From “SUBJECT INDIA” by Henry Noel Brailsford. Victor Gollancz Ltd. London, 1943

Chapter I

Rulers and Leaders
...

But in fact we are at war, and uncertain, from one month to another, when the test may come to India. In this hour of danger a great part of her population is in revolt-sword which its leaders themselves have used, although it entered the struggle against us unarmed. We know little of what is going on, but a terse record in The New Statesman (December 5th, 1942) of the happenings is a single week in September last conveys a sharp impression. It was a relatively quiet week: the casualties were on a small scale and there is no mention of the employment of planes to mow down crowds or of the use of troops:
We have before us a batch of Indian daily papers for the early part of September. Column after column is packed with the news of the revolt and the repression, in dry, brief paragraphs: for nothing but the matter supplied by the semi-official agencies may be printed. On this evidence the activities of Congress are, or in this period were, by an overwhelming proportion non-violent. The offences punished by lathi charges, imprisonment and fines were chiefly the holding of meetings, processions, peaceful picketing, the shouting of slogans and hoisting flags For writing slogans in the sand three girls were sentenced to two months’ imprisonment and a fine of Rs. 100 or another month. Some of the sentences for nominal offences of this kind were even more severe. Given the poverty of Indians, the fines were often crippling. As in 1930, women, including students, play a great part in these demonstrations. In one instance the police charged a procession of schoolgirls with can. Two sentences of flogging were reported. Ten men were sentenced to flogging at Cawnpore for “assault,” which may have meant that they had defended themselves against the police. Two students of Loyola College, Madras, were sentenced to flogging for having stones in their hands which they may have intended to throw at a passing train. Three editors were arrested for publish news other than that furnished by the semi-official agencies. The out1dingnews was the infliction of collective fines, Nazi-fashion, on villages and towns for Congress activities. In every case Muslims were exempted. On one day in villages round Madras these fines totalled Rs. 235,000. One little town, East Khandesh, was fined Rs. 30,000. The cases of serious violence were not numerous-two or three instances of arson and one of destroying sleepers on the railway. We have reported the punishments for disloyalty. It remains to report the reward of loyalty. The Raja of Kallicote, who wished to travel from Cuttack to Delhi to attend the National Defence Council, had reserved a first-class carriage. Three “European gentlemen” appropriated it and physically prevented him from entering it. The stationmaster was powerless to deal with them. If “European gentlemen” treat a reigning prince in this way, how do they treat their coolies?
Of the many reflections which this record provokes, the most disturbing is the impression it conveys that we have here in gestures and demonstrations the verdict of the masses on our rule in India. There is no reason to suppose that any but a small proportion of this nation would welcome the Japanese, if they should attempt an invasion. On the other hand, we have lost the chance of rallying them as our comrades in arms. The probability is that the great majority of them would behave as the people of Burma and Malaya did: that is to say, they would be neutral and indifferent, because to their thinking, one foreign conqueror is much like another-not so decidedly better or worse that they would risk their skins for the difference between the two. This state of mind is not as recent or as superficial as we might like to think. During my stay in India in 1930, a period of civil disobedience, on the whole of a mild and non-violent type, I was surrounded in an out-of-the-way place by a crowd which manifested without restraint their dislike for the white skin of an unknown European. They did not touch me, but their slogans and verbal insults betrayed their hostility. I had other experiences which conveyed the same lesson in more subtle ways. At the end of my stay, by an absurd series of accidents, I missed a train at a wayside station in the Punjab which should have carried me to the junction on the main line, where I had to catch the express for Karachi. Thence with only a few hours to spare I was to fly to London. I had then, after an interval of only two days, to cross the Atlantic by a boat which would bring me to New York just in time to give a series of lectures at Columbia University. On this local train at Harappa depended my journey round half the globe. I asked the station-master if he knew of any conveyance, car or lorry in the neighbourhood which I could hire. Without being positively offensive, he was as unhelpful and unsympathetic as any man could be. There was, he told me, no car of any kind within fifty miles. I sat down to study the map. I should have to walk twenty miles through the night over an unknown road. Happily there was a moon, but I did not like the prospect. As it chanced, my pocket-book, which I had laid on the table, had my name on it. Presently the station-master from behind me was peering at it. His whole manner suddenly changed. “Are you”, he exclaimed, “that good man, that just man, that true friend of India whose articles I have read in the papers?” I confessed that I had been writing articles which Indian papers had copied. He went straight to the telephone, and in ten minutes a car was waiting for me at the station gate. I reached New York on time.

