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A Word with You, Please

Hello! Hello! Friends. Are you still there? My absence has been pretty long, hasn't it? But only a
wink in time, no? This probably calls for an explanation. But knowing my readers, I don't think
it's necessary. As you enter this story you will understand the reasons for the length of time taken
over this book. The time span covered is only four years, but, oh my! What years they turned out
to be! It's a secret for the moment and I wouldn't want it to be immediately noised abroad. I let

each of you discover for yourself.

I must, however, divulge a few secrets.

Our friend, Patrice Marot, obtained for me a pile of documents regarding the erstwhile French
India from the French government's archives. I have made good use of them. And shall continue

in the next book also.

Nicole Elfi deserves a hearty thanks for the trouble she took as no trouble while computerizing

my manuscripts.

As for Michel Danino I don't know what I would have done without his invaluable help always
forthcoming to my hundred and one questions; apart from the task of editing this Book Six of

Mother's Chronicles.

Help has also come from brothers Abhay, Nirmal and Noren, and sister Suprabha, for the out-of-

the-blue questions I have the habit of putting.

Page-9

And why not tell you the material help extended by friends Magda and Werner Itin? The book

would not have seen the light of day had not Werner given me a magical eye.



Actually what caused so much delay was a request from Sri Gobindo Gopal Mukhopadhyay,
bolstered by Satprem. Imagine! They wanted me to delve into the beginnings of Sri Aurobindo's
sadhana. I could not very well refuse them, could 1? In spite of my inadequacies. So bowing to
their wishes, I dived into the subject, since my ideas were vague, if not downright fuzzy. And,
gosh! Did I come up with untold treasure! Here I present to you but a few of those priceless

treasures. With the hope that at least some of you would go on to discover the trove.
Happy hunting! Enjoy yourself.
Page-10
Prologue:

Once upon a time, long, long ago, before I or you were born, before our parents or grandparents
were born, even before their grandparents were born, some thousands of years ago, the Vindhya
mountain was upset one day. And why was he so upset? "Why," he asked the Sun and the Moon,

"why do you not go around me? Aren't [ a greater Mountain than the Meru?"

The Sun thought to himself, "Oh, these old fellows! Look at his pride! Comparing himself with
the golden Mahameru. Really!" Instead of answering politely, the Sun went on his daily business

of going round the mountain Meru.

That surely made Vindhya angry "Ah, old! Am I! I shall show you who is old!" He too sent a
silent message to the rude Sun. Vindhya was indeed a venerable old mountain. It bifurcates India

into north and south, and was much older than the young Himalayas.

Vindhya then began to grow. He grew and grew and grew. He pierced the sky. When the Sun
wanted to return to the South he found his way blocked by Vindhya. Vindhya now smiled grimly
at the Sun. The Sun had to remain in the North. The constant heat of the Sun burnt the northern
plains, while the South remained in constant darkness. An eternal day and an eternal night. The
suffering was terrible on both sides of the Vindhya mountain. "How long! oh, how long, is this

state of
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affairs going to last?" A desperate prayer from birds and beasts and trees and rivers rose to the

Supreme God. "Come, oh come, and help us, Lord."



The Lord had been looking on the goings-on. He was not one to move a finger without being
asked! But now that the whole creation was asking Him to do something, He gave the situation a

thought. It was quite like Him to come up with an impish solution.

"Agastya," He spoke to the Rishi seated in front of him. "Will you do me a favour?"

Agastya was ever ready for adventures. He also knew something about the Lord. So he inclined

his head.

'You see, Agastya," the Lord said sweetly, "how the creatures are suffering. Will you not help

them?"

"How?" enquired Agastya.

"Well, you are the Guru of Vindhya. So when you go to him, he will bow down to you. And then
... then you tell him this ..." The Lord whispered into the Rishi's ear.

The valiant Agastya smiled. Maybe a little sadly? But he was game.

When he saw his guru approaching, Vindhya bowed down his head at his guru's feet, like the
good-mannered person he was. Agastya blessed him. And then said, "O great Vindhya, I am
pleased with you. But I have some urgent business down south. Will you please keep your head

bowed like this till I come back?" Vindhya assented.

But Agastya never came back.

Since those times Vindhya never raised up his head again. And Agastya remained in the South.
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Repeating history, the Uttara Yogi, the Yogi from the North, came down to South India in our

own times, but a few decades back. And he too never returned to the North.

He too had received a Command from the Lord.

The Uttara Yogi was our Sri Aurobindo.
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Hefor Whom | Was Waiting

"He for whom I was waiting"—"celui que j'attendais," wrote Mirra in France, in one of the

innumerable visions she had early this century.

In this particular vision she found herself in her 'family' house—not that she knew it physically!
She was living there with her father and two brothers. All the three were big and strong. The two
brothers were men of 'not much goodwill,' or rather, they had a disbalanced vital. The father,

though not highly developed, was a man of 'goodwill.'

All of them were assembled in a vast rectangular hall. A great big window open to the south-
west let in the light. The walls were oak-panelled. In the middle of the west panel a colossal
mantelpiece was built in sculpted stone. In front of it stood the old father dressed in a dark and
coarse cloth. The house must have been built on a hillside, because the glass window overlooked
an immense plain, bounded on the horizon by a long chain of mountains entirely covered in a
purple fog. At the bottom of the valley, among the huge trees, a winding stream dazzled with a
copper glow under the last rays of the setting sun. The deepening dusk made the big hall but
dimly lit.
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A young girl was sitting by the window with the setting sun behind her. Mirra identified herself
with her. She was dressed in a simple white gown, her folded hands rested on her knees, her gaze
was lost in the darkest corner of the hall, towards the east. All of them seemed to be waiting ...

for someone.

"Suddenly he entered without our hearing the sound of the door opening or closing. He entered
from the other end of the hall which I was facing. For the others he was veiled by a sort of
invisibility, wrapped in a magnificent deep purple, so as to look like an ordinary man. But, as for
me, I saw quite well that although very dense, the laws of gravity and of movement (and perhaps
many others besides), to which we are subject, did not exist for him. I recognized him with all
my being." She was in the grip of such a strong emotion that she could not move and "remained

in my place."



Mirra noted, "Between him and my family several things took place which I do not clearly
remember, except one. My father approached the newcomer with a profound reverence to
welcome him in respectful terms. The being of light responded with a warm hug. I was so
affected that I did not quite grasp what passed between them. Except that when they separated,
my father who had gone from his place in his grey, dark dress came back all transformed and
dressed in a superb and large golden dress. Full of admiration, I said, 'See the wonders He can

perform.'

"But it was for me that He had come. He came near me slowly unveiling himself. And gradually
I saw—without any amazement—that he was enveloped in a brilliant white light, and that he

himself was luminous." Young Mirra was smitten. "He was
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so wonderfully beautiful that, filled with wonder and ecstasy, I fell to the ground losing my
consciousness for a minute. But very soon I recovered, then approached Him and first of all
kissed his feet. But helped by him I at once got up, and put my head on his shoulder and we
remained clasped in each other's arms for a long time. For a very long time we remained looking
through the great window, far away into the vast plains, at the last fading rays of the setting sun."

Silence reigned.

They made a sweet picture. The dark-bearded Being of light and the auburn-haired girl in the
first flush of womanhood. He looking to the far beyond; she looking up adoringly at him. He, sad

and serious; she, radiating happiness.

During that long contemplation wordlessly they communicated to each other the depths of their
souls and thoughts. In silence they conversed about the greatness of the work to be accomplished
and the splendour of the imminent victory, of which "the dazzling radiance that surrounded him

was like a glorious pledge."

After their long and silent contemplation, he turns his face towards her and puts his lips on her

forehead.

"The young woman also gradually becomes luminous. Then the two of them lie down side by

side, hand in hand, in a bed of rest at the bottom of the hall, and sleep.



"The white light emanating from them grows more and more intense, and spreads more and

more. It radiates very far across the house, above the immense plain.

"And, wherever the balanced radiance passes, it brings with it health, hope, harmony and joy."
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In the morning Mirra wakes up late, in her own bed, strong and happy. "No words can describe
the intense happiness I felt. Everything in him was familiar to me, so much so that I hardly
observed him. What emanated from him, his voice, his gesture, his expression, were all so well
known to me, so sweet, so beautiful, that even now that I am fully awake, I still feel deeply
moved when I think of it. He was tall, thin, his hair and beard seemed dark to me, but of that my
memory is not quite precise. His expression was extremely serious and sad, but infinitely gentle
and tender. I could not describe him well, but I am certain that I shall recognize him among

millions."

He always looked to the far beyond. Behind the beyond. To the noons of the future.
Mirra recognized the Being of light when she met him.

It was at the 'Guest House' that she first saw him, when she went to Pondicherry in 1914.

That was "merely the beginning of my vision," Mother said. Six years later, when she returned
from Japan and met him again "in the same house and in the same way—did the END of the

vision occur."

Page-18

2

Mirra Was Born Free

"Sri Aurobindo saw with more clarity," said Mother to Satprem while explaining a certain
situation. "It was even the first thing he told the boys around him when I came in 1914— he had
seen me but once—he told them that I, Mirra (he at once called me by my first name) 'was born

free.' "



He also told the boys that he had "never seen anywhere a self-surrender so absolute and

unreserved."

Mirra had met Sri Aurobindo on 29 March, at 3:30 in the afternoon, at the Guest House to which

Sri Aurobindo had moved with the boys a few months earlier.

We have promptings more insistent than that of reason. Mirra was prompted by what—she did
not know—to go see Sri Aurobindo all alone? "I climbed up the stairway and he was standing
there, waiting for me at the top of the stairs." Mother's eyes widened at the recollection. "Ex-act-
ly my vision! Dressed the same way, in the same position, in profile, his head held high. He
turned his head towards me, and I saw in his eyes that it was He. The two things clicked (Mother
gestured), the inner experience immediately combined with the outer experience and there was a

fusion: the decisive shock."
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They talked that day a little. Mirra told Sri Aurobindo in a few words some of her realizations,
and about a particular difficulty which, so far, she had not been able to overcome. It was mental
stillness she had striven to obtain. A mental stillness in which anything can pass through your
head without causing the least ripple. "It is the stuff of the mental being that is still, so still that
nothing disturbs it" as Sri Aurobindo described it. If thoughts or activities come, "they come
from outside and cross the mind as a flight of birds crosses the sky in a windless air. It passes,

disturbs nothing, leaving no trace."

Mother said candidly that she had tried complete mental silence but had not succeeded. "I had
tried, but couldn't do it. I could be silent when I wanted to, but as soon as I stopped thinking
solely of that, stopped wanting only that, the invasion resumed, and the work had to be done all

over again," Mother sighed. "That's all I told him, not in great detail, but in a few words."

To next day's meeting with Sri Aurobindo she went with Paul Richard. "He saw me the next day
for half an hour. I sat down, it was on the verandah of the Guest House; I was sitting there on the
verandah." She sat on the floor near Sri Aurobindo. "There was a table in front of him, and
Richard was on the other side facing him. They began talking. I myself was seated at his feet,
very small, with the table just in front of me, it came up to my forehead, giving me a little

protection." Sri Aurobindo was seated in a chair as was Richard across the table. "Then I sat



down near him and he began talking with Richard, about the world, Yoga, the future, all kinds of

things: what was going to happen—he already knew the war would break out.
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All at once| felt a great Force comeinto me......



This was 1914, war broke out in August, and he already knew it towards the end of March or
early April. So the two of them talked and talked and talked—great speculations." To Mirra, who
had had her visions and revelations—she too—this was past history, and she wasn't interested in
those speculations. She didn't really listen. "I didn't say anything, I didn't think anything, try

anything, want anything, [ merely sat near him."

That day was 30 March 1914. "I was just sitting there, not listening, but all at once I felt a great
Force come into me—a peace, a silence, something massive! It came, did this (Mother swept her
hand across her forehead), descended and stopped here," she said pointing to her chest. That is
to say, it encompassed the three active mental centres. "When they finished talking, I got up and
left. And then I noticed that not a thought remained —I no longer knew anything or understood
anything. [ was absolutely BLANK. SO I gave thanks to the Lord and thanked Sri Aurobindo in
my heart."

So many things in her life had completely gone from Mirra's consciousness, all that was useless
perhaps. But all that was preparing the Being for its action was held in a clear vision. "Even
before coming here and meeting Sri Aurobindo," disclosed Mother, "I had realized everything
needed to begin his Yoga. It was all ready, classified, organized. Magnificent! A superb mental

construction ... which he demolished in five minutes!"

The unexpected turn of events left Mirra wonderstruck. "How happy I was! Aah! It was really

the reward for all my efforts." A structure of so many years' standing, gone up in a whiff!
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"Nothing! I knew nothing anymore, understood nothing at all—not a single idea left in my head!
Everything I had carefully built up over so many years—I was past thirty-five, I think —through
all my experiences: conscious yoga, non-conscious yoga, life, experiences lived, classified and

organized—oh, what a monument!—crash! It all came tumbling down. Magnificent I hadn't even

asked him."

