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INTRODUCTION

Four or five years ago, at the instance of some of my
nearest co-workers, I agreed to write my autobiography.
I made the start, but scarcely had I turned over the first
| sheet when riots broke out in Bombay and the work re-
mained at a standstill. Then followed a series of events
which culminated in my imprisonment at Yeravda.
Sjt. Jeramdas, who was one of my fellow-prisoners there,
asked me to put everything else on one side and finish
writing the autobiography. I replied that I had already
framed a programme of study for myself, and that I could
not think of doing anything else until this course was com-
plete. I should indeed have finished the autobiography
had I gone through my full term of imprisonment at
Yeravda, for there was still a year left to complete the
task, when I was discharged. Swami Anand has now
repeated the proposal, and as I have finished the history
of Satyagraha in South Africa, I am tempted to undertake
the autobiography for Navajivan. The Swami wanted me
to write it separately for publication as a book. But I have
no spare time. I could only write a chapter week by week.
Something has to be written for Navajivan every week.
Why should it not be the autobiography? The Swami
agreed to the proposal, and here am I hard at work.

But a God-fearing friend had his doubts, which he
shared with me on my day of silence. “ What has set you
on this adventure?” he asked. “ Writing an autobio-
graphy is a practice peculiar to the West. I know of no-
body in the East having written one, except amongst those
who have come under Western influence. And what will
you write ? Supposing you reject tomorrow the things
you hold as principles today, or supposing you revise in
the future your plans of today, is it not likely that the
men who shape their conduct on the authority of your
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XXV1 INTRODUCTION

Fvord, spoken or written, may be misled ? Don’t you think
it would be better not to write anything like an autobio-
graphy, at any rate just yet ? ”

This argument had some effect on me. But it is not
my purpose to attempt a real autobiography. I simply want
to tell the story of my numerous experiments with truth,
and as my life consists of nothing but those experiments,
it is true that the story will take the shape of an auto-
biography. But I shall not mind, if every page of it speaks
only of my experiments. I believe, or at any rate flatter
myself with the belief, that a connected account of all these
experiments will not be without benefit to the reader. My
experiments in the political field are now known, not onlyv
to India, but to a certain extent to the ‘civilized’ world.
For me, they have not much value; and the title of
‘Mahatma ’ that they have won for me has, therefore, even
less. Often the title has deeply pained me; and there is
not a moment I can recall when it may be said to have
tickled me. But I should certainly like to narrate my ex-
periments in the spiritual field which are known only to
myself, and from which I have derived such power as I
possess for working in the political field. If the experi-
ments are really spiritual, then there can be no room for
self-praise. They can only add to my humility. The more
I reflect and look back on the past, the more vividly do
I feel my limitations.

What I want to achieve, — what I have been striving
and pining to achieve these thirty years, — is self-realiza-
tion, to see God face to face, to attain Moksha!. I live and
move and have my being in pursuit of this goal. All that
I do by way of speaking and writing, and all my ventures
in the political field, are directed to this same end. But as
I have all along believed that what is possible for one is
possible for all, my experiments have not been conducted
in the closet, but in the open ; and I do not think that this

1. Lit. freedom from birth and death. The nearest English equiva-
lent is salvation.
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fact detracts from their spiritual value. There are some
things which are known only to oneself and one’s Maker.
These are clearly incommunicable. The experiments I am
about to relate are not such. But they are spiritual, or
rather moral ; for the essence of religion is morality.

Only those matters of religion that can be compre-
hended as much by children as by older people, will be
included in this story. If I can narrate them in a dis-
passionate and humble spirit, many other experimenters will
find in them provision for their onward march. Far be it
from me to claim any degree of perfection for these experi-
ments. I claim for them nothing more than does a scientist
who, though he conducts his experiments with the utmost
accuracy, forethought and minuteness, never claims any
finality about his conclusions, but keeps an open mind re-
garding them. I have gone through deep self-introspection,
searched myself through and through, and examined and
analysed every psychological situation. Yet I am far from
claiming any finality or infallibility about my conclusions.
One claim I do indeed make and it is this. For me they
appear to be absolutely correct, and seem for the time
being to be final. For if they were not, I should base no
action on them. But at every step I have carried out the
process of acceptance or rejection and acted accordingly.
And so long as my acts satisfy my reason and my heart,
I must firmly adhere to my original conclusions.

If I had only to discuss academic principles, I should
clearly not attempt an autobiography. But my purpose
being to give an account of various practical applications
of these principles, I have given the chapters I propose to
write the title of The Story of My Ezperiments with Truth.
These will of course include experiments with non-
violence, celibacy and other principles of conduct believed
to be distinct from truth. But for me, truth is the sove-
reign principle, which includes numerous other principles.
This truth is not only truthfulness in word, but truthful-
ness in thought also, and not only the relative truth of our
conception, but the Absolute Truth, the Eternal Principle,
that is God. There are innumerable definitions of God,
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because His manifestations are innumerable. They over-
whelm me with wonder and awe and for a moment stun
me. But I worship God as Truth only. I have not yet
found Him, but I am seeking after Him. I am prepared to
sacrifice the things dearest to me in pursuit of this quest.
Even if the sacrifice demanded be my very life, I hope
I may be prepared to give it. But as long as I have not
realized this Absolute Truth, so long must I hold by the
relative truth as I have conceived it. That relative truth
must, meanwhile, be my beacon, my shield and buckler.
Though this path is strait and narrow and sharp as the
razor’s edge, for me it has been the quickest and easiest.
Even my Himalayan blunders have seemed trifling to me
because I have kept strictly to this path. For the path
has saved me from coming to grief, and I have gone for-
ward according to my light. Often in my progress I have
had faint glimpses of the Absolute Truth, God, and daily
the conviction is growing upon me that He alone is real
and all else is unreal. Let those, who wish, realize how the
conviction has grown upon me ; let them share my experi-
ments and share also my conviction if they can. The fur-
ther conviction has been growing upon me that whatever
is possible for me is possible even for a child, and I have
sound reasons for saying so. The instruments for the quest
of truth are as simple as they are difficult. They may
appear quite impossible to an arrogant person, and quite
possible to an innocent child. The seeker after truth
should be humbler than the dust. The world crushes the
dust under its feet, but the seeker after truth should so
humble himself that even the dust could erush him. Only
then, and not till then, will he have a glimpse of truth.
The dialogue between Vasishtha and Vishvamitra makes
this abundantly clear. Christianity and Islam also amply
bear it out.

If anything that I write in these pages should strike
the reader as being touched with pride, then he must take
it that there is something wrong with my quest, and that
my glimpses are no more than mirage. Let hundreds like
me perish, but let truth prevail. Let us not reduce the
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standard of truth even by a hair's breadth for judging
i tals like myself. .

errmlgﬁx;;; and prayythat no one will regard the _ad\{lce
interspersed in the following chapters as autho%'ltatlve.
The experiments narrated should be regarded as 111ust;:«‘1-
tions, in the light of which every one may carry on 1;
own experiments according to his own inchqatmns an
capacity. I trust that to this limited extent the_ 1llus.trat10ns
will be really helpful ; because I am not going either t(;)
conceal or understate any ugly things that must be told.
I hope to acquaint the reader fully with all. my faul.ts and
errors. My purpose is to describe experiments in _the
science of Satyagraha, not to say how good I am. In jud-
ging myself I shall try to be as harsh as truth, as I wantI.
others also to be. Measuring myself by that standard
must exclaim with Surdas:

Where is there a vretch

So wicked and loathsome as I?

I have forsaken my Maker,

So faithless have I been. -
For it is an unbroken torture to me that I am still so far
from Him, Who as I fully know, governs every b?ea_th of
my life, and Whose offspring I am. I know that 1.t is the
evil passions within that keep me so far from Him, and
yet I cannot get away from them.

But I must close. I can only take up the actual story

in the next chapter.

The Ashram, Sabarmati, M. K. GANDHI

26th November, 1925
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c.hz?racter. Still both Harishchandra and Shravana are
living realities for me, and I am sure I should be moved as
before if I were to read those plays again today.

II1

CHILD MARRIAGE

Much as I wish that I had not to write this chapter,
I know that I shall have to swallow many such bitter
draughts in the course of this narrative. And I cannot do
otk}erwise, if I claim to be a worshipper of Truth. It is my
painful duty to have to record here my marriage at the age
of thirteen. As I see the youngsters of the same age about
me wl.m are under my care, and think of my own marriage,
I am inclined to pity myself and to congratulate them on
having escaped my lot. I can see no moral argument in
support of such a preposterously early marriage.

Let the reader make no mistake. I was married, not
betrothed. For in Kathiawad there are two distinct rites, —
betrothal and marriage. Betrothal is a preliminary promise
on thg part of the parents of the boy and the girl to join
them in marriage, and it is not inviolable. The death of the
boy entails no widowhood on the girl. It is an agreement
purely between the parents, and the children have no con-
cern with it. Often they are not even informed of it. It
appears that I was betrothed thrice, though without my
kpow}edge. I was told that two girls chosen for me had
died in turn, and therefore I infer that I was betrothed
three times. I have a faint recollection, however, that the
third betrothal took place in my seventh year. But I do not
recollect having been informed about it. In the present
chapter T am talking about my marriage, of which I have
the clearest recollection.

It will be remembered that we were three brothers.
The first was already married. The elders decided to marry
my second brother, who was two or three years my senior,
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a cousin, possibly a year older, and me, all at the same
time. In doing so there was no thought of our welfare,
much less our wishes. It was purely a question of their own
convenience and economy.

Marriage among Hindus is no simple matter. The
parents of the bride and the bridegroom often bring them-
selves to ruin over it. They waste their substance, they
waste their time. Months are taken up over the prepa-
rations — in making clothes and ornaments and in prepa-
ring budgets for dinners. Each tries to outdo the other in
the number and variety of courses to be prepared. Women,
whether they have a voice or no, sing themselves hoarse,
even get ill, and disturb the peace of their neighbours.
These in their turn quietly put up with all the turmoil and
bustle, all the dirt and filth, representing the remains of the
feasts, because they know that a time will come when they
also will be behaving in the same manner.

It would be better, thought my elders, to have all this
bother over at one and the same time. Less expense and
greater eclat. For money could be freely spent if it had only
to be spent once instead of thrice. My father and my uncle
were both old, and we were the last children they had to
marry. It is likely that they wanted to have the last best
time of their lives. In view of all these considerations, a
triple wedding was decided upon, and as I have said before,
months were taken up in preparation for it.

It was only through these preparations that we got
warning of the coming event. I do not think it meant to me
anything more than the prospect of good clothes to wear,
drum beating, marriage processions, rich dinners and a
strange girl to play with. The carnal desire came later. I
propose to draw the curtain over my shame, except for a
few details worth recording. To these I shall come later.
But even they have little to do with the central idea I have
kept before me in writing this story.

So my brother and I were both taken to Porbandar
from Rajkot. There are some amusing details of the
preliminaries to the final drama-—e.g. smearing our
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bodies all over with turmeric paste —but I must omit
them.

My father was a Diwan, but nevertheless a servant,
and all the more so because he was in favour with the
Thakore Saheb. The latter would not let him go until the
last moment. And when he did so, he ordered for my father
special stage coaches, reducing the journey by two days.
But the fates had willed otherwise. Porbandar is 120 miles
from Rajkot, — a cart journey of five days. My father did
the distance in three, but the coach toppled over in the
third stage, and he sustained severe injuries. He arrived
bandaged all over. Both his and our interest in the coming
event was half destroyed, but the ceremony had to be gone
through. For how could the marriage dates be changed ?
However, I forgot my grief over my father’s injuries in the
childish amusement of the wedding.

I was devoted to my parents. But no less was I devoted
to the passions that flesh is heir to. I had yet to learn that
all happiness and pleasure should be sacrificed in devoted
service to my parents. And yet, as though by way of
punishment for my desire for pleasures, an incident
happened, which has ever since rankled in my mind and
which I will relate later. Nishkulanand sings : ‘ Renuncia-
tion of objects, without the renunciation of desires, is short-
lived, however hard you may try.” Whenever I sing this
song or hear it sung, this bitter untoward incident rushes
to my memory and fills me with shame.

My father put on a brave face in spite of his injuries,
and took full part in the wedding. As I think of it, I can
even today call before my mind’s eye the places where he
sat as he went through the different details of the cere-
mony. Little did I dream then that one day I should
severely criticize my father for having married me as a
child. Everything on that day seemed to me right and
proper and pleasing. There was also my own eagerness to
get married. And as everything that my father did then
struck me as beyond reproach, the recollection of those
things is fresh in my memory. I can picture to myself, even
today, how we sat on our wedding dais, how we performed
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the Saptapadi?, how we, the newly wedded husband and
wife, put the sweet Kansar 2 into each other’s mouth, and
how we began to live together. And oh! that first night.
Two innocent children all unwittingly hurled themselves
into the ocean of life. My brother’s wife had thoroughly
coached me about my behaviour on the first night. I do not
know who had coached my wife. I have never asked her
about it, nor am I inclined to do so now. The reader may be
sure that we were too nervous to face each other. We were
certainly too shy. How was I to talk to her, and what was
I to say ? The coaching could not carry me far. But no
coaching is really necessary in such matters. The impres-
sions of the former birth are potent enough to make all
coaching superfluous. We gradually began to know each
other, and to speak freely together. We were the same age.
But I took no time in assuming the authority of a husband.

IV

PLAYING THE HUSBAND

About the time of my marriage, little pamphlets
costing a pice, or a pie (I now forget how much), used to be
issued, in which conjugal love, thrift, child marriages, and
other such subjects were discussed. Whenever 1 came
across any of these, I used to go through them cover to
cover, and it was a habit with me to forget what I did not
like, and to carry out in practice whatever I liked. Lifelong
faithfulness to the wife, inculcated in these booklets as the
duty of the husband, remained permanently imprinted on
my heart. Furthermore, the passion for truth was innate
in me, and to be false to her was therefore out of the ques-
tion. And then there was very little chance of my being
faithless at that tender age.

Saptapadi are seven steps a Hindu bride and bridegroom walk
together, making at the same time promises of mutual fidelity and

I

ion, after which the marriage becomes irrevocable.
2. Kansar is a preparation of wheat which the pair partake of

together after the completion of the ceremony.
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love can know what it is. As the hymn says :
‘Only he
Who is smitten with the arrows of love,
Knows its power.’

This was, for me, an object-lesson in Ahimsa. Then I
could read in it nothing more than a father’s love, but today
I know that it was pure Ahimsa. When such Ahimsa
becomes all-embracing, it transforms everything it touches.
There is no limit to its power.

This sort of sublime forgiveness was not natural to my
father. I had thought that he would be angry, say hard
things, and strike his forehead. But he was so wonderfully
peaceful, and I believe this was due to my clean confession.
A clean confession, combined with a promise never to
commit the sin again, when offered before one who has the
right to receive it, is the purest type of repentance. I know
that my confession made my father feel absolutely safe
about me, and increased his affection for me beyond
measure.,

IX

MY FATHER’S DEATH AND MY
DOUBLE SHAME

The time of which I am now speaking is my sixteenth
year. My father, as we have seen, was bed-ridden, suffering
from a fistula. My mother, an old servant of the house, and
I were his principal attendants. I had the duties of a nurse,
which mainly consisted in dressing the wound, giving my
father his medicine, and compounding drugs whenever
they had to be made up at home. Every night I massaged
his legs and retired only when he asked me to do so or
after he had fallen asleep. I loved to do this service. I do
not remember ever having neglected it. All the time at my
disposal, after the performance of the daily duties, was
divided between school and attending on my father. I
would only go out for an evening walk either when he
permitted me or when he was feeling well.
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This was also the time when my wife was expecting
a baby, — a circumstance which, as I can see today, meant
a double shame for me. For one thing I did not restrain my-
self, as I should have done, whilst I was yet a student. And
secondly, this carnal lust got the better of what I regarded
as my duty to study, and of what was even a greater duty,
my devotion to my parents, Shravana having been my ideal
since childhood. Every night whilst my hands were busy
massaging my father’s legs, my mind was hovering about
the bed-room, — and that too at a time when religion, medi-
cal science and commonsense alike forbade sexual inter-
course. I was always glad to be relieved from my duty, and
went straight to the bed-room after doing obeisance to my
father.

At the same time my father was getting worse every
day. Ayurvedic physicians had tried all their ointments,
Hakims their plasters, and local quacks their nostrums. An
English surgeon had also used his skill. As the last and
only resort he had recommended a surgical operation. But
the family physician came in the way. He disapproved of
an operation being performed at such an advanced age.
The physician was competent and well-known, and his
advice prevailed. The operation was abandoned, and
various medicines purchased for the purpose were of no
account. I have an impression that, if the physician had
allowed the operation, the wound would have been easily
healed. The operation also was to have been performed by
a surgeon who was then well known in Bombay. But God
had willed otherwise. When death is imminent, who can
think of the right remedy ? My father returned from
Bombay with all the paraphernalia of the operation, which
were now useless. He despaired of living any longer. He
was getting weaker and weaker, until at last he had to be
asked to perform the necessary functions in bed. But up
to the last he refused to do anything of the kind, always
insisting on going through the strain of leaving his bed. The
Vaishnavite rules about external cleanliness are so in-
exorable.
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Such cleanliness is quite essential no doubt, but Wes-
tern medical science has taught us that all the functions,
including a bath, can be done in bed with the strictest
regard to cleanliness, and without the slightest discomfort
to the patient, the bed always remaining spotlessly clean.
I should regard such cleanliness as quite consistent with
Vaishnavism. But my father’s insistence on leaving the
bed only struck me with wonder then, and I had nothing
but admiration for it.

The dreadful night came. My uncle was then in Rajkot.
I have a faint recollection that he came to Rajkot having
had news that my father was getting worse. The brothers
were deeply attached to each other. My uncle would sit
near my father’s bed the whole day, and would insist on
sleeping by his bed-side after sending us all to sleep. No
one had dreamt that this was to be the fateful night. The
danger of course was there.

It was 10-30 or 11 p.m. I was giving the massage. My
uncle offered to relieve me. I was glad and went straight to
the bed-room. My wife, poor thing, was fast asleep. But
how could she sleep when I was there ? I woke her up. In
five or six minutes, however, the servant knocked at the
door. I started with alarm. ‘ Get up,” he said, ‘ Father is
very ill.” T knew of course that he was very ill, and so I
guessed what ‘very ill’ meant at that moment. I sprang
out of bed.

‘ What is the matter ? Do tell me!’

‘ Father is no more.’

So all was over! I had but to wring my hands. T felt
deeply ashamed and miserable. I ran to my father’s room.
I saw that, if animal passion had not blinded me, I should
have been spared the torture of separation from my father
during his last moments. I should have been massaging
him, and he would have died in my arms. But now it was
my uncle who had had this privilege. He was so deeply
devoted to his elder brother that he had earned the honour
of doing him the last services ! My father had forebodings
of the coming event. He had made a sign for pen and paper,
and written : ‘Prepare for the last rites’ He had then
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snapped the amulet off his arm and also his gold necklace
of tulasi-beads and flung them aside. A moment after this
he was no more.

