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PUBLISHER’S FOREWORD

NEeHRrU Is TopAY the great democrat of the world. Not Churchill, not
Roosevelt, not Chiang Kai-shek, in a sense not even Gandhi, stands
as firm as Nehru does for government by the consent of the people
and for the integrity of the individual. He scorns and despises Nazism
and fascism. He is not a communist “chiefly because I resist the com-
munist tendency to treat communism as holy doctrine. I feel also that
too much violence is associated with communist methods.” The goal
of India, as he states it, is “a united, free, democratic country, closely
associated in a world federation with other free nations.” Yet Nehru
is in a British jail. Why?

In one of his last letters he did me the honor to suggest that I write
a preface for this first American edition of his autobiography. This
I am glad to do, not only to set his position clearly before Americans
at the outset, but also to tell something of the long course by which
his book has come to this country.

The esteem in which Nehru and his program are held by liberal
Englishmen is shown by the proposal soon after the war began in
Europe, that he be made Premier of India “in fact if not in name,” as
it was put in the New Statesman of London, which added, “If we dare
give India liberty we shall win the leadership of all free peoples. If
we must meet a rebel India with coercion, will anyone in Europe or
America mistake us for the champions of democracy?”

This comment suggests why India is now an American problem.
We are staking the future of democracy on saving Britain. To under-
stand Britain we must understand the British Empire. To understand
the Empire we must understand India. And to understand India we
must understand Nehru and his attitude to the world.

For Nehru thinks in world terms. He has been three times presi-
dent of the Indian National Congress, and declined a fourth term.
Next only to Gandhi, he is the leader of the millions of India. He
fights for the freedom of India, but that is only the issue of the mo-
ment. He stands for an Asiatic federation, but that is only the issue,
let us say, of a generation. He looks beyond to the world order, he
thinks of mankind as a whole. In an article in the Arlantic Monthly
last April, he wrote: “India is far from America, but more and more
our thoughts go to this great democratic country, which seems, al-
most alone, to keep the torch of democratic freedom alight in a
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world given over to imperialism and faseism, violence and aggression,
and opportunism of the worst type.” -

America, England, India, China . .. “Round the four seas,” said
Confucius, “all men are brothers”; and such is Nehru's concept.

Just before this book went to press Dr. Anup Singh, the Indian
who wrote the brief vivid biography entitled Nekru: Rising Star of
India, sat in my office. He has for several years given wise and selfless
guidance in finding the way to bring this autobiography to Amer-
ican readers. Now, at the last, we asked him, “What is the one salient
thing to say about Nehru?” This is what he said in reply: There has
been too much talk of the traditional conflict of East and West, and
belief that they can never meet. Nehru is proof that they have already
met. He is the synthesis of East and West. In him the best of both cul-
tures are fused into the coming world type, the man of the future.

The last sections of this book were written in August, 1940, not
many weeks before Nehru’s arrest. The greater part had been written
between June, 1934, and February, 1935, in prison.

When I went on a trip to India early in 1934, one of the men I was
to see was Nehru. But eleven days before I landed in Calcutta, he had
stood in a courtroom there, offering no defense, and had been sen-
tenced to his seventh term of imprisonment. It might be said, although
it is not strictly true, that if it took a war to put Nehru in jail in 1940,
it took an earthquake to do it the time before. In the province of
Behar, on January 15, 1934, there was a great earthquake. Even in
India people did not know for a long time how great a disaster it had
been. Thousands of persons were killed and great areas laid waste.
When Nehru learned of the seriousness of the earthquake, he went
to the scene, and then issued an appeal for relief funds, and accused
the Behar government of scamping relief and neglecting the debris,
where living people lay buried for as long as twelve days. In one ruined
city, to spur on the work, he dug at the debris with his own hands,
and his party unearthed the body of a little girl. When he was con-
victed a few days later, the charges were based upon speeches he had
made previously at Calcutta; but few in India doubted that it counted
much against him that he had openly charged that after the earth-
quake the government had taken immediate steps to protect property
l;ut.h;d not been so expeditious in trying to rescue people who lay

uried.

To the police officer who came to arrest him he said wryly, “I have
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been waiting for you a long time.” He had been out of jail for less
than six months. When he was taken off to prison he telegraphed to
his daughter, Indira, “Am going back to my other home for a while.”

Friends in India, however, arranged to send to America some of
his writings, and we published in Asia Magazine a series of letters
which he had written to Indira from his prison between 1930 and
1933. These have become a part of his book, Glimpses of World His-
tory. Late in 1935 we learned that he had come out of prison bringing
the complete manuscript of his autobiography. From what were
then the last chapters of the autobiography we made the leading
article in the June, 1936, issue of Asia. Published as a book in Eng-
land in that year, the autobiography was at once greeted by critics as a
masterpicce and was widely read and had to be reprinted again and
again. There have now been fourteen printings in England. Negotia-
tions with the London publishers for an American edition failed after
dragging on until the book as first written had become out of date.