Mirra had tried. From 1912 to '14 she had done endless exercises to still her mind. She could
easily go out of her body, but the mind inside kept running. "For years I had tried to catch silence

in my head, I never could. I could detach myself from it, but it would keep on running. But at



that moment, all the mental constructions, all the mental, speculative structures ... none of it

remained—a big hole.

"Such a peaceful, such a luminous hole!"

But how many of us are capable of bearing a silent, a holey mind? Sri Aurobindo had imparted
that gift to others before Mirra. "One (not a disciple—I had no disciples in those days),"
explained Sri Aurobindo, "asked me how to do Yoga. I said: 'Make your mind quiet first' He did
and his mind became quite silent and empty. Then he rushed to me saying, "My brain is empty of
thoughts, I cannot think. I am becoming an idiot' " Sri Aurobindo always had a strong sense of
the ludicrous. "He did not pause to look and see where these thoughts he uttered were coming
from! Nor did he realize that one who is already an idiot cannot become one." He added frankly,
"Anyhow I was not patient in those days and I dropped him and let him lose his miraculously

achieved silence."

Mirra, on the contrary, was very appreciative of that miraculous

Page-24

gift. "Afterwards, I kept very still so as not to disturb it. I didn't speak, I took good care -to
refrain from thinking, and held it tight, held it tight against me. I said to myself, 'Make it last,

make it last, make it last.......

For eight to ten days she hugged it close. She was living in her inner joy, while nothing inside
her stirred. "I spoke as little as possible and it was like a mechanism, it wasn't me. Then slowly,
slowly, as falling drop by drop, something was built up again. But it had no limits, it had no ..."
She paused, looking back across the years. "It was vast as the universe and wonderfully still and
luminous." Pointing to her head, "Nothing here, but THERE," she said, making a gesture above

the head. "And then everything began to be seen from there."

Once it was done, it was done. "It was well rooted."

It never left her. "You know," Mother told Satprem in a wondering voice, "as a proof of Sri
Aurobindo's power, it's incomparable! I don't believe there has ever been an example of such a—

how can I put it?—such a total success: a miracle. It has NEVER left me. I went to Japan, I did



all sorts of things, had all possible adventures, even the most unpleasant, but it never left me--

stillness, stillness, stillness...." Her voice trailed off.

"And it was he who did it, entirely. I didn't even ask him, there was no aspiration, nothing... I
wasn't doing anything— just sitting there. He seemed outwardly to be fully engrossed in his

conversation about this and that and what was going to happen in the world........

Mirra was sitting quietly at Sri Aurobindo's feet while he talked with Richard. She heard the

sound of their conversation,
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without paying much heed. "This lasted about half an hour," said Mother. "And then when I got
up, I no longer knew anything, I no longer thought anything, I no longer had any mental

construction. Everything was gone, absolutely gone. Blank. As if I had just been born."
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3

The Arrival

Sri Aurobindo had landed on the Coromandel coast in 1910. What happened at the Guest
House—his fifth house— happened from 1914 onwards. During those four preceding years at
Pondicherry what type of life did Sri Aurobindo and, incidentally, his young companions lead?
Let me try to be logical—chronological should I say?—and begin at the beginning.

S.S. Dupleix had left her berth, N°I Esplanade Moorings, on the Hooghly river on Friday the first
April, at 6:30 a.m. Under the command of Captain Musseau, the French mail steamer made
steady progress as she steamed down the Bay of Bengal with her precious 'cargo.' On 4 April
1910, around four in the afternoon, she cast anchor at Pondicherry's harbour. Those who were in
the know wanted to give Sri Aurobindo a very special reception. Moni dissuaded them from their
project with the argument that as Sri Aurobindo was coming here in secrecy, and would be living
here secretly, their planned public reception would be a big leak. What Moni said made sense,

so, although disappointed, they dropped their plan.



Moni, who had come by train, had reached Pondicherry in the first hours (at 2:30 a.m.) of 31
March, and passed the
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rest of the night in the station's waiting room. In the morning as soon as he could, "I got onto a
strange man-driven contraption called a push-push." The young Bengali was sorely disappointed
with what he saw of the town. He had heard so much of the "beauty-loving French people and
their renowned capital Paris." His destination was the office of the weekly India, N°10 Rue
Valdaour (later changed to Rue Dupleix, and now Nehru Street), which proved to be a printing
press. The owner did not live there. A local man directed the newcomer to another part of the
town: a house on Muthumariamman Koil Street. It was to the master of the house,

Srinivasachari, that Moni handed over Sri Aurobindo's letter of introduction.

Srinivasachari was a Tamil Brahmin. Moni saw in front of him a man of thirty odd years, of
medium height, fair, large-eyed, with wide forehead, sharp-nosed, clean-shaven, most of the
head shaved except the top from where sprung a long lock of hair (#ikki), in a word "a pure aryan
appearance.*His forefathers hailed from Mysore. It was the great-grandfather of Srinivasachari
who had first migrated to Madras; he was appointed a District magistrate. His son, Srinivas's
grandfather, became an advocate at the Madras High Court. By then the family began to perceive
the ills of the British rule. So the father of Srinivas went away to Pondicherry and his children
were educated there. Thus, Srinivasachari was no stranger to Pondicherry. The family however
had returned to Madras after the father s death, and the boys went to college there. It was Tilak s

advent on the national scene that attracted the family to work for the country.

Srinivas had come back to Pondicherry to help Subramania Bharati against whom the Madras

government had
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issued a warrant—but Bharati had slipped away to Pondicherry before he could be arrested.
When Srinivas heard that Bharati was being harassed by the French Police at the instigation of
the Madras government, he followed his friend there. It was the Tamil weekly paper India that

had brought the ire of the British rulers on the editor, the printer and the contributors.
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When the editor of India was jailed, the others packed up their gear, slipped through the British
dragnet, and went to the French enclave. From there they again began publishing India. A
reporter from India had even interviewed Sri Aurobindo in Calcutta. We do not know who
exactly it was, but Sri Aurobindo had met both the younger brother and the brother-in-law of
Srinivasachari at Calcutta when he was residing in his Na' Meso's house. The brother, S.
Parthasarathi Iyengar, was probably the "Secretary Swadeshi Steam Navigation Company" with
whom Sri Aurobindo had an engagement at "3 o'clock” on 20 July 1909, as he noted in his diary.
Parthasarathi had gone to North India to canvass for his Navigation Company. Moni, for his part,

recognized the brother-in-law Rangachari as somebody who had met Sri Aurobindo at Calcutta.



So it seems likely that it was to Rangachari that Sri Aurobindo had granted an interview which
was published in /ndia in September 1909. Introducing the article, the reporter did not forget to
give his own impression of the revolutionary leader. "He lived a very simple life, and put up an
ordinary appearance with his dhoti and shirt; but his eyes were afire with grace and knowledge
and a halo of mysterious peace pervaded where he lived." It was to the same reporter during the
interview that Sri Aurobindo had given his 'prediction' on India winning her freedom amid
worldwide upheavals and revolutionary changes, giving his answer in "gentle, sweet and

dynamic accents," as the scribe put it.

Srinivasachari opened the letter brought by Moni, read the contents, and came to know of Sri

Aurobindo's plans. He extended his hospitality to the eighteen-year-old youth from
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Bengal. "I passed the four and a half days before Aurobindo's arrival in Mr. Achari's house doing
nothing but eating and sleeping. Every day a little before sunset I went with three or four people
to the beach, and after spending an hour or two at the pier came back with them." He was also
closely questioned by these gentlemen. Only ... well, the trouble was that although Moni was a
matriculate and could read English fluently, he had no fluency in speaking it. His vocabulary
consisted of 'yes,' 'no' and 'very good.' That was the general case of Bengali students. South
Indians, on the contrary, talked quite fluently in that tongue. I remember being utterly amazed to
hear in Madras a rickshaw-puller speak in English! However, though the Pondicherry gentlemen
tried to extract information from the Bengali youth by interrogating exhaustively, they could not
make much headway, and remained suspicious of him: was he indeed a messenger from Sri
Aurobindo or a government spy? On his side Moni was worried. To his disquiet he was not even
told where they intended to lodge their Guest. Each time he dared to bring up the subject with
Srinivasachari he found his host evasive. Moni would be warded off with a noncommittal

answer: "Oh, we'll see," "all in good time," and so forth.

April four dawned. From the Messagerie Maritime Office at the sea-front Srinivasachari and
friends had obtained information of the time Dupleix was expected to dock at Pondicherry
harbour. In the afternoon Moni and Srinivasachari went together on the pier. Pondicherry
harbour is too shallow for a sea-going ship to dock near the shore, so S.S. Dupleix was anchored
a quarter to half a mile away from the pier. The two men got down to a landing platform and

somehow managed to get into
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a rocking rowing boat... by doing some gymnastics: "My! How it's rocking and tossing!" felt
Moni. The boat was manned by eight to ten oarsmen. In Bengal Moni was used to see on the
Padma or the Ganges covered boats, but the boat he now got into was open. It and they set out
towards the ship. When they neared it they made out Sri Aurobindo and Bejoy standing on the
deck, their eyes fixed on the approaching boat. Bejoy Nag was the young revolutionary from
Calcutta who helped Sri Aurobindo in his clandestine voyage. Moni and Srinivasachari went up
a rope ladder. From the deck all the four descended to the second-class cabin which the seafarers
had occupied. While the boys were getting the luggage packed and the two elders were talking,
they were all served with tea and "a plate of small, crisp, fish-shaped biscuits." Being a Tamil
orthodox Brahmin, Srinivasachari did not partake of the ship's food. But the others enjoyed it.
After their tea in the cabin, the boys took the three trunks and bedding and then all the four men
got down into the boat which took them back to the pier. From there they walked down its length

to the sea-front road, Cours Chabrol as it was then called.

Srinivasachari took Sri Aurobindo with him in a horse-drawn carriage which he had procured
from a friend for the occasion. Subramania Bharati, who was to become the famous Tamil
nationalist poet, accompanied them.' Moni and Bejoy” followed behind in push-push with the

luggage, and a Tamil guide. To Moni's great surprise the house to which the guide

1 Both Purani and Amrita mention Bharati's presence. Not so
2 Moni. Moni does not quite remember about Bejoy.
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The old pier at Pondicherry,

where Sri Aurobindo landed




A horse-cart like the ones used around 1910

took them was not the clingy one situated in a dirty street which he had been shown the previous
day. This house was big and respectable! "Escorted by my guide, I went up to the third floor of
this house and found the place clean, neat and uninhabited." At the time Pondicherry boasted of

no other three-storeyed house, adds Moni.

The second floor, which was fixed as Sri Aurobindo's lodging, was not at all large. "For that very
reason it was an excellent place to stay in hiding." There were two tiny rooms nine or ten feet
square, and another smaller one which, were you suddenly to enter it, brought to mind a light

railway carriage. The house faced north and it had a small open terrace with a railing round it.



"At the back, on the southern side, was a long covered verandah." On the west, if you went down
two or three steps from the verandah, was a kitchen. This second-floor portion was built over the
back of the house, and was not visible from the main road. It made a compact unit. The toilet
was on the first floor though, "clean, neat and sparkling." But the one drawback was the lack of a
bathroom. Arrangements for bath were on the ground floor. So Sri Aurobindo had to go down

there once a day. Of course, the main door would remain closed during his bath.

That was the residence of Calve Shankar Chettiar. A prominent citizen of Pondicherry, he was an

honorary magistrate, an important businessman, and one of the richest men of the town.

When Moni, escorted by his guide, went up to the second floor of Shankar Chetty's house, "on

entering a small room I saw Aurobindo sitting in an easy chair, while Srinivasachari
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along with four or five others were standing deferentially in front of him." Among them was also

Rangachari who had come before the 4™, And Subramania Bharati whom Moni had already met.

Thus it was that from 4 April 1910, as a happy sun plucked flowers from the clouds to shower
upon the Earth before retiring for the night, Sri Aurobindo, Moni and Bejoy made N°39

Comoutty Street their shelter in Pondicherry for the next few months.

Was it a coincidence that Sri Aurobindo's first base had earlier sheltered Swami Vivekananda
when the latter visited Pondicherry? That was in January 1893, just a few weeks before young

Aurobindo reached Indian shores at the end of his voyage from England.
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4

Shankar Chetty's House

On their way from Cours Chabrol to Shankar Chetty's house, as they rode in the horse carriage,
Srinivasachari and Bharati explained to Sri Aurobindo the arrangements made for his lodging. At
first the Guest was reluctant to live in another man's house and said he would rather have a

separate place. The two men assured him that an alternative existed, in case this one did not suit



him. But this one was safer than the other. Would 'Babu' not give it a try tonight? Sri Aurobindo
consented. On arrival he inspected the accommodation provided, "and found that by closing the
doors of the stairs the whole upstairs became a separate block," recalled Srinivasachari. The next
day when they asked him, Babu said it was secluded, and there was no need to change the place

for the present.

