THE RELIGION OF MAN

“We can never go beyond man in all we that know and feel.”
Rabindranath Tagore is unequivocal in his faith. He appre=
ciates the intellectual triumphs of science, but he writes as
a poet and philosopher. Man must always be a music-maker
and dreamer of dreams; he must never lose, in his material
quests, his longing for the touch of the divine. He traces the
growth of the idea of God from primitive notions to univer-
sality. Today, as he says, all barriers are down and ‘The
God of humanity has arrived at the gates of the ruined
temple of the tribe.’ His book rings with joy and affirmation.
overstepping all limitations of race and creed.




3 RABINDRANATH TAGORE
By Rabindranath Tagore

LETTERS TO A FRIEND
THE CHILD
THE GOLDEN BOAT

THE RELIGION OF MAN

| ont >

LONDON - UNWIN BOOKS

i e et L il T




|
| First published in 1931
i Second impression 1932
| Third impression 1949
1 Fourth impression 1953
i Fifth impression 1958
First published in this edition 1961
. Second impression 1963
F Third impression 1967
| Fourth impression 1970

This book is copyright und, !

5 ) ght under the Berne Convention.
| rights reserved. Apart from any fair dealing for .;3::
i' ﬁfl‘?ﬂose of grwaze study, research, criticism or review,
L el rng;:_ze under the Copyright Act, 1956, no part of
| s ej::: ication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
| e%’m > OF Iransmitted, in any form or by any means,
! phar; iﬂ’c" elecmcal,‘ chemical, mechanical, optical,
pemm?ym& recording or otherwise, without the prior
ton of the copyright oumer. Engquiries should be
addressed 1o the Publishers,

ISBN 0 04 200014 g

95‘47, UNWIN BOOKS

ol 'NO....]:............ ceeneaseROTZE Allen & Unwin Ltd

é/i [/( Ruskin House, Museum Street
el e o WG

U & [TAS

|
J il NO-....-—.....-........-.‘
l

To Dorothy Elmbhirse

=

SR s o, e
| ggnfet":‘fgﬁ.:; dfspose; o_e)_g bzzilr%z;: e:?:id’ﬁziziz::;
that in whichyi{zﬁtflﬂgﬁgng e
A cloth bound editiop bublished by George Allen &

U A
nuwin Ltd, 45 availaple through qi] booksellers

2 "RINT
B D IN GREAT BRiTATy
" I0pt. Plapg;
3 antin type

/// °1209,_,L[ LING AND
I/l/////{//{////'//l “ray, -ONDONNANT)O;I];‘;:::OT
SqY /l///ll/'/ll/

d

The eternal Dream
is borne on the wings of ageless Light
that rends the veil of the vague
and goes across Time
weaving ceaseless patterns of Being.

The mystery remains dumb,
the meaning of this pilgrimage,
the endless adventure of existence—
whose rush along the sky
flames up into innumerable rings of paths,
till at last knowledge gleams out from the dusk
in the infinity of human spirit,
and in that dim-lighted dawn
she speechlessly gazes through the break in the mist
at the vision of Life and of Love
emerging from the tumult of profound pain and joy.

SANTINIKETAN
September 16, 1929

(Composed for the Opening Day Celebrations of the Indian
College, Montpellier, France.)
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CHAPTER I

MAN’S UNIVERSE

LIGHT, as the radiant energy of creation, started the ring-dance of
atoms in a diminutive sky, and also the dance of the stars in the
vast, lonely theatre of time and space. The planets came out of
their bath of fire and basked in the sun for ages. They were the
thrones of the gigantic Inert, dumb and desolate, which knew
not the meaning of its own blind destiny and majestically frowned
upon a future when its monarchy would be menaced.

Then came a time when life was brought into the arena in the
tiniest little monocycle of a cell. With its gift of growth and
power of adaptation it faced the ponderous enormity of things,
and contradicted the unmeaningness of their bulk. It was made
conscious not of the volume but of the value of existence, which
it ever tried to enhance and maintain in many-branched paths of
creation, overcoming the obstructive inertia of Nature by obeying
Nature’s law.

But the miracle of creation did not stop here in this isolated
speck of life launched on a lonely voyage to the Unknown. A
multitude of cells were bound together into a larger unit, not
through aggregauon, but through a marvellous quality of complex
mterrelanonslup maintaining a perfect co-ordination of functions.
This is the creative principle of unity, the divine mystery of
existence, that baffles all analysis. The larger co-operative units
could adequately pay for a greater freedom of self-expression,
and they began to form and develop in their bodies new organs
of power, new instruments of efficiency. This was the march of
evolution ever unfolding the potentialities of life.

But this evolution which continues on the physical plane has
its limited range. All exaggeration in that direction becomes a
burden that breaks the natural rhythm of life, and those creatures
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that encouraged their ambitious flesh to grow in dimensions have
nearly all perished of their cumbrous absurdity.

Before the chapter ended Man appeared and turned the course
of this evolution from an indefinite march of physical aggrandise-
ment 1o a freedom of a more subtle perfection. This has ma‘de
possible his progress to become unlimited, and has enabled him
to realize the boundless in his power. ;

The fire is lighted, the hammers are working, and for laborious
days and nights amidst dirt and discordance the musical instrument
s being made. We may accept this as a detached fact and follow
its evolution. But when the music is revealed, we know that ﬂ_le
whole thing is a part of the manifestation of music in spite of its
contradictory character, The process of evolution, which after
ages has reached man, must be realized in its unity with hims
though in him it assumes a new value and proceeds to a different
path. It is a continuous process that finds its meaning in Man; an‘d
we must acknowledge that the evolution which Science talks of is

that of Man’s universe. The leather binding and title-page are parts
of the 1_3001( itself; and this world that we perceive through our senses
e mind and life’s experience is profoundly one with ourselves-
. The divine principle of unity has ever been that of an inner
nterrelationship. This is revealed in some of its earliest Stages
i the evolution of multicellular life on this planet. The most
gege"t nward expression has been attained by man in his WD
alo y. But what is most important of all is the fact that man has
lio attained its realization in a more subtle body outside his
Ewssl‘l:al system. He misses himself when isolated; he ﬁl_lds his
i ulﬁcz::rl%lflraragd truer self in his wide human relationship. I'_hs
B e ody is born and it dies; his multi-personal humanity
ey tho o In this ideal of unity he realizes the eternal in his 1if¢
Subiecgveoigndlegs n his love. The unity becomes not a metf;
given to it zii ;La.u energizing truth. Whatever name may i
of this uni’ty . Whatever form it symbolizes, the consciousit
: 8 z 3 2
more perfect illuminal:'lcc’,r:l.e S R e

¢ have our eyes, which relate to us the vision of the PhYSical
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universe. We have also an inner faculty of our own which helps
us to find our relationship with the supreme self of man, the
universe of personality. This faculty is our Juminous imagination,
which in its higher stage is special to man. It offers us that vision
of wholeness which for the biological necessity of physical sur-
vival is superfluous; its purpose is to arouse in us the sense of
perfection which is our true sense of immortality. For perfection
dwells ideally in Man the Eternal, inspiring love for this ideal in
the individual, urging him more and more to realize it.

The development of intelligence and physical power is equally
necessary in animals and men for their purposes of living; but
what is unique in man is the development of his consciousness,
which gradually deepens and widens the realization of his im-
mortal being, the perfect, the eternal. It inspires those creations
of his that reveal the divinity in him—which is his humanity—in
the varied manifestations of truth, goodness and beauty, in the
freedom of activity which is not for his use but for his ultimate
expression. The individual man must exist for Man the great,
and must express him in disinterested works, in science and
philosophy, in literature and arts, in service and worship. This is
his religion, which is working in the heart of all his religions in
various names and forms. He knows and uses this world where it
is endless and thus attains greatness, but he realizes his own truth
where it is perfect and thus finds his fulfilment.

The idea of the humanity of our God, or the divinity of Man the
Eternal, is the main subject of this book. This thought of God has
not grown in my mind through any process of philosophical
reasoning. On the contrary, it has followed the current of my
temperament from early days until it suddenly flashed into my
consciousness with a direct vision. The experience which I have
described in one of the chapters which follow convinced me that
on the surface of our being we have the ever-changing phases of
the individual self, but in the depth there dwells the Eternal
Spirit of human unity beyond our direct knowledge. It very often
contradicts the trivialities of our daily life, and upsets the arrange-
ments made for securing our personal exclusiveness behind the
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walls of individual habits and superficial conventions. It inspires
In us works that are the expressions of a Universal Spirit; it
mvo_kes unexpectedly in the midst of a self-centred life a supreme
sacrifice. At its call, we hasten to dedicate our lives to the cause of
truth and_bea_ut}’; to unrewarded service of others, in spite of our
s gfiln the positive reality of the ideal values.

During the discussion of my own religious experience I express
ltpyﬁ?hef R first stage of my realization was through my
cet:3 EIOft}n.'Qmacy with Nature—not that Nature which has its
wimir?i information for our mind and physical relationship
mmfesmﬁvmg body, but that \'vhic_h satisfies our personality vylth
tion in thepn]ia?nit make our life rich and stimulate our imagina-
It is not thlzt ny °_f fol'msp colours, sounds and movemex}ts.
oS e world Whlf:h vanishes into abstract symbols behlr}d

estimony to Science, but that which lavishly displays its

wealth of reality to our 2 :
: €IS ['Llal
reaction upon human nanIJ):e. R g i o e

I menﬁon in cOmECﬁO

Songs which I have often N with my personal experience some

: heard from wandering village singerss
2:1:;&?“53 ;10 13 Popular sect of Bengal, called Bagls, who have no
songs t’he dig:ﬁ, Sc;lpmres, or ceremonials, who declare in their
love. Coming ﬁ:lyno Man, and express for him an intense feeling of
in obscurity, it g mmen who are unsophisticated, living a simplelife
For it Sugge;ts tg}llves US a clue to the inner meaning of all religions-
force, but rath at these religions are never about a God of cosmic
At’thc Sa:neeé;bo.m the God of human personality.
aspect of truth d:ait S be adm'itted that even the impersonal
Universe, But m ; With by Science belongs to the human
gOOdness’ IS m d:n o Sclence tell us that trut.h, unlike beautY and
eliefI')c;I;dem of our consciousness. They explain t0
lief, nav.rut truth is independent of the human mind is
s ral to man but at the same time inexplicable.
n be this, that ideal truth does pot
mind of man, but on the universal
¢ individual ? For to say that truth, as
umanity is really to contradict Science
only organize into rational concepts

‘Comprehends th
€Xists apan ﬁ-em h
cause Science cap

We see it,
1tself; be
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those facts which man can know and understand, and logic is a
machinery of thinking created by the mechanic man.

The table that I am using with all its varied meanings appears
as a table for man through his special organ of senses and his
special organ of thoughts. When scientifically analysed the same
table offers an enormously different appearance to him from that
given by his senses. The evidence of his physical senses and that
of his logic and his scientific instruments are both related to his
own power of comprehension; both are true and true for him. He
makes use of the table with full confidence for his physical pur-
poses, and with equal confidence makes intellectual use of it for
his scientific knowledge. But the knowledge is his who is a man.
If a particular man as an individual did not exist, the table would
exist all the same, but still as a thing that is related to the human
mind. The contradiction that there is between the table of our
sense perception and the table of our scientific knowledge has its
common centre of reconciliation in human personality.

The same thing holds true in the realm of idea. In the scientific
idea of the world there is no gap in the universal law of causality.
Whatever happens could never have happened otherwise. This is
a generalization which has been made possible by a quality of
logic which is possessed by the human mind. But this very mind
of Man has its immediate consciousness of will within him which
is aware of its freedom and ever struggles for it. Every day in most
of our behaviour,we acknowledge its truth; in fact, our conduct
finds its best value in its relation to its truth. Thus this has its
analogy in our daily behaviour with regard to a table. For what-
ever may be the conclusion that Science has unquestionably
proved about the table, we are amply rewarded when we deal with
it as a solid fact and never as a crowd of fluid elements that repre-
sent a certain kind of energy. We can also utilize this phenomenon
of the measurement. The space represeated by a needle when
magnified by the microscope may cause us no anxiety as to the
number of angels who could be accommodated on its point, or
camels that could walk through its eye. In a cinema-picture our
vision of time and space can be expanded or condensed merely
according to the different technique of the instrument. A seed
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carries packed in a minute receptacle a future which is enormous
in its contents both in time and space. The truth, which is Man,
has not emerged out of nothing at a certain point of time, even
though seemingly it might have been manifested then. But the
manifestation of Man has no end in itself—not even now. Neither
did it have its beginning in any particular time we ascribe to a7
The truth of Man is in the heart of eternity, the fact of it being
evolved through endless ages. If Man’s manifestation has round it
a background of millions of light-years, still it is his own back-
ground. He includes in himself the time, however long, that
carries the process of his becoming, and he is related for the very
truth of his existence to all things that surround him.
Relationship is the fundamental truth of this world of appearance:
Take, for instance, a piece of coal. When we pursue the faC_'E of it
to its ultimate composition, substance which seemingly 18 the
most stable element in it vanishes in centres of revolvi.ng_ forces:
These are the units, called the elements of carbon, which can
further be analysed into a certain number of protons and electrons:
Yet these electrical facts are what they are, not in their detachment
but in their interrelationship, and though possibly some day e
themselves may be further analysed, nevertheless the perv: B
truth of interrelation which is manifested in them will remain:
We do not know how these elements, as carbon, compose pices
of coal; all that we can say is that they build up that appcaranc‘z
through a unity of interrelationship, which amites them 29
merely in an individual piece of coal, but in a comradeship ©
Créative co-ordination with the entire physical universe. 1f-
Creation has been made possible through the continual 5¢
surrender of the unit to the universe. And the spiritual unive o
Mgn Is also ever claiming self-renunciation from the indwlduin
units. This spiritual process is not so easy as the physical 02€ e
the physical world, for the intelligence and will of the units ha
to be. tempered to those of the universal spirit. o ol
It is said in a verse of the Upanishad that this world which 8 27
movement is pervaded by one supreme unity, and therefore true €2

joyment can never be had through the satisfaction of gr eed, :}1;2

thr

ough the surrender of our individual self to the Univers
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There are thinkers who advocate the doctrine of the plurality
of worlds, which can only mean that there are worlds that are
absolutely unrelated to each other. Even if this were true it could
never be proved. For our universe is the sum total of what Man
feels, knows, imagines, reasons to be, and of whatever is knowable
to him now or in another time. It affects him differently in its
different aspects, in its beauty, its inevitable sequence of happen-
ings, its potentiality; and the world proves itself to him only in
its varied effects upon his senses, imagination and reasoning mind.

I do not imply that the final nature of the world depends upon
the comprehension of the individual person. Its reality is asso-
ciated with the universal human mind which comprehends all
time and all possibilities of realization. And this is why for the
accurate knowledge of things we depend upon Science, which
represents the rational mind of the universal Man, and not upon
that of the individual, who dwells in a limited range of space and
time and the immediate needs of life. And this is why there is such
a thing as progress in our civilization; for progress means that
there is an ideal perfection which the individual seeks to reach by
extending his limits in knowledge, power, love, enjoyment, thus
approaching the universal. The most distant star, whose faint
message touches the threshold of the most powerful telescopic
vision, has its sympathy with the understanding mind of man,
and therefore we can never cease to believe that we shall probe
further and further into the mystery of its nature. As we know the
truth of the stars we know the great comprehensive mind of man.

We must realize not only the reasoning mind, but also the
creative imagination, the love and wisdom that belong to the
Supreme Person, whose Spirit is over us all, love for whom com-
prehends love for all creatures and exceeds in depth and strength
all other loves, leading to difficult endeavours and martyrdoms that
have no other gain than the fulfilment of this love itself.

The Isha of our Upanishad, the Super Soul, which permeates
all moving things, is the God of this human universe whose mind
we share in all our true knowledge, love and service, and whom
to reveal in ourselves through renunciation of self is the highest
end of life.
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CHAPTER II

THE CREATIVE SPIRIT

ONce, during the improvisation of a story by a young child, I was
coaxed to take my

: part as the hero. The child imagined that I had
Peen shut in a dark room locked from the outside. She asked me,

at will you do for your freedom 2’ and I answered, ‘Shout for
help’. But, however d

ately, it would b un;s irable that might be if it succeeded imme}clli—
: 3 0 c Ol'tu.nat f in er
Imagination had ¢ for the story. And thus she

o on 1ad to clear the neighbourhood of all kinds of help that
$Y cn%fl?iug!n reach. T was compelled to think of some violent
ﬂ.:lgfoo kalﬁg through this Passive resistance; but for the sake Qf

™Y the door had 1o be made of steel. I found a key, but it

would not fit, and the child w. :
ki as d of
the story jumping over S S_oglsl-ghted at the development

Life’s story of evolutj . A .
of the doors of the élar?tn:itulﬁgl:;;n e viniichis the opening

manner. Difficulties w > S€ems to develop in the same

€re create
story had to discoyer further g betacs, R offer of an answwor the
adventure. For to ¢

ome 1o a5 bbstacles in order to carry on the
to come to the end of a]] th; X So_lutely satisfactory conclusion is
have nothing else to dq butg::)a:]:l?h tcase the great child would
The Spirit of Lif €r curtain leep.

living cell against thz t‘z‘;ia;lnger Chapter by int::cilu%iongas ;:iiﬁple
Inert. The triumph wag g, " POWerfu] challenge of the vast
sl s e Sh S S, v i et

> C > e -
still baffles our logic, 1€ Of her art i conxced dift

x O1ted i
This is the harmon an element which

” Y of Se]f_a di !
possible to analyse. She brough, JUsting s y 11
A ] o 3
and, by grouping themintg 5 selfg seo sether er?;)lt:nnslup u}:s
elaborated a larger unit, us "Mmerous cell uni

It wag not 4 mg Sphere of co-operation,

2 3gglomeration, The

*
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grouping had its caste system in the divi_sion of functions and yet an
intimate unity of kinship. The creative life summoned a larger army
of cells under her command and imparted into them, lf:‘t us say,
communal spirit that fought with all its might whenever its integrity
was menaced. ]
This was the tree which has its inner harmony and inner move-
ment of life in its beauty, its strength, its sublime dignity of en-
durance, its pilgrimage to the Unknown through the tiniest gates
of reincarnation. It was a sufficiently marvellous achievement to_be
a fit termination to the creative venture. But the creative genius
cannot stop exhausted; more windows have to be opened; and.she
went out of her accustomed way and brough:c another factor m&o
her work, that of locomotion. Risks of living were enhapc_:e %
offering opportunities to the daring resourcefulness of the Spirit 0
Life. For she seems to revel in occasions for a ﬁg'ht against thf: gla:ltl
Matter, which has rigidly prohibitory immigation laws against s
newcomers from Life’s shore. So the fish was .ﬁlrms!}edfm
appliances for moving in an element which offered its degsx:cy or han
obstacle. The air offered an even more difficult qbstacle in its lig : r;
ness; but the challenge was accepted, and t‘he bird was gifted \;;he
a marvellous pair of wings that negotiated with the su’ptle laws o o
air and found in it a better ally than the reliable soil of _the stable
earth. The Arctic snow set up its frigid sentinel; the tropical d;:;-eft
uttered in its scorching breath a gigantic ‘No’ against all ; t; 8
children. But those peremptory prohibitions were deﬁ_ed, 31}11 ﬂe
frontiers, though guarded by a death penalty, were triumphantly
crossed. \ S
This process of conquest could be described as progress ﬂcl) h
kingdom of life. It journeyed on through one success to another O)tr_
dealing with the laws of Nature through the help of the ‘mventm:il .
new instruments. This field of life’s onward mar":h is a ﬁeid 0f
ruthless competition. Because the material world is the wor go
quantity, where resources are limited and victory waits fo; t}tlﬁse Wth
have superior facility in their weapons, therefore success 1n the f}i .
or progress for one group often runs parallel to defeat in a?cl)l ler.
It appears that such scramble and fight for opportunities o1 tVIng

o i ialism
among numerous small combatants suggesfed at last an imperiali
B
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of big bulky flesh—a huge system of muscles and bones, thick o d
heavy coats of armour and enormous tails. The idea of such in-
decorous massiveness must have seemed natural to life’s prov:
dence; for the victory in the world of quantity might reasonably
appear to depend upon the bigness of dimension. But such gigantic
paraphernalia of defence and attack resulted in an utter defeab
the records of which every day are being dug up from the desert
sands and ancient mud flats, These represent the fragments that
strew the forgotten paths of a great retreat in the battle of existence:
For the heavy weight which these creatures carried was mainly
cpl:nposed of bones, hides, shells, teeth and claws that were non-
living, and therefore imposed its whole huge pressure upon life that
needed freedom and growth for the perfect expression of its OWZ

vital nature. The resources for living which the earth offered for her
children were recklessly spent by these megalomaniac monsters of
an immoderate appetite for the sake of maintaining a cumbersome
ssystem of fiead burdens that thwarted them in their true progress.

uch a losing game has now become obsolete. To the few stragglers

of that party, lik 2 ¢
allotted artfyﬁry s;at}llesrhmocems or the hippopotamus, has been

i i i to
their formidab, Pace on this e_afth, absurdly u:mdequate.
them look foﬂo:nitrength and magnitude of proportions, making

ness. These and tipathcti_c in the sublimity of their incongruous-

: Bt €Ir extinct f SN
failures in life’s exper; orerunners have been the bigge
dawn, the experi;}) eriments. And then, on some obscure dusk of
dxsarmamem prop

ent
0sal e\:;c:xf 1dl upon a completely new phase of 2
arena, bringing with :him o ttle lan made his appearance in the
unfathomably great. Pectations and suggestions that are
We must know tha:
: T the evolut
1ts progress towar ton process o £ L
inner value Whichdiss the revelation of its fruth ﬁgl quld has m.':ldc
time. When life camen OF L0the: extension in S—' at is to say somt
g . out ¥ L ac s
Into existence. Its elem s oo bring withp i duration 2y
the rocks and mineraﬁn%afe the same, o It any new materials
. Only ; > are =
cannot be measured ap, Y 1t evolyeq the materials for

d an a value j -
regard to mind and the Comc?lysed. hetas w0 them which
i iousness of gepp, v LUDE iS true with
a great meaning, the self-cxpression of « truy 2 2n¢ Fevelations of
|

D man thig truth
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has made its positive appearance, and is struggling to rnake.its
manifestation more and more clear. That which is eternal is realizing
itself in history through the obstructions of limits. .
The physiological process in the progress of Life’s evolution
seems to have reached its finality in man. We cannot think of any
noticeable addition or modification in our vital instruments which
we are likely to allow to persist. If any individual is born, by chance,
with an extra pair of eyes or ears, or some unexpected hmbs like
stowaways without passports, we are sure to do our best to eliminate
them from our bodily organization. Any new chance of a too 0}3v1-
ously physical variation is certain to meet with a determined
disapproval from man, the most powerful veto being expected from
his aesthetic nature, which peremptorily refuses to 'calculate
advantage when its majesty is offended by any sudden licence of
form. We all know that the back of our body has a wide .surface
practically unguarded. From the strategic point of View. th{s'ovexz-
sight is unfortunate, causing us annoyances and indignities, if
nothing worse, through unwelcome intrusions. And this could
reasonably justify in our minds regret for retrenchmentin the matter
of an original tail, whose memorial we are still made to carry 1
secret. But the least attempt at the rectification of the policy of
economy in this direction is indignantly resented. I st.roggly belfeve
that the idea of ghosts had its best chance with our timid imagina-
tion in our sensitive back—a field of dark ignorance; and yet it 1s too
late for me to hint that one of our eyes could profitably have been
spared for our burden-carrier back, so unjustly neglected and
haunted by undefined fears. 4
Thus, while all innovation is stubbornly opposed, there is every
sign of a comparative carelessness about the physiologmal_ efﬁC}eflCY
of the human body. Some of our organs are losing their original
vigour. The civilized life, within walled enclosures, has _natu:ally
caused in man a weakening of his power of sight and hearing alqng
with subtle sense of the distant. Because of our habit of taking
cooked food we give less employment to our teeth and a great deal
more to the dentist. Spoilt and pampered by clothes, our skin shows
lethargy in its function of adjustment to the atmospheric tem-
perature and in its power of quick recovery from hurts.
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mi'lh;;g::&nuous Life appears to.have paused at a crossing in her
ge S Aan came. It seems as if she became aware of wasteful-
e Ocralartll-lymgh on her experiments and adding to her inventions
e ¢ physical plane. It was proved in Life’s case that four
IR ¥'S twice as much as two. In living things it is necessary

P 1o the limit of the perfect unit within which the inter-

relationship must not be inordinately strained. The ambition that

seeks power in the au i
en i ion i
perfection which isiugm tation of dimension is doomed ; for that

the inner quali

st : ier quality of harmony becomes choked

binati;lxlllil;‘ng :;'aerwhelms itin a fury of extravagance. The com-

T o ggerated nose and arm that an elephant carries

e woulc?:it has its advantage, This may induce us to

sl ¢ ouble' t‘he advantage for the animal if its tail
ETOW 1nto an additional trunk, But the progress which

greedily allows Life’
Sy e’s field to be crowded with an excessive pro-

Life has its own na:unrtzl beeamcs 4 progress towards death. For
20t; and prond thythm which a multiplication table has
kills it at the en%mg-ress that rides roughshod over Life’s cadence
have already menu?;:ildencumb{ances that are unrhythmic. As I
of evolution, > such disasters did happen in the history

The moral ;
decency to kng\f:gvalf;:%:)cs:hapter is that if the tail does not have the
fatal to the body’s empire oP; the drag of this dependency becomes
over, : :
: eVOIm:meY progress on the physical plane inevitably

ore

tends to train yp ; :

pitssub i . 1

of the desert ang j 5 ":Cts 1nto specialists, The camel is a specialist

which specialirac : kwardintheswam.Thehi 0
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progress deals with materials that are physical and therefore
necessarily limited.

