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BOOK ONE
BROWN BONDAGE

1
JOURNEY AMONG INDIANS

I. BACK TO WAR

Waiaex 1 came home to America in January 1941, for the
first time since leaving it in 1928, I had already seen about a dozen
years of war—usually undeclared. I had travelled in Japan, the
Philippines and the East Indies, but most of the time I had lived
in China. I had covered rebellions in Indo-China and Burma
and I had followed Mahatma Gandhi on his first great civil dis-
obedience drive in India. I had reported the Manchurian incident
and the Shanghai incident and I had been in Peking to watch
Japan provoke the Lukouchiao incident which enlarged into the
final ironic euphemism, the China “incident”.

So I could scarcely remember a period in my years in the Far
East when wars of some kind were not going on. Some of us out
there saw a deep-going connection between all these acts of protest
and aggression. We knew that Gandhi’s spinning-wheel revolt
was part of the same pattern inside which the Chinese savagely
fought their civil war for a decade, and the Thakins rose in Burma,
and the Japanese took Manchuria, and China finally united in
resistance. They were all acts in a revolutionary upheaval which
would eventually free Asia from feudalism and its institutions
land overthrow imperialism. But of that more—quite a lot more—
ater. .

It kept me fascinated for a rather serious decade of my life.
I became a part of this history, in a small way, but enough to
realize that our own destiny would eventually coalesce with these
events. The disturbances in the East were also linked with symptoms
of general catastrophe maturing in Europe. I wrote several books
in which I tried to show that by continuing to arm Japan, after
the seizure of Manchuria in 1932, America and Britain were merely
strengthening her for that moment when she must surely attack us.

But like others who returned from overseas great with message
I found that too many of us here still preferred to believe we lived
in a hermetically-sealed compartment. You could convince
Americans that pyorrhoea, body odour, halitosis, constipation
and pimply skin threatened the security of their homes, ;you could
sell them remedies for these menaces, but wars were an Asiatic
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disease or a European disease. We could somehow immunize
ourselves from other people’s tragedies and even escape the con-
sequences of our own national sins of omission and commission.
The contrast between this peaceful land of abundances undreamed
of elsewhere, and the poverty and anguish of other lands, was
too great for the imagination to bridge. Complacent was the
over-used word for it. :

I found divisions among progressive groups with big responsi-
bilities for moulding public opinion and I found a depressing
lack of independent thinking among some intellectuals of the
Left. For example, in the spring of ’41 I was invited to talk before
the American Writers’ Congress and accepted. I wanted to call
for aid to China, to Britain, and to any nation that fought fascism,
and for policies supporting democratic means of mobilization
inside those countries. I wanted to assert that the Nazis inevitably
would invade Soviet Russia and that those Leftist intellectuals
who now opposed Roosevelt’s armament programme, and sup-
port for Britain, would speedily have to reverse themselves. The
thing to do was to help the fight against fascism everywhere,
jointly with demands for broader democracy inside all the empires.
That is how it looked to me. But I never got to deliver that speech.
The invitation was withdrawn after the sponsors read my script,
which they said ‘““contradicted the fundamental convictions of
the Congress”. ' .

We were no better than other people, I concluded, when it
came to moving before being kicked. I almost resigned myself
to that fact and waited painfully for the kick.

In those days I questioned the value of everything we had
written. I wondered whether any of us did any good, tramping
over the face of the earth trying to provide other people with
eyes and ears abroad. How impossible it was to over-estimate
the resistance of the human cranium to the introduction of un-
pleasant information! I began to feel that journalism, which had
failed to mobilize American opinion sufficiently to compel Congress
to adopt changes in policy and elemental measures of survival,
was a pretty feeble instrument. The only way you could make a
Congressman sit up with a pen was to insert it in a vertical position
in the bottom of a Congressman’s chair. I was mistaken about
that, of course; there was nothing wrong with the old pen or the
typewriter. I was simply not good enough at using them to get
the desired result. But such an obvious answer did not occur to
me till later.

Then the kick came. The Japs returned our scrap iron to us
with compounded interest at Hawaii. It found me as surprised
as anyone else; not at the success of it, nor at the timing, but at
the strategy of it. I had thought Japan would first hit the British
and Dutch and be content for an interval to exploit our isolationist
sentiments. It seemed to me that by precipitating us into the war
10

and national unity at Pearl Harbour the Japanese had lost far
more, politically, than they had gained, militarily; and to-day
it is clear that they did. But Japan’s strategy was based on a con-
viction, then shared by most Allied military authorities, of imminent
Russian defeat. Had that expectation been fulfilled then indeed
Pearl Harbour would now be regarded as a piece of trickery
more “brilliant” than Togo’s attack on the Russian fleet at Port
Arthur. And as later I travelled across our thinly-held frontiers
of Africa, Asia and Europe I would realize how much we needed
the two years of time which Russian success alone could give us.

Shortly after the fatal Sunday the Post editors called to ask me
to go abroad as their first accredited war correspondent; to the
Orient, where our citadels were falling fast, then to Russia, then
to what was left. The assignment did not excite me as it would
have done once. For one thing war as an institution no longer
held any glamour for me; I had been shot at and bombed and
smelled stinking corpses till T was sick of it and everything to do
with it. For another thing, I knew that the whole bloody mess
could have been avoided or minimized had we moved against
fascism a decade earlier. There was also my new-found scepticism
about the usefulness of the Press.

When the Air Force offered me a commission in Washington
I thought seriously of taking it. I had never been a desk man,
but at thirty-six I couldn’t see myself leading any charge of the
Light Brigade, either. Somebody had to organize military research,
and maybe it was a better way of fighting the war than writing
about it.

While T was having a mental debate with myself I went to see
an old friend in Washington, hard-working Wayne Coy, and as
we were talking his telephone rang. It turned out to concern me.
I had hoped to see the President before leaving the capital, but I
had not met him before and I had been wondering how to go
about it. Now his secretary had located me at Wayne’s, I never
knew quite how, but in a few minutes I was on my way to the
White House. When I got into the Oval Room and saw F.D.R.
sitting there with a friendly grin I remembered what I had heard
some Chinese far up in the interior say about “Lo-Ssu-fu”, as
they call him. Then with a rush there were many things I had
wanted to tell him for a long time. ]

Forty minutes later I .left the Commander-in-Chief with the-
conviction that he would, given the co-operation of Congress,
lead us to victory and a wise peace. We had covered a lot of terri-
tory in that time and had even managed to settle the microcosmic
dilemma of myself and the war. Outside, I felt a lot better about
that job for the Post; it was worth doing. I went over to the War
Department and signed on as a war correspondent.

Ben Robertson was going abroad for PM, too, but when I told
him something about my experience he didn’t seem properly
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impressed. “I never had any doubts about this job of ours, Ed,”
he said. “We’re worth as much as a couple of generals.”

“Brigadier, or four-star?” I asked. But Ben didn’t like it when
I called him General Robertson after that; he believed exactly
what he said. I never knew anybody in the Business, except Ray
Clapper, who managed to keep his respect for the Press so intact
and so helped to restore my own. Ben’s sense of mission and obliga-
tion were still as crusader-like as when I had first met him on the
campus at Missouri, where we listened together to old Dean Walter
Williams preaching his creed of journalism. Ben went on believing
it and living up to it till the day a year later when he crashed in
a clipper outside Lisbon on his last assignment.

It took us weeks to get away from Washington, and we did not
manage it till we did, after all, wangle generals’ priorities. Only
nine clippers were in service on both the Atlantic and Pacific
then, it was long before the Air Transport Command, and over in
Africa we found that Pan-American pilots were still ferrying most
of our planes and personnel. There was no satisfactory communi-
cations system as yet, and if a pilot got off the radio beam he had
a hell of a time finding his way. Planes were carrying heavy over-
loads and there were some crashes. Once we almost added to the
list when for four hours we flew into a black night searching for
that elusive beam and got into it just in time to come over with
five gallons of gas left in one tank. But that is strictly personal
history.

Anyway, it was still an adventure then, and we got a pioneering
thrill out of that flight over the Caribbean and across the incredibly
broad mouths of the Amazon to Brazil and then one hop over the
brine to Liberia. I would fly across Africa four times before I saw
home again. There peats were routine, but that first sight of
endless sand and rock, and then the green ribbon of the Nile laid
down on the glistening waste into Egypt and finally Cairo: that
was unforgettable.

In Cairo I called on Nahas Pasha, the Egyptian Premier, and
I learned elsewhere how the British had put him into office after
presenting King Fuad an ultimatum and surrounding his palace
with troops and running a tank up the front steps. It was just
like the movies. I learned a lot of other things there that are water
under the dam now. Then I told Ben good-bye and went on by
British plane across the Holy Land and Trans-Jordania and over
barren Iraq down the lovely Shat-El Arab to Sindbad the Sailor’s
home outside blistering Basra. And after a day’s flight above the
shimmering Persian Gulf, skirting Arabia, till we came into India
at last, I could see what Karl Twitchell meant by a remark he had
made back in Cairo. . ]

Twitchell was leading an American ‘‘agricultural” mission
into Saudi Arabia and he got the King to invite me to come into
Ryad, to his capital; and if I didn’t get a scoop on the Big-Inch
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pipeline it was my own fault. One day in Cairo he showed me
some of his excellent kodachromes of the Arabs on a projector
he was taking as a gift to Ibn Saud. He ended up with some pictures
of New Hampshire in a glorious September.

“Ibn Saud ought to like that New Hampshire autumn,” I
exclaimed.

“Good Lord,” said Twitchell, “I wouldn’t dream of showing
those pictures to the King.”

“Why not?”’

“Up till now I've never told him anything that wasn’t true,
and he believes in my integrity. If I showed the King those pictures
and told him the colours of the leaves on the trees were real and
not painted he would never trust my word again!”

Not only Arabia was a monochrome of barren sand and a
furnace of heat, but from the time I left Brazil till I hit Delhi it
seemed to me there was practically nothing but wasteland below
us. It explains a Jot about the ‘““backward” men and women in
those big spaces that look so promising on our pretty coloured
maps. It’s all One World all right, and so is a coconut all one
coconut. But an awful lot of both of them is husk. Several million
young Americans are discovering during this war that the best
slices of the meat and the sweetest milk of this earth are labelled
U.S.A.—with very little of the husk.

2. PREFACE TO INDIA

Unbelievable India! India of the unforgettable peace of cool,
shaded valleys and blue lakes mirroring the Himalayas, and of
scorching heat and the choking dust of arid plains and deserts;
India the serene and obscure, the dazzlingly rich and the abysmally
poor, the exquisitely tender and crassly inhumane, the sophisti-
cated and the irresponsibly adolescent, the glorious and the despic-
able, the sensitive and the sordidly brutal, the generously brave
and the craven; India, the mother of civilizations and the harbourer
of barbaric customs, the land of wooden ploughs and blast furnaces,
of sacred cows and communal hatreds and propheis of brotherly
love, of spinning-wheel saints and distinguished scientists; land of
voluptuaries and ascetics, of the incredibly fat and the incredibly
lean, of absolute feudalism coeval with modern capitalism,
of naked fakirs who never heard of the rope trick and of political
détenus whose jail record gives them social position; Irdia, the giant
of the future and the prisoner of the present, held in the now
harsh, now gentle, hands of perplexed island-bred aliens who are
in nearly every particular the antithesis of the people whose
destiny they have shaped for nearly two centuries.

Indians are generally much darker than Chinese and other
Mongoloids, but they are considered by scientists to be Caucasians,
or the same racial type as Europeans. Nevertheless, Indian society
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seems to me more difficult than China for us to understand; far
more complex, and cherishing more institutions with which the
Occidental cannot easily find a point of sympathy. This is not
simply because I have spent many years in China; every foreigner
I know who has lived in both countries feels the same thing.
Chinese themselves tell me it is easier for them to comprehend
Western character than Hindu mentality. Unless you keep remind-
ing yourself of the basic facts about India you may end up thinking
that one-fifth of humanity is inhuman, which won’t get you in
anywhere but wrong.

What are some of the basic facts? To people who know India
the next few pages will be elementary; yet to try to tell what the
war has meant to the Indians, without recalling this background,
is simply an impossible task. First of all we must remember the
immensity of this country, with its 89,000,000 souls living in an
arca of 1,581,000 square miles! three times as many people as we
have in the United States, crowded into half the space. Of this,
“British India” consists of 11 provinces and accounts for 54 per
cent of the land area and three-fourths of the people. The rest of
the Indians are divided among 562 Indian states sandwiched in
between the provinces, and each sovereign unto itself under the
paramount power, Great Britain.

All Indians may be Caucasians, but there are many different
peoples among them. They speak 11 principal languages and 225
minor dialects. Urdu and Hindustani are commonly understood
over most of Northern and Central India, by over 150,000,000

“-people. In the east over 50,000,000 speak Bengali; in the south

30,000,000 know Marathi and Gujerati; and living chiefly in the
great cities are about 6,000,000 Indians who know the English
language in dialects all their own. But do not assume that language
groups correspond to religions; they do not.

India has tropical climates and the highest snow-peaks in the
world, deserts without rainfall and the wettest spots on earth;
yet nearly all the country is warm enough for thin cotton clothing.
Most Indian men wear only a loin-cloth and cotton turban and
do not own a shirt; most women possess but one or two cotton
saris. It is well that cotton is adequate because the great majority
of Indians could not afford to buy anything else; their per capita
income is less than $20 a year.

Over go per cent of the population are peasants and the majority
are, in an economic sense, serfs or bondslaves working for a few
million zamindars, or landlords. In the native states some of the
peasants are in effect owned body and soul by the princes or land-
lords. Nearly go per cent of all Indians are illiterate. They live in
mud huts and for fuel for cooking they use cow dung, which you
see in the villages drying in flat cakes pasted on walls everywhere.
In the cities the workers live crowded in tiny airless rooms or
sleep on the streets; my own servant uncomplainingly slept on my
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doorstep. These people eat with their fingers and the diet of the
poor consists of bits of rice, potatoes or unleavened bread. Twenty
per cent of them are continuously in a stite of semi-starvation
and 40 per cent live just over the edge of that cgnd.ltlon. Only
39 per cent get what could be called an “adequate™ diet.

As great an influence as the rice bowl is a religion which stands
above everything else as a social force, and governs the lives of
millions of people in a manner almost inconceivable to the Western
mind. Not only what a man is, whom he marrlcs,_how he earns
a living and when he takes a bath, with whom he dines and what
he eats and wears, but his whole internal plumbing—how he
copulates, even how he urinates or defecates and cleanses himself
afterward—and with which hand!—are all events and functions
which in theory, and to a considerable extent in practice, are
determined by his faith. Unless, of course, he is a Christian or a
Sikh (they both believe in one God, and reject the caste system;
and there are about 6,000,000 each of Christians and Sikhs) or
unless he is a Parsi (who does not burn his dead as the Hindu does,
but feeds them to the vultures) or a Buddhist or one of the minor
sects. But nine times out of ten an ““Indian” will be either one of the
260,000,000 Hindus or one of the go,000,000 Mosle.ms..

Although Mohammed Ali Jinnah, as the Qaid-i-Azam, or
leader of the Moslem Party, tries to prove that Indian Mussulmans
belong to a different race, and are a separate people, his argument
is no sounder than Hitler’s myth of the pure Aryan German.
Mohammedanism was introduced into India less than a thousand
years ago by conquerors from the north. Most of them intermarried
with the Hindus and were absorbed, and to-day the vast majority
are descendants of Hindu converts. But between the two religions
there is a wide gulf in ideas. .

Indian religious differences often are represented to be even
broader than they are. As a result many have got the idea that
all Hindus are pacifists and believe in many gods, in contrast to
the Mohammedans, who accept the law of dynamic change and
worship but one God. But there are many sects of Hindus, and
some of their teachings differ from each other more than they
differ from Mohammedanism. Constant emphasis on the Indian
Moslem as a warrior has also given most people abroad the impres-
sion that the Indian Army is virtually all-Moslem. The fact is
that the Hindus of all sects are a majority in it and outnumber
Moslems almost two to one. .

About 30 per cent of all Hindus belong to the Aryasamajists
who believe in only one God. It is the Sanathanisis, who are poly-
theists and cow-worshippers, with whom Mohammedanism dis-
agrees most sharply. A basic conflict exists over the question of
caste, which the Moslems do not recognize. Although caste ortho-
doxy is now rapidly deteriorating, it is still enforced to a consider-
able extent in all Hindu society. In contrast, Mohammedans
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teach that all men are equal before God and they practise democracy
in the temple. Mohammedanism also respects the dignity of labour.
While some Hindu philosophy may glorify labour, in practice
Hinduism penalizes the hardest and lowliest toil by denying it
even the status of caste. Again, it is a sin for a Moslem to lend
money for interest. Hindus may engage in usury without loss of
caste. :

An important aspect of Hindu philosophy which has been given
a special political meaning by Mahatma Gandhi is the teaching
of ahimsa, or non-injury. He has fashioned a weapon out of it, in
the form of satyagraha, or soul-force. In political practice this
becomes ‘“non-violent civil disobedience”, a method of struggle
peculiarly suited to Indian temperament because of the passivity
engendered in the masses by centuries of subjugation. It has played
a most important role in the attitude of .the Indian National
Congress toward the war. The Moslems don’t take readily to
ahimsa and still more emphatically reject the Hindu doctrine of
transmigration of souls and the idea of karma. Undoubtedly these
have been useful instruments in the preservation of Indian feu-
dalism and absolutism and for enforcing docility in ignorant
subjects.

Karma teaches that man’s suffering in this world is punish-
ment for sins committed in a previous incarnation. In the uncom-
plaining acceptance of life’s misfortunes lies the sole hope of
redemption: promise of a higher status in the next incarnation.
If you are an Untouchable to-day and behave yourself you may
be reborn some generations hence as a rich merchant or a craftsman
or even a prince. But if you misbehave or protest you may well
end up at a later date in a lamentable shape as a pig or an asst
Hindus believe animals have souls too. All cows, which ideally
symbolize resignation to fate, are considered sacred and Hindus
permit them to wander in and out of their temples, houses and
“streets leaving their droppings behind them. A third of the world’s
cattle is in India, but 70 per cent of the cows give no milk; like
the people, they do not get enough to eat.

