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TO
VERRIER ELWIN

whose encouragement to me in his

THE ART OF THE NORTH-EAST FRONTIER OF INDIA,

has been an eternal inspiration. ‘For Nari, pioneer and explorer in
the worlds of men and ideas, whose desire that the whole of NEFA
should be a work of art has been a great stimulant.’

22 September 1959. —Verrier Elwin






Preface

The idea of preparing this Anthology arose from a suggestion
offered during the delivery of the Verrier Elwin Memorial
Lectures before the North-Eastern Hill University at Shillong
in 1985. While deploring the general neglect and lack of interest
since his death in 1964 in Elwin’s contribution to anthropo-
logical studies and his prodigious efforts to bring about a keener
awareness of the need to do justice to the tribal people living in
the remoteness of India’s hills and forests, I had quoted Professor
Christoph von Flrer-Haimendorf’s assessment that ‘no other
anthropologist, neither British nor Indian, has made as massive
a contribution to our knowledge of Indian tribal societies, and
books such as The Muria and Their Ghotul and The Religion of an
Indian Tribe are sure of a place among classics of anthropological
literature. He was one of the greatest romantics of anthropology
and the most inspired chronicler of India’s tribal people’.  had
pointed out that practically all Elwin’s books including the two
classics specifically referred to by Haimendorf, were out of
print and, for all practical purposes, not available for the general
reading public. The University thereupon took the decision to
bring out Elwin’s works in a uniform edition in its North-
Eastern Studies Series. A decision was simultaneously taken to
bring out an anthology to prepare the ground for the reprints.
The University is to be congratulated for the imtiative it is taking
in this very worthwhile venture. Many of Elwin’s books had
been heavily substdized and were seldom profitable. His wife,
Leela Elwin, has been generous enough to place funds with the
North-Eastern Hills University to be utilized at the University’s
discretion to prepetuate his memory. Elwin was, however, so
remote and, if one may respectfully add, eccentric an individual
that professional anthropologists have all but forgotten him
within twenty years of his death. This Anthology and the reprint
of his works will, it is hoped, revive interest in one of the most
outstanding champions of tribal people.
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On being invited to compile the anthology I sought the advice
and assistance of Mr R. E. Hawkins who had been in charge of
the Oxford University Press in India for the years 1937-70 and
was publisher of so many of Elwin’s books. Hawkins knew
Elwin personally during the last thirty years of his life, and
though he has very modestly declined to be named as co-author
on the title-page of the book, he has, in fact, been its main
architect and it has been on his advice that I have mostly depen-
ded in making the selections for this Anthology. This has not
been easy as Elwin’s output was not only enormous in quantity
but of such a high quality that one is hesitant in deciding what
can be omitted. It was on Mr Hawkin’s suggestion that we
decided to restrict our selections to pieces of more considerable
length and significance rather than clutter the Anthology with a
medley of comparatively irrelevant snippets. The bulk of the
Anthology comprises Elwin’s writings as an anthropologist'and
sociologist. But Elwin was a many-sided man and an attempt
has been made to reflect also his many-sidedness, as a poet,
essayist, art-connoisseur, photographer, scholar-administrator
and political worker.

We feel a lengthy Preface is not called for. Elwin’s writing is
so personal—Ie style est ’homme méme—that it is better to let
the book be his story. For the reader who has not read Elwin’s
autobiography, The Tribal World of Verrier Elwin, the first two
extracts of the Anthology, the Foreword to Leaves from the
Jungle and Philanthropology, will give the broad details of
Elwin’s life and activities until 1955, when he was enlisted as
Adpviser for the tribal areas of India’s North-Eastern Frontier.
From 1955 until his death in 1964, Elwin was mainly preoccu-
pied in helping to implement the policy of promoting deeper
and wider respect for the culture and way of life of the tribes of
India in general and of the North-Eastern Frontier in particular.
Although he enjoyed no statutory powers, his influence and
inspiration permeated the entire administrative fabric. The first
step taken was to build up a Department of Tribal Research, to
collect material and publish a series of monographs on NEFA's
manifold tribes. A team of young research scholars was recruited
and quickly put to work under Elwin’s overall guidance. The
objective was to make available to our Administrative Officers,
in a compact and easily readable form, the basic data regarding
the tribes amongst whom their work lay—their customs, beliefs



PREFACE 1X

and superstitions, their art, history and language. The more
thoroughly our officers could be briefed about the tribal people,
their traditional values, their aspirations, the less likely that
they would cause offence through unintended indiscretions.
But we also wanted the tribal people to know that their culture
was important enough to be worth studying and telling the
world about. For nothing is so damaging to a tribal’s vitality
and sense of well-being as loss of self-respect, as a devaluation
in their own estimation of their own culture and heritage.

Had it not been for the inspiration of Elwin, his burning
enthusiasm and his unflagging efforts, the battle for the tribes
might well have taken a very different turn. Elwin’s books on
the art of NEFA, lavishly and beautifully illustrated by his
own photographs, presented a fresh and exciting concept of
the primitive tribal. The tribals’ unerring instinct for colour
combinations was confirmed in the reproduction of their lovely
textile designs. Elwin’s translations of tribal folk-poetry were
also proof that their folklore was as rich in imagery as the litera-
ture of the most advanced societies.

This Anthology will, we hope, reflect something of Elwin’s
many-sided contribution to the tribal cause and will be a useful
guide to the general reader for selecting works that may be of
interest to him when the proposed uniform edition of Elwin’s
books is eventually published.

I can only close by expressing my deepest gratitude to
Mr R. E. Hawkins for his invaluable assistance in compiling
this work.

NAR1 Rustomj1
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Leaves from the Jungle (1936)

Foreword to the Second Edition (1957)

It is over twenty years since this Diary of ‘life in a Gond village’
was first published, and exactly a quarter of a century since I
became engrossed in the cause of tribal India. This is a long time
and, reading the book on the eve of its republication, I find that
there are a number of things which now require a word of ex-
planation. There are, for example, mysterious references to
some quarrel with the police, and with Bishops, for which no
reason is given; there is a religious background to my adventures
which would not be there if | were to write a similar book today.
A little autobiography, therefore, is necessary to put the story
in its proper setting, especially since (as I will show) it was not
possible for me to tell it in its entirety in 1936, when the original
edition was first published by John Murray.

I came to India in November 1927 and I have often been asked
why. There were a number of reasons. At Oxford Indian friends
had roused in me an enthusiasm for the non-violent idealism
of Mahatma Gandhi, the internationalist culture of Tagore and
the elevating symbolism of Indian mysticism. I knew that India
was a poor country and, much as I looked forward to a donnish
career at Oxford, [ had begun to feel that the academic life was
not enough. I was filled with a desire to do something to make
reparation for what my country and my class had done to India.
From childhood the ideal not only of a life of service, but a life
of adventure had been held up before me. My father had been
an explorer in the wilds of Africa. My mother had been nearly
eaten in a cannibal village. I could hardly expect such privileges



2 VERRIER ELWIN: PHILANTHROPOLOGIST

in India, yet even at this date, it was obvious that this was the
country with which I was most akin and which would offer
many adventures in the realm of the mind and spirit.

I did not want to be a ‘missionary’ in the ordinary sense of
the word, but I was greatly interested in the monastic life. It so
happened that about this time there was founded in Poona a
monastic Ashram on liberal Christian lines which associated
Indian and European members on terms of complete equality
(a rather unusual thing in those days) and which was more inte-
rested in scholarship than in proselytizing. In joining it, my
main interest was to study the relations between Christianity,
and Hinduism and to see how far Christianity in India could
put on a more appropriate oriental garb. In Poona we lived in
simple Indian style, wore khadi dress, went barefoot or in
sandals, sat and slept on the floor, ate Indian food. We built a
beautiful little Church in the style of a Hindu temple and its servi-
ces followed the model of the Eastern Orthodox Church and
had various oriental elements. I myself wrote a number of small
books to illustrate the intimate relations between Eastern and
Western mysticism: one of them, Christian Dhyana, compared
the teachings of Yoga with those of the anonymous fourteenth-
century mystic who wrote The Cloud of Unknowing; another
expounded the ideas of Richard Rolle in terms of Indian Bhakti
religion; a third tried to show how St Francis of Assisi fitted
into the Indian scene. I was then a clergyman of the Church of
England.

In January 1928 there occurred an event which was to disturb
and change my whole life: I visited the Sabarmati Ashram and
met Mahatma Gandhi.

At this time, the National Movement of India had risento a
pitch of sincerity and devotion that has rarely been equalled in
the political upheavals of the world. The Ashram itself, stand-
ing on the tall banks of the Sabarmati River, was the home of
some hundreds of people marked by that quiet and disciplined
devotion to hard work and to the poor which has always been
characteristic of the best type of Congressman. Among them
Gandhiji walked in almost unearthly dignity and beauty. That
was the first thing that struck me about him—his beauty, and
the inner spiritual power that transformed his frail body and
filled the entire place with kindliness and love.
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From that moment I was doomed. Always a sympathetic
fellow-traveller, I now became an ardent disciple. 1 took up
spinning; I hoisted the Congress flag over the Poona Ashram;
my sermons became a mixture of Christian and Gandhian idcals;
I wrote a booklet called Christ and Satyagraha to show, contrary
to the accepted ecclesiastical tradition of the day (that Christians
were bound to accept the established order), that in fact they
had more often been of the opposition and that there was no
reason why they should not take part in a movement for freedom
which was based on such essentially Christian ideals as Truth
and Nonviolene. All this, somewhat naturally, was not regarded
with any very great enthusiasm by the authorities of either State
or Church.

Nothing brought home to me the subservience of the Church
to the Government of the day more than the fact that when |
invited Reginald Reynolds to give a lecture in the Ashram on
the Gandhian philosophy, it was the Archdeacon and not the
Commissioner of Police who put me on the carpet. It says much
for the Christa Seva Sangh that it did not allow the constant
pressure from the Church leaders and increasing irritations from
the CID to turn it aside from what it felt to be right. With the
full approval of the other members, for example, I entertained
Mr Subhas Chandra Bose and at the end of 1929 1 was allowed
to accept an invitation from Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel to visit
Gujarat and make an inquiry into police repression of the No-
Tax Campaign that had been started there. This campaign was
on a very wide scale, and the Government had taken strong
measures to counter it, so strong indeed that in many places the
whole population had migrated into the neighbouring Baroda
State. 1 visited over_ sixty villages in five talukas—Anand,
Nadiad, Borsad, Bardoli and Jalalpur—and wrote a report which
appeared first in the Bombay Chronicle and later as a small booklet,
In the Deserted Villages of Gujarat. In this I appealed to the ‘Christ-
ian” Government to ‘put all they know of the principles of Christ
into the conduct of public affairs in Gujarat, so that whatever
the issue of the present struggle may be, they will have preserved
intact the authority of Law, the sanctity of Justice and left behind
no heritage of bitter memories’.

I spent long periods in the Sabarmati Ashram, and during
the following year it gradually became evident that I was drifting
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away from my friends in Poona and was an increasing embar-
rassment to them. I decided to leave the Christa Seva Sangh and
start on my own.

But not entirely on my own. While I was at Poona, the
Ashram attracted to its membership a number of remarkable
Indians, among whom was one who was to be my lifelong
friend and ally. This was Shamrao Hivale, whose name appears
frequently in these pages, and who needs, therefore, a few words
of introduction.

Shamrao was born in Madhe near Sholapur and when this
Diary opens was about thirty years of age. He was educated at
the Wilson High School in Bombay and at the Rajaram College,
Kolhapur; his brother Dr B. P. Hivale is well known in western
India as the founder of a flourishing College in Ahmednagar.
Shamrao accompanied me on the Gujarat inquiry in 1929 and
we have worked together ever since, except for a brief interlude
in 1931 when he went to England to study at Mirfield for Holy
Orders. This project he abandoned on hearing that I had left
the Christa Seva Sangh, and when Gandhiji came to London
for the Round Table Conference he joined his party and travelled
back to India with him.

Shamrao has an extraordinary warmth and humanity about
him, and within a very short time of our arrival in Karanjia he
had established himself as the Chhota Bhai, the little brother of
the people, and as their guide, philosopher and friend. It soon
became the custom for any tribesman who was in trouble to
‘go to Chhota Bhai’ for help and he has brought comfort and
reassurance into many thousands of lives. Once, when an old
woman lay dying, she would not see any of her relations but
called continually for Shamrao. One day a Gond friend said
to him: ‘Before you came here the moustaches of those who
oppressed us turned up to the sky, but now they droop to the
ground.” He has never been an outsider; he is never superior;,
never looks down on anyone or tries to ‘uplift’ him. To him
every individual is a world and he accepts each child or growing
youth or poor old woman, not as a ‘case’ but as a human perso-
nality, a sacred thing to be respected and loved, in whose sor-
rows and anxieties he himself must share. He is always accessible
and in Karanjia used to be compared to a Hindu widow (old
style) at the beck and call of everyone who wanted him, no
task being too small, too humble or to unpleasant.
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Some years ago he wrote a vidid monograph on a tribe allied
to the Gonds, The Pardhans of the Upper Narbada Valley. For he
has the advantage over many professional anthropologists in
having the complete confidence of his people, in being able to
live among them and watch their fortunes year after year, in
speaking their language perfectly, and in having a great store
of imaginative sympathy in his heart. If I have sometimes gently
pulled his leg in the Diary that follows, that is the privilege of
many years of friendship.

[ was, of course, deprived of his advice during 1931 when |
was trying to make up my mind what I should do. Some of my
friends wanted me to follow in the footsteps of C. F. Andrews
as a free-lance semi-political worker. I myself had an idca of
going to live among the untouchables and trying to do some-
thing for them—it will be remembered that untouchability
was a very live issue at that time. Then one day as I was driving
through the streets of Ahmedabad with Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel
and Seth Jamnalal Bajaj, I heard for the first time in my life—
from the lips of Jamnalalji—the magic word ‘Gond’. He urged
me to go to the Central Provinces and take up the cause of the
tribes who were then almost entirely neglected. We discussed
the matter with Gandhiji and he approved.

In October, therefore. I set out on a long tour with Acharya
Kripalani, partly to search for a suitable place for a settlement
in the Gond area of Betul and Chhindwara, and partly to spread
the message of khadi and the Gandhian ideal in general. We tra-
velled widely in the Central and United Provinces, as they were
then called, pursued everywhere by the police and reported,
generally incorrectly, by the CID. In Betul and Chhindwara,
official opposition was so strong that none of the local landlords,
sympathetic as they were, dared to give us land. We completed
the tour at the end of December and went down to Bombay
to welcome Gandhiji—and Shamrao—on their return from
England.

What happened then is still vivid in my memory and I will
quote an account of it that [ wrote at the time, for Gandhiji’s
arrest had a profound effect both on my own thinking and on
my later fortunes.

Gandhiji was staying in a house called Mani Bhuvan and he
invited Shamrao and myself to stay with him there. There was
great excitement in the city; the Viceroy had finally rejected



6 VERRIER ELWIN: PHILANTHROPOLOGIST

the Congress offer of peace, and the arrest of national leaders
was expected at any moment.

But when we reached Mani Bhuvan and climbed to the roof, we found
a great serenity in astonishing contrast to the crowds and turmoil out-
side. The roof i1s a charming place. Low tents have been erected, and
there are palms and plants: at least 300 people can gather there. It is
cool and you can see the stars. Bapu was sitting at the wheel, quietly
spinning. He had already begun his weekly silence. I carried on a one-
sided conversation with him, and he wrote down his questions and
replies. Shamrao thanked him for his kindness to him on the voyage.
Then Shamrao and I retired to the smaller tent and Bapu lay down
about three yards from us, while some thirty others lay on the roof
under the canvas shelter. Mrs Gandhi and Mirabehn gave us a delicious
supper of dates, nuts and fruit. But I could not sleep. I felt I had to keep
vigil, and for hours I was under those splendid stars that rose, tier upon
tier above me, while beside me Bapu slept like a child committed to
his Father’s hands. I thought of Christ going up to Jerusalem, his eyes
filled with determination and courage: and I seemed to see the Spirit
of Christ travelling the centuries like a bright sword turned against
all wrong and injustice. Among these sleeping friends so dear to us,
brave, pure-hearted, sincere, the spirit of Love was manifest and
unconquerable.

AtlastIlay down on a hastily improvised bed, and fell into a heavy
sleep. It seemed as if T had slept all my life when suddenly like the com-
ing of a dream there was a stir and a whisper: ‘The police have come.’
We started up and I saw what [ will never forget—a fully uniformed
Commissioner of Police at the foot of Bapu’s bed, and Bapu just
waking, a little bewildered, looking old, fragile and rather pathetic
with the mists of sleep still on his face. ‘Mr Gandhi, it is my duty to
arrest you.’ A beautiful smile of welcome broke out on Bapu’s face
and now he looked young, strong and confident. He made signs to
show that he was keeping silence. The Commissioner smiled and
with great courtesy said, “I should like you to be ready in half an hour’s
time.’ It was five minutes past three. Bapu looked at his watch and
the Commissioner said, ‘Ah, the famous watch!” And they both
laughed heartily. Bapu took a pencil and wrote, ‘I will be ready to
come with you in half an hour.” The Commissioner laid his hand on
Bapu’s shoulder with a gesture so full of affection that I thought it
was an embrace, until I realized that it was the formal token of arrest.
Bapu then cleaned his teeth and retired for a moment. The door was
guarded, but all of us who were on the roof sat round in a circle. |
looked out onto the road where some had been keeping all-night vigil
and where a little crowd, very quiet and orderly, had collected, but
there were no special police precautions. Bapu tHen sat in the midst
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of us for the prayers and we sang together the Song of the true Vaish-
nava. Then Bapu took pencil and paper and wrote a few messages,
some last instructions to his fallowers and a letter to Sardar Vallabh-
bhai, which was as follows: ‘Infinite is God’s mercy’ (these were the
first words to be written after his arrest). ‘Please tell the people never
to swerve from truth and non-violence. Never to flinch, but to give
their lives and all to win Swaraj.’ He then wrote a short note and gave
it to me:

My dear Elwyn,

I am so glad you have come. I would like you yourself to tell your
countrymen that [ love them even as I love my own countrymen. |
have never done anything towards them in hatred or malice and God
willing I shall never do anything in that manner in future. [ am acting
no differently towards them now from what [ have done under similar
circumstances towards my own kith and kin.

with love

yours
M. K. Gandhi

Then Bapu stood up to take farewell. It was a strange sight. The
police at the door, Mirabehn and Devadas bustling to and fro with the
baggage which was already packed, Bapu surrounded by his friends,
many of them in tears. Mrs Gandhi with tears running down her cheeks
said, ‘Can’t you take me with you?’ Everyone in turn touched his
feet, and when I said goodbye he pulled my ear with a beautiful smile
and gave me quite a good slap on the side of my face. He was full of
joy and laughter. Then, followed by the whole company, he went
downstairs. But Shamrao and I watched from the roof. The tiny figure
got into the car and the crowd surged round it. It was-a wonderful
tribute to India’s non-violence that there were only a few policemen
and they were able to be in the midst of the crowd without fear of
danger. Just at that moment a message came to say that Sardar Vallabh-
bhai, the Congress President, was also arrested. And then the crowd
scattered as the car bearing the very soul of India drove away through
the dark and deserted streets.

Among the instructions scribbled for Mahadeo Desai after
the arrest was one asking me to go to the North-West Frontier
Province to discover what was really happening there. Dis-
quieting reports had filtered down to Bombay about the severe
repression of the ‘Red Shirt’ Movement and since no journalists
were admitted and all press reports were strictly censored, there
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was great concern about the fate of the brave warlike Pathans
who had so surprisingly adopted Gandhiji’s non-violent techni-
que. The following week, therefore, Shamrao and I left Bombay
for Peshawar.

There is no room here to tell of our adventures, which were
exciting, nor of our discoveries which were little to the credit
of the local police and military. We visited Kohat and Utmanzai
and a number of other villages, and on the last day went up the
Khyber Pass. On our return, I was arrested, my things were
searched, and we were deported from the Province under the
escort of a dozen armed policemen.

One thing that gave me great satisfaction was that [ managed
to hide all my notes, as well as certain papers which would have
brought some of the Peshawar people into trouble had they
been found, in a packet of Force. This stood, like Poe’s Purloined
Letter, in full view on a table in our room, and though the police
searchers went through everything else with humiliating atten-
tion, they ignored the innocent-looking packet of breakfast
cereal. I carried it down in triumph to Bombay and was able to
write and publish a report in consequence. This was immediately
declared forfeit to His Majesty and, though it was reissued in
London later, for many years even I myself was unable to get
a copy.

Now in Bombay we had to face another problem. Shamrao
had returned from England and sacrificed his higher education
to work for the tribal people. My own inclination was in the
same direction. But now, and specially since Gandhiji’s arrest
and my own deportation, a good deal of pressure was put on
me to enter politics. For example, at this time the Congress
was planning to appoint a series of Presidents which would
include members of every community, and Jamnalalji asked
me if I would be willing to become President when it was the
turn of an Englishman to occupy that high office. It would not,
he pointed out, mean a great deal of work, for I would cer-
tainly be arrested and imprisoned within a week. I told him that
was willing and [ have sometimes wondered what would have
happened if I had gone through with it.

But when Shamrao and I talked it over, we came to the con-
clusion that this was not really our line. I have always been a little
doubtful of the value of the intervention of European political
amateurs in matters at which they are not expert. And so we
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decided to keep to our original plan of going into the Gond
country in the Central Provinces.

As I had been unable to get land in Betul and most of my
friends were now injail, I asked the Bishop of Nagpur (for it
must be remembered I was still a loyal, if somewhat heretical,
member of the Church of England) for his advice. This was
Bishop Wood, a brave, strong man, with a sincere affection
for the tribes and an equal devotion to the British Government.
His biographer says of him: ‘How fully he had won the confi-
dence of Government is evident from the fact that in his third
year in India he was awarded the Kaiser-i-Hind Medal.’ In his
dealings with us he fully justified that confidence.

The Bishop recommended Karanjia, a Gond village in the
Maikal Hills, as particularly suitable for me. Of the last five
Europeans to stay there, he pointed out with relish, four had
died within a year. This sounded very much what we wanted,
and so on the 28th of January 1932 Shamrao and I started out
and I began the diary recorded in the following pages.

It is easy to find the position of the little village of Karanjia
even on a map of the world. Trace the course of the great
Narbada River from its mouth on the west coast to its sacred
source amid the eastern spurs of the Satpura Hills. Go a hair’s
breadth from its tail and there is Karanjia.

As described in the Diary, we were fortunate to find a little
hill overlooking the Pilgrim’s Way that goes up to Amarkantak,
eleven miles ‘distant, where the Narbada River rises, and here
we built the small huts of mud, wattle and thatch which consti-
tuted the ‘Ashram’. In those early days all round us lay the vast
mysterious forest, whose silence was broken at night only by
the roar of the tiger or the high melancholy call of the deer.

The Ashram looked exactly like part of the village which lay
around and below it, for it was our policy from the first to build
everything in the Gond style. All the houses were of mud and
thatch, the walls covered with Gond decorations, and there was
no furniture which could not be matched in the village itself. At
the same time, the Ashram was different, in that it attempted
to demonstrate what a village might be like. The huts were clean
and well-ventilated, everywhere there were flowers and fruit
trees, proper houses for poultry and cattle, and many pits for
refuse and manure. There was a good system of pit latrines.
The Gond visitor therefore found himself perfectly at home,
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and yet at the same time, even without a word being spoken,
had the chance to learn something that he could take back to
his own village.

Entering the settlement by a long flight of steps, you came
first to a tiny mud chapel of St Francis which was used by the
Christian members of the Ashram. The Ashram was founded
on a principle of complete religious equality and toleration; it
was not of course a missionary society: its members were drawn
from all communities: but no one was asked to surrender the
tenets of his faith, or to cease its practice. We did not, in fact,
aim at a syncretistic unifying of theologies, but rather at demons-
trating that it was possible for believers in different religions to
live and work together as one family. Our Mussalman was a
good Mussalman; our Hindu members observed the tenets of
their religion; and in the same way the Christian members tried
to follow, however imperfectly, the ideals of St Francis of
Assisi.

The Chapel of St Francis was a tiny building in the middle of
a large court, in the front part of which was the library, office
and sitting-rooms. The whole was surrounded by a high wall.
In front of the chapel was a flagstaff (essential to any place of
worship in the Gondwana) carrying the saffron flag of renun-
ciation, and at its foot on a little cow-dunged platform grew
the sacred tulsi tree. Round the chapel was the flower-garden,
in memory of St Francis’ wish that gardens should be made so
that all who saw them should remember the Eternal Beauty. In
front of the whole building was the place of the morning and
evening prayer, on the edge of the hill, and from here there
was a wonderful view of forest, valley and mountain.

You went along the hill, which was sheltered by trees, many
of them laden with sweet-smelling flowers, and reached the
dispensary—Premayatna, the House of Compassion. This was
well equipped with medicines and villagers came to it from a
radius of forty miles. It was the only dispensary along a main
road of seventy-five miles, but there was a small Government
dispensary across country twenty miles away.

Next came the Refectory for resident members which again,
following the Gond style, was made up of three little huts—
a kitchen, dining-room and store-house. Round the Refec-
tory was a vegetable garden, and fruit trees were planted in the
neighbourhood of all the buildings—mango, plantain, papaya,
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orange, fig, sour-lime, guava. Next door was the Mitralaya,
House of Friendship, where in-patients, pilgrims and other
visitors could stay, and opposite was a chicken-run and the
House of the Bull, where an attempt was made to improve the
breed of the village livestock. Farther along the hill was the
Ajib-khana, or Place of Wonders, in other words the Museum,
a very popular building, and then came the largest of our esta-
blishments, the Vidyamandir, literally Temple of Knowledge, or
in plain English, the School. There was room for fifty boarders
and a hundred others. The school was co-educational and a very
fair proportion of girls attended. Here also was the carpenter’s
shop and the tailoring department. Beyond the school the hill
became wild and thickly wooded, and the little path wound in
and out of trees till it reached a gate beyond which no one might
go without permission. This was the Leper Refuge, where
fifteen or sixteen lepers lived and received treatment in a beautiful
little home, with a garden in which they took great pride.

This was the centre. Round it, hidden away in remote valleys
or in the midst of the forest, there were eight branch Ashrams
within a radius of as many miles. Each of these had its resident
worker, school, Hindi library and small dispensary, fitted with
the simplest medicines. Once a week all the workers gathered
at Karanjia for conference. Model classes were given, and the
plan of work for the coming week decided. This was necessary
because the workers were themselves villagers without any very
advanced education, and in this way they not only took their
part in the fight against illiteracy, but they also trained them-
selves to be leaders of their own people. There were between
three and four hundred children in the schools, most of them
belonging to the Gond and other tribes.

The prevention of disease is of primary importance in India. In
every school we had regular courses of lectures about the human
body, sanitation, and the common diseases. Anti-malarial mea-
sures are not very successful in a forest area, since short of cutting
down the trees it is impossible to destory the breeding-places of
mosquitoes, but we managed to sell a good many mosquito-
nets (a real triumph) and of course the distribution of quinine
never ceased. Water-borne diseases were also a constant menace,
and we had a programme of well-making in villages where the
water supply was bad. Another great enemy was venereal
diseases, and simple sex-teaching was of great importance.
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At this time, therefore, we saw things very simply: we had
to work for the health of the community, we had to see that
there was enough food and that it was properly cooked, then
we had to help the people to get more money, and finally we
had to give them sufficient knowledge and of the right kind to
enable them to use their leisure properly. The first of these aims is
secured by dispensaries, health propaganda, and the cleaning
of villages; the second by the improvement of agriculture and
the education of girls, specially if they can be given some training
in the domestic arts and sciences. The third and fourth are to
no small extent the fruits of education. The educated Gond is
less likely to be swindled when he takes his goods to market; if
he has learnt a little carpentry or tailoring he can make a few
things for sale, or at least mend his clothes and so make them
last longer; and he will not waste his money (if his education
has been on proper lines) on weddings, funerals, litigation and
caste-dinners. We found that one of the great difficulties in
improving the lot of the villager was that as soon as we helped
him to make a little money he poured it away on some tribal
extravagance. Here caste had proved a great curse to the tribes,
and large sums of money were wasted in expensive penalty
dinners for every kind of fault.

My use of the word ‘caste’ will surprise those who in Assam,
for example, have been accustomed to regard the tribes as
altogether outside the caste-system. But the Gonds of the
Mandla District were largely detribalized; they had lost their
own language, worshipped Hindu gods, dressed like the ordi-
nary peasants of the neighbourhood. It was taboo for them to
weave. Their culture was concentrated in the dance and song,
at which they were very good. And, as the reader will note,
the Gond villages had a number of non-tribals living in them;
there were Mussalmans, Hindu merchants, liquor-vendors,
landlords, moneylenders and others. We could hardly have
chosen a less favourable place for the preservation of ‘museum
specimens’, had that really been our intention. When we went
to Karanjia, I had never—so far as I remember—opened a book
on anthropology: our interest was entirely humanitarian.

I have had to give the political, as I shall shortly give the reli-
gious, background of our history, for a special reason. It will
be noted that there is a gap in the Diary between the 15th of June
and the 1st of November 1932. During this period, I went to
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Europe, partly for family reasons but mainly to do something
to acquaint people in the West with what was happening in India.
I contacted sympathizers with India in France and Italy, and
in England gave lectures and met a number of those who we
thought might be able to help towards a speedy solution, includ-
ing Lord Irwin and Lord Sankey, then Lord Chancellor. The
Secretary of State for India, Sir Samuel Hoare, however, refused
to see me; it would be improper, he said, for him to do so, in
view of my criticisms of his administration.

But Sir Samuel was not content with this, for when the time
came for my return to India, I was informed by the Passport
Office that ‘in accordance with a request made by the Secretary
of State for India’ I could not be given passport facilities for my
return to what [ already regarded as my home. I was ultimately
only allowed to return on condition that I would not take part
in any kind of politics, would not associate (as far as possible)
with persons engaged in political agitation, and would refrain
from writing against the Government. I agreed to this because
I felt that our work for the tribal people was, for us, more impor-
tant than amateur interference in political affairs. Although
some of my friends, notably C. F. Andrews, thought I was
wrong, Gandhiji himself approved, and I remember Sir Francis
Younghusband was good enough to say a few years later: ‘I
will always be grateful to Sam Hoare for one thing at least, that
he forced Elwin from politics to poetry.’

But at the time these restrictions were irksome enough.
When I wrote Leaves from the Jungle, I was still under police
surveillance and living under the obligations imposed by my
undertaking. This meant that I had to omit many curious and
even exciting incidents, and readers of the first edition must
sometimes have wondered what my occasional references to
police raids and conflicts with the Church were about. Another
result was that I had to give a rather inaccurate picture of those
early days, which were much less peaceful than the reader would
suppose.

For example, all that the Diary has to say of the first week of
February 1932 is that we were settling into our goat-shed and
fighting fleas. In fact, we were up against a more formidable
enemy. I received a letter from the Deputy Commissioner which
I have always regarded as a little masterpiece of ofhicial brevity.
‘The Commissioner’, he wrote, ‘has asked me to inform you
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that in view of your political record we do not want you in this
District.’ I replied that we were doing nothing worthy of death
or bonds and would remain until he removed us by force. We
posted sentries to warn us of the approach of the police, but
when they did actually come, on the 2nd of March, they decided
to let us be.

The same week, however, on the day we opened the Dispen-
sary, I got another letter, this time from the Bishop, telling me
that the Commissioner had applied for my deportation from
India and demanding that I should take an Oath of Allegiance
to the King-Emperor and that I should ‘separate myself abso-
lutely’ from the Congress Party. There is no hint in the Diary
of the long discussions Shamrao and I had about this; I naturally
refused both demands. And in the first edition, I considerably
modified the manuscript account of an interview, on the 10th
of May 1932, with some clerical visitors, but I have restored
the original in this new version, for it.is the kind of incident
that reveals why it was we had to leave the Church.

Nor do I refer anywhere in the Diary to one of my preoccu-
pations of the first months in Karanjia, when seated on the
ground before my typewriter I tapped out with two fingers a
book called Truth about India, which was published in London
and helped to bring home to people there the justice of India’s
cause.

And towards the end of the Diary, in the entry for the 2nd of
November 1935, which records the behaviour of our Rhode
[slander cocks, there is no reference to the writing of what was
for me a momentous letter to the Metropolitan in Calcutta,
announcing to him ‘my decision to be no longer a member of
the Church of England either as a priest or a communicant’.
To explain this [ must say a little, not in any spirit of controversy
but simply to make the story clear, about religion.

Looking back, I find it curious to recall that even when I was
in the Christa Seva Sangh, I took the same attitude towards
religious propaganda that I now, under the Prime Minister’s
inspiration, take towards any other interference in the life and
culture of the tribal people. ‘I am alarmed’, the Prime Minister
has said, ‘when I see how anxious people are to shape others
according to their own image or likeness, and to impose on them
their particular way of living. We are welcome to our way of
life, but why impose it on others? There would be more peace
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in the world if people were to desist from imposing their way
of living on other people and countries.” This was the first and
fundamental cause of conflict with the Church: that I retused
to make converts.

