkottai, the Khan of Kalat, the Jam of Las Bela, and
hosts of others, all of whom look to him for protection.

Luncheon hour at Viceregal Lodge is generally utilized
as a time for entertaining people whom his lordship wishes
to meet in a semi-formal way. His lady plays a prominent
part in this portion of the day’s schedule, for the réle of a
Vicereine calls for unusual tact and a charming petsonality.
These qualities she possesses in a very marked degtee.

Perhaps no woman in the history of India ever wielded
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greater influence than Jahangir’s queen, Nut Jehan, who
stood behind the purdah at his councils and gave him sound
advice during the most critical days of his reign. In modetn
Indian history thete have been striking parallels, for many a
Viceteine has been credited with assisting the Viceroy in much
the same way.

What a contrast between the gorgeous costumes worn
by the Moghul emperors and the garments of a British
Viceroy ! One of the eatliest European travellers to visit
- India, in describing the physical appearance of the Great
Moghul, recorded that His Imperial Majesty wote a red turban,
on one side of which was a ruby as big as a walnut, on the
other a diamond of equal size, and in front an enormous
emerald shaped like a heart. The turban was crowned with
‘waving plumes. Around the Moghul’s waist was a sash
wreathed with a chain of peatls, rubies, and diamonds. About
his neck hung 2 heavy chain of gold. On his elbows and
wiists were bands set with diamonds. On every finger were
priceless rings. On his feet were gold-embroidered buskins
~studded with peatls, with sharp toes that turned up. On
either side of the emperor were eunuchs equipped with gold
maces and white horsehair whisks with which to drive the
flies from the imperial face. While before the Moghul
“went drums, trumpets, and loud music and many canopies
of cloth of gold set in many places with great rubies™.

The British Viceroy, on the other hand, wears the same
Jodhpur breeches when he rides as are worn by his staff, and
by every other white man in India. Instead of the eunuchs
of the Moghuls, a young A.D.C. attends him. In the fore-
noon he is usually attited in an ordinary lounge suit, and rarely
puts on a morning-coat excepting when there is to be 2 Council
meeting. At dinner he wears an ordinary tail-coat unless
the occasion is a special one, in which event he wears the
ribbon and jewel of the Grand Master of the Order of the



The City of Ceaseless Pi'ayer, where even the murderer can bathe and have his sins washed away.



Some of the monks are so old and weatherbeaten that they look a bit like Bill
Fagin. When they do their devil dances they wear grotesque masks and aprons
made of babies’ bones.
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Star of India, sometimes the insignia of the Grand Master of the
Otder of the Indian Empire and of a Grand Commander of
the Bath.

One traveller who visited the court of the Moghuls stated
that the business of State was transacted when the emperor
was in a fit condition to deal with it (this was Jahangir, not
the hard-headed Akbar), adding that he was often prevented
by “drowsiness from the fumes of Bacchus”, and that “often
in extreme drunkenness he fell to weeping and to divers
passions”. _

Fortunately there is no parallel here! Recent Viceroys
have been abstemious men, rarely touchmg anything stronger

than soda-water.
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CHAPTER XXVII
THE GENTLE ART OF MASSACRE

THE city of the Sikhs and of sunlight, whete pigeons and
pilgtims flock to the Golden Temple and lave in its turquoise
lake. It is a place to see but not to linger in, unless you are
immune to flea-bites and dyspepsia.

Go to the Khalsa College first, where the youthful Sikh
is being led along the primrose paths of Wisdom, Truth, and
Beauty. See the young Sikh at wotk and at play and at
prayer. Get acquainted, and you will find that he has been
taught the grand old lesson that “manners maketh man”.
Some of the boys will offer to show you round the city. Go
with a student if you can, but avoid guides, of course. Thete
are no guides in India : “guide” is a euphemism for 2 harsher
word.

You will want to see the Jallianwala Bagh, where Genera]
Dyer fired on the mob during the disturbances in 1919. It
is just a vacant “building lot” in the middle of the city,
about five hundred yards square, with a tree and a well near
the centre, and the rubbish-heaps and the air of desolation
one associates with building lots that have not been built over,

Jallianwala Bagh has been bought by the municipality
to be turned into a place like the Memorial Gardens at Cawn-
pore ; this, at any rate, was the intention of the extremists,
but so far nothing has been done. A movie-show has
placarded the narrow entrance (through which General Dyer
couldn’t get his machine-guns) with posters featuring Eddie
Polo.

The story of the shooting has often been told. It hap-
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pened in April 1919. A crowd of about 30,000 people ran
amuck, killed three European bank managers, soaked them’
in kerosene oil, burnt their bodies, and looted their banks.
An electrical engineer was murdered, and a lady missionary
who happened to cycle past the crowd, not knowing her’
danger, was brutally assaulted and left for dead. Some Hindus
picked her up later, however, carried her to their house, and
saved her life. The cause of all this was, roughly, hatred of
the British. The mob idea was, “Down with the British,
and let’s get the loot |”

General Dyer arrived two days after the murders to take
charge of the situation. He refused to palaver with the
extremists and roundly declared that he was the sole authority,
and that anyone who disobeyed him would be dealt with
according to martial law. But the Indians, unfortunately,
were drunken with words. They didn’t believe General
Dyer meant what he said.

On April 13th, hearing that there was to be a meeting of
agitators, General Dyer paraded through the city at the head
. of his troops, and proclaimed by beat of drum at the principal
points of the bazaar that any gathering of four or more
persons would be considered an unlawful assembly, and
might be fired on. He also distributed printed notices.

On returning to his camp at 12.40 p.m., General Dyer
heard that the meeting in Jallianwala Bagh was to take place
in spite of his efforts to prevent it. At four o’clock that
afternoon he left his camp again, with fifty men, fully armed.
Having reached the Jallianwala Bagh, he drew his men up and
opened fite without further warning. He fired 1,650 rounds,
and according to official accounts he killed 379 and wounded
1,200, but the numbers may have been larger. Having
accomplished what he described as “his terrible duty”,
he marched away, leaving the dead and dying whete they |
were. ‘
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- Now if General Dyer’s critics (and they wete legion) had
had to march for four hours through the dust and heat and
stench and flies of Amritsar bazaar on a May morning, they
would have been prostrated by the sheer physical exertion, and
probably would have spent the afternoon panting peaceably
on their beds ; meanwhile the meeting would have been held,
Amritsar might have been looted and burned, the Punjaub
might have risen, and no one knows how much blood would
have been spilt. That is the simple truth. Everyone knows
it in India. 'Again, although it does seem deplorable that the
‘wounded should have been left with no attention, it is not
tgenerally recognized that there was nothing in the world to
stop the relatives of the wounded from going to their aid.
What actually happened was that the relatives were afraid of
getting into trouble with the police if they identified them-
selves with the unfortunates in Jallianwala Bagh. Hence the
city people looked on, from the walls surrounding the Bagh,
at the death agony of their own kith and kin, without daring

to help them. Surely this can have few parallels in hlstory ?

. Thus is the Amritsar massacre defended. But it was

horrible, bloody business, whatever extenuation may be
advanced.

From the Jallianwala Bagh you may stroll through the
city, among the people to whom these things happened a few
years ago. ‘The types are more mixed than you would expect
to see; the hefty and hirsute Sihk is hardly in the majority,
although this is his capital city and contains the chief shrine

“of his faith. ‘The Punjaubi predominates, a Grecian-profiled,
big-boned, solemn follower of the Arabian Prophet, who
tends to grossness of habit with middle age. Then you will
see the lean Afghan, hawk-eyed and hawk-nosed, wandering
with his camels and his carpets over Hindustan, a son of
Reuben if ever there was one. The Bombay money-lenders
are there also, and the sleek-headed and effeminate Bengalis,
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and the northern Hindus, Kashmiris, Pathans, Jats, Ra]puts
and pariahs.

A hundred years ago these races were at bitter enmity.
The grandfathers of at least nine-tenths of the lads you may
sec in the street to-day carried swords or muskets as a matter
of course, and lived in a state of war, when Ranjit Singh was
ruler in Amritsar. So that a little bloodshed is nothing
unusual in the traditions of the citizens—or mdced more than
a little all in the day’s work.

For instance, a little affair concerning the Sikhs occurred
not long after I first arrived in India. ‘There is a rich temple,
not far from Amritsar, known as the Janamasthan Shrine.
The mahant, or incumbent, of this shrine drew tithes to the
value of £10,000 a year from fees, church lands, usufruct of
orchards, and other sources. The Akali, or Reforming
Sikhs, thought 10,000 a year too much, and thought also
that the mahant was too fond of dope and dancing-girls.
Accordingly they planned to take forcible possession of the
shrine. The mahant objected, naturally, and appealed to
Government for protection. ‘The representative of Govern-
ment said that he couldn’t interfere in religious disputes.
The mahant said that in that case he intended to engage a
body of armed watchmen on his own account if Government
had no objection, in order to defend his property. Then
- Government rubbed its hands together and bowed the mahant
to the door, without committing itself in any way to anything
except that it did not want to commit itself to anything in any
way. -
The mahant was a practical man. He hired a hundred
Pathans, armed them with blunderbuses and knives, and laid
in a stock of kerosene.

Along came the Reformers, swaggered up to the shrine,
and demanded admittance. They entered, one hundred of
them, and squatted down in prayer in the courtyard of the
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shrine. Now all around the coust thete is a broad wall.
On this wall climbed the Pathans who had blundetbuses,
while the remainder whetted their knives. When the Akalis
wete in the middle of their prayers, forehead on the ground,
and backside up, the Pathans opened fite. When they had
fired off all their ammunition the others finished the job with
knives. Then they collected the bodies. Some they put
into a lime-kiln, others they burnt. By evening all the
Reforming Sikhs had entirely disappeared.

Probably the mahant created a record in the murder line,
both as regards callousness and actual numbers disposed of,
but, like all men who plan things on a big scale, he wasn’t as
- badly hit as the small investor. The Pathans who only slit
one or two throats got it in the neck with a six-foot drop,
whereas the mahant, on the plea that his Pathans were out of
control, escaped the death penalty, and went to visit the
Andamans for a decade—less time off for good conduct.
Meanwhile the Reform party are keeping a few tins of kerosene
ready against the time he gets out. . . .

But let us change this ensanguined ribbon of our portable
typewriter, and finish our view of Amritsar with the glories
of the Golden Temple. It is certainly like nothing else in
all the wortld, that gold dome reflected in that jewel lake,
gorgeous and unreal, in spite of the blinding sunlight, with
the untreality of a restless day-dream. Or, rather, it is what a
monk would have dreamed in the Middle Ages of Jerusalem
the Golden. It /s with milk and honey blessed, its halls are
jubilant with song, its bulwarks glow with jasper, and there
ate (not angels certainly, but—) pilgrims casting down their
golden crowns of marigold around the glassy sea.

We have said that it is a place to see but not to linger
in. In order to learn to like the Golden Temple day by day
in every way better and better and better, we should have to
spend our time paddling round it in bare feet (for shoes are
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prohibited) among pigeon-droppings and cow-dung, and some
of the hungriest fleas in Hindustan,  After all, there are better
things to do in this world, so it bescemeth us. And we had
best admit frankly that we liked the Golden Temple less and
less the longer we saw it.
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CHAPTER XXVvIl
A SAVAGE TALE

A1oNE among the Union Jacks that fly from sea to sea there
is a flag in Lucknow that is never lowered at night but remains
always at the masthead, from sunrise unto sunrise.

The reason for this all men know, for the crosses of
~ St. George, St. Andrew, and St. Patrick that float over the
riddled Residency looked down in 1857 on a feat of arms
unsurpassed in the history of the world, and unsurpassed in
the history of England both as to the greatness of its courage
and as to the greatness of its consequences. Here it was
that a thousand half-starved men kept the flag flying against
more than thirty thousand enemies, from June 30 to Nov-
ember 18. It is a story as undying as that of Thermopyle,
one that will live until the human race perishes from the
carth.

There is much to see in Lucknow, but we will go only
to the Residency, to that spot which is holy ground to so
many of the Anglo-Saxon race now scattered over all the world.
And having come, we feel that the Residency is too sacred
to wtite about as we have written of the palaces and temples
that we have seen. And we feel the same as to Mr. Hiltog,
the last survivor of the Mutiny in Lucknow. We talked with
him by the grave of Sir Henry Lawrence, the splendid living
with the glotious dead, and we feel we cannot make a “human
interest story” round the figure of this magnificent old gentle-
man who served at the Martiniere Post as a boy.

Rather we will glean from old diaries some intimate
details of the struggle—for to do more is impossible—details



During the torrid summer months all who can get away from the blazing plains of India flee to the Himalayas or to
' hill stations elsewhere,



Spearing fish in Dal Lake. Circling the valley are the mighty Himalayas, sweeping up and up to the white
and eternal solitudes.
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of the struggle wtitten hot from one of the hottest fights in
history, in words it were impertinent to think to better.

On May 18, 1857, when the East India Company still
ruled over Hindustan, Mrs. Harris, wife of the Reverend
James Harris, wrote home :

“There are rumouts of risings all over the country. . . .
There is no doubt that this is a most fearful crisis and that
the life of every European is in great jeopardy. . .. Oh,
mother, mother darling, these are fearful times. Pray for-
us, dearest |”

On Sunday, the 10oth of May, 1857, the great Indian
Mutiny broke out at Meerut, when the bells of the Church
of England were tolling and calling the soldiers to wortship.
The mutineers swept on to Delhi and killed every white
person left in it, including women and babies, and proclaimed
the restoration of the Moghul Empire. Near the Kashmir
Gate in Delhi stood the principal powder-magazine in India.
The Englishmen in charge of it, at the last moment, when no
. longer able to defend it, lighted a fuse and blew themselves
up with the magazine to keep the ammunition from falling
“into the hands of the mutineers. Whereupon a few thousand
British scattered here and there throughout the country were
swallowed up in an ocean of hostile populations,”but with
characteristic resolution and courage they fought the most
unpromising fight that one may read of in fiction or out of it; -
and won it—thoroughly. Next came the siege of Cawnpore
and one of the most revolting and treacherous massacres of
women and children in the annals of savage warfare. Then
the flames of mutiny swept on to Lucknow.

Mote than half a million retainers and followers of the
late king of Oude lived at Lucknow, the capital of a kingdom
recently annexed by the British. They hated the new-comets.
The African eunuchs who guarded the royal treasure

- N
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(£1,000,000 worth) feated them ; corrupt comptrollers of the
court revenues (the revenue on prostitution in the city
amounted to fifty thousand rupees per annum) abominated
the system that deprived them of their plunder; the royal
soldiers of the king of Qude, no longer free to loot the
country folk, detested them; the four wives, twenty-nine
concubines, and four hundred slave-gitls of the late king,
together with] their friends and relations, called down male-
dictions on the monogamous, meddling British.

Sir Henry Lawrence, the Chief Commissioner, wotked day
and night to delay the coming storm, in order to provision
and equip the Residency for the siege he knew was inevitable.
By his wisdom and foresight he saved the lives of five hundred
women and children.

On the 3oth of June, 1857, there were 1,000
" Europeans (three-fourths of them soldiers), 500 loyal Sepoys

(chiefly Sikhs), 500 women and children, and 1,000 native
servants of vatious sotts, all within the Residency compound.
‘Three thousand, all told, against a city of three-quarters of a
million, and the whole country seemed to rise up around them
like a dark cloud. :

Round the Residency wete 15,000 armed rebels mostly
trained soldiers, in positions from eight to eighty yards
(nowhere more) from the hastily constructed defences—
“eager to loot and rape. For eighty days the garrison with-
stood a constant hail of shot and shell, losing about ten men
a day from wounds or disease. -Meanwhile the enemy
increased from 15,000 to more than double-that number.
The British had ‘a thirty-to-one chance of commg out alive.
~'The East India Company’s paper was sel]mg in the city at a
discount of seventy per cent.

This letter of Mr. Harris’s, written from Allahabad in
December, after the siege was over, explains things better
than any words of ours:
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“Aunt G. says, ‘It was a comfort to know that although
closely beset we were in an impregnable fort’. We were in
no fort at all. We occupied a few houses in a big garden,
with a low wall on one side, and only an earthen parapet on
the others, in the middle of a large city, the buildings of which
commanded us, and were swarming with thousands of our
deadly foes, thirsting for our blood. God gave us protection
- and pluck, the former to 2 wonderful degtee, or not one of us
~would be here to tell about it. . . . The brutes never dared
to come to fight us hand to hand. They tried hard a few
times, but wete killed in hundreds round our earthworks, sq
they took to shooting us down by degtees, and this they
would have done, humanly speaking, if those brave fellows
under Havelock had not come in. Even then, after losing-
1,000 out of 2,800 in doing it, the rest wete shut up with us
for six weeks, fighting with us day and night, until old Sir
Colin came with 10,000 more. Well, thank God, we are all
right now”. ‘ -

Again in another lettet :

“As our garrison daily diminished and help seemed ever
further off, the last resource of blowing up the magazine was
talked of and tacitly resolved on, in case we could no longer
defend our women and children. They would never have
boasted of anotheér Cawnpore”. :

From Mts. Hatris’s diary ;

“June 3oth. No sooner was the first gun fired than all
the ladies and children were hurried down into the Tye Khana,
damp, datk, gloomy as a vault, and excessively dirty. Here
we sat all day, feeling too m15erablc anxious and tetnﬁed to
speak. . . : , -

-

Here, in a large ccler, thcy"temained' not for one day,
but for eighty. Children were bormn. in that vault, a sheet
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being stretched across a cotner for privacy. Children and
adults died here of dysentery, cholera, and smallpox. It
was so dark that they had to light a candle to see to eat.
"Their food was chiefly gun-bullock beef, whose toughness
was mitigated as far as possible by being stewed, and cha-
patties of unleavened bread. They had no milk, bread, ot
butter, except a quite insufficient supply of goat’s milk for
the children, half of whom died and all of whom suffered
‘from boils and dysentery. Little Bobby Fayrer was a year
old in June: “. ... a cherub of a baby boy, the image of
Murillo’s John the Baptist in the National Gallery”. On
‘August the 2nd he was “. . . a skeleton, like a little old man.
So-wete the othets. Five babies were butied in one
night”.

““August 1g9th. Dear little Herbert D. died at half-past
three this moming. . . . We closed his pretty blue eyes,
and crossed his little hands on his breast, and there he lay
by his mother’s side till daylight ; then she washed the little
body herself and put on him a nightgown, and I tied a lace
handkerchief round his face as she had no caps. Charlie
D. came to see her, and we left her quiet with him and the
dead baby till eleven, when I was obliged to go in and ask
her to patt with it. She let me take it away, and I sewed
the little sweet one up myself in a clean white cloth and
James cartied it over to the hosp1tal to await the evening
burials”.

In spite of rapid decomposition it was impossible to bury
by day owing to the enemy’s fire. Even at night only a
shallow pit could be dug for the day’s deaths, and after 2 few
weeks the stench became so intolerable, because the bodies
were continually routed out by jackals, that on one occasion
Mr, Harris vomited for two hours after the night’s

service,
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On July 2nd, at about 8 a.m.,, Sit Henry Lawrence was
wounded. He was lying on his bed, heating some papets read .
to him by his A.D.C., when he was hit by an enormous piece
of shell, and his left leg neatly taken off at the thigh. He .
was brought over to Dr. Fayrer’s house immediately. Mits.
Harris continued : “James prayed with him and administered
the Holy Communion. He was quite sensible, though his
agony was extreme. He spoke for nearly an hour, quite
calmly. . . .” -

The directions he gave about the siege, and other matters,
are a model of lucidity and forethought. We can only notice
here two matters, namely, (1) that all his servants were to
receive a year’s pay, and (2), “Put on my grave only this :
‘Here lies Henry Lawrence, who tried to do his duty. May
God have mercy on him I’” There was not a dry eye nor
a steady voice at this death-bed scene, save the voice and eyes
of the dying Lawrence, who stifled his agony to do his duty
to the last.

