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A Note
￼ ANANDAMATH is a reprint of the translation of the Bengali Novel written by Bankim Chandra Chattaijee. It was published by Basumati Sahitya Mandir (166, Bowbazar Street, Calcutta) with a note “up to 15th chapter of Part I translated by Sree Aurobindo. Subsequent pages translated by Sree Barindra Kumar Ghosh.” Year of publication was not printed on this edition. According to SABCL (Sri Aurobindo Birth Centenary Library), Vol. 30 ‘The prologue and the first thirteen chapters of Part I were translated by Sri Aurobindo, the rest by his brother Barindra. The parts translated by Sri Aurobindo first appeared in the KARMAYOGIN, intermittently between August 7, 1909 and February 12, 1910.”
Foreword
￼ Sree Aurobindo returned from England to India on or about February, 1893. He had been in England for 14 years (1879-93). He was taken to England when he was only seven years old. After returning to India, Aurobindo wrote several series of articles: “New Lamps for Old”, in the Indu Prakash, from August 7, 1893 till March, 1894. Bankim died on April 8, 1894. So, the first year of Aurobindo after his return to India was the last year of Bankim’s life. In the series “New Lamps for Old” Aurobindo devoted himself to attack the “medicant policy” of the Congress. He also attacked the “bourgeois” politics of the Congress and advocated the uplift of the “proletariate”: he introduced a socialist programme. He also suggested that like the French Revolution, unless there is a “purification by blood and fire”, the nation will not get the desired end — Freedom. Aurobindo’s criticism had its effect not so much upon the Government itself, as on the Bombay moderates. Mr. Justice Ranade had Aurobindo called before him and asked him to discontinue his attack on the Congress. Aurobindo had been carrying on the attack for eight months and he acceded to Mr. Ranade’s request and gave up writing against the Congress (March, 1894). In the next month, Bankim died (April 8, 1894). About three months after Bankim’s death Aurobindo wrote in the Indu Prakash seven articles on Bankim Chandra Chatterji (July 16 – August 27, 1894). This serial of the seven articles on Bankim was a discovery made for me by the Hon’ble Justice Mr. К. C. Sen of the Bombay High Court in 1940-41. The articles were: “Youth to College Life” (July 16); “The Bengal he lived in”, (July 23); “His Official Career” (July, 30); “His versatility” (August, 6); “His literary history” (August 13); “What he did for Bengal” (August 20) and “Our hope in the future” (August 27); three articles in July; four in August, 1894. These articles clearly prove that Bankim had a great influence on Aurobindo. Let me quote a few passages from these articles: “More difficulties enter into any, comparison of him (Bankim) with the best English novelists; yet I think he stands higher than any of them, except one; in certain qualities of each he may fall short, but his sum of qualities is greater; and he has this supreme advantage over that he is a more faultless artist. In his life and fortunes, and sometimes even in his character, he bears a striking resemblance to the father of English fiction, Henry Fielding; but the literary work of the two men moves upon different planes. Philosophical culture and deep feeling for the poetry of life and unfailing sense of beauty are distinguishing marks of Bankim’s style; they find no place in Fielding’s. Again, Bankim, after a rather silly fashion of speaking now greatly in vogue, has been pointed out by some as the Scott of Bengal. It is a marvellous thing that the people who misuse this phrase as an encomium, cannot understand that it conveys an insult. They would have us imagine that one of the most perfect and original of novelists is a mere replica of a faulty and incomplete Scotch author! Scott had many marvellous and unique gifts, but his defects are at least as striking. His style is never quite sure; indeed, except in his inspired moments, he has no style: his Scotch want of humour is always militating against his power of vivid incident; his characters, and chiefly those in whom he should interest us most, are usually very manifest puppets; and they have all this shortcoming, that they have no soul; they may be splendid or striking or bold creations, but they live from outside and