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that this sort of people always understand an emotion
that does not bring in sixpence. For instance, if we
love our eountry because of her reputation for justice
and freedom, they call us hysterical sentimentalists ;
but if we love our country because trade follows the
flag, they call us sound supporters of the Empire.
In accordance with this despicable standard, we may
say that the chief objection to the Partition is one
of sentiment. It is none the less strong on that
account. It is the same kind of sentiment as would
set Scotland ablaze with indignation if an English
Prime Minister drew a jagged line from Thurso to
Dumfries, and announced that in future Scotland
would consist of two separate provinces, with one
government in Edinburgh and the other in Glasgow,
and no connection between them. A Scotsman’s
chief objection might be described as ““ sentimental
by people of Sir Harvey Adamson’s mind, but I
think “ unrest ” would hardly be the word for what
would follow.

Yet that is exactly what England has allowed to
be done in Bengal. The root of the indignation is
a sentiment—an emotion that does not bring in six-
pence. It is the sentiment of a patriotic and pro-
gressive race cut in two by an action which they
believe to have been arbitrary and suggested by
pique. And just because it is a sentiment, no
material advantage or convenience of administra-
tion can ever serve as compensation for the wrong.
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But even if outraged national feeling could be
set aside as a sentimental complaint, the other
grievances are strong. Calcutta is justly claimed
by all Bengalis for-their own capital, as well as
the capital of India. It is the centre of their cul-
ture and trade, of justice and government. It has
the best Indian newspapers; it is the home of
the best social intercourse ; its University sets the
standard of knowledge ; its High Court is regarded
with confidence by all Indians as a sure appeal against
injustice. To be separated from: Calcutta and com-
pelled to look to poor, ruinous, decrepit old Dacca
as their capital is for Bengalis an intellectual and
material loss. Dacca was a good enough Mohamme-
dan capital three centuries ago, but now it is difficult
to get at ; its river, as I said, is silting up ; it has not
a single newspaper worthy of the name ; it has no
University, no High Court, and its new Lieutenant-
Governor lives for months together far away at
Shillong, almost inaccessible in the hills. It js true
that Government has bought a lot of land north of
the town and has laid out foundations for residences
and offices where future officials can ehjoy them-
selves in comfort. The existence of those founda-
tions is a common argument against reversing the
Partition even among the many officials who recog-
nized its error. But to the Bengalis it only makes
the thing worse, for their wretched country will now
have to pay for a double set of buildings, a double

173



The Divided Land

set of high and low officials, and a double set of
questionable pblice.

There are other points. No one but landlords
feels much disturbed at the wges of landlords, who
suck their livelihood off the land like ticks off a sheep.
But even sheep-ticks have their feelings, and in
Eastern Bengal the zemindars also have a certain
use in the world, especially when hunger drives
them to cultivate their land themselves. To the
zemindars the Partition has been a loss and hard-
shipy increasing their legal expenses, and reducing
such amepity as life afforded them. Naturally, their
sufferings are worst when the line of partition passes
straight through their land and exposes their flanks
to double lawyers’ fees from right and left. An
Englishman whose ancestral estate had been thus
divided between the two provinces, told me his
existence had been rendered almost ingolerable. He
had always been accustomed to go to Calcutta for
business connected with the estate, and as he was a
celebrated polo-player and took an intelligent interest
in horse-racing, his business visits to the capital were
both frequent and pleasing. But now for more than
half his business he had to travel far away to dingy
Dacca—no horse-racing ; no polo renown! This
was no imaginary or sentimental grievance like the
indignation of a proud and ancient race split in two
for the satisfaction of its rulers, and 1 felt sure that
if only such a case could be brought home to the
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sportsmanlike governors of our Empire, they would-
persuade Lord Morley to regard his * settled fact ™
in a more pliable spirit.

The Eastern Bengalis also object to being bound
up with the backward province of Assam, whose
people they regard as semi-barbarous, and for whose
improvement they alone will now have to pay,
whereas the cost was formerly shared by all India.
« Are we to be Assamese for ever ? ” is the scornful
question of even Mohammedan peasants when they
meet the sort of man who knows the news. Equally
significant was a small Assamese deputatiop which
came to me in Calcutta, because they had heard I
was a Liberal, and they supposed that a Liberal
Government would listen to Liberal principles.
Their petition was for help in removing the yoke
which now binds them to Eastern Bengal, where
the progressive and educated population are too
clever for them by half !

But of all material grievances—of all grievances
other than the central crime of cutting a nationality
in half—I think the Eastern Bengalis most fear
their threatened separation from the Calcutta High
Court. Itis true that the blow has not yet fallen,
but it is almost certain to fall, and the Government
has refused to give any pledge against it,=. When
I consulted Sir Andrew Fraser, the Lieutenant-
Governor of Bengal, upon this subject, he very
kindly referred me to Sir Herbert Risley’s answer
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to the Bengal Chamber of Commerce, which had
from the first petitioned against the change.® In
Sir Andrew Fraser’s opinion, “Lord Curzon’s
Government there placed clearly on record their
view that nothing less than a High Court could
ever be established in the new province,” but he
appears to me to have misread the document. In
the main sections of his reply, Sir Herbert Risley
carefully guards the Government three times over
from making any guarantee as to the future, He
states it as the Government’s opinion :—

“That it is most unlikely that in the event-of the
existing judicial machinery being found inadequate for the
service of the two provinces and of public opinion then
demanding the establishment of a Chartered High Court,
any tribunal occupying a position of less authority and
influence would either be proposed by the Government of
India or sanctioned by the Secretary of State.”

But he refuses to bind the future Government
either to maintain the present connection between
Eastern Bengal and the Calcutta High Court, or to
establish a new High Court at Dacca in its place.
The fear of the Eastern Bengalis is that in place of
a High Court, which is regarded throughout India
as the embodiment of true British justice uncon-
taminated by Anglo-Indian prejudice and tradition,
they may be put off with a Chief Court, in which

* Proceedings of the Home Department, Simla, October 2, 19035,
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the judges have been trained under the distorting
influence of that prejudice and tradition. It is hard
for us, accustomed to regard all our Courts as fairly
equal in the dispensation of justice, to realize what
that difference implies to Indians. But it is exactly
parallel to the difference they recognize between
most Anglo-Indians and the Englishman straight
from home.
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CHAPTER X

SWADESHI AND THE VOLUNTEERS

Tue Partition led to Swadeshi. Of caourse, there
was nothing new in an attempt to encourage Indian
industries, For thirty years past the true friends of
India, like Sir William Wedderburn, had been
insisting that the solution of her economic miseries
lay partly in diverting some portion of her agri-
cultural population to the industrial work for which
she used to be celebrated till England stamped on
her manufactures and determined to use her only as
a farm for raw material and a market for Lancashire.
Artistic people had also attempted to realize the
same object, for it did not require a politician’s eye
to perceive the immense superiority of Indian fabrics
in point of beauty. But the true Swadeshi move-
ment dates from the year of the Partition. I believe
it was first suggested by Mr. Krishna Kumar Mitra
in his paper Sanjibani, when he declared that
India’s one sure means of drawing England’s atten-
tion to the Partition and other wrongs was the
boycott of British goods. The movement, however,
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did not become public till a great meeting held in
Calcutta Town Hall on August 7, 1905, to protest
against the Partition. A form of oath ‘was then
drawn up by Mr. Surendra Nath Banerjc:i, Principal
of Ripon College, Editor of the Bengali,and probably
the most prominent leader of the Congress party in
Bengal, and the oath ran as follows :—

“] hereby pledge myself to abstain from the purchase
of all English-made goods for at least a year from this date.
So help me God.”