From Mrs. Harris’s diary:

. “July 3td. I 'was upstairs all day nursing Sit Henry. . . .

The firing never ceased a second the whole day. . . . July
4th. Sir Henry L. died at a quarter past eight this morn--
ing. . . . His expression was so happy one could not but
rejoice his pain was over,'. . . James called some soldiers
to help carry the bed into the verandah. When they came
in, one of the men lifted the sheet off from Sir Henry’s face
and kissed him”.

He was buried at 9.45 that night between two ptivate
soldiers, according to his orders. All may see his grave,
and his deathless epitaph. Lucknow is known throughout
the wotld by the lustre of his name.

“July 2sth. . . . What with the frequent night attacks of
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the enemy, the crying and the illness of the poor children,
the rats and mice which run over us, the heat . . .”

It was a living death for the women and children in
the Tye Khana.

Day after day passed without relief. For months the
mutineers unceasingly, night and day, fired on the Residency.
The strain was terrific ; there were two suicides and a murder
among the gatrison, cholera and the rebels took their toll
of ten lives a day: the diaries are catalogues of horror,
disease, death, and hope deferred.

- Hundreds of times the mutineers stormed the Walls,
always to be driven back. Month after month the dwindling
body of men, women, and children fought smallpox, cholera,
and a force from thirty to fifty times their own in numbers.
But they kept up the defence with stubbom courage, deter-
mined to die rather than surrender. M ,

The first relieving force under Havelock and Outram
fought its way across the scorching plains to their relief in
-the devastating heat of an Indian summer, cutting through an
enemy that outnumbered them a hundred to one, losing a
third of their men and reaching the Residency with ranks so
depleted that they were able only to help the defenders hold
‘out for another six weeks while a larger force under Sir
Colin Campbell day by day fought and bayoneted its way to
their final relief.

What of the men who lived and died in the trenches ?
They sleep in the green churchyatd. And what of Colonel
Inglis, in whose hands were a million stetling, two thousand
lives, and England’s flag? Ten times was that flag shot
down, and ten times he had it raised again. While that
banner blows his name shall be remembered.

In the Residency thete is peace now, peace and beauty
and hallowed associations: green lawns, creepers, hares
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scuttling from bush to bush. Imagination can hardly recall
the tents and blood and filth, the litter of dismembered limbs
in the crowded hospital, the squalid Tye Khana, the dead
and dying children, the faithful Sepoys, the gallant women,
the lean and sleepless leopards of England who manned the
ramparts.
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CHAPTER XXIX
THE WATCHER OF THE CLOUDS

“THESE things ease the heart of man fromf sorrow”, says
an Indian sage, “water, gteen grass, and the beauty of woman™.

- Heartsease from the burden of existence—that is the
_ refrain that runs through all the literature of Hindustan.
- 'This is as true of ancient times as of the present. When the
forefathers of the Pilgrim Fathers were still painting them-
selves a deep blue, Indian culture was known in Babylon,
and when the chariot of Boadicea was scything a lane through
the Roman ranks the Romans of Rome were studying
Atyan culture. Literary India at the dawn of the Christian
“era was acting and reacting in a wider wotld than the West
was to know for fifteen centuries. But release, absorption
" of the self in the cosmic whole, Nirvana, has ever been the
keynote. Hindu art-consciousness fests on the sacramental
view of life.

The Vedas, believed by the Hindus to be the very Word
of God, are among the oldest books in the wosld, and reveal
in beautiful simplicity the life of a pastoral people, the Aryans,
who migrated from Central Asia to the Indian plains. The
Vedas and their glosses and commentaries, forming the vast
and as yet only partly translated library of ancient Sanskrit
writings, deal with every phase and aspect of human emotion
with a patticulatity and a minuteness that have hardly been
equalled. - ' "
. Coué’s formula. of getting better and better was long

~ago anticipated by the mantra of the Ganges-side; Freud



Across the valley in front of us are the ice-capped monarchs that guard the grim passes between India and Tibet.



A native ruler of long ago confined 140 Europeans in a room the exact size of this enclosure—the Black IHole of

The next day 120 were dead.

Calcutta.
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is an ignoramus beside the psycho-analysis of the Upanishads ;
while as tegards marital relations the Tantras make Dr.
Marie Stopes scem a gitl of seventeen. But although
the early Aryans must have possessed the scientific spirit,
as well as a sense of humour and 2 noble diction, it is an
unfortunate fact that as the struggle for existence became .
easier the original material became overlaid and altered, so
that now prodigious research is necessary to get the gold
from the superimposed dross of centuries of easy living and -
torpid thinking in a land where 100° Fahrenheit is an

everyday affair.

The later Sanskrit poems of men like Tulsi Das—the
sweet singer of the Ramayana—Kalidasa, and Bhartihari,
who delivered himself of the apothegm quoted above, are
characterized by copiousness, ingenuity, and a remarkable
and very modern interest in the function of thinking. Hardly
any intellectual process has been left unaccounted for.

Later in time, and very different in quality, was the
Muslim literature of the Great Moghuls, whose era corre-
sponds with the Renaissance in Europe. But Muhammadan
literature, of course, is overshadowed by the gorgeous periods
of the Koran, whose sonorous magnificence discourages
other attempts at eloquence. Besides, the Afghans were too
busy fighting to devote much attention to belles-lettres.
The “Memoirs” of Baber, however, make very entertaining
reading. Some of his speeches should be as famous as the
bulletins of Napoleon.

‘To-day, among the Afghan and Pathan tribesmen, the
gift of eloquence is not rare, and the Pathan of Peshawar
may be stated, without fear of contradiction from those who
know his language, to be the world’s best story-teller, Most
of the stories, however, are unfit to print. Not so the songs
of the wandering minstrels who go from village to village
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throughout India singing of love and other topics of the day.
They should certainly be transcribed into English.

Rabindranath Tagore, the Dante of India, the worshipped
poet of Bengal, the English knight, the winner of the Nobel
prize, the sweet singer of the Gitanjalil . . . We were on
-a Visit to the poet at his home and school, Shantiniketan (the
Abode of Peace), which is about four hours by rail from
Calcutta. We came upon the poet looking at the clouds,
those scurrying clouds of the monsoon that inspite so much
of his liquid, musical verse. From head to foot he was
dressed in pontifical white. He wears a shock of grey
ringlets, and his white beard with its two dark streaks on either
side, like veins in Parian marble, adds to his patriarchal
appearance.

It was a small thatched house, this home of India’s most
illustrious son, with nothing of artistry about it except an
exquisitely graceful bronze lantetn on one of the gate-posts.
He obviously doesn’t care for the material things of this
wotld, and even the completion of the house and other near-
" by buildings of his famous would-be-World-University of
Shantiniketan goes on in a casual way.

The poet sits on his verandah looking at the changing

glory of the sky.

The poetry of Rabindranath Tagore is full of the beauty
of the monsoon. Evety moming in the rainy season the
philosopher-poet of Bengal rises at dawn and sits on the
- verandah of his little house at Shantiniketan, looking out
" across the wide sweep of sky towards the massing battalions
of the monsoon—sits there until Indra’s chariot, the sun, has
driven half across heaven to the zenith. ... The rain,
too, is in Tagore’s verse, and the tenderness of rain-washed
distances, while the night sky, in its Indian aspect of a vast
~ vault sprinkled with the stardust of wotlds beyond our ken,
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finds in him a great interpreter. And always and ever present
in infinite solicitude and eternal power, stands the Immanent
Almighty. “The steps that I heard in my play—room
writes Tagore ‘are echoing from star to star.”

He is a tall man with the dignity of an ancient lmeage
Unmistakably, but quite unconsciously, and with the most
petfect natural grace, he bears the blazon of his poetic and
philosophic forebeatrs. No one would mistake him for a
self-made man. He is the product of a century of mental
aristocracy. That is the first thing we noticed about Rabin-
dranath Tagore. His is a mind that is not concemed with
little things. It is a mind that ranges over continents and
centuries, and is quite unconcerned with the politics of the
parish pump. Yet, paradoxically, he is the poet of the inti-
mate in Indian life, for nothing absorbs him so completely
as his beloved Shantiniketan, where he teaches young Bengal
the wisdom not to be found in schools.

His eyes are lyrical rather than mystical, and they change,
like the monsoon skies of which he loves to sing, from thundet-
dark to violet. His hands, too, are those of a poet, plump-
phalanged and with pointed fingertips. -

He greets us softly, in a gentle, rather tired voice. The
peace of the Abode of Peace descends on us. -

We have come to talk to him about the present-day
problems of India. But suddenly we have become timid.
We forget our questions. We feel that it would be a jarring
note in this atmosphere of peace if we were to drag in the
affairs of that workaday wotld of Calcutta and Bombay that
seems petty and diminutive viewed from the intellectual
eminence of Bolpur. There is but one theme we feel free
to refer to, and that is artt. Over Shantlmketan the Muse
of Poetry looks down with kindly eyes.

Simplicity and -depth of fcehng are the keynotcs of
Rabindranath Tagore’s taste in English verse,” and Keats
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and Shelley his favourite poets. Of his contemporaries,
he speaks with diffidence. Some he praises enthusiastically,
as he does Walter de la Mare, but he confesses that many of
the poets of the West, like Siegfried Sassoon, use an English
so different from that of Keats and Shelley that their diction
is beyond him. Then he apologizes with a smile, saying
that as a foreigner it is unfair for him to criticize.

Every evening his pupils sit at his feet on the verandah
of his thatched bungalow, listening to him as he translates
to them the poetry and the mind of the West.

When we asked him if he ever intended to revisit Europe

-and America, he told us what a shock his last trip to America
had given him. ‘That was in 1917. He found the country
concentrating on war, and without the patience to listen to
philosophers, poets, and dreamers. The whole atmosphere
was so foreign and strange to him that he came away a dis-
appointed man.

“I am afraid many of the things I had to say were un-.
popular,” he added, in his soft, wotld-weary voice, “because
an intense spirit of nationalism was sweeping America, and
I am opposed to nationalism in every form. For to me
every question is an international one. The Press and public
men wete clamouring for what they called ‘hundred per cent.
Americanism’. Ah, but that is a dangerous creed! If
America tries to make her citizens conform to a standard
pattern she will blot out individuality. She will be unable
to contribute her best to the world.”

When he returned from his first visit to America, long
befote the war, the poet seemed to feel as a result of what
he had seen that so powerful had America grown, and so
advanced had her civilization become, that she would surely
be able to avoid war herself, and by economic pressure even
be able to prevent long conflicts between other nations.

_ “But, alas, I don’t believe that now,” he said. “Here
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in India, for instance, we shall have more bitter wars than any
that have swept our plains in all our thousands of years of
invasions. _

“It is just possible,” he added, “that Hinduism might be
a religion of the past before many years, and the inhabitants
of India converted to Islam by force.”

This, comxng from a Hindu, and from one of the leaders
of the progtressive Brahma Samaj sect at that, dazed wus.
Then, to cap our bewilderment, he added : “And who knows
but what it might be a good thing for India if the Muham-
madans were to overrun it again ?

“My ctiticism of British rule in India,” continued the
poet, “is that it is too petfect. Even the British jurists who
preside over our courts distribute too perfect and abstract
a form of justice. The Government is so mechanically
petfect that it isn’t human. I doubt if a more perfectly
organized government has been seen before in the history
of the world. In fact it is so mechanically complete that it
stifles Indian ambition. Under it there hasn’t been half the
real human happmess, or half the incentive for individual
effort, that there was in the days of the autocratic old Moghul
emperors. We Indians have been made to feel that we are
inferior bemgs, and we have known only too keenly how few
were the important posts open to us. Such a government
not only stifles ambition, but it smothers the inspiration to
do great things in art, science, and letters.”

“But what about the new teform plan which is to turn
your government over to the Indian people ?” we asked.

“Ah, yes,” replied Tagote, “it does séem that the thing
we have long hoped for is about to happen. But my quartel
with Britain is that she has made no attempt during the past
one hundred years to prepare us for this. They ate really
giving us these reforms because they have been made inevitable
by popular opinion. So now they say to us: ‘If you do not
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like the way we run your country, take it yourselves and show
us what a2 mess you can make’. Obwously, the result will
- be chaos.

“Hinduism is a rehglon of pacifism, while the teachings
of Muhammad transform even our peaceful Hindus into
fanatics with 2 lust to fight. Even now Muhammadanism
is spreading rapidly in India. You may not believe it, but
the latest figures show that there are more Muhammadans
here in Bengal to-day than there are Hindus. So if the
‘Govetnment falls into the hands of the Indian people it
probably will mean Muhammadan rule again. But even that
would be preferable to the present government, because it
would be government by our own kindred.” :

The final words of Rabindranath Tagore, before we left
to catch our train, embodied a passionate appeal against
racial hatred. His most cherished dream is of a day when the
peoples of the East and of the West will mingle freely, on
terms of absolute equality, without social or economic
batriets, each people retaining its own individuality.
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CHAPTER XXX
THE CITY OF CEASELESS PRAYER

JoURNEYING east from Lucknow we came to-a city that was
old and sacred hundreds of years before the birth of Christ.

- There is an unending stream of pilgtims pouring into it
night and day all the time. And they have been coming

like that ever since the dawn of history. This city, as you
no doubt have guessed, is Benares, where more than a million
Hindu pilgrims come every year to bathe in the River Ganges.
If the Black Pagoda may be said to symbolize the mystery
of India, Benares is the mystery of India.

" To the two hundred million Hindus in India the Ganges
is a sacred river. ‘The more enlightened regard it as symbolic
of the one deity that rules over the universe, while the more
ptimitive believe that it flows from the feet of one of their
gods. They think that its waters are so pure that they
purify anything they touch. Even the murderer can come
here and bathe and have his sins washed away.

It is the ambition of wealthy Hindus to build temples
here. But after a man dies there is usually no one to take
care of his temple, so it crumbles and decays and slips into
the river. Long ago it was the custom for Hindu mothers
to bring their girl babies to the Ganges and then toss them
to the crocodiles. But that was one of the first things
abolished by one of the first British Governor-Generals
of India. ‘

Twenty-five centuries ago Gautama Buddha came here
and founded a faith that swept over Asia and still has more

adherents than any other religion, although, strange to say,
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it is almost forgotten by the multitudes of India. Indeed,
it was here on the outskirts of Benares that Buddha preached
the first of those sermons which transformed the Eastern
‘wotld.

The streets of the great city, just beyond the river-front,
are dark, narrow labyrinths swarming with pilgtims and holy
men and holy cows. One-eighth of its population are
Brahmin priests who live as parasites on the pilgrims. But
“all so-called sacred cities, Jerusalem and Mecca, for instance,
have a similar population. 4

" The Hindus, as we know, have long believed in rein-
carnation and the transmigration of souls. ‘They think that
after death you and I will be coming back into this world
in succeeding lives until we finally attain perfection and are
taken on to Paradise. And they think that if they come and
bathe in the Ganges they will be almost certain to return
in the next life in some higher form and not in the form of
an untouchable, or of an animal, or a snake or a fish. They
-also have a tradition that if 2 man is unfortunate enough to
die on the opposite bank of the river, across from two or
three miles of temples and steps, on the /ef? bank of the Ganges,
he is sure to return in the next life in the form of an ass.
When Matk Twain came here and heard of this superstition
he facetiously remarked that he had frequently met people
whom he suspected of having died on the left bank of the
Ganges.

Mark Twain was rather bitter about Benates, and went
on to say that “the Hindu has a childish aversion to being
changed into an ass. One could properly expect an ass to
have an aversion to being turned into a Hindu. He would
lose dignity by it, also self-respect, and nine-tenths of his
intelligence”.

Many modern Hindus agree with Mark Twain, so far as
external practices are concerned. Outwardly, Benares seems



Calcutta, the second largest city in the British Empire. Its principal thoroughfare is named after the clerx who turned
soldier and laid the foundations of British rule in India—Robert Clive.



Some holy men half-bury themselves with earth and remain this way for hours,
and others lie with enormous stones on their stomachs; all done to impress passing
pilgrims with their piety.
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a crumbling city of a crumbling faith. But when we know
it better we realize that from its ruins, unknown, unguessed-
at beauties may arise.~ For it is instinct with a strange
vitality—a vitality that makes it one of the most interesting
places in all the world.

Among the more primitive Hindus thete persists a
tradition that if a man is fortunate enough to die in the
sacred city he will go straight to Paradise without returning
to this world of torture to pass through any more lives.
So thousands of Hindus come here in their old age, to spend
their declining years sitting on the bank of the river awaiting
their final hour.

When the pilgrims arrive in Benates the first thing they
do is to walk thirty-five miles around the city, repeating
prayers and incantations in front of weird shrines, some of
which do not admit of description. Then they come down
to the river and bathe, and as they bathe nearly every move-
ment has some peculiar religious significance.

Every traveller who comes to India comes to Benares,
and every traveller who comes to Benares writes about the
place. So instead of describing this “religious Vesuvius”
we will offer a little advice to other travellers who pass this
way. - |
If you want to see the burning-ghats, and human cutiosity
is such that you won’t be happy till you do, the best way is
to see them through field-glasses from a boat in mid-tiver.
You will see best that way, and you will also offend the fewest
people. Suppose a few hundred Hindus made a practice
of going regulatly to one of the cemeteries on the outskirts
of London to kodak the bereaved. Well, if they got
away with nothing more than having their cameras smashed
over their heads they would be fortunate.

Owing to the fact that they believe in the transmigration
of souls, the Hindus think that after death the soul immediately

o .
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leaves the body. So they see no reason for preserving the
dead, and instead of burying them as we do, or allowing them
to be devoured by vultures as the Parsees do, they burn them.
And the bank of the Ganges near Benates is lined with funeral
pytes. If you die here you are cartied down to the sacred
river on a litter, dipped into the holy water, and then taken
back to your funeral pyre and burned. Do you see that man
over there on our right, the one with the long pole in his
hands? Well, he is stoking the fire that is consuming the
remains of his wife. In the old days, if 2 husband died first,
his wife was considered responsible for his death. So she
would go to the funeral pyre and sit on the logs and be
consumed alive in the flames, in order that her soul might
accompany her husband’s into the next life. But that practice,
called suttee, was another of the first things abolished by one
of the first British Governor-Generals.

To-day, whichever member of 2 family dies first, the next
of kin comes and lights the funeral pyre. He takes an earthen
jar filled with sacred water from the Ganges and walks
round and round the bier, repeating the last funeral rites of
the Hindus. Finally he smashes the jar and spills the water,
to indicate the evanescence of all human life. Then he takes
the sacrificial lathi and butsts the skull of the deceased while
the officiating Brahmin repeats the fine old Aryan formula
telling the soul to “go forth and follow the ancient path our
fathers trod”. ‘ : |

A little reflection convinces us that there is nothing hor-
tible about it at all. In any country, but particulatly in one
so densely populated as India, it is an excellent way of dis-
posing of those who pass on into the next life. Moreover,
cremation seems to have been part of the tradition of the
great northern race of which the ancient Aryans wete, and
we ourselves ate, a part. The heroes of the Iliad were
burned on funeral pyres. The peoples of Neolithic Europe
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seem in general to have consumed their dead with
fire.

Everywhere we go in India, and doubly so in sacted
cities like Benares, Madura, and Puri, our cutiosity is aroused
by finding cattle wandering about the streets. Coming from
a bank or a post-office, or even your hotel, you often find
a cow enjoying a siesta on the sidewalk in front of you.
But no one pays any particular attention to it. Instead of
molesting a cow, the passing Hindu reverently touches it
with his forefinger and then places the finger upon his own
brow. For the cow and the bull are sacred animals in
India.