The guests had no cot, no bedding. Moni and Bejoy had straw mats, and a thin mattress was'

provided for Sri Aurobindo.

Sri Aurobindo, Moni and Bejoy lived at N°39 Comoutty Street (now Calvé Soupprayan Chetty
Street) for approximately six months. During the first three months none of the three ever
stepped outside the house. Even to the courtyard, they went down but once a day for bath, such

was their seclusion.
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Shankar Chetty's house as it was in the 1950s.
Sri Aurobindo probably lived in the small rooms at the top.

After that Sri Aurobindo allowed the two teenagers to go out, though he denied himself the
pleasure. The two generally would go out around five in the evening, stroll up and down the pier

for an hour or so, meet and talk with some local acquaintances, then return home.

As a rule they did not have foreign visitors. Paul Richard was an exception. He met Sri

Aurobindo twice. They talked long together, for two to three hours each time.

But local revolutionaries dropped in of an evening. Subramania Bharati was a daily visitor. Most
of the local people were before my time. However, I did meet one gentleman, Mr. Mouttayen. In
the '40s he taught French to the top graders of the Ashram School, which included my two
younger sisters. He was a stickler for good manners, was Mouttayen. Well, at any rate, he had
the privilege of witnessing Sri Aurobindo walk in Shankar Chetty's compound. We have had the
occasion already, when speaking of Sri Aurobindo's two long fasts,' to state that the longer one
took place here, in this house. He fasted for twenty-three days while carrying on all his other

activities. But what did he eat when not on fast? Here is Moni with a description of their meals.

"Sri Aurobindo used to take tea twice a day—once in the morning (around 6:30 or 7), and again
at four in the afternoon. We two didn't get into the habit of drinking tea for quite some time.
During those six months Sri Aurobindo drank his tea from a silver tumbler which had been

offered by Shankar Chettiar." It was no high tea, just plain tea. The boys had something in

'See Mother's Chronicles, Book V, ch. 19.
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between meals.

"Let me now introduce you," murmured Moni, "to some of our eating habits during our stay at
the Chettiar house. In the kitchen on the second floor, which I mentioned earlier, there were four
or five ordinary wood-burning ovens in a row. Firewood was then commonly used in
Pondicherry." Bejoy and Moni began preparing lunch there at around eleven. "Bejoy was the

'Chef de cuisine,' I his assistant There was one iron frying pan and two to three earthen vessels."



That's all they had. "We sat on the kitchen floor and ate rice served on banana leaf." They also
had brinjal. Unlike the soft brinjals of Bengal, these were hard as brick which they sliced in
rings, and learned to soften a little by boiling them in moong dal.l In addition they made a sort
of gruel or pulp of sweet pumpkin. "Bejoy and I ate after Sri Aurobindo had finished his lunch.
The banana leaves were brought along with our vegetables. A maid servant was engaged for our

works of cleaning, washing and marketing.

"During those six months our menu invariably consisted of five items: rice, moong dal, brinjal,
sweet pumpkin, and milk. There were no changes, no exceptions, no nothing—Ilike the wheel of
fate those items invariably turned up every day in our second-storey kitchen.... At night all the
three of us had payas.2 A real case of plain living and high thinking. Naturally the high thinking

was done solely by Sri Aurobindo."

It was lucky for them that in 1910 vitamins and calories were yet to be discovered. As Moni

pointed out in the mid-'40s,

" Moong dal: a type of lentil.

? Payas: rice boiled in sweetened milk. Often garnished with almonds, pistachios, raisins, etc.
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"That's why we survived, and I am able to chronicle this story."

All the same, after three months when the two boys were allowed to go out of an evening, they
tried to bring back, clandestinely, some eggs. Eggs in the house of an orthodox vegetarian! But
how to dispose of the shells? Flush them down the drain, of course! and they will vanish in the
sewers. To the boys' sorrow the drain pipe ended about one foot from the ground in the
courtyard. The eggshells fell in a heap at one corner. Chettiar let off the youths lightly, saying
not to do it again. They didn't do it again; the next three or four times they ate eggs in the house

the boys were careful to smuggle out the shells in their pockets.

Eggs could somehow be managed, but fish? How long could a fish-eating Bengali do without
fish? Swami Aiyar was a young Tamil Brahmin. He was placed as a companion to them, to look

after their needs. He hailed from Tinnelvelly and had come but recently to Pondicherry. He was



then the editor of the Tamil paper Dharma (Tarumam) and lived at Dharmalayam, from where

the paper was printed.

Moni and Bejoy fried their fish in Aiyar's house—the latter was less orthodox than the older
generation—wrapped up the fried fish in a newspaper, and brought the packet into the house.
Not a soul in sight. All went without a hitch ... the first time. Not the next time though. As the
boys tried the same trick a second time they found that Shankar Chettiar was very much there.
"Making a beeline for the staircase" Moni recalls, "I tried to avoid him. But he was quick and cut

off my way. Then pointing to the packet he asked 'What is in it?'

" 'Some sweets,' | replied as a thumping began at a
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particular spot in my left breast.

"Chettiar asked again, 'From where?'

"I replied, 'Bought in the market.' The thumping had now become a pounding. Then I had a brain

wave.

" '"For Babu.'

"Instantly Chettiar moved away and freed my passage. I ran up the stairs taking two steps at a

time."

Sri Aurobindo was then known as 'Babu' to the Tamil friends at Pondicherry.

But apart from eating, sleeping, bathing etc. what else did they do? How did they spend their

time?

Sri Aurobindo divulged to his disciples in 1923 that he was "following a certain programme that

was laid down for me when I came down to Pondicherry." We will come to it presently.



But he was not one to neglect anyone. The cheerful service done by the two Bengali boys must
have touched him. God, as I know so well, never neglects His servitors. He / She always gives

the necessary help, even material help. The Divine wants the full flowering of a being.

It was during those three months' virtual incarceration, with practically nothing to do, that the

idea came to Moni to woo the Muse of Bengali literature.

Moni and Bejoy, specially the former, did some studies. Moni, I happen to know, was well
versed in Bengali and English and French. He may have learnt Tamil also. But Sri Aurobindo

was not his teacher of Tamil! Then there was their new-found
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friend, S. Aiyar, who was nearer their age than the others. The boys often had hilarious time with
him. But what they must have looked forward to was the evenings. The evening spent with their
adored 'Sejda’ (elder brother). For that was when Bharati and Srinivasachari would come to see

'Babu.' Srinivasachari could see 'Babu' at any time of the day if the need arose.

The conversations between the elders were engrossing. They were not necessarily centred on
politics only, though that must have been the main topic as all of them were revolutionaries.

Besides, Sri Aurobindo always liked to keep a finger on the pulse of the nation.

Also, as we have already seen, the revolutionaries of that period were greatly drawn to Yoga.
Add to that the fact that both Sri Aurobindo and Bharati were men of wider ranges. When they

were alone, their talks conceivably were as wide as the universe.

My idea received support when I came across some writings of S. Srinivasachari.' His notes say
that "though political subjects would often come up in the conversation, it lost its importance as
our sole preoccupation." Sri Aurobindo was giving them "some instructions as to how to practise
concentration," and watch how ideas rise in the mind. "After such instructions our conversation
would turn on general subjects, on one of those occasions I asked him what he meant by Akasic
records about which he used to write in his Karmayogin. He said that he himself cannot say

much about them, he felt some scribbled scrolls were unfurling before his eyes with some

! Published in Sri Aurobindo Archives and Research (December 1988).
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connected ideas rising in his mind, he was neither able to say what language it was nor what the

script was."

Another point noted by Srinivasachari: "On another occasion he was telling us that the coming
Yuga will be a glorious one, for man will be able to live a far higher life, almost divine, in this
world Then Bharati said that if divine life is lived on earth, then we must be immortal also. Yes,

he said, we are bound to be so when we work for it."

How hard Sri Aurobindo worked—for decades—to usher in the New Yuga.
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5

The Uttara Yogi

What Moni and Bejoy must have enjoyed the most were the seances or sessions of 'automatic

writings.' They could be exhilarating.

Yes, for some years at Pondicherry, Sri Aurobindo continued the practice of automatic writing

until he found out fully what was behind it.

For the first three months, it seems, the seances were regularly held. Apart from Moni and Bejoy,
both Bharati and Srinivasachari were regulars too. Well, they were witness to the writing of
Yogic Sadhan in that way. Every day one chapter was written, notes Purani. The book with its
nine chapters was finished quickly. From whom did Sri Aurobindo 'receive' it? "When I was
writing it," Sri Aurobindo once said, "every time at-the beginning and at the end the image of
Rammohan Roy came before me." A detail from Purani: "On the last day a figure that looked
like Rammohan Roy seemed to be disappearing in the subtle by the side of the corner of the
ceiling. It was inferred that Rammohan Roy had dictated these chapters." Confirmed several
times by Sri Aurobindo. "As for Yogic Sadhan it was not I exactly who wrote it ... " Again, "The

Yogic Sadhan is
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not Sri Aurobindo's own writing, but was published with a note by him, that is all ..."

Once more he wrote saying, "But Yogic Sadhan is not my composition, nor its contents the
essence of my Yoga, whatever the publishers may persist in saying in their lying blurb, in spite
of protests." Honest to the least detail of life, Sri Aurobindo finally withdrew the book from
circulation, sometime late 1934. He had taken care not to put his own name as the book's author,
but used Uttara Yogi as the author's name. Uttara Yogi means the Yogi from the North. And
thereby hangs a tale .

Once upon a time, in the nineteenth century, in Tiruchirapalli district of South India, there was a
family with large land holdings, in other words, a zamindar family. They lived in Kodiyalam (or
Kodailam or Kodairam as variously spelt by different authors). It was a prosperous village. As
was customary in those days, the zamindar had a family preceptor. The preceptor was born to Sri
Rangachariar and Janaki Ammal in the hamlet Sam-bodai in Vedaranyam section of Tanjore
District in September 1829. Quite young he began a nomadic life. Soon, however, he settled
down in Nagai village to do his sadhana. That is how he came to be known as Nagai Swami. He
did not practise rites or rituals but repeated continuously a japa evolved by him and which
comprised elements from the Gayatri mantra woven into the Ashtakshara mantra (or Om Namo
Narayanaya) . This is what he taught his followers who did not tarry to cluster around him. Thus

Nagai Swami's disciples came to be known as Nagai Japatas.

When Nagai Swami was ready to enter into samadhi (around 1880, we understand), he called his

disciples and declared that
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in future they would follow a great Guru from the North. "The Yogi from the North (Uttara
Yogi) was my own name," wrote Sri Aurobindo, "given to me because of a prediction made long
ago by a famous Tamil Yogi, that thirty years later (agreeing with the time of my arrival) a Yogi
from the North would come as a fugitive to the South and practise there an integral Yoga
(Poorna Yoga), and this would be one sign of the approaching liberty of India. He gave three
utterances as the mark by which this Yogi could be recognised and all these were found in the
letters to my wife." The 'three utterances' were the 'three mad nesses' of which Sri Aurobindo had

written to Mrinalini Devi in 1905, on 30 August.



The new zamindar of Kodiyalam was but a babe of two or three when Nagai Swami attained
samadhi. But he was brought up in that lore. Nor did he forget to pass on the Guru's prediction to
his children. He had nine. Two of his sons were K. V. Rangaswami Iyengar and K. V. Srinivasa
Iyengar (K for Kodiyalam and V for Vasudeva, their father). Several months after Sri Aurobindo
came to Pondicherry, when very few people knew—or were supposed to know—of his presence
there, a person in the know blurted out the secret to K. V. Rangaswami. Immediately K. V. R.
sent a friend, V. Ramaswamy to find out the truth or otherwise of this piece of news. With the
help of Bharati and Srinivasachari, V. Ramaswa my was able to pay his respects to Sri

Aurobindo.

The good news confirmed, K. V. R. hurried to Pondicherry and had a meeting with Sri
Aurobindo. His hope became a certainty. Yes, here indeed was the Uttara Yogi of whom the

family Guru had spoken. Narrating the episode to his disciples,
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Sri Aurobindo added, "A Zamindar disciple of the Yogi found me out and bore the cost of the
book Yogic Sadhan. "The book, according to Amrita, was printed at Srirangam Vani Vilas Press
in 1911. Reprinted several times over the years its last edition came out in 1933. K. Y. R. not
only bore the cost of the printing of Yogic Sadhan, but also promised financial help to his
newfound guru. The belief was that their own guru had taken a new birth in Sri Aurobindo. He
kept his promise. He sent money whenever he could. He had to be so very careful not to let
anybody know about his help to a revolutionary. And what a revolutionary! The 'most dangerous
man' according to the British government. If K. Y. R. was caught proffering his assistance to
such a revolutionary it would spell danger for him. He was a big landholder, was K. Y. R. ; and
as an elected member of British State council he represented the landlords in the Legislative
Assembly of Delhi during the imperial rule. His meetings with Sri Aurobindo were kept a dead
secret, he met him but two more times. KY. Rangaswami Iyengar was a man with nationalist

sympathies and was well acquainted with Tilak, Khaparde, Lala Lajpat Rai, and others.