Thus a movement which had been entirely
economic for some twenty years suddenly became
political, and the boycott was added to Swadeshi.
The growth of the new phase was rapid. It spread
like a gospel through both provinces of Bengal.
Within a few months the reports of our Commis-
sioners were full of it.

“The Swadeshi movement has contributed largely to
the development of the cotton cloth industry in all the
districts of this division,” writes the Commissioner of
Burdwan in Western Bengal (1906~7), “except Bankura,
where the inclination of the people to use country-made

things is not pronounced and consequently the sale of
Manchester goods has not much decreased.”

In the Indian Trade Fourna! (July 25, 1907),
published by the .Government, the Mag:stratc of
Hooghly is quoted :—

“It appears that while formerly the weavers had to take
advances from the middlemen, they are now very much
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better off, and, if anything, the middlemen are sometimes
indebted to them. . . . There cannot be any doubt that,
on account of the Swadeshi movement, the weavers as a
class, who sare a stay-at-home people, have distinctly
advanced. Fly-shuttle looms are being largely used, and
the people are said to appreciate them.”

In the Report on the Land Revenue Adminis-
tration of the Lower Provinces (1906—7) we read—

“It s reported that on account of the demand for country-
made cloths, weavers working with the fly-shuttle can make
as much as Rs 20 (£1 65. 84.) 2 month” (about double the
average earnings of the class) “and that the demand for their
services +is daily increasing . . . some prospect of improve-
ment in their material condition is held out by the present
Swadeshi movement, in so far as it may induce the younger
generatipn to devote themselves to a technical rather than a
literary profession.”

In the  Report on the Administration of Eastern
Bengal, 1905-6,” we find that eleven factories had
been added in the year to the seventy-one already
existing, the foreign imports showed a decrease of
16 per cent., and “Liverpool ” salt had declined by
6000 tons. It has been the same with “imported
liquoss,” though apparently the great decrease in
them does not mean a decline in drinking, but an
increase in “country” or Swadeshi spirits. The
Collector of Dacca, a strong opponent of Swadeshi,
or at all events of the boycott, remarked in his
Report for 1906-7—
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“Even the public women of Dacca and Narainganj took
the so-called Swadeshi vow and joined the general move-
ment against the use of foreign articles. People formerly
addicted to imported liquor took to country spirit.”” *

Such facts prove how widely the movement
prevails among the common people. It is neces-
sarily a woman's movement, because women wear
most of the cotton and do most of the housekeep-
ing. They are the thrifty sex, because they and the
children are generally the first to suffer from want.
If they sacrifice cheapness to political conviction, it
shows the conviction is strong ; and though now the
coarse hand-woven sari or woman’s garment of the
greater part of India (at two to three shillings a pair)
is almost as cheap as Manchester stuff, and much
more durable, the sacrifice has been something. 1
will add only two further proofs of the movement's
strength. In reviewing the English exports in
cotton piece-goods for May, 1907, the Times re-
marked : “India took less by 42,492,500 yards;” {
and sitting by her mother, a child of Eastern Bengal
was heard to ask, ¢ Mother, is this an English or
a Swadeshi mosquito ? "’ “ Swadeshi,” the mother
answered. “Then I won't kill it,” said the
child.

Such was the movement which I had found

* Sce « Swadeshi-cum-Boycott,” by Hemendra Prasad Ghose ; T4e

Indian Review, April, 1908.
t Quoted in the above article,

181



Swadeshi and the Volunteers

speeding up the eighty or ninety cotton mills in
Bombay, because, work as they might, they could
not keep pace with the demand from Bengal. It
is true that English manufacturers were said to be
adopting the simple device of stamping their Man.-
chester stuff with the Swadeshi mark, but I did not
discover how far their deceit was successful.

The movement was spreading to all kinds of
merchandise besides cotton. In Calcutta they had
started a Swadeshi match-factory, in Dacca soap-works
and tanneries. In all Indian towns you will now
find Swadeshi shops where you may buy native
biscuits, cigarettes, scents, toys, woollens, boots, and
all manner of things formerly imported. Nearly
all the trade advertisements in Indian papers are
now Swadeshi. The officials whom I consulted,
from the Governor of Bombay and the Lieutenant-
Governor of Bengal downwards, professed sym-
pathy and admiration for the Swadeshi movement.
It would be almost impossible for them to do
anything else, considering the economic salvation
it may bring to India if it is maintained. Their
interest in this economic development is quite
genuine, and I am told that, though under official
management, the Swadeshi stalls from Eastern Bengal
during the Calcutta Congress of 1906 were the
success of the exhibition. But the officials are in
a very difficult position. With all their love for
India, they do not like to stand by and see British
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trade ruined, neither does the word *boycott ”
delight the official mind.

The Indians themselves have made an attempt
to separate Swadeshi from boycott, and again to
separate the economic boycott from the political
boycott. At the Calcutta Congress (December,
1go6) two resolutions were adopted that were to
have a critical influence on the stormy Congress in
Surat a year later. They ran—

“(1) Having regard to the fact that the people of this
country have little or no voice in the administration and
that their representations to the Government do not receive
due consideration, this Congress is of opinion that the boycott
movement inaugurated in Bengal by way of protest against
the Partition of that province was and is legitimate.

“(2) This Congress accords its most cordial support to the
Swadeshi movement and calls upon the people of the country
to labour for its success by making earnest and sustained
efforts to promote the growth of indigenous industries and
to stimulate the production of indigenous articles by giving
them preference over imported commodities, even at some
sacrifice.”

The first resolution sanctioned the political boy-
cott, and was passed after much controversy, and
mainly to avoid an open rupture under the presi-
dency of the .veteran Mr, Dadabhai Naoroji; for,
unless the resolution had been admitted, the Ex-
tremists would have left the Congress. The second
resolution was for the encouragement of economic
Swadeshi, and was accepted almost without question.
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It appears very doubtful whether the Swadeshi
movement could have been carried on without a
boycott of foreign goods; and as to political boy-
cott, the Swadeshi remained" an impotent and
@sthetic concern till the political movement gave it
driving power. Swadeshi is now so strong that it
would probably hold its own even if all political
grievances were removed. But its true origin was
political, and hitherto it has been impossible to
separate it from its political motive—the protest
against the Partition of Bengal.

