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cell* Some remain in this condition for a number

o years. Some stay in darkness for their whole lives.

They never see the sun and never come out. They
sit inside and turn a prayer-wheel. Thus they live,

just as if they were in the grave. On one side of

their dark cells they make a small hole through
which people put food for them to eat. I tried hard

to talk with them, but did not get permission. I

could only throw, through the hole, some passages
of Scripture for them to read.

"From these hermits I learnt a great lesson. For
these people go through all this suffering to gain that

which is nothing at all. They do it to reach Nirvana,
which holds out no prospect of a future life and

heavenly joy, but only leads to the extermination of

life and spirit and all desires. This is their idea of

salvation. How much more ought we to serve Christ

and lay hold on eternal life, and in His service joy-

fully take up the Cross for His sake, who has given
and will grrerusr His heavenly blessing!

"

The Sadhu ends this short narrative of his tour by

explaining that because it was already late in the year
when he started, he was obliged to return towards the

end of August. He had found the tiny band of

Christians on the Tibetan border whom he visited

doing well. This was a matter of deep thankfulness

to him, as they were very isolated and had no in-

structor. He hoped to be able to take one of them
back to India and give him a good training so that

he might return to teach his own people.
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After returning from adventures such as these,

and meeting once more the students from our Col-

lege, Sundar Singh would so inspire them with his

own courageous spirit that for many weeks after-

wards they would speak to one another about him,
and plan expeditions to the Hills so as to be with

him on one of his journeys into the interior. On
some occasions one or two of them would start with

him, but the difficulties of the way would become too

great and they would be obliged to return. Never-

theless, at Kotgarh itself, whenever he was known to

be there, they would eagerly seek to meet him.

Not merely in our own College at Delhi, but all

over the Punjab, the same new spirit of sacrifice was
enkindled. During the time when he lived a retired

life of study in the Divinity School at Lahore, young
men, Christian and non-Christian, used to come to

him for spiritual help and counsel 5 and though at

that time he was extremely reticent and not alto-

gether happy concerning the course he had chosen,
the silent influence of his example made its own deep
impression. Gradually the news concerning him

spread in wider circles, until he was eagerly sought
for to help at conventions for the deepening of spiri-
tual life all over the North of India. With regard
to that portion of his life, I have no personal mem-
ories to offer, for my own duties took me to Santini-

ketan in Bengal, the home of Rabindranath Tagore,
while the Sadhu remained chiefly in the Punjab.
Very occasionally, when I went to the North, I would
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meet him} but our frequent intercourse, which had

been such a joy and blessing to me, came to an end

after I had left Delhi.

In those later years, right up to the time of his

death, Principal Rudra maintained his friendship

with the Sadhu more closely than ever, and he would

often write to me about him. Now and then he was

perplexed by the strange narratives which the Sadhu

had brought back concerning his wanderings in Tibet,

and he would often argue with him that much of

what he had experienced had been due to his highly

wrought imagination. He doubted some of the

stories, but he never doubted for a moment the sin-

cerity and simplicity of the Sadhu himself. That

was beyond question.

After I had left Delhi, Lala Khub Ram, a science

professor of St. Stephen's College, often accompanied

Principal Rudra to Kotgarh. During their visits they
had ample opportunities of meeting the Sadhu and

talking over these mysterious incidents with him, thus

getting to know more clearly his own point of view

concerning the supernatural world. While they dif-

fered from him in certain important respects, they

both rejoiced to find that after his visits to the West,
in 1920 and 1922, when he had become world-fa-

mous, his love for Christ had grown still deeper than

before, and his humility had become more profound
than ever. He had also ceased to speak in public

about what he had seen in ecstatic visions, and con-

fined himself to the simplest Gospel message.
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Susil Rudra passed away in August, 1924. He
suffered from a long and painful illness, very pa-
tiently borne, wherein his courageous bearing of pain
seemed to make him gentler than ever. He was at

Solan when the end came, in the midst of those same
Simla Hills which he had learnt to love. While his

outward strength was failing him, he prayed every
day with earnest longing for a revival in the Indian
Christian Church which would bring with it a re-

newed devotion to the service of Christ among the

suffering. All through these last days I was able to

be with him, and it was touching to witness how this

longing increased while his bodily strength decayed.
Rudra's grave is in the Himalayan Hills, and it

would now seem almost certain that the Sadhu also

met his death in the recesses of the Himalayas. To
both of them the one passion of their lives, which
carried them through every humiliation, was the love
of Christ. If they have been able to implant this in

the hearts of the young Indian Christians, who looked

up to them for guidance and example, they will not
have lived in vain.



CHAPTER VIII: The Way of the Cross

No ONE was ever more dear to me in India than

Susil Rudra, and no one helped me more to obtain a

clear vision of the possibilities of the Christian faith

in action. He showed me also, with great tenderness

and sorrow, the failure of the Indian Church to set

forward Christ's message in its true light, and the

need of a new interpretation.