A word here on V. Ramaswamy may not be without interest. In a letter of 1934 (24 October), in
which Sri Aurobindo dwelt on the subject of inner vision, and the faculty of seeing unknown
people, he said that "not only Yogins have it, but the ordinary clairvoyants, crystal-gazers, etc."

Mother, whose inner faculties were highly developed, had 'prevision,' 'telepathic vision,' and



numerous other kinds as well. "The Mother is always seeing people whom she does not know;

some afterwards come here or their photographs come here." Sri Aurobindo
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then spoke of his own experiences. "I myself have these visions, only I don't usually try to
remember or verify them. But there were two curious instances which were among the first of
this kind and which therefore I remember. Once 1 was trying to see a recently elected deputy
here and saw someone quite different from him, someone who afterwards came here as
Governor. I ought never to have met him in the ordinary course, but a curious mistake happened

and as a result I went and saw him in his bureau and at once recognised him."

He then described his second vision. "The other was a certain V. Ramaswamy whom I had to
meet, but I saw him not as he was when he actually came, but as he became after a year's
residence in my house. He became the very image of the vision, a face close-cropped, rough,
rude, energetic, the very opposite of the smooth-faced Vaishnav who came. So that was the

vision of a man I had never seen but as he was to be in future —a prophetic vision."

V. Ramaswamy lyengar came to live with Sri Aurobindo sometime in 1911, and left by the
middle of 1913. He became a writer of repute in Tamil literary world as an author of short
stories. He is the Va. Ra. of Tamil literature. It was with the help of K. V. R. that he had been
able to go through his college studies. In 1910 he had gone to Calcutta. He even
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tried to meet Sri Aurobindo at K.K. Mitra's house at College Square, but without success.

This is how Va. Ra. describes his first meeting with Sri Aurobindo in the room on the top floor
of Shankar Chetty's house. "That day was ever memorable to me." wrote Va. Ra. in December
1950. "It was a sumptuous treat to me to see Aurobindo and Bharati talk. The conversation was a
sort of variety entertainment. Only the level was very high, both of them being, in the cricket

language, 'all-rounders.

Va. Ra. also says that Sri Aurobindo was informed every now and then about the activities of the
Nationalist movement "from all over India, especially from Bengal and the Punjab." All present
would hear the stories. "No oath of secrecy was administered to us and this is a very remarkable
trait in Aurobindo's character. He trusted our honour and sense of patriotism, not to divulge such

things even to our nearest and dearest."
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The Arrest Warrant

Sri Aurobindo had left his own 'nearest and dearest' hundreds of kilometres away.

Days had turned into weeks, weeks had rolled into months since he had vanished from public
view. "The sudden disappearance of Arabindo," wrote his cousin Sukumar, "and being without
any news of him for a very long time, his uncles and aunts and others at Deoghar, particularly
Arabindo's maternal grandmother, Rajnarain Bose's wife, were stricken with anxiety." The
family's worry found expression in Sukumar Mitra's article in the Bengali monthly Basumati.
"They wrote us letters in Calcutta for Arabindo's news, but we were unable to tell them anything
about him." Sukumar, one of the key players in that crucial period, naturally knew all about Sri
Aurobindo's movements, but he was bound by his promise not to divulge anything about his
cousin. Indeed, not a word did he whisper to anyone, not even to his father, about the dramatic
events of 31* March, when his cousin had come down from Chandernagore and boarded the

Dupleix for Pondicherry.

"Seven or eight days after Arabindo left Calcutta," Sukumar wrote, "one Sunday evening a man

came and asked to
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meet my father. The gentleman told him that India's Director General of Criminal Investigation,
Sir Charles Cleveland, was living at the Great Eastern Hotel of Calcutta. A coded telegram from
Pondicherry had come to him. The work of the gentleman was to decode and put that into plain
language. He learned from the telegram that Arabindo had gone to Pondicherry. He said to my
father," Sukumar explained, "that they [father and other family members] were certain to be
greatly worried, that is why he had come to give them the news. My father was relieved to know
that Arabindo was safe. And I, hearing the news from behind the door, was happy: my labour

and effort had been successful. Later, I gave the news to my helpers Nagendra and Surendra."

Sukumar's father, Krishna Kumar Mitra was a well-known and respected citizen of Bengal.

The newspapers did not lose the opportunity of Arabindo Babu's sudden disappearance to taunt
the government. The Bengal Government was red in the face. Naturally, as is the habit of

newspapers, they served the public with a delightful mixture of fact and fiction.



The Amrita Bazar Patrika, Friday, March 18, 1910.

MR. ARAVINDA GHOSE-MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE

"Mr. Arabinda Ghose, who was since his release from 'hajut' [jail] in connection with Alipur
Bomb case, residing in the house of his uncle, Babu Krishna Kumar Mitra, is reported to have
mysteriously disappeared during last few days. He was last traced to Dakhineshwar 'Kalibari'
where Rama Krishna Paramahansa used to live and from there is reported to have gone nobody

knows where."—I.D. News

Page-52

Rumours abounded. To stem that wild flow Sri Aurobindo sent a text from Chandernagore,

published unsigned in the Karmayogin on 26 March 1910.

"We are greatly astonished to learn from the local Press that Sj. Aurobindo Ghose has
disappeared from Calcutta and is now interviewing the Mahatmas' in Tibet. We are ourselves
unaware of this mysterious disappearance. As a matter of fact Sj. Aurobindo is in our midst, and
if he is doing any astral business with Kuthumi or any of the other great Rishis, the fact is
unknown to his other Koshas.” Only as he requires perfect solitude and freedom from
disturbance for his Sadhana for some time, his address is being kept a strict secret. This is the

only foundation for the remarkable rumour which the vigorous

! Mahatma: mahat + atma: great soul. Mahatmas: Kuthumi is the chief of the Mahatmas, who are
central to Theosophical teachings. They are stationed "beyond the spheres, above the mighty
Gods," as Sri Aurobindo wrote in his poem "The Mahatmas," where he developed the central
idea of Mahatma hood. These "souls to death denied" preserve the knowledge that preserves the
world. For, when Kali comes men are endangered because they lose true knowledge and are
covered in ignorance. But Kuthumi gives hope to man.

"... for the golden age

In Kali comes, the iron lined with gold,

The Yoga shall be given back to men,

The sects shall cease, the grim debates die out

And atheism perish from the Earth,

Blasted with knowledge; love and brotherhood



And wisdom repossess Sri Krishna's world."

Because Sri Krishna has utterly returned to the Earth.

? Kosha: parts or sheaths of the being.
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imagination of a local contemporary has set floating. For similar reasons he is unable to engage

in journalistic works, and Dharma has been entrusted to other hands."

But earlier, on 21 March, the Bengali weekly Dharma had published a notice.

"It is rumoured that Sri Aurobindo Ghose has gone away somewhere, nobody knows where. So
far as we know, he is engaged in the practice of yoga and will not take up any political or other
work. Because he is not willing to see anybody for the moment, the place of his sadhana has

been kept a secret."

Sri Aurobindo had trained Nolini Kanto Gupta in the task of editing the news columns of his
Bengali paper Dharma. He then made "me slowly grow into a journalist underwriter," Nolini
reminisced. "Next there came to me naturally an urge to write articles." Sri Aurobindo was

pleased with Nolini's first Bengali article.

Well, then, after Sri Aurobindo went to Chandernagore, those who remained back in Calcutta
continued to run the two papers, Dharma and the Karmayogin (left in Sister Nivedita's charge),

for some time.

For some time.

"But afterwards," says Nolini, "we too found it impossible to carry on and our pleasant home had
to be broken up. For news came that the police were after our blood, it became imperative
therefore that we too should disperse and go into hiding." That is what they did. What happened

to each of them is the stuff of several stories.

Let us go back to newspaper coverage of the 'mysterious disappearance of Arabindo Babu.'
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From the time newspapers came into existence there have been all kinds of them. It is therefore
not surprising that not all were sympathetic to Arabindo Babu, some were quite hostile, to be
frank. The Englishman led the field in anti-Arabindo Babu hectoring. That is not to say that other
papers of the ilk trailed much behind! The Pioneer of Allahabad, for instance, wrote

sarcastically:

"The sudden disappearance of Mr. Arabinda Ghose from Calcutta has naturally enough created
some excitement as well as embarrassment among his friends. It is not, however, true, we
understand that his absence from Calcutta has in any way necessitated a change in plan in

connection with Bengal Govt.'s choice of its Executive Councillors.""

' This calls for an explanation. So long the Imperial Government had carefully excluded any Indian from having a
say in the governance of his own country. But in 1909, under growing pressure of Indian public unrest, the British
Government awoke to the necessity of giving some representation to Indians and, for the first time, agreed to the
appointment of an Indian to the Viceroy's Executive Council; one each to the Executive Councils of Bengal,
Bombay and Madras; and two Indians to the Council of the Secretary of State for India. This was part of the Morley-
Minto Reforms Act of 1909. John Morley was the Secretary of State for India (1905-1910), and Lord Minto was the
Viceroy of India during the same period. Under the same Reform policy, the Anglo-Indian Machiavels reshuffled
the constituent elements of Indian politics on the basis of not only creed, but of caste. Of course, the Colonialists had
begun long ago to make capital of the religious diversities of Indian society, but under Minto they openly adopted
the policy of setting Muslims as a counterpoise to the Hindus. Muslims were no more to be the children of the soil,
an integral portion of one Indian people, but as a politically distinct and hostile interest, to nullify the Hindus. Worse
was the seed of discord sown by creating caste as a political instrument. Is it not strange that the British rulers who

did their best to undermine caste as a social institution were the ones who did their best to perpetuate it?
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On 22 March the Amrita Bazar Patrika reprinted the above text as Editorial Notes.

Among the papers which retorted to the sarcastic remarks of the Pioneer, was Bharat Mitra (2

April 1910):

"You may cut jokes at Babu Arabindo Ghose's cost; but all his countrymen know that prestige of
the Government will no doubt be raised by admitting him into the Council. Arabindo Babu
himself, however, is not expected to lower himself so as to accept such a post; he is much above

it." Not only was Arabindo Babu 'above it,' he understood the sham concession for what it was.



When the Viceroy talked of giving Indians a larger share in the government, he did not mean

control but a mere voice, "a voice, and nothing more," as Arabindo Babu put it.

In spite of the vigilance mounted by the Calcutta police, Arabindo Babu had disappeared! The

Daily Hitavadi could not resist poking fun at the government.

"We hear," it wrote on 11 April, "that Calcutta Police have offered a reward of three hundred
rupees to anybody who will be able to cause Srijut Arabinda Ghosh to be arrested. We hear also
that the disappearance of Srijut Arabinda Ghosh has put some Police officers to trouble. It is
rumoured, though we are not prepared to believe in such a cock-and-bull story, that the
Government used to spend four hundred rupees every month for the purpose of keeping
Arabinda Babu under surveillance. We should think that the Government should publish a
contradiction of these rumours, for we have heard them from many persons and at many

n

places

Another paper was so annoyed with the bumbling police that it wrote, "It is absolutely useless to

maintain that huge

Page-56

army of asses at an enormous cost of money."

Believe it or not, it was not such a 'cock-and-bull' story after all! Besides, 'four hundred rupees' a

month was, well, Rs. 400 a month.

The times were dangerous. Before his disappearance, the threat of arrest had been hanging over
his head like the sword of Damocles. But Arabindo Babu's sense of humour was irrepressible.
The Pallivarta of 25 January 1910 wrote a longish article, quoting extensively from the

Karmayogin. We give a few points.

"Mr. Aravinda Ghose has recently received an anonymous letter. This letter informs him that an
officer of the Detective Department named Gopal Chandra Ray, along with some associates, is
watching the premises N°6, College Square, and that they are also securing copies at the Post
Office of all letters and post-cards addressed to him." Not quite dismissing it as a joke, but

saying that there was nothing in all that for him to be anxious, the paper said, "But, for the



information of Government he has made some suggestions to us." The suggestions were a blend

of sarcasm and irony habitual to Arabindo Babu.

"Firstly, for humanity's sake there should be a shelter provided at College Square for this Gopal
and his associates, wherefrom they would be able to discharge their duty with more care and

efficiency than now." It was pretty cold there in January.