When John Gunther was in India in 1938, everywhere he went the
first political question asked him was “Have you secen Jawaharlal?”
Gunther sent to Asia an article published under this title in February,
1939. Of the autobiography he wrote in his book Inside Asia, “Nehru's
autobiography is subtle, complex, discriminating, infinitely cultivated,
steeped in doubt, suffused with intellectual passion. It is a kind of
Indian Education of Henry Adams, written in superlative prose—
hardly a dozen men alive write English as well as Nehru—and it is
not only an autobiography of the most searching kind, but the story
of a whole society, the story of the life and development of a nation.”

When Gunther got back to New York we had a talk in which he
emphasized his enthusiasm for the autobiography and after consulting
several Indians including Mrs. Bhicoo Batlivala and Dr. Anup Singh,
we resolved to try again, this time dealing directly with Nehru. For
it was plain that after three years the book, if Americans were to read
it, would have to be revised, by the removal of large sections that were
no longer in point or were of little interest in this country, and also by
additions to bring it up to the moment. This Nehru was at first re-
luctant to do, but at last he consented. That was a little more than a
year ago.

At just about that time the European war began to make difficulties
both of mail transport and of censorship. The deletions which we
have made have not been seen by Nehru, although they have been
approved by his representative in London, V. K. Krishna Menon.
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They are chiefly passages about the details of Indian politics, incidc‘nts
now long in the past, or individuals and places important in Indian
life but not to Americans. The additions are Nehru's own, thanks to
the courtesy of the British censor. His last chapters reached us un-
censored, and one of them in an envelope with his name on the out-
side and stamped “Not opened by censor.” We have taken a pub-
lisher’s liberty in placing at the beginning two chapters which in the
English edition come much later in the book, because they seem to
introduce Nehru’s personality most readily to American readers, who
have not known him so well as the English have. These chapters also
seem an appropriate beginning, because they tell of his life in prison,
where he was when he wrote most of the book and where he now is
again. Because of this confinement, he will not have had a chance to
approve the proofs of his book. Knowing that such might be the case,
he wrote late in September, “No further reference to me need be
necessary at all. It is unlikely that I shall be in a position to answer it
after a short while.” The responsibility for the final form of the book
therefore is mine, and being sure that we have done no violence to
Nehru’s ideas or style, I am confident not only of his indulgence but
also of the understanding of his readers.

In India, it has been said, the unexpected always happens, but the
inevitable never occurs. Certainly it was unexpected that the British
should so mistake the temper of India as to deny the last appeal for
freedom and to put Nehru into jail yet again. Certainly it is not in-
evitable that Indian freedom should be long denied. And certainly
Nehru’s record is clear.

After his release from prison in 1935, he went to Europe, where his
wife died early the next year. A little while before that he had been
for the second time elected president of the Indian National Congress.
Returning by plane by way of Rome, he had the greatest difficulty in
avoiding the importunities of the Fascists, who tried for their own
purposes to get him to meet Mussolini, which he knew he must not
do E:iccause the occasion would be turned to the uses of fascist propa-
ganda.

After the betrayal at Munich, Nehru said without delay, “All our
sympathies are with Czechoslovakia. India resents British foreign
policy and will be no party to it.”

When the European war broke out, he was in the capital of free
China, where he received one of the greatest receptions ever given to
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a foreign visitor. He flew back to India, declaring that India’s position
was not one of refusing to fight on England’s side. “But we want to
be free to make our own choice,” he said. “Right now we are in a
situation in which we would be asked to fight for democracy when we
do not have democracy ourselves.” Nehru worked in complete har-
mony with Gandhi. Neither of them put any obstacle in the way of
Britain's war effort or the contribution of India to it. “The British are
a brave and proud people,” said Gandhi. “The greatest gesture of the
Congress is that it refrains from creating trouble in India.” And
Nehru said that to launch civil disobedience merely because Britain
was in peril would be “an act derogatory to India’s honor.” But both
Gandhi and Nehru felt that the British rulers were forcing the issue
upon India and inviting civil disobedience. “If the war is really a
war for democracy and freedom,” said Nehru, “then imperialism
must end and the independence and self-determination of India must
be acknowledged''; with that done, he said, “India would throw her full
weight into the struggle.”

Britain did not, as is often supposed, offer India freedom, but is-
sued on August 8, 1940, an offer so hedged about with ifs and buts
that the Indian nationalists, in view of past experience, felt that they
could not trust it. Gandhi finally announced on October 13 a cam-
paign of individual, not mass, civil disobedience, to take the form of
public advocacy of pacifism. He said he believed that he might still
play a part in reconciliation “not only between Britain and India, but
also between the warring nations of the earth.” Nehru is far from
being a pacifist. He has said, “If Hitler or any other invader attacks
us, we Indians will fight to the death.” But under Gandhi's orders he
went out into the villages and spoke, explaining the Congress position
against British war policy, until at last the British seized him.

So it came, as he puts it, to the parting of the ways. “I am sorry,” he
writes, “for in spite of my hostility to British imperialism and all im-
perialisms, I have loved much that was England, and I should have
liked to keep the silken bonds of the spirit between India and
England.”

Ricuarp J. Warsa
November 27, 1940.