His last words to me, after we had received the

sacrament together, were full of courage and hope.
He saw before him with his dying eyes "a glorious

Church, not having spot or wrinkle or any such thing:

holy and without blemish."
x

While he had been with me, as my loved com-

panion, in earlier days at Kotgarh, he had written for

English readers a remarkable pamphlet, which gave

expression to his highest thoughts about Christ and
His Church. He returned to these thoughts during
his last illness before he became unconscious. They
represented the tried and tested principles of his

whole life.

"To distracted India/
5 he had written in his

pamphlet,
2
"with its whole head and heart sick, there

has come a message of hope ... of a living Person,

lEph. v. 27*
2 See Renaissance in India, p. 248.

91
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Jesus Christ, who declares:
C
I am He that liveth and

was dead, and behold I am alive for evermore.' That

living Person in the plentitude of spiritual power
embodies in Himself all the moral forces which go to

create a vital and progressive organism an organism
which may find its goal in a united and independent
nation. He embodies them, not merely as the

Teacher, but as Himself the living motive Power be-

hind them the Power who gives new moral life to

those who come to Him."
Susil Rudra was a patriot of a very high order,

who loved India with a surpassing love. He wrote

the words I have quoted at a time when he was in

almost daily touch with Sadhu Sundar Singh at Kot-

garh. It was the high Christian standard, which Sun-
dar so courageously represented, that enabled him to

write with such faith concerning the future triumph
of the Cross. "A great Indian Church," he added,
"is needed to form a great Indian nation."

It was through Susil that I came .to understand
these deeper thoughts regarding the destiny of the

Indian Church and the Indian people, which he and
Sundar discussed together, hour after hour.

I had learnt to love Sundar for his own sake and
for his great love of Christ, his Lord and Master;
,but it was through Susil that I learnt also to sym-
pathize with all that he had suffered in carrying out
his Christian purpose. For Susil could enter into

those sufferings with a knowledge that was intimately

personal. He had known in his own life that same
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desolation of spirit which Sundar had felt on the day
when he had left home and kindred and all that he

had to follow Christ.

SusiPs father, Piyare Mohan Rudra, had been one

of Dr. Duff's converts in Calcutta, who had suffered

social ostracism in early days because he had followed

his own conscience and accepted Christ as his Saviour.

Thus Susil had known as a boy, in his own home,
what it was to suffer the loss of all things for Christ's

sake, and he could never forget that experience.

Nevertheless, he had strictly observed his father's

'attitude of complete loyalty to the Hindu tradition,

wherever it did not conflict with his loyalty to Christ.

He had remained a "Hindu" in every way that was

possible, while living as a full member of the Chris-

tian community.
1

To carry this out in practice had meant a lifelong

struggle, both for father and son. They had fol-

lowed the way of the Cross, and had joyfully

accepted humiliation without bitterness. Misunder-

stood often by Indian Christians themselves
5
mis-

understood also by the Hindu community, which had

cast them out, they had found in Christ Himself their

great consolation.

Sundar had been called upon, all through his life

as a Christian, to face this same stern issue 5 and it was

the greatest joy to Principal Rudra to watch and

admire his wonderful courage as he took the straight

word "Hindu" carries with it a social as well as a religious

significance.
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course forward without swerving either to the right

hand or the left. For Sundar had followed instinc-

tively the same way of the Cross which Susil and his

father had trodden. He had never, in later years,

attacked bitterly, as converts are too prone to do, the

religion in which he had been brought up. Rather,
he welcomed men of religious principle wherever he

found them, and did not seek to engage in contro-

versy with them. They saw, in their turn, through
his eyes, the love of Christ, and "took knowledge of

him that he had been with Jesus." Like his own

Master, he sought to build up rather than to pull

downj to fulfil rather than to destroy} to be silent

under rebuke; to bear humiliation with thankfulness}
to testify by his life rather than by his words.

; It was this patient, silent witness which won at last

his father to confess Christ.

While I lived with Susil at Delhi, sharing his

home with him, the Sadhu's name used to be con-

^stantly on our lips and his way of life discussed. The
whole future of the Christian faith in India seemed
to centre in the ideal he put before us. Could it be

accepted by the Church in the Punjab, or would it be

rejected? Were our own lives we asked each other

helping or hindering? There could be no doubt

what our own hearts desired} but were we carrying
forward that desire to its fulfilment? My mind con-

tinually misgave me when I put this last question to

myself.

Susil regretted all his life that he had gone too far
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in making one slight change, when he was quite

young, in his outward habits. He had adopted Eu-

ropean dress, as most Indian Christians had done.

Thus he had cut himself off, in this one respect, from

his own past. On College feast days, however, and

other important occasions, he would always wear his

own Indian costume. But as soon as the function was

over, he would go back to his drab European dress

once more. Only one thing he would never abandon

his peculiar Indian head-dress. He clung to that

to the end!

When I used to rally him about this, he would

answer me with a disarming smile. "Don't insist,

Charlie," he would say, half laughing, "or ask me to

change my ways now. I'm too old to do that."