In fact, if you are a2 Hindu and you want to take a pat-
ticulatly solemn oath, instead of putting your hand on'a
Bible, you pour Ganges water on 2 cow’s tail] More than
half the inhabitants of the British Empire consider it as great
a crime to kill a cow as to kill a human being. If you kill
one, the best way to purge yourself of the awful sin is to make
a pilgtimage to a sacred city like Benares. You journey on
foot and you carty a long pole with the cow’s tail suspended
from the top, in order that all who pass may know that you
are unclean. During the last ten miles of your pilgrimage
you measute your length in the dust. That is, you throw
yourself forward, . extend -your arms as far as you can,
measure your length, stand up. and repeat a prayer, and
then fall forward again, until you reach the sacred city.
When you arrive in Benares you eat and drink the five
sacrificial products of the cow—which are not only milk and
butter. ,
All travellers who visit Benares ate eager to witness the
washing ceremonies along the river-bank. There are few
sights more beautiful in all the wotld than the crescent
sweep of the Ganges of an eatly morning. But do not spoil -
it by going too near the bank. If you want to photograph
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the ablutions of 2 Brahmin, do it with a telephoto lens. These
people are at prayer. It is a beautiful, lustral rite they are
engaged in, and you are not wanted. You are peering into
the faces of the people in the pews.

“Of Savitar the Holy that long ever glory may we win,
And may Himself inspire our prayers I”

That is the Gayatri—the oldest prayer in all the wotld,
that has come down to the Brahmins in Sanskrit, the mothet-
language of East and West, from the twilight time of
history.

Lastly, do not walk too fast in Benates. If you do you
will never understand it the least little bit, and presumably
that is what you came to do. Hurry is a mark of inferiority
in the East. Therefore do not openly proclaim your
shame. = . : | |
Let us stroll, very slowly, past the bathing-place of the
Sactrifice of the Ten Horses. You will feel, if you are at
all sensitive, that there is a great subconscious brooding over
Benares. A subconscious air of peace and power.

‘The whole city of Benares is a standing proclamation of
the triumph of spirit over matter. It is not material images,
like sacred idols or temples, that you will remember as
distinctive of Benares, but only moods. You cannot see.
Benares with the eyes of the flesh, or, if you do, you will
want to shut them. Every moming, for the mornings of
three. thousand years and more, the people of Brahma have
come down to the river to worship. They stoop down and
sptinkle the holy water of the Ganges on eyes and head.
“O Ganga,” they say, “Holy Mother Ganga,” they repeat,
“I salute thy two feet, thy two feet which are beautiful and
which are worshipped by good and evil deities. O Ganga,
according to our faith thou givest present happiness and final
release to all.” ‘Taking up the holy water, they let it trickle
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through their hands in sunlit drops, an oblation to the Giver
of Light. Then they sink down into Mother Ganges and
are purified in her. Each is uttetly absotbed in his devotions.
No man looks at his neighbour nor at his neighbour’s
wife. In this morning-land thcre is no room for worldly
thoughts.

See the Brahmins sitting under the mat umbtellas by the
river-bank, looking out across the sunlit tiver into infinities
of space] What knowledge is theirs, which now the West
also is slowly reaching? Knowledge that they have kept
secret for a thousand years and more. If Messieurs Bergson
and Coué came to Benares would they not find that their -
philosophy and their clinic had been anticipated ? What is
Bergson’s life-force but the jivatma of the Brahmins ? What
is Coué’s formula but a mantra of the Brahmins ?

The East, a thousand years ago, had reached 2 certain
point in philosophy and medicine to which the West has
now come. But having reached this point the East locked
up its secrets and went to sleep. Now the West has shaken
the world from slumber. But Benares is still the centte of
the ancient wisdom as it is of the ancient worship. '

We wander on among palaces and pilgrims and shrines
and strewn flowers, ash-smeared saddhus sitting in the
slime, sacted bulls, five-legged cows, and holy men more
terrible than skeletons alive. If you look at these things as -
we have asked you not to look at them, you will see ﬁlth
depravity, and degradatlon

But to the “seeing eye” a different picture is presented.
We see a slice of lemon laid by a child upon Krishna’s altar
in case the god is thirsty. We see the widow’s mite of
marigold and jasmine laid down in awe before the shrine
of the god. We see the merchant bring a garland of rosebuds
to wreathe the neck of Ganesha—the god of good luck. We
see a yogi, impassive, restrained, with legs folded in the ancient
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posture, his eyes drunken with ecstasy, summoning within
him the setpent-power of the subconscious.

And to the hearing ear comes a whisper of the ageless
worship that has always ascended, and will ascend to un-
counted time, from this city of ceaseless prayer.
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CHAPTER XXXI
WHERE THE SAHIB GOES TO FORGET

WE have visited all of the hill stations in India—with the
exception of thirty-three. We do not know where the
 remaining thirty-three are, nor what they are called, but we
are confident that they are somewhere in the peninsula, for
this is a land that boasts of more hill stations than can be
visited in a single spin of the wheel of life. To the Hindu
mind the reason is simple: there is a hill for every rein-
carnation. And when one sees what some of the hill stations
are like, one no longer wonders why so many people seem to
patronize an entirely different one in each succeeding joumey
from the cradle to the grave.

Thete is as much of the caste system evident in the
classification of Indian hill stations as there is in the classifica-
tion of the pilgrims who visit Benares.

For instance, Simla, Ootacamund, Maymyo, and Mazhab-
leshwar are for British officials; Darjeeling for Calcutta’s
merchant princes and tourists; Mussooree, Kalaw, and
Thandaung for those who do not wear social strait-jackets ;
Poona for the Parsees; Mount Abu for the Jains; Kodai
Kanal for the missionaries ; and so on.

As evidence of our right to speak with authotity on the
subject of India’s hill stations, we would have it known that
we have been to Sheikh Budin. This charming summer
resort is built on a barren rock that ovetlooks the waterless
desert of Sind and the parched mountains of Waziristan, It
consists of five bungalows and a bar. For those hardy
spitits who go there it is a case of a bar, a loaf of bread, and



216 India: Land of the Black Pagoda

thou, singing beside me in the wilderness. Sheikh Budin
is as dry all the year round as Darjeeling is wet duting the
monsoon. Before going there you are obliged to order a
supply of water sent up from the nearest railway station,
for no water is available at the bar. After three days at
Sheikh Budin we returned to Dera Ismael Khan because
we had run out of water and had 2 choice of dying either of
thirst or of delitium tremens.

Quetta, the hill station for Baluchistan, is chiefly famous‘
for its admirable club. The most interesting pastime in
Quetta is joining the regular evening rendezvous in the club
billiard-room to listen to Colonel B., the retired police
commissioner, spinning yarns. Colonel B. possesses a niche
in the Hall of Fame because he is one of Rudyard Kipling’s
heroes, But his yarns are even stranger than Kipling’s.

The leading indoor sport of Quetta is worshipping
Bokhara rugs. When you are invited out to tea, as soon as
the chaprassi relieves you of your solar topee, spine-pad,
and swagger-stick, you and your host and hostess fall upon
your knees on a Jhan Bagy or a Turkoman or a Kiva or a
Baluchi prayer-rug, turn your faces reverently toward Bokhara,
kiss the rug nine times, quote Chapter Nine from Jenkin’s
Handbook on Oriental Carpets, and then tell the threads
of the warp over one by one as though it were a rosaty instead
of a rug.

Visiting Quetta in the middle of the winter, after spending
a year or two in Madras, Bombay, or Calcutta, is much the
same as accompanying Admiral Byrd on one of his Polar
flights. But in springtime the air of the Quetta plateau is
fragrant with the intoxicating petfume of apple-blossoms
and the bazaar is crowded with all the strange types of central
Asia. You may also see the Indian Army Staff College
officers, whose ctest is 2 wise old owl.

We remember Quetta chiefly for the delicious curry



Near the phallic temple in Puri we meet a holy man who runs up and down the street barking like a dog.



Occasionally we encounter a Hindu holy woman. Her mountain of hair is
caked with the ordure of the sacred cow.
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puffs served by the Goanese chef at Stanyon’s Hotel, and for
the “Baluchistan Royal Opera House”, as the Tommies call
their new theatre. It is second only in size to the Empire
at Calcutta, and we saw as many as nine people seated in the
stalls at the same time. Each hardy customer brings his own
blankets and ear-muffs. This magnificent theatre, devoted
to the advancement of the histrionic art in Baluchistan,
boasts of everything but stage-hands, so the actors of visiting
companies are obliged to shift their scenery in full view of
the audience.
‘ Bangalote is interesting chiefly because of its mammoth
Government Building of bright-ted sandstone, which from
a distance looks as though it would be large enough to
accommodate the League of Nations dclegates Perhaps it
will one day—when the post of president is offered to Mr.
Ghandi. . . .

In the museum at Bangalore are two stuffed monstrosities
that the visitor is always shown. One is a baby buffalo
with one head, two bodies, and eight legs. The other is
a baby zebu with two heads, and only one body. But there
is plenty of human interest outside the museum.

The population of this hill station consists largely of
retited Indian Civil Service and Army veterans, who live here
in a state of blissful boredom. ‘Two distinguished pensioners
sat at the table adjoining us in the hotel dining-room. Each
evening they split a quart bottle of champagne in silence.
They grew very grave over their wine and then went slowly
and portentously to bed.

In that land of mystery which is India, and especially
in the tropics near Bangalore and Ootacamund,. thete is a
mystery fruit—the mango. What is its flavour? Why do -
you eat it? How should you eat it ? ¥ "

But especially why? A madness seizes the devotees of
the mango. The pungent, tatry smell of the fruit is
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distinguishable from all the other odouts of the Indian bazaar ;
as soon as a mango-maniac smells it his nostrils dilate, his
eyes goggle, and his tongue cleaves to his palate, until he is
assuaged by the object of his heart’s desire. And once he has
it, still the mango cannot be eaten. You cannot eat a mango
casually, just like that. You must take it to yout bathroom,
,‘reverently disrobe, get into your tub, and then fall to. Only
thus, in the twilight of an Indian ghusalkhana can you WO0O0
'this mystic fruit as it should be wooed.

There are as many varieties of them as there are varieties
of grapes in France and of dates in Arabia. But the one
that causes the mango-madness is about the size of an Oregon
apple and shaped like a cache-nut. It is as yellow as saffron.
Its skin has the thickness of 2 cucumber rind. Within this
is the succulent sap, and the seed half the size of the fruit.
The skin clings to the edible part, which in turn clings
tenaciously to the stone. - To eat 2 mango without smearing
it all over oneself and everything in the vicinity is as much
of a lost art as dyeing with Tyrian purple. For a hundred
and fifty yeats the brightest intellects of Britain have been
considering the problem without achieving a solution.

Chutlish and impatient lovers of the mango there are,
of course, who cannot wait for the supreme moment of
solitude when the mango can be wrestled with and enjoyed.
To watch these vandal mango-tasters is a pitiable sight.
They fly at the fruit, gash it with a knife, or dig with their
nails into its velvety skin. ‘The result is always the same.
Salmon-pink rivulets of mango-juice stream out between their
fingers on to the wrist-watches or bracelets of men and
maidens, while the seed—the luscious seed that is the manga’s
chiefest glory—bounces to bosom and floot.

At dinner-time something has to be devised with knife
and fork, but to dissect 2 mango thus at a dinnet-table is to
lose all its true inwardness. One of these days some gastro-
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nomic genius in Hindustan will invent a pair of curved tongs
with which to hold the fruit, and a spoon with a sharp
edge to it wherewith to scoop. . . . But India is a con-
servative counttry, and perhaps, after all, the time-honoured
methods of our ancestors are the best.

Naked and alone, you seize the mango firmly between
the toes and, stooping swiftly over it, drain its quintessence
in one exhilarating draught. Another way, even more
satisfying, is to put the whole thing in your mouth at once ;
after a little practice the lips should be sufficiently flexible.
But even Solomon felt that there was something baffling about
the fruit, for tradition relates that mango fool (stewed or
crushed fruit) was always setved at the great king’s table—
a proof that even that monarch had met more than his match,

As far as the British Empire is concerned, mangoes have
existed about as long as Manchester. All the long hierarchy
of resplendent personages who have enriched the history of
England’s dealings with the great dependency have bent
their lips to the mango, from Lord Clive to Lord Curzon
and Lord Irwin. None of these great men solved the
problem, and neither the present Government nor the
Legislative Assembly has considered the question, realizing
that it is beyond their powers.

In appearance, the mango is green or gold or red. In -
size it varies from a pear to a pumpkin, In taste, it can only
be characterized as quite indescribable.

During the season at least ten million mangoes a day
must be eaten in India, one hundred million flies must be
buzzing around them duting the daylight houts, at least a
million cur dogs lick the discarded skins, several thousand
individuals slip on ‘them, and several hundreds 2 day, at
least, die of colic from eating the fruit unripe. The mango,
in shott, is of national importance.

Yet there is no epic of the mango, no lyric of the mango,
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indeed no mention of it in Aryan literature. ‘There is a
conspiracy of silence about the mango. Men tremble befote
its possibilities, shrink before the unknown potentialities for
good and for evil that lie in its luscious heart. Alluring yet
baffling, with its problems all unsolved, it remains the mystery
fruit of the East.

The afternoon we left Bangalore for Ootacamund 2 mob
of gentle Muhammadans tore 2 Hindu to bits in the bazaar,
which gave the place the local colour it had been lacking
before.

Mussoorie and Murree are both banal to a degree, but
the former is probably the pleasanter of the two, being
- less official. There is an hotel in Mussoorie where they ring
a bell j just before dawn so that the pious may say their prayers
and the i 1mp1ous get back to their beds.

“Ooty” is known as the “Queen of Hill Stations”,
although who calls it that we don’t quite know. Perhaps
the judges and generals who go there on leave. On “Ooty’s”
delightful downs all the rank and fashion of the presidency
may be seen on horseback in pink coats and top-hats hunting
jackal with English foxhounds. The hunting is good, the
motor roads supetlative. ‘There is no more delightful spot—
for millionaires and for polo.

Passing any central Asian village to-day, you may see the
ancient game of polo being played in the village street, just
exactly as it has been played in Central Asia for these last
three thousand years. China, of course, which égims the
beginnings of polo as it does of chess, spillikins, the dope
habit, and most other divetsions of the modern or ancient
wotld, undoubtedly had drawings of polo matches in pro-
gtess at a time when the other nations of antiquity were still
too busy settling their blood-feuds to devote much attention
to play. A

‘But nearer our own day are the Great Moghuls of India,
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those rollicking bandits who swept down on the fair fat land
of Hindustan with their lean hordes of Turkomans and
gobbled everything up. These Moghuls were great polo-
players. It is on record that the Emperor Akbar reproved
a courtier for slackness in his play, and this emperot’s court
and household had to be diligent in their attendance at the
polo-ground. Akbar’s polo-pony stables are still in existence
at Fatehpur-Sikri, his ruined city near Agra, with their great
red-sandstone mangers. To any polo-lover they speak
eloquently of the great emperor’s practical interest in the
game and his grip of details. Akbar was just the build for
a first-class player, and if what we are told of his eye be true,
that he never missed anything he aimed at—then; mounted
as he must have been on the very best animal that money
could buy or power acquire, he must have been up to inter-
national form. He was strong, stocky, with an exceptionally
powetful seat, and a nerve that nothing could daunt.

It is a thousand pities that no more accurate records
exist of the game in those days. As far as can be judged,
it differed but little from the game as played to-day, except
that the players were not limited, as at present, to four a side.
Ponies were rather smaller, and sticks followed suit; other-
wise the rules were to all intents and purposes identical.

Nowadays, polo in India is becoming a rich man’s game,
as it has long been in England and America. Gone are the
days when the subaltern played his pony three chukkers
every polo day and then harnessed it up to the buggy and
trotted it to the club, where it waited between the shafts
» while its master refreshed himself after the exertions of the
afternoon.

Par excellence, polo is the sport of kings in India. A
big tournament, such as is held at Calcutta or Delhi, where all
the “flower of Rajput chivalry” (in fact as well as in name)
and all the premier princes of India congregate to play,
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is for sheer spectacular effect better worth watching than even
the fastest of international polo. For speed, brilliance,
diversity of strokes, and fine horsemanship there is nothing
to compare with a first-class India team, such as those of
Jodhpur or Patiala at the present day.

A cheap game polo can never be again in India. Indeed,
it would lose half its fascination but for the perfect horse-
flesh to be seen on the polo-ground to-day. But although
polo is not for paupers, neither is it yet the sole prerogative
of millionaires. It is a game in which almost evetyone of
the official classes in India can take part, if they have the will
to do so, and it is a great pity that the will is not more universal,
for there is no finer game in the wozld, nor one better suited
to fit the Englishman for the problems he must face in that
country.

Long may the rajah, the soldier, and the civilian meet
in friendly rivalry on the polo-ground! Here, at any rate,
there is no truth in the saying that “East is East and West
is West, and never the twain shall meet”—because they do
meet, in terrific encounters in which every nerve of men and
horses is strained to beat the opponent. East and West
bump and barge and swear at each other and fight a grim
battle until the close of play. ‘Then East and West go off arm
in arm, and the best men have won, and everybody is pleased.

What shall we say of “Naughty Naini”? There is a
lovely lake there. When the moon is at its full you can row
across the radiant watets to the willows by the farther bank.
‘The moonlight falls in patches through the trelfS of these
willows—ah, what whispered vows this friendly spot has
heard! Fortunate it is that the willows of Naini Tal will
not tell. |

There is also a Royal Naini Tal Yacht Club, whose mem-
bers may be seen wearing their nautical caps and shivering
their timbers every evening from six to eight.
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As to Simla, the Mecca of the mediocre man, you may
voyage from Perim to Pekin during the hot season without
finding such pleasant companionship and such supetlative
port as you may get at the United Services Club. Simla
is an interesting place for the student of the human comedy,
provided he climbs Jakko Hill once a week and contemplates
the sacred monkeys with eyes of understanding. ,

‘The only other golf-coutse as good as “Ooty’s” is
that of Gul Marg in Kashmir. Gul Marg is 8,500
feet high, and the altitude sometimes causes palpitation
among the- newly arrived, which can, however, be cot-
rected by asking the advice of the popular chief steward
of the club. The gaiety of Gul Marg during its short
season, July to September, is something staggering. You
dance till dawn, consume a plate of eggs and bacon, and play
a round of golf—by that time the sun is up; you change
out of your evening things, which will be the worse for wear
by then, have your bath, breakfast, take a nap; another
round of golf; ‘and one o’clock finds you back among the
throng who are fortifying themselves with gin-and-bitters
to face their wives at lunch. In the afternoon there is polo,
tennis, more golf, or 2 picnic. Picnics are popular in Gul
Matg; you climb up mountainsides with short-skirted
enchantresses, munch snow at the Frozen Lakes, pick flowers
and ferns, and probably fall in love or over a precipice. In
the evening, of course, you dance. Finally, when you have
compromised yourself, or when you can’t distinguish a
golf-ball from a liver-spot, you motor down hill to Stinagar
and study the lotuses there.
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CHAPTER XXXII
* THE VALE OF KASHMIR

As you stand upon the Throne of Solomon—the mountain
overlooking Srinagar and its lakes in the far-famed Vale of
Kashmir—you may see one of the most remarkable and
romantic views on earth: not a view, indeed, but a vision
of surpassing loveliness.

