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market-places and Byzantine townsfolk. 'Long talks
beside the caravan fires at night with men of many
different nations, had given him his education, setti-ﬁg
dim thoughts and mighty longings vaguely astir within
him, It is difficult for the modern world to realise
the largeness of primitive thought and personality.
We feel that we have triumphed mightily in the inven-
tion of the steam-engine and the railway train ; and so,
along one line, we have. We forget, however, that
henceforth the leader of our travel is to be a mere
mechanic, managing a few cog-wheels, and superin-
tending water and coal. Once upon a time, in the
same capacity, he was something of patriarch, savant,
.poet, and ship's captain all in one.

Similarly of the personal courage required in war,
and the breadth of nature-painting in early literature,
The progress of time and thought means the deteriora-
tion of these qualities. No modern poet can speak of
the sunset like a Red Indian. No user of Maxim
guns has the personal prowess of an old-time pirate.
Strong individuality is demanded by undeveloped,
unregimented conditions, and later civilisation is only
a specialisation upon this, growing by degrees more
subtle and detailed, in which the man has often lost
in proportion as the institution has gained.

Depth of observation, vastness and nobility of hope,
and wealth of assimilated experience—all, in short, that
constitutes essential education—are often but inversely
proportioned to literacy. Theréfore there is no room
for the library-and-museum learned of the twentieth
century to refer to a camel-driver of the seventh as
ignorant. The Prophet Mohammed can have been
nothing of the sort. With rare beauty and sweetness
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of nature, he .combined social and political 'genius,
towering manhood, and an intellectual culture of no
mean kind. As has so often been the case with the
initiators of new faiths, he was in a special sense the
blossom of the old, for not only were his family the
guardians of the Kaabah, but his father had been in-
tended in his childhood to be a sacrifice to the gods,
and Mohammed was an only son, e#rly orphaned.
Indeed, had he belonged to any city but Mecca, the
pilgrim-centre of the Arabian peninsula, he could not
possibly have seen the Islamising of the whole Arab
people within his single lifetime.

We think of the Prophet too much as the preacher
of a religion, too little as the maker of a nationality.
We hear the Name of God so frequently that we forget
the love of humanity that is taught. We fail, in short,
to understand the Asiatic character both of messenger
and message.

1n the name of God, the Compassionate, the Merciful.

But the word that follows argues little enough, at least
in early days, about the Unity of God. After all, this
is a fact that we recognise instinctively. No man,
least of all the dweller in the desert, in his heart
believes that God is two. The Prophet’s first task
is to give life and vigour to this supreme intuition by
making it only the starting-point of a searching appeal
to conscience, an authoritative condemnation of insin-
cerity and evil custom, and terrible pictures of judg-
ment and hell-fire. In all this he must only have
uttered what was ajready.‘ in the air. Social life in
Arabia must have been ripe for change. The sacred.
ness of property, the protection of childhoed, and the
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fixing of woman's status, had already doubtless been.
felt as necessities by good men of all tribes and cifles.
But the gigantic power of conviction that could use
these very reforms as a means of welding the scattered
and divided kinships into a single brotherhood, fired
with a common purpose of righteousness and armed
with the mighty weapon of a divine mission—this was
the sole right bf one whose boyhood had been spent
among the sheepfolds, and whose manhood had known
the solitary watch, with the awful trance of revelation,
in the mountain caves.

From one point of view, Islam represents a tran-
sition between Asia and Europe. An Asiatic people
takes on the consolidation, the mobility, and the
militarism of a European State. It anticipates the
West in so doing by many a century. It accomplishes
the Napoleonic task of destroying the Persian and
Byzantine empires, and setting itself up in their place ;
and yet, inasmuch as it does all this in the strength of
an idea, inasmuch as its sanction lies in one man's
superconscious inspiration, it remains at heart pro-
foundly Asiatic.

The reiation between the master and his disciples
is always one of the most vital elements in the life of
Asia. In this case, whole nations are the disciples of
a single man. They are taken into his kindred.
They form his family. They strive to approximate to
his method of life—in dress, food, manners, even to
some extent in language. Whenever they pray, they
place themselves mentally in Arabid. Such facts
make religion in the East a matter of enormous social
consequende. The convert in India- immediately
changes his style of cookery. One can eat a dinner in
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that country, Hindu, Mohammedan, Parsi, Jain, Jewish,
Christian or Buddhist in kind ; but assuredly without
changing his food no man could be held to have sin-
cerely changed his faith. It is inevitable, therefore,
that communities which accept the creed of Islam
should become Arabised in every possible way.

This does not mean, however, that they should
remake the desert. Mohammed's whole polyy made
towards settled and industrial conditions. His last
great speech, in which he gathers all his people to-
gether, knowing not if he shall ever again address
them, reminds them of the sacredness of private pro-
perty, and the rights of women, slaves and children.
Nor was there any barbarism about the Mohammedany
empires of the next six or seven centuries. Western
Asia did not fail to build itself upon the arts of the
Roman Empire, did not fail to assimilate Hellenic
culture, and to display an original impetus in science,
from the blending of ‘Greek and Oriental elements.
The history of the great Spanish schools is too well
known to need comment. The splendours of the
Abbasside Caliphs at Baghdad were well borne out
by the Ommiades at Cordova, and an architecture
that deserves to be the wonder of the world was
the fruit of Saracenic civilisation. The blasting of
Persia, Syria, and Asia Minor, would seem to have
been the work of the Mogul invasions of Genghis
. Khan and Tamerlane, in the thirteenth and fourteenth
centuries. These invasions sound through the pages
of history like irruptions of subterranean forces. They,
were similar to, but incomparably vaster than, those
which brdught about the sack of Rome by Alaric and
Genserig, and which left the city and Campagna, under
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the guardianship of monks, to the insidious decay of
many centuries. The geographical position of the
Eternal City and her surroundings was, however,
some protection, whereas the Eastern provinces were
exposed to the tramp and re-tramp of every hostile
force. Gibbon says of Genghis Khan that he destroyed
in four days what five hundred years had not sufficed
to restore. The common statement that the blighting
of Asia Minor has been the work of Mohammedanism
may therefore be put down to historical ignorance and
theological prejudice.

The utmost stigma that can attach to Saracenic
governments has been that they have not had the
energy and patience to bend themselves in such cases
to the incredible task of beginning all over again the
work of civilisation and polity. But are they peculiar
in this? Would France, England, or Italy—were the
past blotted out, and all sovereign and responsible
persons removed, as at a single blow—show more
courage, more persistence, than the Arab or the
Turk? The very grandeur of the cities that had
vanished would add to the hopeless inactivity of the
generations that found themselves orphaned and
despoiled. An additional factor in the case is—not
the genius- of Islam, whose purely destructive and de-
solating: tendencies may at least be questioned by
those who have seen its work in India, but—the nature
of all conquests. The whole opportunity of a con-
queror lies in the loyal submission of himiself to the
past of the conquered. Failing. this, the structure
that he rears must be, if not destructive, at least
evanescent. ' No power remains at its height for ever ;
and in this decline, the ability to guard with decency
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and stability what it has created, preserving the hope
and possibility ef resurrection, will depend exactly on
the amount of force that was put into that creation.

It is a curious fact that from the Parthenon to the
Taj Mahal, the appearance of a memorable national
art has always been coeval with the existence of a
powerful centralising consciousness. Pericles adorned
Athens with the tribute of the Greek States. Ancient
Rome was decorated with the trophies of the world.
Mediaval cathedrals and town-halls grew out of the
vigorous craft and municipal solidarity. Florence and
the Vatican were the blossoms of the Church. The
commercial nexus of Venice was an empire wide as the
planet. The diggers of Buddhist cave-temples in Indig,
and the builders of Indo-Saracenic palaces and tombs,
alike worked under the shadow of imperial thrones,
which articulated for them the enthusiasm of the whole-
ness of things.

But what of a flower, without leaf, stem and root?
Times of blossom are few and far between, at least
equally sacred and important is the task of maintaining
and increasing the common life. Even so with the
growth of nations. The humble, mole-like work of
developing civilisation through the daily life and the
simple home, is still more important than the ephemeral
glory of an age of exploitation, and the persistence of a
nationality is assuredly proportionate to the degree in
which it represents the utmost of such unseen, steady,

.and joyous co-operation amongst its members.

It may be charged indeed against the flying squad-
rons of the desert that of such slow-accumulating tdll
they breught too little to the making ofBaghdad, and
the ruligg of-Damascus. It may be urged that in the
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stimulating union of Chinese, Hindu, Persian and
Hellenic elements, over which the Arab there relgned
supreme, there was too little intensity of culture and
research ; that the regal race was content to furnish its
universities with translations only of the foreign texts
on ‘which so much of their learning was based; that
there was too marked a tendency to despise the
associations of tits subjects ; too great a readiness to
build its own mosques out of the ruins of their palaces;
and finally, that to a struggle so easy, an end was in-
evitable, a decay as long and inglorious as its triumph
had been brilliant and short-lived. Such arguménts
may be true, but their truth constitutes a reproach
E‘lgainst all conquests, not a stain on the Arab faith.

No one can stand and face the ruins behind the Kutb-
Minar * at Delhi, no one can realise, even dimly, the
beanty of Persian poetry, without understanding that
Ag.rsb, Slav, Afghan, and Mogul came to India as the
emissaries of a eulture different indeed from, but not less
imposing than, that of the people of the soil. The
arches in the broken screen of Altamish, as it is called,
which are all that remains of a mosque of the twelfth
century, are as perfect in taste and devotional feeling
as anything in the Gothic. The complete building
mast have lacked somewhat in weight and solidity,
but it was not the work of ruffians and barbarians, nor
were the men who thronged to it for prayér, mere
overs of wanton destruction.

* Kutb-Minar, a famous tower or minaret, about eleven ‘miles from’
Delbi.
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A Hindu historian would have the first right to
chant the pzan of the Mussulman faith, for it was upon
Akbar, a sovereign of that creed, that the inspiration
dawned to make a nation and a nationality out of
the peoples of modern India.

The sixteenth century in Europe has been known
as' the era of great kings. Leo X. of the Papacy,
Charles V. of the Empire, Henry IV. of France, and
Elizabeth of England, are amongst the strongest
personalities to whom thrones were ever given. And
if we take the English Tudors alone, we shall find four
notable figures, with strong policies of their own, out
of the five members of that dynasty. About the last
two, there is, however, one peculiarity, Even thoses
who sympathise most strongly with the Catholic
Queen would probably recognise that it was well
for the country that Elizabeth reigned after her, and
not before. Few would dispute the greater statesman-
ship, and more synthetic character of the policy, of the
latter of these two sovereigns. Indeed the fact is well
enough proved by the loyalty and enthusiasm with
which her Catholic subjects united with the Protestant
to repel the Spanish Armada.