All the more, he admired the Sadhu for never

having abandoned his national dress, even when he

went to Europe. "I wish I had had the courage,"
he would say, "to do that. But it's too late to begin
all over again."

This small feature of dress may appear to be of

very slight importance. In itself, of course, it meant

nothing. "The Kingdom of Heaven," says St. Paul,
"is not meat and drink, but righteousness and peace
and joy in the Holy Ghost." Nevertheless, as a

symbol, it represented a cleavage between two in-

compatible ways of life} and this inner struggle was

continually going on in Indian Christian lives, divid-

ing their allegiance. Could the Christian faith be-

come thoroughly akin to Indian conditions without
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losing its Christian character? That was the one

vital question which was uppermost in earnest peo-

ple's minds during those days.

Sadhu Sundar Singh, more than anyone else,

helped to solve the problem in the right way. He
boldly answered that Christ could walk along the

Indian road and find there His companions and fol-

lowers and friends. He believed that Christ could

be truly found in India, if only Christians themselves
did not obscure His presence. This simple faith in

Christ, as the living Lord and Saviour, he held fast

in his own heart and soul. He did not wish to define

this faith in
forrc^l words, or to bind it to any par-

ticular outward organization. But he proved its

power in his own life. He made no weak compro-
mises. The salt in him did not lose its savour. And
yet, at the same time, he remained "Indian" through
and through, both in his outward dress and habits and
in his thinking and creative mind.

Though his parables were drawn from his own ex-

periences in India, they have won acceptance in every
land because they tell of the living Christ. By con-

tinuing to be in every respect just what he was by his

birth, a simple-minded Indian from an Indian vil-

lage, he won everyone's heart, and carried more con-

viction than if he had tried to make himself Western.
Even his halting use of the English language
brought home more clearly his meaning, because it

was natural and sincere. In the same way, all his

Christian thoughts took an Eastern colour directly he
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gave them utterance} but they remained, even on

that account, more close to the teaching of the

Master.

"In the history of religion," writes Archbishop

Soderblom, "Sundar is the first to show the whole

world how the Gospel of Jesus Christ is reflected in

unchanged purity in an Indian soul. Sundar answers

a question we have ourselves asked: cWhat will the

Christianity of India be like, if it is to be anything at

all but a "colony"?
>

"Here is an Indian soul, who has remained as

genuinely Indian as possible, in <the best meaning of

the word, while becoming absorbed
in the love of

Christ and completely accepting
f

the GospeL It

would not be easy to find anyone, even in the West,
who has more thoroughly assimilated the Gospel to

himself than Sundar Singh. What is typical about

him is not a fusion of Christianity and Hinduism, but

a fresh presentation of Biblical Christianity that is in

many ways stimulating and illuminating for our-

selves."

Along many different channels this long process

of
bring^tStie

Christian faith into direct touch with the

religious genius of India is now being carried for-

ward- Already its effect is made evident in many
Churches. It is marked by the gradual disuse of

alien forms of worship and the desire to abandon

denominational differences. A return to the sim-

plicity of Indian ways of living has also begun.

"If Christ," writes Principal Rudra, "becomes the
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object of the contemplation and love of India, who
can place any limit to the assimilation of His life and

spirit? And if Christ's spirit is assimilated, who can

estimate its individual, social and political effects?"

Since Sadhu Sundar Singh set the example in

faithfully following the way of the Cross, this trans-

formation of the Indian Church from a foreign to an

indigenous development has proceeded in some

parts of India very slowly, in other parts more

rapidly. Ashrams1
have sprung up among Indian

Christians, along with brotherhoods of lowly service

of the poor. The true Eastern setting of the Gospel
has been made apparent. Much of the strangeness
of the West has been taken away from the portrait
of our Lord. Indian disciples are learning to walk

closely in the steps which He trod.

Christian literature, art, music and architecture,
which are more in touch with India and her people,
are slowly taking their place in the life of the nation.

Groups of villages, which are altogether Christian,
are uniting to form a social and religious unit in the

new civilization of the East. The renaissance of

India is permeated more and more with Christian

ideas. Christ's name and character are held in rev-

erence far beyond the boundaries of the Church, and
those who neither profess nor call themselves Chris-

tians are all unconsciously seeking to carry out His

purpose.
It is not within the scope of a personal memoir,
1 Places of religioua retreat.
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such as this, to dwell at length on the Sadhu's differ-

ent journeys to the Far East, and also to America,

Australasia, and Europe. My own recollections are

confined to his life in India itself, and therefore I

have no personal records of those travels in other

lands. But I have gathered from the vivid and inti-

mate memories of many friends that the impression
he left behind him went very deep indeed. He did

not take the broad and easy path of speaking smooth

things. Rather, he took the hard and narrow way
of the Cross, and spoke the truth to the West in love.

He became more and more a prophet, as he saw the

luxury of Europe and America and contrasted it with

the poverty of India. For his two visits to Christian

lands brought with them a bitter disappointment.
He had expected to see the Spirit of Christ trans-

forming the Western nations, but he found every-

where "comfort, money, luxury, and the things of

the world." He had hoped to come into close touch

with a life of Christian prayer and devotion, but he

found instead noise and frantic haste which left no

time for meditation. Like Tennyson, he compared
man's life without prayer to an animal existence.