The shame, to which I have referred in a foregoing
chapter, was this shame of my carnal desire even at the
critical hour of my father’s death, which demanded wake-
ful service. It is a blot I have never been able to efface or
forget, and I have always thought that, although my devo-
tion to my parents knew no bounds and I would have given
up anything for it, yet it was weighed and found unpardon-
ably wanting because my mind was at the same moment
in the grip of lust. I have therefore always regarded myself
as a lustful, though a faithful, husband. It took me long to
get free from the shackles of lust, and I had to pass through
many ordeals before I could overcome it.

Before I close this chapter of my double shame, I may
mention that the poor mite that was born to my wife
scarcely breathed for more than three or four days. Nothing
else could be expected. Let all those who are married be
warned by my example.

X

GLIMPSES OF RELIGION

From my sixth or seventh year up to my sixteenth I
was at school, being taught all sorts of things except reli-
gion. I may say that I failed to get from the teachers what
they could have given me without any effort on their part.
And yet I kept on picking up things here and there from
my surroundings. The term ‘religion’ I am using in its
broadest sense, meaning thereby self-realization or know-
ledge of self.

Being born in the Vaishnava faith, I had often to go
to the Haveli. But it never appealed to me. I did not like its
glitter and pomp. Also I heard rumours of immorality being
practised there, and lost all interest in it. Hence I could
gain nothing from the Haveli.

But what I failed to get there I obtained from my
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But I will not stand in your way. It is your mother’s
permission which really matters. If she permits you, then
godspeed ! Tell her I will not interfere. You will go with my
blessings.’

‘I could expect nothing more from you,’ said I. ‘ I shall
now try to win mother over. But would you not recommend
me to Mr. Lely ?’

‘How can I do that ? ’ said he. ‘ But he is a good man.
You ask for an appointment telling him how you are con-
nected. He will certainly give you one and may even help
you.’

I cannot say why my uncle did not give me a note of
recommendation. I have a faint idea that he hesitated to
co-operate directly in my going to England, which was in
his opinion an irreligious act.

I wrote to Mr. Lely, who asked me to see him at his
residence. He saw me as he was ascending the staircase ;
and saying curtly, ‘ Pass your B.A. first and then see me.
No help can be given you now ’, he hurried upstairs. I had
made elaborate preparations to meet him. I had carefully
learnt up a few sentences and had bowed low and saluted
him with both hands. But all to no purpose !

I thought of my wife’s ornaments. I thought of my
elder brother, in whom I had the utmost faith. He was
generous to a fault, and he loved me as his son.

I returned to Rajkot from Porbandar and reported all
that had happened. T consulted Joshiji, who of course
advised even incurring a debt if necessary. T suggested the
disposal of my wife’s ornaments, which could fetch about
two to three thousand rupees. My brother promised to find
the money somehow.

My mother, however, was still unwilling. She had
begun making minute inquiries. Someone had told her that
young men got lost in England. Someone else had said that
they took to meat ; and yet another that they could not live
there without liquor. * How about all this ? ’ she asked me.
I said : ‘Will you not trust me ? I shall not lie to you. I
swear that I shall not touch any of those things. If there
were any such danger, would Joshiji let me go ?’
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‘I can trust you,” she said. ‘ But how can I trust you
in a distant land ? I am dazed and know not what to do. I
will ask Becharji Swami.’

Becharji Swami was originally a Modh Bania, but had
now become a Jain monk. He too was a family adviser like
Joshiji. He came to my help, and said : ‘I shall get the boy
solemnly to take the three vows, and then he can be
allowed to go.’ He administered the oath and I vowed not
to touch wine, woman and meat. This done, my mother
gave her permission.

The high school had a send-off in my honour. It was
an uncommon thing for a young man of Rajkot to go to
England. I had written out a few words of thanks. But I
could scarcely stammer them out. I remember how my
head reeled and how my whole frame shook as I stood up
to read them.

With the blessings of my elders, I started for Bombay.
This was my first journey from Rajkot to Bombay. My
brother accompanied me. But there is many a slip, "twixt
the cup and the lip. There were difficulties to be faced in

Bombay.

XII

OUTCASTE

With my mother’s permission and blessings, I set off
exultantly for Bombay, leaving my wife with a baby of
a few months. But on arrival there friends told my brother
that the Indian Ocean was rough in June and July, and as
this was my first voyage, I should not be allowed to sail
until November. Someone also reported that a steamer had
just been sunk in a gale. This made my brother uneasy, and
he refused to take the risk of allowing me to sail imme-
diately. Leaving me with a friend in Bombay, he returned
to Rajkot to resume his duty. He put the money for my
travelling expenses in the keeping of a brother-in-law, and
left word with some friends to give me whatever help I
might need.
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Time hung heavily on my hands in Bombay. I dreamt
continually of going to England.

Meanwhile my caste-people were agitated over my
going abroad. No Modh Bania had been to England up to
now, and if I dared to do so, I ought to be brought to book !
A general meeting of the caste was called and I was sum-
moned to appear before it. I went. How I suddenly
managed to muster up courage I do not know. Nothing
daunted, and without the slightest hesitation, I came before
the meeting. The Sheth — the headman of the community
— who was distantly related to me and had been on very
good terms with my father, thus accosted me :

‘In the opinion of the caste, your proposal to go to
England is not proper. Our religion forbids voyages abroad.
We have also heard that it is not possible to live there
without compromising our religion. One is obliged to eat
and drink with Europeans !’

To which I replied : ‘I do not think it is at all against
our religion to go to England. I intend going there for
further studies. And I have already solemnly promised to
my mother to abstain from three things you fear most. I am
sure the vow will keep me safe.’

‘But we tell you,” rejoined the Sheth, *that it is not
possible to keep our religion there. You know my relations
with your father and you ought to listen to my advice.’

‘I know those relations,’” said I. * And you are as an
elder to me. But I am helpless in this matter. T cannot alter
my resolve to go to England. My father’s friend and adviser,
who is a learned Brahman, sees no objection to my
going to England, and my mother and brother have also
given me their permission.’

‘ But will you disregard the orders of the caste ?’

‘I am really helpless. I think the caste should not
interfere in the matter.’

This incensed the Sheth. He swore at me. T sat un-
moved. So the Sheth pronounced his order : ¢ This boy shall
be treated as an outcaste from today. Whoever helps him
or goes to see him off at the dock shall be punishable with
a fine of one rupee four annas.’
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The order had no effect on me, and I took my leave of
the Sheth. But I wondered how my brother would take it.
Fortunately he remained firm and wrote to assure me that
I had his permission to go, the Sheth’s order notwith-
standing.,

The incident, however, made me more anxious than
ever to sail. What would happen if they succeeded in
bringing pressure to bear on my brother ? Supposing
something unforeseen happened ? As I was thus worrying
over my predicament, I heard that a Junagadh vakil was
going to England, for being called to the bar, by a boat
sailing on the 4th of September. I met the friends to whose
care my brother had commended me. They also agreed
that I should not let go the opportunity of going in such
company. There was no time to be lost. I wired to my
brother for permission, which he granted. I asked my
brother-in-law to give me the money. But he referred to the
order of the Sheth and said that he could not afford to lose
caste. I then sought a friend of the family and requested him
to accommodate me to the extent of my passage and sun-
dries, and to recover the loan from my brother. The friend
was not only good enough to accede to my request, but he
cheered me up as well. T was so thankful. With part of the
money I at once purchased the passage. Then I had to
equip myself for the voyage. There was another friend who
had experience in the matter. He got clothes and other
things ready. Some of the clothes I liked and some I did not
like at all. The necktie, which I delighted in wearing later,
I then abhorred. The short jacket I looked upon as im-
modest. But this dislike was nothing before the desire to
go to England, which was uppermost in me. Of provisions
also T had enough and to spare for the voyage. A berth was
reserved for me by my friends in the same cabin as that
of Sjt. Tryambakrai Mazmudar, the Junagadh vakil. They
also commended me to him. He was an experienced man
of mature age and knew the world. I was yet a stripling of
eighteen without any experience of the world. Sjt. Mazmu-
dar told my friends not to worry about me.

I sailed at last from Bombay on the 4th of September.
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I did not feel at all sea-sick. But as the days passed, I
became fidgety. I felt shy even in speaking to the steward.
I was quite unaccustomed to talking English, and except
for Sjt. Mazmudar all the other passengers in the second
saloon were English. I could not speak to them. For I could
rarely follow their remarks when they came up to speak to
me, and even when I understood I could not reply. I had
to frame every sentence in my mind, before I could bring it
out. I was innocent of the use of knives and forks and had
not the boldness to inquire what dishes on the menu were
free of meat. I therefore never took meals at table but
always had them in my cabin, and they consisted princi-
pally of sweets and fruits which I had brought with me.
Sjt. Mazmudar had no difficulty, and he mixed with every-
body. He would move about freely on deck, while I hid my-
self in the cabin the whole day, only venturing up on deck
when there were but few people. Sjt. Mazmudar kept
pleading with me to associate with the passengers and to
talk with them freely. He told me that lawyers should have
a long tongue, and related to me his legal experiences. He
advised me to take every possible opportunity of talking
English, and not to mind making mistakes which were ob-
viously unavoidable with a foreign tongue. But nothing
could make me conquer my shyness.

An English passenger, taking kindly to me, drew me
into conversation. He was older than I. He asked me what
I ate, what I was, where I was going, why I was shy, and
so on. He also advised me to come to table. He laughed at
my insistence on abjuring meat, and said in a friendly way
when we were in the Red Sea: ‘It is all very well so far
but you will have to revise your decision in the Bay of
Biscay. And it is so cold in England that one cannot
possibly live there without meat.’
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‘But I have heard that people can live there without
eating meat,’ I said.

‘ Rest assured it is a fib,” said he. ‘ No one, to my know-
ledge, lives there without being a meat-eater. Don’t you see
that I am not asking you to take liquor, though I do so?
But I do think you should eat meat, for you cannot live
without it.’

‘1 thank you for your kind advice, but I have solemnly
promised to my mother not to touch meat, and therefore I
cannot think of taking it. If it be found impossible to get on
without it, I will far rather go back to India than eat meat
in order to remain there.’

We entered the Bay of Biscay, but I did not begin to
feel the need either of meat or liquor. I had been advised
to collect certificates of my having abstained from meat,
and I asked the English friend to give me one. He gladly
gave it and I treasured it for some time. But when I saw
later that one could get such a certificate in spite of being
a meat-eater, it lost all its charm for me. If my word was
not to be trusted, where was the use of possessing a
certificate in the matter ?

However, we reached Southampton, as far as I remem-
ber, on a Saturday. On the boat I had worn a black suit,
the white flannel one, which my friends had got me, having
been kept especially for wearing when I landed. I had
thought that white clothes would suit me better when I
stepped ashore, and therefore I did so in white flannels.
Those were the last days of September, and I found I was
the only person wearing such clothes. I left in charge of an
agent of Grindlay and Co. all my kit, including the keys,
seeing that many others had done the same and I must
follow suit.

I had four notes of introduction : to Dr. P. J. Mehta, to
Sjt. Dalpatram Shukla, to Prince Ranjitsinhji and to Dada-
bhai Naoroji. Someone on board had advised us to put up
at the Victoria Hotel in London. Sjt. Mazmudar and I
accordingly went there. The shame of being the only per-
son in white clothes was already too much for me. And
when at the Hotel I was told that I should not get my
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things from Grindlay’s the next day, it being a Sunday, I
was exasperated.

Dr. Mehta, to whom I had wired from Southampton,
called at about eight o’clock the same evening. He gave me
a hearty greeting. He smiled at my being in flannels. As
we were talking, I casually picked up his top-hat, and
trying to see how smooth it was, passed my hand over it
the wrong way and disturbed the fur. Dr. Mehta looked
somewhat angrily at what I was doing and stopped me. But
the mischief had been done. The incident was a warning
for the future. This was my first lesson in European eti-
quette, into the details of which Dr. Mehta humorously
initiated me. ‘ Do not touch other people’s things,” he said.
‘Do not ask questions as we usually do in India on first
acquaintance ; do not talk loudly ; never address people as
‘sir’ whilst speaking to them as we do in India ; only
servants and subordinates address their masters that way.’
And so on and so forth. He also told me that it was very
expensive to live in a hotel and recommended that I should
live with a private family. We deferred consideration of the
matter until Monday.

Sjt. Mazmudar and I found the hotel to be a trying
affair. It was also very expensive. There was, however, a
Sindhi fellow-passenger from Malta who had become
friends with Sjt. Mazmudar, and as he was not a stranger
to London, he offered to find rooms for us. We agreed, and
on Monday, as soon as we got our baggage, we paid up
our bills and went to the rooms rented for us by the Sindhi
friend. T remember my hotel bill came to £ 3, an amount
which shocked me. And I had practically starved in spite
of this heavy bill ! For I could relish nothing. When I did
not like one thing, I asked for another, but had to pay for
both just the same. The fact is that all this while T had

depended on the provisions which I had brought with me
from Bombay.

I was very uneasy even in the new rooms. I would
continually think of my home and country. My mother’s
love always haunted me. At night the tears would stream
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down my cheeks, and home memories of all sorts made
sleep out of the question. It was impossible to share my
misery with anyone. And even if I could have done so,
where was the use ? I knew of nothing that would soothe
me. Everything was strange — the people, their ways, and
even their dwellings. I was a complete novice in the matter
of English etiquette and continually had to be on my gua}'d.
There was the additional inconvenience of the vegetarian
vow. Even the dishes that I could eat were tasteless and
insipid. I thus found myself between Scylla and Charybdis.
England I could not bear, but to return to India was not
to be thought of. Now that I had come, I must finish the
three years, said the inner voice.

XIV

MY CHOICE

Dr. Mehta went on Monday to the Victoria Hotel
expecting to find me there. He discovered that we had left,
got our new address, and met me at our rooms. Through
sheer folly I had managed to get ringworm on the boat. F_‘or
washing and bathing we used to have sea-water, in.whlch
soap is not soluble. I, however, used soap, taking its use
to be a sign of civilization, with the result that instead of
cleaning the skin it made it greasy. This gave me ring-
worm. I showed it to Dr. Mehta, who told me to apply ace-
tic acid. I remember how the burning acid made me cry.
Dr. Mehta inspected my room and its appointments and
shook his head in disapproval. ‘ This place won’t do,” he
said. * We come to England not so much for the purpose of
studies as for gaining experience of English life and cus-
toms. And for this you need to live with a family. But
before you do so, I think you had better serve a period of
apprenticeship with — . T will take you there.’

I gratefully accepted the suggestion and removed to
the friend’s rooms. He was all kindness and attention. He
treated me as his own brother, initiated me into English
ways and manners, and accustomed me to talking the

T || DR e




54 MY EXPERIMENTS WITH TRUTH

entirely in Latin. Besides a knowledge of Latin means
greater command over the English language.’ It went home
and I decided to learn Latin, no matter how difficult it
might be. French I had already begun, so I thought that
should be the modern language. I joined a private
Matriculation class. Examinations were held every six
months and I had only five months at my disposal. It was
an almost impossible task for me. But the aspirant after
being an English gentleman chose to convert himself into
a serious student. I framed my own time-table to the
minute ; but neither my intelligence nor memory promised
to enable me to tackle Latin and French besides other sub-
jects within the given period. The result was that I was
ploughed in Latin. I was sorry but did not lose heart. I had
acquired a taste for Latin, also I thought my French would
be all the better for another trial and I would select a new
subject in the science group. Chemistry which was my
subject in science had no attraction for want of experi-
ments, whereas it ought to have been a deeply interesting
study. It was one of the compulsory subjects in India and
so I had selected it for the London Matriculation. This time,
however, I chose Heat and Light instead of Chemistry. It
was said to be easy and I found it to be so.

With my preparation for another trial, I made an
effort to simplify my life still further. I felt that my way of
living did not yet befit the modest means of my family.
The thought of my struggling brother, who nobly respond-
ed to my regular calls for monetary help, deeply pained
me. I saw that most of those who were spending from eight
to fifteen pounds monthly had the advantage of scholar-
ships. I had before me examples of much simpler living,
I came across a fair number of poor students living more
humbly than I. One of them was staying in the slums in
a room at two shillings a week and living on two pence
worth of cocoa and bread per meal from Lockhart’s cheap
Cocoa Rooms. It was far from me to think of emulating
him, but I felt T could surely have one room instead of
two and cook some of my meals at home. That would be a
saving of four to five pounds each month. I also came across
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books on simple living. I gave up the suite of rooms and
rented one instead, invested in a stove, and began cooking
my breakfast at home. The process scarcely took me more
than twenty minutes for there was only oatmeal porridge
to cook and water to boil for cocoa. I had lunch out and
for dinner bread and cocoa at home. Thus I managed to
live on a shilling and three pence a day. This was also a
period of intensive study. Plain living saved me plenty of
time and I passed my examination.

Let not the reader think that this living made my life
by any means a dreary affair. On the contrary the change
harmonized my inward and outward life. It was also more
in keeping with the means of my family. My life was
certainly more truthful and my soul knew no bounds of joy.

XVII

EXPERIMENTS IN DIETETICS

As I searched myself deeper, the necessity for changes
both internal and external began to grow on me. As soon
as, or even before, I made alterations in my expenses and
my way of living, I began to make changes in my diet. I
saw that the writers on vegetarianism had examined the
question very minutely, attacking it in its religious, scienti-
fic, practical and medical aspects. Ethically they had
arrived at the conclusion that man’s supremacy over the
lower animals meant not that the former should prey upon
the latter, but that the higher should protect the lower, and
that there should be mutual aid between the two as bet-
ween man and man. They had also brought out the truth
that man eats not for enjoyment but to live. And some of
them accordingly suggested and effected in their lives
abstention not only from flesh-meat but from eggs and milk.
Scientifically some had concluded that man’s physical
structure showed that he was not meant to be a cooking
but a frugivorous animal, that he could take only his
mother’s milk and, as soon as he had teeth, should begin
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to take solid foods. Medically they had suggested the rejec-
tion of all spices and condiments. According to the practical
and economic argument they had demonstrated that a vege-
tarian diet was the least expensive. All these considera-
tions had their effect on me, and I came across vegetarians
of all these types in vegetarian restaurants. There was a
Vegetarian Society in England with a weekly journal of its
own. I subscribed to the weekly, joined the society and
very shortly found myself on the Executive Committee.
Here I came in contact with those who were regarded as
pillars of vegetarianism, and began my own experiments
in dietetics.

I stopped taking the sweets and condiments I had got
from home. The mind having taken a different turn, the
fondness for condiments wore away, and I now relished the
boiled spinach which in Richmond tasted insipid, cooked
without condiments. Many such experiments taught me
that the real seat of taste was not the tongue but the mind.

The economic consideration was of course constantly
before me. There was in those days a body of opinion
which regarded tea and coffee as harmful and favoured
cocoa. And as I was convinced that one should eat only
articles that sustained the body, I gave up tea and coffee
as a rule, and substituted cocoa.

There were two divisions in the restaurants I used to
visit. One division, which was patronized by fairly well-to-
do people, provided any number of courses from which one
chose and paid for a la carte, each dinner thus costing from
one to two shillings. The other division provided six-penny
dinners of three courses with a slice of bread. In my days
of strict frugality I usually dined in the second division.