not from within. Scott could paint outlines, but he could not fill them in. Here Bankim excels; speech and action with him are so closely interpenetrated and suffused with a deeper existence that his characters give us the sense of their being real men and women. Moreover to the wonderful passion and poetry of his finest reactions there are in English fiction, outside the Brontes and the supreme genius, George Meredith, no parallel instances. Insight into the secret of his feminine characters, that is another notable concomittant of the best dramatic power and that too Bankim possesses. Wade as you will through the bog of contemporary fiction, you, will meet no living woman there. Even the novelists of genius stop short at the outside; they cannot find their way into the soul. Here again Fielding fails us; Scott’s women are a mere gallery of wax figures, Rebecca herself being no more than a highly coloured puppet; even in Thackeray, the real women are three or four. But the supreme dramatic genius has found out this secret of feminity. Shakespear had it to any degree, and in our country, Meredith, and among, ourselves Bankim. The social reformer, gazing, of course through that admirable pair of spectacles given to him by the Calcutta University, can find nothing excellent in Hindu life, except its cheapness, or in Hindu Woman, except her subserviency. Beyond this he only sees its narrowness and her ignorance. But Bankim had the eye of a poet and saw much deeper than this. He saw what was beautiful and sweet and gracious in Hindu life, and what was lovely and noble in Hindu woman, her deep heart of emotion, her steadfastness, tenderness and lovableness, in fact, her woman’s souls and all this we find burning in his pages and made diviner by the touch of a poet and an artist. Our social reformers might learn something from Bankim. Their zeal at present is too little ruled by discretion. They are like bad tailors, very clever at spoiling the rich stuff given over to their shaping but quite unable to fit the necessities of the future. They have passed woman through an English crucible and in the place of the old type which, with all its fatal defects, had in it some supreme possibilities, they have turned out a soulless and superficial being fit only for flirtation, matchmaking and playing on the piano. They seem to have a passion for reforming every good thing out of existence. It is about time that this miserable bungling should stop. Surely it would be possible, without spoiling that divine nobleness of soul to give it a wider culture and mightier channels. So we should have a race of women intellectually as well as emotionally noble, fit to be the mothers not of chatterers and money-makers but of high thinkers and heroic doers. Of Bankim’s style I shall hardly trust myself to speak. To describe its beauty, terseness, strength and sweetness is too high a task for a pen like mine. I will remark this only that what marks Bankim above all, is his unfailing sense of beauty. This is indeed the note of Bengali literature and the one thing that it has gained from close acquaintance with European models. The hideous grotesques of old Hindu Art, the monkey rabble of Ram and the ten heads of Ravan are henceforth impossible to it. The Shakuntala itself is not governed by a more perfect graciousness of conception or diffused with a more human sweetness than Kopal Kundala and the Poison Tree” — Bankim Chandra Chatterji: His Literary History; “Indu Prakash”, August 23, 1894. Aurobindo, when he wrote this; was only twenty two years old. Apart from his premature conception of Hindu Art, this is his first admiration of Bankim in the first year after the latter’s death. He compares Bankim with the best novelists in English literature and finds him much above them. He also compares Bankim with even Kalidas and calls Bankim a “faultless artist”. About Bankim’s character Aurobindo writes: “He (Bankim) had been a sensuous youth and a joyous man. Gifted supremely with the artist’s sense for the warmth and beauty of life, he had turned with a smile from the savage austerities of the ascetic and with a shudder from the dreary creed of the puritan.” — Ibid: August 13, 1894. Like his elder brother. Professor Manmohan Ghose, Aurobindo is a poet of great eminence. He wrote a poem on Bankim, — “Saraswati with the Lotus” — in