Nothing is more important to Hindus, except the few who have
broken the taboos and are Westernized, than caste. There are over
2,000 sub-castes, but the main divisions are only four. Highest
are the Brahmins (Jawarhalal Nehru is a Brahmin), who may be
priests, lawyers, scientists, doctors, teachers and (a discerning
note) journalists. Next come Kshatriyas, who provide soldiers
and the governing class; (3) Vaisyas (Mahatma Gandhi is a
Vaisya), who may be merchants and craftsmen; and (4) Shudras,
or servants and serfs. You cannot change your caste, you cannot
intermarry, you cannot mingle freely with any caste but your own.
In short you cannot, if you are born in a lower caste, have very
much fun, and it serves you right for the sins you committed
in a previous existence.
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Thus caste is a formidable barrier to ungierstandmg, fellow-
ship, co-operation and the exchange of social graces not only
petween Hindus and Moslerqs but amongs Hindus themselvesI.
It is also sometimes disconcerting for foreigners. Not long after
first reached India an ardent English-speaking r}atl_onahst, a yo(xl{ng
Brahmin disciple of Pandit Modan Malaviya, invited me to mg
with him. He took me to his home, sat me down at a table, excuse
himself, sent in a servant with some food, and then to my astonish-_
ment reappeared and announced that he had already eate}r;:
Later I learned that even as it was he would have to take a bath;
had he eaten with me he would have had to call in a priest to go
through a purifying ceremony. 1 took care not to cause a repetition

h embarrassment. .
sz:ufqoreigner is without caste, however, and thus not necessarily
polluting, but the Untouchables pollute literally by their toucﬁ.
Some 50,000,000 Indians, or one-fifth of all Hindus, are Untouc }
ables. They live in segregated areas, cannot use the utensils o
others or draw water from the village wells, and are forbidden
to worship in shrines or temples. Ordinarily only heavy laboulr
is open to them, or the dirtiest jlobs,‘ sucil ta§ street sweeping, COi-

i e and dung, or cleaning latrines. ) ]

lecltzlln;gnfr?;bcaa%cs even thegshadow of an Untouchable is considered
degrading. Dr. Bhimrao Ramji Ambedkar, the remarkable man
largely responsible for giving the Untouchables a political stat}ils
in India, told me that as a boy he had to audit his classes while
sitting on the limb of a tree outside the village school. His teacher
and the other students were afraid to be polluted by his shadow.
Ambedkar went to Columbia University and later became one
of the great lawyers of Bombay. In his career there he was never
once invited to dine with a Brahmin colleague. L

The origin of Untouchability is vague, but whatever validity
the institution once had it undoubtedly constitutes in practice
to-day one of the cruellest forms of social and economic oppres}i}on
inflicted by one group in a society upon another. It is one thing
Indians cannot accuse the British of imposing on them. Nothing
so endangers the future of Hinduism as Untouchability. Many
Untouchables have become Mohammedans; even or.thodox leadg:rs
of the Hindu Mahasabha, like Pandit Modan Malaviya, are begin-
ning to worry about it. One of the Pl.anks in the nme-fggpt
platform of Congress calls for the abolition of all forms o i 1sci
crimination against Untouchables. So far this has not been r}clta dlze
owing chiefly to the predominant influence of Hindu- orthodoxy
in nationalist movement. .

(“:zfldhi himself has preached against the ““abuses of Untouch-

_ability, but he thinks the institution should be preserved in its

“pure” form, as a division of labour. He himself called the Untouch-

1In advanced communities there is some relaxation of these taboos; but not
among orthodox Brahmins.
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ables by the term harijan, which means “elect of God”. He named
his little weekly paper after them. His own crusade for the better-
ment of the ‘“Scheduled Classes”, as the British call Untouchables,
has done much to dramatize their predicament before the whole
Hindu community. Dr. Ambedkar, in his post as labour member
of the Executive Council (one of the wisest of Lord Linlithgow’s
appointments during his reign as Viceroy) has given political
content to Gandhi’s moral appeals on behalf of the harijan.
Jawarhalal Nehru frequently dines conspicuously with Untouch-
ables. Nehru personally campaigned to elect to office, on the
Congress ticket, an Untouchable who once worked as a servant
in his own household. Another indication of Nehru’s unorthodoxy:

he approved the marriage of his daughter Indra to a Parsi named '

Teroz Gandhi——no relation to the Mahatma. Nehru’s father, the
famed Motilal, was one of the first Brahmin pandits to defy the
orthodox law requiring a purification ceremony after travelling
to a foreign country. His example was followed by many others.
Machine-age civilization is now rendering some other taboos
impracticable.

Considering some of the ways of Hinduism it is not surprising
that the followers of Islam in India increased from a few thousands
in the fourteenth century to a religious nation of 90,000,000
to-day. Only in the last decade, however, have the Moslems
found an astute political spokesman, in the person of Mohammed
Ali Jinnah. And only since Jinnah formulated his scheme of
“Pakistan’’ has he gathered enough followers to begin to give
some semblance of reality to his boast that he speaks for all of them.

Pakistan envisages an independent Moslem nation, or a federa-
tion of states, to be carved out of India when and if the British
leave. But although Jinnah planks for ““complete independence”
he does not appear to want the British to leave now or to-morrow
or not until he has got much more Moslem support behind him.
Perhaps what he really wants is for the British to partition India
before they give anybody independence, and to give the Moslems
—and Mr. Jinnah—control of a set of predominantly Moslem
areas. This Pakistan might then make its own alliance or arrange-
ments with the British Raj. But Mr. Jinnah is not so foolish as to
put all this so explicitly. He is as skilful a politician as Mr. Gandhi,
but with all his be-monocled, impeccably (if flashily) tailored

figure, and with all his fastidious soul, he is the antithesis of the -

Mahatma, whose wardrobe is not much larger than a fan-dancer’s.
Jinnah used to play stock in a theatrical troupe in England; he
is a wealthy lawyer and landowner and loves horse-racing. We
shall hear more of him later.

The Moslem League has become a serious political party only
in the last decade, but the Indian National Congress Party dates
from 1885. It began its demand for independence when Gandhi
assumed leadership after the first world war and made a success
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All the 562 princes of India, ranging from the Nizam of Hydera-
bad down to the Bilbari in Gujerat (who ‘“‘reigns” over twenty-
seven people and less than two square miles), are protected in
perpetuity by the British Crown. In many cases these states were
already established under the waning Moghul power when the
British came. Some helped the invaders to conquer India and
their rulers were what we now call Quislings, or Fifth Columnists.
Most states have treaties with Britain made after 1857, the year
of the Great Mutiny. At that time the British, having already
destroyed native rule in more than half the country, stopped
annexing territory outright and instead established ‘alliances”
with, in reality protectorates over, the domain of surviving nawabs
and maharajahs.

It turned out to be a valuable device in maintaining British
authority; so much so, in fact, that that authority would have
collapsed long before now, without it. This fact has been fully
recognized by every Premier down to Churchill and no Cabinet
has ever whispered any intention of abolishing the system of
states. Few people outside India seem to realize that when the
British speak of “‘granting popular government” to that country
they are only referring to so-called ““British India”. All British
concessions to Indian nationalism have always implicitly or
explicitly reaffirmed the perpetuity of the Indian states. Indeed
Lord Halifax told an American audience that to “scrap” the
King-Emperor’s treaties with the princes would be to abandon
the very principles for which Britain went to war against the
Nazis!!

Professor Rushbrook Williams, an official ‘apologist for the
India Office and the “native states”, has described very accurately
the role of the princes in the system of divide et impera:

“The situation of these feudatory states, checkerboarding
all India as they do, is a great safeguard. It is like establishing
a vast network of friendly fortresses in debatable territory.
It would be difficult for a general rebellion against the British

to sweep India because of this network of powerful loyal Native
States.”’2 :

All these states are run as autocracies.” Many are ‘fantastic
despotisms, with a populace living in an incredible social darkness
full of squalor, filth, ignorance and disease, in the centre of which
are magnificent palaces where the prince and his courtiers enjoy
the most dazzling pomp and luxury to be seen outside Hollywood.
Only a few modern-minded princes have organized consultative

! Vide Kate L. Mitchell’s Foundations of Modern India for a full text of Halifax’s
speech and an excellent study in general.

2Q. from R. Palme Dutt’s The Problem of India (Gollancz). Dutt is the ablest
Marxist writer on this subject.
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bodies, appointed by the'mselves. But several states are more
advanced than British India. Travancore has a higher proportion
of literates, for instance; Mysore is ahead of many Indian provinces
in education and industrialization. The late Gaekwar of Baroda
introduced free compulsory primary education, which is not
yet known in the British provinces. Some other good things might
be said for a few of the states, but on the whole their rulers are
backward and incompetent at best, and more often thoroughly
corrupt and degenerate. o .

A fairly typical example of the average prince’s attitude tpward
his subjects is that of the Maharajah of Dohlpur. Consider a
fragment of our incredible conversation. I sat with him one after-
noon on a spacious lawn where young men and women played
tennis in the shade of great banyans. The dark little man was a
picture of benevolence under his sky-blue silk turban; and his
brown hands, glittering with diamonds, were a study in repose.
How much at peace he looked with the world! o

“Do you have a representative government of any kind in your
state, Your Highness?”” I asked idly. It was a social occasion and
I had not really intended to talk shop. “I mean is there any kind

f advisory council?”’ .
¢ “Oh, dZar me, no; nothing like that, Mr. Spow,”_ he responded
in an Oxford accent. “We find here in India that if you once
begin that sort of thing there is no end to it and the people always
suffer. Lawyers get into office and begin to exploit the masses
and the state becomes corrupt. It is much better to keep all the
power in the hands of the sovereign.” , )

“Quite so, Your Highness, I can see you aren’t a Bolshevik.
What is the pfrcentagc p(’)’f literacy in Dohlpur? Higher than in

itish India, I suppose? . .
Br}‘uls’m afraid I &%’t tell you,” he said, ruefully shaking his
turban. “I don’t carry such figures around in my head. But my
policy is not to emphasize education.”'We find that here in India
if the people once go to school they’re not good farmers any more.
Somehow it seems to soften them.” )

“Now that is odd. You take a country like the United States
and you look at the average farmer and it’s pretty hard to tell
by his size or softness whether he can read or write, though you can
tell it by looking at his farm. In Soviet Russia 'ghey educate all their
farmers and it doesn’t seem to make them a bit soft when it comes
to fighting the Germans. How do you explain the softening influences
of education over here, Your Highness?”’ ) o

“I suppose it does sound strange to an American, but it isn’t
the same. When an Indian farmer learns to read and write he
always becomes a lawyer. A state full of lawyers becomes’ corrupt
and soft. No, we don’t-want to spoil the people that way.

I looked at him in astonishment, and as far as I could see.he
was in dead earnest. In fact this Maharajah of Dohlpur was a fairly
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good ruler of & relatively modest state and he dispensed justice,
sans lawyers, with equity in accordance with his feudal code.
But he collected a huge tax from his subjects. So did the late Maha-
rajah of Bikanir, a personal potentate who struck me as one of the
best of the princes. He retained from his annual budget for the
exclusive use of the royal purse, when I met him, 224,000 rupees,
or more than he spent on education for all his subjects. The royal
family, the royal weddings, the royal palaces and the royal
retainers absorbed two-thirds of Bikanir’s entire budget.

It is unnecessary here to prove that the total picture of princely
India is an altogether anachronistic one in the modern world.
Nobody knows that better than some of the princes themselves.
I remember a stimulating conversation I had-in Delhi with a
certain Anglicized, bejewelled, bewitching princess, whom I met
at the ever-hospitable home of Ratan Nehru and his charming
and lovely wife, Rajan. ““I can’t stand this country,” she startled
me by remarking. ‘It is too stupid. It needs to be picked up and
shaken and have its back turned on everything it has been. This
terrible resignation to poverty, evil and dirt! And it’s worst of
all in our own states. If I had the power, do you know what I'd
do? First thing, I'd wipe out all the princes.”

“What do you mean wipe out, Princess? Liquidate? Sever the
head from the body?”

“Exactly! I would like to make up the list myself. I know them
all and I know enough about almost every one of them to prove

they’re rotten and corrupt! And they’re all parasites. I may not "

know much else about India, but I know its princes, and they
should all be wiped out!”

“You’re not an Indian, Princess, you’re a Russian!”’ I exclaimed.
And so she was, and there are not many like her, even in words.
Certainly the princes themselves give no indication of abdicating
voluntarily. That was made clear by the Jam Sahib of Nawanagar,
chancellor of the Chamber of Princes, who invited us to a cocktail
party to announce that he and his fellow sovereigns were determined
upon ‘‘another century of rule”. Unforgettable was the picture he
made sitting there in the Imperial Hotel at Delhi, a huge hulk
weighing as much as two Indian coolies, jewels sparkling on his
plump fingers and in his rich garments as he consumed Manhattan
cocktails from which he plucked red cherries to hand graciously
to the celebrated Burmese girl, Than E, who sat beside him taking-
notes for her radio broadcasts.

“No, the Indian states won’t disappear. Land ownership will
remain an internal problem of each state and so will education,
judiciary, all things necessary to sovereignty. We fought and
sacrificed our blood (sic!) to win power and we mean to hold it.
If Congress wants to rob us, if the British should let us down,
we will fight! Have another cherry, Miss Burma?”

It should be noted that there was at least one exception to this
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«iron determination” to save the people from the lawyers. It was
prlgc\)/ided by the curious Maharajah of Indore. While I was in
India he actually wrote out a prémise of democracy for his not
:nconsiderable state and summoned a gathering of his people to
hear him. Perhaps it was the influence of his American wife. But
his own retainers twice prevented him from reading the procla-
mation and, reportedly backed by Delhi, succeeded in aborting
e whole scheme. ]
thSuch is the broad, if all too inadequately illuminated, bac_kgroupd
against which decisive war-time events have taken place in India.
Such was the state of the nation 300 years after the arrival of the
British and nearly ninety years after Victoria incorporated the
ry into the Empire. o
CouMn::n}; nationalistspsaid that the worst indictment of this ah’en
rule was not that it had fundamentally altered or interfered with
Indian society, but that it had not done so itself and had preven@g
Indians from doing so. Britain merely kept the status quo, whic
meant preservation of a feudalism already dxslntegratmg.when
she arrived. While British capital built railways and factories for
very handsome profits, these were superimposcd upon 2 1.:0{;3-
heavy society without any attempt to achieve a.balanccd industriali-
sation of India. That would have meant Indian competition with
British industry in the internal and world markets, on the one
hand, and a break-up of feudalism on the other. )
One item which Indian engineers cite 1s 1n itself sufficient
evidence of this. India has the largest high-grade iron ore deposits
in the world, but under British rule herc,.whlch. pre-dates the
American revolution, the nation’s annual industrial production
is less than 1 per cent of that of the United States. In the Incilan
Army, officers complain of the same policy of retarded d?vc og-
ment. After generations of Indian fighting men provided for the
King-Emperor, and with more than half a million Indian troops in
service overseas in this war, not a single Indian officer even as high
as a colonel has yet been given a combat command in the field.
The main “crime’’ of British rule, some critics said, was that
it effectively “froze” Indian development and par,t’xcularly clas;
relationships. It efficiently maintained “law and order . It protecte
India from inner convulsions which in the normal course of events

. might have shaken and swept from .the face of the earth much of

the fantastic social structure still preserved to-day. Yet such
reflections are now idle and profitless; no one can rewrite history.

It is pertinent here only in order to qbscrve'that it was the
conservation of all such feudal anomalies which enabled the
British, by manipulating them as backward .and apt..agomstlcf
forces within Indian society, to retain power with a minimum Od‘
brain power and brawn—until Japan appeared on the threshol
with a new challenge from without.
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4. POLITICS AT ALLAHABAD

It is easier to state the terms of political struggle in India than
to describe its social life. The former can be framed under three
simple points. First, the majority of the politically-conscious
population of British India wants independence and has wanted
it for a long time. That was conclusively demonstrated in the
provincial elections of 1937. They returned to power a large
majority of the candidates proposed by the Indian National
Congress Party, whose platform called for complete independence.

Second, no British Cabinet had ever recognized the foregoing
fact by offering to yield power to an Indian national government
at any exact date in the future.

Third, the Congress and other Indian parties, chiefly the Moslem
League, have been unable to agree among themselves on the
means by which they could compel the British to relinquish all
power, quit India, and let Indians govern or misgovern themselves
to their hearts’ content or regret.

Basically, that is all there is to it. And yet what a fascinatingly
complex stream of politics ebbs and flows round these rocks of solid
truth, now obscuring them, now high-lighting them, now bringing
to the Indians hopes of success by Gandhi’s homespun methods
of unarmed revolt, now encouraging the British to believe they
can extend their lease of empire here for many generations!

In September 1939 the Congress Party was co-operating with
Lord Linlithgow, the Viceroy, through their ministries in British
India; but they had no power at all in the Central Government.
What was this “Central Government”? Here a digression to
explain.

For the most part the executive, administrative and even final
legislative power in India are controlled at the centre by the

- Viceroy, or Governor-General. He is appointed by the King,

represents him personally, and is accountable to no one in India,
but is responsible for his actions only to the Secretary of State
for India, a member of the British Cabinet. He has an Executive
Council, which he appoints himself. In the past it was made.up
chiefly of Europeans, but to-day a majority of its fourteen members
are Indians. They do not, however, represent any Indian political
parties, but serve as individuals; and they have no power except
to advise the Viceroy.

There is also a Council of State, a kind of upper house; g2
of its members are elected and 26 are appointed by the Viceroy.
The Legislative Assembly, or lower house, has 102 elected members
and 39 appointed ones. But only 32,000 people own enough
property to vote for members of the Council of State and'only
1,250,000 can vote for assemblymen. The Viceroy can veto any
measure, and in wide fields of finance, defence, religion, foreign
affairs and internal affairs the Council and Assembly cannot vote
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at all. The Viceroy can make any law himself, without their
consent; they are largely puppet bodies.

In the provinces, however, the Government of India Act of
1935 provides for wider autonomy under elected governments
for which 36,000,000 people could vote. The system here resembles
the British Parliament, with each of the eleven provinces having
a British governor appointed by the King, and responsible to the
Viceroy, but assisted by a Cabinet of ministers selected from
members of the elected legislature, and headed by a prime minister.
The provincial ministries actually control affairs of education,
agriculture, public health and some other matters. The Governor
retains the veto power, however; in time of emergency he can
suspend the Constitution and govern alone, which is the case
in most provinces to-day.