The history of India, from the middle of the six-
teenth to the end of the seventeenth centuries, displays
a curious parallelism and contrast to this of England
during the sixteenth. The reign of Akbar was con-
temporary with that of Elizabeth, and, with a still
greater statesmanship and -breadth of mind and heart,
he undertook to inaugurate a vast national, as dis-
tinguished from a - sectarian policy. Few indeed
of the woyld’s monarchs have ever used so marvellous
an- opporkinity with such wisdom and magnanimity
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as this’ Emperor of Delhi. An almost equal sympathy
with the speculations of all religions, a deep under-
standing and admiration of the old, Indian system,
with a desire only to complete and extend, never to
nullify it; a love of everything that was national,
with a habit of striking swiftly and pardoning
generously—all these qualities gave Akbar a place in
the hearts of his subjects which makes ‘* Secundra, the
Great,” a sufficient name for him to this day. He had
been born in a Rajput household, and his greatest act,
after the modelling of his administration on the ancient
“dharmma,” was the marrying of a Hindu princess,
and making her the mother of the heir-apparent.
Aurungzeeb was the first of his successors who was
not Indian in this complete sense, of having had a
Mussulman father and a Hindu mother.

Akbar’s three immediate descendants— ]ehangir,
his son, Shah Jehan, his grandson, and Avrungzeeb, his
great-grandson—were all men of marked ability. They
retained intact the empire which his genius had con-
solidated. But unfortunately, of them all, Aurungzeeb's
was the sectarian and somewhat narrowly devotional
temperament of the English Catholic queen, better
fitted to make him a saint of Islam than welder of the
Indian nationality ; and Shah Jehan alone had a genius
of administration comparable to his grandfather’s of
initiation. In other words, India had the misfortune in
her own case to see Elizabeth succeeded, not preceded
by Mary.

Such were the fOur great Moguls, whose: united
reigns began two years before the accession of
Elizabeth, and ended at the date of the Pa jiamentary
union of England and Scotland, scarcely yet" two
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hupdred yeéu‘s -ago. Their Tartar blood; for théy came
of the race of Tamerlane, gave them unflagging energy
and perseverance. Their Mohammedan faith gave
them strength and simplicity of creed, unexhausted by
the three hundred years’ adhesiorr of their tribes
Their soldierly origin gave them the power to adopt
the ruder side ‘of military life at a moment's notice,
while, at the same time, all their habits 4nd associations
imposed on them the power and means of unequalled
splendour. Such were they all ; but of them all, Akbar
stands unrivalled in liberai statesmanship, and Shah
Jehan in personal genius.

In the hands of this last monarch the unity of Indla
became a visible fact, symbolised by the dazling
beauty of his buildings, and even Leo X. must giv}:
way to him for taste. Now it was the Taj, raising its
stately head above its jewelled walls dnd lace-carved
windows of white marble, in inconsolable love and
sorrow. Again, it was the Pearl Mosque of Agra,
vast in proportion and almost unadorned, in severity
of creamy stone, of sun-steeped court, and shadowed
aisles and sanctuary. Yet once more some da,lmzy
palace or exquisite oratory, the baths of an empress or
the hall of audience of a king, testified to the fact that
a lord of artists sat upon the throne. But it was not
only in white marble that Shah Jehan gave the reins
to his pride in the Indian soil and the Indian people.
He built the modern Delhi, with her red walls, her
braad streets, and her magnificent fortress. He made
the peacock throng, of gold and jewels, which was
removed to Persia by Nadir Shah a hundred years
later. - He and his court and household were collectars
of .choi booksand pictures. And, like all the Mogula
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he was ‘himself a past master in the art of illuminating
manuscripts.

Not the least part of the beauty of his buildings lies
in the acoustic properties of their domes, which act as
bells, taking up every whisper and groan that may
sound below them, and making it into music in the
height above. There is no voice so harsh or vulgar that
it is not in their presence made rich and harmonious;
and if any poor old Mussulman be asked why every
mosque is domed, he will answer in bewilderment that
he can only suppose that it is to make the name of
Allah resound again and again.

In all this Shah Jehan proved himself the monarch,
ot of some section, but of all his subjects, and as such
he is regarded by India to this day. He might not be
in active sympathy with every phase of the popular
creeds, but thete is none who is cut off from sympathy
with him. The enthusiasm that spoke in his works
is deeply understood. His addition of a third style
to the architectural glories of the country is never
forgotten. And it is still remembered ‘by the people
that, according to the unanimous voice of history,
India was never so well administered as in his day.

The Mohammedan brought roses into India.
“They are of the caste of the emperors,” said a
Hindu, sitting near, as two beggars came into my
verandah in a southern province and offered me these
flowers, “they are of the caste of the emperors. ‘Even
their begging is that of kings!”
~ The remark is significant of a liberalising influence
upon social usage wherever the Mogul -Empire has
penetrated ; for orthodox Hinduism is perhaps a little
too barren of all luxury, a little too much h¢mmed-in’
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by strict requirements and consideration of the highest
motives. “The West,” it has been $aid, “’has mastered
the knowledge of the ways and means of life, and this
the East may well accept from her.” Mohammedanism
is much more than a half-way heuse towards the pomt
at which such knowledge becomes possible. It is
even said sometimes by Hindus that no gentleman
can fulfil the requirements of modern-life unless he
have a Mohammedan servant. -

The very courtesy of Mohammedan bearing speaks
of palaces and of military life. Were India an in-
dependent country, her most important embassies
would doubtless be filled by Moslems. The act of
salutation is almost as a devotion amongst the sons
and daughters of Islam. The pause of reverence, the
evident depth of feeling with which the hand of the
elder is lifted by the younger to the forehead and
then kissed, the beautiful words, “ Salaam alai-kum!”
(“Peace be unto you!”), which accompany a bow—
all these things are the tokens of a culture of humanity
which produces a depth of sympathy and tenderness
not unworthy of that Prophet whose burning love of
God found no adequate expression save in the love
and service of man. It is a humanity in which still
breathes the fragrance of that great pastoral peace of
desert and steppe which is the living force and unity
of the whole Moslem world, however the accidents of
time. or place may seem to betray it. The patriarch
seated at his tent door welcoming strangers, loving
and just in his dealings with wives and kindred, trusted
and revered by all his tribe, and giving his very heart,
as is the fashion of the men of Islam, to little cthdren,
is' an integral imagination of the race. There is
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nothing in the world so-passionately tender as a Hindu
mother, unless it be a Mohammedan father.

It is this human aspect of the Arab faith that prepares
us for its proselytising power in India. It represents
to the low-caste Hindu what the Buddhist orders once
represented—a perfect] democracy, in which stains of
birth, of blood, of occupation, are all blotted out by
the utterance ©f the formula of fraternity, ¢ There is
no God but God, and Mohammed is his Prophet.”
However low and degraded was a man’'s past, he may
now be and do whatever he desires and can. The
word “ Sheikh ” prefixed to his name indicates that he
comes of a family so adopted by conversion; and the
,vast majority of Mohammedan cultivators, boatmen,
and builders in India, are thus Hindu by blood and
instinct, and Moslem by creed. The gods of the old
faith become the saints or “pirs" of the new. They
pray at their tombs Zo the dead, as well as for them,
and are regarded indulgently by the orthodox and
learned of their new faith as illiterate, and therefore
superstitious. That brotherhood which is talked of by
Christianity is realised by Islam. The message of the
Prophet is a message of humanity and freedom to the
whole race of man.

Most religions have two phases: one the Puritan,
and the other the ornate. The Puritan side of Islam
finds expression in the Sunni sect, and the ornate
aspect in the Shiah. It is the Shiahs who com-
memorate the Caliph Ali and the deaths of Hassan
and Hussain. They carry the tombs of the martyrs
in procession at the Mohurrum, and whenever they are
bereaved they mourn for the family of Ali instead of
for their own. Geographically, the Shiahs are Persian
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and in. India are most numeroys in Bengal and'round
Lucknow. The sterner and narrower teachings of
Sunni-ism formed the royal faith of Delhi and Hyder-
abad. Besides these, there is a third sect of Moham-
medans in India, known as the Wahabi. This is
described somewhat satirically as the religion of those
who had one parent a Shiah, and the other a Sunni.
It is in fact a modern reform. As am8ngst Hindus,
however, his particular shade of religion is a matter of
the individual’'s own choice, and the women are even
more pronounced than the men, regarding personal
doctrinal conviction.

The influence of the Indian environment is felt,
further, in many of the social developments of the
Islamic community. It is not unnatural that there
should be a great aptitude for the formation of castes,
and a stern refusal to break bread with those who
are not of the chosen group. In other directions also
there is an approximation of custom. Many Mussul-
man families in Bengal would turn with horror from
the eating of beef. The wife insists that her own hands
and no others shall cook the food eaten by the husband.
The re-marriage of widows is discountenanced by the
highest standards of taste, and in the royal family
of Delhi the life of a widowed princess was spent
exactly like that of a Hindu woman who had lost her
husband—in austerity, prayer, and study. Finally, that
hymn to the Ganges which is among the first things
learnt by a Hindu child, was written three or four
centuries ago by a Musmlma.n

On its divine side, ignoring those dim reaches of
Sufi-isth which only the saints attain, and where alf
saints, of all faiths, are at _one, ignoring, tco, hil
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sectarian differences as between Sunnis and Shiahs,
Islam stands in India as another name.for bkakt:, or
the melting love of God. In the songs of the people
the Hindu name of Aarz, and the Mohammedan A4 2a#
are inextricably blended, and as one listens to the
boatmen singing while they mend their nets, one
cannot distinguish the hymn from the poem of love.
It was Mchammed's realisation of God’s love for

man, however little he may have put it into words, that
“thrilled through the Arab world, and drew the tribes
as one man, to fight beneath his banner. His was no,
triumph of the fear and majesty of God. Five times
every day, after his ablutions, does the pious Moham-
medan turn towards Mecca and say :

Praise be to God, the Lord of the worlds

The compassicnate, the merciful.

King of the day of judgment!

Thee we worship, and Thee we ask for help.