the same year; 1894. Shortly after, he wrote another poem, — “Bankim Chandra Chatteiji” — characterising him as “The sweetest voice that ever spoke in prose”. In 1898 Aurobindo took a regular course of study of Bengali literature under Dinendra Kumar Roy who has written that Aurobindo used to read Bankim without any help and clearly understood it. In 1905 Aurobindo wrote “Bhabani Mandir”, while at Baroda. It was a political pamphlet with a revolutionary purpose. He got it printed and distributed in Calcutta by his younger brother, Barindra Kumar Ghose. The Rowlatt Committee did not know, even in 1918, that Aurobindo was the author of this pamphlet. In this pamphlet Aurobindo has laboured under direct influence of Bankim’s novel, Anandamath. “It will be remembered that in 1906 was published the pamphlet Bhawani Mandir, which set out the aims and objects of the revolutionaries. It was remarkable in more ways than one.... The central idea as to a given religious order is taken from the well-known novel “Anandamath” of Bankim Chandra. It is an historical novel, having for its setting the Sanyasi rebellion of 1774, when armed bands of Sanyasis came into conflict with the East India Company and were suppressed after a temporary career of success... The revolutionary societies in Bengal infected the principles and rules advocated in the Bhawani Mandir with the Russian ideas of revolutionary violence. While a great deal is said in the Bhawani Mandir about the religious aspect, the Russian rules are matter of fact. The samitis and associations formed later than 1908 gradually dropped the religious ideas underlying the Bhawani Mandir pamphlet (with the exception of the formalities of oaths and vows) and developed the terroristic aide with its necessary accompaniments of dacoity and murder.” — Rowlatt Committee Report. In Bhawani Mandir (1905) we find Aurobindo under the direct influence of Ananda Math. This influence is not literary so much as political with the “Russian ideas of revolutionary violence”. More than one political disciple of Aurobindo, particularly Hem Chandra Kanungo, have already admitted that they wanted to put Ananda Math into action in their attempts at secret murders during 1906, ’07, ’08, under the leadership of Aurobindo. “Aurobindo was not only the leader and prophet of an open national movements but also the demi-god and, creator of an underground movement too. It may be a surprise for India to know this startling fact, but it is no news to the Government of India who pursued him at one time relentlessly until Sri Aurobindo had to escape out of British India.... Apart from his annual Puja visits, he came twice to Bengal with special mission which ought to be recorded in history as having deep and revolutionary significance.” — “Dawn of India,” 15th Dec, 1933; Barindra Kumar Ghose With this clear admission by the two direct disciples of Aurobindo, one can easily understand what use Aurobindo made of Ananda Math in his early career of political activities. Ananda Math had a special significance for Aurobindo. In 1907 (16th April) Aurobindo wrote “Rishi Bankim” in Bande Mataram. It was later reprinted as a pamphlet with the English translation in prose of the “Bande Mataram” song. Aurobindo wrote: “The Rishi is different from the Saint. His life may not have been distinguished by superior holiness nor his character by an ideal beauty. He is not great by what he was himself, but by what he has expressed.” — Rishi Bankim. I cannot say definitely if Aurobindo in his idea of “Rishi Bankim” (describing the Rishi as not the same thing as a Saint) deliberately gave an answer to the attack made by Pandit Sivanath Sastri on Bankim’s character in “Ramtanu Lahiri-O-Tatkalin-Banga-Samaj.” “He, first of our great publicists, understood the hollowness and inutility of the methods of political agitation — which prevailed in his time and exposed it with merciless satire in his “Lokrahasya” and “Kamala Kanta’s Daftar”... He bade us leave the canine methods of agitation for the leonine. The Mother of his vision held trenchant steel in her twice seventy million hands and not the bowl of the mendicant... In “Anandamath” this idea (work for one’s country and one’s kind) is the keynote of the whole book and received its perfect lyrical expression in the great song which has become the national anthem