"Secondly, let Government kindly instruct the Post Office to see that many of Aravinda Babu's
letters are not lost after they have been copied, and that the rest are not delayed in delivery.

Probably the adoption of this suggestion will not do the Empire any harm."
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A third point. Arabinda Babu was never much of a letter writer, and now he has almost given it
up altogether, so there was no need to employ a good many hands to copy out his letters "for the
use of future generations." "So this part of the inquiry about him can be managed at a very small

cost...."

Some advice to his would-be correspondents was included. "... It would be well to send a copy of
any letter addressed to him to a Secretary to the Bengal Government or to Mr. Denham' of the

Detective Department."

Finally a word of caution. "Then, again, if anybody wishes to send him a revolver or an
explosive or any plans or estimates about a conspiracy, revolution, big or small, it would be best
to deliver it in person or send it per the editor of the Statesman or of the Englishman. There is no

need to await a reply in these cases."

Sukumar specifies that six police spies were always in duty in front of their house, one of them
being equipped with a bicycle! The police would follow Arabindo Babu or Sukumar whenever
they went out. The police also kept copious notes of the visitors to their residence. One such
report on Sri Aurobindo says that "he spends most of his day in study of religious books and in
writing. He is said to be accessible to almost anyone known or unknown, who goes to call on
him." What a far cry from present-day 'leaders'! Among the most frequent callers were C.R. Das,
Sri Aurobindo's advocate during the Alipore Bomb Case, the Modern Review's editor

Ramananda Chatterji, and the Sanskritist Gispati Kavyatirtha.



' G. C. Denham was then Special Assistant to the Deputy Inspector-General of Police, Bengal. Here is his address:
7, Kyd Street, Calcutta.
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The Bengal Government was now desperate, as was the British-Indian government. They had to
do something. They had to show that they were capable of taking some action against the 'arch
revolutionary,' as they thought of Sri Aurobindo. Unable to lay their hands on him, they did the

next best thing: issued a warrant of arrest against him.
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The Government's Dilemma

That the Government was extremely agitated at the situation developing in the country is well

brought out by the following news item in the Modern Review of March 1909.

"Human Pawns? The report comes from Berlin that Great Britain has entered into an
understanding with the Sultan (of Turkey) by which in consideration for British support in the
Near East, he shall cast his influence with his coreligionists in India in favour of the British

rule." (Boston Evening Transcripts)

"This extraordinary announcement, if true, would seem to betoken a curious nervousness on the
part of the British in India The people we wonder at, are those who seem to think that different
communities in India are mere pawns on the chess-board of politics to be moved hither and
thither at the wish and judgement of the players. We are human beings—whether Hindus or
Mohammedans. And India is our motherland. We experience hunger together in summer, when
the harvests fail. We rejoice together when the seasons are good. We think of the same places
when in some foreign land we are assailed by the pangs of home-sickness." Such was the

sentiment expressed by the magazine's editor, Ramananda Chatterji.
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The warrant of arrest was the fruit of much debate in the highest administrative circles. Letters
and telegrams, proposals and counter-proposals had been triangularly exchanged between the

governments of Bengal, of India, and the Secretary of State for India.

The fact of the matter is that the Indo-British government was scared of Babu Arabindo Ghose.
True, it was now able to breathe a little more easily, since most of the known 'terrorists' like
Barin, Upen, Ullaskar etc., had been banished for life to the Andamans. Other 'troublemakers'
had been safely put behind bars. Bal Gangadhar Tilak was rotting in a jail in Mandalay (Burma).
Bepin Pal had left India. As 'leaders' only men like G. K. Gokhale and Pherozshah Mehta were
acting out like puppets the part assigned to them by the wily British. India was more or less
manageable. Even in Bengal, which continued to give the rulers a headache, the government
could quite handle a Moderate leader like Surendra Nath Banerji, although he too was rather
unreliable. Always seeking popularity, he swam with the fish. He hid the truth and called it

'diplomacy"!

But the root cause of the Indian government's headache was Babu Arabindo Ghose, an analyzer
par excellence. He was "the most dangerous of our adversaries now at large" as the Chief
Secretary to the government of Bengal put it. Here was a man who had a backbone, who always
spoke out. Arabindo Babu was not just a run-of-the-mill politician, he was a statesman. He knew
and acted on the principle that "truth has a greater hold on the imagination of the common people

than the polished lies of a silver-tongued orator."

What's more, Babu Arabindo Ghose was a gentleman. He
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was "the fountain of moral and intellectual energy," to borrow the words of the British
administration. Arabindo Babu refused to stoop low. Remember the Hooghly Conference in
September 1909? The Extremists were a democratic party. The policy makers presented their
decisions to the rank and file, who adopted or amended them. Just before the start of the official
conference, the Nationalist policy makers met. Several of them were for bringing down the
Moderate party. "You must bring down the Moderates by any means fair or foul...." Do you know
what Sri Aurobindo replied? "No, I shall never agree to that. Do you have any idea what great
work Surendranath Banerji and his Moderate Party have done in Bengal politics? We are

standing on their shoulders and because of that we appear tall." He added calmly, "Besides this,



whatever be anybody's work, I shall not be a party to bringing down their downfall by foul

The government was fully aware of all that. But what caused consternation among the
bureaucrats was to feel that Babu Arabindo Ghose could easily see through their moves and
countermoves, and expose to the public the underlying scheme so as to offset their plans.
Therefore the urgent question before the British bureaucrats was: how to get rid of this

'dangerous' obstacle?

Judge Beachcroft had dismissed the sedition case against this 'most dangerous man' to use the
words of the Viceroy. Dare the government go on an appeal against that verdict? Did they have
enough judicially sustainable evidence to clinch the charge against him? What if a court of law

were once again to acquit Babu Arabindo Ghose? Won't that make them a
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laughing-stock? Realizing the weakness of their case the government reluctantly abandoned the

idea of an appeal.

A second option was to deport Babu Arabindo without trial. Just as they had done to K.K. Mitra
and others in December 1908. But then the Alipore Bomb Case trial was still going on. But now?
What excuses could the government find? Rather it risked evoking an outcry by the English
public. Fearing the public opinion, the Secretary of State, Lord Morley, put his foot down: "As

for deportation, I will not listen to it."

There remained a third option.
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8

Search and Seizure

The third option was time-consuming.



The government now concentrated on finding some indiscretions on the part of its 'dangerous
adversary.'" Any statement that Sri Aurobindo made was submitted to the closest scrutiny. The
Intelligence Bureau, the police, even high government officers were roped in to analyse his
speeches and writings. Oh, if only he would commit a blunder! The British government was
ready to pounce on his slightest slip. But neither his actions nor his public utterances seemed to

lend themselves to a new charge for sedition.

Months and months passed.

Then on 25 December a second signed letter was published in the Karmayogin (the first one
being the Open Letter of 31July 1909) . The Indo-British government thought the article to be a
clear legal offence. They could now prosecute their antagonist for this new infringement of the
law, and send him to prison. It took over six weeks for the fast-moving bureaucrats to get their
act together. A warrant of arrest was got ready against Babu Arabindo Chose. By then Sri

Aurobindo had disappeared from view, so he could not be immediately arrested. The warrant
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was held back, and the search of the Karmayogin

Simultaneously, the police swooped down on his papers Dharma and the Karmayogin. The next

day, Tuesday 5 April 1910, Amrita Bazar Patrika published the news.

"The Karmayogin office was searched by the police last evening from 5 p.m. to about 8 p.m.
Superintendent Creagan, Inspectors of Shyampukur and Burtolla and one or two officers were

present.

"A warrant was shown to the Printer, Manomohon Ghosh, and he was arrested on a charge under

sub-section 124 A, IPS of having published seditious matter in the issue of December 25, 1909.

"Papers, manuscripts as well as several letters found on the person of the Printer were taken

possession of. Bail was refused."

This was the third sedition case against Sri Aurobindo instituted by the British-India

government.



The Karmayogin, like its predecessor Bande Mataram, folded up in a rather dramatic fashion. Its

last issue is dated 2nd April 1910.

The police did not stop with the raid to the Karmayogin office. The next day, 5 April that is,
Calcutta Police searched the Sanjivani Office at 6 College Square, which was also the residence

of K. K Mitra. It was too much. Even the Bengalee of Surendra Nath Baner;ji protested.
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"We hold that there was not the smallest justification for searching the house of Babu Krishna
Kumar Mitter. And we ask again when will proceedings of this kind come to an end?" (6 April

1910)

The editorial in the Amrita Bazar Patrika day,

"Why was the Sanjivani office and residential house at all searched? That is the question which
is just now agitating the educated community in town very much. The object, it now appears,
was this: the police wanted to get hold of a copy of the Karmayogin of the 25th December last
and all papers and documents connected with it. Now. the Karmayogin is not printed or
published at the Sanjibani office. it having a separate office of its own. It is true that Babu
Aurobindo, the alleged writer of the offending article, is a relation of Babu Krishna Kumar and
used to live with him. But did that justify the search of Babu Krishna Kumar's house? Would not
a mere letter to Babu Krishna Kumar have served the same purpose for which he and his family
were subjected to the horrors of a house-search? It seems the authorities have not yet realized the
fee ling of bitter resentment which house-searches excite in the minds of law-abiding and

peaceful Indians."

Worldwide the courteous ways of the police are legendary. The Calcutta police were no
exceptions to the average policemen. "An English policeman accompanied by several constables
came and showed my father a search warrant," says Sukumar. "I asked the English officer, 'Why
do you want to search the house?' He replied, 'We want the Karmayogin magazines.' I then said, '

If we give you those, you won't search th e house and
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ransack everything?' To which he said, 'No.' I then gathered all the Karmayogin issues both
Sarojini-didi [Sri Aurobindo's sister] and I had with us; and gave all to the Police officer. He
took them all and then quite as usual searched the house leaving everything in a mess ." Sukumar
adds bitterly, "My paternal aunt was a devout Hindu widow. Despite our protests, the police

entered her room. She had to throwaway all the cooked food and had to go without food."

One month after the above episode, once again the police raided 6 College Square. This time the
raiding party was led by the Assistant Inspector-General of Police himself. He asked Sukumar to
hand over all the letters he had received from overseas, including those from British Members of
Parliament. When Sukumar brought him the packet of letters, he was made to stand against a
wall with an admonition not to move. The thoughtful police had brought a woman with them to
guard the ladies of the house. "The next day," narrates Sukumar, "a representative from the
Englishman came to in quire about thesearches. He came to know that the police had taken my
letters from Members of Parliament." Reuters immediately sent. the news to England, where

newspapers published it the very next day.

The British MPs read the news with their breakfast. Some of them wrote to the newspapers
protesting against such searches. Need we add the amount of pressure that they exerted on the
Secretary of State for India? Those were the letters Sukumar had written during his father's
incarceration in Agra Jail to men like Ramsay MacDonald, Keir Hardy, Sir Henry Cotton and

others, and the replies he had received from them. "For
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the first time, no doubt under pressure from British Members of Parliament, the police, who
never before had returned any object they had taken away, came back after two days to return the

letters."

Sukumar Mitra was glad because the letters he had written were drafted by his cousin Auro-

dada.
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9

Some English Friends



This was not the first time that the Government was questioned by the members of the House of
Commons on its India policy and, more specifically, on the ongoing events in Bengal. India did
have some English friends' who took interest in her. A few were in the Parliament. Even at the
risk of displeasing their party bosses and of their renomination in Parliament, some members
took a bolder stand than the Moderates of the Indian Congress. A few names spring to mind: Sir
Henry Cotton, Mr. Keir Hardie, Dr. H. V. Rutherford, Mr. Frederic Mackarness, Mr. Ramsay
MacDonald, all members of the House of Commons. They were ably assisted by a number of

journalists, among whom was our friend Mr. H. W. Nevinson.

The Calcutta newspapers had, as we just saw, prominently published (6 April 1910) reports of
the police raids at the Karma-yogin office. Amrila Bazar Patrika, for instance, had headlines

such as:

! The reader is sure to have noticed that my criticism is entirely directed towards the Anglo-Indian government,
never to Englishmen as such.
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Security under new press act
Notice on publisher of "dharma"

"Karmayogin" sedition case—trial of the printer etc. etc.
Another highlighted news item was the issuing of warrant of arrest against Sri Aurobindo.

The Indian News Agency promptly spread the news. Date-lined 5™ (April 1910), it wrote from
Calcutta:

"The Chief Presidency Magistrate yesterday issued a warrant for the arrest of Arabindo Chose
under section 124-A, Indian Penal Code. The warrant remains unexecuted owing to Ghose's

whereabouts not being known."

The Times lost no time in reproducing these news items, along with a few more details.
Londoners, when they opened their newspapers on the morning of 7" April, read—some with

shock, some with glee:

"A warrant for the arrest of Mr. Arabindo Chose has been issued because of an article published

in his newspaper, the Karmayogin, on December 25.......