First elections under the Constitution of 1935 were held in
1937, when the Congress Party of Gandhi and Nehru won a
large majority in eight of the eleven provinces. They formed
ministries and worked fairly well for two years, until, in September
1939, the Viceroy unilaterally declared India a .belllig.erent in the
Furopean war. Thereupon all the Congress ministries resigned,
in protest against this denial of India’s right to self-determination.

By the spring of 1940, accusing the British of carrying on the
war without either referring their decisions to Indian opinion or
guaranteeing India independence in accordance with the promises
of the Atlantic Charter, the Congress Party had launched a partial
civil disobedience campaign under Gandhi. Thousands went to
jail, many of them but lately officials in the government. Only
at the outbreak of the Pacific war were they released by Churchill.
He then sent out to India Sir Stafford Cripps, ex-Labourite and
an old friend of Jawarhalal Nehru and Mohandas Koramchand
(The Mahatma, or “Great Soul”) Gandhi. As Lord Privy Seal
in the Cabinet Cripps was momentarily a powerful figure in
England, and as an old advocate of Indian freedom he was
welcome in India. .

But Sir Stafford had already left when I reached Delhi late
in April. The balloon of independence raised by his flying visit
now lay a deflated sack on which nationalist dreams had crashed
again. Despondency was more widespread than before his arrival,
especially among Congress followers led principally by Gandhi
and Nehru. o

Among some of the British bureaucrats, however, one divined
a curious sense of relief, which uneasy people in Britain and
America did not share. Had not Japan overrun Burma and already
bombed the east coast of India? Was not a gigantic pincers about
to close in from the north-west, where. the Nazis were smashing
at the Caucasus above Iran, while from the east the Japanese
neared the frontiers of Bengal? If India fell to the Axis would not
we lose our only supply route to China, our only military and
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industrial base of importance lying between Britain and Australia,
and the manpower of 400,000,000 people?

Allied countries were naturally distressed at the failure of the
Cripps mission to win the support of the Indian masses. What
were the reasons for it? Those vouchsafed by the British, in a
barrage of radio explanation beamed chiefly at America and
with oblique thrusts toward China and Russia, left the general

impression that the Indians had been offered post-war indepen- -

dence and immediate national self-government. They had rejected
both because they could not agree among themselves and because
Congress ‘“did not want responsibility ",

But it was more complex than that. What Churchill’s Lord
Privy Seal had brought out to India, “to be accepted as a whole
or rejected as a whole” and in the time-limit of two weeks, was
not independence or even immediate Dominion status. He brought
instead a British Cabinet proposal which consisted of two parts.
The first part provided for the election of a post-war convention,
which would frame a Constitution to become the basis for a national
government in British India. Each province would be permitted
to vote itself into the union, or abstain from joining it, the electorate
to consist of the enfranchised 86,000,000. Each Indian state, which
in effect meant each Indian prince and his retainers, would also
cast a vote on the new Constitution and either adhere to it or
renew its pledges of allegiance to the British Crown.

The second part, a single paragraph, contained the only reference
to the then current situation. “During the critical period which
now faces India and until the new Constitution can be framed,”
read that paragraph, ‘“His Majesty’s Government must inevitably
bear the responsibility for, and retain control and direction of,
the defence of India as part of their World War effort, but the
task of organizing to the full the military, moral and material
resources of India must be the responsibility of the Government
of India, with the co-operation of the peoples of India.”

Congress leaders were not satisfied with the methods proposed
for calling a post-war constitutional convention. Obviously the
powerful Indian princes, whose 90,000,000 subjects had no vote,
would exclude themselves. Millions of illiterates and propertyless
Indians would cast no votes. In some predominantly Moslem states
that might mean the difference between adherence or non-adherence
to the union. What might emerge from this would be a patchwork
of self-governing Indian provinces completely encompassed by
““sovereign”’ states where the British would still retain real military,
economic and political power. And yet what practical student of
history could expect the British, or anyone else, voluntarily to
abdicate from great areas in which the people had not yet organized
power to overthrow them? Was it not the Congress’s job to per-
suade the peoples of the Indian states to revolt, if they could?

In any case, it was not over the post-war paragraphs, but over
26

the interpretation of Cripps’ offer of an immediate share in the
central government, it was over the. dpfcnce of India, and vyho
would organize it, that the Cripps mission was wrecked. He him-
self told the House of Commons, in a statement accompanying
his detailed White Paper, that the “final break’ had come over
“the form of the temporary government that might be in power
until the end of the war, and the coming into operation of the new
Constitution (after the war)”.

The day ai(‘ter’hc made his report I left Delhi for Allahabad,
where the All-India Congress Committee had assembled to hear
their leaders’ explanation of the negotiations and the causes of
failure and to find a policy to cope with the Japanese threat.
The Indians put it somewhat differently, but their own White
Paper made it clear enough that it was Churchill’s refusal to
concede what they called a ‘“‘responsible r}atlonal government
during the war that had caused them to reject the offer. i

Congress President, Maulana Azad, said that at the outset Sir
Stafford had told him definitely that the Viceroy’s position in the
new government would be no more important than that of the
King in relation to the British Cabinet. But Cripps later modified
this picture, according to Azad, until ‘.‘we could by no stretch of
the imagination even care to look at it”. .

Curious personality and psychological factors unc_lerlay this whole
episode. Perheps those factors more than everything else doomed
the mission to failure. They also explained a lot about why Con-
gress finally allowed itself to be led by Mahatma Gandhi into
a declaration of war against Britain instead of Japan. For behind
all these negotiations there was, of course, the mighty influence
of the Mahatma, fighting for vindication of his creed of non-
violence, )

It became clear to me that Cripps, regarding Gandhi as the
real stumbling-block, had staked everything on reaching an
understanding with Nebru, and on the splitting away of Congress
from Gandhi’s control. And it was the little Mahatma, who did
not want to fight anybody but the British, who defeated him.

Not that Gandhi was pro-fascist; of course he was not. He
did not know what fascism is. He had never seen it in action and
he could not understand that its mission was specifically to wipe
out kindly but obstinate people like himself. He thought he ceuld
exist in an Axis world as easily as the other one. All he saw was
the British trying to drag him and his soul-force (satyagraha) behind
another one of their wars, and he thought they were going to
lose it anyway. He could not see anything in it for India except
the chance of winning immediate independence in the time-space
gap between victory for one side or the other. »

The Cripps offer was to him “a post-dated cheque on a failing
Bank”. It would not only be non-negotiable with the Japanese,
but might do much harm if accepted as an honorarium for resisting
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the inevitable victors. Why go into business with a bankrupt raj
and be held accountable for its failure? On the other hand, sup-
posing the British won after all, would they not be under obligation
to rewrite their cheque to the Indians anyway?

While Gandhi’s information was incomplete, his judgment was
not without moral logic when measured against India’s past
experiences. But it inexorably caused him to lead Congress away
from its former policy of non-interference with the war effort to
one of isolation from 1it, and finally into an abortive attack on the
British. It was when I was at Allahabad that the old man began
to gather his forces for that move.

5. RAJAJI, NEHRU AND GANDHI

On May 1 the All-India Congress Committee, meeting at Alla-
habad, passed a resolution -which condemned the Cripps (in
reality the Churchill) proposals, reasserted its stand that only
a truly independent government could, defend India, and called
upon the people to oppose the Japanese by ‘‘non-violent non-
co-operation” only, in the event of invasion. How that was to
stop enemy bombers was not explained. Behind this curious
declaration lay the story of Nehru’s struggle against Gandhi’s
original resolution.

John Davies of the American Foreign Service had got off the
train with me at Allahabad and we were the only two outsiders
present at the final Congress session. Here we were especially
interested in the position of Chakravarti Rajagopalacharia, brilliant
lawyer and leader of the Congress Party in Madras, whose daughter
Lakshmi is married to Gandhi’s son Devadas.! Rajaji, or “C.R.”,
as he is happily abbreviated in the Press, found himself out of
sympathy with the Congress resolution. He pleaded instead for
the passage of a measure calling for acceptance, in principle, of
the Moslem League’s demand for “Pakistan”. Only after an
agreement between the Congress and the Moslem League, he
argued, could they organize a provisional government. And only
after such an agreement existed could Congress hope to secure
the withdrawal of the British power during the war.

“It is unnatural,” he later told Gandhi, ‘“for any government
to withdraw without transferring power to a successor by consent,
or without being forcibly replaced by another.” Which was, of
course, the whole point of realpolitik involved in all the subsequent
episode. .

The Congress meeting was held in an old hall in Allahabad.
Members of the Working Committee, the Congress ‘‘supreme
command ”, reclined on the stage, while the delegates sat on the
floor of the crowded theatre. Some wore long, close-fitting Indian
coats and some the pyjama-like salvar of the north, but the majority

1 A violation of caste: Gandhi is a Vaisya, Lakshmi the daughter of a Brahmin.
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wore the dhoti—yards of white cloth wrapped round their loins.
Nehru had on the white cotton churidar or breeches of his native
Kashmir. The Mohammedan chairman, Maulana Azad, sat on
his crossed bare feet on a chair.

“There is no use crying over spilled milk,” Rajaji was saying.
He was a dark, bony man above his white dhoti, but behind thick-
lensed glasses there played an admonitory twinkling smile. ““As
the basis of action, we need Moslem support, otherwise we can
do nothing but talk. Opponents of Pakistan say it is too vague
a principle. Then let us make that its virtue. Concede the prin-
ciple now, so that we can work together for independence, and
argue about what it means later, when it must be referred to
the people. . . . Let us not just sit out the war. I say an agree-
ment with the Moslem League would give a focus for men who
have self-confidence and can act.”

In a tense atmosphere the vote was taken, with only fifteen
on Rajaji’s side. He was heavily defeated and after this meeting
resigned from the Congress general staff. But he came to sym-
bolize all over India the growing feeling that communal unity
was the prerequisite of freedom. :

John and I later met Rajaji, just before he left for Madras.
He was philosophical about his personal defeat but worried about
the future. Perhaps because he lived on the east coast, which
had already been bombed, he felt the danger more keenly than
others. The Congress resolution, he said, was entirely negative;
it could not lead to effective organization of the people.

“The trouble with Congress is that it has been fighting the
devil so long it doesn’t know when he is licked. The British have
become an obsession with us, we are like de Valera’s Ireland.
Congressmen will never work to win the war as long as it means
helping a British government.”

We found Nehru and Sarojini Naidu, after dinner, over at
Nehru’s big sepia-coloured mansion, left to him by his father,
the great Motilal Nehru. Jawarhalal now used it chiefly as a rest
house between long terms in jail. He too was feeling depressed
and likewise sensed that the Congress resolution was weak and
inadequate for a crisis demanding dynamic leadership. He looked
tired and ill and still had the prison pallor about him; he had
been out of jail only a few months. I had not seen him for about
twelve years and though now he was fifty-three he was hand-
some as he had never been in his earlier middle age. In repose
there was nobility in his face and I could not but agree with
Clare Booth he had one of the finest human heads ever made.

Yet his bitterness had deepened with his sorrow and martyr-
dom. It seemed a grievous personal disappointment to him to
find that Cripps was no different from any other Englishman
when it came to negotiating India’s freedom. When I asked him
why the talks had failed he responded with unexpected acerbity:
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“Cripps is a terrible diplomat, simply terrible! He has done
enormous harm to Britain in the eyes of Indians. He amazed me
after all these years. Apparently he never believed me when I
said in the past that we wanted complete independence. Now
when it came down to it and he saw we were in earnest he was
hurt and surprised when I spoke of matters formerly taken for
granted between us. ‘You don’t mean you really want to break
away from us entirely, do you?’ he asked me. Think of it! After
all I’ve said and written and after all Cripps himself has written!/

“Was the real break because Cripps could not give you a
national government with responsible powers of a Cabinet?”
I asked. _

“At first he said we were to have a national government and
the Viceroy would have powers similar to those of the King,
and naturally we took that to mean a responsible Cabinet. At
last he admitted that all he could give us were positions in the
Executive Council, with the Viceroy retaining the final veto
power on all decisions. In other words, we would be mere puppets.”

“Even so,” I said, “wasn’t it the first time the British had
offered to form a central government council on party lines?
Couldn’t you have used the threat of unanimous resignation to
bring such pressure on the Viceroy that he would have been
obliged to respect your wishes?” .

Nehru: “That’s what Cripps kept saying. But India is more
complicated than that. The Council would have represented all
kinds of people, the Moslem League and the princes and so on,
people who owe their position to the British. Even so, we would
have accepted a minority position, if they had offered the Council
real power. We explained to Cripps what we wanted clearly
enough—real control of the ministries with the exception of
defence. We were willing to leave defence in British hands, but
we wanted enough to say about it to be able to control some
scandalous practices in the army, and to carry issues over the
Viceroy’s head to the British Cabinet, if necessary. Cripps finally
said it wasn’t in his power to give it to us.

“In final analysis it wasn’t Cripps’ fault. I don’t know whether
they withdrew promises made to him in London, but Churchill
was much too smart for him. You know this combination of
Churchill, Amery and Linlithgow is the worst we’ve had to face
for many years. Amery was the man who sided with the Japanese
in Manchuria, you may remember. He said Britain could not
logically oppose the conquest because the Japanese were doing
just what Britain herself had done in India. And that’s perfectly
true, you know.”

But at this time I did not yet know how much Cripps had
counted on his personal influence with Nehru to “put over”
his plan. Another thing I did not know then was how deter-
minedly Gandhi had all along fought behind the scenes against
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any commitment to wage war on Japan. This became evident
only in August, when the British published minutes! of the Working
Committee meeting at Allahabad.

Sitting in his little mud-walled hut down in Sevagram, near
Wardha, Gandhi had drawn up a draft which consisted of a
demand for the British to leave forthwith and asserted that Japan
had no quarrel with India. It declared that only the presence of
the British might provoke her to attack; India bore no enmity
against Japan and had no need of foreign help. She could defend
herself non-violently. Gandhi declared that Congress opposed
the scorched-earth policy and desired the removal of foreign
troops, including Americans, presumably so as not to provoke
the Japanese.

To these points Nehru took strenuous exception, according to
the minutes. The Japanese were an imperialist country and
‘““conquest of India is in their plan”, he said. “If Bapu’s (Gandhi’s)
approach is accepted we become passive partners of the Axis . .
the whole thought and background of the draft is one favouring
Japan. It may not be conscious. Three factors influence our
decisions: (1) Indian freedom; (2) sympathy for certain larger
causes; (3) probable outcome of the war. It is Gandhiji’s feeling
that Japan and Germany will win. This feeling unconsciously
governs his decisions . . . the approach is a variation from the
attitude of sympathy we have taken up about the Allies. It would
be dishonourable for me to resign from that position.”

Long and hot debate ensued, with Sardar Vallabhai Patel and
Rajendra Prasad staunchly backing Gandhi on every point.
Nehru’s own draft was rejected. In the end the compromise was
worked out as already reported, but it did not satisfy either side,’
and satisfied the old gentleman of Wardha least of all. Working
indefatigably through a ‘“new approach” he would, by July,
once more win Jawarhalal round to support his principal purpose.

But before visiting Gandhi in his ashram let us have a look
at the scene in which Indians believed the British Raj was “a
failing bank”.

6. INVITATION TO INVASION

Next day at Allahabad while waiting for the train to Cal-
cutta John and I found one of those Englishmen you meet, in
the pages of the books we ignorant Americans write about India,
along with the pukka sahibs from Poona and the red-faced colonels
who think the Empire was sold down the river the day they dis-
banded the camel corps in favour of horse cavalry. He was managing
the station restaurant. The Indians run the English a close second

18Seized in a police raid on Congress headquarters. Nehru and Gandhi con-

demned such British methods—but. never denied the authenticity of the docu-
ments. :
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as the world’s worst cooks, a congenital indifference to palatable
food being one of the few sympathies they have in common,
and when you get an English menu é la Hindustan, indigestion
holds all the aces.

“Mark Twain complained because they didn’t serve him his
flies and lizards on separate plates in India but always in his
soup,” remarked John. ‘““My experience is that since they’'ve
taken out the lizards you can’t get the soup down at all.”

“What else can you expect?”” demanded the still faintly cockney
voice of the weary maitre d’hétel. “You can’t get a thing out of
these b s any more, the country’s going from bad to worse.
You Americans are responsible, too. We used to get a good cook
for ten chips a month and glad to have it they were, but now
they want twenty-five, your people are already paying them
forty, and before long it’ll be fifty or sixty. They won’t move
hand or foot any more without baksheesh.l It all began when:
Curzon married that American woman Leiter, she was the one!
Wanted to buy over India for her own and give it back to the
Indians she did, wouldn’t have a soldier in India to-day if she’d

- had her way! Twenty years ago a young fellow could come out
and live pretty well, four or five polo ponies and his pegs every
night at the club, not too much work and none of your sass from
natives getting too big for themselves. Your missionaries spoiled
the country by telling every bloody Indian he’s as good as we
are. And now here’s this fellow Nehru right here in Allahabad
planning a revolution against us! Good lord, no wonder the
soup’s bad!”

But there were other reasons, besides American interference,
why after centuries of living together the Indians and the British
still could not concoct a potable soup in the realm of politics.
The accumulation of pre-war plus war-time frustrations among
Indians had by now produced an almost hopeless pathological
state of mind. It manifested itself in the most profound distrust
and suspicion of anything British, or anyone who might be doing
a good turn for them.

The Indians are like most of us in that they can hate only one
enemy at a time. For them the Axis remained a remote menace,
compared with the source of all evil long installed on the throne.
In a kind of masochistic way many were resigned to submit to
anybody who would give the British a good licking.

In its more extreme forms Indian distrust was directed against
the United States, Russia and China, as well as Britain. When
Henry Grady came out with his economic mission to investigate
possibilities of improving war production and to make recom-
mendations (which everybody knew in advance the British would
simply file away to collect dust) the Indian industrialists saw in
it an imperialist scheme for acquiring new concessions. When

1 Tip,

92

Russia signed the Anglo-Soviet treaty some Indians denounced
it as a betrayal; it meant Russia would not free India from Britain.
Nehru himself had had to stop talking about the importance of
helping China. ‘‘People said, ‘Jawarhalal has lost hlmself_', h,c’
has lost his perspective’,” he told me. “I had to drop China.