"Men in the West," he said, "are so busy, that they
have left prayer out of their lives altogether."

It is true that he met many devoted followers of

Christ in these so-called Christian lands. "The
noblest Christians," he said, "can be found in the

West as well as in the East, and I long to sit at their

feet." But he spoke with the severity of an Old
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Testament prophet concerning the evils of the West.

"In the Day of Judgment," he said with solemn

warning, "non-Christians will receive a lighter sen-

tence because they have not heard of Christ: but those

in Christian lands will be punished more severely,

because they have heard His message and have re-

jected it. Here, in the West, I see everywhere peo-

ple who seem to think about nothing but pleasure,

money and material comfort. I know that what I am

saying will not please you; but I must obey my con-

science and give you the message I have received

from God."

Many were offended by this plain speaking from

a young man, hardly more than thirty years old,

coming to address them in broken English and

dressed in a strange Eastern garb. Those who had
come from mere curiosity, expecting to hear wonder-

ful stories, went away disappointed, but many took

heed of what he said in such an unconventional

manner.

"This is the last time you will ever see me," he
said with sadness at the end of his travels in the

West. On that very account, he had felt all the

more bound in spirit to deliver the message which

the Lord had given him to utter.

In contrast with this outward severity, we may
take some sentences from a letter written to me by
Dr. Karl Fries, of Sweden, who had welcomed him
to his own home. "Never," writes Karl Fries, "did
we hear from him a harsh word, or an unkind judg-
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ment, while he was our guest. He was. In every

detail, a true Christian gentleman. Much of his

time was spent alone, in his room, engaged in prayer,
He looked at things always from the spiritual side,

and was more eager for the beauties of Nature than
the works of man."

Dr. Frank N. D. Buchman, the founder of the

Oxford Group Movement, who was with him in

America, gave me the same picture of his life of

prayer maintained amid all the multiple engagements
of a Western tour.

Sundar Singh always spoke with an admiration

and affection, deeply touching to hear, of those mis-

sionaries to whom, in God's providence, he owed so

much. For men and women such as these, who were
the salt of the earth, his gratitude was unbounded.



CHAPTER IX: In His Steps

WE COME now to one characteristic feature of Sadhu
Sundar Singh's life, which seemed to overrule his

actions and shape the course he took in a singular
manner. With a childlike simplicity, he sought step

by step to follow literally the example of his Lord
and Saviour Jesus Christ.

The Gospels, in their Urdu translation, were his

Bible. He carried a small New Testament about

with him wherever he went. For many years of his

life it was the one book he studied, and he gave it

his own interpretation as he meditated upon it.

Above all, he read its text in the light of that su-

preme moment when he saw Christ face to face and
became His disciple. I used to watch him at Kot-

garh studying his Gospel in Urdu with deep atten-

tion, and he would speak about the joy it gave him.
One of the last letters he wrote, early in April, 1 929,
before he went on that journey into Tibet, from
which he never returned, was to the Bible Society in

England, testifying what untold spiritual wealth he
had found in this most precious treasure he pos-
sessed.

To Sundar Singh, in those years when I knew him
best, there was an all-inclusive article of the Chris-

103
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tian Faith. .Christ was to him, in his own spiritual

life, the living image of the invisible God. He saw

God in the face of Jesus Christ. He did not come to

the idea of God through the Old Testament; for he

only rarely studied in detail the Psalms and the

Prophets. The Gospels were all in all to him. He
knew the Gospel story of the Lord Jesus Christ by

heart; it lived in his memory and fashioned his daily

thoughts.

In his book of visions the Sadhu gives us the pic-

ture of what was made clear to him about "seeing

God." He writes: "A few months agc> I was lying

alone in my room suffering acutely from an ulcer in

my eye. The pain was so great that I could do no

other work, so I spent the time in prayer and inter-

cession. One day I had been thus engaged for only a

few minutes when the spiritual world was opened to

me and I found myself surrounded by numbers of

angels. Immediately I forgot all my pain. ... I

asked: 'Do the angels and saints always look upon the

face of God, and if they see Him in what form does

He appear?*

"One of the saints said: *As the sea is full of water,

so is the whole universe filled with God. . . . Be-

cause He is infinite, His children, who are finite, can

see Him only in the form of Christ.
3 "

What Sundar Singh thus saw and heard in this

vision has a background of Indian religious thought
behind it; for the simile of the ocean, as a picture of

the Divine Life, is common to all Indian literature j
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and the thought of the Formless One taking Form,
in order to make Himself known to mankind, is

common also.
1

Christ had revealed to Sundar Singh the fullness

of the Divine Life. He had brought God near to

him in a human form. Therefore every detail of

that character of the Master was studied by the dis-

ciple with intense and rapt devotion. To most Chris-

tians the Old Testament background has afforded a

long training and discipline concerning the holiness

and righteousness of God before His name of Love
is revealed. But with Sundar Singh, this background
was lacking. He leapt at once from the vague belief

concerning God, which he had inherited from his

mother, to the New Testament, wherein God's na-

ture of perfect love is the crown of revelation. It is

quite possible that his character lacked something by
never having had this discipline. But at the same
time it saved him from crudities which have hardly
yet been thrown off among ourselves.