Armed with the morning's Times, the Labour members of Parliament right away queried the
Government. They were led by Ramsay MacDonald in the House of Commons. He asked the
Under Secretary of State for India, Edwin Montagu, whether he could confirm or deny 'the report
in this morning's Times' that a warrant of arrest has been issued against Mr. Arabindo Ghose for
an article that appeared in the Karmayogin of 25™ December, and whether a copy of the said

article could be placed in the Library for the information of Members?

The Under Secretary could not deny having seen the
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report in the 7Times but pleaded ignorance as to the veracity or otherwise of the published news.

Amrita Bazar splashed the news on 9 April.

"TELEGRAM
ARABINDA'S WARRANT
LORD MORLEY'S ENQUIRY

London April 7: Mr. Motagu, replying to Mr. Ramsay Mac-Donald said '"Lord Morley has seen in
the Times the announcement of warrant for arrest of Arabinda Ghose and telegraphed to India for

information.' "

James Ramsay MacDonald (1866-1937), took keen interest in Indian affairs. Son of a labourer,
he joined the Labour Party in 1894 and worked his way up. He was first elected to Parliament in
1906 on a Labour ticket. In January 1924 J. R. MacDonald became England's first Labour Prime
Minister, but his ministry was of a very short duration. Then from 1929 to 1935 he headed
another Labour government which was turned into a National Government in 1931. He was an
associate of the British Labour leader, James Keir Hardie (1856-1915), also a member of the

House of Commons. Keir Hardie had visited India at the height of the Nationalist Movement.

During his father's incarceration Sukumar had written to several English friends including the
above two, describing the plight of his father in the Agra jail. K.K. Mitra, along with eight
others, among whom were Subodh Mullick, Shyam Sundar Chakravarty, and Aswini Kumar
Dutt, had been deported or held without trial for months and months, from December 1908,

because "even the police" were "unable to procure evidence
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against them," to quote from the Review of Reviews of January 1909.

Attracted to India, J. Ramsay MacDonald decided to visit it and acquaint himself with the
prevailing situation there. In November or December 1909 he was in Calcutta along with his
wife. At Sukumar's invitation they paid him a visit. "My mother, sisters Kumudini-didi, Basanti
and Sarojini-didi welcomed them and offered them sandesh, rosogolla, kochuri, singara) and
other Bengali food items." When in 1911 his book, The Awakening of India'—highly

appreciated by the Nationalist Indians—was published, he offered one copy to Sukumar.

It was then, towards the end of 1909, and there at the College Square house, that Ramsay
MacDonald had met Sri Aurobindo. They talked long. During their conversation MacDonald
asked him, "What is your conception of the end which is being worked out by our Indian

administration?" The reply granted was terse. "A free and independent India."

In his book J. R. MacDonald not only records his impression of his tour in India, but also quotes
a number of extracts from the Karmayogin where Sri Aurobindo had spelled out his ideas of

Indian freedom and Nationalism.

Naturally enough, he gives his impressions of the meeting with the great Nationalist.

! Sandesh and rosogolla are sweets made from curdled milk; kochuri is a kind of pancake made of kneaded flour and
pulped pulses; singara is a kind of stuffed snack shaped like a water chestnut ... all extremely tasty and all mouth-
watering.

% His next, The Government of India, written after his second visit to India during 1913-14, was published eight

years later.
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"But Bengal is perhaps doing better than making political parties," he wrote. "It is idealising
India. It is translating nationalism into religion, into music and poetry, into painting and
literature. I called on one whose name is on every lip as a wild extremist who toys with bombs
and across whose path the shadow of the hangman falls. He sat under a printed text' 'I will go in

the strength of the Lord God,' he talked of the things which troubled the soul of man, he



wandered aimlessly into the dim regions of aspiration, where the mind finds a soothing resting
place. He was far more of a mystic than of a politician. He saw India seated on a temple throne.
But how it was to arise, what the next step was to be, what the morrow of independence was to

bring, to these things he had given little thought. They were not of the nature of his genius."

There are a few disputable points in MacDonald's assessment. For instance, years earlier, Sri
Aurobindo had prepared a comprehensive plan for the Gaekwad for the administration and
development of the Baroda State. The report dealt with wide-ranging subjects: different aspects
of agriculture, fertilizer and crop patterns; fodder and grazing of cattle; crafts including the
training of workers and inducement to good ones; commerce and industry; import and export,
not forgetting custom duties, taxation, and so on; and naturally, education. It was a basic plan for
a good administration which could quite easily have been adapted on a vaster scale for the whole

country. He was a competent policy maker with a penetrating vision.

! Their meeting had taken place in the office room that served as Sanjibani office. As Krishna Kumar Mitra used to

work for his paper and receive people there, his wife Lilabati had hung up that motto on the wall.
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But Sri Aurobindo always made light of his own accomplishments.

No doubt Ramsay MacDonald was an astute man ... when he had to deal with ordinary men. But
he was unable to shake off his European mindset to which a mystic is a mystic is a mystic. How
can a 'mystic' ever be a politician? A mystic is not supposed to have much comprehension of
matter, and does he not tend to be most impractical? Well, 'no' would say an Indian, if by mystic
you mean spiritual. A spiritual master's consciousness is wide as the universe, so it is natural that

he sees more widely than we ordinary people do.

In point of fact, Sri Aurobindo, like his predecessor Sri Krishna, was intensely spiritual and
intensely material. He had a very firm grasp of the material. Remember the way he had
organized the great movement for Independence. Later events too were to disprove MacDonald's
view that the 'wild extremist' had not given any thought to India's 'morrow of independence.' The
future British Prime Minister did not live long enough to see, but Sri Aurobindo, though 'retired'
from politics for well over three decades, intervened personally during Cripps' mission in 1942

by making a public pronouncement on the subject. Oh, how he tried to stop the splintering of



India when she was finally to gain her independence. All this is now history. Indian politicians
were deaf to his appeals. Sri Aurobindo had sent his emissary, Duraiswamy lyer, to Rajaji' with a
message to the Congress leaders "that they should accept without hesitation or conditions the

Cripps offer," recalled B. Shiva

1 C. Rajagopalachari.
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Rao in 1959. "After that rejection there was no turning back for the British for full support to the
Muslim League and all its demands." Do you know that M. K. Gandhi rejected outright Sri
Aurobindo's advice, saying irritably, "Why is he meddling?"

Frankly, most Indian politicians were but toys in the hands of the British; Gandhi and Nehru
being chief among them. The reason is not far to seek. To quote Dilip Kumar Roy,' "[Indians]
have been successfully westernized and completely insulated from India's ancient spiritual
influences by the modern European outlook on life, as had happened with Pandit Jawaharlal
Nehru.... Pandit Jawaharlal finds Hindu culture so foreign, even bizarre, and fails to understand

the diverse ways in which its religious spirit has helped humanity."

Dilip was charitable. Because it was worse. Jawaharlal Nehru was a self proclaimed 'secularist’
In other words, a Hindu hater. In a letter (17 November 1953) to Dr. Rajendra Prasad, the then
President of India, he unmasked himself. "The Hindu," wrote Nehru, "is certainly not tolerant
and is certainly more narrow-minded than almost any person in any other country except the

Jew.

And to fill our cup, there is Nehru's bitter reproach to the French Indologist, Alain Daniélou.

"What you are interested in is just what we want to destroy."

To destroy.

1 Sri Aurobindo Came to Me.
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10

God to the Rescue

We have digressed.
Let us see what was going on in the British House of Commons.

Ramsay MacDonald may not have understood Sri Aurobindo properly, but there is no doubt at
all of the impact the latter made on him. He again put his question on 14 April to which Montagu
gave only a partial reply. To an additional query on the fate of the publishers he replied that the
Secretary of State was not aware' of any other warrants in this matter. Amrita Bazar Patrika, in

its editorial on 20 April expressed great surprise.

"Mr. Montagu, the Under Secretary of State for India, said in answer to Mr. Ramsay
MacDonald: that he was not aware of any warrants having been issued against the publisher of
Babu Arabindo's paper. We are surprised at this reply, for, not only printer and publisher have
been arrested about a fortnight ago, but he has been put on trial. His bail was refused by the
Chief Presidency Magistrate, but the High Court has granted it. The India Office, we wonder,
knows nothing about all this. Mr. Montagu complains that 'considerable delay occurs just now in

obtaining information.' This is indeed strange, for, he
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can surely get information from India by wire in a few hours. 'l must ask patience' said Mr.
Montagu, 'while fullest information is being produced.' This is reasonable request; and we dare
say, Mr. Ramsay MacDonald will gladly wait, but, in that case, it is also not unreasonable to ask
that the proceedings in connection with the trial of Babu Arabindo and his printer might be

stayed till fullest information is placed before the House...."

Well, Ramsay MacDonald did show his goodwill and patience. But when days and days passed
without a word from the Government, he repeated his question on 26 April. The Under
Secretary's reply was bland. "The Secretary of State is not yet in a position to add anything to the

answer given."



The Member's patience was wearing thin. Besides he had effectively utilized the time to obtain
directly a great deal of information from India. Once again on 28 April Ramsay MacDonald put
the same question to the same person. Yet again Montagu denied having received any further
information. To his oft-repeated denial he added a few pieces of advice to the Labour M. R The
latter was fed up with the Under Secretary's prevarications. The Member said that this was the
fourth time he had put the question and all the information he had been able to get was that the

warrant had been issued under Section 124a of the Indian Penal Code.

MacDonald expressed his concern about the type of the official mind that was dealing with the
exceedingly delicate situation in India: "I feel perfectly certain that unless the India Office will
insist upon its officials administering India with some generosity, some catholicity of sentiment

and some serious
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attempt to associate with themselves men like Mr. Arabindo Ghose, the future is going to be very

much darker than it at present is."

The Labour M. P. Keir Hardie, member for Methyr Tydvil, supported MacDonald. "Everything
that tells against the Indian people" he observed, "is blazed forth, and matters which might tell in

their favour do not receive anything like the same publicity."

J. Ramsay MacDonald disclosed that "I have myself received, in the ordinary course of my
Indian post, during at least the last three weeks, newspapers, each one of which stated that Mr.
Arabindo was at a certain place and each one of the statements agreed." He stated additionally,
"It is perfectly well known, he has left what we call in this country the public life. He has left the
cares and concerns of the material affairs of the universe and has gone into retirement to make

his peace with the Eternal."

Criticizing the Government of India for putting Mr. Arabindo Ghose on its 'black books' and for
branding him a 'sedition-monger' who needed watching, MacDonald reproved it saying, "... he
has been put in the suspected list, and there is not a single thing that he does but is twisted and
misrepresented. Even as a matter of fact—and this is my own version of the issue of the
warrant—when he retires from public life to private life, although that again was known, and
although all his friends said it was imminent, and although he himself practically told me when I

saw him that he would not be very much longer in the affairs of the world and engaged in



journalistic work— when that step was taken, and he did retire, it was apparently regarded by the

Government of Bengal as a move in some
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deep-seated hidden political plot, and that was the thing which causes the issue of the warrant—

at any rate that is my theory."

To the discomfiture of the Under Secretary of State, Ramsay MacDonald said ironically, "What
is this article about which so much has been said? My Hon. Friend has not been able to furnish
me with a copy, I have it myself." With a flourish he brought out the article from the
Karmayogin of 25 December 1909.

A good deal of prayer must have gone up to God from the bureaucrats of the Colonial

government; He took pity on them.

The Eternal sent an intimation to the ardent Nationalist whose ideal was independence. In this
way it came about that Sri Aurobindo "on receiving an inner intimation left politics for spiritual
lifework. The intimation was that Swadeshi movement must now end and would be followed
later on by a Home Rule movement and a Non-cooperation movement of the Gandhi type, under

other leaders."

A first Command sent him to Chandernagore.
A second Command sent him to Pondicherry.

That is how God came to the rescue of the Indo-British government.
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11

Vedapuri

Sri Aurobindo came to Pondicherry.



Nobody knows when this port town on the Coromandel coast came into existence. Its birth is lost
in the mists of time. But if you sit on its sandy beach, quieten your mind, and listen to the

lapping waters of the ocean, you will be taken to a time beyond time.

My spirit drifted off with the murmuring voices of the sea.

I was startled out of it by a loud noise. I jumped to my feet and turned. I saw a forest. Elephants
trumpeted as they passed through it. Behind them came other animals. The spotted deer was
lovely (I remember him so well even now). All were running. Running towards the north. The
last to run past was a roaring lion, most majestic. Why were they all headed northwards? Why

this tearing hurry?

I climbed a little to reach the forest. Then walked a bit here, a bit there, when I came upon a little
clearing. In the middle of it stood a charming little hut, with a thatched roof, spotlessly clean all
around. Seated in front was a golden-hued man, deep in meditation. A puissant Rishi. The hut's
door opened, and a fair woman stepped out. Her every movement was graceful. Grace incarnate.