Gauide us in the straight way,

The way of those to whom Thou art gracious;
Not of those upon whom is Thy wrath, nor of the erring.

And again:

Say: He is one God;

God the Eternal.

He begetteth not, nor is begotten;
Nor is there one like anto Him.

The prayer and creed, for all their ring of pride and
awe, are not the words of beaten slaves, but of loved
and loving children, confident of the depth of that
mercy whereto they. appeal. Something there was
indeed in the fierce ethical passion of Mohammed, the
basis of his piercing appeal to the conscience of his
people, which might look like terrorism. If all men
knew of hell and judgment, he said, what he did, there
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would be little laughter and much weeping amongst
them. But all this is on behalf of conscience and the
voice of righteousness. A nature itself so radiant in
compassmn for women, for the poor, for slaves, and
for dumb beasts, could not long remain in contem-
plation of the terrors of the Divine. Throughout the
creation he sees one law writ large, *“ Verily my com-
passion overcometh my wrath,” and Mohammed, who
believes in austerity, but not in self-mortification, feels
all the passion of the Flagellant, as he utters the word
fslam, or uttermost surrender of self to the Truth that
is i God.



CHAPTER XV
AN INDIAN PILGRIMAGE

THE old roads of Asia are the footways of the world’s
ideas. Thereis a camel-track that crosses the desert
from Egypt into * Sooria,” broken at the Suez Canal
by a ferry. What road in Europe, Roman or bar-
barian, can compare in charm and pathos with this
sandy path? On it we might yet see a woman carry-
ing a child on the back of an ass, and an old man
leading them, ‘even as the legends picture the Flight of
the Holy Family. By it long ago marched the armies
of Egypt to meet those of Assyria in destructive con-
flict on the borders of Israel. By it Judea sent the
streams of her burning thought and fierce ethical
emotion to Alexandria, before Christianity was born.

Similarly, all over India, away from her ancient
high roads, and thrown like a network across her
proudest Himalayas, are little thread-like paths like
this—ways made indeed by the feet of men, but worn
far deeper by the weight of impelling ideas than by the
footprints of the toil-stained crowds.

Such roads must once have connected China with
Kashmir. Afghanistan, always a province of India, must
by just such paths have sent its wandering merchants
with nuts and raisins to the South, as long-ago as the
days of Solomon. Even now it is by ways unpaved,
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deep—trodden. that the loag-haired goats scramble down
with their loads through the snowy defiles from Bokhara
and Thibet, to be sheared in the sunay valley of the
Jhelum, and furnish wool for its famous shawls. Which
comes first, we wonder, commerce or pilgrimage, the
trade-route or the palmer’s path? Would it not appear
that the utilities of exchange draw mgn from their
homes to points organically related, and does it not
seem- reasonable to believe that asseciations of beauty,
arising spontaneously at place after place on the line
of march, give birth to the notion of religious privi-
lege and obligation in making a return to particular
spots ?

At any rate, it is certain that behind sanctity of
pilgrimage lies admiration of place, of art, even of
geographical significance. Benares in the North, and
Conjeeveram* in the South, are loved and visited in
India for the same reason as Durham or Cologne
amongst ourselves. They are cathedral cities, rich in
architecture, in treasure, and in the associations of
saints and scholars. Jagannathft is placed where it is,
for sheer beauty of the sea, and perhaps a little also for
the old cosmopolitan grandeur of the port through
which flowed the Eastern trade. Allahabad is sacred,
because there two mighty rivers join their waters,
making her the strategic key to two vast basins,

* Conjeeveram.—A town in the Madras Presidency, which con-

tains some of the most beautiful specimens of Dravidian architecture.
Often called thé Benares of the South, .Ramamua lived here, and
Sankaracharya visited it.

{ Jagannath—Or Juggurhath—Lord of the Universe. The famous
plice of pilgrimage, and the “Car of Juggwrnath” on the coast of
Orissa, at Pry. Thistemple is distingnished for the fact that all castes
eat together of its consacrated food. The cneness of all men s the
religious 1dea which is associated with it.
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inhabited by different races, with diverse traditjons,
hopes, and folk-lore. It is the solemn-beauty of the
Himalayas that makes them the refuge of holy men.
The four most meritorious pilgrimages * of the Hindus
are the four extreme points of India—North, South,
East, and West—knowing which the country must be
known. The worship of the Ganges, and the reverence
that makes a Dekkan villager journey, as an act of
piety, to look on the face of one who has seen any of
the seven sacred rivers, amongst peoples less poetic,
would be simply called the love of place. How large
an element in Hinduism is the folk-lore of the country!
To the student who is looking for this, it appears to be
past all computing. The Mahabharata, the Ramayana,
and the Puranas are to a great extent the outpouring
of passionate fancy in local mterpretauon In the
story of Sati, the perfect wife, who can miss the signi-
ficance of the fifty-two places in which fragments of the
smitten body fell? ‘“ And one finger fell in Calcutta,
and that is still the Kalighat. . . . And the tongue
fell at Kangra (Jowalla Muktu) in the North Punjaub,
and appears to this day as licking tongues of fire, from
underneath the ground. . . . And the left hand fell at
Benares, which is for ever Onnopurna, the Giver of
Bread.” No foreigner can understand the crowding of
associations into these few sentences.

Even the Pole Star has its Indian myth in the legend
of the child Druwa, whose heart was the steadiest
point in all the universe. ‘

"#:«The four pilgrimages " which constitute the Hindu counsel of
perfection, are Kedar Nath in the Himalayas, in the extreme North;
Dwarka Nath in the West ; Rameshwaram in the. South ; and Puri, or
Jagannath in the East.
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Nor is the historic element lacking, in this uncon-
scious worship of country. Like that of 'some Indian
Bernadette is the story told at a beautiful Southern
temple of a cowherd who had one cow that gave no milk.
He followed her into the jungle, and found a natural
lingam in the rock, over which she poured her offering
freely, of her own devotion. And, in proof of the occur-
rence, does the: temple altar not consisj to-day of that
same lingam set in rough living rock? Of such stories
the villages are full. Assuredly; a deep and conscious
love of place pervades the whole of the Indian scheme.
It has never been called patriotism, only because it has
never been defined by boundaries of contrast ; but the
home, the village, the soil, and, in a larger sense, the
rivers, the mountains, and the country as a whole, are*
the objects of an almost passionate adoration. And
nowhere are we more impressed by the completeness
of Eastern idealism, than in this, its relating of* itself
to Nature. Norway, with her broken crags and azure
seas and sombre pines, her glacier-crowned mountains,
and her island-dotted fjords, is surely beautiful. But
Norway’s memories are always of the heroes, and we
miss those voices of the saints that greet us at every
turn in every part of India. Brittany, windy and grey,
storm-tost and boulder-strewn, is beautiful. Here too:
the miles are marked with rude Calvaires, and the tales
of the saints lie like her own moorland mists across the
whole Breton land. But this Catholic sainthood never
reaches the stern intellectual discipline of Hinduism,
and we long t vain for that mingling of mystic passion
and philosophic fréedom, where holiness merges into
scholarship, that at once distinguishes the Orient, and®
weds its races and all their dreams to their own soil,
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It might almost have been S. Francis, but-it is actually
a; Bengali. poem of the people, that says :

Oh, Motber Earth, Father Sky;

Brother Wind, Friend Light,

Sweetheart Water,

Here take my last salutation with folded bands!

For to-day I am melting away into the Supreme,

Becanse my heart became pure,

And all delusion vanished,

Throdkh the power of your good company.

Beauty of place translates itself to the Indian con-
sciousness as God's cry to the soul. Had Niagara
been situated on the Ganges, it is odd to think -how
different would have been its valuation by humanity.
Instead of fashionable picnics and railway pleasure-
'trips, the yearly or monthly incursion of worshipping
crowds. Instead of hotels, temples. Instead of osten-
tatiphis excess, austerity. Instead of the desire to
harjjess its mighty forces to the chariot of human
utility, the unrestrainable longing to throw away the
body, and realise at once the ecstatic madness of
Supreme Union. Could contrast be greater ?

It ws commonly said that Hindus derive the idea of
pilgrimage from the Buddhist worship of relics. But
the psychological aspects of the custom make this
appear unlikely. Doubtless the great commercial nexus
of the Buddhist period made transport easy, and thus
strengthened and stimulated the tendency, just as rail-
ways have in modern times opened up the country, and
created the possibility of a geographical sense amongst
classes , who in older days could not ha¥e aspired to
travel far or often. But in its essence, the institution
is so entirely an expression of love for the Motherland,
that it must have been anterior to Buddhism by. at
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least as much as the Aryan occupation of India. If
oné visits the Kennery caves, hidden'amongst the
jungles to the north of Bombay, this fact is brought
home to one. Here are a hundred and eight cells, cut
out of the solid rock. They are grouped in pairs;
each pa.lr has its own water-supply ; and, wherever the
view §s finest, wherever a glimpse can be caught of the
meeting-line of sea and forest, there & staircase and
seat will be found specially carved in the stone, for pur-
poses of contemplation. For Nature is the eternal
fact, and the landscape from this point a thousand
years ago was as beautiful as it is to-day.

Ellora shows at a glance that through century after
century it has been a holy place. The Buddhist found
it already so, and in due time the Mussulman confirmed
the ancient choice, by bringing his illustrious dead to
lie in the mighty fane on its hilltop. But why was it
first selected? None who has wakened to the dewy
freshness of its morning, none who has gazed thence
across the sea-like plain, can ask. To all eternity,
while the earth remains what she is, Ellora will be one
of the spots where the mystery of God is borne in, in
overwhelming measure, upon the souls of men, what-
ever their associations, whatever their creed.