At your feet lies the painted city of Strinagar, among
groves of green, seamed by sapphire waterways. Beyond
is the great Dal Lake with its famous floating gardens, past
which the Moghul emperors were rowed in stately procession
to their lakeside pleasaunces, and past which to-day go the
houseboats of the holiday-makers who are spending their
well-earned leave among the embowered glades of the Happy
Valley. These floating gardens, renowned in story and song,
are made in a very simple fashion and for a very utilitarian
purpose. ‘They are vegetable gardens, made by cutting
aquatic plants a foot or two below the surface of the water,
and then entangling sedges and rushes in their stems, to form
a woof in which detritus collects ; in a year or two an excellent
vegetable garden has grown out of the limpid waters of the
lake, and golden water-melons begin to spggut where the
water-lily has lately been, and cucumbers and tomatoes,
greatly to the pleasure and profit of the Kashmiri' floating-
gardenet, whose eye for beauty is not as acute as his desire
for cash.

- In the distance you may see the gardens of Shalimar:
terrace upon terrace of green lawn with gorgeous banks
of flowers sloping down to the Dal. These are the gardens



Other fakirs stand on their heads for long stretches at a time,
in order to save their souls.



A holy man who claims to have the power of raising the dead. He tells us that
he has studied for thirty years under the wise men of Tibet, custodians of the wis-
dom of the world, some of whom are over seven hundred years of age!
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whete the fierce Central Asiatics of the seed of Tamerlane—
men of the same breed and the same mould of countenance
as many of the chief Bolsheviki to-day—took their queens
from the dust of the sweltering empire they had conquered,
to live and to love among the fountains of a veritable Elysium.
It is small wonder that the Great Moghuls spent their honey-
moons here. It is a land of love, as well as a land to love.

Circling all the valley, over the wreaths and pennons of
cloud that hang over the margin of the waters, stand the
Himalayas, sweeping up and up, and stretching back and back,
to the white and eternal solitudes of Karakoram, Kinchin-
junga, and Everest. A noble frame to a noble picture,
enchanting in its colour and unsurpassed in its grandeur.

All over the Eastern wotld the City of Waters and its
surroundings are held in veneration. As men from northern
~ Europe come down for their holidays and their honeymoons

to the shores of the Mediterranean, as the New Yorker goes

to Florida and California, or the Montrealer to the lakes of
the Canadian Rockies, or the Spaniard to the Balearic Islands,
or the Japanese to Nikko, or the Cockney to Clacton-on-Sea,
so from all over the sweep of the Ganges plains, from the
Brahmaputra Valley, and from the land of the Five Rivers—
from end to end of India as far south as the Vyndhyas—come
profiteers and poets, bureaucrats and babus, saints to worship
at the shrine of Amarnath and sinners to carouse with the-
milk-faced maidens of Kashmir. . . .

“If on Earth there be a2 Heaven of bliss,
It is this, it is this, it is this |”

Dawn on the Arabian Desert has been desctibed as
waking in the heart of an opal ; the snow-capped volcanoes
and glaciers breaking off into Resurrection Bay on the Alaskan
coast are among the most awe-inspiring wotks of Natute ;

and for dramatic suddenness the terrific Grand Canyon’
' ' P
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of the Colorado is unsurpassed on earth; but the high
Himalayas stand alone, above all the wonders of the world,
above all the things of beauty and of terror on this planet.

Although the magic of the great mountains is inde-
scribable, yet every man who sees the Himalayas from the
-Vale of Kashmir or from Tiger Hill in northern Bengal
feels that he must bear witness to this white wondet that has
been unveiled before him and that has taken him, perhaps
for 2 moment only, above thc cares and. crampmgs of his
normal world: -

For an hour we have been sitting on a moss-covered
rock on the north-west slope of Tiger Hill facing mighty
Kinchinjunga and the great white giants of ice and rock
that bar the way to Central Asia, the home of sages, the cradle
of the human race. Although we are 9,000 feet above the
plain behind us, we are neatly 20,000 feet below the mightiest
mountains in the world that tower in mid-heaven before us.
Across the valley, which drops 4,000 feet, rise the guardians of
* Tibet, with Kinchinjunga, their monarch, standing before that
land of mystery, the realm of the Dalai Llama. Below us,
to the left and just out of sight, is the road to Lhasa, the road
we one day hope to travel. And there also lie the mountains
of Nepal and Katmandu, the forbidden capital of the
maharajah of Nepal. Directly in front of us is the flowery
land of Sikkim, paradise of botanists. At the farthest end
of Sikkim we can just see, like a dent in the frosting of a
wedding-cake, the Jelap-la, the ice-covered pass into Tibet.
Behind us stretch Bengal, the valley of the Ganges, and the
torrid and teeming plains of India.

For days we have been living in soft white clouds, and
for hours on end we have been swept by rains that seemed to
threaten to remove our bungalow from Senchal Hill to the
colossal chasm below Darjecling. But this afternoon a
wind from the direction of Mount Everest blew the monsoon
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mist out of our eyes and cleared the sky, so that instead of
seeing a few yards our sight suddenly extended for a hundred
miles and more. Below it is still raining and clouds are
tumbling in the valley between us and Tibet, but here the
horizon sweeps an arc of a thousand miles from the great
hills to the great plams -

Kinchinjunga is just across the valley only forty miles
away. It piles up in the sky to 28,000 feet, only a thousand
feet less than Everest, and it is pethaps the grandest mountain
of the earth. On either side are Kabru and Jannu, rising
to 24,000 and 25,000 feet respectively.

As we sit here on our rock on Tiger Hill watching the
clouds go troopmg past Kinchinjunga, it reminds us of a
military review with chhm]unga the king, and the billowy
white masses a2 mighty cosmic army parading before our eyes.
See how that big cloud rolls up and completely shuts off
Kinchinjunga, just as Foch once overshadowed Poincaré
when he marched along the Elysees at the head of his poi/us.

As the sun drops over the ice-rim of Tibet, the snowy
summits of the Himalayas ate tipped with gold like the °
“tyi” of a Burmese pagoda. And behind us the sky is
brilliant with colour over the plains of Bengal. Here is a
high hotizon of the vividest ultramarine that looks as if the
seas had surged over India as they did over Atlantis of old.
The mountains against the sunset seem as though some
Titan’s furnace had opened behind them.

Far to the northward the “Alpine glow” lights three
far-distant peaks. The middle one, inconspicuous owing
to the distance, and looking like an ice-cream cone, is Everest.
Somewhere on that slope in imagination we see a camp,
a handful of plucky Englishmen smoking their pipes, and
around them coolies cooking dinner, yaks chewing the cud.
May the god of the Holy Mountain look with favour on their
next attempt ! - .
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An hour ago it was datk in this valley at the foot of Tiger
Hill, and now that the sunset above has faded, the blue haze
rising out of the forest becomes deeper and deepcr Itisa
dim, indistinct wotld down there. Far down in the valley
below us the little toyhouses of the tea-planters become vaguer
- and vaguer, and the dwellings of Datjeeling clinging to the
mountainside melt into the wreaths of azure that creep over
the layers of the landscape.

In the high heaven there is a tiot of colour—alizarine,
turquoise, violet, crimson—where the setting sun touches the
rain-clouds with his glory. ~ A giant with fist outstretched
has passed across the west. And now a gigantic dragon has
stretched his length across a hundred miles of Himalayas.
A mass of vapour, like thick-flocked wool, tises out of the
valley, a white wall through which nothing can be seen.
Then slowly, with twisting laminz, like the iris of a lens, an
aperture forms in the white wall and Kinchinjunga is framed
in the oval.

The sun is still shining there on that hlgh and haughty
crest where the winds of the world are sweeping. A flam-
boyant flame burns about the crest like a streak of fire, like
a comet’s tail. It is the banner cloud, the radiance of driven
snow caught by the last rays of a sun that has left the world
of men but still lingers among the great white brethren of
Tibet.

But how futile we stand before the Himalayas, with our
cameras and our stylographs and our stammered words of
praise! What are our adjectives and ideas? The Hima-
layas ate utterly above the contriving of our language. Only
the soul of man may know them. Our puny minds can
make some guess Of the time when they began, may see
some glimmering of the day that will come when they shall
vanish in the ruin of the wotld; yet we know nothing, can
imagine nothing, so wonderful is their present glory with the
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sunset on their stainless snows. They stand, for us creatures
of a day, from eternity to eternity. They began before out
race began, and before they crumble in cataclysmic night the
eyes of our posterity will have closed. Notr tongue nor
pen may tell their wonder. We can only look. We have
reached a borderland, a zero, an infinity—something that
exists but that we cannot express. Throned above all the
wotld and crowned with the glory of the sunset, the Hima-
layas are indeed the kings of earth. -

It is bitter cold on Tiger Hill, and it is dark now, and it
will soon be dinnet-time. A bath, a dinner, a fire await
us at Senchal Bungalow And so we take our leave of the
Himalayas to-mght, going down without tummg our backs
on his seraphic majesty, chhm]unga
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CHAPTER XXXIII
THE LONDON OF JOHN BULL’S TROPIC REALM

OF course, Calcutta and the Indian Empire might have
happened even in spite of Doctor Gabriel Boughton and the -
little Moghul princess whose dress caught fire. For old
Job Charnock was a very determined man and behind h1m
were very determined men.

Old Job Chatnock founded Calcutta one August day in
the year 16go—he just stood there in his_breeches on the
banks of the river Hughli, and said, “We’ll build a city here I”’
And he did. In 1700 there were 10,000 people in Calcutta.
In 1800 there were 200,000. In 1930 there are more than a
million. It is the most important city in the East, richer
even than Shanghai.

At half after one o’clock on Thursday, November 17, 1759,
Lotd Clive was playing cards in this same city of Job Char-
nock’s, when a sweating messenger arrived from Colonel
Fotde, at Bidera, up-tiver, asking for an Order in Council
authorizing him to attack the Dutch. Clive didn’t interrupt
his rubber ; having played his hand, he scribbled while the
cards were being cut and shuffled :

“Dear Forde—Fight them immediately and I will send you an Order
in Council to-morrow”.

That was the spitit! They defeated the Dutch, they
drove out the French, and settled down. There were men
in those days in Calcutta who
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“Now took a fleet, now sold a pound of tea,
Weighed soall’la stormed forts, Eeld princes in terrorem,
Drank, fought, smoked, lied, went home, and good papas
Gave diamonds to their little boys for taws™.

And their descendants are worthy of them. The times
are less spacious, perhaps, but they make all the money they
can, and that is a lot. If you ask one of the Scotch burra
sahibs how business is, a pained look comes into his face.
He hates talking of his hundred and ﬁfty per cent. dividends.
So we won’t, either.

The Maidan is the greatest feature of Calcutta. In fact
it is Calcutta. 'The place couldn’t exist without it. Where
else could the non-co-operators hold their meetings ?  Where
could the British ride and play golf ? Where could the races
and the football matches be held ?

At the far end is the Victoria Memorial, a wedding-cake-
like affair, not actually ugly, but hardly worth £1,000,000,
and at the other end the Eden Gardens, where twenty years
ago the wit and beauty of the capital used to drive of an
evening to listen to the band. Now it is the haunt of the
babu and the antelope-eyed Eurasian girls, and of sand-
baggers waiting for drunken sailors. Bang in the centre of
the Maidan is the Ochterlony monument, of which Mark
Twain says: “Every day from the battlements of Heaven,
Clive and Hastings look down and wonder which of the two
the monument is for ; they fret and worry because they cannot
find out, and the peace of Heaven is spoiled for them and
lost. But not so Ochtetlony. Ochtetlony is not troubled.
He doesn’t suspect that it is his monument., Heaven is sweet
and peaceful for him. There is a sort of unfairness about
it all”.

The botanical gardens of Calcutta are practically without
a rival. Sir-Joseph Hooker, who is an eminent authority,
says that they have contributed more useful and ornamental
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tropical plants to the public and private gatdens of the world
than any other establishment, either before or since. Hete
is the biggest banyan-tree in the world, one hundred years
old, and with two hundred aerial roots, if you care for that
sort of thing.

As to the Zoo, there are some fine specimens (as is only
right) of the Bengal tiger, and an attractive hippopotamus
with a dentrifice smile. The museum contains the finest
" existing specimens of the fossil vertebrates of the Siwalik
age—to be explicit, it contains things like a cross between
a dog and a polar bear, and an eagle and a poached egg.
A day in this museum will teach you more of India than a
week of reading. |

The place of the Black Hole has been restored by Lotd
“Curzon (all over India we come across marks of his revetence
for the past), and you may see the actual size of that
historic chamber where the British suffered and died—*“the
seed from which sprang the Battle of Plassey, that laid deep
and strong the foundation of England’s colossal Indian
sovereignty”.

To-day the site is marked by an cngraved plate and an
iton fence. On this spot there once was a room hardly
eighteen feet square whete one hundred and forty-six British
prisoners were packed by the victorious nabob of Bengal.
‘They had space neither to stand nor to breathe. The weather
was sweltering hot. The prisoners were confined in the
evening. Before dawn all were dead but twenty-three.

Three generations or so ago the:story was familiar to
everyone in the world. To-day no one seems to know any-
thing about it, but as long as men walk this earth the echo of
that episode will remain. Those who survived did so by
sucking the perspiration from their own clothing, and from
that of those nearest them. The details of what occured in
that hole of horrors leave one dumb. It was the ghastly
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Jagannath (Juggernaut) on the left, his brother on the right, and his wife down
at the bottom in the middle.



In entering some Hindu temples a worshiper must run a gauntlet of weird and sometimes indescribable carvings.



The London of Jobn Bull's Tropic Realm 233

tragedy of the Black Hole that brought young Clive, one of
the greatest military geniuses in history, storming up from
southern India. It was the Black Hole that brought on that
extraordinary battle, whose like was not seen on earth from
Agincourt down to Allenby’s sweeping victory over the
Turks at Armageddon.

The fort, the High Court (a dreadful building, which
the guide-book says is copied after the Halle des Drapiers
at Ypres, which we can hardly credit, as it is nothing like the
Halle), the cathedral, the university, Thackeray’s house, and
Duelling Lane can be neglected,

But everyone should wandert, for an hour ot so, down
Park Street and in old Calcutta, to the cemetery where Rose
Aylmer lies :- )

“Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes
May weep but never see |

A night of memories and sighs
I dedicate to thee I”

Leaving the cemetery, one should wander through the
streets and squares built by the English during the last two
hundred years. No other city in the East is built so solidly,
or has such a “London look”.

Calcutta is teputed to be one of the most “cliquey”
places in India. Yet the Scotch, who form the bulk of its
society, are the kindliest people in the world—within strictly
defined limits. They dislike the society of foreigners,
adventurers, upstarts, and natives. You must convince
Calcutta that you don’t belong to any of these undesirable
classes (unless very eminent in them, of course) before you
can cross the threshold of the Bengal Club, even as a guest.
Incidentally (and without exaggeration, in this chapter that
is gradually filling with supetlatives, as a duckpond doth with *
weeds), the Bengal Club is one of the best in the world. No
one who knows it will gainsay this.
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As to the Tutf Club, that holy of holies of the racing elect,
few even among the Calcuttaites belong, it is so confoundedly
select. Here is drawn the world-famous Calcutta Sweep,
worth £100,000 or mote, each year.

Then there is the Tollygunge Club, a dehghtful sylvan
retreat, where paper-chases are held every Sunday. There
are young fnen in top-boots, and gitls just out from the
British Isles, with the roses of York and Lancaster and the
Highlands still in their cheeks, and old butra sahibs and their
wives, with complexions of parchment, and ponies squealing,
and hotns tooting, and khitmutgars bustling -around with
trays. Everyone is talking and laughing and discussing the
dance the night before at the Saturday Club, and taking a
little cherry brandy as jumping-powder. At last they all
make 2 move to their hotses.
 ‘They’te off ! After a few minutes of cracking pace all

save the peerless few are out of the race. The remainder
jog back to the starting-point, and wait around for
breakfast.

Breakfast is a hearty meal of the curries for which Benga.l .
is famous, eggs, meats, fruit salad, and draughts of iced beer,
topped off with a little more cherry brandy. Then with
Coronas between their lips, Calcutta’s sportsmen are ready
to motor home, feeling that after all this exercise their livers
can stand the wear and tear of Calcutta for another week.
And with it all they keep “vera weel” and live to a ripe and
revered old age. "

It is a rainy Saturday afternoon. The Maidan looks as
~ gteen as green can be.  Five games of football are going on.
The players ate chiefly Bengalis, and they play in their bare
feet. One game, railed off from the others, is a first-league
match, a Bengali team against British soldiers. A roar goes
up as the Bengali outside-right makes a good run—a roar such
as you may hear at the Yankee Stadium when Babe Ruth
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knocks a homer into the centre-field bleachers, a little shriller
pethaps, but still from the heart of the crowd. ’

Beyond smokes the shipping of the “Satanic Enghsh”
who invented this football game, and a few things like the
new councils, as well as Calcutta, this London of Britain’s
“tropic tealm”.
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CHAPTER XXXIV
ON THE ROAD TO ELEUSIS

MrystERIES and signs have an attraction that is as old as it is
irresistible. ‘The rites of Orpheus, the cult of Eleusis, the
secret words of Solomon, weave a spell about our common
intelligence.  So also with regard to the mysteries of the East
and the magic of Indian holy.men: we are ready to believe
‘anything (in reason) about them, and we feel distinctly hurt
when 2 yogi, living in Chicago, spoils the spell by writing
a book on yoga, showing how it is done, giving the whole
show away, and wrecking another of our illusions. The
ob;ectxon to learning yoga out of a book is, of course, that it
is just about as easy as learning golf out of a book.

To know about yoga, you must be a yogi. There is no
other way. And mote, if you practise the breathing, posture,
and meditation in the seclusion of your room, without the
help of a living teacher, you are just about as likely to get
them right as you would be to get the pronunciation of
Russian words right by studying a dictionary. This is
simple sense.

Go to India, therefore, or for ever hold your peace on
yoga. And, having gone, you will realize how difficult it is
not to hold your peace. How impossible it is, in other words,
to reconcile the ancient wisdom with the printed word. Ink
and pulp-paper are not proper vehicles for the syllables of
the sages.

Without, however, going into a disquisition of the
“kingly wisdom” and the “kingly mystery”, we may find
much that is of absotbing interest in the various sects and
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denominations of those who study occult things in the land
of the occult. And first of all, thete ate no dabblets in
mysticism in India, no “sissies,” highbrow widows, or
emotional ‘zsthetes. Or, if there are, they soon give up to
get down to business. ‘The man or woman who sets out to
study the hidden powers of Nature in India does so with all
the definiteness of a man training for a boat-race. He knows
it is a whole-time job, something to be worked for, not talked
about.

And secondly, the yogi undergoes real privation. To
this extent at Jeast he is entitled to our respect. Abandoning
house and home, and all food eaten in towns, he seeks refuge
in a lonely wood. Here he shaves off the tuft of hair that every
orthodox Hindu keeps in the centre of his head, and seeks
out a guru, just as the keen golfer seeks out the expert pro-
fessional. The guru whispers into the ears of the neophyte
various instructions as to stance and swing, much like the
golf professional, and also gives him some sacred formula,
such as “Namah sivayah” ot “Aum namab sivayah”. He is
then re-named, and goes through a course of exercises in
breathing, sitting, and meditation, which frequently terminate
his earthly career. Here, for instance, is the experience of
one wou'd-be mystic, who decided he would live to be a holy
man another day, and has developed into a prosperous mer-
chant instead:

“I spent the greater part of the mght awake, with my
mind a blank, fixedly repeating the mystic syllable OM. I
stared at the sky until I saw a2 moon which was not there, then
gradually the whole heaven filled with moons. I held my
breath till I fainted”. )

If the yogi survives this routine and certain exercises
connected with the control of involuntary muscular action
he is given some testing penances—such as standing statk
naked in the sun, surrounded by fires ; sitting immersed in
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water for days on end ; standing on one leg for a month at
a time ; ot taking a vow of silence for several years. Also
 he is sent on one of two pilgrimages, begging his way. If he
has committed any venial offence, such as adultery or killing
a'low-caste man, he will also probably have to fee the priests,
- or if he has done more deadly deeds, such as preventing a
‘cow from drinking, or annoying a Brahmin, he may have to
make the pilgtimage to the temple of Jagannath and expiate
- his offence by measuring.his length in the dust all the way to
that holy shrine.