At the same time, | was deeply, almost passionately reli-
gious and was specially attached to the mystical aspects of the
Catholic religion and to that Christian Neo-Platonism which
in its attachment to the Good, the True and the Beautiful, rises
above communal and creedal restrictions. But a Neo-Platonic
attitude is not easily reconcilable with Catholic orthodoxy,
which claims absolute and exclusive truth for its teachings. My
contact with Mahatma Gandhi and his followers, however,
apart from anything else, made it impossible to believe that
there was only one way to Heaven.

It is not surprising that these ideas did not commend them-
selves to the ecclesiastical authorities, and from the time I left
the Christa Seva Sangh, we were in constant conflict with them.
At the same time, my own ideas were changing. Long before,
I had found it impossible to believe that salvation was confined to
only one religion; gradually I came to question the very founda-
tions of that religion. There is no doubt that the alliance of the
Church of England with the British Imperialism of the day and
the support it gave to the suppression of the National Movement
did much to shake my confidence in it. The entire missionary
enterprise became more and more distasteful to me. But the
thing went deeper than that.

I once had a talk with the famous theologian Bishop Gore,
who himself was at one time widely attacked for his liberal
views. | expressed difficulty in accepting various miracles sup-
posed to have been performed by the medieval saints and ques-
tioned certain passages in the Bible. ‘All this, my dear boy’, he
said, ‘is nothing. The real snag in the Chrnistian, or any religion, is
the belief in God. If you can swallow God, you can swallow
anything.’ I began to find it difficult to swallow all sorts of theo-
logical, mythological and so-called historical ideas and facts,
and I came to the conclusion that it was no longer honest for
me to remain in the Church. As early as December 19321 wrote
to the Bishop of Nagpur that I would not apply for a licence
to function as a clergyman. Three years later | informed the
Metropolitan that I did not regard myself as even an ordinary
member of the Church. In 1936 I visited England and after
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consulting Archbishop Temple, who had always treated me
with the greatest sympathy, I signed what is called a ‘Deed of
Relinquishment’ under the Clerical Disabilities Act of 1870,
whereby I relinquished ‘all rights, privileges, advantages and
exemptions of my office as by law belonging to it’.

I have given a very brief account of what was in fact a long,
complicated and sometimes painful story, but I have never reg-
retted this passage in my life’s history. The act of relinquishment
brought me a hitherto undreamt-of intellectual freedom,; it
adjusted many complexes and inhibitions; it was a kind of con-
version in reverse, integrating me and filling me with new life.
Now I was free to devote myself to the task of scientific inquiry
and to the service of the tribal people in the spirit of science.
No single act in my whole life has brought me greater happiness.

It has been necessary to refer to this, even at the risk of giving
pain to some of my old friends, for otherwise the re-issue of
this book, which has a certain religious background, might
well give a wrong idea of my present position and outlook;
indeed in the press I am still sometimes called a missionary, a
circumstance which must be as embarrassing to the missionaries
as to myself. It will now, however, be clear that for twenty years
I have belonged to no religious body and in fact have held no
religious faith of any kind.

And yet perhaps my attitude to life cannot be called altogether
irreligious. I have a sincere respect for all true religion and I was
deeply moved, for example, when I visited recently the Buddhist
monastery at Tawang and found simple tribal people revealing
in their daily lives the virtues of compassion, sympathy, gentle-
ness and universal friendliness taught by the Lord Buddha. I
have learnt much from a study of the sacred books of the Hindus.
The true ideals of Christ are desperately needed in a world
in danger of self-extermination through violence. Many of
Mahatma Gandhi’s teachings sank far into my heart and mind,
and [ have tried to practise some of them, though without much
success, throughout my life. This is why I have agreed to this
new edition of Leaves from the Jungle. I no longer hold the faith
that inspired me during the four years it describes, yet those
years were part of my life and represent something real and vital
in it.

A final thing that strikes me as [ re-read the pages of the Diary
that follows is that I seem to have spent much of my time falling
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ill. I attribute this to the fact that in those days I was a non-
smoker. Since I took to the cheroot, I have not had a single attack
of malaria, and my health improved enormously in later years.

In 1936 we moved from Karanjia to another village. There
was no chapel in our new settlement. We became interested in
anthropology, or rather in what Haddon once called philan-
thropology. We changed the name of our little society to the
Tribal Welfare and Research Unit and reconstituted it. I spent
a lot of time in Bastar and later, in the lovely hills of Orissa. At
the end of 1953 I was called to the urgent and fascinating task of
acting as Adviser for Tribal Affairs to the North-East Frontier
Agency, and at the same time [ became legally what I had been
so long in spirit, an Indian citizen.

Someday I may be able to tell the story of the twenty years
since 1936. I hope so, for they have been happy, wonderful
years, and they have never been happier than they are today.

Shillong V. E.



2

Philanthropology

The Tribal World of Verrier Elwin (1964)

His anthropology might be called Philanthropology. His great service to science
was to lay the foundations and to build the framework of anthropology well
and truly on sound scientific principles; his service to humanity was to show
that ‘the proper study of Mankind’ is to discover Man as a human being, what-
ever the texture of his hair, the colour of his skin or the shape of his skull.
—A. H. Quiggin, Haddon the Head-hunter

I

I was once introduced at a cocktail party to the wife of a British
Colonel as an anthropologist. We sat down together on a sofa
but I noticed that the lady squeezed herself into a corner as
far away as possible and kept shooting furtive glances at me.
Presently, however, after she had strengthened herself with
three pink gins, she leant over and in a confidential and slightly
guilty whisper asked me, “Tell me, Dr Elwin, is anthropology
very prevalent in your district?’

I am essentially a scholar, a research man. There are few
greater pleasures than getting a footnote just right or correcting
the items in a bibliography, no dismay more upsetting than to
find uncorrected misprints in your final, unalterable, copy. |
have had to live far away from libraries, but old friends like
B. S. Kesavan, who has transformed the National Library
in Calcutta, and gentle, learned Saurin Roy at the National
Archives have kept me in touch and made available almost
unobtainable books.

Had I not gone to the forest, I might have developed into the
typical pedant; even as it is, I take enormous pains over every-
thing I write and, until I came to Shillong, I used to write or type
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everything over and over again myself. I took as my exemplar
Addison hurrying all the way from his rooms at Magdalen to
the Clarendon Press to correct a single letter in proof. I make
mistakes, of course, but I try not to, and I check and recheck
every item of information: I revised my book on Nagaland no
fewer than thirteen times.

[ have read a great deal of anthropology in the last thirty years.
But unlike the professional anthropologists of today I did not
begin with it. My interest in human beings began with literature
and my first teachers were Jane Austen and Swift. What a wealth
of sociological information and analysis can be found in Pride
and Prejudice or Gulliver’s Travels! And later, curiously enough,
my studies in theology developed my interest in Man. The
science of God led me to the science of human beings. I read a
little history, philosophy and psychology: they too prepared
the way.

My studies of Hinduism in Poona were also of great benefit.
The majority of the tribal people outside Assam have been pro-
foundly influenced by that great religion and it is not possible
to understand them without knowing what it is about.

Anthropology is a very big subject, the science of man, man
as a whole. We need different kinds of people to study it. We
need the scholar trained in pre-history, archaeology, the exact
measurement of physical characters, biology, statistics. But we
also need some who come from a humanist background and I
think it is unfortunate that nowadays what I may call the techni-
cal anthropologists look down on the humanist anthropologists
though I must admit that the latter fully return the compliment.

From the very beginning I was attracted by the practical
application of anthropology and encouraged by the life of A. C.
Haddon of Cambridge, than whom there could not have been
a more exact scientist. The extract which I have quoted at the
head of this chapter suggests that there is nothing whatever
hostile to scientific inquiry in having an intense and affectionate
interest in the people one studies, in desiring their progress and
welfare and in regarding them as human beings rather than as
laboratory specimens.

The essence and art of anthropology is love. Without it,
nething is fertile, nothing is true.

For me anthropology did not mean ‘field work’: it meant my
whole life. My method was to settle down among the people,
live with them, share their life as far as an outsider could, and
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generally do several books together. My Baiga book took me
seven years, The Agaria ten. I spent ten years on my first collec-
tion of folktales and fourteen on the Folk-Songs of Chhattisgarh.
And they were all going on at the same time. This meant that [
did not depend merely on asking questions, but knowledge of
the people gradually sank in until it was part of me.

And with knowledge came the desire to help. It was my rea-
lization of the psychological and economic impoverishment of
the Baigas that led me to question the entire forest policy about
shifting cultivation, which I have now examined in many
parts of tribal India. It was initially the study of the Agarias that
impressed me with the urgent need of encouraging the small
cottage industries which were at one time in danger of dis-
appearing altogether. A study of the Santals and Uraons equally
impressed on me the importance of encouraging the few existing
arts of the people. Some administrators were disturbed at the
suspicious and even hostile attitude of tribes like the Bondos
and Saoras towards outsiders. It was only when I had studied
them very fully that I realized that they were not being merely
bloody-minded, but that their apprehension was due to deep-
rooted religious and magical ideas. Even the study of folktales
and myths, which some people regard as unworthy of the notice
of a serious scholar, brought home to me the importance of the
fears and anxieties of the people and the need to ensure that we
did nothing that would intensify them.

There are, of course, some fields of investigation which can
and should be entirely academic, but in India at the present time,
where, as a result of the great Five-Year Plans, the tribal people
are being very rapidly changed and merged into ordinary
society, I believe that we should put every possible anthropo-
logist and sociologist into the work of guiding development
and training its agents. This need not mean any lowering of
the standards of research, still less a bias towards any particular
theory. For it is the glory of science to direct the radiance of truth
into the dark places of human life and transform them.

II

One of the things that roused great suspicion among the pandits
was that I came to anthropology through poetry. I still cannot
see what was wrong with this. The chief problem of the student
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of man is to find his way underneath the surface; he has to ‘dig’
people. Poetry is the revealer, the unveiler; by heightening a
man’s own sensitivity, by opening to him the treasures of the
imagination, it increases his powers of sympathy and under-
standing. And when his people are (as they were in the Maikal
Hills) themselves poets by temperament, there is a link between
him and them; they talk the same language, love the same things.

Ever since I left Oxford poetry has been my inseparable
companion. It has brought me ‘in hours of weariness sensations
sweet’; comforted and restored me in stormy weather; filled
times of loneliness and illuminated all that has been dull and
dark. Like Keats, I cannot exist without Eternal Poetry to fill
the day.

Now, feeling as I did, when I first went to live in the tribal
hills of India, with my Wordsworth, my T. S. Eliot, my Blake
and Shakespeare burning like torches in my little mud house, it
was natural that I should look about me for poetry. And I soon
found it, for among these gentle and romantic tribal people,
poetry jumps out at you. It is there everywhere, in their eyes,
on their lips, even in some of their actions. And so now poetry
became, from something external to be admired, part of me, a
personal possession, and whatever I have done in the name of
poetry comes from the work I have done with my tribal poet-
friends.

I found the people talking poetry. An old woman speaks of
fire as a flower blossoming on a dry tree, of an umbrella as a
peacock with one leg. Children playing round the fire at night
ask each other riddles which are sometimes real poems. Chillies
are red and green birds sitting on a bush; a lamp is a little sparrow
that scatters its feathers about the house. A man, speaking of
his pregnant wife, says to me, ‘She must be treated as a flower,
or the light may fade from her blossom.’” Young lovers sing
poems to each other across the fields, arranging an elopement
in verse, discussing their love in poetic symbols. The grain in
the fields is beautified: the smallest of the millets is sweet as a
lotus; tiny as it 1s, when it is cooked with milk it swaggers about.
The forest herbs are personified; one has a shaven head, another
long tresses hanging to the ground, a third parts her hair. The
poorest cot has legs of gold and a frame of jewels when alovely
girl is sleeping on it.

My very first ‘tribal’ book was a joint venture by Shamrao
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and myself, called Songs of the Forest, which was published by
Allen & Unwin with a kindly foreword by Sir Francis Young-
husband. Although once I have finished a book I can rarely look
at it again, [ still read this one as well as my other translations
with genuine pleasure, for many of the songs are beautiful by
any standard. In the Mandla hills we had the immense advantage
of talking a dialect of Hindi called Chhattisgarhi.which proved
very easy to learn and which we still talk at home. This meant
that there was immediate and familiar contact with the people
all the time.

Later, I published two other collections of folk-songs, one,
(jointly with Shamrao)—Folk-Songs of the Maikal Hills in 1944,
and another, Folk-Songs of Chhattisgarh two years later. Both
were substantial volumes, one of 439 pages, the other of 527.
I dedicated the first to W. G. Archer, and he wrote a long
Comment for the second, which I regard as the finest statement
about tribal poetry that has yet been made.

My method of translation was to be very simple and to be
careful not to add any new images to the original. Arthur Waley
says of his own method, ‘Above all, considering images to be
the soul of poetry, I have avoided either adding images of my
own or suppressing those of the original.” A good example of
the danger of breaking this rule may be seen in the work of
Dryden, whose translations are really remarkable original poems
suggested by classic models. In his famous stanza on Fortune
occur the lines:

I can enjoy her while she’s kind;

But when shé dances in the wind,

And shakes her wings and will not stay,
[ puff the prostitute away.

This is supposed to be a translation of the twenty-ninth Ode
of the Third Book of Horace. But the excellent line which was
so much admired by Thackeray—I puff the prostitute away'—is
represented in the original simply by the words resigno quac
dedit. Thus a new image is added to the poem, for which there
is no warrant. Caution in this matter is all the more important
when we consider the essential place that symbolism holds in
village poetry.

I followed as well as I could the example of Arthur Waley
and worked on the principles laid down by W. G. Archer, that
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1s to say, to avoid rhyme and make no attempt to reproduce
the form of the original. I tried to represent the meaning as lite-
rally as possible, within the limits of the demands of poetry,
and was scrupulous in introducing no new image.

Bill Archer, in his book on Uraon folk-poetry, The Dove
and the Leopard, makes many comparisons with my translations
of Baiga, Pardhan and Gond poems. He considers that the
poetry of these different tribes is of the same general type but
differs remarkably in technique. There is in Uraon poetry no
two-lined verse such as is common among the Baigas, nor do
we find the custom (which was also common in Hebrew poetry)
of rhyming thought, in which one line parallels the next. If we
define a love-poem as the expression of rapture, Baiga poems
are as obviously love-songs as Uraon poems are not. ‘It is the
necessity of sex rather than the charm oflove which dominates
Uraon songs.’

Itis a very great pity, and I entirely accept any criticisms that
may be made of me on this account, that we have not been able
to publish the originals of these poems. It would have made
the books far too unwieldy had we done so immediately, but
we had an enormous pile of papers containing the originals in
Devanagari script, which Shamrao was preparing for the
printer. Unfortunately, in one of our absences on tour a great
storm destroyed many of our things and these precious originals
were gmong them. The songs were not of any particular linguis-
tic value, for none of them were translated from the obscure
tribal languages but, at the same time, they would have been
of artistic and literary interest and as a result of their disappear-
ance I cannot claim too much for the volumes oftranslations,
although they contain a great deal of commentary which is of
some sociological value.

Il

My first large work was The Baiga which John Murray pub-
lished with the help of a subsidy from the Dorabji Tata Trust.
Previously Dr and Mrs C. G. Seligman, to whom I look back
as my real inspiration in this field, had helped me to publish an
article on Baiga dreams in the British Journal of Medical Psychology
and I later did a second article for the same journal on the Vagina
Dentata.
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It was rather thrilling writing The Baiga and it had a remark-
ably good press, indeed the praise it received now seems to me
somewhat extravagant. But like all the work we did at that time
there was a certain atmosphere of enthusiasm and excitement
which was, I think, infectious.

To be among the Baigas was like living in the middle of a
fairy story. Of all the tribes I know they are the most possessed
by their mythology. And these myths were not just interesting
tales tacked on to the fringe of their life. They were alive; every
one of them was continually being put into action. When the
Baiga was summoned to control a man-eating tiger, he faced
this dangerous task with the more courage because he knew
that the duty had been his from the beginning. When he per-
formed magic on behalf of the Gond farmers, he recited the
myth of the creation of the world and reminded his hearers of
the unique share his tribe had in it. The myth breathed life into
ancient custom; it made the unintelligible real; 1t turned the
ancient heroes into contemporaries.

The founder-of the tribe and its great hero was Nanga Baiga.
Born on the Hill of Elephants, from the womb of Mother Earth,
beneath a clump of bamboos, and nursed by the divine Bamboo
Girl who gave him a golden axe to play with, Nanga Baiga
appeared just when he was wanted. The Creator had made the
world, $preading it on the face of the primeval ocean like an
enormous, flat chapati; he had called the wind to harden its
surface, but the wind is blind (that is why it 1s always knocking
things over and banging against people) and did not finish the
work. He called Bhimsen to put the mountains in place, but
Bhimsen was always drunk and was so heavy that he kept on
putting his foot through the thin surface. Nothing could make
the earth firm and steady. It wobbled. It was like a broken
spider’s web.

So the Creator sent for Nanga Baiga. When he came and put
his foot on the edge, the world tipped up—as they say the USA
tipped up when Bernard Shaw landed in New York. But Nanga
Baiga soon put things right. He got four great nails and drove
them into the four corners of the earth and after that it was firm
and steady. Then Nanga Baiga helped in the creation of the rest
of mankind; it was through him that seed came to the world;
he instituted magic; organized the social and economic life of
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man; established control over the wild animals. He was the
first real man.

No wonder that the Baiga, tracing his descent from such
distinguished ancestry, has an air about him. A king (or perhaps
I should say an archbishop) is always peeping through his loop’d
and window’d raggedness. And still today he is the magician
and medicine-man, the classic type, who acts as intermediary
between the other tribes and their gods. He 1s sent for by the
Gonds to charm fertility into their reluctant seed; he is consulted
even by Brahmins in time of sickness; it is believed that he can
divert hail from a treasured field; he can detect with his divining-
rod a stray bullock or a stolen goat far more efficiently than the
police.

This tradition and pride of the Baigas brought them into
conflict with Government in two ways. The first was that since
they had been born from the womb of Mother Earth, they
believed that it was a very wrong thing for them to lacerate her
breast with the plough. The second was that, since they were
the true Pashupati, lords of animals, they considered that they
should have the freedom of the forest for their hunting. Nothing
shows more clearly the evils of an administration ignorant of
tribal mythology and indifferent to its custom than the way
the old Government dealt with the Baigas on these two points.

From 1867 to the end of the century the unfortunate Baigas
were pursued by zealous forest officers, determined to make
them stop their axe-and-hoe cultivation and take to the plough.
At the same time much of their hunting was stopped and some
of them were even forced to make heaps of their precious bows
and arrows and burn them. _

Shifting-cultivation is a bad thing: unfortunately it is often
the only possible thing. The Baigas used to cut down a track of
forest, set fire to the wood when dry, and sow their seeds in the
ashes. After repeating this for three years, they would move on
to another patch of forest. Obviously, even where a tribe had a
religious passion for this type of cultivation, it could not be
permitted on a large scale and for ever. But where only a few
tribesmen practised it—and the Baigas were a very small
tribe—and where a regular rotation of at least twenty years
was observed, the harm it did to the forest was greatly exag-
gerated. The Baigas have practised this form of cultivation for
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centuries in Mandla and Balaghat, yet nowhere is there better
forest today.

But the Baigas were forced to the plough; many were reduced
to poverty, for they hated the tabooed implement, and all suf-
fered psychological disturbance deep in their souls. They have
today sunk into the position of impoverished and inferior culti-
vators. Robbed of their bows and arrows, they are no longer
lords of the forest, the great shikaris of former times. They
have lost much of what used to make life so rich and enjoyable.

I had many Baiga friends and they were all pledged to inform
me if anything interesting happened. So one day there would
come news that someone thirty miles away had died, and we
would be off within the hour to watch the funeral. Another
day there would be a marriage; another we would have to climb
a tall hill to see a Honey Festival, in honour of the bees, that
occurs only once in nine years. Yet again the Baigas would come
to my own village and protect it with a magic wall by driving
nails along the boundaries.

It was in the very remote Bohi that I watched the strange and
thrilling ceremonies designed to close the jaws of the man-eater
and to frusttate the witch who had sent him. It was a desperately
serious business; seven of the most powerful magicians came
to do battle with the forces of evil. The Tiger Spirit came upon
one of the spectators; he was transformed into a tiger and began
to behave like one: there was an exciting tiger hunt; and in the
end nails were driven into rocks and trees.

The next morning, I was standing in the forest when a large
pig lumbered up to me with a leaf in its mouth which it dropped
at my feet. I was rather moved by this—sort of Francis among
the birds touch, I thought—and then forgot all about it. But no
sooner had I returned home than I went down with a violent
attack of fever. The local magicians waited on me, and soon
diagnosed the cause—the witch of Bohi, annoyed at my presence
in the village, had put magic in a leaf and sent it to me by her pig.
They immediately took the necessary measures, and I recovered.

The Baigas are very fond of pigs. One day a man came to me
complaining that his wife had run away with someone else.
‘That’, he said, ‘I c6uld have borne; but they took away my
favourite pig.” A pleasant picture—the happy couple fleeing
through the moonlit forest glades, and on the lover’s shoulder
1s a pole bearing a protesting, squealing pig.

Once when we were driving through the forest beyond Kapil-
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dara we met a large tiger on the road. It was an open car and
personally I was considerably alarmed. But an old Baiga sitting
by me did not turn a hair; he began to mutter his charms and
after a minute or two the tiger turned and went away quictly
into the jungle. ‘That is nothing,’ the Baiga told me. ‘There
was a man called Dugru who used to be visited by three or four
tigers at a time. They would lick his hands and fect and stroke
him with their paws. Sometimes he got tired of them and would
tell them to go away, and they always obeyed him.’

And he told another story of how once the Baigas, angry at
some restriction of their forest rights, had warned all the tigers
in their area that the Governor was coming for a hunt, and as a
result His Excellency did not get a single animal!

It is very important that the anthropologist should come
down from his perch and, as far as he possibly can, become
what G. K. Chesterton once called ‘the invisible man’. This
was in one of the Father Brown detective stories where the
murderer was the postman. All the witnesses declared that
nobody had visited the house where the deed was done, but
they forgot the postman who fitted into the picture so comp-
letely that he didn’t count. It is not easy to reach this standard
but I was always trying to, and one of the greatest compliments
an ethnographer could be paid was once given me by a Baiga.
I had visited his village and been received with great friendliness
but none of the fuss and deference which the touring officer
generally receives. One of my company was annoyed at this
and said to the villagers: ‘Here is a sahib: he must be somone
important. Why don’t you make proper arrangements for his
reception?’ The Baiga laughed at this. ‘We know it’s only Bara
Bhai’—the usual name for me, by which I was distinguished
from Shamrao, the Chhota Bhai: in fact we were often known
by a portmanteau name, Bara Bhai-Chhota Bhai, Big Brother-
Little Brother. ‘He is such an ordinary man that when we see
him coming we say, “Oh, it’s only Bara Bhati, there’s no need
to bother!”’

IV

For my next book I turned to the Agarias, a small group of black-
smiths.and iron-smelters, who are scattered all over the Mandla
and Bilaspur Districts with cadet branches right across central
India to Bihar. In this study I wanted to discipline myself and
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concentrated mainly on the techniques of craftsmanship with
the mythology that vitalized them. I found it interesting enough
and I felt it was good for me, but the Agarias are a dull people
compared to the Baigas. Preparation of this book involved a
great deal of travelling about and I kept on finding little groups
of them in unexpected places.

Fifteen years later these early studies in iron resulted in my
being invited to write The Story of Tata Steel for the jubilee cele-
brations of the Tata Iron and Steel Company, the only properly
paid literary work I have ever done (they gave me ten thousand
rupees for it) and the book was most handsomely produced.

All the time that I was working on these and other books I
was collecting stories. I put some hundred and fifty of them in
a book Folk-Tales of Mahakoshal, which was the first volume
of my Specimens of the Oral Literature of Middle India. This
included a fairly complete bibliography of the Indian folktale
in English and was very fully edited with notes and comparative
material. The second volume in this field was my Myths of Middle
India which were not so good as stories, though of considerable
significance for our knowledge of how tribal myths developed
out of, and sometimes parallel to, the ancient Hindu traditions.
Probably the most important section of this book was one,
which some of my readers regarded as rather coarse, on the
origin of the different parts of the human body and its natural
functions. I was very pleased when the American Anthropologist
described it as ‘alandmark in the exploration of the intellectual
history of mankind’.

Long afterwards I made two selections of folk-stories from
my larger collections. The first was Stories from India in four
small volumes published by the Oxford University Press; the
other was called When the World was Young, and was a National
Book Trust publication. The best thing about them was the
illustrations. The gracious and beautiful Leela Shiveshwarkar
did the first, the brilliant and delightful Amina Jayal the second.

Another book, the preparation of which gave me great plea-
sure, was my Tribal Art of Middle India, but unfortunately I was
so excited about it that I published it too soon. Had I waited
another year or two I could have made it much better, for I
discovered many new things as time went by and made, for
example, a superb collection of wood-carvings from the Santal
Parganas. [ also found many Jadupatua scrolls, tribal comic
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strips as I call them, which tell the ancient stories of the Santals
in pictures. Even so this book revealed a good many unexpected
treasures and stimulated designers elsewhere.

At this time I also wrote two novels, both of which were
published by Murray. The first, Phulmat of the Hills, was the
love-story of a Pardhan girl whose beauty was finally destroyed
by leprosy. The second, A Cloud that’s Dragonish, was a tribal
crime-story in which the detectives were Gonds and Baigas.
Both these books got very good notices in England, though
they were little read in India, but they have been out of print
for over twenty years and have not been republished. Later, I
wrote another novel, Traitor’s Gain, which turned on the in-
iquitous exploitation of the tribal people, but I was unable to
find a publisher. Later still, I wrote two thrillers which suffered
the same fate. One was about a master criminal in India, which
Mr Gollancz nearly accepted. The second was based on a visit
to French West Africa that Victor Sassoon and I made in 1949.
The failure of these books depressed me a little for, while I was
writing them, I saw myself as a best-seller and all my finanaal
problems solved.

Yet another novel, which Victor liked very much, though I
never dared submit it to a more exacting critic, was about a girl—
it really was—who became a prostitute for twenty-four hours
and sold her favours to four different men, one of whom gave
her syphilis. She had it very badly, it affected her brain and she
was sent to an asylum. She escaped and devoted herself to track-
ing down her former lovers and, as she did not know which of
them was responsible for her disease, murdered them all one
by one. The series of crimes was naturally baffling to the police,
for there was no apparent motive for them and nothing to link
them together.

The discovery of penicillin has taken most of the kick out
of stories about syphilis, and in any case I have now lost the
manuscript.

The Baiga brought me many new friends, chief of whom
was W. G. (Bill) Archer. The popular notion in India about the
Indian Civil Service, that its members were stiff and arrogant,
1s not altogether correct. It also included some of the most
friendly, sensitive and intelligent people you could meet any-
where, people like Bill himself or N. R. Pillai, V. Viswanathan
(now Home Secretary), J. H. Hutton, the present Governor of
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Assam, and others whom I describe elsewhere in this book. *

Shortly after the The Baiga was published, Bill wrote inviting
me to Bihar. He was then Census Superintendent for the Pro-
vince and Shamrao and I went to stay with him and had the
opportunity of touring in many Uraon, Munda, Ho and Asur
villages. Later, when Bill was Deputy Commissioner of the
Santal Parganas, I toured widely with him there and, later still,
made a number of visits to the Santal and Uraon villages. These
experiences enriched my book on the Murias and my first
book on tribal art.

On this first visit I had the opportunity of meeting Sarat
Chandra Roy, the veteran philanthropologist who not only
wrote a whole series of books on the Bihar tribes but fought
valiantly for the people both in the courts and outside. After
his death Bill Archer and I, with the help of his son Romesh,
took over the journal Man in India, which we edited for anumber
of years.

\Y

Lying to the south of what was then the Central Provinces
was the State of Bastar, a territory the size of Belgium. The great
plain of Chhattisgarh stretches down past Raipur and Dhamtari
in hot and dusty monotony till it spends itself against the hills
of Kanker. Thenceforward the journey is a never-failing delight;
as the traveller moves towards the Bastar plateau the countryside
breaks into song about him; he is greeted by hardy smiling
woodmen singing at their work; the skyline is broken by fantas-
tic piles of rock; all around is the evergreen sal forest. Presently he
sees looming up before him a row of sharply-rising hills, the
sentinels that stand on guard before the country of the Murias,
and the long steep ascent of the Keskal Ghat has to be essayed.
From the summit there is a magnificent view of the great sea of
hill and forest below.

I was first attracted to Bastar by the late Sir W. V. Grigson,
known to his friends as Frittles, one of the greatest men who
has concerned himself with tribal problems in India, a witty,
charming and faithful friend. From quite early days he had not
allowed his attitude to me to be influenced by police reports.
In the first place, I too had been to Oxford, and in the second, I

*Please refer to original edition, The Tribal World of Verrier Elwin (OUP,
1964).
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shared his enthusiasm for all things tribal. He was Administrator
of Bastar from 1927 to 1931 and wrote a book about it called
The Maria Gonds of Bastar. 1 first read this book in Frittles’ own
house when I was laid up with fever and was so excited by it
that my temperature rose appreciably. It was, however, along
time before I had the opportunity or money to make any serious
study of the Bastar tribes. In the earlier years the local Adminis-
trator was not at all favourable to my paying a visit to the State
for fear that I would start a Congress rebellion, but ultimately
he was persuaded to allow Shamrao and myself to make a short
visit, when we drove about the State and saw as much as we
could from the roadside.

Later, I took the late Mrs Marguerite Milward the sculptress
there—she has described her visit in her book Artist in Tribal
India.

Marguerite had studied in Paris under Bourdelle and she
worked with him for many years. Her first visit abroad was in
his company to Ceylon where she began her studies in the sculp-
ture of primitive peoples, to which she devoted the better part
of her life. She visited Tibet, Burma, Java, north-west Africa,
French Indo-China as well as India for this purpose and used
sometimes to lecture on anthropology. One of her sayings was
that ‘art unites where politics divide’. The Indian Government
bought a number of her heads and they may still be seen in the
Indian Museum in Calcutta. One beautiful head, however, of
a Gond girl, which she made during her visit to us and which
formerly stood in the window of India House in London, she
gave to me shortly before her death in her eightieth year.

Marguerite, who was a most engaging person but of enor-
mous size, along with her cases of cement and clay, was alto-
gether too much for our old car and as we were passing through
Kanker everything fell out through the bottom and we had to
send to Jagdalpur to be rescued.

Finally, in May 1940, I'went to Bastar with the idea of doing
something really serious, and I was actually given an official
appointment, that of Census Officer, which paid a monthly
salary of a hundred rupees. Even at that time I was hardly edu-
cated in the ways of the world and was not aware that both one’s
travelling allowance and the respect in which one was held in
official India depended almost entirely on one’s pay. When I
got to Bastar, however, Norval Mitchell, a very good type,
who had then taken charge and gave me all possible support,
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changed this extraordinary arrangement and paid me a lump
sum of 1,500 rupees for my work on the Census. Of course,
all 1 wanted was some kind of official status without which
in those days it was difficult to do any work in an Indian State.
Later we again changed the arrangement and I became Hon.
Ethnographer to Bastar. A local paper, boggling at the word
‘ethnographer’, announced that I had been appointed Hon.
Stenographer.

My idea was to follow my usual technique and settle down
among the people. We built a lovely little house of stone (which
cost only 200 rupees) opposite the stupendous and beautiful
Falls of Chitrakot and made small huts, quite habitable, at
40 rupees each, in two Muria villages. Our main centre conti-
nued to be at Patangarh, where Shamrao held the fort while
[ was away.

At that time Bastar was entirely delightful. The tribal people
were poor but they were free and happy. There was a quality
of enthusiasm and zest in their lives. Their dances were amongst
some of the finest in India and they had not been corrupted by
Puritan workers into a belief that their beautiful bodies were
something to be ashamed of.

I travelled all over the State and collected a lot of notes and
photographs of the Hill Marias of the Abujhmar whom we visi-
ted on elephants, the Koyas, Bhattras, Dorlas and others. But
my main interest was in two of the tribes—the Bison-Horn
Marias of the south and the Murias of the north. I did a book
on the Marias called Maria Murder and Suicide, trying to discover
what it was that drove these simple people to homicide, and I
also studied the conditions in the Jagdalpur jail which I tried to
get improved.

Of all the tribes I have studied, I found the Marias the most
attractive and field-work among them the most comfortable
and pleasant. The Bison-Horn Maria area was even in 1941
accessible in the open season by car, and every village had
a well-built rest-house for visitors. The people were friend-
ly, the climate was excellent, and I enjoyed my years there
enormously.

It was in Bastar that I first began to use the gramophone as a
means of breaking down barriers and creating-a friendly atmos-
phere. I got some excellent Hindi comic records and also used
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to play alittle Mozart and Beethoven which, 1 am sorry to say,
did not go down very well.