of United India.... It was thirty-two years ago that Bankim wrote his great song and few listened; but in a sudden movement of awakening from long delusions the people of Bengal looked round for the truth and in a fated moment somebody sang Bande Mataram. The mantram had been given and in a single day a whole people had been converted to the religion of patriotism.” — Rishi Bankim. The Anand Math was first published in 1883, twenty-six year (and not thirty, as said above) before Aurobindo wrote “Rishi Bankim”. In 1894 Aurobindo found Bankim as “faultless artist”; in 1907, he discovers in him a political Guru and this is due mainly to the influence of Ananda Math and the Bande Mataram song on Aurobindo. In 1908 (29th, January) Aurobindo delivered a speech at Amraoti (Berar). In this speech: The song, he said, was not only a National anthem as the European nations looked upon their own, but one replete with mighty power, being a sacred ‘mantra’ revealed to us by the author of “Ananda math” who might be called an inspired “Rishi”... The “mantra” of Bankim Chandra was not appreciated in his own day, and he predicted that there would come a time when the whole of India would resound with the singing of the song, and the word of the prophet was miraculously fulfilled.” Aurobindo was arrested on the 2nd May 1908, in connection with the now famous Alipore Bomb Case. He was detained in jail for full one year. Mr. C. R. Das, a friend of Aurobindo and the greatest lawyer of state-trials in India, defended him successfully. Aurobindo was released on May 6, 1909. Only 3½ months after his release, Aurobindo started this English translation of Ananda Math in the Karmayogin, from August 14, 1909; and he finished up to the 15th chapter of Part I of the book. In translating Ananda Math what other motive he had, over and above the literary interest, is rather difficult to guess. But the chronology proves that Aurobindo first attempted to translate Ananda Math into action and subsequently failing therein, he attempted to translate it into English for a wider public. But as he did not find time during these long years to complete his translation, one may doubt if he at present has the same interest in the book itself as he certainly had when he started the translation. Girija Sankar Roy Chaudhuri
Prologue
A wide interminable forest. Most of the trees are sals, but other kinds are not wanting. Treetop mingling with treetop, foliage melting into foliage, the interminable lines progress; without crevice, without gap, without even a way for the light to enter, league after league and again league after league the boundless ocean of leaves advances, tossing wave upon wave in the wind. Underneath, thick darkness; even at midday the light is dim and uncertain; a seat of terrific gloom. There the foot of man never treads; there except the illimitable rustle of the leaves and the cry of wild beasts and birds, no sound is heard. In this interminable, impenetrable wilderness of blind gloom, it is night. The hour is midnight and a very dark midnight; even outside the woodland it is dark and nothing can be seen. Within the forest the piles of gloom are like the darkness in the womb of the earth itself. Bird and beast are utterly and motionlessly still. What hundreds of thousands, what millions of birds, beasts, insects, flying things have their dwelling within that forest, but not one is giving forth a sound. Rather the darkness is within the imagination, but inconceivable is that noiseless stillness of the ever-murmurous, ever noise-filled earth. In that limitless empty forest, in the solid darkness of that midnight, in that unimaginable silence there was a sound, “Shall the desire of my heart ever be fulfilled?” After that sound the forest reaches sank again into stillness. Who would have said then that a human sound had been heard in those wilds? A little while after, the sound came again, again the voice of man rang forth troubling the hush, “Shall the desire of my heart ever be fulfilled?” Three times the wide sea of darkness was thus shaken. Then the answer came, “What is the stake put down?” The first voice replied, “I have staked my life and all its riches.” The echo answered, “Life! it is a small thing which all can sacrifice.” “What else is there? What more can I give?” This was the answer, “Thy soul’s worship.”