There were many minor experiments going on along
with the main one ; as for example, giving up starchy foods
at one time, living on bread and fruit alone at another, and
once living on cheese, milk and eggs. This last experiment
is worth noting. It lasted not even a fortnight. The refor-
mer who advocated starchless food had spoken highly of
eggs and held that eggs were not meat. It was apparent
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that there was no injury done to living creatures in taking
eggs. I was taken in by this plea and took eggs in spi'te of
my vow. But the lapse was momentary. I had no busmgss
to put a new interpretation on the vow. The interpretation
of my mother who administered the vow was there for
me. I knew that her definition of meat included eggs. And
as soon as I saw the true import of the vow I gave up eggs
and the experiment alike.

There is a nice point underlying the argument, and
worth noting. I came across three definitions of meat in
England. According to the first, meat denoted only the
flesh of birds and beasts. Vegetarians who accepted that
definition abjured the flesh of birds and beasts, but ate fish,
not to mention eggs. According to the second definition,
meat meant flesh of all living creatures. So fish was here
out of the question, but eggs were allowed. The third defini-
tion included under meat the flesh of all living beings, as
well as all their products, thus covering eggs and milk
alike. If I accepted the first definition, I could take not only
eggs, but fish also. But I was convinced that my mother’s
definition was the definition binding on me. If, therefore,
I would observe the vow I had taken, I must abjure eggs.
I therefore did so. This was a hardship inasmuch as inquiry
showed that even in vegetarian restaurants many courses
used to contain eggs. This meant that unless I knew what
was what, T had to go through the awkward process of
ascertaining whether a particular course contained eggs or
no, for many puddings and cakes were not free from them.
But though the revelation of my duty caused this difficulty,
it simplified my food. The simplification in its turn brought
me annoyance in that I had to give up several dishes I had
come to relish. These difficulties were only passing, for the
strict observance of the vow produced an inward relish
distinctly more healthy, delicate and permanent.

The real ordeal, however, was still to come, and that
was in respect of the other vow. But who dare harm whom
God protects ?

A few observations about the interpretation of vows
or pledges may not be out of place here. Interpretation of
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pledges has been a fruitful source of strife all the world
over. No matter how explicit the pledge, people will turn
and twist the text to suit their own purposes. They are to
be met with among all classes of society, from the rich
down to the poor, from the prince down to the peasant.
Selfishness turns them blind, and by a use of the ambi-
guous middle they deceive themselves and seek to deceive
the world and God. One golden rule is to accept the inter-
pretation honestly put on the pledge by the party adminis-
tering it. Another is to accept the interpretation of the
weaker party, where there are two interpretations possible.
Rejection of these two rules gives rise to strife and iniquity,
which are rooted in untruthfulness. He who seeks truth
alone easily follows the golden rule. He need not seek
learned advice for interpretation. My mother’s interpreta-
tion of meat was, according to the golden rule, the only
true one for me, and not the one my wider experience or
my pride of better knowledge might have taught me.

My experiments in England were conducted from the
point of view of economy and hygiene. The religious aspect
of the question was not considered until I went to South
Africa where I undertook strenuous experiments which
will be narrated later. The seed, however, for all of them
was sown in England.

A convert’s enthusiasm for his new religion is greater
than that of a person who is born in it. Vegetarianism was
then a new cult in England, and likewise for me, because,
as we have seen, I had gone there a convinced meat-eater,
and was intellectually converted to vegetarianism later.
Full of the neophyte’s zeal for vegetarianism, I decided to
start a vegetarian club in my locality, Bayswater. I invited
Sir Edwin Arnold, who lived there, to be Vice-President.
Dr. Oldfield who was Editor of The Vegetarian became
President. T myself became the Secretary. The club went
well for a while, but came to an end in the course of a few
months. For I left the locality, according to my custom of
moving from place to place periodically. But this brief and
modest experience gave me some little training in
organizing and conducting institutions.

XVIII

SHYNESS MY SHIELD

I was elected to the Executive Committee of the Vege-
tarian Society, and made it a point to attend every one of
its meetings, but I always felt tongue-tied. Dr. Oldfield once
said to me, ‘ You talk to me quite all right, but why is it
that you never open your lips at a committee meeting ?
You are a drone.’ I appreciated the banter. The bees are
ever busy, the drone is a thorough idler. And it was not a
little curious that whilst others expressed their opinions at
these meetings, I sat quite silent. Not that I never felt
tempted to speak. But I was at a loss to know how to
express myself. All the rest of the members appeared to
me to be better informed than I. Then it often happened
that just when I had mustered up courage to speak, a fresh
subject would be started. This went on for a long time.

Meantime a serious question came up for discussion.
I thought it wrong to be absent, and felt it cowardice 'to
register a silent vote. The discussion arose somewhat in
this wise. The President of the Society was Mr. Hills, pro-
prietor of the Thames Iron Works. He was a puritan. It
may be said that the existence of the Society depended
practically on his financial assistance. Many members of
the Committee were more or less his proteges. Dr. Allinson
of vegetarian fame was also a member of the Committee.
He was an advocate of the then new birth control move-
ment, and preached its methods among the working
classes. Mr. Hills regarded these methods as cutting at the
root of morals. He thought that the Vegetarian Society had
for its object not only dietetic but also moral reform, and
that a man of Dr. Allinson’s anti-puritanic views should not
be allowed to remain in the Society. A motion was there-
fore brought for his removal. The question deeply inte-
rested me. I considered Dr. Allinson’s views regarding
artificial methods of birth control as dangerous, and I

59

M_;‘




66 MY EXPERIMENTS WITH TRUTH

courage to speak out the truth. Will you forgive me ? 1
assure you I have taken no improper liberties with the
young lady you were good enough to introduce to me. I
knew my limits. You, not knowing that I was married,
naturally desired that we should be engaged. In order that
things should not go beyond the present stage, I must tell
you the truth.

‘If on receipt of this, you feel that I have been un-
worthy of your hospitality, I assure you I shall not take
it amiss. You have laid me under an everlasting debt of
gratitude by your kindness and solicitude. If, after this,
you do not reject me but continue to regard me as worthy
of your hospitality, which I will spare no pains to deserve,
I shall naturally be happy and count it a further token of
your kindness.’

Let the reader know that I could not have written
such a letter in a moment. I must have drafted and re-
drafted it many times over. But it lifted a burden that was
weighing me down. Almost by return post came her reply
somewhat as follows :

‘I have your frank letter. We were both very glad and
had a hearty laugh over it. The untruth you say you have
been guilty of is pardonable. But it is well that you have
acquainted us with the real state of things. My invitation
still stands and we shall certainly expect you next Sunday
and look forward to hearing all about your child-marriage
and to the pleasure of laughing at your expense. Need I
assure you that our friendship is not in the least affected
by this incident ?’

I thus purged myself of the canker of untruth, and T
never thenceforward hesitated to talk of my married state
wherever necessary.

XX

ACQUAINTANCE WITH RELIGIONS

Towards the end of my second year in England I came
across two Theosophists, brothers, and both unrqarnegi.
They talked to me about the Gita. They were re:.:\dmg Sir
Edwin Arnold’s translation — The Song Celestial — and
they invited me to read the original with thexp. I felt
ashamed, as I had read the divine poem neither in Sams-
krit nor in Gujarati. I was constrained to tell them. tha.t I
had not read the Gita, but that I would gladly read it with
them, and that though my knowledge of Samskrit. was
meagre, still I hoped to be able to understand the orlglpal
to the extent of telling where the translation failed to bring
out the meaning. I began reading the Gita with them. The
verses in the second chapter

If one

Ponders on objects of the sense, there springs

Attraction ; from attraction grows desire,

Desire flames to fierce passion, passion breeds
Recklessness ; then the memory — all betrayed —
Lets noble purpose go, and saps the mind,

Till purpose, mind, and man are all undone.

made a deep impression on my mind, and the).r still
ring in my ears. The book struck me as one of px:lceless
worth. The impression has ever since been growing on
me with the result that I regard it today as the book par
excellence for the knowledge of Truth. It has afforded me
invaluable help in my moments of gloom. I have reqd
almost all the English translations of it, and I regard Sir
Edwin Arnold’s as the best. He has been faithful to the
text, and yet it does not read like a translation. Though I
read the Gita with these friends, I cannot pretend to have
studied it then. It was only after some years that it became
a book of daily reading.

The brothers also recommended The Light of Asia by
Sir Edwin Arnold, whom I knew till then as the author
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only of The Song Celestial, and I read it with even greater
interest than I did the Bhagavadgita. Once I had begun it
I could not leave off. They also took me on one occasion to
the Blavatsky Lodge and introduced me to Madame
Blavatsky and Mrs. Besant. The latter had just then joined
the Theosophical Society, and I was following with great
interest the controversy about her conversion. The friends
advised me to join the Society, but I politely declined
saying, ‘ With my meagre knowledge of my own religion
I do not want to belong to any religious body.’ I recall
having read, at the brothers’ instance, Madame Blavat-
sky’s Key to Theosophy. This book stimulated in me the
desire to read books on Hinduism, and disabused me of
the notion fostered by the missionaries that Hinduism was
rife with superstition.

About the same time I met a good Christian from
Manchester in a vegetarian boarding house. He talked to
me about Christianity. I narrated to him my Rajkot recol-
lections. He was pained to hear them. He said, ‘I am a
vegetarian. I do not drink. Many Christians are meat-
eaters and drink, no doubt ; but neither meat-eating nor
drinking is enjoined by Scripture. Do please read the
Bible.” I accepted his advice, and he got me a copy. I have
a faint recollection that he himself used to sell copies of
the Bible, and I purchased from him an edition containing
maps, concordance, and other aids. I began reading it, but
I could not possibly read through the Old Testament. I
read the book of Genesis, and the chapters that followed
invariably sent me to sleep. But just for the sake of being
able to say that I had read it, I plodded through the other
books with much difficulty and without the least interest
or understanding. I disliked reading the book of Numbers.

But the New Testament produced a different impres-
sion, especially the Sermon on the Mount which went
straight to my heart. I compared it with the Gita. The
verses, ‘ But I say unto you, that ye resist not evil : but
whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him
the other also. And if any man take away thy coat let him
have thy cloke too,” delighted me beyond measure and put
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me in mind of Shamal Bhatt’s ‘ For a bowl of water, give a
goodly meal’ etc. My young mind tried to unify the
teaching of the Gita, The Light of Asia and the Sermon on
the Mount. That renunciation was the highest form of reli-
gion appealed to me greatly.

This reading whetted my appetite for studying the
lives of other religious teachers. A friend recommended
Carlyle’s Heroes and Hero-Worship. 1 read the chapter on
the Hero as a prophet and learnt of the Prophet’s greatness
and bravery and austere living.

Beyond this acquaintance with religion I could not
go at the moment, as reading for the examination left me
scarcely any time for outside subjects. But I took mental
note of the fact that I should read more religious books
and acquaint myself with all the principal religions.

And how could I help knowing something of atheism
too ? Every Indian knew Bradlaugh’s name and his so-
called atheism. I read some book about it, the name of
which I forget. It had no effect on me, for I had already
crossed the Sahara of atheism. Mrs. Besant who was then
very much in the limelight, had turned to theism from
atheism, and that fact also strengthened my aversion to
atheism. I had read her book How I became a Theosophist.

It was about this time that Bradlaugh died. He was
buried in the Woking Cemetery. I attended the funeral,
as I believe every Indian residing in London did. A few
clergymen also were present to do him the last honours.
On our way back from the funeral we had to wait at the
station for our train. A champion atheist from the crowd
heckled one of these clergymen. ‘ Well, sir, you believe in
the existence of God ?’

‘I do,” said the good man in a low tone.

‘You also agree that the circumference of the Earth
is 28,000 miles, don’t you ?’ said the atheist with a smile
of self-assurance.

‘Indeed.’

‘ Pray tell me then the size of your God and where he
may be ?’
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‘Well, if we but knew, He resides in the hearts of us
both.’

‘Now, now, don’t take me to be a child,’ said the
champion with a triumphant look at us.

The clergyman assumed a humble silence.

This talk still further increased my prejudice against
atheism.

XXI

faas & as !

Though I had acquired a nodding acquaintance with
Hinduism and other religions of the world, I should have
known that it would not be enough to save me in my trials.
Of the thing that sustains him through trials man has no
inkling, much less knowledge, at the time. If an un-
believer, he will attribute his safety to chance. If a
believer, he will say God saved him. He will conclude, as
well he may, that his religious study or spiritual discipline
was at the back of the state of grace within him. But in the
hour of his deliverance he does not know whether his spiri-
tual discipline or something else saves him. Who that has
prided himself on his spiritual strength has not seen it
humbled to the dust ? A knowledge of religion, as disting-
uished from experience, seems but chaff in such moments
of trial.

It was in England that I first discovered the futility
of mere religious knowledge. How I was saved on previous
occasions is more than I can say, for I was very young
then ; but now I was twenty and had gained some expe-
rience as husband and father.

During the last vear, as far as I can remember, of my
stay in England, that is in 1890, there was a Vegetarian
Conference at Portsmouth to which an Indian friend and I
were invited. Portsmouth is a sea-port with a large naval
population. Tt has many houses with women of ill fame,

1.“Nirbal ke bala Rama’— Refrain of Surdas’ famous hymn, ‘ He
is the help of the helpless, the strength of the weak.’
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women not actually prostitutes, but at the same time, not
very scrupulous about their morals. We were put up in one
of these houses. Needless to say, the Reception Committee
did not know anything about it. It would have been diffi-
cult in a town like Portsmouth to find out which were good
lodgings and which were bad for occasional travellers like
us.

We returned from the Conference in the evening.
After dinner we sat down to play a rubber of bridge, in
which our landlady joined, as is customary in England
even in respectable households. Every player indulges in
innocent jokes as a matter of course, but here my compa-
nion and our hostess began to make indecent ones as well.
I did not know that my friend was an adept in the art. It
captured me and I also joined in. Just when I was about
to go beyond the limit, leaving the cards and the game to
themselves, God through the good companion uttered the
blessed warning : * Whence this devil in you, my boy ? Be
off, quick !’

I was ashamed. I took the warning and expressed
within myself gratefulness to my friend. Remembering
the vow I had taken before my mother, I fled from the
scene. To my room I went quaking, trembling, and with
beating heart, like a quarry escaped from its pursuer.

I recall this as the first occasion on which a woman,
other than my wife, moved me to lust. I passed that night
sleeplessly, all kinds of thoughts assailing me. Should I
leave this house ? Should I run away from the place?
Where was I ? What would happen to me if I had not my
wits about me ? I decided to act thenceforth with great
caution ; not to leave the house, but somehow leave Ports-
mouth. The Conference was not to go on for more than
two days, and I remember I left Portsmouth the next eve-
ning, my companion staying there some time longer.

I did not then know the essence of religion or of God,
and how He works in us. Only vaguely I understood that
God had saved me on that occasion. On all occasions of
trial He has saved me. I know that the phrase ‘ God saved
me’ has a deeper meaning for me today, and still T feel

_ﬂ-_—‘
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many occasions, my guide and helper. Three moderns
have left a deep impress on my life, and captivated me :
Raychandbhai by his living contact ; Tolstoy by his book,
The Kingdom of God is Within You ; and Ruskin by his
Unto this Last. But of these more in their proper place.

II

HOW I BEGAN LIFE

My elder brother had built high hopes on me. The
desire for wealth and name and fame was great in him. He
had a big heart, generous to a fault. This, combined with
his simple nature, had attracted to him many friends, and
through them he expected to get me briefs. He had also
assumed that I should have a swinging practice and had,
in that expectation, allowed the household expenses to
become top-heavy. He had also left no stone unturned in
preparing the field for my practice.

The storm in my caste over my foreign voyage was
still brewing. It had divided the caste into two camps, one
of which immediately readmitted me, while the other was
bent on keeping me out. To please the former my brother
took me to Nasik before going to Rajkot, gave me a bath
in the sacred river and, on reaching Rajkot, gave a caste
dinner. I did not like all this. But my brother’s love for me
was boundless, and my devotion to him was in proportion
to it, and so I mechanically acted as he wished, taking his
will to be law. The trouble about readmission to the caste
was thus practically over.

I never tried to seek admission to the section that had
refused it. Nor did I feel even mental resentment against
any of the headmen of that section. Some of these regarded
me with dislike, but I scrupulously avoided hurting their
feelings. I fully respected the caste regulations about ex-
communication. According to these, none of my relations,
including my father-in-law and mother-in-law, and even
my sister and brother-in-law, could entertain me; and I
would not so much as drink water at their houses. They
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were prepared secretly to evade the prohibition, but it
went against the grain with me to do a thing in secret that
I would not do in public.

The result of my scrupulous conduct was that I never
had occasion to be troubled by the caste ; nay, I have expe-
rienced nothing but affection and generosity from the
general body of the section that still regards me as ex-
communicated. They have even helped me in my work,
without ever expecting me to do anything for the caste.
It is my conviction that all these good things are due to my
non-resistance. Had I agitated for being admitted to the
caste, had I attempted to divide it into more camps, had I
provoked the castemen, they would surely have retaliated,
and instead of steering clear of the storm, I should, on
arrival from England, have found myself in a whirlpool of
agitation, and perhaps a party to dissimulation.

My relations with my wife were still not as I desired.
Even my stay in England had not cured me of jealousy. I
continued my squeamishness and suspiciousness in res-
pect of every little thing, and hence all my cherished
desires remained unfulfilled. I had decided that my wife
should learn reading and writing and that I should help her
in her studies, but my lust came in the way and she had
to suffer for my own shortcoming. Once I went the length
of sending her away to her father’s house, and consented
to receive her back only after I had made her thoroughly
miserable. I saw later that all this was pure folly on my
part.

I had planned reform in the education of children. My
brother had children, and my own child which I had left
at home when I went to England was now a boy of nearly
four. It was my desire to teach these little ones physical
exercise and make them hardy, and also to give them the
benefit of my personal guidance. In this I had my brother’s
support and I succeeded in my efforts more or less. I very
much liked the company of children, and the habit of
playing and joking with them has stayed with me till to-
day. I have ever since thought that I should make a good
teacher of children.

|
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The necessity for food ‘ reform ’ was obvious. Tea and
coffee had already found their place in the house. My bro-
ther had thought it fit to keep some sort of English atmos-
phere ready for me on my return, and to that end, cro-
ckery and such other things, which used to be kept in the
house only for special occasions, were now in general use.
My ‘reforms’ put the finishing touch. I introduced oat-
meal porridge, and cocoa was to replace tea and coffee. But
in truth it became an addition to tea and coffee. Boots and
shoes were already there. I completed the Europeanization
by adding the European dress.

Expenses thus went up. New things were added every
day. We had succeeded in tying a white elephant at our
docr. But how was the wherewithal to be found ? To start
practice in Rajkot would have meant sure ridicule. I had
hardly the knowledge of a qualified vakil and yet I expec-
ted to be paid ten times his fee ! No client would be fool
enough to engage me. And even if such a one was to be
found, should I add arrogance and fraud to my ignorance,
and increase the burden of debt I owed to the world ?