It should not surprise us that our racial arrogance can evoke an answering resentment even in this gentle and courteous nation. Englishmen commonly assume that, while educated Indians may be critical of us, the dumb, illiterate millions are our firm friends. In this crisis of destiny I believe this is an inversion of the truth. Educated Indians may criticise us and even revolt against us, but they, or at least the more sensitive among them, have absorbed what is best in Western civilisation and share with us a respect for its values. With them we have much in common. The tragedy of our relationship with them has been that we refused to recognise these men as friends, when they pleaded with us to be worthy of ourselves. As for the millions sunk in unlettered poverty, what glimpse have they had of our treasures?

The Prolonged Conquest

How did we get into this relationship of estrangement with this gifted but often puzzling nation? I will attempt in the following pages a rapid survey of the record, standing at some little distance from the crowded canvas of memory, so that I may see it with the eyes of a stranger.

The early pages of the story are for most of us as dim as they are uncongenial. We do not like to be reminded of the fact that this relationship began under a chartered company whose sole motive in all it did in India was to acquire riches for its shareholders and its servants. Nor do the more sensitive among us like to remember that this company conquered India with the sword, though the cruder of us occasionally boast of it. Kindly men, who would prefer a title of another sort, persuade themselves that we have gradually won our sovereign rights by disinterested benevolence. A former Viceroy once rebuked me rather sharply for speaking of the conquest. His case was Seeley’s, that in fact our ancestors won all their victories with Indian troops and Indian allies: in short, that Indians conquered themselves. The answer is simple. If in such a case there is any difficulty in identifying the conqueror, the surest test is to ask who got the loot. It was Clive and not his sepoys, after the easy victory at Plassey, who swept ₤234,000 into his own pocket, and then stood “astonished at his own moderation”. But it is not the conquest which happened in the eighteenth century that weighs most heavily on my social conscience. By far the graver fact is that we had to go on conquering -India. The process had to be repeated at the Mutiny over a great part of Northern and Central India. Thrice in recent years, in 1921, in 1930 and again today, against Gandhi’s -movements of Civil Disobedience, we have had to do it again. For long periods in this reign of nearly two centuries Indians have seemed tranquil and acquiescent, because they were divided and disarmed. But we have never won their consent and least of all can we claim it now. Our rule over India is a daily conquest.
But over these early years we need not linger. Clive was a brigand of genius, whose crimes were matched only by the splendour of his courage. Worse than anything he did, was the feat performed in 1770, when, during a famine which wiped out one third of the population of Bengal, the revenue was collected in full with perfect punctuality, as Warren Hastings afterwards certified. At a later and more civilised period than this, the Duke of Wellington
 could justify the right of the conqueror to levy a tribute on the people he subdued:
In return for the protection which that country [Bengal] undoubtedly receives, Great Britain has some right to expect remuneration. In fact, all conquered countries give the conquerors an advantage in some point of view, and Bengal gives none to Great Britain, excepting in tribute, which therefore the latter ought to take.
Warren Hastings was an incomparably abler and bigger man than Clive, but his methods were hardly more scrupulous, though when he robbed it was never for his private gain: but he liked Indians, took an interest in Oriental scholarship and felt from time to time some concern for the welfare of the people of Bengal. The predatory and disreputable phase ended with the reforms of Cornwallis. He left on record his first impressions of the land he came to rule (1789): “I may safely assert that one third of the Company’s territory in Hindustan is now a jungle inhabited only by wild beasts”. His chief boon to India was the creation of a civil service, well trained and highly paid. He understood that rich men do not pilfer. As Sir Thomas Monro, the greatest administrator of the next generation, put it,
 Cornwallis “purchased the integrity of the Company’s servants” by “raising their allowances”.