AUTHOR’S PREFACE
TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION

THIS BOOK WAS WRITTEN entirely in prison, except for the postscript and
certain minor changes, from June, 1934, to February, 1935. The pri-
mary object in writing these pages was to occupy myself with a defi-
nite task, so necessary in the long solitudes of jail life, as well as to
review past events in India, with which I had been connected, to
enable myself to think clearly about them. I began the task in a mood
of self-questioning, and, to a large extent, this persisted throughout. I
was not writing deliberately for an audience, but, if I thought of an
audience, it was one of my own countrymen and countrywomen. For
foreign readers 1 would probably have written differently, or with a
different emphasis, stressing certain aspects which have been slurred
over in the narrative and passing over lightly certain other aspects
which I have treated at some length. Many of these latter aspects may
not interest the non-Indian reader, and he may consider them unim-
portant or too obvious for discussion or debate; but I felt that in the
India of today they had a certain importance. A number of references
to our internal politics and personalities may also be of little interest
to the outsider.

The reader will, I hope, remember that the book was written during
a particularly distressful period of my existence. It bears obvious traces
of this. If the writing had been done under more normal conditions,
it would have been different and perhaps occasionally more restrained.
Yet I have decided to leave it as it is, for it may have some interest for
others in so far as it represents what 1 felt at the time of writing.

My attempt was to trace, as far as I could, my own mental develop-
ment, and not to write a survey of recent Indian history. The fact that
this account resembles superficially such a survey is apt to mislead the
reader and lead him to attach a wider importance to it than it deserves.
I must warn him, therefore, that this account is wholly one-sided and,
inevitably, egotistical; many important happenings have been com-
pletely ignored and many important persons, who shaped events, have
hardly been mentioned. In a real survey of past events this would
have been inexcusable, but a personal account can claim this indul-
gence. Those who want to make a proper study of our recent past will
have to go to other sources. It may be, however, that this and other
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personal narratives will help them to fill the gaps and to provide a
background for the study of hard fact.

I have discussed frankly some of my colleagues with whom I have
been privileged to work for many years and for whom I have the
greatest regard and affection; I have also criticized groups and indi-
viduals, sometimes perhaps rather severely. That criticism does not
take away from my respect for many of them. But I have felt that
those who meddle in public affairs must be frank with each other and
with the public they claim to serve. A superficial courtesy and an
avoidance of embarrassing and sometimes distressing questions do not
help in bringing about a true understanding of each other or of the
problems that face us. Real co-operation must be based on an apprecia-
tion of differences as well as common points, and a facing of facts,
however inconvenient they might be. I trust, however, that nothing
that I have written bears a trace of malice or ill will against any indi-
vidual.

I have purposely avoided discussing the issues in India today, except
vaguely and indirectly. I was not in a position to go into them with
any thoroughness in prison, or even to decide in my own mind what
should be done. Even after my release I did not think it worth while
to add anything on this subject. It did not seem to fit in with what I
had already written. And so this “autobiographical narrative” remains
a sketchy, personal, and incomplete account of the past, verging on the
present, but cautiously avoiding contact with it.

JawaHarLAL NEHRU
Badenweiler,

January 2, 1936.
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I
IN PRISON AGAIN*

Two oF us were transferred together from the Bareilly District Jail
to the Dehra Dun Jail—Govind Ballabh Pant and I To avoid the
possibility of a demonstration, we were not put on the train at Bareilly,
but at a wayside station fifty miles out. We were taken secretly by
motorcar at night, and, after many months of seclusion, that drive
through the cool night air was a rare delight.

Before we left Bareilly Jail, a little incident took place which
moved me then and is yet fresh in my memory. The superintendent
of police of Bareilly, an Englishman, was present there, and, as I got
into the car, he handed to me rather shyly a packet which he told me
contained old German illustrated magazines. He said that he had
heard that I was learning German and so he had brought these maga-
zines for me. I had never met him before, nor have I seen him since.
I do not even know his name. This spontaneous act of courtesy and
the kindly thought that prompted it touched me, and I felt very grate-
ful to him.

During that long midnight drive I mused over the relations of
Englishmen and Indians, of ruler and ruled, of official and nonofficial,
of those in authority and those who have to obey. What a great gulf
divided the two races, and how they distrusted and disliked each
other! But more than the distrust and the dislike was the ignorance of
cach other, and, because of this, each side was a little afraid of the
other and was constantly on its guard in the other's presence. To ecach,
the other appeared as a sour-looking, unamiable creature, and neither
realized that there was decency and kindliness behind the mask. As
the rulers of the land, with enormous patronage at their command, the
English had attracted to themselves crowds of cringing place hunters
and opportunists, and they judged of India from these unsavory speci-
mens. The Indian saw the Englishman function only as an official
with all the inhumanity of the machine and with all the passion of a
vested interest trying to preserve itself. How different was the behavior
of a person acting as an individual and obeying his own impulses from
his behavior as an official or a unit in an army! The soldier, stiffening
to attention, drops his humanity and, acting as an automaton, shoots
Collowing e chapics, “1n Burlly and Debra. o, oo oG topered
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and kills inoffensive and harmless persons who have done him no ill.
So also, I thought, the police officer who would hesitate to do an un-
kindness to an individual would, the day after, direct a Jathee charge on
innocent people. He will not think of himsclf as an individual then,
nor will he consider as individuals those crowds whom he beats down
or shoots.