And then, in the middle of one of my tours, a young man
suddenly arrived in camp with a very large box, which had been
sent up from Jagdalpur by the police. When we opened it we
found it full of superb mechanical toys sent by two friends in
Bombay. These toys must have given more pleasure over a
wider area than any collection of toys that was ever made. Some
of them lasted for eight years and I took one or twe, their well-
worn mechanisms still ticking over, with me on expeditions in
NEFA. They were certainly a great help in making contact
with the Marias.

Yet normally, anything unusual was dangerous. The Marias
were very suspicious, for example, of the Census. They recalled
that after the 1931 Census many tigers had appeared in the forest.
It is always risky to count and measure, for ‘the sin of numbering
the people’ may reduce fertility. So after the 1941 Census, in
most villages, the house number-boards were carried out and
sacrifices of pigs were made before them.

The Marias were a tough and rather formidable tribe, with a
very high incidence of homicide, six times that of the neighbour-
ing Central Provinces. The jail at Jagdalpur was always crowded
with Marias serving sentences for murder. The administration
was worried about this, and I offered to try and discover why it
was. [ was given the freedom of the Record Room and here, after
turning over a great number of dusty files, I found a hundred
that gave me the sort of information I wanted. I also wanted
suicide records, but these were not so easy to come by, for they
were not kept at headquarters but in the local police-stations.
But the Superintendent of Police called in all the suicide files,
and I was able to find fifty about the Marias.

Having collected the records I mapped out the villages where
anything had happened and visited as many as I could. I talked
to the relatives of the murderers and of their victims, got the
opinions of village elders, studied the attitude of the other villa-
gers, and frequently met the actual individuals who had served
their term (for the death sentence was very rarely imposed)
and had now returned home.

This was an extraordinarily interesting job. In Aranpur I stood
beside the still warm ashes of the ritually-cremated clothes of
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Barse Chewa, who had recently been hanged injail. At Khute-
pal, I watched Oyami’s children playing on the very floor once
stained by the blood of his murdered wife. In Rewali I was
visited by a ferocious-looking youth, who had twice stood
trial for his life and had twice preserved it.

Here too I talked with another youth who, in a fit of jealousy,
had killed his wife and now—not unnaturally—found it hard
to get another. In Doriras I saw the grave of the murdered Boti
which had been desecrated by the Ghasias for the sake of the
purse of money which had been buried to help the ghost on his
journey to the other world. In the same village I visited the
home of Kawasi Borga, then serving a life-sentence, and talked
to his five sons and his sad pathetic wife.

An analysis of the reasons and motives for these murders
was revealing. Quarrels over property accounted for 15 per
cent; family quarrels for 16 per cent; jealousy, infidelity, sex
motives in general, for 17 per cent. Nineteen per cent were more
or less trivial crimes committed when drunk. Only five per
cent were caused by the suspicion or accusation of witchcraft
and sorcery. There were six murders committed for revenge,
and nine out of resentment at abuse or ‘word-magic’. This last
is an important and curious motive: to use the wrong kind of
words may be a very risky thing, being not only insulting to
the feelings but dangerous (magically) to the person.

One of the things which was a revelation, not only to me, but
also (I have been told) to more than one Sessions Judge, was
the discovery of the part played by fatigue in promoting acts of
violence. There can be a sort of fatigue-intoxication, not unlike
that caused at a certain stage by alcohol. Fatigue can cause dejec-
tion and irritability, worry, desperation and a desire to escape
from a situation which seems intolerable. And the Marias, like
other peasants, often get very tired. They return home in the
evening; supper is not ready, the child is crying, and in a flash
there is a blow and a dearly-loved wife is dead and a home 1s
ruined.

I spent many hours in the Jagdalpur jail, talking to Maria
prisoners, and what struck me most was the remarkable inno-
cence of many of them. They felt that an inexplicable destiny
had overtaken them. They did not feel like criminals; in many
cases their crimes were no more than tragic accidents. They
were a very sad company.



PHILANTHROPOLOGY 35

I first became interested in prisons in the Satyagraha days
when I made emphatic protest about the treatment of political
prisoners. Then, later, my experiences with the police in Mandla
gave me almost a horror of their methods and of the whole idea
of punishment and retribution in the treatment of crime.

The descent of the police on a tribal village is a dreadful thing.
For days the entire community is kept from its work and often
has difficulty even in getting anything to eat. How often we
watched it happen! The Sub-Inspector arrived and made his
camp in the best house in the village. He and his constables had
to be provided free of charge with food and drink of a kind that
the people themselves could only afford at great festivals. Third-
degree methods were often used before and, I am sorry to say,
even after Independence to obtain evidence. No one felt safe.
For days the shy and timid tribal people were distracted by
anxiety. Large sums of money secretly changed hands and
when the final arrest was made it was a heart-rending sight to
watch the prisoner in his handcuffs escorted to the boundary
of the village by a crowd of weeping relations.

I had the opportunity of visiting a number of prisons and
seeing how the tribal people fared, and in Bastar my interest
developed greatly. Dramatic incidents still further impressed
on me the importance of revising our methods of investigation
as well as our treatment of criminals. A girl in a village near
Sanhrwachhapar was accused of poisoning her husband. The
accepted routine was followed and though the villagers were
convinced, as I was, that she was innocent—and villagers are
seldom wrong about this sort of thing—she was arrested and
sent to jail where she was capitally convicted. We did not think
that there was any real danger of her being hanged, but one
day I received a telegram from Frittles Grigson telling me that
if nothing was done she would be hanged within a very short
time. [ have never driven a car so fast in my life as when I made
the three-hundred-mile journey up to Pachmarhi, where the
Government was having its summer session, in the hope of
obtaining a reprieve. When I arrived I was told that it was too
late. But I persevered and in the end succeeded in saving the
girl’s life, and she was reprieved to the terrible mercy of life-
imprisonment.

On one of my visits to jail, I saw, and can still see, two young
Gonds in handcuffs for murdering a Pathan moneylender who
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had driven them to the despair of hopeless poverty. With great
eyes filled with bewilderment and fear, like frightened and
beautiful deer of the forest, the two little Gonds were surrounded
by enormous constables.

The tribesmen suffer out of all proportion in jail. ‘If a Maria
is sentenced to a long term of imprisonment’, says Grigson,
‘he will beg to be hanged rather than be confined within walls:
and few of the wilder Bison-horn Marias survive long imprison-
ment.’ The grim forbidding walls, the stone beds, the rule of
silence, the unfamiliar food and language, the attitude of sup-
pliant and obsequious deference before officials, the absence of
recreations, the lack of religious comfort, the denial of human
companionship, the appalling monotony oppress and crush
them.

This is particularly true of the frontier areas. The NEFa
tribesman, who is taken down from the mountains and sent to
prison in the plains, suffers, in addition to the inevitable sense
of isolation, the affront to human dignity, the loneliness and
despair that afflict all prisoners, special deprivations. The heat
of the plains is almost unbearable to a hillman. It is probable
that no one knows his language. He himself may only have a few
words of Hindi or Assamese. In some cases tribal prisoners have
been in jail for years without hearing a word of their families and
they are too far away from them for visits.

Some of us have been very keen to have a special jail for our
tribal people, which will be a place of healing and restoration
and where the whole idea of punishment and revenge will be
banished. It is, however, extraordinary how even today many
officials think in very different terms. ‘“They put on weight while
they are with us,’ a Jail Superintendent told me. ‘They do not
feel things as we do,’ said another, and many people have urged
that even in the worst jail a tribal convict has a better time than
at home.

There was a theory about the threshold of pain which was
supposed to be higher among ‘savages’ than the civilized. In
other words, if you pricked a bishop and a Maria at the same
moment, it would be the bishop who jumped first. He was more
delicate: it would hurt him more. I don’t believe a word of it.

[ have always felt ashamed that I did not manage to go to jail as
a Satyagrahi but, as I have explained earlier, the British Govern-
ment would not have given me this privilege: they would simply
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have deported me. When I was in Jagdalpur I did discuss with
the Administrator whether I could somehow go as an ordinary
prisoner into the prison there, but he thought it would be diffi-
cult to ensure that the local magistrate would not give me a
sentence rather too long for scientific purposes.

VI

THE MARIAS

The most memorable thing about the Marias is their superb
marriage-dance when the men, wearing great headdresses of
bison-horns and carrying their long drums, move in a large
circle, while a row of women thread their way among them. It
is probably the finest dance in tribal India.

One day a young Maria called Alami Mata returned home
from the forest to find that the splendid horns and feathers of
his hereditary dance outfit had been stolen. This was something
more than the loss of a precious possession. In a neighbouring
village was a beautiful girl, unmarried and growing to love him,;
Alami was wooing her in the dance, and indeed in his magni-
ficent headdress, shaking his homs and pranang before his love
like a young bison, he must have been hard to resist. But now,
like Samson shorn of his hair, there was no strength in him;
how could he go to meet his girl in the mean and undistinguished
attire that was left to him?

As he stood brooding on his tragedy, his father came 1n and
abused him roughly for wasting time. It was too much for the
boy; lifé without music, love or thythm was'not worth living,
and he went out and hanged himself.

This incident illustrates the attachment of the Marias to their
great dance and to the finery which adorns it. The headdress of
bison-horns is the chief treasure of a Maria home. It is kept
with the utmost care, dismantled, in closed bamboo baskets,
and it takes nearly an hour to assemble.

This headdress, and the dance, is the sole expression of the
Marias’ aesthetic sensibility. They do not carve, or paint, or
model images on their walls; they do not, like their neighbours,
the Murias, make attractive combs and tobacco—holders Every-
thing they have to say goes into the dance.

And what a superb spectacle they created! The women were
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less elaborately attired than the men, but they too were clothed
in their own beauty, which was emphasized by the mass of bead
and brass necklaces that almost covered the breasts, and the
snoods and fillets of shining brass about their heads. I believe
that officials have now taught them to put on white saris and
cover themselves ‘properly’.

The men, carrying their long drums, move in a great circle
with a large variety of turns and changes; the ‘bison’ charge
and fight each other, pick up leaves on the point of their horns,
and chase the girl dancers.

The girls, each with a dancing-stick in her right hand, form
a long line and go round and through the men dancers with
many different movements and steps. They do not usually
sing, and indeed the tune would be lost in the thunder of the
drums. As they go, they beat the ground with their sticks, ‘dum-
dum-dum, di-dum, dum-dum’. Masked mummers, clowns
dressed in straw, naked acrobats carrying clubs, wooden guns
and nets, add to the gaiety of the scene.

To witness this dance was an unforgettable experience.
‘Whosoever danceth not, knoweth not the way of life,” and
conversely these people, for all their poverty, found in the
supreme ecstatic rhythm of their dance a way of life that raised
them above mediocrity into a kind of splendour.

VII

THE MURIAS

But my most important work in Bastar was to study the ghotul,
the unique dormitory-club of the Muria boys and girls. The
Murias live to the north of the Marias, all over a very large
wooded plateau, in substantial villages many of which could,
even in my day, be reached by car. The climate was good, the
people friendly and responsive, the country was easy—and the
whole business was exciting and interesting and new.

At this time the Murias enjoyed almost entire freedom. Once
I was off the main road and away from the few administrative
centres, | hardly ever saw an official. The people lived their own
life, unhampered if unimproved, and they lived it well. But
what I shall say about them is a part of history now and I must
write in the past tense.
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The ghotul was the central focus of Muria life, coming down
to modern times from Lingo, the heroic ancestor of the tribe,
who founded it.

The first ghotul is described as beautiful as the horns of bison,
beautiful as a horse’s throat. Its central pillar was a python, its
poles were cobras. The frame of the roof was made of kraits
tied together with vipers and covered with the tails of peacocks.
The roof of the veranda was made of bulbul feathers. Thé walls
were of fish-bones, the door was fashioned of crimson flowers,
the door-frames were the bones of ogres. The floor was plastered
with pulse. The seats were crocodiles.

The lord of the house wore a turban like a white gourd-flower;
his dhoti was coloured silk; his shirt shone in the sun; his clogs
were made of sandalwood, his stockings of mongoose fur, his
belt was a long thin snake; as he walked he sparkled. In his hand
he carried the eighteen instruments of music, heavy with the
charms of love.

Such is the legendary picture of Lingo and the first ghotul.

Similar institutions are widely distributed among communi-
ties of the Austro-Asiatic cultures, but it seems probable that
the Muria ghotul was one of the most highly developed and
carefully organized in the world. For what was a village guard-
room for the Nagas, a boys’ club among the Uraons, a refuge
for temporary sexual association in Indonesia, was for the
Murias the centre of social and religious life. For although the
ghotul was an independent autonomous children’s republic, it
had an all-pervading influence on the grown-ups, who could
not manage any social function without its help.

All the unmarried boys and girls of the tribe had to be mem-
bers of the ghotul. This membership was elaborately organized:
after a period of probation, boys and girls were initiated and
given special titles which carried with them graded ranks and
social duties. Leaders were appointed to lead and discipline the
society; the boys’ leader was often called the Sirdar: the girls’
leader was the Belosa. Boy members were known as cheliks and
girls as motiaris.

The cheliks and motiaris had important duties to perform
on all social occasions. The boys acted as acolytes at festivals,
the girls as bridesmaids at weddings. They danced together
before the clan-gods and at great fairs. They formed a choir
at the funerals of important people. Their games and dances
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enlivened and enriched village life and redeemed it from that
crushing monotony which was its normal characteristic in other
parts of India.

It was natural that the ghotul, ‘dear nurse of arts’, should foster
every kind of art, for here the boys and girls were all the time
on their toes to attract one another and to make life what they
believed it should be, beautiful, lively and interesting. And so
the boys made and decorated charming little combs for their
girls, and elaborate tobacco-boxes for themselves; the girls
made necklaces, pendants and belts of beads and cowries. The
boys carved the pillars and doors of their ghotul building, which
was often the finest house in a village. They made exciting toys
and masks. And above all they danced.

But this is common to many other cultures. What gave the
ghotul its unique interest was the approved and recognized
relationship between the boys and girls.

There were two types of ghotul. In the first, and probably
the oldest, which was sometimes called the ‘yoking’ ghotul,
the rule was that of fidelity to a single partner during the whole of
the pre-marital perrod. Each chelik was paired off with a motiar;
he was formally ‘married’ to her and she took the feminine
form of his title as her own. Divorce was allowed, though
‘infidelity’ was punished.

In the second type of ghotul, which was probably a later
development of the classic model, any kind of lasting attachment
between chelik and motiari was forbidden. No one could say
that such and such a motiari was his girl; his attachment was
rationed to three days at a time.

Although outwardly both types of ghotul were the same and
often only the most careful investigation could distinguish
them, the customs and atmosphere of the modern type were
entirely distinct. Here everything was arranged to prevent long-
drawn intense attachments, to eliminate jealousy and possessive-
ness, to deepen the sense of communal property and action.
There was no ghotul marriage, there were no ghotul partners.
‘Everyone belonged to everyone else’ in the very spirit of
Brave New World. A chelik and motiari might sleep together
for three nights; after that they were warned; if they persisted
they were punished. If a boy showed any signs of possessiveness
for a particular girl, if his face fell when he saw her making love
to someone else, if he got annoyed at her sleeping with another
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chelik, should he be offended if she refused to massage him
and went to someone else, he was forcibly reminded by his
fellows that she was not his wife, he had no right over her, she
was the property of the whole ghotul, and if he looked like that
he would be punished. |

This was sometimes called the ‘changing ring’ ghotul; because
in it you changed from girl to girl just as you changed your
rings from finger to finger.

The ghotul was very literally a night-club; it was only in the
evening that there was ‘a noise in the belly of the elephant’;
during the day, except on festivals, it was deserted. The real
life of the ghotul was in the firelight.

At any time after supper, the cheliks began to assemble. They
came one by one, carrying their sleeping-mats and perhaps
their drums. The little boys brought their daily ‘tribute’ of
wood, ‘clocked in’ by showing it to the official responsible and
threw it in a corner. The elder boys gathered round the fire; one
took a half-smoked leaf-pipe from his turban and ignited it by
placing a bit of glowing wood in the cup, another played a few
notes on his flute, a third spread his mat and lay down. The
Kotwar inspected the buildings to see if the girls had done their
work properly. Gradually all'the boys assembled.

Then the girls came in, with a rush, all together, and gathered
round their own fire. After a while they scattered, some sitting
with the boys, others singing in a corner, some lying down.

The others occupied the time in pleasant harmony; sometimes
they danced for an hour or two; the smaller children played ram-
pageous games; sometimes they just sat round the fire and
talked; in the hot weather on a moonlit night they scattered all
about the compound. Often they sang lying down, two by two,
chelik with motiari, or in little groups. A boy told a story; they
asked riddles; they reported on the affairs of the day; there was
sometimes a ghotul trial; they planned a dancing expedition or
allotted duties at a wedding. I shall never forget the sight in
some of the larger ghotuls of sixty or seventy youngsters thus
engaged.

After an hour or two of dancing, singing, games or story-
telling, certainly not much after ten o’clock, the serious business
of the evening began. The little boys went round saluting their
elders, a ritual then repeated by the girls. One of them distributed
finely-powdered tobacco from the ghotul store, to which all
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the parents contributed. Then the girls each went to her partner
of the day and sat down behind him. First of all, she shook out
and arranged his hair and then combed it. When this was done,
she massaged him, sometimes with oilseed, sometimes rubbing
his back with her comb, and then she cracked his fingers one
by one. :

By then it was fairly late and the boys and girls prepared to
sleep. The little boys and girls slept in long rows, while those
who had permanent or temporary partners lay down with them
in each other’s arms on their sleeping-mats.

Every night, when everything had warmed up, there camea
moment when I had to leave the ghotul. I would have given
almost anything to have stayed on, to have traced (having
watched the process of tumescence) the story to its end, evenif
only as an observer. But the rules were very definite and I knew
that if I broke them even once my chances of obtaining informa-
tion might be lost. So I always went away to my cold and
comfortless camp, nostalgic for the happy, exciting world |
left behind.

In the very early morning the Belosa got up and went round
the ghotul rousing her girls. They had to be out of the building
before dawn. ‘They leave early’, a boy told me, ‘because they
come laughing from the arms of the cheliks and feel shy aboutit.’

At least at the time [ knew them, the Murias had a simple,
innocent and natural attitude to sex. In the ghotul this was
strengthened by the absence of any sense of guilt and the general
freedom from external interference. The Murias believed that
sexual congress was a good thing; it did you good; it was healthy
and beautiful; when performed by the right people (such asa
chelik and motiari who were not taboo to one another), at the
right time (outside the menstrual period and avoiding forbidden
days), and in the right place (within the ghotul walls where no
‘sin’ could be committed), it was the happiest and best thing in
life.

This belief in sex as something good and normal gave the
Murias a light touch. Their saying that the young lovers were
hassi ki nat, in a ‘joking relationship’ to each other, expressed
their attitude exactly. Sex was great fun; it was the best of ghotul
games; it was the dance of enraptured bodies: it was an ecstatic
swinging in the arms of the beloved. It ought not to be too
intense: it must not be degraded by possessiveness or defiled
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by jealousy. It was believed that the best and most successful
sex relations were to be had in the modern ghotul where partners
often changed.

All this was, of course, very shocking to the conventionally
minded. Yet there is much to be said on the Murias’ side. In the
first place the cheliks and motiaris were wonderfully happy.
Their life was full, interesting, exciting, useful. The ghotul was,
as they often said, ‘a little school’. The cheliks were ‘like Boy
Scouts’, as I was told in a village which had a troop in the local
school. There was no comparison between these children and
the sad-eyed, dirty ragamuffins of villages at a similar cultural
level elsewhere. In the ghotul the children were taught lessons
of cleanliness, discipline and hard work that remained with
them throughout their lives. They were taught to take a pride
in their appearance, to respect themselvés and their elders; above
all, they were taught the spirit of service. These boys and girls
worked very hard indeed for the public good. They were imme-
diately available for the service of State officials or for labour
on the roads. They had to be ready to-work at a wedding or a
funeral. They had to attend to the drudgery of festivals. In most
tribal villages of the Central Provinces the children were slack,
dirty, undisciplined and with no sense of public spirit. The
Murias were very different.

With all this the missionary or social reformer would be in
agreement. ‘But’, they would say, ‘that is not the point. Our
complaint is that these boys and girls sleep together.” It was at
léast one point in their favour that this sleeping together did
not seem to do them a great deal of harm. There were no signs
of corruption or excess; these bright-eyed, merry-faced boys
and girls did not give you the impression of being the victims of
debasing lust. They were living a life of fulfilment and it seemed
to do them good.

They did (perhaps they still do) sleep together, but under
conditions of discipline and some restraint. Children in other
tribal villages also have sexual congress but without discipline
and restraint. The tribal and semi-tribal boys whom I knew
for so many years in other parts of central India all too often
began their sexual life before the age of twelve and indulged in it
freely till they were married and after. It is notorious that vene-
real disease has long been rampant throughout tribal India,
and some of the most pathetic sights I have seen have been cases
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of young boys and girls afflicted by it. I have no hesitation in
saying that for the areas that I know intimately, there was more
sexual excess among young people in ordinary villages than in
ghotul villages.

Another interesting and curious point is that there were few
people with a stronger sense of domestic morality and conjugal
fidelity than the Muria. Adultery was very rare, and was visited
with supernatural punishment when it did occur. You could
not find happier or more united families. One of the reasons
for this was that the ghotul system discouraged the custom
of child-marriage which was then rapidly spreading through
tribal India. Among romantically-minded tribal people, child-
marriage means, inevitably, domestic infidelity. Boys or girls
find themselves tied to partners in whom they have no interest
and naturally leave them and seek others. Another reason for
this remarkable fidelity among the Murias was that in many
ghotuls boys and girls were ‘married’ and were taught the neces-
sity of fidelity to their partners. In the other type of ghotul, they
grew up from their earliest years to believe that, though change
1s the mark of the unmarried, stability must characterize the
married. Once a girl was in your haq or ‘right’ she must stay
there and you must stay with her.

Now one of the drawbacks of semi-tribal India is domestic
infidelity. Divorce is universal, elopement common, adultery an
everyday affair. The ghotul villages have a much higher standard
in this respect. The incidence of divorce in Bastar was under
3 per cent. An examination of 50 marriages in Patangarh showed
23 divorces or 46 per cent.

We may also consider how the ghotul boys and girls were
almost completely free from those furtive and unpleasant vices
that so mar our modern civilization. There was hardly any mas-
turbation; where it was practised, it was due to the mistaken
efforts of reformers to improve the ghotul. Prostitution was
unknown, unthinkable. No motiari would ever give her body
for money.

The village dormitory is a symptom of a certain stage of
cultural development. We ourselves consider that we have out-
grown it; we may grow into it again. In the days when I shared
the free and happy life of the Murias I used sometimes to wonder
whether I was a hundred years behind the times or a hundred
years ahead. I do not suggest that we should replace the Public
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Schools by ghotuls and turn our own children into cheliks and
motiaris, but I do suggest that there are elements in ghotul life
and teaching which we should do well to ponder and that an
infection of the Muria spirit would do few of us any harm.

The message of the ghotul—that youth must be served, that
freedom and happiness are more to be treasured than any mate-
rial gain, that friendliness and sympathy, hospitality and unity
are of the first importance, and above all that human love—and
its physical expression—is beautiful, clean and precious, is typi-
cally Indian. The ghotul is no Austro-Asiatic alien in the Indian
scene. Here was the atmosphere of the best old India; here was
something of the life (though on a humble scale) portrayed at
Ajanta; here was something (though now altogether human)
of the Krishna legend and its ultimate significance; this was the
same life, the same tradition that inspired the Pahari paintings.

I wrote a big book of over 750 pages, The Muria and their
Ghotul, about all this, studying first the whole life of the tribe
and then going on to describe in great detail the life in the ghotul
itself.

At the beginning of the book, I put three fine quotations. The
first was from St Paul—‘Unto the pure all things are pure; but
unto them that are defiled and unbelieving is nothing pure; but
even their mind and conscience is defiled.’

The second quotation was from Hirschfeld: ‘For thousands
of years human folly has overwhelmed love with debris, pelted
love with filth. To liberate love from this is to restore that vital
human value which among all human values stands supreme.’

And the third was from Westermarck: ‘The concealment of
truth is the only indecorum knawn to science; and to keep any-
thing secret within its cold and passionless expanse would be
as prudish as to throw a cloth round a naked statue.’

Even supported by this, I was not sure how the book would
be received in India but in fact it was taken very well. A Bombay
publisher tried hard to persuade me to put my discoveries of
Baiga, Muria and other tribal intimate relations into A Sexual
Life of Tribal India, but I resisted this, for my aim was never to
titillate the reader’s fancy, but to make a serious contribution
to sexual knowledge, and this could only be done by regarding
sex as a part of life as a whole: it could not be described in isola-
tion, at least not by me.

My book was translated into French by Dr A. Bigot, a friend
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with whom I have often corresponded but never met, as Maisons
des Jeunes chez les Muria and published by Gallimard. By this
time, the English version had been long out of print and when
an Italian translation was proposed, we could not find a copy
and had to supply the publishers in Rome with the French
version. This was actually an advantage since Dr Bigot had
abridged the original and made a much more serviceable book.
Descriptions of the comportement sexuel of the Murias go better
in French than in English.

VIII

In December 1942 I paid my first visit to Orissa. The Darbars
of the Bonai, Keonjhar and Pal Lahara States, at the suggestion
of Norval Mitchell who had by then moved on to take charge of
the Eastern States Agency, invited me to tour in the tribal areas of
these States, inquire into the life and habits of the people and
make recommendations towards the solution of the problem
of shifting-cultivation which was very widespread there at this
time.

In view of the fact that it is frequently said that the British
Government never took any interest in the tribal people, 1t is
only fair to give my terms of reference, which incidentally give a
programme for the philanthropologist.

Mr Elwin’s task would be to show how best the people could be
led away from shifting-cultivation into the settled life of the permanent
cultivator after inquiring into their social, religious, economic, and
physical conditions. In other words, the expert knowledge of an
anthropologist would be added to the expert knowledge of Forest
Officers. He would consider what elements of aboriginal life and
culture should be preserved, and what should be regarded as anti-
social. He should after his inquiry be in a position to advise what
should be done to recompense and console aboriginals for the loss of
their shifting-cultivation, with particular attention to arts and crafts,
to see whether those could be preserved and developed in both the
cultural and economic interest of the people. He would observe any
other relevant features of aboriginal life, such as their need of medical
services or education. The final result would be a full picture of the
problem in all its aspects, which might be summed up as technical
and humanitarian, against the background of which future policy
and orders could be framed.
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My charter of duties was once expressed more succinctly by
another, very liberal, British official, who said, ‘Your jobis to
make such a damned nuisance of yourself that we shall be forced
to help your people.’

I found this tour, in the course of which I had some bad attacks
of fever but was assisted by a couple of elephants, extremely
interesting and I think my Report was useful. But this was the
only time in all these years that I was met with opposition and
for a very curious reason—that the villagers thought I had come
to stop shifting-cultivation and rob them of their land whereas
my Report actually made very different recommendations.

All sorts of rumours went about. An English official had gone
with the Forest Adviser to the Bhuiya Pirh the previous year
and the villagers believed that they were pursuing two European
fugitives supposed to be hiding in the hills. Popular rumour
had it that I myself was seeking to establish a place of refuge in
the event of a Japanese invasion. In Bonai a belief that we were
exporting girls ‘for the war’ meant that I hardly ever saw a
woman who was not over military age. In the wilder Juang hills
of Keonjhar, though some of the people remembered the former
Administrator Macmillan (a popular, and then almost legen-
dary, figure who married a Bhuiya girl), many had never seen
a white face before and, believing me to be an evil spirit, fled
into the jungle with shrill cries of horror and amazement.

But these suspicions soon disappeared and before long,
specially in Pal Lahara and among the Juangs, there was a very
friendly atmosphere—to which our elephants and Kumar, then a
small baby, largely contributed. I soon found myself being called
the ‘Rusi Sahib’—Rusi being the name of the ancient cult-hero
of the tribe. And once friendly, the Juangs were almost embar-
rassing in their attentions. They were full of interest about my
way of life, invading the tent at all times, and even peeping into
my bathroom (a very small leaf-hut) to study my techniques.
Indeed, I often felt as if I was a museum specimen and the Juanga
members of an ethnological committee investigating a creature
of the absurdest habits!

One morning an aeroplane hummed distantly overhead. ‘Do
you see that?’ said a Juang friend. ‘It is Victoria Rani come for
an inspection of her Raj, to see how it is getting on.” If she was
really in the plane, I thought, and could see what was happening
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to her Empire today, she would probably fall out. But it started a
discussion about aeroplanes. Somebody thought they ran on
very thin wires stretched across the sky. Someone else suggested
that there were men in them, special kind of men who did not
eat ordinary food, but lived on air. The Saoras told us later that
aeroplanes diffused a noxious vapour which gave fever to the
children in the villages over which they passed.

This conversation illustrates how unusually out of touch with
things were the Juangs, whom Dalton called ‘the most primitive
people I have ever met with or read of”.

At that time a visit to the Juang country was fascinating. The

‘country was wild and beautiful. The journeys continually sur-
prised us with the splendour of the landscape, and the palm-girt
flat lands round darling Malyagiri, whose rocks caught the sun
in ever-changing shades of colour, were unforgettable. In early
December, the country had special charm, for all the hills were
carpeted with fields of yellow sarson.

Two things about the Juangs stirred me very deeply. One
was their poverty, the other their grace and beauty as displayed
in their ‘animal ballet’. To see a typical Juang village one had to
go to the highest uplands of Keonjhar. Here were some of the
most picturesque hamlets in peninsular India, comparable only
to the enchanting Bondo villages of the Koraput Hills. Each
village stood self-contained within a large fence in a site chosen
not only for convenience but also for beauty. The houses, little
huts of mud with red walls, were either in a huddle on top of
one another or neatly arranged in narrow streets. Near by were
well-kept sheds for goats and cattle. In the centre of the village
was an open space used for a dancing-ground in front of the
often imposing village dormitory or club, the Darbar, where the
unmarried youths slept and the elders assembled on all important
occasions. The people were comparatively prosperous.

The Juangs of Pal Lahara presented a melancholy contrast to
those of Keonjhar. In the second decade of the present century,
the forest round the slopes of Malyagiri was reserved and the
Juangs suddenly found themselves cut off from their normal
means of livelihood. They were given cattle and land in villages
at the foot of the mountains, but they could not take to the un-
familiar plough, wild elephants destroyed the crops, and the
cattle, ‘which were old and decrepit’, died in a year or two.
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The Juangs swiftly fell into the position of landless serfs in econo-
mic bondage to their. neighbours, got more and more into debt,
lost their fields and, when I saw them, were making a miserable
living by weaving baskets—one qf the most pitifully unremu-
nerative of India’s village industries. A man could make one
large basket a day and got half an anna for it. He paid eight
annas a year, or the equivalent of sixteen days’ work, for the
privilege of taking bamboo from the forest he regarded as his.

The economic condition of these Juangs was deplorable. |
shall not easily forget going by night into a Juang village and
seeing old women, naked but for a single rag about the loins,
lying on the bare ground and trying to get a little warmth from
a flickering fire. The physique of the people was poor and they
were very diseased; the fine hard struggle with wild Nature in
Keonjhar developed muscle and strength—but in Pal Lahara
basket-making was a sedentary craft.

Even worse than their economic decay was their complete
religious and cultural collapse. Gone were the fine Darbar halls,
with their often remarkable carvings, of the Keonjhar Hills.
Gone were the stone pillars to the village goddess. Since they
had lost their own land, the Juangs themselves were unable to
offer worship or sacrifice to their gods; they had to call in (and
pay for) outside priests and magicians to help them. The beauti-
fully fashioned combs, the elaborate smoker’s equipment, the
gay necklaces, which were so marked a feature of Keonjhar
Juang life, were hardly known here.

The Juangs of Pal Lahara were the worst possible advertise-
ment for a policy of stopping axe-cultivation or of moving
people down to the plains. They underlined everything that
the most captious critics have said against the forest adminis-
tration. They were a pitiful instance of what happens when high-
landers are dislodged from their mountains.

The traditional dress of Juang women was a mass of bead
ornaments round the neck and a skirt of leaves fastened about
the waist by a girdle of bugles of baked earth. This dress was
established in the tribe’s mythology and hedged about with
the sanctions of religion.

The year 1871 was a bad one for the tribal people. In central
India British officials were forcing the Baigas to commit the
sin of lacerating the breasts of Mother Earth with the plough,
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thus throwing them into a psychological confusion from which
they have never fully recovered. In Orissa other officials were
persuading the Juangs to change their costume. A meeting was
held and some two thousand pieces of cloth were distributed,
after which the leaves were gatherd in a heap and burnt. ‘Persua-
sion’ continued and a majority of Juangs took to putting on
filthy rags instead of the beautiful and hygienic leaf-dress.

The futility of introducing the outward garb of civilization
without doing anything to instil its spirit is seen in the effect
this had on the Juangs, who still look back to the day when the
sacred leaves were burnt as a conquered nation might recall the
day of its defeat.