Even what had happened to their own countrymen 1n Malaya
and Burma at the hands of the Japs was blamed on the British.
In the disasters suffered in those countries the Indians saw only
British lack of vision and mismanagement, which delighted as
much as it disgusted emotional nationalists. Perhaps nothing did
more harm in this period than the policy of Sir Reginald Dorman-
Smith’s government, in Burma, of segregating white refugees
from brown when the exodus was under way. Some 400,000
Indians started back from the occupied territories and those who
got home had gruesome tales of discrimination to relate. Thousands
of Indians had died of thirst, starvation and disease on the so-
called “black road” owing to inadequate government prepara-
tions, while the Europeans were mostly safely evacuated by steamer
or by air.

Tﬁ’e debacle was a revelation of incompetence which shocked
many Indians and even frightened the princes, some of whom
were suspected of secret dickering with the enemy. Under the
circumstances the nationalists’ doubts of British ability to defend
the country and their demands for a government in which they
could have responsibility for mobilizing the popular forces for
war, were quite understandable.

Indian industrialists and capitalists were among the most sus-
picious and worried groups. Would not “scorched earth’ ruin
their factories? It was a British plot to put India still further
back industrially! For years the Raj had pursued a policy which
had prevented, by acts of omission and commission, the balanced
industrialization of India. Lack of heavy industry in a country
with the world’s richest iron deposits was at least partly attributable
to. practices which consciously sought to keep the Indian market
dependent on British production. Before and after the outbreak
of the European war the little group of Englishmen (it was really
an' astoundingly little group which made policy affecting nearly
400,000,000) repeatedly prevented Indian capitalists from setting
up automobile and aircraft plants. And the same colonial p_ol_lcy
was responsible for the backwardness in equipment and training
of the Indian Army. .

In India there was never any real planning for war'}?roductlon.
Fundamentally it was just as ““‘impossible”” for the British to con-
script industry as it was to conscript men for the army or to
organize the village population, educate them in the tasks of
patriotism, and mobilize them to perform useful duties in nz}tlongl
defence. There had riever been any planning of production in
time of peace; an untrained and hostile population would not
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accept it in time of war. Actually Delhi just gave out orders on
a competitive basis.

If the jobber preferred to make fancy hats or bedpans instead
of gas-masks or shell-casings he could get his material on the
market by bidding against the fellow who might be trying to
fill army orders. I found that after three years of war the govern-
ment still had not established effective control of iron and steel.
Bicycles and even steel ash-trays and waste-baskets were being
produced for the civilian market and you could get any order
filled in brass. Whether Europeans or Indians, manufacturers sold
to the government for one reason only—profits. If they could have
had access to Japan and made more money the Indians would
doubtless have preferred to sell there. The Viceroy told me it
was ‘“impossible”” to try to control these profits. ‘Industrialists
here a;re the greediest in-the whole world,” he said. (Question-mark
mine.

On the train going to Calcutta I met an Indian steel expert
who knew the industry of his country inside out. Before the war
India produced a maximum of 867,000 tons of steel annually, or
somewhat less than one-seventh the production of Japan, a country
about one-seventh its size and with miserable resources. By 1942
Indian production had risen to 1,200,000 tons and it was hoped
it might actually reach 1,500,000 tons before the war was over.
But of this only about 20,000 tons was machine and tool steel.

“Most of what tool steel we do produce is going to Persia and
our armament output is painfully small,” the Indian expert told
me. “We make about 125,000 rifles a year, 300 armoured cars a
month, maybe a dozen heavy guns, and a few other odds and
ends, and that’s about the size of it. The rest of the story of India’s
‘enormous war production’ is what you Americans call the bunk
—Iit’s propaganda.” '

“What’s the reason for this low production?”

“That’s simple. The government has no plan but it can hold
up other people’s plans. For example, in March, 1941, I requested
authorization for new installations to increase steel production by
100,000 tons. We didn’t want a subsidy, only government per-
mission. It finally came through marked ‘no objection’—after
six months!” .

“Six months! France was lost in two months,” I exclaimed.

_ “They haven’t heard about that out herc yet,” said Mr. X,
in this case an Indian who was doing one of the most important
jobs in the country. “The basic trouble is that all the machinery
here belongs to the nineteenth century, including the Viceroy.
They still write their chits in longhand, from the Viceroy down;
I’ll wager there isn’t a dictaphone in the whole secretariat. You
know how they file their letters? They thread them on a piece
of string; I've seen ministers spending their time threading and
re-threading letters! Or look in one of the British banks here,
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you likely won’t find an adding machine in the place, they still
write out everything in longhand in big ledgers.”

Calcutta, when we reached it, was filled with refugees streaming
in from Burma. Over 200,000 had already arrived and thousands
were still on the streets. Sarojini Naidu took me round for a
couple of days to visit the improvised shelters put up for them
by the Congress people and the Mariwari Relief Society. The
city government had made no adequate provision to care for
them; many arrived half-starved and ill and died without getting
food or medical attention. Cholera was spreading rapidly. In
one camp I visited twenty people had died and the director had
been unable to get the bodies removed. Sanitary conditions were
medieval in these camps.

Thousands of essential workers had already fled after the Japs
tentatively bombed the east coast and succeeded in sinking over
fifty of our ships. The rest of Calcutta’s population was ready to
panic at the first air raids, yet little had been done to accommodate
hundreds who might have been wounded. Dr. John Grant of
the Rockefeller Foundation had set up a blood bank, but after
many appeals still had less than enough blood to meet expectable
needs of one big raid. It was already evident there would be a
food shortage. Hoarding and speculation were the chief occupa-
tion of merchants and usurers. This was a full year before the
outbreak of the famine which eventually would take a toll .that
the complacent Leopold S. Amery would in 1944 underestimate
for the House of Commons at “not over a million lives”.

The whole Calcutta area, which contained roughly 75 per
cent of India’s munitions industry, had only forty-eight anti-
aircraft guns and there were spare parts for only eight of them.
About 8o per cent of India’s oil imports had come from Burma;
now it was discovered that reserves amounted to only a three
months’ supply. We had just one squadron of American planes
here and no spares or adequate servicing facilities. The British
had only a few Spitfires and Hurricanes, hastlly flown in from
Egypt, and a few old Blenheim bambers. India’s own best divisions
were still in Africa, and along a vast frontier the British had less
than two divisions of but partly-mechanized troops. Locally some:
Europeans were enlisted in a volunteer corps and marched around
puffing and panting once a day. But patriotic Indians were not
permitted to enlist or bear arms; the British did not trust them.

There were amusing sidelights. An Indian merchant who had
evacuated Rangoon by steamer bitterly assailed the British because
many Indian women and children had been left behind, including
his own. Yet he did not think it odd that he himself should be
sitting in Calcutta telling me about it. He was also indignant
because the evacuation ship had not provided separate utensils
for the “Scheduled Classes” as the British call them. Then there
was the Viceroy’s message, after he had inspected the civil defence
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organizations of Calcutta. It ended with the assurance that
“nothing could be better than the work that has been done here”.

An Episcopal minister told his congregation that in view of
the unusual times it would be well to have fewer garden parties
and less dressing for dinner. He was roundly denounced in letters
to the Siatesman which insisted that appearances must be main-
tained; the stiff upper lip, one mustn’t panic the natives, be a
stout fellow. But the Chamher of Commerce unbent so far as to
circulate to its members a suggestion that under the. circumstances
a certain relaxation in business dress was permissible; employees
might wear shorts in the offices, since many were now riding
bicycles, which “entails a certain amount of physical exertion”.
But under no circumstances should they appear with an open
collar when interviewing managers.

Thus it was clear after a brief survey of Bengal province, which
was the key to India, that the region was both physically and
psychologically unprepared to repel an invasion, and that if one
came the Indian population would offer no resistance, that Subhas
Bose’s' well-organized fifth column would aid the enemy, that
workers would flee from the railways, munitions industries and
public utilities, and that the whole administration would dis-
integrate, as it had in Rangoon. The only question was whether
the Japanese had the forces, the shipping and the air power to
mount an attack, or whether they would concentrate everything
in the Pacific. The British had no choice but to gamble against
an invasion. Fate was kind.

All that was true, but it seemed a poor time for Americans to
carp and criticize. Some hard-working British soldiers were now
trying to organize a defence out of the chaos which confronted
them and they needed all our help—real help. It was up to us to
reinforce them if we could; so far we had sent little but staff officers
who were big talkers without forces. I agreed absolutely with
Clayton Lane, our brilliant consul in Calcutta, who said, “It
isn’t economic or military missions we need here but planes,
infantry divisions, guns, tanks, a few shiploads of machinery, a
few hundred locomotives, two or three railway operations men
and plenty of the grenadiers with hairy ears”. ,

It was a relief to leave the heat and defeatism of Bengal behind
me when Major Richardson, one of General Stilwell’s pilots,
offered me a lift up the Brahmaputra Valley, to the eaves of
the world in Assam. Before I saw the province of Bengal again
millions of people would perish there, not as a result of Japanese
cannon-fire, but as victims of a famine promoted by war and
imperial incompetence, and its old pal, laissez-faire.

1See pp. 48 and 257.
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11
‘“OPEN REBELLION""

I. ENOUGH ROPE

From assam 1 flew across “the Hump” and over the hills
of Northern Burma, on one of the dozen transports then opening
up our only supply line to China. I flew back with Colonel Robert
Scott and we picked up a Jap fighter near Myitkyina, shook him
off with the help of the Himalayan clouds, then got lost in the
soup, and finally came in with ceiling zero, landing perfect. But
that is author Bob (God Is My Co-Pilot) Scott’s story and dog does
not eat dog. : '

All T can say is I’'m glad Scott had along his usual help that
day, although at the time I only saw a cool young flyer named
Jake Sartz, who actually held the controls. A few weeks earlier
Lt. Sartz had set up a record when he ferried seventy-five evacuees
out of Burma and to safety, in one trip of a twin-engined DC-3
made to carry twenty people.

It was my third visit to Chungking since the war began and
I found out that nothing much would happen in China till the
arrival of promised lend-lease aid. And this negative story need
not here be told at all; I shall be going to China again before this
book is done.

In June I came back from Assam with Brigadier-General Caleb
V. Haynes, the man who pioneered our miraculous airline over
the Hump, and as we let down over Delhi there was a dust ceiling
of about 500 feet. After we landed on the dark field we stood
for a moment under the wing of the plane and put our hands
in our pockets to cool them off. The mercury stood at 135 degrees.
It goes up still another dozen degrees here before the rains come,
and that, too, is one of the things to remember when trying to
understand Indians. :

It did not take much nosing about in Delhi to sense that the
British were more absorbed with getting Congress out of the way
than they were about any immediate Japanese threat to Bengal.
Marshal Lord (then General Sir Archibald) Wavell told me he
did not expect an invasion—not from Japan at least. But I was
then more interested in his explanation of why things had gone
wrong in Burma and Malaya. Wavell had been the goat, although
it was obvious he was not primarily responsible, any more than
General Sir Harold Alexander! was, for the debacle in Burma.
They had both been pulled into positions of command only at the
eleventh hour.

It was now considered a mistake to have put Burma under
Wavell’s Singapore command; it should have been regarded as

1 Who was, incidentally, Jawarhalal Nehru’s classmate at Harrow.
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part of India’s defence perimeter, so that reinforcements could
have been drawn from there. Yet the one general who knew
India and Burma best (Sir Claude Auchinleck) had been yanked
out of his job and sent to Egypt, because Churchill was not expecting
the Japs to attack in the east. Thus the man with twenty-three
years of military experience in India was in Africa, where he
later took the blame for the lost battle of Tobruk, while the experts
on desert warfare were floundering about in the jungles of
South East Asia with troops equipped and trained to fight in
the open.

Wavell simply told me that they had failed because they were
not ready. ‘““We were not ready because we had not had time to
recover in Europe. You can’t be strong on all fronts simultaneously
and the East was sacrificed. Our troops had not been properly
trained for jungle fighting, we didn’t have the air power we needed;
we were just not ready. I suppose that means we didn’t really
believe the Japanese would invade us, at least our people in Burma
and Malaya did not think so.”

Sabotage, guerrilla activity and fifth columnism, he thought,
had played a minor role in Britain’s defeat. ““Its importance has
been exaggerated.” He was tired and troubled enough as it was;
he did not want to tax himself with new-fangled ideas of political
warfare. He believed only in the big' battalions. “In the final
analysis only military power wins wars,” But politics was not then
Wavell’s job and I went to another source, farther “up the hill”,
to find out how British officials were going to try to prevent Indians
from stabbing them in the back, as the Burmese had. I went to
_seeIth;_ Viceroy who for seven years held the reins of British power
in India.

Lord Linlithgow was a lonely, aloof, austere and no doubt
much misunderstood man when 1 visited him out in the viceregal
mansion in New Delhi. He was temperamentally unsuited to adjust
himself to Indian personality and I think he knew it. But even an
extraordinarily imaginative man would have found it hard to see

India from that big red sandstone mausoleum, surrounded by:

gardens where the stink of the excrement carts never penetrated
from the streets of the lower castes.

The Viceroy’s palace cost five and a half million dollars and
contains some six miles of corridors and probably twice as many
miles of marble balustrades. It is altogether more imposing than
Buckingham Palace and has everything in it, including the world’s
largest throne room; everything but life. Some day it may make an
excellent museum or public recreation hall, though the ventilation
will have to be improved. Inside its solid masonry, which promises
to outlast any of the other ‘““seven cities” of ancient Delhi, dwelt
a man who was paid more than the President of the United States—
£24,000 annually. The little “study’ where he received me would
embrace two Oval Rooms,
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Six feet four of stoutly built Presbyterian Scot, and with a long
stubborn spade of a jaw, Linlithgow was wearing tennis clothes
and a white woollen muffler in the air-chilled room. A ponderous
man and a methodical one, but energetic and profoundly con-
scientious, ““with firmness in the right”, as he saw it, he was with
me personally both helpful and patient. For over two hours he
gave me a lecture on India until by the end I knew the country
was ruled by an obstinate, discouraged, and honest man.

The trouble was entirely with the Indians, as he saw it. They
couldn’t get together among themselves. The Moslems didn’t
really want the British to leave India and the Congress would
rather have them stay than seek an agreement with the Moslem
League. Whenever these two groups would agree and come and
ask him for the powers of a Cabinet he would welcome them
and form that Cabinet.

But Linlithgow was sure nothing of the sort would happen.
Meanwhile he wanted me to believe that his Executive Council
was already a Cabinet. It was true he had the veto power, but
had he ever used it? Not once. And that was perfectly correct,
as I learned from talking to two Indian members of the Council
later on. They pointed out, however, that most decisions were
made in advance by the Viceroy and his British secretaries. Of
course if they disagreed with those decisions they could always
resign. But as none of them represented any organized following,
and the pay was good and the quarters magnificent, why be
romantic?

As for Congress, the Viceroy saw no possibility of lining it up
in support of the war. Congress was nothing but Gandhi, and
Gandhi had shown, by rejecting the Cripps offer, that he did not
want responsibility. The Viceroy had known in advance, he said,
that the Indians “were not ready for it” and he had told Cripps
so when he arrived.

“Democracy? This country will break up when we leave. There
won’t be a united democratic India for another hundred years.”

That was the Viceroy. He made it clear enough that the British
were not going to leave as yet. And they were going to come down
hard on Congress. The day of “appeasement’’ was over. He did
not see any way of bringing the Indian masses into or behind the
war, beyond his Executive Council and his official ‘“national war
front” which was backed mainly by the princes. It was not up
to him to bend a knee before Congress.

Qutside the palace, chiselled in stone, is an inscription:
“Liberty will not descend to a people, a people must raise them-
selves to liberty.” It was a fitting last touch to the Viceroy’s up-
holstery; he was waiting for the Indians to raise themselves to him.
And from an American point of view, which is the only one I can
give you, that seemed to me the whole trouble with British rule in
India.
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In my mind I contrasted what I saw here with what I knew of
the Philippines. When the Americans arrived in the Islands they
found a population fully as backward as India’s and with nothing
like the unity of historic civilization. It was a land of many peoples,
speaking eighty different dialects—Mohammedans, Igorot head-
hunters, pygmies, pagans, Aglipayans and Catholics, divided by
centuries-old feuds. But in one generation 55 per cent of these
former illiterates learned to read and write. Twenty thousand
American teachers went in and taught them the rudiments of
science and democracy. Americans helped them to raise themselves
to liberty, encouraged them to forget their sectarian quarrels and
to unite to build a nation—which they did.

I could never forget the national demonstration I witnessed
on the fortieth anniversary of the American occupation. Millions of
humble Filipinos marched out under banners of the infant republic
to pay tribute to the United States ‘‘for the boundless blessings
bestowed upon us”. Thé first time in history any people ever
spontaneously offered thanksgiving to its own conquerors.

The Philippine Commonwealth is only about one-eighth the
size of British India, but it is half as big as Burma and larger than
Malaya and it contains just as varied religious and racial elements.
Filipinos fought for their flag and for America when the Japs
came because they were fighting for themselves, and because they
believed Americans had tried to give them a square deal. All this
may be in bad taste and impress Englishmen as more vulgar
American boasting, but I mention it here merely as a reminder
that the Philippines did prove that in a single generation you can
raise a colonial people to unity and statehood, if you want to do so.
The Americans did so for complex reasons and not entirely unselfish
ones. Congress wanted “to turn ’em loose” because most Americans
wanted them freed as soon as possible. But what really pushed
the Independence Act through were the pressure groups. who
opposed the competition of duty-free Philippine agricultural
products in the American market. Over in the U.S.S.R., however,
where Stalin did not want to turn the former Tsarist colonies loose,
the Russians proved in their own way—as we shall see—that
“ Asiatic peoples” can learn as quickly as white men.

But there was no denying the fact that the average Indian felt
that this government was neither genuinely interested in his per-
sonal welfare nor that of the country, but only in profits and
holding on to power. After so many years there was still no common
ground between the rulers on high and the average wretched
subject who owned little more than the G-string he stood in. The
British hated the Brahmin mentality and the brutality of the caste

system, but liked the simple peasants and workers. They claimed’

to be necessary to India because only they could protect the interests
of the minorities. Yet admittedly British rule tolerated some of the
worst abuses of minorities in the world; the ostracism of 50,000,000
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Unt_ouchablcs, the disfranchisement of 90,000,000 subjects in the
Indian states, the denial of a vote to 260,000,000 Indians. Nor was
there any adequate plan for the salvation of some 80,000,000
people constantly in a state of semi-starvation. They too must
“raise themselves to liberty”.