To rescue her own career from such a multiplying burden of the
dead and such constriction of specialization seems to have been the
object of the Spirit of Life at one particular stage. For it does not
take long to find out that an indefinite pursuit of quantity creates for
Life, which is essentially qualitative, complexities that lead to a
vicious circle. These primeval animals that produced an enormous
volume of flesh had to build a gigantic system of bones to carry the
burden. This required in its turn a long and substantial array of tails
to give it balance. Thus their bodies, being compelled to occupy a
vast area, exposed a very large surface, which had to be protected by
astrong, heavy and capacious armour. A progress which represented
a congress of dead materials required a parallel organization of
teeth and claws, or horns and hooves, which also were dead.

In its own manner one mechanical burden links itself to other
burdens of machines, and Life grows to be a carrier of the dead, a
mere platform for machinery, until it is crushed to death by its
interminable paradoxes. We are told that the greater part of atreeis
dead matter; the big stem, except for a thin covering, is lifeless. The
tree uses it as a prop in its ambition for a high position and the life-
less timber is the slave that carries on its back the magnitude of the
tree. But such a dependence upon a dead dependant has been
achieved by the tree at the cost of its real freedom. It had to seek the
stable alliance of the earth for the sharing of its burden, which it did
by the help of secret underground entanglements, making itself
permanently stationary.

But the form of life that seeks the great privilege of movement
must minimize its load of the dead and must realize that life’s
progress should be a perfect progress of the inner life itself and not
of materials and machinery; the non-living must not continue out-
growing the living, the armour deadening the skin, the armament
laming the arms.

At last, when the Spirit of Life found her form in Man, the effort
she had begun completed its cycle, and the truth of her mission
glimmered into suggestions which dimly pointed to some direction
~fmeaning across her own frontier. Before the end of this cycle was
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:‘i_atﬁhtegg Iﬂ the suggestions had been external. They were concerned
ok nglgf ;:rl}lha life’s apparatus, with the efficiency of the
il gt have exaggerated itselfinto an endless boredom
LAl r}) gress. It can be conceded that the eyes of the bee
e weg C:mul;lli}etrous facets may have some uncommon advantage
e SO e"ﬁ:i lmagine, or Fhe_glow—worm that carries an
e Pfg ucing light in its person may baffle our
o, thapt)rgei Vzr;shmn. Very ;zlfe.ly there are creatures having
o oy em sensibilities which we cannot have the
All such enhanced Sensory powers merely add to the mileage in

life’s j
Theylzgrg?;a? the same road lengthening an indefinite distance
s € Us over the border of physical exi '
€ same thing may be said efficic

L .
A Ga wmp Ss:; creaturc:-:s make us silent with amaze-
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however much variety of ln'ﬂ}e same physical direction, then
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ments are like ornam, clement of unuttered meaning, These 0r1,1a-
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: lel?aﬂgn, foran inner depth that is beyond
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without mischief or mistake in his conduct, but also without spirit
and initiative. It is the flawless perfection of rigid limits, a cousin
—possibly a distant cousin—of the inanimate.

Instead of allowing a full paradise of perfection to continue its
tame and timid rule of faultless regularity the Spirit of Life boldly
declared for a further freedom and decided to eat of the fruit of the
Tree of Knowledge. This time her struggle was not against the
Inert, but against the limitation of her own overburdened agents.
She fought against the tutelage of her prudent old prime minister,
the faithful instinct. She adopted a novel method of experiment,
promulgated new laws, and tried her hand at moulding Man through
a history which was immensely different from that which went
before. She took a bold step in throwing open her gates to a dan-
gerously explosive factor which she had cautiously introduced into
her council—the element of Mind. I should not say that it was
ever absent, but only that at a certain stage some curtain was
removed and its play was made evident, even like the dark heat
which in its glowing intensity reveals itself in a contradiction of
radiancy.

Essentially qualitative, like life itself, the Mind does not occupy
space. For that very reason it has no bounds in its mastery of space.
Also, like Life, Mind has its meaning in freedom, which it missed
in its earliest dealings with Life’s children. In the animal, though
the mind is allowed to come out of the immediate limits of liveli-
hood, its range is restricted, like the freedom of a child that might
run out of its réom but not out of the house; or, rather, like the
foreign ships to which only a certain port was opened in Japan in the
beginning of her contact with the West in fear of the danger that
might befall if the strangers had their uncontrolled opportunity of
communication. Mind also is a foreign element for Life; its laws
are different, its weapons powerful, its moods and manners most
alien.

Like Eve of the Semitic mythology, the Spirit of Life risked the
happiness of her placid seclusion to win her freedom. She listened
to the whisper of a tempter who promised her the right to a new
region of mystery, and was urged into a permanent alliance with the
stranger. Up to this point the interest oflife was the sole interest in
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her own kingdom, but another most powerfully parallel interest was
created with the advent of this adventurer Mind from an unknown
shore. Their interests clash, and complications of a serious nature
arise. I have already referred to some vital organs of Man that are
suffering from neglect. The only reason has been the diversion
created by the Mind interrupting the sole attention which Life’s
ful}cnons claimed in the halcyon days of her undisputed monarchy.
Itis no secret that Mind has the habit of asserting its own will for its
cxpression against Life’s will to live and enforcing sacrifices from
her. When lately some adventurers accepted the dangerous enter-
prise to climb Mount Everest, it was solely through the instigation
of the arch-rebel Mind. In this case Mind denied its treaty of co-
fipfﬂaﬂon Wz_th 1ts partner and ignored Life’s claim to help in her
L‘;}gi l;1;:’1::olfrznnf:ﬂmonal privileges of the ancient sovereignty of
Tt tE]:;nj ouFed by theirreverent Mind ; in fact, all through
Ay :th is alliance there are constant cases of interference
It er’s fuucn_ons, often with unpleasant and even fatal

- Sutinspite of this, or very often because of this antagonism,

the new current of Man’s evolution is brine; :
S olution is bringing a wealth to his har-
bourinfinitely be ke e
yond the dream of th
T L o ecreatures of monstrous flesh.

. an appeared in Life’s kingdom was in
ﬁ;ﬁ%ﬁ;"ﬁtbandd a challenge, the challenge of Jack to %he giant. He
of burdensom:- o t?e declaration of mistrust against the crowding
to the naked ma;:‘ﬂ%em“nts, of physical progress. His Mind spoke
of a heavy brigad ¢ar not’; and he stood alone facing the menace
cried out in di e-of formidable muscles, His own puny muscles
manner and Paae he had to invent for himself in a novel

In a new spirit of evolution. This at once gave him his
destiny of the animal to the aristocracy

W_orlfers which served him his further body, his outer organs—the

instinct possesses m; exterity and grace which Life’s technical
ght have changed his arm into a shooting
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medium in a perfect manner and with a beautiful form. In that case
our lyrical literature today would have sung in praise of its fascina-
tion, not only for a consummate skill in hunting victims, but also for
a similar mischief in a metaphorical sense. But even in the service of
lyrics it would show some limitation. For instance, the arms that
would specialize in shooting would be awkward in wielding a pen or
stringing a lute. But the great advantage in the latest method of
human evolution lies in the fact that Man’s additional new limbs,
such as bows and arrows, have become detached. They never tie his
arms to any exclusive advantage of efficiency.

The elephant’s trunk, the tiger’s paws, the claws of the mole,
have combined their best expressions in the human arms, which are
much weaker in their original capacity than those limbs I have men-
tioned. It would have been a hugely cumbersome practical joke if
the combination of animal limbs had had a simultaneous location in
the human organism through some overzeal in biological inventive-
ness.

The first great economy resulting from the new programme was
the relief of the physical burden, which means the maximum
efficiency with the minimum pressure of taxation upon the vital
resources of the body. Another mission of benefit was this, that it
absolved the Spirit of Life in Man’s case from the necessity of
specialization for the sake of limited success. This has encouraged
Man to dream of the possibility of combining in his single person the
fish, the bird and the fleet-footed animal that walks on land. Man
desired in his completeness to be the one great representative nf
multiform life, not through wearisome subjection to the haphazard
gropings of natural selection, but by the purposeful selection of
opportunities with the help of his reasoning mind. It enables the
schoolboy who is given a penknife on his birthday to have the
advantage over the tiger in the fact that it does not take him a
million years to obtain its possession, nor another million years for
its removal, when the instrument proves unnecessary or dangerous.

The human mind has compressed ages into a few years for the
acquisition of steel-made claws. The only cause of anxiety is that the
instrument and the temperament which uses it may not keep pace
in perfect harmony. In the tiger, the claws and the temperament



26 THE RELIGION OF MAN

which only a tiger should possess have had a synchronous
development, and in no single tiger is any maladjustment possible
between its nails and its tigerliness. But the human boy who grows
a claw in the form of a penknife may not at the same time develop
the proper temperament necessary for its use which only a man
ought to have. The new organs that today are being added as a
supplement to Man’s original vital stock are too quick and too
numerous for his inner nature to develop its own simultaneous con-
cordance with them, and thus we see everywhere innumerable
schoolboys in human society playing pranks with their own and
ottger people’s lives and welfare by means of newly acquired pen-
knives which have not had time to become humanized.

One thing, I am sure, must have been noticed—that the original
plo_t of ]:he drama is changed, and the mother Spirit of Life has
retired into the background, giving full prominence, in the third
act, to the Spirit of Man—though the dowager queen, from her
Inner apartment, still renders necessary help. It is the consciousness
in Man of hlS own creative personality which has ushered in this
new regime in Life’s kingdom. And from now onwards Man’s
attempts are directed fully to capture the government and make his
own Code of Legislation prevail without a break. We have seen in
India those who are called mystics, impatient of the continued
regency of mother Nature in their own body, winning for their will
bya concentration of inner forces the vital regions with which our
masterful mmds have no direct path of communication.

‘But the most important fact that has come intoprominence along
with the change of direction in our evolution, is the possession of a
Spirit wh_lch has its enormous capital with a surplus far in excess of
;ihe requirements of the biological animal in Man. Some over-

owing influence led us over the strict boundaries of living, and

¢ Man’s thoughts and dreams
}Dy inc . ) bitaly .
reation. In Life’s primitive paradise, where the mission was
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envious of one another, mutually suspicious, like dogs living upon
their master’s favour, showing their teeth, growling, barking, trying
to tear one another. This is what Science describes as the struggle
for existence. This beggars’ paradise lacked peace; I am sure the
suitors for special favour from fate lived in constant preparedness,
inventing and multiplying armaments.

But above the din and the clamour and scramble rises the voice of
the Angel of Surplus, of leisure, of detachment from the com-
pelling claim of physical need, saying to men, ‘Rejoice’. From his
original serfdom as a creature Man takes his right seat as a creator.
Whereas, before, his incessant appeal has been to get, now at last the
call comes to him to give. His God, whose help he was in the habit of
asking, now stands Himself at his door and asks for his offerings.
As an animal, he is still dependent upon Nature; as a Man, he is a
sovereign who builds his world and rules it.

And there, at this point, comes his religion, whereby he realizes
himself in the perspective of the infinite. There is a remarkable
verse in the Atharva Veda which says: ‘Righteousness, truth, great
endeavours, empire, religion, enterprise, heroism and prosperity,
the past and the future, dwell in the surpassing strength of the
surplus.’

What is purely physical has its limits like the shell of an egg; the
liberation is there in the atmosphere of the infinite, which is indefin-
able, invisible. Religion can have no meaning in the enclosure of
mere physical or material interest; it is in the surplus we carry
around our personality—the surplus which is like the atmosphere of
the earth, bringing to her a constant circulation of light and life and
delightfulness.

I have said in a poem of mine that when the child is detached from
its mother’s womb and it finds its mother in a real relationship whose
truth is in freedom. Man in his detachment has realized himselfin a
wider and deeper relationship with the universe. In his moral life
he has the sense of his obligation and his freedom at the same time,
and this is goodness. In his spiritual life his sense of the union and
the will which is free has its culmination in love. The freedom of

opportunity he wins for himself in Nature’s region by uniting his
power with Nature’s forces. The freedom-of social relationship he



28 THE RELIGION OF MAN

attains through owning responsibility to his community, thus gain-
ing its collective power for his own welfare. In the freedom of
conscicusness he realizes the sense of his unity with his larger
being, finding fulfilment in the dedicated life of an ever-progressive
truth and ever-active love.

The first detachment achieved by Man is physical. It represents
his freedom from the necessity of developing the power of his senses
and limbs in the limited area of his own physiology, having for
itself an unbounded background with an immense result in con-
sequence. Nature’s original intention was that Man should have
the allowance of his sight-power ample enough for his surroundings
and a little over, But to have to develop an astronomical telescope 00
our skull would cause a worse crisis of bankruptcy than it did to the
Mammoth whose densely foolish body indulged in an extravagance
of tusks. A snail carries its house on its back and therefore the
material, the shape and the weight have to be strictly limited to the
capacity of the body. But fortunately Man’s house need not grow o1
the foundation of his bones and occupy his flesh. Owing to this
detachment, his ambition knows no check to its daring in the
dimension and strength of his dwellings. Since his shelter docs 110t
depend upon his body, it survives him. This fact greatly affects the
man who builds a house, generating in his mind a sense of the eternal
in his creative work. And this background of the boundless surplus
of time encourages architecture, which seeks a universal value 0Ver-
coming the miserliness of the present need.

I have already mentioned a stage which Lifo reached when the
units of single cells formed themselves into larger units, eacd
consisting of a multitude, It was not merely an aggregation, but h.ah
a mysterious unity of interrelationship, complex in charactets wnt‘
differences within of forms and function. We can never know €0%
cretely what this relation means. There are gaps between the upiss
but they do not stop the binding force that permeates the
T]?ere is a future for the whole which is in its growth, butin©
bring this about each unit works and dies to make room for the nelji{t
worker. While the unit has the right to claim the glory of the iy e;
yet individually it cannot share the entire wealth that occupics
history yet to be complated.
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Of all creatures Man has reached that multicellular character in a
perfect manner, not only in his body but in his personality. For
centuries his evolution has been the evolution of a consciousness
that tries to be liberated from the bounds of individual separateness
and to comprehend in its relationship a wholeness which may be
named Man. This relationship, which has been dimly instinctive,
is ever struggling to be fully aware of itself. Physical evolution sought
for efficiency in a perfect communication with the physical world;
the evolution of Man’s consciousness sought for truth in a perfect
harmony with the world of personality.

There are those who will say that the idea of humanity is an
abstraction, subjective in character. It must be confessed that the
concrete objectiveness of this living truth cannot be proved to its
own units. They can never see its entireness from outside; for they
are one with it. The individual cells of our body have their separate
lives; but they never have the opportunity of observing the body
as a whole with its past, present and future. If these cells have the
power of reasoning (which they may have for aught we know) they
have the right to argue that the idea of the body has no objective
foundation in fact, and though there is a mysterious sense of
attraction and mutual influence running through them, these are
nothing positively real; the sole reality which is provable is in the
isolation of these cells made by gaps that can never be crossed or
bridged.

We know something about a system of explosive atoms whirling
separately in a space which is immense compared to their own
dimension. Yet we do not know why they should appear to us a
solid piece of radiant mineral. And if there is an onlooker who at
one glance can have the view of the immense time and space occu-
pied by innumerable human individuals engaged in evolving a
common history, the positive truth of their solidarity will be
concretely evident to him and not the negative fact of their
separateness.

The reality of a piece of iron is not provable if we take the evidence
of the atom; the only proofis that I see it as a bit of iron, and that it
has certain reactions upon my consciousness. Any being from, say,
Orion, who has the sight to see the atoms.and not the iron, has the
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right to ) t!lat we human beings suffer from an age-long epidemic
of hallucination. We need not quarrel with him but go on using the
lron as it appears to us. Seers there have been who have said
Vedahametanr’, ‘I see’, and lived a life according to that vision. And
though our own sight may be blind we have ever bowed our head

to them in reverence,
h However, whatever name our logic may give to the truth of
uman unity, the fact can never be ignored that we have our
g‘e%‘g?;t delight when we realize ourselves in others, and this is the
s ;LOE love. This love gives us the testimony of the great
immense ﬂcldrs }tlh ¢ complete and final truth of man. It offers us the
s S f:; erewe can have our release from the sole monarchy
from tlble ;{0 e growling voice, snarling teeth and tearing claws,
cruel e Omc;n.ance of the hr{uted material means, the source of
human sglﬁ? ;)gnoble deception, where the largest wealth of the
through disias e Pl'Oducec} through sympathy and co-operation;
limit and jsngz:;m_d pursuit pf knowledge that recognizes no
strenuous cyltj g Of. all time-honoured taboos; through a
distinction of ¢ xiatmn o intelligence for service that knows no
boundless realgnour and clime. The Spirit of Love, dwelling in the
from the illysg ]gf the surplus, emancipates our consciousness
1o spread its iury ‘onq °f_the Separateness of self; it is ever trylng
Civilizatio tmination in the human world. This is the spirit of
m, which in all its best endeavour invokes our supreme

Being for the op] :
that of righteousn);s]:?nd ot unity that leads s to truth, namely;
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CHAPTER III

THE SURPLUS IN MAN

THERE are certain verses from the Atharva Veda in which the
noet discusses his idea of Man, indicating some transcendental
meaning that can be translated as follows:

‘Who was it that imparted form to man, gave him majesty, move-
ment, manifestation and character, inspired him with wisdom,
music and dancing ? When his body was raised upwards he found
also the oblique sides and all other directions in him—he who is
the Person, the citadel of the infinite being.’

Tasmdd vai vidvan purushamidan brahméti manyaté.
‘And therefore the wise man knoweth this person as Brahma.’

Sanatanam énam ahur utddya syat punarnavah.
‘Ancient they call him, and yet he is renewed even now today.’

In the very beginning of his career Man asserted in his bodily
structure his first®proclamation of freedom against the established
rule of Nature. At a certain bend in the path of evolution he
refused to remain a four-footed creature, and the position which
he made his body to assume carried with it a permanent gesture
of insubordination. For there could be no question that it was
Nature’s own plan to provide all land-walking mammals with
two pairs of legs, evenly distributed along their lengthy trunk
heavily weighted with a head at the end. This was the amicable
compromise made with the earth when threatened by its conser-
vative downward force, which extorts taxes for all movements.
The fact that man gave up such an obviously sensible arrangement
proves his inborn mania for repeated reforms of constitution, for
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pelting amendments at every resolution proposed by Providence.

fI.f we found a four-legged table stalking about upright upon two

0. 1ts stumps, the. remaining two foolishly dangling by its sides,

we should bfa afraid that it was either a nightmare or some super-

pcrmal caprice of that piece of furniture, indulging in a practical
joke upon the carpenter’s idea of fitness. The like absurd behaviour
of Man § anatomy encourages us to guess that he was born under
the mﬂ_uence of some comet of contradiction, that forces its
€ccentric path against orbits regulated by Nature. And it is signifi-
cant that Man should persist in his foolhardiness, in spite of the
penalty he pays for opposing the orthodox rule of animal locomo-
tion. He reduces by half the help of an easy balance of his muscles.
He is ready to pass his infancy tottering through perilous experi-
ments in making progress upon insufficient support, and followed
all through his life by liability to sudden downfalls resulting in
tragic or ludicrous consequences from which law-abiding quad-
rupeds are free. This was his great venture, the relinquishment of 2
secure position of his limbs, which he could comfortably have
retained in return for humbly salaaming the all-powerful dust at
every step.

This capacity to stand erect has given our body its freedo
posture, making it easy for us to turn on all sides and realize OUr
selves at the centre of things. Physically, it symbolizes the fact that
while animals have for their progress the prolongation of 2 namey
line Man has the enlargement of a circle, As a centre he finds his
meaning in a wide perspective, and realizes hingself in the mag”
tude of his circumference.

As one freedom leads to another, Man’s eyesight also founc 2
wider scope. I do not mean any enhancement of its physical pPOWer>
which in many predatory animals has a better power of adjustment
to light. But from the higher vantage of our physical watch-tower
we h.'_ive gained our view, which is not merely information about the
location of things but their interrelation and their unity-

But the best means of the expression of his physical freedom
gained by Man in his vertical position is through the emancipation
of his hands. In our bodily organization these have attained Ll
highest dignity for their skill, their grace, their useful activities;

m of
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as well as for those that are above all uses. They are the most
detached of all our limbs. Once they had their menial vocation as
our carriers, but raised from their position as shudras,! they at
once attained responsible status as our helpers. When instead of
keeping them underneath us we offered them their place at our
side, they revealed capacities that helped us to cross the boundaries
of animal nature.

This freedom of view and freedom of action have been accom-
panied by an analogous mental freedom in Man through his
imagination, which is the most distinctly human of all our faculties.
It is there to help a creature who has been left unfinished by
his designer, undraped, undecorated, unarmoured and without
weapons, and, what is worse, ridden by a Mind whose energies for
the most part are not tamed and tempered into some difficult
ideal of completeness upon a background which is bare. Like all
artists he has the freedom to make mistakes, to launch into des-
perate adventures contradicting and torturing his psychology or
physiological normality. This freedom is a divine gift, lent to the
mortals who are untutored and undisciplined; and therefore the
path of their creative progress is strewn with debris of devastation,
and stages of their perfection haunted by apparitions of startling
deformities. But, all the same, the very training of creation ever
makes clear an aim which cannot be in any isolated freak of an
individual mind or in that which is only limited to the strictly
necessary.

Just as our eyesight enables us to include the individual fact of
ourselves in the surrounding view, our imagination makes us
intensely conscious of a life we must live which transcends the
individual life and contradicts the biological meaning of the instinct
of self-preservation. It works at the surplus, and extending beyond
the reservation plots of our daily life, builds there the guest
chambers of priceless value to offer hospitality to the world-spirit
of Man. We have such an honoured right to be the host when our
spirit is a free spirit not chained to the animal self. For free spirit is
godly and alone can claim kinship with God.