‘But we are dominated more by the idea that is
behind us than by the spontaneous impressions of our
senses. To the nomad of the desert, accustomed to
the shifting of hot sands, and ceaseless moving ‘of the
-camp, with what coolness and refreshment must rise
the thought of death! Mussulman piety has three
motives—thie glory of man, the charm of woman, and
the holipess of the grave. In very early times we se€
the august pastor Abraham seeking out a cave in
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which to place the body of his wife. . Death, the fixed,
the still, the cold, must be shrined within the steady
and imperishable, * The long home,” a great rock in
a weary land, endless rest, eternal cold and silence, all
these are to be found in the grave. Is'it not easy to
understand that while the peasant, from the banks of
Ganges to the banks of Tiber, turns naturally to burn-
ing of the dead, the wilderness-dwellers bury him
deep in mother earth, or build him about with un-
yielding granite, and thenceforth make this dwelling-
house of the beloved as the centre of their own
wanderings ? '
Hence, what the sacred place of pilgrimage is to the
Hindu, that the Taj Mahal or the tomb of Aurungzeeb,
6r the ever-memorable grave at Mecca is to the pious
Mussulman, Almost every Mohammedan village in
India, too, has.its sleeping-place of some “pir” or
saint ; and I have seen a poverty-stricken God’s acre
where the sole treasure of the people was a gnarled
and scarcely-living stump that marked the last home
of a long-remembered holy man. For it is the ideal
of the desert—rest from their wanderings and shadow
from its scorching sun—it is this ideal, and not the
natural dictation of their own birthplace, that has
‘become the guiding-power behind the life and choice
of these Moslemised Indian folk. And yet all their
old poetry of soil comes out in the spot they choose !
The tomb in the village-grove ; the Taj at the river-
bend; the iris-covered graves on the riversides and
hillocks of Kashmir; what pictures do these 'make at
dawn and sunset, or through the long Indian night,
with its mystérious voices sighing and whispering .
about the dead | Surely, by thus adding the pastoral
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tl'lﬂ.tmn to her own, India grows rich, not peor, in
the things that form the true wealth of men.

A 'pilgrim’s camp-is like some scene taken out of
the Middle Ages. Or, rather, it would be like it, but
that it is so largely depleted of militant elements. The
Nagas, or armed friars, are no menace to anything in
the modern system, which indeed at this moment they
do not understand ; and the authority thet actually pro-
tects and keeps order amongst the pilgrims is to be
sought rathér in the unarmed districtiofficer, or fekszidar,
than in anything that could be recognised as forceful
by the naked eye. In the South, which is the home
of orthodoxy, pilgrimage has gone out of fashion since
the advent of railways. Fewer people, certainly fewer
widows, visit Benares, since it became easier to do so.
And those who have seen a genuine crowd of shrine-
farers, in some place remote from steam, cannot wonder
at the shock which the pious imagination suffers at the
sight of a locomotive. Amongst other things that the
religious traveller has a right to expect is the oppor-
tunity of a flight from the New India to.the Old, as an
actual environment. From any point where mafty ways
meet, and various streams of pilgrims converge upon
each other, the road to the sacred place will be divided
into regular stages of a day’s journey, and- at each
halting-place a camp will be pitched for the night.
Even these rest-camps will be situated as far as pos-
sible at spots peculiar for their beauty or interest. Is
there' a cluster of springs? The place is said to be
‘“holy,” and' we must halt there for worship. ©rigin-
ally, this referred only to beauty and convemence but
in process:of time one cannot- doubt thnt a certain
atmosphere of insight and devotion has feglly thréwn
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its halo about the dust and water of the.locality, and in
the place where so much simple faith has spentits
rapture, the highest love and prayer have become
easier to all comers. '

But the temples are all visited, the -bathing is per-
formed, evening worship is over, and silence and sleep .
fall upon the pilgrims’ camp. The moon grows to the
full, for we must arrive at the goal on the fifteenth
day. And again, it is the simple beauty of the world
which determines the law, that under the young moon
shall be the going forth, and with her wane the return
home. The moon is near the full, and wearmess
sleeps sound. At what hour is the first tent struck?
When does the first sleeper rouse himself, and take
again to the road? Whocan tell? Certainly not one
who has never been able to rise so long before dawn
that others were not up and afoot before her, their
tents gone, and little héaps of white ashes from the
cooking-fires the .only sign of their twelve hours’
tenancy of tree-shadow or stream-side.

" On go the pilgrims, singly or in groups. Old
women, bent double with age, toil hobbling along by
the help .of the pointed alpenstock. Monks of all
descriptions are to be seen. Some of them are
covered with ashes, have long reddish-looking hair,
wear only the yellow loin-cloth, and carry curious
tongs and begging-bowls. These may be Yogis, of
the order that believes in the mortification of the flesh ;
or Nagas, the militant monks, who were once ready to
defend the Faith at any moment, and' who to this
day are powerfully organised to meet the shock of a
world that has long ago, alas, passed away like a
dream. The samnyasin, often 'a man of modem
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education, decently clad in the sacred salmon.yellow,
accepting no alms save food, refusing the touch of any
metal, is here, doirig the distance cheerfully on foot.
Next comes an’ ascetic, with withered arm held aloft
and useless this many a long year. Again, a proud
mahunt, abbot of some rich foundation, master ' of
elephants and treasure uncounted, is borne past. Or,
as one climbs, having abandoned the open dandy that
costs such intolerable labour to the bearers on a moun-
tain marchjone may be joined in kindly chat by some
one or two of the “ Naked Swamis "—men who wear
neither-ashes nor clothing beyond the necessary scanty
rag, who wander amongst sunny deserts and snowy
mountains alike, indifferent to heat and cold, and of
whom, when one talks with them, one remembers!
nothing, save that here are friends of the culture of
scholars, and the breeding and rank of gentlemen.
But the crowd is still more motley. In camp, the
strips of yellow cloth that so often do duty as a shelter
for the religious, stand side by side with tents of all
sizes and conditions. And here now are zenana-ladies
carried in scarlet-covered palkees ; other women, again,
on ‘horseback ; men and women alike on foot, or in
open dandies; householders, widows, sannyasinis in
beads and yellow cloth; there are even some, too
weak for walking or climbing, who are borne in straw
chairs, strapped to the back of a man carrying a stout
staff. On and on presses the irregular host, mixed up
with Mohammedan baggage-.carriers and servants,
cooks, and féod-vendors of all sorts. '
Here the road is broken by a glacier. There it
becomes a mere goat-path, running across dangerous
crags. Here is the lake into which an avalanche,
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brought down by their hymn. of triumph, once precipi-
tated thousands of returning pilgrims. Now we hdve
reached the heights where the ground is carpeted
with ‘edelweiss instead of grass. Again, we are wan-
dering amidst wildernesses of flowers, while every few
yards the dominant note in the composition is changed
imperceptibly : first the yellow wallflower, then flame-
coloured Icelangd poppies, again the long-stalked single-
headed Michaelmas daisy of the Himalayas. When
the journey began, almost the only blossoris were the
orchids on the tree-trunks in the region of maiden-
hair fern. Now we have passed the last of the pine
woods. Even the white birches, like smitten silver
veining blown sharp and twisted against the moun-
tain sides, are gone : and to-night, when the tents are
pitched over purple and white anemones, there will be
no fuel save the juniper scrub that clings to the face
of the rock in sheltered niches. On the edge of the
last glacier, growing beside the gentian, we find an
evergreen forget-me-not, unknown to us hitherto, and
making the third or fourth new species—from a large
crimson and purple myosotis onwards—which our
pilgrimage has bestowed.

Our neighbours in the tents about us are not
amusing themselves by botanising, probably, but they
are communing with Nature none the less truly than
ourselves. On the last day, drawing near to the shrine,
we shall see them risk their lives to gather the great
nodding columbines and the little Alpine roses grow-
ing on the rocks. Their talk is all of Siva. As they
are borne along, they are striving, doubtless, to fix
their minds on the repetition of His name; ot the con-
templation of His form. But the awesome grandeur
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and beauty of* the heights about them will always be
remembered by them as the Great God’s fit dwelling-
place. ‘They are -in a church. Rocks and glaciers
form the sanctuary. Snowy passes are the pillared
aisles. Behind them stand the pine-forests for pro-
cessions of singers carrying banners, and overhead
are the heavens themselves for cathedral roof. Itis
the peculiarity of Eastern peoples tosthrow upon the
whole of Nature that feeling which wt associate only
with the place of worship. But is their love less real,
or greater, for this fact?

The day of the full moon comes, the last and
most dangerous points are surmounted, and the Shrine
is reached. Happy the man or woman, who, on this
journey to God, is snatched out of life! One falsé
step, and the soul that was struggling to see may
be carried up at once in a swift sure flight. Or death
may come in other ways. ‘It is so beautiful! 1 must
be one with it!” sighed a man who stood on a
precipice, looking down at the valleys. And before
any one could stop him, he was gone. Such things
are not premeditated. There is a genuine ecstasy of
the soul in which it hears the voice of the Eternities
calling to it, and the prisoning body becomes sud-
denly intolerable. Is it a stain upon Hinduism that
it has never called this “suicide while of unsound
mind " ?

But the Shrine itself—where is it? what is it ?
Perhaps a temple, placed above some gorge, on a
beetling rock, with sister snows in sight. Perhaps the
source of 4 sacred river. Perhaps a cave, in which
continual dripping of water makes a stalagmite of ice,
a huge crystalline lingam that never melts. .One’ can
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picture how such a place would first ‘be discovered.
Some party of shepherds, losing themselves and their
flocks amongst the ravines on 4 summer day, and
entering’ the cavern by accident, to find there the
presence of the Lord Himself. Men and beasts, awed
and worshipping, how dear is such a picture to the
Christian heart!

Worship! Worship! The very air is rent with
prayer and hylns. From the Unreal to the Real!
From the Many to the One! Lord of Animals!
Refuge of Weariness! Siva! Siva! the Free! the
Free!

Hours pass, and ere dawn next day the descent to
the valleys is begun. Wonderful is the snowy stillness
of the lofty pass, when, with our faces set homewards,
the moon fades behind us, and the sun rises before.
The pilgrims march with less regularity now. All are
anxious to return, and some push on, while others
break off from the line of route. We reach our own
village, and say farewell to the acquaintances of the
pilgrimage, adding what comfort we may to the
provision for their further journeying. The nights
grow dark now, and the great experience becomes a
memory, marked always, however, in the Hindu's life,
by some special abstinence, practised henceforth as
the pilgrim’s thank-offering.

It is easy to believe that the scenes in which we
have mingled are nowadays denuded of half their
rightful elements ; that once upon a time as many of
the travellers would have been Tartar or  Chinese as
Indian; that the shrine represents what may have
been the summer meeting of great trading caravans;
that Nagarjuna and Bodhidharmma, going out to
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the Further' East with their treasures of Indian
thought, were in the first place pilgrims on some such
pilgrimage as this. Even now, many of the functions
of a university are served by the great gathering.
Hundreds, or even thousands, of religious men meet,
in a manner to eliminate personal ties of friendship
and affection, and emphasise and refresh the ideal and
intellectual aspects of their lives.