When the apprentxceshlp is complete, the sannyasi (for
so he is now called) prepares his own funeral rites, indicating -
the death of the flesh and rebirth to spiritual life. He then
assumes the saffron robe, and is accounted a holy man before _
all his people.

Soon, probably, he starts smoking hempf-for it is a
cutious fact that a large proportion of Indian mystics are
addicted to this form of intoxication. Later, he becomes a
paramahansa, which means a. “great goose”, and is the
highest order of holy man. He goes on many pilgrimages
to the great and popular shrines at Benares, at Madura, at
Puri, and if he be of an especial piety and recondite holiness
he may journey for occult meditation at the Black Pagoda.

Some time ago a “great goose” came to the house of a
learned Calcutta Brahmin, with a number of his followers.
The paramahansa declared that he was entirely above cold or
hunger and required nothing of any kind to sustain life,
- His followers, however, were not so other-worldly, and ate
quite a lot, as the leamed Brahmin found to his cost. They"
also thieved a good deal, and gave other trouble. In fact,
they were a very dissolute lot, but the learned Brahmin put
up with them for the sake of the one righteous man among
them, the great-goose saint who wanted no mortal sustenance.
No doubt he was a most remarkable man, endowed with
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powers above the common lot of mortals, for he kep: fat and
well on a simple diet of air. Most carefully the Brahmin
watched him, and to make quite certain took precautions
so that no food could possibly get to the holy man, who
never left the room he occupied in the Brahmin’s house.
So impressed was the Brahmin, after months of observation,
with the miraculous power of the patamahansa, that he
presented him and his followers with a purse amounting to
several thousands of rupees. Years later, however, he was
disillusioned. In the course of a journey he saw one of the
companions of the holy man tilling a field. He went up to the
ploughman and questioned him as to the paramahansa’s
welfare. The man shrugged his shouldets and smiled, then
he said :

“He is not a holy man at all; and 35 to keeping himself
alive without food, that is easily explained 1”
- “Please tell me,” said the Brahmin.

“I will tell you for two gold pieces,” said the ploughman,

“Here they are |” answered the Brahmin quickly. The
secret was cheap at the price. After biting the mohurs, to
see that they were soft gold, the labourer replied :

“The truth is, he kept himself ahve on food I vomited
for him.”

So it was the Brahmin who was t.he “great goose, ” after
all | :

“Of him who gives natural birth, and him who gives
knowledge of the whole Veda, the giver of sacred knowledge .
is the mote venerable father”. This is the opinion of Manu,
the lawgiver of the ancient Aryans and the earliest sage in
history. In short, to be the father of a baby is easier than to
beget 2 new idea. Few will dispute this, but as a matter of
fact the saddhus of India are responsible for more of the former
than the latter, because one of their chief functions, after
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they have passed their novitiate and have become full-
fledged holy men, is to weave spells for the consolation of
the childless.

One of the most mterestmg of all the classes of saddhus
is the tantrick. His is the “serpent-power” known to Egyp-
tian Isis and golden-haired Dionysus. The rites are accom-
plished by the meeting of eight, nine, or eleven couples, with
the fivefold cetemony of union, gesticulation, flesh, fish,
and wine. Some among their number practise a horrible
form of meditation called “siva sadhana,” performed seated
on the body of a corpse.

That other acts, more ghastly still, form part of this living
religion is shown by the fact that on December 29, 1884,
Mr. Krishna Dass Babaji, a respectable cdlerk, was fined
fifteen rupees by Mr. Sen, then the district magistrate of
Bethampur, for committing a public nuisance, in that he ate
part of the dead body of a2 woman at Khagra Ghat. . . .

" ‘This leaves us dumb. No doubt Mr. Babaji only did this
in order to fulfill some rite of his Aghorpanthi sect—still,
a fine. of fifteen rupees seems unsuitable. It is either too
much, or too little, according to the point of view you take,



Hanuman, the monkey god.



Occasionally an old man or woman will hurl himself in front of the wheels, believing that if he is crushed to death by
the car he will go straight to Paradise without suffering the tortures of coming back to this world in any other incarnations.
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CHAPTER XXXV

THE MAN WHO RAISES THE DEAD

INSTEAD of going to the Everglades of Florida in search of
the Fountain of Youth, Ponce de Leon should have turned the
prow of his galleon toward Hindustan. There is a yogi in
India who claims to have discovered the principle of life in
the sun’s rays. He claims to be able with this power to
resurrect both men and animals, and to have discovered the
Spring of Perpetual Life for which De Leon sought in vain.

- We heard of him almost by chance. It was while we
were at Puri, the holiest clty of the Hindus. We had gone to
call on the manager of the Temple of Jagannath, Rai Bahadur
Sakki Chand, a distinguished and scholarly gentleman who
has retired from an inspectorship in the Indian police to take
up his present appointment. His claim to a knowledge of
the world and a robust common sense no one can dispute.

"~ We asked him whether he knew of any gemuine yogis.
We said that we had heard that there were still men living
in India who were the guardians of the unwritten wisdom of
the ages, which is passed from master to disciple by signs and
secret words, but which is never committed to writing or
divulged to strangers. We said we had heard this, but
doubted whether thete was any “wisdom” which could not
be uttered and enunciated in the usual way. '

- “I have no doubt at all that there is a secret knowledge,”
he replied, "‘and that there are seers to whom it is revealed.
But such men are few and far between. You must not
confuse them with ash-covered ascetics and juggling fakirs.
Here in Puti there is a saddhu who will interest you. I will

Q
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not express any opinion on his powers myself. But go and"
see him. His name is Saddhu Bisudhanan Dhan. Anyone
will tell you where he lives, close to the police lines.”

“And has he really got supernatural powers?” we
inquired.

“Supernatural ? ‘That depends. . . . Go and see him if
you ate interested in occult things.”

We went. But first we made some mqumes about his
history and antecedents. He was being watched by the
police, of course. He would be watched by the police in
any country. A man like him would have been hung as a
sorcerer in New England, not so long ago.

Briefly, his history is this: He was botn at Hoogli in
‘Bengal, fifty years ago. When a lad of thirteen, he was
bitten by a mad dog, and his mother brought him to the
Ganges to die. The sight of water terrified him ; none the
less he was plunged into the sacred river, like all Hindus about
to die. Then a cutious thing happened. His mother, and
the mourners who had assembled for the funeral obsequies,
noticed that when the boy was immersed in the Ganges the
water sank round his body, and that when he was raised again
the water rose also, in a column above his head. An old
saddhu who happened to be on the spot declared that the lad
was destined for great things. He gave him a root to rub
on the dog-bite and prophesied that Bisudhanan would
recover and be a great yogi. In a week he would return to
see how the lad was getting on.

When the saddhu came back the boy was cured. Naturally
he determined to follow the old saddhu to the ends of the
earth, and everyone, including his mother, thought this was
only reasonable.

Having adopted the sage as his guru, or spiritual father,
he was levitated with him to Tibet, and there studied the
science of solar energy for thirty years or so among the
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ageless masters of mankind, who are known to the wise as
the “Great White Brethren”, and live in the remote fastnesses
of the Himalayas, where titesome travellers can’t take snap-
shots.

After his studies he travelled for seven years, and then
settled down at Benares to help the world. His disciples
have given him a house at Benares, 2 modern bungalow and
garden near the beach at Puri, and a flat in Calcutta. ‘They
are also building a laboratory for him on the banks of the
Ganges. Some of his disciples are men of wealth. One is
a rajah. He is on the threshold of the secret of life. In a
few years—or a few lives, pethaps—he thinks he will have
conqueted death. . . . Chi vivrd verrd!

Sparrows and small animals that have been dead for
some time he has already succeeded in tesurrecting. A
disciple who holds a post of considerable importance in the
Calcutta Government told us about these apocalyptic sparrows.
Two birds were carefully and completely strangled by a
low-caste man, and after strangulation were left for four hours,
to make sure that life was extinct. Then the saddhu came
along with his magnifying glass, concentrated a little sunlight -
on their glazed eyes, and lo | the rumpled feathers stirred,
their beaks opened, and with a shake and a hop and a chirrup
and a flutter, the sparrows flew away, praising the Lord of
birds and men.

Not once, but twenty times, has the saddhu demonstrated
this miracle to his disciples. Soon, in the laboratory that is
being fitted up for him in Benares, he hopes to begin expeti-
ments on 2 human body.

“All energy on this planet comes from Our Lord the Sun.
All power over things terrene is to be found in His rays—
if you know how to find the right rays” That, roughly,
is the saddhu’s theory.

* Having found the right rays of the spectrum, he gains
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control over molecular enetgy, that vast untapped force hidden
in the heart of matter that Western science can reason about,

but cannot use. Having reached this latent force, not only
will he be able to make dead things live, but he will also have
command over the whole energy of the cosmos. So Saddhu
Bisudhanan Dhan is looking forward to a busy life.

Meanwhile he disclaims divinity, and explains that he
is only a student of the science of “survabigan”, “light-
power”,

We went, then, one Sunday afternoon, armed with a
Graflex camera. We were two matter-of-fact, wotldly-
minded, and, we dare say, extremely circumspect inquirets.
What follows we saw with our four eyes.

We found the saddhu giving a lecture to his disciples,
about twenty in number, in the verandah of his house. They
were chiefly Bengalis, well-to-do, intelligent merchants and
officials. The saddhu squattcd in a “long chair”, with his
disciples on the floor. He is 2 man of full habit of body,
with a thinnish grey-brown beard. For attite he wears a
single saffron sheet about his loins and the Brahminical
thread. His hands were plump and comely. He has a
quick, quizzical expression, and exceptionally large eyes, full
of humout and with that quality of looking beyond you into
infinities of space that is common among people of this class.
You would say that he was a magnetic pcrsonality, even if
you hadn’t been. expecting to find him a magician.

The mahatma (for so he is called) shook hands and asked

us to be seated. Disciples brought chairs. There ensued’
a painful silence. ‘The disciples stared. At last the mahatma
inquired whether we had any questions to ask.
'~ We replied that we had no particular question, but that
we had heard of his fame and felt we couldn’t leave Puri
without seeing him. Would he mind having his photograph
taken? Not at all, ‘The mahatma was delighted.
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“Ask him any question, and he will answer it,” said one
of the disciples, after the Graflex had done its duty.

“Well, then, will the mahatma kindly tell us what our
object was in coming here 7> We didn’t know ourselves, as
a matter of fact. -

Immediately the saddhu answered that his revered guru
had particulatly urged him never to answer questions like
that, Silence again. Finally we said:

“Will the mahatma show us any evidence of his supet-
. natural powers ?’—It was no good beating about the bush.

The mahatma nodded pleasantly, but did not move. He
just squatted there in his long chair, motionlesss, apparently
amused.

“What would you like to see ? asked a dlsc1p1e “He
can make fruit or sweetmeats for you out of the air, or turn
cotton-wool into camphor, or he can command any scent
you like to come to you from the circumambient ether.”.

We looked at each other. On consideration, we plumped
for the last miracle, as being the hardest to fake.

A d15c1p1e was sent to get the mahatma’s magmfymg
glass and a piece of cotton-wool. The disciple showed us .
the cotton-wool. It was odoutless, and the magnifying
glass was a double convex lens with a tiny wire handle.
We watched the mahatma’s every movement. We wete
within four or five feet of him. He took the cotton in
the forefinger and thumb of his left hand and the lens in
his right. He focussed the lens so that a spot of light shone
on the wool. After one second, or less, he handed us the
wool. We sniffed. It smelt of violets. Then he tore off
another bit of the same wool, focussed the light on it as before,
and handed it to us. It smelt of attar of roses. Once again
he produced a peculiar native scent.

Then he put the magnifying glass down and sat impassive,
smiling slightly, satisfied that he had amused children with
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childish things. There was nothing near him that could
have held the various scents. He himself was nude to the
waist. . The experiment most cettainly was unpremeditated.
He did not know that we were going to call.

“Has the mahatma powers of hypnoﬁsm also ?* we asked
of the disciples.

The mahatma and his disciples laughed - .

“In the wink of an eye,” explained one of the neophytes,
- “the mahatma could mesmerize you and all of us here. ‘That
~is one of the very first things he learned in Tibet, nearly
forty yeats ago.”

Now, -ttue or not, everyone present (except outselves)
believed this. And there is contagion in belief.

Among these simple kindly people and in ordinary
surroundings, and with no prayers, incantations, or acces-
sories of magic, and in broad daylight, we felt that Mystery
had been brought close to us, and that we had touched her
garment’s hem.
~ Of the reality of what we saw we cannot doubt. How-
~ ever, we can offer no explanation of it,-without a much
longer study of the mahatma’s methods than is possible to
us now. Only one thing is sure: that there are more
things in Heaven and earth than are dreamed of in travellers’
philosophy !
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CHAPTER XXXVI
THE VOICE OF THE BLUE STONE

WE have come to Puri to pay our respects to the most idolized
idol in India, Jagannath, “Lord of the World”, the stodgy,
grinning god with the face of an Alaskan totem-pole. Along
with us have come a hundred thousand other human beings,
and billions of inhuman insects. To all of them, excepting
members of the Benares Boosters’ Club, Puri is the most
sacred Hindu city. Even old Barnum would have to admit
that the Car Festival of Jagannath at Puri is the “greatest
show on earth.”

To-morrow is the day of the main event, when Jagannath,
and his sister Subhadra, and his brother Balabhadra, make
their annual vacation trip to the Garden Temple, 2 mile and a
half away, in the mammoth cars that crunched and squashed
so many fanatical worshippers in the good old days before the
meddlesome British put a stop to that feature of the holiday
journey. , .

‘There are more of us here than the number of the
followers of the Prophet who make the pilgtimage to Mecca.
We have come from every corner of India, from the hills of
Assam to the backwaters of Travancore—farmers, money-
lenders, metal-workers, toddy-tappers, mendicants, criminals,
non-co-operatots, babus, lepers, jugglets, and two -women
for every man.

Any man who has been guilty of killing a cow, the most
horrible of all crimes in the eyes of the Hindu, must make
the last ten miles of the joutney by measuring his length
in the dust, throwing himself flat in the road, getting up
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and falling forward again, and so on until he reaches the centre
of all things in Puri—the white-fluted temple with the wheel-
like top where dwells the Lord of the World.

If Britain’s statesmen could visit Puri with us and see:
the Festival of Jagannath they would get a.cross-section of
three-fourths of the population of India ; and the experience
might make it easier for them to dccxdc whether the people

f this land are ready to take over the democratic institutions
bf the West, and whether the “Home Rule within the Em-

ire” scheme that the new reforms plan is to give them will
actually fit the needs of these strange races of Hindustan.

‘In Calcutta the other night, when we went to Howtrah
station to catch the Puri express, we were unable to get
within fifty yards of the main gateway to the train and had
to slip out to the train-shed through a side entrance used by
railway employees. For days thousands and thousands of
pilgrims had been camping in the main hall at Howrah,
eating their rice and fruit there, amid an incredible stench and
mess. Whenever a train was announced the vast throng
would jump up, and the men would pile the family bedding,
brass jars, babies, and bundles of food on the heads of their
docile wives, and then all would surge toward the train.
Hundreds squeezed through until the guards slammed the
gate. Whereupon the disappointed thousands, condemned
to wait over another night, would “turn to sleep again™ after
the ancient fashion of the East.

Thete is one unwelcome pilgrim who never fails to visit
Jagannath Car Festival. Although the agents of the Govern-
ment of India stand guard along every highroad and watch
every incoming train, this grim visitor not only sneaks
stealthily into Puri, but he likewise puts in an appearance at
every other festival in India. His name is “cholera bacillus”,
andasa “gamerer of graveyards” he has no peet. Uponout
arrival at the station Indian doctors, wearing red arm-bands,



Tour enormous ropes are attached to the car of Jagannath (Juggernaut) and then hundreds of thousands of pilgrims pull
him through the street.
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scrutinize us carefully as we pass out with the stream of
pilgrims. Later we learn that cholera has broken out a few
days before our arrival. Not far from the temple we find
temporary hospitals, and there are stretcher-bearers standing
in readiness wherever a crowd assembles to attend a ceremony.

In 1920, cholera carried off victims at the rate of over
one hundred a day, so the Brahmin manager of the Temple of
Jagannath informs us. But, fortunately, the toll was much
lighter last year. ' ‘

Medical men believe that this pestilence is due to the
eating of the fermented temple rice, which has been rejected
by Jagannath and hence is highly prized by the pilgtims.
Every day a large quantity of food is served to the wooden
deity of Puri by the Brahmin priests. But Jagannath has
lost his appetite for rice and sweetmeats, so this temple food,
after being offered to the god, is sold to the pilgrims, who
. believe it to contain wondrous powers for driving away all
bodily ills. ‘They disregard, alas, the advice of their scientific-
ally trained fellow-countrymen from the medical department
of the University of Calcutta, who Wwarn them that the crumbs
from the table of their god carry the fatal germs that annually
oblige so many hundreds to stay in Puri until nought remains
of them but a handful of ash at the buming-ghat for their
relatives to cast into the sea. Such is faith |

Puri is situated on a sandy seashore a night’s run by train -
down the coast of the Bay of Bengal from Calcutta. Not a
rock nor promontory interrupts the sweep of the beach for
miles, and white-capped rollers come tumbling in as they do
along the coast near Honolulu.

The waters of the bay at this point ate patticularly holy,
and in scarchmg for the explanation we uncover the story
of the origin of the Temple of Jagannath.

As the legend runs, during the Golden Age of Hinduism
a certain devout king of Malwa ruled over this section of
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India, who commissioned one of his Brahmin sages to go in
search of Vishnu, the only member of the Hindu trinity who
makes a practice of appearing before men in various wotldly
forms. In'the coutse of his wanderings the Brahmin pene-
trated a forest, whete he met fowler who worshipped a blue
stone, which he said was the abode of a spirit. Up to this”
point the Brahmin’s quest had been in vain, and it was with a
feeling rather of curiosity than of hope that he accompanied
the fowler to his blue stone. But to the amazement of the
Brahmin a voice came from the stone in response to the
fowler, saying: “O faithful servant, I am wearied of these
jungle flowers and fruits, and crave cooked rice and-sweet-
meats. No longer shalt thou see me in the form of thy blue
god. Hereafter I shall be known as Jagannath, the Lotd of
the World”. |

‘The Brahmin hutriedly returned to his king and teported
what had occurred. Calling for his state elephants, the
monatch proceeded to the dwelling of the fowler. But when
they went into the forest the blue stone had disappeared
The king was bewalhng his misfortune when a voice came
from a cloud, saying : “I am the spitit of the bluestone. And
if unto me thou wilt sacrifice a thousand horses, I will reappear
in the form of a log on the waves of yonder sea”. The king
~ complied, and, sure enough, the log appeared on the waves.
It was brought to the king, who ordered his workmen to
“shape it into an image. But it turned the edge of every tool.
After all had failed, an old man, a carpenter suffering from
elephantiasis, which made his legs look as large as the log
itself, petitioned the king for permission to undertake the
task. In spite of the derision of his courtiets, the monarch
agreed.

