The Future of India
This is the ancient land where wisdom made its home before it went into any other country, the same
India whose influx of spirituality is represented, as it were, on the material plane, by rolling rivers like
oceans, where the eternal Himalayas, rising tier above tier with their snowcaps, look as it were into
the very mysteries of heaven. Here is the same India whose soil has been trodden by the feet of the
greatest sages that ever lived. Here first sprang up inquiries into the nature of man and into the
internal world. Here first arose the doctrines of the immortality of the soul, the existence of a
supervising God, an immanent God in nature and in man, and here the highest ideals of religion and
philosophy have attained their culminating points. This is the land from whence, like the tidal waves,
spirituality and philosophy have again and again rushed out and deluged the world, and this is the land
from whence once more such tides must proceed in order to bring life and vigour into the decaying
races of mankind. It is the same India which has withstood the shocks of centuries, of hundreds of
foreign invasions of hundreds of upheavals of manners and customs. It is the same land which stands
firmer than any rock in the world, with its undying vigour, indestructible life. Its life is of the same
nature as the soul, without beginning and without end, immortal; and we are the children of such a
country. Children of India, I am here to speak to you today about some practical things, and my object
in reminding you about the glories of the past is simply this. Many times have I been told that looking
into the past only degenerates and leads to nothing, and that we should look to the future. That is
true. But out of the past is built the future. Look back, therefore, as far as you can, drink deep of the
eternal fountains that are behind, and after that, look forward, march forward and make India
brighter, greater, much higher than she ever was. Our ancestors were great. We must first recall that.
We must learn the elements of our being, the blood that courses in our veins; we must have faith in
that blood and what it did in the past; and out of that faith and consciousness of past greatness, we
must build an India yet greater than what she has been. There have been periods of decay and
degradation. I do not attach much importance to them; we all know that. Such periods have been
necessary. A mighty tree produces a beautiful ripe fruit. That fruit falls on the ground, it decays and
rots, and out of that decay springs the root and the future tree, perhaps mightier than the first one.
This period of decay through which we have passed was all the more necessary. Out of this decay is
coming the India of the future; it is sprouting, its first leaves are already out; and a mighty, gigantic
tree, the Urdhvamula, is here, already beginning to appear; and it is about that that I am going to
speak to you. The problems in India are more complicated, more momentous, than the problems in
any other country. Race, religion, language, government — all these together make a nation The
elements which compose the nations of the world are indeed very few, taking race after race,
compared to this country. Here have been the Aryan, the Dravidian, the Tartar, the Turk, the Mogul,
the European — all the nations of the world, as it were, pouring their blood into this land. Of languages
the most wonderful conglomeration is here; of manners and customs there is more difference
between two Indian races than between the European and the Eastern races. The one common
ground that we have is our sacred tradition, our religion. That is the only common ground, and upon
that we shall have to build. In Europe, political ideas form the national unity. In Asia, religious ideals
form the national unity. The unity in religion, therefore, is absolutely necessary as the first condition
of the future of India. There must be the recognition of one religion throughout the length and breadth
of this land. What do I mean by one religion? Not in the sense of one religion as held among the
Christians, or the Mohammedans, of the Buddhists. We know that our religion has certain common
grounds, common to all our sects, however varying their conclusions may be, however different their
claims may be. So there are certain common grounds; and within their limitation this religion of ours
admits of a marvellous variation, an infinite amount of liberty to think and live our own lives. We all
know that, at least those of us who have thought; and what we want is to bring out these lifegiving

common principles of our religion, and let every man, woman, and child, throughout the length and
breadth of this country, understand them, know them, and try to bring them out in their lives. This is
the first step; and, therefore, it has to be taken. We see how in Asia, and especially in India, race
difficulties, linguistic difficulties, social difficulties, national difficulties, all melt away before this
unifying power of religion. We know that to the Indian mind there is nothing higher than religious
ideals, that this is the keynote of Indian life, and we can only work in the line of least resistance. It is
not only true that the ideal of religion is the highest ideal; in the case of India it is the only possible
means of work; work in any other line, without first strengthening this, would be disastrous. Therefore
the first plank in the making of a future India, the first step that is to be hewn out of that rock of ages,
is this unification of religion. All of us have to be taught that we Hindus — dualists, qualified monists,
or monists, Shaivas, Vaishnavas, or Pâshupatas — to whatever denomination we may belong, have
certain common ideas behind us, and that the time has come when for the well-being of ourselves,
for the well-being of our race, we must give up all our little quarrels and differences. Be sure, these
quarrels are entirely wrong; they are condemned by our scriptures, forbidden by our forefathers; and
those great men from whom we claim our descent, whose blood is in our veins, look down with
contempt on their children quarrelling about minute differences. With the giving up of quarrels all
other improvements will come. When the life-blood is strong and pure, no disease germ can live in
that body. Our life-blood is spirituality. If it flows clear, if it flows strong and pure and vigorous,
everything is right; political, social, any other material defects, even the poverty of the land, will all be
cured if that blood is pure. For if the disease germ be thrown out, nothing will be able to enter into
the blood. To take a simile from modern medicine, we know that there must be two causes to produce
a disease, some poison germ outside, and the state of the body. Until the body is in a state to admit
the germs, until the body is degraded to a lower vitality so that the germs may enter and thrive and
multiply, there is no power in any germ in the world to produce a disease in the body. In fact, millions
of germs are continually passing through everyone’s body; but so long as it is vigorous, it never is
conscious of them. It is only when the body is weak that these germs take possession of it and produce
disease. Just so with the national life. It is when the national body is weak that all sorts of disease
germs, in the political state of the race or in its social state, in its educational or intellectual state,
crowd into the system and produce disease. To remedy it, therefore, we must go to the root of this
disease and cleanse the blood of all impurities. The one tendency will be to strengthen the man, to
make the blood pure, the body vigorous, so that it will be able to resist and throw off all external
poisons. We have seen that our vigour, our strength, nay, our national life is in our religion. I am not
going to discuss now whether it is right or not, whether it is correct or not, whether it is beneficial or
not in the long run, to have this vitality in religion, but for good or evil it is there; you cannot get out
of it, you have it now and for ever, and you have to stand by it, even if you have not the same faith
that I have in our religion. You are bound by it, and if you give it up, you are smashed to pieces. That
is the life of our race and that must be strengthened. You have withstood the shocks of centuries
simply because you took great care of it, you sacrificed everything else for it. Your forefathers
underwent everything boldly, even death itself, but preserved their religion. Temple alter temple was
broken down by the foreign conqueror, but no sooner had the wave passed than the spire of the
temple rose up again. Some of these old temples of Southern India and those like Somnâth of Gujarat
will teach you volumes of wisdom, will give you a keener insight into the history of the race than any
amount of books. Mark how these temples bear the marks of a hundred attacks and a hundred
regenerations, continually destroyed and continually springing up out of the ruins, rejuvenated and
strong as ever! That is the national mind, that is the national life-current. Follow it and it leads to glory.
Give it up and you die; death will be the only result, annihilation the only effect, the moment you step
beyond that life-current. I do not mean to say that other things are not necessary. I do not mean to
say that political or social improvements are not necessary, but what I mean is this, and I want you to

bear it in mind, that they are secondary here and that religion is primary. The Indian mind is first
religious, then anything else. So this is to be strengthened, and how to do it? I will lay before you my
ideas. They have been in my mind for a long time, even years before I left the shores of Madras for
America, and that I went to America and England was simply for propagating those ideas. I did not
care at all for the Parliament of Religions or anything else; it was simply an opportunity; for it was
really those ideas of mine that took me all over the world. My idea is first of all to bring out the gems
of spirituality that are stored up in our books and in the possession of a few only, hidden, as it were,
in monasteries and in forests — to bring them out; to bring the knowledge out of them, not only from
the hands where it is hidden, but from the still more inaccessible chest, the language in which it is
preserved, the incrustation of centuries of Sanskrit words. In one word, I want to make them popular.
I want to bring out these ideas and let them be the common property of all, of every man in India,
whether he knows the Sanskrit language or not. The great difficulty in the way is the Sanskrit language
— the glorious language of ours; and this difficulty cannot be removed until — if it is possible — the
whole of our nation are good Sanskrit scholars. You will understand the difficulty when I tell you that
I have been studying this language all my life, and yet every new book is new to me. How much more
difficult would it then be for people who never had time to study the language thoroughly! Therefore
the ideas must be taught in the language of the people; at the same time, Sanskrit education must go
on along with it, because the very sound of Sanskrit words gives a prestige and a power and a strength
to the race. The attempts of the great Ramanuja and of Chaitanya and of Kabir to raise the lower
classes of India show that marvellous results were attained during the lifetime of those great prophets;
yet the later failures have to be explained, and cause shown why the effect of their teachings stopped
almost within a century of the passing away of these great Masters. The secret is here. They raised
the lower classes; they had all the wish that these should come up, but they did not apply their
energies to the spreading of the Sanskrit language among the masses. Even the great Buddha made
one false step when he stopped the Sanskrit language from being studied by the masses. He wanted
rapid and immediate results, and translated and preached in the language of the day, Pâli. That was
grand; he spoke in the language of the people, and the people understood him. That was great; it
spread the ideas quickly and made them reach far and wide. But along with that, Sanskrit ought to
have spread. Knowledge came, but the prestige was not there, culture was not there. It is culture that
withstands shocks, not a simple mass of knowledge. You can put a mass of knowledge into the world,
but that will not do it much good. There must come culture into the blood. We all know in modern
times of nations which have masses of knowledge, but what of them? They are like tigers, they are
like savages, because culture is not there. Knowledge is only skindeep, as civilisation is, and a little
scratch brings out the old savage. Such things happen; this is the danger. Teach the masses in the
vernaculars, give them ideas; they will get information, but something more is necessary; give them
culture. Until you give them that, there can be no permanence in the raised condition of the masses.
There will be another caste created, having the advantage of the Sanskrit language, which will quickly
get above the rest and rule them all the same. The only safety, I tell you men who belong to the lower
castes, the only way to raise your condition is to study Sanskrit, and this fighting and writing and
frothing against the higher castes is in vain, it does no good, and it creates fight and quarrel, and this
race, unfortunately already divided, is going to be divided more and more. The only way to bring about
the levelling of caste is to appropriate the culture, the education which is the strength of the higher
castes. That done, you have what you want In connection with this I want to discuss one question
which it has a particular bearing with regard to Madras. There is a theory that there was a race of
mankind in Southern India called Dravidians, entirely differing from another race in Northern India
called the Aryans, and that the Southern India Brâhmins are the only Aryans that came from the North,
the other men of Southern India belong to an entirely different caste and race to those of Southern
India Brahmins. Now I beg your pardon, Mr. Philologist, this is entirely unfounded. The only proof of

it is that there is a difference of language between the North and the South. I do not see any other
difference. We are so many Northern men here, and I ask my European friends to pick out the
Northern and Southern men from this assembly. Where is the difference? A little difference of
language. But the Brahmins are a race that came here speaking the Sanskrit language! Well then, they
took up the Dravidian language and forgot their Sanskrit. Why should not the other castes have done
the same? Why should not all the other castes have come one after the other from Northern India,
taken up the Dravidian language, and so forgotten their own? That is an argument working both ways.
Do not believe in such silly things. There may have been a Dravidian people who vanished from here,
and the few who remained lived in forests and other places. It is quite possible that the language may
have been taken up, but all these are Aryans who came from the North. The whole of India is Aryan,
nothing else. Then there is the other idea that the Shudra caste are surely the aborigines. What are
they? They are slaves. They say history repeats itself. The Americans, English, Dutch, and the
Portuguese got hold of the poor Africans and made them work hard while they lived, and their children
of mixed birth were born in slavery and kept in that condition for a long period. From that wonderful
example, the mind jumps back several thousand years and fancies that the same thing happened here,
and our archaeologist dreams of India being full of dark-eyed aborigines, and the bright Aryan came
from — the Lord knows where. According to some, they came from Central Tibet, others will have it
that they came from Central Asia. There are patriotic Englishmen who think that the Aryans were all
red-haired. Others, according to their idea, think that they were all black-haired. If the writer happens
to be a blackhaired man, the Aryans were all black-haired. Of late, there was an attempt made to
prove that the Aryans lived on the Swiss lakes. I should not be sorry if they had been all drowned there,
theory and all. Some say now that they lived at the North Pole. Lord bless the Aryans and their
habitations! As for the truth of these theories, there is not one word in our scriptures, not one, to
prove that the Aryan ever came from anywhere outside of India, and in ancient India was included
Afghanistan. There it ends. And the theory that the Shudra caste were all non-Aryans and they were
a multitude, is equally illogical and equally irrational. It could not have been possible in those days
that a few Aryans settled and lived there with a hundred thousand slaves at their command. These
slaves would have eaten them up, made “chutney” of them in five minutes. The only explanation is to
be found in the Mahâbhârata, which says that in the beginning of the Satya Yuga there was one caste,
the Brahmins, and then by difference of occupations they went on dividing themselves into different
castes, and that is the only true and rational explanation that has been given. And in the coming Satya
Yuga all the other castes will have to go back to the same condition. The solution of the caste problem
in India, therefore, assumes this form, not to degrade the higher castes, not to crush out the Brahmin.
The Brahminhood is the ideal of humanity in India, as wonderfully put forward by Shankaracharya at
the beginning of his commentary on the Gitâ, where he speaks about the reason for Krishna’s coming
as a preacher for the preservation of Brahminhood, of Brahminness. That was the great end. This
Brahmin, the man of God, he who has known Brahman, the ideal man, the perfect man, must remain;
he must not go. And with all the defects of the caste now, we know that we must all be ready to give
to the Brahmins this credit, that from them have come more men with real Brahminness in them than
from all the other castes. That is true. That is the credit due to them from all the other castes. We
must be bold enough, must be brave enough to speak of their defects, but at the same time we must
give the credit that is due to them. Remember the old English proverb, “Give every man his due”.
Therefore, my friends, it is no use fighting among the castes. What good will it do? It will divide us all
the more, weaken us all the more, degrade us all the more. The days of exclusive privileges and
exclusive claims are gone, gone for ever from the soil of India, and it is one of the great blessings of
the British Rule in India. Even to the Mohammedan Rule we owe that great blessing, the destruction
of exclusive privilege. That Rule was, after all, not all bad; nothing is all bad, and nothing is all good.
The Mohammedan conquest of India came as a salvation to the downtrodden, to the poor. That is

why one-fifth of our people have become Mohammedans. It was not the sword that did it all. It would
be the height of madness to think it was all the work of sword and fire. And one-fifth — one-half — of
your Madras people will become Christians if you do not take care. Was there ever a sillier thing before
in the world than what I saw in Malabar country? The poor Pariah is not allowed to pass through the
same street as the high-caste man, but if he changes his name to a hodge-podge English name, it is all
right; or to a Mohammedan name, it is all right. What inference would you draw except that these
Malabaris are all lunatics, their homes so many lunatic asylums, and that they are to be treated with
derision by every race in India until they mend their manners and know better. Shame upon them that
such wicked and diabolical customs are allowed; their own children are allowed to die of starvation,
but as soon as they take up some other religion they are well fed. There ought to be no more fight
between the castes. The solution is not by bringing down the higher, but by raising the lower up to
the level of the higher. And that is the line of work that is found in all our books, in spite of what you
may hear from some people whose knowledge of their own scriptures and whose capacity to
understand the mighty plans of the ancients are only zero. They do not understand, but those do that
have brains, that have the intellect to grasp the whole scope of the work. They stand aside and follow
the wonderful procession of national life through the ages. They can trace it step by step through all
the books, ancient and modern. What is the plan? The ideal at one end is the Brahmin and the ideal
at the other end is the Chandâla, and the whole work is to raise the Chandala up to the Brahmin.
Slowly and slowly you find more and more privileges granted to them. There are books where you
read such fierce words as these: “If the Shudra hears the Vedas, fill his ears with molten lead, and if
he remembers a line, cut his tongue out. If he says to the Brahmin, ‘You Brahmin’, cut his tongue out”.
This is diabolical old barbarism no doubt; that goes without saying; but do not blame the law-givers,
who simply record the customs of some section of the community. Such devils sometimes arose
among the ancients. There have been devils everywhere more or less in all ages. Accordingly, you will
find that later on, this tone is modified a little, as for instance, “Do not disturb the Shudras, but do not
teach them higher things”. Then gradually we find in other Smritis, especially in those that have full
power now, that if the Shudras imitate the manners and customs of the Brahmins they do well, they
ought to be encouraged. Thus it is going on. I have no time to place before you all these workings, nor
how they can be traced in detail; but coming to plain facts, we find that all the castes are to rise slowly
and slowly. There are thousands of castes, and some are even getting admission into Brahminhood,
for what prevents any caste from declaring they are Brahmins? Thus caste, with all its rigour, has been
created in that manner. Let us suppose that there are castes here with ten thousand people in each.
If these put their heads together and say, we will call ourselves Brahmins, nothing can stop them; I
have seen it in my own life. Some castes become strong, and as soon as they all agree, who is to say
nay? Because whatever it was, each caste was exclusive of the other. It did not meddle with others’
affairs; even the several divisions of one caste did not meddle with the other divisions, and those
powerful epoch-makers, Shankaracharya and others, were the great caste-makers. I cannot tell you
all the wonderful things they fabricated, and some of you may resent what I have to say. But in my
travels and experiences I have traced them out, and have arrived at most wonderful results. They
would sometimes get hordes of Baluchis and at once make them Kshatriyas, also get hold of hordes
of fishermen and make them Brahmins forthwith. They were all Rishis and sages, and we have to bow
down to their memory. So, be you all Rishis and sages; that is the secret. More or less we shall all be
Rishis. What is meant by a Rishi? The pure one. Be pure first, and you will have power. Simply saying,
“I am a Rishi”, will not do; but when you are a Rishi you will find that others obey you instinctively.
Something mysterious emanates from you, which makes them follow you, makes them hear you,
makes them unconsciously, even against their will, carry out your plans. That is Rishihood. Now as to
the details, they of course have to be worked out through generations. But this is merely a suggestion
in order to show you that these quarrels should cease. Especially do I regret that in Moslem times

there should be so much dissension between the castes. This must stop. It is useless on both sides,
especially on the side of the higher caste, the Brahmin, because the day for these privileges and
exclusive claims is gone. The duty of every aristocracy is to dig its own grave, and the sooner it does
so, the better. The more it delays, the more it will fester and the worse death it will die. It is the duty
of the Brahmin, therefore, to work for the salvation of the rest of mankind in India. If he does that,
and so long as he does that, he is a Brahmin, but he is no Brahmin when he goes about making money.
You on the other hand should give help only to the real Brahmin who deserves it; that leads to heaven.
But sometimes a gift to another person who does not deserve it leads to the other place, says our
scripture. You must be on your guard about that. He only is the Brahmin who has no secular
employment. Secular employment is not for the Brahmin but for the other castes. To the Brahmins I
appeal, that they must work hard to raise the Indian people by teaching them what they know, by
giving out the culture that they have accumulated for centuries. It is clearly the duty of the Brahmins
of India to remember what real Brahminhood is. As Manu says, all these privileges and honours are
given to the Brahmin, because “with him is the treasury of virtue”. He must open that treasury and
distribute its valuables to the world. It is true that he was the earliest preacher to the Indian races, he
was the first to renounce everything in order to attain to the higher realisation of life before others
could reach to the idea. It was not his fault that he marched ahead of the other caste. Why did not the
other castes so understand and do as he did? Why did they sit down and be lazy, and let the Brahmins
win the race? But it is one thing to gain an advantage, and another thing to preserve it for evil use.
Whenever power is used for evil, it becomes diabolical; it must be used for good only. So this
accumulated culture of ages of which the Brahmin has been the trustee, he must now give to the
people at large, and it was because he did not give it to the people that the Mohammedan invasion
was possible. It was because he did not open this treasury to the people from the beginning, that for
a thousand years we have been trodden under the heels of every one who chose to come to India. It
was through that we have become degraded, and the first task must be to break open the cells that
hide the wonderful treasures which our common ancestors accumulated; bring them out and give
them to everybody and the Brahmin must be the first to do it. There is an old superstition in Bengal
that if the cobra that bites, sucks out his own poison from the patient, the man must survive. Well
then, the Brahmin must suck out his own poison. To the non-Brahmin castes I say, wait, be not in a
hurry. Do not seize every opportunity of fighting the Brahmin, because, as I have shown, you are
suffering from your own fault. Who told you to neglect spirituality and Sanskrit learning? What have
you been doing all this time? Why have you been indifferent? Why do you now fret and fume because
somebody else had more brains, more energy, more pluck and go, than you? Instead of wasting your
energies in vain discussions and quarrels in the newspapers, instead of fighting and quarrelling in your
own homes — which is sinful — use all your energies in acquiring the culture which the Brahmin has,
and the thing is done. Why do you not become Sanskrit scholars? Why do you not spend millions to
bring Sanskrit education to all the castes of India? That is the question. The moment you do these
things, you are equal to the Brahmin. That is the secret of power in India. Sanskrit and prestige go
together in India. As soon as you have that, none dares say anything against you. That is the one secret;
take that up. The whole universe, to use the ancient Advaitist’s simile, is in a state of selfhypnotism. It
is will that is the power. It is the man of strong will that throws, as it were, a halo round him and brings
all other people to the same state of vibration as he has in his own mind. Such gigantic men do appear.
And what is the idea? When a powerful individual appears, his personality infuses his thoughts into
us, and many of us come to have the same thoughts, and thus we become powerful. Why is it that
organizations are so powerful? Do not say organization is material. Why is it, to take a case in point,
that forty millions of Englishmen rule three hundred millions of people here? What is the psychological
explanation? These forty millions put their wills together and that means infinite power, and you three
hundred millions have a will each separate from the other. Therefore to make a great future India, the

whole secret lies in organization, accumulation of power, co-ordination of wills. Already before my
mind rises one of the marvellous verses of the RigVeda Samhitâ which says, “Be thou all of one mind,
be thou all of one thought, for in the days of yore, the gods being of one mind were enabled to receive
oblations.” That the gods can be worshipped by men is because they are of one mind. Being of one
mind is the secret of society. And the more you go on fighting and quarrelling about all trivialities such
as “Dravidian” and “Aryan”, and the question of Brahmins and non-Brahmins and all that, the further
you are off from that accumulation of energy and power which is going to make the future India. For
mark you, the future India depends entirely upon that. That is the secret — accumulation of willpower, coordination, bringing them all, as it here, into one focus. Each Chinaman thinks in his own
way, and a handful of Japanese all think in the same way, and you know the result. That is how it goes
throughout the history of the world. You find in every case, compact little nations always governing
and ruling huge unwieldy nations, and this is natural, because it is easier for the little compact nations
to bring their ideas into the same focus, and thus they become developed. And the bigger the nation,
the more unwieldy it is. Born, as it were, a disorganised mob, they cannot combine. All these
dissensions must stop. There is yet another defect in us. Ladies, excuse me, but through centuries of
slavery, we have become like a nation of women. You scarcely can get three women together for five
minutes in this country or any other country, but they quarrel. Women make big societies in European
countries, and make tremendous declarations of women’s power and so on; then they quarrel, and
some man comes and rules them all. All over the world they still require some man to rule them. We
are like them. Women we are. If a woman comes to lead women, they all begin immediately to criticise
her, tear her to pieces, and make her sit down. If a man comes and gives them a little harsh treatment,
scolds them now and then, it is all right, they have been used to that sort of mesmerism. The whole
world is full of such mesmerists and hypnotists. In the same way, if one of our countrymen stands up
and tries to become great, we all try to hold him down, but if a foreigner comes and tries to kick us, it
is all right. We have been used to it, have we not? And slaves must become great masters! So give up
being a slave. For the next fifty years this alone shall be our keynote — this, our great Mother India.
Let all other vain gods disappear for the time from our minds. This is the only god that is awake, our
own race — “everywhere his hands, everywhere his feet, everywhere his ears, he covers everything.”
All other gods are sleeping. What vain gods shall we go after and yet cannot worship the god that we
see all round us, the Virât? When we have worshipped this, we shall be able to worship all other gods.
Before we can crawl half a mile, we want to cross the ocean like Hanumân! It cannot be. Everyone
going to be a Yogi, everyone going to meditate! It cannot be. The whole day mixing with the world
with Karma Kânda, and in the evening sitting down and blowing through your nose! Is it so easy?
Should Rishis come flying through the air, because you have blown three times through the nose? Is
it a joke? It is all nonsense. What is needed is Chittashuddhi, purification of the heart. And how does
that come? The first of all worship is the worship of the Virat — of those all around us. Worship It.
Worship is the exact equivalent of the Sanskrit word, and no other English word will do. These are all
our gods — men and animals; and the first gods we have to worship are our countrymen. These we
have to worship, instead of being jealous of each other and fighting each other. It is the most terrible
Karma for which we are suffering, and yet it does not open our eyes! Well, the subject is so great that
I do not know where to stop, and I must bring my lecture to a close by placing before you in a few
words the plans I want to carry out in Madras. We must have a hold on the spiritual and secular
education of the nation. Do you understand that? You must dream it, you must talk it, you must think
its and you must work it out. Till then there is no salvation for the race. The education that you are
getting now has some good points, but it has a tremendous disadvantage which is so great that the
good things are all weighed down. In the first place it is not a man-making education, it is merely and
entirely a negative education. A negative education or any training that is based on negation, is worse
than death. The child is taken to school, and the first thing he learns is that his father is a fool, the