Since that time, the Juangs say, Sat—the spirit of truth and
religion, the power to live safely in a world of hostile magic—has
left the tribe. Tigers attack the cattle with impunity and the
offended earth gives but a scanty crop.

This may seem odd today but to force improvement on very
simple people without at the same time having an adequate pro-
gramme of development to make their lives fuller, richer and
happier can be disastrous and I was deeply disturbed by what
saw in the Juang hills and wrote strongly about it.

I have spoken of the extraordinary aesthetic experience of a
genuine dance of the Juangs in the old style.

Long ago Dalton wrote splendidly about their ‘animal ballet’,
and the dances which I saw again and again in 1943 were very
like those he saw in 1866. Some of the women were still wearing
their leaf-dress all the time, and they all put it on for ceremonial
and special occasions. I do not know whether the custom still
remains or how far they are maintaining their traditional ballet
today, for one of the saddest things about the march of civiliza-
tion into the forests is the way it kills so many forms of artistic
expression. But when I saw it, the dancing was still adept and
beautiful beyond words. The bright green leaves threw into
relief the golden-brown bodies of the girls, whose beauty was
so gracefully displayed. I specially remember the peacock and
deer dances when the girls moved with the grace of the loveliest
of all the creatures of the forest. They imitated the elephantand
the vulture well too, and when they squatted on the ground like
quails to peck up their food their movements were as charac-
teristic as they were rhythmical.

At the end of my expedition, I wrote—among many other
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things: “Today the Juangs are a small and impoverished tribe;
they demand great sympathy and knowledge for their adminis-
tration. They live in forests capable of yielding great wealth;
surely some portion of that wealth should be made available to
them so that they can enjoy fuller and happier lives.’ It is only
now that this is being done and, even now, I hope it is being
done properly.

Christoph von Fiirer-Haimendorf, always a most successful
explorer, had paid a visit to the Gadabas and Bondos while |
was in Bastar and had written to me with enthusiasm of the
beauty of the country and the attractiveness of the people. Once
I had finished work on my book about the Muria dormitory,
and encouraged by my experiences among the Juangs, I decided
to extend my interest to the Ganjam and Koraput Districts
of Orissa. On my first trip I was escorted by a large, friendly,
generous-hearted timber-man, Val Blackburn, who lived in
Raipur. He took me into the very wild and almost unexplored
country of the Kuttia Konds. A little later, we climbed the
Nimgiri mountain together and, later still, I made the first of
several visits to the high Bondo plateau and at the same time
made some study of the neighbouring Gadabas. Later, I moved
across to the Saora country in Parlakimedi and Gunupur, quite
the most lovely tribal area that | have ever seen anywhere. Here |
found, in Gilbert Murray’s phrase, ‘the apple tree, the singing,
and the gold’.

Touring, however, was already becoming more expensive,
though not so ruinously so as it is today, and it became evident
that to remain in the private sector would greatly hamper my
work. I had made friends with some of the Orissa officials,
who were very suspicious at first on account of my political
opinions, but later evidently became convinced that I was not
up to anything, and I was finally appointed Hon. Anthropologist
to Orissa on an honorarium which covered my expenses. Long
afterwards the late Mr S. Fazl Ali told me that when he was
Governor of Orissa he had decided to invite me to be Adviser
for Tribal Affairs for the State but, just as he was going to put
the matter through, he heard that I had been sent by the Prime
Minister to NEFA.

Out of my Orissa explorations came three books—Bondo
Highlander, The Religion of an Indian Tribe (about the Saoras)
and Tribal Myths of Orissa, as well as a special number of Man
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in India about the Juangs. I also wrote a number of reports for
Government and made recommendations for the welfare of the
tribal people. Had I been more energetic I could have done at
least two more books, for I had a great many notes on the
Gadabas and Konds and a large collection of photographs.

I will now give brief descriptions of three of the tribes I
visited—the Kuttia Konds, the Bondos and the Saoras. They
are not ‘anthropological’ descriptions and the reader who wants a
detailed account must go elsewhere. It may perhaps be ques-
tioned whether what I say here and in chapter 9* on the NEFA
tribes has a legitimate place in an autobiography. I think it has.
The tribes were such an important part of my life and brought
so much interest and pleasure into it that without them, without
the Baigas and Murias, the Bondos, Konds and Saoras, my story
would be incomplete. The Baigas introduced me to the wilder
forests; the Kuttia Konds and Marias kindled and educated my
sense of beauty. I thought about the Saoras, talked to and about
them, loved them, was absorbed in them for years. I thought
myself into the Murias, fascinated by not only the academic
but also the human problems raised by their unusual social
system. Only those who have some idea of them can really
understand me. My entire attitude to life has been affected by
the lovable NEFA folk. Apart from these tribes who, one by one,
filled my life to the brim, there is not very much for me to
talk about. Of the great events of my time I have only been a
spectator; [ have met very few important people. It is the tribes
who have been my life and that is why I have had to put them
in 1its record.

IX
Tae Kutrtia KoNDs

First let me describe the wild, remote and devastatingly attract-
ive Kuttia Konds.

The Konds are a large tribe, speaking a Dravidian language
akin to Gondi, who are scattered all over Orissa, but the Kuttia
Konds are confined to the desolate hills and forests in the north-
western corner of the Ganjam District. These Kuttias were very
poor, very timid, strikingly good-looking and, once you got
to know them, charming and loyal friends.

*Refer to original edition, The Tribal World of Verrier Elwin (OUP, 1964).
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They had a good deal of cause for their timidity. They were
grossly oppressed by Dom moneylenders and Patro landlords;
they had a hard time from the officials of the Forest Department;
their simplicity made them fair game for any rascally merchant
or black-marketeer who adventured into their hills; and they
lived in an area where wild animals made frequent attacks on
their lives and property.

During my first visit to their hills, a Kond, who was carrying
my mail down to the railway, was killed by a tiger and next
morning, when we “vent to the spot, all we could find was a
pool of blood and my letters scattered about the jungle. Wild
elephants also were a constant danger and did great damage to
the crops. Sometimes on tour we moved as a sort of convoy,
all sorts of people joining our party for protection through a
dangerous tract.

The Konds were constantly shifting their villages, which they
built in such inaccessible places that there was often no level
spot for us to make a camp. Like the Baigas, they were passio-
nately devoted to the practice of axe-cultivation, though they
were much more careful than the Baigas in observing a rotation.
so as not to ruin the forest permanently. Each village had perhaps
a dozen traditional sites to which it shifted in turn when the
available forest in the neighbourhood had been exhausted. Their
houses were very small, often with tiny doors. Once when I
was camping in one of their huts, the door was so low that I
had to crawl in and out on my hands and knees.

The villages, however, were often very picturesque. They
were usually laid out in two long rows of houses, each joined
to its neighbour. In the middle, standing up impressively against
the sky, was a forked pillar of sacrifice with buffalo horns placed
on its points. The stone of Mother Earth stood in front of three
other stones which served it as a protecting wall. Often there
was an elaborately caved pillar of sacrifice, decorated with cuch
relics as a buffalo’s skull, the tail of a barking-deer, sambhar
bones or a buffalo’s hoof. The villages were usually kept spot-
lessly clean.

Even in 1944 the desire for human sacrifice was fundamental
to Kond psychology. It will be remembered that, about a hun-
dred years ago, the Government put an end to the savage Merniah
sacrifices—human beings, who were offered to the Earth
Goddess in order to fertilize the soil. It was hard to believe that
these simple inoffensive folk could ever have practised so bar-
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barous a rite or could even now long so greatly for its restoration,
But it was so. In almost every village, hidden away in a priest’s
house, were the old implements of sacrifice—the knife, the
chains, the bowl to catch the blood—and the priests told me
how at certain seasons when the moon was full they could hear
these horrid tools weeping for the human blood which was
now denied them.

There were still carefully treasured a few human skulls,
perhaps a hundred years old, or bits of human bone, which were
brought out at special ceremonies or used as amulets. A great
hunter, who had a bit of finger bone, told me that he attributed
all his luck 1n the chase to his possession of it.

Long ago, when the Meriah sacrifice was put down by
Government, the Konds began to sacrifice buffaloes in place of
human victims. When this was done, an old human skull or
mask was brought out and laid before the symbols of divinity.
There was, when I was there, an attempt being made by well-
meaning but not very intelligent persons to stop even the buffalo
sacrifices in the interests of vegetarianism.

The Konds were devotedly attached to that ‘vile weed’ of
which Charles Lamb used to speak so eloquently. The boys
made excellent tobacco-tubes, decorated with patterns of 16zen-
ges and triangles. Their legend of the origin of tobacco is told
all over tribal India, even in NEF A. There was once a very ugly
girl whom no one would marry. She did her best to get a hus-
band, but no one wanted her. In despair she went to the Creator
and begged to be allowed to die, and to return in her next birth
as something which all men would love. He granted her request
and after her death caused a tobacco plant to grow out of her
despised body. And so the girl whom nobody wanted is now
the desire of all the world.

The Kuttia Konds had nothing—and everything. Long ago
[ wrote some verses about them which puts it better than any-
thing I could say now.

THE TRUE TREASURE

They have no treasure as the world counts gain.
Some starving cattle; a small bin of grain;

Torn scraps of dirty cloth; a string of beads;

A mat, a broken bed, a pot of seeds,
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A basketful of roots, a little meat,

The bows and arrows and a wooden seat,
Is all their low-roofed hovels boast of store.
Such is the sad accounting of the poor.

They have no treasure? Let us look again.
See how their courage triumphs over pain;
How patiently they cast the annual seed;
How steadfastly they bear their daily need.

These riches of the spirit are their power.
And then—the beauty like a perfect flower
That blossoms as the lotus from the mud,
The glory of the children in the bud.

See the fine bodies, unimproved by art,

The plum-black hair that twines about the heart,
The eyes that with the grace of fireflies move,
The shining teeth, the breasts that foster love.

Regard the features ravishing and dark,

And the gay song-filled voices. Hark, O hark,
To the sweet koel-music of their words

That dance and wanton with the coloured birds.

The breathing loveliness of human clay,

Though transient, transforms the hardest day.

How can we call them poor, whose wealth unbought
By contrast turns the rich man’s gold to naught?

X
THE BONDOS

Some years ago Michael Huxley asked me to do a piece for the
Geographical Magazine on ‘My Worst Journey’, part of which I
will reproduce here. I began by saying that I did not find it easy to
describe my worst journey, for I had never made a journey that
was entirely bad. And I went on to summarize my experiences
in the period before I went to Assam.

On the whole [I wrote] my travels in tribal India have been exceedingly
rewarding. They have indeed often been uncomfortable; the marching
and climbing has been arduous enough; I have had my share of sharp
fevers with their dreary sequels, far from medical assistance; supplies
of food have raised complicated problems. But in general, as I look
back, almost all my memories are pleasant: the beauty of the country-
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side, the charm and friendliness of the people, the excitement of
scientific inquiry, the support of devoted assistants, the alliance of
true friends—these things have made a quarter of a century, the greater
part of which has been spent far from the imagined comforts of civiliza-
tion and the supposed stimulus of educated conversation, a period of
singular happiness.

But of course  have had my troubles. I have been bored by delays,
irritated by tedious officials, exasperated by puritans, padres and police,
disappointed, frustrated, wearied, as every traveller must be. But
not a single tour or expedition has been without its great rewards.

First visits to any area are difficult: you do not know the
country or the language; interpreters are hard to come by and,
until they are trained, are usually worse than useless; you your-
self are unfamiliar and the people are not sure what you are up
to: all the minor irritations of life are magnified. And of these
first tours, I think the most difficult was the one I made into
the Bondo country of Orissa in December 1943.

The Bondos are a small tribe of the type now often called
Austro-Asiatic which—at the time of the 1941 Census—
numbered only 2,565 persons. Their country, elevated, beautiful
and remote; lies north-west of the Machkund river. Notorious
for their violent and inhospitable ways, they have preserved
themselves comparatively unaffected by the march of civiliza-
tion. Indeed by plainsmen and officials the Bondos are regarded
as entirely savage, almost as the classic savage type: the strange
dress and appearance of the women with their exiguous skirts
and shaven heads, the passionate and homicidal temper of the
men, their unfamiliar tongue, the inaccessibility of their abode,
have long separated them from their mild and conventional
neighbours. I do not know what has happened to them in recent
years, but when I visited them for the last time in 1947, the
only change I found was in their reaction to myself: by now
suspicion had given way to an almost ovarwhelming friendli-
ness.

The end of 1943 was, of course, a bad time to get about. All
maps were, very properly, controlled by the military authorities,
and so I had very little idea of where anything was. Food, with
equal propriety, was strictly rationed, and for a traveller to
obtain the necessary permits involved endless waiting about in
dreary offices. Rations were issued by the week, but I needed
supplies for several months. There was no regulation, the matter
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would have to be referred to Cuttack, what was the real purpose
of my visit?

Many things were not available at all. The absence of tinned
foods did not worry me, for I detest the stuff, but condensed
milk was a necessity in a part of the world where milk was taboo.
And of course there was no petrol.

To reach the Bondo country, if there was no petrol to drive
your car, involved a train-journey from Calcutta to Viziana-
gram, and then a ninety-mile trip by country bus through lovely
scenery to Koraput. The road winds steeply through the hills,
and many of the passengers were sick. At Koraput the chief
official had been a contemporary of mine at Oxford, but did
not think it necessary to look after me, and I was accommodated
in a sleazy dak-bungalow with broken windows. Sitting among
the rats and fleas, I recollected with satisfaction that my fellow-
collegian had taken a poor Third in History.

In the India of that time, unless you were an official, rich, or
had unimpeachable or intimidating introductions, no one took
very much notice of you. This was evident when we continued
our journey for the further fourteen miles to Jeypore where a
sumptuous guest-house was maintained by the Maharaja. Here
everybody settled down to make my further progress as difficult
as possible. In later years, I am glad to say, the local people
were as helpful as they were then obstructive.

We first had to reach a place called Govindapalle, forty miles
away. There was a bus, but it was not running that week: the
proprietor’s nephew was getting married. [ waited several days
and then put my stores and equipment on a couple of bullock-
carts, a mode of travel which I have always rather enjoyed. Its
one disadvantage is that it exposes you to interrogations:
who was I, what was [ doing, what was my aim in going to the
Bondos?—everybody wanted to know. However, we reached
our first Bondo village safely, but there discovered that no one
was willing to go with us up into the hills. The Bondos were
not used to carrying other people’s loads—and who could blame
them? It took a long time and much persuasion to get a dozen
porters. But we did get them in the end, and one glorious
morning climbed the steep hills to an enchantingly situated
village, Dumiripada, on the top of the world.

It was beautiful, it was romantic, but it was not hospitable.
There was no hostility: crowds of men, women and chil-
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dren thronged round as we put up a few leafy branches to
make some sort of hut; they all beamed amiably, but no one
would move a finger to help. Requests for wood and water, on
extravagant payment, were met by charming smiles—but no
action followed. The headman came, and he did his best, but
Bondo headmen have little authority. At last, after tremendous
argument and much shouting among themselves, a few boys
brought just enough water for the kitchen.

The Bondos, in fact, are remarkably unwilling to oblige.
They are prepared to sit round in the friendliest fashion, laugh-
ing, joking and chatting, so long as you do not ask them to do
anything. They are always ready to give information. But they
object very much to giving anything else. They have no appa-
rent desire to earn money. At one village I offered some boys
who had nothing whatever to do the equivalent of three days’
earnings to catch some fish for me, but they refused. They dislike
selling any of their possessions, and to live off the country here
is a real problem. This was not a cause of irritation, for why
should they do anything? But it was a practical difficulty.

Such help as we got came from an unexpected source. |
have had the privilege of knowing a good many murderers,
but hitherto most of these had been in jail. In the Bondo country,
where the homicide rate is the highest in all India, murder is
usually punished by a comparatively short sentence of five or
seven years, and I found that the most affable and helpful people
were those who had done time, even though I was sometimes
apprehensive that one of them might feel the need of a little
further practice. A further advantage was that these charming
if ferocious ex-convicts usually knew some Hindi or Oriya,
and we were therefore able to converse with them direct instead
of through an interpreter.

Our next village, Bandapada, was very timid. AsI wentdown
the street, mothers seized their children and hurried them
indoors, girls fled whimpering with fright, doors banged, fowls
and pigs scurried to safety, one youth hastily got up a tree.
Only a few old men, greatly daring, came to greet us. I can
endure any hardship other than the realization that I look like a
sort of ogre. Later I heard that it was supposed that [ had come
to take girls for the war, that [ was going to send all the children
to America to be baptized, and—most curious of all—that I
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was an Excise Officer who had come to introduce Prohibition.
After a time, however, a delightful person, who had twice been
to prison for successive murders and, as far as I could discover,
was even then planning a third, turned up and with his help we
got some kind of roof over our heads and a meagre supply of
necessities.

I then brought out the gramophone, which is usually a great
success. No sooner, however, had I put on a rather dreadful
record entitled ‘Fun with the Concertina’, whichIregretto say
is everywhere in great demand, than one old woman fell down
in a fit, several others flopped to the ground in an attitude of
worship, and all the children ran screaming from the place. A
deputation of elders quickly arrived to ask me to stop the music,
if that is the correct word, as it was evident that there was some-
thing very dangerous inside the sound-box and they did not
want to take any risks.

In the Bondo and Saora villages [ departed from my usual
custom of staying in someone’s house and instead we made little
huts for ourselves,

Under the bam
Under the boo
Under the bamboo tree.

These were of leafy branches with a deep layer of straw
underfoot and a rough thatch above. They were surprisingly
comfortable but unfortunately they were edible and almost
every night cattle would come and start eating the walls, which
was a constant disturbance.

On later visits [ had a very pleasant time with the Bondos.
On one of them Shamrao with his wife and two small children,
Suresh and Ramula, accompanied me and on my last trip I had
Victor Sassoon, who enjoyed himself thoroughly and took a
large number of first-class photographs, some of which I repro-
duced in my book, Bondo Highlander.

And the Bondos were well worth photographing, for on the
whole they are a good-looking people. Boys and young men are
often most attractive. Their fine carriage, magnificent physique,
free and open countenance, delightful smile, are captivating. The
way they do their hair is specially charming. As they grow older,
however, they degenerate a little; the face coarsens, the body is
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dirtier, the hair is done in a different, and less pleasing, fashion.
Like most tribesmen above a certain age, the Bondos let them-
selves go. Injail, they look terrible.

At first sight a visitor may exclaim that Bondo women are
the ugliest he has ever seen. But in a few days, after he has got
over the first shock of their rather unconventional appear-
ance, he may revise his opinion. The illusion of ugliness is
largely created by the shaven head. But a young girl with some-
thing covering her head—a fish-basket or a sickle-curved bundle
of bark—often shows the world a face of character and charm.
Little girls, ten or twelve years old, are sometimes very pretty,
especially when they decorate their head-bands with sprigs of
greenery and white, mauve or scarlet flowers. The chief fault
of the older girls (apart, of course, from the lack of hair) is that
there is perhaps a little too much of them. They are apt to be
plump, rather sleek and smooth, big-lipped, bagpipe-breasted,
with large thighs, thick calves, ‘thick as plantain stalks’. Older
women are often very charming with good features and an in-
definable attraction that speedily made one forget the oddity
of their appearance.

Bondo boys have very definite views about feminine beauty
and one day a group of them used some rather poetical expres-
sions while attempting to explain the meaning of a love-song.
The phrases are probably traditional or at least based on the
highly condensed song-technique. They described a girl’s body
as ‘beautiful as a white cloud’, her arms and legs ‘round and
shapely as a bamboo’, her breasts ‘sparkling as two fishes’; her
shadow ‘broad and healthy as a buffalo’. Above all, the beautiful
girl is ‘useful as the leaf of a giant creeper’—from which leaf-cups
and plates are made.

The Bondo sexual tradition was very different from the
Muria. To the Bondos sexual experience was difficult, dange-
rous and expensive; while the Gond or Baiga often thought of
intercourse as little more than a pleasant experience, the Bondo
regarded it as a very serious matter. There were several reasons
for this. The Bondo youth was bound by the most rigorous
taboos from having anything to do with the girls of his own
village; when he met the girls of other villages, he did so in public
and under conditions of the strictest conventionality. This
placed an effective brake on those casual everyday affairs which
were the normal recreation of village boys in other parts of India.
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Then again sexual intercourse was a risky matter; it involved
the introduction of the most precious of life’s possessions into
an unknown and alien world. This was something fundamental
in the psychology of the tribe; the Bondo could not bear going
abroad. That was his real torment in jail; that was why he was
so unwilling to carry our baggage to another village—I once saw
a group of women weeping in utter despair because a member
of the household was carrying some of my things to a place
only four miles away. Like other tribesmen, the Bondos had
the strange and sinister legend of the Vagina Dentata, which is
closely connected with the fear of castration. These legends,
which I have found among many Indian tribes and which have
also been recorded in North America and from the Ainus, were
entirely serious. They were not just dirty stories calculated to
raise a hiccoughing chuckle in the dormitory; they were the
attempt of Bondo fiction to suggest the risk of sexual congress.

But the most potent influence against promiscuity was that
the girls would not have it. It 1s generally admitted in other tribal
societies—and I believe it 1s largely true—that it 1s the girls who
lead men on. But this was not true of the Bondo girls. To them
sexual intercourse in the pre-marital period implied a serious
intention; it was almost equivalent to a betrothal. The Saora
youth drove an arrow between breasts carved in wood on the
pillar of the house where his beloved lived; after that she was
his. But if the Bondo youth translated this symbolism into
actuality, he was caught: he was hers.

All this was characteristic of the eastern group of tribes,
who were remarkable for their sexual reticence. The Saoras
had the same outlook, so did the Juangs, Gadabas and Marias.
But the Gond group had a very different tradition. The Gonds,
Pardhans, Konds and other allied tribes regarded the expression
of sexual passion, however delightful it might be, as a compa-
ratively trivial affair, to be indulged as a passing entertainment,
unimportant (provided certain conventions were observed) in
its effects. This does not mean that they do not fall in love; they
do, deeply and disastrously; but they found it possible at the
same time and in a different compartment, as it were, to enjoy
sex without getting too much involved.

I came to like the Bondos immensely and made many personal
friends among them. They were not only very lovable but un-
usually exciting. This was due mainly to their bad tempers,
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which meant that you never knew what was going to happen
next. The Bondos were aware of this defect and had devised 2
curious and unique rite of mutual castigation, for the express
purpose of teaching themselves to keep their tempers. Conduc-
ted with a mixture of ferocity and hilarity, it began with little
boys. To the excited beating of drums they armed themselves
with long switches, stood up two by two, and beat each other as
hard as they could. It was no pretence; soon backs were covered
with weals, and the little fellows bit their lips as they went for
each other with all their strength. When a couple had had enough
they saluted one another with mutual respect, clasped each
other in a warm embrace and retired in favour of another pair.
When all the boys had completed this piquant exercise, the priest
gave them a special kind of cake ‘to stop their quarrels’ and
delivered a little lecture: ‘Never beat anyone in anger. Let every-
one treat his fellow as a brother. Never make other people
angry.’

This was all right. The anxiety came when young men, per-
haps jealous rivals for the same girl, or old toughs hardened by
years in jail, began to beat each other: then there was a real sense
of tension. I think that this unusual rite does to some extent
succeed in its aim of training the Bondos to keep their tempers
under the sudden stimulus of pain, and serves as a surrogate
for the grosser emotions.

In spite of this there were a great many Bondo rows, some
of which I was privileged to watch. I was once present ata
violent quarrel when a Bondo attacked a Gadaba, who was
supposed to have insulted him by exposing his private parts.
The contrast between the ferocious Bondo, screaming abuse
in three languages (including bits of English), and the meek
Gadaba bowing before the storm with folded hands, was strik-
ing. Another day I saw a group of Bondo boys invade a Gadaba
village, and rob its favourite sago palm of its juice. The Gadabas
chattered with rage and anguish as they watched their precious
wine slipping down the ample Bondo throats, but not one of
them dared to interfere. When they had drunk their fill, the
Bondo boys paraded the village with an electric insolence and
charm. In spite of her rage, every Gadaba girl came out of her
house and stood gazing fascinated. After executing a particularly
obscene little dance just to put everyone in his place, the Bondos
finally departed, leaving the village exhausted as a person
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through whose body has passed a powerful, but not quite
fatal, shock.

It is indeed an extraordinary experience to witness a Bondo
quarrel. There is first an exchange of words. Hints about a wife’s
chastity, allusions to a sister’s virtue flicker to and fro. Then
the Bondo suddenly comes to the boil; the waters rise and topple
over. He twirls his moustache. He spits at his adversary. He
pulls out a few hairs and throws them at him. He chatters and
bubbles with temper. And then he draws his knife or jumps
for his bow and arrows.

Yet this 1s not the last word. Bondo life was marked by
courage, freedom, equality, independence and industry. The
defects of these qualities were equally evident; courage became
an indifference to human life, freedom and independence de-
generated into ill-mannered aggressiveness, too strong a sense
of equality could become bad citizenship. The Bondo drank
too much; he was often lazy and drove his womenfolk too hard;
he was not very clean; he wasted a lot of time in the exact, and
rather fussy, performance and repetition of ceremonial. But
otherwise there was a great deal to be said for him. If he was a
savage, he was at least a noble savage. If he was poor, he was at
least patient and courageous in his poverty. If he was outside,
and perhaps behind, the main stream of civilization, he was at
least free of many of its debasing vices.

In a hotel where I stayed at Chiengmai in northern Thailand
there was a notice announcing that young ladies and ‘excessive
persons’ were not admitted into the rooms at night. The Bondos
attracted me because they were excessive persons, and after all
Blake once said that ‘the road of excess leads to the palace of
wisdom’.

X1
THE SAORAS

My study of the Saoras extended over seven years. I concen-
trated on one section of this very large tribe, the Hill Saoras of
Ganjam and Koraput, and particularly of the villages in the hills
above Gunupur, which at that time were almost completely
untouched by missionary or other external influence and where
it was possible to see the old life as it must have continued for
hundreds of years.
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To these I went from Patangarh to stay long periods and often
made my camp in one village for two or three weeks at a time.
I took my books and papers with me and settled down as though
I were at home. In fact, [ wrote a good deal of my book about the
Saoras on the spot, and was able to correct or verify things as |
went along. The people were very good to me and used to make
me charming little two-roomed huts of branches and leaves,
with good verandas. The quickest way to their hearts was by
gifts of country-cigars called pikas. For these they had, and I
hope still have, a passionate attachment. They were also very
fond of tea and were constantly dropping in for a cup or two. |
often had half a dozen people round my bed soon after dawn
anxious to share my morning tea.

Yet in my day at least, the Saoras did not really want to have
visitors. After any outsider had been to the village they made
special sacrifices to purify the place from any possible magical
defilement. In one area I found a regular tariff: for a Forest
Officer they sacrificed a goat, for a Sub-Inspector of Police a
fowl, and for an anthropologist a large black pig.

They had a god called Sahibosum, who was propitiated for
the express purpose of keeping touring officials away. A sahib,
of course, is anything in a hat and a pair of trousers. Wooden
images were made and erected outside the village. There was
also an image of the ‘Memsahib’ goddess, usually just a little
larger and more formidable than her husband. She was always
represented as wearing a sola topi.

There was nothing personal about this. Even your best friends
would make these sacrifices and erect these images. It was simply
that if you came from the outside world you might bring, cling-
ing invisibly to you, some sort of spiritual infection; a spirit
or demon might use.you as a vehicle to get inside the charmed
village boundaries.

In spite of this, I managed to visit almost all the hill Saora
villages and in some of them I felt like an explorer, for those
in the remoter parts of the hills had not been visited in living
memory by any outsider, and for months at a time I did not
meet any official: Sahibosum had clearly been effective. I was
there in the cold and also when it was very hot, indeed at all
times of the year except the height of the rains.

The beauty of the country was almost overwhelming. When [
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was younger I had a feeling for Nature akin to that of the young
Wordsworth. Natural beauty haunted me like a passion. It was
‘an appetite; a feeling and a love’ that had no need for any interest
‘unborrowed from the eye’.

But I think that from the very beginning of my time in tribal
India I moved on to Wordsworth’s further stage of hearing
oftentimes ‘the still, sad music of humanity’ against the back-
ground of Nature. This was particularly true of my years in
Bastar.

Later, in NEFA among the northern mountains, their mystery
and grandeur disturbed me with the sense of the universal
presence, ‘the joy of elevated thoughts’, of which Wordsworth
writes again.

But in the Saora hills the appeal of Nature was largely sen-
suous. [t was, 1t 1s true, always a setting for human beings and
yet its impact was almost physical. I ached for it and when |
had to leave it, it was always with a very heavy heart.

The Hill Saoras had large substantial villages; they erected
menhirs and sacrificed buffaloes for their dead; their religious
needs were served by male and female shamans; they engaged
in both terraced and shifting cultivation; their men put on a
long brightly-coloured loin-cloth and their women wore a
handwoven brown-bordered skirt and did not usually wear
anything else; the women also greatly enlarged the lobes of
their edrs and had a characteristic tattoo mark down the middle
of the forehead. They retained their own language and very
few of them spoke any other.

Saora houses were well-built and in long streets, and some
Saora chieftains were comparatively wealthy. Indeed, they
might all have been fairly well-to-do, so laborious and careful
were they, had it not been for the shocking exploitation to which
they were subjected by their landlords and moneylenders.

It was a heart-breaking sight to stand by a Saora’s threshing-
floor and watch his creditors and parasites remove in payment
of their dues so much of the grain which he had laboured so
hard to produce.

The great achievement of the Saoras is their terracing. They
build up the hillsides for a thousand feet, terrace rising above
terrace, perfectly aligned, so carefully done that not a drop of
water escapes uselessly and all erosion is checked. Sometimes a
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great stone wall, fifteen feet high, will hold up a ridge of cultiv-
able soil only three feet wide. These terraces have been rightly
praised as works of great engineering skill.

The main subject of my study was Saora religion, for the
Saoras are quite the most religious people I have ever met.
Happily, they did not resent my inquiries but were rather flat-
tered by them. Where other tribes postpone a festival or cere-
mony if a visitor comes to the village, the Saoras used to insist
on my presence at everything. They took me into their houses,
made me sit on the floor near the officiating priest and explained
it all in great detail as the long ceremonies took their course.

In fact we used to have a saying that there was never a holiday
for the anthropologist in the Saora country. Every day some-
thing happened. You were just settling down to a quiet siesta
when you would hear the roar of gunfire echoing in a neighbour-
ing valley, and you knew there was a funeral which you simply
must attend. Or someone would arrive at dawn with news of
a most exciting ceremony in a village five miles away and due
to start in half an hour.

I was rather often ill in the Saora country, for malaria was a
dangerous scourge there and  had some very bad bouts of tooth-
ache. Even this worked out well, for the priests and even the
priestesses used to crowd in to my little hut, sit by my bedside
and attempt to cure me by their own techniques. And cure or
relieve me they often did, for their methods were extremely
soothing and their affection and interest was reviving. I also
learnt by personal experience a great deal about their ideas that
I might otherwise have missed.

During this happy period I found that my old Oxford studies
in theology, which at one time I had written off as wasted, were
of unexpected value. Heiler’s monumental book on prayer, for
example, William James on the varieties of religious experience,
Otto on the numinous element in religion as well as many other
books helped me to understand the Saoras better.

Saora life was completely dominated by their religion.
Beyond and around this life and this visible world is an unseen
realm of vital reality, peopled by a host of spirits whose activities
impinge on normal existence at every turn.

The ghosts live in an Underworld, which is something like
this world of our own, but everything is on a Lilliputian scale.
The houses are very small; the clouds lie low upon the land; 1t
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is always twilight under the infernal moon. The ghosts live a
sad half-life, ill-fed and poorly clad, until they themselves die
again and, if they are cremated in proper form, vanish from
the misery of existence forever.

But the rulers of the Underworld, the tutelary spirits, do
themselves well. They have large houses, the best of food and
clothing and many servants. They keep tigers and leopards (as
men keep dogs) as pets. The bear is the priest and the porcupine
the medicine-man of this strange world.

It is the great desire of the tutelary spirits, both male and
female, to find partners among the living. They come to them
in dreams and beg them to marry them. There is a special class
of girls who at the age of puberty have dreamt of these unearthly
lovers and after a turbulent period of wooing have agreed to
marry them.

The marriage is an elaborate affair, quite as elaborate and
expensive as an ordinary marriage, and whenitis over, the girl
is a Kuranboi, a priestess who henceforth will be able to do the
work of divination and healing with the aid of her unseen hus-
band. The Saoras believe that the girls can have children from
these husbands, and I met many Saora women who had families
both in this and in the other world. Sometimes, listening to the
way they talked, I used to wonder which was the more real to
them.
~ But in spite of the realm of fantasy in which they lived, these
women were practical and devoted servants of their tribe. They
were always ready to hasten to minister to the sick and console
the sorrowful. Men also were subject to these experiences, and
they became, as a result, the all-important medicine-men of
the tribe.

The work of these simple ‘doctors’ had great survival value.
It gave the patient the sense that someone cared about him. It
made him believe that he was going to get well. It settled his
conscience and gave him the will to recover. And the medicine-
men took their profession sertously and worked very hard at it.