Every true freedom that we may attain in any direction broadens

o
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matp of, Self’real}z_atmn, which is in superseding the self. The
Nat u:égmau\];e repetition of life‘ within a safe restriction imposed by
may be good for the animal, but never for Man, who has the

l'esg:)lgszbmty to outlive his life in order to live in truth.
St ggesﬁi;ﬁ:dofl In its process of creation gives rise to perpetual
freedom is foo pUlicHing fu}'thel'_ than its obvious purpose. For
not to kee t;ﬁxpyessmg the infinite; it imposes limits in its works,
again and% €m In permanence but to break them over and over
X hist’o n ofo reveal the endless' in unending surprises. This implies
continual ch(:ilnStam Tegeneration, a series of fresh beginnings and
perfect harm €nges to the old in order to reach a more and more

Our civﬂizon-y with some fundamental ideal of truth.
runs th:oughzt}lgon’ In the constant struggle for a great Further,
always begins itrupt chapters of spasmodic divergences. It nearly
e broticr § NeW ventures with a cataclysm; for its changes
Pperiods of ﬂow:fasml ct.langes of ideas gliding through varied
Provoking rey ls q.nd fruit. '_They are surprises lying in ambuscade
olutionary adjustments, They are changes in the

dynasty of living j ;
their dominiol::g 1deals—the ideals that are active in consolidating
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mind an image of his truth according to an idea which he believes
to be universal, and is sure that any expression given to it will persist
through all time. This is a mentality absolutely superfluous for
biological existence. It represents his struggle for a life which
is not limited to his body. For our physical life has its thread of
unity in the memory of the past, whereas this ideal life dwells in
the prospective memory of the future. In the records of past civiliza-
tions, unearthed from the closed records of dust, we find pathetic
efforts to make their memories uninterrupted through the ages,
like the effort of a child who sets adrift on a paper boat his dream
of reaching the distant unknown. But why is this desire? Only
because we feel instinctively that in our ideal life we must touch
all men and all times through the manifestation of a truth which is
eternal and universal. And in order to give expression to it materials
are gathered that are excellent and a manner of execution that
has a permanent value. For we mortals must offer homage to the
Man of the everlasting life. In order to do so, we are expected
to pay a great deal more than we need for mere living, and in the
attempt we often exhaust our very means of livelihood, and even
life itself.

The ideal picture which a savage imagines of himself requires
glaring paints and gorgeous fineries, a rowdiness in ornaments
and even grotesque deformities of overwrought extravagance.
He tries to sublimate his individual self into a manifestation which
he believes to have the majesty of the ideal Man. He is not satisfied
with what he is in his natural limitations; he irresistibly feels
something beyond the evident fact of himself which only could
give him worth. It is the principle of power, which, according
to his present mental stage, is the meaning of the universal reality
whereto he belongs, and it is his pious duty to give expression to
it even at the cost of his happiness. In fact, through it he becomes
one with his God, for him his God is nothing greater than power.
The savage takes immense trouble, and often suffers tortures, in
order to offer in himself a representation of power in conspicuous
colours and distorted shapes, in acts of relentless cruelty and
intemperate bravado of self-indulgence. Such an appearance
of rude grandiosity evokes a loyal reverence in the members of
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manifestation in science, philosophy and the arts, in social ethics,
in all things that carry their ultimate value in themselves. These
are truly spiritual and they should all be consciously co-ordinated
in one great religion of Man, representing his ceaseless endeavour
to reach the perfect in great thoughts and deeds and dreams in
immortal symbols of art, revealing his aspiration for rising in dignity
of being.

I had the occasion to visit the ruins of ancient Rome, the relics
of human yearning towards the immense, the sight of which
teases our mind out of thought. Does it not prove that in the
vision of a great Roman Empire the creative imagination of the
people rejoiced in the revelation of its transcendental humanity ?
It was the idea of an Empire which was not merely for opening
an outlet to the pent-up pressure of over-population, or widening
its field of commercial profit, but which existed as a concrete
representation of the majesty of Roman personality, the soul of the
people dreaming of a world-wide creation of its own for a fit
habitation of the Ideal Man, It was Rome’s titanic endeavour to
answer the eternal question as to what Man truly was, as Man.
And any answer given in earnest falls within the realm of religion,
whatever may be its character; and this answer, in its truth,
belongs not only to any particular people but to us all. It may be
that Rome did not give the most perfect answer possible when she
fought for her place as a world-builder of human history, but she
revealed the marvellous vigour of the indomitable human spirit
which could say, ‘Bhumaiva sukham’, ‘Greatness is happiness
itself’. Her Empire has been sundered and shattered, but her faith
in the sublimity of man still persists in one of the vast strata of
human geology. And this faith was the true spirit of her religion,
which had been dim in the tradition of her formal theology, merely
supplying her with an emotional pastime and not with spiritual
inspiration. In fact this theology fell far below her personality,
and for that reason it went against her religion, whose mission was
to reveal her humanity on the background of the eternal. Let us
seek the religion of this and other people not in their gods but in

Man, who dreamed of his own infinity and majestically worked
for all time, defying danger and death. °
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. Smc_e thf? dim nebula of consciousness in Life’s world became
_mtenm_ﬁed 1nto a centre of self in Man, his history began to unfold
1ts rapid chapters; for it is the history of his strenuous answers in
various forms to the question rising from this conscious self of his,

What am I ?* Man is not happy or contented as the animals are;
for his happiness and his peace depend upon the truth of his answer.
The animal attains his success in a physical sufficiency that satis-
fies his nature. When a crocodile finds no obstruction in behaving
like an orthodox crocodile he grins and grows and has no cause t
complain. It is a truism to say that Man also must behave like a man
in order to find his truth. But he is sorely puzzled and asks 11
bewilderment: “What is it to be like a man ? What am I ?* It is 0ot
left to the tiger to discover what is his own nature as a tiger, no% .for
the matter of that, to choose a special colour for his coat according
to his taste, .

But Man has taken centuries to discuss the question of his 0W2
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arbitrary injunction that refuses to be confirmed by the tribunal
of the human conscience. And great religions are the outcome of
great revolutions in this direction causing fundamental changes
of our attitude. These religions invariably made their appearance
as a protest against the earlier creeds which had been unhuman,
where ritualistic observances had become more important and
outer compulsions more imperious. These creeds were, as I have
said before, cults of power; they had their value for us, not helping
us to become perfect through truth, but to grow formidable through
possessions and magic control of the deity.

But possibly I am doing injustice to our ancestors. It is more
likely that they worshipped power not merely because of its utility,
but because they, in their way, recognized it as truth with which
their own power had its communication and in which it found
its fulfilment. They must have naturally felt that this power was
the power of will behind nature, and not some impersonal insanity
that unaccountably always stumbled upon correct results. For it
would have been the greatest depth of imbecility on their part had
they brought their homage to an abstraction, mindless, heartless
and purposeless; in fact, infinitely below them in its manifestation.
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peoples and not merely with that of one’s own. This helps us to
understand what Buddha has described as Brahmavihara, ‘living
in the infinite’. He says:

‘Do not deceive each other, do not despise anybody anywhere,
never in anger wish anyone to suffer through your body, words
or thoughts. Like a mother maintaining her only son with her own
life, keep thy immeasurable loving thought for all creatures.

‘Above thee, below thee, on all sides of thee, keep on all the
world thy sympathy and immeasurable loving thought which is
without obstruction, without any wish to injure, without enmity.

“To be dwelling in such contemplation while standing, walking,
sitting or lying down, until sleep overcomes thee, is called living
in Brahma.’

This proves that Buddha’s idea of the infinite was not the idea
of a spirit of an unbounded cosmic activity, but the infinite whose
meaning is in the positive ideal of goodness and love, which
cannot be otherwise than human. By being charitable, good and
loving, you do not realize the infinite in the stars or rocks, but the
infinite revealed in Man. Buddha’s teaching speaks of Nirvana
as the highest end. To understand its real character we have to
know the path of its attainment, which is not merely through the
negation of evil thoughts and deeds but through the elimination
of all limits to love. It must mean the sublimation of self in a
truth which is love itself, which unites in its bosom all those to
whom we must offer our sympathy and service.

When somebody asked Buddha about the original cause of
existence he sternly said that such questioning was futile and
irrelevant. Did he not mean that it went beyond the human sphere
as our goal—that though such a question might legitimately be
asked in the region of cosmic philosophy or science, it had nothing
to do with man’s dharma, man’s inner nature, in which love finds
its utter fulfilment, in which all his sacrifice ends in an eternal
gain, in which the putting out of the lamplight is no loss because
there is the all-pervading light of the sun? And did those who
listened to the great teacher merely hear his words and understand
his doctrines ? No, they directly felt in him what he was preaching,
in the living language of his own person, the ultimate truth of Man.
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Therefore the gap is dangerously concealed under the glittering
quicksand of things, which by their own weight cause a sudden
subsidence while we are in the depths of sleep.

The real tragedy, however, does not lie in the risk of our
material security but in the obscuration of Man himself in the
human world. In the creative activities of his soul Man realizes
his surroundings as his larger self, instinct with his own life and
iove. But in his ambition he deforms and defiles it with the callous
handling of his voracity. His world of utility, assuming a gigantic
proportion, reacts upon his inner nature and hypnotically suggests
to him a scheme of the universe which is an abstract system. In
such a world there can be no question of mukti, the freedom in
truth, because it is a solidly solitary fact, a cage with no sky
beyond it. In all appearance our world is a closed world of hard
facts; it is like a seed with its tough cover. But within this en-
closure is working our silent cry of life for mukti, even when its
possibility is darkly silent. When some huge overgrown temptation
tramples into stillness this living aspiration then does civilization
die like a seed that has lost its urging for germination. And this
mukti is in the truth that dwells in the ideal man.
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epic Mahabharata associated with the name of Krishna and the
teachings of Bhagavadgita. ) )

The most important of all outstanding facts of Iranian history
is the religious reform brought about by Zarathustra. There can
be hardly any question that he was the first man we lgcncuw who
gave a definitely moral character and direction to religion and at
the same time preached the doctrine of monotheism which offered
an eternal foundation of reality to goodness as an ideal of perfec-
tion. All religions of the primitive type try to keep men bound
with regulations of external observances. Zarathustra was the
greatest of all the pioneer prophets who showed the path of
freedom to man, the freedom of moral choice, the freedom from
the blind obedience to unmeaning injunctions, ﬂ.'le freedom from
the multiplicity of shrines which draw our worship away from the
single-minded chastity of devotion.

To most of us it sounds like a truism today when we are told
that the moral goodness of a deed comes from the goodness of
intention. But it is a truth which once came to Man like a revela-
tion of light in the darkness and it has not yet reached all the
obscure corners of humanity. We still see a:round us men u.rho
fearfully follow, hoping thereby to gain merit, the path of blind
formalism, which has no living moral source in the mind. This will
make us understand the greatness of Zaraﬂlustra._Though surroun-

ded by believers in magical rites, he proclaimed in t‘hos_e dark days
of unreason that religion has its truth in its moral significance, not
in external practices of imaginary value; that its value is in uphold-
ing man in his life of good thoughts, good W(_:nrds 'a:%d goos decds.d
“The prophet,’ says Dr Geiger, ‘qualifies his religion as unhear
of words” (Yasna 31. 1) or as a “mystery”’ (Y. 48. 3.) bgcause he
himself regards it as a religion quite distinct from th; belief of the
people hitherto. The revelation he announces is to him no longer
a matter of sentiment, no longer a merely undefined p.resentlment
and conception of the Godhead, but a matter of 1_ntellect, of
spiritual perception and knowledge. This is of great importance,
for there are probably not many religions of so high antiquity 1n
which this fundamental doctrine, that religion is a knowledge or
learning, a science of what is true, is so precisely declared as in the
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i he
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" This quotation, and those that follow, arg from the tr
- J. Irani,
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‘Verily I believed Thee, O Ahura Mazda, to be the Supreme
Be'nevolent Providence, when Sraosha came to me with the Good
Mind, when first T received and became wise with your words.
And though the task be difficult, though woe may come to me, I

shall proclaim to all mankind Th i
T iy ¥ message, which Thou declarest

He prays to Mazda:

fg;m:nr ﬁingln? tell me tr I}IY= 0 A_hu.ra, the religion that is best
prosper in all 1; thf-‘ religion, Whlf:h based on truth, should
A that 1s ours, the religion which establishes our

0 1n order and justice by the Divine songs of Perfect Piety,

which has for its intelligent desi : .
O Mazda.’ Yasna g4, 1 g. esire of desires, the desire for Thee,

With the undoubted ass
: AL urance and hope of
direct vision of Truth he speaks to the I\)veoﬁdzo P

teacher destroy this world f¢ -
. Or a second tim i
mute, his creed exposed.’ Yasna 45.nI. s s thpvengs

I think § sy
reﬁg%k ltuctin bg said without doubt that such a high conception of
of convgcdoflrih 0 such a clear note of affirmatibn with a sure note
iy At 1t 1s a truth of the ultimate ideal of perfection
dom, is umq;ergeiidlfio all humanity, even at the cost of martyr-
femote davn of civilzation, > | " "eligion belonging to such a
h ; ;
Pﬂsiaieal‘:zs a ume when, along with other Aryan peoples, the
favour was no?grsiljn pped the elemental gods of Nature, whose
0 be won by any mora] duty performed or service

of l9ve. That in fact was th
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indicated worlds of inner good, infinitely more precious than material
gain. Its voice was not strong at first nor was it heeded by the
majority of the people; but its influences, like the life within the
seed, were silently working,

Then comes the great prophet; and in his life and mind the
hidden fire of truth suddenly bursts out into flame. The best in
the people works for long obscure ages in hints and whispers till it
finds its voice which can never again be silenced. For that voice
becomes the voice of Man, no longer confined to a particular time
or people. It works across intervals of silence and oblivion,
depression and defeat, and comes out again with its conquering
call. It is a call to the fighter, the fighter against untruth, against
all that lures away man’s spirit from its high mission of freedom
into the meshes of materialism.

Zarathustra’s voice is still a living voice, not alone a matter of
academic interest for historical scholars who deal with the facts
of the past; nor merely the guide of a small community of men in
the daily details of their life. Rather, of all teachers Zarathustra
was the first who addressed his words to all humanity, regardless
of distance of space or time. He was not like a cave-dweller who,
by some chance of friction, had lighted a lamp and, fearing lest
it could not be shared with all, secured it with a miser’s care for
his own domestic use. But he was the watcher in the night, who
stood on the lonely peak facing the East and broke out singing the
p=ans of light to the sleeping world when the sun came out on the
brim of the horizon. The Sun of Truth is for all, he declared—its
light is to unite the far and the near. Such a message always arouses
the antagonism of those whose habits have become nocturnal,
whose vested interest is in the darkness. And there was a bitter
fight in the lifetime of the prophet between his followers and the
others, who were addicted to the ceremonies that had tradition
on their side, and not truth.

We are told that “Zarathustra was descended from a kingly
family’, and also that the first converts to his doctrine were of the
ruling caste. But the priesthood, ‘the Kavis and the Karapans,
often succeeded in bringing the rulers over to their side’. So we find
that, in this fight, the princes of the land divided themselves into
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two opposite parties, as we find in India in the Kurukshetra War.

It has been a matter of supreme satisfaction to me to realize
that the purification of faith which was the mission of the great
tt_tac.:hers in both communities, in Persia and in India, followed a
similar 1i1.1e. We have already seen how Zarathustra spiritualized
tl‘ze meaning of sacrifice, which in former days consisted in external
titualism entailing bloodshed, The same thing we find in the Gita,
in which the meaning of the word Yajna has been translated into
a higher significance than it had in its crude form.

According to the Gita, the deeds that are done solely for the
sake of self fetter our soul; the disinterested action, performed
for the sake of the giving up of self, is the true sacrifice. For
Creation itself comes of the self-sacrifice of Brahma, which has no
othf:r purpose; and therefore, in our performance of the duty
which Is self-sacrificing, we realize the spirit of Brahma.

The ideal of Zoroastrian Persia is distinctly ethical. It sends its
call to men to work together with the Eternal Spirit of Good in
spreadmg and maintaining Kshathra, the kingdom of righteous-
ness, agamst all attacks of evil. This jdeal gives us our place as
collaborators with God in distributing his blessings over the world.

‘Clear is this to the man of wisdom as to the man who carefully
thinks;

The active heroic aspect of this religion refle
the people themselves, who later on spread con,
and built up great empires by the might of
accepted this world in all seriousness, They h

cts the character of
quests far and wide
their sword, They
ad their zest in life
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and confidence in their own strength. They belonged to the western
half of Asia and their great influence travelled through the neigh-
bouring civilization of Judza towards the Western Continent.
Their ideal was the ideal of the fighter. By force of will and
deeds of sacrifice they were to conquer kaurvatat—welfare in this
world, and ameratat—immortality in the other. This is the best
ideal in the West, the great truth of fight. For paradise has to be
gained through conquest. That sacred task is for the heroes, who
are to take the right side in the battle, and the right weapons.
There was a heroic period in Indian history, when this holy
spirit of fight was invoked by the greatest poet of the Sanskrit
literature. It is not to be wondered at that his ideal of fight was
similar to the ideal that Zarathustra preached. The problem with
which his poem starts is that paradise has to be rescued by the
hero from its invasion by evil beings. This is the eternal problem
of man. The evil spirit is exultant and paradise is lost when Sati
the spirit of Sat (Reality), is disunited from S7wa, the Spirit of
Goodness. The Real and the Good must meet in wedlock if the
hero is to take his birth in order to save all that is true and beauti-
ful. When the union was attempted through the agency of passion,
the anger of God was aroused and the result was a tragedy of
disappointment. At last, by purification through penance, the
wedding was effected, the hero was born who fought against the
forces of evil and paradise was regained. This is a poem of the
ideal of the moral fight, whose first great prophet was Zarathustra.
We must admit that this idea has taken a stronger hold upon
the life of man in the West than in India—the West, where the
vigour of life receives its fullest support from Nature and the
excess of energy finds its delight in ceaseless activities. But every-
where in the world, the unrealized ideal is a force of disaster.
It gathers its strength in secret even in the heart of prosperity,
kills the soul first and then drives men to their utter ruin. When
the aggressive activity of will, which naturally accompanies
physical vigour, fails to accept the responsibility of its ideal,
it breeds unappeasable greed for material gain, leads to unmean-
ing slavery of things, till amidst a raging conflagration of
clashing interests the tower of ambition topples down to the dust.
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And for thi§, the prophetic voice of Zarathustra reminds us that
all human activities must have an ideal goal, which is an end to
itself, and therefore is peace, is immortality. It is the House of

Songs, the realization of love, which comes through strenuous
service of goodness.

‘All the jogfs of life which Thou holdest, O Mazda, the joys that
were, the joys that are, and the joys that shall be, Thou dost
apportion all in Thy love for us.

We, on _the other hand, in the tropical East, who have no surplus
of physical energy inevitably overflowing in outer activities, also
have our own ideal given to us. Our course is not so much through
the constant readiness to fight in the battle of the good and evil,
as through the inner concentration of mind, through pacifying the
turbulence of desire, to reach that serenity of the infinite in our
being }?Vhld!l leads to the harmony in the all. Here, likewise, the
um:eah‘zed ideal pursues us with its malediction. As the activities
of a vigorous vitality may become unmeaning, and thereupon
smother the soul with a mere multiplicity of material, so the peace
of the extinguished desire may become the peace of death; and the
::I;Ilizrre::gfe’ a:;ls 'whmh we would dwell, become a world of in-
i ;[‘nlie fr‘xegam{e process of curbing desire and controlling passion
2 Y Ior saving our energy from dissipation and directing it into

s proper channel. If the path of the channel we have chosen runs

within i ;
ulterioWa.rds, 1‘1::1 also must have its expression in action, not for any
r reward, but for the proving of its own truth. If the test

of action is removed, if iZat
s 1T our realiza G
then it may become like travelling in 4 o F L SUDjective;

lling in a desert i ; i
round and round the same ¢ Jrmed in the m_ght, going
are following the straight P;I:rhci? ;T:?pg;?éng all the while that we

This is why the prophet of the Gita in the first place says:
“Whoso forsakes all desires and goeth OnWaT

selfless and without egoism, he goeth 1o o ds free from yearnings,

eace,’
But he does not stop here, he adds:
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‘Surrendering all actions to me, with Thy thoughts resting on the
Supreme Self, from hope and egoism freed, and of mental fever
cured, engage in battle.’

Action there must be, fight we must have—not the fight of passion
and desire, of arrogant self-assertion, but of duty done in the
presence of the Eternal, the disinterested fight of the serene soul
that helps us in our union with the Supreme Being.

In this, the teaching of Zarathustra, his sacred gospel of fight
finds its unity. The end of the fight he preaches is in the House of
Songs, in the symphony of spiritual union. He sings:

“Ye, who wish to be allied to the Good Mind, to be friend with
Truth, Ye who desire to sustain the Holy Cause, down with all
anger and violence, away with all ill-will and strife! Such ben-
evolent men, O Mazda, I shall take to the House of Songs!’

The detailed facts of history, which are the battleground of the
learned, are not my province. I am a singer myself, and I am ever
attracted by the strains that come forth from the House of Songs.
When the streams of ideals that flow from the East and from the
West mingle their murmur in some profound harmony of meaning
it delights my soul.

In the realm of material property men are jealously proud of their
possessions and their exclusive rights. Unfortunately there are
quarrelsome men who bring that pride of acquisition, the worldiness
of sectarianism, even into the region of spiritual truth. Would it be
sane, if the man in China should lay claim to the ownership of the
sun because he can prove the earlier sunrise in his own country ?

For myself, I feel proud whenever I find that the best in the world
have their fundamental agreement. It is their function to unite and
to dissuade the small from bristling-up, like prickly shrubs, in the
pride of the minute points of their differences, only to hurt one
another.



CHAPTER VI

THE VISION

I HOPE that my readers have understood, as they have read these
pages, that I am neither a scholar nor a philosopher. They should
Dot expect from me fruits gathered from a wide field of studies or
lxz:alth brought by a mind trained in the difficult exploration of
knowledge. Fortunately for me the subject of religion gains in
gltlt;rest.aqd value by the experience of the individuals who earnestly
ot? evzlzi}n 1ts truth. This is my apology for offering a part of the story

my life which has always realized its religion through a process of
gr(ln\‘grth and not by the help of inheritance or importation.
e bi?;ﬁadsar made f¥he entire geography of the earth his own, ignoring
o ies o chmate. ; for, unlike the lion and the reindeer, he
s © Power to create his special skin and temperature, including
ix]huJ:_\scrupulous power of borrowing the skins of the indigenous

ajtntapts and misappropriating their fats,

el-:.;s kmgdogn is also continually extending in time through a
%;ens sgpi}.'ils u} his power of memory, to which is linked his im-
e c IdtyI?I borrowing the treasure of the past from all quarters
s ﬁ;:r - He dwells in a universe of history, in an environment
o mulu‘lg)l;lcsa ﬁ;r;e(x;birtzx;ce. The animal occupies time only through
of his mind, raised along ﬁ;ﬁ;ﬁt ol ehthe semarnily
dousness of his knowledge and wisdo

into and drawing sap from the far- mis due to theirroots spreading

reaching area of history.

seed, unexpectedly sends up spr i
frefzdom, and the individual is
universal Man. I hope it may pr
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of my own personal experience of a sudden spiritual outburst from
within me which is like the underground current of a perennial
stream unexpectedly welling up on the surface.

I was born in a family which, at that time, was earnestly develop-
ing a monotheistic religion based upon the philosophy of the
Upanishad. Somehow my mind at first remained coldly aloof,
absolutely uninfluenced by any religion whatever. It was through
an idiosyncrasy of my temperament that I refused to accept any
religious teaching merely because people in my surroundings
believed it to be true. I could not persuade myself to imagine that I
had a religion because everybody whom I might trust believed in
its value,

Thus my mind was brought up in an atmosphere of freedom—
freedom from the dominance of any creed that had its sanction in the
definite authority of some scripture, or in the teaching of some
organized body of worshippers. And, therefore, the man who
questions me has every right to distrust my vision and reject my
testimony. In such a case, the authority of some particular book
venerated by a large number of men may have greater weight than
the assertion of an individual, and therefore I never claim any right
to preach.

When I look back upon those days, it seems to me that un-
consciously I followed the path of my Vedic ancestors, and was
inspired by the tropical sky with its suggestion of an uttermost
Beyond. The wonder of the gathering clouds hanging heavy with
the unshed rain, of the sudden sweep of storms arousing vehement
gestures along the line of coconut trees, the fierce loneliness of the
blazing summer noon, the silent sunrise behind the dewy veil of
autumn morning, kept my mind with the intimacy of a pervasive
companionship.