second thing that his grandfather is a lunatic, the third thing that all his teachers are hypocrites, the
fourth that all the sacred books are lies! By the time he is sixteen he is a mass of negation, lifeless and
boneless. And the result is that fifty years of such education has not produced one original man in the
three Presidencies. Every man of originality that has been produced has been educated elsewhere,
and not in this country, or they have gone to the old universities once more to cleanse themselves of
superstitions. Education is not the amount of information that is put into your brain and runs riot
there, undigested, all your life. We must have life-building, man-making, charactermaking assimilation
of ideas. If you have assimilated five ideas and made them your life and character, you have more
education than any man who has got by heart a whole library — “The ass carrying its load of
sandalwood knows only the weight and not the value of the sandalwood.” If education is identical
with information, the libraries are the greatest sages in the world, and encyclopaedias are the Rishis.
The ideal, therefore, is that we must have the whole education of our country, spiritual and secular,
in our own hands, and it must be on national lines, through national methods as far as practical. Of
course this is a very big scheme, a very big plan. I do not know whether it will ever work out. But we
must begin the work. But how? Take Madras, for instance. We must have a temple, for with Hindus
religion must come first. Then, you may say, all sects will quarrel about it. But we will make it a nonsectarian temple, having only “Om” as the symbol, the greatest symbol of any sect. If there is any sect
here which believes that “Om” ought not to be the symbol, it has no right to call itself Hindu. All will
have the right to interpret Hinduism, each one according to his own sect ideas, but we must have a
common temple. You can have your own images and symbols in other places, but do not quarrel here
with those who differ from you. Here should be taught the common grounds of our different sects,
and at the same time the different sects should have perfect liberty to come and teach their doctrines,
with only one restriction, that is, not to quarrel with other sects. Say what you have to say, the world
wants it; but the world has no time to hear what you think about other people; you can keep that to
yourselves. Secondly, in connection with this temple there should be an institution to train teachers
who must go about preaching religion and giving secular education to our people; they must carry
both. As we have been already carrying religion from door to door, let us along with it carry secular
education also. That can be easily done. Then the work will extend through these bands of teachers
and preachers, and gradually we shall have similar temples in other places, until we have covered the
whole of India. That is my plan. It may appear gigantic, but it is much needed. You may ask, where is
the money. Money is not needed. Money is nothing. For the last twelve years of my life, I did not know
where the next meal would come from; but money and everything else I want must come, because
they are my slaves, and not I theirs; money and everything else must come. Must — that is the word.
Where are the men? That is the question. Young men of Madras, my hope is in you. Will you respond
to the call of your nation? Each one of you has a glorious future if you dare believe me. Have a
tremendous faith in yourselves, like the faith I had when I was a child, and which I am working out
now. Have that faith, each one of you, in yourself — that eternal power is lodged in every soul — and
you will revive the whole of India. Ay, we will then go to every country under the sun, and our ideas
will before long be a component of the many forces that are working to make up every nation in the
world. We must enter into the life of every race in India and abroad; shall have to work to bring this
about. Now for that, I want young men. “It is the young, the strong, and healthy, of sharp intellect that
will reach the Lord”, say the Vedas. This is the time to decide your future — while you possess the
energy of youth, not when you are worn out and jaded, but in the freshness and vigour of youth. Work
— this is the time; for the freshest, the untouched, and unsmelled flowers alone are to be laid at the
feet of the Lord, and such He receives. Rouse yourselves, therefore, or life is short. There are greater
works to be done than aspiring to become lawyers and picking quarrels and such things. A far greater
work is this sacrifice of yourselves for the benefit of your race, for the welfare of humanity. What is in
this life? You are Hindus, and there is the instinctive belief in you that life is eternal. Sometimes I have

young men come and talk to me about atheism; I do not believe a Hindu can become an atheist. He
may read European books, and persuade himself he is a materialist, but it is only for a time. It is not
in your blood. You cannot believe what is not in your constitution; it would be a hopeless task for you.
Do not attempt that sort of thing. I once attempted it when I was a boy, but it could not be. Life is
short, but the soul is immortal and eternal, and one thing being certain, death, let us therefore take
up a great ideal and give up our whole life to it. Let this be our determination, and may He, the Lord,
who “comes again and again for the salvation of His own people”, to quote from our scriptures — may
the great Krishna bless us and lead us all to the fulfilment of our aims!

The women of India
(Detroit Free Press, March 25, 1894)
Kananda lectured last night at the Unitarian church on “The Women of India.” The speaker reverted
to the women of ancient India, showing in what high regard they are held in the holy books, where
women were prophetesses. Their spirituality then was admirable. It is unfair to judge women in the
east by the western standard. In the west woman is the wife; in the east she is the mother. The
Hindoos worship the idea of mother, and even the monks are required to touch the earth with their
foreheads before their mothers. Chastity is much esteemed. The lecture was one of the most
interesting Kananda has delivered and he was warmly received. * * * (Detroit Evening News, March
25, 1894) Swami Vive Kananda lectured at the Unitarian Church last night on “The Women of India,
Past, Medieval and the Present.” He stated that in India the woman was the visible manifestation of
God and that her whole life was given up to the thought that she was a mother, and to be a perfect
mother she must be chaste. No mother in India ever abandoned her offspring, he said, and defied
any one to prove the contrary. The girls of India would die if they, like American girls, were obliged
to expose half their bodies to the vulgar gaze of young men. He desired that India be judged from
the standard of that country and not from this. * * * (Tribune, April 1, 1894) While Swami Kananda
was in Detroit he had a number of conversations, in which he answered questions regarding the
women of India. It was the information he thus imparted that suggested a public lecture from him
on this subject. But as he speaks without notes, some of the points he made in private conversation
did not appear in his public address. Then his friends were in a measure disappointed. But one of his
lady listeners has put on paper some of the things he told in his afternoon talks, and it is now for the
first time given to the press: To the great tablelands of the high Himalaya mountains first came the
Aryans, and there to this day abides the pure type of Brahman, a people which we westerners can
but dream of. Pure in thought, deed and action, so honest that a bag of gold left in a public place
would be found unharmed twenty years after; so beautiful that, to use Kananda’s own phrase, “to
see a girl in the fields is to pause and marvel that God could make anything so exquisite.” Their
features are regular, their eyes and hair dark, and their skin the color which would be produced by
the drops which fell from a pricked finger into a glass of milk. These are the Hindus in their pure
type, untainted and untrammeled. As to their property laws, the wife’s dowry belongs to her
exclusively, never becoming the property of the husband. She can sell or give away without his
consent. The gifts from any one to herself, including those of the husband, are hers alone, to do with
as she pleases. Woman walks abroad without fear; she is as free as perfect trust in those about her
can render her. There is no zenana in the Himalayas, and there is a part of India which the
missionaries never reach. These villages are most difficult of access. These people, untouched by
Mahometan influence, can but be reached by wearisome and toilsome climbing, and are unknown
to Mahometan and Christian alike.

INDIA’S FIRST INHABITANTS
In the forest of India are found races of wild people — very wild, even to cannibalism. These are the
original Indians and never were Aryan or Hindu. As the Hindus settled in the country proper and
spread over its vast area, corruptions of many kinds found home among them. The sun was
scorching and the men exposed to it were dark in color. Five generations are but needed to change
the transparent glow of the white complexion of the dwellers of the Himalaya Mountains to the
bronzed hue of the Hindu of India. Kananda has one brother very fair and one darker than himself.
His father and mother are fair. The women are apt to be, the cruel etiquette of the Zenana
established for protection from the Mohammedans keeping them within doors, fairer. Kananda is
thirty-one years old. A CLIP AT AMERICAN MEN Kananda asserts with an amused twinkle in his eye
that American men amuse him. They profess to worship woman, but in his opinion they simply
worship youth and beauty. They never fall in love with wrinkles and gray hair. In fact he is under a
strong impression that American men once had a trick — inherited, to be sure — of burning up their
old women. Modern history calls this the burning of witches. It was men who accused and
condemned witches, and it was usually the old age of the victim that led her to the stake. So it is
seen that burning women alive is not exclusively a Hindu custom. He thought that if it were
remembered that the Christian church burned old women at the stake, there would be less horror
expressed regarding the burning of Hindu widows. BURNINGS COMPARED The Hindu widow went to
her death agony amid feasting and song, arrayed in her costliest garments and believing for the most
part that such an act meant the glories of Paradise for herself and family. She was worshipped as a
martyr and her name was enshrined among the family records. However horrible the rite appears to
us, it is a bright picture compared to the burning of the Christian witch who, considered a guilty
thing from the first, was thrown in a stifling dungeon, tortured cruelly to extort confession,
subjected to an infamous trial, dragged amid jeering to the stake and consoled amid her sufferings
by the bystander’s comfort that the burning of her body was but the symbol for hell’s everlasting
fires, in which her soul would suffer even greater torment. MOTHERS ARE SACRED Kananda says the
Hindu is taught to worship the principle of motherhood. The mother outranks the wife. The mother
is holy. The motherhood of God is more in his mind than the fatherhood. All women, whatever the
caste, are exempt from corporal punishment. Should a woman murder, her head is spared. She may
be placed astride a donkey facing his tail. Thus riding through the streets a drummer shouts her
crime, after which she is free, her humiliation being deemed sufficient punishment to serve as a
preventive for further crime. Should she care to repent, there are religious houses open to her,
where she can become purified or she can at her own option at once enter the class of monks and so
become a holy woman. The question was put to Mr. Kananda whether the freedom thus allowed in
the joining the monks without a superior over them did not tend to hypocrisy among the order, as
he claims, of the purest of Hindu philosophers. Kananda assented, but explained that there is no one
between the people and the monk. The monk has broken down all caste. A Brahmin will not touch
the low-caste Hindu but let him or her become a monk and the mightiest will prostrate himself
before the low-caste monk. The people are obliged to take care of the monk, but only as long as they
believe in his sincerity. Once condemned for hypocrisy he is called a liar and falls to the depths of
mendicancy — a mere wandering beggar — inspiring no respect. OTHER THOUGHTS A woman has
the right of way with even a prince. When the studious Greeks visited Hindustan to learn of the
Hindu, all doors were open to them, but when the Mohammedan with his sword and the Englishman
with his bullets came their doors were closed. Such guests were not welcomed. As Kananda
deliciously words it: “When the tiger comes we close our doors until he has passed by.” The United
States, says Kananda, has inspired him with hopes for great possibilities in the future, but our

destiny, as that of the world, rests not in the lawmakers of today, but in the women. Mr. Kananda’s
words: “The salvation of your country depends upon its women.”

A Plan of work for India
(Written to Justice Sir Subrahmanya Iyer from Chicago, 3rd Jan., 1895.)
It is with a heart full of love, gratitude, and trust that I take up my pen to write to you. Let me tell you
first, that you are one of the few men that I have met in my life who are thorough in their convictions.
You have a wholesouled possession of a wonderful combination of feeling and knowledge, and withal
a practical ability to bring ideas into realised forms. Above all, you are sincere, and as such I confide
to you some of my ideas. The work has begun well in India, and it should not only be kept up, but
pushed on with the greatest vigour. Now or never is the time. After taking a far and wide view of
things, my mind has now been concentrated on the following plan. First, it would be well to open a
Theological College in Madras, and then gradually extend its scope, to give a thorough education to
young men in the Vedas and the different Bhâshyas and philosophies, including a knowledge of the
other religions of the world. At the same time a paper in English and the vernacular should be started
as an organ of the College. This is the first step to be taken, and huge things grow out of small
undertakings. Madras just now is following the golden mean by appreciating both the ancient and
modern phases of life. I fully agree with the educated classes in India that a thorough overhauling of
society is necessary. But how to do it? The destructive plans of reformers have failed. My plan is this.
We have not done badly in the past, certainly not. Our society is not bad but good, only I want it to be
better still. Not from error to truth, nor from bad to good, but from truth to higher truth, from good
to better, best. I tell my countrymen that so far they have done well — now is the time to do better.
Non, take the case of caste — in Sanskrit, Jâti, i.e. species. Now, this is the first idea of creation.
Variation (Vichitratâ), that is to say Jati, means creation. “I am One, I become many” (various Vedas).
Unity is before creation, diversity is creation. Now if this diversity stops, creation will be destroyed. So
long as any species is vigorous and active, it must throw out varieties. When it ceases or is stopped
from breeding varieties, it dies. Now the original idea of Jati was this freedom of the individual to
express his nature, his Prakriti, his Jati, his caste; and so it remained for thousands of years. Not even
in the latest books is inter-dining prohibited; nor in any of the older books is inter-marriage forbidden.
Then what was the cause of India’s downfall? — the giving up of this idea of caste. As Gitâ says, with
the extinction of caste the world will be destroyed. Now does it seem true that with the stoppage of
these variations the world will be destroyed? The present caste is not the real Jati, but a hindrance to
its progress. It really has prevented the free action of Jati, i.e. caste or variation. Any crystallized
custom or privilege or hereditary class in any shape really prevents caste (Jati) from having its full
sway; and whenever any nation ceases to produce this immense variety, it must die. Therefore what
I have to tell you, my countrymen, is this, that India fell because you prevented and abolished caste.
Every frozen aristocracy or privileged class is a blow to caste and is notcaste. Let Jati have its sway;
break down every barrier in the way of caste, and we shall rise. Now look at Europe. When it
succeeded in giving free scope to caste and took away most of the barriers that stood in the way of
individuals, each developing his caste — Europe rose. In America, there is the best scope for caste
(real Jati) to develop, and so the people are great. Every Hindu knows that astrologers try to fix the
caste of every boy or girl as soon as he or she is born. That is the real caste — the individuality, and
Jyotisha (astrology) recognises that. And we can only rise by giving it full sway again. This variety does
not mean inequality, nor any special privilege. This is my method — to show the Hindus that they have
to give up nothing, but only to move on in the line laid down by the sages and shake off their inertia,

the result of centuries of servitude. Of course, we had to stop advancing during the Mohammedan
tyranny, for then it was not a question of progress but of life and death. Now that that pressure has
gone, we must move forward, not on the lines of destruction directed by renegades and missionaries,
but along our own line, our own road. Everything is hideous because the building is unfinished. We
had to stop building during centuries of oppression. Now finish the building and everything will look
beautiful in its own place. This is all my plan. I am thoroughly convinced of this. Each nation has a main
current in life; in India it is religion. Make it strong and the waters on either side must move along with
it. This is one phase of my line of thought. In time, I hope to bring them all out, but at present I find I
have a mission in this country also. Moreover, I expect help in this country and from here alone. But
up to date I could not do anything except spreading my ideas. Now I want that a similar attempt be
made in India. I do not know when I shall go over to India. I obey the leading of the Lord. I am in His
hands. “In this world in search of wealth, Thou art, O Lord, the greatest jewel I have found. I sacrifice
myself unto Thee.” “In search of some one to love, Thou art the One Beloved I have found. I sacrifice
myself unto Thee.” (Yajurveda Samhitâ). May the Lord bless you for ever and ever!

The Problem of modern India and its solution
(The above is a translation of the first Bengali article written by Swami Vivekananda as an introduction to the Udbodhana,
when it was started on the 14th of January, 1899, as the Bengali fortnightly (afterwards monthly) journal of the Ramakrishna
Order.)

The ancient history of India is full of descriptions of the gigantic energies and their multifarious
workings, the boundless spirit, the combination of indomitable action and reaction of the various
forces, and, above all, the profound thoughtfulness of a godly race. If the word history is understood
to mean merely narratives of kings and emperors, and pictures of society — tyrannised over from time
to time by the evil passions, haughtiness, avarice, etc., of the rulers of the time, portraying the acts
resulting from their good or evil propensities, and how these reacted upon the society of that time —
such a history India perhaps does not possess. But every line of that mass of the religious literature of
India, her ocean of poetry, her philosophies and various scientific works reveal to us — a thousand
times more clearly than the narratives of the life-incidents and genealogies of particular kings and
emperors can ever do — the exact position and every step made in advance by that vast body of men
who, even before the dawn of civilisation, impelled by hunger and thirst, lust and greed, etc., attracted
by the charm of beauty, endowed with a great and indomitable mental power, and moved by various
sentiments, arrived through various ways and means at that stage of eminence. Although the heaps
of those triumphal flags which they gathered in their innumerable victories over nature with which
they had been waging war for ages, have, of late, been torn and tattered by the violent winds of
adverse circumstances and become worn out through age, yet they still proclaim the glory of Ancient
India. Whether this race slowly proceeded from Central Asia, Northern Europe, or the Arctic regions,
and gradually came down and sanctified India by settling there at last, or whether the holy land of
India was their original native place, we have no proper means of knowing now. Or whether a vast
race living in or outside India, being displaced from its original abode, in conformity with natural laws,
came in the course of time to colonise and settle over Europe and other places — and whether these
people were white or black, blue-eyed or dark-eyed, golden-haired or black-haired — all these matters
— there is no sufficient ground to prove now, with the one exception of the fact of the kinship of
Sanskrit with a few European languages. Similarly, it is not easy to arrive at a final conclusion as to the
modern Indians, whether they all are the pure descendants of that race, or how much of the blood of
that race is flowing in their veins, or again, what races amongst them have any of that even in them.
However, we do not, in fact, lose much by this uncertainty. But there is one fact to remember. Of that
ancient Indian race, upon which the rays of civilisation first dawned, where deep thoughtfulness first

revealed itself in full glory, there are still found hundreds of thousands of its children, born of its mind
— the inheritors of its thoughts and sentiments — ready to claim them. Crossing over mountains,
rivers, arid oceans, setting at naught, as it were, the obstacles of the distance of space and time, the
blood of Indian thought has flowed, and is still flowing into the veins of other nations of the globe,
whether in a distinct or in some subtle unknown way. Perhaps to us belongs the major portion of the
universal ancient inheritance. In a small country lying in the eastern corner of the Mediterranean Sea,
beautiful and adorned by nature, and garlanded by well-formed and beautifullooking islands, lived a
race of men who were few in number, but of a very charming aspect, perfectly formed, and strong in
muscles and sinews, light of body, yet possessing steadiness and perseverance, and who were
unrivalled for the creation of all earthly beauties, as well as endowed with extraordinary practicality
and intellect. The other ancient nations used to call them Yavanas, but they called themselves Greeks.
This handful of a vigorous and wonderful race is a unique example in the annals of man. Wherever
and in whatever nation there has been, or is, any advance made in earthly science up to the present
day — such as social, martial, political, sculptural, etc. — there the shadow of ancient Greece has
fallen. Let us leave apart the consideration of ancient times, for even in this modern age, we, the
Bengalis, think ourselves proud and enlightened simply by following the footmarks of these Yavana
Gurus for these last fifty years, illumining our homes with what light of theirs is reaching us through
the European literature. The whole of Europe nowadays is, in every respect, the disciple of ancient
Greece, and her proper inheritor; so much so that a wise man of England had said, “Whatever nature
has not created, that is the creation of the Greek mind.” These two gigantic rivers (Aryans and
Yavanas), issuing from far-away and different mountains (India and Greece), occasionally come in
contact with each other, and whenever such confluence takes place, a tremendous intellectual or
spiritual tide, rising in human societies, greatly expands the range of civilisation and confirms the bond
of universal brotherhood among men. Once in far remote antiquity, the Indian philosophy, coming in
contact with Greek energy, led to the rise of the Persian, the Roman, and other great nations. After
the invasion of Alexander the Great, these two great waterfalls colliding with each other, deluged
nearly half of the globe with spiritual tides, such as Christianity. Again, a similar commingling, resulting
in the improvement and prosperity of Arabia, laid the foundation of modern European civilisation.
And perhaps, in our own day, such a time for the conjunction of these two gigantic forces has
presented itself again. This time their centre is India. The air of India pre-eminently conduces to
quietness, the nature of the Yavana is the constant expression of power; profound meditation
characterises the one, the indomitable spirit of dexterous activity, the other; one’s motto is
“renunciation”, the other’s “enjoyment”. One’s whole energy is directed inwards, the other’s,
outwards; one’s whole learning consists in the knowledge of the Self or the Subject, the other’s, in the
knowledge of the not-Self or the object (perishable creation); one loves Moksha (spiritual freedom),
the other loves political independence; one is unmindful of gaining prosperity in this world, the other
sets his whole heart on making a heaven of this world; one, aspiring after eternal bliss, is indifferent
to all the ephemeral pleasures of this life, and the other, doubting the existence of eternal bliss, or
knowing it to be far away, directs his whole energy to the attainment of earthly pleasures as much as
possible. In this age, both these types of mankind are extinct, only their physical and mental children,
their works and thoughts are existing. Europe and America are the advanced children of the Yavanas,
a glory to their forefathers; but the modern inhabitants of the land of Bharata are not the glory of the
ancient Aryas. But, as fire remains intact under cover of ashes, so the ancestral fire still remains latent
in these modern Indians. Through the grace of the Almighty Power, it is sure to manifest itself in time.
What will accrue when that ancestral fire manifests itself? Would the sky of India again appear clouded
over by waving masses of smoke springing from the Vedic sacrificial fire? Or is the glory of Rantideva
again going to be revived in the blood of the sacrificed animals? Are the old customs of Gomedha,
Ashvamedha, or perpetuating the lineage from a husband’s brother, and other usages of a like nature

to come back again? Or is the deluge of a Buddhistic propaganda again going to turn the whole of
India into a big monastery? Are the laws of Manu going to be rehabilitated as of yore? Or is the
discrimination of food, prescribed and forbidden, varying in accordance with geographical dimensions,
as it is at the present day, alone going to have its all-powerful domination over the length and breadth
of the country? Is the caste system to remain, and is it going to depend eternally upon the birthright
of a man, or is it going to be determined by his qualification? And again in that caste system, is the
discrimination of food, its touchableness or untouchableness, dependent upon the purity or the
impurity of the man who touches it, to be observed as it is in Bengal, or will it assume a form more
strict as it does in Madras? Or, as in the Punjab, will all such restrictions be obliterated? Are the
marriages of the different Varnas to take place from the upper to the lower Varna in the successive
order, as in Manu’s days, and as it is still in vogue in Nepal? Or, as in Bengal and other places, are they
to be kept restricted to a very limited number of individuals constituting one of the several
communities of a certain class of the Varna? To give a conclusive answer to all these questions is
extremely difficult. They become the more difficult of solution, considering the difference in the
customs prevailing in different parts of the country — nay, as we find even in the same part of the
country such a wide divergence of customs among different castes and families. Then what is to be?
What we should have is what we have not, perhaps what our forefathers even had not — that which
the Yavanas had; that, impelled by the lifevibration of which, is issuing forth in rapid succession from
the great dynamo of Europe, the electric flow of that tremendous power vivifying the whole world.
We want that. We want that energy, that love of independence, that spirit of self-reliance, that
immovable fortitude, that dexterity in action, that bond of unity of purpose, that thirst for
improvement. Checking a little the constant looking back to the past, we want that expansive vision
infinitely projected forward; and we want — that intense spirit of activity (Rajas) which will flow
through our every vein, from head to foot. What can be a greater giver of peace than renunciation? A
little ephemeral worldly good is nothing in comparison with eternal good; no doubt of that. What can
bring greater strength than Sattva Guna (absolute purity of mind)? It is indeed true that all other kinds
of knowledge are but non-knowledge in comparison with Self-knowledge. But I ask: How many are
there in the world fortunate enough to gain that Sattva Guna? How many in this land of Bharata? How
many have that noble heroism which can renounce all, shaking off the idea of “I and mine”? How many
are blessed enough to possess that far-sight of wisdom which makes the earthly pleasures appear to
be but vanity of vanities? Where is that broad-hearted man who is apt to forget even his own body in
meditating over the beauty and glory of the Divine? Those who are such are but a handful in
comparison to the population of the whole of India; and in order that these men may attain to their
salvation, will the millions and millions of men and women of India have to be crushed under the
wheel of the present-day society and religion? And what good can come out of such a crushing? Do
you not see — talking up this plea of Sattva, the country has been slowly and slowly drowned in the
ocean of Tamas or dark ignorance? Where the most dull want to hide their stupidity by covering it
with a false desire for the highest knowledge which is beyond all activities, either physical or mental;
where one, born and bred in lifelong laziness, wants to throw the veil of renunciation over his own
unfitness for work; where the most diabolical try to make their cruelty appear, under the cloak of
austerity, as a part of religion; where no one has an eye upon his own incapacity, but everyone is ready
to lay the whole blame on others; where knowledge consists only in getting some books by heart,
genius consists in chewing the cud of others’ thoughts, and the highest glory consists in taking the
name of ancestors: do we require any other proof to show that that country is being day by day
drowned in utter Tamas? Therefore Sattva or absolute purity is now far away from us. Those amongst
us who are not yet fit, but who hope to be fit, to reach to that absolutely pure Paramahamsa state —
for them the acquirement of Rajas or intense activity is what is most beneficial now. Unless a man
passes through Rajas, can he ever attain to that perfect Sâttvika state? How can one expect Yoga or