Friends advised me to go to Bombay for some time in
order to gain experience of the High Court, to study Indian
law and to try get what briefs I could. I took up the
suggestion and went.

In Bombay I started a household with a cook as in-
competent as myself. He was a Brahman. I did not treat
him as a servant but as a member of the household. He
would pour water over himself but never wash. His dhoti
was dirty, as also his sacred thread, and he was completely

innocent of the scriptures. But how was I to get a better
cook ?

‘Well, Ravishankar,’ (for that was his name), I would

ask him, ‘ you may not know cooking, but surely you must
know your sandhya (daily worship), ete.

‘Sandhya, sir! The plough is our sandhya and the
spade our daily ritual. That is the type of Brahman I am.
I must live on your mercy. Otherwise agriculture is of
course there for me.’
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So I had to be Ravishankar’s teacher. Time I had
enough. I began to do half the cooking myself and intro-
duced the English experiments in vegetarian cookery. I
invested in a stove, and with Ravishankar began to run
the kitchen. I had no scruples about interdining, Ravi-
shankar too came to have none, and so we went on merrily
together. There was only one obstacle. Ravishankar had
sworn to remain dirty and to keep the food unclean !

But it was impossible for me to get along in Bombay
for more than four or five months, there being no income
to square with the ever-increasing expenditure.

This was how I began life. I found the barrister’s pro-
fession a bad job— much show and little knowledge. I
felt a crushing sense of my responsibility.

IT1

THE FIRST CASE

Whilst in Bombay, I began, on the one hand, my study
of Indian law and, on the other, my experiments in die-
tetics in which Virchand Gandhi, a friend, joined me. My
brother, for his part, was trying his best to get me briefs.

The study of Indian law was a tedious business. The
Civil Procedure Code I could in no way get on with. Not
so however, with the Evidence Act. Virchand Gandhi was
reading for the Solicitor’s Examination and would tell me
all sorts of stories about barristers and vakils. ‘Sir
Pherozeshah’s ability,” he would say, ¢ lies in his profound
knowledge of law. He has the Evidence Act by heart and
knows all the cases on the thirty-second section. Badrud-
din Tyabji’'s wonderful power of argument inspires the
judges with awe.’

The stories of stalwarts such as these would unnerve
me.

‘It is not unusual,” he would add, ‘for a barrister to
vegetate for five or seven years. That’s why I have signed
the articles for solicitorship. You should count yourself
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myself with their ways of life which interested me very
much. This took up some time.

There were some deck passengers with whom I had
made acquaintance, and who had landed with a view to
cooking their food on shore and having a quiet meal. I now
found them preparing to return to the steamer, so we all
got into the same boat. The tide was high in the harbour
and our boat had more than its proper load. The current
was so strong that it was impossible to hold the boat to the
ladder of the steamer. It would just touch the ladder and
be drawn away again by the current. The first whistle to
start had already gone. I was worried. The Captain was
witnessing our plight from the bridge. He ordered the stea-
mer to wait an extra five minutes. There was another boat
near the ship which a friend hired for me for ten rupees.
This boat picked me up from the overloaded one. The lad-
der had already been raised. I had therefore to be drawn
up by means of a rope and the steamer started imme-
diately. The other passengers were left behind. I now
appreciated the Captain’s warning.

After Lamu the next port was Mombasa and then
Zanzibar. The halt here was a long one — eight or ten
days — and we then changed to another boat.

The Captain liked me much but the liking took an
undesirable turn. He invited an English friend and me to
accompany him on an outing, and we all went ashore in
his boat. T had not the least notion of what the outing
meant. And little did the Captain know what an igno-
ramus I was in such matters. We were taken to some
Negro women’s quarters by a tout. We were each shown
into a room. I simply stood there dumb with shame. Hea-
ven only knows what the poor woman must have thought
of me. When the Captain called me T came out just as I had
gone in. He saw my innocence. At first I felt very much
ashamed, but as I could not think of the thing except with
horror, the sense of shame wore away, and I thanked God
that the sight of the woman had not moved me in the least.
I was disgusted at my weakness and pitied myself for not
having had the courage to refuse to go into the room.
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This in my life was the third trial of its kind. Many a
youth, innocent at first, must have been drawn into sin by
a false sense of shame. I could claim no credit for having
come out unscathed. I could have credit if I had refused
to enter that room. I must entirely thank the All-merciful
for having saved me. The incident increased my faith in
God and taught me, to a certain extent, to cast off false
shame.

As we had to remain in this port for a week, I took
rooms in the town and saw a good deal by wandering
about the neighbourhood. Only Malabar can give any idea
of the luxuriant vegetation of Zanzibar. I was amazed at
the gigantic trees and the size of the fruits.

The next call was at Mozambique and thence we
reached Natal towards the close of May.

VII

SOME EXPERIENCES

The port of Natal is Durban also known as Port Natal.
Abdulla Sheth was there to receive me. As the ship arrived
at the quay and I watched the people coming on board to
meet their friends, I observed that the Indians were not
held in much respect. I could not fail to notice a sort of
snobbishness about the manner in which those who knew
Abdulla Sheth behaved towards him, and it stung me.
Abdulla Sheth had got used to it. Those who looked at me
did so with a certain amount of curiosity. My dress
marked me out from other Indians. I had a frock-coat and
a turban, an imitation of the Bengal pugree.

I was taken to the firm’s quarters and shown into the
room set apart for me, next to Abdulla Sheth’s. He did not
understand me. I could not understand him. He read the
papers his brother had sent through me, and felt more
puzzled. He thought his brother had sent him a white ele-
phant. My style of dress and living struck him as being
expensive like that of the Europeans. There was no parti-
cular work then which could be given me. Their case was
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going on in the Transvaal. There was no meaning in send-
ing me there immediately. And how far could he trust my
ability and honesty ? He would not be in Pretoria to watch
me. The defendants were in Pretoria, and for aught he
knew they might bring undue influence to bear on me. And
if work in connection with the case in question was not to
be entrusted to me, what work could I be given to do, as
all other work could be done much better by his clerks ?
The clerks could be brought to book, if they did wrong.
Could T be, if I also happened to err? So if no work in
connection with the case could be given me, I should have
to be kept for nothing.

Abdulla Sheth was practically unlettered, but he had
a rich fund of experience. He had an acute intellect and
was conscious of it. By practice he had picked up just suffi-
cient English for conversational purposes, but that served
him for carrying on all his business, whether it was dealing
with Bank Managers and European merchants or explain-
ing his case to his counsel. The Indians held him in very
high esteem. His firm was then the biggest, or at any rate
one of the biggest, of the Indian firms. With all these
advantages he had one disadvantage — he was by nature
suspicious.

He was proud of Islam and loved to discourse on
Islamic philosophy. Though he did not know Arabic, his
acquaintance with the Holy Koran and Islamic literature
in general was fairly good. Illustrations he had in plenty,
always ready at hand. Contact with him gave me a fair
amount of practical knowledge of Islam. When we came
closer to each other, we had long discussions on religious
topices.

On the second or third day of my arrival, he took me
to see the Durban court. There he introduced me to several
people and seated me next to his attorney. The Magistrate
kept staring at me and finally asked me to take off my
turban. This I refused to do and left the court.

So here too there was fighting in store for me.
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Abdulla Sheth explained to me why some Indians
were required to take off their turbans. Those wearing the
Musalman costume might, he said, keep their turbans on,
but the other Indians on entering a court had to take theirs
off as a rule.

I must enter into some details to make this nice
distinction intelligible. In the course of these two or three
days I could see that the Indians were divided into diffe-
rent groups. One was that of Musalman merchants, who
would call themselves ‘Arabs’. Another was that of
Hindu, and yet another of Parsi, clerks. The Hindu clerks
were neither here nor there, unless they cast in their lot
with the ‘ Arabs’. The Parsi clerks would call themselves
Persians. These three classes had some social relations
with one another. But by far the largest class was that
composed of Tamil, Telugu and North Indian indentured
and freed labourers. The indentured labourers were those
who went to Natal on an agreement to serve for five years,
and came to be known there as girmitiyas from girmit,
which was the corrupt form of the English word *agree-
ment ’. The other three classes had none but business rela-
tions with this class. Englishmen called them ‘coolies’
and as the majority of Indians belonged to the labouring
class, all Indians were called ‘coolies’, or ‘samis’. ¢ Sami’
is a Tamil suffix occurring after many Tamil names, and
it is nothing else than the Samskrit Swami, meaning a
master. Whenever, therefore, an Indian resented being
addressed as a ‘sami’ and had enough wit in him, he
would try to return the compliment in this wise: ‘ You
may call me sami, but you forget that sami means a mas-
ter. I am not your master!’ Some Englishmen would
wince at this, while others would get angry, swear at the
Indian and, if there was a chance, would even belabour
him ; for ‘ sami’ to him was nothing better than a term of
contempt. To interpret it to mean a master amounted to
an insult !

I was hence known as a ‘coolie barrister’. The mer-
chants were known as ‘coolie merchants’. The original
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meaning of the word ‘coolie’ was thus forgotten, and it
became a common appellation for all Indians. The Musal-
man merchant would resent this and say: ‘I am not a
coolie, I am an Arab,’ or ‘I am a merchant,’ and the
Englishman, if courteous, would apologize to him.

The question of wearing the turban had a great impor-
tance in this state of things. Being obliged to take off one’s
Indian turban would be pocketing an insult. So I thought
I had better bid good-bye to the Indian turban and begin
wearing an English hat, which would save me from the
insult and the unpleasant controversy.

But Abdulla Sheth disapproved of the idea. He said,
‘If you do anything of the kind, it will have a very bad
effect. You will compromise those insisting on wearing
Indian turbans. And an Indian turban sits well on your
head. If you wear an English hat, you will pass for a
waiter.’

There was practical wisdom, patriotism and a little bit
of narrowness in this advice. The wisdom was apparent,
and he would not have insisted on the Indian turban
except out of patriotism; the slighting reference to the
waiter betrayed a kind of narrowness. Amongst the in-
dentured Indians there were three classes — Hindus,
Musalmans and Christians. The last were the children of
indentured Indians who became converts to Christianity.
Even in 1893 their number was large. They wore the Eng-
lish costume, and the majority of them earned their living
by service as waiters in hotels. Abdulla Sheth’s criticism
of the English hat was with reference to this class. It was
considered degrading to serve as a waiter in a hotel. The
belief persists even today among many.

On the whole I liked Abdulla Sheth’s advice. I wrote
to the press about the incident and defended the wearing
of my turban in the court. The question was very much
discussed in the papers, which described me as an ‘un-
welcome visitor’. Thus the incident gave me an unexpec-
ted advertisement in South Africa within a few days of my
arrival there. Some supported me while others severely
criticized my temerity.
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My turban stayed with me practically until the end of
my stay in South Africa. When and why I left off wearing
any head-dress at all in South Africa, we shall see later.

VIII

ON THE WAY TO PRETORIA

I soon came in contact with the Christian Indians
living in Durban. The Court Interpreter, Mr. Paul, was a
Roman Catholic. I made his acquaintance, as also that of
the late Mr. Subhan Godfrey, then a teacher under the
Protestant Mission, and father of Mr. James Godfrey, who,
as a member of the South African Deputation, visited
India in 1924. I likewise met the late Parsi Rustomji and
the late Adamji Miyakhan about the same time. All these
friends, who up to then had never met one another except
on business, came ultimately into close contact, as we shall
see later.

Whilst I was thus widening the circle of my acquain-
tance, the firm received a letter from their lawyer saying
that preparations should be made for the case, and that
Abdulla Sheth should go to Pretoria himself or send a
representative,

Abdulla Sheth gave me this letter to read, and asked
me if I would go to Pretoria. ‘I can only say after I have
understood the case from you,’ said I. ‘ At present I am at
a loss to know what I have to do there.’ He thereupon
asked his clerks to explain the case to me.

As I began to study the case, I felt as though I ought to
begin from the A B C of the subject. During the few days
I had had at Zanzibar, I had been to the court to see the
work there. A Parsi lawyer was examining a witness and
asking him questions regarding credit and debit entries in
account books. It was all Greek to me. Book-keeping I had
learnt neither at school nor during my stay in England.
And the case for which I had come to South Africa was
mainly about accounts. Only one who knew accounts could
understand and explain it. The clerk went on talking about

-| W
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could not be justified. I got a letter in reply to the effect
that first and second class tickets would be issued to
Indians who were properly dressed. This was far from
giving adequate relief, as it rested with the Station Master
to decide who was ‘ properly dressed ’.

The British Agent showed me some papers dealing
with Indian affairs. Tyeb Sheth had also given me similar
papers. I learnt from them how cruelly the Indians were
hounded out from the Orange Free State.

In short, my stay in Pretoria enabled me to make a
deep study of the social, economic and political condition
of the Indians in the Transvaal and the Orange Free State.
I had no idea that this study was to be of invaluable ser-
vice to me in the future. For I had thought of returning
home by the end of the year, or even earlier, if the case
was finished before the year was out.

But God disposed otherwise.

XIII

WHAT IT IS TO BE A ‘COOLIE’

It would be out of place here to describe fully the
condition of Indians in the Transvaal and the Orange Free
State. I would suggest that those who wish to have a full
idea of it may turn to my History of Satyagraha in South
Africa. It is, however, necessary to give here a brief
outline.

In the Orange Free State the Indians were deprived
of all their rights by a special law enacted in 1888 or even
earlier. If they chose to stay there, they could do so only
to serve as waiters in hotels or to pursue some other such
menial calling. The traders were driven away with a nomi-

nal compensation. They made representations and peti-
tions, but in vain.

A very stringent enactment was passed in the Trans-

vaal in 1885. It was slightly amended in 1886, and it was
provided under the amended law that all Indians should
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pay a poll tax of £ 3 as fee for entry into the Transvaal.
They might not own land except in locations set apart for
them, and in practice even that was not to be ownership.
They had no franchise. All this was under the special law
for Asiatics. to whom the laws for the coloured people
were also applied. Under these latter, Indians might not
walk on public footpaths, and might not move out of doors
after 9 p.m. without a permit. The enforcement of this last
regulation was elastic so far as the Indians were con-
cerned. Those who passed as ‘ Arabs’ were, as a matter of
favour, exempted from it. The exemption thus naturally
depended on the sweet will of the police.

I had to experience the effect of both these regula-
tions. I often went out at night for a walk with Mr. Coates,
and we rarely got back home much before ten o’clock.
What if the police arrested me ? Mr. Coates was more con-
cerned about this than I. He had to issue passes to his
Negro servants. But how could he give one to me ? Only a
master might issue a permit to a servant. If I had wanted
one, and even if Mr. Coates had been ready to give it, he
could not have done so, for it would have been fraud.

So Mr. Coates or some friend of his took me to the
State Attorney, Dr. Krause. We turned out to be barristers
of the same Inn. The fact that I needed a pass to enable me
to be out of doors after 9 p.m. was too much for him. He
expressed sympathy for me. Instead of ordering for me a
pass, he gave me a letter authorizing me to be out of doors
at all hours without police interference. I always kept this
letter on me whenever I went out. The fact that I never
had to make use of it was a mere accident.

Dr. Krause invited me to his place, and we may be
said to have become friends. I occasionally called on him,
and it was through him that I was introduced to his more
famous brother, who was Public Prosecutor in Johannes-
burg. During the Boer War he was court-martialled for
conspiring to murder an English officer, and was sentenced
to imprisonment for seven years. He was also disbarred
by the Benchers. On the termination of hostilities he was
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released and, being honourably readmitted to the Trans-
vaal bar, resumed practice.

These connections were useful to me later on in my
public life, and simplified much of my work.

The consequences of the regulation regarding the use
of footpaths were rather serious for me. I always went out
for a walk through President Street to an open plain.
President Kruger’s house was in this street —a very
modest, unostentatious building, without a garden, and
not distinguishable from other houses in its neighbour-
hood. The houses of many of the millionaires in Pretoria
were far more pretentious, and were surrounded by gar-
dens. Indeed President Kruger’s simplicity was proverbial.
Only the presence of a police patrol before the house indi-
cated that it belonged to some official. T nearly always went
along the footpath past this patrol without the slightest
hitch or hindrance.

Now the man on duty used to be changed from time
to time. Once one of these men, without giving me the
slightest warning, without even asking me to leave the
footpath, pushed and kicked me into the street. T was dis-
mayed. Before I could question him as to his behaviour,
Mr. Coates, who happened to be passing the spot on
horseback, hailed me and said :

‘Gandhi, I have seen everything. I shall gladly be
your witness in court if you proceed against the man. I am
very sorry you have been so rudely assaulted.’

‘ You need not be sorry,’ I said. * What does the poor
man know ? All coloured people are the same to him. He
no doubt treats Negroes just as he has treated me. I have
made it a rule not to go to court in respect of any personal
grievance. So T do not intend to proceed against him.’

‘That is just like you,’ said Mr. Coates, but do think
it over again. We must teach such men a lesson.” He then
spoke to the policeman and reprimanded him. T could not
follow their talk, as it was in Dutch, the policeman being
a Boer. But he apologized to me, for which there was no
need. I had already forgiven him.
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But I never again went through this street. There
would be other men coming in this man’s place and, igno-
rant of the incident, they would behave likewise. Why
should I unnecessarily court another kick ? I therefore
selected a different walk.

The incident deepened my feeling for the Indian
settlers. I discussed with them the advisability of making
a test case, if it were found necessary to do so, after having
seen the British Agent in the matter of these regulations.

I thus made an intimate study of the hard condition
of the Indian settlers, not only by reading and hearing
about it, but by personal experience. I saw that South
Africa was no country for a self-respecting Indian, and
my mind became more and more occupied with the ques-
tion as to how this state of things might be improved.

But my principal duty for the moment was to attend
to the case of Dada Abdulla.

XIV

PREPARATION FOR THE CASE

The year’s stay in Pretoria was a most valuable expe-
rience in my life. Here it was that I had opportunities of
learning public work and acquired some measure of my
capacity for it. Here it was that the religious spirit within
me became a living force, and here too I acquired a true
knowledge of legal practice. Here I learnt the things that
a junior barrister learns in a senior barrister’s chamber,
and here I also gained confidence that I should not after all
fail as a lawyer. It was likewise here that I learnt the
secret of success as a lawyer.

Dada Abdulla’s was no small case. The suit was for
£ 40,000. Arising out of business transactions, it was full
of intricacies of accounts. Part of the claim was based on
promissory notes, and part on the specific performance of
promise to deliver promissory notes. The defence was that
the promissory notes were fraudulently taken and lacked
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my knowledge to account. We labour under a sort of super-
stition that the child has nothing to learn during the first
five years of its life. On the contrary the fact is that the
child never learns in after life what it does in its first five
years. The education of the child begins with conception.
The physical and mental states of the parents at the
moment of conception are reproduced in the baby. Then
during the period of pregnancy it continues to be affected
by the mother’s moods, desires and temperament, as also
by her ways of life. After birth the child imitates
the parents, and for a considerable number of years
entirely depends on them for its growth.