To the research man there is no greater happiness, no deeper
love, no more thrilling excitement than to work in such a field
as this. I have found not only among the Saoras but other tribes
too that there comes a moment when everything falls into place
and you suddenly see the life of a people as a harmonious whole
and understand how it works. This decisive moment, which
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can only be achieved after arduous study, is one of the greatest
experiences that a scholar can have.

But it always took a long time. A friend of mine who read
this book in manuscript, unlike my other friends who wanted
me to put in more about my vices, told me I should say some-
thing about my virtues. ‘That would be very nice,’ I said, ‘but
what virtues have I?” He was a little stumped by this but after
some thought he said, ‘I think your greatest virtue is patience.’
There may be something in this, for I have always been content
to go forward without reward or recognition and in my search
for the truth to take any trouble and to*spend any amount of
time in finding it. Things take me a long time, and I have always
been content to wait.

Sometimes people wrote about the sacrifice I made in going
into tribal India. But that 1s certainly not a virtue I can claim.
What sacrifice could there possibly be in living in the beauty of
the Saora hills or in the heart-warming atmosphere of Patan-
garh? There has never been a moment of sacrifice in my life;
for everything I have given I have been repaid tenfold, and of
myself I can say:

Love had he found in huts where poor men lie;
His daily teachers had been woods and rills,
The silence that 1s in the starry sky,

The sleep that is among the lonely hills.

My memories of life in Bastar and Orissa are, like my memo-
ries of Oxford, inconsolable. I shall never see, no one will ever
see, the Muria ghotul as I saw it, or the Saoras as I saw them. It
may be that [ myself helped by my very presence to destroy
what I so much admired. But all over tribal India the old free-
dom is disappearing and with it something of the old happiness.
Change is inevitable and I have no doubt that the great schemes
of village welfare have brought some profit to some of the
people already and in time will bring new life to them all. How
far this will in the long run result in their happiness is a problem
that vexes all those who think seriously on the subject.

But however this may be, one thing is clear. The old romantic
exciting days, the beauty and the zest have gone for ever. 1
would not recall them if it meant loss to even a single child, yet
it is hard not to feel nostalgic for what used to be.
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I heard a voice that cried,
Balder the beautiful
Is dead, is dead.

XII

A special, and very important, aspect of research is photography:
this led me into many adventures, especially in the early days
and the remoter regions, where it was by no means easy.

The camera to many tribal people is an object not only of
embarrassment, but of fear. That mysterious aperture which
points in their direction in so sinister a manner, the almost in-
evitable fuss and preparation that precedes the taking of even the
simplest photographs, the fixing of the tripod, the manoeuvring
for position, cannot fail to alarm them. In a bazaar in Mandla
District I saw a rather photogenic blacksmith—it was when I
was writing my book about the Agarias—but when I pointed
my camera at him I was startled to see a wave of fear pass over
everybody within sight. The local constable came up to me,
saluted smartly, and said, ‘I can get you a much better man
than that,’ but before I realized what he meant the whole bazaar
was on the move. People leapt to their feet upsetting the stalls,
throwing baskets of vegetables to the ground, trampling on
bales of cloth, and in a few moments they were all streaming
away into the jungle. I later discovered that even the constable
supposed that my camera was a sort of anthropometric instru-
ment by which I could measure the stature of likely recruaits for
the Army. Another time in the Raipur District, people trembled
with fear while I was photographing them and afterwards one
of them said, ‘You have taken all my strength and shutitup in
that little box.’ In another place I found that the people supposed
the camera to be a sort of X-ray instrument with which I could
see right through their clothes and bodies down to their livers.
Everybody knows, of course, that the liver i1s a very important
thing in black magic. You try to affect the person’s liver as a
preliminary to murdering him by witchcraft. If you can get hold
of a bit of the liver of a dead man or even a picture of it, it 1s a
very potent source of supernatural power.

In Bastar, when I was making a documentary film of the
Murias and Marias, I found, on the whole, that they were very
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good about letting me photograph them and I was often asto-
nished at the willingness of even the children to come before
the camera. But sometimes the luck was bad. I once went to
photograph a Muria wedding; in fact, I was invited to go by
the father of the bride, who was an old friend. For the first day
everything went swimmingly. We exchanged presents: we were
allowed to see everything that went on: I have seldom beenin
a more friendly company of people, I was able to get a number
of excellent pictures. Then, on the morning of the second day,
the bridegroom had a fit. I was standing nearby with my ubiqui-
tous camera in my hand. My heart sank. I knew what would
happen. Gradually, inevitably, the eyes of the entire company
turned to me. I knew what they were thinking: that queer little
box had brought the wrath of the gods on the bridegroom. After
a few minutes the boy’s mother, a very forceful woman witha
mass of false hair curled up and up on the top of her head (she
was said to be an incarnation of the god Mahadeo), declared to
my face that it was the camera that had troubled her son. There
was nothing to be done. The atmosphere was ruined. After
that, even though I put the camera away, whenever people
saw me they looked embarrassed and awkward. I felt as thoughl
had indeed a black monkey sitting on my back.

Once when I was touring among the Bison-Horn Mariasin
the beautiful mountains of south Bastar I had with infinite
trouble arranged to take a photograph of boys and girls fishing
in ariver. As always, of course, the people had first of all declared
that they did not know what fish were. Then, when they had
gone so far as to admit that there were fish, they said they never
actually caught any of them (they probably thought that I was
making an inquiry to take their fishing rights from them—a
thing which has been done in some parts of India). Then they
said they had no fish-traps and we had to go and search for them
in the village. When at last we got the boys and girls carrying
their traps down to the river bank, a sinister-looking old man
appeared and said something in a loud voice. Immediately,
before you could count ten, the place was deserted. Everybody
disappeared into the jungle, leaving the traps and fishing-tackle
on the ground. I then discovered that the old gentleman was
the village priest and had announced that it had been revealed
to him by the gods that anyone who allowed himself to be
photographed would die forthwith.
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I dealt with this by making the priest himself pose for his
photograph. At first he presented a large and obstinate back,
but I ultimately made him face me, and so was able to declare
that if anybody was going to die he would be the first. I then
showed the villagers photographs of the Maharaja and my
own wife and myself and pointed out that we were all alive and
happy in spite of the way our ‘souls’ were plastered on these
bits of paper. On this occasion it was possible to make a certain
impression and I shortly afterwards got an excellent picture of
a cock-fight, the villagers presumably supposing that even if
my lethal weapon did slaughter the cocks they could always
eat them; but I was unable, with all our persuading, to recapture
the same happy natural atmosphere which we had had before
and which is, of course, essential to the making of a successful
film.

Sometimes local subordinates or helpful friends can be equally
embarrassing. Once in Sarangarh I had succeeded, with a lot
of trouble, in getting a group of villagers natural and at ease,
just ready for a good picture, when a zealous chaprasi rushed
up exclaiming ‘How dare you sit in that casual manner in front
of the Sahib!’

I had similar experiences in NEF A, and among such highly
photogenic people as the Boris and Wanchos I had to put my
camera away entirely when I visited most of their villages. |
never had any difficulty, however, among the Buddhist tribes
along the frontier.

XIII

Composing books is one thing. Typing them out and getting
them printed is quite another. Until [ came to Shillong, except
for a brief period, I never had a stenographer or typist and I
myself typed out all my larger books. My practice was to type
out a rough draft, then retype it again filling in the gaps and
finally to make a fair copy. This involved an enormous amount
of work but it was worth it, for [am convinced that you can do
much better when you write yourself than when you dictate.
Then there is the business of proof-reading. My publisher,
Roy Hawkins of the Oxford University Press, who undertook
the profitless task of producing a whole series of my books
during the war-years when paper was hard to obtain and printers
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were overburdened, used to tell me the way to read a proof
before you sent your typescript to the printer. The Oxford
Press impressed on me, among many other things, how careful
you must be if you are going into print. What used to happen
was that soon after I sent them a manuscript I would get a letter
with a long list of queries. [ have never been very good at spelling
and the Press usually discovered that I had spelt words in diffe-
rent ways on different pages. Sometimes there were mistakes
In grammar, sometimes in punctuation. When I began publish-
ing I had the idea, so common among young authors, that
somehow or other the printers would ‘put it right’. [ now leamnt
that, particularly in India, the printers would reproduce exactly
what they saw in the text. Many compositors, in fact, do not
know English but are simply trained to follow their copy
exactly.

Then proofs would come and go; I would read them two or
three times; the office of the Press would also read them; and
finally Hawkins himself reads, I believe, every book he publishes
at the final stage before it is struck off.

Sometimes we had amusing problems, particularly when|
wrote about more intimate matters. There was one compositor,
clearly suffering from a little complex about it, who, whenever
the word ‘sex’ came in my manuscript, set it upside down.
Nearly all compositors, I found, set up the expression ‘public
hairs’, which is one of the curious things anthropologists some-
times write about, but this is, of course, exactly what they are
not. When my book on the Murias was half ready there wasa
crisis because the Mission Press which was doing it suddenly
realized what it was about and wrote to say that they could not
possibly print such a shocking work. Hawkins, however, was
firm and told them that they should have read the typescript
before accepting the contract. Fortunately, the manager of the
press was an exceptionally liberal Baptist and he himself thought
the whole business rather funny. I estimated that by the time
we finished, the Oxford Press and I between us read the proofs
of this book no fewer than eight times, with the gratifying result
that in three-quarters of a million words only three misprints
have been found, an achievement to which the Baptist Mission
Press of Calcutta notably contributed.
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Organization of the Tribe

The Muria and their Ghotul (1947)

I. THE CLAN SYSTEM

An elaborate discussion of the clan system of the Muria would
be out of place and not very profitable, for it is impossible to
bring any kind of order out of the confusion into which that
system has fallen in modern times. But some account of the clans
and their rules must be given, for they are of real importance to
the children in the ghotul and a breach of the clan-rules may
merit not only the vengeance of the Departed but severe punish-
ment from the leaders of the ghotul and of the tribe. The clans
regulate the absorbing question of marriage and the still more
absorbing relationships of chelik and motiani. Their distribution
directs to some extent the annual dancing expeditions. The clan
festivals are among the most exciting and colourful incidents
in the ghotul’s life.

I will therefore briefly outline the clan system—though it
must be remembered that it is not really a system—and I will
then give a few stories about the origin of these clans and finally
an account of the rules and customs that are observed.

The clan system of the Muria is now greatly confused. In the
old days it seems probable that the inhabited territory of north
Bastar was divided up among the different clans of Maria and
Muria, and each had its own particular bhum or clan area. In
each bhum there was a spiritual capital called the pen-rawar or
pen-kara. Here lived the clan-god or Anga with the clan-priest
to tend him and mediate between him and his kinsmen. Here
they came for the chief festivals of the Anga; here they brought
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their dead and erected their menhirs; here they gathered for the
special panchayat that discussed offences against the clan laws.

Traces of this organization exist, but the increase of popula-
tion, the occupation of vast new tracts of land, the scattering of
the clansmen in all directions has destroyed the clear pattern of
former days. Many Muria have never visited their pen-rawar,
many are living in bhum that really belong to other clans, most
clans have bhum rights in villages that are widely apart. There
are no longer compact clan areas, and in every village—though
each is regarded as the bhum of some special clan—there live
members of several other clans.

It was this fact, of course, that made the ghotul, in its Muria
form, possible. Among the Hill Maria, where the old one-clan-
to-one-village system still survives,! girls are not allowed to
share the dormitory with the boys because of the obvious danger
of clan incest.

The Muria, then, preserve the old traditions but in a confused
and disorderly way. Many clans have more than one pen-rawar
and several gods. The Naitami clan, for example, has spiritual
headquarters at Kharkagaon, Kabonga, Chingnar and Sirpur;
the Poyami clan worships Samrath Dokara—an Anga—at Sirsi,
as well as Budha Pen at Lanjora and Chingnar. The Dhurwa
clan has a clan-god, Son Kuar, at Metawand and another, Budha
Dokara—an Anga—at Kharkagaon. The Sori clan worships
Budha Pen at Chingnar, Kara Hurra at Garanji and Lalit Kuar
at Gorma.

In each case, however, there is one ancient pen-rawar to which
the more orthodox elders of the tribe go when they can and
where they will have their menhirs erected. This belief in the
clan-bhum, whether original or adopted as a result of immigra-
tion and settlement, is still sufficiently alive to excite serious
quarrels. It was a dispute over the rights to a clan-bhum that
began the deadly feud between the sorcerer Singlu and the people
of Almer.2 Most of the inhabitants of Almer belong to the Kaudo
clan (which has its pen-rawar at Kharkagaon) and they consider
that the place 1s Kaudo-bhum since they first settled there. But
Singlu is a Karanga. One day he said to the Kaudo priest, ‘Let
me erect memorial stones in your village; then my ancestors
will live here and will help me and my family’. But the priest

1See W. V. Grigson, The Maria Gonds of Bastar (Oxford, 1938).
2 See p. 204 of original edition, The Muria and their Ghotul (OUP, 1947).
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pointed out that the headquarters of the Karanga clan was at
Kokori. ‘If you bring your ancestors to this village, our gods
will be neglected,” he said and refused to give him any bhum.

There was a similar conflict at Bandopal. The bhum here also
belongs to the Kaudo clan which has erected a number of men-
hirs. Members of the Gaude clan, which stands in the akomdma
relationship to the Kaudo, demanded a share of the bhum, prob-
ably because it was more convenient for them than to go to
Kharkagaon. After many quarrels and along dispute, the Kaudo
people agreed to let the Gaude clan erect its menhirs within
their bhum territory, and they even made a Gaude Gaita assistant
to the chief Kaudo Bhum-Gaita (priest of the soil). But many of
the Kaudo clansmen objected to this and stopped erecting men-
hirs at Bandopal, going instead to Kharkagaon (where indeed
they ought always to have gone). In the end the Gaude people
decided to give up erécting menbhirs at all because of the expense,
and gave back the land to the Kaudo clan.

The clans fall roughly into five phratries, which are generally
called by the Hindi word for ‘race’, vans. There is the Nagvans
or Serpent Race, which includes a number of brother-clans,
most of which have the cobra as their totem and cannot marry
among themselves; the Kachhimvans or the Tortoise Race,
the Bakravans or the Goat Race, the Baghvans or the Tiger
Race and the Bodminkvans or the Fish Race.

All the clans within one phratry are dadabhai, or brothers, to
one another, and all the members of each clan are dddabhai to
each other. The word used to describe the relation of a clan into
which you can marry your daughter is akomdma, a combination
of the words ako, which means a man’s mother’s father, daugh-
ter’s son and daughter’s daughter (all of whom will belong to a
different clan in a different phratry) and mdma, which means
a man’s mother’s brother, his father-in-law and his wife’s
brother’s son (who will again, of course, be members of different
clans).

A chelik or motian, therefore, who is seeking either amorous
adventure or permanent domestic relationship, has to turn to
members of the akomama clans. Fortunately, owing to the wide
distribution of the population, there are nearly always members
of such clans in one’s own ghotul or near at hand.

Before going on to describe the origin of the clans and the
special rules that govern them, I will give in tabulated form a
list of clans with their totems. It is not worth while adding to
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this an account of the bhum territory as this is too scattered and
disorganized; the same is true of the clan-gods and pen-rawar.

It will be noticed that in addition to the phratry totem each
clan has its own totem which is sometimes different. The Sorj
clan has three different totems.

CLAN TOTEM CLAN TOTEM
The Nag (Cobra) Phratry

Buyi Bullock Maravi Goat
Dhurwa Goat Kassi Maravi Kassi tree
Duga Cobra Etikal Maravi She-goat
Kalo Cobra Nei Nuroti Dog
Karanga Wild buffalo Nuroti Cobra
Kaudo Goatand horse Partabi Goat

The Kachhim (Tortoise) Phratry

Kawachi Tortoise Parchapi Tortoise
Komra, Tortoise Poyami Tortoise
Markami Tortoise Tekami Tortoise
Naitami Tortoise and dog

The Bakra (Goat) Phratry
Gaude Goat On Goat
Karhami Goat Uika Kassi tree
Komra Goat Wadde Goatand
Kunjami Goat kassi tree

The Bagh (Tiger) Phratry

Sori Tiger, buffalo and bod fish
Wadder Buffalo

The Bodmink (Fish) Phratry

Halami Bod fish Kuhrami Kassi tree
Hurpundi  Bod fish Kumoti Kumot bird
Kachlami Kassi tree Usendi® Usi bird

3 Russell and Hiralal put the Usendi clan in the Kachhimvans. R. V. Russell
and R. B. Hiralal, “The Tribes and Castes of the Central Provinces (Nagpur, 1866)
Vol. III, p. 65.
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I have somewhat arbitrarily divided the clans into these five
phratries, though we must not suppose that this is how the
Muria usually thinks of them. In each area he is only concerned
with the relatively small number of clans in his own neighbour-
hood. When Dhanuram, my Usendi assistant from north-west
Narayanpur, went to Kondagaon Tahsil, the Kuhrami and other
related clans did not recognize him as one of themselves, for
they had never heard of the Usendi—which is a great clan of
the Abujhmar and north-west Bastar.

There are other clans which I have not been able to fit into
the scheme of phratries—the Hurra clan with its clan-god Lingo
Mudial at Semurgaon, the Karati with its bhum at Phunder, the
Vetti which has the lizard as its totem and the Kodovetti which
has the mongoose. These, of course, fit into the scheme of ako-
mdma and dadabhai relationships of their own neighbourhood.

There are not many songs about the clans. I give one Jhoria
Pata from Sirpuri.

Those who kindle fire in the field
are boys of the Uika clan.
How strong the Uika boys are!
Those who make a hearth with brinjals
from the Panara’s house are
boys of the Maravi clan.
Those who sit on a gate and call it a horse
are boys of the Maravi clan.
How strong the Maravi boys are!

Those who build a hearth of pig’s droppings are
boys of the Halami clan.

Those who sit to clean their teeth
with a twig are boys of the Halami clan.
How strong the Halami boys are!

Those w!.o blow the buffalo horn are
boys of the Halami clan.

Those who throw fine rice on the road are
boys of the Halami clan.
* How strong the Halami boys are!

II. Tue ORIGIN OF THE CLANS

Many of the clans derive their origin from some historic journey
in the course of which a river had to be crossed. Others have
local and special reasons for their origin.
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This legend of crossing a
river is known throughout
central India. Many Gond,
Baiga and Agaria trace their
clans and the attachment of
those clans to certain totems
from this.# In Muria mytho-
logy we are sometimes told
that this first great journey
wa3 the coming of Lingo
with his brothers to the
earth. This is the Alor version
of the tale.

At the beginning of the world,
after Lingo and his brothers
had put the earth in order, heap-
ing up a mountain here and
hollowing out a river there, the
earth began to weep crying,
‘There 1s no one to serve or wor-
ship me.” But Lingo and his
brothers said, ‘Do not distress

Fic. 1. Decorated Muria knife yqurself, we ‘,Nill go to find a
Length 1' 5 priest for you.

Then Lingo took his brothers to Lanjhi and Dhamda. In Lanjhi
Raja Naitam was living. He had seven sons and seven daughters. Lingo
came to them and said, ‘The earth is ready in the Middle World and
we have come to take you there.” When they heard that, Raja Naitam
and Raja Markam with their sons and daughters and their subjects,
Sori, Kawachi, Poyami, Kuhrami and Kaudo, set out with Lingo
and his brothers to the Middle World. Raja Naitam and Raja Markam
had many posscssions and they travelled more slowly, lagging behind
the others.

After a time they came to a great river. Lingo and his brothers said
to themselves, ‘We are gods and can cross without difficulty, but how
are these human beings to get over?” On the bank tall grass was grow-

4 Compare, for such tales in the Central Provinces alone, Russell and
Hiralal, op.cit., Vol. III, pp. 61ff.; Grigson, op. cit., P. 241; C.G.C. Trench,
Grammar of Gondi (Madras, 1919), Vol. I, pp. 8ft.; Elwin, The Agaria, p. 75;
M. P. Buradkar, ‘Totemism among the Gonds’, Man in India, Vol. XX (1940),
pp. 120 and 277f.; Census of India, 1931, Vol. 1, Part Il B, p. 77 (the Gond
emigrating from Phuljhar cross the Gondki river in flood).
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ing and Lingo and his brothers made it into a rope and stretched it
across the river. The subjects clung to the rope and got across, but
they were jealous of the two Rajas who were coming behind and,
once they were safely on the far bank, they cut the rope. Then Raja
Markam and Raja Naitam not knowing that the grass was cut began
to cross, but under their weight the rope went down and they sank
up to their necks in the middle of the river and stood there weeping.
The dandai fish, who is the king of all the creatures that live in water,
heard the sound and sent a tortoise to save them, and since then the
Markami and Naitami honour the tortoise as their god.

At last the whole party reached the Middle World. Raja Naitam
and Raja Markam had brought their cattle with them, and they offered
a black calf to Mother Earth and pleased her greatly. These are the
old priests of the Earth. All the gods have come from Lanjhi-Dhamda
except Danteshwari and Maoli, who came from Warangal.

There are endless versions of this tale. In Lanjora a member
of the Naitami clan said that

At the beginning of the world a brother and sister on their way to a
certain village came to a great river. The sister went ahead and reached
the other side. Then a flood came down and the boy was left behind.
Each wept on opposite sides of the stream. Then came a tortoise and
asked the boy why he was weeping. When he told his story, it took
him on its back and began to swim across. Half way across, the tortoise
sank, but as the boy was drowning a dog came from the far bank where
the sister was standing and swam out to him. He caught the dog’s tail
and was dragged to safety.

This story obviously attempts to explain how it is that the
Naitami clan, which is named after the dog (nei is the Gondi
word for dog) yet honours the tortoise as its totem. Many
Naitami, however, have a special reverence for the dog as well.

Another very common variation of the legend is that told by
the Hirko clan:

When the first twelve brothers came to Bastar from Warangal, they
came to a great river and decided to have their midday meal before
crossing. Six of the brothers said, ‘The river may flood; let us eat our
food quickly’ and they mixed their rice with water, ate it and went
ahead. The other six mixed ghee in the rice instead of water and it took
a long time to cook. As they were waiting for it to be ready the river
came down in flood and, unable to cross, they sat on the bank and
wept. Then came a tortoise and asked them what was the matter. When
they told their story, the tortoise said, ‘Will you worship me and
never eat my people if I take you over?’ They swore to do so and
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the tortoise carried them across on its back, and ever since these six
brothers honour it as Bara Pen. In Dongar, Bara Pen used to go from
place to place in the form of a tortoise.

Other clans are connected with the bod fish.> Members of
the Halami clan at Gorma described how.

There was a great tank in the jungle and below it was a village. The
people of that village thought that if the banks were to break they
would all be drowned and they decided to make a channel to carry
the water away in another direction. Hearing this Kana Pen came to
the place and camped below the tank. ‘I will break the bank,’ he said
to himself. By his magic he put all the Muria to sleep and then broke
the banks and the water poured out. Kana Pen saved himself by cling-
ing to the root of a tree, but as the water poured over him the bod fish
came, angry and saying, ‘I will eat one of the eyes of whoever has
dried up my tank.’ It caught Kana Pen and ate one of his eyes and since
then Kana Pen has been one-eyed. Since that day we worship him
and with him we worship the bod fish in order to stop it eating his
other eye.

Another clan which in certain places honours the bod fish is
the Sori. At Masora members of this clan had a slightly different
version of the story. Here they regarded Kana Bod as a man.

The people of the village went to a nearby river to make a bridge.
They had iron spades, but Kana made a wooden one. When the others
began to dig out the stones, Kana satidly on the bank. The others got
tired, but the bridge was not yet ready and they shouted to Kana,
‘Now come and work yourself. So he took his wooden spade and
began to dig. As they watched him the others said to themselves, ‘If
we kill this man and throw him in the river, then the bridge will soon
be ready’. When he heard them Kana jumped into the river and was
carried away by the water. A great fish caught him and ate one eye.
After that Kana Bod turned into a fish and we have worshipped him
as a god.

The Sori clan is actually the tiger clan (sori means tiger in
Gondi), but it is connected with bees and buffaloes as well as
with tigers and bod fish. In Karikhodra, a member of this clan
described how his ancestors were born from a tigress:

Two children were born: one brother was a tiger, one was a human

> The bod fish is regarded as specially sluggish in Chhattisgarh and is often
compared to a drunken Kalar. See R. B. Hiralal, ‘Why Kewat Women are
Black’, The Indian Antiquary, Vol. LX (1931), p. 35.
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being. When the boy grew up, one day he was going to the fields
with eleven other men. A tiger came by and asked each in turn, ‘Who
are you?’ Each of them, knowing that the tiger would not kill its own
child, said, ‘I am Sori’ and it spared them. When it came to the real
Sori boy it was angry and said, ‘You can’t all be Sori’ and ate him.
Ever since we have been angry with the tiger that betrayed us, and
when a tiger is killed we put an egg and a pice in its mouth.

In Sidhawand I recorded yet another story of the origin of
the Sori clan.

The twelve Sori brothers went to get honey in the forest. The tree
where bees lived stood beside a stream and the shadow of the hive
could be seen in the water. Eleven of the brothers seeing the shadow
in the water tried to reach it, but they fell in and were drowned. The
twelfth brother looked up and saw the hive; so he climbed the tree
and got the honey. In this way the Sori clan came into being.

In Cheribera the Maravi clan trace their origin to an incident
in Chingnar.

In Chingnar a Marar dug a well but could not reach water. Presently
a tortoise came out of the well and everyone said, ‘It must be a god’.
Then the tortoise came to the Marar in a dream saying, ‘I am Bara
Pen, I will give you water in your well and a son to your wife if you
worship me’. The next day the Marar took a goat to offer to the tor-
toise but it refused the sacrifice saying ‘I must have a cow.’ This the
Marar refused to give. So the tortoise said, ‘I will stay no more with
you, I will go to the Muria.” The Muria gave the tortoise a cow and
thus became Maravi (for Bara Pen came to them from the house of
the Marar), but because the Marar offered a goat, the Maravi do not
eat goat.

Other stories throw light on the way in which some clans
possibly did originate—through dreams and the divisions of
families as well as by migration. In Silati village, the Naitami
told us that

Long ago an old Muria widow lived with her son. When the boy was
old enough he was married, but the next day he died and they broke the
girl’s bangles. The girl and her mother-in-law were weeping bitterly,
but at last the husband came to the girl in a dream saying, ‘Worship me
as Dulha Deo, and I will go on being your husband.’ The next day
she made offerings to Dulha Deo and from that time he used to come
daily to her by night till a son was conceived and born. The eldets of
the village came to the girl and asked whose child it was. ‘I have been
to no one,’ said the girl, ‘It is the child of Dulha Deo.’ They were all
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laughing at her when the dead boy came out of the house and they
realized that it really was Dulha Déeo who had given the child. So we
Naitami call ourselves randike vans (born of a widow) and our
women do not wear bangles.

From the same place I recorded a story explaining why the
Naitami and the Poyami, though both having the tortoise as
their totem and both being descended from the same parents,
can yet intermarry in some villages:

During a great famine, a Poyami was dying of hunger and wenttoa
Naitami’s house to beg for food. The Naitami said, ‘There is no food
here, I can give you nothing.’ But the Poyami said, ‘At least keep my
daughter to work in your house and give me a little food.” So the
Naitami fed him and kept the daughter in payment. When the time
came for redeeming the girl the Poyami had no money, so the Naitami
kept the girl and married her. From that girl there was born a daughter
who was Naitami and from her brother there was a son who was
Poyami. These two married, for the girl was dudh-bahini to the boy.

III. CLAN RULES

Every clan has its own distinctive regulations based often on
some incident in the story of its origin, often, too, on something
that has happened, probably really happened, to a member of
the clan.

The first rule is, of course, the obvious one; that no one may
marry within the clan or a member of a clan that is related as
dadabhai. Marriages can only take place between clans that stand
in the akomama relationship to one another.

The second rule is that members of a clan must avoid injury
to the totem animal, tree or plant, must not eat it, and must
usually give it some special honour to worship. In many clans,
when the totem animal dies, the members observe mourning
just as they would if a human being of their own clan had died.

Thirdly, there are a number of special rules such as that for-
bidding the members of the Naitami clan to wear bangles.

Among the food rules, some are clear enough. None of the
members of the Bakravans or Goat phratry may eat goat’s meat.
We have seen that there is an added reason for this among the
Maravi because, in the story of their origin, the Marar from
whose house the tortoise emigrated offered it a goat. When a
goat dies the Maravi perform funerary rites for it; they will not
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even touch the water from which a goat has drunk. This rule s
taken very seriously. Twenty years ago in Palari one Bhaira
Maravi ate goat’s flesh by mistake and died of it, his throat swel-
ling and choking him. Raghunath Maravi also ate it by accident,
but he sacrificed a pig to Mati Pen and a buffalo to Bara Pen
and was saved, though his brother died. In Kondagaon a man of
the Partabi sect ate a goat and was very ill. He was excommuni-
cated and only readmitted to the tribe after paying a heavy
fine.

The members of the Kachhimvans or Tortoise phratry avoid
eating the tortoise and worship it. The Naitami clan in addition
to honouring the tortoise revere the dog, which they regard as
their elder brother. Members of the Sori or Tiger phratry, how-
ever, have a buffalo totem, since members of the clan consider
that they were betrayed by the tiger who ate the original member
of their clan. But they still refuse to kill a tiger, and when one
is killed they perform funerary rites for it.

Members of the Nagvans or Serpent phratry are supposed
to be immune to the bite of the cobra, but some of the members
of this phratry also honour other animals. For example, the
Karanga has the wild buffalo as its totem and the Nei Nuroti
has the dog.

Members of the Usendi clan which, being a Hill Marnia clan,
does not fit easily into any of the Muria phratries, do not eat
the usi bird. The Kaudo sect has to avoid the horse: its members
may not ride a horse or touch it. If a horse is tide in front of a
Kaudo house, it goes mad or dies. The Komra sect never cut
down a kassi tree, nor do they eat its leaves as vegetables. They
must not cook roti with oil, and at the New Eating ceremonies
they must not themselves cook at all but must get their food
from others. If they do cook in their houses a tiger will kill
their cattle.

A similar rule applies to members of the Poyami clan, who
have been forbidden by their clan-god to cook in their own
houses at Diwali. Once an old man broke the rule and his cattle
died. The Poyami sect also must not eat carrion, though a cadet
branch, the Busar Poyami, may. Long ago a Poyami ate a dead
cock and died of it. Randa Pen, who is the same as Dulha Deo,
has forbidden it. The Poyami are so particular about this avoi-
dance of carrion that they must not use even grain or fruit that
has fallen of its own accord to the ground or they will lose their
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eyesight; if a gourd falls down or if rice falls from a basket or
bin, they must not use it but must give it away to someone else.
The grandfather of the Pujari of Karanji broke this rule and was
supernaturally blinded as a punishment.

The Kuhrami clan must not eat cocks and they are said to place
a small image of a cock on the forehead of a bridegroom at a
marriage.

I have already noted the fact that Naitami women cannot
wear bangles. If they do, it is believed that a snake will wind
round the wrist or that the arm will swell until the bangle is
broken, and both husband and wife will die. So when members
of this sect go to perform the betrothal ceremony they do not
give bangles, as is usual, to the future bride. The Naitami fre-
quently marry the Poyami, and after a Poyami girl is engaged
to a Naitami boy she also gives up wearing bangles even before
she is married.

This custom derives from the story that has already been
given. It was said in Silati that many years ago when a boy and
girl were shut up together in the house on the last night of their
wedding and the boy took his wife to bed for the first time, a
snake coiled itself round her wrist. The boy hastily promised
to break the bangles in its honour and the snake went away.

A wife, of course, changes her clan to that of her husband
after marriage and even, in many cases, after betrothal. Once
the ring-cowrie has been placed in the Pot of the Departed of
her father’s house,® a girl is regarded as having made compensa-
tion to her own ancestors for her desertion of their clan, and 1s
now a member of her husband’s clan. Sometimes she even goes
for festivals, especially those of the clan-god, to her future hus-
band’s house instead of remaining with her own family. Sheis
now free to eat her old totem animal and generally some oppor-
tunity is taken after the marriage to enable her to do this. Before
she does so a few drops of liquor or a coconut are offered to her
own ancestors to ensure that they will not be offended.

Adoption is uncommon among the Muria, but it exists.
Where a baby is adopted from a family belonging to another
clan, the child’s clan and totem is changed—unless it is a sister’s
son. There is a small ceremony for the changing of the clan:
offerings are made to the clan-god and the Departed and a feast

6 See p. 127 of original edition, The Muria and their Ghotul (OUP, 1947).
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of pork and liquor is given to the village. After this the child
takes his new father’s clan and ancestors as his own.

