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To run the Government, to set up 
the machinery of administration, to 
get work done by men trained to 
the j o b ; these are no mean ends, 
but they are secondary. These 
things can be done indifferently 
well by the 'common run of pol i t i 
cians. But to awaken 'the spirit of 
the masses and having roused their 
enthusiasm, to direct it into con
structive and f rui t ful channels—this 
is the work of much greater men. 
Politicians can and do run Govern
ments; a party leader can organise 
the Congress; but only a Nehru can 
build up India . 

Some w i l l find a sinister note in 
all this religio-metaphysical termino
logy,' such as the call of the oppress
ed and the down-trodden, upl i f t of 
the masses sunk in misery. They 
scent danger at the very suggestion 
of renunciation, of Nehru leaving 
office while he is at the height of 
his power. M a y not all this mean 
a sinister attempt to forestall the 
natural and inevitable process of 
history and check the upsurge of the 
masses? 

Indeed Tagore's famous poem 
" Call Me back " which sent thou
sands to jail during the Swadeshi 
movement and continued to provide 
inspiration for the national struggle 
for freedom has been criticized on 
the self-same ground, for having in 
it the concealed seeds of fascisrn. 
Awaken for what? Lead on the 
masses to which destination? The 
party is the spear-point through 
which historical forces are fused into 
action and revolutionary social 
changes are wrought. Nehru offers 
no programme. He only talks of 
leaving Government to organise the 
country. 

Whatever the reactions of smaller 
men, the idea is not sensationally 
new, neither is the proposal so un
expected. Those who have ponder
ed deeply on the circumstances 
under which independence has come 
to us. not in the wake of a success
ful revolution but as a result of 
negotiations at the top, have always 
felt that the country w i l l have to 
be led to its goal by means other 
than those of administrative changes. 
Indeed, they have also recognised 
that in administration itself has 
not changed; the old steel frame 
remains exact. Could a new life 
be breathed into it and could it be 
made an instrument of revitalisation 
such as the nation needed to come 
into its own? Could this be done 
through the instrumentality of an 
administration which had been 

organised for an entirely different 
purpose and had proved only too 
efficient for that purpose? Hence 
it followed that in order to be able 
to carry the country w i t h h i m and 
to br ing about the necessary changes, 
the place of Nehru was obviously 
outside Government and 'not in i t . 
Once he was in Government, the 

administrative machinery would 
swallow, him up and he would cease 
to be ful ly effective. This is exactly 
what has happened. The tragedy 
of the Nehru administration is that 
the administration has swallowed up 
Nehru instead of Nehru transform
ing the administration. But Nehru 
has not been transformed by i t . 

Saucers—and Saucers 

T I M E was when nameless 
monsters, two-headed babes, 

wolf-boys and the like were the main 
stand-bys of the newspaper wor ld in 
the dul l season. There was some
thing crude about these nine-day 
wonders, something savouring of the 
childhood of man, of the tears and 
wi ld expectations that went w i th 
i t . but flying saucers, whether they 
fly across the sky or speed out of 
the nearest kitchen in turmoi l , revel 
in an unrivalled modernity of cha
racter and a brit t le, delicate beauty 
that is wholly their own. They are 
as fresh and unwearying as the 
latest headline; and the more one 
hears about them, the more one 
imagines seeing them, be it in 
France, Bihar or on the somnolent 
sands of Chowpathy. 

While nameless monsters are apt 
to he forgotten al l too soon, two-
headed babes lack staying power and 
wolf-boys tend to get lost in prosaic 
hospitals or cheerless orphanages, 
flying saucers, albeit espied for a 
split second, leave a trail of thought, 
curiosity and even serious contro
versy that knows no end. What is 
more, they seem to possess a power 
of mass hypnotism that can com
municate itself to the staidest citizen; 
and every cracked saucer, be it in 
the humblest dwell ing or the cheap
est restaurant, comes to have an 
aura of potentiality that is t ruly 
awe-inspiring in its magnitude. 

This is not to belittle the flying 
saucer at a l l ; for after the Chow-
pa thy savant's description of a l u m i 
nous power coil around the saucer 
he had seen and the French school
master's encounter w i t h two Mar t i an 
women just alighting on the island 
of Oloron, off the French Atlant ic 
Coast, one can hardly be inclined 
to levity. A n d to cap it all has 
come the story from Toulouse of a 
saucer that burst in mid-air and 
gave souvenir-hunters in the neigh
bourhood the greatest t h r i l l of their 
lives. It is but a minor detail that 
the silvery flakes disintegrated at the 
first touch of the human hand. It 
could perhaps hardly be otherwise; 
for what was to he done w i t h so 
embarrassing an item of proof? 

The world has now nothing left 
to do but to sit back wi th folded 
bands and await the only solution 
to its endless problems, perplexities 
and quarrels—the long-predicted in
vasion that w i l l end all invasions, 
the aggression that w i l l put an end 
to all aggressions—that final landing 
of the hordes of war from space in 
the wake of those two formidable 
females f rom Mars who evidently 
after an irate morning scene in their 
far-off homes had flung themselves 
out w i th the saucers that they had 
sent a-flying. Maybe, the spell
bound French schoolmaster w i l l 
have a th ing or two to say about it 
by and by. 