The whole business was laissez faire in its utmost anarchy.

One of the reasons I went to see the Viceroy was to urge him
to launch a production campaign by establishing a national
industrial co-operation administration. I argued that such a
movement could rise above politics, train skilled workers and
technicians for the nation, help rehabilitate the villages, provide
work for the refugees pouring in from Burma, put native goods
on the shelves of the stores being emptied of foreign commodities
which could no longer be imported and help keep prices down
By mobilizing labour power in this way production could be main-
tained, commodity shortages overcome, and hoarding and specula-
tion controlled. Ultimate famine would be averted.

I had already talked to Nehru about such a scheme and he had
told me he would support it. Even Gandhi, as the champion of
village industry, could not readily have opposed it. Why not make
a begmnmg by calling in the militant youths who were clamouring
for “mass mobilization” and ask them to go to work on this
programme? Even if it failed it would at least pose some kind of
positive tl:lesis of government leadership.

The “Vlceroy was very kind and tolerant. He had heard all
about ‘“‘Indusco” and our attempts in China from Sir Archibald
glark-Kerr. But Archie and I didn’t know India. The Indians

weren’t ready for that” either.

There was no mutual trust here, no mutual confidence or respect
as a basis for anything constructive. There was only mutual
frustration. There was too little contact between the top-heavy
government apparatus and the human microcosm for the benefit
of which it presumably functioned. There was no warmth in this
rule, not the love of the master for his dog, nor of the teacher for
his studen‘t, nor of brother for brother.

Yf:} curiously there was not the atmosphere of the last days of
the Tsar here either. In this period Indians had an amazing amount
of freedom of Press, speech and organization. It was amusing
when Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek came down to Delhi and
tssued a high-sounding statement urging the British to grant “real
political power™ to the Indians. Chiang knew very well that in no
part of his China did the people have freedom of the Press. Nowhere
had his party ever permitted the election of even one municipal
or county government. By contrast, Congress officials in India
were still free to resume control of affairs in the provincial govern-
ments to which they had been constitutionally elected, and the
Congres§ Press freely railed against the British in a way ﬁobody in
Chungking would haye dared criticize the Kuomintang. In

Cs
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Calcutta, Delhi and Bombay I saw Communist demonstrators
carrying the Red flag and shouting “‘ingilab zindibad”’ at the top }

of their lungs. In Chungking they would have been shot.

The British also did nothing whatever to prevent Gandhi from
calling a meeting down in Wardha to prepare for the ‘“‘open j§
rebellion” which he had been advocating now for weeks in Harijan. |
They gave him all the rope he needed. Up on the hill they simply {
quietly waited for the old man to issue the call for this hopeless
revolt, so that he could be put out of the way for the duration. |

N

2. ‘oD OR ANARCHY”’

No political party carrying such enormous national responsi- §
bility was ever afflicted with a spokesman given to utterances so |
likely to bewilder and antagonize the world as was Congress under §

Gandhi, the Mahatma, at this time. In everybody’s mind there

are conflicting wills and purposes, but most politicians are astute }
enough to reveal their mental struggles to the public only in the |
form of a finished thesis. Gandhi exhibited the vagaries of his own ]
efforts to make up his mind as candidly as a housewife hangs out }

her weekly wash.

After rejecting Cripps’ proposals Gandhi announced that India. {
could not attain independence till the Hindus and Moslems solved |
the communal question. Then he changed his mind and said these }
differences could only be settled when the British had left. He |
wrote in Harijan that the first thing India should do when inde- §
pendent was to seek negotiations with the Axis. Japan had no |
quarrel with Indians but only with the British and he demanded §
a complete withdrawal of all foreign forces. Then he reversed this }

stand, and said he wanted British troops to remain, only they would

have to support themselves, of course. British officials were to leave, }

but Gandhi had nothing concrete to replace them with except
“God, or, in modern parlance, anarchy”.

And vyet, there was no questioning this, Gandhi still personified
and articulated, more than any one individual, the leadership of
India to the masses. His contradictions did not bother them. A

lot of the incomprehensible things he said were addressed to the

mystical Indian soul which intuitively understood him. And when
he spoke “‘logically” he was talking for the Indian bourgeoisie,
which supported him both morally and financially. Nobody else

in India could play this dual role of saint for the masses and |

champion of big business, which was the secret of Gandhi’s power.

With all his vacillation he never deviated from his fundamental |

objective, which was to keep Indian attention focused on, the

British as their main enmy. He did not want the movement to be |

side-tracked by the red-herring of fascism versus democracy.

To try to understand Indian nationalism without seeing Gandhi, ]

1 “Long live revolution!”
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and especially in his native habitat in the heart of the Central
Provinces, was to make life unnecessarily complicated. So I went .
down to Wardha in July 1942, when the Congress Working Com-
mittee met for over a week to frame the called-for revolt. Wardha
had few charms. The water was polluted and you had to drink it
purpled with permanganate, there was a cholera epidemic, malaria -
was widespread, and the sticky, oppressive heat killed many people
annually. The soil was sandy, the landscape flat and uninteresting.
The chief difference between Wardha and a hair shirt is that the
latter is removable, all of which probably explained why India’s
No. 1 living saint chose to set up his “model village” of Sevagram,
as it was called, outside this town of 30,000 souls. Perhaps I am
prejudiced against Wardha it was there that I caught dengue fever.

At night after the Working Committee met I would go over and
drink coffee with some of the small group: Jawarhalal Nehru,
Khan Abdul Gaffar Khan (the huge Pathan from the North-
west Provinces, adjoining Afghanistan, who was proud of his
sobriquet, the Frontier Gandhi), Mr. and Mrs. Asaf Ali (a brave
and energetic pair of rebels), Mrs. Sarojini Naidu (a wise and witty
lady, full of courage and genius) and one or two others. We sat
on the floor and leaned against huge hard pillows and talked
freely on every subject. Gandhi was never there; he did not drink
coffee, and he was not a member of the Working Committee. But
every day the Committee would talk, and then a delegate would
go out to Sevagram to consult with the old man. It seemed a
democratic procedure; Gandhi apparently brought them to serve
his will by sheer personal magnetism and enormous self-confidence.
But of course he had big financial interests on his side, too, which
the Working Committee could not ignore.

It was hard to believe that revolt could be organized in such
an atmosphere. The house was small and quiet, horse-drawn carts
were the only conveyance, and there were no telephones at Wardha
and Sevagram. The British did not bother these Congress leaders;
but neither did they send anyone down to talk things over with
Gandhi and Nehru whom the Viceroy frankly admitted ““could
lead Indian opinion overnight to our support”. Fundamentally, I
doubted that. I do not believe in the ““great man”’ theory of history,
and I think, in this case, as in others, Gandhi and Nehru merely
personified the synthesis of a tangled web of very complex forces
which they could influence only minutely. But the point is that the
British believed otherwise, and yet followed a do-nothing policy.
The only foreign contacts Congress had at this time were with
a few foreign newspaper men. As far as I remember we were all
Americans, with the single exception of Guy Emeny, of the News
Chronicle, one Englishman who sincerely tried to understand
Gandhi’s position. Emeny was to be killed a couple of years later
in a plane crash with Major-General Orde Wingate, over in the
Burma jungle. It seemed incredible to all of us in Wardha that
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things would just be allowed to drift to a smash-up without any

- attempt at compromise for the common need.

In this period I had several long talks with Nehru about the
wisdom of revolt. It was hard to question the Indians’ right to
act for what they thought their own best interests, but I argued
that the move would be misunderstood abroad because objectively
it would help the Axis. It was still possible for Congress to partici-
pate in the government. By assuming limited power at the centre
they could organize the people, get men into the army and train
them, and prepare, in a practical way, to strike for full freedom
at the right moment, regardless of who won the war. But the
strongest argument against a civil disobedience campaign was
that it was certain to fail.

To my surprise, Nehru agreed that they could not make the
British give up power. It became clear to me that he had been
won round to support the idea because he believed it was the
only way of keeping the Congress united; it was simply easier to
unite on an anti-British programme than either an anti-Axis or a
pro-Ally basis. Gandhi had again convinced Nehru that he was
“in touch with the masses”. “He has an intuitive understand-
ing of the people that I lack,” Nehru told me. ‘‘Even if I went
into the government I could not deliver the goods.” The people

thought as Gandhi did.

" “A nation can go down either supinely or fighting,” he said.
“If we go down now fighting we shall not be permanently sup-
pressed. The only way to build up a spirit of resistance in this
country is to organize the people against the British, and then

_ these organizations can be quickly turned against the Japanese
when they arrive.” Nehru, also, did not believe any of the specious
promises of Churchill and his mouthpiece Amery. He figured that
Indians had to make a show of strength because if they could not
force concessions out of the British in this crisis they would never
get freedom. ““I have the strongest feeling,” he told me, *that the
British mean to hang on here, and we shall never get rid of them
if we do not strike now.” '

The truth was that Nehru had restrained Gandhi as long as
possible, hoping for some change in the British attitude and a new
approach to Congress. Maulana Abad Azad had also been reluctant
to act while still hoping for American intervention. Both of them
had made their position perfectly clear to Colonel Louis Johnson,
the President’s special representative in Delhi, and before he
returned to Washington he had given them strong reason to sup-
pose Roosevelt might put pressure on Churchill to reopen negotia-
tions. They believed the threat of rebellion might even yet bring
that result. And in my own mind there was at this time no doubt
that if Nehru and Azad had been given the slightest help they
could still have pulled Congress round to support of the United
Nations.
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Isolated as he was, however, Nehru had no choice but to resign
or support the Mahatma’s policy, and he preferred unity. He did
succeed, however, in giving to the final resolution the character of
a last-minute appeal for American intervention. While demanding
immediate freedom and the right to form a provisional government,
that resolution in return promised co-operation with Allied troops
in India, aid to China, and resistance to the Axis. With publication
of the resolution on July 14th, and its call for action under Gandhi’s
leadership, the Congress machine began to organize on a nation-

wide scale. It was certain, in advance, that the All-India Congress"

Committee, which met three weeks later in Bombay, would fuli
endorse the directive,. L

That day I went to Sevagram to visit the little generalissimo
himself. Arch Steele (the Chicago Daily News) and I bumped out
on the back of that instrument of primitive torture, the India
tonga, or two-wheeled cart. Gandhi had a very special one, I
noticed, pulled by a fine beast which stamped and noisily stirred
the bells round its neck. On its sides were painted portraits of the
Congress leaders. Gandhi’s own face was on the front, right behind
the horse’s tail.

Sevagram was a cross between a third-rate dude ranch and a
refugee camp, a colony of mud huts with thatched roofs set in a
cactus-sprinkled countryside. A dirt path led through the cluster
to a hut that looked like the rest, except that it was surrounded
with a fence of sticks and there was a charka, or spinning-wheel,
adorning the wall in crude bas-relief. A cow wandered by morosely
(cows in India are rude and insolent as camels) and scrawny
chickens strutted about the yard. Inside, squatting barefoot on
the matted floor, sat the toothless seventy-four-year-old Messiah
whom all India was waiting to hear speak the word of command.

Amidst this collection of simple buildings, chickens and cows,
in a place infested by scorpions and poisonous snakes, and kindly
spinners and toilers carrying out his creed, the Mahatma had,
between sessions at prayers; spinning, administering purgatives
to relieve the aches and pains of patients in his own hospital,
thought up his last headache for Churchill. Gandhi hated science
almost as much as he hated machines, and he especially welcomed
anyone who came to get his own personal mud-pack cure for
high blood pressure. Here, also, he edited Harijan. A combined
Dorothy Dix and Dorothy Thompson, he offered everything from
advice to young maidens on how to avoid being raped to recom-
mendations to Churchill, Stalin and Tojo on how to win the war.

And now, as he spoke to us out of this background, his words
were so incongruous you could hardly take in their meaning. He
sat there leaning against a big white pillow, his brown body naked
except for a few yards of cheesecloth round his middle (and how
we envied him in that withering heat) and over his big, gold-
rimmed glasses he peered down at us now kindly, now a bit petulant.
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He was going to lead a mass movement, he explained, on the
broadest scale. It would be the biggest of his life, his ““last struggle . 4

But it would be non-violent, in so far as he could make it so.

“And do you really expect the British to withdraw in answer

to your threat?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said, ““if the British wish to withdraw that
would be a feather in their caps. But 1 want to stress this point.
There is no room left in the proposal for negotiations.”” He wagged
his bald pate determinedly. “Either they recognize the inde-
pendence of India or they do not. After that many things could
happen. Once independence is recognized the British would have
altered the face of the whole landscape.”

But he did not, he emphasized, mean any statement on paper;
he wanted a physical withdrawal now. “Next it would be a question
of who would take over India, God or anarchy.” In one breath
he said that Free India would make common cause with the Allies.
In the next he said, “If I can possibly turn India toward non-
violence then I would do so. If I could succeed in making 400,000,000
people fight with non-violence it would be a great gain.”

What a stubborn and honourable old saint he was! Not even
now would he personally endorse that part of the resolution
promising to fight Japan. Yet if he had influence enough to bring
Congress into line behind him here, was there not every possibility
that he would later be able to bring a Free Indian government
round to withdrawal from the war? But he denied to me that he
would ever use soul-force against his “own” government to get
it to obey his will. Absently pulling on his big toe and looking
down at us in his child-like, innocent way, the old man touched off
his heavy artillery.

“This time it isn’t a question of (giving the British) one more
chance,” he said. “It is open rebellion!”’

And that was that. Gandhi certainly intended his remark to
be taken literally, as he later repeated it several times. With the
rope the British had given to him he now surely hung Congress
for the rest of the war. He played the game of the men “on the
hill” just as they had foreseen he would.

As T left T had a feeling that he was right about one thing,
anyway. Whatever happened, it would probably indeed be the
“last struggle” in which Gandhi would lead a great nationalist
struggle. It was the biggest gamble of his life and the old man
knew it. You may not agree with a lot of things about Gandhi,
but no one could deny the honesty of his convictions, nor his
fighting courage in defence of them. And these, too, are qualities
of his greatness. 'Y

As Gandhi said elsewhere, he had not much time left and he
wanted to see India free before he died.
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3. THE END OF NON-VIOLENCE

On August 9, 1942, the day after the Bombay meeting of the All-
India Congress Committce adopted a long resolution which incor-
porated the Wardha directive, the British arrested the Little
Spinner and Jawarhalal Nehru and several hundred other Congress
leaders. Eventually they were to cram the jails with about 48,000

risoners.

The suddenness of the action, taken without waiting for Gandhi
to make any preliminary move to negotiate, surprised the Indians.
They had expected a few more days in which to prepare; but
preliminary instructions had already gone out through all the
provinces and retaliatory action commenced at once. Protest
meetings and demonstrations took place everywhere and were met
with ruthless armed suppression in which hundreds lost their lives.
In Delhi we saw British Tommies open fire on unarmed crowds,
and here alone there were hundreds of casualties. Thereafter
began an extensive revolt, news of which was largely suppressed
in the outside world. It took the British six months fully to suppress it.

This rebellion failed, and was futile first of all because under
Gandhi’s leadership it could have succeeded only if Indians had
been prepared. to martyr themselves wholesale. The event proved
that there were not 400,000,000, nor even 4,000,000, people ready
to die to vindicate Gandhi’s Satyagraha.

Actually, Gandhi had compromised a good deal on his defi-
nitions of ‘“non-violence” in this revolt, and many methods
sanctioned were certain to result in tragedy. It is doubtful, any-
way, whether such a thing as ahimsa, or non-injury, could ever
be reconciled with mass ‘political action of any kind, because
that involves the mobilization of force, and no real distinction can
be drawn between coercion or force and violence. Other Indian
leaders frankly recognized this fact. As soon as Gandhi was put
away they adopted violence in nearly all its forms. But their
means were insufficient and poorly organized, by men who were
amateurs at armed insurrection. .

No revolt could succeed in India without the participation of
the Army—from which Gandhi had completely isolated himself.
The various Moslem political parties remained almost entircly
aloof, the- Sikh community gave little support, and the negative
attitude of the young Communist Party split away large segments
of the working class.

Thus it turned out that the action which Nehru thought neces-
sary to preserve unity in the nationalist movement actually rived
it on class, communal and party lines. Congress in the past had
commanded elements from the extreme left to extreme right united
on the single demand of independence. On the right wing belonged
the pro-Japanese Gujerat merchants and Bombay mill-owners,
the Hindu capitalists like Birla, and Parsi industrialists like Tata,
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who, although not active in Congress, contributed large sums to
Gandhi’s “war” chest. This Indian bourgeoisie had as its Congress
spokesman Vallahbhai Patel, the sixty-eight-year old ““‘uncrowned }
king of Gujerat’’, a blunt and ruthless character, who was Gandhi’s 1

number one organizer.

In the right wing also belonged the fascist-inclined followers 1
of Subhas Chandra Bose, the escaped Congress leader, who later
became “Marshal” of an independent Indian Army organized }

by the Japanese at Singapore—of whom more towards the end

of this book. Mostly Bengalis, who favour terrorist methods, }
Bose’s disciples are known as the “Forward Bloc” of Congress. }
The British had declared it illegal after unearthing terrorist plots 4
and connections with the Axis, but the Forward Bloc still had |
connections inside Congress. It seems scarcely likely -that Patel, §

Gandhi and Nehru were unaware of that.

On the left wing were Congress Socialists, with their member- -4

ship drawn chiefly from middle-élass intellectuals in the cities.

Some of them claimed Nehru as their leader, but he disclaimed ‘

the honour. Although he was avowedly a socialist, and in fact

helped draw up the socialist programme of reconstruction, Nehru ,)

wished to be above factions, as future leader of what he hoped
would remain a Congress Party uniting all nationalist groups.
Congress Socialists did not believe in akimsa and frankly advocated
other means of overthrowing the British. In Bombay, where they
were fairly strong, some leading socialists told me candidly that
they could see no difference between Japanese imperialism and
British, except that one was brown and under it, at least, Indians
would not suffer from colour discrimination. Such men were
often called fascists, and followed what was, objectively, a policy
favouring Axis collaboration. But I felt the great majority of them
were simply so blinded by their emotional frustrations that they
would have made an alliance with the devil himself to get rid
of the British.