Then the aged carpenter insisted that he be permitted to

do his work behind locked doors, undisturbed, for fifteen
days. But with the curiosity for which women are celebrated
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in all countties, the queen began to pester her lord after a
few days, urging him to disregard his promise and go and see
how the old man was getting on. The unhappy king yielded.
But as soon as he unbolted the doot, the carpenter vanished,
for he was none other than Vishnu in disguise. However,
he left behind three images, all with the lower patt of the
torso and the arms unfinished. One was a representation of
himself in the form of Jagannath, Lotd of the Wotld ; one
was of his brother, Balabhadra ; and the other of his sister
Subhadra. )

Unhappy King Indradyumna did his best to make amends
by etecting a great temple in Puri for the three idols. No
doubt he has had his reward in the thousands who prostrate
themselves before the shrine he built with the age-old cry of
“Jai, jai,Jagannath, ka jai I

So the beach at Puti is regarded as a sacted spot because
it was here that thelog came ashore ; and the temple is looked
upon as one of the holiest places, if not the holiest place, in
India, because it contains the unfinished image of the great
deity Vishnu, in the form of ]agannath fashioned by his
own hands.

Near the sea-front are the bungalows and palaces of
rajahs, native merchant kings from Calcutta, the famous
Tagore family, and a cluster of thatched huts shaped like
Eskimo igloos, which are used by the pilgrims who come to
bathe. The native city centres around the white, fluted,
phallic temple, and all the principal streets radiate from it,
including the eighty-yard-wide boulevard Bara Danda down
which Jagannath rides in his gargantuan wooden car once
every year when he goes to spend his summer holiday, a mile .
and a half away, in the “Garden of Pleasure”. In the old
days, when the ponderous wheels crushed the life out of
the bodies of so many of the pilgrims, this highway was
indeed an avenue of death. Even now old women who
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are tired of life sometimes try to throw themselves undet
the wheels.

For a reason that no one seemed able to explain, Jagannath
leaves his wife behind in the great temple when he goes on
his ten-day summer vacation. Of the three cars that make
the journey, one is for the Lord of the Wotld, one for Balab-
hadra, and one for Subhadra. Nor are these mammoth
vehicles permanent structures. Like a wealthy Ametican
nabob, ]aga.nnath must have a new limousine each year.
‘Three months it takes the workmen of Puri to build the cars.
Six weeks prior to the festival we passed through on our way
from Madras to Calcutta, and then only the wheels were
completed. Thete are sixteen of these on Jagannath’s
chariot, and fourteen on each of the others. Each wheel is
about eight feet high. They support the towerlike supet-
structutes, which ate of the same style as the temple itself.
All the lumber is cut by hand.

When we returned to attend the festival we discovered
that the cars were not completed, although the ceremony
was to take place on the morrow. The explanation for this
is that the workmen ate paid by the hour, not by the job.
But they will be finished late to-night, at the last minute.
The Urias of Puri have nothing to learn from our Western
labour-unionists in this respect. When completed the three
- land-leviathans will be drawn to the Lion Gate, and to-night
“tens of thousands of pilgtims will sleep around them in order
to be sure of seeing the Lord of the World when he comes
out of his incense-fogged holy of holies to-morrow morning.
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CHAPTER XXXVII
AT THE SHRINE OF THE LORD OF THE WORLD

BEFORE we finish our chota hazri a khitmutgar announces

that our tika ghari is waiting to take us to pay our trespects

to Jagannath. Not only is the sacred city of Puri celebrated

for its barbaric car of Jagannath, but it is nototious for its

disreputable tika gharis. Some of them resemble the

“Deadwood coaches” that transported the mails and the

tenderfoot across the badlands of Dakota in the days of
Buffalo Bill. But most of them are of the springless variety,

with a board on either side for passengers to sit upon, and

a canopy of patched gunny-bags to protect them from the

sun. They are drawn by ponies so skinny and underfed

that they look like the skeletons of sabre-toothed tigers in

the Calcutta Museum. Their hamess consists of odd bits

of string. [Each of these derelict Hindu hacks has a crew of
at least four ragged low-castes—Father Untouchable and his

three little untouchables. So it wasn’t sutprising that our

decrepit conveyance, and the poot scraggly ponies who had .
to pull three of us as well as the driver and his family, got

stuck in the sand so often on the way to see the Lotd of the
World.

A hundred yards from the temple we are obhged to
abandon our tika ghari and fight our way through the stream
of humanity pouring. toward the central square in front of
the temple and the Avenue Bara Danda. A sub-inspector
of police, who has been assigned to come along and make
holes in the crowd for us whenever we desite to move about,
leads us through a2 doorway and out on to the roof of a
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native house, whence we can see the whole cetemony. There
must be a thousand others on the same roof. And on evety
other roof in Puti as far as we can see, thousands of others
are awaiting the arrival of Jagannath,

Special places have been reserved for us on the roof by
otder of the British superintendent of police who is down
thete in the square acting as master of cetemonies, and entering
into everything as enthusiastically as any of the Brahmin
priests.

From our roof we look down on a welter of white turbans
and. perspiting brown faces. All along Jagannath’s private
boulevard they are packed. For colour and confusion we
have never seen a show like this, not even the big festwal at
Madura for the Fish-Eyed Bride.

~ Between us and the Lion Gate of the fluted phallic temple
are the three gaudy chariots of the gods, each the size of a
small cottage. A runway of planks reaches from the ground
to each platform, and it is up these that Jagannath, Subhadra,
and Balabhadra are to be carried in state.

Three huge yellow wooden images, with their arms
extended in tregular coaching fashion, squat on the ground
gtinning at the frantic brass band that rends the air with its
discords. ‘These are the coachmen of the gods.

* . Each chariot is covered with brilliantly coloured strips
of cloth and images of faities and celestial animals. The
predominant colouts in the decoration of Jagannath’s chariot
are red and yellow, of Subhadra’s red and green, and of
Balabhadra’s red and black. After the festival the cars are
always broken up and sold as souvenirs to the pilgrims. All
portions not disposed of in this manner are sold at high
prices for fuel at the burning-ghats, a dead petson having a
far better chance of going direct to Brahma, without teturning
to this world reincarnated as a crow ot a Bengali politician,
if his body is burned with the wood from the Car of Jagannath,
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While awaiting Jagannath we watch the strange scene
below and around us. Here on the roof at our very elbows
are more high-caste Hindu women than we have ever come
in such close contact with before. The Purdah system of
shielding women extends to the Hindus of the upper classes,-
just as it does to the Muhammadans, and one rately has such
an opportunity as this to observe their faces. Although not
veiled like the ladies of the harems, when they detect us
looking their way they draw their white silk saris across their
faces, hiding the heavy gold and jewelled bangles that hang
" from the lobes of their ears and their nostrils. Their eyes
are sleepy and sensuous, the whites of them of a pale horizon-
blue. :

" So densely packed are the pilgtims that the heat generated
by their bodies is noticeable away up here on our roof,
The air is full of portent . . . distant thunder . . . human
‘expectation . . . the voices of the ctowd . . . the bugling
of the conches of Jagannath. Dotted here and there among
each score of squatting pilgtims are the pandars, ot spiritual
guides, the men who lead devout Hindu women to beatitude
and bankruptcy, and sometimes something worse. These
men are nototious throughout Hindustan, and have given
a verb—“to pander”—to the English language They
wave small punkhas over their protégées with vigour.

Occas1onally when sections of the mob become panicky
and start crying and fighting, the whole- concourse sways
back and forth in waves. At times it looks as though there
might be a stampede. Such a tragedy might happen, and
hundreds might be trampled on, just as actually occurred
some yeats ago at a festival in T nchmopoly Small panics
there are, but the tiver of humanity is so_vast that the force
of each spends itself like ripples in the Ganges, before spread-
ing more than twenty or thirty yards.

Nevertheless, scotes in the concourse below us faint and
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have to be carried out over the heads of the crowd, and
‘hundreds mote are bruised. Were it a Western crowd,
stiff hats would be smashed, boots ruined, and ladies’ dresses
tom to shreds. But these pilgrims have no wotry on that
score.

Temple priests busy themselves passing out palm-lcaf
fans to their brother pandars, so they can fan their respective
flocks. ‘There is one frantic fellow trying to keep the crowd
from breaking through the ropes around the cars. His
bair is dishevelled, his eyes wild, and his agility astounding.
He clambers about on the shoulders of the throng, and when
he misses his footing and slips he straddles a neck—sometimes
a woman’s, sometimes a2 man’s—but goes right on slashing
wildly with his fan,

The heat and crush cause many to faint. Then priests
rush out of the temple with buckets of water and squirt-
guns, with which they proceed to give the fringe of the crowd
a shower-bath.

When we call the police sub-inspector’s attention to the
fact that it is long after eight o’clock, he explains that on a
great occasion like this it is 2 common thing for the gods to
linger longer than usual over their toilet. Then he desctibes
to us how in the eatly morning the priests sing hymns before
the dooss of the holy of holies, to inform Jagannath and his
companions of the rising of the sun; how the priests then
remove the divans on which the gods are supposed to have
slept, burn camphor in silver vessels, light torches, and setve
the dols their chota hazti, consisting of the same rice chapattis
and sweetmeats that are later sold to the pilgrims, bathe and
dress them, and then clean their teeth vicariously by rubbing
their dental reflections in a polished brass bowl. ~ On otdinary
days they again breakfast at ten o’clock and at the same time are
entertained by some of the temple dancing-girls. During
midday the gods, like the Brahmin priests who attend them,



Privacy shrouds all domestic affairs in the East. So for information concerning
womankind we must go to the poets, who refer to them as “moon-faced, elephant-
hipped, serpent-necked, swan-waisted, and lotus-eyed.”



When the car of Jagannath (Juggernaut) comes to 2 halt some are so overcome with
religious fervor that they throw themselves into the dust to pray and kiss the ropes.
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enjoy a siesta on the sacred cots, then at night after the evening
meal they are anointed with essence of sandalwood, garlanded
with flowers amid music, dancing, and singing, and then
placed on their cots for the night. .
The foremost citizens of Puti are these Brahmin priests
of the Temple of Jagannath. The supervision of the establish-
ment is placed in the hands of a Brahmin, appointed by the
Rajah of Puri, who holds the title of “temple manager”.
Jagannath and his companions possess many wonderful
jewels, and treasure that is literally untold, for in addition
to the ten lakhs’ worth known to exist, there is a treasure-
room that has not been opened for the last thousand yeats.
It is supposed to be knee-deep in uncut emeralds of the
size of eggs. This, and much else, is administered by the
temple manager, who is a person -of great importance and
responsibility.
. When pilgrims first enter the Lion Gate they are met by
a Brahmin who strikes them with a small cane. The object
of this cetemony is to drive away sin from the pilgtim’s body. .
If he gives the priest a substantial present he merely receives
a light tap.  But if he can afford to give the Brahmin only 2
few annas by way of baksheesh, he receives a sound beating.
Following this flagellation, the pilgtim proceeds up the stairs
towards the Joya Bejoya doors of the inner shrine. If he
is 2 wise man he puts on blinkers to prevent his eyes resting
on the gallery of lewd catvings he will be obliged to traverse.
" If he shows no signs of passion when he reaches the head of
the stairs, the priests admit him to the inner shrine. But if
" he shows evidence of having succumbed to thoughts unworthy
of one who has come to worship his god, he is sent to another
part of the temple, where the comely Devadasis assist him to

-a better state. .Nor is he allowed to return and enter the holy
of holies until his worldly passions have been pacified.

All this, and more that we cannot print, the sub-inspector

. R
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tells us—but he is interrupted by a shout from the Lion
Gate. This means that the doors of the inner shrine have -
been thrown open, so that the multitude nearest the gaté
has obtained its first glimpse of the Lord of the Wotld. For
a moment the band ceases and a hush comes over the crowd.
Then a murmur starts from the Lion Gate and ripples with
increasing volume down the Bara Danda until it breaks
against the walls of the Garden Temple a mile and a half
distant. With their hands high above their heads the
pilgtims murmur the prayer they have come so far to repeat :
“O Jagannath, Lord of the World have pity on me and release
me from my woe I ,



Tbe Journcy of the Car of Juggernaut 259

CHAPTER XXXVIII
THE JOURNEY OF THE CAR OF JUGGERNAUT

“JAGANNATH XA JAT] JAGANNATH KA JA1l” Two hundred
thousand throats take up the cry and the shout rumbles like
a tidal wave down the Avenue Bara Danda. From within
the high white walls of the temple where dwells the Lord
of the Wotld there comes the answering boom of a great
gong. As the police club the frenzied pilgrims in a vain
attempt to keep them behind the ropes, a procession of
Brahmin priests with peacock fans and yaks’ tails comes
slowly through the Joya Bejoya doors of the inner shrine
and down the temple steps. A ruffle of drums and a blare
of conches announce to the assembled concourse that Jagan-
nath, Lotd of the Wozld, is about to enter the car beneath-
whose chariot-wheels in ages past so many Hindus have been
“less than the dust”.

Men sweeping, not lowly Sudras, but tw1ce—born
Brahmins, come ahead of the procession to dust the path
over which the gods are to pass. After them come ranks
of temple boys swathed in saffron and carrying pikes with
pennons bearing the monogram of their master. These
acolytes form lines on either side of the swept path. |

“Jail . Jail Subbadra ka jai I” roats the crowd. The
ptiests are carrymg a throne through the Lion Gate. Our
Utia companion announces in awed tones that it is the sister
of the Lotd of the Wotld and that it is the custom for het to -
precede Jagannath.

In Subhadra’s image we expect to see the ideal Hindu
beauty, for on the walls of the temples and dwellings in Puri
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are many excellent paintings of Sri Krishna, India’s cerulean
Apollo, and of attractive dancing-gitls, which indicate that
art still lives among these people and that they know a pretty
gitl when they see one. As the nodding peacock-plumes
and jewels of her enormous fan-shaped head-dress come nearer,
we look down on the features of the goddess, framed by the
black bodies of the priests, with expectant interest.

But we ate sadly disappointed. She is just 2 lump of
wood, and about as good-lookmg as a Polynesian devil-
devil god. "

‘Covering the lower part of the image is a saffron-coloured
sati, the only suggestion of the eternal feminine about the
goddess. A week before the festival thousands of handbills
wete circulated by followers of Mr. Ghandi, demanding that
the gods be dressed in khaddar instead of in costumes made
from cloth sent out from England. The heading of these
leaflets read : “Jagannath wants khaddar”, But the temple
management refused to be coerced, and, as in previous years,
the material for Subhadra’s gown was a product of Manchester,

“All hail, Balabhadra [ shouts the multitude as Jagan-
nath’s brother, another little abortion, is borne in state to
the middle car.

" But when the Lotd of the Wotld comes through the Lion
Gate the cheers double in volume, and the thousands seated
on the roofs tise to their feet and clasp their hands in adoration
such as no monarch of flesh and blood ever receives from his
subjects. Even the elephants hulking above the concourse
in the street below kneel in humble obeisance before this
inanimate wood, an idol in which we see the featutes of an
image even more grotesque than the hideous Subhadra and
Balabhadra. ' - g

- As soon as the gods are in the cars the pﬂgnms break
through the ropes and swarm around them, some prostrating .
themselves on the ground in front of the wheels, some touch-
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ing their lips to the wood, and some clambering up the sides
of the structures and on to the platforms in order to rub.
noses with the idols. ‘ o

The scene teminds us of a woodcut depicting the army
of Cyrus storming the walls of Babylon and the defenders
hutling them from the ramparts. However, the police and
the Brahmin ptiests, instead of using boiling tar and stones,
attempt to keep the frenzied devotees down from the plat-
forms by striking them with thin bamboo canes.

We see a pilgtim hand a coin to a fat Brahmin defending
one of the cotners of the platform of Jagannath’s car. With
a look of disgust the Brahmin shows it to a policeman stand-
ing near by, then carefully tucks it in the folds of his dhotie,
and strikes the pilgrim in the face, knoc¢king him sprawling.

. An hour before noon the four huge ropes attached to the .
axles of each car are stretched out to their full lengths, and all-
persons except the priests and musicians and dancers ate
driven from the chariots. The great moment of the day has
come, and the pilgrims fight for the coveted privilege of pulling
on the great ropes, which stretch out and out, like elastics,
under ten thousand eager hands.

Subhadra’s is the first car to move. Balabhadra follows
her, then’ Jagannath,

The priests on the car make obscene gestures to the
ctowd. The crowd roars with laughter and makes redoubled
efforts on the -ropes. Suddenly the glittering tinselled
cottage lurches forward. Subhadra is on her way to the
Garden Temple. -

And lo! an Englishman is in charge of the car! It is
indeed a fact. Since the days of John Company an English-
man has directed the driving of at least one of the three cats.
The first district magistrate of Puri established this strangc
tradition.

Captain H. R. C. Guise, the supenntcndent of police -
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in Puri, has officiated at six Car Festivals, and it is worth
the trip from Calcutta merely to see him with his barbaric
chariot, urging the devotees to greatereffortsand ordering them -
to pull first one way and then another to avoid crashing into
some building. = Occasionally one of the cars is allowed to
get off the centte of the avenue, and runs into a house. Then
there is trouble, for the house has to come down, Jagannath
and his relations being too holy to be moved even one inch
backward once they havesstarted on their ride to the Garden
Temple. This happens once every two or three years, because
the cats are so enormous and unmanageable. For the same
reason pilgrims get crushed.

After the three cars proceed about a third of the distance
down the avenue a tragedy is narrowly averted by the supet-
intendent of police. The shouting, surging throng presses
so close around the chatiot he is driving that a group of women
and children are pushed directly in front of the wheels.
Captain Guise signals for the emergency-brake to be dropped
—the brake consisting of a heavy log suspended on ropes
just under the front of the platform. It is impossible to let
the thousands of pilgrims pulling on the ropes know of the
danger in time, but the emergency-brake brings the car to
a standstill within a few feet of the women. When the
superintendent of police and his assistants pull the women
and children out of the way of the wheels they seem not the
least bit thankful, or even frightened, and no doubt they
would have welcomed the opportunity of sacrificing them-
selves to Jagannath.

- The other two cars are directed by the district magistrate
and his deputy. In 1912 the district magistrate (who was
an Indian then, as he was also last year) became so wotked
up during the progress of the cars down the avenue, a
trip which usually lasts for three hours, that he threw off
his European clothes, covered his body with sandalwood
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ash, rubbed noses with Jagannath, and became a simple
pilgrim.

Every single one of those hundreds of thousands of
pilgrims try either to find room on one of the ropes or to
get near enough to touch one during the course of the
journey. Those who fail in this content themselves with
touching their foreheads to the ropes as they lie in the dust
when the cars reach the Garden Temple. Others unravel
tiny strands, which they place in their betel-boxes and take
back to their homes to ward off evil spitits.

It is nearly three o’clock in the afternoon when the gods
reach the end of their ride. From then on until nightfall
the pilgrims come and prostrate themselves before them,
many lying on their stomachs with their faces in the dust
for ten or fifteen minutes. Others burn incense in tiny
earthen dishes under the catrs: thousands clamber on to
the platforms to touch the deities ; tens of thousands make
obeisance ; mendicants dance beside the wheels ; and mothers
bring their newly-born to be blessed in the splendour of the
Presence.

Shortly before sunset the Brahmins are hotrified to see
the shadow of a low-caste man on Jagannath’s face. After
giving the intruder a sound flogging they go through a
long putification ceremony lasting until midnight, before
permitting their deity to enter the temple.

The three gods remain at thie Garden Temple for ten days
each year. ‘Then on the tenth day they are hauled back to
their permanent home in the same cars, with the same cere-
mony. But on the return journey thousands of coolies are
hired to do the pulling, because most of the pilgtims have -
left Puri by that time. On the return ride the three images
are decorated with the temple jewels and Jagannath wears
a great diamond half the size of 2 pomegranate in the centre
of his forehead.
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There are several smaller idols at the main Puri temple.
One of these is Madan Mohan, a small silver deity only eight
mches hlgh The priests speak -of him as Jagannath’s

“viceroy”, because he attends all of the minor festivals
of the year as the representative of the Lotd of the Wosld.