union with God, unless one has previously finished with his thirst for Bhoga or enjoyment? How can
renunciation come where there is no Vairâgya or dispassion for all the charms of enjoyment? On the
other hand, the quality of Rajas is apt to die down as soon as it comes up, like a fire of palm leaves.
The presence of Sattva and the Nitya or Eternal Reality is almost in a state of juxtaposition — Sattva is
nearly Nitya. Whereas the nation in which the quality of Rajas predominates is not so longlived, but a
nation with a preponderance of Sattva is, as it were, immortal. History is a witness to this fact. In India,
the quality of Rajas is almost absent: the same is the case with Sattva in the West. It is certain,
therefore, that the real life of the Western world depends upon the influx, from India, of the current
of Sattva or transcendentalism; and it is also certain that unless we overpower and submerge our
Tamas by the opposite tide of Rajas, we shall never gain any worldly good or welfare in this life; and it
is also equally certain that we shall meet many formidable obstacles in the path of realisation of those
noble aspirations and ideals connected with our after-life. The one end and aim of the Udbodhana is
to help the union and intermingling of these two forces, as far as it lies in its power. True, in so doing
there is a great danger — lest by this huge wave of Western spirit are washed away all our most
precious jewels, earned through ages of hard labour; true, there is fear lest falling into its strong
whirlpool, even the land of Bharata forgets itself so far as to be turned into a battlefield in the struggle
after earthly enjoyments; ay, there is fear, too, lest going to imitate the impossible and impracticable
foreign ways, rooting out as they do our national customs and ideals, we lose all that we hold dear in
this life and be undone in the next! To avoid these calamities we must always keep the wealth of our
own home before our eyes, so that every one down to the masses may always know and see what his
own ancestral property is. We must exert ourselves to do that; and side by side, we should be brave
to open our doors to receive all available light from outside. Let rays of light come in, in sharp-driving
showers from the four quarters of the earth; let the intense flood of light flow in from the West —
what of that? Whatever is weak and corrupt is liable to die — what are we to do with it? If it goes, let
it go, what harm does it do to us? What is strong and invigorating is immortal. Who can destroy that?
How many gushing springs and roaring cataracts, how many icy rivulets and ever-flowing streamlets,
issuing from the eternal snow-capped peaks of the Himalayas, combine and flow together to form the
gigantic river of the gods, the Gangâ, and rush impetuously towards the ocean! So what a variety of
thoughts and ideas, how many currents of forces, issuing from innumerable saintly hearts, and from
brains of geniuses of various lands have already enveloped India, the land of Karma, the arena for the
display of higher human activities! Look! how under the dominion of the English, in these days of
electricity, railroad, and steamboat, various sentiments, manners, customs, and morals are spreading
all over the land with lightning speed. Nectar is coming, and along with it, also poison; good is coming,
as well as evil. There has been enough of angry opposition and bloodshed; the power of stemming
this tide is not in Hindu society. Everything, from water filtered by machinery and drawn from
hydrants, down to sugar purified with bone-ash, is being quietly and freely taken by almost every one,
in spite of much show of verbal protest. Slowly and slowly, by the strong dint of law, many of our most
cherished customs are falling off day by day — we have no power to withstand that. And why is there
no power? Is truth really powerless? “Truth alone conquers and not falsehood.” — Is this Divine Vedic
saying false? Or who knows but that those very customs which are being swept away by the deluge of
the power of Western sovereignty or of Western education were not real Âchâras, but were Anâchâras
after all. This also is a matter for serious consideration. — “For the good of the many, as well as for
the happiness of the many” — in an unselfish manner, with a heart filled with love and reverence, the
Udbodhana invites all wise and large-hearted men who love their motherland to discuss these points
and solve these problems; and, being devoid of the feeling of hatred or antagonism, as well as turning
itself away from the infliction of abusive language directed towards any individual, or society, or any
sect, it offers its whole self for the service of all classes. To work we have the right, the result is in the

hands of the Lord. We only pray: “O Thou Eternal Spirit, make us spiritual; O Thou Eternal Strength,
make us strong; O Thou Mighty One, make us mighty.”

Modern India
The Vedic priests base their superior strength on the knowledge of the sacrificial Mantras. (Vedic
hymns uttered by the priests to invoke the Devas at the time of sacrifice.) By the power of these
Mantras, the Devas are made to come down from their heavenly abodes, accept the drink and food
offerings, and grant the prayers of the Yajamânas. (The men who perform sacrifices.) The kings as well
as their subjects are, therefore, looking up to these priests for their welfare during their earthly life.
Raja Soma (The name of the Soma plant as commonly found in the Vedas. The priests offered to the
Devas the juice of this plant at the time of sacrifice.) is worshipped by the priest and is made to thrive
by the power of his Mantras. As such, the Devas, whose favourite food is the juice of the Soma plant
offered in oblation by the priest, are always kind to him and bestow his desired boons. Thus
strengthened by divine grace, he defies all human opposition; for what can the power of mortals do
against that of the gods? Even the king, the centre of all earthly power, is a supplicant at his door. A
kind look from him is the greatest help; his mere blessing a tribute to the State, pre-eminent above
everything else. Now commanding the king to be engaged in affairs fraught with death and ruin, now
standing by him as his fastest friend with kind and wise counsels, now spreading the net of subtle,
diplomatic statesmanship in which the king is easily caught — the priest is seen, oftentimes, to make
the royal power totally subservient to him. Above all, the worst fear is in the knowledge that the name
and fame of the royal forefathers and of himself and his family lie at the mercy of the priest’s pen. He
is the historian. The king might have paramount power; attaining a great glory in his reign, he might
prove himself as the father and mother in one to his subjects; but if the priest is not appeased, his sun
of glory goes down with his last breath for ever; all his worth and usefulness deserving of universal
approbation are lost in the great womb of time, like unto the fall of gentle dew on the ocean. Others
who inaugurated the huge sacrifices lasting over many years, the performers of the Ashvamedha and
so on — those who showered, like incessant rain in the rainy season, countless wealth on the priests
— their names, thanks to the grace of priests, are emblazoned in the pages of history. The name of
Priyadarshi Dharmâshoka, (The name given to the great king, Asoka. after he embraced Buddhism)
the beloved of the gods, is nothing but a name in the priestly world, while Janamejaya, (The performer
of the great snake-sacrifice of Mahâbhârata.) son of Parikshit, is a household word in every Hindu
family. To protect the State, to meet the expenses of the personal comforts and luxuries of himself
and his long retinue, and, above all, to fill to overflowing the coffers of the all-powerful priesthood for
its propitiation, the king is continually draining the resources of his subjects, even as the sun sucks up
moisture from the earth. His especial prey — his milch cows — are the Vaishyas. Neither under the
Hindu kings, nor under the Buddhist rule, do we find the common subject-people taking any part in
expressing their voice in the affairs of the State. True, Yudhishthira visits the houses of Vaishyas and
even Shudras when he is in Vâranâvata; true, the subjects are praying for the installation of
Râmachandra to the regency of Ayodhyâ; nay, they are even criticising the conduct of Sitâ and secretly
making plans for the bringing about of her exile: but as a recognised rule of the State they have no
direct voice in the supreme government. The power of the populace is struggling to express itself in
indirect and disorderly ways without any method. The people have not as yet the conscious knowledge
of the existence of this power. There is neither the attempt on their part to organise it into a united
action, nor have they got the will to do so; there is also a complete absence of that capacity, that skill,
by means of which small and incoherent centres of force are united together, creating insuperable

strength as their resultant. Is this due to want of proper laws? — no, that is not it. There are laws,
there are methods, separately and distinctly assigned for the guidance of different departments of
government, there are laws laid down in the minutest detail for everything, such as the collection of
revenue, the management of the army, the administration of justice, punishments and rewards. But
at the root of all, is the injunction of the Rishi — the word of divine authority, the revelation of God
coming through the inspired Rishi. The laws have, it can almost be said, no elasticity in them. Under
the circumstances, it is never possible for the people to acquire any sort of education by which they
can learn to combine among themselves and be united for the accomplishment of any object for the
common good of the people, or by which they can have the concerted intellect to conceive the idea
of popular right in the treasures collected by the king from his subjects, or even such education by
which they can be fired with the aspiration to gain the right of representation in the control of State
revenues and expenditure. Why should they do such things? Is not the inspiration of the Rishi
responsible for their prosperity and progress? Again, all those laws are in books. Between laws as
codified in books and their operation in practical life, there is a world of difference. One Ramachandra
is born after thousands of Agnivarnas pass away! Many kings show us the life of Chandâshoka;
Dharmâshokas are rare! The number of kings like Akbar, in whom the subjects find their life, is far less
than that of kings like Aurangzeb who live on the blood of their people! Even if the kings be of as
godlike nature as that of Yudhishthira, Ramachandra, Dharmashoka, or Akbar under whose benign
rule the people enjoyed safety and prosperity, and were looked after with paternal care by their rulers,
the hand of him who is always fed by another gradually loses the power of taking the food to his
mouth. His power of self-preservation can never become fully manifest who is always protected in
every respect by another. Even the strongest youth remains but a child if he is always looked after as
a child by his parents. Being always governed by kings of godlike nature, to whom is left the whole
duty of protecting and providing for the people, they can never get any occasion for understanding
the principles of self-government. Such a nation, being entirely dependent on the king for everything
and never caring to exert itself for the common good or for selfdefence, becomes gradually destitute
of inherent energy and strength. If this state of dependence and protection continues long, it becomes
the cause of the destruction of the nation, and its ruin is not far to seek. Of course, it can be reasonably
concluded that, when the government a country, is guided by codes of laws enjoined by Shâstras
which are the outcome of knowledge inspired by the divine genius of great sages, such a government
must lead to the unbroken welfare of the rich and the poor, the wise and the ignorant, the king and
the subjects alike. But we have seen already how far the operation of those laws was, or may be,
possible in practical life. The voice of the ruled in the government of their land — which is the
watchword of the modern Western world, and of which the last expression has been echoed with a
thundering voice in the Declaration of the American Government, in the words, “That the government
of the people of this country must be by the people and for the good of the people” — cannot however
be said to have been totally unrecognised in ancient India. The Greek travellers and others saw many
independent small States scattered all over this country, and references are also found to this effect
in many places of the Buddhistic literature. And there cannot be the least doubt about it that the germ
of self-government was at least present in the shape of the village Panchâyat, (Literally, “government
by five”, in which the village-men sit together and decide among themselves, all disputes.) which is
still to be found in existence in many places of India. But the germ remained for ever the germ; the
seed though put in the ground never grew into a tree. This idea of self-government never passed
beyond the embryo state of the village Panchayat system and never spread into society at large. In
the religious communities, among Sannyasins in the Buddhist monasteries, we have ample evidence
to show that self-government was fully developed. Even now, one wonders to see how the power of
the Panchayat system of the principles of self-government, is working amongst the Nâgâ Sannyasins
— what deep respect the “Government by the Five” commands from them, what effective individual

rights each Naga can exercise within his own sect, what excellent working of the power of organisation
and concerted action they have among themselves! With the deluge which swept the land at the
advent of Buddhism, the priestly power fell into decay and the royal power was in the ascendant.
Buddhist priests are renouncers of the world, living in monasteries as homeless ascetics, unconcerned
with secular affairs. They have neither the will nor the endeavour to bring and keep the royal power
under their control through the threat of curses or magic arrows. Even if there were any remnant of
such a will, its fulfilment has now become an impossibility. For Buddhism has shaken the thrones of
all the oblation-eating gods and brought them down from their heavenly positions. The state of being
a Buddha is superior to the heavenly positions of many a Brahmâ or an Indra, who vie with each other
in offering their worship at the feet of the Buddha, the God-man! And to this Buddhahood, every man
has the privilege to attain; it is open to all even in this life. From the descent of the gods, as a natural
consequence, the superiority of the priests who were supported by them is gone. Accordingly, the
reins of that mighty sacrificial horse — the royal power — are no longer held in the firm grasp of the
Vedic priest; and being now free, it can roam anywhere by its unbridled will. The centre of power in
this period is neither with the priests chanting the Sâma hymns and performing the Yajnas according
to the Yajur-Veda; nor is the power vested in the hands of Kshatriya kings separated from each other
and ruling over small independent States. But the centre of power in this age is in emperors whose
unobstructed sway extend over vast areas bounded by the ocean, covering the whole of India from
one end to the other. The leaders of this age are no longer Vishvâmitra or Vasishtha, but emperors
like Chandragupta, Dharmashoka, and others. There never were emperors who ascended the throne
of India and led her to the pinnacle of her glory such as those lords of the earth who ruled over her in
paramount sway during the Buddhistic period. The end of this period is characterised by the
appearance of Râjput power on the scene and the rise of modern Hinduism. With the rise of Rajput
power, on the decline of Buddhism, the sceptre of the Indian empire, dislodged from its paramount
power, was again broken into a thousand pieces and wielded by small powerless hands. At this time,
the Brâhminical (priestly) power again succeeded in raising its head, not as an adversary as before,
but this time as an auxiliary to the royal supremacy. During this revolution, that perpetual struggle for
supremacy between the priestly and the royal classes, which began from the Vedic times and
continued through ages till it reached its climax at the time of the Jain and Buddhist revolutions, has
ceased for ever. Now these two mighty powers are friendly to each other; but neither is there any
more that glorious Kshatra (warlike) velour of the kings, nor that spiritual brilliance which
characterised the Brahmins; each has lost his former intrinsic strength. As might be expected, this new
union of the two forces was soon engaged in the satisfaction of mutual self-interests, and became
dissipated by spending its vitality on extirpating their common opponents, especially the Buddhists of
the time, and on similar other deeds. Being steeped in all the vices consequent on such a union, e.g.,
the sucking of the blood of the masses, taking revenge on the enemy, spoliation of others’ property,
etc., they in vain tried to imitate the Râjasuya and other Vedic sacrifices of the ancient kings, and only
made a ridiculous farce of them. The result was that they were bound hand and foot by a formidable
train of sycophantic attendance and its obsequious flatteries, and being entangled in an interminable
net of rites and ceremonies with flourishes of Mantras and the like, they soon became a cheap and
ready prey to the Mohammeden invaders from the West. That priestly power which began its strife
for superiority with the royal power from the Vedic times and continued it down the ages, that hostility
against the Kshatra power, Bhagavân Shri Krishna succeeded by his superhuman genius in putting a
stop to, at least for the tired being, during his earthly existence. That Brâhmanya power was almost
effaced from its field of work in India during the Jain and Buddhist revolutions, or, perhaps, was
holding its feeble stand by being subservient to the strong antagonistic religions. That Brahmanya
power, since this appearance of Rajput power, which held sway over India under the Mihira dynasty
and others, made its last effort to recover its lost greatness; and in its effort to establish that

supremacy, it sold itself at the feet of the fierce hordes of barbarians newly come from Central Asia,
and to win their pleasure introduced in the land their hateful manners and customs. Moreover, it, the
Brahmanya; power, solely devoting itself to the easy means to dupe ignorant barbarians, brought into
vogue mysterious rites and ceremonies backed by its new Mantras and the like; and in doing so, itself
lost its former wisdom, its former vigour and vitality, and its own chaste habits of long acquirement.
Thus it turned the whole Âryâvarta into a deep and vast whirlpool of the most vicious, the most
horrible, the most abominable, barbarous customs; and as the inevitable consequence of
countenancing these detestable customs and superstitions, it soon lost all its own internal strength
and stamina and became the weakest of the weak. What wonder that it should be broken into a
thousand pieces and fall at the mere touch of the storm of Mussulman invasions from the West! That
great Brahmanya power fell — who knows, if ever to rise again? The resuscitation of the priestly power
under the Mussulman rule was, on the other hand, an utter impossibility. The Prophet Mohammed
himself was dead against the priestly class in any shape and tried his best for the total destruction of
this power by formulating rules and injunctions to that effect. Under the Mussulman rule, the king
himself was the supreme priest; he was the chief guide in religious matters; and when he became the
emperor, he cherished the hope of being the paramount leader in all matters over the whole
Mussulman world. To the Mussulman, the Jews or the Christians are not objects of extreme
detestation; they are, at the worst, men of little faith. But not so the Hindu. According to him, the
Hindu is idolatrous, the hateful Kafir; hence in this life he deserves to be butchered; and in the next,
eternal hell is in store for him. The utmost the Mussulman kings could do as a favour to the priestly
class — the spiritual guides of these Kafirs — was to allow them somehow to pass their life silently
and wait for the last moment. This was again sometimes considered too, much kindness! If the
religious ardour of any king was a little more uncommon, there would immediately follow
arrangements for a great Yajna by way of Kafir-slaughter! On one side, the royal power is now centred
in kings professing a different religion and given to different customs. On the other, the priestly power
has been entirely displaced from its influential position as the controller and lawgiver of the society.
The Koran and its code of laws have taken the place of the Dharma Shâstras of Manu and others. The
Sanskrit language has made room for the Persian and the Arabic. The Sanskrit language has to remain
confined only to the purely religious writings and religious matters of the conquered and detested
Hindu, and, as such, has since been living a precarious life at the hands of the neglected priest. The
priest himself, the relic of the Brahmanya power, fell back upon the last resource of conducting only
the comparatively unimportant family ceremonies, such as the matrimonial etc., and that also only so
long and as much as the mercy of the Mohammedan rulers permitted. In the Vedic and the adjoining
periods, the royal power could not manifest itself on account of the grinding pressure of the priestly
power. We have seen how, during the Buddhistic revolution, resulting in the fall of the Brahminical
supremacy, the royal power in India reached its culminating point. In the interval between the fall of
the Buddhistic and the establishment of the Mohammedan empire, we have seen how the royal power
was trying to raise its head through the Rajputs in India, and how it failed in its attempt. At the root
of this failure, too, could be traced the same old endeavours of the Vedic priestly class to bring back
and revive with a new life their original (ritualistic) days. Crushing the Brahminical supremacy under
his feet the Mussulman king was able to restore to a considerable extent the lost glories of such
dynasties of emperors as the Maurya, the Gupta, the Andhra, and the Kshâtrapa. (The Persian
governors of Âryâvarta and Gujarat.) Thus the priestly power — which sages like Kumârila, Shankara,
and Râmânuja tried to re-establish, which for some time was supported by the sword of the Rajput
power, and which tried to rebuild its structure on the fall of its Jain and Buddhist adversaries — was
under Mohammedan rule laid to sleep for ever, knowing no awakening. In this period, the antagonism
or warfare is not between kings and priests, but between kings and kings. At the end of this period,
when Hindu power again raised its head, and, to some extent, was successful in regenerating Hinduism

through the Mahrattas and the Sikhs, we do not find much play of the priestly power with these
regenerations. On the contrary, when the Sikhs admitted any Brahmin into their sect, they, at first,
compelled him publicly to give up his previous Brahminical signs and adopt the recognised signs of
their own religion. In this manner, after an age-long play of action and reaction between these two
forces, the final victory of the royal power was echoed on the soil of India for several centuries, in the
name of foreign monarchs professing an entirely different religion from the faith of the land. But at
the end of this Mohammedan period, another entirely new power made its appearance on the arena
and slowly began to assert its prowess in the affairs of the Indian world. This power is so new, its
nature and workings are so foreign to the Indian mind, its rise so inconceivable, and its vigour so
insuperable that though it wields the suzerain power up till now, only a handful of Indians understand
what this power is. We are talking of the occupation of India by England. From very ancient times, the
fame of India’s vast wealth and her rich granaries has enkindled in many powerful foreign nations the
desire for conquering her. She has been, in fact, again and again conquered by foreign nations. Then
why should we say that the occupation of India by England was something new and foreign to the
Indian mind? From time immemorial Indians have seen the mightiest royal power tremble before the
frown of the ascetic priest, devoid of worldly desire, armed with spiritual strength — the power of
Mantras (sacred formulas) and religious lore — and the weapon of curses. They have also seen the
subject people silently obey the commands of their heroic all-powerful suzerains, backed by their arms
and armies, like a flock of sheep before a lion. But that a handful of Vaishyas (traders) who, despite
their great wealth, have ever crouched awestricken not only before the king but also before any
member of the royal family, would unite, cross for purposes of business rivers and seas, would, solely
by virtue of their intelligence and wealth, by degrees make puppets of the long-established Hindu and
Mohammedan dynasties; not only so, but that they would buy as well the services of the ruling powers
of their own country and use their valour and learning as powerful instruments for the influx of their
own riches — this is a spectacle entirely novel to the Indians, as also the spectacle that the
descendants of the mighty nobility of a country, of which a proud lord, sketched by the extraordinary
pen of its great poet, says to a common man, “Out, dunghill! darest thou brave a nobleman?” would,
in no distant future, consider it the zenith of human ambition to be sent to India as obedient servants
of a body of merchants, called The East India Company — such a sight was, indeed, a novelty unseen
by India before! According to the prevalence, in greater or lesser degree, of the three qualities of
Sattva, Rajas, and Tamas in man, the four castes, the Brahmin, Kashatriya, Vaishya, and Shudra, are
everywhere present at all times, in all civilised societies. By the mighty hand of time, their number and
power also vary at different times in regard to different countries. In some countries the numerical
strength or influence of one of these castes may preponderate over another; at some period, one of
the classes may be more powerful than the rest. But from a careful study of the history of the world,
it appears that in conformity to the law of nature the four castes, the Brahmin, Kshatriya, Vaishya, and
Shudra do, in every society, one after another in succession, govern the world. Among the Chinese,
the Sumerians, the Babylonians, the Egyptians, the Chaldeans, the Areas, the Iranians, the Jews, the
Arabs — among all these ancient nations, the supreme power of guiding society is, in the first period
of their history, in the hands of the Brahmin or the priest. In the second period, the ruling power is the
Kshatriya, that is, either absolute monarchy or oligarchical government by a chosen body of men.
Among the modern Western nations, with England at their head, this power of controlling society has
been, for the first time, in the hands of the Vaishyas or mercantile communities, made rich through
the carrying on of commerce. Though Troy and Carthage of ancient times and Venice and similar other
small commercial States of comparatively modern times became highly powerful, yet, amongst them,
there was not the real rising of the Vaishya power in the proper sense of the term. Correctly speaking,
the descendants of the royal family had the sole monopoly of the commerce of those old days by
employing the common people and their servants under them to carry on the trade; and they