This early period of loot and bloodshed need not have ruined our relationship with Indians for all time. India has suffered many conquests, and in the end, after the long anarchy and the degeneration of a great civilisation which had followed the collapse of the Mogul power, this conquest brought peace and the reign of order. But unlike earlier conquerors the English in India never made their home in this country and never blended with its people. The reward they drew for their work, much of it of lasting benefit to India, went home to enrich their families and a rentier class in England. India would have suffered less from much more rapacious conquerors who had spent the proceeds of their robberies in the country. In India the British lived apart in their spacious and isolated cantonments, frowned on intermarriage and confined their dealings with their subjects to business, administration and the frigid intercourse of ceremonial occasions. Their arrogance was such that the clerks of the Company required every Indian they met in the streets of Calcutta to salute them, while its Collectors in the interior of Bengal would allow only the most exalted of the local gentry to be seated in their presence. The French had been less aloof and more human: Dupleix, their ablest leader, married an Indian lady. The climate was only part of the reason that forbade the British to make a home in India. The Dutch in their tropical islands frequently settle, intermarry, and bring up children. In our case the responsibility must be divided. During the earlier generations of our rule, the rigid caste system of the Hindus made social intercourse difficult. The Mohammedan conquerors got over this difficulty by converting a quarter of the population to their own creed. For that solution the Christian faith of our traders and administrators was insufficiently robust, though it is probable that multitudes from the lower castes would have welcomed this way of escape from their degradation. For long the Company actually forbade the entry into its territories of missionaries. Its wishes for India’s good found a vent, we must assume, through other channels.

The Company, as time went on, was served by some men of high character and unusual ability, Metcalfe, Sir John Malcolm, Sir Thomas Monro and Sir Henry Lawrence, but all of these have left on record biting criticisms of the principles that underlay its administration. Monro, who was Governor of Madras, wrote in his famous Minute
 of 1817 that while other conquerors had been violent and cruel, “none has treated the natives with such scorn as we”. They do, he went on,

“enjoy the fruits of their labour in tranquillity: but none of them can aspire to anything beyond this mere animal state of thriving in peace. ... The consequence, therefore, of the conquest of India by the British arms would be, in place of raising, to debase the whole people. There is, perhaps, no example of any conquest in which the natives have been so completely excluded from all share of government of their country as in British India.”
He adds that the same rule of exclusion prevails in the army. The result was not merely, as Monro put it, to make the natives “abject”, but in Malcolm’s words to render our rule “repulsive”. The system these great administrators condemned remained virtually unchanged for a century after the date of Monro’s Minute.
As our system of administration became fixed towards the close of the eighteenth century, it began to modify the structure of Indian society profoundly. The Company created over the northern half of India a new class of functionless landlords, entitled to levy tribute on the peasants, where none had existed before. This it did partly because it regarded a squirearchy as a blessing to any nation and partly because it reckoned on the support of this new class. Its law-courts and its revenue officers, hardly aware at first of what they were doing, gradually introduced into India conceptions of individual property, especially in land, alien to her traditions, and often with unhappy results. The economic relationship repeated that which had driven the American colonies into revolt. India was regarded as a great market for British goods, especially cotton cloth: her function was to serve as a plantation for the raising of such exotic crops as indigo and tea and as a source of raw materials. The exquisite native handicrafts were ruined, at first by deliberate fiscal devices, and then by the irresistible competition of the new age of power industry. From first to last the British in India were primarily merchants, with the psychology of this class. The Company was, down to 1813, a monopolist, who forbade competition. No one, not even one of its own servants, could open a coal-mine without its licence. This atmosphere did not foster enterprise. It is surprising how few in India and how relatively unenterprising were the pioneers who “develop” a country by great engineering and industrial projects. The characteristic structure of British business in India revolved round certain long-established firms, who acted as agents for promoters and investors in England, ready to sink money in India, but not to “open up” the country by their personal work. Such a firm of agents might manage a hundred enterprises of the most diverse kinds-a tea-garden and indigo plantation, a gold mine and eventually a railway, with a dozen mills. The system is very costly and it does not favour creative daring.