In any case, it was the political motive which
spread the Swadeshi vow like a beacon light through
Eastern Bengal. In towns and villages young men
formed themselves into associations to preach Swa-
deshi and the boycott. Shops that continued the
sale of foreign goods were surrounded by youths
who implored customers for the sake of their
country to depart without purchasing. Boys threw
themselves prostrate in supplication before the cus-
tomer’s feet. This form of picketing was never
violent, and I think it was not often prosecuted. It
is true the officials regarded it with disfavour, and
at Barisal Sir Bampfylde Fuller personally compelled
the leading men of the town to withdraw a Swadeshi
appeal they were issuing to the villages (November
16, 1905), and through the District Magistrate and
Police he broke up a Provincial Conference which
was being held in the same town (April 15, 1906).
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But in some places the boycott took the form of
destroying British goods, especially *Liverpool
salt,” and the goods were not always paid for first,
though usually they were. In one case, four youths
destroyed foreign sugar, valued at 1s. 24., and were
sentenced to three and four months’ imprisonment,
with heavy fines. As is usual when political offences
are savagely punished, the victims triumphed as
heroes in the popular mind.

But when I was in Eastern Bengal, the time for
that kind of boycott had passed. Even the remotest
villages knew the principle of Swadeshi then, and
the chief importance of the preaching movement
among the young men was the stimulus it gave
to the so-called “Volunteers.” In the previous
summer (1907), the phrase “National Volunteers”
had roused alarm among sensationalists at home ;
but it was unknown in Eastern Bengal, and I
believe it to have been the sole invention of a
correspondent in Calcutta, ,who had at that time
set himself to make the flesh of the British public
creep. The Volunteers were originally organized
in the ’eighties to act as stewards at the National
Indian Congress, but under the enthusiasm of the
Swadeshi and pational movement, they have deve-
loped along many other lines. 1 met them first
in Orissa, relieving the distress from famine and
flood there, though Eastern Bengal was still their
proper sphere. In Barisal, the centre of the
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Bakerganj district, which was then the only part of
India proclaimed under the Seditious Meetings Act,
I first met one of the “captains,” a mere boy, who
explained to me the peculiar mixture of politics and
philanthropy in their duties. In the Barisal Braja
Mohun Institution, whose Principal, Mr. Aswini
Kumar Dutt, is a notable Nationalist, the students
had formed a society of Volunteers called “The
Little Brothers of the Poor,” for nursing among the
villages, especially in the commonest and most
deadly plagues of cholera and small-pox. The
Oxford Brethren, who have a strong settlement in
that unruly place and, I think, the only beautiful
Anglican church in India, spoke of the movement
as not unworthy of its famous name, though they
themselves refused to take any part in the political
controversies around them.

But the work of the Volunteers is not chiefly
a matter of nursing and poor relief. In Calcutta
and other cities they arrange public meetings and
organize the course of the immense pilgrimages.
‘At fairs and the great festivals when Hindu women
come from all over the country to bathe in the
sacred rivers, they act as their protectors against
the rowdy class of Mohammedans, who regand
women as their natural prey. When the Moham-
medans, after the Partition, were induced to believe
that the Government would connive at any violence
on their part against the Hindu inhabitants, the
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Movement against Effeminacy

Volunteers attempted a defence of their homes and
temples. They were generally beaten, but they
are doing their best to stiffen their courage and
the fighting qualities we all admire. Ever since
Macaulay’s time the Anglo-Indians have wasted
much of their lives in sneering at Indians, and
especially at Bengalis, for effeminacy and unwarlike
habit. By athletics, gymnastics, by football with
bare feet, and lathi-play with the bamboo single-
stick, the Volunteers are now seeking to wipe off
the disgrace, and Anglo-Indians suspect sedition.
They cannot have it both ways, and, for myself, 1
admire the Indian determination to obtain bodily
strength. For, without- being advocates of war at
any price, we all kngw what moral force an
argument gains when w¢ feel that, if sweet reason-
ableness fails, we could, if we liked, knock the
adversary down and brggk his bones !

Of course, some Sne has to pay for Swadeshi,
and it is not always the British merchant who suffers
for Lord Curzon’s error. Late one night, as I sat
on a river steamer after two crowded days in a
strongly Swadeshi town, five or six dark forms
were dimly seen to gather round me with gestures
of secrecy and peril’ In other countries I should
have thought them assassins thirsting for blood, but
they were only Hindu merchants with an interest in
Manchester piece-goods. Of these they had a large
store, I have forgotten how many thousand pounds’
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worth, laid up in their warehouses; and, in con-
sequence, they were shunned by their kind. Barbers
would not shave them, milkmen would not bring
them milk, friends’ would not come to their
daughters’ marriages, acquaintances would not say
good-morning. Such treatment was distressing and
inconvenient. - Would I please use my influence
with the Home Government, and set everything
right again? They refused to throw in their lot
with the Swadeshi movement; their goods were
too valuable to be sacrificed, and they preferred to
stand and die as martyrs in the cause of British
commerce. 1 had no doubt their statement was
true, but what hope could I hold out to them ?>—I,
who had no influence with the Home Government,
and, if I had been an Indian, would have done my
utmost to dissuade my countrymen from buying
any foreign goods at all till grievances had been
redressed.
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CHAPTER XI

Txe Nawar

Dacca still wears something of a Mohammedan air,
for Akbar’s long arm reached to Eastern Bengal,
and the inheritors of his empire here built a fort,
a palace, and a capital, Passing one day among its
enclosed gardens, mouldering lengths of wall, and
dying mosques, I had begun to imagine myself back
in some Turkish town like Ochrida or Monastir,
when I was suddenly recalled to the streams of
Brahmaputra by the appearance of a large wooden
cage under a tree in an open court. It was bigger
than the cages in which Louis XI. swung his
political opponents in the castles of Touraine. It
would have held a bull as well as an eagle, and was
firmly set upon a base of stone, daubed with ver-
million, as is the Hindu way. Life in a cage has
always seemed to me so curious a choice when this
nutshell of a planet is itself so small, that I stopped
to contemplate it, and, observing my interest, the
Brahman who accompanied me began to knock with
a stone upon 2 large wooden box, which occupied
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one corner of the interior. The summons appeared
to be recognized, like the call to a menagerie’s wild
beast at feeding time, There was a stir inside, a
lid opened, and presently 2 human head emerged
shaggy as John the Baptist's, with black hair.