appropriated to themselves the profits accruing from it. Excepting these few men, no one was allowed
to take any part or voice an opinion even in the government of the country and kindred affairs. In the
oldest countries like Egypt, the priestly power enjoyed unmolested supremacy only for a short period,
after which it became subjugated to the royal power and lived as an auxiliary to it. In China, the royal
power, centralised by the genius of Confucius, has been controlling and guiding the priestly power, in
accordance with its absolute will, for more than twenty-five centuries; and during the last two
centuries, the all-absorbing Lamas of Tibet, though they are the spiritual guides of the royal family,
have been compelled to pass their days, being subject in every way to the Chinese Emperor. In India,
the royal power succeeded in conquering the priestly power and declaring its untrammelled authority
long after the other ancient civilised nations had done so; and therefore the inauguration of the Indian
Empire came about long after the Chinese, Egyptian, Babylonian, and other Empires had risen. It was
only with the Jewish people that the royal power, though it tried hard to establish its supremacy over
the priestly, had to meet a complete defeat in the attempt. Not even the Vaishyas attained the ruling
power with the Jews. On the other hand, the common subject people, trying to free themselves from
the shackles of priestcraft, were crushed to death under the internal commotion of adverse religious
movements like Christianity and the external pressure of the mighty Roman Empire. As in the ancient
days the priestly power, in spite of its long-continued struggle, was subdued by the more powerful
royal power, so, in modern times, before the violent blow of the newly-risen Vaishya power, many a
kingly crown has to kiss the ground, many a sceptre is for ever broken to pieces. Only those few
thrones which are allowed still to exercise some power in some of the civilised countries and make a
display of their royal pomp and grandeur are all maintained solely by the vast hordes of wealth of
these Vaishya communities — the dealers in salt, oil, sugar, and wine — and kept up as a magnificent
and an imposing front. and as a means of glorification to the really governing body behind, the
Vaishyas. That mighty newly-risen Vaishya power — at whose command, electricity carries messages
in an instant from one pole to another, whose highway is the vast ocean, with its mountain-high
waves, at whose instance, commodities are being carried with the greatest ease from one part of the
globe to another, and at whose mandate, even the greatest monarchs tremble — on the white foamy
crest of that huge wave the all-conquering Vaishya power, is installed the majestic throne of England
in all its grandeur. Therefore the conquest of India by England is not a conquest by Jesus or the Bible
as we are often asked to believe. Neither is it like the conquest of India by the Moguls and the Pathans.
But behind the name of the Lord Jesus, the Bible, the magnificent palaces, the heavy tramp of the feet
of armies consisting of elephants, chariots, cavalry, and infantry, shaking the earth, the sounds of war
trumpets, bugles, and drums, and the splendid display of the royal throne, behind all these, there is
always the virtual presence of England — that England whose war flag is the factory chimney, whose
troops are the merchantmen, whose battlefields are the market-places of the world, and whose
Empress is the shining Goddess of Fortune herself! It is on this account I have said before that it is
indeed an unseen novelty, this conquest of India by England. What new revolution will be effected in
India by her clash with the new giant power, and as the result of that revolution what new
transformation is in store for future India, cannot be inferred from her past history. I have stated
previously that the four castes, Brahmin, Kshatriya, Vaishya, and Shudra do, in succession, rule the
world. During the period of supreme authority exercised by each of these castes, some acts are
accomplished which conduce to the welfare of the people, while others are injurious to them. The
foundation of the priestly power rests on intellectual strength, and not on the physical strength of
arms. Therefore, with the supremacy of the priestly power, there is a great prevalence of intellectual
and literary culture. Every human heart is always anxious for communication with, and help from, the
supersensuous spiritual world. The entrance to that world is not possible for the generality of
mankind; only a few great souls who can acquire a perfect control over their sense-organs and who
are possessed with a nature preponderating with the essence of Sattva Guna are able to pierce the

formidable wall of matter and come face to face, as it were, with the supersensuous — it is only they
who know the workings of the kingdom that bring the messages from it and show the way to others.
These great souls are the priests, the primitive guides, leaders, and movers of human societies. The
priest knows the gods and communicates with them; he is therefore worshipped as a god. Leaving
behind the thoughts of the world, he has no longer to devote himself to the earning of his bread by
the sweat of his brow. The best and foremost parts of all food and drink are due as offerings to the
gods; and of these gods, the visible proxies on earth are the priests. It is through their mouths that
they partake of the offerings. Knowingly or unknowingly, society gives the priest abundant leisure, and
he can therefore get the opportunity of being meditative and of thinking higher thoughts. Hence the
development of wisdom and learning originates first with the supremacy of the priestly power. There
stands the priest between the dreadful lion — the king — on the one hand, and the terrified flock of
sheep — the subject people — on the other. The destructive leap of the lion is checked by the
controlling rod of spiritual power in the hands of the priest. The flame of the despotic will of the king,
maddened in the pride of his wealth and men, is able to burn into ashes everything that comes in his
way; but it is only a word from the priest, who has neither wealth nor men behind him but whose sole
strength is his spiritual power, that can quench the despotic royal will, as water the fire. With the
ascendancy of the priestly supremacy are seen the first advent of civilisation, the first victory of the
divine nature over the animal, the first mastery of spirit over matter, and the first manifestation of the
divine power which is potentially present in this very slave of nature, this lump of flesh, to wit, the
human body. The priest is the first discriminator of spirit from matter, the first to help to bring this
world in communion with the next, the first messenger from the gods to man, and the intervening
bridge that connects the king with his subjects. The first offshoot of universal welfare and good is
nursed by his spiritual power, by his devotion to learning and wisdom, by his renunciation, the
watchword of his life and, watered even by the flow of his own life-blood. It is therefore that in every
land it was he to whom the first and foremost worship was offered. It is therefore that even his
memory is sacred to us! There are evils as well. With the growth of life is sown simultaneously the
seed of death. Darkness and light always go together. Indeed, there are great evils which, if not
checked in proper time, lead to the ruin of society. The play of power through gross matter is
universally experienced; everyone sees, everyone understands, the mighty manifestation of gross
material force as displayed in the play of battle-axes and swords, or in the burning properties of fire
and lightning. Nobody doubts these things, nor can there ever be any question about their
genuineness. But where the repository of power and the centre of its play are wholly mental, where
the power is confined to certain special words, to certain special modes of uttering them, to the
mental repetition of certain mysterious syllables, or to other similar processes and applications of the
mind, there light is mixed with shade, there the ebb and flow naturally disturb the otherwise unshaken
faith, and there even when things are actually seen or directly perceived, still sometimes doubts arise
as to their real occurrence. Where distress, fear, anger, malice, spirit of retaliation, and the like
passions of man, leaving the palpable force of arms, leaving the gross material methods to gain the
end in view which every one can understand, substitute in their stead the mysterious mental
processes like Stambhana, Uchchâtana, Vashikarana, and Mârana for their fructification — there a
cloud of smoky indistinctness, as it were, naturally envelops the mental atmosphere of these men who
often live and move in such hazy worlds of obscure mysticism. No straight line of action presents itself
before such a mind; even if it does, the mind distorts it into crookedness. The final result of all this is
insincerity — that very limited narrowness of the heart — and above all, the most fatal is the extreme
intolerance born of malicious envy at the superior excellence of another. The priest naturally says to
himself: “Why should I part with the power that has made the Devas subservient to me, has given me
mastery over physical and mental illnesses, and has gained for me the service of ghosts, demons, and
other unseen spirits? I have dearly bought this power by the price of extreme renunciation. Why

should I give to others that to get which I had to give up my wealth, name, fame, in short, all my earthly
comforts and happiness?” Again, that power is entirely mental. And how many opportunities are there
of keeping it a perfect secret! Entangled in this wheel of circumstances, human nature becomes what
it inevitably would: being used to practice constant self-concealment, it becomes a victim of extreme
selfishness and hypocrisy, and at last succumbs to the poisonous consequences which they bring in
their train. In time, the reaction of this very desire to concealment rebounds upon oneself. All
knowledge, all wisdom is almost lost for want of proper exercise and diffusion, and what little remains
is thought to have been obtained from some supernatural source; and, therefore, far from making
fresh efforts to go in for originality and gain knowledge of new sciences, it is considered useless and
futile to attempt even to improve the remnants of the old by cleansing them of their corruptions. Thus
lost to former wisdom, the former indomitable spirit of self-reliance, the priest, now glorifying himself
merely in the name of his forefathers, vainly struggles to preserve untarnished for himself the same
glory, the same privilege, the same veneration, and the same supremacy as was enjoyed by his great
forefathers. Consequently, his violent collision with the other castes. According to the law of nature,
wherever there is an awakening of a new and stronger life, there it tries to conquer and take the place
of the old and the decaying. Nature favours the dying out of the unfit and the survival of the fittest.
The final result of such conflict between the priestly and the other classes has been mentioned
already. That renunciation, self-control, and asceticism of the priest which during the period of his
ascendancy were devoted to the pursuance of earnest researches of truth are on the eve of his decline
employed anew and spent solely in the accumulation of objects of self-gratification and in the
extension of privileged superiority over others. That power, the centralization of which in himself gave
him all honour and worship, has now been dragged down from its high heavenly position to the lowest
abyss of hell. Having lost sight of the goal, drifting aimless, the priestly power is entangled, like the
spider, in the web spun by itself. The chain that has been forged from generation to generation with
the greatest care to be put on others’ feet is now tightened round its own in a thousand coils, and is
thwarting its own movement in hundreds of ways. Caught in the endless thread of the net of infinite
rites, ceremonies, and customs, which it spread on all sides as external means for purification of the
body and the mind with a view to keeping society in the iron grasp of these innumerable bonds — the
priestly power, thus hopelessly entangled from head to foot, is now asleep in despair! There is no
escaping out of it now. Tear the net, and the priesthood of the priest is shaken to its foundation! There
is implanted in every man, naturally, a strong desire for progress; and those who, finding that the
fulfilment of this desire is an impossibility so long as one is trammelled in the shackles of priesthood,
rend this net and take to the profession of other castes in order to earn money thereby — them, the
society immediately dispossesses of their priestly rights. Society has no faith in the Brahminhood of
the so-called Brahmins who, instead of keeping the Shikhâ, (The sacred tuft or lock of hair left on the
crown of the head at tonsure.) part their hair, who, giving up their ancient habits and ancestral
customs, clothe themselves in semi European dress and adopt the newly introduced usages from the
West in a hybrid fashion. Again, in those parts of India, wherever this new-comer, the English
Government, is introducing new modes of education and opening up new channels for the coming in
of wealth, there hosts of Brahmin youths are giving up their hereditary priestly profession and trying
to earn their livelihood and become rich by adopting the callings of other castes, with the result that
the habits and customs of the priestly class, handed down from their distant forefathers, are scattered
to the winds and are fast disappearing from the land. In Gujarat, each secondary sect of the Brahmins
is divided into two subdivisions, one being those who still stick to the priestly profession, while the
other lives by other professions. There only the first subdivisions, carrying on the priestly profession,
are called “Brâhmanas”, and though the other subdivisions are by lineage descendants from Brahmin
fathers, yet the former do not link themselves in matrimonial relation with the latter. For example, by
the name of “Nâgara Brâhmana” are meant only those Brahmins who are priests living on alms; and

by the name “Nâgara” only are meant those Brahmins who have accepted service under the
Government, or those who have been carrying on the Vaishya’s profession. But it appears that such
distinctions will not long continue in these days in Gujarat. Even the sons of the “Nagara Brahmanas”
are nowadays getting English education, and entering into Government service, or adopting some
mercantile business. Even orthodox Pandits of the old school, undergoing pecuniary difficulties, are
sending their sons to the colleges of the English universities or making them choose the callings of
Vaidyas, Kâyasthas, and other non-Brahmin castes. If the current of affairs goes on running in this
course, then it is a question of most serious reflection, no doubt, how long more will the priestly class
continue on India’s soil. Those who lay the fault of attempting to bring down the supremacy of the
priestly class at the door of any particular person or body of persons other than themselves ought to
know that, in obedience to the inevitable law of nature, the Brahmin caste is erecting with its own
hands its own sepulchre; and this is what ought to be. It is good and appropriate that every caste of
high birth and privileged nobility should make it its principal duty to raise its own funeral pyre with its
own hands. Accumulation of power is as necessary as its diffusion, or rather more so. The
accumulation of blood in the heart is an indispensable condition for life; its non-circulation throughout
the body means death. For the welfare of society, it is absolutely necessary at certain times to have
all knowledge and power concentrated in certain families or castes to the exclusion of others, but that
concentrated power is focussed for the time being, only to be scattered broadcast over the whole of
society in future. If this diffusion be withheld, the destruction of that society is, without doubt, near
at hand. On the other side, the king is like the lion; in him are present both the good and evil
propensities of the lord of beasts. Never for a moment his fierce nails are held back from tearing to
pieces the heart of innocent animals, living on herbs and grass, to allay his thirst for blood when
occasion arises; again, the poet says, though himself stricken with old age and dying with hunger, the
lion never kills the weakest fox that throws itself in his arms for protection. If the subject classes, for
a moment, stand as impediments in the way of the gratification of the senses of the royal lion, their
death knell is inevitably tolled; if they humbly bow down to his commands, they are perfectly safe.
Not only so. Not to speak of ancient days, even in modern times, no society can be found in any
country where the effectiveness of individual selfsacrifice for the good of the many and of the oneness
of purpose and endeavour actuating every member of the society for the common good of the whole
have been fully realised. Hence the necessity of the kings who are the creations of the society itself.
They are the centres where all the forces of society, otherwise loosely scattered about, are made to
converge, and from which they start and course through the body politic and animate society. As
during the Brâhminical supremacy, at the first stage is the awakening of the first impulse for search
after knowledge, and later the continual and careful fostering of the growth of that impulse still in its
infancy — so, during the Kshatriya supremacy, a strong desire for pleasure pursuits has made its
appearance at the first stage, and later have sprung up inventions and developments of arts and
sciences as the means for its gratification. Can the king, in the height of his glory, hide his proud head
within the lowly cottages of the poor? Or can the common good of his subjects ever minister to his
royal appetite with satisfaction? He whose dignity bears no comparison with anyone else on earth, he
who is divinity residing in the temple of the human body — for the common man, to cast even a mere
glance at his, the king’s, objects of pleasure is a great sin; to think of ever possessing them is quite out
of the question. The body of the king is not like the bodies of other people, it is too sacred to be
polluted by any contamination; in certain countries it is even believed never to come under the sway
of death. A halo of equal sacredness shines around the queen, so she is scrupulously guarded from
the gaze of the common folk, not even the sun may cast a glance on her beauty! Hence the rising of
magnificent palaces to take the place of thatched cottages. The sweet harmonious strain of artistic
music, flowing as it were from heaven, silenced the disorderly jargon of the rabble. Delightful gardens,
pleasant groves, beautiful galleries, charming paintings, exquisite sculptures, fine and costly apparel

began to displace by gradual steps the natural beauties of rugged woods and the rough and coarse
dress of the simple rustic. Thousands of intelligent men left the toilsome task of the ploughman and
turned their attention to the new field of fine arts, where they could display the finer play of their
intellect in less laborious and easier ways. Villages lost their importance; cities rose in their stead. It
was in India, again, that the kings, after having enjoyed for some time earthly pleasures to their full
satisfaction, were stricken at the latter part of their lives with heavy world-weariness, as is sure to
follow on extreme sensegratification; and thus being satiated with worldly pleasures, they retired at
their old age into secluded forests, and there began to contemplate the deep problems of life. The
results of such renunciation and deep meditation were marked by a strong dislike for cumbrous rites
and ceremonials and an extreme devotion to the highest spiritual truths which we find embodied in
the Upanishads, the Gita, and the Jain and the Buddhist scriptures. Here also was a great conflict
between the priestly and the royal powers. Disappearance of the elaborate rites and ceremonials
meant a death-blow to the priest’s profession. Therefore, naturally, at all times and in every country,
the priests gird up their loins and try their best to preserve the ancient customs and usages, while on
the other side stand in opposition kings like Janaka, backed by Kshatriya prowess as well as spiritual
power. We have dealt at length already on this bitter antagonism between the two parties. As the
priest is busy about centralising all knowledge and learning at a common centre, to wit, himself, so
the king is ever up and doing in collecting all the earthly powers and focusing them in a central point,
i.e. his own self. Of course, both are beneficial to society. At one time they are both needed for the
common good of society, but that is only at its infant stage. But if attempts be made, when society
has passed its infant stage and reached its vigorous youthful condition, to clothe it by force with the
dress which suited it in its infancy and keep it bound within narrow limits, then either it bursts the
bonds by virtue of its own strength and tries to advance, or where it fails to do so, it retraces its
footsteps and by slow degrees returns to its primitive uncivilised condition. Kings are like parents to
their subjects, and the subjects are the kings’ children. The subjects should, in every respect, look up
to the king and stick to their king with unreserved obedience, and the king should rule them with
impartial justice and look to their welfare and bear the same affection towards them as he would
towards his own children. But what rule applies to individual homes applies to the whole society as
well, for society is only the aggregate of individual homes. “When the son attains the age of sixteen,
the father ought to deal with him as his friend and equal” — if that is the rule, does not the infant
society ever attain that age of sixteen? It is the evidence of history that at a certain time every society
attains its manhood, when a strong conflict ensues between the ruling power and the common
people. The life of the society, its expansion and civilisation, depend on its victory or defeat in this
conflict. Such changes, revolutionizing society, have been happening in India again and again, only in
this country they have been effected in the name of religion, for religion is the life of India, religion is
the language of this country, the symbol of all its movements. The Chârvâka, the Jain, the Buddhist,
Shankara, Ramanuja, Kabir, Nânak, Chaitanya, the Brâhmo Samâj, the Arya Samaj — of all these and
similar other sects, the wave of religion, foaming, thundering, surging, breaks in the front, while in the
rear follows the filling-up of social wants. If all desires can be accomplished by the mere utterance of
some meaningless syllables, then who will exert himself and go through difficulties to work out the
fulfilment of his desires? If this malady enters into the entire body of any social system, then that
society becomes slothful and indisposed to any exertion, and soon hastens to it, ruin. Hence the
slashing sarcasm of the Charvakas, who believed only in the reality of sense-perceptions and nothing
beyond. What could have saved Indian society from the ponderous burden of omnifarious ritualistic
ceremonialism, with its animal and other sacrifices, which all but crushed the very life out of it, except
the Jain revolution which took its strong stand exclusively on chaste morals and philosophical truth?
Or without the Buddhist revolution what would have delivered the suffering millions of the lower
classes from the violent tyrannies of the influential higher castes? When, in course of time, Buddhism

declined and its extremely pure and moral character gave place to equally bad, unclean, and immoral
practices, when Indian society trembled under the infernal dance of the various races of barbarians
who were allowed into the Buddhistic fold by virtue of its universal all-embracing spirit of equality —
then Shankara, and later Ramanuja, appeared on the scene and tried their best to bring society back
to its former days of glory and reestablish its lost status. Again, it is an undoubted fact that if there
had not been the advent of Kabir, Nanak, and Chaitanya in the Mohammedan period, and the
establishment of the Brahmo Samaj and the Arya Samaj in our own day, then, by this time, the
Mohammedans and the Christians would have far outnumbered the Hindus of the present day in India.
What better material is there than nourishing food to build up the body composed of various
elements, and the mind which sends out infinite waves of thought? But if that food which goes to
sustain the body and strengthen the mind is not properly assimilated, and the natural functions of the
body do not work properly, then that very thing becomes the root of all evil. The individual’s life is in
the life of the whole, the individual’s happiness is in the happiness of the whole; apart from the whole,
the individual’s existence is inconceivable — this is an eternal truth and is the bed-rock on which the
universe is built. To move slowly towards the infinite whole, bearing a constant feeling of intense
sympathy and sameness with it, being happy with its happiness and being distressed in its affliction,
is the individual’s sole duty. Not only is it his duty, but in its transgression is his death, while compliance
with this great truth leads to life immortal. This is the law of nature, and who can throw dust into her
ever-watchful eyes? None can hoodwink society and deceive it for any length of time. However much
there may have accumulated heaps of refuse and mud on the surface of society — still, at the bottom
of those heaps the life-breath of society is ever to be found pulsating with the vibrations of universal
love and self-denying compassion for all. Society is like the earth that patiently bears incessant
molestations; but she wakes up one day, however long that may be in coming, and the force of the
shaking tremors of that awakening hurls off to a distance the accumulated dirt of self-seeking
meanness piled up during millions of patient and silent years! We ignore this sublime truth; and
though we suffer a thousand times for our folly, yet, in our absurd foolishness, impelled by the brute
in us, we do not believe in it. We try to deceive, but a thousand times we find we are deceived
ourselves, and yet we do not desist! Mad that we are, we imagine we can impose on nature’ With our
shortsighted vision we think ministering to the self at any cost is the be-all and end-all of life. Wisdom,
knowledge, wealth, men, strength, prowess and whatever else nature gathers and provides us with,
are all only for diffusion, when the moment of need is at hand. We often forget this fact, put the stamp
of “mine only” upon the entrusted deposits, and pari passu, we sow the seed of our own ruin! The
king, the centre of the forces of the aggregate of his subjects, soon forgets that those forces are only
stored with him so that he may increase and give them back a thousandfold in their potency, so that
they may spread over the whole community for its good. Attributing all Godship to himself, in his
pride, like the king Vena he looks upon other people as wretched specimens of humanity who should
grovel before him; any opposition to his will, whether good or bad, is a great sin on the part of his
subjects. Hence oppression steps into the place of protection — sucking their blood in place of
preservation. If the society is weak and debilitated, it silently suffers all illtreatment at the hands of
the king, and as the natural consequence, both the king and his people go down and down and fall
into the most degraded state, and thus become an easy prey to any nation stronger than themselves.
Where the society is healthy and strong, there soon follows a fierce contest between the king and his
subjects, and, by its reaction and convulsion, are flung away the sceptre and the crown; and the throne
and the royal paraphernalia become like past curiosities preserved in the museum galleries. As the
result of this contest — as its reaction — is the appearance of the mighty power of the Vaishya, before
whose angry glance the crowned heads, the lords of heroes, tremble like an aspen leaf on their thrones
— whom the poor as well as the prince humbly follow in vain expectation of the golden jar in his
hands, that like Tantalus’s fruit always recedes from the grasp. The Brahmin said, “Learning is the

power of all powers; that learning is dependent upon me, I possess that learning, so the society must
follow my bidding.” For some days such was the case. The Kshatriya said, “But for the power of my
sword, where would you be, O Brahmin, with all your power of lore? You would in no time be wiped
off the face of the earth. It is I alone that am the superior.” Out flew the flaming sword from the jingling
scabbard — society humbly recognised it with bended head. Even the worshipper of learning was the
first to turn into the worshipper of the king. The Vaishya is saying, “You, madmen I what you call the
effulgent all-pervading deity is here, in my hand, the ever-shining gold, the almighty sovereign. Behold,
through its grace, I am also equally all-powerful. O Brahmin! even now, I shall buy through its grace all
your wisdom, learning, prayers, and meditation. And, O great king! your sword, arms, valour, and
prowess will soon be employed, through the grace of this, my gold, in carrying out my desired objects.
Do you see those lofty and extensive mills? Those are my hives. See, how, swarms of millions of bees,
the Shudras, are incessantly gathering honey for those hives. Do you know for whom? For me, this
me, who in due course of time will squeeze out every drop of it for my own use and profit.” As during
the supremacy of the Brahmin and the Kshatriya, there is a centralization of learning and advancement
of civilization, so the result of the supremacy of the Vaishya is accumulation of wealth. The power of
the Vaishya lies in the possession of that coin, the charm of whose clinking sound works with an
irresistible fascination on the minds of the four castes. The Vaishya is always in fear lest the Brahmin
swindles him out of this, his only possession, and lest the Kshatriya usurps it by virtue of his superior
strength of arms. For self-preservation, the Vaishyas as a body are, therefore, of one mind. The Vaishya
commands the money; the exorbitant interest that he can exact for its use by others, as with a lash in
his hand, is his powerful weapon which strikes terror in the heart of all. By the power of his money,
he is always busy curbing the royal power. That the royal power may not anyhow stand in the way of
the inflow of his riches, the merchant is ever watchful. But, for all that, he has never the least wish
that the power should pass on from the kingly to the Shudra class. To what country does not the
merchant go? Though himself ignorant, he carries on his trade and transplants the learning, wisdom,
art, and science of one country to another. The wisdom, civilization, and arts that accumulated in the
heart of the social body during the Brahmin and the Kshatriya supremacies are being diffused in all
directions by the arteries of commerce to the different market-places of the Vaishya. But for the rising
of this Vaishya power, who would have carried today the culture, learning, acquirements, and articles
of food and luxury of one end of the world to the other? And where are they through whose physical
labour only are possible the influence of the Brahmin, the prowess of the Kshatriya, and the fortune
of the Vaishya? What is their history, who, being the real body of society, are designated at all times
in all countries as “baseborn”? — for whom kind India prescribed the mild punishments, “Cut out his
tongue, chop off his flesh”, and others of like nature, for such a grave offence as any attempt on their
part to gain a share of the knowledge and wisdom monopolised by her higher classes — those “moving
corpses” of India and the “beasts of burden” of other countries — the Shudras, what is their lot in life?
What shall I say of India? Let alone her Shudra class, her Brahmins to whom belonged the acquisition
of scriptural knowledge are now the foreign professors, her Kshatriyas the ruling Englishmen, and
Vaishyas, too, the English in whose bone and marrow is the instinct of trade, so that, only the Shudraness — the-beast-ofburdenness — is now left with the Indians themselves. A cloud of impenetrable
darkness has at present equally enveloped us all. Now there is neither firmness of purpose nor
boldness of enterprise, neither courage of heart nor strength of mind, neither aversion to
maltreatments by others nor dislike for slavery, neither love in the heart nor hope nor manliness; but
what we have in India are only deep-rooted envy and strong antipathy against one another, morbid
desire to ruin by hook or by crook the weak, and to lick dog-like the feet of the strong. Now the highest
satisfaction consists in the display of wealth and power, devotion in self-gratification, wisdom in the
accumulation of transitory objects, Yoga in hideous diabolical practices, work in the slavery of others,
civilisation in base imitation of foreign nations, eloquence in the use of abusive language, the merit of