At her approach the Rishi opened his eyes.
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Their loving glances met. She sat down by him. Both went into a deep meditation.

I turned.

The forest had vanished. In its place was a desert. I got a glimpse of the disappearing back of a

camel. I turned again.

The sea was there. But it had become rough. The waves came crashing. Then a strange thing
happened. About ten to twelve metres from me, waves began to take on colours. These waves of
colour rose three to four metres in the air, then fell at the same place. I stood there, rapt in the
play of those rising and falling coloured waves. Words sounded in my head: "The creation of the

world."

Was that but a dream?

It took me some years before things fell into place.



Pasupati, the lord of all creatures great and small, was getting married. The animals were
running, for they did not want to miss the great event. The lion was taking them to the

Himalayas. Uma, the daughter of Himavat and Menaka, was the Bride.

Hosts from heaven and hosts from hell had come trooping. Bhutas and Pramathas' had escorted
their Lord from Kailash, dancing and beating skull drums and rattling bones. From the Bride's

side came the Apsaras, the Gandharvas? the

! Bhutas and Pramathas are ghosts and fiends attending upon Shiva. Hence Shiva is also known as Bhutanath and
Pramathesh.
* Apsaras and Gandharvas are heaven's dancers and musicians and singers. They live in the middle air, between

heaven and earth. The dwellings, the cities of the Gandharvas are reputed to be most splendid.
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Kinnars." Apsaras, the nymphs of heaven, danced their exquisite dances to the heavenly music of

the Gandharvas. The Kinnars, the celestial choristers, enriched the scene.

Everyone who was anyone or who was nobody gathered on the Himalayan peaks- to celebrate
the divine Marriage. Obviously, that posed a great threat to the earth's equilibrium.> How to
restore the balance? Imploring eyes turned, not to Vishnu who had tied the knot, but to the

Bridegroom. Mahadev looked at the high assembly, then beckoned Agastya.

Agastya, the offspring of Mitra and Varuna, the Sun-god and the Ocean-god, was born in a water
jar, tiny as a fish, but of great lustre. He did not grow tall even as a man. But his lustre had
grown resplendent. Fabulous were his exploits, such as drinking up the ocean to expose the
demons hidden in the dark waters so that the gods could wipe them out; eating up the Rakshasa
Vatapi, who had taken the form of a ram, and digesting him instantly, then destroying Vatapi's
brother Ilvala by the flash of his eyes. So great was his power and light, it is said, that

"'Kinnars dwell in the heaven of Kuvera the Yaksha, in Kailash. A Kinnar has the form of a man and the head of a
horse, as opposed to Sagittarius the Archer, who has a horse's body and the head of a man.

*I have heard that it was at Triyuginarayan (1980 m.) that Vishnu, or Narayana, performed the celestial nuptials.
The fire lit for the wedding ceremony still burns. The temple with a gopuram is curiously reminiscent of South

Indian temple architecture.



3. The native Yurok believe" wrote Rick Gore (‘Cascadia, National Geographic, May 1998, p. 35), "the Creator
taught them about Earth's movements at the beginning of time. Every two years ... elders perform a ceremony to

balance the Earth." The Yurok say, "We're not doing this just for our own people. It's for everyone."
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in his vicinity the demons could only gaze upon the country and not possess it. Besides so many
other feats he performed! Agastya was level-headed. His was not a matchstick temper like
Durvasa muni's—flare up at the drop of a leaf and curse. Nor was he all-pardoning like his
brother Vasishtha. Astute Agastya could see through a mask and had no compunction in
destroying an evil. He stood for Truth-Knowledge. Therefore nobody was really surprised when
Mahadeva called him. Yes, Rishi Agastya could attract people to him and restore normalcy in the

earth's balance.
Well, we know that today's happening is tomorrow's story and the legend of the day after.

Tamils venerate Agastya as the first teacher of science and literature. The legend has it that when
Shiva laid on him the task of going down South and restoring earth's balance, at first Agastya
was reluctant as he had no wish to leave the pleasant side of the Great God. But Mahadeva
persuaded him with the promise that wherever he, Agastya, found himself, there Shiva would
show himself. Then Agastya prayed to Shiva to give him a knowledge of the country where he
was being sent, and enable him to communicate with people there. The great God started
"beating a drum with his two hands. The sounds that came from the left side were the basis for
the Tamil language." The sounds from the right were the basis of the Sanskrit language.' In due
course, after some interesting adventures, Agastya reached the southernmost section of the

Western Ghats, the

! Majumdar: The History and Culture of the Indian People, vol. 2 (Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan).
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Podiyil Hills (Malaya mountains) from which flows the river Tamraparni. "There, in the cool

mountain fastness, Agastya produced a giant Tamil grammar called Agctstyam [or Agattiyam]



nl

the supposed fountain-head of Tamil language and literature." In the Deccan, he is even now

one of the most famous sages and is considered the oldest teacher of ancient times.

That work achieved, Agastya and Lopamudra set out to explore the south. Deeper and deeper
they travelled. Everywhere people were attracted to this luminous couple. That is how the

Agastya cult became widespread and popular in the South.

But Agastya and Lopamudra had come on the earth to do something even more stupendous than
all those exploits put together. For that they needed a 'seat.' They found it finally. By the

seashore on the Coromandel coast. Our Pondicherry.
It is their hut I had seen.

Rishi Agastya and his consort Lopamudra were in deep meditation for the creation of a new

world.

A new Veda.

! Majumdar, op. cit.
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God's Cracker

Aeons passed.
Aeons had passed before.

But when aeons were not?

When "Time moved not yet nor Space was unrolled wide?"' Whamm! Cra-a-a-ck! Boom-
booom-boo-ooom! What was that whiz-bang? A cracker bursting? My friends, had we been
there to hear that ear-splitting noise, we would have had no ears left to hear anything. It was God
setting off his cracker with a 'big bang' signalling the start of the World Game. Said Ishwar the
God to Ishwari the Goddess:

"When Light first from the unconscious Immense burst to create nebula and sun



'"Twas the meeting of our hands through the empty Night that enkindled the fateful blaze;

The huge systems abandoned their inert trance and this green crater of life rose

That we might look on each other form on form from the depths of a living gaze."*

"'"The World Game,' a poem by Sri Aurobindo.
* Ibid.
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I recently read with interest that "astronomers looked 8000 light-years with the Hubble Space

Telescope and it seemed that the eye of God was staring back.""

When the Earth was young, she was a fanciful little maid. Hers was a playground of miracles.
Time was timeless. Over geological acons she made and remade her lands and seas (not that she
has stopped!). Sculpting, painting now this picture then that. Always new. Always different. She
is a great artist, our lass Earth. She formed huge landmasses—the continents—that move around
the planet. At the surface ride more than a dozen huge, stiff fragments, or plates. They move at a
tortoise's pace, but traverse thousands of kilometres over millions of years. As they drift, the
plates collide and separate, in the process changing the face of the Earth and rearranging her

features.

Once our young Earth formed a vast landmass: Pangea, part of which became Gondwanaland.
An ancient super continent, Gondwanaland included in its landmass the present Antarctica,
Africa, South America, Australia, and India. One fine day, about 160 million years ago, it began
to break up. Each mobile fragment went its way. A small wedge went adventuring. It drifted and
drifted. How delicious it was to sail along so lazily! The sun kissed it with its myriad rays. The
wind blew over it, warbling, whispering sweet nothings. The sky twinkled at it with its million

stars. The great, tropical Tethys Sea, wide as today's Atlantic, cradled it. It was lost in a reverie.

Wha-a-mm! What a jolt! Like a skittish kid it went and butted against the underside of the

Eurasian continent. You




! National. Geographic, January 1997. Many scientists believe that the 'Big Bang' took place about 15 billion years

ago. Give or take a billion or two.
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know how a calf butts its mother's underbelly to get more milk? Well, it was not milk that flowed

from this particular impact. Instead, the great Himalayas rose. India became a part of Asia.'

The young lass never ceases to amaze us. Full of whims, the 'green crater of life' now began to
evolve 'life.! Whimsical, yes. But so very painstaking! Just note how she set in motion
'evolution,’ whose beginnings our present-day biologists are still unveiling. Note also that the
lass has her head well screwed on her shoulders. For, before creating 'life' she did not forget to

create ingredients for sustenance of 'life'—atmospheric chemistry was in place.

"I suppose," wrote Sri Aurobindo to my father on 1°' December 1935, "I suppose a matter-of-fact
observer if there had been one at the time of the unrelieved reign of inanimate Matter in the
earth's beginning would have criticised any promise of the emergence of life in a world of dead
earth and rock and mineral as an absurdity and a chimera; so too afterwards he would have
repeated his mistake and regarded the emergence of thought and reason in an animal world as an
absurdity and a chimera...."* Let's then give the lass a standing ovation for her handiwork. From

a mass of gases to inanimate Matter, to a

' Pangea began breaking up during the Triassic (220 million years ago); by the Jurassic (150 m. y. a.), the Tethys
ocean had formed. "Until 65 million years ago, a great ocean, the Tethys, separated India from Asia. There were no
Himalayas and no Tibetan Plateau. These high points of today's globe were created by the slow collision of India
and Asia, and are still being forced upwards today as the plate carrying India grinds to a halt. The area around
present-day Lhasa was an island, dividing the Tethys into two parts." ('Remains of an ancient ocean,' The Hindu, 9

September 1999.) ? Sri Aurobindo and Mother to Prithwi Singh,, p. 62.
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protoplasm, to gigantic dinosaurs, to hominids that led to us: Homo sapiens.
Our lass turned out to be a great Creatrix.

Scientists believe that 'life' on Earth began about four billion years ago. "The oldest rocks of
Earth," writes V. B. Scheffer,' "showing evidence of life preserve the fossils of one-celled,
microbial species only." Defying conventional wisdom, the planet of 'inanimate Matter' became a
living world. There exist three-billion-year old fossilized microbes that closely resemble living

bacteria.



When our lass made the first cell, she put a code in it. The Code of Life. A little hesitating at
first, she began to move from single-celled to multi-celled stage. It was a momentous event. As
she became adept at handling her imaginative creations she also went on to develop

. . . 2
extraordinary strategies of survival.

Our clever lass, not satisfied with a mere 'survival of life' code, also implanted something else in
each species. An urge. A few individuals in each species felt the urge to push against its physical
limitations of life and get out of its habitual rut. Weirdoes to the average members. Pioneers to

the next generation.

Fantastic indeed is the handiwork of our lass. "The inventiveness of Nature during eons of time,"

marvels V. B. Schaffer, "has brought diversity to the animal world." Naturally. That was

! Spires of Form, Glimpses of Evolution.
- Nematodes, for example. Those microscopic worms go into a lifeless state when moisture departs. But they are not
dead. It's a trance-like state. When the tiniest bit of moisture comes along, "the nematode emerge from their freeze-

dried state and go back to eating bacteria." (National Geographic, October 1998, p. 132)
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the idea, no? To "look on each other form on form." So, through biological times she increased
the diversity of species. And if, perchance, she did not like her handiwork she brought about a
cataclysm and wiped out the species. Her latest major diversity being the species of bipeds, the

modern Homo sapiens.

No, but see how our lass delights in complexity! Beginning with one single cell she has gone on
to build creatures with trillions of cells. Then in the human genome she has inscribed roughly
three and a half billion letters." Again how very complex she did make a human brain! "Every
second, more than ten billion neurones send electrochemical signals round your head at speeds

up to 400 kmph."- Enough to keep our heads spinning!

The question uppermost in the minds of scientists is when, where and how Homo sapiens
appeared on planet Earth. Most scientists now believe , because of evidence found there, that it
was in Africa, around 125,000 years ago that modern Homo sa/liens appeared." Did that happen
following a cataclysm? With ever new discoveries by pale anthropologists the dawn of humans

is being rolled back. Scientists still debate the time.



Let the scientists debate. "A whole lot of Earth's history is unknown to us," Mother pointed out
pertinently.* Let the

! National Geographic, October 1999 (p. 55).

2 'How to Have Brilliant Ideas' by Nick Morgan (Reader's Digest, August 2000).

3 Had the same amount of assiduous excavations as carried out in Africa, been done in other parts of the world—
China or India—I am sure they would have found enough evidence to conclude that humans appeared
simultaneously at several places on the Earth.

* Mother's Agenda, 17 October 1964.
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scientists puzzle out Nature's secrets. There are other means of knowing.

The memories of the dawn of humans remain embedded in Earth's memory. Some people have
access to the storehouse. Mother has already taken us with her on a voyage of her memories of

an earthly paradise,' when man lived in harmony with Nature.