Chapitre 4
￼ It was a summer day of the Bengali year 1176. The glare and heat of the sun lay very heavy on the village of Padachinha. The village was crowded with houses, yet there was not a man to be seen. Line upon line of shops in the bazaar, row upon row of booths in the mart, hundreds of earthen houses interspersed with stone mansions high and low in every quarter. But today all was silent. In the bazaar the shops are closed, and where the shopkeeper has fled no man can tell. It is market day today, but in the mart there is no buying and selling. It is the beggars’ day but the beggars are not out. The weaver has shut up his loom and lies weeping in his house; the trader has forgotten his traffic and weeps with his infant in his lap; the givers have left giving and the teachers closed their schools; the very infant, it would seem, has no longer heart to cry aloud. No wayfarers are to be seen in the highways, no bathers in the lake, no human forms at door and threshold, no birds in the trees, no cattle in the pastures, only in the burning-ground dog and jackal crowd. In that crowded desolation of houses one huge building whose great fluted pillars could be seen from afar, rose glorious as the peak of a hill. And yet where was the glory? The doors were shut, the house empty of the concourse of men, hushed and voiceless, difficult even to the entry of the wind. In a room within this dwelling where even noon was a darkness, in that darkness, like a pair of lilies flowering in the midnight, a wedded couple sat in thought. Straight in front of them stood Famine. The harvest of the year 1174 had been poor, consequently in the year 1175 rice was a little dear; the people suffered, but the Government exacted its revenues to the last fraction of a farthing. As a result of this careful reckoning the poor began to eat only once a day. The rains in 1175 were copious and people thought Heaven had taken pity on the land. Joyously once more the herdsman sang his ditty in the fields, the tiller’s wife again began to tease her husband for a silver bracelet. Suddenly in the month of Aswin Heaven turned away its face. In Aswin and Kartik not a drop of rain fell; the grain in the fields withered and turned to straw as it stood. Wherever an ear or two flourished, the officials bought it for the troops. The people no longer had anything to eat. First they stinted themselves of one meal in the day, then even from their single meal they rose with half-filled stomachs, next the two meal-times became two fasts. The little harvest reaped in Chaitra was not enough to fill the hungry mouths. But Mahomed Reza Khan, who was in charge of the revenues, thought fit to show himself off as a loyal servant and immediately enhanced the taxes by ten per cent. Throughout Bengal arose a clamour of great weeping. First, people began to live by begging, but afterwards who could give alms? They began to fast. Next they fell into the clutch of disease. The cow was sold, plough and yoke were sold, the seed-rice was eaten, hearth and home were sold, land and goods were sold. Next they began to sell their girls. After that they began to sell their boys. After that they began to sell their wives. Next girl, boy, or wife, — who would buy? Purchasers there were none, only sellers. For want of food men began to eat the leaves of trees, they began to eat grass, they began to eat weeds. The lower castes and the forest men began devouring dogs, mice and cats. Many fled, but those who fled only reached some foreign land to die of starvation. Those who remained ate uneatables or subsisted without food till disease took hold of them and they died. Disease had its day, — fever, cholera, consumption, smallpox. The virulence of smallpox was especially great. In every house men began to perish of the disease. There was none to give water to his fellow, none who would touch him, none to treat the sick. Men would not turn to care for each other’s sufferings, nor was there any to take up the corpse from where it lay. Beautiful bodies lay rotting in wealthy mansions. For where once the smallpox made its entry, the dwellers fled from the house and abandoned the sick man in their fear. Mohendra Singha was a man of great wealth in the village of Padchinha, but today rich and poor were on one level. In this time of crowding afflictions his relatives, friends, servants, maidservants had all been seized by disease and gone from him. Some had died, some had fled. In that once peopled household there was only himself, his wife and one infant girl. This was the couple of whom I spoke. The wife, Kalyani, gave up thinking and went to the cowshed to milk the cow; then she warmed the milk, fed her child and went again to give the cow its grass and water. When she returned from her task Mohendra said, “How long can we go on in this way?” “Not long;” answered Kalyani, “as long as we can. So long as possible I will keep things going, afterwards you and the girl can go to the town.” Mohendra: “If we have to go to the town at the end, why should I inflict all this trouble on you at all? Come, let us go at once.” After much arguing and contention between husband and wife, Kalyani said, “Will there be