literature in extravagant flatteries of the rich or in the diffusion of ghastly obscenities! What to speak
separately of the distinct Shudra class of such a land, where the whole population has virtually come
down to the level of the Shudra? The Shudras of countries other than India have become, it seems, a
little awake; but they are wanting in proper education and have only the mutual hatred of men of
their own class — a trait common to Shudras. What avails it if they greatly outnumber the other
classes? That unity, by which ten men collect the strength of a million, is yet far away from the Shudra;
hence, according to the law of nature, the Shudras invariably form the subject race. But there is hope.
In the mighty course of time, the Brahmin and the other higher castes, too, are being brought down
to the lower status of the Shudras, and the Shudras are being raised to higher ranks. Europe, once the
land of Shudras enslaved by Rome, is now filled with Kshatriya valour. Even before our eyes, powerful
China, with fast strides, is going down to Shudra-hood, while insignificant Japan, rising with the sudden
start of a rocket, is throwing off her Shudra nature and is invading by degrees the rights of the higher
castes. The attaining of modern Greece and Italy to Kshatriya-hood and the decline of Turkey, Spain,
and other countries, also, deserve consideration here. Yet, a time will come when there will be the
rising of the Shudra class, with their Shudra-hood; that is to say, not like that as at present when the
Shudras are becoming great by acquiring the characteristic qualities of the Vaishya or the Kshatriya,
but a time will come when the Shudras of every country, with their inborn Shudra nature and habits
— not becoming in essence Vaishya or Kshatriya, but remaining as Shudras — will gain absolute
supremacy in every society. The first glow of the dawn of this new power has already begun to break
slowly upon the Western world, and the thoughtful are at their wits’ end to reflect upon the final issue
of this fresh phenomenon. Socialism, Anarchism, Nihilism, and other like sects are the vanguard of the
social revolution that is to follow. As the result of grinding pressure and tyranny, from time out of
mind, the Shudras, as a rule, are either meanly senile, licking dog-like the feet of the higher class, or
otherwise are as inhuman as brute beasts. Again, at all times their hopes and aspirations are baffled;
hence a firmness of purpose and perseverance in action they have none. In spite of the spread of
education in the West, there is a great hindrance in the way of the rising of the Shudra class, and that
is the recognition of caste as determined by the inherence of more or less good or bad qualities. By
this very qualitative caste system which obtained in India in ancient days, the Shudra class was kept
down, bound hand and foot. In the first place, scarcely any opportunity was given to the Shudra for
the accumulation of wealth or the earning of proper knowledge and education; to add to this
disadvantage, if ever a man of extraordinary parts and genius were born of the Shudra class, the
influential higher sections of the society forthwith showered titular honours on him and lifted him up
to their own circle. His wealth and the power of his wisdom were employed for the benefit of an alien
caste — and his own caste-people reaped no benefits of his attainments; and not only so, the goodfor-nothing people, the scum and refuse of the higher castes, were cast off and thrown into the Shudra
class to swell their number. Vasishtha, Nârada, Satyakâma Jâbâla, Vyâsa, Kripa, Drona, Karna, and
others of questionable parentage were raised to the position of a Brahmin or a Kshatriya, in virtue of
their superior learning or valour; but it remains to be seen how the prostitute, maidservant, fisherman,
or the charioteer class was benefited by these upliftings. Again, on the other hand, the fallen from the
Brahmin, the Kshatriya, or the Vaishya class were always brought down to fill the ranks of the Shudras.
In modern India, no one born of Shudra parents, be he a millionaire or a great Pandit, has ever the
right to leave his own society, with the result that the power of his wealth, intellect, or wisdom,
remaining confined within his own caste limits, is being employed for the betterment of his own
community. This hereditary caste system of India, being thus unable to overstep its own bounds, is
slowly but surely conducing to the advancement of the people moving within the same circle. The
improvement of the lower classes of India will go on, in this way, so long as India will be under a
government dealing with its subjects irrespective of their caste and position. Whether the leadership
of society be in the hands of those who monopolise learning or wield the power of riches or arms, the

source of its power is always the subject masses. By so much as the class in power severs itself from
this source, by so much is it sure to become weak. But such is the strange irony of fate, such is the
queer working of Mâyâ, that they from whom this power is directly or indirectly drawn, by fair means
or foul — by deceit, stratagem, force, or by voluntary gift — they soon cease to be taken into account
by the leading class. When in course of time, the priestly power totally estranged itself from the
subject masses, the real dynamo of its power, it was overthrown by the then kingly power taking its
stand on the strength of the subject people; again, the kingly power, judging itself to be perfectly
independent, created a gaping chasm between itself and the subject people, only to be itself
destroyed or become a mere puppet in the hands of the Vaishyas, who now succeeded in securing a
relatively greater co-operation of the mass of the people. The Vaishyas have now gained their end; so
they no longer deign to count on help from the subject people and are trying their best to dissociate
themselves from them; consequently, here is being sown the seed of the destruction of this power as
well. Though themselves the reservoir of all powers, the subject masses, creating an eternal distance
between one another, have been deprived of all their legitimate rights; and they will remain so as long
as this sort of relation continues. A common danger, or sometimes a common cause of hatred or love,
is the bond that binds people together. By the same law that herds beasts of prey together, men also
unite into a body and form a caste or a nation of their own. Zealous love for one’s own people and
country, showing itself in bitter hatred against another — as of Greece against Persia, or Rome against
Carthage, of the Arab against the Kafir, of Spain against the Moor, of France against Spain, of England
and Germany against France, and of America against England — is undoubtedly one of the main causes
which lead to the advancement of one nation over another, by way of uniting itself in hostilities against
another. Self-love is the first teacher of self-renunciation. For the preservation of the individual’s
interest only one looks first to the well-being of the whole. In the interest of one’s own nation is one’s
own interest; in the well-being of one’s own nation is one’s own well-being. Without the co-operation
of the many, most words can by no means go on — even self-defence becomes an impossibility. The
joining of friendly hands in mutual help for the protection of this self-interest is seen in every nation,
and in every land. Of course, the circumference of this self-interest varies with different people. To
multiply and to have the opportunity of somehow dragging on a precarious existence, and over and
above this, the condition that the religious pursuits of the higher castes may not suffer in any way, is
of the highest gain and interest for Indians! For modern India, there is no better hope conceivable;
this is the last rung of the ladder of India’s life! The present government of India has certain evils
attendant on it, and there are some very great and good parts in it as well. Of highest good is this, that
after the fall of the Pâtaliputra Empire till now, India was never under the guidance of such a powerful
machinery of government as the British, wielding the sceptre throughout the length and breadth of
the land. And under this Vaishya supremacy, thanks to the strenuous enterprise natural to the Vaishya,
as the objects of commerce are being brought from one end of the world to another, so at the same
time, as its natural sequence, the ideas and thoughts of different countries are forcing their way into
the very bone and marrow of India. Of these ideas and thoughts, some are really most beneficial to
her, some are harmful, while others disclose the ignorance and inability of the foreigners to determine
what is truly good for the inhabitants of this country. But piercing through the mass of whatever good
or evil there may be is seen rising the sure emblem of India’s future prosperity — that as the result of
the action and reaction between her own old national ideals on the one hand, and the newlyintroduced strange ideals of foreign nations on the other, she is slowly and gently awakening from her
long deep sleep. Mistakes she will make, let her: there is no harm in that; in all our actions, errors and
mistakes are our only teachers. Who commits mistaken the path of truth is attainable by him only.
Trees never make mistakes, nor do stones fall into error; animals are hardly seen to transgress the
fixed laws of nature; but man is prone to err, and it is man who becomes God-on-earth. If our every
movement from the nursery to the death-bed, if our every thought from rising at day-break till

retirement at midnight, be prescribed and laid down for us in minutest detail by others — and if the
threat of the king’s sword be brought into requisition to keep us within the iron grasp of those
prescribed rules — then, what remains for us to think independently for ourselves? What makes a
man a genius, a sage? Isn’t it because he thinks, reasons, wills? Without exercise, the power of deep
thinking is lost. Tamas prevails, the mind gets dull and inert, the spirit is brought down to the level of
matter. Yet, even now, every religious preacher, every social leader is anxious to frame new laws and
regulations for the guidance of society! Does the country stand in want of rules? Has it not enough of
them? Under the oppression of rules, the whole nation is verging on its ruin — who stops to
understand this? In the case of an absolute and arbitrary monarchy, the conquered race is not treated
with so much contempt by the ruling power. Under such an absolute government, the rights of all
subjects are equal, in other words, no one has any right to question or control the governing authority.
So there remains very little room for special privileges of caste and the like. But where the monarchy
is controlled by the voice of the ruling race, or a republican form of government rules the conquered
race, there a wide distance is created between the ruling and the ruled; and the most part of that
power, which, if employed solely for the well-being of the ruled classes, might have done immense
good to them within a short time, is wasted by the government in its attempts and applications to
keep the subject race under its entire control. Under the Roman Emperorship, foreign subjects were,
for this very reason, happier than under the Republic of Rome. For this very reason, St. Paul, the
Christian Apostle, though born of the conquered Jewish race, obtained permission to appeal to the
Roman Emperor, Caesar, to judge of the charges laid against him (The Acts, xxv. 11.). Because some
individual Englishman may call us “natives” or “riggers” and hate us as uncivilized savages, we do not
gain or lose by that. We, on account of caste distinctions, have among ourselves far stronger feelings
of hatred and scorn against one another; and who can say that the Brahmins, if they get some foolish
unenlightened Kshatriya king on their side, will not graciously try again to “cut out the Shudras’
tongues and chop off their limbs”? That recently in Eastern Aryavarta, the different caste-people seem
to develop a feeling of united sympathy amidst themselves with a view to ameliorating their present
social condition — that in the Mahratta country, the Brahmins have begun to sing paeans in praise of
the “Marâthâ” race — these, the lower castes cannot yet believe to be the outcome of pure
disinterestedness. But gradually the idea is being formed in the minds of the English public that the
passing away of the Indian Empire from their sway will end in imminent peril to the English nation,
and be their ruin. So, by any means whatsoever, the supremacy of England must be maintained in
India. The way to effect this, they think, is by keeping uppermost in the heart of every Indian the
mighty prestige and glory of the British nation. It gives rise to both laughter and tears simultaneously
to observe how this ludicrous and pitiful sentiment is gaining ground among the English, and how they
are steadily extending their modus operandi for the carrying out of this sentiment into practice. It
seems as if the Englishmen resident in India are forgetting that so long as that fortitude, that
perseverance, and that intense national unity of purpose, by which Englishmen have earned this
Indian Empire — and that ever wide-awake commercial genius aided by science’ which has turned
even India, the mother of all riches, into the principal mart of England — so long as these
characteristics are not eliminated from their national life, their throne in India is unshakable. So long
as these qualities are inherent in the British character, let thousands of such Indian Empires be lost,
thousands will be earned again. But if the flow of the stream of those qualifier be retarded, shall an
Empire be governed by the mere emblazoning of British prestige and glory? Therefore when such
remarkable traits of character are still predominant in the English as a nation, it is utterly useless to
spend so much energy and power for the mere preservation of meaningless “prestige”. If that power
were employed for the welfare of the subject-people, that, would certainly have been a great gain for
both the ruling and the ruled races. It has been said before that India is slowly awakening through her
friction with the outside nations; and as the result of this little awakening, is the appearance, to a

certain extent, of free and independent thought in modern India. On one side is modern Western
science, dazzling the eyes with the brilliancy of myriad suns and driving in the chariot of hard and fast
facts collected by the application of tangible powers direct in their incision, on the other are the
hopeful and strengthening traditions of her ancient forefathers, in the days when she was at the zenith
of her glory — traditions that have been brought out of the pages of her history by the great sages of
her own land and outside, that run for numberless years and centuries through her every vein with
the quickening of life drawn from universal love — traditions that reveal unsurpassed valour,
superhuman genius, and supreme spirituality, which are the envy of the gods — these inspire her with
future hopes. On one side, rank materialism, plenitude of fortune, accumulation of gigantic power,
and intense sense-pursuits have, through foreign literature, caused a tremendous stir; on the other,
through the confounding din of all these discordant sounds, she hears, in low yet unmistakable
accents, the heartrending cries of her ancient gods, cutting her to the quick. There lie before her
various strange luxuries introduced from the West — celestial drinks, costly well-served food, splendid
apparel, magnificent palaces, new modes of conveyance, new manners, new fashions dressed in which
moves about the well-educated girl in shameless freedom — all these are arousing unfelt desires.
Again, the scene changes, and in its place appear, with stern presence, Sitâ, Sâvitri, austere religious
vows, fastings, the forest retreat, the matted locks and orange garb of the semi-naked Sannyasin,
Samâdhi and the search after the Self. On one side is the independence of Western societies based on
self-interest; on the other is the extreme self-sacrifice of the Aryan society. In this violent conflict, is it
strange that Indian society should be tossed up and down? Of the West, the goal is individual
independence, the language money-making education, the means politics; of India, the goal is Mukti,
the language the Veda, the means renunciation. For a time, Modern India thinks, as it were, I am
ruining this worldly life of mine in vain expectation of uncertain spiritual welfare hereafter which has
spread its fascination over one; and again, lo! spellbound she listens — —“Here, in this world of death
and change, O man, where is thy happiness?” On one side, new India is saying, “We should have full
freedom in the selection of husband and wife; because the marriage, in which are involved the
happiness and misery of all our future life, we must have the right to determine according to our own
free will.” On the other, old India is dictating, “Marriage is not for sense-enjoyment, but to perpetuate
the race. This is the Indian conception of marriage. By the producing of children, you are contributing
to, and are responsible for, the future good or evil of the society. Hence society has the right to dictate
whom you shall marry and whom you shall not. That form of marriage obtains in society which is
conducive most to its well-being; do you give up your desire of individual pleasure for the good of the
many.” On one side, new India is saying, “If we only adopt Western ideas, Western language, Western
food, Western dress, and Western manners, we shall be as strong and powerful as the Western
nations”; on the other, old India is saying, “Fools! By imitation, other’s ideas never become one’s own;
nothing, unless earned, is your own. Does the ass in the lion’s skin become the lion?” On one side,
new India is saving, “What the Western nations do is surely good, otherwise how did they become so
great?” On the other side, old India is saying, “The flash of lightning is intensely bright, but only for a
moment; look out, boys, it is dazzling your eyes. Beware! ” Have we not then to learn anything from
the West? Must we not needs try and exert ourselves for better things? Are we perfect? Is our society
entirely spotless, without any flaw. There are many things to learn, he must struggle for new and
higher things till we die — struggle is the end of human life. Shri Ramakrishna used to say, “As long as
I live, so long do I learn.” That man or that society which has nothing to learn is already in the jaws of
death. Yes, learn we must many things from the West: but there are fears as well. A certain young
man of little understanding used always to blame the Hindu Shâstras before Shri Ramakrishna. One
day he praised the BhagavadGita, on which Shri Ramakrishna said, “Methinks, some European Pandit
has praised the Gita, and so he has also followed suit.” O India, this is your terrible danger. The spell
of imitating the West is getting such a strong hold upon you that what is good or what is bad is no

longer decided by reason, judgment, discrimination, or reference to the Shastras. Whatever ideas,
whatever manners the white men praise or like are good; whatever things they dislike or censure are
bad. Alas! what can be a more tangible proof of foolishness than this? The Western ladies move freely
everywhere, therefore that is good; they choose for themselves their husbands, therefore that is the
highest step of advancement; the Westerners disapprove of our dress, decorations, food, and ways of
living, therefore they must be very bad; the Westerners condemn image-worship as sinful, surely then,
image-worship is the greatest sin, there is no doubt of it! The Westerners say that worshipping a single
Deity is fruitful of the highest spiritual good, therefore let us throw our gods and goddesses into the
river Ganga! The Westerners hold caste distinctions to be obnoxious, therefore let all the different
castes be jumbled into one! The Westerners say that child-marriage is the root of all evils, therefore
that is also very bad, of a certainty it is! We are not discussing here whether these customs deserve
continuance or rejection; but if the mere disapproval of the Westerners be the measure of the
abominableness of our manners and customs, then it is our duty to raise our emphatic protest against
it. The present writer has, to some extent, personal experience of Western society. His conviction
resulting from such experience has been that there is such a wide divergence between the Western
society and the Indian as regards the primal course and goal of each, that any sect in India, framed
after the Western model, will miss the aim. We have not the least sympathy with those who, never
leaving lived in Western society and, therefore, utterly ignorant of the rules and prohibitions regarding
the association of men and women that obtain there, and which act as safeguards to preserve the
purity of the Western women, allow a free rein to the unrestricted intermingling of men and women
in our society. I have observed in the West also that the children of weaker nations, if born in England,
give themselves out as Englishmen, instead of Greek, Portuguese, Spaniard, etc., as the case may be.
All drift towards the strong. That the light of glory which shines in the glorious may anyhow fall and
reflect on one’s own body, i.e. to shine in the borrowed light of the great, is the one desire of the
weak. When I see Indians dressed in European apparel and costumes, the thought comes to my mind,
perhaps they feel ashamed to own their nationality and kinship with the ignorant, poor, illiterate,
downtrodden people of India! Nourished by the blood of the Hindu for the last fourteen centuries,
the Parsee is no longer a “native”! Before the arrogance of the casteless, who pretend to be and glorify
themselves in being Brahmins, the true nobility of the old, heroic, high-class Brahmin melts into
nothingness! Again, the Westerners have now taught us that those stupid, ignorant, low-caste millions
of India, clad only in loin-cloths, are nonAryans. They are therefore no more our kith and kin! O India!
With this mere echoing of others, with this base imitation of others, with this dependence on others
this slavish weakness, this vile detestable cruelty — wouldst thou, with these provisions only, scale
the highest pinnacle of civilisation and greatness? Wouldst thou attain, by means of thy disgraceful
cowardice, that freedom deserved only by the brave and the heroic? O India! Forget not that the ideal
of thy womanhood is Sita, Savitri, Damayanti; forget not that the God thou worshippest is the great
Ascetic of ascetics, the all-renouncing Shankara, the Lord of Umâ; forget not that thy marriage, thy
wealth, thy life are not for sense-pleasure, are not for thy individual personal happiness; forget not
that thou art born as a sacrifice to the Mother’s altar; forget not that thy social order is but the reflex
of the Infinite Universal Motherhood; forget not that the lower classes, the ignorant, the poor, the
illiterate, the cobbler, the sweeper, are thy flesh and blood, thy brothers. Thou brave one, be bold,
take courage, be proud that thou art an Indian, and proudly proclaim, “I am an Indian, every Indian is
my brother.” Say, “The ignorant Indian, the poor and destitute Indian, the Brahmin Indian, the Pariah
Indian, is my brother.” Thou, too, clad with but a rag round thy loins proudly proclaim at the top of
thy voice: “The Indian is my brother, the Indian is my life, India’s gods and goddesses are my God.
India’s society is the cradle of my infancy, the pleasure-garden of my youth, the sacred heaven, the
Varanasi of my old age.” Say, brother: “The soil of India is my highest heaven, the good of India is my
good,” and repeat and pray day and night, “O Thou Lord of Gauri, O Thou Mother of the Universe,

vouchsafe manliness unto me! O Thou Mother of Strength, take away my weakness, take away my
unmanliness, and make me a Man!”

India’s Mission
(Sunday Times, London, 1896)
English people are well acquainted with the fact that they send missionaries to India’s “coral strands”.
Indeed, so thoroughly do they obey the behest, “Go ye forth into all the world and preach the Gospel”,
that none of the chief British sects are behindhand in obedience to the call to spread Christ’s teaching.
People are not so well aware that India also sends missionaries to England. By accident, if the term
may be allowed, I fell across the Swami Vivekananda in his temporary home at 63 St. George’s Road,
S. W., and as he did not object to discuss the nature of his work and visit to England, I sought him there
and began our talk with an expression of surprise at his assent to my request. “I got thoroughly used
to the interviewer in America. Because it is not the fashion in my country, that is no reason why I
should not use means existing in any country I visit, for spreading what I desire to be known! There I
was representative of the Hindu religion at the World’s Parliament of Religions at Chicago in 1893.
The Raja of Mysore and some other friends sent me there. I think I may lay claim to having had some
success in America. I had many invitations to other great American cities besides Chicago; my visit was
a very long one, for, with the exception of a visit to England last summer, repeated as you see this
year, I remained about three years in America. The American civilisation is, in my opinion. a very great
one. I find the American mind peculiarly susceptible to new ideas; nothing is rejected because it is
new. It is examined on its own merits, and stands or falls by these alone.” “Whereas in England — you
mean to imply something?” “Yes, in England, civilisation is older, it has gathered many accretions as
the centuries have rolled on. In particular, you have many prejudices that need to be broken through,
and whoever deals with you in ideas must lay this to his account.” “So they say. I gather that you did
not found anything like a church or a new religion in America.” “That is true. It is contrary to our
principles to multiply organizations, since, in all conscience, there are enough of them. And when
organizations are created they need individuals to look after them. Now, those who have made
Sannyâsa — that is, renunciation of all worldly position, property, and name — whose aim is to seek
spiritual knowledge, cannot undertake this work, which is, besides, in other hands.” “Is your teaching
a system of comparative religion?” “It might convey a more definite idea to call it the kernel of all
forms of religion, stripping from them the non-essential, and laying stress on that which is the real
basis. I am a disciple of Ramakrishna Paramahamsa, a perfect Sannyâsin whose influence and ideas I
fell under. This great Sannyasin never assumed the negative or critical attitude towards other religions,
but showed their positive side — how they could be carried into life and practiced. To fight, to assume
the antagonistic attitude, is the exact contrary of his teaching, which dwells on the truth that the world
is moved by love. You know that the Hindu religion never persecutes. It is the land where all sects may
live in peace and amity. The Mohammedans brought murder and slaughter in their train, but until
their arrival peace prevailed. Thus the Jains, who do not believe in a God and who regard such belief
as a delusion, were tolerated, and still are there today. India sets the example of real strength, that is
meekness. Dash, pluck, fight, all these things are weakness.” “It sounds very like Tolstoy’s doctrine; it
may do for individuals, though personally I doubt it. But how will it answer for nations?” “Admirably
for them also. It was India’s Karma, her fate, to be conquered, and in her turn, to conquer her
conqueror. She has already done so with her Mohammedan victors: Educated Mohammedans are
Sufis, scarcely to be distinguished from Hindus. Hindu thought has permeated their civilisation; they
assumed the position of learners. The great Akbar, the Mogul Emperor, was practically a Hindu. And
England will be conquered in her turn. Today she has the sword, but it is worse than useless in the
world of ideas. You know what Schopenhauer said of Indian thought. He foretold that its influence

would be as momentous in Europe, when it became well known, as the revival of Greek and Latin;
culture after the Dark Ages.” “Excuse me saying that there do not seem many signs; of it just now.”
“Perhaps not”, said the Swami, gravely. “I dare say a good many people saw no signs of the old
Renaissance and did not know it was there, even after it had come. But there is a great movement,
which can be discerned by those who know the signs of the times. Oriental research has of recent
years made great progress. At present it is in the hands of scholars, and it seems dry and heavy in the
work they have achieved. But gradually the light of comprehension will break” “And India is to be the
great conqueror of the future? Yet she does not send out many missionaries to preach her ideas. I
presume she will wait until the world comes to her feet?” “India was once a great missionary power.
Hundreds’ of years before England was converted to Christianity, Buddha sent out missionaries to
convert the world of Asia to his doctrine. The world of thought is being converted. We are only at the
beginning as yet. The number of those who decline to adopt any special form of religion is greatly
increasing, and this movement is among the educated classes. In a recent American census, a large
number of persons declined to class themselves as belonging to any form of religion. All religions are
different expressions of the same truth; all march on or die out. They are the radii of the same truth,
the expression that variety of minds requires.” “Now we are getting near it. What is that central truth
?” “The Divine within; every being, however degraded, is the expression of the Divine. The Divinity
becomes covered, hidden from view. I call to mind an incident of the Indian Mutiny. A Swami, who for
years had fulfilled a vow of eternal silence, was stabbed by a Mohammedan. They dragged the
murderer before his victim and cried out, ‘Speak the word, Swami, and he shall die.’ After many years
of silence, he broke it to say with his last breath: ‘My children, you are all mistaken. That man is God
Himself.’ The great lesson is, that unity is behind all. Call it God, Love, Spirit. Allah, Jehovah — it is the
same unity that animates all life from the lowest animal to the noblest man. Picture to yourself an
ocean ice-bound, pierced with many different holes. Each of these is a soul, a man, emancipated
according to his degree of intelligence, essaying to break through the ice.” “I think I see one difference
between the wisdom of the East and that of the West. You aim at producing very perfect individuals
by Sannyasa, concentration, and so forth. Now the ideal of the West seems to be the perfecting of the
social state; and so we work at political and social questions, since we think that the permanence of
our civilisation depends upon the wellbeing of the people.” “But the basis of all systems, social or
political,” said the Swami with great earnestness, “rests upon the goodness of men. No nation is great
or good because Parliament enacts this or that, but because its men are great and good. I have visited
China which had the most admirable organisation of all nations. Yet today China is like a disorganised
mob, because her men are not equal to the system contrived in the olden days. Religion goes to the
root of the matter. If it is right, all is right.” “It sounds just a little vague and remote from practical life,
that the Divine is within everything but covered. One can’t be looking for it all the time.” “People often
work for the same ends but fail to recognise the fact. One must admit that law, government, politics
are phases not final in any way. There is a goal beyond them where law is not needed. And by the way,
the very word Sannyasin means the divine outlaw, one might say, divine nihilist, but that
miscomprehension pursues those that use such a word. All great Masters teach the same thing. Christ
saw that the basis is not law, that morality and purity are the only strength. As for your statement that
the East aims at higher self-development and the West at the perfecting of the social state, you do
not of course forget that there is an apparent Self and a real Self.” “The inference, of course, being
that we work for the apparent, you for the real?” “The mind works through various stages to attain its
fuller development. First, it lays hold of the concrete, and only gradually deals with abstractions. Look,
too, how the idea of universal brotherhood is reached. First it is grasped as brotherhood within a sect
— hard, narrow, and exclusive. Step by step we reach broad generalizations and the world of abstract
ideas.” “So you think that those sects, of which we English are so fond, will die out. You know what
the Frenchman said, ‘England, the land of a thousand sects and but one sauce’.” “I am sure that they

are bound to disappear. Their existence is founded on non-essentials; the essential part of them will
remain and be built up into another edifice. You know the old saying that it is good to be born in a
church, but not to die in it.” “Perhaps you will say how your work is progressing in England?” “Slowly,
for the reasons I have already named. When you deal with roots and foundations, all real progress
must be slow. Of course, I need not say that these ideas are bound to spread by one means or another,
and to many of us the right moment for their dissemination seems now to have come.” Then I listened
to an explanation of how work is carried on. Like many an old doctrine, this new one is offered without
money and without price, depending entirely upon the voluntary efforts of those who embrace it. The
Swami is a picturesque figure in his Eastern dress. His simple and cordial manner, savouring of anything
but the popular idea of asceticism, an unusual command of English and great conversational powers
add not a little to an interesting personality. . . . His vow of Sannyasa implies renunciation of position,
property, and name, as well as the persistent search for spiritual knowledge.