IV. Tue FaMILY

Such, very briefly, is the system into which the chelik and
motiari must adjust their lives. But can a chelik marry any girl
of the tribe provided she belongs to an akomama clan? As in the
rest of India, the Muria regard certain relations as standing in a
forbidden relationship; with others there is the fullest freedom
to joke and even to intrigue; with yet others marriage is almost
obligatory. :

A boy obviously cannot marry relatives of the inner circle or
any of his classificatory ‘aunts’ or ‘nieces’. He is strictly forbidden
to marry his wife’s elder sister, his mother-in-law, his younger
brother’s wife or widow and any other woman in a parallel
relation to them. There is no objection to his marrying his grand-
mother or granddaughter even when they are in the direct line
of relationship. A few cases are known of men marrying their
great-aunts or grand-nieces.

As we shall see presently, the great majority of Muria marn-
ages are of the cross-cousin type and are celebrated between a
boy and his mother’s brother’s daughter or his father’s sister’s
daughter, or with girls in the same classificatory relationship
to him as these.

Throughout India certain relations are regarded as standing
in a privileged position to each other. They have licence to laugh
and joke with each other, generally in a rather vulgar manner,
and in some cases sexual relations between them are not very
severely condemned.

The Muria have their own system of joking relationships. As a
result of the common cross-cousin marriages, a chelik has special
licence to joke and flirt with his mother’s brother’s daughter or
his father’s sister’s daughter (both mandari in Gondi). A motiari
can be equally free with her father’s sister’s son or her mother’s
brother’s son (both manriyo in Gondi). This freedom, however,
only lasts so long as they are not engaged to be married. Should
such an arrangement be made the joking relationship changes
into one of avoidance, for a girl must never have anything to
do with her betrothed.

So long as these cousins are not engaged, however, they have
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many jokes together. A boy is at liberty to catch hold of the
girl’s breasts and he may have intercourse with her. If he sees
her going to the river to wash her clothes at the end of her cata-
menial period, he is free to shout to her, ‘Are you off to polish
it and take off the rust? What are your plans for tonight?’ Or
again ‘How long was the bank of the lake broken?’ The girl in
turn often teases her boy-cousin by accusing him of having
relations with his own sister: ‘I saw you with her; you’ll have
to pay a fine, or if you don’t you’ll have to marry her.’

An uncle stands in a joking relationship to all his nieces except
the daughters of his own sister. For example, a man and his
uncle’s daughter’s daughter are in this relationship.

As elsewhere in India, a woman and her husband’s younger
brothers or a man and his wife’s younger sisters are specially
privileged. So are grandmother and grandson or grandfather
and granddaughter. A boy may say to his grandmother, ‘Once
you are dead I will eat beef in your honour; I will go dancing in
front of you with a drum; why don’t you die quickly so that I
can get a good feast?” And she replies, ‘If I die you will have to
spend a lot of money, you will have to get rice, you will have
to bring several tins of liquor, so what good will it be?” A grand-
father always flirts and jokes with his granddaughter. Sometimes
he says to her husband, ‘How dare you sleep with my wife?
You will have to give me the bride-price for her’, and so on.

The connexion between a man (dewar) and his elder brother’s
wife (ange) 1s the central theme of the Lingo legend. This kinship
is more than a mere joking relation; it is often one of deep ro-
mance. A Ghotul Pata illustrates the kind of humour that passes
between them.

Dewar : O Ange, the gruel is made of broken rice.
Ange : O my Dewar, where are you going today?
Dewar : Todaylam not going anywhere
For I have to load my bullocks.
Tomorrow I go to another land to trade.
Ange : Itoo will go with you to drive the laden bullocks.
Dewar : Don’t come with me, for all know how we stand to
one another.

Those who do not know us will call us brother'and sister.
And when they call us that we shall be ashamed.

The relations between samdhi and samdhin are generally of an
amiable, coarse and humorous nature. For men this is a drinking
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rather than a joking relationship, and all their lives whenever
they meet they regard it as an excuse for a bottle. The women,
specially as they get older, are more obscene in their conversa-
tion. They catch hold of each other’s breasts, stick feathers
into the private parts and exchange the coarsest jokes.

The place where this joking and fun most commonly occurs is
at amarriage. ‘There is no purdah in a house of marriage.’ Every-
body feels free to fool about; no one is going to be offended;
everyone is slightly drunk.

V. SUMMARY

The clan and the family dominate and control Muria social
life. Nothing reveals more clearly the extent of this domination
than the fact that-out of 2000 marriages examined no fewer than
1799 were of the cross-cousin type and, in spite of every temp-
tation to the contrary, 1884 out of 2000 boys married according
to their parents’ wishes. This could only happen in a society
which had a strong regard for its own organization and laws.

The clan system retains its vitality both as an exogamous unit
and as a means of organizing its members round the clan-god
and the memory of the Departed. Clan festivals remain great and
notable occasions. The clan system, as a study of marriage statis-
tics will show, continues to regulate betrothal and marnage. The
samdhi relationship, as may be seen in every song and story,
continues to be of the first importance. Clan traditions still regu-
late funerary rites and memorial customs. Totemism is less
important, but is still far from moribund. The whole complex
of ideas and customs is greatly confused, but the very confusion
1s perhaps a sign of its vitality.

THE GHOTUL BUILDINGS

The position and architecture of the ghotul is largely determined
by one simple fact. In every village in Bastar, as we have seen,
the people have to build and maintain a hut for the use of travel-
lers and touring officials. This is an excellent arrangement: it
prevents the invasion of aboriginal homes by outsiders, and 1t
means that in every village there is some clean and roomy place
where disputes can be settled and official business transacted.
This Paik-ghotul or Thana-gudi, as it 1s called, is supposed to
be separate from the Koitur-ghotul or Ghotul-gudi, the club



88 VERRIER ELWIN: PHILANTHROPOLOGIST

of the boys and girls, and in some Muria villages it is. But in
many others the elders of the village seem to have decided that
it would save them a great deal of trouble if they combined the
Paik-ghotul and the Koitur-ghotul in one compound. It would
take up less room, means less building, and the young men
would be always there to do the work. I have already quoted
some Muria elders as saying that this was actually how the
ghotul originated. If the young men were kept together in one
place they would always be ready to serve visitors and could
hand over their house to them for the night. This situation is of
course comparatively modern. Old Muria like Yogi and Bindo
remember the day when there was no revenue staff and they
never saw a touring officer.
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The original ghotul, then, was probably a small building on
the outskirts of the village, among trees, perhaps originally in
some sacred grove, aloof from the public eye, with a small secret
door. You may still see this kind of ghotul in predominantly
Hindu villages and in parts of Kondagaon, at Esalnar and
Sonawal, for example, in the south, and Kerawahi, Majhiboran,
Lihagaon in the north. But there is no rule. Near the eastern
boundary, there was a small ghotul at Baghbera, and a combined
Thana-gudi and Koitur-ghotul at the neighbouring Ulera.
Where a village consists, administratively, of several hamlets,
there will probably be a large ghotul in the main village (where
officials usually halt) and small ones in the hamlets.
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In all such villages there is a separate building in the middle
of the village for officials. In Masora, for example, there was a
large Thana-gudiinside the village, and away on the outskirts,
among trees, is a small hut with a fenced compound in front.
This is the home of the chelik and motian. In Baniagaon, a pre-
dominantly Hindu village with a school, the ghotul is similarly
separated from the officials’ halting-place, and is a single building
with a small door facing away from the village towards the
forest. In Kachora, near by, you may see the same type of ghotul,
even further removed from the ordinary dwelling-places of
the village, beyond the shrine of the Village Mother, perhaps
because an aggressive Brahmin lives there and tnies to dominate
the Muria. I obviously cannot give a list of all such villages,
though there are not very many of them. In the Chalka Pargana,
I think of Kajen, Naria and Maranar as places where the Thana-
gudi was separate from the ghotul. In such villages there is
sometimes not even a fence to isolate the compound; that is
not necessary, forest and field keep the children separate from
the world. But in all there is a small secret door, a hatch which
you have to bend down to and climb over—not unlike the door
by which Alice entered Wonderland.

But, as I have said, in the majority of Muria villages the
Thana—gudl is combined with the Koitur-ghotul, and this in-
fluences both its plan and its location. Officials will not want
to camp outside the village in the jungle; they will need a hut
for their horses, and accommodation for servants. And so we
get the large ghotul with its spacious compound, standing in
the very heart of the village, which is familiar to every touring
officer in the north of Bastar. This arrangement is unsatisfactory
and was never contemplated by the Administration. Into the
very heart of Muria life is injected the all-too-often poisonous
contact of every casual wanderer. There is a type of touring
subordinate who makes a point of halting in ghotul where it is
known that there are pretty motiari and pesters the chelik to
pimp for them—which to their honour, be it said, they never
do. Contractors for myrabolams or tendu leaves camp for
days in the ghotul, making it impossible for the boys and girls
to live their normal lives. [ once found an opium-seller perma-
nently established in a ghotul with his wife, thus outraging the
fundamental Muria rule that the presence of a married woman
there is an offence to Lingo Pen. He was removed at once by
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the Administrator, but Bastar is a big place and it is impossible
to say in how many other places the integrity of the ghotul is
thus destroyed. This is, of course, the Muria’s own fault. It is
due to the slackness and selfishness of the older men who want
the youngsters to do all the work. It is thus difficult to do any-
thing about it.

Let us examine some of the villages which have ghotul of
this type. Often, so long as there are no visitors, the enlarged
ghotul is all to the advantage of the boys and girls. In Markabera,
for example, chelik and motiari have in all five different sleeping-
places and a spacious compound. The house with the very
deep verandah is, of course, the original ghotul and the other
buildings have developed from it to meet the pressure of outside
visitations. But the extra room thus provided and the open sheds
available as dormitories are a boon to the children’s health. The
one-room ghotul with its tiny door and no windows and its
crowded floor, its stuffy smoky atmosphere, cannot be good
for anyone.

Fortunately—from this point of view—the larger type of
ghotul is far the most common. This model with its central
house with deep verandah, spacious inner room, large door,
open hut for conference or sleep in the hot weather, and several
small sheds, the whole surrounded by a fence, may be seen in
scores of Muria villages. There 1s the same arrangement at
Bandopal, at Ulera, at Amgaon, at Jhakri, at Almer, at More
Berma. This is the plan of the ghotul at Almer in the Bara
Dongar Pargana:
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This ghotul stands in the middle of the village, in a grove of
tamarind trees.

In a third type of ghotul, its position in the middle of the
village is possibly due to Maria influence. The traditional Maria
ghotul is the centre of the male life of the village. The men
assemble there in the evenings, and talk, smoke, drink and
sleep. But girls do not normally attend. In villages like Palli
Barkot, Watia, Phulpar, Koilibera, on the fringe of the Abujh-
mar Maria country, the ghotul is in the heart of the village; it is
generally (except at Koilibera) not so spacious as those we have
been considering. The plan below of the ghotul at Palli Barkot
is typical.
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These ghotul are often beautifully kept. At Khutgaon, there
is a spotlessly clean compound forty paces square; in it are three
open sheds, one with a finely-constructed round roof, and two
large houses with thick mud walls. One of these is the Thana-
gudi, the other has an inner and an outer room for the boys and
girls. The Telenga, Temrugaon and Chureng ghotul are of the
same pattern, like Palli Barkot; a big house with a small or
deep verandah, a central open hut with often a rounded roof
and two small open sheds, the whole surrounded by a high
wooden fence.

In the north of the State, on the Amabera plateau and gene-
rally to the north of the forest road from Berma to Antagarh
and up to the Kanker border are to be found the least attractive
ghotul—and ghotul members—in Bastar. The buildings are
mean, dilapidated and draughty. The dormitory actually used
by the boys and girls rarely has a door and thus loses its intimacy
and cosiness. My memories of Pupgaon, Chikhli, even Penjon,
are not happy.
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It remains to mention a few special dormitories. Semurgaon
is traditionally the site of the first ghotul, built there by Lingo
himself. He could hardly have chosen a lonelier or more charm-
ing spot. But the ghotul today is small and almost unique in
having unplastered walls made of bare logs. On a pillar in the
centre are carvings of chelik and motiari, horses and combs.
From the door you look out over a wild expanse of forest and
dippa clearings.

No visitor to Nayanar can ever forget the ghotul there—the
long building with its little windows and two doors, at one
end like a hatch, at the other large and dignified, its carved pillars,
its charming site at the edge of the village among great trees.
This is its general plan—
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One of the most delightful and original of all the ghotul s at
the Budakasa Para of Malakot. Here outside the village, in the
woods, shadowed by tall sago-palms, is a house lifted well above
the ground on pillars eight feet high. Above the wooden floor
1s a low wall two feet high all round, then an open space to the
roof. This platform is reached by a ladder. Both the upper room
and the space below it are used; there are fires kept burning in
each.

The ghotul is built by the chelik themselves, though the boys
often get the help of the older men by promising to help in their
fields at sowing-time or harvest. The motiari bring grass for
the roof, stones and earth for the floor and, when the walls are
ready, plaster them with mud. Before they begin the work,
the boys mark out on the ground the proposed plan of the build-
ing and put there a little pile of rice covered with a leaf-cup.
They leave it all night and in the morning go to examine it,
sometimes only for one day, sometimes for three days running.
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Should the rice be scattered, it is taken as a bad omen and they
build the ghotul elsewhere. But if the rice remains just as it was
under its leaf-cup, they proceed to dig holes to take the four
corner pillars of the house. If, as they dig, they come across
white ants they move the site. They put four pillars into the
holes and tie a garland of mango leaves round them. After this
they proceed to build in the usual way.

At Phunder the boys put a grass ‘top-knot’ on the roof and a
small flag, the chelik-bairag or Palo Pen, so that ‘all might know
it was a ghotul’.

Such are the main types of building; what of the decorations
and the furniture? These vary greatly from place to place. They
are least ornate to the north and east, most carefully imagined
and executed in the west central parganas, in the typical Jhoria
area.

Doors are sometimes very small, sometimes large and heavy,
occasionally of light bamboo, sometimes carved as at Bandopal;
sometimes there is no door at all. Often there is an arrangement
for shutting the door from inside—a latch falls into a wooden
hook attached to the door. But it is interesting that there is no
means of shutting the house from outside: the ghotul is never
locked up. It is a shrine and no one would steal from it.

As you move west across the centre of the Muria country
you find more, and more elaborate carving. The ghotul has
stimulated artistic creation, not only in the realm of personal
adornment but also in wall-painting and wood-carving. The
chelik desire that their ghotul really should be ‘lovely as a
bison’s horns’. In many of the Jhoria ghotul there are excellently
carved pillars. These may be seen at Almer, Nayanar, Rema-
wand, Amgaon, Bandopal, Malinar, Koher and elsewhere. At
Almer, one of the pillars has kiddari birds at the top, another
has tortoises. On the body of the pillars are carvings of the
moon, boys and girls dancing the Hulki, elephants. Down the
pillar there are three pidha, the seats that are supposed to hold it
up. At Amgaon also, each of the pillars has four of these pidha

‘for the roof to sit on’. At Nayanar, one of the pillars is decorated
with tortoises and another has hooded snakes projecting from
all four comers. In Malinar, there are carvings on all the pillars—
combs beautifully fashioned, a boy with a large phallus, a realis-
tic bow and arrow, a snake. Outside, as at Remawand, there
are pillars in the fence with remarkable designs clearly illustrated
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in Plates 2 and 3 (Section V). At Jhakri I saw a fine pillar in-
geniously carved to make a wooden ball inside with no way
of putting it in or taking it out. At Binjhe too the Sirdar had
carved some good pillars and had made windows in the ghotul
with serrated bars.

\A V \/

Phallic symbols are very common.” In nearly every ghotul
there is somewhere the representation of the vagina, often about
two feet from the ground on the central pillar. In the small Kolur
ghotul there is one slender pillar covered with carvings of the
vagina, as always showing the clitoris, but here there was a
double clitoris and a clitoris upside down.

At Markabera there were similar carvings of the vagina with
the clitoris.

Often a chelik may be seen with an enormous penis, a motiari
in his arms. The boys say that these carvings are very useful as
an approach to girls. It may be that the vagina in the central pillar
is the relic of a custom now forgotten of initiating smaller boys
by pressing them against it.?

The walls of the ghotul are often decorated with drawings
and paintings. In 1940 there was a fine display in the Remawand

7 Similar phallic symbols occur in the Juang and Bhuiya and in some Uraon
dormitories. The Juang often make a row of breasts right across the main beam
of the roof. So do the Kond. Hutton describes carvings of men and women ‘in
a condition of sexual excitement’ in Naga morung—]. H. Hutton, Diaries of Two
Tours in the Unadministered Areas east of the Naga Hills (Calcutta, 1929), p. 48.

8 A remarkable parallel from an English Public School (Repton) is provided
in Denton Welch’s Maiden Voyage (London, 1943), p. 48. The author is des-
cribing the House dormitory. “Two lips had been painted on one of the beams
and all new boys had to pull themselves up by their arms, to kiss them. I re-
member straining up, and at last reaching the yellow pitch pine and the two
crimson lips. They looked indecent, for some reason; as if they were the
drawing of another part of the body.’ If the boys were not quick or could not
reach the lips, they were flicked with wet towels as an encouragement.
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ghotul. The following year [ saw a frieze of fantastic paintings
(illustrated in Plate I, Section V) at More Berma. At Netagaon
there were models of motian, tigers and a monkey. In Urdabera
there was a model of a chelik with his motiari, and over the door
a mud model of a horse. In Deogaon, there were modellings of a
chelik and motiani riding on a horse. At Kuntpadar, one wall was
well decorated with drawings of a boy, a vagina, a girl, a bow
and arrow and the sun and moon. At Palki there was the re-
presentation of a bird trap.

NN NP N N

But this might equally well be a sexual symbol, similar to the
design of the phallus within the vagina that I noted at Metawand:
The day-time visitor to a ghotul will find little enough there
by way of furniture. Cots are never used; everyone sleeps on
the ground. Seats and stools are rare, but in many ghotul are
to be found long narrow pieces of wood raised

some two inches from the ground. These are the

kutul which may be used either as seats or pillows.

Some are very long and suggest the custom of

several boys and girls sleeping together. They

are often carved with geometric designs, figures

of boys and girls, crude representations of the vagina. I have
one with four breasts carved on its under-side. Occasionally
you may see a kutul with a little drawer hollowed out below
for storing necklaces or other ornaments during the night. As
far as | know these head-rests are the corporate property of the

Top VIEW

Back View

Fic. 2. Kutul from Talabera showing small drawer for keeping ornaments
Length 2" 7"

ghotul, though they are usually appropriated by particular boys
for the period of their membership.

In eastern Kondagaon drums are usually kept in the ghotul;
at Masora a dhol-drum hangs under the verandah roof—it is the



96 VERRIER ELWIN: PHILANTHROPOLOGIST

Fic. 3. Carved head-rest from Markabera
Length 3' 6"

local habitation of Lingo Pen. At Dongrigura and other villages
in this area, the whole ceiling is of drums, a fine and impressive
sight. Special officers are appointed to provide rope for hanging
them up and to see that they are kept in good order.

Fic. 4. Carved underside of wooden head-rest from Kumli
Length 4'

Flutes are often pushed into the thatch, but dancing-sticks
are kept in the shrine of the Village Mother. I have never seen
the emblem of a god, a flag or a ‘horse’ in the ghotul, nor any
village symbol, but in Palli Barkot there was a bundle of blessed
seed hanging from the roof.

There are often little holes in the wall for keeping tobacco
and other small treasures. Sometimes too there are holes in the
floor—for husking the rice that is brought home from the Pus
Kolang and other expeditions. In one or two ghotul I have
seen holes low down in the wall to serve as urinals. Outside in
the courtyard there may be a large flat stone for washing clothes,
but this is probably an innovation for the benefit of outsiders.

Inside the ghotul compound there is generally a stack of grass
for thatching the roofs. Outside are tall piles of firewood, which
may be stacked criss-cross about a central pole or piled up in
the forked branches of a tree. Sometimes long poles are stood
upright against and round a tree. In Jhakri I saw near the ghotul
four different ways of storing the chelik’s wood—it was stacked
horizontally criss-cross round a tree; it was laid in parallel
rows between two trees; it was criss-crossed between two
upright poles tied together at the top by a rope; and it was stacked
upright against a tree.

These stores of wood play an important part in the conscious-
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ness of every Muria boy, for his earliest ghotul memories are
of his duty to add one or two pieces to them every evening,
failure to do so earning dreaded punishments.

GHoTUL DISCIPLINE
|

‘We obey our ghotul laws more faithfully than the laws of Government; for
we ourselves made the ghotul laws, and so we love them.’
—Common Muna saying

The life of the chelik and motiari is strictly regulated, and when
a leader is appointed one of the powers with which he is entrus-
ted is that of judging and punishing offenders against the ghotul
code. Itis surprising how important a place these punishments
hold in the minds of
the children. When
they are initiated, the
little boys are told—
‘You must come
every day, or you'll
be punished’. The
girls are likewise
told—You must
come every day, or
you’ll be punished.
You must massage
the chelik, or you’ll
be punished’. And
when a girl leaves the
ghotul at marnage,
her most tender
memories, as re-
vealed in the farewell
songs, seem to be
connected with pu-
nishments. ‘Dudhar
gai ke lat mithai—
The cow that gives
milk: even her kicks

are sweet’. A study of ghotul offences and the type of punish-
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Fic. 5. Comb from Palari. The two horns
are of bees-wax  Width 214"
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ment awarded, therefore, may be expected to throw some
light on Muria notions of morality and the inner life of chelik
and motiari.

W/ NN //

Fic. 6. Comb from Antagarh
Width 5"

Their offences, of course, can-
not be understood properly except
against the background of the
general moral and social life of the
tribe. To the Muria, as to most
aborginals, tribal solidadarity is g
the supreme good, and anything
that breaks this precious unity and
fellowship must be condemned.

Individualism is th tsin. F =Y
ndividualism is the great sin. For Z" =

this reason, quarrelling and homi- - _
cide are rare, theft is almost as (%/____\—‘ §
uncommon. There are few who _
refuse to share the common work

and interests of the community.

Adultery is bad, not only because

it infringes the rights of another

Muria, but becayse it breaks up

the carefully regulated domestic

system of the people, and threa-

tens to disrupt it by jealousy and

hatred. Fic. 7. The Pude-gota
We have already seen the stress Actual size
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laid by the Muria on work. Slackness and laziness arc very
severely regarded, and are the commonest sources of friction
between wife and husband. Cleanliness, decency, decorum
and modesty are virtues much prized. A quiet and kindly attitude
is expected of the tribal leaders; the bully and the coward are

equally disliked.

Fic. 8. Tobacco pounder
Length 12"

Against this background, what sort of actions are condemned
by ghotul opinion and punishable in ghotul law? Let us first
consider those actions that are held to betray the common inte-
rest. They are doubly important, for in the highly specialized
and concentrated fellowship of the ghotul, the general tribal
instinct for unity becomes intensified.
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Fic. 9. A Jhoria comb from Markabera
Width 3Y4"
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I

Quarrles in the dormitory are strongly condemned. The
are disturbing to the peace of ghotul life and specially offensive
to so gentle and uncontentious a people. Children are fined for
this, and may even be expelled. In Khutgaon there was once a

very quarrelsome chelik. After a time, the leaders of the ghotul
called him and said, ‘Do you want

to be in the ghotul or outside 1t?’
The dreaded threat of expulsion
brought him to his senses and he
gave no more trouble.
The betrayal of the ghotul
fellowship by repeating outside
anything that happens within its
walls, especially any stories of
the intimate relations of chelik and
motiari or some scandal about a
pregnancy, is one of the greatest
of ghotul crimes, for ‘that which
comes from the mouth bears fruit
throughout the world’. Once at
Gorma, the Kotwar and Belosa
revealed to the village that a girl
was pregnant; they were expelled
and told that they would never
be readmitted. Only when they
brought a lot of liquor and fell
at the feet of each chelik in turn,
promising never to offend again, .
were they allowed to return. F1G. 10. The Dudo-muri-gota
Ghotul solidarity is constantly Height 4

emphasized by the use of the ghotul title, and proper names
may never be used between members. If a young child forgets
this and addresses, say, his elder brother by the name that is
always used at home, the others explain the custom to him;
but if he offends again, he is punished.

The dormitory has to be kept clean. Though spitting 1s per-
mitted, anyone who urinates inside the building is punished.
This prohibition extends, in some places, to the court outside.
To break wind is not a very serious offence; the children laugh

i
1L
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at the offenders and
call them padra or
padri. Only a light
punishment is im-
posed. At Esalnar
the culprit had to
salute every boy in
turn saying, ‘Johar,
mahardj, | have far-
ted.” Aninteresting
rule prohibits the
other boys and girls
from laughing at
the offender too
much. The name
padra may be used
three times but not

more; anyone who
Fic. 11. A brass tobacco-box made carries the joke too

by the local Ghasia  Actual size

far is fined.

A bed-wetter i1s punished with the khotla-pahara described
below; if incurable, he may be expelled.

Most ghotuls are actually kept beautifully clean; occasional
lapses are severely penalized. It is the special duty of the girls to
sweep and cow-dung the building, but often the Kotwar in
charge of them is punished instead. At Kabonga, when the
Diwan found that the ashes of the previous day’s fires had not
been cleared away, he reported the matter to the Inspector who
called the Kotwar and threw ash all over him. The Kotwar in-
sisted that it was the girls’ fault, not his, and so the girls were
called and ash was thrown over them and pushed into their pri-
vate parts. At Kokori also, two girls were tied to the roof by
their feet and ashes put into their vaginae. ‘As you’ve let the
ghotul be dirty, we are making your privates dirty’, said the
boys.

I}; is generally the chelik who have to see to the surroundings
of the ghotul. At Palari in 1941, the Munshi, Sipahi and Likandar
were told to clear a space in front of the building for a dance, but
they failed to do so. They were hung together from the roof until
they begged forgiveness and promised to do the work at once.
The younger boys are often punished for failing to bring their
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daily tribute of wood—a task they all dislike. In the Jamkot
ghotul there was a boy called Antar (from a hunter-whip) who
had the duty of ‘whipping’ boys who failed in this task.

Chelik and motiari are insistent that everyone must take an
equal share (though not always the same share) in the common
labour and common recreations. Failure to attend the ghotul
regularly is punished; an absence of two or three days, unless
there is a very good excuse, means a fine. It is specially bad for
the motiari to absent themselves. This is regarded as a really
serious offence, an infringement of the chelik’s rights, a breach
of ghotul fellowship; it raises the suspicion that the girl is having
an affair with a married man or a member of another caste. On
the other hand, if a girl enters the ghotul during her menstrual
period she must provide liquor and perhaps a more substantial
sacrifice to appease Lingo Pen whom she has offended.

A girl’s conduct is controlled when she visits another village.
She may go to the ghotul to dance and even perhaps massage
and comb the boys but she is expected to return home before
bedtime. If she does not, and the boys of her own ghotul dis-
cover that she has betrayed them, they punish her with a heavy
fine.

The motiari are often obstinate and troublesome—at least in
male opinion—and have to be disciplined. Sometimes they get
sulky and refuse to join the games and dances; the Jularo of
Sarandi was fined an anna for failing to attend a dance. Some-
times they refuse ‘to let a boy play with them on the ground’;
sometimes they fail to comb or massage properly. At Kajen
the ghotul Kotwar reports every Tuesday whether any of the
girls have lost their combs, or have refused to do the chelik’s
hair.

It is regarded as very offensive for a chelik to force a gir] against
her will: in Markabera a chelik once forced the Alosa, who was
the ghotul-wife of another boy, and was fined as much as two
rupees. But if a girl refuses—once she is mature—to have inter-
course with at least one of the cheliks, there is consternation,
and if she persists, both boys and girls may refuse to attend her
wedding.

Boys also may be punished for failing to fulfil their social
obligations. At Palari, the Baidar and Dafedar refused, on
account of some private spite, to attend the Captain’s marriage
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and each was fined four annas. At Gorma the headman'’s son,
who went to school and learnt there to despise the ghotul and
its ways, found when the day of his marriage approached that
the boys and girls would not attend it. ‘All these years’, they
said, ‘you have despised us. You have not joined our dances or
helped us in our work. Now you can get married without us.’
The boy had to dress in all the Muria ornaments, change his
little cap for a turban, and sleep in the ghotul for a week before
he was forgiven.

I

Ghotul officers who fail to perform their duties are punished.
No one is privileged and no one is exempt. This is an important
point. Were an older man, like the Diwan of Masora who still
holds office at the age of forty, to try to protect his own son or
daughter, he would himself be fined even though he was the
leader and a final court of appeal in all disputes. If the head of
the chelik tried to protect his own special motiar or his ghotul-
wife, he might be turned out of office. Bindo had no hesitation
in punishing the Dulosa, who was his lover, for failing to clean
the ghotul.

Mangru of Masora told us how when he was Pahardar it was
his duty to punish people. But he could never bring himself to
do it, so he himself was punished. His legs were tied to the roof
and he had to hang there while boys and girls sang one Relo
song. A former Chalki of the Jamkot ghotul was similarly
punished for failing in his duty to make the chelik and motian
work at a wedding. As a boy Bindo punished the ghotul Kotwar
for disobeying his orders to fetch the motiari in the evening; fifty
years afterwards he still remembers the incident with satis-
faction.

When the head of the ghotul is penalized, it is a convention
in some ghotul that the motiari should beg to be punished in
his stead. This happened at Chandabera when I was there, and
the Sirdar was fined for not making proper arrangements for
his visitors. The girls implored to be allowed to suffer for him.

Should the head of the ghotul turn out a bully or a slacker,
the chelik and motiari take the help of the village headman and
remove him. This does not happen very often because there is
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plenty of time to test a boy before he is appointed. But it is
not always possible to judge how far power is likely to corrupt
character, and scandals do occur. I have recorded a number of
cases from the history of the last few years. In Mannegaon, the
Leyur-Gaita was
removed for bully-
ing and abusing the
children. The Malik
of Esalnar was once
degraded for bully-
ing. The Kotwar'of
the Berma ghotul
a few years ago got
very much above
himself and used
‘to punish for four
hours instead of
one’ until the mem-
bers rebelled. They
fined him a rupee,
deprived him of
oftice, made him
a ‘subject’ with the
name of Silledar,
and appointed the Fic. 12. A sun and moon tobacco-box
Kandki in his place. Height 24"

Recently in Kehalakot the Kotwar gave so much trouble to the
girls that he was fined eight annas and removed.

Laziness also disqualifies a boy from holding high office. In
Atargaon the Manjhi was dismissed ‘for not working properly’.
The Kokori Chalki was degraded to the rank of Kotwar for
laziness and the Kotwar was appointed in his place. The Belosa
of Berma was removed because she was too slack to control
the girls.

I have only once heard of a boy being removed from office
for abusing his sexual privileges. In Sonawal the Diwan seduced
another chelik’s ‘wife’. The others fined him, but he refused to
pay, saying, ‘I am your master, [ am not going to pay a fine to
my “subjects”.” He and his own wife, the Diwanin, or head of
the girls, were both degraded and made ‘subjects’.
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We now turn to breaches of the sexual conventions of the
ghotul. Here, according to the type of ghotul, two opposite
types of offence are recognized.

In those ghotul where there is a rule against ‘pairing off’, boys
and girls are punished if they sleep together too often. The Sube-
dar and Silo of the Binjhli ghotul were fined four annas each
for sleeping together every day. In these ghotul too it is ¢onsi-
dered very bad
form for a boy to be
‘possessive’ about
a girl, to be jealous
over her and claim
her as his. “We must
change every two
or four days, or we
are fined.’

But 1n the other
type of ghotul,
boys and girls are
fined for commit-
ting what may be
called ‘ghotul adul-
tery’. If a chelik
sleeps with another
boy’s motiari dur-
ing her ‘husband’s’
absence, he is fined.
If the Kotwar ‘finds
the cloth of a girl’
who is not the boy’s
‘mate’ on his mat, he reports the matter and the boy is pu-
nished.

In villages where there are separate ghotul for boys and girls,
they may be fined for visiting one another on days'when this is
taboo. In Lihagaon, where there were separate dormitories for
boys and girls, some years ago the Likhen of the boys was
Lamhada to the Mularo of the girls. One night she came to the
boys’ ghotul and slept with him—a double impropriety since

Fic. 13. Boy’s necklace, from Kajen, of cowries
strung together with red and ‘silver’ beads
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engaged couples are not supposed to sleep together in the ghotul.
He was fined a rupee by the chelik, but refused to pay, and on
the third day ran away with the girl whom he had already made
pregnant. They were brought back and fined two rupees. This
time they paid up, and the ghotul members agreed to the marri-
age and said they would attend it.

With all the freedom of the ghotul, there is a strict insistence
of decorum and modesty. It is remarkable that at weddings
when the older women and men behave with a complete lack
of restraint, abusing each other and catching hold of each other
in the most obscene manner, the motiari are never molested.
The chelik are sometimes punished for showing an indecent
interest in the girls even in the ghotul. Once at Palari the girls
were dancing the Durpa Dandi, or Lotus Stalk Dance, when
each girl rests one leg on her neighbour’s waist. It is considered
a rather risky dance and the girls rarely perform it in public.
The Kandki of the ghotul sat down near the dancers and tried
to peep up in a rather unpleasant manner. The girls stopped
dancing and took him inside the ghotul. “What were you sitting
down for?’ ‘Nothing.” “You wanted to look at us, you dirty little
beast, so we’re going to punish you.’ They tied his hands to-
gether and bound them to the roof for fifteen minutes. When
he was released, he had to salute each of the girls in turn and
beg forgiveness.