Then came my initiation ceremony of Brahminhood when the
gayatri verse of meditation was given to me, whose meaning,
according to the explanation I had, runs as follows:

‘Let me contemplate the adorable splendour of Him who created
the earth, the air and the starry spheres, and sends the power of
comprehension within our minds.’
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This produced a sense of serene exaltation in me, the daily medita-
tion upon the infinite being which unites in one stream of creation
my mind and the outer world. Though today I find no difficulty in
realizing this being as an infinite personality in whom the subject
and object are perfectly reconciled, at that time the idea to me was
vague. Therefore the current of feeling that it aroused in my mind
was indefinite, like the circulation of air—an atmosphere which
needed a definite world to complete itself and satisfy me. For it is
evident that my religion is a poet’s religion, and neither that of an
orthodox man of piety nor that of a theologian. Its touch comes to
me through the same unseen and trackless channel as does the
inspiration of my songs. My religious life has followed the same
mysterious line of growth as has my poetical life. Somehow they are
wedded to each other and, though their betrothal had a long period
of ceremony, it was kept secret to me.

When I was eighteen, a sudden spring breeze of religious experi-
ence for the first time came to my life and passed away leaving in my
memory a direct message of spiritual reality. One day while I stood
watching at early dawn the sun sending out its rays from behind the
trees, I suddenly felt as if some ancient mist had in a moment lifted
from my sight, and the morning light on the face of the world
revealed an inner radiance of joy. The invisible screen of the
commonplace was removed from all things and all men, and their
ultimate significance was intensified in my mind; and this is the
definition of beauty. That which was memorable in this experience
was its human message, the sudden expansion of my consciousness
in the super-personal world of man. The poem I wrote on the first
day of my surprise was named “The Awakening of the Waterfall’.
The waterfall, whose spirit lay dormant in its ice-bound isolation,
was touched by the sun and, bursting in a cataract of freedom,
it found its finality in an unending sacrifice, in a continual
union with the sea. After four days the vision passed away,
and the lid hung down upon my inner sight. In the dark, the
}vorld once again put on its disguise of the obscurity of an ordinary

act.

When I grew older and was employed in a responsible work in
some villages I took my place in a neighbourhood where the current
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of time ran slow and joys and sorrows had their sim_plq and elemental
shades and lights. The day which had its special mgmﬁcanc'e for me
came with all its drifting trivialities of the commonplace life. The
ordinary work of my morning had come to its close, and before
going to take my bath I stood for a moment at my window, over-
looking a market-place on the bank of a dry river bed, welcon?mg
the first flood of rain along its channel. Suddenly I.becauye conscious
of a stirring of soul within me, My world of experience in a moment
seemed to become lighted, and facts that were (:_letached and dim
found a great unity of meaning. The feeling w:hlch I had was like
that which a man, groping through a fog. without knowing his
destination, might feel when he suddenly discovers that he stands
before his own house.

I still remember the day in my childhood when I was made to
struggle across my lessons in a first primer, strewn Wlthilsolated
words smothered under the burden of spelling. The morning hour
appeared to me like a once-illumined page, grown dusty an.d fadefi,
discoloured into irrelevant marks, smudges and gaps, wearisome in
its moth-eaten meaninglessness. Suddenly I came to a rhmed
sentence of combined words, which may be translated thus—'lt
rains, the leaves tremble’. At once I came to 2 Worlc! wherein I
recovered my full meaning. My mind touched the creative realm of
expression, and at that moment I was no longer a mere student with
his mind muffled by spelling lessons, enclosed by classroom. Th:i:
rhythmic picture of the tremulous leaves beaten by the rain opene
before my mind the world which does not m&?rely carry mformatim_l,
but a harmony with my being. The unmeaning fragments Iost.ti}elr
individual isolation and my mind revelled in tlhc unity of a vision.
In a similar manner, on that morning in the v:xllage the facts ot: my
life suddenly appeared to me in a luminous unity of truth. All thl;lgs
that had seemed like vagrant waves were revealed to my mind in
relation to a boundless sea. I felt sure that some Being who compre-
hended me and my world was seeking his best expression i allall}ly
experiences, uniting them into an ever-widening individuality
which is a spiritual work of art. by ! el

To this Being I was responsible; for the creation 1n me 1sth s as
well as mine. It may be that it was the same creative Mind that is
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shaping the universe to its eternal idea; but in me as a person it had
one of its special centres of a personal relationship growing into a
fieepemng consciousness. I had my sorrows that left their memory
ina %ong burning track across my days, but I felt at that moment
that in them I lent myself to a travail of creation that ever exceeded
my own pe;sonal bounds like stars which in their individual fire-
jbursts are lighting the history of the universe. It gave me a great
joy to feel 1n my life detachment at the idea of a mystery of a meeting
of .th.e two in a creative comradeship. I felt that I had found my
rehglon‘at last, the religion of Man, in which the infinite became
defined m.humanity and came close to me so as to need my love and
co-operation.

This idea of mine found at a later date its expression in some of
my poems addressed to what I called Fivan devata, the Lord of my
life. Fully aware of my awkwardness in dealing with a foreign
language, with some hesitation I give a translation, being sure that
any evidence revealed through the self-recording instrument of

poetry is more authentic than answers extorted through conscious
questionings.

Thou who are the innermost Spirit of my being,
art thou pleased,
Lord of my Life ?
For I gave to thee my cup
filled with all the pain and delight

that the cFushed grapes of my heart had surrendered,

I wove with the rhythm of colours and songs the cover
for thy bed,

and with the molten gold of my desires

I fashioned playthings for thy passing hours.

I know not why thou chosest me for thy partner
Lord of my life! !

Didst thou store my days and nights,

my deefis and dreams for the alchemy of thy art

and string in the chain of thy music my songs ot2 autumn
and spring,
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and gather the flowers from my mature moments for thy
crown ?

I see thine eyes gazing at the dark of my heart,
Lord of my Life,

I wonder if my failures and wrongs are forgiven.

For many were my days without service

and nights of forgetfulness;

futile were the flowers that faded in the shade not offered
to thee.

Often the tired strings of my lute
slackened at the strain of thy tunes.

And often at the ruin of wasted hours

my desolate evenings were filled with tears.

But have my days come to their end at last,
Lord of my life

while my arms round thee grow limp,

my kisses losing their truth ?

Then break up the meeting of this languid day.

Renew the old in me in fresh forms of delight;

and let the wedding come once again

in a new ceremony of life.

You will understand from his how unconsciously I had been
travelling towards the realization which I stumbled upon in an idle
moment on a day in July, when morning clouds thickened on the
eastern horizon and a caressing shadow lay on the tremulous
bamboo branches, while an excited group of village boys was
noisily dragging from the bankan old fishing-boat; and I cannot tell
how at that moment an unexpected train of thoughts ran across my
mind like a strange caravan carrying the wealth of an unknown
kingdom.

From my infancy I had a keen sensitiveness which kept my mind
tingling with consciousness of the world around me, natural and
human. We had a small garden attached to our house; it was a fairy-
land to me, where miracles of beauty were of everyday occurrence.
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Almost every morning in the early hour of the dusk, I would run
out from my bed in a great hurry to greet the first pink flush of the
dawn through the shivering branches of the palm trees which stood
in a line along the garden boundary, while the grass glistened as the
dew-drops caught the earliest tremor of the morning breeze. T_hc
sky seemed to bring to me the call of a personal companionship,
and all my heart—my whole body in fact—used to drink in at a
draught the overflowing light and peace of those silent hours. I was
anxious never to miss a single morning, because each one was
precious to me, more precious than gold to the miser. I am certain
that T felt a larger meaning of my own self when the barrier
vanished between me and what was beyond myself.

I had been blessed with that sense of wonder which gives a child
his right of entry into the treasure house of mystery in the depth
of existence. My studies in the school I neglected, because they

rudely dismembered me from the context of my world and I felt:

miserable, like a caged rabbitin a biological institute. This, perhaps,
will explain the meaning of my religion. This world was living to
me, intimately close to my life, permeated by a subtle touch of
kinship which enhanced the value of my own being.

It is true that this world also has its impersonal aspect of truth
which is pursued by the man of impersonal science. The father has
his personal relationship with his son; but as a doctor he may
detach the fact of a son from that relationship and let the child
become an abstraction to him, only a living body with its physio-

logical functions. It cannot be said that if through the constant

pursuit of his vocations he altogether discards the personal element
in his relation to his son he re

‘ a_ches 4 greater truth as a doctor than
entific _lmqwledgc of his son is informa-

uches an ultimate truth—th, f
relationship, the truth of a harmony in the universe, fhér Fuild;)-

mental principle of creation. Itis not merely the number of protons
and electrons which represents the truth of an element; it is the
mystery of their relationship which cannot be analysed,, We are
made conscious of this truth of relationship immediately within us
in our love, in our joy; and from this experience of ourg we have the
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right to say that the Supreme One, who relates all things, compre-
hends the universe, is all love—the love that is the highest truth
being the most perfect relationship. .

I sgtﬂl rememlfcr the shock of repulsion I received as a child when
some medical student brought to me a piece of a human mdp1pc
and tried to excite my admiration for its structure. He IEI'led to
convince me that it was the source of the beautiful human voice. But
I could not bear the artisan to occupy the throne that was for the
artist who concealed the machinery and revealed the creation 1? hlits
ineffable unity. God does not care to keep exposed the rccci:lordjod O;
power written in geological inscriptions, but he 1s proudly g2 i
the expression of beauty which he spreads on the green grass, llill;.‘in
flowers, in the play of the colours on the clouds, in the murmuring
music of running water.

IThad a vaguegnotion as to who or what it was that _touched my
heart’s chords, like the infant which does not know its mother :
name, or who or what she is. The feeling w!uch I always hzgll was s
deep satisfaction of personality that flowed into my nature throug
living channels of communication from all sides. 90

I am afraid that the scientist may remind me that to lose sight o_
the distinction between life and non-life, the human and 'thiertl{;ﬁe
human, is a sign of the primitive mind. While adm.lttltgg 1t, 7
hope that it is not an utter condemnation, but rather the §0nv Iil;:yh
It may be a true instinct of Science itself, an.msnncuve logic, v et
makes the primitive mind think that humanity has I_Jecomehpossony
as a fact only because of a universal human truth which has 1‘3?12 o
with its reason, with its will. In the details of our umverst; i
some differences that may be described as non-human, 111) o
their essence. The bones are different from t]_lc musc%es, 'ugtior?
are organically one in the body. Our feeling of joy, our Hnagl}?endeé
realizes a profound organic unity with the universe compreth i
by the human mind. Without minimizing the differences t! it
in detailed manifestations, there is nothing wrong 1n trusfnng e
mind, which is occasionally made intensely con_scml;s Oanaﬂ
pervading personality answering to the peL:sonah_ty giﬂ' men'c i

The details of reality must be studied in their c; itrlof
Science, but it can never know the charaeter of the gran
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relationship pervading it, which can only be realized immediately
by the hurqan spirit. And therefore it is the primal imagination of
mal_l—the imagination which is fresh and immediate in its ex-
periences—that exclaims in a poet’s verse:

Wisdom and spirit of the universe!

Thou soul, that art the eternity of thought,
And giv’st to forms and images a breath
And everlasting motion.

And in another poet’s words it speaks of

That light whose smile kindles the universe,
That Beauty in which all things work and move.

The theologian may follow the scientist and shake his head and
say that all that I have written is pantheism. But let us not indulge in
an idolatry of name and dethrone living truth in its favour, When I
:E?n thatIama man, it is implied by that word that there is such a
thing as a ger_teral ideal of Man which persistently manifests itself
in every particular human being, who is different from all other
individuals. If we lazily label such a belief as ‘pananthropy’ and

divert our thoughts from its mysteriousness by such a title it does

not help us much. Let me assert my faith by saying that this world,

consisting of what we call animate and inanimate things, has found

its culmination in man, its best e Tessi i
represents the_ Creator, and this is }\ifph;sgi‘oiﬁ gt?t:l:; iat ;;ea;l:;;
possible for him to comprehend this world in his knowled : and
m.h.ls feel%ng a.1_1d = }m imagination, to realize in his indig e'dua]
spanltt1 a union w.:lrith a Spirit that is everywhere, Vi
ere is an illustration that I have : :
posed that a stranger from some othern;?ggelzslfagf ﬁdwhlf:]:.l Lsups
earth and happens to hear the sound of g hu_n-lfan T o
gramophone. All that is obvious to him and most see an th 7
is the. revolving disc. He is unable to discover the SaE active,
that lies behind, and so might accept the impersona? Soooal truth
of the disc as final—the fact that could be touched axi;ler::;ﬁsc fa;[
ured.
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He would wonder how it could be possible for 2 machine to speak
to the soul. Then, if in pursuing the mystery, he should suddenly
come to the heart of the music through a meeting with the com-
poser, he would at once understand the meaning of that music as a
personal communication.

That which merely gives us information can be explained in
terms of measurement, but that which gives us joy cannot be
explained by the facts of a mere grouping of atoms and molecules.
Somewhere in the arrangement of this world there seems to be a
great concern about giving us delight, which shows that, in the
universe, over and above the meaning of matter and forces, there is
a message conveyed through the magic touch of personality. This
touch cannot be analysed, it can only be felt. We cannot prove it any
more than the man from the other planet could prove to the satis-
faction of his fellows the personality which remained invisible,
but which, through the machinery, spoke direct to the heart.

Is it merely because the rose is round and pink that it gives me
more satisfaction than the gold which could buy me the necessities
of life, or any number of slaves ? One may, at the outset, deny the
truth that a rose gives more delight than a piece of gold. But suchan
objector must remember that I am not speaking of artificial values.
If we had to cross a desert whose sand was made of gold, then the
cruel glitter of these dead particles would become a terror for us, and
the sight of a rose would bring to us the music of paradise.

The final meaning of the delight which we find in a rose can never
be in the roundness of its petals, just as the final meaning of the joy
of music cannot be in a gramophone disc. Somehow we feel that
through a rose the language of love reached our heart. Do we not
carry a rose to our beloved because in it is already embodied a
message which, unlike our language of words, cannot be analysed.
Through this gift of a rose we utilize a universal language of joy
for our own purposes of expression.

Fortunately for me a collection of old lyrical poems composed by
the poets of the Vaishnava sect came to my hand when I was young.
I became aware of some underlying idea deep in the obvious mean-
ing of these love poems. I felt the joy of an explorer who suddenly
discovers the key to the language lying hidden in the hieroglyphs

E
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which are beautiful in themselves. I was sure that these poets were
speaking about the supreme Lover, whose touch we experience in all
our relations of love—the love of nature’s beauty, of the animal, the
child, the comrade, the beloved, the love that illuminates our
consciousness of reality, They sang of a love that ever flows through
numerous obstacles between men and Man the Divine, the eternal
relation which has the relationship of mutual dependence for a ful-
filment that needs perfect union of individuals and the Universal.

The Vaishnava poet sings of the Lover who has his flute which,
with its different stops, gives out the varied notes of beauty and love
that are in Nature and Man. These notes bring to us our message of
invitation. They eternally urge us to come out from the seclusion of
our self-centred life into the realm of love and truth. Are we deaf by
nature, or is it that we have been deafened by the claims of the world,
of self-seeking, by the clamorous noise of the market-place? We
miss the voice of the Lover, and we fight, we rob, we exploit the
weak, we chuckle at our cleverness, when we can appropriate for
our use what is due to others; we make our lives a desert by turning
away from our world that stream of love which pours down from the
blue sky and wells up from the bosom of the earth.

In the region of Nature, by unlocking the secret doors of the
workshop department, one may come to that dark hall where dwells
the mechanic and help to attain usefulness, but through it one €21
never attain finality. Here is the storchouse of innumerable facts
and, however necessary they may be, they have not the treasure o
fulfilment in them. But the hall of union is there, where dwells the
Lov.er in the heart of existence. When a man reaches it he at ORct
realizes that he has come to Truth, to immortality, and he 15 gled
with a gladness which is an end, and yet which has 10 end.

Mere information about facts, mere discovery of power; be.longs
to the outside and not to the inner soul of things. Gladness 15 the
one criterion of truth, and we know when we have touched Truth
by the music it gives, by the joy of greeting it sends forth to the

truth in us. That is the true foundation of all religions. It is not as
wait for

touch
ceive

ether waves that we receive light; the morning does not
:ﬁmfi scientist for its introduction to us. In the same way We
¢ infinite reality immediately within us only when We PEF
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the pure truth of love or goodness, not through the explanations of
theologians, not through the erudite discussion of ethical doctrines.

I have already made the confession that my religion is a poet’s
religion. All that I feel about it is from vision and not from knowl-
edge. Frankly, I acknowledge that I cannot satisfactorily answer any
questions about evil, or about what happens after death. Neverthe-
less, I am sure that there have come moments in my own experience
when my soul has touched the infinite and has become intensely
conscious of it through the illumination of joy. It has been said in
our Upanishad that our mind and our words come away baffled
from the Supreme Truth, but he who knows truth through the
immediate joy of his own soul is saved from all doubts and fears.

In the night we stumble over things and become acutely con-
scious of their individual separateness. But the day reveals the
greater unity which embraces them. The man whose inner vision
is bathed in an illumination of his consciousness at once realizes the
spiritual unity reigning supreme over all differences. His mind no
longer awkwardly stumbles over individual facts of separateness in
the human world, accepting them as final. He realizes that peace
is in the inner harmony which dwells in truth and not in any outer
adjustments. He knows that beauty carries an eternal assurance
of our spiritual relationship to reality, which waits for its perfection
in the response of our love.




CHAPTER VII

THE MAN OF MY HEART

AT the outbqrst of an experience which is unusual, such as hap-
pened to me in the beginning of my youth, the puzzled mind seeks
Ry lanat.mn in some settled foundation of that which is usual,
:l{ligﬁ to adjust an unexpected inner message to an organized belief
i al%om by the general_name of a religion. And, therefore, I
the post}’o}vas glad at that tme of youth to accept from my father
of which Secretary to a special section of the monotheistic church
which he was the leader. I took part in its services mainly by
;:;mposz‘ng hymns which unconsciously took the many-thumbed
Url;zzszlﬂr:n of the orthodox mind, a composite smudge of tradition.
e Yney sense of dut_y Istrenuously persuaded myself to think
membeZs fW mental attitude was in harmony with that of the
s of our assoaau?n, although I constantly stumbled upon
ISXTI o a}nd felt constraints that hurt me to the quick.
loyal tgs 1:1 calt:le to discover that in my conduct I was not strictly
repraentgdr:.ngl;g’ﬁbl.n only to the if_eﬁgi0us institution. This latter
static minimum 'ea(I:l al average, with its standard of truth at its
limits. T have my jealous of any vital growth that exceeded its
that which is Coy conviction that in religion, and also in the arts,
often it is a co A oup 1s not important. Indeed, very
with the feelin nttailgalon of mutual imitation. After a long struggle
truth, I gave g that I was using a mask to hide the living face of
Ab’outgthis 1:; Ty connection with our church.
belonging to th Fone day I chanced to hear a song from a beggar
ian religion ?1 iy sect of Bengal. We have in the modern
some Vedic and ok d_lf_ferent names, forms and mythology,
g abongm",ﬂ' They have their special sectarian
dOus that give emotional satisfaction to those
to.their hypnotic influences. Some of them

idioms and associati
who are accustome,
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may have their @sthetic value to me and others philosophical
significance overcumbered by exuberant distraction of legendary
myths. But what struck me in this simple song was a religious
expression that was neither grossly concrete, full of crude details,
nor metaphysical in its rarified transcendentalism. At the same time
it was alive with an emotional sincerity. It spoke of an intense
yearning of the heart for the divine which is in Man and not in the
temple, or scriptures, in images and symbols. The worshipper
addresses his songs to Man the ideal, and says:

Temples and mosques obstruct thy path,
and I fail to hear thy call or to move,
when the teachers and priest angrily crowd round me.

He does not follow any tradition of ceremony, but only believes in
love. According to him

“Love is the magic stone, that transmutes by its touch greed into
sacrifice.’

He goes on to say:

‘For the sake of this love heaven longs to become earth and gods
to become man.’

Since then I have often tried to meet these people, and sought to
understand them through their songs, which are their only form of
worship. One is often surprised to find in many of these verses a
striking originality of sentiment and diction; for, at their best, they
are spontaneously individual in their expressions. One such song
is a hymn to the Ever Young. It exclaims:

O my flower buds, we worship the Young;
for the Young is the source of the holy Ganges of life;
from the Young flows the supreme bliss.

And it says: o
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We never offer ripe corn in the service of the Young,
nor fruit, nor seed,

but only the lotus bud which is of our own mind.
The young hour of the day, the morning,

is our time for the worship of Him

from whose contemplation has sprung the Universe.

It calls the Spirit of the Young the Brahma Kamal, ‘the infinite
lotus’. For it is something which has perfection in its heart and yet
ever grows and unfolds its petals.

There have been men in India who never wrote learned texts
about_ the religion of Man but had an overpowering desire and
practical training for its attainment. They bore in their life the
testimony of their intimacy with the Person who is in all persons
of Man the formless in the individual forms of men. Rajjab, a poet-
saint of medieval India, says of Man:

‘God-man (nara-na:rayana) is thy definition, it is not a delusion but
truth. In thee the infinite seeks the finite, the perfect knowledge
secks love, and when the form and the Formless (the individual

and the universal) are united love is fulfilled in devotion.’

Ravidas, another poet of the same age, sings:

“Thou seest me, O Divine

love becomes mutual ? Man, (narahari), and 1 see thee, and our

Of this God-man a village poet of Bengal says:

‘He is within us, an unfathomable i
reality. i
unlock our own self and meet in a metﬁ)vy;iktﬁzvﬁ lglt;:;rl}en i
A brother poet of his says:
‘Man seeks the man in me and I love myself and ryp t
out.’

And another singer sings of the Ideal Man and sa
3 ys:
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‘How could the scripture know the meaning of the Lord who has
his play in the world of human forms ?

Listen, O brother man (declares Chandidas), the truth of man
is the highest truth, there is no other truth above it.”

All these are proofs of a direct perception of humanity as an objec-
tive truth that rouses a profound feeling of longing and love. This is
very unlike what we find in the intellectual cult of humanity, which
is like a body that has tragically lost itself in the purgatory of
shadows.

Wordsworth says:

We live by admiration, hope and love,
And ever as these are well and wisely fixed
In dignity of being we ascend.

It is for dignity of being that we aspire through the expansion of our
consciousness in a great reality of Man to which we belong. We
realize it through admiration and love, through hope that soars
beyond the actual, beyond our own span of life into an endless
time wherein we live the life of all men.

This is the infinite perspective of human personality where man
finds his religion. Science may include in its field of knowledge the
starry world and the world beyond it; philosophy may try to find
some universal principle which is at the root of all things, but
religion inevitably concentrates itself on humanity, which illumines
our reason, inspires our wisdom, stimulates our love, claims our
intelligent service. There is an impersonal idea, which we call law,
discoverable by an impersonal logic in its pursuit of the fathomless
depth of the hydrogen atom and the distant virgin worlds clothed
in eddying fire. But as the physiology of our beloved is not our
beloved, so this impersonal law is not our God, the Pitritamah
pitrinam, the Father who is ultimate in all fathers and mothers, of
him we cannot say:

Tad viddhi pranipatena pariprasnena sevaya
‘Realize him by obeisance, by the desire to know, by service——"
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For this can only be relevant to the God who is God and man at
the same time; and if this faith be blamed for being anthropo-
mo.rphjc, then Man is to be blamed for being Man, and the lover for
loving his dear one asa person instead of as a principle of psychology.
We can never go beyond Man in all that we know and feel, and 2
mendicant singer of Bengal has said:

‘Our world is as it is in our comprehension; the thought and
existence are commingled. Everything would be lost in uncon-
sciousness if man were nought; and when response comes to your
own call you know the meaning of reality.’

According to him, what we call nature is not a philosophical ab-
straction, not cosmos, but what is revealed to man as nature. In
fact it is included in himself and therefore there is a commingling
of his mind with it, and in that he finds his own being. He is truly
lessened in humanity if he cannot take it within him and through it
feel the fulness of his own existence. His arts and literature art
constantly giving expression to this intimate communion of man

:vl:ltlh his world. And the Vedic poet exclaims in his hymn to the

;Ir‘hou who nourishest the earth, who walkest alone, O Sun, with-
aw thy rays, reveal thy exceeding beauty to me and let me realize
that the Person who is there is the One who I am.’