On Indian Women – Their past, present and future
(Prabuddha Bharata, December, 1898)
It was early one Sunday morning, writes our representative, in a beautiful Himalayan valley, that I was
at last able to carry out the order of the Editor, and call on the Swami Vivekananda, to ascertain
something of his views on the position and prospects of Indian Women. “Let us go for a walk”, said
the Swami, when I had announced my errand, and we set out at once amongst some of the most lovely
scenery in the world. By sunny and shady ways we went, through quiet villages, amongst playing
children and across the golden cornfields. Here the tall trees seemed to pierce the blue above, and
there a group of peasant girls stooped, sickle in hand, to cut and carry off the plume-tipped stalks of
maize-straw for the winter stores. Now the road led into an apple orchard, where great heaps of
crimson fruit lay under the trees for sorting, and again we were out in the open, facing the snows that
rose in august beauty above the white clouds against the sky. At last my companion broke the silence.
“The Aryan and Semitic ideals of woman”, he said, “have always been diametrically opposed. Amongst
the Semites the presence of woman is considered dangerous to devotion, and she may not perform
any religious function, even such as the killing of a bird for food: according to the Aryan a man cannot
perform a religious action without a wife.” “But Swamiji!” said I — startled at an assertion so sweeping
and so unexpected — “is Hinduism not an Aryan faith?” “Modern Hinduism”, said the Swami quietly,
“is largely Paurânika, that is, post-Buddhistic in origin. Dayânanda Saraswati pointed out that though
a wife is absolutely necessary in the Sacrifice of the domestic fire, which is a Vedic rite, she may not
touch the Shâlagrâma Shilâ, or the household-idol, because that dates from the later period of the
Purânas.” “And so you consider the inequality of woman amongst us as entirely due to the influence
of Buddhism?” “Where it exists, certainly,” said the Swami, “but we should not allow the sudden influx
of European criticism and our consequent sense of contrast to make us acquiesce too readily in this
notion of the inequality of our women. Circumstances have forced upon us, for many centuries, the
woman’s need of protection. This, and not her inferiority, is the true reading of our customs.” “Are
you then entirely satisfied with the position of women amongst us, Swamiji?” “By no means,” said the
Swami, “but our right of interference is limited entirely to giving education. Women must be put in a
position to solve their own problems in their own way. No one can or ought to do this for them. And
our Indian women are as capable of doing it as any in the world.” “How do you account for the evil
influence which you attribute to Buddhism?” “It came only with the decay of the faith”, said the
Swami. “Every movement triumphs by dint of some unusual characteristic, and when it falls, that point
of pride becomes its chief element of weakness. The Lord Buddha — greatest of men — was a

marvellous organiser and carried the world by this means. But his religion was the religion of a
monastic order. It had, therefore, the evil effect of making the very robe of the monk honoured. He
also introduced for the first time the community life of religious houses and thereby necessarily made
women inferior to men, since the great abbesses could take no important step without the advice of
certain abbots. It ensured its immediate object, the solidarity of the faith, you see, only its far-reaching
effects are to be deplored.” “But Sannyâsa is recognised in the Vedas!” “Of course it is, but without
making any distinction between men and women. Do you remember how Yâjnavalkya was questioned
at the Court of King Janaka? His principal examiner was Vâchaknavi, the maiden orator —
Brahmavâdini, as the word of the day was. ‘Like two shining arrows in the hand of the skilled archer’,
she says, ‘are my questions.’ Her sex is not even commented upon. Again, could anything be more
complete than the equality of boys and girls in our old forest universities? Read our Sanskrit dramas
— read the story of Shakuntala, and see if Tennyson’s ‘Princess’ has anything to teach us! ” “You have
a wonderful way of revealing the glories of our past, Swamiji!” “Perhaps, because I have seen both
sides of the world,” said the Swami gently, “and I know that the race that produced Sitâ — even if it
only dreamt of her — has a reverence for woman that is unmatched on the earth. There is many a
burden bound with legal tightness on the shoulders of Western women that is utterly unknown to
ours. We have our wrongs and our exceptions certainly, but so have they. We must never forget that
all over the globe the general effort is to express love and tenderness and uprightness, and that
national customs are only the nearest vehicles of this expression. With regard to the domestic virtues
I have no hesitation in saying that our Indian methods have in many ways the advantage over all
others.” “Then have our women any problems at all, Swamiji?” “Of course, they have many and grave
problems, but none that are not to be solved by that magic word ‘education’. The true education,
however, is not yet conceived of amongst us.” “And how would you define that?” “I never define
anything”, said the Swami, smiling. “Still, it may be described as a development of faculty, not an
accumulation of words, or as a training of individuals to will rightly and efficiently. So shall we bring to
the need of India great fearless women — women worthy to continue the traditions of Sanghamittâ,
Lilâ, Ahalyâ Bâi, and Mirâ Bâi — women fit to be mothers of heroes, because they are pure and selfless,
strong with the strength that comes of touching the feet of God.” “So you consider that there should
be a religious element in education, Swamiji?” “I look upon religion as the innermost core of
education”, said the Swami solemnly. “Mind, I do not mean my own, or any one else’s opinion about
religion. I think the teacher should take the pupil’s starting-point in this, as in other respects, and
enable her to develop along her own line of least resistance.” “But surely the religious exaltation of
Brahmacharya, by taking the highest place from the mother and wife and giving it to those who evade
those relations, is a direct blow dealt at woman?” “You should remember”, said the Swami, “that if
religion exalts Brahmacharya for woman, it does exactly the same for man Moreover, your question
shows a certain confusion in your own mind. Hinduism indicates one duty, only one, for the human
soul. It is to seek to realise the permanent amidst the evanescent. No one presumes to point out any
one way in which this may be done. Marriage or non-marriage, good or evil, learning or ignorance,
any of these is justified, if it leads to the goal. In this respect lies the great contrast between it and
Buddhism, for the latter’s outstanding direction is to realise the impermanence of the external, which,
broadly speaking, can only be done in one way. Do you recall the story of the young Yogi in the
Mahâbhârata who prided himself on his psychic powers by burning the bodies of a crow and crane by
his intense will, produced by anger? Do you remember that the young saint went into the town and
found first a wife nursing her sick husband and then the butcher Dharma-Vyâdha, both of whom had
obtained enlightenment in the path of common faithfulness and duty?” “And so what would you say,
Swamiji, to the women of this country? “Why, to the women of this country.” said the Swami, “I would
say exactly what I say to the men. Believe in India and in our Indian faith. Be strong and hopeful and

unashamed, and remember that with something to take, Hindus have immeasurably more to give than
any other people in the world.”

Women of India
(Delivered at the Shakespeare Club House, in Pasadena, California, on January 18, 1900)

SWAMI VIVEKANANDA: “Some persons desire to ask questions about Hindu Philosophy before the
lecture and to question in general about India after the lecture; but the chief difficulty is I do not know
what I am to lecture on. I would be very glad to lecture on any subject, either on Hindu Philosophy or
on anything concerning the race, its history, or its literature. If you, ladies and gentlemen, will suggest
anything, I would be very glad.” QUESTIONER: “I would like to ask, Swami, what special principle in
Hindu Philosophy you would have us Americans, who are a very practical people, adopt, and what that
would do for us beyond what Christianity can do.” SWAMI VIVEKANANDA: “That is very difficult for
me to decide; it rests upon you. If you find anything which you think you ought to adopt, and which
will be helpful, you should take that. You see I am not a missionary, and I am not going about
converting people to my idea. My principle is that all such ideas are good and great, so that some of
your ideas may suit some people in India, and some of our ideas may suit some people here; so ideas
must be cast abroad, all over the world.” QUESTIONER: “We would like to know the result of your
philosophy; has your philosophy and religion lifted your women above our women?” SWAMI
VIVEKANANDA: “You see, that is a very invidious question: I like our women and your women too.”
QUESTIONER: “Well, will you tell us about your women, their customs and education, and the position
they hold in the family?” SWAMI VIVEKANANDA: “Oh, yes, those things I would be very glad to tell
you. So you want to know about Indian women tonight, and not philosophy and other things?” THE
LECTURE I must begin by saying that you may have to bear with me a good deal, because I belong to
an Order of people who never marry; so my knowledge of women in all their relations, as mother, as
wife, as daughter and sister, must necessarily not be so complete as it may be with other men. And
then, India, I must remember, is a vast continent, not merely a country, and is inhabited by many
different races. The nations of Europe are nearer to each other, more similar to each other, than the
races in India. You may get just a rough idea of it if I tell you that there are eight different languages
in all India. Different languages — not dialects — each having a literature of its own. The Hindi
language, alone, is spoken by 100,000,000 people; the Bengali by about 60,000,000, and so on. Then,
again, the four northern Indian languages differ more from the southern Indian languages than any
two European languages from each other. They are entirely different, as much different as your
language differs from the Japanese, so that you will be astonished to know, when I go to southern
India, unless I meet some people who can talk Sanskrit, I have to speak to them in English.
Furthermore, these various races differ from each other in manners, customs, food, dress, and in their
methods of thought. Then, again, there is caste. Each caste has become, as it were, a separate racial
element. If a man lives long enough in India, he will be able to tell from the features what caste a man
belongs to. Then, between castes, the manners and customs are different. And all these castes are
exclusive; that is to say, they would meet socially, but they would not eat or drink together, nor
intermarry. In those things they remain separate. They would meet and be friends to each other, but
there it would end. Although I have more opportunity than many other men to know women in
general, from my position and my occupation as a preacher, continuously travelling from one place to
another and coming in contact with all grades of society — (and women, even in northern India, where
they do not appear before men, in many places would break this law for religion and would come to
hear us preach and talk to us) — still it would be hazardous on my part to assert that I know everything
about the women of India. So I will try to place before you the ideal. In each nation, man or woman
represents an ideal consciously or unconsciously being worked out. The individual is the external

expression of an ideal to be embodied. The collection of such individuals is the nation, which also
represents a great ideal; towards that it is moving. And, therefore, it is rightly assumed that to
understand a nation you must first understand its ideal, for each nation refuses to be judged by any
other standard than its own. All growth, progress, well-being, or degradation is but relative. It refers
to a certain standard, and each man to be understood has to be referred to that standard of his
perfection. You see this more markedly in nations: what one nation thinks good might not be so
regarded by another nation. Cousinmarriage is quite permissible in this country. Now, in India, it is
illegal; not only so, it would be classed with the most horrible incest. Widow-marriage is perfectly
legitimate in this country. Among the higher castes in India it would be the greatest degradation for a
woman to marry twice. So, you see, we work through such different ideas that to judge one people by
the other’s standard would be neither just nor practicable. Therefore we must know what the ideal is
that a nation has raised before itself. When speaking of different nations, we start with a general idea
that there is one code of ethics and the same kind of ideals for all races; practically, however, when
we come to judge of others, we think what is good for us must be good for everybody; what we do is
the right thing, what we do not do, of course in others would be outrageous. I do not mean to say this
as a criticism, but just to bring the truth home. When I hear Western women denounce the confining
of the feet of Chinese ladies, they never seem to think of the corsets which are doing far more injury
to the race. This is just one example; for you must know that cramping the feet does not do onemillionth part of the injury to the human form that the corset has done and is doing — when every
organ is displaced and the spine is curved like a serpent. When measurements are taken, you can note
the curvatures. I do not mean that as a criticism but just to point out to you the situation, that as you
stand aghast at women of other races, thinking that you are supreme, the very reason that they do
not adopt your manners and customs shows that they also stand aghast at you. Therefore there is
some misunderstanding on both sides. There is a common platform, a common ground of
understanding, a common humanity, which must be the basis of our work. We ought to find out that
complete and perfect human nature which is working only in parts, here and there. It has not been
given to one man to have everything in perfection. You have a part to play; I, in my humble way,
another; here is one who plays a little part; there, another. The perfection is the combination of all
these parts. Just as with individuals, so with races. Each race has a part to play; each race has one side
of human nature to develop. And we have to take all these together; and, possibly in the distant future,
some race will arise in which all these marvellous individual race perfections, attained by the different
races, will come together and form a new race, the like of which the world has not yet dreamed.
Beyond saying that, I have no criticism to offer about anybody. I have travelled not a little in my life; I
have kept my eyes open; and the more I go about the more my mouth is closed. I have no criticism to
offer. Now, the ideal woman in India is the mother, the mother first, and the mother last. The word
woman calls up to the mind of the Hindu, motherhood; and God is called Mother. As children, every
day, when we are boys, we have to go early in the morning with a little cup of water and place it before
the mother, and mother dips her toe into it and we drink it. In the West, the woman is wife. The idea
of womanhood is concentrated there — as the wife. To the ordinary man in India, the whole force of
womanhood is concentrated in motherhood. In the Western home, the wife rules. In an Indian home,
the mother rules. If a mother comes into a Western home, she has to be subordinate to the wife; to
the wife belongs the home. A mother always lives in our homes: the wife must be subordinate to her.
See all the difference of ideas. Now, I only suggest comparisons; I would state facts so that we may
compare the two sides. Make this comparison. If you ask, “What is an Indian woman as wife?”, the
Indian asks, “Where is the American woman as mother? What is she, the all-glorious, who gave me
this body? What is she who kept me in her body for nine months? Where is she who would give me
twenty times her life, if I had need? Where is she whose love never dies, however wicked, however
vile I am? Where is she, in comparison with her, who goes to the divorce court the moment I treat her

a little badly? O American woman! where is she?” I will not find her in your country. I have not found
the son who thinks mother is first. When we die, even then, we do not want our wives and our children
to take her place. Our mother! — we want to die with our head on her lap once more, if we die before
her. Where is she? Is woman a name to be coupled with the physical body only? Ay! the Hindu mind
fears all those ideals which say that the flesh must cling unto the flesh. No, no! Woman! thou shalt
not be coupled with anything connected with the flesh. The name has been called holy once and for
ever, for what name is there which no lust can ever approach, no carnality ever come near, than the
one word mother? That is the ideal in India. I belong to an Order very much like what you have in the
Mendicant Friars of the Catholic Church; that is to say, we have to go about without very much in the
way of dress and beg from door to door, live thereby, preach to people when they want it, sleep where
we can get a place — that way we have to follow. And the rule is that the members of this Order have
to call every woman “mother”; to every woman and little girl we have to say “mother”; that is the
custom. Coming to the West, that old habit remained and I would say to ladies, “Yes, mother”, and
they are horrified. I could not understand why they should be horrified. Later on, I discovered the
reason: because that would mean that they are old. The ideal of womanhood in India is motherhood
— that marvellous, unselfish, all-suffering, ever-forgiving mother. The wife walks behind-the shadow.
She must imitate the life of the mother; that is her duty. But the mother is the ideal of love; she rules
the family, she possesses the family. It is the father in India who thrashes the child and spanks when
there is something done by the child, and always the mother puts herself between the father and the
child. You see it is just the opposite here. It has become the mother’s business to spank the children
in this country, and poor father comes in between. You see, ideals are different. I do not mean this as
any criticism. It is all good — this what you do; but our way is what we have been taught for ages. You
never hear of a mother cursing the child; she is forgiving, always forgiving. Instead of “Our Father in
Heaven”, we say “Mother” all the time; that idea and that word are ever associated in the Hindu mind
with Infinite Love, the mother’s love being the nearest approach to God’s love in this mortal world of
ours. “Mother, O Mother, be merciful; I am wicked! Many children have been wicked, but there never
was a wicked mother” — so says the great saint Râmprasâd. There she is — the Hindu mother. The
son’s wife comes in as her daughter; just as the mother’s own daughter married and went out, so her
son married and brought in another daughter, and she has to fall in line under the government of the
queen of queens, of his mother. Even I, who never married, belonging to an Order that never marries,
would be disgusted if my wife, supposing I had married, dared to displease my mother. I would be
disgusted. Why? Do I not worship my mother? Why should not her daughterin-law? Whom I worship,
why not she? Who is she, then, that would try to ride over my head and govern my mother? She has
to wait till her womanhood is fulfilled; and the one thing that fulfils womanhood, that is womanliness
in woman, is motherhood. Wait till she becomes a mother; then she will have the same right. That,
according to the Hindu mind, is the great mission of woman — to become a mother. But oh, how
different! Oh, how different! My father and mother fasted and prayed, for years and years, so that I
would be born. They pray for every child before it is born. Says our great law-giver, Manu, giving the
definition of an Aryan, “He is the Aryan, who is born through prayer”. Every child not born through
prayer is illegitimate, according to the great law-giver. The child must be prayed for. Those children
that come with curses, that slip into the world, just in a moment of inadvertence, because that could
not be prevented — what can we expect of such progeny? Mothers of America, think of that! Think in
the heart of your hearts, are you ready to be women? Not any question of race or country, or that
false sentiment of national pride. Who dares to be proud in this mortal life of ours, in this world of
woes and miseries? What are we before this infinite force of God? But I ask you the question tonight:
Do you all pray for the children to come? Are you thankful to be mothers, or not? Do you think that
you are sanctified by motherhood, or not? Ask that of your minds. If you do not, your marriage is a lie,
your womanhood is false, your education is superstition, and your children, if they come without

prayer, will prove a curse to humanity. See the different ideals now coming before us. From
motherhood comes tremendous responsibility. There is the basis, start from that. Well, why is mother
to be worshipped so much? Because our books teach that it is the prenatal influence that gives the
impetus to the child for good or evil. Go to a hundred thousand colleges, read a million books,
associate with all the learned men of the world — better off you are when born with the right stamp.
You are born for good or evil. The child is a born god or a born demon; that is what the books say.
Education and all these things come afterwards — are a mere bagatelle. You are what you are born.
Born unhealthful, how many drug stores, swallowed wholesale, will keep you well all through your
life? How many people of good, healthy lives were born of weak parents, were born of sickly, bloodpoisoned parents? How many? None — none. We come with a tremendous impetus for good or evil:
born demons or born gods. Education or other things are a bagatelle. Thus say our books: direct the
pre-natal influence. Why should mother be worshipped? Because she made herself pure. She
underwent harsh penances sometimes to keep herself as pure as purity can be. For, mind you, no
woman in India thinks of giving up her body to any man; it is her own. The English, as a reform, have
introduced at present what they call “Restitution of conjugal rights”, but no Indian would take
advantage of it. When a man comes in physical contact with his wife, the circumstances she controls
through what prayers and through what vows! For that which brings forth the child is the holiest
symbol of God himself. It is the greatest prayer between man and wife, the prayer that is going to
bring into the world another soul fraught with a tremendous power for good or for evil. Is it a joke? Is
it a simple nervous satisfaction? Is it a brute enjoyment of the body? Says the Hindu: no, a thousand
times, no! But then, following that, there comes in another idea. The idea we started with was that
the ideal is the love for the mother — herself all-suffering, allforbearing. The worship that is accorded
to the mother has its fountain-head there. She was a saint to bring me into the world; she kept her
body pure, her mind pure, her food pure, her clothes pure, her imagination pure, for years, because I
would be born. Because she did that, she deserves worship. And what follows? Linked with
motherhood is wifehood. You Western people are individualistic. I want to do this thing because I like
it; I will elbow every one. Why? Because I like to. I want my own satisfaction, so I marry this woman.
Why? Because I like her. This woman marries me. Why? Because she likes me. There it ends. She and
I are the only two persons in the whole, infinite world; and I marry her and she marries me — nobody
else is injured, nobody else responsible. Your Johns and your Janes may go into the forest and there
they may live their lives; but when they have to live in society, their marriage means a tremendous
amount of good or evil to us. Their children may be veritable demons-burning, murdering, robbing,
stealing, drinking, hideous, vile. So what is the basis of the Indian’s social order? It is the caste law. I
am born for the caste, I live for the caste. I do not mean myself, because, having joined an Order, we
are outside. I mean those that live in civil society. Born in the caste, the whole life must be lived
according to caste regulation. In other words, in the present-day language of your country, the
Western man is born individualistic, while the Hindu is socialistic — entirely socialistic. Now, then, the
books say: if I allow you freedom to go about and marry any woman you like, and the woman to marry
any man she likes, what happens? You fall in love; the father of the woman was, perchance, a lunatic
or a consumptive. The girl falls in love with the face of a man whose father was a roaring drunkard.
What says the law then? The law lays down that all these marriages would be illegal. The children of
drunkards, consumptives, lunatics, etc., shall not be married. The deformed, humpbacked, crazy,
idiotic — no marriage for them, absolutely none, says the law. But the Mohammedan comes from
Arabia, and he has his own Arabian law; so the Arabian desert law has been forced upon us. The
Englishman comes with his law; he forces it upon us, so far as he can. We are conquered. He says,
“Tomorrow I will marry your sister”. What can we do? Our law says, those that are born of the same
family, though a hundred degrees distant, must not marry, that is illegitimate, it would deteriorate or
make the race sterile. That must not be, and there it stops. So I have no voice in my marriage, nor my