The couple who realize these things will never have
sexual union for the fulfilment of their lust, but only when
they desire issue. I think it is the height of ignorance to
believe that the sexual act is an independent function neces-
sary like sleeping or eating. The world depends for its
existence on the act of generation, and as the world is the
play-ground of God and a reflection of His glory, the act of
generation should be controlled for the ordered growth of
the world. He who realizes this will control his lust at
any cost, equip himself with the knowledge necessary for
the physical, mental and spiritual well-being of his progeny,
and give the benefit of that knowledge to posterity.

VII

BRAHMACHARYA —1

We now reach the stage in this story when I began
seriously to think of taking the brahmacharya vow. I had
been wedded to a monogamous ideal ever since my mar-
riage, faithfulness to my wife being part of the love of
truth. But it was in South Africa that I came to realize the
importance of observing brahmacharya even with respect
to my wife. T cannot definitely say what circumstance or
what book it was, that set my thoughts in that direction,
but I have a recollection that the predominant factor was
the influence of Raychandbhai, of whom I have already
written. I can still recall a conversation that I had with

BRAHMACHARYA —1 205

him. On one occasion I spoke to him in high praise of
Mrs. Gladstone’s devotion to her husband. I had read some-
where that Mrs. Gladstone insisted on preparing tea for
Mr. Gladstone even in the House of Commons, and that this
had become a rule in the life of this illustrious couple, whose
actions were governed by regularity. I spoke of this_to
the poet, and incidentally eulogized conjugal love. Whlch
of the two do you prize more,’ asked Raychandbhai, ‘the
love of Mrs. Gladstone for her husband as his wife, or her
devoted service irrespective of her relation to Mr. Glad-
stone ? Supposing she had been his sister, or his devoted
servant, and ministered to him with the same attention,
what would you have said ? Do we not have instances of
such devoted sisters or servants ? Supposing you had found
the same loving devotion in a male servant, would you have
been pleased in the same way as in Mrs. Gladstone’s case ?
Just examine the view-point suggested by me.’

Raychandbhai was himself married. I have an im-
pression that at the moment his words sounded harsh, but
they gripped me irresistibly. The devotion of a servant
was, I felt, a thousand times more praiseworthy than that
of a wife to her husband. There was nothing surprising
in the wife’s devotion to her husband, as there was an in-
dissoluble bond between them. The devotion was perfectly
natural. But it required a special effort to cultivate equal
devotion between master and servant. The poet’s point of
view began gradually to grow upon me.

What then, I asked myself, should be my relation with
my wife ? Did my faithfulness consist in making my wife
the instrument of my lust ? So long as I was the slave of
lust, my faithfulness was worth nothing. To be fair to my
wife, I must say that she was never the temptress. It was
therefore the easiest thing for me to take the vow of
brahmacharya, if only 1 willed it. It was my weak will or
lustful attachment that was the obstacle.

Even after my conscience had been roused in the mat-
ter, I failed twice. I failed because the motive that actuated
the effort was none the highest. My main object was to
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escape having more children. Whilst in England I had
read something about contraceptives. I have already refer-
red to Dr. Allinson’s birth control propaganda in the chapter
on Vegetarianism. If it had some temporary effect on me,
Mr. Hill’s opposition to those methods and his advocacy of
internal efforts as opposed to outward means, in a word,
of self-control, had a far greater effect, which in due time
came to be abiding. Seeing, therefore, that I did not desire
more children I began to strive after self-control. There
was endless difficulty in the task. We began to sleep in
separate beds. Idecided to retire to bed only after the day’s
work had left me completely exhausted. All these efforts
did not seem to bear much fruit, but when I look back
upon the past, I feel that the final resolution was the cumu-
lative effect of those unsuccessful strivings.

The final resolution could only be made as late as 1908.
Satyagraha had not then been started. I had not the least
notion of its coming. I was practising in Johannesburg at
the time of the Zulu ‘ Rebellion ’ in Natal, which came soon
after the Boer War. I felt that I must offer my services
to the Natal Government on that occasion. The offer was
accepted, as we shall see in another chapter. But the work
set me furiously thinking in the direction of self-control,
and according to my wont Idiscussed my thoughts with my
co-workers. It became my conviction that procreation and
the consequent care of children were inconsistent with
public service. Thad to break up my household at Johannes-
burg to be able to serve during the ‘ Rebellion ’. Within one
month of offering my services, I had to give up the house
I had so carefully furnished. I took my wife and children
to Phoenix and led the Indian ambulance corps attached
to the Natal forces. During the difficult marches that had
then to be performed, the idea flashed upon me that if I
wanted to devote myself to the service of the community
in this manner, I must relinquish the desire for children
and wealth and live the life of a vanaprastha — of one re-
tired from household cares.

The ‘ Rebellion ’ did not occupy me for more than six
weeks, but this brief period proved to be a very important
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epoch in my life. The importance of vows grew upon me
more clearly than ever before. I realized that a vow, far
from closing the door to real freedom, opened it. Up to
this time I had not met with success because the will had
been lacking, because I had had no faith in myself, no faith
in the grace of God, and therefore, my mind had been
tossed on the boisterous sea of doubt. I realized that in re-
fusing to take a vow man was drawn into temptation, anfi
that to be bound by a vow was like a passage from liberti-
nism to a real monogamous marriage. ‘I believe in effort,
I do not want to bind myself with vows,’ is the mentality of
weakness and betrays a subtle desire for the thing to be
avoided. Or where can be the difficulty in making a final
decision ? I vow to flee from the serpent which I know will
bite me, I do not simply make an effort to flee from him. I
know that mere effort may mean certain death. Mere effort
means ignorance of the certain fact that the serpent is
bound to kill me. The fact, therefore, that I could rest con-
tent with an effort only, means that I have not yet clearly
realized the necessity of definite action. ‘ But supposing my
views are changed in the future, how can I bind myself by
a vow ? ’ Such a doubt often deters us. But that doubt also
betrays a lack of clear perception that a particular thing
must be renounced. That is why Nishkulanand has sung :

‘ Renunciation without aversion is not lasting.’

Where therefore the desire is gone, a vow of renunciation is
the natural and inevitable fruit.
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if he should serve black men. We do not allow our barbers
to serve our untouchable brethren. I got the reward of this
in South Africa, not once, but many times, and the convic-
tion that it was the punishment for our own sins saved me
from becoming angry.

The extreme forms in which my passion for self-help
and simplicity ultimately expressed itself will be described
in their proper place. The seed had been long sown. It only
needed watering to take root, to flower and to fructify, and
the watering came in due course.

X

THE BOER WAR

I must skip many other experiences of the period bet-
ween 1897 and 1899 and come straight to the Boer War.

When the war was declared, my personal sympathies
were all with the Boers, but I believed then that I had yet
no right, in such cases, to enforce my individual convic-
tions. I have minutely dealt with the inner struggle regard-
ing this in my history of the Satyagraha in South Africa,
and I must not repeat the argument here. I invite the
curious to turn to those pages. Suffice it to say that my
loyalty to the British rule drove me to participation with
the British in that war. I felt that, if I demanded rights as
a British citizen, it was also my duty, as such, to parti-
cipate in the defence of the British Empire. I held then
that India could achieve her complete emancipation only
within and through the British Empire. So I collected to-
gether as many comrades as possible, and with very great

difficulty got their services accepted as an ambulance
corps.

The average Englishman believed that the Indian was
a coward, incapable of taking risks or looking beyond his
immediate self-interest. Many English friends, therefore,
threw cold water on my plan. But Dr. Booth supported it
whole-heartedly. He trained us in ambulance work. We
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secured medical certificates of fitness for service.
Mr. Laughton and the late Mr. Escombe enthusiastically
supported the plan, and we applied at last for service at
the front. The Government thankfully acknowledged our
application, but said that our services were not then
needed.

I would not rest satisfied, however, with this refusal.
Through the introduction of Dr. Booth, I called on the
Bishop of Natal. There were many Christian Indians in our
corps. The Bishop was delighted with my proposal and
promised to help us in getting our services accepted.

Time too was working with us. The Boer had shown
more pluck, determination and bravery than had been
expected ; and our services were ultimately needed.

Our corps was 1,100 strong, with nearly 40 leaders.
About three hundred were free Indians, and the rest inden-
tured. Dr. Booth was also with us. The corps acquitted it-
self well. Though our work was to be outside the firing
line, and though we had the protection of the Red Cross,
we were asked at a critical moment to serve within the
firing line. The reservation had not been of our seeking.
The authorities did not want us to be within the range of
fire. The situation, however, was changed after the repulse
at Spion Kop, and General Buller sent the message that,
though we were not bound to take the risk, Government
would be thankful if we would do so and fetch the
wounded from the field. We had no hesitation, and so the
action at Spion Kop found us working within the firing
line. During these days we had to march from twenty to
twenty-five miles a day, bearing the wounded on
stretchers. Amongst the wounded we had the honour of
carrying soldiers like General Woodgate.

The corps was disbanded after six weeks’ service.
After the reverses at Spion Kop and Vaalkranz, the British
Commander-in-Chief abandoned the attempt to relieve
Ladysmith and other places by summary procedure, and
decided to proceed slowly, awaiting reinforcements from
England and India.
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Our humble work was at the moment much applau-
ded, and the Indians’ prestige was enhanced. The news-
papers published laudatory rhymes with the refrain, ‘ We
are sons of Empire after all.’

General Buller mentioned with appreciation the work
of the corps in his despatch, and the leaders were awarded
the War Medal.

The Indian community became better organized. I got
into closer touch with the indentured Indians. There came
a greater awakening amongst them, and the feeling that
Hindus, Musalmans, Christians, Tamilians, Gujaratis and
Sindhis were all Indians and children of the same mother-
land took deep root amongst them. Everyone believed that
the Indians’ grievances were now sure to be redressed. At
the moment the white man’s attitude seemed to be dis-
tinctly changed. The relations formed with the whites
during the war were of the sweetest. We had come in con-
tact with thousands of tommies. They were friendly with
us and thankful for being there to serve them.

I cannot forbear from recording a sweet reminiscence
of how human nature shows itself at its best in moments
of trial. We were marching towards Chievely Camp where
Lieutenant Roberts, the son of Lord Roberts, had received
a mortal wound. Our corps had the honour of carrying the
body from the field. It was a sultry day — the day of our
march. Everyone was thirsting for water. There was a tiny
brook on the way where we could slake our thirst. But who
was to drink first ? We had proposed to come in after the
tommies had finished. But they would not begin first and
urged us to do so, and for a while a pleasant competition
went on for giving precedence to one another.

X1

SANITARY REFORM AND FAMINE RELIEF

It has always been impossible for me to reconcile my-
self to any one member of the body politic remaining out
of use. I have always been loath to hide or connive at the
weak points of the community or to press for its rights
without having purged it of its blemishes. Therefore, ever
since my settlement in Natal, I had been endeavouring to
clear the community of a charge that had been levelled
against it, not without a certain amount of truth. The
charge had often been made that the Indian was slovenly
in his habits and did not keep his house and surroundings
clean. The principal men of the community had, there-
fore, already begun to put their houses in order, but house-
to-house inspection was undertaken only when plague was
reported to be imminent in Durban. This was done after
consulting, and gaining the approval of, the city fathers,
who had desired our co-operation. Our co-operation made
work easier for them and at the same time lessened our
hardships. For whenever there is an outbreak of epi-
demics, the executive, as a general rule, get impatient, take
excessive measures and behave to such as may have incur-
red their displeasure with a heavy hand. The community
saved itself from this oppression by voluntarily taking
sanitary measures.

But T had some bitter experiences. I saw that I could
not so easily count on the help of the community in getting
it to do its own duty, as I could in claiming for it rights. At
some places I met with insults, at others with polite in-
difference. It was too much for people to bestir themselves
to keep their surroundings clean. To expect them to find
money for the work was out of the question. These expe-
riences taught me, better than ever before, that without
infinite patience it was impossible to get the people to do
any work. It is the reformer who is anxious for the reform,
and not society, from which he should expect nothing
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We were a class of about 80. In six weeks we were
examined, and all except one passed. For these the
Government now provided military drill and other
training. Colonel Baker was placed in charge of this work.

London in these days was a sight worth seeing. There
was no panic, but all were busy helping to the best of their
ability. Able-bodied adults began training as combatants,
but what were the old, the infirm and the women to do ?
There was enough work for them, if they wanted. So they
employed themselves in cutting and making clothes and
dressings for the wounded.

The Lyceum, a ladies’ club, undertook to make as
many clothes for the soldiers as they could. Shrimati
Sarojini Naidu was a member of this club, and threw her-
self whole-heartedly into the work. This was my first
acquaintance with her. She placed before me a heap of
clothes which had been cut to pattern, and asked me to
get them all sewn up and return them to her. I welcomed
her demand and with the assistance of friends got as many

clothes made as I could manage during my training for
first aid.

XXXIX

A SPIRITUAL DILEMMA

As soon as the news reached South Africa that I along
with other Indians had offered my services in the war, I
received two cables. One of these was from Mr. Polak who
questioned the consistency of my action with my profes-
sion of ahimsa.

I had to a certain extent anticipated this objection, for
I had discussed the question in my Hind Swaraj or Indian
Home Rule *, and used to discuss it day in and day out with
friends in South Africa. All of us recognized the im-
morality of war. If T was not prepared to prosecute my
assailant, much less should I be willing to participate in a
war, especially when I knew nothing of the justice or
otherwise of the cause of the combatants. Friends of course
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knew that I had previously served in the Boer War, but
they assumed that my views had since undergone a
change.

As a matter of fact the very same line of argument
that persuaded me to take part in the Boer War had
weighed with me on this occasion. It was quite glear to me
that participation in war could never be consistent with
ahimsa. But it is not always given to one to be equally clear
about one’s duty. A votary of truth is often obliged to
grope in the dark.

Ahimsa is a comprehensive principle. We are helpless
mortals caught in the conflagration of himsa. The saying
that life lives on life has a deep meaning in it. Man cannot
for a moment live without consciously or unconsciously
committing outward himsa. The very fact of his living —
eating, drinking and moving about — necessarily involves
some himsa, destruction of life, be it ever so minute. A
votary of ahimsa therefore remains true to his faith if the
spring of all his actions is compassion, if he shuns to the
best of his ability the destruction of the tiniest creature,
tries to save it, and thus incessantly strives to be free from
the deadly coil of himsa. He will be constantly growing in
self-restraint and compassion, but he can never become
entirely free from outward himsa.

Then again, because underlying ahimsa is the unity
of all life, the error of one cannot but affect all, and hence
man cannot be wholly free from himsa. So long as he
continues to be a social being, he cannot but participate in
the himsa that the very existence of society involves.
When two nations are fighting, the duty of a votary of

ahimsa is to stop the war. He who is not equal to that duty,
he who has no power of resisting war, he who is not quali-
fied to resist war, may take part in war, and yet whole-
heartedly try to free himself, his nation and the world from
war.

I had hoped to improve my status and that of my people
through the British Empire. Whilst in England I was en-
joving the protection of the British Fleet, and taking
shelter as I did under its armed might, T was directly
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participating in its potential violence. Therefore, if I de-
sired to retain my connection with the Empire and to live
under its banner, one of three courses was open to me:
I could declare open resistance to the war and, in accor-
dance with the law of Satyagraha, boycott the Empire
until it changed its military policy ; or I could seek impri-
sonment by civil disobedience of such of its laws as were
fit to be disobeyed ; or I could participate in the war on
the side of the Empire and thereby acquire the capacity
and fitness for resisting the violence of war. I lacked this
capacity and fitness, so I thought there was nothing for it
but to serve in the war.

I make no distinction, from the point of view of
ahimsa, between combatants and non-combatants. He
who volunteers to serve a band of dacoits, by working as
their carrier, or their watchman while they are about their
business, or their nurse when they are wounded, is as
much guilty of dacoity as the dacoits themselves. In the
same way those who confine themselves to attending to the
wounded in battle cannot be absolved from the guilt of
war.

I had argued the whole thing out to myself in this man-
ner, before I received Polak’s cable, and soon after its
receipt, I discussed these views with several friends and
concluded that it was my duty to offer to serve in the war.
Even today I see no flaw in that line of argument, nor
am I sorry for my action, holding, as I then did, views
favourable to the British connection.

I know that even then I could not carry conviction
with all my friends about the correctness of my position.
The question is subtle. It admits of differences of opinion,
and therefore I have submitted my argument as clearly
as possible to those who believe in ahimsa and who are
making serious efforts to practise it in every walk of life.
A devotee of Truth may not do anything in deference to
convention. He must always hold himself open to correc-
tion, and whenever he discovers himself to be wrong he
must confess it at all costs and atone for it.

XL

MINIATURE SATYAGRAHA

Though I thus took part in the war as a rpatter of
duty, it chanced that I was not only unable directly to
participate in it, but actually compelled to offer what ‘may
be called miniature Satyagraha even at that critical
juncture.

I have already said that an officer was appointed in
charge of our training, as soon as our names were
approved and enlisted. We were all under the impression
that this Commanding Officer was to be our chief only so
far as technical matters were concerned, and that in all
other matters I was the head of our Corps, which was
directly responsible to me in matters of internal discipling .
that is to say, the Commanding Officer had to deal with
the Corps through me. But from the first the Officer left
us under no such delusion.

Mr. Sorabji Adajania was a shrewd man. He warned
me. ‘Beware of this man,’ he said. ‘He seems inclined
to lord it over us. We will have none of his orders. We
are prepared to look upon him as our instructor. But the
youngsters he has appointed to instruct us also feel as
though they had come as our masters.’

These youngsters were Oxford students who had
come to instruct us and whom the Commanding Officer
had appointed to be our section leaders.

I also had not failed to notice the high-handedness of
the Commanding Officer, but I asked Sorabji not to be
anxious and tried to pacify him. But he was not the man
to be easily convinced.

‘You are too trusting. These people will deceive you
with wretched words, and when at last you see through
them, you will ask us to resort to Satyagraha, and so come
to grief, and bring us all to grief along with you,’” said he
with a smile.
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The location was put under a strong guard, passage
in and out being made impossible without permission. My
co-workers and I had free permits of entry and exit. The
decision was to make the whole location population vacate,
and live under canvas for three weeks in an open plain
about thirteen miles from Johannesburg, and then to set
fire to the location. To settle down under canvas with provi-
sions and other necessaries was bound to take some time,
and a guard became necessary during the interval.

The people were in a terrible fright, but my constant
presence was a consolation to them. Many of the poor peo-
ple used to hoard their scanty savings underground. This
had to be unearthed. They had no bank, they knew none.
I became their banker. Streams of money poured into my
office. I could not possibly charge any fees for my labours
in such a crisis. I coped with the work somehow. I knew
my bank manager very well. I told him that I should have
to deposit these moneys with him. The banks were by no
means anxious to accept large amounts of copper and silver.
There was also the fear of bank clerks refusing to touch
money coming from a plague-affected area. But the mana-
ger accommodated me in every way. It was decided to
disinfect all the money before sending it to the bank. So
far as I can remember, nearly sixty thousand pounds were
thus deposited. I advised such of the people as had enough
money to place it as fixed deposit, and they accepted the
advice. The result was some of them became accustom-
ed to invest their money in banks.