It is for us to realize the Person who
emancipated consciousness of our o
the highest mission of science is to
the human comprehension; to see man’s visvarupa, his great mental

body, that touches the extreme ver tim
. f :
includes the whole world within itself.ge % sl eraces i

The original Aryans who came to India h :
deities of rain, wind, fire, the cosmic fore ad for their gods the

es which si
fqund no definite shapes in images. A time ..—,amc;l ‘:ﬁleiuilfr ly enough
nized that individually they had no Wwas recog-

3 Separate, unrelated
their own, but there was-one infinite source of power Wﬁgﬁ:ﬁ

is in the heart of the All by the
Wn personality, We know that
find the universe enveloped by
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named Brahma. The cosmic divinity developed into an impersonal
idea; what was physical grew into a metaphysical abstraction, even
as in modern science matter vanishes into mathematics. And
Brahma, according to those Indians, could neither be apprehended
by mind nor described by words, even as matter in its ultimate
analysis proves to be.

However satisfactory that idea might be as the unknowable
principle relating to itself all the phenomena that are non-personal,
it left the personal man in a void of negation. It cannot be gain-
said that we can never realize things in this world from inside, we
can but know how they appear to us. In fact, in all knowledge we
know our own self in its condition of knowledge. And religion
sought the highest value of man’s existence in this self. For this is
the only truth of which he is immediately conscious from within.
And he said:

Purushdanna para kinchit

sa@ kashthta sa para gatih
‘Nothing is greater than the Person; he
is the supreme, he is the ultimate goal.’

It is a village poet of East Bengal who preaches in a song the philo-
sophical doctrine that the universe has its reality in its relation to
the Person, which I translate in the following lines:

“The sky and the earth are born of mine own eyes,

The hardness and softness, the cold and the heat are the products
of mine own body,

The sweet smell and the bad are of my own nostrils.’

This poet sings of the Eternal Person within him, coming out and
appearing before his eyes, just as the Vedic Rishi speaks of the
Person, who is in him, dwelling also in the heart of the sun:

I have seen the vision,
the vision of mine own revealing itself,
coming out from within me»
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In India, there are those whose endeavour is to merge completely
their personal self in an impersonal entity which is without any
quality or definition; to reach a condition wherein mind becomes
perfectly blank, losing all its activities. Those who claim the right
to speak about it say that this is the purest state of consciousness, it
is all joy and without any object or content. This is considered to be
!‘.he ultimate end of Yoga, the cult of union, thus completely to
identify one’s being with the infinite Being who is beyond all
thoughts and words. Such realization of transcendental conscious-
ness accompanied by a perfect sense of bliss is a time-honoured
tradition in our country, carrying in it the positive evidence which
cannot be denied by any negative argument of refutation. Without
disputing its truth I maintain that it may be valuable as a great
psychological experience but all the same it is not religion, even
as 1:.he knowledge of the ultimate state of the atom is of no use to an
artist who deals in images in which atoms have taken forms. A cer-
tam condition of vacuum is needed for studying the state of things
In its original purity, and the same may be said of the human spirit;
but the original state is not necessarily the perfect state. The
concrete form is a more perfect manifestation than the atom, and
man is more perfect as a man than where he vanishes in an original
mc?eﬁnitenfss. This is why the Ishopanishat says: ‘Truth is both
?infte‘ and infinite at the same time, it moves and yet moves 1ot
1t is in the distant, also in the near, it is within all objects and
without them.’

This means that perfection as the ideal is immovable, but in its
aspect of the real it constantly grows towards completion, it moves-
And 1 say of_ the Supreme Man, that he is infinite in his essences
he is finite in his manifestation in us the individuals, As the
Ishopanishat declares, a man must live his full term of life and work
without greed, and thus realize himself in the Being who is in all
beings. This means that he must reveal in his own personality the
Supreme Person by his disinterested activities.

CHAPTER VIII

THE MUSIC MAKER

A parTICLE of sand would be nothing if it did not have its back-
ground in the whole physical world. This grain of sand is known in
its context of the universe where we know all things through the
testimony of our senses. When I say the grain of sand s, the whole
physical world stands guarantee for the truth which is behind the
appearance of the sand.

But where is that guarantee of truth for this personality of mine
that has the mysterious faculty of knowledge before which the
particle of sand offers its credential of identification ? It must be
acknowledged that this personal self of mine also has for its truth a
background of personality where knowledge, unlike that of other
things, can only be immediate and self-revealed.

What I mean by personality is a self-conscious principle of
transcendental unity within man which comprehends all the
details of facts that are individually his in knowledge and feeling,
wish and will and work. In its negative aspect it is limited to the
individual separateness, while in its positive aspect it ever extends
itself in the infinite through the increase of its knowledge, love and
activities.

And for this reason the most human of all facts about us is that
we do dream of the limitless unattained—the dream which gives
character to what 7s attained. Of all creatures man lives in an endless
future. Our present is only a part of it. The ideas unborn, the
unbodied spirits, tease our imagination with an insistence which
makes them more real to our mind than things around us. The
atmosphere of the future must always surround our present in
order to make it life-bearing and suggestive of immortality. For he
who has the healthy vigour of humanity in him has a strong
instinctive faith that ideally he is limitless, That is why our greatest
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teachers claim from us a manifestation that touches the infinite. In
t.h]S _they pay homage to the Supreme Man. And our true worship
lies in our indomitable courage to be great and thus to represent
the human divine and ever to keep open the path of freedom
towards the unattained.

We Indians have had the sad experience in our own part of the
world how timid orthodoxy, its irrational repressions and its
accumulation of dead centuries, dwarfs man through its idolatry of
the past. Seated rigid in the centre of stagnation, it firmly ties the
human spirit to the revolving wheels of habit till faintness over-
whelms her. Like a sluggish stream choked by rotting weeds, it is
divided Into shallow slimy pools that shroud their dumbness in 2
narcotic mist of stupor. This mechanical spirit of tradition i
essentially materialistic, it is blindly pious but not spiritual, obsessed
by phantoms of unreason that haunt feeble minds in the ghastly
disguise of religion. For our soul is shrunken when we allow foolish
days to weave repeated patterns of unmeaning meshes round all
departmenFs of life. It becomes stunted when we have no object of
profound interest, no prospect of heightened life, demanding
clarity of mind and heroic attention to maintain and mature it. It is
destroyed when we make fireworks of our animal passions for the
enjoyment of their meteoric sensations, recklessly reducing 0
ashes all that could have been saved for permanent illumination-
This happeps not only to mediocre individuals hugging fetters that
keep thf:m irresponsible or hungering for lurid unrealities, but t0
generations of insipid races that have lost all emphasis of signifi-
cance in tht:.mselves, having missed their future.

_The continuous future is the domain of our millennium, which is
with us more truly than what we see in our history in fragments of
the present. It is in our dream. It is in the realm of the faith which
creates perfection. We have seen the records of man’s dream of the
millennium, the ideal reality cherished by forgotten races in their
admiration, hope and love manifested in the dignity of their being
through some majesty in ideals and beauty in performance. While
these races pass away one after another they leave great accomplish-
ments behind them carrying their claim to recognition as dreamers
—not so much as conquerors of earthly kingdoms, but as the
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designers of paradise. The poet gives us the best definition of man
when he says:

We are the music-makers,
We are the dreamers of dreams.

Our religions present for us the dreams of the ideal unity which is
man himself as he manifests the infinite. We suffer from the sense
of sin, which is the sense of discord, when any disruptive passion
tears gaps in our vision of the One in man, creating isolation in our
self from the universal humanity.

The Upanishad says, Magridah, ‘Covet not’. For coveting diverts
attention from the infinite value of our personality to the temptation
of materials. Our village poet sings: ‘Man will brightly flash into
your sight, my heart, if you shut the door of desires.’

We have seen how primitive man was occupied with his physical
needs, and thus restricted himself to the present which is the time
boundary of the animal; and he missed the urge of his consciousness
to seek its emancipation in a world of ultimate human value.

Modern civilization for the same reason seems to turn itself back
to that primitive mentality. Qur needs have multiplied so furiously
fast that we have lost our leisure for the deeper realization of our
self and our faith in it. It means that we have lost our religion, the
longing for the touch of the divine in man, the builder of the heaven,
the music-maker, the dreamer of dreams. This has made it easy to
tear into shreds our faith in the perfection of the human ideal, inits
wholeness, as the fuller meaning of reality. No doubt it is wonderful
that music contains a fact which has been analysed and measured,
and which music shares in common with the braying of an ass or of a
motor-car horn. But it is still more wonderful that music has a
truth, which cannot be analysed into fractions; and there the dif-
ference between it and the bellowing impertinence of a motor-car
horn is infinite. Men of our own times have analysed the human
mind, its dreams, its spiritual aspirations—most often caught
unawares in the shattered state of madness, disease and desultory

dreams—and they have found to their satisfaction that these are
composed of elemental animalities tangled into various knots.
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:ThIS may be an important discovery; but what is still more
Important to realize is the fact that by some miracle of creation man
infinitely transcends the component parts of his own character.

SuI_)Pﬂse tl?at some psychological explorer suspects that man’s
dev.otlon to his beloved has at bottom our primitive stomach’s han-
kering for human flesh; we need not contradict him; for whatever
may be its gc.:ne:alogy, its secret composition, the complete character
of our love, in its perfect mingling of physical, mental and spiritual
associations, s unique in its utter difference from cannibalism. The
truth underlying the possibility of such transmutation is the truth of
our religion. A lotus has in common with a piece of rotten flesh the
e{ements of carbon and hydrogen. Inastate of dissolution there is no
difference between them, but in a state of creation the difference is
tmmense; and it is that difference which really matters. We are told
!:hat_ some of our most sacred sentiments hold hidden in them
Instincts contrary to what these sentiments profess to be. Such
d:sc!osures have the effect upon certain persons of the relief of
tension, even like the relaxation in death of the incessant strenuous-
ness of life.

We find in modern literature that something like a chuckle of an
exultant disillusionment is becoming contagious, and the knights-
;:lrrant of the cult of arson are abroad, setting fire to our time-
oﬁn&ﬁﬁd aka“it?f worship, proclaiming that the images enshrined
Dk u; t(:ivgn thbe:autlful, are made of mud. They say that it has
R them datltl}e appearances in human idealism are decep-
i ;v v ofcun erlying mud Is real, From such a point of view,
billions of realm_on may be said to be a gigantic deception, and the
o ol revolving electric specks that have the appearance of

y Bu or ‘me’ should be condemned as bearers of false evidence.
whout;:g;m do they seek to delude ? If it be beings like ourselves
veryf t:'arsa zomc. mbor.n criterion of the real, then to them these
A gz)lzn i ;It:ts 1;1 their integrity must represent reality, and not
S P i e %c_tnc specks. For them the rose must be more
e, tl'g's e:l? object than 1ts constituent gases, which can be
- gy thg = against the evident identity of the rose. The rose,
S uman sentiment of go_odnes§, or ideal of beauty,

ngs to the realm of creation, in which all its rebellious elements

Vs s s

|
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are reconciled in a perfect harmony. Because these elements in
their simplicity yield themselves to our scrutiny, we in our pride are
inclined to give them the best prizes as actors in that mystery-play,
the rose. Such an analysis is really only giving a prize to our own

detective cleverness.

I repeat again that the sentiments and ideals which man in his
process of self-creation has built up, should be recognized in their
wholeness. In all our faculties or passions there is nothing which is
absolutely good or bad; they all are the constituents of the great
human personality. They are notes that are wrong when in wrong
places; our education is to make them into chords that may har-
monize with the grand music of Man. The animal in the savage has
been transformed into higher stages in the civilized man—in other
words has attained a truer consonance with Man the divine, not
through any elimination of the original materials, but through a
magical grouping of them, through the severe discipline of art, the
discipline of curbing and stressing in proper places, establishing a
balance of lights and shadows in the background and foreground,
and thus imparting a unique value to our personality in all its
completeness.

So long as we have faith in this value, our energy is steadily
sustained in its creative activity that reveals the eternal Man. This
faith is helped on all sides by literature, arts, legends, symbols,
ceremonials, by the remembrance of heroic souls who have per-
sonified it in themselves.

Our religion is the inner principle that comprehends these
endeavours and expressions and dreams through which we approach
Him in whose image we are made. To keep alive our faith in the
reality of the ideal perfection is the function of civilization, which is
mainly formed of sentiments and the images that represent that
ideal. Tn other words, civilization is a creation of art, created for
the objective realization of our vision of the spiritually perfect. It
is the product of the art of religion. We stop its course of conquest
when we accept the cult of realism and forget that realism is the
worst form of untruth, because it contains a minimum of truth.

It is like preaching that only in the morgue can we comprehend
the reality of the human body—the body which has its perfect
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revelat.ion when seen in life, All great human facts are surrounded
by a0 Immense atmosphere of expectation. They are never com-
plete if we leave out from them what might be, what should be,
what is not yet proven but profoundly felt, what points towards the
immortal. This dwells in a perpetual surplus in the individual, that
transcends all the desultory facts about him,

Thp realism in Man is the animal in him, whose life is a mere
duratmr_l of time; the human in him is his reality which has life
everl:'asnng_ for its background. Rocks and crystals, being complete
definitely in what they are, can keep as ‘mute insensate things’ a
kind of dumb dignity in their stolidly limited realism ; while human
fsfcts 8row unseemly and diseased, breeding germs of death, when
dfvested of their creative ideal—the ideal of Man the divine. The
difference between the notes as mere facts of sound and music,
asa truth_ of expression is immense. For music, though it compre-
hends a limited number of notes, yet represents the infinite. It is
for man to produce the music of the spirit with all the notes which
he has in his psychology and which, through inattention or per-

VErsity, can easily be translated into a frightful noise. In music
man i1s revealed, and not jn a noise,

CHAPTER IX

THE ARTIST

THE fundamental desire of life is the desire to exist. It claims from
us a vast amount of training and experience about the necessaries
of livelihood. Yet it does not cost me much to confess that the food
that I have taken, the dress that I wear, the house where I have_my
lodging, represents a stupendous knowledge, practice and organiza-
tion which I helplessly lack; for I find that I am not altogether
despised for such ignorance and inefficiency. Those who read me
seem fairly satisfied that I am nothing better than a poet or perhaps
a philosopher—which latter reputation I do not claim and dare not
hold through the precarious help of misinformation. ;
Itis quite evident in spite of my deficiency that in human society
I represent a vocation, which though <uperfluous has yet been hel.d
worthy of commendation. In fact,Ia encouraged in my rhythmic
futility by being offered moral and material incentives for its
cultivation. If a foolish blackbird didr t know how to seek its fqod,
to build its nest, or to avoid its enemies, but specialized in singing,
its fellow creatures, urged by their own science of genetics, would
dutifully allow it to starve and perish. That I am not treated in a
similar fashion is the evidence of an immense difference between Fhe
animal existence and the civilization of man. His great distinction
dwells in the indefinite margin of life in him which affords a bound-
less background for his dreams and creations. And it is in this
realm of freedom that he realizes his divine dignity, his great human
truth, and is pleased when I as a poet sing victory to him, to Man the
self-revealer, who goes on exploring ages of creation to find himself
in perfection, ]
Reality, in all its manifestations, reveals itself in the emotional
and imaginative background of our mind. We know it, not because

Wwe can think of it, but because we directly feel it. And therefore,
F
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even if rejected by the logical mind, it is not banished from our
consciousness. As an incident it may be beneficial or injurious, but
as arevelation its value lies in the fact that it offers us an experience
through emotion or imagination ; we feel ourselves in a special field
of realization. This feeling itself is delightful when it is not accom-
panied by any great physical or moral risk; we love to feel even _fcajl'
or sorrow if it is detached from all practical consequences. Th1§ 15
the reason of our enjoyment of tragic dramas, in which the feeling
of pain rouses our consciousness to a white heat of intensity.

The reality of my own self is immediate and indubitable to me.
Whatever else affects me in a like manner is real for myself; and it
inevitably attracts and occupies my attention for its own sake
blends itself with my personality, making it richer and larger and
causing it delight. My friend may not be beautiful, useful, rich or
great, but he is real to me 5 in him I feel my own extension and
my joy.

The consciousness of the Real within me seeks for its own corro-
boration the touch of the Real outside me. When it fails the self in
me is depressed. When our surroundings are monotonous and
insignificant, having no emotional reaction upon our mind, We
!)ecome vague to ourselves. or we are like pictures, whose reality
is helped by the background fitis sympathetic. The punishment W€
suffer in solitary confinerr nt consists in the obstruction to the
relationship between the world of reality and the real in ourselves,
causing the latter to become indistinct in a haze of inactive imagina-
tion: our personality is blurred, we miss the companionship of our
own being through the diminution of our self. The world of our
knmfvledge is enlarged for us through the extension of our infor-
mation; the world of our personality grows in its area with a large
and deeper experience of our personal self in our own universe
th.roug]:E sympathy and imagination.

As this world, that can be known through knowledge, is limited to
us owing to our ignorance, so the world of personality, that can be
realized by our own personal self, is also restricted by the limit of
our sympathy and imagination. In the dim twilight of insensitive-
ness a .Iarge part of our world remains to us like a procession of
nomadic shadows. Accerding to the stages of our consciousness we
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have more or less been able to identify ourselves with this world, if
not as a whole, at least in fragments; and our enjoyment dwells in
that wherein we feel ourselves thus united. In art we express the
delight of this unity by which this world is realized as humanly
significant to us. I have my physical, chemical and biological self;
my knowledge of it extends through the extension of my knowledge
of the physical, chemical and biological world. I have my personal
self, which has its communication with our feelings, sentiments and
imaginations, which lends itselfto be coloured by our desires and
shaped by our imageries.

Science urges us to occupy by our mind the immensity of the
knowable world; our spiritual teacher enjoins us to comprehend
by our soul the infinite Spirit which is in the depth of the moving
and changing facts of the world; the urging of our artistic nature
is to realize the manifestation of personality in the world of ap-
pearance, the reality of existence which is in harmony with the real
within us. Where this harmony is not deeply felt, there we are
aliens and perpetually homesick. For man by nature is an artist; he
never receives passively and accurately in his mind a physical
representation of things around him. There goes on a continual
adaptation, a transformation of facts into human imagery, through
constant touches of his sentiments and imagination. The animal has
the geography of its birthplace; man has his country, the geography
of his personal self. The vision of it is not merely physical; it has its
artistic unity, it is a perpetual creation. In his country, his con-
sciousness being unobstructed, man extends his relationship,
which is of his own creative personality. In order to live efficiently
man must know facts and their laws. In order to be happy he must
establish harmonious relationship with all things with which he has
dealings. Our creation is the modification of relationship.

The great men who appear in our history remain in our mind
not as a static fact but as a living historical image. The sublime
suggestions of their lives become blended into a noble consistency
in legends made living in the life of ages. Those men with whom we
live we constantly modify in our minds, making them more real to
us than they would be in a bare presentation. Men’s ideal of
womanhood and women’s ideal of manliness are created by the
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imagination through a mental grouping of qualities and conducts
accordingto our hopes and desires, and men and women consciously
and unconsciously strive towards its attainment. In fact, they reach
a deg:_ree of reality for each other according to their success in
adaptx'ng these respective ideals to their own nature. To say that
these ideals are imaginary and therefore not true is wrong in man’s
case. His true life is in his own creation, which represents the infinity
of man. He is naturally indifferent to things that merely exist; they
must have some ideal value for him, and then only his consciousness
fully recognizes them as real. Men are never true in their isolated
self, and their imagination is the faculty that brings before their
mind the vision of their own greater being.

chan make truth ours by actively modulating its interrelations.
Tl_ns is the Yvork of art; for reality is not based in the substance of
things but in the principle of relationship. Truth is the infinite
pursued b.y metaphysics; fact is the infinite pursued by science;
while reality is the definition of the infinite which relates truth t0
the person. Reality is human; it is what we are conscious of, by which
we are affected, that which we express. When we are intensely aware
of it, we are aware of ourselves and it gives us delight. We live in it,
we al_ways \-mden its limits. Our arts and literature represent this
creatve activity which is fundamental in man.

But the mysterious fact about it is that though the individuals are
separately seeking their expression, their success is never indi-
vidualistic in character. Men must find and feel and represent in all
!:hexr creative vcforks Man the Eternal, the creator. Their civilization
isacontinual discovery of the transcendental humanity, In whatever
it fails it shows the failure of the artist, which is the failure in
expression; and that civilization perishes in which the individual
ﬁ:nart; 1:21 rclavelauon a(l)lf the universal. For Reality is the truth of

3 elongs to all times, and any individualisti
rm;\j1 aga}nst Man cannot thrive for Ionsé.mdxwduahsm G

_vian 1s eager that his feeling for what is real to hj T
die; it must ﬁpd an imperishable form. The concs,c?cl)ils:::r?ss tolfl'ev'f-hfi:s
self of mine is so intensely evident to me that it assumes the
character of m;morta]ity. I cannot imagine that it ever has been or
can be non-existent. In.a similar manner all things that are real to
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for me are myself eternal, and therefore worthy of a language that
has a permanent meaning. We know individuals who have the habit
of inscribing their names on the walls of some majestic monument
of architecture. It is a pathetic way of associating their own names
with some works of art which belong to all times and to all men.
Our hunger for reputation comes from our desire to make objectively
real that which is inwardly real to us. He who is inarticulate is
insignificant, like a dark star that cannot prove itself. He ever waits
for the artist to give him his fullest worth, not for anything specially
excellent in him but for the wonderful fact that he is what he cer-
tainly is, that he carries in him the eternal mystery of being.

A Chinese friend of mine while travelling with me in the streets of
Peking suddenly exclaimed with a vehement enthusiasm: ‘Look,
here is a donkey!” Surely it was an utterly ordinary donkey, like an
indisputable truism, needing no special introduction from him. I
was amused; but it made me think. This animal is generally
classified as having certain qualities that are not recommendable and
then hurriedly dismissed. It was obscured to me by an envelop-
ment of commonplace associations ; I was lazily certain that I knew
it and therefore I hardly saw it. But my friend, who possessed the
artist mind of China, did not treat it with a cheap knowledge but
could see it afresh and recognize it as real. When I say real, I mean
that it did not remain at the outskirts of his consciousness tied to a
narrow definition, but it easily blended in his imagination, pro-
duced a vision, a special harmony of lines, colours and life and
movement, and became intimately his own. The admission of a
donkey into a drawing-room is violently opposed; yet there is no
prohibition against its finding a place in a picture which may be
admiringly displayed on the drawing-room wall.

The only evidence of truth in art exists when it compels us to
say, ‘I see’. A donkey we may pass by in Nature, but a donkey in art
we must acknowledge even if it be a creature that disreputably
ignores all its natural history responsibility, even if it resembles a
mushroom in its head and a palm-leaf in its tail.

In the Upanishad it is said in a parable that there are two birds
sitting on the same bough, one of which feeds and the other looks
on. This is an image of the mutual relatianship of the infinite being
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and the finite self. The delight of the bird which looks on is great,
for it is a pure and free delight. There are both of these birds 1
man himself, the objective one with its business of life, the sub-
jective one with its disinterested joy of vision.
A child comes to me and commands me to tell her a story. I tell
her of a tiger which is disgusted with the black stripes on 1ts body
and comes to my frightened servant demanding a piece of soap-
The story gives my little audience immense pleasure, the pleasure
of a vision, and her mind cries out, Itis here, for Isee!” She knows a
tiger in the book of natural history, but she can see the tiger i the
story of mine. . bl
I am sure that even this child of five knows thatitisan impossible
tiger that is out on its untigerly quest of an absurd soap. The
delightfulness of the tiger for her is not in its beauty, its usefulness,
or its probability; but in the undoubted fact that she can s¢¢ itin
her mind with a greater clearness of vision than she can the “_ralls
around her—the walls that brutally shout their evidence of cer_tamlty
which is merely circumstantial. The tiger in the story is me.wtab_ &
it has the character of a complete image, which offers its testimon!
of truth in itself. The listener’s own mind is the eye-witness, whose
direct experience could not be contradicted. A tiger must be th:f
every other tiger in order that it may have its place in a book ©
Science; there it must be a commonplace tiger to be at all tolerated-
But in the story it is uncommon, it can never be reduplicated. We
know a thing because it belongs to a class; we see a thing becaus® it
belongs to itself. The tiger of the story completely detachgd lfSFlf
from all others of its kind and easily assumed a distinct individuality
in the heart of the listener. The child could vividly see it, becaus€
by the help of her imagination it became her own tiger, one W:t_h
herself, and this union of the subject and object gives us joy- I:"' 1t
because there is no separation between them in truth, the separation
being the Maya, which is creation ?