The chief rivals of the Congress Socialists were the Communists,
who were also an Intra-Congress organization. They were again
legalized as a party in India only in the spring of 1942, after many
years of underground operation. In Bombay in July I heard
P. C. Joshi, the general secretary of the Party, deliver what he
said was the first public speech he had dared to make for seven
years. In spite of their illegality, however, these Indian Reds
had maintained an influential following, and once their leaders
were let out of jail they quickly built up a large membership of
zealous, hard-working youths.

Incidentally, it is interesting to note that the Indian Com-
munist Party evidently was completely cut off from the Comintern
some years prior to its dissolution in 1943. This was evident in
the curious “deviation” of the Indian party on the question
of the war. Most national Communist Parties immediately aban-
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' hatever qualifications they had attached to their support
?&nigewwar th?l Hitler invaded Russia, but a full six months
later the Indian party was still opposing Indian participation in
:t. The Communist Party of Burma, which was affiliated with the
Burmese counterpart of the Indian Congress, the Dobamma
Aisyone, or the Thakins, likewise continued to oppose the war
as “imperialistic”, until shortly before the “]apane”se invasion.
When they came out for “anti-Japanese resistance _they were
the only part of the Thakin nationalist movement which wanted
{0 help the United Nations. Unconvinced of that, the British put
most of them in jail all the same. ' .

It was just before Pearl Harbour that the Indian Communists
changed their party line to combine demands for independence
and for all-out war against fascism. Even then, it was the only
important group in (ongress which unreservedly supported the
war. For that reason the Viceroy removed the ban on the party,
and permitted the Red flag to fly again all over India. The Com-
munist Party is now much the most powerful left-wing organiz-
ation in India, and because of the stand it toqk against Gandtu s
call for rebellion, it is the only part of the _Indlan Congress which
still remains legal. Its prestige and following are now such that
it is certain to play a much more decisive role in the future of
the Indian Nationalist movement than heretofore, despite the
intense distaste with which it is regarded by Congress conserva-
tives. o

At the Bombay Conference the Communists in E%le Congress
Committee energetically attacked Gandhi’s call for “open rebel-
lion”. They declared that it could only end in beheading Indian
nationalism for the rest of the war, and in extensive bloodshed
without hope of victory. Only Japan would benefit. The vote
of the eleven Communist delegates was smothered in the Com-
mittee itself, but throughout the country they proved to be stronger
than was then generally supposed. For the first time they were
able to hold large working class groups loyal to an independent
discipline. This was especially true in the two largest Indian
labour movements, the National Trade Unions .Counf‘:ll and thS
All-India Kisan Sabha, which the Communists ““captured
from Congress Socialists. : ’ o

The Communists refused to support Congress’ call for civil
disobedience. They opposed strikes, riots and sabotage as harmful
to the war effort, and encouraged the workers to remain at tl’}en‘
jobs. They appealed for national unity to support the war against
fascism. They backed Rajagopalachari’s dcm.and for Hl’r’xdu-
Moslem co-operation, through “acceptance 1n principle”  of
the Moslem League’s demand for Pakistan as the nccessary pre-
liminary to a successful fight for independence. , )

As a result of these cleavages the ‘“‘insurrection’ got re_latx_w_:ly
far less mass support than it got from the extremely anti-British
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bourgeoisie, and from middle-class radicals and intell 4
in Bombay few mill workers went on strike, but’ th: Crtnuiili;@}::lx{:
themselves, led by Patel’s friends' such as Mafatlal Gagalbhoy 4
In many cases staged lockouts. Foremen and managers simpI}: 4
told the workers to go home, and promised to see that they got §
their wages. But when owners saw that the revolt had failed they |

quickly reopened the factories.

A curious thing happened in the case of the bi ]
work at the Tata Iron and Steel Company in Jcrr};}%cc?;?xprpav%ﬁicf 1
cost the British 300,000 tons of lost steel production. The Tata |
Company has the most enlightened labour policy in India and :
its workers had no serious grievances. But just before Gandhi }
was arristed the owners inexplicably distributed a three-months’ 4

Bonus™ to all employees, who then promptly went on protest :
strike, led by their foremen! In contrast, practically none of the §
miscrably paid workers in state-owned enterprises—and none
whatever on the railways, most important of all—made any :

serious move to back -Gandhi. :
All the same, if the Japanese had attacked India at that time

it would have been a different story. For the revolt revealed the A

existence of a very extensive fifth column in India. The most
effective sabotage to railways, industries and government propert
centred in Bengal and Bihar, which were for weeks virtually
isolated from the rest of India. Beyond doubt fifth columnisnyl
Z\;*(;lii(ril }giafve assuf{m}:ld gr%ye proportions had pressure by the Japs

any of the mili i i iti
Coawn off ar yal i tary and police power which the British
One thing that impressed me at this time about the hatred

of many upper-class Indians for the British was the big role played
in it by resentment against racial and colour discrimination, and
against the Eng!lsh colonial’s manifestations of superiori;y I
don’t know what it is that makes the average middle-class English»
man, well-behaved and unassuming and likable enough at home
begin to take on these patronizing and gauche airs very often
as soon as he finds himself among ‘““natives” anywhere, but it is a
dlseqse which permeates the entire colonial bureaucracy ’and poisons
relatlgns between the British and their subjects in man),/ lands

‘I§ is all very well to feel superior to other people if yot-l can
dissimulate it as skilfully as the Chinese do, but neither the English
n}i)r the Americans are as highly civilized as that. Admittedly
there is nothing in the British attitude in India which is as bad
as the American treatment of negroes in our Southern states
The.re is a.lso nothing more than the Brahmins’ discrimination
against their own Untouchables, and there is no doubt that one
reason the Brahmin caste is so sensitive about British discrimination
is either its own, bad conscience, or a feeling of frustration at being
unable to invoke its social superiority. But the Brahmins are not
foreigners, and the British are.

50

The humble Indian peasant is used to being treated as a slave,
put the educated Indian, from prince to army officer, deeply
resents things like exclusion from white society and membership
in the clubs, and being barred from some hotels and restaurants
in England and America. Even in Bombay I was refused access
to the Restaurant Breach Kandy when I tried to take an Indian
friend in to eat with me. The management actually had a sign
on the door, “For Europeans and their Européan guests only”’—
a standing affront to thousands of Asiatics who saw it.

Sir Dinshaw Pettit was an Indian who had received all the
honours one could get out of the British system. One day when
I was visiting Kay and Bob Stimson in their Bombay home (a
friendly place of wit, wisdom and generosity) I walked down the
shore to see Sir Dinshaw in his villa and fragrant gardens which
stood green above the sparkling bay. The Baronet asked me,
“Why did the Burmese help the Japs drive out the British?”
1 gave various reasons: because they were misled into thinking
the Japs intended giving them freedom, because the Japs played
on the common adherence to Buddhism and they didn’t know
the Zen Buddhism of Japan is a very different order from the
carefree Burmese religion, and so on.

“No, you’ve missed the most important point!” exclaimed Sir
Dinshaw. “It was because they hate the British for their colour
prejudice and superior ways. All Orientals hate the British because
of this stupid bias, it’s done more harm than anything else, it is
at the bottom of all the trouble.”

So here was my friend with his 50,000,000 rupees, his villas
in Europe, his baronetcy in England, and his palaces in India,
but still an unhappy man. There were still places where merely
the brown of his skin would bar him. I could not have taken
him into the Breach Kandy, either, though I could probably
have taken my dog there—if my dog had not been in Connecticut.

Even the Tata family resented patronage and condescension in
the British, and told me so. And I remember especially vividly
an interview I had with Hiramchand Wolchand, the big Indian
shipping magnate and business entrepreneur in Bombay. At
Nehru’s suggestion I went to call on him in his large suite of air-
conditioned offices. He told me of his vast interests worth millions
of dollars, and how he had fought for Gandhi—financed him, and
sat in the street to stop traffic. It must have been quite a road-
block at that; he had an enormous fanny. As for choice between
the British and Japanese, he said frankly he preferred to take
his chance with the latter. In Japan they had received him as

an equal, and had given him the best suite in the Imperial Hotel

and banqueted him everywhere. In England the hotels were
always “full” and big business men would not invite him to
their homes; and in America they told him that they could not

register a black man in the hotels.
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“But the Japanese would ruin you, you know,” I said. “You
could never operate this profitably under their control.” ,

“What do I care about losing my property?” this outsize Indian
sitting on top of a huge fortune said to me with tears in his voice.
“Look at me now, am I a free man? No, I am just a slave!”
It was a terrifying experience.

Such feelings blinded hundreds like Wolchand to whatever
virtues British rule otherwise possessed. I thought of encounters
like this very often when, in Russia, I saw Asiatics living under
the Soviet system, with none of the rights to amass private wealth
that the British allowed the Indian bourgeoisie. They had few
of the “civil liberties” Indians had, either. But the Bolsheviks
had done one thing which made up for a lot. They had abolished
the rights of “private enterprise”—or “private privilege”, if
you prefer—but with it they had also abolished racial and colour
discrimination.

I have gone into this whole episode in some detail because
abroad not much is realized of its significance. For one thing,
the British here probably lost their last chance to reconcile the
forces of Indian nationalism to continued membership in the
Empire. Henceforth nothing short of amputation will satisfy the
decisive elements in Indian society. It was also perhaps Gandhi’s
last act as generalissimo of Indian nationalism. Vigorous younger
forces will no longer be dominated by him, nor his quasi-religious
political theories—though they will continue to be an influence.
Nehru realized that when I last saw him.

“India has had its back straightened by Gandhi; he has taught
us the value of unity in political action, and during this period
probably no other method could have succeeded,” he told me.
“But I do not believe now that we will ever get power by non-
violent means. This is our last attempt.” .

A new leadership based on militant organization of working-
class power, combined with support from the Indian industrial
bourgeosie, and tied in closely with trends in China and with
other Asiatic revolutionary movements, and not afraid to pene-
trate and use the Indian Army, may well emerge after the war.
Sooner or later it will adopt violence on a major scale unless
there is a fundamental change in policies pursued by the British
Cabinet, to take cognizance of the proverbial handwriting on the
wall.

But what was going on at this very moment, up in the moun-
tains of the Caucasus beyond India’s north-west frontier, was
in a real sense deciding the future of these unfortunate people
in a far more conclusive manner than anything they did about
it themselves. ‘

In September I flew out of India and over Iraq, bound for
Russia at last, where, after all, man’s fate was indeed decided
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by soul-force—articulated in the only language that fascist im-
perialism could understand, the language of cannon.

4. THE TEHERAN GATEWAY

is as exciting and romantic as its name until you get
cl(;[;cat;o the filth an%i disease that kill eight out of ten chllcéreri
before they are five. But you can’t smell it from the air lari: a
5,000 feet the long sands and rivers look weirdly beautiful. h\fen
on the ground it is still nearer the Arabian Nights than anylt) ing
outside Hollywood. The greatest battle in history waﬁs eing
waged beyond its frontier on the Caspian Sea when I first saw
old Persia but the country seemed far removed from war. .
When I flew into the mountain-rimmed capital, Teheraré, p
was trailing Wendell Willkie’s Gulliver, and comfortably ahea : of
three other gentlemen who foregathered there to decide the }f:tef )
of Hitler in December 1943. I rode up from Basra with the CD ie
of our Persian Gulf Service Command, Bngz}dler-Genergl on
Shingler, a one-man coalition: of engineer, diplomat an com& ,
mander who did one of the great jobs of this war when he opcflzne f
up our south gate into Russia. And as we crossed the baftr;l S 0
yellow and green sand, and the earth wh1§h cradled a h.al dozen
buried civilizations tracing back to centuries before Christen (ém,
I realized Shingler could turn lth writing guide books any day
ed appreciating him. ) )
th(lj\l(?:nllg’n;t(;};&r wep I;l)eft the g;‘uined fortresses where .Smdbad 13
supposed to have lived, outside Basra, he consulted his rlnap an
the landscape and then leaned over and plucked my sleeve. ¢
“There’s Al Qurna down there.” He pointed out a tox&n of
sun-baked brick set among palms and gardens, a thin ruffle o
vegetation beside the Euphrates, black under the desert Stu:l
“Somewhere near Al Qurna, Adam ate the apple that star Cd
all the trouble, or so they say. This is were Eve used to run arfpuil1
in the altogether. Probably it was once the confluence of the
igri d Euphrates.” .
Tl%ﬁfdligd’s sulzzcessors hereabouts claimed the original apple t}feg
was still alive as recently as the first quld War. It seems it ha
disappeared during a celebrated international incident when som§c
Tommies, slightly overheated with beer and midday 31;;1, wen1
on an unauthorized souvenir hunt one day and broke o s}elvcczira
of its branches. The inhabitants were Moslems, but they athi
civic pride in public property, and revered the sacred treiel as the
apple of their eye. They chose some Tommies, ,and \{v en he
fighting was over nothing was left either of Adam’s app) ﬁ ' 1t_reef r
the sinners. I hasten to relieve Don Shingler of 'rf:sponms% 1E1yb (c)l
the story, which can be blamed strictly on the traditions of Sin ha -
Beyond Al Qurna lay the city of Ur of the Chaldees, w (terd
Abraham was born, and farther along our course Shingler poin 63
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out the ruins of Babylon. Outside Bagh :
' . ghdad we swooped 1 s
Ctesiphon and the great arch of the meeting hallO}i)euiltor)lyO:}f; 3

tS}?;szilmds more than a thousand years ago. It still holds out against
e V(»iments and the laws of gravity, and since Hitler isn’t coming
e lef?yngﬁgag has a gocl>lcl cha}?ce of lasting another thousand
—an excellent thing to do with th ilential
by Baghdad—a g vith that pestilential
- 5,000 feet. To get to Teheran you step o
. . . ver
tél: rim of those biblical mountains which rise ir}; the gl)istant
( Xcasqs and qnd_ in thfe.wastes of the Baluchistan.
befomerlhcans did not visit Teheran much oftener than Lhasa
Iranre the war, but thousands of them came in soon after I did
ol Iglef:ipt lmore to us, and we meant more to Iran, than most
govgm alrtlty.rfzahzeﬁl that September of 1942. Nearly every
£ ment ministry had one or more Ameri . i
| r 1 can experts servin
iﬁe;nki(ixlsgégec&pamty.lIran had appealed to Walzhington fo%
able gentlemen, through our 1 ini
Teheran, Louis Dre ’ . e Thad coyly asked
yfus, and at the same time had
for lend-lease aid. We suppli s e o fowed
L . We supplied the advisers first; then lend-l
. men Winant and Kidd arrived ¢ Tran might be
Win v to talk over what Iran might b
wanting in exchan i i ing out 1o
anoing b ge for the precious oil she was pouring out to
Aside from oil, wh '
, y should we take so much interest i i
i t in this
loitbtslil.xrcithzvtlgu;:é)untri hz;llﬁi\f/‘ay agound the world? Well, it isn’t so
; make half a dozen Britains. And it wasn’
. _ . t so
?;)Sscgflf;hi?zn}l{ore" elt]ileli,l r(xiot;) when it formed our only land bridge
ussia. It had become to the Soviet Union wh
: at the
il;rtrga Road had been to the Chinese, only far more so; it ulti-
i y proved our most important line of supply. ’
Janurtl rpaper, Ira}x: had been an ally of Britain and Russia since
Jar of% Ihgtf}’z, E ough' an odd arrangement specifically relieved
her of g 1ngh ermans, even in self-defence. Earlier the British
and I"las;:laar\li aar?d Toved 1}? troops to depose the old King, Riza
, o put his son on the throne instead. We w
; | . ere
E;,?t g:;;tly to that operation, done in the interest of Allied security
o avi was allegedly pro-Nazi. But we had our own trcat);
of al ::lnce ;/lnth. Iran, not on paper, but in the hearts of many
s, who liked Uncle Sugar a litde better right then th
most foreign powers. "
Teheran, which a few i
years ago saw nothing in its streets b
ﬁf(l)mecl ftrafﬁcs from the desert, had become a focal point whc:i:et
Cre}z SA?II: 3 oviet victory converged in the form of the first con-
cre nemter;e ng?(lspﬁ (;Ax thousand ?ng one items, from trucks to ther-
1 ) V wing 1n to fight Hitler. Goods entered on fo
. u
g;gerr::lni railways and roads, one of which started in far-off Indiar
Ame?ic ;n the capital on the way to their destination ,
n engineers were constructing docks harbou
I urs
i?cc} brlcilg%s for Iran, and would soon begin a new railwayf 'f'zzgf
o lans had arrived to man repair and assembly depots, and the

Jarge plants recently erected for General Motors and Douglas
Aircraft. Great new oil refineries at Abadan, which alone pro-
duced enough high-octane gasolene to supply Allied needs in this
part of the world, were being developed chiefly with American
materials and partly by American technicians.

For them South Persia was no bed of Rubaiyats. They baked
:n desert heat ten months a year and dreamed of home the whole
rwelve. In Basra I was solemnly assured the thermometer reached
147 in the shade at the airport, while Abadan claimed a record
three degrees higher.

Iran is full of dysentery, malaria, trachoma, typhoid, typhus,
cholera and smallpox and theére is a delightful punishment known
as Baghdad boil, or Oriental sore. But the place does grow the
loveliest roses of the East and it produces excellent wines and
caviare. Teheran itself is set amongst the white petals of a flower
of mountains—a jewel in the lotus.

If Russia had had the same rate of mortality as Iran more
newborn babes and children under five would have died there
from preventable diseases in 1942 than on the battlefields. Yet
Teheran, now a city of more than half a million, has a healthful.
climate, and many call it the best in the Middle East. A little
more than a decade ago it was a noisome spot like Baghdad or
worse, a mere hazard in the desert, 2 collection of narrow, canopied
sireets winding between mud-brick walls, hiding a few places of
gardens and cool beauty, but full of hovels of darkness and filth.
Old Riza Shah Pahlavi changed it. Rome was not built in a day,
but Teheran was rebuilt in a decade.