At the vast assemblies of sadkwns, which occur once
in every twelve years at Hurdwar, at Nasick, and at
Allahabad, there are fixed halls of learned disputation,
where, for hundreds of years, Hindu philosophy has
been discussed, determined, and expanded, something
in the fashion of the Welsh Eisteddfod. Here comg
the wandering monks from every part of India. Here
the householder finds himself in vigorous and renewed
relation to his faith. Here fresh voices of learning
and devotion are able to win for themselves eccle-
siastical authority. Such opportunities must have been
the means by which Sankaracharya asserted his un-
disputed mastery of the world of Hindu scholarship.
Did it, we wonder, occur to Alexander that learned
Greeks might be sent to such wandering colleges in
order to hear and to tell new things ?

Sanskrit is the Zingua franca of this ancient learning.
To this day the visitor to a Calcutta /0//* may hear the
boys dispute with each other on time-worn themes in
the classic tongue, and may picture himself back in the

Toll—A toll{s a Sanskrit school, in which a Brahman lived with

his disciples, studying and teaching. The ideal fof} consisted of a
ngiuol‘mndcattqmﬁd: wide verandahs, built roand a small lake pr
“ tank,” with its.cluster of bamboos, palms, and froit-trees. Poverty and
learning were the inspiration of the community. These tolls formed the-
old Indian niversities.
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colleges of Thebes or Athens in the long ago. But
here in the great melas are the crowning achievenfents
towards which are directed the.hardier ambitions of
those Brahman boys. And we need not wonder at
their enthusiasm for such distinction. The great open
competition, with its thousands of years of the prestige
of learning, is like all the learned societies of a
European metropolis thrown into one. The canvas
city of a few weeks at Nasick or Allahabad serves all
the purposes of Burlington House to London. But the
system of culture to which Nasick belongs is no longer
growing, it will be said. This is, indeed, its defect: The
statement is not entirely true, for even now the test of
a supremely national personality would still be, for the
Hindu world, his power to add to their philosophy.
But it is true to the extent that there js nothing left
for collective thought todiscover. The ®mmon mind
of India has now to sweep great circles of intellectual
exploration in worlds that as yet are virgin as the
Polar ice, or India will die. Of this there can be
no doubt.

Far away from the noisy throng of learned saints,
or taking a humble place in white cotton garb as
visitors amongst them, are the men whose lives are
passed in the libraries of kings. For the system of
patronage is part and parcel of Indian scholarship, and
as the Japanese daimio or the Italian prince maintained
his artists and artificers; so, under the old »égimze, did
every Indian palace possess its staff of palace-pundits
—men whose lives were made free of arxiety in order
that they might heap up knowledge and pore over
ancient texts.

The supreme privilege of the great is to foster
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piety and learning. But, on the other hand,- Manu
does$ not fail to point out that there is no crime for the
Brahman like the aoceptance of gifts from one who is
not the lawful king. And it is not royal persons alone
who are charged with the duty of supporting scholars.
Never a wedding or a requiem can take place amongst
the higher ranks of society without the distribution of
money to tolls and pundits. For it is oge of the postu-
lates of ethical, and therefore of Easteérn, economics,
that all great accumulation is fér subsequent great
distribution.

It-is a strange world that has been revealed to us
in this camp of pilgrimage, and it is not easy to reach
its full significance. Scarcely in any two tents do theyg
understand each other’s language, and we shall do better
to ask for bread in Sanskrit than in English. Malabaris
and Bengalis, Sikhs and Madrasis, Mahrattas and
even Mussulmans, dwell side by side for the nonce.
Could incongruity and disunion be more strongly
illustrated ?

Yet it was unity and not disunity that impressed us
as we looked. From one end of the camp to the other
the same simple way of life, the same sacramental
reverence for food and bathing, the same gentleness
and courtesy, the same types of face and character,
and, above all, one great common scheme of thought
and purpose.

The talk may be in different languages; but no
matter at what tent door we might become eaves-
droppers, we should find its tone and subject much
the same—always the lives of the saints, always
the glory . of the soul, always fidelity to gw»x and
dhkarmma. By two formule, and two alone, renunci-
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ation and freedom from personality, is all life here
interpreted.

Other countries have produced art, chivalry, heroic
poems, inventive systems. In none of these has India
been altogether wanting, yet none is her distinguish-
ing characteristic. What, then, has she given to the
world that is beyond all competition? To-day her
gifts are dectfied by all men, for to-day the mighty
mother is become widowed and abased. She who has
held open port to all fugitives is unable ‘now to give
bread to het own children. She with whom Parsi,
Jew, and Christian have been thankful to take refuge,
is despised and ostracised by all three alike. She
v.iio has prized knowledge above all her treasures,
finds her learning now without value in the markets of
the world. It is urged that the test of utility is the
true standard for things transcendental, and that an
emancipation into modern commerce and mechanics is
a worthier goal for her sons’ striving than the old-time
aim of knowledge for its own sake, the ideal for itself.

And the modern world may be right.

But, even so, has India in the past given nothing,
without which our whole present would be the
poorer ?

Who that has caught even a whisper of what her
name means can:say so? Custom kept always as an
open door, through which the saints may dance into
our company, thought sustained at a level where
religion and science are one, a maze of sublime apos-
trophes and world-piercing prayers ; above all, the
power to dream rare dreams of the Word becoming
flesh and dwelling among men that they may behold
His glory—are these things nothing? If, after all,
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the higher transformation of man be the ultimate end
of human effort, which has more deeply vindicated its
right to exist, the ‘modern nexus of commerce and
finance, or that old world on which we have gazed in
the pilgrims’ camp?



CHAPTER XVI
ON THE LOOM OF TIME

THE essential differences between counfries of the
Asiatic and Furopean types are as yet but little
understood, and a main difficulty in the growth of
an understanding is the absence of elements in the
Erglish language, embodying any wide power of social
survey. The disciples of Auguste Comte have done
much to popularise certain important words and con-
ceptions, but the hearts of angels and the tongues of
poets would be too little to meet all the necessities of
the task.

The word ¢heocracy, for instance, which is essential
to an understanding of Asia, either territorial or historic,
has but an ambiguous sound in English. To the
learned Positivist it means ‘“the social system built up
on theism " ; to the vulgar, it indicates some fabulous
scheme of divine monarchy, such as is popularly attri-
buted to Israel before the days of Saul, or to England
in the dreams of Oliver Cromwell.

To persons thinking in the latter fashion, the two
statements that India is a theocracy, and that it is at
present occupied by the British raj, seem incompatible.
It is clear that onliy detailed and penetrative knowledge
of .concrete examples can build up in our minds such a
conception of the essentials of a theocratic system as
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shall give us the power of handlmg the term as con-
fidently and intelligently as we'now feel capable of using
more purely political expressions. Andof such examples
it will be found best to take the nearest first.

In the history of the world, the city of Rome
occupies a unique position, as the Occidental cradle and
battle-field of two opposing forces, the Imperial and the
Theocratic, or, as one may prefer ta call them, the,
European and the Asiatic ideas. Fb&r it was Rome
that first imposed upon the West that notion of
organised force which is almost all that is at present
meéant by the state-empire. And through all the feuds
and disorders of the Middle Ages, it was the Romant
impulse that was working itself out by the energm,pf
barbarian peoples, to its perfect triumph in the
nineteenth century. Casar conceived, Ndpole(m!
completed, the imperial scheme. Alexander as an
individual may have seen what they saw ; but Greece
was far too near to Asia, and his military designs could
but evaporate before their time into mere learned
observations and the exchange of interesting thought.

It was left to Rome to elaborate into fixity of pre-
cision that destiny which could not perhaps have been
avoided by the peoples of a coast-line, kept militant
by the daily conquest of Nature, tempted to d.crcrresmonl
by the very habits of their life. For empire in the
European sense is a very different thing from the
marauding hosts of the East going out to warfare
headed by a commander of brilliant prowess. Rome
instituted, and modern Europe has inherited, the idea
of one people exploiting another, under rights strictly
defined by law, with an appearance of order which
would deceive the very elect.
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The Cmsars failed by the strength of the un-
assimilable elements which their Empire had to méet.
Napoleon failed because those whom be temporarily
subdued were as strong to re-act in imitation as to be
assimilated. To-day the Roman Empire is represented
by some eight or ten emulous peoples and princes,
all armed to the teeth, all bent on appropriating the
world. But it js the Roman Empire still.

And yet Rome herself is the one character whose
part in the drama is completely transformeg. For no
one yet thinks of her as the metropolis of the juvenile
kingdom of Italy. To the imagination of humanity
she is still the city of the Church. St. Peter’s and the
Vatjcan still form her central point. The Pope still
tdles. This contrast between her first and second
selves is much more startling than the transition by
which the brigand-chief becomes the sainted ancestor.
Before it happened, it would have seemed far more
absurd than it would be to-day to propose to make
the name of Oxford or Benares a synonym for the
vulgar competition of trade. For Rome, the supreme,
the invincible, has actually been conquered by the ideas
of the East. The poor and the lowly have taken her
by storm. Henceforth is she to be in Europe not the
voice of domination, but of renunciation; not the
teacher of aggression, but of self-sacrifice; royal in
her rank and her prerogatives certainly, but far more
deeply and truly the friend of the people than of
kings. Henceforth, those who are in a special sense
her children will live sequestered from' the world,
pursuing after poverty instead of "riches, after self-
mortification instead of self-indulgence;- men and
women apart, as in the Eastern household. Every

f
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simple act that she enjoins will possess a sanctity out of
all proportion to its intrinsic value. Her customs will
become rituals. Her journeys will be pilgrimages.
The simplest ofdinances of life, administered by her,
will now be sacraments. The expression of her
forgiveness will be absolution; of her affection, a
benediction. Her very rulers will claim no personal
right to their high places, but will declare themselves
simple executors of the divine will. ~ Servant of the
servants of God” will be, to the thinking of the world,
their proudest title.

Ia the eyes of the Church, henceforth, all men are to
be equal, at least until one has made himself a saint, and
another Judas. The differences of rank established by
the world are to be as nothing before her, and even
ecclesiastical gradations are to be merely as conditions
on which grace can work. Many of the saints will be
humble and unlearned. Many a bishop will reach the
lowest hell. Rank, at least theoretically, is nothing to
Rome. Her children are all to be the sharers of a
common supernatural life, of which a religious banquet
is the token. A great responsibility is to rest upon
them, of living worthily of the name by which they are
called. Their life, as related to each other'and to her,
can be expressed only in terms of the exploration and
manifestation of certain ideals, Jaid down broadly int
authoritative writings, known as Scrzpfures, and with
less clearness and power in secondary writings and
teachings, called #raditzons.