His one passionate desire, year after year, when
we met him at Kotgarh, was to make an immediate

pilgrimage, in some way or other, to the Holy Land,
and there walk along the very road where Christ had

walked, and pray on the Mount of Olives at the very
spot where Christ had prayed. Even as early as

1908 he had found his way to Bombay, hoping to get
a passage to Port Said on some cargo boat, and thus

go forward to the Holy Land, but he was unable to
1 See What 1 Owe to Christ, Chap, V.
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do so. His visit to the West, in 1920, which opened

every country in the world to him, was originally due

to this intense longing to go to Palestine. He found

that it was impossible to obtain in India a passport

directly after the Great War, and someone told him
that he could obtain one more easily if he went to

England. That information immediately set his

mind working. At last he determined to make a

journey direct to England, hoping afterwards to

reach the Holy Land from thence.

When he set foot in Palestine at last, in the year

1922, his highly sensitive nature was stirred to its

very depths. He walked each step of the sacred way
with such intentness of emotion that he seemed to be

dwelling there with his Master, and feeling His

presence intimately near wherever he went.

We are always coming across these literal "imita-

tions" in the Sadhu's own life. Indeed he was often

too literal j but his devotion was so great that he

could not go far astray. With his vivid imagination
he saw everything, even in his daily life, through pic-

tures of the mind. This made each saying of Christ

so living to him, that he longed to follow in his Mas-
ter's steps by literal obedience to His word.

When Jesus said: "Foxes have holes and the birds

of the air have nests, but the Son of Man hath not

where to lay His head," Sundar Singh took this at

once as sanctioning the Sadhu life. When Jesus
said: "Take neither purse nor scrip neither two

coats," he obeyed to the very letter.
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In the light of this literal tendency in the Sadhu's

imaginative life, it is possible to appreciate the sig-

nificance of the step which he took early in 1913.

For he put into practice a desire which had long been

in his heart unfulfilled. He went out into the wild-

erness to keep a fast, just as Jesus his Master did,

under the open sky, without any protection from the

wild beasts.

He retired alone, into the jungle between Hard-
war and Dehra Dun, and gave himself up to prayer
and meditation while his strength and consciousness

lasted. He intended, if his body could endure the

strain, to fast for the same period as his Lord, but he
broke down after a few days.

He tells us that one of the reasons for undertaking
this fast was to find out whether the inner peace,
which he enjoyed as a Christian, was quite independ-
ent of the body and remained a thing apart, or

whether it was bound up with the body and changed
with its changing emotions.

"Before I attempted the fast," he said, "I was
assailed by temptations. More especially when I

was tired I used to get annoyed when people came
to talk to me and ask questions. I still feel this

difficulty, but nothing like so much as before. . * .

Before the fast, I suffered also from other tempta-
tions. When suffering from hunger and thirst I used
to complain and to ask why the Lord did not provide.
He had told me not to take any money with me.
If I had taken money I could have bought what I



IN HIS STEPS
'

IO7

needed. Since the fast, however, when overtaken by
physical hardships, I say: 'It is my Father's will}

perhaps I have done something to deserve it.
3

Again,
before the fast I was sometimes tempted to give up
the life of a Sadhu with its hardships, and go back to

the luxury of my father's house, to get married and
live in comfort. Could I not be a good Christian and
live a life of communion with God there also? But
I saw that, though it was no sin for others to live in

comfort and have money and home, God's call for

me was different. . . * My real marriage is with
Christ."

1

The effort he made terminated abruptly j for his

physical strength left him. He had not practised

fasting of this kind before, and therefore the strain

was excessive. Some wood-cutters found him in the

jungle half-dead and brought him down to Rishi-

kesh. He was taken to Dehra Dun and then to Ann-

field, where under the care of some Indian Christians

he was nursed back to health.

Sundar Singh taught in parables. Here again his

first thought in doing so was to follow literally in the

footsteps of his Master. As Christ went about the

villages of Galilee, so he himself went about the vil-

lages in the Punjab and in the Simla Hills. As
Christ taught the country-folk in simple parables, so

he would use the homeliest illustrations from the life

of the country-side. Even when he came to the

West, he still kept his manner of speech.
1 Streeter & Appasamy. The Message of Sad&u Sundar $ingh> pp. 23f.
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The stories which he told showed remarkable pow-
ers of observation, and the points he made in them
were so convincing that when once they were heard

they could never be forgotten. Some of his most
vivid illustrations were taken from what he saw in

the Simla Hills.