It was the city anchorite, whose sleep or medita-
tion we had rather rudely disturbed. But he took
it in good part, as one accustomed to allow for
grosser natures, and, raising himself deftly from his
lair, he stood naked before us, contemplating this
garish muddle of a world with shy and melancholy
eyes. Human speech was distasteful to him, but
he had come, he said, from a distant province, the
name of which did not concern a mind set upon
infinity. All his life now he meditated, not directly
upon God, but upon the remembered words of his
Guru, or spiritual master, which in time might lead
him to the meditation upon God Himself. He was
unwilling to say more, and, being in haste, 1 gave
him six annas (sixpence) as an endowment of medi-
tation, which appears to me far the most difficult
achievement of the human mind, and he crept back
into his box to continue it,

- T was in haste, because 1 had an appointment

with the Nawab Salimulla of Dacca, certainly the

most influential personality in the city, and perhaps

in the province. For the population of Eastern

Bengal, though nearly all Bengali, is about three-

fifths Mohammedan, and, owing to his father’s
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wealth, wisdom, and public munificence, the Nawab
is regarded by the Mohammedans as their natural
leader. It is an instance of mankind’s touching
belief in heredity, for the present Nawab is not
specially conspicuous for those three claims to recog-
nition. His munificence has been largely private,
and, added to certain peculiarities on the part of his
guardian, it has so much reduced his father’s wealth,
that he has been compelled to hand over the re-
mainder to the Government Court of Wards, having
publicly declared himself a “disqualified proprietor,”
incapable of managing his own affairs. This cannot,
however, in itself imply any lack of wisdom, for
since that public declaration the Government of
India has reappointed him a member of the Viceroy’s
Legislative Council, as one peculiarly capable of
managing the affairs of an Empire. And, indeed,
with regard to the burning question of the Partition,
he has shown wisdom’s reasonable and open mind.
When the Partition was first suggested, he was
as much opposed to it as any Bengali could be, and
I was told that, in his simple-hearted way, he
described it as “beastly.” But such prejudice was
not proof against reason, and it began to dissolve
- under the influence of Lord Curzon’s visit, and the
speeches in which he promised that the Partition
“would invest the Mohammedans of Eastern
Bengal with a unity which they had not enjoyed since
the days of the old Mussulman viceroys and kings.”
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Shortly after the Partition the Government of
India advanced a loan to relieve the Nawab’s private
munificence from bankruptcy—a loan amounting
to about £100,000, at what was, for India, a very
low rate of interest. This benevolent action, com-
bined with certain privileges granted to Moham-
-medans, was supposed by many Hindus to have
+encouraged the Nawab and his co-religionists in
.taking a still more favourable view of the Partition
itself.

Not only so, but pnest]y mullahs went through
the country preaching the revival of Islam, and pro-
claiming to the villagers that the British Govern-
ment was on the Mohammedan side, that the Law
Courts had been specially suspended for three
months, and no penalty would be exacted for vio-
lence done to Hindus, or for the loot of Hindu
shops, or the abduction of Hindu widows. A Red
Pamphlet was everywhere circulated, maintaining
the same wild doctrines. It was seen that a large
proporticn of Government posts were set aside for
Mohammedans, and some were even kept vacant
because there was no Mohammedan qualified to fill
them. Sir Bampfylde Fuller said in jest that of his
two wives (meaning the Moslem and Hindu sections
of his province) the Mohammedan was the favourite.
The jest was taken in earnest, and the Mussulmans
genuinely believed that the British authorities were
ready to forgive them all excesses.
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Seme two years after his d;:parturc from India
Lord Curzon wrote to the Times that it was “a
wicked falsehood ™ to 'say that by the Partition he
intended to carve out a Mahimmedan State, to
drive a wedge between Mohammedan and Hindu,
or to arouse racial feuds. Certainly no one would
willingly accuse another of such desperate wicked-
ness, but a statesman of better judgment might
have foreseen that, not a racial, but a religious feud
would probably be the zesult of the measure. What
might have been expected followed. In Comilla,
Jamalpur, and a few other places, rather serious riots
occurred. A few lives were lost, temples were
desecrated, images broken, shops plundered, and
many Hindu widows carried off. Some of the
towns were deserted, the Hindu population took
refuge in any “pukka ™ house (i.e. house with brick
or stone walls), women spent nights hidden in tanks,
the crime known as “group-rape” increased, and
throughout the country districts there reigned a
general terror, which still prevailed at the time of
my visit. Thus a new religious feud was established
in Eastern Bengal, and when Mr. Morley said in the
Commons that the disturbance was due to the
refusal of Hindus to sell British goods to Moham-
medans, it was a grotesque instance of the power
that officials have of misleading their Chief.

The largest of the Nawab’s palaces, looking
over the river, is built in the French style of Louis
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XIV., but is not so old, having been probably con-
structed by the present Nawab’s rich and prudent
father. Similarly, the large collection of knightly
armour in the entrance hall, recalling the onsets of
Cressy and Agincourt, do not suggest that the
present owner’s ancestors were engaged in those
famous battles, as they would in an English million-
aire’s house. As a matter of fact, I believe the
present Nawab’s grandfather or great-grandfather
came from peaceful Kashmir and established the
family fortunes originally on carpets. Since his
time, while the family fortunes have developed, the
family taste has developed too, and the enormous
vaulted room into which I was shown was stuffed
with the expensive sweepings of European furniture
shops. A huge armchair in cut glass especially
fascinated my gaze, and in spite of my haste I had
full time to be fascinated, because the Nuwab was
an hour and a half late for his appointment, having
been detained at another palace where a wife dwelt
to whom he was much attached—more attached, I
I was told, than to any other.

So there was every excuse for his unpunctuality,
and he made none, but swept into the room with a
smile of benign complacency. He was a well-
developed man of middle age—something of Fal-
staff's prominent personality, but preserving the
childlike air of innocence and candour which nurse-
maids call “engaging.”” Round his large and serene
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face, which smiled almost perpetually, hung a loose
black fringe of beard. He was dressed in little
purple slippers, thin pyjamas of white silk, a vest
of exquisitely fine Dacca muslin “sprigged” (as
they say in the china trade) with delicate rosebuds,
a copious turban of the same, and a long purple
coat or cloak of flowered brocade, with a white
border embroidered with passion flowers.

“ My own design | " he exclaimed with justifiable
pride, as soon as the formal greetings were over,
holding up the stuff for my inspection and slowly
turning round that I might enjoy its full effect.

I soon discovered that though his mind was
much occupied with Imperial politics, he retained
a human interest in home life and the domestic arts.
Like the elder Dumas, he was particularly proud
of his skill in cooking, and he told me of many
wonderful dishes he could make.

“You should taste my nougat ! he cried, and
leaning forward like a diplomast with a State secret,
he added, “ Only this morning I composed a new
almond toffee !

I was not surprised that, with these natural
gifts only waiting to be recognized, he was keenly
alive to a lack of sympathy in his family circle.

“ My wife,” (he used the singular, and sighed)—
“you have no idea what difficulty I have in getting
my wife to try a new dish. With her it is always
mutton, mutton, mutton | She has been brought
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up on mutton, and Indian women have so little
enterprise. She will ndt try my dishes.”

“Let us go hence, my songs; she will not
hear,” I quoted in sympathy, and he sighed again.

«Qur Isdian women are very backward,” he
went: gn.  ““Now, there is my retired groom, my
livery man——what 2 woman his English wife is!
How finished | What pleasantness! How much
nicer a"home she makes for him than I can ever
get! I will show you the difference.”

