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The Free Indian 
ON Independence Day, it 

is usual to review the 
achievements and shortcomings of 
the administration during the year, 
apportion praise and blame, say 
that things have been on the whole 
promising when they could easily 
have been worse and end with inani
ties about freedom and its challenge 
to the nation. 

Such a review has no doubt its 
place in the scheme of public utter
ances and writings; but to repeat 
the performance year after year is 
perhaps to do less than justice to 
the significance of the Day. Again, 
while dams, bridges, village roads 
and the facts and figures of progress 
have surely their own instructive 
tale to tell , there is beside them a 
scarcely-noticed, scarcely-understood 
figure called the Free Indian who 
needs to be pushed to the stage for 
a change. 

Though a lusty seven-year-old, 
praised and reviled by turns, statisti
cally assessed and enshrined in 
documents innumerable and referred 
to again and again as the sole object 
of all planning and progress, the 
Free Indian is still largely a nebu
lous being- His features, habits of 
thought and action and all those 
l i t t le things that clothe his skeleton 
in flesh and blood, remain undes
erved; perhaps they are indescrib
able. Maybe, only the esoteric 
idiom of the Gita in describing the 
Supreme Reality can cope w i th the 
portraiture of the Free Indian: not 
this, not that. He is, and yet is 
not. 

Where do you find the Free 
Indian? Anywhere and yet no
where! Is he proud of his country? 
He i s p r o u d wi thout doubt 
—and yet not so proud. Is he 
happy? He is and yet is not . . . . 
He is lost somewhere between the 
opposites. . . . But may be just at 
this moment he is trying to squeeze 
himself into a crowded train, heart
ily cursing the Railway Minister for 
not p rovid ing more trains. Or may
be, he is reading the morning paper 
and wondering why Pandit Nehru 
should not for once assert himself 
and hurl the Portuguese intruders 
out of the country. Or i t may 
even be that he is recalling one of 
Gandhiji's utterances on freedom 
and fuming over the contrast be
tween the imagined and the real— 
the promise and the performance. 

However much he might have 
chafed against foreign influence in 
the past, he has come to admire 

the Western costume in its 'simpler 
forms and the English language. 
But let any alien scoff at Indian 
ways or things Indian, and he bristles 
up ' w i t h rage, fiercely defending 
even the indefensible. The right of 
criticism is sacred, but it is one 
that can be exercised best only by 
himself. Is he not the proud heir 
to Asoka, Harsha, Akbar and great 
rulers whose name is Legion? And 
yet let it come to talking among 
friends, there is nothing that his 
Govermnent has clone that is half 
as good as that attempted by the 
Government of China, Russia or 
Peru for that matter. 

Politically, he keeps swinging 
from the Left to the Right. The 
sight of child beggars quarrelling 
over a coin, of homeless people 
lying stretched on the footpaths and 
of the jobless wearily trudging the 
streets and even the fact of a pro
motion overlooked or an increment 
withheld can fill h im with righteous 
indignation; and can it be long, he 
wonders, before Communism takes 
over? A satisfactory meal, pleasing 
sights and improved prospects—is 
not Communism a l i t t le too harsh, 
too upsetting? Is it actually neces
sary? W o u l d not Socialism do? 
An educated, intelligent electorate 
voting Socialism into power by 
peaceful, legitimate means—how 
much nicer! But the mood changes 
—is even Socialism necessary at this 
stage? May it not be an obstruc
t ion rather than an aid to the rapid 
development of the country? Pri
vate enterprise—that is the t h i n g -
controlled, of course. A l l things 
considered, the Congress cannot be 
such a bad proposition, after all—at 
least for some years to come. Stabi
l i ty , experience and tried leadership. 
Pandit Nehru is his man, and Con
gress, his party for the time being. 
. . . But . . . and his mind starts 
swinging back again at the sight of 
that corrupt clerk in the Secretariat 
and the profiteer in the shop. 

No, what India needs is 200 
honest men in power, he feels, and 
one of them w i l l , of course, be h i m 
self. A single dictator would be even 
better, benevolent undoubtedly; but 
how can he trust anyone w i t h power, 
barring himself? Even Pandit Nehru 
might be dangerous wi th unlimited 
authority. No, dictatorship is no 
political solution at all. W h a t the 
country requires more than anything 
else is a-spiritual revolution. Bhoo-
dan is the magic key, and Vinoba, 
the messiah. It cannot be without 

significance that Jayaprakash Narayan 
and so many good and sound men 
have surrendered themselves to the 
call of Bhoodan. But then is not 
the talk of property, the distribution 
of material things and the better
ment of earthly life, however nobly 
conceived, a l i t t le too mundane, dis
enchanting? N o t Vinoba, but 
Aurobindo, Ramana or Sai Baba. 
In them is true salvation. W h a t is 
freedom before spiritual glory? 
W h a t is bread before inner peace? 
The Free Indian ponders and pan
ders and finds no anchorage. . . . 

, The mood changes, He dreams 
again of national progress in the 
material sphere.' -He plans a dam 
there, a bridge here, a neat village 
road elsewhere. There is nothing 
like planning and planning big at 
that. Think of the energy radiated 
by the sun and the water frozen on 
the Himalayas—all going to waste. 
If only he could yoke the sun to 
his oven, have rain on tap, turn 
the Rajputana desert into a smiling 
garden and tame the elements . , . 
dreams and bigger dreams, plans 
and bigger plans for the nation at 
large while his own domestic budget 
remains unbalanced and his one-year 
plan for a new pair of shoes and a 
new suit of clothes has gone some
what awry. 

Nevertheless, he is conscious of 
immense reserves of strength in him
self and the nation; tremendous 
possibilities. Is not India already a 
big Power? The Army may be 
small, the Navy young and the Air 
Force younger stil l ; but he is im
measurably proud of them all and 
feels that they can defy the 
whole world. It is the spirit that 
matters, not numbers and imple
ments. W h y then be insulted by 
Malan, maligned by Salazar and 
pushed about by others in Indian 
settlements abroad? 

But perish such thoughts [ India 
became free not to ape the ways of 
the aggressive old Powers. She has 
a mission of her own. Not t h e 
path of authority and might for 
her, but of peace, justice and de
cency. No t eye for an eye, not 
tooth for a tooth. The soft word 
for the angry one; tolerance for 
intolerance; justice for injustice. 
The Free Indian heaves with inno
cent pride and floats on ether. . . . 

He truly is and is not. He is not 
this and not that. Yet he walks 
the earth, breathes, sniffs at things 
and even smiles at times; though 
few know and fewer still under
stand him—enigmatic, fascinating. 