As soon as one begins to think of the other side as a mass or a
crowd, the human link seems to go. We forget that crowds also consist
of individuals, of men and women and children, who love and hate
and suffer. An average Englishman, if he were frank, would probably
confess that he knows some quite decent Indians but they are excep-
tions and as a whole Indians are a detestable crowd. The average
Indian would admit that some Englishmen whom he knows are
admirable, but, apart from these few, the English are an overbearing,
brutal, and thoroughly bad lot. Curious how each person judges of the
other race, not from the individual with whom he has come in contact,
but from others about whom he knows very little or nothing at all.

Personally, I have been very fortunate and, almost invariably, 1 have
received courtesy from my own countrymen as well as from the Eng-
lish. Even my jailers and the policemen who have arrested me or
escorted me as a prisoner from place to place, have been kind to me,
and much of the bitterness of conflict and the sting of jail life has been
toned down because of this human touch. It was not surprising that
my own countrymen should treat me so, for I had gained a measure
of notoriety and popularity among them. Even for Englishmen I was
an individual and not merely one of the mass, and, I imagine, the fact
that I had received my education in England, and especially my having
been to an English public school, brought me nearer to them. Because
of this, they could not help considering me as more or less civilized
after their own pattern, however perverted my public activities ap-
peared to be. Often I felt a little embarrassed and humiliated because
of this special treatment when I compared my lot with that of most of
my colleagues.

Despite all these advantages that I had, jail was jail, and the oppres-
sive atmosphere of the place was sometimes almost unbearable. The
very air of it was full of violence and meanness and graft and untruth;
there was cither cringing or cursing. A person who was at all sensitive
'was in a continuous state of tension. Trivial occurrences would upset
one. A piece of bad news in a letter, some item in the newspaper,
would make one almost ill with anxiety or anger for a while. Outside
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there was always relief in action, and various interests and activities
produced an equilibrium of the mind and body. In prison there was no
outlet, and one felt bottled up and repressed; inevitably, one took one-
sided and rather distorted views of happenings. Illness in jail was par-
ticularly distressing.

And yet I managed to accustom myself to the jail routine and with
physical exercise and fairly hard mental work kept fit. Whatever the
value of work and exercise might be outside, they are essential in jail,
for without them one is apt to go to pieces. I adhered to a strict time-
table, and, in order to keep up to the mark, I carried on with as many
normal habits as I could, such as the daily shave (I was allowed a
safety razor). I mention this minor matter because, as a rule, people
gave it up and slacked in other ways. After a hard day's work, the
evening found me pleasantly tired, and sleep was welcomed.

And so the days passed, and the weeks and the months. But some-
times a month would stick terribly and would not end, or so it scemed.
Sometimes I would feel bored and fed up and angry with almost
everything and everybody—with my companions in prison, with the
jail staff, with people outside for something they had done or not done,
with the British Empire (but this was a permanent feeling), and above
all with myself. I would become a bundle of nerves, very susceptible
to various moods caused by jail life. Fortunately I recovered soon from
these.

Interview days were the red-letter days in jail. How one longed for
them and waited for them and counted the days! And after the excite-
ment of the interview there was the inevitable reaction and a sense of
emptiness and loneliness. If, as sometimes happened, the interview was
not a success, because of some bad news which upset me, or some other
reason, I would feel miserable afterward. There were jail officials pres-
ent at the interviews, of course; but two or three times at Bareilly there
was in addition a Criminal Investigation Department man present
with paper and pencil, eagerly taking down almost every word of the
conversation. I found this exceedingly irritating, and these interviews
were complete failures.

And then I gave up these precious interviews because of the brutal
treatment my mother and wife had received in the course of an inter-
view in the Allahabad Jail and afterward from the Government. For
nearly seven months I had no interview. It was a dreary time for me,
and, when at the end of that period I decided to resume interviews
and my people came to see me, I was almost intoxicated with the joy
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of it. My sister’s little children also came to see m¢, and, when a tny
one wanted to mount on my shoulder, as she used to do, it was more
than my emotions could stand. That touch of home life, after the long
yearning for human contacts, upset me.

When interviews stopped, the fortnightly letters from home or from
some other jail (for both my sisters were in prison) became all the
more precious and eagerly expected. If the letter did not come on the
appointed day, I was worried. And yet, when it did come, 1 almost
hesitated to open it. I played about with it as one does with an assured
pleasure, and at the back of my mind there was also a trace of fear
lest the letter contain any news or reference which might annoy me.
Letter writing and receiving in jail were always serious incursions on a
peaceful and unruffied existence. They produced an emaotional state
which was disturbing; for a day or two afterward one’s mind wan-
dered, and it was difficult to concentrate on the day’s work.