sister. It is the caste that determines all that. We are married sometimes when children. Why? Because
the caste says: if they have to be married anyway without their consent, it is better that they are
married very early, before they have developed this love: if they are allowed to grow up apart, the
boy may like some other girl, and the girl some other boy, and then something evil will happen; and
so, says the caste, stop it there. I do not care whether my sister is deformed, or good-looking, or badlooking: she is my sister, and that is enough; he is my brother, and that is all I need to know. So they
will love each other. You may say, “Oh! they lose a great deal of enjoyment — those exquisite
emotions of a man falling in love with a woman and a woman falling in love with a man. This is a sort
of tame thing, loving each other like brothers and sisters, as though they have to.” So be it; but the
Hindu says, “We are socialistic. For the sake of one man’s or woman’s exquisite pleasure we do not
want to load misery on hundreds of others.” There they are — married. The wife comes home with
her husband; that is called the second marriage. Marriage at an early age is considered the first
marriage, and they grow up separately with women and with their parents. When they are grown,
there is a second ceremony performed, called a second marriage. And then they live together, but
under the same roof with his mother and father. When she becomes a mother, she takes her place in
turn as queen of the family group. Now comes another peculiar Indian institution. I have just told you
that in the first two or three castes the widows are not allowed to marry. They cannot, even if they
would. Of course, it is a hardship on many. There is no denying that not all the widows like it very
much, because non-marrying entails upon them the life of a student. That is to say, a student must
not eat meat or fish, nor drink wine, nor dress except in white clothes, and so on; there are many
regulations. We are a nation of monks — always making penance, and we like it. Now, you see, a
woman never drinks wine or eats meat. It was a hardship on us when we were students, but not on
the girls. Our women would feel degraded at the idea of eating meat. Men eat meat sometimes in
some castes; women never. Still, not being allowed to marry must be a hardship to many; I am sure
of that. But we must go back to the idea; they are intensely socialistic. In the higher castes of every
country you will find the statistics show that the number of women is always much larger than the
number of men. Why? Because in the higher castes, for generation after generation, the women lead
an easy life. They “neither toil nor spin, yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of them”.
And the poor boys, they die like flies. The girl has a cat’s nine lives, they say in India. You will read in
the statistics that they outnumber the boys in a very short time, except now when they are taking to
work quite as hard as the boys. The number of girls in the higher castes is much larger than in the
lower. Conditions are quite opposite in the lower castes. There they all work hard; women a little
harder, sometimes, because they have to do the domestic work. But, mind you, I never would have
thought of that, but one of your American travellers, Mark Twain, writes this about India: “In spite of
all that Western critics have said of Hindu customs, I never saw a woman harnessed to a plough with
a cow or to a cart with a dog, as is done in some European countries. I saw no woman or girl at work
in the fields in India. On both sides and ahead (of the railway train) brown-bodied naked men and boys
are ploughing in the fields. But not a woman. In these two hours I have not seen a woman or a girl
working in the fields. In India, even the lowest caste never does any hard work. They generally have
an easy lot compared to the same class in other nations; and as to ploughing, they never do it. ” Now,
there you are. Among the lower classes the number of men is larger than the number of women; and
what would you naturally expect? A woman gets more chances of marriage, the number of men being
larger. Relative to such questions as to widows not marrying: among the first two castes, the number
of women is disproportionately large, and here is a dilemma. Either you have a non-marriageable
widow problem and misery, or the non-husband-getting young lady problem. To face the widow
problem, or the old maid problem? There you are; either of the two. Now, go back again to the idea
that the Indian mind is socialistic. It says, “Now look here! we take the widow problem as the lesser
one.” Why? “Because they have had their chance; they have been married. If they have lost their

chance, at any rate they have had one. Sit down, be quiet, and consider these poor girls-they have not
had one chance of marriage.” Lord bless you! I remember once in Oxford Street, it was after ten
o’clock, and all those ladies coming there, hundreds and thousands of them shopping; and some man,
an American, looks around, and he says, “My Lord! how many of them will ever get husbands, I
wonder!” So the Indian mind said to the widows, “Well, you have had your chance, and now we are
very, very sorry that such mishaps have come to you, but we cannot help it; others are waiting.” Then
religion comes into the question; the Hindu religion comes in as a comfort. For, mind you, our religion
teaches that marriage is something bad, it is only for the weak. The very spiritual man or woman would
not marry at all. So the religious woman says, “Well, the Lord has given me a better chance. What is
the use of marrying? Thank God, worship God, what is the use of my loving man?” Of course, all of
them cannot put their mind on God. Some find it simply impossible. They have to suffer; but the other
poor people, they should not suffer for them. Now I leave this to your judgment; but that is their idea
in India. Next we come to woman as daughter. The great difficulty in the Indian household is the
daughter. The daughter and caste combined ruin the poor Hindu, because, you see, she must marry
in the same caste, and even inside the caste exactly in the same order; and so the poor man sometimes
has to make himself a beggar to get his daughter married. The father of the boy demands a very high
price for his son, and this poor man sometimes has to sell everything just to get a husband for his
daughter. The great difficulty of the Hindu’s life is the daughter. And, curiously enough, the word
daughter in Sanskrit is “duhitâ”. The real derivation is that, in ancient times, the daughter of the family
was accustomed to milk the cows, and so the word “duhita” comes from “duh”, to milk; and the word
“daughter” really means a milkmaid. Later on, they found a new meaning to that word “duhita”, the
milkmaid — she who milks away all the milk of the family. That is the second meaning. These are the
different relations held by our Indian women. As I have told you, the mother is the greatest in position,
the wife is next, and the daughter comes after them. It is a most intricate and complicated series of
gradation. No foreigner can understand it, even if he lives there for years. For instance, we have three
forms of the personal pronoun; they are a sort of verbs in our language. One is very respectful, one is
middling, and the lowest is just like thou and thee. To children and servants the last is addressed. The
middling one is used with equals. You see, these are to be applied in all the intricate relations of life.
For example, to my elder sister I always throughout my life use the pronoun âpani, but she never does
in speaking to me; she says tumi to me. She should not, even by mistake, say apani to me, because
that would mean a curse. Love, the love toward those that are superior, should always be expressed
in that form of language. That is the custom. Similarly I would never dare address my elder sister or
elder brother, much less my mother or father, as tu or tum or tumi. As to calling our mother and father
by name, why, we would never do that. Before I knew the customs of this country, I received such a
shock when the son, in a very refined family, got up and called the mother by name! However, I got
used to that. That is the custom of the country. But with us, we never pronounce the name of our
parents when they are present. It is always in the third person plural, even before them. Thus we see
the most complicated mesh-work in the social life of our men and our women and in our degree of
relationship. We do not speak to our wives before our elders; it is only when we are alone or when
inferiors are present. If I were married, I would speak to my wife before my younger sister, my
nephews or nieces; but not before my elder sister or parents. I cannot talk to my sisters about their
husbands at all. The idea is, we are a monastic race. The whole social organisation has that one idea
before it. Marriage is thought of as something impure, something lower. Therefore the subject of love
would never be talked of. I cannot read a novel before my sister, or my brothers, or my mother, or
even before others. I close the book. Then again, eating and drinking is all in the same category. We
do not eat before superiors. Our women never eat before men, except they be the children or
inferiors. The wife would die rather than, as she says, “munch” before her husband. Sometimes, for
instance, brothers and sisters may eat together; and if I and my sister are eating, and the husband

comes to the door, my sister stops, and the poor husband flies out. These are the customs peculiar to
the country. A few of these I note in different countries also. As I never married myself, I am not
perfect in all my knowledge about the wife. Mother, sisters — I know what they are; and other
people’s wives I saw; from that I gather what I have told you. As to education and culture, it all depends
upon the man. That is to say, where the men are highly cultured, there the women are; where the
men are not, women are not. Now, from the oldest times, you know, the primary education, according
to the old Hindu customs, belongs to the village system. All the land from time immemorial was
nationalised, as you say — belonged to the Government. There never is any private right in land. The
revenue in India comes from the land, because every man holds so much land from the Government.
This land is held in common by a community, it may be five, ten, twenty, or a hundred families. They
govern the whole of the land, pay a certain amount of revenue to the Government, maintain a
physician, a village schoolmaster, and so on. Those of you who have read Herbert Spencer remember
what he calls the “monastery system” of education that was tried in Europe and which in some parts
proved a success; that is, there is one schoolmaster, whom the village keeps. These primary schools
are very rudimentary, because our methods are so simple. Each boy brings a little mat; and his paper,
to begin with, is palm leaves. Palm leaves first, paper is too costly. Each boy spreads his little mat and
sits upon it, brings out his inkstand and his books and begins to write. A little arithmetic, some Sanskrit
grammar, a little of language and accounts — these are taught in the primary school. A little book on
ethics, taught by an old man, we learnt by heart, and I remember one of the lessons: “For the good of
a village, a man ought to give up his family; For the good of a country, he ought to give up his village;
For the good of humanity, he may give up his country; For the good of the world, everything.” Such
verses are there in the books. We get them by heart, and they are explained by teacher and pupil.
These things we learn, both boys and girls together. Later on, the education differs. The old Sanskrit
universities are mainly composed of boys. The girls very rarely go up to those universities; but there
are a few exceptions. In these modern days there is a greater impetus towards higher education on
the European lines, and the trend of opinion is strong towards women getting this higher education.
Of course, there are some people in India who do not want it, but those who do want it carried the
day. It is a strange fact that Oxford and Cambridge are closed to women today, so are Harvard and
Yale; but Calcutta University opened its doors to women more than twenty years ago. I remember
that the year I graduated, several girls came out and graduated — the same standard, the same course,
the same in everything as the boys; and they did very well indeed. And our religion does not prevent
a woman being educated at all. In this way the girl should be educated; even thus she should be
trained; and in the old books we find that the universities were equally resorted to by both girls and
boys, but later the education of the whole nation was neglected. What can you expect under foreign
rule? The foreign conqueror is not there to do good to us; he wants his money. I studied hard for
twelve years and became a graduate of Calcutta University; now I can scarcely make $5.00 a month in
my country. Would you believe it? It is actually a fact. So these educational institutions of foreigners
are simply to get a lot of useful, practical slaves for a little money — to turn out a host of clerks,
postmasters, telegraph operators, and so on. There it is. As a result, education for both boys and girls
is neglected, entirely neglected. There are a great many things that should be done in that land; but
you must always remember, if you will kindly excuse me and permit me to use one of your own
proverbs, “What is sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.” Your foreign born ladies are always
crying over the hardships of the Hindu woman, and never care for the hardships of the Hindu man.
They are all weeping salt tears. But who are the little girls married to? Some one, when told that they
are all married to old men, asked, “And what do the young men do? What! are all the girls married to
old men, only to old men?” We are born old — perhaps all the men there. The ideal of the Indian race
is freedom of the soul. This world is nothing. It is a vision, a dream. This life is one of many millions
like it. The whole of this nature is Maya, is phantasm, a pest house of phantasms. That is the

philosophy. Babies smile at life and think it so beautiful and good, but in a few years they will have to
revert to where they began. They began life crying, and they will leave it crying. Nations in the vigour
of their youth think that they can do anything and everything: “We are the gods of the earth. We are
the chosen people.” They think that God Almighty has given them a charter to rule over all the world,
to advance His plans, to do anything they like, to turn the world upside down. They have a charter to
rob, murder, kill; God has given them this, and they do that because they are only babes. So empire
after empire has arisen — glorious, resplendent — now vanished away — gone, nobody knows where;
it may have been stupendous in its ruin. As a drop of water upon a lotus leaf tumbles about and falls
in a moment, even so is this mortal life. Everywhere we turn are ruins. Where the forest stands today
was once the mighty empire with huge cities. That is the dominant idea, the tone, the colour of the
Indian mind. We know, you Western people have the youthful blood coursing through your veins. We
know that nations, like men, have their day. Where is Greece? Where is Rome? Where that mighty
Spaniard of the other day? Who knows through it all what becomes of India? Thus they are born, and
thus they die; they rise and fall. The Hindu as a child knows of the Mogul invader whose cohorts no
power on earth could stop, who has left in your language the terrible word “Tartar”. The Hindu has
learnt his lesson. He does not want to prattle, like the babes of today. Western people, say what you
have to say. This is your day. Onward, go on, babes; have your prattle out. This is the day of the babies,
to prattle. We have learnt our lesson and are quiet. You have a little wealth today, and you look down
upon us. Well, this is your day. Prattle, babes, prattle — this is the Hindu’s attitude. The Lord of Lords
is not to be attained by much frothy speech. The Lord of Lords is not to be attained even by the powers
of the intellect. He is not gained by much power of conquest. That man who knows the secret source
of things and that everything else is evanescent, unto him He, the Lord, comes; unto none else. India
has learnt her lesson through ages and ages of experience. She has turned her face towards Him. She
has made many mistakes; loads and loads of rubbish are heaped upon the race. Never mind; what of
that? What is the clearing of rubbish, the cleaning of cities, and all that? Does that give life? Those
that have fine institutions, they die. And what of institutions, those tinplate Western institutions,
made in five days and broken on the sixth? One of these little handful nations cannot keep alive for
two centuries together. And our institutions have stood the test of ages. Says the Hindu, “Yes, we have
buried all the old nations of the earth and stand here to bury all the new races also, because our ideal
is not this world, but the other. Just as your ideal is, so shall you be. If your ideal is mortal, if your ideal
is of this earth, so shalt thou be. If your ideal is matter, matter shalt thou be. Behold! Our ideal is the
Spirit. That alone exists, nothing else exists; and like Him, we live for ever.”

India
(Report of a lecture delivered at Detroit on Thursday, February 15, 1894, with the editorial comments
of the Detroit Free Press)
An audience that filled the Unitarian Church heard the renowned monk, Swami Vivekananda,
deliver a lecture last night on the manners and customs of his country. His eloquent and graceful
manner pleased his listeners, who followed him from beginning to end with the closest attention,
showing approval from time to time by outbursts of applause. While his lecture was more popular in
character than the celebrated Address before the religious congress in Chicago, it was highly
entertaining, especially where the speaker diverted from the instructive portions and was led to an
eloquent narration of certain spiritual conditions of his own people. It is upon matters religious and
philosophic (and necessarily spiritual) that the Eastern brother is most impressive, and, while

outlining the duties that follow the conscientious consideration of the great moral law of nature, his
softly modulated tones, a peculiarity of his people, and his thrilling manner are almost prophetic. He
speaks with marked deliberation, except when placing before his listeners some moral truth, and
then his eloquence is of the highest kind. It seemed somewhat singular that the Eastern monk, who
is so outspoken in his disapproval of missionary labour on the part of the Christian church in India
(where, he affirms, the morality is the highest in the world), should have been introduced by Bishop
Ninde who in June will depart for China in the interest of foreign Christian missions. The Bishop
expects to remain away until December; but if he should stay longer he will go to India. The Bishop
referred to the wonders of India and the intelligence of the educated classes there, introducing
Vivekananda in a happy manner. When that dusky gentleman arose, dressed in his turban and bright
gown, with handsome face and bright, intelligent eyes, he presented an impressive figure. He
returned thanks to the Bishop for his words and proceeded to explain race divisions in his own
country, the manners of the people, and the different languages. Principally there are four northern
tongues and four southern, but there is one common religion. Four-fifths of the population of 300
million people are Hindus and the Hindu is a peculiar person. He does everything in a religious
manner. He eats religiously; he sleeps religiously; he rises in the morning religiously; he does good
things religiously; and he also does bad things religiously. At this point the lecturer struck the great
moral keynote of his discourse, stating that with his people it was the belief that all non-self is good
and all self is bad. This point was emphasised throughout the evening and might be termed the text
of the address. To build a home is selfish, argues the Hindu; so he builds it for the worship of God
and for the entertainment of guests. To cook food is selfish, so he cooks for the poor; he will serve
himself last if any hungry stranger applies, and this feeling extends throughout the length and
breadth of the land. Any man can ask for food and shelter, and any house will be opened to him. The
caste system has nothing to do with religion. A man’s occupation is hereditary: a carpenter is born a
carpenter; a goldsmith, a goldsmith; a workman, a workman; and a priest, a priest. But this is a
comparatively modern social evil, since it has existed only about 1,000 years. This period of time
does not seem so great in India as in this and other countries. Two gifts are especially appreciated —
the gift of learning and the gift of life. But the gift of learning takes precedence. One may save a
man’s life, and that is excellent; one may impart to another knowledge, and that is better. To
instruct for money is an evil, and to do this would bring opprobrium on the head of the man who
barters learning for gold, as though it were an article of trade. The government makes gifts from
time to time to the instructors, and the moral effect is better than it would be if the conditions were
the same as exist in certain alleged civilised countries. The speaker had asked through the length and
breadth of the land what was the definition of civilisation, and he had asked the question in many
countries. Sometimes the reply had been given: What we are, that is civilisation. He begged to differ
in the definition of the word. A nation may control the elements, develop utilitarian problems of life
seemingly to the limit, and yet not realise that in the individual the highest type of civilisation is
found in him who has learnt to conquer self. This condition is found in India more than in any
country on earth, for there the material conditions are subservient to the spiritual, and the
individual looks for the soul manifestations in everything that has life, studying nature to this end.
Hence that gentle disposition to endure with indomitable patience the flings of what appears unkind
fortune, the while there is a full consciousness of a spiritual strength and knowledge greater than
those possessed by any other people; hence the existence of a country and a people from which
flows an unending stream that attracts the attention of thinkers far and near to approach and throw
from their shoulders an oppressive earthly burden. The early king, who in 260 B.C. commanded that
there should be no more bloodshed, no more wars, and who sent forth instead of soldiers an army
of instructors, acted wisely, although in material things the land has suffered. But though in bondage
to brutal nations who conquer by force, the Indian’s spirituality endures for ever, and nothing can

take it away from him. There is something Christlike in the humility of the people to endure the
stings and arrows of outraged fortune, the while the soul is advancing towards the brighter goal.
Such a country has no need of Christian missionaries to “preach ideas”, for theirs is a religion that
makes men gentle, sweet, considerate, and affectionate towards all God’s creatures, whether man
or beast. Morally, said the speaker, India is head and shoulders above the United States or any other
country on the globe. Missionaries would do well to come there and drink of the pure waters, and
see what a beautiful influence upon a great community have the lives of the multitude of holy men.
Then marriage condition was described; and the privileges extended to women in ancient times
when the system of co-education flourished. In the records of the saints in India there is the unique
figure of the prophetess. In the Christian creed they are all prophets, while in India the holy women
occupy a conspicuous place in the holy books. The householder has five objects for worship. One of
them is learning and teaching. Another is worship of dumb creatures. It is hard for Americans to
understand the last worship, and it is difficult for Europeans to appreciate the sentiment. Other
nations kill animals by wholesale and kill one another; they exist in a sea of blood. A European said
that the reason why in India animals were not killed was because it was supposed that they
contained the spirits of ancestors. This reason was worthy of a savage nation who are not many
steps from the brute. The fact was that the statement was made by a set of atheists in India who
thus carped at the Vedic idea of non-killing and transmigration of souls. It was never a religious
doctrine, it was an idea of a materialistic creed. The worship of dumb animals was pictured in a vivid
manner. The hospitable spirit — the Indian golden rule, was illustrated by a story. A Brâhmin, his
wife, his son, and his son’s wife had not tasted food for some time on account of a famine. The head
of the house went out and after a search found a small quantity of barley. He brought this home and
divided it into four portions, and the small family was about to eat, when a knock was heard at the
door. It was a guest. The different portions were set before him, and he departed with his hunger
satisfied, while the quartette who had entertained him perished. This story is told in India to
illustrate what is expected in the sacred name of hospitality. The speaker concluded in an eloquent
manner. Throughout, his speech was simple; but whenever he indulged in imagery, it was
delightfully poetic, showing that the Eastern brother has been a close and attentive observer of the
beauties of nature. His excessive spirituality is a quality which makes itself felt with his auditors, for
it manifests itself in the love for animate and inanimate things and in the keen insight into the
mysterious workings of the divine law of harmony and kindly intentions.

The People Of India
(Report of a lecture delivered in Oakland on Monday, March 19, 1900, with editorial comments of the
Oakland Enquirer)
The lecture which the Swami Vivekananda gave Monday night in his new course on “The People of
India”, was interesting, not only for what he had to relate of the people of that country, but for the
insight into their mental attitude and prejudices which the speaker gave without really meaning it. It
is apparent that the Swami, educated and intellectual man that he is, is no admirer of Western
civilisation. He has evidently been a good deal embittered by the talk about child widows, the
oppression of women, and other barbarisms alleged against the people of India, and is somewhat
inclined to resort to the tu quoque in reply. In commencing his talk, he gave his hearers an idea of
the racial characteristics of the people. He said that the bond of unity in India, as in other countries
of Asia, is not language or race, but religion. In Europe the race makes the nation, but in Asia people
of diverse origin and different tongues become one nation if they have the same religion. The people

of Northern India are divided into four great classes, while in Southern India the languages are so
entirely different from those of Northern India that there is no kinship whatever. The people of
Northern India belong to the great Aryan race, to which all of the people of Europe, except the
Basques in the Pyrennees, and the Finns, are supposed to belong. The Southern India people belong
to the same race as the ancient Egyptians and the Semites. To illustrate the difficulties of learning
one another’s languages in India, the Swami said that when he had occasion to go into Southern
India, he always talked with the native people in English, unless they belonged to the select few who
could speak Sanskrit. A good deal of the lecture was taken up in a discussion of the caste system
which the Swami characterised by saying that it had its bad side, but that its benefits outweighed its
disadvantages. In brief, this caste system had grown by the practice of the son always following the
business of the father. In course of time the community came thus to be divided into a series of
classes, each held rigidly within its own boundaries. But while this divided the people, it also united
them, because all the members of a caste were bound to help their fellows in case of need. And as
no man could rise out of his caste, the Hindus have no such struggles for social or personal
supremacy as embitter the people of other countries. The worst feature of the caste is that is
suppresses competition, and the checking of competition has really been the cause of the political
downfall of India and its conquest by foreign races. Respecting the much-discussed subject of
marriage, the Hindus are socialistic and see nothing good in matches being made by a couple of
young people who might be attached to one another, without regard to the welfare of the
community, which is more important than that of any two persons. “Because I love Jennie and
Jennie loves me”, said the Swami, “is no reason why we should be married.” He denied that the
condition of the child widows is as bad as has been represented, saying that in India the position of
widows in general is one of a great deal of influence, because a large part of the property in the
country is held by widows. In fact, so enviable is the position of widows that a woman or a man
either might almost pray to be made a widow. The child widows, or women who have been
betrothed to children who died before marriage, might be pitied if a marriage were the only real
object in life, but, according to the Hindu way of thinking, marriage is rather a duty than a privilege,
and the denial of the right of child widows to marry is no particular hardship.