Round about the year 1833 we are conscious of a new atmosphere among the British in India. We are on the eve of the Victorian Age. The typical Englishman of the new era is a Whig and often an Evangelical, who will abolish slavery in Jamaica, while he fights the first Factory Acts in Lancashire. He believes in progress and laissez-faire, and will soon make Free Trade a religion. The belief was growing, both at home and on the spot, that we had a “civilising mission” to fulfil in India. The Company was deprived of its trading functions in the Act of 1833, an indispensable first step, if its rule was to become in any degree disinterested. Macaulay’s speech when he introduced this Bill in the Commons is a landmark in the history of our relationship. He foresaw the end of autocracy -

the day when our subjects ... having become instructed in European knowledge, may in some future age demand European institutions. Whether such a day will ever come I know not. But never will I attempt to avert or retard it. Whenever it comes it will be the proudest day in English history.
The first result of this new attitude was that the Company now dared for the first time under Lord William Bentinck to suppress some of the survivals from the immemorial past which Hindu society, lacking since the Mohammedan conquest any strong leadership of its own, had never itself managed to throw off. Up to this date the Company had officially countenanced suttee (the burning, voluntary in theory, of widows). It was now forbidden. We are apt to forget, when we shudder in retrospect at ugly Oriental practices, how recent is our own European code of humanity. When the Company first settled in India, our forefathers were still burning heretics-an exclusively Christian rite. Landor has left a moving record of the last Englishwoman we roasted alive in public, as late as 1685, after Monmouth’s rebellion.
 Indians, in turn, shuddered at our inhumanity when we took to hanging men for petty theft in Bengal, as our fathers did well into the last century at home. The fruits of this new attitude were not wholly good: the rising generation of Whigs and Evangelicals, which knew little of history and less of anthropology, developed a censorious contempt for Indian civilisation, and took to dwelling chiefly on its defects. None the less, our official policy was then, as now, to interfere as little as possible with Indian institutions: it tolerated social customs injurious to health, notably child marriage, and accepted even untouchability as an immutable fact in an environment it dared not alter. Our courts, as time went on, took to administering Hindu law with an almost antiquarian fidelity. The result of this attitude was unquestionably to stereotype the past in a land that never has discarded it with ease. The best thing that happened in this period was that the abler and bolder minds among Hindus, notably the brave Bengali reformer, Rammohan Roy, were now thinking out India’s social and religious problems afresh, under the stimulus of their contact with the more or less rationalist West.
A new element of revolutionary importance began to modify this too static relationship, when we decided to promote education on an English basis in accordance with Macaulay’s famous Minute. The original motive was to train clerks and junior officials for our own service, which explains why we were content to leave the vast mass of the population illiterate to this day. Macaulay was a Philistine of genius, who regarded Oriental civilisation with withering disdain. It was a great gain that the Indian intelligentsia should learn a Western language thoroughly. But it was a disaster that our schools and colleges should despise the study of India’s own languages, her culture and her history. Even more fatal in its social and economic effects was the decision to give Indians a purely literary education. The natural sciences were neglected, and any provision we have latterly made to remedy this provision has been tardy and inadequate. This was peculiarly unfortunate because the Brahman tradition suffered from this same one-sidedness. The Indian mind enjoys literary studies, revels in logic and metaphysics and is at its ease in the subtlest legal debates. But it had felt little interest in physical science and has only recently begun to display its talent for this field of intellectual activity. In short, the Brahman intellectual and the classical scholar of the I.C.S., bred in a Public School, were equally indifferent to science and technology. The result was that Indians rushed into the legal profession and neglected the studies and careers which might have ended Indian poverty by the development of scientific agriculture and modern industry. This land was cursed with an unemployed proletariat of intellectuals, who found their solace in angry political agitation. We might have trained them to teach the peasants, work as engineers and qualify themselves as experts in modern farming; but all this lay beyond Macaulay’s horizon, nor did Indians move spontaneously in this direction.

The Mutiny of 1857 ended the Company’s rule. It was an ill organised revolt, but it made Englishmen in India aware of the insecurity of their tenure. The repression was stained with as much cruelty as the outbreak and it left behind it in our minute and isolated garrisons a fear which still persists - the atmosphere that E. M. Forster’s delicate art has reproduced in A Passage to India. They closed the doors of their clubs and drawing-rooms more tightly than ever, even to Indians “instructed in European knowledge”. The common intellectual outlook that should have united the two races served only to give Indians a new sense of injury and neglect. Many of them now possessed a Western culture far beyond the attainments of the average member of the white colony, but still they were excluded.
One lesson of the Mutiny the rulers of India did learn. The rising of the -Sepoys grew in the North into something approaching a national rebellion because of the resentment felt by the princes and feudal nobles whom we had deposed, especially during Lord Dalhousie’s restless and ambitious reign as Governor General. It was now realised that we had gone too far in this policy of direct rule and annexation. The Queen, in the famous post-Mutiny proclamation, promised that “We shall respect the rights, dignity and honour of the native princes as our own”. That was a far from ingenuous way of defining a very much subtler policy. Here is Canning’s account of it, written in 1860:

It was long ago said by Sir John Malcolm that if we made all India into zillahs (or British Districts) it was not in the nature of things that our Empire should last fifty years; but that if we could keep up a number of native states without political power but as royal instruments, we should exist in India as long as our naval supremacy was maintained. Of the substantial truth of this opinion I have no doubt; the recent events have made it more deserving of our attention than ever.
The English language has degenerated since Canning’s day. “Royal instruments without political power” is a stately, if longwinded phrase. We call the princes “puppets”.

The formal proclamation in 1858 of a new era of racial equality awakened some hope for a brighter future. There was a period in the latter decades of Queen Victoria’s reign when we seemed to have entered a slightly happier climate. There were in this generation many men among our officials who took a warm and scholarly interest in Indian languages, culture and anthropology and some who helped the awakening of Indian nationalism. The National Congress, when it first met in 1885, was effusively, even fulsomely loyal. Sir Henry Maine, perhaps the most sympathetic of the scholarly liberals who devoted their great talents to India’s service, has left a record of the enthusiasm with which Indian students rushed to our universities, repeating the fervour and excitement of the Renaissance, when the new learning flashed on the scholastic darkness of Medieval Europe
.

What was it that went wrong after this new start? Traditional England soon discovered that it preferred traditional India - the inert India which asks no questions and ventures no criticisms. Our governing class developed a sudden preference for “the real India”, by which it meant the more conservative Muslims, the hereditary soldiers content to serve without commissioned rank, and the always submissive princes. Disappointment turned to bitterness as Indians noted how slight and tardy was the influence of our famous proclamations of equality, first
 made in 1833 and again in 1858. We never break our promises to India, but do we always fulfil them? Certainly the higher posts in the services were now open to Indians. But it was not till 1864 that the first Indian was admitted to the I.C.S.: three more entered in 1871. As late as 1915, after 82 years of equality, the Indians in the I.C.S. amounted only to 5 per cent: after 90 years the proportion
 had risen by 1923 to 10 per cent.
 Lord Ripon, a genuine Liberal, whom Indians respected, made a brave effort in 1883 to establish equality before the law between the races in the courts: but the furious agitation of the white community compelled him to compromise and whittle down his Bill (the so-called Ilbert Bill) into a timid half-measure. English planters and men of business came out to India in increasing numbers after the Mutiny. Did our manners deteriorate in this period, or was it that Indians became more sensitive? Certainly crass and even brutal behaviour by Englishmen towards Indians was in this generation frequent, and it has not ceased in ours. Within an hour of embarking on the P. & O. liner for Bombay, in 1930, a lady of considerable assurance, who told me that she had lived eighteen years in Poona, flung at me the question, “Why don’t they shoot Gandhi?” She went on to explain that “the whole trouble in India has come about, because the Government won’t let us beat our servants. It’s the only thing they understand.” Arrived in Bombay, I heard this story from an Indian lady, who bore a name deeply honoured in the last century, of which by her carriage and her intelligence she was worthy. She was about to get into a first-class carriage, in which there were two English ladies. One of them, Lady X, came to the door and said gruffly, “You can’t come in here.” “And why?” asked the Indian. “Because you’re black and I’m white,” said Lady X. “I prefer my colour to your manners,” was the neat retort. Other stories of this kind were more brutal and less amusing. A few years ago an Indian intellectual, a highly educated and attractive young man of slight physique, entered a first-Class railway carriage in which were an Englishman and his wife. The Englishman ordered him out. He replied with the usual Indian gentleness, and finally, since the train had started, offered to change carriages at the next station. The Englishman opened the door and flung him out on the line. He was badly bruised. The strangest part of this story is that he assured me that he felt no hatred. The culprits in such cases were rarely the civil servants, whose code was fixed by their education. The merchants and soldiers who sullied our good name in this way were men who felt an inordinate pride in their white skins, because they had nothing else to be proud of.
The result of all this and of sundry acts like Lord Curzon’s clumsy partition of Bengal was the arrival after the turn of the century of a more violent and menacing phase in the political life of India, marked by the rise of militant leadership in Congress and by terrorism in Bengal. Congress was at first content to criticise the slips and omissions of the bureaucracy, to assail the military expenditure and the financial “drain”, and to ask, very gently, for the gradual concession of representative institutions. It had in Mr Gokhale a moderate leader of great intellectual power and singular nobility of character, a liberal and a rationalist, who none the less worked with religious devotion for the good of the masses. He founded the Servants of India, a quasi-monastic order, whose members still labour with selfless zeal and courage, some to organise the workers, some to help the backward aboriginal tribes and others to train young Hindu widows as teachers or midwives. Gokhale and his generation accepted the British conquest as an unalterable fact decreed, as I have heard him say with a melancholy smile, “by the mysterious providence of God”. His utmost ambition was at some distant day to achieve “colonial self-government”. But providence moved so slowly that leadership passed to less patient men, to Tilak, a scholarly Brahman who was also a fighting man and a Mahratta, and to Lajpat Rai, the first Indian socialist. In retrospect I wonder would anyone now justify the imprisonment, often for long terms and usually for rash speeches, of these and other nationalist leaders? We had conceded municipal self-government, the participation of Indians in consultative councils, and the beginnings of representation under the ill-conceived scheme of Lord Morley (see below, p. 77) but broadly the picture was still self-government by an autocratic bureaucracy which had to rely with increasing frequency on coercion. An honest commentator must add that the problem was not easy. If there were leaders like Gokhale who would have shone among the rulers of any country in the world, there were at the far end of the scale the primitive aboriginal tribes, and between these extremes the illiterate mass of peasants and workers. The urban workers were soon to form their Trade Unions, but the organisation of the far more numerous peasants had hardly yet begun, whereas the educated middle class was ripe and even overripe for responsibility. India lives on many levels and in several centuries and in their advance her millions cannot always move in step.