He called an attendant who had been keeping
his eye on me from behind a glass door, and
presently the attendant returned with heavy gold
ornaments — bracelets, anklets, and necklaces—
thickly sprinkled with small turquoises and pearls.

“] gave these jewels as presents to my wife,”
he said. “They are my own design too. 1 bought
the pearls cheap when the plague was very Lad here,
and people were glad to sell everything.”

I commended this one evidence of ancestral
thrift.

“Then I took the pearls and turquoises and
gold to Paris,” he went on, “and drew out a design
for the Parisian jewellers to follow. You see the
result. What grace! What finish! You cannot
get finish in the East. It is the same with our
women. They are backward; they have no
finish.”

By a mere slip of the tongue I said I greatly
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admired what I had seen of Hindu ladies, and added
something about seclusion aAd purdah,

“Hindu ladies { ” he cried indignantly. “They
don’t understand what purdah is. They might just
as well live shamelessly in public. « It is only
Mohammedan ladies who practise strict purdah,
and seclude themselves with absolute .dellc;acy a.;nd
refinement.”

I assured him I had supposed no less, and his
aspect cleared again. Resuming his lightsome smile,
he continued—

“For myself I am singularly happy I sup-
pose even the Emperor can hardly be happier than
Iam?” ;

He said this in a tentative way, as though
appealing to my personal acquaintanceship with
King Edward. But as 1 could offer no opinion
upon the Emperor’s happiness, he went on—

“ Every morning 1 feel like a bird. 1 wake
after my sweet sleep, when the birds are waking
too. 1 like to hear them sing, because I know that
I am as happy as they can be. I have my troubles
of course. I never can induce the gardeners to
water my flowers at the right time. They will
water them in the evening when the cool night is
coming. I tell them they ought to water in the
morning, as a protection against the hot days.
They promise to obey, and next evening out they
go again with their water-pots, as their fathers did
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before them. There is no science in the East, no
progress, no reaSon.”

For an instant’ this lamentable truth depressed
him, but he revived at the recollection of his own
assured happiness.

“I trust entirely to God,” he said. “I leave
everything in His hands, and all goes well. He
has always helped me very much. Hitherto He has
helped me so that I hardly ever have to work. He
has nevér let me work very much, and I trust
everything to His care. I think that is why I am
so happy, and feel like a bird in the morning after
my sweet sleep.”

I suggested that an easy conscience conduces to
sleep and happiness, and he agreed it was so.

He then turned to more general subjects, and,
like Lord Curzon, he much regretted the Bengali
tendency to lying. It was corrupting even the
Mohammedans, and nearly all Indian children were
brought up in deception, usually to escape punish-
ment or to give pleasure. I remarked that even in
Europe these motives sometimes lead to deceit, but
he had formed an ideal of English education, such
as the Greeks formed of Persian. English boys, he
said, were taught to ride, shoot, and tell the truth.
It was 2 fine testimony from a man of education so
different from our own.

Of Hindus in general, and of Mohammedans
who had lost their faith, he expressed deep distrust,
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pointing the moral from the fate of a near relation,
who, through associating with women and Hindus,
was now no better than one of the lost. This
grieved me very much, for 1 had heard that relation
highly spoken of in the town, and he had made me
various offers of kindness. But the Nawab was
inflexible in virtue.

“You must fear God,” he said, becoming for a
moment almost grave. There is no good in pray-
ing to God, for He needs nothing that we could
give Him in exchange for His gifts. But we know
that He is pleased with truth, and we must tell it.”

Then we discussed the Partition, and as 1 rose
to go he exclaimed, “Here in Dacca I have 10,000
men ready to die for me if I raise my little finger.
That is how 1 keep the peace.”

How far he expected to please God by that
statement I do not know. But probably he was
quite sincere, for it is impossible to exhaust or
caricature the illusions of mankind.

One would like to discover the causes of
a certain “quality” (as country people say of
gentlefolk) that appears common to nearly all
Mohammedans. I have felt it almost equally in
Constantinople and other parts of Turkey, in Asia
Minor and Crete, in Morocco, and on the West
African coast, in Madras, in the North-West Fron-
tier Province, and even in the rather petted luxury
of the Mohammedan College at Aligarh. Inall these
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places one finds g similar pleasing gravity of manner,
courteous address, and an impression of straight-
forward dealing, which, perhaps, would -be more
trustworthy if the Sultan were not 2 Mohammedan.
This gentlemanly manner may exist merely as the
heritage of a conquering religion ; for in all these
countries, as in Eastern Bengal, the Mohammedans
have come and stayed as conquerors, and it is easy
to acquire fine and aristocratic manners when you
carry a sword and thé other man does not. But
at the back of external behaviour there is a queer
mixture of simplicity and shrewdness more difficult
to account for. It may arise naturally in a mind
reared upon a-broad and unquestioned basis of
belief, free alike from the confusion of mythologies
and the distracting details of useful knowledge.
There is a well-known letter, written to a friend
of Nineveh Layard by a Turkish Cadi, that exactly
expresses the finer side of Mohammedan ignorance.
For that reason I quote it in the note below,* and

* « My illustrious Friend,and Joyof my Liver! The thing you ask
of me is both difficult and useless. Although I have passed all my
days in this place, I have neither counted the houses nor inquired into
the number of the inhabitants; and as to what one person loads on his
mules and the other stows away in the bottom of his ship, that is no
business of mine. But, above all, as to the previous history of this city,
God only knows the amount of dirt and confusion that the infidels may
have eaten before the coming of the sword of Islam. It were unprofit-
able for us to inquire,

“ Oh, my soul | Oh, my lamb! seek not after the things which con-

cern theenot. Thou camest unto us and we welcomed thee : go in peace.,
“Of a truth, thou hast spoken many words ; and there is no harm
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The Mansner of Islam

when to this disregard of unessential phenomena in
earth and sky is added an indifference to the con-
t‘l'OVCI‘SlBS, bare facts, and mechanical actions upon
which most of us spend our lives, we may look for
a certain simplicity tcmpcrcd by shrewdness. That
even in the Nawab, in spite of his Government loan
and boasted powers of design, cookery, and the
control of men, I should still have been conscious
of both those qualities combined, is a remarkable
testimonial to the influence of Islam,

done, for the speaker is one and the listener is another. After the
fashion of thy people thou hast wandered from one place to another.
until thou art happy and content in none, "We (praise be to God) were
born here, and never desire to quit it. Is it pbssible then that the ides
of a general intercourse between mankind should make any impression
on our understanding ? God forbid !