There come in our history occasions when the consciousness ofa
large multitude becomes suddenly illumined with the recognition of
a reality which rises far above the dull obviousness of daily hap-
penings. The world becomes vivid; we see, we feel it with all our
soul. Such an occasion there was when the voice of Buddha reached
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distant shores across physical and moral impediments. Then our
life and our world found their profound meaning of reality in their
relation to the central person who offered us emancipation of love.
Men, in order to make this great human experience ever memorable,
determined to do the impossible ; they made rocks to speak, stones to
sing, caves to remember; their cry of joy and hope took immortal
forms along the hills and deserts, across barren solitudes and
populous cities. A gigantic creative endeavour built up its triumph
in stupendous carvings, defying obstacles that were overwhelming.
Such heroic activity over the greater part of the Eastern continents
clearly answers the question: “What is Art ?’ It is the response of
man’s creative soul to the call of the Real.

Once there came a time, centuries ago in Bengal, when the divine
love drama that has made its eternal playground in human souls was
vividly revealed by a personality radiating its intimate realization
of God. The mind of a whole people was stirred by a vision of the
world as an instrument, through which sounded out invitation to
the meeting of bliss. The ineffable mystery of God’s love-call,
taking shape in an endless panorama of colours and forms, inspired
activity in music that overflowed the restrictions of classical conven-
tionalism. Our Kirtan music of Bengal came to its being like a star
flung up by a burning whirlpool of emotion in the heart of a whole
people, and their consciousness was aflame with a sense of reality
that must be adequately acknowledged.

The question may be asked as to what place music occupies in
my theory that art is for evoking in our mind the deep sense of
reality in its richest aspect. Music is the most abstract of all the
arts, as mathematics is in the region of science. In fact these two have
a deep relationship with each other. Mathematics is the logic of
numbers and dimensions. It is therefore employed as the basis of
our scientific knowledge. When taken out of its concrete associa-
tions and reduced to symbols, it reveals its grand structural
majesty, the inevitableness of its own perfect concord. Yet there is
not merely a logic but also a magic of mathematics which works at
the world of appearance, producing harmony—the cadence of
interrelationship. This rhythm of harmony has been extracted
from its usual concrete context, and exhibited through the medium
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of sound. And thus the pure essence of expressiveness in existence
is offered in music. Expressiveness finds the least resistance 1D
sound, having freedom unencumbered by the burden of facts %ﬂd
thoughts. This gives it a power to arouse in us an intimate feeling
of reality. In the pictorial, plastic and literary arts, the object and
our feelings with regard to it are closely associated, like the rose and
its perfumes. In music, the feeling distilled in sound becomes 1t§€1f
an independent object. It assumes a tune-form which is C!Cﬁmte’
but a meaning which is undefinable, and yet which grips ouf
mind with a sense of absolute truth.

It is the magic of mathematics, the rhythm which is in the heart
of all creation, which moves in the atom and, in its different
measures, fashions gold and lead, the rose and the thorn, the sui
and the planets. These are the dance-steps of numbers in the arena
of time and space, which weave the maya, the patterns of appear
ance, the incessant flow of change, that ever is and is not. Itis ‘thc
rhythm that churns up images from the vague and makes taﬂglb_le
what is elusive. This is maya, this is the art in creation, and art 10
literature, which is the magic of rhythm. .

And must we stop here ? What we know as intellectual truth, 1S
that also not a rhythm of the relationship of facts, that weaves the
pattern of theory, and produces a sense of convincingness t0 4
person who somehow feels sure that he knows the truth ? We believe
any fact to be true because of a harmony, a rhythm in reasomn, the
process of which is analysable by the logic of mathematics, but 0ot
its result in me, just as we can count the notes but cannot account
for the music. The mystery is that I am convinced, and this also
belongs to the maya of creation, whose one important, indispensable
factor is this self-conscious personality that I represent. ;

And the Other ? I believe it is also a self-conscious personalitys
which has its eternal harmony with mine.

CHAPTER X

MAN’S NATURE

FroM the time when Man became truly conscious of his own self
he also became conscious of a mysterious spirit of unity which found
its manifestation through him in his society. It is a subtle medium
of relationship between individuals, which is not for any utilitarian
purpose but for its own ultimate truth, not a sum of arithmetic but
a value of life. Somehow Man has felt that this comprehensive
spirit of unity has a divine character which could claim the sacrifice
of all that is individual in him, that in it dwells his highest meaning
transcending his limited self, representing his best freedom.

Man’s reverential loyalty to this spirit of unity is expressed in his
religion; it is symbolized in the names of his deities. That is why,
in the beginning, his gods were tribal gods, even gods of the dif-
ferent communities belonging to the same tribe. With the extension
of the consciousness of human unity his God became revealed to
him as one and universal, proving that the truth of human unity is
the truth of Man’s God.

In the Sanskrit language, religion goes by the name dharma,
which in the derivative meaning implies the principle of relation-
ship that holds us firm, and in its technical sense means the virtue_of
a thing, the essential quality of it; for instance, heat is the essential
quality of fire, though in certain of its stages it may be absent.

Religion consists in the endeavour of men to cultivate and express
those qualities which are inherent in the nature of Man the Eternal,
and to have faith in him. If these qualities were absolutely natural in
individuals, religion could have no purpose. We begin our history
with all the original promptings of our brute nature which helps us
to fulfil those vital needs of ours that are immediate. But deeper
Wwithin us thereisa current of tendencies which runs in many waysin
a contrary direction, the life current.of universal humamity.
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Religion has its function in reconciling the contradiction, by sub-
ordinating the brute nature to what we consider as the truth 0
Man. This is helped when our faith in the Eternal Man, W?wm \dve
call by different names and imagine in different images, 15 mace
strong. The contradiction between the two natures in us 15 S0 greac:
that men have willingly sacrificed their vital needs and courte
death in order to express their dkarma, which represents the tru
of the Supreme Man. R
The vision of the Supreme Man is realized by our imaginatl x é
but not created by our mind. More real than individual me, a
surpassed each of us in his permeating personalit}f which 15 trilz_e’
cendental. The procession of his ideas, following his great putk
is ever moving across obstructive facts towards the Peflf?cmd e 0;-
We, the individuals, having our place in his compos1tion; it ut
may not be in conscious harmony with his purpose, may even ]IB)ut
obstacles in his path bringing down our doom upon oursel':fcs-him
we gain our true religion when we consciously co-operate Wi o FO;
finding our exceeding joy through suffering and sacrifice. ke
through our own love for him we are made conscious of a great '(;it.
that radiates from his being, who is Mahatma, the Supreme Sp:_-]ie
The great Chinese sage, Lao-tze, has said: ‘One who AV %
but will not perish, has life everlasting.’ It means that he lives 1 3
life of the immortal Man. The urging for this life induces men © %1 :
through the struggle for a true survival. And it has been said 10 07
scripture: “Through adharma (the negation of dharma) man prolje
pers, gains what appears desirable, conquers enemies; l?ut fife
perishes at the root.” In this saying it is suggested that thereis 2 1
which is truer for men than their physical life which is transien®
Our life gains what is called ‘value’ in those of its aspects whic
represent eternal humanity in knowledge, in sympathy, in deeds,
in character and creative works. And from the beginning of 0%
history we are seeking, often at the cost of everything else, the value
for our life and not merely success; in other words, we are trying 1o
realize in ourselves the immortal Man, so that we may die but 10t
perish. This is the meaning of the utterance in the Upanishad: “Tam
vedyam purusham veda, yatha ma vo mrityuh parivyathah’— Realize
the Person so that thou mayst not suffer from death.’
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The meaning of these words is highly paradoxical, and cannot be
proved by our senses or our reason, and yet its influence is so strong
in men that they have cast away all fear and greed, defied all the
instincts that cling to the brute nature, for the sake of acknowledging
and preserving a life which belongs to the Eternal Person. It is all
the more significant because many of them do not believe in its
reality, and yet are ready to fling away for it all that they believe to
be final and the only positive fact.

We call this ideal reality ‘spiritual’. That word is vague; neverthe-
less, through the dim light which reaches us across the barriers of
physical existence, we seem to have a stronger faith in the spiritual
Man than in the physical; and from the dimmest period of his
history, Man has a feeling that the apparent facts of existence are
not final; that his supreme welfare depends upon his being able to
remain in perfect relationship with some great mystery behind the
veil, at the threshold of a larger life, which is for ever giving him a
far higher value than a mere continuation of his physical life in the
material world.

Our physical body has its comprehensive reality in the physical
world, which may be truly called our universal body, without which
our individual body would miss its function. Our physical life
realizes its growing meaning through a widening freedom in its
relationship with the physical world, and this gives it a greater
happiness than the mere pleasure of satisfied needs. We become
aware of a profound meaning of our own self at the consciousness
of some ideal of perfection, some truth beautiful or majestic which
gives us an inner sense of completeness, a heightened sense of our
own reality. This strengthens man’s faith, effective even if indefinite
—his faith in an objective ideal of perfection comprehending the
human world. His vision of it has been beautiful or distorted,
luminous or obscure, according to the stages of development that
his consciousness has attained. But whatever may be the name and
nature of his religious creed, man’s ideal of human perfection has
been based upon a bond of unity running through individuals
culminating in a supreme Being who represents the eternal in
%mrnan personality. In his civilization the perfect expression of this
idea produces the wealth of truth which is for the revelation of Man
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and not merely for the success of life. But when this creative ideal
which is dharma gives place to some overmastering passion inalarge
body of men civilization bursts out in an explosive flame, like a star
that has lighted its own funeral pyre of boisterous brilliancy.

When I was a child I had the freedom to make my own toys out of
trifles and create my own games from imagination. In my happiness
my playmates had their full share, in fact the complete enjoyment
of my games depended upon their taking part in them. One day, 10
this paradise of our childhood, entered the temptation from the
market world of the adult. A toy brought from an English shop was
given to one of our companions; it was perfect, it was big and won-
derfully lifelike. He became proud of the toy and less mindful of the
game; he kept that expensive thing carefully away from us, glory1ng
in his exclusive possession of it, feeling himself superior to his play-
mates whose toys were cheap. I am sure if he could use the modern
language of history he would say that he was more civilized than
ourselves to the extent of his owning that ridiculously perfect
toy.

One thing he failed to realize in his excitement—a fact which at
the moment seemed to him insignificant—that this temptatiot
obscured something a great deal more perfect than his toY> the
revelation of the perfect child which ever dwells in the heart of mat:
in other words, the dharma of the child. The toy merely expressed
his wealth but not himself, not the child’s creative spirit, Dot t,he
child’s generous joy in his play, his identification of himself ?"“b
others who were his compeers in his play world. Civilization is t©
express Man’s dharma and not merely his cleverness, power and
possession.

Once there was an occasion for me to motor down to Calcutta
from a place a hundred miles away. Something wrong with the
mechanism made it necessary for us to have a repeated supply of
water almost every half-hour. At the first village where we WerC
compelled to stop, we asked the help of a man to find water for US-
It proved quite a task for him, but when we offered him his rewards
poor though he was, he refused to accept it. In fifteen other villages
the same thing happened. In a hot country, where travellers con-
stantly need water and, where the water supply grows scanty in
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summer, the villagers consider it their duty to offer water to those
who need it. They could easily make a business out of it, following
the inexorable law of demand and supply. But the ideal which they
consider to be their dharma has become one with their life. They do
not claim any personal merit for possessing it.

Lao-tze, speaking about the man who is truly good, says: ‘He
quickens but owns not. He acts but claims not. Merit he accom-
plishes but dwells not in it. Since he does not dwell in it; it will
never leave him.” That which is outside ourselves we can sell; but
that which is one with our being we cannot sell. This complete
assimilation of truth belongs to the paradise of perfection; it lies
beyond the purgatory of self-consciousness. To have reached it
proves a long process of civilization.

To be able to take a considerable amount of trouble in order to
supply water to a passing stranger and yet never to claim merit or
reward for it seems absurdly and negligibly simple compared with
the capacity to produce an amazing number of things per miuufe.
A millionaire tourist, ready to corner the food market and grow rich
by driving the whole world to the brink of starvation, is sure to feel
100 superior to notice this simple thing while rushing through our
villages at sixty miles an hour.

Yes, it is simple, as simple as it is for a gentleman to be a gentle-
man; but that simplicity is the product of centuries of culture. That
simplicity is difficult of imitation. In a few years’ time, it might be
Possible for me to learn how to make holes in thousands of needles
Slm}lltaneously by turning a wheel, but to be absolutely simple in
one’s hospitality to one’s enemy, or to a stranger, requires genera-
tons of training, Simplicity takes no account of its own value, claims
10 Wages, and therefore those who are enamoured of power do not
realize that simplicity of spiritual expression is the highest product
of civilization,

A process of disintegration can kill this rare fruit of a higher life,
3 a whole race of birds possessing some rare beauty can be made
cxunct by the vulgar power of avarice which has civilized weapons.
This fact was clearly proved to me when I found that the only place
Where a price was expected for the water given to us was a suburb
of Caleutta, where life was richer, the water supply easier and more
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abundant and where progress flowed in numerous channels in all
directions. It shows that a harmony of character which the people
once had was lost—the harmony with the inner self which is greater
in its universality than the self that gives prominence to its person
needs. The latter loses its feeling of beauty and generosity in ItS
calculation of profit; for there it represents exclusively itself and
not the universal Man.

There is an utterance in the Atharva Veda, wherein appears the
question as to who it was that gave Man his music. Birds repeat
their single notes, or a very simple combination of them, but Man
builds his world of music and establishes ever new rhythmic rela}
tionships of notes. These reveal to him a universal mystery O
creation which cannot be described. They bring to him the innet
rhythm that transmutes facts into truths, They give him pleasure
not merely for his sense of hearing, but for his deeper being, Whjclh
gains satisfaction in the ideal of perfect unity. Somehow man fe¢'S
that truth finds its body in such perfection; and when he seeks for
his own best revelation he seeks a medium which has the s
monious unity, as has music. Qur impulse to give expression 2
Universal Man produces arts and literature. They in their cadence
of lines, colours, movements, words, thoughts, express vasﬂ_Y MmO
than what they appear to be on the surface. They open the Wm‘:lowi-
of our mind to the eternal reality of man. They are the superfuity ©
wealth of which we claim our common inheritance whatever ey %
the country and time to which we belong; for they are mspl.rcd y
the universal mind. And not merely in his arts, but in his O%2
behaviour, the individual must for his excellence give emphas’t
t0 an ideal which has some value of truth that ideally belongs 0 &
men. In other words, he should create a music of expression 12
conduct and surroundings which makes him represent the supre®®
Personality. And civilization is the creation of the race, its expressio”
of %ﬁ UnIzversaI Man.

en I first visited Japan I had the opportunity of observing
‘g’;ls‘f;jﬂ;f two parts of the human sphere sI:riS:)ngly ctgntrasted5 oY
of beauiy %‘-’;ﬂw up the ancient continents of social ideal, standards

g il ¢s of personal behaviour; and the other part, the fit!
> M€ Perpetual current that carried wealth to its ShOT€S
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from all parts of the world. In half a century’s time Japan has been
able to make her own the mighty spirit of progress which suddeply
burst upon her one morning in a storm of insult and menace. China
also has had her rousing, when her self-respect was being knocked
to pieces through series of helpless years, and I am sure she also will
master before long the instrument which hurt her to the quick. But
the ideals that imparted life and body to Japanese civilization 'had
been nourished in the reverent hopes of countless generations
through ages which were not primarily occupied in an ir}cessapt
hunt for opportunities. They had those large tracts of leisure in
them which are necessary for the blossoming of Life’s beauty and
the ripening of her wisdom. \

On the one hand we can look upon the modern factories in Japan
with their numerous mechanical organizations and engines of pro-
duction and destruction of the latest type. On the other hand,
against them we may see some fragile vase, some small piece Ofsl!k,
some architecture of sublime simplicity, some perfect lyric of bodily
movement. We may also notice the Japanese expression of courtesy
daily extracting from them a considerable amount of time and
trouble. All these have come not from an intense consciousness of
the value of reality which takes time for its fullness. What Japan
r.eveals in her skilful manipulation of telegraphic wires and raﬂwa'y
lines, of machines for manufacturing things and for killing men, 1s
more or less similar to what we see in other countries which have
similar opportunity for training. Butin her art of living, her pictures,
her code of conduct, the various forms of beauty which her religious
and social ideals assume, Japan expresses her own personality, her
dharma, which, in order to be of any worth, must be unique and at
the same time represent Man of the Everlasting Life.

_ Lao-tze has said: ‘Not knowing the eternal causes passions to
f15¢; and that is evil.” He has also said: ‘Let us die, and yet not
perish.” For we die when we lose our physical life, we perish when
Lve_ Miss our humanity. And humanity is the dharma of human

eings,

What is evident in this world is the endless procession of moving
thn_lgfﬁ but what is to be realized is the supreme human Truth by
Which the human world is permeated.
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We must never forget today that a mere movement Is 0ot va]_u-
able in itself, that it may be a sign of a dangerous .i'qrm of l{lel’ﬂ‘;i
We must be reminded that a great upheaval of spirit, ’a univers
realization of true dignity of man once caused by Euddha s tea(cih_llﬁﬁ
in India, started a movement for centuries which produce A
mination of literature, art, science and numerous efforts of pu g
beneficence. This was a movement whose motive forf:e WFS Ill:nc
some additional accession of knowledge or power or urgmgt;; i‘c:)ee-
overwhelming passion. It was an inspiration for freedom, Ie i
dom which enables us to realize dharma, the truth of Eternal :

Lao-tze in one of his utterances has said: “Those who have ﬁe
(dharma) attend to their obligations; those who have no k=
attend to their claims.’ Progress which is not related to a{lfy o
dharma, but to an attraction which is external, seeks to satis
endless claims. But civilization, which is an ideal, glv‘:ii;; the
abundant power to renounce which is the power that re
infinite and inspires creation. ooy 4, a

This great Chinese sage has said: ‘To increase life 15 Ca]ff‘;ct
blessing.” For the increase of life realizes the eternal lifc an e
does not transcend the limits of life’s unity. The mouﬂtamhfl’ner
grows tall and great, its every inch maintains the rhythm O.f ag the
balance, and therefore even in its seeming extravagance it btslong
reticent grace of self-control. The tree and its productions e
to the same vital system of cadence; the timber, the flowers, fia >
and fruits are one with the tree; their exuberance is not a malady
exaggeration, but a blessing.

CHAPTER XI

THE MEETING

OUR great prophets in all ages did truly realize in themselves the
freedom of the soul in their consciousness of the spiritual kinship of
man which is universal. And yet human races, owing to their ex-
ternal geographical condition, developed in their individual isola-
tion a mentality that is obnoxiously selfish. In their instinctive
search for truth in religion either they dwarfed and deformed it in
the mould of the primitive distortions of their own race-mind, or
else they shut their God within temple walls and scriptural texts
safely away, especially from those departments of life where his
absence gives easy access to devil-worship in various names and
forms, They treated their God in the same way as in some forms of
government the King is treated, who has traditional honour but no
effective authority. The true meaning of God has remained vague
In our minds

only because our consciousness of the spiritual unity
has been thwarted,

hasollllg vt;f ;he potent reasons for this—our geographical separation—

€en nearly removed. Therefore the time has come when
:;;e ?ust: for the sake of truth and for the sake of that peace which s
in?ﬁ g Of.tmths refuse to allow the idea of our God to remain
nesssunc:t behind unrealities of formal rites and theological misti-

ca;};h; C(riseqtlue that lives its life screened and sheltered in a dark
e’e;; 1ts safety in the very narrowness of its own environment.
sensibijjgommal pro‘”,de{lce of Nature curtails and tones down its
to be comes to such a limited necessity. But if these cave-walls were
must acce suddenly removed by some catastrophe, then either it
Regotiatior the doom of extinction, or carry on satisfactory
g : abons with its wider surroundings.
¢ races of mankind will never again be’able to go back to their
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citadels of high-walled exclusiveness. They are today exposed 10
one another, physically and intellectually. The shells which have
so long given them full security within their individual enclosures
have been broken, and by no artificial process can they be mende
again. So we have to accept this fact, even though we have not b
fully adapted our minds to this changed environment of Pu]?hmtg’
even though through it we may have to run all the risks entailed DY
the wider expansion of life’s freedom. 1+ deals
A large part of our tradition is our code of adjustment Wl_“f:h d .
with the circumstances special to ourselves. These trad-lno.ns’d?s_
doubt, variegate the several racial personalities with their e
tinctive colours—colours which have their poetry and also -
protective qualities suitable to each different environment. eralr?ﬂ‘bf
come to acquire a strong love for our own colourful race speciality>
but if that gives us fitness only for a very narrow world, thet L =
slightest variation in our outward circumstances we may have
pay for this love with our life itself, lete
In the animal world there are numerous instances of Comptagc
race-suicide overtaking those who fondly clung to some advan In
which later on became a hindance in an altered CLiSPmvlsanonc'arﬂe
fact the superiority of man is proved by his adaptability t© cxtrf i
surprises of chance—neither the torrid nor the frigid zon¢ ©
destiny offering him insuperable obstacles. day
The vastness of the race problem with which we are faced tol ce
will either compel us to train ourselves to moral fitness in the po% it
otj merely external efficiency, or the complications arising out
will fetter all our movements and drag us to our death. re-
When our necessity becomes urgently insistent, when theo
sources that have sustained us so long are exhausteds then o
spirit puts forth all its force to discover some other Sourccthe
sustenance deeper and more permanent. This leads us from of
exterior to the interior of our storehouse. When muscle d0¢8 5
fully serve us, we come to awaken intellect to ask for its help ans
":;e then surprised to find in it a greater source of stren O;fts
gr?;:.r 1}’)22_’3‘;116 P;n“c'fr.mWhen, in their turn, oqr.intellcctl:ils ~nd
exhaustive, our soulom.y B render our .su1c1dc B9 whi¢
ast seek an alliance with some power
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is still deeper, yet further removed from the rude stupidity of
muscle,

Hitherto the cultivation of intense race egotism is the one thing
that has found its fullest scope at this meeting of men. In no period
of human history has there been such an epidemic of moral per-
versity, such a universal churning up of jealousy, greed, hatred
and mutual suspicion. Every people, weak or strong, is constantly
indulging in a violent dream of rendering itself thoroughly hurtful to
others. In this galloping competition of hurtfulness, on the slope of
a bottomless pit, no nation dares to stop or slow down. A scarlet
fever with a raging temperature has attacked the entire body of
mankind, and political passion has taken the place of creative
personality in all departments of life. :

It is well known that when greed has for its object material gain
then it can have no end. It is like the chasing of the horizon by a
lunatic. To go on in a competition multiplying millions becomes a
steeplechase of insensate futility that has obstacles but no goal. It
has for its parallel the fight with material weapons—weapons which
must perpetually be multiplied, opening up new vistas of destruc-
tion and evoking new forms of insanity in the forging of frightful-
ness, Thus there seems now to have commenced the last fatal
adventure of drunken Passion riding on an intellect of prodigious
power.

Today, more than ever before in our history, the aid of spiritual
Power is needed. Therefore I believe its resources Wﬂl' surely be
discovered in the hidden depths of our being. Pioneers will come to
take up this adventure and suffer, and through suffering open out a
path to that higher elevation of life in which lies our safety.