As a starter he made himself a new palace with a fifty-car garage.
Houses and shops were torn down ruthlessly to make way for the
wide streets and paved arterial roads with the tree-lined walks you
see to-day. The plazas and squares were laid out and filled with
statuary and fountains. Electric lighting and power were intro-
duced.” Impressive government edifices and several streets of
modern shops were erected, and a number of schools, hospitals
and other public buildings appeared. Even the British got the
idea. They put up a magnificent structure, finished to resemble a
mosque, to house the Imperial Bank of Iran. As a climax, the
Shah ordered a streamlined railway station. The result of this
burst of energy is that Iran’s capital became one of the most
attractive cities in Asia.

“It looks clean enough. What’s wrong
one of the few American residents comp

hazard soon after my arrival.

“What is the most important thing about a city? Its water
supply! The people who rebuilt Teheran forgot about that. Look
at the water in the drainage channels in the strect. See that man
over there washing his feet? See that woman nearby washing her
baby? Down below, somebody else is filling a bucket of drinking
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with it?” I asked when
lained about the health




water. That’s all the water Teheran has. When you turn on the
tap in your hotel room, that’s what comes out of the spout— {

billions of germs.”

“You're just pampered,” I said. “You should live in Wardha, :

where you have to drink your water in the purple.”

But the city has its compensations. They might be summariged |
by saying it reminds you of old Harbin. It is semi-Asiatic, semi- |
European, and with a brisk, invigorating climate, a mixture of §
seemingly every race, from flaxen-haired Czech and Polish refugees

to impoverished Mongoloid tribesmen in from the hills, and the
debt-ridden peasant serfs and dark Arab camel-pullers and
hoodéd women clothed all in black.

The shops were crammed with goods, more than I had seen in
any stores from Cairo to Chungking, but at fantastic prices for
anything imported. Inflation was already rampant. Fine Persian
silver work, miniature paintings and soft carpets which formerly
were cheap but now cost more than in America, which did not
stop American soldiers from investing heavily, just as in India
they were cheerfully victimized on all sides by fake jewels made
in Japan. On the other hand, caviare, vodka and Persian wine
were plentiful, and still relatively cheap. You could buy caviare
fresh from the Caspian at five American dollars a pound, and a
dozen gorgeous roses for a dollar. But whisky was twelve dollars
a quart, and an empty vacuum bottle cost twenty.

Fruit stalls were crammed with luscious pears, apples, pome-
granates and grapes, and there was a seemingly inexhaustible
supply of meats, nuts, confections and pastry. At least inexhaustible
for that 5 per cent of the population, including Poles lately
released from Russia, and then living on Anglo-American funds,
who could afford to buy them. It may seem a trivial subject to
you, but the discovery of all this milk and honey after the scant
markets of China and India was something for me to wire home
about. And I did. :

Only Cairo presented as brilliant a display and variety of uni-
forms. At dusk Teheran’s main street was a mannequin parade.
Polish, British, French, Persian, Indian, Egyptian, Russian and
American costumes were among the throng, which was definitely
a male show, women providing only a sombre background. Per-
sians themselves sported a variety ranging from the powder-blue
garb of the gendarmerie to the soft mustard colour of the army,
and they easily took first honours. The Russian influence dominated,
from the high-crowned hat to leather boots, but there were some
touches of genius in Teheran tailors. The same figures who, when
you passed them in laymen’s clothes, made no impression except
to arouse the subconscious thought that there goes another fellow

who probably washes his feet in your bath water, were, in uniform,
all Robert Taylors and Cesar Romeros. i

As already remarked, Iran’s army was pledged to help the
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Allies, but not to fight the Axis. It would have had little cﬁ‘?;:(;
on t};c balance anyway. It'SI‘ s}frength wago p\;t;reato i%(():,cor(;)O,A';lide
judgi he streets of Teheran, 70,0 .
Judging o ot i h er, furnished free by the Shah,
from the decorative uniforms, howev d, furnished tree byt Tving
the officers were poorly compensated. : gdrew o ealons
was twice as high as in America, a genera o O o ate.
th, and a lieutenant less than an American prl
Of’ﬁﬁgonivfrn %I}llah, Mohammed Riza, was commander;‘m-c‘t})ueflr'l 0:
all in uniform. Though still very young, he had 50 ard tizat
well-regulated king, abiding strictly bgl the (Czlonstltzst;oar;1 (zimo bvibus%;;
like his wastrel brothers, he was sober and earn :
Sir:z;t:d to his strikingly beautiful E%yptlan-bo;‘éle rqx:ve}iré,h Fh:zw}?;ad.
A trained soldier, his first love was the army, ver which B it
established his direct control; and he was e_ahglf e
vi ks and airplanes. After Wendell Willkie pat
:géhb;iﬁ znzcli took Iilim for a ride in a U.S. Army Ll(li)erat}c:r, }1::3
Shah began to believe he would supply him; but tc; at% o: ;
only got General Rigley as adviser to hlsA%uaréergﬁstrearm p}:;i;nc
Second to the Shah in power was me h(? ,, Prime
inister: and some said the Shah was second to him. (
Iligszféeiﬁea;arliament, whose members were entirely appomlted by
Mohammed’s father. European-educated and vocaigy §tror;gCl ysgzz-
’ i i d wore gold-rimm ec-
Ally, he looked like Sven H.edmz and & mmed, spec-
iving him a professorial air. His fluent French
;ggxlrels’cg:gsgntal so trl)xat it was inconhgruou}i t?: see ?;IE fg:rglz;tﬁ
i f yellow Islamic prayer beads throughout our ,
igéngifde}:i candelabra and statuary which festooned the whole

palace. o
The prime minister exp
Iran rich in sterling. Large cre

lained that royalties on oil had made
dits had accumulated in London.

She was one country ready to pay us cash for any help a}&tg?g;icac}
by lend-lease. Ghoram himself wanted nllachme shl(c)lpsbgna e
i “ had a good arsenal, we cou
e in T hi d shoulders. “Naturally
i nd shoulders.
help to Russia.” He shrugged his rou e ura )
army self-sufficient, .
the arsenal would also help make our army f ,
We think, because of our geographlial posklltlon, lth:rpé*ér;l;orlglirélsttig
i ¢ t to have clos
went on rather wistfully, “we ough ] o e
i i i th America. For this reason,
and relationships of every kind wi \ :  Jeason,
i Russians as advisers. Amer!
Iran chose Americans rather than 2 :
is far away, Russia sits on the northern frontier. His meaning
was perfectly clear. )
Th}t): sameyidca guided the old Sh:jl[h V\{henlile. 1haar;rdevc\lrhci):}t 1?825
i -Iranian Railway,
tracts for construction of the Trans-Ira . runs
i Russian frontier across mou
from the Persian Gulf almost to the S 2  pountain
i built one section, Americal
asses 7,000 feet high. Germans :
gnother% and the British were assigned the most clhf_:ﬁcult,S V\\;\;l’g(l;;
various oddments were contributed by Italians, Belgians,

ar I(] ZE( IlS .‘)IC a 1 V' t RUSSia, Sleepers
Cl nd ral]s came frOm S() 1€
C - 57




58

from Australia, locomoti

fom , otives frqm Sweden, and fur i
by thE:IaSpvf/lirsls a%% ‘(]jugoslama, ‘while the Teheran statig;frwsagpg};ﬁ:
ey s, Tt -day no for(?lgner's have a financial interest in th
opcrate; th 1; owned entirely in Iran. But the American A ;
(perates it is ar as Teheran—which pleases the youn Silm}};
Ammens ‘}Al,,a ; irrrllell‘;cansil he figures, will go home after thegwara
fom Eeyet o Ca;)r} the same expectation one found everywhére
everybonry ing ina—that somehow America would protect
ooy Oyne ?h.ependence, and in addition put a car inpeverC
e fiad Teon 1§g }(iur troops and engineers had done, an ay
sy hac isolatg t the land of Harun-al-Rashid and of Old g:na}lr :
of the world ari(c)lmvir:.wletr: at?le?:cgmf Ofﬁne o lthc foain CrOSSFO&d:

3 . s traffic policem

byjl}x{igoxsr::%efxt‘orgt tlbe dcclaratlon'at' Tcheralil in Df:c);:mber I

oy Roose sw;uoa 13 and Ch_urchlll, the earlier fears that this 1%13&
Pt to rest Tt ar\;ve 1 up by its Russian neighbour have now been
put to res .to Irany 1}§1ternat10nal guarantee is worth anything, the
Tt o ghven o should assure it a brilliant independent futu

e most explicit promise of international econonﬁz

aid and right to e .
participate in worl i . :
yet made to any smallpnation. d affairs on a basis of equality

BOOK TWO
DAYS OF VICTORY

I
ACROSS THE STEPPE

1I.INTO RUSSIA

1

Tuey cuaNGE THEIR clime, not their disposition, who run
beyond the sea,” observed, the smug Horace, and he was quite
right; you cannot get much more out of a country than you take
to it. This is especially true of Russia, 1 think; a man’s previous
environment and experience almost invariably determine. the
impressions he gets of that country. That is why you hear such

vastly different answers to the same questions from people who
ought to know.

The night before I flew into Russia out of Teheran, I had dinner
with Bill Chaplin, and with Jim Brown whom Bill was relieving
as International News correspondent in Moscow, and with Edmund
Stevens, of the Christian Srience Monitor. Brown and Stevens had
seen much the same things in Russia, they had had somewhat
similar experiences, and they agreed about certain basic facts.
But they were as far apart on interpretations as William Henry
Chamberlain, for example, and Walter Duranty. The latest crop
of correspondents was evidently repeating the history of the earlier
ones. - '

Later on, in Moscow, I got together with a colleague one night
and drew up a list of the special equipment a foreign student ought
to take with him to Russia. We decided this should include, besides
general familiarity with history and geography (1) a knowledge
of Russian history, language and culture; (2) a knowledge of the
history and cuiture of Eastern Europe and some residence in that
area; (3) knowledge of some history, culture and language of
Eastern Asia; and (4) knowledge of the history and theory of
Marxism and social revolution in both East and West. We made
up a score board for the correspondents and diplomats then in
Russia and gave them ratings. There was not one with all those
qualifications. : :

In addition to such positive assets an observer in Russia ought
to be dispossessed of as many negative factors of approach as
possible; he should be as objective as a good juror. It must be
recognized, for instance, that a strong believer in clerical or
Church authority in temporal affairs would not be able to examine
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Soviet Russia without bias. An individual familiar only with strictly ]
Anglo-Saxon parliamentary processes in government would also
be under some handicap; such a limited background is not likely
to enable one to understand means and ends in Russia. And it §

goes without saying that racial antagonism, class prejudices, ,
congenital pacifism, or hatred of the whole idea of socialist society, 4

are all barriers to a correct judgment of forces inside Russia. |
As far as the prejudices were concerned, at least, I felt little

encumbered when I entered the country. It was true I was reared |
a Catholic; but I know something about the history of the Ortho- ]
dox Church in Russia, too, and reasons for the Bolshevik attitude ]
toward it. Long residence in China had divested me of racial or E

religious prejudices, and perhaps made me more of a Taoist than

anything else. And in fact I was to find that my Asiatic back-
ground gave me quite an insight into some things about Russia |
that perplexed or astonished other people. The Far East was the
practical school in which I had studied Marxism and its influence; |

and it was in Manchuria that I had first met Russian culture and
power.

It is only the habit of an old cartography, in many ways as
outdated as the early concept of a flat world, that prevents us
from thinking of the Soviet Union as the continent of Eurasia,
rather than as part of Europe. It is of course an amalgam of East
and West and a synthesis of the historic influences of both cultures,
as overlaid upon the Slavic peoples struggling up toward socialism
from the depths of centuries of Mongolian despotism and Tsarist
absolutism. Tatar blood flows freely all through Russia and there
is a strong flavour of Asiatic habit, method and philosophy behind
the practice of socialism in Soviet society even to-day. Many things
the casual foreign observer sees here and imagines to be peculiar
to socialism are in fact simply a mixture of Slav and Tatar.

But there is danger in assuming that because the U.S.S.R. is
Eurasia its inhabitants have anything in common with so-called
Eurasians of the colonial world. Incredible as it may seem, some
visitQrs in Russia even during the war tried to treat them as a
colonial people or take a paternalistic “or patronizing attitude
toward them. Nobody senses condescension more quickly than a
Russian, nor resents it more. He simply considers such people
fools, and uses them accordingly.

It was, anyway, hard for me to see how anyone could feel “pat-
ronizing”’ towards Russia at the moment I flew across the border
early in October 1942. After what I had seen of India, Iraq,
Iran and North Africa I knew we and the British did not have
enough forces in this region to stop the Nazis if they broke through
to the lower Caspian Sea. The battle for Stalingrad was already
two months old and the Germans’ right wing had penetrated

deep into the Caucasus. We flew very low into Baku and tree-
hopped all the way to Kuibyshev. The Germans came quite close
Go

he mayor

close I do not know, but la,ter on't

he town was reported as stating that Baku’s owtr} Sgu?s hig
Q-'f : ed the city”. If it had gone to the Germans, if Sta ln%r
iszvt;mt held, all the Middle East and India would have been
a 3 . ; .

i tration. ] )
expose t?hélevig:?; Eilieved outside Russia that Stahngr:‘lld vyali
. :ivasdoomed. I did not agree with this and T was heaxl*-{ly sicl
alrﬁ'a }gn eople say, ‘ Of course we were all wrong about ;115513.1 ;
We e egnpot all wrong, and I am glad to have it on recor ! a-
WE VlYm\Qred from the outset that Hitler ha'd 1::mbarked1 on cIa g_sa
{ o;fhlg by invading Russia. But even actl this tlmtc:i peopnee (;nthgtll
; \ i i e, and war
ite seriously commiserated me,
a«gilgrﬁzvg ltl; ?eave Russia by way of Sllkl)en}al.. ;Ii‘hiri (\)/:Zzz ::I;)l:;(f:
. i the firs
i s seeking peace. (Actually

t}i?t Rus:l?n;v;e shortlég afterward, and it came from German?rci
Ooierljsasia) It was expected in Allied councils that Japan wou
n . ‘
invade in the East.

ied an area.about
i i t be remembered, occupie ¢ :
th;I:Li lstil;; 2? %uxl*t er:sltlcs:rn and southern American sta.(t)e(s),O én(gggs?g
i i to 770,000, 3
h contained some ‘60,000,000
e “(r)hlslation half the size of our own. The dconlquisc';
cover dp p1 4 tenth of the U.S.S.R. but it was the most develop
cove;einogvzry respect. It held half the wprlgmg coal mm}c:s,lfptr}(:;
Eiem d three-fifths of the iron ore a‘nd pig iron, aboul\t/I ra o
stlégf and machinery, and about a third of the hax:cvesfg.au oRcu than
ic power was lost and 30 per cent o )
ha'llf tahe rflli‘iggzglg. P')].“he finest cities and the capitals 01{/[ the rlc}ng
;?rlozfvinycyes had fallen; Leningrad was blockaded, and Moscow
i tled city. L
Stl%\’an '?m]?)istib(ie thgt Russia could yet find the strength hwizihlﬁ
h aisf 1topthrow back the German colossus, or ev?‘r} toIt Oas N
f er:}?er? Tt was a test for all time of two ‘w'aysl'of le‘nd 1:,d %
. ¢ whether a society organized on socialist lines, ha led by
o I;rs and peasants, could survive a rnammun}x1 t rcv::’ho Qhad
s e. Those convinced that it could not, those ho had
ex1st§nc(i. eedy Red Army disaster, or internal politica 1\11'ea.
e cf)glomi{: collapse, or wholesale desertion to the ) }zlnglsé
up::l G te to be proved fully wrong. Even to many sympa SSieb1
f)liloo}l;irs it seemed that this nation _of pcals;\nt's coulsd Vrvlgz }zlo Htﬂz
ichty Wehrmacht; all it could give u
defeatt%i nlu%vaz glad, therefo’rc, to be reassured when I It'e%c(}:;l({
rlgzggyslhcv' and went to sce Sdorqgn }Iozgvsky,t a;)sésatlinEnglish
i ion Affairs, who said, o not s ) ,
in:)s;z;; fﬁrﬁefoéilggﬁ!sh”, but nevertheless managed to make himself

uite clear.
“Why do the
fighting to-day,

to0 Baku, exactly how

Russians fight so hard and how can they go or;
that is what Americans want to know, 1s it so:

11n The New Republic, July 1941.
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Listen, Americans did not understand us .in the past. Some were §
influenced by lies about us; they would not believe the truth. §
"That is why they judged wrong about us. Now they see how our §
people fight and they realize there is something here in Russia }
which keeps them going. Do you want to know what is it? The 3
answer is that the Revolution has created here a new social con-

sciousness and that men and women in this country have some-

thing to fight for, to die for or to live for as the case may be, but |

to fight for!”
As Russia unfolded beneath my eyes during the succeeding

six months, as Red victories mounted and slowly the world }

breathed more casily, I was able to look for this **new conscious-

ness” among men and women and children labouring in the ]

fields from dawn to dark, and by the light of the moon, and in
the factories day and night, and ‘in battle tireless and fearless in
their valour. I did not find the answer all in one place, or all at

once and I do not claim to have all the answer now. On the

whole, I never saw another great country where relations with
the foreign Press were more inexpertly handled, where there was
so little understanding of the needs of individual correspondents
of good will, and where, as a result of repeated frustration and
bafflement in one’s efforts to secure the minimum degree of co-
operation required to collect one’s material, so magnificent an
epic of anguish and glory was more inadequately presented to
the world. Nevertheless, day by day I saw a little here and a
little there until finally I came to some conclusions of my own
about the “secret”” of Russia’s fighting spirit, and toward the
end of this book I shall try to sum them up as best I can.
Lozovsky was right about something else, I should point out.
Before I left for Moscow I asked him if he thought the Japs would
attack Siberia. He hesitated for a moment and then smiled above
his beard which is like Kalinin’s. “No,” he answered emphatically,
“we do not think Japan will attack.” Which was quite a state-

ment to get from a commissar in Russia in that dark October
of 1942, '

2. SOUTHWARD FROM MOSCOW

Not long after I reached Moscow I heard Josef Stalin, in his
role as People’s Commissar of Defence and Supreme Commander-
in-Chief, deliver his famous speech on the twenty-fifth anniversary
of the October Revolution. All Russia was silent as he spoke and
even in the frontlines men clapped on earphones to cut out the
noise of cannon and listen in. In Moscow the giant amplifiers that
keep the squares echoing with voices all day long now lifted this
soft, slow, confident Georgian accent high to the heavens. It
boomed into Red Square and turned the corner into Revolutionary
Square, opposite the Metropole Hotel, where we sat listening.
When Stalin paused to drink a glass of water (once he apologized
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come
fulfil that pledge. From Leningrad to the
front was transformed, as the Russians seized
the Germans in the tracks of their own offensive.