In other* words, the Imperial city has transformed
herself into a pure'theocracy. If we blot out the idea
of birth by.a sacramental fite, and substitute that of a
chosen place and race, keeping everything elise approxi-
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mately, the same, the Church is re-transmuted into any
one out of half a dozen Eastern countries—ancient
Egypt, Judea, Arabia, modern.India—under the
government of the religious idea. "Here, too, the
priesthood dominates all classes equally, and the
priestly interpretation of life prevails—the very gifts one
brings home from a journey are explained as temple-
offerings. Hegg, too, the political system is extraneous :
custom is sacred, so that a grammar of habit takes
the place of legislation; men and women live apart;
merit is the sole real condition of social prestige ; and
so on.

It is due to the purely natural character of the great
complexus, that we have in India the—to us so extra-
wrdinary- —spectacle of a society handed over to the
power of a priesthood, without in any way losing its
sense of the universal sacredness of learning and free-
dom of thought. In the case of Rome, where an
artificial system was created on the basis of a foreign
experience, the crude temper of the old imperialism
betrayed itself primarily against mind and thought,
which it conceived as the legitimate sphere of its autho-
rity. In Catholic Europe, a man might scarcely venture
to believe that the earth moves; must apologise for
enjoying the cosmic speculations of La Place; could
hardly study Plato without grave suspicion. 1In India,
atheism itself might be preached on the very steps of
the temple. All that the people would demand of the
preacher would be sincerity.®* In Christendom, know-
ledge has been so much feared that men have again and

* The Charvaka system of philosophy, one of the six orthodox schools,
is a purely agnostic formulation. 1 have myself met a Charvaka ona
pilgrimage. His statements of belief sounded like mockery of the people
about him.
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again suffered torture and death for no other crime. In

Indla, knowledge has always been held to be beatitude.
Abundance of wprdé, in every Indian language, testify
to the honour paid to scholars. Persian and English
books are held as sacred as the Sgnskrit. And we
should seek in vain, throughout history and language,
for any trace of limitation imposed, or suggested to be
imposed, upon the mind of man. .

Even the vexed question of the right*of literature to
reveal more than is permitted to conversation, was fore-
seen long ago and settled in a flash of wit by the
legiglator who, writing of defilement by the touch of the
mouth, makes three exceptions, in favour of “the beaks
of birds, the lips of women, and #ke words of poets.”

In fact opinion is so free that religious propaganda is’
actually discouraged by Hinduism, lest zeal, outrunning
discretion, prove mischievous to society. * A man has
a right to hold his own belief, but never to force it upon
another,” is the dictum that has made of India a perfect
university of religious culture, including every phase and
stage of thought and practice, from that of the kinder-
garten, where all is concrete, to that of the higher re-
search student, who has direct visualisation of the
solutions of problems which most of us cannot even
understand.

But freedom of thought in the East has not been the
prerogative of religion alone. The deeper we go into
the history of Hindu philosophy, the more perplexed
we are that with its obviously scientific character it
should never have created a scientific movement of the
prestige and c/at of that of the West. Patanjali*

* Patanjali wrote “ Yoga Aphorisms.” * Raja-Yoga" by the Swami

Vivekananda is a translatlon of this work, with a compilation from
some of Patanjali’s commentators.



282 THE WEB OF INDIAN LIFE

who wrote his great psychology in the.second century
B.C., was obviously a physiologist, studying the living
body in relation to that nervous system which in its
entirety be would call the mind. The action and inter-
action of the living neuro-psychosis is a question which
modern science; content with a more static view of
human structure, has hardly yet ventured to tackle, and
students of Patanjali cannot be controverted if they
hold that when it is reached, it will only be to corrobo-
rate the ancient investigations step by step. But a
still more interesting feature of Patanjali’s work lies in
the fact that 1t is obviously the final record of a-long
rescarch, carried out, not by a single individual, but by
a whole school, experimenting continuously through
many generations. Each man’s labour was conditioned
by the fact that he had no laboratory and no instru-
ments outside his own body, and there can be no doubt
that life was often sacrificed to the thirst for knowledge.
The whole, therefore, is like a #ésumé of two or three
centuries of the conclusions of some English Royal
Society, or some French Acadenly of Sciences, dating
from two to three thousand years ago. And we must
remember that, if the terminology of this old science
has a certain quaintness in our ears, this is probably
not greater than that which our own talk of forces and
molecules, of chemical affinities and sphygmographic
records, would have, if it were suddenly recovered, after
a lapse of two thousand years, by a new civilisation,
stationed, say, in Mexico.

What is true of the psychology is equally true of
Indian mathematics, astronomy, ‘surgery, chemistry.
The Oriental predilection for meditative insight is an
advantage in the field of mathematics, where deduction
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is a necessity.’ But at the same time its fundamental
solidity and originality are shown by the fact that
highly abstruse pmblems are stated by Hindu thinkers
in concrete, and even in poetic terms. And it will be
remembered that less than a hundred years ago, De
Morgan * celebrated the solution at sight of certain
hitherto uncompleted problems of ‘‘Maxima and
Minima,” by a young Hindu called Ram,Chandra.

The law of gravitation itself was enunciated and
discussed by Bhashkar Acharyain the twelfth century.
And the anthmty of the Sanskrit word skunyo, for
nougkt, together with the immemorial distribution of the
system all over the country, conclusively proves that our
decimal notation is Indian, and not Arabic, in origin,

How is it, then,”we repeat, that a more imposing
scientific activity has not been the result of a faculty so
undeniable ? Many considerations may be adduced in
explanation. There is the vast international organisa-
tion of scientific effort in Europe to-day, operating to
make an incomparable sum of results. Ancient India
knew what was meant by scientific co-operation, but,
by organisation scarcely. And no one nation, working'
alone, could have produced the whole of what we know
as Modern Science, or even one division of it. Ancient
Greece gives us the first word on electricity. What a
leap from this to Volta and Galvani! Where, again,
had these been without the German Hertz, the French
Ampére, the Hindu Bose? And then Italy for a
second time takes up the thread of inquiry, and pro-
duces the apparatus for wireless telegraphy.

* De Morgan died 1891. Pére Gratry and George Boole were other

distinguished mathematicians deeply aware of their indebtedness to
Eastern systems.
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Again, we must remember that in Europe to-day
we have renounced almost everything for science. Art
and letters are almost at a standstill. In these depart-
ments—at least in every country outside France and
Russia—we are living almost entirely on the treasures
of the past. In religion we see the same superficial
eclecticism, the same absence of genuine contemporary
impulse. Bu¢ India never was in this position. Side
by side with the learned man, speculating or experi-
menting on the secrets of Nature, the builders were
raising the village temple, the shuttle flew to and fro in
the loom, the clink of the tools was heard in the brass-
smithy, the palace pundits busied themselves with their
collections of ancient texts, the saints poured forth the
rapture of their souls, the peasant waked and slept in
the good company of Nature, rice-field and palm-tree,
cattle and farmstead. Faith, art, and industry lived
on u1}disturbea.

After all, is it not possible that we deceive our-
selves? The true secret of our elimination of every
other intellectual activity in favour of science, is it
really the depth of our enthusiasm for knowledge, or
is it not rather our modern fever for its mechanical
application? How far is the passion for pure truth
unimpaired by commercial interests? How far is our
substitution of specialisms for synthesis conditioned
by finance merely? When our utilitarian ingenuity
draws nearer exhaustion, when the present spasm of
inventive ability has worked itself out, then, and not
till then, will come the time for estimating the actual
profundity and disinterestedness of our scientific
ardour. Will our love of knowledge continue to drive
us on to a still deeper theoretic insight, or will our
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investigations® languish in our hands, lingering on
as a’ mere fashion in learding, even as Aristotle
lingered on through. she Middle Ages? Till such
questions are nearer finding their answer we are in no
position to assume that the present period is, or is not,
ultimately scientific.

Meanwhile, in India this danger of a mercenary
science was always foreseen, and viewed with perhaps
an exaggerated horror, so that from the z)eginning the
disciple has been required to seek knowledge for its
own sake, renouncing all ulterior motive. The value
derived at the present stage of development from
incorporating a progressive science in a progressive
civilisation was thus lost ; although we must remember
that in a wvery real sense such a transition, shorn of
its lower elements, has occurred in the East from
prehistoric times, whenever new plants and animals
were to be domesticated, or new tools invented. On
the other hand, it is still open to India, facing the
actual conditions of the modern world, to prove that
the innate capacity of her people for scientific work
and inquiry has been in no way lessened by this long
abstention from its vulgar profits.

In spite, nevertheless, of the relative non-develop-
ment of natural science in India, it is the perfect
compatibility of the Hindu religious hypothesis with
the highest scientific activity, that is to make that
country within the present century the main source of
the new synthesis of religion for which we in the West
are certainly ‘waiting. Several nations cannot suddenly
come into contact by the use of a common language
without a violent shock being given to their prejudices
in favour of local mythology. Such an occurrence
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was ineyitable in English-speaking countries under
present circimstances, and has been acgelerated, as it
happens, by the agnosticism born of scientific activity.
Christianity, moreover, has been further discredited by
the discovery that its adherents possess no ethics
sufficiently controlling to influence their international
relations, and finally by that worship of pleasure which
an age of exploitation necessarily engenders. Thus
neither the sentiment of childhood, the reasoning of
theology, the austerity of conscience, nor the power
of idealism, has been strong enough to maintain the
creed of the West against the assaults to which the
age has seen it subjected. Everything seems to be

ging through a transition. Social morality, intel-
ﬁ:ctual formulas, legal and economic relationships, all
have broken loose from their old moorings, and are
seeking for re-adjustment. The first agony of the
loss of belief is now over, but it has only given place
to a dreary hopelessness, a mental and spiritual home-
lessness, which drives some in whom heart predominates
into the Church of Rome, while others in whom the
faculties are more evenly balanced, try to forget their
need in social service, or in the intellectual and artistic
enjoyments of an era of »ésumés.