In Naini Prison and Bareilly Jail I had had several companions.
In Dehra Dun there were three of us to begin with—Govind Ballabh
Pant, Kunwar Anand Singh of Kashipur, and I—but Pantji was dis-
charged after a couple of months on the expiry of his six months. Two
others joined us later. By the beginning of January 1933 all my com-
panions had left me, and I was alone. For nearly eight months, till my
discharge at the end of August, I lived a solitary life in Dehra Dun
Jail with hardly anyone to talk to, except some member of the jail
staff for a few minutes daily. This was not technicaily solitary confine-
ment, but it was a near approach to it, and it was a dreary period for
me. Fortunately I had resumed my interviews, and they brought some
relief. As a special favor, I suppose, I was allowed to receive fresh
flowers from outside and to keep a few photographs, and they cheered
me greatly. Ordinarily, flowers and photographs are not permitted, and
on several occasions I have not been allowed to receive the flowers
that had been sent for me. Attempts to brighten up the cells were not
encouraged, and I remember a superintendent of 2 jail once objecting
to the manner in which a companion of mine, whose cell was next to
mine, had arranged his toilet articles. He was told that he must not
make his cell look attractive and “luxurious.” The articles of luxury
were: a toothbrush, tooth paste, fountain-pen ink, a bottle of hair oil,
a brush and comb, and perhaps one or two other little things.

One begins to appreciate the value of the little things of life in
prison. One’s belongings are so few, and they cannot easily be added
to or replaced; one clings to them and gathers up odd bits of things
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which, in the world outside, would go to the wastepaper basket. The
property sense does not leave one even when there is nothing worth
while to own and keep.

Sometimes a physical longing would come for the soft things of life
—bodily comfort, pleasant surroundings, the company of friends, inter-
esting conversation, games with children. . .. A picture or a paragraph
in a newspaper would bring the old days vividly before one, the care-
free days of youth, a nostalgia would seize one, and the day would be
passed in restlessness.

I used to spin a little daily, for I found some manual occupation
soothing and a relief from too much intellectual work. My main occu-
pation, however, was reading and writing. I could not have all the
books I wanted, as there were restrictions and a censorship, and the
censors were not always very competent for the job. Spengler’s Decline
of the West was held up because the title looked dangerous and sedi-
tious. But I must not complain, for I had, on the whole, a goodly
variety of books. Again I seem to have been a favored person, and
many of my colleagues (A-Class prisoners) had the greatest difficulty
in getting books on current topics. In Benares Jail, I was told, even
the official White Paper, containing the British Government's consti-
tutional proposals, was not allowed in, as it dealt with political matters.
The only books that British officials heartily recommended were re-
ligious books or novels. It is wonderful how dear to the heart of the
British Government is the subject of religion and how impartially it
encourages all brands of it.

When the most ordinary civil liberties have been curtailed in India,
it is hardly pertinent to talk of a prisoner’s rights. And yet the subject
is worthy of consideration. If a court of law sentences a person to im-
prisonment, does it follow that not only his body but also his mind
should be incarcerated? Why should not the minds of prisoners be
free even though their bodies are not? Those in charge of the prison
administrations in India will no doubt be horrified at such a question,
for their capacity for new ideas and sustained thought is usually lim-
ited. Censorship is bad enough at any time and is partisan and stupid.
In India it deprives us of a great deal of modern literature and ad-
vanced journals and newspapers. The list of proscribed books is
extensive and is frequently added to. To add to all this, the prisoner
has to suffer a second and separate censorship, and thus many books
and newspapers that can be legally purchased and read outside the
prison may not reach him.
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Some time ago this question arose in the United States, in the
famous Sing Sing Prison of New York, where some communist news-
papers had been banned. The fecling against communists is very strong
among the ruling classes in America, but in spite of this thc. prison
authorities agreed that the inmates of the prison could receive any
publication which they desired, including communist newspapers and
magazines. The sole exception made by the warden was in the case of
cartoons which he regarded as inflammatory.

It is a little absurd to discuss this question of freedom of mind in
prison in India when, as it happens, the vast majority of the prisoners
are not allowed any newspapers or writing materials. It is not a ques-
tion of censorship but of total denial. Only A-Class prisoners are
allowed writing materials as a matter of course, and not even all these
are allowed daily newspapers. The daily newspaper allowed is of the
Government’s choice. For the rest, the ggg in every thousand, two or
three books are permitted at a time, but conditions are such that they
cannot always take advantage of this privilege. Writing or the taking
of notes on books read are dangerous pastimes in which they must not
indulge. This deliberate discouragement of intellectual development
is curious and revealing. From the point of view of reclaiming a pris-
oner and of making him a fit citizen, his mind should be approached
and diverted, and he should be made literate and taught some craft.
But this point of view has perhaps not struck the prison authorities in
India. Certainly it has been conspicuous by its absence in the United
Provinces. Recently attempts have been made to teach reading and
writing to the boys and young men in prison, but they are wholly
ineffective, and the men in charge of them have no competence. Some-
times it is said that convicts are averse to learning. My own experience
has been the exact opposite, and I found many of them, who came to
me for the purpose, to have a perfect passion for learning to read and
write. We used to teach such convicts as came our way, and they
worked hard; and sometimes, when I woke up in the middle of the
night, I was surprised to find one or two of them sitting by a dim
lantern inside their barrack, learning their lessons for the next day.