\Y%

How does the machinery of ghotul justice work? How are
its punishments inflicted? I will give one or two actual examples
before proceeding to tabulate the penalties.

In the first week of November, 1940, the older boys of the
Masora ghotul were away watching the field-crops and the
Chalan was in charge. For several days five of the girls—Belosa,
Tiloka, Piosa, Janka and Alosa—had reported to him that they
too were going to watch the crops. Actually, however, they
went to sleep at home. Probably they found the ghotul dull with-
out the bigger boys; possibly they simply wanted a rest. On
4 November the Kamdar who, in the absence of the older boys,
was attending to the girls’ behaviour, reported to the Sipahi
(ghotul ‘policeman’) his suspicion that the girls were deceiv-
ing them. That night they watched and found their belief well
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founded. They returned to the ghotul and told the Chalan. The
Chalan issued orders that when the girls next came to report,
they should be arrested and given the stick-punishment.

The next evening, when the Janka and Piosa came to say they
were very sorry but they must go to watch in their fields, the
Kamdar and Sipahi stopped them. But the girls
abused them violently—‘You can drink our
urine, but you won’t punish us, mailotia’—
and ran away. When this was reported to the
Chalan, he went to consult the Diwan, an older
married man who exercised general supervi-
sion over this ghotul. The Diwan said, ‘Call all
{ the girls tomorrow night, and certainly punish
them.’

On the afternoon of the 6th, therefore, the
Kamdar went round the village telling all the
boys and girls that they must attend, for ‘to-
night there will be a judgement in the ghotul’.
But when the time came, Belosa, Tiloka and
} Piosa refused to come. The Chalan sent the

Kamdar and Sipahi to bring them by force.
When they were at last assembled inside the
ghotul—and it is noteworthy that neither the
Diwan nor the older boys thought it necessary
to attend: they were content to leave it to the
juniors—the Chalan asked the Belosa whether
Fic. 14. The ghotul 1t Was true that she had been sleeping in her
Kotwar’s house, and why. She replied, ‘There was no
woodenspears  \wood for the ghotul fire; it was cold; so I slept
Lengths 6" and 5" 1" 51re night at home.” This retort, which implied
that the boys had been failing in their duty of providing wood,
and was probably true, was hardly tactful. The Chalan became
abusive and pointed out that there was plenty of wood. ‘You
slept at home every night; you are all sleeping with married
men.’ Then he examined the other girls, but they refused to
answer. At last the the Alosa cried, ‘It was only one night; all

the other nights we were sleeping in the fields.’

No witnesses were called; everyone knew the girls were
guilty. The Chalan said, ‘What punishment will you have?
Choose!" The motiari made no reply, so the Sipahi said, “Why
not make them get up and down a hundred times holding their
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ears?’ ‘No’, said the Chalan. ‘The stick-punishment would be
better.” Hearing this, the Belosa broke out, ‘“Why should you
punish us at all? We haven’t done anything.’ The Chalan replied,
‘Well, why didn’t you come to the ghotul? Why don’t you
answer our questions? We’ll certainly punish
you if you don’t speak properly.’

But the girls were still silent, so the boys
pushed them out of the ghotul and shut the
door. The girls were now really frightened
and did not dare to run away. They crouched
against the wall in the cold, while the boys dis-
cussed their fate round the fire. At last the
Chalan said to the Sipahi, ‘Bring in those bap-
loti, and give them the stick-punishment.’

So the door was opened and five very sub-
dued girls were brought in. The Chalan asked
if they were ready for punishment and they
said they were. The Kamdar brought in five
thick logs, and put them between their legs,
making them squat on the ground, away from
the wall, their arms folded. They were sen-
tenced to ‘two Relo’. This meant they were
to sit like this, and very uncomfortable it is,
while the boys sang through two Relo songs.
During the second song the Alosa touched the
ground with her hand and was immediately Fic. 15. Iron spears
slapped and pushed over by one of the boys. used by the chelik
The Janka began to cry, and the boys roared inhunting =
with laughter. When the Relo songs were Lenths¢’ 6"and> 4
finished, the Chalan asked the girls one by one if they would
offend again. When each promised to be good in future, he let
her get up. The girl who wept was forgiven last. Each girl had
to go round-the circle of boys and salute them with a smile.
Then said the Chalan, ‘That’s finished. Now comb our hair
and massage us, and we’ll go to sleep.’

Less severe treatment was given to the girls at Bandopal,
when I was sleeping in the ghotul on 25 April 1941. At about
10 o’clock at night, as the dancing and games came to an end,
I was surprised to see all the girls filing out of the courtyard and
sitting by the gate. The Manjhi had discovered that the veran-
dah of the main building, where he and the other leaders slept,
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had not been properly cleaned. He sent for the Belosa and
Dulosa and ordered them to take their girls out of the com-
pound. They did so, no one took any notice of them, the boys
lay down and slept as usual, and
for a time the girls sat quietly
outside the gate. Presently a
subdued and penitent voice call-
ed, ‘Silledar, let us come in.’
There was no reply. Then very
seductively and sweetly, ‘Kot-
war, do let us come in.’ Still no
reply. There was a pause, and
then two or three girls at once
cried, ‘Manjhi, let us in and
we’ll do anything you want.’
This went on for half an hour,
and then the Manjhi sent the
Kotwar with four other boys
to interview the girls. The pan-
chayat squatted down on the
near side of the gate and there
was a long consultation. At last,
the girls promised never to neg-
N lect their work again and the
Fic. 16. Toy woodenrecordsused ~ Kotwar went to report to the
by the Kotwar of the Naria ghotul Manjhi who was sleeping on

Length of upright cylinder 1’ the verandah with a few of the

senior boys. He told him to bring the girls in. They filed in and
went to the Manjhi. He again made them promise to keep the
ghotul clean, then forgave them and told them to massage him
and the other senior boys as a penance before they went to slecp.

In the Chalka Pargana, in such villages as Kajen, Chimriand
Temrugaon, the chelik imitate very closely the ordinary police
procedure of the State. The ghotul Kotwar has a wooden spear
(Fig. 14) in imitation of the State Kotwar’s spear, and a wooden
tablet (Fig. 16) which corresponds to the village report-book.
It is his duty to report once a week (just as in fact the village
watchman reports once a week) to the Inspector of Police, who
records the information and if necessary takes it to the Diwan.
Fines are paid in pieces of wood or siari seeds, a piece of wood
representing a rupee. The thing has the semblance of a‘game
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but it is taken very seriously, and a fine ot fifty ‘rupees’ means
quite a lot of work.

The following incident is typical. At Palari the Jhalko went
to Banjora for a week in January 1942 and while she was away
the Nirosa and Jhankai stayed away from the ghotul for five
days. The Kotwar inquired into the matter, and made his usual
report to the Havaldar who in turn referred it to the Inspector.
The Inspector went to the Sirdar, the head of the ghotul, and
reported that three girls had been absent.

‘Have you examined them?’ asked the Sirdar. “What was their
excuse?’

‘I questioned them, but they had nothing to say.’

The girls were brought before the Sirdar and in cross-exa-
mination it came out that Jhankai had i sore place, and Jhalko
claimed that she had been away in another village.

‘Did you get the Kotwar’s permission to go?’

‘I asked him, but he didn’t say anything. What was I to do?
My parents told me to go.’

Witnesses were called to show that Jhalko stayed away for
two days more after she had returned.

The Sirdar then pronounced sentence. The Jhalko would
get up and down twenty times holding her ears. The Nirosa,
who had no excuse at all, would do it eighty times, and the
Jhankai fifteen times. This sentence was carried out, but the
Nirosa managed to get hers reduced in appeal to ten. ‘But I
will count very carefully’, said the Sirdar.

Afterwards the Sirdar asked the girls, ‘Now you’ve been
punished. Was it fair or are you angry with us?” Each of the
girls in turn said, ‘No, it was perfectly fair; I was guilty.’

On 25 March 1941, one of the boys at Chimri pretended to
be a visiting official; he came into the ghotul and complained
that it was dirty, there was no wood or fire. He sent for the
Kotwar and Manjhi, who came with folded hands, and he
abused them, fining them ten ‘rupees’ each. Another day the
Kajen Kotwar reported to the Inspector that he had noticed on
a boy’s mat a cloth which belonged to a girl who was not his
ghotul-wife. The Inspector pretended to write this down in
his ‘book’, and sent the Constable who handcuffed the two
lovers with lengths of siari twine and brought them to the
Tahsildar. He lectured them and fined them five ‘rupees’ each.
They appealed to the Diwan who enhanced the sentence to
twenty-five ‘rupees’ or bits of green wood.
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V1

These examples will be sufficient to show how the machinery
of ghotul justice works and which officials are involved. It
sounds like a game, but is taken very seriously. We have seen
how the Kotwar or other boy with similar duties first discovers
and reports an offence. It is investigated by the Thanedar or
Inspector, who in turn brings the culprits before the Tahsildar.
Finally the leader of the ghotul considers the case, pronounces
judgement and inflicts punishment. In those ghotul which have
some older man still holding office an appeal may lie to him.
There is often a boy whose special duty it is to carry out the
sentence.

The punishments inflicted are of some variety. We have
already seen the khotla pahara, or stick-punishment, in operation.
Sometimes the stick is put through both legs and arms and the
hands are tied in front. In Kajen it was the Tahsildar’s special
duty to see that the victims did not support themselves against
the wall or ground.

The porokal werana or pahara orator is more severe. Hands and
feet are tied and the victim is slung from the roof by his feet,
remaining topsy-
turvy while the
others sing one,
two or three Relo
songs.

Kawing taliyana
1s the very common
Indian punishment
of making someone
squat down on the
ground and get up
and down holding
his ears with his
hands. It is difficult,
exhausting and un-

dignified. But it is
Flc.k17. Tobacco pOL'lC’l: with b;l;;:/n’:i not very painful
tusk ornaments  Height of pouch 32 and it leaves no

trace, which probably accounts for its popularity among sub-
ordinate officials. In Lihagaon, pebbles were held to the ears
while the culprit was pushed up and down twenty-five to fifty
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times. This was how the Manjhi punished Dursal Rani in the
song recorded at p. 608.*

An Nanipodar, the chelik connected this punishment with a
story of a Raja and a dancing girl of the Mirdangiya caste—
whose girls are famous for their wit and beauty.

There was a Mirdangiya. She danced before a Raja. He was so pleased
that he said, ‘Ask what you will and I’ll give it to you.’ She said, ‘Spit
on the floor and then lick up the mess’. The Raja said, ‘How can a Raja
do such a thing?’ Then the Mirdangiya said, ‘Very well then, give me
the turban from your head.’ He did so and she wore it herself and went
away well pleased.

The movements of a girl jumping up and down holding her
ears are supposed to resemble the Mirdangiya dancing before
the Raja, and the chelik taunt the girls saying, ‘Ho re Mirdan-
giya! Today you’ve become Mirdangiya.’ To which the girls
reply, ‘We are Kanchnin [good and beautiful] girls. If we were
Mirdangiya we would be dancing and you’d have to give us
your turbans.’ The boys laugh and say, “Then it was the Raja
who was punished, now it is the Mirdangiya.’

Nit mandana or kal nitana pahara is a simple punishment of
expulsion and endurance. A boy or girl is made to stand outside
the ghotul fence on one leg with the other leg pressed against
it, while the others sing a number of Relo songs.

The nagil puhana pahara or plough-penalty is fairly common
as a punishment for breaking wind. One chelik pulls the legs of
the victim and two push down his shoulders; legs are pushed and
shoulders pulled until he i1s exhausted.

In the porokal karhana the culprit is made to spread-eagle
himself from the roof and to hang there till permitted to come
down.

The korit pahara is simply a ‘pushing about’ punishment.
Everybody pushes and smacks and pulls the victim about till
he cries for mercy.

In Masora they sometimes tie the culprit’s hair to the roof
and make him stand like that for so many songs. Sometimes
his hands are tied together up to the roof.

It will be noted that these punishments can be described, shall
we say, as chronic rather than acute. The sharp, abrupt sting or

* Refer to original edition, The Muria and their Ghotul (OUP, 1947).
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corporal punishments, so familiar to the European schoolboy
is unknown. The punishments, in so far as these are physical
at all, involve the endurance of discomfort and distributed
pain, and above all the loss of dignity. This is perhaps what we
would expect of so gentle a people to whom the catastropic
decisiveness of a flogging would appear intolerable. Even the
punishments must be associated with something beautiful; they
are endured to the sound of music, the rhythmic movement of
the Relo songs.

A fine is a very common form of penalty. In the ghotul the
fines are almost always interpreted in terms of bits of wood or
siari seeds. A fine of ten rupees probably means ten bits of green
wood (dry wood is brought by the younger boys in the daily
routine), a fine of a hundred means a hundred siari seeds. This
type of substitution is not confined to the ghotul. In Bandopal
I once saw 4 root sacrificed instead of the pig the villagers could
not afford, and elsewhere [ have seen sticks given in place of
chickens—sacrificed and treated exactly as if they really were
chickens.

The seed-fines are collected until there i1s enough to invite
the whole village to a party. Any monetary fines are usually
put in charge of the village headman for safety, and used to
buy liquor. The seeds are fried as a relish; liquor is distributed;
and it is said that during this party the chelik and motiari recount
the history of the fines and penalties of the past year to the amuse-
ment and benefit of all.

The most dreaded punishment is expulsion from the ghotul.
A foretaste of this is given to very small boys who fail to bring
their daily wood, when their elders refuse to accept their Johar
in the evening. The little boy goes round the circle saying Johar,
but each chelik looks through him and refuses to answer. This
soon reduces the child to penitence-and he promises never to
offend again. If he does, or if the little girls fail to clean the build-
ing, they may be sent to sit outside the door for two or three
hours. This is regarded as equivalent to excommunication. It
is a rather pathetic sight to see a little boy or girl, in the cold
winter or the rains, crouching lonely by the door while the
others enjoy the warmth and company inside. Occasionally a
boy or girl is forbidden to join the ghotul expeditions or go to
a marriage. Sometimes members are actually expelled—incur-



114 VERRIER ELWIN: PHILANTHROPOLOGIST

able laziness, obstinate refusal to submit to ghotul discipline, a
quarrelsome temperament, the breach of clan and relationship
rules may lead to this extreme penalty. It is indeed extreme,
for it means the death of youth, the loss of company and the
shame of a wedding T N
without dancers. :
That 1is, in fact,
the final sanction of
the ghotul rules—
the fear that the
chelik ‘and motiari
will refuse to attend
one’s wedding. Itis
no idle threat; it has
been done; it has
been still more often
threatened, and the
parents have had to
pay a fine. Once at
Jhakri the Piosa fail-

ed to do her share
of bringing leaves Fic. 18. Carved tobacco-box from Nayanar

Actual size

at someone’s ma-
rriage, and the boys said, ‘This girl is too great for us. She evi-
dently likes to be alone. Well, she shall marry alone’. When her
marriage day arrived there was a great disturbance and the elders
of several villages had to pacify the offended boys. But at last,
after her parents had given a gift of liquor, they agreed to
assist.

No reader of chapter V* can fail to see the importance of this
threat. No wedding can proceed without chelik and motiari.
Their absence would mean that on the greatest day of one’s life
there was drabness, mockery and disgrace. So long as this ulti-
mate sanction remains, the youngsters submit cheerfully to all
the penalties, harsh as they may sometimes seem, that the leaders
of the ghotul may inflict.”

* Refer to original edition, The Muria and their Ghotul (OUP, 1947).
® Anyone who thinks the ghotul discipline too hard should read a curious
paper by Thurston on ‘Corporal Punishment in Vernacular Schools’ in

India, in which forty-two different manifestations of pedagogic sadism are
listed. Ethnographic Notes, pp. 433—40.
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VII

It may be of interest to compare these penalties with the
disciplinary measures taken in other village dormitories. There is
a curious account in an old book on the Chittagong Hill Tract
by Captain Lewin, who was Deputy Commissioner of this area
and seems to have been a man of considerable sympathy and
knowledge.

In the village communities, even as the adults have a recognized head,
so also is there a head boy appointed to control the boys of the village.
This head of the juvenile community is called the goung. I shall give
here, as illustration of their village customs, a recital which I heard
told at the camp fire one night in the jungles, by one of our policemen
of the Palaingtsa clan. He said: ‘I was formerly goung over the unmar-
ried lads of Hmraphroo village; this was when I was about seventeen
years old. At night all who were unmarried, and weaned from their
mothers, used to sleep in the khiong. One night Ougjyn, and Reyphaw,
and Chaindra, came to me and got leave to go and sleep with their
sweethearts. The girls were named Aduhbyn, Hlapyn, and Aduh-
sheay. I remember their names quite well; they are married now, and
two of them have children. Our lads went by stealth, of course: if the
parents had known it there would have been a row. Next day a little
girl told me that Pynhla, another of our lads, who had not got leave
to sleep out, had passed the night with her sister. This was quite con-
trary to rule, and it was therefore determined to punish him. Next
day we all went to the Raja’s joom to help to build his house, and in
the evening, when we returned, we made a big fire on the bank of the
stream that runs through the village; and I sent and called Pynhla, but
he was afraid, and would not come; he stayed in his father’s house,
and said he had fever. I knew this was only an excuse; so I sent three
lads to bring him forcibly, and they went and brought him, although
his mother abused them much; but the father and mother could not
hurt them, as they were acting by the goung’s order. When he came,
I called upon him to say why he had slept away from the khiong without
leave. At first he denied all about it, and then I brought forward the
little girl, and he asked her, ‘How did you know it was I? It was dark’;
and she said, ‘The moon shone on your face in the early morning
when you opened the door to go away.” When he heard this he saw
there was no escape, and he fell at my feet and asked forgiveness; but
[ fined him three rupees on the spot for the sake of discipline. '°

19T.H. Lewin, Wild Races of South-Eastemn India (London, 1870), pp.
118,
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In the Uraon dhumkuria, as in Bastar, many different punish-
ments are inflicted. In Mandar the boys described the penalty
for not keeping the dormitory clean; if any animal or bird dirtied
the place they had to make the excrement into little balls with
their own hands and throw it away. If a boy wet his bed, they
said, the others stuck a pin into the ground and spat on it; the
offender had to pick it up with his own teeth. In the middle of
the ruined dormitory at Agru I saw a fine stone pillar. Boys who
failed to attend the
dances were forced
to hop round this
five times with two
bits of bamboo tied
tightly to their legs.
Fines were also in-
flicted.

Roy has describ-
ed the ‘slit’ in the
central pillar of
‘some of the dhum-
kuria’ and connects
it with a fertility
ceremony in which
the boys insert their
‘penile organs’ into
a slit in a sal sapl-
ing. ! In Oraon Reli-
gion'2 he says that this is to be found ‘in most dhumkuria houses’.
He only mentions the name of one village, however, Borham-
bey. We saw the slit there, but did not find it in any of the other
dormitories we visited, nor has W. G. Archer been able to find
any trace of the custom elswhere.

It is probable that the ‘dormitory slit” was chiefly used for
punishing refractory boys. According to the dhangar who talked
to Shamrao Hivale at Mandar, it was used as a punishment for
boys who were shy or sulky and refused to join in the communal
games and dances. ‘A lump of red earth is put on the pillar, and
the Mahato stands by with a stick, and hits us on the legs and

Fic. 19. A tortoise tobacco-box
Height 44"

"1 Roy, The Oraons, p. 243.
12p. 53.
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tells us to push our penis into the earth, and then he pushes us
against it again and again till we become red. If a boy is sulky,
we bring him at night to the dubri (mistress) and we push his
enis into the slit until he cries and promises not to offend again.
We all hit him and push him to and fro against the pillar till his
penis hurts and he cries.’
Discipline in the Naga morung is, as we might expect, more
rigorous and the punishments more drastic. ‘Among the boys

there is a certain
amount of rough
play, and a bump-
tious or obnoxious
youngster 1s taught
his place exactly as he
is in an English Public
School. He may sit
down in the dark and
find stinging leaves
have been put ready
for him. Or a more
elaborate  punish-
ment may be inflicted
which many a mother
in England would not
approve of for her
darling. A plank is
laid like a see-saw
over a log. One end
is weighted down with a wooden pillow. The boy has to jump on
the other end and the wooden pillow flies up and hits him on the back
of the neck. 3

There is nothing in Bastar to compare with the Naga bullying,
a process by which young boys are hardened to face every kind
of danger and difficulty. ‘Men who are now middle-aged say
that when they first entered the morung they were very severely
disciplined, not to say bullied. They were, for instance, held
over the fire and compelled to endure the heat without a cry.
Or they were made to show their pluck by being sent alone on
a dark night to fetch a bamboo from a certain clump. The boy

Fic. 20. Marka-batta-gota or mango tobacco-box
Height 2V&"

13 Mills, The Rengma Nagas, p. 52.



118 VERRIER ELWIN: PHILANTHROPOLOGIST

sent was allowed no torch or weapon, and had to gnaw the
bamboo through with his teeth or hack it oft with a sharp
stone. Or, again, a boy would be sent to leave a torch at some
particular spot far away in the jungle and come back alone in
the dark without a light. In the'morning the older boys would
go and see if the burnt remains of the torch were in the proper
place. Nowadays boys have an easier time, but a considerable
number of duties falls to their lot, and for the first three years a
boy’s life is very like that of a fag at an English Public School.
Boys of the lowest class must keep a supply of torches in the
morung for travellers passing through the village late in the
evening; they have to massage the bigger boys’ legs when they
come in tired from the fields; they are responsible for the wood
and water nceded for cooking; they must make pipes and
sharpen daos for their seniors. In fact, for three years they have
to do what they are told, and do it quickly—a most excellent
system. !4

VIII

Hitherto we have considered only the trivialities of ghotul
discipline. The sexual relationships of chelik and motiari give
rise to far more serious problems. I discuss the large question
of ghotul pregnancies in a separate chapter: here we must con-
sider how far life in the dormitories encourages breach of the
clan-laws or leads to incest between near kin.

There are the strictest rules against clan-incest. Do they work?
It is not easy to give an answer. That clan-incest is possibly not
uncommon may be gathered from such sayings as ‘When the
door is shut there are no clans, we are only chelik and motiart’;
‘Once the door is shut and the fire dies down, all relationships
are levelled out’; ‘Our tribal rules extend to the border of the
sleeping-mat; we watch the youngsters as far as that; what hap-
pens inside that country no one knows.’ It was the opinion of
an educated Muria that the chief danger of the ghotul was that
it promoted intimacy between members of the same clan and
even exposed near relatives to unnecessary temptation.

It is impossible to say. Even if I filled pages with village gossip
it would prove nothing. Only an exact statistical inquiry could
answer the question whether the Muria chelik was prone to

14 Mills, The Ao Nagas, pp. 179f.
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incest or no. And that could never be obtained. But certain
things may be atfirmed.

At first sight, considerable freedom appears to be allowed.
A motiari may comb the hair of a boy of her own clan, and
may massage him. Even a close relation like an ‘own sister’
may do this. In
Kabonga the Muria
said that girls and
boys of the same
clan might sleep to-
gether, but must
not have sexual in-
tercourse. At Kajen
in 1940, all the boys
A and girls were of the
Halami sect, except
one girl who was a
Kuhranmu. Yet they
went daily to the
ghotul and slept to-
7 gether there. They
= denied that they had
sexual intercourse.
This may be true,
but no reliance can
ever be put on a de-
nial in Bastar. In the
Metawand ghotul |
found the following
pairs ‘married’ to each other—Partabi and Maravi, Wadder and
Maravi, Maravi and Maravi, Maravi and Katlami, Maravi and
Wadder, Maravi and Maravi, Kuhrami and Maravi. In Dongri-
gura, in 1940, nearly all the ghotul members were Sor, save
one or two Naitami and Kuhrami. The Pahardar and Pahardarin
were ‘married’: both were Sori. So were the Beldar and Beldrain,
the Sirdar and Sirdarin and the Supedar and Supedarin. If mem-
bers of the same sect could be ‘married’ to each other, the feeling
against clan-incest inside the ghotul cannot be very strong. So
long as the relation does not result in pregnancy it does not
seem to matter greatly. No one knows except the chelik and
motiari—and they never tell.

But if there is a pregnancy it is a serious matter. In such a case,

Fic. 21. Carvéd tobacco-box from Markabera
Height 2Y4"
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I was told at Kabonga, the members of the ghotul assemble
and pass judgement. ‘Look, brother, look, sister, you are both
of the same clan; you are brother-sister to each other, yet you
have done this evil. If the elders hear of it, we can give them no
answer. We ourselves do not think it sin; it was the lust of youth,
you were mad with love; but the elders will think it sin.” And
they insist that the boy should bring an abortifacient. In Munj-
meta when a Katlami boy fell in love with a girl of the Wadder
clan—these are forbidden to one another—the ghotul members
held a meeting and solemnly warned them that they would be
fined if they continued to sleep together and that if the girl
became pregnant it would be most serious for them both. But
I heard that they took no notice.

The offence is usually condoned by a heavy fine, anything
from six to twelve rupees to the panchayat and a calf or pig to
the clan-god. But so long as the lovers are willing to separate,
they are not barred from marrying in the usual way, though
not always with the full ceremonial. Indeed a girl should be
married to the boy she is engaged to—if he will have her—as
soon as possible. At Kibi Belanga, for example, a Maravi boy,
the Panda of the ghotul, used to have intercourse with a Maravi
girl, and she became pregnant. The matter became known to
the elders of the village who fined him and married the girl
quickly to a Naitami boy of Kidir village to whom she was en-
gaged. The child was born three months after marriage and was
accepted by the husband. A few years ago in Hathipakna there
was a scandal when the Malko, ‘a daughter of Naitami1’, was
made pregnant by the Jamadar, also a Naitami. They attemp-
ted an abortion, without success, but after the boy’s father had
paid twelve rupees, the Malko was married, by the reduced
ceremonies, to a boy at Sodma.

The kindly, gentle Muria makes things as easy as possible
for the young. ‘Even an elephant with four legs sometimes stum-
bles’. “What can you do to one who has missed the road?’ But
if the girl refuses to leave her lover, the matter becomes very
serious, and both are outcasted. In Metawand, I was told that
such people were never re-admitted into the tribe, and after
death only the chelik would touch their bodies and take them
to the pyre. If a kutukal was erected it would have to be apart
from the others.

A few years ago, at Alor, a member of the Kuhrami clan
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eloped with a Kuhrami girl. They were condemned by the pan-
chayat, but took no notice. For ‘the mouth that desires its fill
and the genitalia that are excited never listen to advice’. They
are now living together at Hirri. No Muria will eat with them,
and at festivals of the clan-god they get no share of the consecra-
ted meat. If a son is born, he will be called Bhula Huwa, but
he will not be regarded as outcaste. He will have all the tribal
privileges denied his parents. ‘For he was tied up in the bundle;
he knew nothing of what was done.’

This rigorist attitude is not so much one of moral condem-
nation as due to a fear of the supernatural vengeance that may
descend upon the whole clan. In some cases, the guilty pair are
forgiven if they perform an elaborate ceremony and pay suffi-
cient fines. For two years they have to wait. Then if the Gaita
approves he takes them to a tank or stream. Near the bank they
make a ring of stakes and build a little bamboo wall, covering
it with grass and thatch, inside which the boy and girl are made
to stand together. The grass 1s set on fire and as it blazes up they
jump through the flames into the water. After bathing, they
put on new clothes and throw the old ones into the water. They
make suitable offerings to the gods and are henceforth free of
their guilt.

The general atmosphere of kindly tolerance probably accounts
for the fact that so few tragedies have occurred. In the police
records of the last ten years there are only two cases of suicide
which arose out of clan-incest. The first was in January 1932.
Chime and Kule of the Timri ghotul were of the same clan and
in love with one another. The girl’s parents married her to a
boy called Jhola, from Supbeda, who had a wife already. She
left him and it is said that she returned to the Timri ghotul and
began to sleep there again. If this is true, it is remarkable in view
of the normally strict taboo on married girls entering the ghotul.
But all such rules are broken sometimes. After a time she was
found to be pregnant but only after several months did the
matter come to the ears of the village elders. When they ques-
tioned Chime about it, she took the hand of Kule and named
him as the father of the unborn child. This was too much for
him and on the night of 18 January, though he went to the ghotul
as usual, when all were asleep he went quietly out and hanged

himself. '
For months everyone must have known all about it. Before
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the girl’s marriage Kule’s breach of the clan laws was complete
and open; it must constantly have been discussed in the ghotul,
and the elders must
have known of it.
Yet until the day of
the ‘trial’ it had
never been openly
proclaimed in the
village that he had
offended against the
laws of the tribe.
That was too much
for him, he saw his
girl lost to him, a
lifelong shame, and
heavy penalties. So
he killed himself.

There was ano-
ther case in 1936 in
Kerawahi when a
chelik and motiari®
who belonged to the same clan fell in love with one another.
They often used to slip outside the ghotul at night and sleep
together. After a time the girl found herself pregnant. When
the matter became known, there was a great scandal and the
elders announced that they would hold a panchayat. The boy
was so ashamed and so afraid of paying the fine that was certain
to be inflicted, that he hanged himself. The girl was afterwards
married to another boy, but was punished—the people said—by
excessive menorrhagia. She grew thinner and thinner, and after a
year her husband left her and married someone else.

Fic. 22. Carved tobacco-box from Metawand
Height 2V2"

IX

I have heard of very few cases of incest between near relatives.
In spite of all the joking, in spite also of the close proximity in
which near relatives grow up together in the ghotul, I think that

15 According to the police report, the chelik was Lati, son of Dhanaji, and
the motiari was Koli, daughter of Bhimram. Lati was Koli’s paternal uncle.
[ do not know their ghotul titles.
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the rules are kept. On the rare occasions that they are broken,
the act is regarded with severe censure. At Sahimunda a girl
was made pregnant by her own mdama, her mother’s brother.
She publicly accused him and he was fined. In Adenga, a Muria
kept his own father’s junior wife. He was excommunicated
and banned from all tribal privileges. He and the woman were
not even allowed to get water from the usual place. I am told
that he is never to be.admitted into the tribe. In the same village
the Gaita kept his mother’s sister, and was excommunicated.

A tale of incest from Kapsi is obviously satirical and hardly
suggests approval of what was done.

Long ago there lived an old man who married his son to a very lovely
girl. When she came to his house the father at once fell in love with
her. He sent his old wife and son to another village to get rice, and
that evening he himself pretended to get high fever and lay groaning
on his bed. The poor daughter-in-law came to him and said, ‘What
can I do for you?’ He said, ‘Ask the Departed in the granary what they
want you to do.” She went to them and asked, ‘What can I do for my
father-in-law?’ The old man crept out of bed and stood behind the
wall. When the girl asked the question, he replied in a loud, strange
voice, ‘Your father-in-law is going to die; there is only one way to
save him; lie with him and his fever will be cured.’ At this the girl was
frightened and said to the Departed, ‘But the marnage haldi is still on
my body, how can I do such wickedness? The marriage booth is yet
green, how can I betray my husband?’ But the old man replied, ‘If you
want your father-in-law to live, do as we say; the sin will not be yours,
but that of the Dead.’ Then the poor daughter-in-law went back to
the old man and told him what the Departed had said, and he asked
her what she thought of it. She said she was willing to do what they
ordered and she lay with him. When all was over, she asked whether
his fever had left him, and he told her that it had, and praised her
devotion to the Departed.
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Preface

Maria Murder and Suicide

This book is a contribution to social anthropology rather than
to the study of crime. For many of the tragedies here are not
crimes in any intelligible sense, though in our present state of
dealing with such matters we treat them as if they were. More-
over, I have naturally approached the subject from the angle
that was most familiar to me. I am neither an administrator, a
lawyer nor a policeman. In dealing with crime this is a great dis-
advantage. It is specially so in India where these simple village
crimes offer few problems of detection, and where it is impos-
sible to study the general reaction of society through the columns
of the daily press or in such revealing impulses of compassion
as petitions for reprieve. It is only rarely that anything like a
detective problem with clues and counter-clues is set for the
police. It is equally rare for interesting points of law to arise
during a trial. In the great majority of cases the accused confesses.
But this does not mean that these aboriginal crimes have no
importance. It is of absorbing sociological and psychological
interest to study the reasons that drive unsophisticated primitive
men to kill and wound their fellows; and their behaviour after-
wards, as well as the conduct of everyone concerned, is of almost
equal importance.