For days the correspondents clamoured for permission to visit 3

the front, but the Press Department gave us only the assurance
that Stalin had made about Allied help—*“sooner or later”’. Nobody
went, except Henry Shapiro, of the United Press, and it was hard to
complain much about that. Obviously Stalin had to do something
to cheer up Shapiro, after having given the rival Henry (Cassidy,
of the 4.P.) a celebrated scoop by answering one of his letters.
When, finally, a trip was organized for some of us, late in December,
we knew the issue was already decided at Stalingrad—though the
Germans would not surrender for another month.

We started southward in some style, in a wagons-lits sleeping
car bound for Saratov. It was the same kind of car I used to see
on the old Blue Express in China, and for all I know might have
been one I had ridden in years ago. The same samovar steamed
in the same little galley and the same white-haired Russian poked
charcoal into a glow and smiled as we filed in. There was the same
profusion of brass and mirrors and the same red carpeting down
the aisles. But the resemblance to good old days ended with the
wagons-lits car. The rest of the rolling stock was ancient and
unpainted, and in the high-floored, large-wheeled, wide-gauge
Russian style: some third class carriages crowded with soldiers and .
peasants bundled in dark shabby overcoats, fur hats and the knee-
high felt boots called valenki.

“We're locked in,” Eddy Gilmore of the 4.P. announced, as
he tried the door leading to the car behind us. “The front one’s
locked too. I thought we’d get a chance to talk to some Russians
on the train, but we're strictly segregated.”

“They’ve heard about your fifth-column wark in the Metropole,
Eddy, and they’re taking no chances.”

“You can talk to me,” grinned our pink-cheeked conducting
officer, Lt.-Colonel Anatole Vladimirivich Tarantzev, who had
been loaned by the Red Signal Corps for the trip. The colonel was
studying English; I was trying to learn Russian. I took him up on
his offer and invited him into my compartment to kill a bottle of
vodka.

Tarantzev was thirty-two, unmarried, and a graduate engineer
from the Ukraine. He had been studying electrical science when
the Nazis struck and the army called him into service. Then he
was wounded in the knee. While convalescing he was sent to work
with the staff in Moscow. In this way he ended up ‘as shepherd
to some foreign correspondents adrift on the steppe.

“A sad fate for a fighting man,” I remarked.

“Nichevo, I can improve my English,” said the little colonel.
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toward which we were headed on this journey. Both Daghestanians
and Kalmucks are related to the Mongols, who ruled this part of 4
the world for centuries until the Russian boyars and the Cossacks 4

broke their power, in a §

raised their heads a few centuries ago and
great battle fought near the present city of Stalingrad.

But Georgi, our Daghestanian, apparently had little interest A

in the ancient glory of his people. He was twenty-two, and had been
in the army five years, and had risen to the rank of sergeant.
The army had taught him to speak and read Russian and Ukrainian;
he had tasted the big life, and wanted more. Now he aspired to
become an officer, to return to the Ukraine, and to marry the girl
he hoped might still be there.

“Do you call yourself an Asiatic or a European?” I asked.

“I am an Asiatic. But I like Russian culture—the music, the
dancing, the theatre. Ah!”’ He shook his head enthusiastically.
“It’s wonderful.”

“And you really think they will let you hecome an officer?”

“Why not? Look at me: I'm strong, that’s because I fed at
my mother’s breast till I was seven years old. Why not be an
officer? My head isn’t so hard. Anybody with my ability can be
an officer in the Red Army, if he’s willing to study.”

Georgi confided that he was taking a couple of German officers
to Moscow for questioning. It was his fourteenth trip of the kind,
he said. He was about to let us see his charges when his own com-
mander shouted an order and he moved off to his car.

“We’ve got Fritz! on the run now, the worst is over,” he yelled
over his shoulder at us. “We’ll be back in the Ukraine before the
year is over!”

In Saratov we dined copiously at the Railwaymen’s Club, and
in the morning I ate the most expensive breakfast of my life. It
cost us 220 rubles each, which worked out at over eighteen American
dollars, There was borsch, sausage of different varieties, cold fish,
chocolate, caviare, red wine and quantities of vodka. We were to
have no warm food again for thirty-six hours, so we ate and drank
like Russians; that is to say, as Russians would have liked to eat
and drink. By the time we stepped out into the sparkling streets .

again the party was hilarious. Even late that evening, as our train
pulled slowly over the wide bridge at the Volga, to enter the former
German Republic, big Ronnie Matthews, Daily Herald corre-
spondent, was still living in a world of his own.

“Gentlemen, you are now crossing the most famous Russian
river,” he announced; “‘you are crossing the Vodka.”

“And what happened to the Germans, after the Volga Republic
was dissolved?”” I asked Tarantzev.

He pointed eastward. “Karaganda,” he said. '
“But there must have been some good Soviet citizens among
them?”

! The Russian equivalent of Jerry and Kraut.
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3. WAR AND SPACE
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warm and bright in contrast to the twilight Moscow calls its winter 4§

day. 1

We had come out upon the lower Volga valley and the old home- 1
land of the Torguts, who 300 years ago wandered here from
Mongolia. For a century they pastured their cattle along the Volga, §
unti] the Russian nobles, advancing from the north, threatened to E
exterminate them. Nearly the whole tribe, several hundred thousand
strong, began a great trek back to Eastern Asia, and on the way had 4
to fight all the armies of the Russians, Only a small portion of the |

original party ever reached Mongolia. But part of the nation

voted to remain in Russia; it moved southward, to settle on the §
right bank of the Volga, in what is to-day the Kalmuck Republic.
And here it was that the Germans had begun their last counter- |

attack «to save Stalingrad and relieve the twenty-two divisions
trapped in the Red Army encirclement.

Since August 23, 1942, the Nazis had thrown wave upon wave |

of Storm Troops against Stalingrad, which the Reds had chosen
to defend as a fortress. In the first fifty days of fighting alone the
enemy lost about 180,000 killed, and sacrificed 1,300 planes. It
wasn’t enough; the Reds had kept their toes dug into the right bank
of the river, thwarting Hitler’s grandiose plan. That plan had been
to sweep up the river toward Kuibyshev, to Kazan and to Gorki,
according to Stalin, in co-ordination with another pincer which
was intended to close in from north of Moscow. The giant forceps

was supposed to meet before the Urals, and Hitler had hoped he .

could then pull all European Russia away from its Asiatic hinter-
land.

But the key crossing of the lower Volga, and the gateway to
the Urals, had held. Around Stalingrad the Russians organized
the great counter-offensive, which opened on November 19, to
impose the first major defeat suffered by the forces of Nazidom
after years of unbroken triumph.

The counter-offensive developed in three stages. In the first,
the Red Army drove deep wedges close into the German flanks
on both sides of Stalingrad, thrusting in from the north-west and
south-west. These drives met fifty miles beyond the city on November
23, and began to draw together in a circle of death around the
Germans. The second stage was the offensive near Voronezh,
launched north-west of Stalingrad. And now the Reds were moving
rapidly ahead with the third phase, as they struck far south of

would eventually free all the sunny slopes of the Caucasus, and cut
off the hand which Hitler had almost closed over the oil of Baku.
Before the southern wing had developed its power, however,
the Germans made a last desperate counter-attack to threaten
the Soviet flank below Stalingrad. Planes dropped leaflets over the

city, promising the beleaguered Sixth Army “liberation before
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Late at night we reached Ryegorod, which means Paradise, and
was just the kind of dump you find called Paradise in our own
western states. Quarters were assigned to us in a townsman’s frame
hut, where there were pallets of straw laid out behind the big
Russian tile stove. Major-General Nikolai Constantinovich Popov,
who had been expecting us since early morning, dropped in before
he retired. He wore a greatcoat and chinchilla hat, adorned with
a red star, and he had fine grey eyes set in a swarthy face. When he
spoke his name Popov no longer seemed funny.

Popov had probably done more than anybody else to organize
victory in these parts. As deputy chief of the rear services, co-
ordinating supply and transport, he had somehow brought enough
across the Volga before it had frozen, and while it was under the
fire of Germany artillery ten miles away, to enable the Red forces
to meet the enemy offensive, repulse it, and launch a victorious
counter-attack of their own.

“How did you cover all your preparations, General, with the
Germans in your front yard and the river at your back?”

Popov removed his hat and rubbed a hairy, muscular hand over
his shaved head. “We developed night sight,” he explained. “We
learned to see at night-as well as you can see in the daylight. While
it was light the enemy could see nothing unusual, but at night the
roads and the river swarmed with life. Our drivers learned to go
anywhere without lights. They learned the secrets of the steppe.”

“You mean to tell us, General, that you supplied your whole army
here by way of that little bridge we crossed back on the Volga?”

“The bridge you crossed was built only a few days before our
offensive began. Until then we ferried supplies across the river in
the arms of men or on their backs. We used barges and boats, too,
but they were easier targets for the enemy. The surest way was to
send men over at night. They still came over after the river began
to fill with ice. They jumped from one piece of ice to another, one
minute on their bellies and the next on their toes. Sometimes they
fell in and their comrades hauled them out still hanging on to their

guns and ammunition. Enough got across to supply and reinforce
our troops on the south bank and to enable us to open the attack.”

Once General Wavell said that the maintenance of a steady
flow of supply is almost the whole art of modern warfare, a task
which air power has enormously complicated. Certainly in desert
warfare supply is everything, and in warfare on the winter steppe,
it is everything too. Yet I was struck by a singular fact next day,
as we followed in the wake of this fast-moving army. It was that we
rarely saw a supply train or even 2 column of reinforcements. No
doubt they were near, as we had seen when they appeared to tow
the stalled tractor, but by day they concealed themselves in the
brush and off the main roads. The moment darkness fell the roads
filled up with a mysterious traffic debouching out of an apparent

void.
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Moving along the windy expanse I thought of Chekhov’s pictures',
of the steppe and how well they gave you the terrifying loneliness!}

of it. It was like Inner Mongolia near Kueihua or like the Ninghsia |

grasslands west of the Yellow River only there were more miles 4

and miles of it without a tree or a ripple in the bleak, brown earth.
To lose one’s way here was like losing it on the desert, and the road !
was lined with straw-tufted standards to guide the traveller through
sudden blizzards. ' o)

When, infrequently, we came upon settlements they were huts
made of unbaked clay bricks, surrounded by fences of thatch }
overlaid with mud, and again it was like China. The cantilever i

wells with their huge arms stood out like warning sentinels on the }

horizon. Sometimes you saw against the gold and blue of the wide
sky a solitary windmill in silhouette, untouched by the war, its
great cross turning like a Tibetan prayer wheel. ’

How could treachery be organized in this candid landscape,
serene as the face of a child? White-robed scouts crept back and
forth across the land, blurred by night, and spied out enemy troops.
Then came the great armies. If one of the battles fought here had
been lost it might have changed the history of the war.

At Zhutova and along the Aksai River and between Kotelnikovo

‘and the Don River we saw how such a decisive battle was fought,
Till then T had thought of major tank battles as matters decided in
a few hours or at most a few days. Here one went on for two weeks.
The Germans began it with 600 tanks, supported by the Luftwaffe,
and for four days the Russians fought rearguard actions as they
retreated toward the Volga. Then for eight days they defended a
line of their own choosing, preparing to counter-attack while
Popov’s men floundered in the icy Volga and swarms of peasants
hauled shells on their backs across the snowdrifts. On the twelfth
day the Red Army hit back with 500 tanks and began the chase
which had now brought it within striking distance of Rostov.

I visited part of this battlefield on foot, and later saw it from the
air. Along the Aksai, which was a negligible stream but with a
high right bank, the Germans had built 2 series of tank barricrs
made of steel rails and girders, and had dug in their artillery
beyond them. But after, silencing the firing points the Russians
had simply outflanked the defence system—which extended for
miles—and forced the battle to the enemy tanks. Wrecked equip-
ment was strung out everywhere, and near Abganerova I saw a
hundred German tanks, struck dead in their tracks.

Aside from such remains here and there, which in themselves
told little more than the booty of time you might see in any peaceful
Jjunkyard at home, war in the steppe left few tales behind. It is
only in the cities, where bombs and shells furrow through whole
acres of homes and obliterate old growths, just as a plough buries
last year’s stubble, that the tragedy hangs on long after the event.
In the steppe nothing remains after a few days to show that a couple
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Sic transit gloria mundi.
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LIBERATING THE DON

1. THE COSSACKS
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Don near the elbow where it turns westward to meet the Donetz}
and Sal Rivers above Rostov and when it was just being cleared o
enemy troops. 4

The German radio had been explaining Marshal Erich von§
Mannstein’s retreat here, blaming the weather which favouredi
the Reds by freezing the Don so that Russian tanks could cross toj
the right bank. The fact was, only narrow strips of ice fringed its
shores. The Don had frozen a month late, and held up the Red}
Army until bridges could be thrown over by night, and the very j
difficult crossings forced in time to break up the ofganization' of a 4
new Nazi counter-thrust to our rear. But it had been done, and"
now the Red Army rolled on toward the sea. i

The Don country was coming back to Russia and in the van- §
guard of its redemption proudly rode the Cossacks. There was }
colour even in winter hills here ‘and in the wooded fields. Under }
the crisp snow you sensed the special warmth of this rich earth.
Cossack villages were lively in contrast with the monotony of the §
steppe: substantial two-storied houses, with bright green or red- :
tiled roofs and pale yellow walls, broken by blue-shuttered windows §

which opened into hot kitchens where big-bosomed women baked §

the nourishing black bread of the land. 3

Not far away corpses still lay stiff in the Russian frost, but a
window of life had been opened again, and light streamed into the |
Cossack settlements. While I interviewed Red Army men in a |

schoolhouse I saw red-cheeked children skate past the windows on

their small skis. They were running errands for the army and happy

to see their own again. And on the road I passed more of those |
boys carrying bundles of rifles to the front, rifles as big as themselves. -

Here were the hills and valleys of double defeat for Hitler,
political as well as military. In the Donbas and in the Kuban,
farther south, anti-Soviet revolt-had first flared into civil war in
1918. It was in this country that the former Cossack land-owners,
‘deprived of their holdings and special rights enjoyed under Tsarism,
had resisted collectivization till the last. Among them the Nauzis,
therefore, had hoped to win sympathizers, and though the idea now
seems strange there were plenty of experts then who used to say the
Cossacks “would rise as one man’ to help the Germans.

“We have not come to stay,” the Germans told the Cossacks.
“We only want to dissolve the collectives, redistribute the land,
get rid of the atheists and Jews and drive the Communists into
Asia. When that is done there will be peace and every man can
work for himself.”

They did dissolve the collectives. They even gave land and a
few cows to the puppets who helped them. They did kill all Jews
who could not get away. They closed schools and made it an
offence punishable by a thousand-ruble fine not to attend church.
Then they smeared the towns with pictures of Hitler and appeals
to people to emigrate to the paradise of the New Order in Europe,
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Red Army was 1
&itsch suﬁrounde?i,. And until a few days ago the people here

had had no proof it was not so.

ic ite we
fgger;lz; ?ﬁg tiqrr‘lle of Tvan the Terrible the Cossacks had always

defended the Ukraine, the Volga and the Don against every

i . And
:;:? %frwasrihc Cossack General Budyonny whose troops defeated

the White Armies.

(ull of milk and honey for all. Their posters depicted Russia as

mpletely blockaded
gﬁttilrr)lg off the whole

f Anglo-American help, with Japan
F;:I%ast. gI‘hc Germans told the Cossacks
in flight, Baku had been occupied and

¢ » d these people
word Cossack means ‘“free man”, an
But the 1l the difference between free men and

though it was the Cossacks who began the civil

ks were no longer the restive peasants of civil war
da?ieACgi:S\zcgcneration had gnow grown up, glad of its heritage,
but educated in the Soviet idea, too. Collectivization had_lcgm% }'io
stay, and even many of the older folk had been reconciled. A e
Red Army had wisely restored some Cossack privileges. Again 1:hey
rode their horses and wore the black square:shouldcred Astra hap
cloaks and the jaunty hats they loved. Again they sat u]iog their
own saddles and used their own bridles and designed their own

uniforms, each unit with its own dazzling markings. And again

ir ancient songs of battle. o .
th?‘ylf 22§r;?:§ere is still plcgnty of need for cavalry in this country,
a Ukrainian officer told me, “and t}{ere is no better horsemaln on
earth than the Cossack. He loves his horse better thanhiheh oves
himself. The Cossack will go without bread to feed b S gx:se:
After a long march he waters the horse before taking a hrop 1%1
self. On a cold night he sleeps on the ground beside his orse Wi
his own blanket and greatcoat thrown over both of them. here

General Selianov, Comma}nder in the North‘ Caucamll{s, ert X
made bright again the traditions of his people. His Cossac hscouh
were everywhere during the offensive, feeling their wayht roug
the dark bush of the steppe at night and returning w1(§ enemy
“tongues” plucked from the very doors of Nazi hea v:{lélatrtcs:rii
The dry, hard-bitten cavalryman Selianov was imperturba eban
calm, like the great Kutuzov with wh‘?se medal he h%d just been
decorated. He was called by his men the proud ine . or.

Near Vladikavkas, a Russian 'told me, enemy tanks were coun e
attacking, when Selianov’s frightened men began to run. .
dismounted and started Véalki\rll\%hslowly towirc; otilrlleg Nézxsss,agla{r;xzflrﬁi

ip in his hand. ‘“Where are yo , ;
ghzll?'?e}é Zl})ltl)ge the confusion of b.attle to each man hehmet on icll;z
run. “These tanks are only machines made by men. What man
can destroy.”
maSieei:éal?im unafraidyhis troops shamefacedly turned back, ?:Ktlha
rout was avoided. Now they marched on trlumphantlﬁr. WI;; cz
vision of Kuban inspiring them: The memory of the white ous75
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