So I occupied myself with my books, going from one type of reading
to another, but usually sticking to “heavy” books. Novels made one
feel mentally slack, and I did not read many of them. Sometimes I
would weary of too much reading, and then I would take to writing.
My historical series of letters to my daughter * kept me occupied right

*Now published under the tide Glimpses of World History,
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through my two-year term, and they helped me very greatly to keep
mentally fit. To some extent I lived through the past I was writing
about and almost forgot about my jail surroundings.

Travel books were always welcome—records of old travelers, Hiuen
Tsang, Marco Polo, Ibn Battuta, and others, or moderns like Sven Hedin,
with his journeys across the deserts of Central Asia, and Roerich,
finding strange adventures in Tibet. Picture books also, especially of
mountains and glaciers and deserts, for in prison one hungers for wide
spaces and seas and mountains. I had some beautiful picture books of
Mont Blanc, the Alps, and the Himalayas, and I turned to them often
to gaze at the glaciers when the temperature of my cell or barrack
was 115° F. or even more. An atlas was an exciting affair. It brought
all manner of past memories and dreams of places we had visited and
places we had wanted to go to. The longing to go again to those
haunts of past days, to visit all the other inviting marks and dots that
represented great cities, to cross the shaded regions that were moun-
tains and the blue patches that were seas, to see the beauties of the
world, and to watch the struggles and conflicts of a changing humanity
—the longing to do all this would seize us and clutch us by the throat;
we would hurriedly and sorrowfully put the atlas by and return to the
well-known walls that surrounded us and the dull routine that was
our daily lot.

I
ANIMALS IN PRISON

For rourTEEN aND a half months I lived in my little cell or room in
the Dehra Dun Jail, and I began to feel as if 1 were almost a part of
it. I was familiar with every bit of it; I knew every mark and dent on
the whitewashed walls and on the uneven floor and the ceiling with
its moth-eaten rafters. In the little yard outside I greeted little tufts of
grass and odd bits of stone as old friends. I was not alone in my cell,
for several colonies of wasps and hornets lived there, and many lizards
found a home behind the rafters, emerging in the evenings in search
of prey. If thoughts and emotions leave their traces behind in the
physical surroundings, the very air of that cell must be thick with
them, and they must cling to every object in that little space.

I had had better cells in other prisons, but in Dehra Dun I had one

9



privilege which was very precious to me. The jail proper was a very
small one, and we were kept in an old lock-up outside the jail walls,
but within the jail compound. This place was so small that there was
no room to walk about in it, and so we were allowed, morning and
evening, to go out and walk up and down in front of the gate, dis-
tance of about a hundred yards. We remained in the jail compound,
but this coming outside the walls gave us a view of the mountains and
the fields and a public road at some distance. This was not a special
privilege for me; it was common for all the A- and B-Class prisoners
kept at Dehra Dun. Within the compound, but outside the jail walls,
there was another small building called the European Lock-up. This
had no enclosing wall, and a person inside the cell could have a fine
view of the mountains and the life outside. European convicts and
others kept here were also allowed to walk in front of the jail gate
every morning and evening.

Only a prisoner who has been confined for long behind high walls
can appreciate the extraordinary psychological value of these outside
walks and open views. I loved these outings, and I did not give them
up even during the monsoon, when the rain came down for days in
torrents and I had to walk ankle-deep in water. I would have wel-
comed the outing in any place, but the sight of the towering Hima-
layas near by was an added joy which went a long way to removing
the weariness of prison. It was my good fortune that during the long
period when I had no interviews, and when for many months I was
quite alone, I could gaze at these mountains that I loved. I could not
see the mountains from my cell, but my mind was full of them; I was
ever conscious of their nearness, and a secret intimacy seemed to grow
between us.

Flocks of birds have flown high and away;

A solitary drift of cloud, too, has gone, wandering on.
And 1 sit alone with Ching-ting Peak, towering beyond.
We never grow tired of each other, the mountain and 1.

I am afraid I cannot say with the poet, Li T"ai Po, that I never grew
weary, even of the mountain; but that was a rare experience, and, as 2
rule, I found great comfort in its proximity. Its solidity and imper-
turbability looked down upon me with the wisdom of a million years
and mocked at my varying humors and soothed my fevered mind.

Spring was very pleasant in Dehra, and it was a far longer one than
in the plains below. The winter had denuded almost all the trees of
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their leaves, and they stood naked and bare. Even four magnificent
pipal trees, which stood in front of the jail gate, much to my surprise,
dropped nearly all their leaves. Gaunt and cheerless they stood there,
till the spring air warmed them up again and sent a message of life
to their innermost cells. Suddenly there was a stir both in the pipals
and the other trees, and an air of mystery surrounded them as of secret
operations going on behind the scenes; and 1 would be startled to find
little bits of green peeping out all over them. It was a gay and cheering
sight. And then, very rapidly, the leaves would come out in their mil-
lions and glisten in the sunlight and play about in the breeze. How
wonderful is the sudden change from bud to leaf!