Let me, in reference to this, give an instance from the history of
Ancient India. There was a noble period in the early days of Il.ldla
when, to a band of dreamers, agriculture appeared as a great idea
and not merely useful fact. The heroic personality of Ramachandra,
who espoused its cause, was sung in popular ballads,_whlc.:h in a
later age forgot their original message and were crystallized into an
epic merely extolling some domestic virtues of its hero. It is quite
evident, however, from the legendary relics lying cntpmbed in the
story, that a new age ushered in by the spread of agriculture came
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as a divine voice to those who could hear. It lifted up the primeval
screen of the wilderness, brought the distant near, and broke down
all barricades. Men who had formed separate and antagonistic
groups in their sheltered seclusions were called upon to form @
united people. \
In the Vedic verses, we find constant mention of conflicts betwe;‘;
the original inhabitants of Ancient India and the colonists. There .
find the expression of a spirit that was one of mutual distrust, a0 )
struggle in which was sought either wholesale slavery or ext Jive
tion for the opponents, carried on in the manner of animals who'
in the narrow segregation imposed upon them by thelf 4 have
imagination and imperfect sympathy. This spirit Woulaile s
continued in all its ferocious vigour of savagery had men f &
find the opportunity for the discovery that man’s highest
was in the union of co-operation and love. ch led
The progress of agriculture was the first external stcp Wl}lc for 8
to such a discovery. It not only made a settled life Posm.b e for
large number of men living in close proximity, but it claume =
its very purpose a life of peaceful co-operation. The mere gjtion
such a sudden change from a nomadic to an agricultural con! th his
would not have benefited man if he had not developed thereW!™., y
spiritual sensitiveness to an inner principle of truth. We can ¢ oL
from our reading of the Ramayana, the birth of idealism 79 g,s
section of the Indian colonists of those days, before whose mé?ﬁty
eye was opened a vision of emancipation rich with the responsiv!
of a higher life. The epic represents in its ideal the chang® © Il
people’s aspiration from the path of conquest to that of 1€C
ciliation. en
At the present time, as I have said, the human world has be
overtaken by another vast change similar to that which had occurr® ¢
in the epic age of India. So long men had been cultivating, 3m%
with a religious fervour, that mentality which is the product 0
racial isolation; poets proclaimed, in a loud pitch of bragging, t_he
exploits of their popular fighters; money-makers felt neither Plty
nor shame in the unscrupulous dexterity of their pockct'PiCkmg £
diplomats scattered lies in order to reap concessions from the
devastated future of their own victims. Suddenly the walls that
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separated the different races are seen to have given way, and we
find ourselves standing face to face.

This is a great fact of epic significance. Man, suckled at the wolf’s
breasts, sheltered in the brute’s den, brought up in the prowling
habit of depredation, suddenly discovers that he is Man, and that
his true power lies in yielding up his brute power for the freedom of
spirit.

The God of humanity has arrived at the gates of the ruined temple
of the tribe. Though he has not yet found his altar, I ask the men of
simple faith, wherever they may be in the world, to bring their
offering of sacrifice to him, and to believe that it is far better to be
wise and worshipful than to be clever and supercilious. I ask them to
claim the right of manhood to be friends of men, and not the right
of a particular proud race or nation which may boast of the fatal
quality of being the rulers of men. We should know for certain that
such rulers will no longer be tolerated in the new world, as it basks
in the open sunlight of mind and breathes life’s free air. _

In the geological ages of the infant earth the demons of physical
force had their full sway. The angry fire, the devouring flood, the
fury of the storm, continually kicked the earth into frightful distor-
tions. These titans have at last given way to the reign of life. I'_Iad
there been spectators in those days who were clever and practical
they would have wagered their last penny on these titans and would
have waxed hilariously witty at the expense of the hg:lpless living
speck taking its stand in the arena of the wrestling giants. Only a
dreamer could have then declared with unwavering conviction that
those titans were doomed because of their very exaggeration, as are,
today, those formidable qualities which, in the parlance of school-
boy science, are termed Nordic.

I ask once again, let us, the dreamers
keep our faith firm in the Life that create !
that constructs—in the power that hides its force and blossoms 10
beauty, and not in the power that bares its arms and chuckles at its
capacity to make itself obnoxious. Let us know that the Magh}ne;:
good when it helps, but not so when it exploits life; that tec:eiito
is great when it destroys evil, but not when the two €n
unholy alliance. i

of the East and the West,
s and not in the Machine




CHAPTER XII

THE TEACHER

I HAVE already described how the nebulous idea of the divine
essence condensed in my consciousness into a human realization.
It is definite and finite at the same time, the Eternal I’er§0n mani-
fested in all persons. It may be one of the numerous manifestations
of God, the one in which is comprehended Man and his Universe.
But we can never know or imagine him as revealed in any other
inconceivable universe so long as we remain human beings. AL
therefore, whatever character our theology may ascribe to him, 18
reality he is the infinite ideal of Man towards whom men move 10
their collective growth, with whom they seek their union c_>f love a;
individuals, in whom they find their ideal of father, friend an
beloved.

I am sure that it was this idea of the divine Humanity U
sciously working in my mind, which compelled me to come ou ‘
the seclusion of my literary career and take my part in the Worlé 0
practical activities. The solitary enjoyment of the infinite in medita”
tion no longer satisfied me, and the texts which I used for my silent
worship lost their inspiration without my knowing it. I am sure ¢
vaguely felt that my need was spiritual self-realization in the life 0
Man through some disinterested service. This was the time when I
founded an educational institution for our children in Bengal. It h_as
a special character of its own which is still struggling t0 find 1ts
fulfilment; for it is a living temple that I have attempted to build for
my divinity. In such a place education necessarily becomes the
preparation for a complete life of man which can only become€
possible by living that life, through knowledge and service, enjoy-
ment and creative work. The necessity was my own, for I felt
impelled to come back into a fullness of truth from my exile in @

dream-world. "

con-
t of
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This brings to my mind the name of another poet of ancient India,
Kalidasa, whose poem of Meghaduta reverberates with the music of
the sorrow of an exile.

It was not the physical home-sickness from which the poet
suffered, it was something far more fundamental, the home-sickness
of the soul. We feel from almost all his works the oppressive
atmosphere of the kings’ palaces of those days, dense with things of
luxury, and also with the callousness of self-indulgence, albeit an
atmosphere of refined culture based on an extravagant civilization.

The poet in the royal court lived in banishment—banishment
from the immediate presence of the eternal. He knew it was not
merely his own banishment, but that of the whole age to which he
was born, the age that had gathered its wealth and missed its well-
being, built its storehouse of things and lost its background of the
great universe. What was the form in which his desire for perfection
persistently appeared in his drama and poems ? It was the form of
the tapovana, the forest-dwelling of the patriarchal community of
ancient India. Those who are familiar with Sanskrit literature will
know that this was not a colony of people with a primitive culture
and mind. They were seekers after truth, for the sake of which they
I}Ved in an atmosphere of purity but not of Puritanism, of the simple
life but not the life of self-mortification. They never advocated
celibacy and they had constant inter-communication with other
people who lived the life of worldly interest. Their aim and

;ndeavour have briefly been suggested in the Upanishad in these
ines:

Te sarvagam sarvatah prapya _dh:ra
yiktatmanah saroamevavisanti.

“Those men of serene mind enter into the All, having 1:‘3‘311"55‘1
and being in union everywhere with the ommipresent Spirit.

It was never a philosophy of renunciation of a negative character
bll_t a realization completely comprehensive. How the tom;red
mind of Kalidasa in the prosperous city of Ujjaini, and the glorious
period of Vikramaditya, closely pressed-by all-obstructing things
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and all-devouring self, let his thoughts hover round the vision of
a tapovana for his inspiration of life!

It was not a deliberate copy but a natural coincidence that2
of modern India also had the similar vision when he felt within h;‘;
the misery of a spiritual banishment. In the time of Kalidasa
people vividly believed in the ideal of tapovana, the forest COIODY:
and there can be no doubt that even in the late age ther® WELS CIOI?D
munities of men living in the heart of nature, not ascetics fierce’y
love with a lingering suicide, but men of seren¢ sanity who Souhen
to realize the spiritual meaning of their life. And, the_fefore’ vgiate
Kalidasa sang of the fapovana, his poems found their m?;e -
communion in the living faith of his hearers. But today_the 1 eafar—
lost any definite outline of reality, and has retreated into th;in 1
away phantom-land of legend. Therefore the Saskrit Wes dbya
modern poem would merely be poetical, its meaning judgee ¥
literary standard of appraisement. Then, again, the spirit © o
forest-dwelling in the purity of its original shape W",u]d o5 ato be
tastic anachronism in the present age, and therefore, 11 ?rdcr fo.
real, it must find its reincarnation under modern conditions O .
It must be the same in truth, but not identical in fact. It Wa5 =,
which made the modern poet’s heart crave to compose
a language of tangible words. has

But I must give the history in some detail. Civilized m25 ally
come far away from the orbit of his normal life. He has £° ad%ees
formed and intensified some habits that are like those of e ring
for adapting himself to his hive-world. We often see men suffer
from ennui, from world-weariness, from a spirit of rebellion 25°
their environment for no reasonable cause whatever. Social reVo"
tons are constantly ushered in with a suicidal violence that hast!he
onigin 1n our dissatisfaction with our hive-wall arrangement™
too exclusive enclosure th g ive hich -
so much needed to giv EEceprives us of the p‘?rsPecu £1iving:
AR digﬁ%‘;s?i: proper proportion in our ldeg on the
model of the bee and thcreft man has not been mou i ocial
when his freedom to be mq S s recklessly

In our highly complex nfedthan social is ignored. ces 81C
organized with such efficj o conch!:[on mechanical f0F oW
“ncy that materials are produced that 8

pOCt
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far in advance of man’s selective and assimilative capacity to
simplify them into harmony with his nature and needs.

Such an intemperate overgrowth of things, like rank vegetation
in the tropics, creates confinement for man. The nest is simple, it
has an early relationship with the sky; the cage is complex and
costly; it is too much itself excommunicated from whatever lies
outside. And man is building his cage, fast developing his para-
sitism on the monster Thing, which he allows to envelop him on all
sides. He is always occupied in adapting himself to its dead angu-
larities, limits himself to its limitations, and merely becomes a
part of it.

This may seem contrary to the doctine of those who believe that
a constant high pressure of living, produced by an artificially culti-
vated hunger of things, generates and feeds the energy that drives
civilization upon its endless journey. Personally, I do not believe
that this has ever been the principal driving force that has led to
eminence any great civilization of which we know in history.

I was born in what was once the metropolis of British India. My
own ancestors came floating to Calcutta upon the earliest tide of the
fluctuating fortune of the East India Company. The unconven-
tional code of life for our family has been a confluence of three
cultures, the Hindu, Mohammedan and British. My grandfather
belonged to that period when the amplitude of dress and courtesy
and a generous leisure were gradually being clipped anc.l curtallqd
into Victorian manners, economical in time, in Ceremonies, and in
the dignity of personal appearance. This will show that I came to a
world in which the modern cify=bred spirit of progress had just

g;ggn dri}ring its triumphal car over t_he‘ fuscions %\QQ\\\‘&Q; QiQ\&
clent village community. Though the trampling Process Was

. 1ost complete round me ili ' e &t
hn(g)efimg oS the Wreckag:eth the wailing cry of the past was still
% !

Viten T had 1
Poignancy of Illlztened to my eldest brother describing with the

old-wor] peless regret a society hospitable, sweet with the
cemm(;l;-i ala_m:la of natural kindliness, full of simp’le faith and the
Meinthed poetry of life. But all this was a vanishing shadow behind
act aroun; sky golden haze o_f a twilight horizon—the all-pervading
my boyhood being the modern city newly built by a
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company of western traders and the spirit of the modern time seek-
ing its unaccustomed entrance into our life, stumbling against
countless anomalies.

But it always is a surprise to me to think that though this closed-
up hardness of a city was my only experience of the world, yet my
mind was constantly haunted by the home-sick fancies of an exile.
It seems that the sub-conscious remembrance of a primeval
dwelling-place, where, in our ancestors’ minds, were figured and
voiced the mysteries of the inarticulate rocks, the rushing water
and the dark whispers of the forest, was constantly stirring my blood
with its call. Some shadow-haunting living reminiscence in me
seemed to ache for the pre-natal cradle and playground it shared
with the primal life in the illimitable magic of the land, water and
air. The shrill, thin cry of the high-flying kite in the blazing sun of
the dazed Indian midday sent to a solitary boy the signal of a dumb
distant kinship. The few coconut plants growing by the boundary
wall of our house, like some war captives from an older army Pf
invaders of this earth, spoke to me of the eternal companionship
which the great brotherhood of trees has ever offered to man.

Looking back upon those moments of my boyhood days, when all
my mind seemed to float poised upon a large feeling of the sky> of
the light, and to tingle with the brown earth in its glistening grass
I cannot help believing that my Indian ancestry had left deep in my
being the legacy of its philosophy—the philosophy which speaks ol
fulfilment through our harmony with all things. The founding of
my school had its origin in the memory of that longing for the
freedom of consciousness, which seems to go back beyond the
skyline of my birth,

Freedom in the mere sense of independence has no content, and
therefore no meaning. Perfect freedom lies in a perfect harmony ©
relationship, which we realize in this world not through out response
to it in knowing, but in being. Objects of knowledge maintain a2

infinite distance from us who are the knowers. For knowledge is 1
union. Therefore the further world of freedom awaits us ther¢
yvhe_rc we reach truth, not through feeling it by our senses or know-
ing it by our reason, but through the union of perfect sympathy-

Children with the freshness of their senses come directly to the
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intimacy of this world. This is the first great gift they have. They
must accept it naked and simple and must never again lose their
power of immediate communication with it. For our perfection
we have to be vitally savage and mentally civilized ; we should have
the gift to be natural with nature and human with human society.
My banished soul sitting in the civilized isolation of the town-life
cried within me for the enlargement of the horizon of its compre-
hension. I was like the torn-away line of a verse, always in a state of
suspense, while the other line, with which it rhymed and which
could give it fullness, was smudged by the mist away in some un-
decipherable distance. The inexpensive power to be happy, which,
along with other children, I brought to this world, was being
constantly worn away by friction with the brick-and-mortar
arrangement of life, by monotonously mechanical habits and the
customary code of respectability.

In the usual course of things I was sent to school, but possibly
my suffering was unusually greater than that of most other children.
The non-civilized in me was sensitive; it had the great thirst for
colour, for music, for movement of life. Our city-built education
took no heed of that living fact. It had its luggage-van waiting for
branded bales of marketable result. The relative proportion of the
non-civilized to the civilized in man should be in the proportion of
the water and the land in our globe, the former predominating. But
the school had for its object a continual reclamation of the civilized.
Such a drain in the fluid element causes an aridity which may not
be considered deplorable under city conditions. But my nature
never got accustomed to those conditions, to the callous decency of
the pavement. The non-civilized triumphed in me only too soon
and drove me away from school when I had just entered my teens.
I found myself stranded on a solitary island of ignorance, and had to
rely solely upon my own instincts to build up my education from the
very beginning.

This reminds me that when I was young I had the great good
fortune of coming upon a Bengali translation of Robinson Crusoe.
I still believe that it is the best book for boys that has ever been
written. There was a longing in me when young to run away from
my own self and be one with everything»in Nature. This mood
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appears to be particularly Indian, the outcome of a u-ad{'nona]
desire for the expansion of consciousness. One has to admit that
such a desire is too subjective in its character; but this is inewtal_Jiﬁ
in the geographical circumstances which we have to endure. Welive
under the extortionate tyranny of the tropics, paying heavy to
every moment for the barest right of existence. The heat, Fhe_ dﬂt"f’
the unspeakable fecundity of minute life feeding upon big life; ttlc
perpetual sources of irritation, visible and invisible, leave very little
margin of capital for extravagant experiments. Excess of energy
seeks obstacles for its self-realization. That is why we find s0 Oﬁel:
in Western literature a constant emphasis upon the mahgnaﬂe
aspect of Nature, in whom the people of the West seem t0 r
delighted to discover an enemy for the sheer enjoyment of chaﬂﬂllug,s
ing her to fight. The reason which made Alexander express e
desire to find other worlds to conquer, when his conquest O che
world was completed, makes the enormously vital 13"?01?1'E of | n
West desire, when they have some respite in their sublime nnssﬂ:o
of fighting against objects that are noxious, to go out of their way,
spread their coat-tails in other people’s thoroughfares and t0 da:;;
indemnity when these are trodden upon. In order to make 4
thrilling risk of hurting themselves they are ready to Welcoglle
endless trouble to hurt others who are inoffensive, such as U d
beautiful birds which happen to know how to fly away, the oo
beasts, which have the advantage of inhabiting inaccessible rcE“’ﬂ,sn’
and—but I avoid the discourtesy of mentioning higher races 1
this connection. t
Life’s fulfilment finds constant contradictions in its pa_th; by
those are necessary for the sake of its advance. The stream 15 §av€
from the sluggishness of its current by the perpetual opposition ©
the soil through which it must cut its way. It is this soil which forms
its banks. The spirit of fight belongs to the genius of life. The tuning
of an instrument has to be done, not because it reveals a proﬁ‘{“:nt
perseverance in the face of difficulty, but because it helps music ©
be perfectly realized. Let us rejoice that in the West life’s instrument
is being tuned in all its different chords owing to the great fact that
the West has triumphant pleasure in the struggle with obstacles-
The spirit of creation in the heart of the universe will never allows
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for its own sake, obstacles to be completely removed. It is only
because positive truth lies in that ideal of perfection, which has to be
won by our own endeavour in order to make it our own, that the
spirit of fight is great. But this does not imply a premium for the
exhibition of a muscular athleticism or a rude barbarism of
ravenous rapacity.

_In Robinson Crusoe, the delight of the union with Nature finds
1ts expression in a story of adventure in which the solitary Man
Is face to face with solitary Nature, coaxing her, co-operating
;Vl;h her, exploring her secrets, using all his faculties to win her

elp.

This is the heroic love-adventure of the West, the active wooing
of the earth. I remember how, once in my youth, the feeling of
intense delight and wonder followed me in my railway journey
across Europe from Brindisi to Calais, when I realized the chaste
beauty of this continent everywhere blossoming in a glow of health
and richness under the age-long attention of her chivalrous lover,
Western humanity. He had gained her, made her his own, unlocked
the inexhaustible generosity of her heart. And I had intently wished
that the introspective vision of the universal soul, which an Eastern
devotee realizes in the solitude of his mind, could be united with this
SPirit of its outward expression in service, the exercise of will in
unfolding the wealth of beauty and well-being from its shy obscurity
to the light.

; I remember the morning when a beggar woman in a Bengal
village gathered in the loose end of her sari the stale flowers that
Wwere about to be thrown away from the vase on my table; and with
an ecstatic expression of tenderness buried her face in thqn,
exclaiming, ‘Oh, Beloved of my Heart!” Her eyes could eas*ly
pierce theveil of the outward form and reach the realm of the infinite
in these flowers, where she found the intimate touch of her
Beloved, the great, the universal Human. But in spite of it all ghe
lacked that energy of worship, that Western form of direct divine
service, the service of man, which helps the earth to bring out her
flowers and spread the reign of beauty on the desolate dust. I refuse
to think that the twin spirits of the East and the West, the Mary and
Martha, can never meet to make perfect: the realization of truth.
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And in spite of our material poverty in the East and the antagonism
of time I wait patiently for this meeting.

Robinson Crusoe’s island comes to my mind when I think of some
institution where the first great lesson in the perfect union of Man
and Nature, not only through love, but through active communica-
tion and intelligent ways, can be had unobstructed. We have to.ke_"-P
in mind the fact that love and action are the only mtermedla_ﬂi
through which perfect knowledge can be obtained; for the obje
of knowledge is not pedantry but wisdom. The primary object of a0
institution should not be merely to educate one’s limbs and mit ;
to be in efficient readiness for all emergencies, but to be in Perff;f
tune in the symphony of response between life and Wor!d’ to .
the balance of their harmony which is wisdom. The first importan
lesson for children in such a place would be that of impmmsi.!ﬂ‘-’%’
the constant imposition of the ready-made having beep bamsheh
from here. It is to give occasions to explore one’s capacity r_b,rouga
surprises of achievement. I must make it plain that this means
lesson not in simple life, but in creative life. For life may 80%
complex, and yet if there is a living personality in its centre, 1t 2
still have the unity of creation ; it will carry its own weight in Perf; ¢
grace, and will not be a mere addition to the number of facts tha
only goes to swell a crowd. .

I wish I could say that T had fully realized my dream in 3
school. I have only made the first introduction towards it and have
given an opportunity to the children to find their freedom in Natur ;
by being able to love it. For love is freedom ; it gives us that fullnes
of existence which saves us from paying with our soul for ob;ectf
that are immensely cheap. Love lights up this world with its meat
ing and makes life feel that it has that ‘enough’ everywhere WhIC
truly is its ‘feast’. I know men who preach the cult of simple lif¢ by
glorifying the spiritual merit of poverty. I refuse to imagine 207
special value in poverty when it is a mere negation. Only when the
mind has the sensitiveness to be able to respond to the deeper call 0
reahty Isit naturally weaned away from the lure of the fictitious valu®
of things. It is callousness which robs us of our simple power
enjoy, and dooms us to the indignity ofa snobbish pridein furniture

and the foolish burden of €xpensive things. But the callousness of
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asceticism pitted against the callousness of luxury is merely fighting
one evil with the help of another, inviting the pitiless demon of the
desert in place of the indiscriminate demon of the jungle.

I tried my best to develop in the children of my school the
freshness of their feeling for Nature, a sensitiveness of soul in their
relationship with their human surroundings, with the help of
literature, festive ceremonials and also the religious teaching which
enjoins us to come to the nearer presence of the world through the
soul, thus to gain it more than can be measured—like gaining an
instrument in truth by bringing out its music.



CHAPTER XIII

SPIRITUAL FREEDOM

THERE are injuries that attack our life; they hurt the harmony of
life’s functions through which is maintained the harmony of our
Physical self with the physical world; and these injuries are called
diseases. There are also factors that oppress our intelligence. They
injure the harmony of relationship between our rational mind and
the universe of reason; and we call them stupidity, ignorance 0f
insanity. There are uncontrolled exaggerations of passions that
upset all balance in our personality. They obscure the harmony
between the spirit of the individual man and the spirit of the
universal Man ; and we give them the name sin. In all these instances
our realization of the universal Man, in his physical, rational and
spiritual aspects, is obstructed, and our true freedom in the realms
of matter, mind and spirit is made narrow or distorted. !
All the higher religions of India speak of the training for Mukit;
the liberation of the soul. In this self of ours we are conscious ©
individuality, and all its activities are engaged in the expression
and enjoyment of our finite and individual nature. In our soul We
are conscious of the transcendental truth in us, the Universal, d}e
Supreme N_lan s and this soul, the spiritual self, has its enjoyment 12
the renunciation of the individual self for the sake of the supreme
soul. T.hJs renunciation is not in the negation of self, but in the
dedication of it. The desire for it comes from an instinct which very
often knows its own meaning vaguely and gropes for a name that
would define its purpose, This purpose is in the realization of itS
unity with some objective ideal of perfections, some harmony of
relationship between the individual and the infinite man. It is of this
ha;mqny, and not of a barren isolation that the Upanishad speaks
gin;:sr::;ft‘ ‘ib‘zyt’il fzh;tll t.ruth no longer remains hidden in him who finds
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Once when I was on a visit to a remote Bengali village, mostly
inhabited by Mahomedan cultivators, the villagers entertained me
with an operatic performance the literature of which belonged to an
obsolete religious sect that had wide influence centuries ago.
Though the religion itself is dead, its voice still continues preaching
its philosophy to a people who, in spite of their different culture, are
not tired of listening. It discussed according to its own doctrine the
different elements, material and transcendental, that constitute
human personality, comprehending the body, the self and the soul.
Then came a dialogue, during the course of which was related the
incident of a person who wanted to make a journey to Brindaban,
the Garden of Bliss, but was prevented by a watchman who startled
him with an accusation of theft. The thieving was proved when it
was shown that inside his clothes he was secretly trying to smuggle
into the garden the self, which only finds its fulfilment by its
surrender. The culprit was caught with the incriminating bundle in
his possession which barred for him his passage to the supreme goal.
Undera tattered canopy, supported on bamboo poles and lighted by
a few smoking kerosene lamps, the village crowd, occasionally inter-
rupted by howls of jackals in the neighbouring paddy ﬁe.Ids,
attended with untired interest, till the small hours of the morning,
the performance of a drama that discussed the ultimate meaning of
all things in a seemingly incongruous setting of dance, music and
humorous dialogue.