While I was collecting material for my book The Muria and
their Ghotul, I was greatly struck by the difference in the inci-
dence of crime between the Muria and the great Maria tribe to
the south. For homicide the annual incidence to the million is
only 21 among the Muria, while it is 69 among the Bison-horn
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Maria; for suicide it is 22 against 53. In the last 10 years there have
only been 21 Muria murders, and a large number of these have
occurred either on the boundaries of the State or in the Mardapal
Pargana in the extreme south of the Muria area, bordering on
the Maria territory. The Munia differ from the Maria in the quite
extraordinary absence of jealousy among them, in their lack of
attachment to property and personal possessions, in their very
strong civic and social instincts, in their gentleness and kindness.
I believe that this difference is largely due to the existence among
the Muria of the Ghotul or village dormitory,! in which the
boys and girls of the tribe grow up from childhood under a high
degree of discipline and are trained in the tribal virtues. A system
of what is practically pre-nuptial sexual communism teaches
them from an early age the impropriety of jealousy. The habit
of sharing everything all through childhood and youth in the
dormitory weakens their individualistic attachment to personal
property. The result is that several of the main causes of murder
only lightly press upon them. The Bison-horn Maria probably
had a similar dormitory club at one period and traces of it may
still be found today. But it no longer exists as a social force,
and the result is that the Maria—compared to their northern
neighbours—grow up passionate and jealous, strongly attached
to individual goods, undisciplined and revengeful. The Muria
do not seem to consume any less alcohol than the Maria. Indeed
the consumption of mahua spirit per head in the Muria area is
higher than in the south. The Maria, however, drink more rice-
beer, and there are many more cases of illicit distillation detected
among them.

When my friend Mr A. N. Mitchell was Administrator of
Bastar, he was troubled by this problem, and one day in conver-
sation about it, one of us—I forget which—suggested that I
might make some sort of survey of Maria homicides from my
own independent angle. Mr Mitchell, with his unique zeal for
everything affecting the life and welfare of aboriginals, gave
me all possible facilities for my inquiry, and I was thus able not
only to study official documents but also to visit the jail and
discuss matters with many criminals.

The first task in my inquiry was to get at the records. I decided

! For a detailed account of this institution, see my The Muria and their Ghotul
(Bombay, 1947).
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to confine myself to the exclusive study of the Bison-horn
Maria, and here we were immediately faced by our first diffi-
culty, which was to decide who were to be included under this
name. The name has come to be used in Bastar and in anthro-
pology as a result of Mr W. V. Grigson’s memorable book, The
Maria Gonds of Bastar. But it is not, of course, a word that is used
by the people of themselves. Many of them now do not call
themselves Maria at all. At the 1941 Census, thousands of Maria
returned themselves as Muria, because they thought it sounded
more respectable. Many others in the south have for some time
past taken the title of Dorla. Others again are known as Koya,
and a few call themselves Gond. When I was in Konta, the very
wild Maria there said, ‘We are not Maria. That is the name of
the uncivilized fellows in Dantewara’. When I was in Dante-
wara, the equally wild Maria there indignantly rejected the old
name which, they said, was only properly given to the savages of
Konta. The expression ‘Bison-horn Maria’ is an obvious lin-
guistic makeshift. Another name for the tribe is Dandami'Maria.
But I have never heard this used by the people themselves,
and many do not know what it means. The name ‘Bison-horn
Maria’ is derived from the tribe’s custom of using a magnificent
head-dress of bison-horns for their marriage dances, and possib-
ly “Tallaguda Maria’ or even ‘Sing Maria’ (an expression in actual
use) would preserve both the descriptiveness of the title and
linguistic propriety. But for the time being I have continued to
use the very convenient term, Bison-hormn Maria, and through-
out this book it will be understood that, wherever the word
‘Maria’ is used without qualification, it is to the Bison-horn
and not the Hill variety of the tribe that I refer.

It will be evident, however, that official records, which are
not concerned with scientific classification, were not likely to
preserve these nice distinctions between one tribe and another,
and I was at first provided with a very large number of files,
many of which had nothing to do with the Bison-horn Maria
at all. I think it is not unlikely that the bad reputation of this tribe
for violence is, to some extent, due to the fact that a number of
people who do not belong to it are included when statistics are
compiled. However, at last, after much sifting and sorting, [
found that I had a collection of 103 records of Bison-horn Mana
homicides covering the years 1921 to 1941. During this period
there must have been nearly 250 such cases altogether, but some
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of the files had been eliminated and others for one reason or
another were not available. However, 103 was a very fair
sample. For convenience I omitted the last 3 cases, and was
thus left with a set of 100 taken entirely at random, distributed
throughout the period under review and taken from every part
of the area.

It was rather more difficult to get records of suicide, for these
were not kept at the headquarters of the State, but distributed
in the police stations and many of them had been eliminated.
But the State Superintendent of Police called in as many aborigi-
nal files as could be found; these were not above three-score in
number, and I took the first 50 which were extracted. These
extended over a period of 10 years.

Between 1935 and 1942 I made many tours in this enchanting
land among these enchanting people. On the earlier tours I
was accompanied by my friend Mr Shamrao Hivale whose
amazing sympathy and insight helped me to catch my first vision
of Maria culture. Later I had the support of my wife who, being
herself a Gond, was able to get quickly in touch with the people
and immediately established a friendly atmosphere. Particularly
in the later tours I tried to see as many scenes of violence as
possible, to talk to released convicts and to discover the general
attitude of a village towards any crime that had been committed
within its boundaries. In Aranpur I stood beside the still warm
ashes of the ritually-cremated clothes of Barse Chewa who had
recently been hanged in jail. At Khutepal, I watched Oyami
Masa’s children playing on the very floor once stained by the
blood of his murdered wife. In the forest near Jabeli I had a clear-
ing made so that I could photograph the carved pillar erected
in memory of a famous murderer. In Rewali I was visited by a
ferocious-looking youth who had twice stood on trial for his
life and had twice preserved it. Here too I talked with Hemla
Bakka who killed his wife for infidelity and was now unable to
get another. In Doriras [ saw the grave of the murdered Boti
which had been desecrated by Ghasia for the sake of the purse
of money which had been buried to help the dead man on his
journey to the other world. In the same village I visited the
home of Kawasi Borga then serving a life sentence, and talked
to his fine sons and his sad pathetic wife.

Later [ spent many hours in the Jagdalpur Jail talking to Maria
who were serving terms of life-imprisonment for homicide.
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Some of them were as informative as the limits of their psycho-
logy allowed, for it must always be remembered that aboriginals
are not accustomed to discussing those matters which are of
special interest to anthropologists. Other prisoners clearly sus-
pected some trick and told me very little. On the whole I was
impressed by the great sadness of their life, even though in the
jail they are well and kindly treated. Most of them, I think, felt
that an inexplicable tragedy had befallen them. They did not
feel like criminals. Their lives had been destroyed by a capricious
destiny.

[t was naturally more difficult to get information about the
suicides, for, in the nature of the case, the person of most interest
could not be present to tell his story. Relatives also and the villa-
gers were more reticent, I thought, in discussing this subject,
possibly because they feared that any revelations might lead to
further police investigation. But even so I was able to geta
certain amount of information about the Maria’s attitude to
self~-murder.

But inquiries among the Maria are never easy. The people
say that, as a result of Mr Grigson’s investigations when he
was writing his book on the tribe, their villages have suffered
an invasion of man-eating tigers. In one village where [ myself
took photographs it was declared afterwards that [ had made
all the women barren. The Maria are friendly people, and |
was able to make many friends among them. But particularly
on matters which have a police reference they are naturally
inclined to be secretive and prefer to claim ignorance rather than
expose themselves to possible later difficulties by confiding in
the investigator. Moreover, there 1s undoubtedly throughout
aboriginal India a belief that talking about tribal affairs may
anger the ancestors of the clan or disturb some godling’s peace
of mind. It is said of Korava children, members of a criminal
tribe in Mysore, that they are taught from infancy to say ‘I do
not know’ in reply to questions put to them.2 Many Maria adopt
the same attitude.

I do not suggest that in this book I have discovered anything
new. But the transition from a social order where everything
was settled by the tribe to a state of affairs where everything is

2L. K. Ananthakrishnalyer, The Mysore Tribes and Castes (Mysore, 1930),
Vol III, p. 612.
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settled by outsiders and nothing at all by the tribe, is of obvious
interest. The tragedies described here throw light on many
aspects of tribal life, and are specially valuable as indicating
what things are emotionally disturbing to the Maria mind.
When we read a monograph on a tribe, its whole life is laid out
before us. Some things are interesting and exciting to the reader,
but it is not always easy to discover what is interesting to the
people themselves. Supplementary studies like this help us to
appreciate the actual realities of, for example, a polygamous
household or the real difficulties of the serving-marriage. The
impact of witchcraft on the minds of the people, the extent of
their attachment to property, their jealousy and desire for
revenge are vividly illustrated here.

The value of such a study as this is not, however, only for the
student. As the tribal areas are opened up, and as the aboriginals
come more and more into touch with the outside world, it will
become ever more essential for administrators and magistrates
to understand tribal mentality. It is hard enough sometimes to
understand any kind of aboriginal action. There is nothing more
baffling than aboriginal crime. The Courts are all too ready to
save time and energy by accepting a plea of drunkenness as an
explanation of what seems incomprehensible. Undoubtedly a
proportion of aboriginal crime, like the crime of civilized people,
1s due to alcohol. But I do not believe the proportion is large
and there is reason to suppose that the plea of drunkenness so
frequently put forward is often suggested to the accused by his
legal adviser.

The importance of anthropological knowledge for the proper
evaluation of aboriginal crime hardly needs illustration. One
of the most difficult things that a Court has to decide in a case
of homicide is whether the deed that it is evaluating comes under
any of the Exceptions to Section 300 of the I.P.C. Was the cnme
premeditated? Was it provoked by a serious and unbearable
insult? The difficulty here, which every Sessions Judge admits, is
that what seems an extreme provocation to him or the Assessors
may hardly be noticed by the aboriginal, and incidents that
seem quite trifling to the ‘civilized” mind may rouse the Maria
or Naga to a fit of homicidal rage. The matter is comnplicated
by the fact that the tribes vary greatly from one to another.
The Bison-horn Maria, for example, are passionately concerned
about female chastity, and a wife’s infidelity is constantly a cause
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of murder. But in this their Gond and Baiga neighbours to the
north have a much lower standard. Love is comparatively free.
Divorce is easy and a wife’s betrayal is readily compensated by
the payment of a small fine. It is obvious, therefore, that a Gond
or Baiga who suspects his wife of infidelity is not put to any-
thing like the same degree of provocation as that suffered by a
Bison-horn Maria under similar circumstances.

Premeditation may be indicated by tribal customs. The Bison-
horn Maria express the spirit of implacable revenge by certain
dramatic symbols. They pull out their pubic hairs; they remove a
few.handfuls of grass from an enemy’s roof; they whistle loudly
the dreaded sui whistle. In any case where an accused is proved
to have indulged in one or other of these acts, it may be assumed
that his crime was premeditated.

A Bastar tragedy, the murder of Tati Hirme by her deceased
husband’s younger brother Doga, provides an interesting
example of how a knowledge of local custom can explain an
otherwise meaningless crime. According to tribal practice a
younger brother has a right over his elder brother’s widow, a
right which extends not only to her person, but to her property.
This right Tati Hirme refused to Doga, and there is evidence
that for a long time the youth bitterly resented her behaviour.
On the day of the tragedy he went to her house and asked her
for some tobacco. She refused, and he murdered her.

At first sight here is precisely one of those motiveless crimes
which have so often puzzled outside observers. It is true that
there was hostility between the parties, but the refusal of a small
gift of tobacco was hardly sufficient for so disastrous a result.
But in Maria practice to ask a woman for tobacco is a symbolic
way of inviting her to sexual intercouse, and when the boy asked
his elder brother’s widow to have congress with him, he was
only demanding his right and when she refused it, he found
the provocation, both to his pride and his desire, so great that
he killed her.

Research, both by medical science and by anthropology, may
in time reveal how far the apparently motiveless homicides of
aboriginals can be explained as crimes of exhaustion and fatigue.
Again and again a man kills his loved wife in a sudden explosion
of temper and for no apparent cause. It is probable that in many
cases the real reason is not alcoholic intoxication, but extreme
fatigue.
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A point that often troubles the Courts is the time-element in
cases where provocation is pleaded as an excuse. It is often found
that there is a lapse of some hours between the actual incident
that gave provocation and the subsequent act of violence. It
has too often been held that this lapse of time should deprive the
accused of gaining the benefit from Exception 1 of Section 300
of the Indian Penal Code. But there can be little doubt that an
aboriginal’s intelligence does not work so quickly as that of a
more sophisticated person, and even in matters of everyday life it
often takes an appreciable time for an idea to take root and effect
aresult in his mind. Laubscher’s analysis of the psychology of the
Tembu Negroes of South Africa is of some importance here.
The Tembu, he says,

Is not by nature blood-thirsty, but his aggressive instinctive or pugna-
cious propensities are excitable, easily roused and explosive. His
aggressive libido flows outwards, becomes readily externalized, and
sudden impulsive assaults, often fatal, are not uncommon. Careful
study of the emotional reactions of the participants in stick fights, of
course initially playfully performed for my benefit, has shown me
how quickly and explosively the native loses his temper and retahates
with death-dealing blows at his opponent. Fatal blows are only avoided
by the defensive skill of the opponent. Aggressive impulses are quickly
evoked, although there is no apparent bad feeling after such a stick
fight. I came to the conclusion that once an emotional impulse is
aroused and the stimulus continues to be present, the native just drifts
along with the impulse and exercises little or any inhibitory power,
unless this inhibition is brought about by the evocation of anotheg
impulse, opposite in aim to the first, such as a fear of consequences,
but it must be a fear stimulated by something present at the moment.
Resultingly, the intellectual mechanisms of foresight, judgement
and self-control are readily submerged by the instinctive impulse.>

I have not burdened these pages with many cross-references.
The two Summaries at the end of the book give the names of
the murderers and suicides in alphabetical order, the clan-name
in each case coming first. The Summary of homicides enables
the reader to trace the sentence and subsequent history of each
of the main characters in the book and also to see at a glance the
entire outline of Maria crime.

3B. ]. F. Laubscher, Sex, Custom and Psychopathology (London, 1937),
p- 302.
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My first friend in Bastar was Mr E. S. Hyde, 1.cC.s., a life-
long champion of the aboriginals. The assistance given by
him and Mr A. N. Mitchell was continued by their successor,
Mr K. Radhakrishnan, 1.c.s. At every stage of my inquiries |
had the sympathetic interest of Dr W. P. S. Mitchell, m.5.E.
Dr Mitchell was for many years the Superintendent of the Jail
at Jagdalpur and was extremely popular among the prisoners.
Every ex-convict with whom I talked praised him, and indeed
he reminded me of what Dostoevsky said about the good-
natured Russian Prison Governor who treated his men as equals.
‘They did not love him, they adored him. I do not remember
that they ever permitted themselves to be disrespectful or fami-
liar. On the contrary when he met the Governor the convict’s
face suddenly lighted up; he smiled largely, cap in hand, even
to see him appraoch.” Another popular figure in the Bastar Jail
was Dr Satyanarayan who is believed by the Maria to perform
some medical magic to free them from erotic desires. The late
Rai Saheb Niranjan Singh, Assistant Administrator, who
himself had tried and sentenced a large number of Maria crimi-
nals, threw much light on the social conditions that give rise
to crimes in Bastar. To the police I must give a special word
of thanks. Instead of resenting the intrusion of an amateur,
Mr A.C. Mayberry, M.B.E., State Superintendent, and his staff
gave me every possible assistance. Thakur Manbahal Singh
particularly gave me information about the psychology of the
homicide which revealed his very deep knowledge of the people.
To many other policemen, Circle-Inspectors, Sub-Inspectors
and Constables, who aided me in my tours and inquiries, I must
express my gratitude. Mr Qudratulla Khan gave me valu-
able information on Excise matters. Mr Janardhan Joshi and
Mr Ramakrishna took great trouble to find records for me,
and helped me in every way. Mr S. M. Ishaque’s experience of
the Maria is unique. He accompanied me on one important tour,
and even when lying in great pain in hospital gave me guidance
and advice. Mr Q. Huq and Mr M. M. Khirey, who were at
the time Tahsildars of Jagdalpur and Dantewara respectively,
exerted themselves in every way to assist me in my tours, and
greatly encouraged me by their support.

Mr Sampat Singh acted as my interpreter and teacher in Gondi
on most of the later tours. His help was quite invaluable. He
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himself had been present as a clerk at many murder trials, and
was often able to expose the real points at issue. | am very grate-
ful for his company and for the intelligence and energy which
he put into a difficult and exacting task. Gulabdas, my assistant,
who has been under training for many years and can now be
regarded as an expert in his particular sphere of inquiry, did
excellent exploratory work, and by his affable and insinuating
address won the confidence of many Maria and persuaded them
to reveal their secrets.

Part of the expenses of research were covered by a research
grant from Merton College: I owe a heavy debt of gratitude to
the Warden and Fellows for their assistance. The actual publica-
tion of the book was made possible by the enthusiasm and
practical assistance of my friend Mr Jehangir P. Patel. The deeper
realities of friendship and alliance are not matters for public
acknowledgement: this book is itself a token and a proof of
them. Mr Patel’s share in it has been complete.

Mr Justice C. R. Hemeon, 1.cC.s., and Mrs Hemeon read the
manuscript and made important comments and suggestions.
Mr Hemeon adds to an extensive legal and judicial experience
an ardent interest in criminology and Mrs Hemeon’s unique
gifts of understanding and insight make her the kind of critic
that an author prays for.

Mrs Maeve Scott made two beautiful drawings (the Anga
Pen and the Bison-horn head-dress) and gave much help in the
preparation of the maps and half-tones. Mr R. D. Motafram’s
ready and expert hand was responsible for the other line-draw-
ings. The picture of the Meriah sacrifices was discovered for
me by Mr Evelyn Wood.

To Mr C. R. Gerrard I am specially indebted for the dust-
cover which takes the book out into the world with beauty and
significance.

The late Sir W. V. Grigson first inspired me to visit Bastar
and then helped to make it possible for me to stay there. A
Foreword from him is peculiarly appropriate: his knowledge
and love of Bastar is unprecedented and he himself handled
with understanding and justice many of the incidents in this
book.

Sir W. V. Grigson was succeeded in Bastar by Mr D. R.
Rutnam, 1.c.s., who established administrative principles which
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have been of the utmost advantage to the aboriginals and from
whom I have learnt much about the mentality of the Maria
criminal.

Patangarh, V. E.
Mandla District, India
1 July 1943, revised 1 May 1949
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The Religion of
an Indian Tribe (1955)

The Art of the Ikon

[

An important and characteristic feature of Saora religion is the
custom of making drawings on the walls of houses in honour
of the dead, to avert disease, to promote fertility and on the
occasion of certain festivals.

These drawings, which are called ittalan,! a word I translate
as ikon, may be made by ‘anyone who knows how’; he need
not be a priest, but the artist who becomes adept achieves asort
of dedicated position and is known as the Ittalmaran, ‘wall-writ-
ing-man’ or, in fact, artist. Many of the shamans also com-
bine this art with their regular professional duties.

The routine procedure, which is almost standardized, is for
the shaman to recommend the painting of an ikon as one of the
means of satisfying a god or ancestor who has brought trouble
on a home. The making of the ikon may be the pivotal point of
a ceremony, or may be auxiliary to its main business, but it is
always associated with some sort of sacrifice. As the regular
festivals come round, the renewal of the old paintings, especially

! Probably derived from the Saora root id- which means ‘to write’ and
talan, a contracted form of kitalan, a wall—ittalan thus meaning ‘the writing
on the wall’. Ramamurti gives the word as jotdlan. In some villages the draw-
mgs are called sedatal, and the person who draws them is the Sedatalmaran.
Seda- is a verb meaning to select, and Sedasum is a tutelary who selects a
shaman.
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those for improving the fertility of the crops, is accepted as a
normal religious obligation.

When an ikon is to be made, the householder may either paint
it himself, following the inspiration of his dreams, or he may
send for a shaman or Ittalmaran and tell him what has to be
done. In this case the artist comes to the house and spends a
night there before beginning work. In the evening the house-
holder places a small basket of rice and a pot of palm wine on
the ground before the wall on which the picture is to be made.
If necessary his wife washes the wall with fresh red earth and
water to provide a good background. The artist offers the rice
and wine to the god or ancestor concerned and says, ‘I am an
ignorant fellow; I know nothing; but I have been told to make
you a house. If I make any mistakes, do not punish me, for it
will not be my fault.’

The reference to the ‘house’ is significant. The ikons are the
one-dimensional homes of the spirits. ‘A spirit’, I was once told,
‘sits in his picture as a fly settles on a wall.” The same idea is
emphasized in a story which I recorded at Kinteda.

Before ikons were made the ancestors used to give people a great deal of
trouble. One day an ancestor came to Bojai the shaman in a dream and
said, ‘l have nowhere to live; I want to stay with you.” The shaman said
that there was nowhere for a ghost to stay in his house. The ancestor
was angry and made him very ill with fever. Bojai sent for another
shaman and when the ghost came upon him, he said, ‘Sacrifice a goat
and make me a house on your wall.” The poor shaman, who had no
idea what to do, tried to build a house with bamboo against the wall,
but the ghost came and laughed at him. Atlast Bojai went to Kittung
and asked him what to do. Kittung mixed rice-flour with water and
showed him how to paint a house on the wall and furnish it. In this
way the custom of making ikons began, and as a result the spirits were
pleased and did not trouble people quite so much.

Another story, from Sogeda, gives a highly charged magical
significance to the ikons, though I doubt if the ordinary Saora
of today regards them in quite this way.

After the world was made, Kittung built a house for himself. On the
wall he made drawings of a man and woman with white earth. At
that time, all creatures, except men and women, had been made;
Kittung wanted to make them, but he had no notion of how to doiit.
He went to Uyungsum and asked what he should do. Uyungsum said,
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Cover your drawings of the man and woman with leaves. After seven
days cut your little finger and let the blood fall on the drawings, two
drops on the man, three on the woman.

Kittung covered his drawings with leaves and let his blood fall on
them, as Uyungsum had said. Nine days later from the woman’s
picture came a girl: she at once began to cry. Next day a boy came
out of the man’s picture. Kittung looked after them, and when they
grew up, he asked Uyungsum to marry them to one another. From
them came all mankind.

The artist sleeps on the floor beside the dedicated rice and
expects to have a dream telling him exactly what to do. Some-
times, however, the householder or a shaman has the dream
instead, and then the artist works under his guidance. But
invariably, I think, the ikons are directed by dreams.

In the morning the artist gets up and has a wash, but he must
not eat—though he may drink palm wine—until he has finished.
He again makes offerings of rice and wine before the wall, and
then settles down to work.

He uses a twig slightly splayed at the end, and his canvas s,
of course, the red-washed wall of the house. For paint he has
rice-flour and water mixed in a small bowl, or sometimes ashes
and water, a mixture which looks a dirty grey at first but dries
a sharp white. Occasionally he gives emphasis to his figures
with a little lamp-black or red ochre. Unlike other tribesmen
who make their pictures in red or black on a white background,
the Saoras nearly always paint in white on a red background.

Most of the ikons are built up round the idea of 2 ‘house’—a
square, circle or rectangle, which is filled in and surrounded
with the figures of men and animals. The artist makes the outline
of the house first, for this determines the approximate size of
the picture, and then proceeds to decorate and fill it in. He draws
the frame with multiple straight lines, with lines elaborately
enhanced or with rows of dots or stars. But he always follows
the same technique, whether he is making a house, a human
figure or an animal. He first makes the outline and then fills it
in. In drawing a human figure, for example, he first makes an
outline of the whole body with two opposed isosceles triangles
which meet at the tips. He adds the arms, then the legs, then
the head, and finally fills in the two triangles to make a solid
body with a sharply accentuated waist.
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For an elephant, the artist first makes the outline of a rough
rectangle, adds the legs, tail, head and trunk in that order, WhltCS
in the body and finally draws the rider. He makes a horse with
two triangles similar to those for the human figure, but turned
on their side. He then adds legs, head and rider, taking great
care to suggest the hair by fine strokes along the neck and tail.
Similarly in making a bear, after he has filled in the body, he
draws hair all round it. Equal attention is paid to a peacock’s
tail, a deer’s horns or a porcupine’s quills. '

When the artist has finished the preliminary draft of the
picture, he sends for a shaman who at once proceeds to compli-
cate the course of true art with fussy religious inspirations. He
offers rice and wine before the ikon, and calls on the spirit for
whom it has been made to come and inspect it. He falls into
trance, takes his sacred lamp in his hand, and inspects the draw-
ing by its light; he criticizes it and suggests improvements. ‘You
have not given me a comb,’ he may say, or ‘There are not
enough chaprassis sitting at my gate’ or “When I was alive  once
sat on a bicycle; why haven’t you put it in?” This is one of the
ways whereby the pictures get so overcrowded; the spirits do
not seem to like blank spaces; every inch of wall must be filled
with symbols of honour; their greed abhors a vacuum. I once
watched the symmetry of an admirably balanced picture being
destroyed by this kind of supernatural interference.

I attended the dedication of an ikon at Abbasingi on 5 May
1948, when Gurpanu, a shaman, made a new painting of his
tutelary. On a mud platform in front of the picture, he put two
pots of rice, a small mirror, the bowl of rice-flour used by the
artist, many little leaf-cups for the tutelary and her relatives,
and on either side bunches of green plantains. He offered rice
and wine while an assistant rang a bell, and called on the gods
and ancestors and particularly on his own tutelary.

I have made a house for you. Here are your elephants and horses. Come
riding on them. Here is your tiger and your bear. Here are your birds.
Come and see what a fine house I have made for you. Tutelaries of
the sky, come and see the house. Tutelaries of the hills, come and see
the house. All is ready. Come and feast with us and examine your
new house. Bring your clerk and your chaprassis. We are watching
the road for you. Come quickly, for here is your house and door.
Your elephants and horses are ready. Come quickly.
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The shaman passed into trance and his tutelary came upon
him. There was a long argument about the quality of the enter-
tainment provided and it was only after the shaman had offered
rice, plantains and wine and had promised a fowl] at the next
Harvest Festival that the tutelary condescended to examine his
new house. The shaman lit alamp and looked it over carefully.
The tutelary said, ‘Yes, that’s all right. But where’s my lizard?
Ialways have one as a pet in my house. I must have my lizard.’

The shaman hastily promised to add a lizard to the picture,
and the tutelary at last declared himself satisfied and went away.
The shaman concluded the ceremony by dedicating a new pot
into which he put some rice and a copper coin; he hung it up
with a branch of plantains above the ikon.

Once it has been accepted and dedicated, after sacrifice has
been offered and a pot or gourd hung up above it, the ikon is
regarded as a little temple within the house. Offerings are made
before it on every ceremonial occasion, and bunches of fruit or
ears of grain are hung round its pot at the Harvest Festivals. In
certain cases the ikon is repainted every year, often with varia-
tions, so that in some houses there is a sort of palimpsest effect,
old designs showing dimply behind the bright outlines of the
latest drawing.

The ikons are so important, as an element in the cure of
disease, for the fertility of the crops, in the marriage of a shaman
with his tutelary, and for the light they throw on Saora theology,
that it will be necessary to consider them in detail. I propose to
examine, and illustrate, fifty of these pictures under various
headings according to the purpose for which they were made.

I

I. IKONS? DESIGNED TO PROMOTE OR PRESERVE THE
FERTILITY OF THE CROPS

Ikons are painted at the Jammolpur, the ceremonial removal of
the seed from store for sowing, when a sacrifice is offered to
guard it and improve its fertility. Such ikons often depict agri-

2 The ikons illustrating Nos. 1, 4, 11, 13, 19, 20, 22, 27, 29 and 30 which
were pictured, sometimes in larger size, in my The Tribal Art of Middle India,
are reproduced here for convenience.
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cultural operations such as ploughing or hoeing and include
fertility symbols. They may, for example, show a man plough-
ing, a pregnant woman, a woman carrying seed, a potter laden
with pots, gods seated on an elephant. These are friendly and
auspicious symbols, and each kind of seed is offered before them
with a prayer that the gods and ancestors will be favourable.

Such ikons are
made as a matter of
routine every year,
and others are pain-
ted for the Harvest
Festivals and re-
touched annually.
Other ikons for the
protection of the
crops are made in
emergency, and
may then be of a
rather different pat-
tern.

The fertility
ikons are made
either for Labosum,
the earth-god, or
for the ancestors, Fic. 2
whose interest in the harvests is thus emphasized.
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1. In the priest’s .house at Karanjaju
Length, 34" (No. 1)

For Labosum. Painted at the Jammolpur, this itkon shows a
ploughman with a characteristic (and auspicious) pipe in his
mouth, with his son, engaged in ploughing. The cow is fol-
lowed by its calf. There is a pregnant woman carrying seed on
her head. A potter and his wife bring loads of pots to cook the
bumper crop which 1s expected. On an elephant sit Jemra
Kittung and Sidibiradi (see pp. 316ft.3), who are specially placa-
ted at this time: This ikon, with its fertility symbols, may be
taken as a sort of standard picture, for in various forms it is
reproduced all over the Saora country.

2. In the house of Saronti, the eunuch, at Sogeda

Height, 23" (No. 2)
This ikon, also made for Labosum at the Jammolpur, though
it lacks the simple dignity of the preceding picture, displays a
scene of great exuberance. While the ploughmen and men with
harrows continue with their work, a party of merry-makers
dance round them, some waving their arms in the air, some

Fic. 3
3 Please refer to original edition, published in 1955 by Oxford University
Press.
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carrying pots on their heads, some holding them on their shoul-
ders. A few people carry two pots to suggest that the harvest
will be twice as good as usual. The sun and moon look down as
witnesses. Birds, deer and a porcupine are painted in the belief
that if they are honoured here, they will not go into the fields
and damage the growing plants.

3. In the Chief’s house at Gunduruba
Height, 28" (No. 3)

This ikon was painted at the Jammolpur for the ancestors by
an Idaimaran, priest of the dead, as this was considered to be
specially his concern. The main building is the palace of the
ancestors. Mon-
keys frolic on the
roof and attendants
and guards sur-
round the building
as they do the bun-
galow of any very
important person
on earth. Below to
the left 1s a house for
three tutelaries and
beside it 1s their ar-
moury. The tutela-
ries themselves are
seated on an ele-
phant, carrying
umbrellas in their
nands; their clerk
rides on a horse be-
fore them.

This picture illustrates the Saora doctrine of the second death;
there are three dead men here, and it was explained to me that
the two groups, one on each side of the house in which two
men are shown carrying a third (rather incongruously drawn
as sitting upright with an umbrella), are in fact bearers taking
corpses to the pyre. A potter carries a load of pots for the funeral
ceremony.

There is nothing here about agriculture, but it was supposed
that the ancestors would be so flattered by the ikon that they

Fic. 4
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would do their best to help. Speaking of this picture the Chief
said, ‘So long as this is on the wall, there will be no fear of
thieves. The ikon 1s the watchman of the home.’

4. In the priest’s house at Pandiguda
Height, 46" (No. 4)

Another Jammolpur ikon for Labosum. It shows one man
ploughing, another with his hoe, a row of women going to
weed, potters with their pots. At the bottom Labosum sits on
his elephant. Sun and moon witness to the bargain that if the
picture is made there will be a good harvest.

5. In Singraju’s house at Arangulu
Height, 32" (No. 5)

Singraju painted the usual ikon for Labosum at the Jammolpur.
He sacrificed a fow] before it, dedicated his seed, and planned
to go the following day, a Friday, to sow it. That night, how-
ever, he dreamt that as he was carrying his seed to his clearing
a tiger tried to kill him. He fled and, as he was running away,
he saw his mother and father—both long dead—and they drove
the tiger away. The next morning he sent for a shaman and the
father’s ghost came
upon him and
said, ‘Don’t take
your seed to the
clearing today, for
your picture 1s all
wrong. Rub it out
and make a new
one and take out
your seed next
Monday. Unless
you do this, your
harvest will be a
failure.’

Singraju  was
now 1n a quan-
dary, for he had
no idea what kind
of picture was re-
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quired. But that night he had a dream, and his father showed
him just what he had to do. On the Sunday, therefore, he fasted
and painted the new ikon. He sacrificed another fowl, and on
the following morning sowed the first seed of the year and in
due time reaped a fine harvest.

The picture shows, within an unusually elaborate border of
stars, the forest-clearing, in the middle of which is a house for
Singraju’s parents. One man is ploughing, and another breaking
up the soil with a harrow. There are two women with hoes on
their heads and three with sickles. Another woman is bringing
food for the workers, with pots of rice and gruel on her head.
Singraju is drawn consulting the shaman, who 1s playing his
Kuranrajan. There is a very old snake which is trying to swallow
the sun: this motif is included to avert any possible danger from
eclipses.

Fic. 6

6. In the Chief’s house at Mannemgolu
Height, 18" (No. 6)

The Chief’s younger brother Dampo died in 1942, and his Guar
and Karja ceremonies were duly performed. Two years went
by and the fanily was not once troubled by the ghost. But n
1944, at the time of the Osanadur, the Harvest Festival of the
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millet Eleusine corocana, Dampo’s ghost came to his brother in
a dream and showed him a pattern on the wall. ‘Make a painting
for me like that’, he said. “Then your millet crop will always be
very good.” The Chief at once drew the picture and Dampo’s
ghost came in another dream and said that he was very pleased
and that he would personally see to it that the millet crop was
good. This ikon is in the same simple style as No. 1, and shows
the usual agricultural operations in progress.
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