"In 1921," he relates, "there broke out a jungle
fire in the Himalayas. While most of the people
around were busy in putting it out, I noticed several

men standing and looking fixedly into a tree. 'What
are you looking at?' I asked. They, in reply, pointed
to a nest full of young birds on the tree whose
branches were already burning. Above it, a bird

was flying about in great distress. They said: <We
wish we could save that nest, but we cannot go near

because of the blazing fire.' A few minutes later the

nest caught fire, and I thought: 'Now the mother-

bird will fly away.' Instead, to my great astonish-

ment, I saw her fly down and spread her wings over

the young ones. In a few minutes the poor bird was

burnt to ashes along with her youngsters. I had
never seen anything like it before, and said to those

standing near: cAre we not astonished at this wonder-

ful love? Think how much more wonderful must

Be the love of Him who has created such an unselfish

love in His creatures. The same infinite and unself-

ish love brought Jesus Christ down from heaven into

this world to become man that, by giving His own

life, He might save us who were dying in our sins.'
"
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One further instance may be given from the

imagery of the Himalayas:
"Till the sun's heat," he writes, "has melted the

snow of the mountain tops, it cannot flow down and

irrigate the sun-dried and thirsty plain. Until the

snow is melted it cannot be drawn as water vapour
to form clouds, from which it can come down as rain

to make the parched and thirsty land green and

fruitful. If we are not melted by the rays of the

Sun of Righteousness, and by the fire of the Holy
Spirit, we can neither quench the thirst of any fam-

ished soul nor bring him to the Fountain of Life,

where he will be satisfied and live for ever. May
God give us grace so to live Christ in our daily lives

that we may be instrumental in bringing others to

our Saviour,"

Among his illustrations, none stand out more

clearly in their freshness than those which he derived

from his visit with Sir W. Willcocks to Palestine in

1922, to which reference has already been made.

They reveal how his heart and soul were continually

with the Lord and Master whom he served.

"In 1922," he writes, "when travelling in Pales-

tine with a friend, I was greatly refreshed by drink-

ing the sweet and soothing water of a famous well.

An hour or two later I was again thirsty, and those

words of our Lord came forcibly to my mind: Who-
soever drinketh of this water shall thirst again j but

whosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give him
shall never thirst, but the water that I shall give him
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shall be in him a well of water springing up into

everlasting life.'

"I had just drunk of a well that men had dug and
was again thirsty. In all humility and thankfulness

I can say that since I gave my heart to Christ and
drank of that water which He gave me, I have never

been thirsty, because He is indeed the Fountain of

Life."

The Mount of Olives, the place of the Holy Sep-

ulchre, the Way to Calvary all these sacred places
filled his mind day and night* They gave him also

some of his most graphic illustrations.

"Many Christians," he said, "are like Mary at the

Sepulchre, who loved Jesus and went to see Him in

His grave when He was already risen from the dead.

She loved Jesus with her whole heart, and yet when
she saw Him outside the tomb she did not recognize
Him. Her sight was blinded with tears. It was as

if there were a mist before her eyes which prevented
her from seeing Him. It is the same with many
Christians. They love Jesus without seeing in Him
the Saviour who is risen from the dead the living
Christ. They cannot see Him on account of the

mists of sin and error: their eyes are blinded with

tears of sorrow. But when they open their hearts

fully to Him, then they recognize Him."
One more parable was probably suggested to him

by those who took him through the Holy Land. It

points out how the Sea of Galilee which takes in the
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pure fresh water from the snows of Lebanon remains

always fresh and sweet, with the flowers of the field

covering its rising banks, because it always passes on

the water it receives. But the Dead Sea, which re-

ceives the same water that has flowed through the

Sea of Galilee, turns the pure fresh water into salt

water so full of brine that on its banks nothing can

grow at all. It is a Dead Sea because it takes in but

never gives out. So Christians who unselfishly pass

on the good gifts which God gives to them remain

pure and fresh in their spiritual life, while those who
take in God's gifts and never give out unselfishly to

others, become dead and lifeless. They not only

ruin their own lives, but also the lives of those around

who depend on them for spiritual help.

Those who heard him speak about the Holy Land
in India after his return can never forget the gleam
of light which came into his eyes, and the rapt look

upon his face. He told his story almost like one in

a dream. The things in Palestine that jar on the

sensitive mind to-day the crowds of sight-seeing

tourists, the rivalries of religious sects, the rush of

the motor traffic and the vulgarizing of human life

all these seemed to leave no sad impression behind

them, because he dwelt in spirit so entirely with his

Lord. The Living Christ was by his side and he was

conscious of His presence.

The one Book that revealed Christ to him as he

walked in these sacred paths was the Bible. Every
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page of it became illuminated and more dear to him

than ever it had been before, after this visit to the

Holy Land. His vivid imagination was enkindled

by its stories, and its pages became still more living

to him.