“Listen, O my son ! There is no wisdom equal to thi belief in
God. He created the world, and shall w ]xken ourselves unto Him in
seeking to penctrate into the mysteries of creation ? . Shall we say,
behold this star lpll'lneth round that star, t‘l this other am with a tail
goes and comes in so many years ¥ Let it go Hc from )ghonc hand it
came will guide and direct it,

“ But thou wilt say to me, Stand m:dg, O nimn, for I am more Jearned
than thou art, and have seen more things. If thou thinkest thou ari
in this respect better than I am, thou a#t welcome. I praise God that
I seek not that which I require not. Thou art learned in the things I
care not for ; and as for that which thou hast secn, I defile it, Wil
much knowledge create thee a double belly, or wilt thou seek Paradise
with thine eyes ?

“Oh, my friend, if thou wilt be happy, say there is no God but
God! Do not evil and then wilt thou fear neither man nor death ; for
surely thine hour will come.

“The meek in spirit,
‘“Imaum ALI ZaDE.”

Layard’s *Nineveh and Babylon,” p. 663.
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Owing to these pleasant qualities, so attractive to
Englishmen sprung like myself from the public-
school, country-house, and villa classes, I have almost
invariably found English officers and officials on the
side of the Mohammedans where there is any rivalry
of race or religion at all. And in Eastern Bengal
this national inclination is now encouraged by the
Government’s open resolve to retain the Moham-
medan support of the Partition by any means in its
power. It was against the Hindus only that all the
petty persecution of officialdom was directed. It was
they who were excluded from Government posts ; it
was Hindu schools from which Government patron-
age was withdrawn. When Mohammedans rioted,
the punitive police ransacked Hindu houses, and
companies of little Gurkhas were quartered on
Hindu populations, It was the Hindus who in one
place were forbidden to sit on the river bank. Of
course, the plea was that only the Hindus were
opposed to the Government'’s policy of dividing them
from the rest of their race, so that they alone needed
suppression. And certainly, after what I had seen
in the previous four or five years in Macedonia,
Central Africa, Russia, and the Caucasus, this kind
of persecution might well appear ludicrously small.
But it was the beginning of a dangerous road, to
which one could not see the end, and the know-
ledge that our own country was taking that road
aggravated the sense of wrong.
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It was the same with espionage. Personally I
enjoyed being followed by spies wherever 1 went. I
enjoyed it much more than the spies themselves. It
was a pleasure to watch the open-hearted stupidity
which never left me in doubt as to their purpose, or
to look them tranquilly in the face and see their eyes
drop in honourable shame. It was 2 joyful moment
when at Serajganj I turned in wrath upon 2 man who
had been following me all day long in the melo-
dramatic disguise of a black shawl and an umbrella,
and watched the poor hired worm grovel away, mur-
muring tearful appeals about superior orders. In
that case I was angry because I was visiting the
schools—the same over which Sir Bampfylde Fuller
resigned—and it seemed to me unfit that the school-
boys should see our Government’s habit of espionage
thus illustrated before their faces. But at another
place where I arrived in the cold of half-past three in
the morning, and found that the telegram to prepare
for my arrival had been detained, there was no alloy
in the_pleasure with which I seized upon the spy
detailed to dog me, and compelled him to procure
a cart, conduct me to the house where he knew
I ought to have been expected, and knock up the
- sleeping servants to receive me.

When 1 first landed in Bombay, it appeared to
me a little undignified that representatives of the
British Government = should set police spies to
question 2 Member of Parliament’s chauffeur every
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morning and evening where he was going or had
been, and with whom he had conversed. Of course
it made no difference to the Member of Parliament,
any more than the delightful spies in Eastern Bengal
made any difference to me. But what was a joke
to us may be anything but a joke to native Indians
who are compelled to live permanently under a
system of official surveillance which reads their
private letters, detains their telegrams, and hires
men to watch their actions. Far worse than the
mere annoyance involved is the indignant contempt
which our Government thus stores up against itself.
Every now and then by such means it may discover
the trail of some seditious movement. But the dis-
covery of all the sedition in India would not be
worth the loss of reputation to which we expose
ourselves by resorting to methods that would ex-
clude a man from any club in our country.

There is something about espionage that stirs
indignation more deeply than anything else in the
world. But I do not wish to part from that land of
great rivers with a mere feeling of bitterness. When
I recall the quiet circuit of streams by which I slowly
passed from Khulna to Barisal, and on to Dacca;
and from Dacca through Mymensingh and Jamalpur
and Serajganj and Goalundo, where the Ganges and
Brahmaputra are joined, to Faridpur, where trains
run back to Calcutta,—I lose the sense of bitterness,
though there was plenty in the country. I think
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only of the fertile land basking under an uninter-
rupted sky, or of bright crowds of men in yellow,
red, and white standing upon the river bank and
shouting their * Bande Mataram ” against the sun-
rise ; or of long torchlight processions that con-
ducted some leader of the nation home in his carriage
through the blue night ; or of little groups of school-
boys.who had stayed on the platform till the cold of
morning to cheer a passing train, delighted even to
shiver for their country. I fear we shall never
meet again on life’s rough sea,” said a student at
one place, being naturally proud of such beautiful
English ; and, certainly, one cannot hope to visit
the Brahmaputra every week-end. But even from
a good month’s distance, as London is, it seems
impossible to believe that one petulant error can
for all time produce division and rancorous hatred
in so excellent a country and among a people so
devoted to the same causes of freedom and nationality
that we so much admire,
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CHAPTER XII
Turee BencaLis aND THE Parers

AvL know the crowded Kalighat on the muddy little
branch of the Ganges soath of Calcutta. The little
temple of the mother Kali stands close by, ‘where
Hindus keep up an animal sacrifice something similar
to the classic and ancient Jewish rites. Many
Europeans enjoy secing the heads of the wretched
little goats sliced off by a priest’s sword while the
animals are still dripping from a plunge in the sacred
tanks. Many, like myself, have gone with the
crowding pilgrims on festival Sundays or weekday
evenings and watched the people bathing in the.
turbid water, and the Brahmans seated in the open
portico reading aloud the wanderings of Rama and
breaking into song at the impassioned parts. Or we
have stood at the narrow entrance till the door of
the inmost shrine should open, allowing a glimpse
of the goddess herself, the Bengal Mother, symbolic
of the strange Force in nature, always moving. irre-
sistibly on its way with life and death, blessing and
damnation in its hands, Blue-black she is; with
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The Kalighat

three staring, scarlet eyes, one of them in her fore-
hetd. In her four arms she holds the signs of happi-
ness and of destruction. One foot is planted on the
body of a man, and from her mouth a golden tongue
protrudes. Her worshippers tell that in her career
of destruction through the universe, she was only
stayed by the intervention of her husband Shiva,
who in the semblance of a dead man flung himself
before her feet to be trampled on. She is repre-
sented pausing in horror at the discovery. To put
out the tongue is the common gesture of shame or
horror among the Indian women, and if it seems
a peculiar expression of those emotions, watch an
English country servant whenever she drops a tray-
ful of your best china on a stony floor, and she will
almost invariably do the same.