The Women Of India
(New Discoveries, Vol. 2, pp. 411-26.)
The following lecture was delivered at Cambridge, December 17, 1894, and recorded by Miss
Frances Willard’s stenographer. Swami Vivekananda faced bigotry in America on several issues of
Indian culture — one was the Indian woman. Naturally he sought to correct Western
misconceptions. When he lectured in his own country, however, there was no greater advocate for
improving the life of Indian women than the Swami. In speaking about the women of India, ladies
and gentlemen, I feel that I am going to talk about my mothers and sisters in India to the women of
another race, many of whom have been like mothers and sisters to me. But though, unfortunately,
within very recent times there have been mouths only to curse the women of our country, I have
found that there are some who bless them too. I have found such noble souls in this nation as Mrs.
[Ole] Bull and Miss [Sarah] Farmer and Miss [Frances] Willard, and that wonderful representative of
the highest aristocracy of the world, whose life reminds me of that man of India, six hundred years
before the birth of Christ, who gave up his throne to mix with the people. Lady Henry Somerset has
been a revelation to me. I become bold when I find such noble souls who will not curse, whose
mouths are full of blessing for me, my country, our men and women, and whose hands and hearts

are ever ready to do service to humanity. I first intend to take a glimpse into times past of Indian
history, and we will find something unique. All of you are aware, perhaps, that you Americans and
we Hindus and this lady from Iceland [Mrs. Sigrid Magnusson] are the descendants of one common
ancestry known as Aryans. Above all, we find three ideas wherever the Aryans go: the village
community, the rights of women and a joyful religion. The first [idea] is the system of village
communities — as we have just heard from Mrs. Bull concerning the North. Each man was his own
[lord?] and owned the land. All these political institutions of the world we now see, are the
developments of those village systems. As the Aryans went over to different countries and settled,
certain circumstances developed this institution, others that. The next idea of the Aryans is the
freedom of women. It is in the Aryan literature that we find women in ancient times taking the same
share as men, and in no other literature of the world. Going back to our Vedas — they are the oldest
literature the world possesses and are composed by your and my common ancestors (they were not
written in India — perhaps on the coast of the Baltic, perhaps in Central Asia — we do not know).
Their oldest portion is composed of hymns, and these hymns are to the gods whom the Aryans
worshipped. I may be pardoned for using the word gods; the literal translation is “the bright ones”.
These hymns are dedicated to Fire, to the Sun, to Varuna and other deities. The titles run: “suchand-such a sage composed this verse, dedicated to such-and-such a deity”. In the tenth chapter
comes a peculiar hymn — for the sage is a woman — and it is dedicated to the one God who is at the
background of all these gods. All the previous hymns are spoken in the third person, as if someone
were addressing the deities. But this hymn takes a departure: God [as the Devi] is speaking for
herself. The pronoun used is “I”. “I am the Empress of the Universe, the Fulfiller of all prayers.” (Vide
“Devi Sukta”, Rig-Veda 10.125) This is the first glimpse of women’s work in the Vedas. As we go on,
we find them taking a greater share — even officiating as priests. There is not one passage
throughout the whole mass of literature of the Vedas which can be construed even indirectly as
signifying that woman could never be a priest. In fact, there are many examples of women officiating
as priests. Then we come to the last portion of these Vedas — which is really the religion of India —
the concentrated wisdom of which has not been surpassed even in this century. There, too, we find
women preeminent. A large portion of these books are words which have proceeded from the
mouths of women. It is there — recorded with their names and teachings. There is that beautiful
story of the great sage Yâjnavalkya, the one who visited the kingdom of the great king Janaka. And
there in that assembly of the learned, people came to ask him questions. One man asked him, “How
am I to perform this sacrifice?” Another asked him, “How am I to perform the other sacrifice?” And
after he had answered them, there arose a woman who said, “These are childish questions. Now,
have a care: I take these two arrows, my two questions. Answer them if you can, and we will then
call you a sage. The first is: What is the soul? The second is: What is God?” (Brihadâranyaka
Upanishad 3.8.1.-12.) Thus arose in India the great questions about the soul and God, and these
came from the mouth of a woman. The sage had to pass an examination before her, and he passed
well. Coming to the next stratum of literature, our epics, we find that education has not
degenerated. Especially in the caste of princes this ideal was most wonderfully held. In the Vedas we
find this idea of marrying — the girls chose for themselves; so the boys. In the next stratum they are
married by their parents, except in one caste. Even here I would ask you to look at another side.
Whatever may be said of the Hindus, they are one of the most learned races the world has ever
produced. The Hindu is the metaphysician; he applies everything to his intellect. Everything has to be
settled by astrological calculation. The idea was that the stars govern the fate of every man and
woman. Even today when a child is born, a horoscope is cast. That determines the character of the
child. One child is born of a divine nature, another of a human, others of lower character. The
difficulty was: If a child who was of a monster-character was united with a child of a god-character,
would they not have a tendency to degenerate each other? The next difficulty was: Our laws did not

allow marriage within the same clans. Not only may one not marry within his own family — or even
one of his cousins — but one must not marry into the clan of his father or even of his mother. A third
difficulty was: If there had been leprosy or phthisis or any such incurable disease within six
generations of either bride or bridegroom, then there must not be a marriage. Now taking [into
account] these three difficulties, the Brahmin says: “If I leave it to the choice of the boy or girl to
marry, the boy or girl will be fascinated with a beautiful face. And then very likely all these
circumstances will bring ruin to the family”. This is the primary idea that governs our marriage laws,
as you will find. Whether right or wrong, there is this philosophy at the background. Prevention is
better than cure. That misery exists in this world is because we give birth to misery. So the whole
question is how to prevent the birth of miserable children. How far the rights of a society should
extend over the individual is an open question. But the Hindus say that the choice of marriage
should not be left in the hands of the boy or girl. I do not mean to say that this is the best thing to
do. Nor do I see that leaving it in their hands is at all a perfect solution. I have not found a solution
yet in my own mind; nor do I see that any country has one. We come next to another picture. I told
you that there was another peculiar form of marriage (generally among the royalty) where the
father of the girl invited different princes and noblemen and they had an assembly. The young lady,
the daughter of the king, was borne on a sort of chair before each one of the princes in turn. And the
herald would repeat: “This is Prince So-and-so, and these are his qualifications”. The young girl
would either wait or say, “Move on”. And before the next prince, the crier would also give a
description, and the girl would say, “Move on”. (All this would be arranged beforehand; she already
had the liking for somebody before this.) Then at last she would ask one of the servants to throw the
garland over the head of the man, and it would be thrown to show he was accepted. (The last of
these marriages was the cause of the Mohammedan invasion of India.) (Vide later this chapter for
the story of Samjuktâ, daughter of a Rajput prince, who became the Queen of Delhi.) These
marriages were specially reserved for the prince caste. The oldest Sanskrit poem in existence, the
Râmâyana, has embodied the loftiest Hindu ideal of a woman in the character of Sitâ. We have not
time to go through her life of infinite patience and goodness. We worship her as God incarnate, and
she is named before her husband, Râma. We say not “Mr. and Mrs.”, but “Mrs. and Mr.” and so on,
with all the gods and goddesses, naming the woman first. There is another peculiar conception of
the Hindu. Those who have been studying with me are aware that the central conception of Hindu
philosophy is of the Absolute; that is the background of the universe. This Absolute Being, of whom
we can predicate nothing, has Its powers spoken of as She — that is, the real personal God in India is
She. This Shakti of the Brahman is always in the feminine gender. Rama is considered the type of the
Absolute, and Sita that of Power. We have no time to go over all the life of Sita, but I will quote a
passage from her life that is very much suited to the ladies of this country. The picture opens when
she was in the forest with her husband, whither they were banished. There was a female sage whom
they both went to see. Her fasts and devotions had emaciated her body. Sita approached this sage
and bowed down before her. The sage placed her hand on the head of Sita and said: “It is a great
blessing to possess a beautiful body; you have that. It is a greater blessing to have a noble husband;
you have that. It is the greatest blessing to be perfectly obedient to such a husband; you are that.
You must be happy”. Sita replied, “Mother, I am glad that God has given me a beautiful body and
that I have so devoted a husband. But as to the third blessing, I do not know whether I obey him or
he obeys me. One thing alone I remember, that when he took me by the hand before the sacrificial
fire — whether it was a reflection of the fire or whether God himself made it appear to me — I found
that I was his and he was mine. And since then, I have found that I am the complement of his life,
and he of mine”. Portions of this poem have been translated into the English language. Sita is the
ideal of a woman in India and worshipped as God incarnate. We come now to Manu the great
lawgiver. Now, in this book there is an elaborate description of how a child should be educated. We

must remember that it was compulsory with the Aryans that a child be educated, whatever his
caste. After describing how a child should be educated, Manu adds: “Along the same lines, the
daughters are to be educated — exactly as the boys”. I have often heard that there are other
passages where women are condemned. I admit that in our sacred books there are many passages
which condemn women as offering temptation; you can see that for yourselves. But there are also
passages that glorify women as the power of God. And there are other passages which state that in
that house where one drop of a woman’s tear falls, the gods are never pleased and the house goes
to ruin. Drinking wine, killing a woman and killing a Brahmin are the highest crimes in the Hindu
religion. I admit there are condemnatory sentences [in some of our books]; but here I claim the
superiority of these Hindu books, for in the books of other races there is only condemnation and no
good word for a woman. Next, I will come to our old dramas. Whatever the books say, the dramas
are the perfect representation of society as it then existed. In these, which were written from four
hundred years before Christ onward, we find even universities full of both boys and girls. We would
not [now] find Hindu women, as they have since become cut off from higher education. But [at that
time], they were everywhere pretty much the same as they are in this country — going out to the
gardens and parks to take promenades. There is another point which I bring before you and where
the Hindu woman is still superior to all other women in the world — her rights. The right to possess
property is as absolute for women in India as for men — and has been for thousands and thousands
of years. If you have any lawyer friend and can take up commentaries on the Hindu law, you will find
it all for yourselves. A girl may bring a million dollars to her husband, but every dollar of that is hers.
Nobody has any right to touch one dollar of that. If the husband dies without issue, the whole
property of the husband goes to her, even if his father or mother is living. And that has been the law
from the past to the present time. That is something which the Hindu woman has had beyond that
of the women of other countries. The older books — or even newer books — do not prohibit the
Hindu widows from being married; it is a mistake to think so. They give them their choice, and that is
given to both men and women. The idea in our religion is that marriage is for the weak, and I don’t
see any reason to give up that idea today. They who find themselves complete — what is the use of
their marrying? And those that marry — they are given one chance. When that chance is over, both
men and women are looked down upon if they marry again; but it is not that they are prohibited. It
is nowhere said that a widow is not to marry. The widow and widower who do not marry are
considered more spiritual. Men, of course, break through this law and go and marry; whereas
women — they being of a higher spiritual nature — keep to the law. For instance, our books say that
eating meat is bad and sinful, but you may still eat such-andsuch a meat — mutton, for instance. I
have seen thousands of men who eat mutton, and never in my life have I seen a woman of higher
caste who eats meat of any kind. This shows that their nature is to keep the law — keeping more
towards religion. But do not judge too harshly of Hindu men. You must try to look at the Hindu law
from my position too, for I am a Hindu man. This non-marriage of widows gradually grew into a
custom. And whenever in India a custom becomes rigid, it is almost impossible to break through it —
just as in your country, you will find how hard it is to break through a fiveday custom of fashion. In
the lower castes, except two, the widows remarry. There is a passage in our later law books [which
states] that a woman shall not read the Vedas. But they are prohibited to even a weak Brahmin. If a
Brahmin boy is not strong-minded, the law is applied to him also. But that does not show that
education is prohibited to them, for the Vedas are not all that the Hindus have. Every other book
women can read. All the mass of Sanskrit literature, that whole ocean of literature — science,
drama, poetry — is all for them. They can go there and read everything, except the [Vedic]
scriptures. In later days the idea was that woman was not intended to be a priest; so what is the use
of her studying the Vedas? In that, the Hindus are not so far behind other nations. When women
give up the world and join our Order, they are no longer considered either men or women. They

have no sex. The whole question of high or low caste, man or woman, dies out entirely. Whatever I
know of religion I learned from my master, and he learned it of a woman. Coming back to the Rajput
woman, I will try to bring to you a story from some of our old books — how during the
Mohammedan conquest, one of these women was the cause of what led to the conquest of India. A
Rajput prince of Kanauj — a very ancient city — had a daughter [Samjukta]. She had heard of the
military fame of Prithvi Raj [King of Ajmere and Delhi] and all his glory, and she was in love with him.
Now her father wanted to hold a Râjasuya sacrifice, so he invited all the kings in the country. And in
that sacrifice, they all had to render menial service to him because he was superior over all; and with
that sacrifice he declared there would be a choice by his daughter. But the daughter was already in
love with Prithvi Raj. He was very mighty and was not going to acknowledge loyalty to the king, her
father, so he refused the invitation. Then the king made a golden statue of Prithvi Raj and put it near
the door. He said that that was the duty he had given him to perform — that of a porter. The upshot
of the whole affair was that Prithvi Raj, like a true knight, came and took the lady behind him on his
horse, and they both fled. When the news came to her father, he gave chase with his army, and
there was a great battle in which the majority of both armies was killed. And [thus the Rajputs were
so weakened that] the Mohammedan empire in India began. When the Mohammedan empire was
being established in northern India, the Queen of Chitore [Râni Padmini] was famed for her beauty.
And the report of her beauty reached the sultan, and he wrote a letter for the queen to be sent to
his harem. The result was a terrible war between the King of Chitore and the sultan. The
Mohammedans invaded Chitore. And when the Rajputs found they could not defend themselves any
more, the men all took sword in hand and killed and were killed, and the women perished in the
flames. After the men had all perished, the conqueror entered the city. There in the street was rising
a horrible flame. He saw circles of women going around it, led by the queen herself. When he
approached near and asked the queen to refrain from jumping into the flames, she said, “This is how
the Rajput woman treats you”, and threw herself into the fire. It is said that 74,500 women perished
in the flames that day to save their honour from the hands of the Mohammedans. Even today when
we write a letter, after sealing it we write “74½” upon it, meaning that if one dares to open this
letter, that sin of killing 74,500 women will be upon his head. I will tell you the story of another
beautiful Rajput girl. There is a peculiar custom in our country called “protection”. Women can send
small bracelets of silken thread to men. And if a girl sends one of these to a man, that man becomes
her brother. During the reign of the last of the Mogul emperors — the cruel man who destroyed that
most brilliant empire of India — he similarly heard of the beauty of a Rajput chieftain’s daughter.
Orders were sent that she should be brought to the Mogul harem. Then a messenger came from the
emperor to her with his picture, and he showed it to her. In derision she stamped upon it with her
feet and said, “Thus the Rajput girl treats your Mogul emperor”. As a result, the imperial army was
marched into Rajputana. In despair the chieftain’s daughter thought of a device. She took a number
of these bracelets and sent them to the Rajput princes with a message: “Come and help us”. All the
Rajputs assembled, and so the imperial forces had to go back again. I will tell you a peculiar proverb
in Rajputana. There is a caste in India called the shop class, the traders. They are very intelligent —
some of them — but the Hindus think they are rather sharp. But it is a peculiar fact that the women
of that caste are not as intelligent as the men. On the other hand, the Rajput man is not half as
intelligent as the Rajput woman. The common proverb in Rajputana is: “The intelligent woman
begets the dull son, and the dull woman begets the sharp son”. The fact is, whenever any state or
kingdom in Rajputana has been managed by a woman, it has been managed wonderfully well. We
come to another class of women. This mild Hindu race produces fighting women from time to time.
Some of you may have heard of the woman [Lakshmi Bai, Queen of Jhansi] who, during the Mutiny
of 1857, fought against the English soldiers and held her own ground for two years — leading
modern armies, managing batteries and always charging at the head of her army. This queen was a

Brahmin girl. A man whom I know lost three of his sons in that war. When he talks of them he is
calm, but when he talks of this woman his voice becomes animated. He used to say that she was a
goddess — she was not a human being. This old veteran thinks he never saw better generalship. The
story of Chand Bibi, or Chand Sultana [1546 - 1599], is well known in India. She was the Queen of
Golconda, where the diamond mines were. For months she defended herself. At last, a breach was
made in the walls. When the imperial army tried to rush in there, she was in full armour, and she
forced the troops to go back. In still later times, perhaps you will be astonished to know that a great
English general had once to face a Hindu girl of sixteen. Women in statesmanship, managing
territories, governing countries, even making war, have proved themselves equal to men — if not
superior. In India I have no doubt of that. Whenever they have had the opportunity, they have
proved that they have as much ability as men, with this advantage — that they seldom degenerate.
They keep to the moral standard, which is innate in their nature. And thus as governors and rulers of
their state, they prove — at least in India — far superior to men. John Stuart Mill mentions this fact.
Even at the present day, we see women in India managing vast estates with great ability. There were
two ladies where I was born who were the proprietors of large estates and patronesses of learning
and art and who managed these estates with their own brains and looked to every detail of the
business. Each nation,beyond a general humanity, develops a certain peculiarity of character — so in
religion, so in politics, so in the physical body, so in mental habitude, so in men and women, so in
character. One nation develops one peculiarity of character, another takes another peculiarity.
Within the last few years the world has begun to recognize this. The very peculiarity of Hindu
women, which they have developed and which is the idea of their life, is that of the mother. If you
enter a Hindu’s home, you will not find the wife to be the same equal companion of the husband as
you find her here. But when you find the mother, she is the very pillar of the Hindu home. The wife
must wait to become the mother, and then she will be everything. If one becomes a monk, his father
will have to salute him first because he has become a monk and is therefore superior to him. But to
his mother he — monk or no monk — will have to go down on his knees and prostrate himself
before her. He will then put a little cup of water before her feet, she will dip her toe in it, and he will
have to drink of it. A Hindu son gladly does this a thousand times over again! Where the Vedas teach
morality, the first words are, “Let the mother be your God” (Taittiriya Upanishad 1.11.) — and that
she is. When we talk of woman in India, our idea of woman is mother. The value of women consists
in their being mothers of the human race. That is the idea of the Hindu. I have seen my old master
taking little girls by the hands, placing them in a chair and actually worshipping them — placing
flowers at their feet and prostrating himself before these little children — because they represented
the mother God. The mother is the God in our family. The idea is that the only real love that we see
in the world, the most unselfish love, is in the mother — always suffering, always loving. And what
love can represent the love of God more than the love which we see in the mother? Thus the mother
is the incarnation of God on earth to the Hindu. “That boy alone can understand God who has been
first taught by his mother.” I have heard wild stories about the illiteracy of our women. Till I was a
boy of ten, I was taught by my mother. I saw my grandmother living and my great-grandmother
living, and I assure you that there never was in my line a female ancestor who could not read or
write, or who had to put “her mark” on a paper. If there was a woman who could not read or write,
my birth would have been impossible. Caste laws make it imperative. So these are wild stories which
I sometimes hear — such as the statement that in the Middle Ages reading and writing were taken
away from Hindu women. I refer you to Sir William Hunter’s History of the English People, where he
cited Indian women who could calculate a solar eclipse. I have been told that either too much
worship of the mother makes the mother selfish or too much love of the children for the mother
makes them selfish. But I do not believe that. The love which my mother gave to me has made me
what I am, and I owe a debt to her that I can never repay. Why should the Hindu mother be

worshipped? Our philosophers try to find a reason and they come to this definition: We call
ourselves the Aryan race. What is an Aryan? He is a man whose birth is through religion. This is a
peculiar subject, perhaps, in this country; but the idea is that a man must be born through religion,
through prayers. If you take up our law books you will find chapters devoted to this — the prenatal
influence of a mother on the child. I know that before I was born, my mother would fast and pray
and do hundreds of things which I could not even do for five minutes. She did that for two years. I
believe that whatever religious culture I have, I owe to that. It was consciously that my mother
brought me into the world to be what I am. Whatever good impulse I have was given to me by my
mother — and consciously, not unconsciously. “A child materially born is not an Aryan; the child
born in spirituality is an Aryan.” For all this trouble — because she has to make herself so pure and
holy in order to have pure children — she has a peculiar claim on the Hindu child. And the rest [of
her traits] is the same with all other nations: she is so unselfish. But the mother has to suffer most in
our families. The mother has to eat last. I have been asked many times in your country why the
[Hindu] husband does not sit with his wife to eat — if the idea is, perhaps, that the husband thinks
she is too low a being. This explanation is not at all right. You know, a hog’s hair is thought to be very
unclean. A Hindu cannot brush his teeth with the brushes made of it, so he uses the fibre of plants.
Some traveller saw one Hindu brushing his teeth with that and then wrote that “a Hindu gets up
early in the morning and gets a plant and chews it and swallows it!” Similarly, some have seen the
husband and wife not eating together and have made their own explanation. There are so many
explainers in this world, and so few observers — as if the world is dying for their explanations! That
is why I sometimes think the invention of printing was not an unmixed blessing. The real fact is: just
as in your country many things must not be done by ladies before men, so in our country the fact is
that it is very indecorous to munch and munch before men. If a lady is eating, she may eat before
her brothers. But if the husband comes in, she stops immediately and the husband walks out quickly.
We have no tables to sit at, and whenever a man is hungry he comes in and takes his meal and goes
out. Do not believe that a Hindu husband does not allow his wife to sit at the table with him. He has
no table at all. The first part of the food — when it is ready — belongs to the guests and the poor,
the second to the lower animals, the third to the children, the fourth to the husband, and last comes
the mother. How many times I have seen my mother going to take her first meal when it was two
o’clock. We took ours at ten and she at two because she had so many things to attend to. [For
example], someone knocks at the door and says, “Guest”, and there is no food except what was for
my mother. She would give that to him willingly and then wait for her own. That was her life and she
liked it. And that is why we worship mothers as gods. I wish you would like less to be merely petted
and patronized and more to be worshipped! [You], a member of the human race! — the poor Hindu
does not understand that [inclination of yours]. But when you say, “We are mothers and we
command”, he bows down. This is the side then that the Hindus have developed. Going back to our
theories — people in the West came about one hundred years ago to the point that they must
tolerate other religions. But we know now that toleration is not sufficient toward another religion;
we must accept it. Thus it is not a question of subtraction, it is a question of addition. The truth is the
result of all these different sides added together. Each of all these religions represents one side, the
fullness being the addition of all these. And so in every science, it is addition that is the law. Now the
Hindu has developed this side. But will this side be enough? Let the Hindu woman who is the mother
become the worthy wife also, but do not try to destroy the mother. That is the best thing you can
do. Thus you get a better view of the universe instead of going about all over the world, rushing into
different nations and criticizing them and saying, “The horrid wretches — all fit to be barbecued for
eternity!” If we take our stand on this position — that each nation under the Lord’s will is developing
one part of human nature — no nation is a failure. So far they have done well, now they must do
better! [Applause] Instead of calling the Hindus “heathens”, “wretches”, “slaves”, go to India and

say, “So far your work is wonderful, but that is not all. You have much more to do. God bless you
that you have developed this side of woman as a mother. Now help the other side — the wife of
men”. And similarly, I think (I tell it with the best spirit) that you had better add to your national
character a little more of the mother side of the Hindu nature! This was the first verse that I was
taught in my life, the first day I went to school: “He indeed is a learned man who looks upon all
women as his mother, who looks upon every man’s property as so much dust, and looks upon every
being as his own soul”. There is the other idea of the woman working with the man. It is not that the
Hindus had not those ideals, but they could not develop them. It is alone in the Sanskrit language
that we find four words meaning husband and wife together. It is only in our marriage that they
[both] promise, “What has been my heart now may be thine”. It is there that we see that the
husband is made to look at the Pole-star, touching the hand of his wife and saying, “As the Pole-star
is fixed in the heavens, so may I be fixed in my affection to thee”. And the wife does the same. Even
a woman who is vile enough to go into the streets can sue her husband and have a maintenance. We
find the germs of these ideas in all our books throughout our nation, but we were not able to
develop that side of the character. We must go far beyond sentiment when we want to judge. We
know it is not emotion alone that governs the world, but there is something behind emotion.
Economic causes, surrounding circumstances and other considerations enter into the development
of nations. (It is not in my present plan to go into the causes that develop woman as wife.) So in this
world, as each nation is placed under peculiar circumstances and is developing its own type, the day
is coming when all these different types will be mixed up — when that vile sort of patriotism which
means “rob everybody and give to me” will vanish. Then there will be no more one-sided
development in the whole world, and each one of these [nations] will see that they had done right.
Let us now go to work and mix the nations up together and let the new nation come. Will you let me
tell you my conviction? Much of the civilization that comprises the world today has come from that
one peculiar race of mankind — the Aryans. [Aryan] civilization has been of three types: the Roman,
the Greek, the Hindu. The Roman type is the type of organization, conquest, steadiness — but
lacking in emotional nature, appreciation of beauty and the higher emotions. Its defect is cruelty.
The Greek is essentially enthusiastic for the beautiful, but frivolous and has a tendency to become
immoral. The Hindu type is essentially metaphysical and religious, but lacking in all the elements of
organization and work. The Roman type is now represented by the Anglo-Saxon; the Greek type
more by the French than by any other nation; and the old Hindus do not die! Each type has its
advantage in this new land of promise. They have the Roman’s organization, the power of the
Greek’s wonderful love for the beautiful, and the Hindu’s backbone of religion and love of God. Mix
these up together and bring in the new civilization. And let me tell you, this should be done by
women. There are some of our books which say that the next incarnation, and the last (we believe in
ten), is to come in the form of a woman. We see resources in the world yet remaining because all
the forces that are in the world have not come into use. The hand was acting all this time while other
parts of the body were remaining silent. Let the other parts of the body be awakened and perhaps in
harmonious action all the misery will be cured. Perhaps, in this new land, with this new blood in your
veins, you may bring in that new civilization — and, perhaps, through American women. As to that
ever blessed land which gave me this body, I look back with great veneration and bless the merciful
being who permitted me to take birth in that holiest spot on earth. When the whole world is trying
to trace its ancestry from men distinguished in arms or wealth, the Hindus alone are proud to trace
their descent from saints. That wonderful vessel which has been carrying for ages men and women
across this ocean of life may have sprung small leaks here and there. And of that, too, the Lord alone
knows how much is owing to themselves and how much to those who look down with contempt
upon the Hindus. But if such leaks there are, I, the meanest of her children, think it my duty to stop
her from sinking even if I have to do it with my life. And if I find that all my struggles are in vain, still,

as the Lord is my witness, I will tell them with my heartfelt benediction: “My brethren, you have
done well — nay, better than any other race could have done under the same circumstances. You
have given me all that I have. Grant me the privilege of being at your side to the last and let us all
sink together”.