In this generation, from the 80’s of last century onwards, there began, very late in the day, the establishment of modern power industry. The great coalfield of Bengal and Bihar developed very slowly and the use of hydro-electricity lay far ahead. The Bombay cotton-mills ran on coal imported from Natal or even from England. At this time, so slight was our acquaintance with India’s natural resources that even the ablest Englishmen honestly believed that, save in a few seaports, she was destined to remain a purely agricultural country. These infant industries had a hard struggle for life, but learned to thrive by the ruthless exploitation of their workers. The rulers of India had an unshakeable faith that Free Trade must benefit every nation as certainly as it had benefited Lancashire. Factory legislation was long delayed and was until the other day wholly inadequate. Protection for Indian industries even against British competition was finally adopted but only after the World War much to the credit of her British rulers, for it struck hard at Lancashire’s staple trade.

With the war in 1914 came yet another chance for a new start. India displayed a generous and unanimous loyalty and gave lavishly both in blood and treasure. She expected her reward, but before it could reach her, disappointment and economic distress drove the Punjab to the edge of revolt. Our first reply, in April 1919, was one of those deeds that poison history, the massacre in an enclosed garden at Amritsar of an unarmed crowd: of whom 379 were killed and 1,200 wounded. All India was roused, and Gandhi became the unchallenged leader of Congress and made his first essay in civil disobedience against our “Satanic Government”. Indians were ready for a decisive struggle. Not since the Mutiny has the British Raj been in graver danger. A world-wide slump had set in and the value of the rupee was halved. A firm alliance united the Hindus with the Muslims, who were angry over our attitude to Turkey and its Sultan, the last Caliph of Islam. So close was the fraternisation that Hindus were invited to preach in the mosques. British cloth was boycotted. With startling unanimity city after city declared a hartal something between a day of mourning and a general strike when the Prince of Wales attempted a royal progress through India in 1921. The National Volunteers were drilling, though they were unarmed, and thirty thousand political prisoners lay in British gaols. Gandhi’s tactics favoured a gradual crescendo, but the peasants were calling on him to give the signal for tax resistance. He hesitated and they began to act without him. Then the villagers of Chauri-Chaura in the United Provinces were led into a horrifying atrocity. In February 1922 they burned down their police-station with twenty-one policemen in it.
 Blaming himself for what had happened, Gandhi then announced that India was morally unfit for the struggle and, to the amazement of his followers and the world, called off the campaign before it was well begun. Was this his real reason? Certainly it was only one and probably not the chief of his reasons. Tax-resistance by peasants in the North would have involved a strike against rent. It is significant that Gandhi and his Working Committee went out of their way to assure the landlords (zemindars) that Congress would scrupulously respect their legal rights.
 This singular man is a born conservative whom history has turned into a revolutionary. The British Government saved him by a public trial and a heavy sentence from the unpopularity that might have engulfed him - a mistake it never repeated.