Jagannath, Subhadra, and Balabhadra are renewed every
thitty-six years. ‘This is arranged so that one is built every
twelve years and twice as many pilgrims roll up at Puri on
these occasions. Each time an entirely new image is made,
except for a block of wood embedded in the body, supposed to
be all that remains of the original log carved by Vishnu. ‘The
idols are fashioned from a hard wood that resists the attacks
of insects, and each is six feet or seven feet high and very heavy.
.- Before the cars reach the great temple on the home-
ward trip, Jagannath’s wife, another tiny idol, is brought
out to meet him in front of the office of the temple manager
a hundred yards down the Bara Danda from the Lion Gate.
There the following conversation takes place between them:

Mts. Jagannath: “Where have you been for the last
ten days, my dear ?”

Jagannath : “I caught a severe cold on the day of the Bath-
ing Festival and went to the Garden Temple to recuperate.”

Mss. Jagannath (thoughtfully): “Yes, but I’'ve heard
that story before, and I’'m getting a bit fed up with you and
your excuses. But I'll sleep over it. Meanwhile, Mr. J.,
you may stop out here in the street for the night. Then
to-morrow morning if you see’the little door above the
Lion Gate standing ajar you may come in. But if it’s still
closed it will mean that you have lost your happy home I”

That is the exact translation of the conversation as given
to us by one who has listened to it many times. But the
reader will be relieved to hear that Mrs. Jagannath’s remarks
ate pure bluff, because she never fails to welcome her hubby
to his chota hazri the following morning.



To reach the Black Pagoda we make an overnight journey in a palanquin. Our bearers chant a weird song as we
' bounce along.



The origin of the Black Pagoda seems lost in the mists of antiquity. On the outside, from top to bottom are grotesque
statues depicting the carnal sins of mankind. But within the temple we find utter simplicity. Perhaps this represents the
peace that comes to those who escape worldly desire.
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CHAPTER XXXIX

EASTERN LOVE

It was a princess at the court of Shah Jehan the Magnificent—
Jehanara Begum, the lady near whose tomb live the well-
jumpers of Old Delhi—who all unwittingly gave the British
their first footing in India. Jehanara was going upstairs to
bed, preceded by her serving-wench, when the latter’s dress
caught fire. In quenching the flames both Jehanara and her
maid were severely burned. Being a very modest and- very
well-behaved young princess, she did not cry out, for fear
some of the young nobles who were then rollicking in the
Marble Hall next door might come and see her unveiled.
To a devout Musulmanee death were preferable to the shame
of showing her face unveiled to one who was not her lord
or her kith. So the pious princess just rolled on the floor -
and bore it, and got terribly burned for her pains. . ‘
The palace remedies proved useless. Native doctor
were called in, but had to conduct their diagnosis in the usual
Eastern way when dealing with the “peatls of the palace”,
through a curtain of padded brocade. They failed to cure
her. The poor girl was dying of her burns, when the distracted
emperor had a brain-wave and sent down to the British
merchant adventurers at one of the East India Company’s
settlements on the lower Ganges to ask if Western balsam
and unguents could perchance alleviate the princess’s
pain. ’
Dr. Gabriel Boughton, the doctor at Surat, rode up to
Agra post-haste, interviewed the Great Moghul, felt Jehanara’s
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pulse through her padded curtains, and after suitable ptrepat-
ations were made for not disclosing mote of the form or
features of the princess than court etiquette allowed, he was
permitted to see her burns and her little pink tongue.  Cutious
to relate, he was able to effect a cute speedily. - Shah Jehan
the Magnificent, in his most magnificent mood, offered the
discreet doctor a camel-load of gold, the rarest flowers of
his harem, rubies unpriced. . . . The Great Moghul simply
slobbered with gratitude. Anything in reason, from a bushel
of peatls to a dozen Circassian concubines, could have been
demanded and obtained from him by that lucky medico.
But Dr. Gabriel Boughton cared for none of these things.
He wanted permission for his company to trade on the River
Hughli, a trifling request, which the Great Moghul im-

mediately granted, not without a sigh of relief at getting off
" with so light a fee. A charter was made out there and then :
the Great Moghul impressed it with his sign manual and—that
was the beginning of British India.  *

A woman began it A woman began the Taj. Back of
everything that happens in India is the influence of its women.
Women made the mutiny of 1857. Women are causing the
unrest of to-day. The India of to-morrow will be founded
on the welfare of the family. The climate of India makes
its inhabitants, both Muhammadans and Hindus, an uxorious
people. Although Jess #han one per cens. of India’s women are
literate (there are.105,000,000 Hindu women who cannot
read or wrtite), they all have a great influence on affairs, except
the widows, of whom there are between five and six million.
A Hindu widow must sometimes wish that the British had
not forbidden her to burn herself on the funeral pyre of her
husband. Forbidden to remarry, with her hair cut short,
clothed in rags, and made to do all the household work,
her life is one long round of misery and degradation, whose
only release is death.
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The average age of marriage is fifteen, but according to
the latest census figures there ate no fewer than nine million
wives under that age.

The beauties of womankind chiefly admired can be gleaned
from the past and contemporary poets of Hindustan. No more
direct method is available to the Western inquirer, owing to
the privacy. that shrouds all domestic affairs in the East.
But we can gather a fair idea of the ideal from their phrases :

“Thy well-combed hair, thy splendid eyes with their
arches curved almost to thine ear, thy two rows of teeth,
entirely pure and regular, thy breasts adorned with beautiful
flowers”.

“Thy body anointed with saffron, and thy Wa1st—belt
that puts the swans to shame™,

“Moon-faced, elephant-hipped, serpent-necked antelope-
footed, swan-waisted, lotus-eyed. . '

These are some of the expressmns of the romanticists
of India to describe the beauty of its women. The terms
may seem strange to us, and some (but not those quoted)
are actually repellent

But there is age-old wisdom in their aphorism from a
prince of the golden age of Sanskrit

. “The true object of amorous intercourse is the uniting
of the hearts of the lovers, and when this need is not accom-
plished the marriage might be that of two corpses”.

There is little of our latter-day wisdom and our latter-
day cults that the sages. of the Sanskrit age have not com-
mitted to Wntmg

Frankness in sexual matters, which is preached nowa-
days as a species of modetn ideal, is an old thing in India. -
The Hindus are exceedingly uxorious, and treat the subject
of relations between men and women with realism and
candour. Sex education, commonly rated as another of
the lofty goals toward which we ate striving, is an Indian
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commonplace It is a patt of the institution of child marriage,
in which wedded children, upon becoming adolescent,
receive instruction from parents in the nature of their
relation toward each other.. A system of hygiene pertaining
to connubial intercourse and childbirth is  inculcated and
enforced. - \

Romance in India is not limited to matriage any more
than it is here, there, or the next place. There are vatieties
of courtesans. There is the famous nautch-gitl, or dancmg-
gitl, who is somewhat the equivalent of the geisha in Japan,
There is the temple dancer, who frequently follows the rites
of sacred prostitution. In ancient civilizations sanctified
harlotry has a gaudy place, and India here, as in other things,
goes to flamboyant extremes. - Then there are the miscel-
laneous kinds of light ladies, such as you will find all over
the world. In all of these amorous matters the Hindu is
his realistic selff A schoolboy may visit 2 bawdy house
with no more scandal than an English high-school lad
would arouse if he went to an outfitters’ store to buy a
necktie.

The dancmg—glrl has a definite and by no means frowned-
upon place in society. She is not regarded as respectable,
but is by no means considered a social evil. Prostitution
is as inevitable in India as anywhere else. It might be
supposed that early marriage would afford a negative influence,
but, on the other hand, there are many restrictions that hedge
the married relation, such as those regarding pregnant wives,
which, to the Hindu mind, make the harlot a necessity.
The status of the dancing-girl compares very favourably
with that of the prostitute in the West, who is hounded by
police and moralists and is visited with every degradation.
The nautch-girl is reared to her profession, which she is
taught to accept, as any Hindu accepts his destiny ot caste.
She receives a certain amount of education to make her
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entertaining, and is schooled in hygiene such as her art
tequires. Her children often occupy high positions. You
may liken her to the Greek hetzra, so brilliant and famous
of old. Different lands, different customs.

Hindu women seem depressed to the outsider, but a
closer gaze teveals that they have their compensations. In
India the mother of the family is granted an amount of regard
and influence seldom found elsewhere. One factor explains
much here, as it explains so many things in India, and that is
the importance of family. Marriage and women are regarded
not from any viewpoint of individual happiness, but as
instruments in the continuance and well-being of the family.

Of the India of the nautch-gitl and the bayadére the
Westerner sees little. He has contact with native women
less pethaps than in any other part of the world. Britishers
of the official class seek their diversion not at all among the
dusky beauties of the land. They would be more likely to
venture upon such straying in blackest Africa. In Hindustan
caste is persuasive and compelling, even to the British
masters, and for a white official to take up with a Hindu
woman would be the equivalent of cohabiting with 2 woman
outside of his caste, a violation of caste rules. In this, as in
many other subtle ways, India conquers her conqueror.
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CHAPTER XL
THE BLACK PAGODA

ALL night long we bounced in our boxlike palanquins,
carried on the shoulders of bearets who trotted around the
curving sandy shore of the Bay of Bengal. The sun, like a
molten ball, rose out of the sea from Burma as we came in
sight of the Temple of the Sun at Kanarak, At last we had
reached the mysterious Black Pagoda, the strange sight the
British General had desctibed to us that night in the mess-
tent on the edge of the desert of Sinai.
““The Desert is parched in the burning sun
And the grass is scorched and white.

But the sand is passed, and the march is done,
* We are camping here to-night.

I sit in the shade of the Temple walls,
While the cadenced water evenly falls,
And a peacock out of the Jungle calls
To another, on yonder tomb. - .

““Above, half seen, in the lofty gloom,
Strange works of a long dead people loom,
Obscene and savage and half effaced—

An elephant hunt, a musicians’ feast—
And curious matings of man and beast”.

Centuries ago the Moslem, Abu Fazl, wrote of this singular
architecture : “Its cost was defrayed by twelve yeats’ revenue
of the province. Even those whose judgment is critical and
who are difficult to please stand astonished at its sight”. ‘

I shouldn’t want to say how critical our judgments wete
ot how difficult we were to please, but we did stand astonished.
We saw a great, ornate pile of the general form common to
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Hindu architecture, in which the pyramid seems to be the.
general origin of design. It was a species of flattened.
pyramid, with lines and proportions exquisite and perfect.

As we approached, an extraordinary wealth of sculptured
decoration made itself manifest, for the sloping faces of the
Black Pagoda were carved, inch by inch over all their huge
expanse, with countless figures in deep and delicate relief.
I recalled the telling phrase of the renowned Bishop Heber,
that the Hindus “build like Titans, and finish like ]ewellers”

The shrine, deserted for long centuries, stands in a waste
and desolate place. . But archzologists tell us that once it
was a thronged and busy site, a living and impassioned
Delphi or Jerusalem or Mecca, with its battalions of priests
and attendants and its armies of pilgrim worshippers. But
all that is lost in a past that has gone, with only a faint echo
left—the murmur of a few naked holy men, who cling to

.the ancient sacredness of the ruined shrine. |

No more do the adorers of the sun troop along vanished
roads to prostrate themselves in the sanctuary of the solar
deity, but only occasional wayfarers, like ourselves, drawn
pethaps by a prurient desire to behold what is celebrated -
as the most obscene building in the world. No longer do .
golden maharajahs dedicate their ample mite of treasure to
the holy place, which is, instead, in the archzological, if not
religious, care of the scholarly functionaries employed by
the British Indian Government to guard and preserve the
magnificent antiquities of India. That it is sufficiently valued
and regarded will be apparent from the writings of Sir John -
Marshall, Director-General of Atchzology for India, who
says: “There is no monument of Hinduism . . . that is at-
once so stupendous and so perfectly proportioned as the
Black Pagoda, and none which leaves so deep an 1mpress1on
upon the memory”. .

We sauntered among broken masses of sculptured stone,
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where accessories of the giant structure have fallen. We
walk with eyes now lowered to some delicately carved
fragment, now lifted to the majestic proportions of the temple.
We trod the ancient floors of lofty inner rtooms and sanctuaries.
'The sculptures were exquisite, some of them in a gteen stone
almost as lovely as jade.

The temple has the somewhat symbolical design of a
chatiot, appropriately symbolizing the sun-god. Solat
deities ride in chariots for their diurnal fiery journey across
the sky—as witness Phebus Apollo. Great wheels are
carved in the lower exterior wall to represent the proper
appendages of a chariot. Dominant among the human
figures is the splendid presence of Vishau, ot Krishna, in his °
solar guise. He is seen in perfectly sculptured effigies of
stone that ate models of proportion and of strength and
delicacy.

Scene after scene from the life of the divinity is portrayed
in an intricate bewilderment of decorative arrangement.
The interior, dusky and dim as in nearly all Hindu temples,
is simpler and far more austere than the exterior. Some
parts perhaps were never finished. Much symbolism is
there. But it is the exterior wall that catches the eye. Ex-
ecuted there with a splendid technique of art, is an array of
unparalleled obscenity. Shaped in stony telief are seen groups
of male and female figures in postures and acts of varied
eroticism. To speak of frankness would be folly, for the
lascivious elements are emphasized, exaggerated. They are
magnified almost to caricature. And this is religion !

_'That exclamation goes for all of India. In a sense, the
Black Pagoda stands a symbol for all of India, a symbol of
its mystery, of its impenetrability to the Western eye. The
things I remember best of India are the things I could not
understand. I suppose the incomprehensible always beguiles
us the most. A journey through India is for the Westerner



Few travellers from foreign countries have ventured to make the journey to
the Black Pagoda. Just who the sculptors were who fashioned these images no
man seems to know.



Most of the carvings on the Black Pagoda do not bear close inspection.
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one long pilgrimage among incomprehensibles, and at the
uttermost pinnacle of bafflement comes the Black Pagoda.

_ Nothing will bewilder you more in that bewildering land
than the constant mingling of lofty religion and what to us
is debasing sensuality, and the Black Pagoda is.at the same
time the most beautiful and the most obscene of Hindu -
temples. You know of the lofty spirituality and dizzy
mystical heights of the Brahminical religion. Often they are
too spiritual and unworldly for us. How, then, are they to
be rationally or emotionally related with these lascivious
eroticisms that are so closely mingled with them? You will
ask that question and you will not be able to answer it, as
you gaze at the carnalities in sculpture of the Black Pagoda, and
you will remember that all manner of orgiastic sexual rites,
such as you will find to-day in the temples of India, must
have been petformed in this magnificent shrine ded1cated
to the sun.

Yet sexuality has always been more or less connected
with religion, and seems to be a part of the teligious emotion.
~ Among us to-day, in the United States for instance, there are
occasional outcroppings of sex irregularities connected with
religion—the love-cults, the sects that engage in religious
erotic practices. These very tituals of fleshly desire and
gratification that bewilder us in India find 2 field and sym-
pathctlc votaries in our own land. One of the characteristic

minglings of mysticism and fleshly vice in India is that of
the Tantras, and you will find Tantric cults in New York
and Chicago.

Moreovet, in the racial and cultural background sacred
eroticisms have a large place. The Bible in places is not
only ‘divinely inspired but quite divinely shocking. Ishtar
:n Syria (and her Hellenic form of Aphrodite in Greece) was
. wortshipped with sexual ceremonies appropriate to the

Goddess of Love. Maidens sacrificed their virginity to the
| s
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goddess in a sacred act. ‘There were holy prostitutes in the
temples who sold themselves to the worshippers as a spiritual
exercise. In busy, mastetful, prosy Rome, in many ways
so like our modern wotld, the women held sectet religious
rites of an exceedingly unedifying character. We make these
teasonings upon how often lewd vices go hand in hand with
sanctity, and yet we stand before the bawdy sculptutes of
the Black Pagoda and try in imagination to create a state
of feeling in which they will combine hatmoniously with
the magniﬁcent spirituality of the religious thought of India—
and all we gain is a deeper sense of the mystery of that
fantastic land.

. We can continue to rationalize, and to meditate upon
the process of evolution that connects the tenuosities of
Brahminical philosophy with these manifestations of sanctified
sin. We can remember that the wild pageant of religion in
.India is the result of an easily comprehensible process. Many
centuries ago the Brahmin caste evolved a brilliant and
loftily spiritual philosophy of deity. They arrived at the
monotheism of an exceedingly refined and abstract thought.
"You will scan the catalogue of religious ideas and you will
not find anything of a greatet elevation and grandeur than
the prime Brahminical theological conception of the timeless
and changeless, supreme, only, and all-embracing Brahm,
the ocean of existence, the beginning, the end.

- Now comes an-immediate compromise. ~India’s lofty
theologians often had to compromise. The Atyans had a
pantheon of bright gods, joyous, shining gods, quite different
from the gloomy and ferocious divinities of the Semites.
The_ builders of monotheism had to take the old heavenly
ones into account. Combining one with the other, regarding
several as manifestations of one, they reduced the number
of original Aryan deities, not an excessive number in the
first place, and arrived at the familiar mystical device of a
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trinity, a triune godhead. Thus we have Brahma, the
Creator of Forms ; Vishnu, the Preserver of Forms ; and Siva,

the Destroyer of Forms. In this we have a philosophical
distillation of the original bright religion of the Aryans.

It dates from the time of the Puranas, which was the time of
immense philosophic activity in India. It is the period of
the eatly centuries of our era. Buddhism, which for a time
had dominated India, had failed, and the older religion
returned and conquered and formulated modern Hinduism
on the ruins of the great cteed founded on the teachings of
Gautama Buddha.

If we were left with the Brahminical tnad as the theologlcal
whole or even the larger part of the religion of India we should
still have a lofty and easily comprehensible system of divinity,
but the Brahmin caste, powerful and dominant as it was, had
to compromise again and again. After all, Aryan race and
Aryan culture were 2 thin veneer laid upon a huge dark ethnic
and cultural mass. Below the Aryans lay tribe upon tribe
of dark peoples, each with its own age-old culture and religion.
Below the bright gods of the Aryans lay the dark gods of
the aborigines, and in them you will find the fantastic array
of deities that fills the Hindu pantheon. - The Aryans might
conquer the dark people, but they could not conquer the
dark gods. These continued to flourish age after age, while

-the bright gods were being worshipped by the upper castes.
The Brahmins had to compromise with the dark gods. They
did as leaders of dominant religions have done in all ages.
They took the older gods and the rites of the older gods
into their own creed. In the same way did Christianity take
northern tree-worship into its own body of customs—whence
the Christmas tree. But the Brahmins were great theorists,
and found a way to admit the countless aboriginal deities
into their theology without destroying its formal trinitarianism.

The mechanics of the process are found in one of the
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oldest ideas of India—metempsychosis and the avatar idea.
You can scarcely think of India without also thinking of the
tra.nsmlgranon of souls, the tebirth of the soul jnto the.
wotld in . different guises. This notion teadily transfers
itself to a god, who may appear on earth in different ages
and in different forms, that is, avatars. Hence, if an aboriginal
divinity was -obstinate and could not be got tid of, he might
be assimilated to one of the three persons of the Hindu
trinity and be fitted in as an avatar of the god. Each of the
three divine essences of the trinity could have an infinite
~number of avatars, and thetefore the number of gods that
could be accommodated in the system was three times infinity.