How far this hideous collection ‘of symbols is
itself worshipped is the problem of all imagery and
symbolic art. A priest of Kali, wha"had: himself
received a religious education in ame of our mis-
sionary colleges, told me that in the.hout of prayer
he found that the image helped him to concentrate
his thoughts upon that idea of universal force. He
admitted that some unlearned worshippers obscurely
connect a supernatural power with' the actual image
as it stands ; and the great desire of many to draw
near, and even to touch the ncprescnutlon of the
god, seems to prove it, as ong may.see in all temples
and churches where symbolism prevails. - It is rather
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strange that Indians, with their beautiful sense of
colour and design, should content themselves' with
unusually hideous gods; for, grand as the figure
of Buddha in contemplation is, it stands alone in
its beauty, and now no longer appears in Hindu
forts of worship. Yet the adofation of the Mother
Kali, even at the blood-stained Kalighat, does not
appear to be more horrible or debasing than the
service of other gods. In divine worship, devotion
has never corresponded to external beauty ; and as
to the blood sacrifice, that custom has been too
universal, and is still too recent even in the highest
forms of religion, to excite horror or disgust, except
in the tourists who go to enjoy the spectacle. It
seemed to me that the Kali worship did not suggest
the violence of bloodshed, still less the common
lust that visitors are told to associate with it, but
rather a certain heat or fervency that pervades and
sometimes obscures the Bengali mind, taking the
form in some of exaltation, in others of oratory, and
now and then of fluid speech.

All know this crowded Kalighat. But turn
northward again; pass the Lieutenant-Governor's
beautiful Residency at Belvedere ; pass the race-
course and polo-grounds, the old Fort where the
Commander-in-Chief has his headquarters, and the
Strand where steamers smoke on the river and
the English drive slowly up and down in the even-
ing ; pass the white Government House where the
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Viceroy lives in winter, and the dull streets of
Enghsh shops where they sell things that are not
quite good enough for England or quite bad enough
for the Colonies; enter the squalid chaos of the
Indian city, so ordinary and colourless compared to
Bombay or Madras'; pass through mile after mile
of crowded bazaars, and teeming slims, and factories
jumbled up with temples ;—till at last the buildings
begin, as it were, to shake themselves loose, green
reappears, and when you come upon the river on
your left, it looks almost clean and holy; palms
and other trees grow on the banks, and there is a
sense of escape in the air. There you will find
another temple of Kali, spacious, silent, and a home
of peace.

Under a great banyan tree in this temple’s
garden a religious teacher sat for years, and gathered
many disciples round him before his death in 1886.
He was known as Ramakrishna, but he had the
names of Deva and Paramahamsa as well, and there
he sat expounding the things of the spirit, like other
Hindu teachers. But there seems to have been
an intensity of conviction about him that attracted
unusual disciples,. Among them was a young Ben-
gali named Norendra Nath Datta, who took the
more holy name of Vivekananda, and spread his
master’s teaching as far as Oxford and Chicago—
cities so seldom associated together in spiritual
things. He too has gone from this world now—
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he went in 1902, at the age of forty—but has left
a school, a kind of religion or Church, that pro-
claims a spiritual Hinduism to all mankind without
limitation of race or nation. Its proper name is the
Ramakrishna Society, but the members are generally
called Vedantists, because of their belief in the Vedas
as the inspired guides of man. They abjure images
and sacrifice, except of flowers and fruits, which I
have seen them offer as symbols of thanksgiving
and praise to the spirituality of the universe in their
bare but sufficient little temple up a flight of steps.
By their belief in the Vedas they approach the Arya
Samaj. But their more modern advancement and
universality bring them nearer the Brahmo Samaj,
or cultivated Unitarians of Hinduism, whose free-
dom of life and social intercourse for men and
women alike gives a peculiar charm to Indian society
in Calcutta. Small.in number themselves, they
stand between these two main bodies of religious
reformers—believers in the Hindu scriptures, but
preachers of a universal religion; free from the
caste restrictions of travel, marriage, and food, but
strongly national in their devotion to the country.
Just across the river, from that peaceful temple of
Kali where their founder sat, they have their little
monastery for the training “of about thirty Brothers,
who go out from their pleasant garden to teach all
the world, and to save their own Indian people in
days of plague and famine.
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It was in a small circle of these Vedantists that
I first met Moti Lal Ghose, one of the most peculiar
figures of Calcutta life, He is not a Vedantist him-
self, being a special worshipper of Vishnu. Indeed,
he follows the Bengali saint Chaitanya, or, as he
prefers to call him, the Lord Gauranca, who pro-
claimed a purified and emotional form of Hinduism
about the time of Luther, and still has disciples,
especially among outcasts and downtrodden people,
because he promised the love of God to all without
charity’s limitations to the thrifty and deserving.
But devoted Vaishnava as Moti Lal is, one would
think his guiding faith was 2 sort of clanship or
family affection. They say a hundred relations
make their home in his rambling household among
the little streets of the Bagh Bazar, and that number
would be distracting enough for the most placid of
mankind, which Moti Lal is not. Almost every
one seems to be Moti Lal's relation, and as, like
many Hindus, he speaks of his cousins as brothers,
and his nephews as sons, the bonds of kinship seem
as close as they are wide. But the affection of his
heart is reserved for his real born brother, Shishir
Kumar, who now has waved, adieu to this carnal
world and lives in religious seclusion at Baidianath,
a far-famed shrine. of Central Bengal, communing
with spirits whose visitations among men he
chronicles in the Hindu Spiritual Magazine.

Both the brothers were brought up in the district
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of Jessore, and they made their mother’s village
famgus by taking its name of Amrita Bazar for the
title of their paper, thes Amrita Bazar Patrika—
Amrita News, as we should say. It so happens that
the word “ Amrita” in Bengali means both “ nectar”
and “poison,” and no name could have been in-
vented to express the character of their paper more
exactly, for it can be sweet or venomous at pleasure,
and is usually both. Its quickness and satiric
power have won it a unique place among Indian
newspapers, It has also a good service of news,
and as for enterprise, when Lord Lytton passed his
Vernacular Press Act in the ’seventies, while Sir
Ashley Eden was Lieutenant-Governor of Bengal,
the Amrita changed its Ianguage from the vernacular
Bengali to the alien English in its very next 1ssue
Such a transformation would have seemed impos-
sible, if I had not seen the compositors in IMadras
setting up my “copy” with hardly a mistake,
though they did not understand a word of English,
and only guessed our letters by sight.