any particular advantage in going to the town?” Mohendra: “Very possibly that place too is as empty of men and empty of means of subsistence as we are here.” Kalyani: “If you go to Murshidabad, Cassimbazar or Calcutta, you may save your life. It is in every way best to leave this place.” Mohendra answered, “This house has been full for many years of the gathered wealth of generations. All this will be looted by thieves!” Kalyani: “If thieves come to loot it, shall we two be able to protect the treasure? If life is not saved who will be there to enjoy? Come, let us shut up the whole place this moment and go. If we survive, we can come back and enjoy what remains.” “Will you be able to do the journey on foot?” asked Mohendra. “The palanquin-bearers are all dead. As for cart or carriage, where there are bullocks there is no driver and where there is a driver there are no bullocks.” Kalyani: “Oh, I shall be able to walk, do not fear.” In her heart she thought, even if she fell and died on the way, these two at least would be saved. The next day at dawn the two took some money with them, locked up room and door, let loose the cattle, took the child in their arms and set out for the capital. At the time of starting Mohendra said, “The road is very difficult, at every step dacoits and highwaymen are hovering about, it is not well to go empty-handed.” So saying Mohendra returned to the house and took from it musket, shot, and powder. When she saw the weapon, Kalyani said, “Since you have remembered to take arms with you, hold Sukumari for a moment and I too will bring a weapon with me.” With the words she put her daughter into Mohendra’s arms and in her turn entered the house. Mohendra called after her, “Why, what weapon can you take with you?” As she came, Kalyani hid a small casket of poison in her dress. Fearing what fate might befall her in these days of misfortune, she had already procured and kept the poison with her. It was the month of Jyaistha, a savage heat, the earth as if aflame, the wind scattering fire, the sky like a canopy of heated copper, the dust of the road like sparks of fire. Kalyani began to perspire profusely. Now resting under the shade of a babla-tree, now sitting in the shelter of a date-palm, drinking the muddy water of dried ponds, with great difficulty she journeyed forward. The girl was in Mohendra’s arms and sometimes he fanned her with his robe. Once the two refreshed themselves, seated under the boughs of a creeper-covered tree flowering with odorous blooms and dark-hued with dense shade-giving foliage. Mohendra wondered to see Kalyani’s endurance under fatigue. He drenched his robe with water from a neighbouring pool and sprinkled it on his and Kalyani’s face, forehead, hands and feet. Kalyani was a little cooled and refreshed, but both of them were distressed with great hunger. That could be borne, but the hunger and thirst of their child could not be endured, so they resumed their march. Swimming through those waves of fire they arrived before evening at an inn. Mohendra had cherished a great hope that on reaching the inn he would be able to give cool water to his wife and child to drink and food to save their lives. But he met with a great disappointment. There was not a man in the inn. Big rooms were lying empty, the men had all fled. Mohendra after looking about the place made his wife and daughter lie down in one of the rooms. He began to call from outside in a loud voice, but got no answer. Then Mohendra said to Kalyani, “Will you have a little courage and stay here alone? If there is a cow to be found in this region, may Sri Krishna have pity on us and I shall bring you some milk.” He took an earthen water jar in his hand and went out. A number of such jars were lying about the place.
Chapitre 5
MOHENDRA departed. Left alone with no one near her but a little girl, Kalyani in that solitary and unpeopled place, in that almost pitch-dark cottage began to study closely every side. Great fear was upon her. No one anywhere, no sound of human existence to be heard, only the howling of the dogs and the jackals. She regretted letting her husband go, — hunger and thirst might after all have been borne a little longer. She thought of shutting all the doors and sitting in the security of the closed house. But not a single door had either panel or bolt. As she was thus gazing in every direction suddenly something in the doorway that faced her caught her eye, something like a shadow. It seemed to her to have the shape of a man and yet not to be human. Something utterly dried up and withered, something like a very black, a naked and terrifying human shape had come and was standing at the door. After a little while the shadow seemed to lift a hand, — with the long withered finger of a long withered hand, all skin and bone, it seemed to make a motion of summons to someone outside. Kalyani’s heart dried up in her with fear. Then just such another shadow, withered, black, tall, naked, came and stood by the side of the first. Then another came and yet another came. Many came, — slowly, noiselessly they began to enter the room. The room with its almost
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