Protestantism has at last delivered herself of a
genuinely religious product of the highest order, in
that love of naked truth which finds its voice and type
in modern science. For all other forms of non-
‘Catholicism are more or less compromises, mere half-
way-houses on the road to this. But, even in this,
the environment of spirituality and the communion of
saints are apt to be left behind with the Medizval
Church. Is there no way to combine these things?
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Can the devotional attitude receive no justifieation
from' the clear and unbiased mind? Ddes religion,
which has made sor much of fasth, want less than
absolute conviction as its basis? Is that sentiment
which has produced all the greatest art, and almost all
the greatest conduct, to be relegated to the mental
lumber-room, as, after all, only a superstition? Surely,
if so, there is an eternal inharmony agd divergence
between the creative and the inquiring fatulties of man,

But the very constitution of our minds forbids us to
accept this paradox. It may be that we are no longer
able *to 'believe in the exclusive authenticity of any
single rehg:ous system. But we are fast inclining to
the opinion that even here there must be some observ-
able sequence ; that creeds and mythologies must be
as genuine a product of the Unity-of- Things as the
animals and‘the plants ; that order and meaning there
must be, in the one case as in the other. Ingtead,
therefore, of a contemptuous disregard of all faiths as
equally untrue, we are beginning to adopt to all alike
an attitude of respect as equally significant.

Only in India has this recognition of law in religious
conceptions ever been held in its completeness as a
part of religion itself. Only in India have inspired
teachers been able to declare that the name of God,
being also an illusion, differed only from worldly
things in having the power of helping us to break our
bondage to illusion, while they, on the other hand,
increased it. Only in India has it been counted
orthodoxy to, beheve that all is within the mind, that
the forms of gods are but objectifications of our own
sense of what is best to be attained, that prayer is
only the heightening of will. Amnd therefore it is from
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India. that we shall gather that intellectualisation of
belief which#is to re-establish, in the name of a‘new
and greater synthesis, our conﬁdence in our own past.
In this new synthesis every element of our own
thought must find a place—the conception of humanity
and the worship of truth, of course, because without
these it would have no razson d'étre. But even the
emotionalism of the negro must not go unplaced,
uninterprcted cany more than that wondrous mood
in which the explorer of knowledge finds himself
launched on a vision of Unity that he dare not name.
Neither the Catholic organisation of monastieism nor
the Protestant (taken from the Mohammedan) inspira-
tion of common prayer can be left out. There must
be a religious consciousness strong enough to recognise
the anguish of denial as its own most heroic experience,
and large enough to be tender and helpful to the
ignorance of a child.

In that other synthesis which grew up under the
Roman Empire, all the Mediterranean peoples and
those originally related to them found a part. The
doctrine of immortality came from the desert ; resurrec-
tion, mediatorship, and personal consciousness of sin
from ancient Egypt; many elements from Persia
and Syria; purity and asceticism from the Asokan
Essenes; the basis of ethics to be transcended from
Judaa ; the spirit of inquiry and the necessary feeling
of an intellectual void from Greece, or at least from
the Greek elements in Mediterranean society; the
instinct of organisation from Rome; and the all-
absorbing renunciation and compassion for the world
that alone can give sufficient nucleus for a-new religion
from one sweet centrdl Personality, in whom each of
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these various hungers found its own Bethlehem—its
house of bread.

Similarly, in the ‘néw up-growth of our own days,
many preparatory influences now at work are to find
fulfilment. Al who have felt the love of the dis-
inherited and oppressed, all who have followed truth
for its own sake, all who have longed to lose them-
selves in a paradise of devotion and been refused by
the armed reason standing at the gaté, all who have
felt out for,a larger generalisation, as they saw the
faith of their babyhood falling away from them,—all
these Have helped and are helping to build up the
new consciousness, to make the faculty that is to
recognise and assimilate the doctrine of the future. Buj
the evangel itself will be mainly drawn from India.

And then, having thus renewed the sources of the
world's inspiration, we may be pardoned if we ask,
What of India herself? The Egyptian delivered up
his whole treasure, and where is he now? Buried
under many a layer of foreign invasion ; tilling the soil
as patiently and hopelessly as one of his own oxen;
scarcely remembered, even as a name, by those who
make so-called plans for the country’s good, and are
wakened only to a stupid wonder, as at the sound of
something familiar from books, when they hear that to
kill a cat to-8ay in the bazaar in Cairo would almost
cost a man his life. The Jews produced Jesus,
and what have they become? Pariahs and fugitives
amongst the nations of men. Who remembers them

with any feeling of gratitude for that which they have
given? . A miserable formula, “ the Jews who crucified
Him,” has taken the place amofgst the devout of any
memorial of the fact that they‘dreated the language,
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th¥®thought, the habits of life, and ‘the outlook of
righteousness, in which He assumed. the garb of
humanity.

Is something of this sort to be the fate of India ? To
give a religion to the world may be a sufficient proof
that one’s past was not in vain, but evidently it is no
sort of safeguard for the future. The process by which
the peoples of a vast continent may become mere
hewers of wood and drawers of water has already
begun, is already well afoot. Their indiggnous institu-
tions are all in decay. Their prosperity is gone. Some
portion or other of the immense agricultural’ area is
perpetually under famine. Their arts and industries
are dead or dying. They have lapsed into mere
customers for other men’s cheap wares. Even their
thought would seem to be mainly imitative. The
orthodox is ‘apt to tread the round of his own past
eternally. The unorthodox is as apt to harness himself
to the foreign present, with an equal blindness. In
suicidal desperation, the would-be patriotic reiterate
the war-cries of antagonistic sects, or moan for the
advent of a new religion, as if, by introducing a fifth
element of discord, the Indian peoples could reach unity.
‘Nor does the education at present offered promise any
solution of the problem. It is the minimum that is
possible to the efficient clerk, and even that minimum
is undergoing reduction rather than increase.

In spite of the absence of any theory of history that
might elucidate the course of events in the East
during the next two centuries, one truth reveals itself
with perfect plainness. ‘A nation becomes whatever
she believes herself to be. She is made great, not
by her relative superiority, but by her thought about
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herself. It becomes important therefore to ask*<Vhat
conception of her own nature ‘and power forms the
inheritance of India 7 '

' As Roman Catholicism is but one element inhering
in a great whole called Christianity, and as a man may
well claim to be a good Christian without being a
Catholic, so the religious system of Hinduism is .only
a fragment inhering in a vast social-industrial-economic
scheme called the dharmma, and 2 maf may well and
rightly be the servant of the dharmma, without calling
himself a Hindg&¥ It is this dharmma, in its large and
non-seétarian activity, that determines the well-being
of every child of the Indian soil. The word itself is an
ancient name for national righteousness or nationaj
good. It is true that the Brahmin who bows before
one who is not the rightful king is held many times
accursed by Manu. It is true that the Bhagavad Gita
is the only one of the world-gospels that turns pn the
duty of fighting for the true sovereign against usurpers.
And yet it is also a fact that the person of the ruler
is always a matter of singular indifference to the
theoeratic consciousness. It has been hitherto indeed
a mere detail for military persons to fight out amongst
themselves. The secret of so curious an attitude is
reached when we discover that in the eyes of the
Indian peasant, the sovereign himself is only the
servant of the dharmma. * If he uphold it, he will stay :
if not, he will have t6 go,” they all say when questioned.
Little do they dream, alas! that themselves and their
children and their children’s children may be swept
into oblivion alsd by that same failure to uphold!

Thus, whoever was the master that an Indian states-
man served, whether Hindu, Mussulman, or British



292 THE WEB OF INDIAN LIFE

sat upon the throne, it was the minister’s duty, as
the loyal and obedient child of an' Asiatic race, to use
all his influence in the best interests of his people and
his country. It is this element in the national system
that tends, with its great regard for agriculture, to
rank the cow almost on a level with the human
members of the commonwealth, making the Hindu
sovereign forbid beef-eating within its frontiers. It
was this that made a certain prince, in despair, hand
over his salt-mines to the British G%ern,ment, rather
than obey its mandate to tax this ¥smmodity to his
people, and thus derive personal benefit from their
misfortune. [t was this that made it incumbent upon
wnany -of the chiefs in the old days to provide, not only
salt, but also water and fruit free to their subjects,
a kind of “ noblesse oblige " that has left the wayside
orchard outside every village in Kashmir, till that
favoured land is almost like the happy island of
Avilion, *fair with orchard lawns, and bowery hollows
crowned with summer sea.” It was this power of the
dharmma to safeguard the welfare of its people, through
a law as binding upon the monarch as upon his subjects,
that brought about the immense network of custom
which regulated the relief of beggars, the use of water,
the provisioning of pilgrimages, habits of sanitation,
distribution of grazing-lands, the forest-rights of the
peasant, and a thousand other matters of importance.
The mere fact that the king's personal devotions were
offered in a mosque could not interfere with his
acceptance of the system, in any, important measure.
It was the language of rule, dominati?ig all rulers alike,
by every detail of birth and upbringing, and by the
very impossibility of imagining any deviation. 'Hence
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it could never. be more than a question of time till
sonte new prmcc had assimilated the- whole. and
Mussulman co- opel:a.tﬁd actively with Hindu in the
great task of enforcing and extending the essentials of
the common weal. We may regret, but we cannot
condone, the strange indolence by which the Indian
people have permitted themselves to lose sight of
these national and civic responsibilities of their ancient
civilisation, and become absorbed in ifs personal and
domestic rites. Nor can we for orie moment admit that
this substitutionf the trees for the forest deserves the
name of J ,—faithfulness to the dharmma.

It is, however, an essential ‘weakness of theocram:r
rule that while it can tolerate any neighbour, it has no .
idea of dominating and unifying diverse elements rounti.
itself. The great mass of its subjects, too, see life
indirectly through the nimbus of the supernatural.
Instead of subordinating the priesthood in national
affairs to the recognised leaders of the nation, exalting
it only in its rightful capacity of influence upon the
social and individual conscience, a theocracy is apt to
require that its leaders move, encumbered by the
counsels of the priests.

It was the Prophet’s clear perception of ‘these facts
that gave its peculiar characteristics to Islam. He
established a strong confraternity, and made subscrip-
tion to a brief and concise formula its sole condition of
membership. But Arab blood was comparatively un-
mixed, and the greater part of Mohammed's work was
done for him, in the close bond of consanguinity that
united his central group. At one bound, and without
any means save that power of personality' which is the
first demand of the theocratic method, he performed
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the double task of creating an all-absorbing conscious-
ness of mationality, and carrying his people through
the required emancipation of thaught. To this day
the great Semitised belt that divides’ Eastern Aryans
and Mongolians from Europe, reminds us, whenever
we look at the map, of the reality of his achievement.
And the history of the origins of European learning
remains to attest the enthusiasm of freedom which he
conferred on tHe Saracenic intellect.