The location residents were removed by special train
to Klipspruit Farm near Johannesburg, where they were
supplied with provisions by the Municipality at public ex-
pense. This city under canvas looked like a military camp.
The people who were unaccustomed to this camp life were
distressed and astonished over the arrangements; but they
did not have to put up with any particular inconvenience.
T'used to cycle out to them daily. Within twenty-four hours
of their stay they forgot all their misery and began to live
merrily. Whenever I went there I found them enjoying
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themselves with song and mirth. Three weeks’ stay in the
open air evidently improved their health.

So far as I recollect, the location was put to the flames
on the very next day after its evacuation. The Municipality
showed not the slightest inclination to save anything from
the conflagration. About this very time, and for the same
reason, the Municipality burnt down all its timber in the
market, and sustained a loss of some ten thousand pounds.
The reason for this drastic step was the discovery of some
dead rats in the market.

The Municipality had to incur heavy expenditure, but
it successfully arrested the further progress of the plague,
and the city once more breathed freely.

XVIII

THE MAGIC SPELL OF A BOOK

The black plague enhanced my influence with the poor
Indians, and increased my business and my responsibility.
Some of the new contacts with Europeans became so close
that they added considerably to my moral obligations.

I made the acquaintance of Mr. Polak in the vegetarian
restaurant, just as I had made that of Mr. West. One even-
ing a young man dining at a table a little way off sent me
his card expressing a desire to see me. I invited him to
come to my table, which he did.

‘I am sub-editor of The Critic,” he said. * When I read
your letter to the press about the plague, I felt a strong
desire to see you. I am glad to have this opportunity.’

Mr. Polak’s candour drew me to him. The same even-
ing we got to know each other. We seemed to hold closely
similar views on the essential things of life. He liked simple
life. He had a wonderful faculty of translating into practice
anything that appealed to his intellect. Some of the changes
that he had made in his life were as prompt as they were
radical.

Indian Opinion was getting more and more expensive
every day. The very first report from Mr. West was alarm-
ing. He wrote : ‘I do not expect the concern to yield the
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profit that you had thought probable. 1T am afraid there
may be even a loss. The books are not in order. There are
heavy arrears to be recovered, but one cannot make head
or tail of them. Considerable overhauling will have to be
done. But all this need not alarm you. I shall try to put
things right as best I can. I remain on, whether there is
profit or not.’

Mr. West might have left when he discovered that there
was no profit, and I could not have blamed him. In fact, he
had a right to arraign me for having described the concern
as profitable without proper proof. But he never so much
as uttered one word of complaint. I have, however, an im-
pression that this discovery led Mr. West to regard me as
credulous. I had simply accepted Sjt. Madanjit’s estimate
without caring to examine it, and told Mr. West to expect
a profit.

I now realize that a public worker should not make
statements of which he has not made sure. Above all, a
votary of truth must exercise the greatest caution. To allow
a man to believe a thing which one has not fully verified
is to compromise truth. I am pained to have to confess that,
in spite of this knowledge, I have not quite conquered my
credulous habit, for which my ambition to do more work
than I can manage is responsible. This ambition has often
been a source of worry more to my co-workers than to
myself.

On receipt of Mr. West’s letter I left for Natal. I had
taken Mr. Polak into my fullest confidence. He came to see
me off at the station, and left with me a book to read during
the journey, which he said I was sure to like. It was
Ruskin’s Unto This Last.

The book was impossible to lay aside, once I had begun
it. It gripped me. Johanneshurg to Durban was a twenty-
four hours’ journey. The train reached there in the evening.
I could not get any sleep that night. I determined to change
my life in accordance with the ideals of the book.

This was the first book of Ruskin I had ever read.
During the days of my education I had read practically
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nothing outside text-books, and after I launched into active
life I had very little time for reading. I cannot therefore
claim much book knowledge. However, I believe I have
not lost much because of this enforced restraint. On the
contrary, the limited reading may be said to have enabled
me thoroughly to digest what I did read. Of these books,
the one that brought about an instantaneous and practical
transformation in my life was Unto This Last. 1 translated
it later into Gujarati, entitling it Sarvodaya (the welfare
of all).

I believe that I discovered some of my deepest convic-
tions reflected in this great book of Ruskin, and that is
why it so captured me and made me transform my life. A
poet is one who can call forth the good latent in the human
breast. Poets do not influence all alike, for everyone is not
evolved in an equal measure.

The teachings of Unto This Last 1 understood to be:

1. That the good of the individual is contained in the
good of all.

2. That a lawyer's work has the same value as the
barber’s inasmuch as all have the same right of earning
their livelihood from their work.

3. That a life of labour, i.e., the life of the tiller of the
soil and the handicraftsman is the life worth living.

The first of these I knew. The second I had dimly
realized. The third had never occurred to me. Unto This
Last made it as clear as daylight for me that the second
and the third were contained in the first. I arose with the
dawn, ready to reduce these principles to practice.




XIX

THE PHENIX SETTLEMENT

I talked over the whole thing with Mr. West, des-
cribed to him the effect Unto This Last had produced on
my mind, and proposed that Indian Opinion should be
removed to a farm, on which everyone should labour,
drawing the same living wage, and attending to the press
work in spare time. Mr. West approved of the proposal,
and £ 3 was laid down as the monthly allowance per head,
irrespective of colour or nationality.

But it was a question whether all the ten or more
workers in the press would agree to go and settle on an
out-of-the-way farm, and be satisfied with bare mainte-
nance. We therefore proposed that those who could not fit
in with the scheme should continue to draw their salaries
and gradually try to reach the ideal of becoming members
of the settlement.

I talked to the workers in the terms of this proposal.
It did not appeal to Sjt. Madanjit, who considered my
proposal to be foolish and held that it would ruin a venture
on which he had staked his all ; that the workers would
bolt, Indian Opinion would come to a stop, and the press
would have to be closed down.

Among the men working in the press was Chhaganlal
Gandhi, one of my cousins. I had put the proposal to him
at the same time as to West. He had a wife and children,
but he had from childhood chosen to be trained and to
work under me. He had full faith in me. So without any
argument he agreed to the scheme and has been with me
ever since. The machinist Govindaswami also fell in with
the proposal. The rest did not join the scheme, but agreed
to go wherever I removed the press.

I do not think I took more than two days to fix up
these matters with the men. Thereafter I at once adver-
tised for a piece of land situated near a railway station in
the vicinity of Durban. An offer came in respect of Pheenix.
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Mr. West and I went to inspect the estate. Within a week
we purchased twenty acres of land. It had a nice little
spring and a few orange and mango trees. Adjoining it was
a piece of 80 acres which had many more fruit trees and
a dilapidated cottage. We purchased this too, the total cost
being a thousand pounds.

The late Mr. Rustomji always supported me in such
enterprises. He liked the project. He placed at my disposal
second-hand corrugated iron sheets of a big godown and
other building material, with which we started work. Some
Indian carpenters and masons, who had worked with me
in the Boer War, helped me in erecting a shed for the
press. This structure, which was 75 feet long and 50 feet
broad, was ready in less than a month. Mr. West and
others, at great personal risk, stayed with the carpenters
and masons. The place, uninhabited and thickly overgrown
with grass, was infested with snakes and obviously dange-
rous to live in. At first all lived under canvas. We carted
most of our things to Pheenix in about a week. It was four-
teen miles from Durban, and two and a half miles from
Pheenix station.

Only one issue of Indian Opinion had to be printed
outside, in the Mercury press.

I now endeavoured to draw to Pheenix those relations
and friends who had come with me from India to try their
fortune, and who were engaged in business of various
kinds. They had come in search of wealth, and it was
therefore difficult to persuade them ; but some agreed. Of
these I can single out here only Maganlal Gandhi’s name.
The others went back to business. Maganlal Gandhi left his
business for good to cast in his lot with me, and by ability,
sacrifice and devotion stands foremost among my original
co-workers in my ethical experiments. As a self-taught
handicraftsman his place among them is unique.

Thus the Pheenix Settlement was started in 1904, and
there in spite of numerous odds Indian Opinion continues
to be published.

But the initial difficulties, the changes made, the
hopes and the disappointments demand a separate chapter.
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and soul. In trying to cure one old disease, we give rise to
a hundred new ones; in trying to enjoy the pleasures of
sense, we lose in the end even our capacity for enjoyment,
All this is passing before our very eyes, but there are none
so blind as those who will not see.

Having thus set forth their object and the train of ideas
which led up to them, I now propose to describe the dietetic
experiments at some length.

XXVIII

KASTURBAI'S COURAGE

Thrice in her life my wife narrowly escaped death
through serious illness. The cures were due to household
remedies. At the time of her first attack Satyagraha was
going on or was about to commence. She had frequent
haemorrhage. A medical friend advised a surgical operation,
to which she agreed after some hesitation. She was extreme-
ly emaciated, and the doctor had to perform the operation
without chloroform. It was successful, but she had to suffer
much pain. She, however, went through it with wonderful
bravery. The doctor and his wife who nursed her were all
attention. This was in Durban. The doctor gave me leave to
go to Johannesburg, and told me not to have any anxiety
about the patient.

In a few days, however, I received a letter to the effect
that Kasturbai was worse, too weak to sit up in bed, and
had once become unconscious. The doctor knew that he
might not, without my consent, give her wines or meat. So
he telephoned to me at Johannesburg for permission to give
her beef tea. I replied saying I could not grant the permis-
sion, but that, if she was in a condition to express her wish
in the matter she might be consulted, and she was free to
do as she liked. ‘ But,” said the doctor, ‘I refuse to consult
the patient’s wishes in the matter. You must come yourself,
If you do not leave me free to prescribe whatever diet I like,
I will not hold myself responsible for your wife’s life.’
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I took the train for Durban the same day, and met the
doctor who quietly broke this news to me: ‘I had already
given Mrs. Gandhi beef tea when I telephoned to you.’

‘ Now, doctor, I call this a fraud,’ said I.

‘No question of fraud in prescribing medicine. or diet
for a patient. In fact we doctors consider it a virtue to
deceive patients or their relatives, if therebx we can save
our patients,’ said the doctor with determination.

I was deeply pained, but kept cool. The doctor was a
good man and a personal friend. He and his wife had laid
me under a debt of gratitude, but I was not prepared to put
up with his medical morals.

‘ Doctor, tell me what you propose to do now. I would
never allow my wife to be given meat or beef, even if the
denial meant her death, unless of course she desired to
take it.’

‘You are welcome to your philosophy. I tell you that,
50 long as you keep your wife under my treatment, I must
have the option to give her anything I wish. If you don’t like
this, I must regretfully ask you to remove her. I can’t see
her die under my roof.’

‘Do you mean to say that I must remove her at once ?’

‘ Whenever did I ask you to remove her ? I only want
to be left entirely free. If you do so, my wife and I will do
all that is possible for her, and you may go back without the
least anxiety on her score. But if you will not understand
this simple thing, you will compel me to ask you to remove
your wife from my place.’

I think one of my sons was with me. He entirely agreed
with me, and said his mother should not be given beef tea.
I next spoke to Kasturbai herself. She was really too weak
to be consulted in this matter. But I thought it my painful
duty to do so. I told her what had passed between the doctor
and myself. She gave a resolute reply : ‘I will not take beef
tea. It is a rare thing in this world to be born as a human
being, and I would far rather die in your arms than pollute
my body with such abominations.’

I pleaded with her. I told her that she was not bound
to follow me. I cited to her the instances of Hindu friends
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and acquaintances who had no scruples about taking meat
or wine as medicine. But she was adamant. ‘ No,’ said she,
‘ pray remove me at once.’

I was delighted. Not without some agitation I decided
to take her away. I informed the doctor of her resolve. He
exclaimed in a rage: ‘What a callous man you are! You
should have been ashamed to broach the matter to her in
her present condition. I tell you your wife is not in a fit
state to be removed. She cannot stand the least little
hustling. I shouldn’t be surprised if she were to die on the
way. But if you must persist, you are free to do so. If you
will not give her beef tea, I will not take the risk of keeping
her under my roof even for a single day.’

So we decided to leave the place at once. It was
drizzling and the station was some distance. We had to
take the train from Durban for Phcenix, whence our
Settlement was reached by a road of two miles and a half.
I was undoubtedly taking a very great risk, but I trusted
in God, and proceeded with my task. I sent a messenger to
Pheenix in advance, with a message to West to receive us
at the station with a hammock, a bottle of hot milk and one
of hot water, and six men to carry Kasturbai in the ham-
mock. I got a rickshaw to enable me to take her by the next
available train, put her into it in that dangerous condition,
and marched away:.

Kasturbai needed no cheering up. On the contrary, she
comforted me, saying : ‘ Nothing will happen to me. Don’t
worry.’

She was mere skin and bone, having had no nourish-
ment for days. The station platform was very large, and as
the rickshaw could not be taken inside, one had to walk
some distance before one could reach the train. So I carried
her in my arms and put her into the compartment. From
Pheenix we carried her in the hammock, and there she
slowly picked up strength under hydropathic treatment.

In two or three days of our arrival at Pheenix a Swami
came to our place. He had heard of the resolute way in
which we had rejected the doctor’s advice, and he had, out
of sympathy, come to plead with us. My second and third
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sons Manilal and Ramdas were, so far as I can recollecF,
present when the Swami came. He held forth on Fhe reli-
gious harmlessness of taking meat, citing authormes_ from
Manu. I did not like his carrying on this disputation in the
presence of my wife, but I suffered him to d'o. so qut of
courtesy. I knew the verses from the Manusmriti, I did not
need them for my conviction. I knew also that therg was
a school which regarded these verses as interpolatwng:
but even if they were not, I held my views on vegetarl.a-
nism independently of religious texts, and Kasturbai’s
faith was unshakable. To her the scriptural texts were a
sealed book, but the traditional religion of her forefathers
was enough for her. The children swore by their father’s
creed and so they made light of the Swami’s discourse. But
Kasturbai put an end to the dialogue at once. ‘ Swamiji,’
she said, ‘ whatever you may say, I do not want to recover
by means of beef tea. Pray don’t worry me any more. You
may discuss the thing with my husband and children if you
like. But my mind is made up.’

XXIX

DOMESTIC SATYAGRAHA

My first experience of jail life was in 1908. I saw that
some of the regulations that the prisoners had to observe
were such as should be voluntarily observed by a brahma-
chari, that is, one desiring to practise self-restraint. Such,
for instance, was the regulation requiring the last meal
to be finished before sunset. Neither the Indian nor the
African prisoners were allowed tea or coffee. They could
add salt to the cooked food if they wished, but they might
not have anything for the mere satisfaction of the palate.
When I asked the jail medical officer to give us curry
powder, and to let us add salt to the food whilst it was
cooking, he said : ‘You are not here for satisfying your
palate. From the point of view of health, curry powder is
not necessary, and it makes no difference whether you add
salt during or after cooking.’
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just as their ways of life must be different. Aspirants after
brahmacharya often defeat their own end by adopting
courses suited to a life of pleasure.

XXX

TOWARDS SELF-RESTRAINT

I have described in the last chapter how Kasturbai’s
illness was instrumental in bringing about some changes
in my diet. At a later stage more changes were introduced
for the sake of supporting brahmacharya.

The first of these was the giving up of milk. It was
from Raychandbhai that I first learnt that milk stimulated
animal passion. Books on vegetarianism strengthened the
idea, but so long as I had not taken the brahmacharya vow
I could not make up my mind to forego milk. I had long
realized that milk was not necessary for supporting the
body, but it was not easy to give it up. While the necessity
for avoiding milk in the interests of self-restraint was
growing upon me, I happened to come across some litera-
ture from Calcutta, describing the tortures to which cows
and buffaloes were subjected by their keepers. This had

a wonderful effect on me. I discussed it with Mr. Kallen-
bach.

Though I have introduced Mr. Kallenbach to the
readers of the history of Satyagraha in South Africa, and
referred to him in a previous chapter, I think it necessary
to say something more about him here. We met quite by
accident. He was a friend of Mr. Khan’s, and as the latter
had discovered deep down in him a vein of other-worldli-
ness he introduced him to me.

When I came to know him I was startled at his love
of luxury and extravagance. But at our very first meeting,
he asked searching questions concerning matters of reli-
gion. We incidentally talked of Gautama Buddha’s renun-
ciation. Our acquaintance soon ripened into very close
friendship, so much so that we thought alike, and he was
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convinced that he must carry out in his life the changes I
was making in mine.

At that time he was single, and was expending
Rs. 1,200 monthly on himself, over and above house rent.
Now he reduced himself to such simplicity that his expen-
ses came to Rs. 120 per month. After the breaking up of
my household and my first release from jail, we began to
live together. It was a fairly hard life that we led.

It was during this time that we had the discussion
about milk. Mr. Kallenbach said, ‘ We constantly talk
about the harmful effects of milk. Why then do not we
give it up ? It is certainly not necessary.’ I was agreeably
surprised at the suggestion, which I warmly welcomed,
and both of us pledged ourselves to abjure milk there and
then. This was at Tolstoy Farm in the year 1912.

But this denial was not enough to satisfy me. Soon
after this I decided to live on a pure fruit diet, and that too
composed of the cheapest fruit possible. Our ambition was
to live the life of the poorest people.

The fruit diet turned out to be very convenient also.
Cooking was practically done away with. Raw groundnuts,
bananas, dates, lemons, and olive oil composed our usual
diet.

I must here utter a warning for the aspirants of
brahmacharya. Though I have made out an intimate con-
nection between diet and brahmacharya, it is certain that
mind is the principal thing. A mind consciously unclean
cannot be cleansed by fasting. Modifications in diet have no
effect on it. The concupiscence of the mind cannot be
rooted out except by intense self-examination, surrender
to God and, lastly, grace. But there is an intimate connec-
tion between the mind and the body, and the carnal mind
always lusts for delicacies and luxuries. To obviate this
tendency dietetic restrictions and fasting would appear to
be necessary. The carnal mind, instead of controlling the
senses, becomes their slave, and therefore the body always
needs clean non-stimulating foods and periodical fasting.

Those who make light of dietetic restrictions and
fasting are as much in error as those who stake their all on
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them. My experience teaches me that, for those whose
minds are working towards self-restraint, dietetic restric-
tions and fasting are very helpful. In fact without their
help concupiscence cannot be completely rooted out of the
mind.

XXXI

FASTING

Just about the time when I gave up milk and cereals,
and started on the experiment of a fruit diet, I commenced
fasting as a means of self-restraint. In this Mr. Kallenbach
also joined me. I had been used to fasting now and again,
but for purely health reasons. That fasting was necessary
for self-restraint I learnt from a friend.

Having been born in a Vaishnava family and of a
mother who was given to keeping all sorts of hard vows,
I had observed, while in India, the Ekadashi and other
fasts, but in doing so I had merely copied my mother and
sought to please my parents.

At that time I did not understand, nor did I believe in,
the efficacy of fasting. But seeing that the friend I have
mentioned was observing it with benefit, and with the
hope of supporting the brahmacharya vow, I followed his
example and began keeping the Ekadashi fast. As a rule
Hindus allow themselves milk and fruit on a fasting day,
but such fast T had been keeping daily. So now I began
complete fasting, allowing myself only water.