"~ Moti Lal is an oldish man now, as Bengalis
go, but he stands thin and erect, his mass of grey
hair surmounting a face in which pathos, humour,
and subtlety are strongly mingled. It is difficult
to class him among the Indian parties. He often
runs off on side issues, such as his peculiar and
personal indignation at the ratioral proposal to
separate the large and extraneous province of Behar
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from the Calcutta government, so as to relieve ‘the
pressure of work which was the nominal excuse for
the Partition of Bengal. On most of the Wider
questions of policy he would take a fairly steady
“Congress” line, with a tendency to the Left or
Extremist position. But that tendency may be
suddenly interrupted by some queer cross-current,
such as a personal devotion to the Royal Family,
because he was once introduced to the Prince of
Wales, and kissed his feet with a veneration that
might abash even Royalty’s sense of Divine Right.
By means of his paper he is undoubtedly a power
among the party of nationality and reform, but the
general belief that in the past he has exercised a
certain influence even upon British officials is
perhaps justified. At all events, when he asked
me to remind the Lieutenant-Governor of a promise
to restore the Road Cess to its proper purpose of
sanitation, I noticed that the petition was received
in a friendly spirit, and I was instructed to tell Moti
Lal that the proposal had not been forgotten, but
was already embodied in a Bill.

Sanitation is one of those side issues which he
follows with peculiar zeal. Poverty and high prices,
he says, are killing out the educated classes in
Bengal. But worse than the disappearance of edu-
cated Bengalis, which many Anglo-Indians would
regard as a mercy of Providence, is the general
ravage of malaria, plague, and famine. The plague
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is still new, famine has been unusually frequent and
terrible in the last thirty years; but worse than
either, in his opinion, is the malaria which rots the
country away. Like many Indians he attributes the
growth of the disease to the Government railways,
which have blocked or diverted the natural drainage
of the land. The theory sounds a little fantastic.
To me it seems a far more serious matter that the
irrigation, which is often so lucrative, both to the
peasant and the Government, should be accom-
panied by increase of fever. But whatever evil
may arise in India, from a cesspoo! to a famine,
is put down to the Government, as always happens
when the people have no control over its powers
and no experience of every Government’s limita-
tions. “There is no need to talk about driving
the English from India,” cried Moti Lal to me
once: “In twenty years they will be driven out
by the stench of our rotting corpses | ”

Humorous, sarcastic, vehement, probably 2 little
peevish, a little uncertain and unstable in his deal-
ings with men and things, Moti Lal moves as a
strange and isolated figure in Indian life. He is
ageing and rather feeble now ; when I asked him if
he was going to the Congress at Surat, he answered,
« No, I cannot afford to die.” But he went all the
same. I suppose he might be called a Congress
man, but it seems unlikely that any one ever
thought of him as a possible President, or as
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anything else except the bitter-sweet editor of the
Amrita Bazar Patrika.

Very different is the editor of the other leading
Indian daily in Calcutta, Mr. Banerjea, whom
every one calls Surendra Nath, is just the ideal of
a leader in Congress, and Poona made him Presi-
dent in 1895, Ahmedabad in 1902. He appears
to be about sixty now, and in the early ’seventies
he was an assistant magistrate in the Indian Civil
Service, from which he was dismissed for a casual
neglect of duty that in the opinion of many English
Civilians might have been suitably punished with a
sharp reprimand. Like most highly educated people
out of work, he took to teaching, lecturing, and
journalism ; became Principal of Ripon College for
the training of Hindu boys, as he still is; was
appointed editor of the Bengalee by the proprietors,
who, I believe, are Indian physicians ; and has for
many years maintained it in its position as the most
prominent Indian paper written in English.

From early days, when he was the first to
originate tours of political instruction, his influence
has been very powerful, and no one has opposed
the partition of his country with greater vehemence
and persistency. In politics he has shown himself
the fighting man rather than the thinker, a better
leader than guide. Such theory as he has pro-
- fessed holds him to the Moderate and Constitu-
tional party, and till it comes to action he would"
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cordjally accept the propositions of all reasonable
and practical reformers. But his instincts might
carry him further than his creed, and in a moment
of crisis he would probably be found in the front
almost out of sight of his party. No matter how
strongly reason and expediency disapproved, he
would be reluctant to hang back from any extreme
position, or to leave a devoted band of defenders
there alone. That appeared to mark him out as
the best intermediary between the Extremists and
the Centre ; for, while neither party would look to
him for definite political guidance, both might be
supposed to know that he was at heart their friend,
and both could point to his past services in the
Bengal Legislative Council, the University Senate,
and the old Calcutta Corporation, before ILord
Curzon destroyed it.

The same kind of divergence between reason
and personality causes, I believe, an uncertain
attitude towards other affairs of life. By education
and habit he is Western in the things of society and
religion, and probably would have remained so
without " scruple of conscience, but for the recent
revolt against everything foreign. Among the
Extremists there is a kind of conservative reaction
towards Indian ways and Indian religion, prompted
not so much by love of those early marriages and
‘Hindu gods as by the determination to tolerate
‘European things no more. Thus, you might find
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an Indian graduate of Oxford worshipping Kali for
the same reason as makes him buy Swadeshi cotton;
or pledging his infant daughter in marriage for fear
she should grow up like an English lady. From
patriotism of this sort Surendra Nath would not like
to stand aloof, and, even if his judgment hesitated,
an impetuous nature would perhaps bear him on,
especially if he could thus assist his associates of the
moment.

But his real function in life is as an orator, and
his eminence has been won by an extraordinary
power of speaking. I do not know how far his
speeches in his own tongue might be effective, but
he served his political apprenticeship at a time whén
oratory was tested by a knowledge of English, and
I think he always speaks by choice in our language.
Certainly, his command over it is very remarkable.
Except for Mr. Gladstone, I have heard no speakers
use the grand and rhetorical style of English with
more assurance and success. I remember one after~
noon there was a crowded meeting of many thousand
students and other young men in the great College
Square at Calcutta. There they stood, white-robed,
barc-headed, as is the Bengali custam, apd when the
“Bands Mataram ” had been sung, Surendra Nath
rose. It'was not a specially important speech. His
object was only to sketch out the general programme
of the approaching Congress, and to urge all parties
to unite for the credit of their country, which was
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being watchéd by jealous eyes ever ready to detect
the first appearance of a flaw. That was all his
theme, but he expounded it with a magnificence of
phrase, and continuity of expression that held me in
wonder. . Sentence answered to sentence, period to
period, thunder to thunder. There was no hesi-
tation, no throwing back, no wandering for ideas or
words. Out the great language rolled without 2
break and without a drop, each syllable in its exact
place and order, each sentence following some
chdence of its own, so inevitable that you could
foretell the stress and rhythm of its rise and fall far
in advance of the actual words, just as you can in
. Macaulay’s declamations. It was oratory such as,
I suppose, Cicero loved to practise, and Pitt, and
Brougham-—such oratory as few living Englishmen
dare venture on for fear of drowning in the gulfs of
bathos. But Surendra Nath loved it, as Cicero might.
To him it was evidently the sincerest pleasure of life
to listen to the beat of marching phrases, to advance
from one to another with the assurance that not one
of them would fail, and to lead them out in the
martialled order of earth-shaking battalions moving
shoulder to shoulder on their front. It was to him
the fulfilment of function, and that way happiness
lies, After him I spoke, and the meeting ended.
That evening I went to see a Bengali of still
another type, but as distinctive of the present crisis
in the country as the satirist or the orator. It had
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