Geographical conditions impose upon India the
same necessity of unification at all , and yet coms
bine with other facts to make her tﬁ\eeﬁng-ground
of all races. Especially is this the case in modern
times, when the ocean has become a roadway instead
$f a boundary. She is almost a museum of races,
creeds, and social formations, some hoary with age,
some crude with excessive youth. Thus her problem
is vastly more difficult than that of Arabia before the
seventh century. Yet she contains in herself every
element of self-recovery.

If the fact had been open to doubt before, the
British rule, with its railways, its cheap postage, and
its common language of affairs, would sufficiently have
demonstrated the territorial unity of the country. We
can seeto-day that India’s is an organic, and no mere
mechanical, unity. “The North,” it has been said,
“produces prophets, the South priests.” And it is
true that her intellectual and discriminating faculty,
her power of recognition and formulation, lies in the
South ; that Mahratta, Mussulman and Sikh, form her
executive ; while to Bengal, the country that has fought
no battle for her own boundaries, falls the office of the
heart, which will yet suffuse all the rest with the reali-
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sation of the vast inclusiveness of meaning of the great

word “ India.” Historically the Indian unity is obvious.

And if socially it appear doubtful, the country itself
could set aside the doubt in an instant by grasping that?
intuition of nationality which alone is needed to give

the spiritual impulse towards consolidation.

But the bare fact of an actual social, historical, and
geographical unity, waiting for precipitation as a
national consciousness, is not the only possession of
India at the present crisis. She has a great past to
treturn upony and a clearly defined economy for model.
Her traditions af unstained. There is no element of
national life—art, poetry, literature, philosophy, science
—in which she has not at some time been exceptionally
strong. She has organised at least two empifes of
commanding character. In architecture, three of the
most imposing styles in the world have been hers—the
Dravidian in the South, the Buddhist across middie
India from Orissa to Bombay, and the Indo-Saracenic
in the North.

There can be little doubt that her next period will
confront India with the necessity of introducing some
community of ritual as between priest and people ; and
this of itself must create fresh architectural needs, a
new architecture of the communal consciousness which
would be gpfficient to make the required appeal to the,
national imagination, and at the same time give the
needed scope to the passion of democracy. _

For in looking to the growth of a sentiment of
nationality- as the solution of Indian problems, we are:
of course turning-away from kings and priests, and
appealing to Woman and the People. A similar appeal,
in the only form possible to the unmixed theocracy
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of that day, was made by Buddhism; and the whole
history of India, from the Christian era onwards, is the
story of the education of the popylar consciousness, by
%he unifying and ameliorating influence of Hinduism,
as it was then thrown open. To-day, if we adopt
moral and intellectual tests as the criteria of civilisation,
we can hardly refuse to admit that in such issues the
East has been more successful than the West. In
strength of family ties ; in sweetness and decorum of
family life ; in widespread understanding of the place
of the personal development in the schemes of  religion
as a whole ; in power of enjoyment of leisure, without
gross physical accompaniments ; in dignity, frugality,
continuous industry without aggressive activity; in
artistic appreciation of work done and doing; and
above all in the ability to concentrate the whole faculty
at will, even the poorest classes in India, whatever
their religion, will compare favourably with many who
are far above them in the West. Such are some of
the results of the Buddhist period.

The Mogul Empire fell into decay and failed, simply
because it did not understand how to base itself on a
great popular conception of Indian unity. It could
neither assimilate the whole of the religious impulse of
India, nor yet detach itself completely from it. Hence,
as a government, it succeeded neither in rooting itself
permanently, nor in creating that circuit of national
energy, which alone could have given it endurance.
Nevertheless, it contributed invaluable elements to the
national life of the future, and it is difficult to see how
that life could hope to organise ‘itself without its
memorable preliminary experiment.

The foreign character of the English period pro-
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duced, as its first effect, a‘wide sense of bewilderment
and unrest, which gave birth to a hundred projected
panaceas. - There were social reformers, who thoughg
that by a programme more purély destructive than
they then realised, their Motherland would be best
served. And while we may deprecate the form taken
by their zeal, we can but admit that no other testimony
could have been given to the living energy of the race
which would have been so convincing. If Indian
civilisation had really been stationary, as is so sapiently
supposeg by the West, the embers could hardly have
leaped into such flame, at the bare touch of new ideas.
If, on the other hand, the country had accepted the
superficial theory, and run agate in the endeavour to
reform itself, we could not thereafter have conceivetd
of India as possessing sufficient depth and stability to
make hope possible. Meanwhile the reformers have
not failed to bring forth fruit. They have produced
groups of persons who represent what is valuable in
Western thought and habits, without necessarily being
denationalised, and they have demonstrated once for
all the fact that India contains sufficient forces of
restitution within herself to be completely mdependent
of foreign advice and criticism.

Next came political agitators, who seemed to think
that by entire deference to an alien idea their country
would be saved. There can be no doubt that here
also a valuable contribution has been made. The
foreign idea can never save India—indeed, the use of
the word *““politics " in the present state of the -country
may strike some of us as a painful insincerity—but
at the:same time, the mastery and assimilation of
the foreigners’ method is an absolute necessity. The
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education of the people, also, to a knowledge of their
common interests, and the throwing of a net of friead-
ship and mutual intercourse all aver the country, are
great services.

Outside social and political movements, again, there
are a hundred emancipations and revivals of religious
centres, all of which are noteworthy symptoms of
inherent vitality. And still a fourth school declares
that the one question of India lies in the economic
crisis, and that that once surmounted all will be well.

At this moment, however, a new suspicion ismaking
itself heard, a suspicion that behind all these. inter-
pretations—the social reform, the political agitation,
religious movements, and economic grievances —
there stands a greater reality, dominating and co-
ordinating the whole, the Indian national idea, of
which each is a part. It begins to be thought that
there is a religious idea that may be called Indian, but
it is of 'no single sect ; that there is a social idea, which
is the property of no caste or group ; that there is a
historic evolution, in which all are united ; that it is the
thing within a/ these which alone is to be called
“India.” If this conception should prevail, it will be
seen that social, political, economic, and religious
workers have all alike helped to reveal it ; but it can
'never be allowed that the whole problem ds economic,
grave as the last-mentioned feature of the situation
undoubtedly is. It is not merely the status, but the
very nature and character of the collective personality
of a whole nation, occupying one of the largest areas in
the world, that has to be recaptured. In the days
when ancient Egypt made an eternal impression on
human civilisation, the personal belongings of her great
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noblgs were na more than those of an Indian cawherd
to-day. It was the sentiment of fraternity, the instinct
of synthesis, the mind of co-ordination, that were the
secret of her power.

The distinctive spirituality ‘of the modern world
depends upon its ability to think of things as a whole,
to treat immense masses of facts as units, to bring
together many kinds of activity, and pyt them in true
relation to one another. This is thegiality of which
map, census, and newspaper, even catalogue, museum
and encyclopeedia, are but outer symbols. In proportion
as she grasps this inner content will India rise to the
height of her own possibilities.

The sacraments of a growing nationality would lie
in new developments of her old art, a new application™
of her old power of learnedness, new and dynamic
religious interpretations, a new idealism in short, true
child of the nation’s own past, with which the young
should throb and the old be reverent. The test of its
success would be the combining of renewed local and
individual vigour with a power of self-centralisation
and self-expression hitherto unknown.

But before such a result could come about, we must
suppose the children of every province and -every sect
on fire with the love of the Motherland. Sikh, Mahratta,
and Mussulman, we must imagine possessed each by
the thought of /ndia, not of his own group. Thus
each name distinguished in the history of any part
would be appropriated by the country as a whole.
The Hindu would prostrate himself on the steps«6f the
mosque, the Mohammedan offer salutation before the
temple, the Aryan write the history of Islam with an
enthusiasm impossible to those within its walls, the
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Semite stand forth as the exponent of. India’s heroic
past, with the agtHority of one who sees for the first
time with the eyes of manhood. . Eor we cannot think
that a mere toleration of one another’s peculiarities can
ever be enough to build up national sentiment in India.
As the love of David and Jonathan, a love the stronger
for distance of birth, such is' that last and greatest
passion which awakes in him who hears the sorrowful
crying of the ygung and defenceless children of his own
mother. Each difference between himself and them is
a source of joy. Each need unkpown to himself feeds
his passion for self-sacrifice. Their very sins meet
with no condemnation from him, their sworn champion
and servant.

But has India to-day the hidden strength for such
developments? What of the theocratic consciousness ?
What of warring religious convictions ?

Whether or not she has adequate strength for her
own rénewal, only the sons of India are competent to
judge. But it is certain that in the nationalising of a
great nation, the two theocracies would reach, on the
human side, their common flowering-point. Do not
all kingdoms of Gop hold forth the hope of a day
when the lame shall walk, and the blind see, the leper
be cleansed, and the poor have the Gospel preached
unto them? The theocratic consciousness is never
jealous of the social good, but profoundly susceptible:
of it. It seeks it indeed as its true goal. What of the
theocratic consciousness, what of religion, should a
day ever come to pass in which men discovered that
divine revelations were meant to unite humanity, not
to sunder it? Surely the question is hardly serious.
The old orthodoxy of the Arab would still be the
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austerity of the ‘Mohammedan. The ancient piety of
the Hindu wauld still and for ever "be the church of
the devoted life. Yet both would' have found new
purpose and common scope, in the re-making of the
Motherland.

Nevertheless, the question remains. The road is
clear, but has India strength to follow it?

Jackals prowl about the buried citiesgand deserted
temples of the Asokan era. Only a memory dwells
within the marble palaces of the Mogul. Is the mighty
‘Mother not now exhausted? Having given to the
world, s it not enough? Is she again to rouse and
bestir herself for the good of her own household? Who
can tell? Yet in all the impotence and desolation &§
the present, amidst the ruin of his country and the '
decay of his pride, an indomitable hope wakes still in.
the heart of the Indian peasant. “ That which is, shall
pass : and that which has been, shall*again be,” he
mutters, ‘“‘to the end of time.” And we seem to catch
in his words the sound of a greater prophecy, of which
his is but the echo—

* Whenever the dharmma decays, and a-dharmma pre-
vails, then I manifest myself. For the protection of the good,
for the destruction of the evil, for the firm establishment of

1THE NATIONAL RIGHTEOUSNESS
I am born again and again.”
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