Sri Aurobindo, in his turn, describes vividly that Nature. "Visions of waters blue in an immortal
sunlight or grey in the drifting of a magic welter of cloud and rain, rocks swept by the surf and
shifting in their hollows with the wind, island meadows and glades many-pictured above the sea,
rivers and haze-purpled hills, a scene of unimaginable beauty where forms moved that had not
lost the pristine beauty of man before the clutch stiffened on him of early decay and death, of
grief and old age, where hearts beat that had not lost the pulsations of our ancient immortality

and were not yet attuned to the broken rhythms of pain and grief... ."-

There are many things hidden in time that we have yet to learn. I am not a scientist, that is clear.
I am not an intellectual, that's evident. Mine is an average brain. Therefore nothing binds it down

to one single track. It wanders. It wonders.

I mused. Does not the interdependence of everything in Nature show us that it is all the work of
one and the same hand? Did not our lass bestow equal loving care to the minute and the gigantic

forms when she fashioned them? Now, the

! Mother's Chronicles, Book Three, ch. 6.
- 'Srevian, A Tale of Prehistoric Times' (Archives, April 1983, p. 49)



Page-92

question is, why this proliferation of forms? Why more and more complex, 'evolved' life forms?
All this prodigious work of the Earth is then aimless? Or does she have an aim and a purpose? If
we look carefully, we discover that Earth-nature has followed an amazing plan. Probe deep, and
we find that Earth's aim was—is—to develop consciousness. Now, my friends, does it seem
logical or reasonable to you to suppose that Earth-nature's billions of years' meticulous work is
destined to be destroyed in a jiffy by the degraded bipeds, Homo sapiens sapiens ? Non-sapiens,
actually, because our ignorance is simply colossal. The lass who put a code of conduct in the

cells of each species, changed her formula when she came to the most complex of

her creations: the humans. She gave humans the liberty of choice. The choice of participating in
her creative evolution, or committing enough error to destroy their own species (not to speak of
the destruction of other species). But it seems quite illogical to me to think that Earth will rest on
her laurels after having created this particular genus of bipeds, at present the 'pinnacle' of
evolution. Would it not be more reasonable to suppose that Earth's evolutionary process is
leading towards another type of being? Not necessarily different from us in form, but rather in
substance. I can well imagine a type of being whose consciousness will not-cannot-Iend itself to
degradation, but which will scale higher and higher peaks of knowledge, deeper and deeper

oceans of reality. Sri Aurobindo called the new type 'supramental. '

"The descent of the supramental is an inevitable necessity in the logic of things and is therefore

sure," had begun Sri Aurobindo in the same letter to my father. "It is because people
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do not understand what the supermind is or realise the significance of the emergence of
consciousness in a world of 'inconscient' Matter that they are unable to realise this
inevitability...." He said at the end of the letter, "It is the same now with the appearance of
supermind in the stumbling mentality of this world of human consciousness and its reasoning
ignorance."' The question that pops up is why did the great Creatrix give such a liberty to the
human race? Maybe she wished to have some creatures to consciously share the World-Game
with her? Share her joy of creation, partake of the rapture of God's bliss? She invites us to

embark upon the adventure of life. To make a clear and willed choice. She beckons us to probe



the mystery of existence. That is why, to put it in Mother's words, "It is the substance of physical

life which wants to know its profound law."-

As Mother peeled off layer after layer of mystery wrapped round the cell, she could say: "A
certitude at the bottom of Matter that the solution lies THERE."

The reason behind Sri Aurobindo and Mother joining forces in South India was to accelerate the

process of evolution.
Towards the completion of her work, Mother's memory was freed. A cellular memory.

"We have to descend right to the very bottom, in quest of that marvellous bursting of the

Vibration of Love."

! Sri Aurobindo and Mother to Prtihwi Singh, ¥ Dec. 1935.
2 Mother's Agenda, 30 October 1964. On Satprem's 4T' birth anniversary

Mother revealed the great secret to him.
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Statecr aft

Earth's little Wedge became the great Mother of a mighty civilization.

Worldwide there grew pockets of human development. The nomadic, hunting Palaeolithic
people, using rude stone implements, gave way to the Neolithic people with greater skill, who
used polished, improved implements." An astonishingly long stride took place between the
former and the latter. Neolithic tribes learned the art of agriculture, to domesticate animals, to
make, paint and decorate potteries, to construct boats and go out to sea. In India, Neolithic
people could spin cotton and wool, and weave cloth. Like their counterparts in other regions of
the world, with whom they had similarities of social customs, they buried their dead, sometimes
putting the body in a large urn. Remains of these cave dwellers are found in almost every part of

India.

Apart from the basic needs of drinking and bathing, water



" This is based on R. C. Majumdar's Advanced Study of India. He further says that "an ancient factory for the
manufacture of stone implements has been discovered in the Bellary district, Madras, where we can still trace the

various stages of their construction."”
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is needed for agriculture too, in fact much more. Indeed, there is an intimate connection of rivers
with the well-being of a country. That is why the prehistoric (historic too!) peoples chose to
settle near rivers. Once settled they began to develop rapidly. Facility of navigation and transport
played an important part in the growth of trade and industry of a riverside town. Civilizations
were born. The Nile, Euphrates and Tigris, have all played their role in nurturing various great
human civilizations. After the last Ice Age,' floods of meltwater rushed down the mountainsides.
Great rivers flowed across continents. One of the greatest rivers was the Saraswati. Born on the
high Himalayas, she traversed long and wide plains—at places she flowed ten kilometres wide—
to fling herself on the breast of Pashchima Payodhi.” On the banks of the great Saraswati grew
up one of the most ancient and enduring civilizations. The Vedic Rishis hymned her in exalted

terms. For, in this country, people worship rivers as gods and goddesses.

Civilizations are normally linked to empires. Like human life, civilizations grew, declined and
passed away with the rise and fall of empires. They left some imprint in humanity's

consciousness, to be sure, which often remained as legends: such

" The last Ice Age ended roughly 10,000 years ago. That time is generally considered as the end of the Pleistocene
Epoch and the beginning of the Recent Epoch of the Quaternary Period of Earth history. At the height of the
Pleistocene glacial ages, more than 30% of the land area of the world was covered by glacial ice, whereas at present
only 10% is so covered. The flora and fauna of the Pleistocene began to resemble those of today. Among the
significant mammals that evolved during the Pleistocene were humans.

2 Now called the Arabian Sea.
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as the lost civilization of Atlantis. But they were no longer living.



The civilization that developed along the banks of the Saraswati had something different in it.
The Vedic Rishis heard and saw and explored the mystery of creation. It was the sublime gift of
the Saraswati. The Rishis were great travellers. The hymns sung on the banks of the Saraswati
spread to the banks of Ganga and Narmada, of Godavari and Krishna, of Kaveri and Tamra-
parni.... From the Himalayan peaks to Dakshina Jalanidhi (Indian Ocean), from Purva Sagar
(Bay of Bengal) to Pashchima Payodhi (the Arabian Sea), India's air filled with a strange aroma.
Swami Vivekananda of our own times put it so well. "India," he said, "shall rise only through a
renewal and restoration of that highest spiritual consciousness which has made of India, at all

times, the cradle of the nations and the cradle of the faith."

Although rooted in a spiritual civilization, India did not divorce spirituality and materialism.
From very early times she evolved a happy blend of material resources with spiritual values. In
the Veda, the Ramayana, the Mahabharata, one finds a well-formulated system of governance.
From olden times several systems of rule were known: monarchy, oligarchy, plutocracy were all
in vogue. Of these, hereditary monarchy was the more prevalent. It was understood, however,
that the first and foremost duty of a ruler was to protect his people, destroy their enemies, and
defend their territory—therefore his. Ideally, a ruler is the upholder of the law, dispenser of
justice, bringer of prosperity to his people. Valmiki, in the epic Ramayana, includes universal
education among the signs of a just society. The Rig-Veda emphasizes the need of people's

approval if the rule were to be stable. In short, India developed a citizen-oriented
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governance. So much so that the arrogant Kuru prince Duryo-dhana never neglected the welfare

of his subjects during his reign.

Naturally, all those systems of governance had taken thousands of years to take shape. At first
when people settled down they began to form a social system. The first development was a tribal
system or of clan. All freemen were considered equal, and treated as such. As the same clan
began to inhabit a certain territory, they laid claim to it. "After the fixed settlement," explains Sri
Aurobindo, "within determined boundaries the system of the clan or tribe continued, but found a
basic unit or constituent atom in the settled village community."' Communities met for
communal deliberations, for worship, for sacrifice, or for war. The leader of a clan or community
soon became a king. "The religious institution of the sacrifice developed in time a class of priests

and inspired singers, men trained in the ritual or in possession of the mystic knowledge which



lay behind the symbols of the sacrifice." Thus was sown the seed of the Brahminic institution.
Neither the kingship nor the priesthood was hereditary to begin with. In fact, there was an
interclass mobility. But given human tendencies, it was easier for a carpenter's son to learn good
carpentry. Therefore the hereditary principle emerged at an early stage of social development.
But, mind you, the status of a man was not fixed by his birth, but by his capacities and his inner

nature. With the passing of time came hierarchy, or a system of social classes. The classes were

" All quotes in this chapter are from The Foundations of Indian Culture, 'Indian Polity.'
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divided into caturvarna, miscalled the system of four castes. "The division of castes in India was
conceived as a distribution of duties." Which means that the caste divisions were not at all an
obstacle to the united life of the people. Up to a certain point the Indian line followed the

ordinary line of evolution as in other world communities.

Nevertheless owing to the unique mentality of the Indian race, certain striking peculiarities fixed
themselves, and gave a different stamp to the political, economic and social factors of Indian
civilization. Because, as Sri Aurobindo says, "It was a marked feature of the Indian mind that it

sought to attach a spiritual meaning and a religious sanction to all, even to the

"

most external social and political circumstances of its life

It imposed on all classes and functions an ideal of duties, "a rule of their action and an ideal way
and temperament, character, spirit in the action, a dharma with a spiritual significance." It was
the work of the Rishi—the man of a higher spiritual experience and knowledge, born in any of
the classes—"to put this stamp enduringly on the national mind, to prolong and perpetuate it, to
discover and interpret the ideal law and its practical meaning, to cast the life of the people into
the well-shaped ideals and significant forms of a civilisation founded on the spiritual and

religious sense."

As priests, legists, and spiritual preceptors, the Brahmins exercised considerable influence, but
the active political power "remained with the king, the Kshatriya aristocracy and the commons.
But, above them all, above the king himself, was the Dharma." It was the Rishi, exercising an

authority by his spiritual personality over the rest, revered and consulted by the king,
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of whom he was sometimes the religious preceptor, who was "in the then fluid state of social
evolution able alone to exercise an important role in evolving new basic ideas and effecting
direct and immediate changes of the socio-religious ideas and customs of the people." It was
neither the king nor even the Brahmins who had the authority to make at will any changes. The
Brahmins were recorders and exponents of Dharma. The king in India "exercised supreme
administrative and judicial power, was in possession of all the military forces of the kingdom
and with his Council alone responsible for peace and war...." Indian monarchy, previous to the

Muslim invasion, was not an autarchy.

"A greater sovereign than the king" Sri Aurobindo tells us, "was the Dharma, the religious,
ethical, social, political, juridic and customary law organically governing the life of the people."
And, let us note, with the Dharma no secular authority had any right of autocratic interference.
"The king was only the guardian, executor and servant of the Dharma...." He was not the
religious head of the people. There was no exclusive State religion. The religious liberties of the
people were assured "and could not normally be infringed by any secular authority." Normally,

there was no place in the Indian political system for religious oppression and intolerance.

The Indian social and political system was based on the conception of duty, not on rights and
powers. As a rule the king could not disregard the will of the people. Exceptions there were, of
course. "In spite of the sanctity and prestige attaching to the sovereign," to quote Sri Aurobindo,

"it was laid down that obedience ceased to be binding if the king ceased to be
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faithful executor of Dharma." Incompetence and violation of the obligation to rule to the
satisfaction of the people were causes enough for the king's removal. The much maligned Manu
goes so far as to advise that "an unjust and oppressive king should be killed by his own subjects
like a mad dog." That fate overtook Manu's own descendant Vena, who turned out to be such a
wicked king that a cry arose, "Kill this wicked man." Vena was killed. Sri Aurobindo deduces
that "this justification by the highest authority of the right or even the duty of insurrection and
regicide in extreme cases is sufficient to show that absolutism or the unconditional divine right

of kings was no part of the intention of the Indian political system."



It is regrettable that we know so little of the political organization of those times. But there is
clear evidence that the summit of the political structure was occupied by three governing bodies.
The topmost was the King in his ministerial council. The Council included a fixed number of all
the four castes. Vaishyas outnumbered the others, because in those early times, they comprised
not only of merchants and small traders, but also the craftsmen and artisans and the
agriculturists. Thus the whole community was represented in the King's Council. Metropolitan
assembly was the second governing body: it was constituted of representatives of the city guilds
and the various caste bodies belonging to all the orders of society. The third one was the general
assembly. These three bodie