This ilIustraugc.:JlJ will show how naturally, in India, poetry and
philosophy have walked hand in hand, only because the Iat.ter.he:s
claimed its right to guide men to tht? practical pat}.l of their hf_'e s
fulfilment. What is that fulfilment ? Itis our freedom in truth, which

has for its prayer:
Lead us from the unreal to reality.

is anandam, the Real is Joy.
FoIr ;f;—?; ‘::Lﬁd of art, our consciousness being freed from the tangle
of self-interest, we gain an unobstructed vision of unity, the in-
tion of the real, which is a joy for ever.
CaIAsﬂain the world of art, so in the spiritual world, our soul waits for

H
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its freedom from the ego to reach that disinterested joy which is the
source and goal of creation. It cries for its mukti, its freedom in the
unity of truth. The idea of mukt; has affected our lives in India,
touched the springs of pure emotions and supplications; for it
soars heavenward on the wings of poesy. We constantly hear men
of scanty learning and simple faith singing in their prayer to Tara,
the Goddess Redeemer:

‘For what sin should I be compelled to remain in this dungeon
of the world of appearance ?’

They are afraid of being alienated from the world of truth, afraid
of perpetual drifting amidst the froth and foam of things, of being
tossed about by the tidal waves of pleasure and pain and never
reaching the ultimate meaning of life. Of these men, one may be a
carter driving his cart to market, another a fisherman plying his
net. They may not be prompt with an intelligent answer if they are
questioned about the deeper import of the song they sing, but they
have no doubt in their mind that the abiding cause of all misery is
not so much in the lack of life’s furniture as in the obscurity of life’s
significance. It is a common topic with such to decry an undue
emphasis upon ‘me’ and ‘mine’, which falsifies the perspective of
truth. For have they not often seen men, who are not above their
own level in social position or intellectual acquirement, going
(t);llt tc; seek Truth, leaving everything that they have behind

em

They know that the object of these adventures is not betterment
in worldly wealth and power—it is mukti, freedom. They possibly
know some poor fellow villager of their own craft, who remains in
the world carrying on his daily vocation and yet has the reputation
of being emancipated in the heart of the Eternal. I myself have

my boatman, with awe, as a man of liberated spirit. He is out of
reach of the conventional prices that are set upon men by society,
and which classify them like toys arranged in the shop-windows
according to the market standard of value.

When the figure of this fisherman comes to my mind, I cannot but
think that their number is not small who with their lives sing the
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epic of the unfettered soul, but will never be known in hjstor}.r.
These unsophisticated Indian peasants know thgt an Ep:peror is
merely a decorated slave, remaining chained to his Empire, that a
millionaire is kept pilloried by his fate in the golden cage of his
wealth, while this fisherman is free in the realm of light. _When, grop-
ing in the dark, we stumble against objects, we cling to them
believing them to be our only hope. When light comes, we slacken
our hold, finding them to be mere parts of the All to which we are
related. The simple man of the village knows what freedom is—
freedom from the isolation of self, from the isolation of_ things,
which imparts a fierce intensity to our sense of possession. He
knows that this freedom is not the mere negation of bqndz?ge, in the
bareness of our belongings, but in some positive realization which
gives pure joy to our being, and he sings: “To him who sinks into
the deep, nothing remains unattained.” He says again:

Let my two minds meet and combine,
And lead me to the city Wonderful.

i i i f things in
When that one mind of ours which wanders in search of th
the outer region of the varied, and the_ other which seeks theZh IEZVE:
vision of unity, are no longer in conflict, they hell:.n us Kto br e
ajab, the anirvachaniya, the ineffable. The poet-saint Kabir

the same message when he sings:

! i i ealm of
‘By saying that Supreme Reality only dwel!s mdt:]t:,;ni;;; we s;y
Spirit, we shame the outer world of matter; eZII: be Lot
that he is only in the outside, we do not speak t :

According to these singers, trutlg is mdlfalllll;y‘:;:sil Ege;ncg":ﬁ :;f;‘i?;;
N T T oI our z

::’ mfus ti egh?anﬂi}ﬁéeﬁsovercome. the barrier of t;epgratines:
fi . oih rest %f existence and to realize advz_ntam,hjc:l Wl?s-,diig
I;m'n ehich is anantam, infinitude. It is Phﬂ"_s"dp. T tha
h;:'litgg ‘?ts universal ramﬁgnsgrﬂnggigﬂfﬁ halgits con’stant
iﬂSI?iIge i';utll.spt?}grira:;énd the world of appearances, in which facts
urgin
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as facts are alien to us, like the mere sounds of foreign music; it
speaks to us of an emancipation in the inner truth of all things,
where the endless Many reveal the One.

Freedom in the material world has also the same meaning ex-
pressed in its own language. When nature’s phenomena appeared
1o us as irrelevant, as heterogeneous manifestations of an obscure
and irrational caprice, we lived in an alien world never dreaming of
our swaraj within its territory. Through the discovery of the
harmony of its working with that of our reason, we realize our
unity with it, and therefore our freedom. !

Those who have been brought up in a misunderstanding of this
world’s process, not knowing that it is one with themselves through
the relationship of knowledge and intelligence, are trained s
cowards by a hopeless faith in the ordinance of a destiny darkly
dealing its blows. They submit without stru ggle when human rights
are denied them, being accustomed to imagine themselves born as
outlaws in a world constantly thrusting upon them incompre-
hensible surprises of accidents.

Also in the social or political field, the lack of freedom is based
upon the spirit of alienation, on the imperfect realization of the
One. There our bondage is in the tortured link of union. One may
imagine that an individual who succeeds in dissociating himself
from his fellows attains real freedom, inasmuch as all ties of relq-'
tionship imply obligation to others, But we know that, though it
may sound paradoxical, it is true that in the human world only a2
perfect arrangement of interdependence gives rise to freedom. The
most individualistic of human beings, who own 1o responsibility,
are the savages who fail to attain their fullness of manifestation.
They live immersed in obscurity, like an ill-lighted fire that cannot
liberate itself from its envelope of smoke. Only those may attain
their freedom from the segregation of an eclipsed life who have the
power to cultivate mutual understanding and co-operation. The
history of the growth of freedom is the history of the perfection of
human relationship.

It has become possible for men to say that existence is evil, only
because in our blindness we have missed something wherein our
existence has its truth. If a bird tries to soar with only one of its
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wings, it is offended with the wind for buffeting it down to the dust.
All broken truths are evil. They hurt because they suggest some-
thing they do not offer. Death does not hurt us, but disease does,
because disease constantly reminds us of health and yet witholds it
from us. And life in a half-world is evil because it feigns finality
when it is obviously incomplete, giving us the cup but not the
draught of life. All tragedies result from truth remaining a
fragment, its cycle not being completed. That cycle finds its end
when the individual realizes the universal and thus reaches
freedom.

Butbecause this freedom is in truth itself and not in an appearance
of it, no hurried path of success, forcibly cut out by the greed of
result, can be a true path. And an obscure village poet, unknown to
the world of recognized respectability, sings: ;

‘O cruel man of urgent need, must you scorch with fire the mind
which still is a bud ? You will burst it into bits, destroy its perfume
in your impatience. Do you not see that my Lord, the Supreme
Teacher, takes ages to perfect the flower and never is in a fury of
haste ? But because of your terrible greed, you only rely on force,
and what hope is there for you, O man of urgent need ? “Prithee,”’
says Madan the poet, “hurt not the mind of my Teacher. Know
that only he who follows the simple current and loses himself, can
hear the voice, O man of urgent need”.’

This poet knows that there is no external means of taking freedom
by the throat. It is the inward process of losing ourselves that leads
to it. Bondage in all its forms has its stronghold in the inner self
and not in the outside world; it is in the dimming of our conscious-
ness, in the narrowing of our perspective, in the wrong valuation
Ofltzltnﬁé conclude this chapter with a song of the Baiil sect in
Bengal, over a century old, in w_'hjch the poet sings of the eterpal
bond of union between the infinite and the finite soul, from which
there can be no mukti, because love is ultimate, because it is an inter-
relation which makes truth complet_e_, because absolute indepen-
dence is the blankness of utter servility. The song runs thus:
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‘It goes on blossoming for ages, the soul-lotus, in which I am
boun.d, as vof"e.ll as thou, without escape. There is no end to the
opening of its petals, and the honey in it has so much sweetness
that thou, like an enchanted bee, canst never desert it, and there-
fore thou art bound, and I am, and muk# is nowhere.’

CHAPTER XIV

THE FOUR STAGES OF LIFE

I HAVE expressly said that I have concentrated my attention upon
the subject of religion which is solely related to man, helping him to
train his attitude and behaviour towards the infinite in its human
aspect. At the same time it should be understood that the tendency
of the Indian mind has ever been towards that transcendentalism
which does not hold religion to be ultimate but rather to be a means
to a further end. This end consists in the perfect liberation of the
individual in the universal spirit across the furthest limits of
humanity itself. ‘ :

Such an extreme form of mysticism may be explained to my
Western readers by its analogy in science. F or science may truly be
described as mysticism in the realm of matf-fnal knowledge. It helps
us to go beyond appearances and reach the inner reality of things in
principles which are abstractions; it emancipates our mind from the

thraldom of the senses to the freedom of reason.
The common-sense view of the world that is apparent to us has its
vital importance for ou.rselv&c._For all our practic_al purposes the
earth 7s flat, the sun does set behind the western horizon; and what-
ever may be the verdict of the great mathematician about the lack of
consistency in time’s dealings we §hou1d fully trust it in setting our
watches right. In questions relating to thc_: arts and our ordinary
daily ayocations we must treat material objects as they seem to be
and not as they are in essence. But the reyelau'ons of science, even
when they go far beyond man’s power of direct perception, give him
the purest feeling of dlsiqterestcd delight and a supersensual back-
ground t0 his world. Science offers us the mystic knowledge of
e which very often.passes the range of our imagination. We
1y accept it, following those teachers who have trained their

b
Eeﬁﬂj{‘ o free itself from the trammels of appearance or personal
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preferences. Their mind dwells in an impersonal infinity where
there is no distinction between good and bad, high and low, ugly and
beautiful, useful and useless, where all things have their one
common right of recognition, that of their existence.

The final freedom of spirit which India aspires after has a similar
character of realization. It is beyond all limits of personality, dives-
ted of all moral or @sthetic distinctions; it is the pure consciousness

of Being, the ultimate reality, which has an infinite illumination of
bliss. Though science brings our thoughts to the utmost limit of

mind’s territory it cannot transcend its own creation made of @
harmony of logical symbols. In it the chick has come out of its shell;
but not out of the definition of its own chickenhood. But in India it
has been said by the yogi that through an intensive process of con-
centration and quietude our consciousness does reach that infinity
where knowledge ceases to be knowledge, subject and object
become one—a state of existence that cannot be defined.

We have our personal self. It has its desires which struggle 0
create a world where they could have their unrestricted activity an
samfacqon. While it goes on we discover that our self-realization
reaches its perfection in the abnegation of self, This fact has made us
aware that the individual finds his meaning in a fundamental reality
comprehending all individuals—the reality which is the moral and
spiritual basis of the realm of human values. This belongs to our
religion. As science is the liberation of our knowledge in the univer-
sal reason, which cannot be other than human reason, religion is the
!lberauon of our individual personality in the universal Person who
18 human all the same.

The ancient explorers in psychology in India who declare that
j‘;“gm‘?m%mﬂpauon can be carried still further into a realm where
advantzixlf n::j];i bounded by human limitations, are not content with
e e:%t = ihas a doctrine; they advocate its pursuit for the
dxst‘tmnmcipline iy ¢ highest goal of man. And for its sake the path of
life through alleiin planned which should be opened out across our
St Lha: Stages, helping us to develop our humanity ©

Perfectin i itswe may surpass it in a finality of freedom.
be separated, the t:;_" aspects in man, which can to some extent
» the perfection in being and perfection in doing. It

' 9 -
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can be imagined that, through some training or compulsion, good
works may possibly be extorted from a man who personally may not
be good. Activities that have fatal risks are often undertaken by
cowards even though they are conscious of the danger. Such works
may be useful and may continue to exist beyond the lifetime of the
individual who produced them. And yet, where the question is not
that of utility but of moral perfection, we hold it important that the
individual should be true in his goodness. His outer good work may
continue to produce good results, but the inner perfection of his
personality has its own immense value, which for him is spiritual
freedom and for humanity is an endless asset though we may not
know it. For goodness represents the detachment of our spirit from
the exclusiveness of our egoism; in goodness we identify ourselves
with the universal humanity. Its value is not merely in some benefit
for our fellow beings, but in its truth itself through which we realize
within us that man is not merely an animal, bound by his individual
passions and appetites, but a spirit that has its unfettered perfection.
Goodness is the freedom of our self in the world of man, as is love.
We have to be true within, not for worldly duties, but for that
spiritual fulfilment, which is in harmony with the Perfect, in union
with the Eternal. If this were not true, then mechanical perfection
would be considered to be of higher value than the spiritual. In
order to realize his unity with the universal, the individual man must
live his perfect life which alone gives him the freedom to transcend it.

Doubtless Nature, for its own biological purposes, has created in
us a strong faith in life, by keeping us unmindful of death. Neverthe-
less, not only our physical existence, but also the environment which
it builds up around itself, may desert us in'the moment of triumph;
the greatest prosperity comes to its end, dissolving into emptiness;
the mightiest empire is overtaken by stupor amidst the flicker of
its festival lights. All this is none the less true because its truism
bores us to be reminded of it.

And yet it is equally true that, though all our mortal relationships
have their end, we cannot ignore them with impunity while they last.
If we behave as if they do not exist, merely because they will not
continue for ever, they will all the same exact their dues, with a great
deal over by way of penalty. Trying to ignore bonds that are real,
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bt temporary, only strengthens and prolongs their bondage.
:I'he soul is great, but the self has to be crossed over in order to reach
it. We do not attain our goal by destroying our path.

.Our teachers _in ancient India realized the soul of man as some-
_thmg very greatindeed. They saw no end to its dignity, which found
1ts consummation in Brahma himself. Any limited view of man
woul‘d therefore be_au incomplete view. He could not reach his
finality as a mere Citizen o Patriot, for neither City nor Country,
no]r3 the b.ubb.le called the World, could contain his eternal soul.
Secufrlzfitrﬂl?a?, who was once a King, has said: ‘What if you have
b € fountain-head of all desires; what if you have put your
i dn e neck of your enemy, or by your good fortune gathered
riends around you ? What, even, if you have succeeded in keeping
mc,)II“;lzgtl:?o(thes alive for ages—tatan kim, what then »’

15 10 say, man 1 D . 2
He s true in hj);afreae?i:;n%reater than all these objects of his desire-
Or(? ut in the process of attaining freedom one must bind his will in
er to save 1ts forces from distraction and wastage, so as to gain
for it the v.eloc1ty_ which comes from the bondage itself. Those also,
Who seck liberty in a purely political plane, constantly curtail it and
reduce their freedom of thought and action to that narrow limit

the cost of liberty of conscience.
Dré:d.la had ongmale‘ accepted the bonds of her social system in
s:imi t;) ;rliinhsicend Society, as the rider puts reins on his horse and
i gogl . s own feet in order to ensure greater speed towards
m’g: Urpvci;:se cannot be so madly conceived that desire should be
S IIurrr_und d?e Ioefstcilng with no finale. And just as it is painful to stop
oo € tune, it should be as pleasant to reach its final
£ ulﬁilfn I;aslrtlci;: ::;iuvistci]d u;:o come to a sudden stop while work is in
2 ue that the unending procession of
ficl’ln: (:in, t.hrg»ug}_: 1ts ups and downs, from the bcginnig;eo‘?gigtiaj
0 ayl,1 ut 1t 1s equally obvious that each individual’s con-
nection therewith does get finished. Must he necessaril it i
without any sense of fulfilment ? iy
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So, in the division of man’s world-life which we had in India,
wotk came in the middle, and freedom at the end. As the day is
divided into morning, noon, afternoon and evening, so India had
divided man’s life into four parts, following the requirements of his
nature. The day has the waxing and waning of its light; so has man
the waxing and waning of his bodily powers. Acknowledging this,
India gave a connected meaning to his life from start to finish.

First came brahmacharya, the period of discipline in education;
then garhasthya, that of the world’s work; then vanaprasthya, the
retreat for the loosening of bonds; and finally pravrajya, the expec-
tant awaiting of freedom across death.

We have come to look upon life as a conflict with death—the
intruding enemy, not the natural ending—in impotent quarrel with
which we spend every stage of it. When the time comes for youth to
depart, we would hold it back by main force. When the fervour of
desire slackens, we would revive it with fresh fuel of our own
devising. When our sense organs weaken, we urge them to keep up
their efforts. Even when our grip has relaxed we are reluctant to
give up possession. We are not trained to recognize the inevitable
as natural, and so cannot give up gracefully that which has to go,
but needs must wait till it is snatched from us. The truth comes as
conqueror only because we have lost the art of receiving it as guest.

The stem of the ripening fruit becomes loose its pulp soft, but its
seed hardens with provisions for the next life. Our outward losses,
due to age have likewise corresponding inward gains. But, in man’s
inner life, his will plays a dominant part, so that these gains depend
on his own disciplined striving; that is why in the case of undis-
ciplined man who has omitted to secure such.provision for the next
stage, it is so often seen that his hair is grey, his mouth toothless I:u's
muscles slack and yet his stem-hold on life has refused to let go its

ip so much so that he is anxious to exercise his will in regard to

worldly details even after death. 4 . -
But renounce we must, and through renunciation gain—that is

th of the inner world.
th?['t];:ﬁower must shed its petals for the sake of fruition, the fruit
must drop off for the re-birth of the tree. The child leaves the refuge
of the womb in order to achieve the further growth of body and
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mind in which consists the whole of the child life; next, the soul has
to come out of this self-contained stage into the fuller life, which has
varied relations with kinsman and neighbour, together with whom it
forms a lqger body;lastly comes the decline of the body, the weaken-
ing of desu:'e. Enriched with its experiences, the soul now leaves the
narrower life for the universal life, to which it dedicates its accumu-
lated wisdom and itself enters into relations with the Life Eternal,
so that, when finally the decaying body has come to the very end of
1ts tether, the soul views its breaking away quite simply and without
regret, in thfa expectation of its own entry into the Infinite.
From mdm"dual body to community, from community to uni-
verse, from universe to Infinity—this is the soul’s normal progress.
i Our twf:hers, therefore, keeping in mind the goal of this progress,
did not, in life’s first stage of education, prescribe merely the
lc?arplng of books or things, but brahmacharya, the living in dis-
mplme, whereby both enjoyment and its renunciation would come
with equal ease to the strengthened character, Life being a pilgrim-
age, with liberation in Brahma as its object, the living of it was as a
spmtu_al exercise to be carried through its different stages, reverently
and with a vigilant determination. And the pupil, from his very
initiation, had_ this final consummation always kept in his view.

freedom, the readiness for renunciation,

After the period of such trainin . :
7 g Comes it
—the life of the householder, Manu tells :1131 ? i

‘It is not possible to discipline ourselves so effectively if out of

touch with the world, as while Pursuing the world-life with

That is to say, wisdom does not attain completeness except through
rou
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the living of life; and discipline divorced from wisdom is not true
discipline, but merely the meaningless following of custom, which
is only a disguise for stupidity.

Work, especially good work, becomes easy only when desire has
learnt to discipline itself. Then alone does the householder’s state
become a centre of welfare for all the world, and instead of being an
obstacle, helps on the final liberation.

The second stage of life having been thus spent, the decline of
the bodily powers must be taken as a warning that it is coming to its
natural end. This must not be taken dismally as a notice of dismissal
to one still eager to stick to his post, but joyfully as maturity may be
accepted as the stage of fulfilment.

After the infant leaves the womb, it still has to remain close to its
mother for a time, remaining attached in spite of its detachment,
until it can adapt itself to its new freedom. Such is the case in the
third stage of life, when man though aloof from the world still
remains in touch with it while preparing himself for the final stage
of complete freedom. He still gives to the world from his store of
wisdom and accepts its support; but this interchange is not of the
same intimate character as in the stage of the householder, there
being a new sense of distance. ;

Then at last comes a day when even such free relations have their
end, and the emancipated soul steps out of all bonds to face the

Supreme Soul.

gnly in this way can man’s world-life be truly lived _from one
end to the other, without being engaged at every step in trying
conclusions with death, not being overcome, when death comes in
due course, as by a conquering enemy.

For this fourfold way of life India attunes man to the grand
harmony of the universal, leaving no room for untrmpcd desires of a
rampant individualism to pursue thcu' ; destructive career un-
checked, but leading them on to their ultimate modulation in the
Suﬁfsvfieaﬂy believe this, then we must upho_Id_ an ideal of life in
which everything else—the display of individual power, the
might of nations—must be counted as subordinate and the soul
of man must triumph and liberate itself from the bond of
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personality which keeps it in an ever-revolving circle of limitation.

If that is not to be, tatah kim, what then ?

But such an ideal of the utter extinction of the individual separate-
ness has not a universal sanction in India. There are many of us
w@zose prayer is for dualism, so that for them the bond of devotion
with _God may continue for ever. For them religion is a truth which
is ultimate and they refuse to envy those who are ready to sail for
ltlhe fmher shore. of existence across humanity. They know that
ﬁuhﬁmn {mperfect.nor} is the cause of our sorrow, but there is 2

ent in love within the range of our limitation which accepts
sufferings and yet rises above them.

CHAPTER XV

CONCLUSION

IN the Sanskrit language the bird is described as ‘twice-born’—

once in its limited shell and then finally in the freedom of the
u_.nbom.:lded sky. Those of our community who believe in the
liberation of man’s limited self in the freedom of the spirit retain
the same epithet for themselves. In all departments of life man
shows this dualism—his existence within the range of obvious
facts and his transcendence of it in a realm of deeper meaning.
H?.vmg this instinct inherent in his mind which ever suggests
to him the crossing of the border, he has never accepted what is
apparent as final, and his incessant struggle has been to break
through the shell of his limitations. In this attempt he often goes
against the instincts of his vital nature, and even exults in his defi-
ance of the extreme penal laws of the biological kingdom. The best
wealth of his civilization has been achieved by his following the
guidance of this instinct in his ceaseless adventure of the Endless
Further, His achievement of truth goes far beyond his needs and
the realization of his self strives across the frontier of its individual
interest. This proves to him his infinity and makes his religion real
to him by his own manifestation in truth and goodness. Only for
man can there be religion, because his evolution is from efficiency
in nature towards the perfection of spirit.
According to some interpretations of the Vedanta doctrine
Brahman is the absolute Truth, the impersonal It, in which there
can be no distinction of this and that, the good and the evil, the
beautiful and its opposite, having no other quality except its in-
effable blissfulness in the eternal solitude of its consciousness utterly

devoid of all things and all thoughts. But as our religion can only
have its significance in this phenomenal world comprehended by
our human self, this absolute conception of Brahman is outside the
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subject of my discussion. What I have tried to bring out in this book
is the fact that whatever name may have been given to the divine
Reality it has found its highest place in the history of our religion
owing to its human character, giving meaning to the idea of sin and
sanctity, and offering an eternal background to all the ideals of
perfection which have their harmony with man’s own nature.

We have the age-long tradition in our country, as I have already
stated, that through the process of yoga a man can transcend the
utmost bounds of his humanity and find himself in a pure state of
consciousness of his undivided unity with Parabrahman. There 18
none who has the right to contradict this belief; for it is a matter of
direct experience and not of logic. It is widely known in India that
there are individuals who have the power to attain temporarily the
state of Samadhi, the complete merging of the self in the infinite
a state which is indescribable. While accepting their testimony 85
true, let us at the same time have faith in the testimony of others
who have felt a profound love, which is the intense feeling of union;
for a Being who comprehends in himself all things that are human
in knowledge, will and action. And he is God, who is not merely 3
sum total of facts, but the goal that lies immensely beyond all that
18 comprised in the past and the present,
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