"The Bible," he said, "is the Book of books, be-

cause it is the Book of God. It is my Guide and

Light, and Food for my soul. Experience has

proved the fact that there is no other book in the

world beside this, which can meet the spiritual needs

of men. It is now about a quarter of a century since

this precious Book introduced me to its Author j and

all this time I have found my Saviour to be exactly

the same as recorded in this Book. He has been to

me all that we read concerning Him there. Lan-

guage difficulties and textual criticism have not hid-

den its truths nor hindered in the least its life-giving

influence in my heart, because of these words 'They
are spirit and they are life.'

"In reading the Bible, I have found untold and

eternal wealth of riches, such as I never thought nor

dreamt before; and now in passing on its message
to others, and sharing it with them, its blessing to

me and to them continually increases. People can

see the Book and its readers, but its wonderful unseen

power and force of attraction are only known by those

who read it sincerely and prayerfully. Just as the

magnet and needle can be seen, but the magnetic
force which draws the needle to itself is hidden and
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unseen, so the unseen power of this Word of God
draws sinners like me to the Saviour."

x

When I asked Willie Hindle to give his own ex-

planation why Sundar seemed to me so sad when
I met him at Simla in 1926, he said that this thought
of death was ever present with the Sadhu after he

had passed the allotted span of years that Christ had

lived. A, sadness had grown upon him when the

Lord delayed His "coming."
Each journey that he took towards Tibet in those

later years was an adventure upon which he set out

with the anticipation that he might meet death. He
never fully expected to return. The love of Christ

constrained him, and whether he was fit for the jour-

ney or unfit he pressed on. The vision of his youth
remained even after some of its splendour had faded.

Sundar, all through those days of his early man-

hood, had a flaming passion partly derived from

his mother's teaching about the Sikh Gurus and

partly from his visions of Christ. It was to follow

his Saviour even unto death. This had been always

in his mind throughout those years of suffering on

his journeys to and from Tibet, where Christ was

his sole Companion. He had come to a strangely

literal expectation that he would meet his own death

at the very same age of life at whith his Lord had

been crucified. Therefore he had looked forward to

dying at the age of thirty-three. He did not speak
of this in public, but only to those who were his clos-

1 Address given at the British and Foreign Bible Society, London.
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est friends. The thought of it had gripped his imag-

ination, especially during his journey to the Holy
Land, where he had meditated so intensely upon the

Death and Passion of his Saviour. After he had

passed through the thirty-fourth year of his life, and
his own death was delayed, he was disappointed.



CHAPTER X: The World of Spirit

THIS chapter will be more difficult to write than any
other because the village life of India, with its me-
dieval outlook, is unfamiliar to the modern West.

Sundar Singh retained that "medieval" mind all

through the years when my recollections of him were
most vivid. It was his great strength among his own

village people j and yet it had its weakness also. It

led to an almost credulous acceptance of the miracu-

lous. At the same time, it kept his imagination fresh

and young all through the years of manhood which

followed his conversion. It therefore enabled him
to undertake adventures in the spiritual sphere, which

would never have been possible without the reckless-

ness of childlike faith.

We moderns have ow strength also. We are

more severely critical of superstition than any other

age in human history. Thereby, we have emanci-

pated ourselves from many haunting fears. But,
side by side with this, we have a paralysing weakness,
of which we are often almost unaware. For in the

crowded rush of modern city life, in the midst of

ever-speeding traffic, we have tended to lose touch

with the deeper spiritual realities which underlie the

universe. Wordsworth, more than a century ago,
made us realize this danger in lines which have be-

ns
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come commonplace} and yet they carry with them

to-day an even more serious warning than ever before.

He speaks to us of the obsession of the outer world:

". . . late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see in Nature that is ours:

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon."

He tells us how, for all the finer notes, we have no
ear: we are out of tune.

The consequence of this has been, that the best

part of us has become cruelly neglected j and every
now and then Nature herself cries out in agony. She
will not allow us to lose the better part of human
existence.

In the simple village life of India, though there
are many glaring evils and gross credulities, this

child-imagination has not been cast aside as a thing
outworn. It is amazingly active. Fancy still plays
her wonderful part in creating its own picture lan-

guage for the human spirit. Village children, as they
go forward on life's journey from childhood to old

age, do not desert the realm of wonder, or content

themselves with the dull commonplace. Marvels in

Nature and in human life fill their waking thoughts,
and meet them face to face in their dreams.

Granted that evil spirit-forces are at work as well
as good. Nevertheless, at least imagination hafc its

wings to soar, and man's daily vision is not bounded

by the material sense of animal needs. For the hum-
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blest villager, who lives on scanty fare, will spend

every coin he has put by, and mortgage his whole

future, in order to make a pilgrimage to Mount Kail-

ash amid the snows
j or to bathe in the sacred waters

of the Ganges at Benares
5
or to reach by weary

marches the great Temple at Puri on the shore of the

Bay of Bengal. The rapt look on the faces of these

village pilgrims, as they go forward singing on their

way, declares plainly that "man does not live by
bread alone."

Among the interior regions of the Himalayas, and

all along the borders of Tibet, this inner sense of a

mysterious Spirit-Universe, enveloping the material

world of outward things and intermingling with the

hidden powers of Nature herself, becomes vividly

intense among travellers who have spent long years

there. They have felt suddenly descending upon
them an awe of the supernatural, difficult to describe

in words.