I had never noticed before that fresh mango leaves are reddish-
brown, russet colored, remarkably like the autumn tints on the Kash-
mir hills. But they change color soon and become green.

The monsoon rains were always welcome, for they ended the sum-
mer heat. But one could have too much of a good thing, and Dehra
Dun is one of the favored haunts of the rain god. Within the first five
or six weeks of the break of the monsoon we would have about fifty
or sixty inches of rain, and it was not pleasant to sit cooped up in a
little narrow place trying to avoid the water dripping from the ceiling
or rushing in from the windows.

Autumn again was pleasant, and so was the winter, except when it
rained. With thunder and rain and piercing cold winds, one longed
for a decent habitation and a little warmth and comfort. Occasionally
there would be a hailstorm, with hailstones bigger than marbles com-
ing down on the corrugated iron roofs and making a tremendous
noise, something like an artillery bombardment.

I remember one day particularly; it was the 24th of December, 1932.
There was a thunderstorm and rain all day, and it was bitterly cold.
Altogether it was one of the most miserable days, from the bodily
point of view, that I have spent in jail. In the evening it cleared up
suddenly, and all my misery departed when I saw all the neighboring
mountains and hills covered with a thick mantle of snow. The next
day—Christmas Day—was lovely and clear, and there was a beautiful
view of snow-covered mountains.

Prevented from indulging in normal activities, we became more
observant of nature’s ways. We watched also the various animals and
insects that came our way. As I grew more observant, I noticed all
manner of insects living in my cell or in the little yard outside. I real-
ized that while I complained of loneliness that yard, which seemed
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empty and deserted, was teeming with life. All these creeping or
crawling or flying insects lived their life without interfering with me
in any way, and I saw no reason why I should interfere with them.
But there was continuous war between me and bedbugs, mosquitoes,
and, to some extent, flies. Wasps and hornets 1 tolerated, and there
were hundreds of them in my cell. There had been a little tiff between
us when, inadvertently I think, a wasp had stung me. In my anger I
tried to exterminate the lot, but they put up a brave fight in defense
of their temporary home, which probably contained their eggs, and I
desisted and decided to leave them in peace if they did not interfere
with me any more. For over a year after that I lived in that cell sur-
rounded by these wasps and hornets; they never attacked me, and we
respected each other.

Bats I did not like, but I had to endure them. They flew soundlessly
in the evening dusk, and one could just see them against the darken-
ing sky. Berie things; I had a horror of them. They seemed to pass
within an inch of one’s face, and I was always afraid that they might
hit me. Higher up in the air passed the big bats, the flying foxes.

T used to watch the ants and the white ants and other insects by the
hour. And the lizards too as they crept about in the evenings and
stalked their prey and chased each other, wagging their tails in a most
comic fashion. Ordinarily they avoided wasps, but twice I saw them
stalk them with enormous care and seize them from the front. I do
not know if this avoidance of the sting was intentional or accidental.

Then there were squirrels, crowds of them if trees were about. They
would become very venturesome and come right near us. In Luck-
now Jail T used to sit reading almost without moving for considerable
periods, and a squirrel would climb up my leg and sit on my knee
and have a look round. And then it would look into my eyes and
realize that I was not a tree or whatever it had taken me for. Fear
would disable it for a moment, and then it would scamper away. Little
baby squirrels would sometimes fall down from the trees. The mother
would come after them, roll them up into a little ball, and carry them
off to safety. Occasionally the baby got lost. One of my companions
picked up three of these lost baby squirrels and looked after them.
They were so tiny that it was a problem how to feed them. The prob-
lem was, however, solved rather ingeniously. A fountain-pen filler,
with a little cotton wool attached to it, made an efficient feeding bottle.

Pigeons abounded in all the jails I went to, except in the mountain
prison of Almora. There were thousands of them, and in the evenings
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the sky would be thick with them. Sometimes the jail officials would
shoot them down and feed on them. There were mainas, of course;
they are to be found everywhere. A pair of them nested over my cell
door in Dehra Dun, and I used to feed them. They grew quite tame,
and, if there was any delay in their morning or evening meal, they
would sit quite near me and loudly demand their food. It was amusing
to watch their signs and listen to their impatient cries.

In Naini there were thousands of parrots, and large numbers of
them lived in the crevices of my barrack walls. Their courtship and
love-making was always a fascinating sight, and sometimes there were
fierce quarrels between two male parrots over a lady parrot, who sat
calmly by waiting for the result of the encounter and ready to grant
her favors to the winner.

Dehra Dun had a variety of birds, and there was a regular jumble of
singing and lively chattering and twittering, and high above it all
came the koel’s plaintive call. During the monsoon and just before it
the brain-fever bird visited us, and I realized soon why it was so
named. It was amazing the persistence with which it went on repeat-
ing the same notes, in daytime and at night, in sunshine and in pouring
rain. We could not see most of these birds; we could only hear them
as a rule, as there were no trees in our little yard. But I used to watch
the eagles and the kites gliding gracefully high up in the air, some-
times swooping down and then allowing themselves to be carried up
by a current of air. Often a flight of wild duck would fly over our
heads.