When I started on this experiment, the Hindu month
of Shravan and the Islamic month of Ramzan happened to
coincide. The Ganchis used to observe not only the Vaish-
nava but also the Shaivite vows, and visited the Shaivite
as also the Vaishnava temples. Some of the members of
the family used to observe pradosha! in the whole of the
month of Shravan. I decided to do likewise.

‘li.wFastmg until evening.
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These important experiments were undertaken while
we were at Tolstoy Farm, where Mr. Kallenbach and I
were staying with a few Satyagrahi families, including
young people and children. For these last we had a school.
Among them were four or five Musalmans. I always helped
and encouraged them in keeping all their religious obser-
vances. I took care to see that they offered their daily
namaz. There were Christians and Parsi youngsters too,
whom I considered it my duty to encourage to follow their
respective religious observances.

During this month, therefore, I persuaded the Musal-
man youngsters to observe the ramzan fast. I had of course
decided to observe pradosha myself, but I now asked the
Hindu, Parsi and Christian youngsters to join me. I
explained to them that it was always a good thing to join
with others in any matter of self-denial. Many of the Farm
inmates welcomed my proposal. The Hindu and the Parsi
youngsters did not copy the Musalman ones in every de-
tail ; it was not necessary. The Musalman youngsters had
to wait for their breakfast until sunset, whereas the others
did not do so, and were thus able to prepare delicacies for
the Musalman friends and serve them. Nor had the Hindu
and other youngsters to keep the Musalmans company
when they had their last meal before sunrise next
morning, and of course all except the Musalmans allowed
themselves water.

The result of these experiments was that all were con-
vinced of the value of fasting, and a splendid esprit de corps
grew up among them.

We were all vegetarians on Tolstoy Farm, thanks, I
must gratefully confess, to the readiness of all to respect
my feelings. The Musalman youngsters must have missed
their meat during ramzan, but none of them ever let me
know that they did so. They delighted in and relished
the vegetarian diet, and the Hindu youngsters often pre-
pared vegetarian delicacies for them, in keeping with the
simplicity of the Farm.

I have purposely digressed in the midst of this chapter
on fasting, as I could not have given these pleasant
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fresh air, and I partially opened the windows in a manner
not to let in rain.

All these measures somewhat improved my health,
but did not completely cure me.

Lady Cecilia Roberts occasionally called on me. We
became friends. She wanted very much to persuade me
to take milk. But as I was unyielding, she hunted about
for a substitute for milk. Some friend suggested to her
malted milk, assuring her quite unknowingly that it was
absolutely free from milk, and that it was a chemical pre-
paration with all the properties of milk. Lady Cecilia, I
knew, had a great regard for my religious scruples, and
so I implicitly trusted her. I dissolved the powder in water
and took it only to find that it tasted just like milk. I read
the label on the bottle, to find, only too late, that it was
a preparation of milk. So I gave it up.

I informed Lady Cecilia about the discovery, asking
her not to worry over it. She came post haste to me to
say how sorry she was. Her friend had not read the label
at all. T begged her not to be anxious and expressed my
regret that I could not avail myself of the thing she had
procured with so much trouble. I also assured her that
I did not at all feel upset or guilty over having taken milk
under a misapprehension.

I must skip over many other sweet reminiscences of
my contact with Lady Cecilia. I could think of many
friends who have been a source of great comfort to me
in the midst of trials and disappointments. One who has
faith reads in them the merciful providence of God, who
thus sweetens sorrow itself.

Dr. Allinson, when he next called, relaxed his restric-
tions and permitted me to have groundnut butter or olive
oil for the sake of fat, and to take the vegetables cooked,
if T chose, with rice. These changes were quite welcome,
but they were far from giving me a complete cure. Very
careful nursing was still necessary, and I was obliged to
keep mostly in bed.
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Dr. Mehta occasionally looked in to examine me and
held out a standing offer to cure me if only I would listen
to his advice.

Whilst things were going on in this way, Mr. Roberts
one day came to see me and urged me very strongly to go
home. ‘You cannot possibly go to Netley in this condi-
tion. There is still severer cold ahead of us. I would
strongly advise you to get back to India, for it is only
there that you can be completely cured. If, after your re-
covery, you should find the war still going on, you w1}1
have many opportunities there of rendering help. As it
is, I do not regard what you have already done as by any
means a mean contribution.’

I accepted his advice and began to make preparations
for returning to India.

XLIII

HOMEWARD

Mr. Kallenbach had accompanied me to England with
a view to going to India. We were staying together and
of course wanted to sail by the same boat. Germans, how-
ever, were under such strict surveillance that we had our
doubts about Mr. Kallenbach getting a passport. I did my
best to get it, and Mr. Roberts, who was in favour of his
getting his passport, sent a cable to the Viceroy in this
behalf. But straight came Lord Hardinge’s reply : * Regret
Government of India not prepared to take any such risk.’
All of us understood the force of the reply.

It was a great wrench for me to part from Mr. Kallen-
bach, but I could see that his pang was greater. Could
he have come to India, he would have been leading today
the simple happy life of a farmer and weaver. Now he
is in South Africa, leading his old life and doing brisk
business as an architect.

We wanted a third class passage, but as there was
none available on P. and O. boats, we had to go second.
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We took with us the dried fruit we had carried from
South Africa, as most of it would not be procurable on the
boat, where fresh fruit was easily available.,

Dr. Jivraj Mehta had bandaged my ribs with ‘ Mede’s
Plaster ’ and had asked me not to remove it till we reached
the Red Sea. For two days I put up with the discomfort,
but finally it became too much for me. It was with consi-
derable difficulty that I managed to undo the plaster and
regain the liberty of having a proper wash and bath.

My diet consisted mostly of nuts and fruits. I found
that I was improving every day and felt very much better
by the time we entered the Suez Canal. I was weak, but
felt entirely out of danger, and I gradually went on
increasing my exercise. The improvement I attributed
largely to the pure air of the temperate zone.

Whether it was due to past experience or to any other
reason, I do not know, but the kind of distance I noticed
between the English and Indian passengers on the boat
was something I had not observed even on my voyage from
South Africa. I did talk to a few Englishmen, but the talk
was mostly formal. There were hardly any cordial conver-
sations such as had certainly taken place on the South
African boats. The reason for this was, I think, to be found
in the conscious or unconscious feeling at the back of the
Englishman’s mind that he belonged to the ruling race,
and the feeling at the back of the Indian’s mind that he
belonged to the subject race.

I was eager to reach home and get free from this
atmosphere.

On arriving at Aden we already began to feel some-
what at home. We knew the Adenwallas very well, having
met Mr. Kekobad Kavasji Dinshaw in Durban and come in
close contact with him and his wife,

A few days more and we reached Bombay. It was such
a joy to get back to the homeland after an exile of ten
years.

Gokhale had inspired a reception for me in Bombay,
where he had come in spite of his delicate health. T had
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approached India in the ardent hope of merging myself in
him, and thereby feeling free. But fate had willed it

otherwise.

XLIV

SOME REMINISCENCES OF THE BAR

Before coming to a narrative of the course my life took
in India, it seems necessary to recall a few of the South
African experiences which I have deliberately left out.

Some lawyer friends have asked me to give my
reminiscences of the bar. The number of these is so large
that, if T were to describe them all, they would occupy a
volume by themselves and take me out of my scope. But
it may not perhaps be improper to recall some of those
which bear upon the practice of truth.

So far as I can recollect, I have already said that I
never resorted to untruth in my profession, and that a
large part of my legal practice was in the interest of public
work, for which I charged nothing beyond out-of-pocket
expenses, and these too I sometimes met myself. T had
thought that in saying this I had said all that was neces-
sary as regards my legal practice. But friends want me to
do more. They seem to think that, if I described however
slightly, some of the occasions when I refused to swerve
from the truth, the legal profession might profit by it.

As a student T had heard that the lawyer’s profession
was a liar’s profession. But this did not influence me, as I
had no intention of earning either position or money by
lying.

My principle was put to the test many a time in South
Africa. Often I knew that my opponents had tutored their
witnesses, and if I only encouraged my client or his witnes-
ses to lie, we could win the case. But I always resisted the
temptation. T remember only one occasion when, after
having won a case, I suspected that my client had deceived
me. In my heart of hearts I always wished that I should
win only if my client’s case was right. In fixing my fees T
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But to return to Lakshman Jhula. I was charmed with
the natural scenery about Hrishikesh and the Lakshman
Jhula, and bowed my head in reverence to our ancestors
for their sense of the beautiful in Nature, and for their
foresight in investing beautiful manifestations of Nature
with a religious significance.

But the way in which men were using these beauty
Spots was far from giving me peace. As at Hardvar, so at
Hrishikesh, people dirtied the roads and the fair banks of
the Ganges. They did not even hesitate to desecrate the
sacred water of the Ganges. It filled me with agony to see
people performing natural functions on the thoroughfares
and river banks, when they could easily have gone a little
farther away from public haunts.

Lakshman Jhula was, I saw, nothing but an iron sus-
pension bridge over the Ganges. I was told that originally
there had been a fine rope-bridge. But a philanthropic
Marwadi got it into his head to destroy the rope-bridge and
erect an iron one at a heavy cost and then entrusted the
keys to the Government! I am at a loss to say anything
about the rope-bridge as I have never seen it, but the iron
bridge is entirely out of place in such surroundings and
mars their beauty. The making over of the keys of this
pilgrims’ bridge to Government was too much even for my
loyalty of those days.

The Svargashram which one reaches after crossing
the bridge was a wretched place, being nothing but a
number of shabby-looking sheds of galvanized iron sheets.
These, I was told, were made for sadhakas (aspirants).
There were hardly any living there at the moment. Those
who were in the main building gave one an unfavourable
impression.

But the Hardvar experiences proved for me to be of
inestimable value. They helped me in no small way to
decide where I was to live and what I was to do.

IX

FOUNDING OF THE ASHRAM
The pilgrimage to the Kumbha fair was my second
isi ardvar.
vmt'lt?leHSatyagraha Ashram was founded on the .25th of
May, 1915. Shraddhanandji wanted me to settle in .Har-
dvar. Some of my Calcutta friends recommended Valfiya-
nathadham. Others strongly urged me to choose Rajkot.
But when I happened to pass through Ahmedabad, many
friends pressed me to settle down there, and they volun-
teered to find the expenses of the Ashram, as well as a
house for us to live in. ' :
I had a predilection for Ahmedabad. Being a GuJargtl
I thought I should be able to render the greatest service
to the country through the Gujarati language. And then,
as Ahmedabad was an ancient centre of handloom weav-
ing, it was likely to be the most favourablg ﬁg]d for the
revival of the cottage industry of hand-spinning. .There
was also the hope that, the city being‘ .the capital of
Gujarat, monetary help from its wealthy citizens would be
more available here than elsewhere.
The question of untouchability was natura]]y' among
the subjects discussed with the Ahmedabad friends. I
made it clear to them that I should take the first opportu-
nity of admitting an untouchable candidate to the Ashram
if he was otherwise worthy. ;
‘Where is the untouchable who will satisfy your condi-
tion 7’ said a vaishnava friend self-complacently.
I finally decided to found the Ashram at Ahme.dabad.
So far as accommodation was concerned, Sjt. Jivanlal
Desai, a barrister in Ahmedabad, was the principal man t.o
help me. He offered to let, and we decided to hire, his
Kochrab bungalow.
The first thing we had to settle was the name of the
Ashram. I consulted friends. Amongst the names suggested
were ‘ Sevashram ’ (the abode of service), ‘ Tapovan’ (the
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abode of austerities), etc. I liked the name ° Sevashram ’
but for the absence of emphasis on the method of service.
‘Tapovan’ seemed to be a pretentious title, because
though tapas was dear to us we could not presume to be
tapasvins (men of austerity). Our creed was devotion to
truth, and our business was the search for and insistence
on truth. I wanted to acquaint India with the method I had
tried in South Africa, and I desired to test in India the
extent to which its application might be possible. So my
companions and I selected the name ‘Satyagraha Ashram’,
as conveying both our goal and our method of service.

For the conduct of the Ashram a code of rules and
observances was necessary. A draft was therefore prepared,
and friends were invited to express their opinions on it.
Amongst the many opinions that were received, that of Sir
Gurudas Banerji is still in my memory. He liked the rules,
but suggested that humility should be added as one of the
observances, as he believed that the younger generation
sadly lacked humility. Though I noticed this fault, I feared
humility would cease to be humility the moment it became
a matter of vow. The true connotation of humility is self-
effacement. Self-effacement is moksha (salvation), and
whilst it cannot, by itself, be an observance, there may be
other observances necessary for its attainment. If the acts
of an aspirant after moksha or a servant have no humility
or selflessness about them, there is no longing for moksha
or service. Service without humility is selfishness and
egotism.

There were at this time about thirteen Tamilians in
our party. Five Tamil youngsters had accompanied me
from South Africa, and the rest came from different parts
of the country. We were in all about twenty-five men and
women.

This is how the Ashram was started. Al had their

meals in a common kitchen and strove to live as one
family.

X

ON THE ANVIL

The Ashram had been in existence only a few months
when we were put to a test such as I had scarcely faxpevted.
I received a letter from Amritlal Thakkar to thlS- effect :
‘A humble and honest untouchable family is desirous of
joining your Ashram. Will you accept them ?’

I was perturbed. I had never expected that an un-
touchable family with an introduction from no les.s a man
than Thakkar Bapa would so soon be seeking adm1531on to
the Ashram. I shared the letter with my companions. They
welcomed it. e

I wrote to Amritlal Thakkar expressing our willing-
ness to accept the family, provided all the members were
ready to abide by the rules of the Ashram. '

The family consisted of Dudabhai, his wife Dambehn
and their daughter Lakshmi, then a mere toddling babe.
Dudabhai had been a teacher in Bombay. They all agreed
to abide by the rules and were accepted.

But their admission created a flutter amongst the
friends who had been helping the Ashram. The very first
difficulty was found with regard to the use of the
well, which was partly controlled by the owner qf the
bungalow. The man in charge of the water-lift ob.Jected
that drops of water from our bucket would pollute hlm. So
he took to swearing at us and molesting Dudabhai. T tgld
everyone to put up with the abuse and continue drawm.g
water at any cost. When he saw that we did not return his
abuse, the man became ashamed and ceased to bother us.

All monetary help, however was stopped. The friend
who had asked that question about an untouchable being
able to follow the rules of the Ashram had never expected
that any such would be forthcoming.

With the stopping of monetary help came rumours
of proposed social boycott. We were prepared for all this.
I had told my companions that, if we were boycotted and
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XI

ABOLITION OF INDENTURED EMIGRATION

We shall, for a moment, take leave of the Ashram,
which in the very beginning had to weather internal and
external storms, and briefly advert to a matter that
engaged my attention.

Indentured labourers were those who had emigrated
from India to labour under an indenture for five years
or less. Under the Smuts-Gandhi Settlement of 1914, the
£ 3 tax in respect of the indentured emigrants to Natal
had been abolished, but the general emigration from
India still needed treatment.

In March 1916 Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviyaji
moved a resolution in the Imperial Legislative Council for
the abolition of the indenture system. In accepting the
motion Lord Hardinge announced that he had ‘obtained
from His Majesty’s Government the promise of the aboli-
tion in due course’ of the system. I felt, however, that
India could not be satisfied with so very vague an assu-
rance, but ought to agitate for immediate abolition. India
had tolerated the system through her sheer negligence,
and I believed the time had come when people could suc-
cessfully agitate for this redress. I met some of the
leaders, wrote in the press, and saw that public opinion
was solidly in favour of immediate abolition. Might this
be a fit subject for Satyagraha ? T had no doubt that it
was, but I did not know the modus operandi.

In the meantime the Viceroy had made no secret of
the meaning of ‘the eventual abolition ’, which, as he
said, was abolition ‘within such reasonable time as will
allow of alternative arrangements being introduced ’.

So in February 1917, Pandit Malaviyaji asked for
leave to introduce a bill for the immedizate abolition of the
system. Lord Chelmsford refused permission. It was time
for me to tour the country for an all-India agitation.
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Before I started the agitation I thought it proper to
wait upon the Viceroy. So I applied for an interview. He
immediately granted it. Mr. Maffey, now Sir John Maffey,
was his private secretary. I came in close contact with
him. I had a satisfactory talk with Lord Chelmsford who,
without being definite, promised to be helpful.

I began my tour from Bombay. Mr. Jehangir Petit
undertook to convene the meeting under the auspices of
the Imperial Citizenship Association. The Executive Com-
mittee of the Association met first for framing the resolu-
tions to be moved at the meeting. Dr. Stanley Reed,
Sjt. (now Sir) Lallubhai Samaldas, Sjt. Natarajan and
Mr. Petit were present at the Committee meeting. The
discussion centred round the fixing of the period within
which the Government was to be asked to abolish the sys-
tem. There were three proposals, viz., for abolition ‘as
soon as possible’, abolition ‘by the 31st July’, and
‘immediate abolition’. I was for a definite date, as we
could then decide what to do if the Government failed to
accede to our request within the time limit. Sjt. Lallu-
bhai was for ‘ immediate’ abolition. He said ‘ immediate ’
indicated a shorter period than the 31st July. I explained
that the people would not understand the word ‘imme-
diate’. If we wanted to get them to do something, they
must have a more definite word. Everyone would interpret
‘immediate ’ in his own way, — Government one way, the
people another way. There was no question of misunder-
standing ‘ the 31st of July’, and if nothing was done by
that date, we could proceed further. Dr. Reed saw the force
of the argument, and ultimately Sjt. Lallubhai also agreed.
We adopted the 31st July as the latest date by which the
abolition should be announced, a resolution to that effect
was passed at the public meeting, and meetings through-
out India resolved accordingly.

Mrs. Jaiji Petit put all her energies into the organiza-
tion of a ladies’ deputation to the Viceroy. Amongst the
ladies from Bombay who formed the deputation, T remem-
ber the names of Lady Tata and the late Dilshad Begam.
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The deputation had a great effect. The Viceroy gave an
encouraging reply.

I visited Karachi, Calcutta and various other places.
There were fine meetings everywhere, and there was un-
bounded enthusiasm. I had not expected anything like it
when the agitation was launched.

In those days I used to travel alone, and had therefore
wonderful experiences. The C. I. D. men were always after
me. But as I had nothing to conceal, they did not molest
me, nor did I cause them any trouble, Fortunately I had
not then received the stamp of Mahatmaship, though the
shout of that name was quite common where people knew
me.

On one occasion the detectives disturbed me at several
stations, asked for my ticket and took down the number. I,
of course, readily replied to all the questions they asked.
My fellow passengers had taken me to be a ‘sadhu’ or a
‘fakir’. When they saw that I was being molested at every
station, they were exasperated and swore at the detectives.
‘Why are you worrying the poor sadhu for nothing ?’
they protested. ‘ Don’t you show these scoundrels your
ticket,’ they said, addressing me.

I said to them gently : ‘It is no trouble to show them
my ticket. They are doing their duty.” The passengers were
not satisfied, they evinced more and more sympathy, and
strongly objected to this sort of ill-treatment of innocent
men.