Meanwhile the British Government by the Act of 1919 had bestowed on India a tardy reward for the loyalty she had already repented. It was, as usual, “too little and too late”. Ten years earlier, it would not have seemed negligible. The new All-India Legislative Assembly and Council, partly elected on excessively narrow franchises, partly nominated and diluted by officials, had severely limited powers, but they served to focus public opinion. In the provinces, however, certain of the less important ministries were entrusted to Indians responsible to mainly elected Councils, subject to the Governor’s veto, while the more important were still directed by officials. “Dyarchy “, Mr Montagu’s invention, was not an easy system to work, and it was received with much scorn and little gratitude. Congress refused to co-operate.

In two provinces, Madras and the Punjab, where a strong local party existed which chose to make the most of the reforms, they had some effect. In the Punjab, Sir Mohammed Iqbal, a poet of distinction and a man of some originality, carried out as Minister of Education some rather daring and salutary ideas of his own, which could never have found a lodging in the brain of a bureaucrat. But in Bombay (to take a more usual case) I found that the Ministry of Education was run, virtually without reference, to successive Indian Ministers, on commonplace lines by its senior British official. I did not blame him. The Ministers were careerists as destitute of dignity as of ideas. They had no mass-party behind them and could not have imposed themselves, even if they had had the wish to do so. More significant than these reforms themselves was the pledge of August 20th, 1917, which heralded them. Mr Montagu spoke the language of Macaulay and saw, though still in the undated future, the approach of “the proudest day in English history”. “By successive stages”, at a pace to be determined by the British and Indian Governments, he promised, for Mr Lloyd George’s Cabinet, “the increasing association of Indians in every branch of the administration and the gradual development of self-governing institutions, with a view to the progressive realisation of responsible government in India as an integral part of the British Empire”.
How came it that promises and declarations of this kind had an effect so slight upon the minds of Indians? In the first place, we had made too many of them. Worse than this, in occasional outbreaks of honesty, leading members of the ruling class would from time to time utter their real thoughts, oblivious of the fact that Indians were listening. Lord Birkenhead had been Secretary for India, had administered the Montagu-Chelmsford reforms from Whitehall and appointed the Simon Commission to report on further advances towards self-government. But in 1929 he was capable of addressing these words to the House of Lords 
What man in this House can say that he can see in a generation, in two generations, in a hundred years, any prospect that the people of India will be in a position to assume control of the Army, the Navy, the Civil Service, and to have a Governor-General who will be responsible to the Indian Government and not to any authority in this country?
An indiscretion of this kind is suitably rebuked in the English Liberal press and a week later most of us have managed to forget it. Indians do not forget. They draw two conclusions. Firstly, they assume that when we do abandon some of the outworks of our citadel, it is only that we may hold its inner keep the more securely. Secondly, they infer that Englishmen are no honester than the rest of mankind.
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� The Act prescribes (Clause 87) that no native of British India "shall by reason only of his religion, lace of birth, descent, colour or any of them be disabled from holding any pace, office or employment" in the administration.


� R. Coupland, Britain and India, pp. 38 and 73, and Thompson and Garratt, p. 538.


� The figures today for the All-India services (I.C.S. with police, etc.) are 1,544 Europeans to 1,241 Indians.


� I do not know what provocation they had received. In a parallel case, at Chimur, in 1942, it is alleged that six women had been raped. So too, in 1942, though two British airmen who crashed were murdered, it must be remembered that crowds were machine-gunned from the air.


� For the documents see Dutt, p. 317.
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