There was a large colony of monkeys in Bareilly Jail, and their
antics were always worth watching. One incident impressed me. A
baby monkey managed to come down into our barrack enclosure, and
he could not mount up the wall again. The warder and some convict
overseers and other prisoners caught hold of him and tied a bit of
string round his neck. The parents (presumably) of the little one saw
all this from the top of the high wall, and their anger grew. Suddenly
one of them, a2 huge monkey, jumped down and charged almost right
into the crowd which surrounded the baby monkey. It was an extraor-
dinarily brave thing to do, for the warder and C.O.’s had sticks and
lathees which they were brandishing about, and there were quite a
crowd of them. Reckless courage triumphed, and the crowd of hu-
mans fled, terrified, leaving their sticks behind them! The little monkey
was rescued.

We had often animal visitors that were not welcome. Scorpions
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were frequently found in our cells, especially after a thunderstorm.
It was surprising that I was never stung by one, for I would come
across them in the most unlikely places—on my bed, or sitting on a
book which I had just lifted up. I kept a particularly black and
poisonous-looking brute in a bottle for some time, feeding him with
flies, etc.; and then, when I tied him up on a wall with a string, he
managed to escape. I had no desire to meet him loose again, and so I
cleaned my cell out and hunted for him everywhere, but he had
vanished.

Three or four snakes were also found in my cells or near them.
News of one of them got out, and there were headlines in the press.
As a matter of fact I welcomed the diversion. Prison life is dull enough,
and everything that breaks through the monotony is appreciated. Not
that T appreciate or welcome snakes, but they do not fill me with
terror as they do some people. I am afraid of their bite, of course, and
would protect myself if I saw a snake. But there would be no feeling
of repulsion or overwhelming fright. Centipedes horrify me much
more; it is not so much fear as instinctive repulsion. In Alipore Jail in
Calcutta I woke in the middle of the night and felt something crawl-
ing over my foot. I pressed a torch I had and I saw a centipede on the
bed. Instinctively and with amazing rapidity I vaulted clear out of that
bed and nearly hit the cell wall. I realized fully then what Pavlov’s
reflexes were.

In Dehra Dun I saw a new animal, or rather an animal which was
new to me. I was standing at the jail gate talking to the jailer when
we noticed a man outside carrying a strange animal. The jailer sent
for him, and I saw something between a lizard and a crocodile, about
two feet long with claws and a scaly covering. This uncouth animal,
which was very much alive, had been twisted round in a most peculiar
way, forming a kind of knot, and its owner had passed a pole through
this knot and was merrily carrying it in this fashion. He called it a Bo.
When asked by the jailer what he proposed to do with it, he replied
with a broad smile that he would make bhujji—a kind of curry—out
of it! He was a forest dweller. Subsequently I discovered from read-
ing F. W. Champion’s book—T%e Jungle in Sunlight and Shadow—
that this animal was the pangolin.

Prisoners, especially long-term convicts, have to suffer most from
emotional starvation. Often they seek some emotional satisfaction by
keeping animal pets. The ordinary prisoner cannot keep them, but
the convict overseers have a little more freedom and the jail staff
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usually do not object. The commonest pets were squirrels and,
strangely, mongooses. Dogs are not allowed in jails, but cats seem to be
encouraged. A little kitten made friends with me once. It belonged
to a jail official, and, when he was transferred, he took it away with
him. I missed it. Although dogs are not allowed, I got tied up with
some dogs accidentally in Dehra Dun. A jail official had brought a
bitch, and then he was transferred, and he deserted her. The poor thing
became a homeless wanderer, living under culverts, picking up scraps
from the warders, usually starving. As I was being kept in the lock-
up, outside the jail proper, she used to come to me begging for food.
I began to feed her regularly, and she gave birth to a litter of pups
under a culvert. Many of these were taken away, but three remained,
and I fed them. One of the puppies fell ill with a violent distemper
and gave me a great deal of trouble. I nursed her with care, and some-
times I would get up a dozen times in the course of the night to look
after her. She survived, and I was happy that my nursing had pulled
her round.

I came in contact with animals far more in prison than I had done
outside. I had always been fond of dogs and had kept some, but I
could never look after them properly as other matters claimed my
attention. In prison I was grateful for their company. Indians do not,
as a rule, approve of animals as household pets. It is remarkable that,
in spite of their general philosophy of nonviolence to animals, they
are often singularly careless and unkind to them. Even the cow, that
favored animal, though looked up to and almost worshiped by many
Hindus and often the cause of riots, is not treated kindly. Worship
and kindliness do not always go together.

Different countries have adopted different animals as symbols of
their ambition or character—the eagle of the United States of America
and of Germany, the lion and bulldog of England, the fighting cock
of France, the bear of old Russia. How far do these patron animals
mold national character? Most of them are aggressive, fighting ani-
mals, beasts of prey. The people who grow up with these examples
before them appear to mold themselves consciously after them, strike
up aggressive attitudes, roar, and prey on others. The Hindu is mild
and nonviolent, for his patron animal is the cow.
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