But the detectives were nothing. The real hardship
was the third class travelling. My bitterest experience was
from Lahore to Delhi. I was going to Calcutta from Karachi
via Lahore where I had to change trains. It was impossible
to find a place in the train. It was full, and those who could
get in did so by sheer force, often sneaking through win-
dows if the doors were locked. I had to reach Calcutta on
the date fixed for the meeting, and if I missed this train I
could not arrive in time. I had almost given up hope of
getting in. No one was willing to accept me, when a porter
discovering my plight came to me and said, ‘Give me
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twelve annas and I'll get you a seat.’ ‘ Yes,’ said I, ‘you
shall have twelve annas if you do procure me a seat.’ The
young man went from carriage to carriage entreating pas-
sengers but no one heeded him. As the train was about to
start, some passengers said, ‘ There is no room here, but
you can shove him in if you like. He will have to stand.’
‘Well ? * asked the young porter. 1 readily agreed, and he
shoved me in bodily through the window. Thus I got in
and the porter earned his twelve annas.

The night was a trial. The other passengers were
sitting somehow. I stood two hours, holding the chain of
the upper bunk. Meanwhile some of the passengers kept
worrying me incessantly. ‘ Why will you not sit down ?’
they asked. I tried to reason with them saying there was
no room, but they could not tolerate my standing, though
they were lying full length on the upper bunks. They did
not tire of worrying me neither did I tire of gently replying
to them. This at last mollified them. Some of them asked
me my name, and when I gave it they felt ashamed. They
apologized and made room for me. Patience was thus
rewarded. I was dead tired, and my head was reeling. God
sent help just when it was most needed.

In that way I somehow reached Delhi and thence
Calcutta. The Maharaja of Cassimbazaar, the president of
the Calcutta meeting, was my host. Just as in Karachi,
here also there was unbounded enthusiasm. The meeting
was attended by several Englishmen.

Before the 31st July the Government announced that
indentured emigration from India was stopped.

It was in 1894 that I drafted the first petition protest-
ing against the system, and I had then hoped that this
‘semi-slavery’, as Sir W. W. Hunter used to call the sys-
tem, would some day be brought to an end.

There were many who aided in the agitation which
was started in 1894, but I cannot help saying that potential
Satyagraha hastened the end.

For further details of that agitation and of those who
took part in it, I refer the reader to my Satyagraha in
South Africa.
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was too unwieldy a body for the discussion of public affairs.
There was no limit set to the number of delegates in the
Congress or to the number of delegates that each province
could return. Some improvement upon the existing chaotic
condition was thus felt by everybody to be an imperative
necessity. I undertook the responsibility of framing a con-
stitution on one condition. I saw that there were two lea-
ders, viz., the Lokamanya and the Deshabandhu who had
the greatest hold on the public. I requested that they, as
the representatives of the people, should be associated with
me on the Committee for framing the constitution. But
since it was obvious that they would not have the time per-
sonally to participate in the constitution-making work, I
suggested that two persons enjoying their confidence should
be appointed along with me on the Constitution Committee,
and that the number of its personnel should be limited to
three. This suggestion was accepted by the late Lokamanya
and the late Deshabandhu, who suggested the names of
Sjts. Kelkar and I. B. Sen respectively as their proxies.
The Constitution Committee could not even once come to-
gether, but we were able to consult with each other by
correspondence, and in the end presented a unanimous
report. I regard this constitution with a certain measure
of pride. I hold that, if we could fully work out this con-
stitution, the mere fact of working it out would bring us
Swaraj. With the assumption of this responsibility I may
be said to have made my real entrance into the Congress
politics.

XXXIX

THE BIRTH OF KHADI

I do not remember to have seen a handloom or a spin-
ning wheel when in 1908 I described it in Hind Swaraj as
the panacea for the growing pauperism of India. In that
book I took it as understood that anything that helped
India to get rid of the grinding poverty of her masses would
in the same process also establish Swaraj. Even in 1915,
when I returned to India from South Africa, I had not ac-
tually seen a spinning wheel. When the Satyagraha Ashram
was founded at Sabarmati, we introduced a few handlooms
there. But no sooner had we done this than we found our-
selves up against a difficulty. All of us belonged either
to the liberal professions or to business ; not one of us was
an artisan. We needed a weaving expert to teach us to
weave before we could work the looms. One was at last
procured from Palanpur, but he did not communicate to
us the whole of his art. But Maganlal Gandhi was not to
be easily baffled. Possessed of a natural talent for mecha-
nics, he was able fully to master the art before long, and
one after another several new weavers were trained up in
the Ashram.

The object that we set before ourselves was to be able
to clothe ourselves entirely in cloth manufactured by our
own hands. We therefore forthwith discarded the use of
mill-woven cloth, and all the members of the Ashram re-
solved to wear hand-woven cloth made from Indian yarn
only. The adoption of this practice brought us a world of
experience. It enabled us to know, from direct contact, the
conditions of life among the weavers, the extent of their
production, the handicaps in the way of their obtaining
their yarn supply, the way in which they were being made
victims of fraud, and, lastly, their ever growing indebted-
ness. We were not in a position immediately to manufac-
ture all the cloth for our needs. The alternative therefore
was to get our cloth supply from handloom weavers. But
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ready-made cloth from Indian mill-yarn was not easily ob-
tainable either from the cloth-dealers or from the weavers
themselves. All the fine cloth woven by the weavers was
from foreign yarn, since Indian mills did not spin fine
counts. Even today the outturn of higher counts by Indian
mills is very limited, whilst highest counts they cannot spin
at all. It was after the greatest effort that we were at last
able to find some weavers who condescended to weave
Swadeshi yarn for us, and only on condition that the
Ashram would take up all the cloth that they might pro-
duce. By thus adopting cloth woven from mill-yarn as our
wear, and propagating it among our friends, we made
ourselves voluntary agents of the Indian spinning mills.
This in its turn brought us into contact with the mills, and
enabled us to know something about their management
and their handicaps. We saw that the aim of the mills was
more and more to weave the yarn spun by them : their co-
operation with the handloom weaver was not willing, but
unavoidable and temporary. We became impatient to be
able to spin our own yarn. It was clear that, until we
could do this ourselves, dependence on the mills would re-
main. We did not feel that we could render any service
to the country by continuing as agents of Indian spinning
mills.

No end of difficulties again faced us. We could get
neither spinning wheel nor a spinner to teach us how
to spin. We were employing some wheels for filling pearns
and bobbins for weaving in the Ashram. But we had no
idea that these could be used as spinning wheels. Once
Kalidas Jhaveri discovered a woman who, he said, would
demonstrate to us how spinning was done. We sent to her
a member of the Ashram who was known for his great
versatility in learning new things. But even he returned
without wresting the secret of the art.

So the time passed on, and my impatience grew with
the time. I plied every chance visitor to the Ashram who
was likely to possess some information about handspinning
with questions about the art. But the art being confined
to women and having been all but exterminated, if there
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was some stray spinner still surviving in some obscure cor-
ner, only a member of that sex was likely to find out her
whereabouts.

In the year 1917 I was taken by my Gujarati friends
to preside at the Broach Educational Conference. It was
here that I discovered that remarkable lady Gangabehn
Majmundar. She was a widow, but her enterprising spirit
knew no bounds. Her education, in the accepted sense of
the term, was not much. But in courage and commonsense
she easily surpassed the general run of our educated
women. She had already got rid of the curse of untouch-
ability, and fearlessly moved among and served the sup-
pressed classes. She had means of her own, and her needs
were few. She had a well seasoned constitution, and went
about everywhere without an escort. She felt quite at home
on horseback. I came to know her more intimately at the
Godhra Conference. To her I poured out my grief about
the charkha, and she lightened my burden by a promise
to prosecute an earnest and incessant search for the spin-
ning wheel.

XL

FOUND AT LAST!

At last, after no end of wandering in Gujarat, Ganga-
behn found the spinning wheel in Vijapur in the Baroda
State. Quite a number of people there had spinning wheels
in their homes, but had long since consigned them to the
lofts as useless lumber. They expressed to Gangabehn their
readiness to resume spinning, if someone promised to pro-
vide them with a regular supply of slivers, and to buy the
yarn spun by them. Gangabehn communicated the joyful
news to me. The providing of slivers was found to be a
difficult task. On my mentioning the thing to the late
Umar Sobani, he solved the difficulty by immediately
undertaking to send a sufficient supply of slivers from his
mill. T sent to Gangabehn the slivers received from Umar
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to the Ashram and got Khadi dhotis woven at the Ashram.
The part played by this couple in the spread of Khadi was
by no means insignificant. They initiated a host of persons
in Gujarat and also outside into the art of weaving hand-
spun yarn. To see Gangabehn at her loom is a stirring
sight. When this unlettered but self-possessed sister plies
at her loom, she becomes so lost in it that it is difficult
to distract her attention, and much more difficult to draw
her eyes off her beloved loom.

XLI

AN INSTRUCTIVE DIALOGUE

From its very inception the Khadi movement, Swadeshi
movement as it was then called, evoked much criticism
from the mill-owners. The late Umar Sobani, a capable
mill-owner himself, not only gave me the benefit of his own
knowledge and experience, but kept me in touch with the
opinion of the other mill-owners as well. The argument
advanced by one of these deeply impressed him. He press-
ed me to meet him. I agreed. Mr. Sobani arranged the
interview. The mill-owner opened the conversation.

‘You know that there has been Swadeshi agitation
before now ? ’

‘Yes, I do,” I replied.

‘You are also aware that in the days of the Partition
we, the mill-owners, fully exploited the Swadeshi move-
ment. When it was at its height, we raised the prices of
cloth, and did even worse things.’

‘Yes, I have heard something about it, and it has
grieved me.’

‘I can understand your grief, but I can see nd ground
for it. We are not conducting our business out of philan-
thropy. We do it for profit, we have got to satisfy the
shareholders. The price of an article is governed by the
demand for it. Who can check the law of demand and sup-
ply ? The Bengalis should have known that their agitation
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was bound to send up the price of Swadeshi cloth by stimu-
lating the demand for it.’

I interrupted : ‘ The Bengalis like me were trustful in
their nature. They believed, in the fulness of their faith,
that the mill-owners would not be so utterly selfish and
unpatriotic as to betray their country in the hour of its
need, and even to go the length, as they did, of fraudulently
passing off foreign cloth as Swadeshi.’

‘I knew your believing nature,” he rejoined ; ‘that is
why I put you to the trouble of coming to me, so that I
might warn you against falling into the same error as these
simple-hearted Bengalis.’

With these words the mill-owner beckoned to his clerk
who was standing by to produce samples of the stuff that
was being manufactured in his mill. Pointing to it he said :
‘Look at this stuff. This is the latest variety turned out
by our mill. It is meeting with a widespread demand. We
manufacture it from the waste. Naturally, therefore, it is
cheap. We send it as far North as the valleys of the Hima-
layas. We have agencies all over the country, even in
places where your voice or your agents can never reach.
You can thus see that we do not stand in need of more
agents. Besides, you ought to know that India’s produc-
tion of cloth falls far short of its requirements. The ques-
tion of Swadeshi, therefore, largely resolves itself into one
of production. The moment we can increase our produc-
tion sufficiently, and improve its quality to the necessary
extent, the import of foreign cloth will automatically cease.
My advice to you, therefore, is not to carry on your agita-
tion on its present lines, but to turn your attention to the
erection of fresh mills. What we need is not propaganda
to inflate demand for our goods, but greater production.’

‘ Then, surely, you will bless my effort, if I am already
engaged in that very thing,’ I asked.

‘How can that be ?’ he exclaimed, a bit puzzled, ‘ but
may be, you are thinking of promoting the establishment
of new mills, in which case you certainly deserve to be
congratulated.’
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‘I am not doing exactly that,” I explained, ‘but I am
engaged in the revival of the spinning wheel.’

‘What is that ?’ he asked, feeling still more at sea. I
told him all about the spinning wheel, and the story of my
long quest after it, and added, ‘I am entirely of your opi-
nion ; it is no use my becoming virtually an agent for the
mills. That would do more harm than good to the country.
Our mills will not be in want of custom for a long time to
come. My work should be, and therefore is, to organize the
production of handspun cloth, and to find means for the
disposal of the Khadi thus produced. I am, therefore, con-
centrating my attention on the production of Khadi. I swear
by this form of Swadeshi, because through it I can provide
work to the semi-starved, semi-employed women of India.
My idea is to get these women to spin yarn, and to clothe
the people of India with Khadi woven out of it. I do not
know how far this movement is going to succeed, at present
it is only in the incipient stage. But I have full faith in it.
At any rate it can do no harm. On the contrary to the
extent that it can add to the cloth production of the country,
be it ever so small, it will represent so much solid gain.
You will thus perceive that my movement is free from the
evils mentioned by you.’

He replied, ‘ If you have additional production in view
in organizing your movement, I have nothing to say against
it. Whether the spinning wheel can make headway in this
age of power machinery is another question. But I for one
wish you every success.’

XLII

ITS RISING TIDE

I must not devote any more chapters here to a descrip-
tion of the further progress of Khadi. It would be outside
the scope of these chapters to give a history of my various
activities after they came before the public eye, and I must
not attempt it, if only because to do so would require a
treatise on the subject. My object in writing these chapters
is simply to describe how certain things, as it were sponta-
neously, presented themselves to me in the course of my
experiments with truth.

To resume, then, the story of the non-co-operation
movement. Whilst the powerful Khilafat agitation set up
by the Ali Brothers was in full progress, I had long dis-
cussions on the subject with the late Maulana Abdul Bari
and the other Ulema, especially, with regard to the extent
to which a Musalman could observe the rule of non-
violence. In the end they all agreed that Islam did not
forbid its followers from following non-violence as a policy,
and further, that, while they were pledged to that policy,
they were bound faithfully to carry it out. At last the non-
co-operation resolution was moved in the Khilafat con-
ference, and carried after prolonged deliberations. I have
a vivid recollection how once at Allahabad a committee sat
all night deliberating upon the subject. In the beginning
the late Hakim Saheb was sceptical as to the practicability
of non-violent non-co-operation. But after his scepticism
was overcome he threw himself into it heart and soul, and
his help proved invaluable to the movement.

Next, the non-co-operation resolution was moved by
me at the Gujarat political conference that was held shortly
afterwards. The preliminary contention raised by the oppo-
sition was that it was not competent to a provincial con-
ference to adopt a resolution in advance of the Congress.
As against this, I suggested that the restriction could apply
only to a backward movement ; but as for going forward,
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no restriction upon the means to be adopted. But the Con-
gress adopted the original draft after an instructive and
frank discussion. I am of opinion that, if this constitution
had been worked out by the people honestly, intelligently
and zealously, it would have become a potent instrument
of mass education, and the very process of working it out
would have brought us Swaraj. But a discussion of the
theme would be irrelevant here.

Resolutions about Hindu-Muslim unity, the removal of
untouchability and Khadi too were passed in this Congress,
and since then the Hindu members of the Congress have
taken upon themselves the responsibility of ridding Hindu-
ism of the curse of untouchability, and the Congress has
established a living bond of relationship with the
‘skeletons’ of India through Khadi. The adoption of non-
co-operation for the sake of the Khilafat was itself a great

practical attempt made by the Congress to bring about
Hindu-Muslim unity.

FAREWELL

The time has now come to bring these chapters to a
close.

My life from this point onward has been so public that
there is hardly anything about it that people do not know.
Moreover, since 1921 I have worked in such close associa-
tion with the Congress leaders that I can hardly describe
any episode in my life since then without referring to my
relations with them. For though Shraddhanandji, the
Deshabandhu, Hakim Saheb and Lalaji are no more with
us today, we have the good luck to have a host of other
veteran Congress leaders still living and working in our
midst. The history of the Congress, since the great changes
in it that I have described above, is'still in the making. And
my principal experiments during the past seven years have
all been made through the Congress. A reference to my
relations with the leaders would therefore be unavoidable,
if T set about describing my experiments further. And this
I may not do, at any rate for the present, if only from a
sense of propriety. Lastly, my conclusions from my current
experiments can hardly as yet be regarded as decisive. It
therefore seems to me to be my plain duty to close this
narrative here. In fact my pen instinctively refuses to pro-
ceed further.

It is not without a wrench that I have to take leave
of the reader. I set a high value on my experiments. I do
not know whether I have been able to do justice to them.
I can only say that I have spared no pains to give a faithful
narrative. To describe truth, as it has appeared to me, and
in the exact manner in which I have arrived at it, has been
my ceaseless effort. The exercise has given me ineffable
mental peace, because, it has been my fond hope that it
might bring faith in Truth and Ahimsa to waverers.

My uniform experience has convinced me that there
is no other God than Truth. And if every page of these
chapters does not proclaim to the reader that the only
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means for the realization of Truth is Ahimsa, I shall deem
all my labour in writing these chapters to have been in
vain. And, even though my efforts in this behalf may prove
fruitless, let the readers know that the vehicle, not the
great principle, is at fault. After all, however sincere my
strivings after Ahimsa may have been, they have still been
imperfect and inadequate. The little fleeting glimpses,
therefore, that I have been able to have of Truth can hardly
convey an idea of the indescribable lustre of Truth, a mil-
lion times more intense than that of the sun we daily see
with our eyes. In fact what I have caught is only the
faintest glimmer of that mighty effulgence. But this much
I can say with assurance, as a result of all my experiments,
that a perfect vision of Truth can only follow a complete
realization of Ahimsa.

To see the universal and all-pervading Spirit of Truth
face to face one must be able to love the meanest of crea-
tion as oneself. And a man who aspires after that cannot
afford to keep out of any field of life. That is why my devo-
tion to Truth has drawn me into the field of politics ; and
I can say without the slightest hesitation, and yet in all
humility, that those who say that religion has nothing to
do with politics do not know what religion means.

Identification with everything that lives is impossible
without self-purification ; without self-purification the ob-
servance of the law of Ahimsa must remain an empty
dream ; God can never be realized by one who is not pure
of heart. Self-purification therefore must mean purification
in all the walks of life. And purification being highly infec-
tious, purification of oneself necessarily leads to the purifi-
cation of one’s surroundings.

But the path of self-purification is hard and steep. To
attain to perfect purity one has to become absolutely
passion-free in thought, speech and action : to rise above
the opposing currents of love and hatred, attachment and
repulsion. I know that I have not in me as yet that triple
purity, in spite of constant ceaseless striving for it. That
is why the world’s praise fails to move me. indeed it very
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often stings me. To conquer the subtle passions seems to
me to be harder far than the physical conquest of the world
by the force of arms. Ever since my return to India I have
had experiences of the dormant passions lying hidden with-
in me. The knowledge of them has made me feel humiliated
though not defeated. The experiences and experiments
have sustained me and given me great joy. But I know
that I have still before me a difficult path to traverse. I
must reduce myself to zero. So long as a man does not
of his own free will put himself last among his fellow crea-
tures, there is no salvation for him. Ahimsa is the farthest
limit of humility.

In bidding farewell to the reader, for the time being
at any rate, I ask him to join with me in prayer to the
God of Truth that He may grant me the boon of Ahimsa in
mind, word and deed.