The old gods adhered to their old ways. Inevitably, if
a primordial d1v1mty was worshipped in a certain fashion
and later he was identified as an avatar of one of the gods
of the Hindu trinity, he would as an avatar be worshipped in
his old way. ‘Thus it came about that the btight gods of
the early Aryans were worshipped in the guises and ac-
- cording to the strange dark rites of the.dark gods. One
characteristic 'of the Hindu temperament and of social
customs of India is.what seems to- us its excessive sexuality.
Puritanism is unknown to Indian ideas. Extravagant
‘asceticism flourishes, but it is for the few. For the many
there is little or no denial. To us it seems like an ex-
cessive and haunting sexuality. - To be sure, we are shocked,
but it is well to remember that we ourselves are in bumptious
revolt against the older Puritanism and that we seem to be’
on the way to unrestrained eroticism. The older gods of
- India had been worshipped with lascivious rites, and these
rites were taken ovet into the body of orthodox Hinduism.
The gods of the trinity were given wives, and to these
avatars were attributed. The necessary sexual element was
thereby acquired. ..

Of the members of the Hindu trinity, Brahma, the creator,
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has never figured greatly in popular religion. He is too
remote, too abstract. Perhaps he is identified too much
with the primordial ocean of deity, the incomprehensible
and unapproachable Brahm. The first member of the Hindu
trinity lacks drama. The other two members have more
appeal Vishnu, the Preserver, is closer to human feelings.
He is the saviour, the mediator. He has drama. And Siva,
the Destroyer, has drama. That is patent. So the two gods
that.dominate Indian popular theology are Vishnu and Siva.
The vast majority of the Hindus are divided into two cults,
the Vishnuite and the Sivite. The latter has the greater
following. The Destroyer seems to have been more in the
mood of the dark masses, more like the dark gods. To
Siva, under his many names, his many avatars, and to his god-
dess wife, under her many names and avatars, go the darker
impulses of the soul of India. By a cutious turn of mind,
the Destroyer has acquired 2 meaning of procreation. Siva
and his wife are worshipped as divinities of fertility. The
symbols used are phallic, and the rites to us seem obscene.
But Vishnu, the Preserver, who retains many of his character-
istics as one of the ancient bright gods, has his following, too.
He appeats as avatars, thereby combining with the Dravidian
gods, and his worship has its erotic elements—which brings
us back to the Black Pagoda.

The Temple of the Sun at Kanarak is 2 monument of
the Vishnuite cult. It is dedicated to the worship of Krishna,
who is an avatar of Vishau, and in the petson of Vishnu
are compounded sundry djvine solar manifestations of the
religion of the ancient Aryans. Vishnu, for example, con-
nects with Mithra, the sun-god of the Persians. Surely
Vishnu, who presides in the effulgent brilliance of luminous
sky and solar otb, seems but incongruously commemorated
by such gross and excessive sexualities as we see on the outer
wall of the Black Pagoda, and indeed he and his divers
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avatars, whom we see in the pages of the Indian epics and
myths, retain much of their early shining transcendence.
The very avatar of the Black Pagoda is the knightly Ktishna,
 the celestial cavalier quite worthy of Chatlemagne’s court of
paladins, or of King Arthur’s knights. He is a jauntier
- and handsomer figute than the Greek Heracles. He has,
pethaps, more sparkle and verve than the peetrless Roland.
Yet in the divine deeds of Krishna there are incidents which,
_true, are common enough in any golden pantheon, but which
lend themselves easily to the erotic emphasis and sensual
" fantasies, such as would proceed from the shadowy soul
of darker India. Suffice it to say that the good knight
Kirishna in sundry visits to the earth engaged in sports and
dalliances with the nymphs at Nanda’s cow station, which
~ romantic interludes are desctibed with. (to us) appalling
minuteness of detail in some of the Puranas; and that the
divine hero pursued the course of tempestuous and devoted
_ love with the immortally beloved Radha. ‘That clue is enough,
- and the lewd amours we see depicted on the walls of the Black
‘Pagoda represent a prutient dwelling upon and expansion of
“the terrestrial disportings of the gay blade Krishna, which in
the myths of the Greeks, for example, would probably have
been given no mote wantonly detailed expansion than we
see in the instance of the earthly philanderings of Zeus.
One shudders to think what might have happened if the hot
imaginations of the Bengali artists had undertaken to depict
the visits of the Father of the Gods in the form of a swan to
‘the transported Leda. i

Again we abandon the quest for the teasons why, and
turn to the sculptured amours of Krishna, and vainly seek
for some community with the spirit that complicated them
with a lofty religious emotion, which emotion, indeed, one
might readily harmonize with the brave and luminous
Krishna ifi some of his less depraved exploits.
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The legends of the Black Pagoda concern themselves
with the twin miracles—that of its construction and that
of its abandonment. We begin with a fanciful tale embodied
in the palm-leaf chronicles, which relates that Samba, a son
of Krishna, fell to quarrelling with the sage Narada, who
took his spite to Krishna, informing the god that his son
Samba had been playing the gallant with Krishna’s sixteen
hundred wives. Krishna was difficult to convince, where-
upon Narada contrived, by means of a false message, to entice
Samba to a tank in which his one thousand and six hundred
stepmothers were bathing. They were exceedingly merry
and splashed water upon one another. They were having
a particularly good time, because the old chronicle desctibes
them as “excessively flushed with wine”. They saw the
handsome Samba, and were instantaneously smitten with a
longing for him. It was a ctitical moment, indeed, and who
knows what might have happened ? But at this moment
the crafty Narada led Krishna to the place and bade him see
what was to be seen. Kitishna, believing that he had ocular .
proof of Samba’s petfidy, cursed him with the affliction of
leprosy. |

The unfortunate Samba wandered away, a leper. After
many woes and tribulations he invoked the aid of the sun-
god, and through the healthful divine rays of the ortb was
cured of his fell malady. .In gratitude, he reared a temple
in honour of the divinity. This was a famous holy place
. for many years, and then, the shrine falling into ruin, it was -
replaced in the thirteenth century by the Black Pagoda. In
the legend Krishna, that is, Vishnu, plays scarcely the r6le you
- would expect in a tale designed to account for the existence
of a sanctuary dedicated to him. But the myths of Hindustan
give small heed to consistent logic, as little as do the myths |
- of other creeds, and the Temple of the Sun at Kanarak is
a monument of the Vishnuite cult.
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A legend that might be incorporated in the Arabian
Nights explains the abandonment of the Black Pagoda. It
relates that in olden times the edifice was surmounted by a
gteat slab of stone, which had magxcal magnetic properties.
It exerted a lodestone effect on passing ships, and drew many
vessels ashore and wrecked them, until finally the crew of 2
Muslim craft, angered by the evil doings of the stone, came
ashore, stormed the temple, and took the stone away. With
that theft of the maglcal slab the Hindu priests abandoned |
the temple.

A much mote plausible tradition relates that the Black
Pagoda was profaned by the Muhammadans, who took it
as a religious duty to desecrate and ruin Hindu shrines and
idols. For example, they might kill 2 cow in the most
sacred sanctuary, which was profanation par excellence. It
appears that the Hindus, once 2 temple was desecrated;
would abandon it. Hence the desertion of the magmﬁcent
temple dedicated to the sun. :

" In a shed near the Black Pagoda is preserved a huge '
sculptured stone, which has an illuminating history. It is
enormous, weighing not less than two thousand tons. ~ Once
it stood in position at a lofty height in the structure of the
temple. Then it fell down. Some years ago a group of
.English antiquaries purposed carting it away to Calcutta to
put it in the museum there. With modemn equipment they -
contrived to move it two hundred yards through the jungle,
and then gave it up. The stone was too heavy, the road
too difficult. Yet the ancient builders of the Black Pagoda,
with no stone anywhere near Kanarak, cut this huge block
from quarries in the hills eighty miles away, and transported
it acfoss choked-up jungles and unbridged rivers, and finally

hoisted it to a high position in the structure.

The Black Pagoda as a whole brings up the problem of
how the ancient builders, with their poor implements,
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Ganesha, the god who is known as the remover of obstacles. All those who rule in
India long for the powers that are attributed to this deity.
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Everywhere we go we encounter holy cows or bulls. In the eyes of many it is a greater crime to kill a cow than it is to
kill a human being.
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accomplished their engineering feats. This Temple of the
Sun is built of giant stone blocks, the handling of which would
in many cases tax the ingenuity of the modern engineer and
all his technology. '

Near by was a dak bungalow, ready for any sahib whose
duties, archzological or political, might requite him to make a
stay at Kanarak. A book for visitors to sign lay on the table.
I looked through it, and found the name of many a famous
Englishman. I noticed an absence of feminine handwriting.
Almost no women were to be found among the visitors to
the Black Pagoda. Gentlemen apparently do not takc ladies
to the fabulous shrine—and no wonder.

All through the night we bounced along in our palanquins.
To the thythmic chant of our bearers the lines of the poem
of Laurence Hope, the lines that the British cavalry general
had recited, kept coming back and haunting us all the way

from the Black Pagoda to Puri: '

“What did they mean to the men who are long since dust ?
Whose fingers traced,
In this arid waste,

These rioting, twisting, figures of love and lust ?

Strange, weird things that no man may say,
Things Humanity hides away ;—

Secretly done—
Catch the light of the living day,

Smile in the sun.
Cruel things that man may not name,
Naked here, without fear or shame,

Laugh in the carven stone.”
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CHAPTER XLI

THE BLINKERS OF vBUREAUCR;ACY

Most wise are the words of Senator William E. Borah,
to wit : : _

“It may be possible to devise some form of government
mote deadening to human initiative, more destructive to
human progress, more burdensome to the people, than a
bureaucracy, but so fat God in His infinite mercy has not
permitted it to curse the human family. Up to date, the
worst of all human forms of government is a bureaucracy™.

This curse of the human family exists in India. Some
indeed may be found to glory in bureaucracy. Others
declare it to be a necessary evil. Nobody will deny that it
prevails and flourishes under British rule. -

“We have seen in our country,” writes Rabindranath
Tagore, “some brands of tinned food advertised as entirely
made and packed without being touched by hand. This
description applies to the governing of India, which is as
little touched by the human hand as possible. ‘The Governors
need not know our language, need not come into personal
contact with us . . .”” and so forth. 4
\ There is little umay sympathy between the rulers and
the ruled. Of abstract sympathy there is aplenty: whole
file-fulls and pigeonhole-loads. But in that trust, born of
confidence, which touches the heart, and in that intimacy
which fires the imagination of a sensitive race, and in that
breadth of vision which sees the problems of the people
with the eyes of the people, the British administration is
~ deficient.
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None deny that British rule in India is efficient.
Everyone, including the rulers, admits this.

What are the reasons for this universally admitted short-
coming ? What are the blinkers that narrow- the vision of -
India’s governing class? They are: A

(a) Climate;

(b) Caste;

©) Congenital antipathy ; and
(@) The consp1racy of the clerks.

The climate of India is peculiar to itself, peculiar perhaps
in its deadliness to northern India and the Ganges basin,-
where great comhes of the population reside. Some men
withstand it, it is true, but the fact remains that it makes the
average individual limp and effete, so that nothing but a
change of air, or the return of the cold weather, will restore -
him to efficiency. Other parts of the wotld may be hotter :
Aden in Arabia, Yuma in Arizona, the Gold Coast,  and
Basra on the Persian Gulf. Mesopotamia has been compared
to the Punjaub, to the credit of the latter. And Sir Sydney
- Low, going a step further, has drawn a picture of himself
stifling behind inadequate blinds on a summer day in London,
and invites compatrison, by implication, with the dweller on
the “sun-kissed” plains of India, shaded by a verandah and
cooled by a fan. Sun-kissed! ‘Those who have answered
with their lives the call of the East will appreciate this adjective.
Either the inhabitants of Atizona, Africa, and where you will
are supermen, and Sir Sydney Low also, or else the northern
Indian climate is one of the most trying in the wotld ; for
the fact remains that there is no other considerable region
of the earth’s surface whete sickness and sunstroke and sudden
death are so prevalent. In these stricken places,-for six
months out of every twelve, life is a struggle with hostile
clements. Man is busy keeping alive, against the sun by day
.. and the insects by night, insects that bite and strike and slay.
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Do you think the sallow faces and the jangled nerves of men

‘who have done duty in the plains are due to their own
indiscretion, and that you in your wisdom could keep fit
if you did the wotk they did? Do you think Gtreat Britain
does not pay the price of empire in the blood of her sons ?
. . . And remember, climate affects Indians as much as it
does the British.

Watch your cletk putting a postage—stamp on 2 letter.
See him detach it slowly from the surrounding stamps, and
look from it to the letter, and from the letter to it, and search
for the right-hand top corner, and then look for the damper,
and thcn look to see if the stamp and the corner are still there.
Watch him for a minute or two. Compate him with a
Western post-office Miss. . . . And now think of the last

“time you asked a question of an official. He said it was a
difficult question, no doubt, and that he would refer it to a
superior, and thathe had nohope of getting a favourable answer.

"In fact, there was no answer. . . . These things are not the
fault of the British Government in India. It can’t find brisk
‘babus : it can’t help the fact that its higher officials sometimes
feel very tired. - No power on earth could order it other-
wise. All the British can do is to remove their administration
to the better climate of the hills, and this has the govern-

ental disadvantage that would ensue if the American Govern-
gent shifted from Washington to the Rockies or if the British

abinet held their meetings in Monte Catlo. Climate! This
is the blinker over the off-side eye of the off-side hotse of
the blundering bureaucratic barouche drawn by the civil
and military team of India. The weariness, the sense of
Nirvana that comes with extreme heat.

- 'Then there is caste. See the babu sticking the envelopc
when he has fnally affixed the stamp. Again the damper,
for his lips must not touch the impure gum of aliens. And-

“you, who sit in lordly style at the desk of authority, are as
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dirt to him, an unclean animal, whose breath is a contamin-
ation and whose shadow is a pollution to his food. . . . He
will complain, pethaps, of your British insularity ot your
American or European arrogance, and ask why he is not
admitted to your club. But it is impossible to describe
how he really feels towards you in his inmost heatt. Lord
Curzon’s attitude towards 2 cur dog would have been genial
by comparison. The Indian Muhammadan is little behind
his Hindu “brother” in this religious pride. He has assimi-
lated ideas of ceremonial putity unknown to the Arabs, and
- frequently will not eat or drink with those who are not of
his religion. ~ Yet he is not behindhand in blaming the British
for exclusiveness. Here, then, is the near-side blinker of
one of the twin horses of bureaucracy. Blinded by religious
pride, the steeds pull the chariot of progtess all askew.

Racial antagonism is the third blinker. To pretend
that it does not exist is a very poor way of tackling the
problems of East and West. Congenital antipathies should
- be stated and faced. ‘The West is ready to give to the East
its religion, but not its daughters in marriage. Some atavism
stronger than ourselves rises insurgent when we think of
the admixture of our blood with theits. And the Indians
feel the same. No doubt this is prc]udlcc—-—the narrow
vision of pre;udme

Finally, there is the secret society of the mcfﬁqent whose
ramifications spread to every class, high and low. Their
password is “Passivity”. Their aim is to cripple endeavouir,
wet-blanket enthusiasm, and encourage six men to do the
work of one. When Ghandi said that it.was the sacred
duty of the Hindu to non-co-operate non-violently with every-
body all the time, he was acclaimed 2 mahatma for formulating
this delightful doctrine. The sad fact is that the average
Indian does not like co-operating. He likes doing nothing.
All the time he can spate he spends lying on his back on his
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bed. This is a generalization, of coutse. But look at
Indian boys when left to themselves. Look at your servants.
Watch the clerks. It is the climate, doubtless. ‘They can’t
help fecling tired. But the result is that it takes five strong
fmen to do the work of a housemaid and thtee bold babus to
tackle the work of a typist in her teens. No one will co-
operate with the officials in India. And this is no new thing.
No one has ever tried to help the rulers, through the ages.
The trying has to be done by the rulers ; the part of the subject
is metely to submit. This idea dies hard. That it is dying
is due, no doubt, to-education. At present, however, the
path of the administrator is a difficult one.

Consider the case of Babu Ashutosh Mukerjee, who
was sticking on the stamp. He earns fifty rupees (£2 1ys.)
a month, and on this pay supports a wife, 2 mothet-in-law,
three children, and two indigent cousins who have failed
in their college entrance examinations. Can you wonder that
if a tip comes his way he is liable to fall?  Can you wonder,
when you think of all those dependents, eating his pottage of
pulses and nibbling his sweetmeats made of ghi, that he is
a past master at making work, not for wotk’s sake, but in order
that someone else may be engaged to do it, the someone else
being one of his relations ? '

So he refers back c_pfrespondence, cross-indexes, writes
reams to his next-door neighbour, shunning the telephone
(a base device to rob the babu of his birthright) like a thing
accursed, and fattens his files on memorandums, until at
last his second cousin has to be engaged to deal with the

. mountains of manuscript. And soon -the second cousin
has found work for a third.

So it goes on. Snowed under with fqolscap and fixed
firmly at his desk, the brutal beef-eating Briton becomes
a harmless, indeed necessary, creature. He has become part
of the system, the signer of the pay-rolls that nepotism has
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created, the willing horse that babudom bestrides in the. tri-
umphal procession of bureaucracy.

Climate, caste, congenital antipathy, and the conspitacy
of the cletk—these are the chief obstacles to a United India. -
Pride, prejudice, nepotism, and Nirvana, these ate the blinkers
in which bureaucracy must work. ‘They can never be wholly
removed, for this is not of the nature of things so long as
bureaucracy is necessary, as we believe it to be necessary
at present, for the security of India. But the blinkers can be
fitted and adjusted so that the jibbing team can pull straight,
or at any rate straighter, along the path of progtess. '

Is it democracy then, or Western science, that is keeping
India for the British? Or is Btitain losing India? Will the
big new Parliament House that the British have recently
built crumble down in a century or so, to the dust of the
forgotten Delhis ?

We would hazatd an : swer. The Btltlsh will not lose
India. In spite of all th ‘alk to the contrary, they will

main, as traders and s iers, if not as administrators,
because their rule has been  success, taking it by and large.
The secret of that success is imply that they do not live in
India. They are not debauched by the climate like the old
Aryans ‘and Moghuls. It is the steamship lines and trans-
ports carrying tired bureaucrats to their English homes, and
bringing bright, buoyant administrators back again to their
bureaux, that are holding India for the British. :

And not bureaucrats only. All honour. to their share
in the work that has been done in India, but it is the merchant,
the banker, the railway executive, the engineer and the
journalist who have glven India the prospetity she en;oys
to-day.

These things ‘could not have been done without the West.
The West could not have done them if travelling had not
been cheap and fast. -The greatest need in all Asia to-day is
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improved communications. - Movement is the heart’s blood
of a country, and it is the British who have stimulated a
healthy circulation in India, and have brought the West to
-her doots, It is this constant influx of new life and new
enthusiasm that India needs, and that India is getting under
modern conditions of travel and trade.

. There is no doubt that the British are now in the act of
giving India independence. But India can never be indepen-
«dent of the West, nor will she want to be, nor is it at all
zhkely that she will tutn to another of the great Powers fot
iguidahce and protection. A thousand agitators may say
that she must, but the remaining three hundred and nineteen
million and .some odd people will veto the idea.:

I will repeat the old reasoning that India is not one nation
but several, cleft by bitter antagonisms, especially religious
antagonisms, and that if the la.nd were freed now it would
be torn by civil war.  Still, it is difficult to prophesy. They
said that self-government for Ireland, likewise sundered by
.the bitterest religious feud, would mean anarchy. But the
Irish, after a little trouble, seem to be getting along well -
enough. . .

India has her great qualities. The British have theirs.
For centuries to come India will turn—not as a servant,
but as an-equal—to: the wealth, the technical knowledge,
and the energy of Britain to supply her needs. With this
help, mogal and material, India may one day tise to the proud
birthright of her Aryan stock, so that the two streams of
civilization that parted in the childhood of the world on the
borders of the Mediterranean, one to form the European and
the other to form the Indian culture, may unite in their
common ancestry again, to build up a great nation of the
Eastern wotld. . . . India a nation in fact, not in fancy.

THE END
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