While this peculiar intensity of awe is experienced
in the high mountains, the same feeling exists, in a

lesser degree, over every part of rural India in the

plains. This village life is intimately known to me

through long familiarity with its people. Hour after

hour I have listened to the talk in the evening, when

strange happenings among the "spirit-folk" have

been eagerly canvassed and discussed. Such stories

are rarely challenged by those who are sitting round

the huqqa "listening in." For there is always a

ready will to believe.
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In the dusk of the evening twilight, dim shapes
are seen and faint voices are heard* The air itself,

along certain paths, seems haunted by spirit forms.

This spirit-world is felt by the villagers nearly all

day long. Some of the more thoughtful of them will

sit for long hours in silence during the midday heat

half-dreaming about it. Others will brood over it

while working in the fields, and offer up a prayer to

God for guidance and protection. Solitude is easily

obtained by those who may wish to keep it. Not
seldom a solitary singer will go on singing his song
to God far into the night, or else at break of dawn.
Amid such surroundings as these, in the village

of Rampur, Sundar Singh was born and had his

home. From his earliest childhood, the daily in-

structions he received from the Hindu Scriptures

brought before his singularly receptive mind incred-

ibly romantic legends about divine heroes who per-
formed wonderful deeds and lived miraculous lives.

The stories of the Sikh martyrs were also replete with

glowing incidents of noble endurance. His own daily

life, in the large household of Sardar Sher Singh, his

father, stimulated his thoughts in these directions.

For all the members of the family, including his own
mother, believed in the supernatural with heart and
soul. They would therefore encourage the young
lad's eagerness to penetrate into those mysterious

things which were of absorbing interest to them-
selves. Neither he, nor they, had yet come into such
close contact with modern critical thought as to raise
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any doubt or question about the validity of what their

forefathers had told them.

It is with no sense of disparagement that I have

brought forward this aspect of Indian village life.

Indeed, in my own home in England, when I was

a boy, we lived in a world all day long that was full

of the Book of Revelation; and my father and

mother never left it.
1 The supernatural thus be-

came natural to me, just as it is natural to-day in vil-

lage India.

When Sundar Singh became a Christian this in-

nate love of the marvellous was in no way dimin-

ished. The extraordinary character of his own con-

version led him directly to that inner kingdom of

the soul where miracles are of daily occurrence, and

the line which divides the outward from the inward

becomes almost invisible. In his Urdu New Testa-

ment, he used to read concerning the wonderful

deeds of Christ described in the Gospels. The Acts

of the Apostles showed to him the very same deeds

continuing in the early Church. Therefore, as he

went forward step by step in his discipleship, seeking

humbly to follow Christ, he passed into a world of

new Christian experiences, which corresponded in

some degree with the miraculous world of imagina-
tion he had inhabited before. The object of his wor-

ship was Christ: the supernatural character of events

remained the same.

Sundar Singh had, from the very first, powers of

What I Owe to Christ, Chaps. Ill and IV.
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imagination and mystical vision far beyond those of

ordinary people. He could see things that others

could not see, and lived in a world of his own. It

was very noticeable how he had retained, long after

childhood, the power of visualizing things he saw

inwardly with the mind. Wordsworth tells us how
he himself, as a poet, spent three days on Salisbury

Plain and was haunted by visions of the past. Sun-

dar had the same poetic nature very highly devel-

oped. His visualizing faculty grew with him as he

lived among the mountains; and I have often won-

dered whether life in the high mountain air, amid

the solitudes of Nature, enhances such a disposition.

Among the Highlands of Scotland, for instance, and

in the West of Ireland, where the wild aspect of Na-
ture has not yet entirely disappeared, the people
themselves seem to retain powers which are lost to

ordinary city folk.

During the long solitary journeys which Sundar

took, year after year, in the Himalayas, these creative

powers of his own imagination had full play. Like

some new opening scene in the great drama of the

Apocalypse, the Holy City would seem to be about

to "descend out of heaven, from God." No wonder

he held fast to a literal "Second Coming" in the

clouds of heaven of the Son of Man and would have

nothing to do with those who spiritualized away the

literal words. One of his favourite texts was taken

from the Book of Revelation, where the prophet
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writes: "Behold he cometh with clouds, and every

eye shall see him
5

and they also which pierced

him."

Not only inwardly, but also outwardly, during
these adventurous journeys, he seemed to be moving
in a world o spirit. His passion for solitude and his

practice of trance-like moods evidently increased this

initial childhood's difficulty of distinguishing fact

from imaginative vision. For the more he lived in

the midst of Nature, with her haunting voices, and

became one of her favoured children, the more ex-

traordinary his spiritual experiences became. Dur-

ing a period of years while he was still young, he

spoke openly about these with a freedom that he

afterwards regretted. 'For he found that men and

women turned to him as a marvel-worker and did

not turn to Christ. The discovery of this made him

much more reticent, until at last he ceased to speak

about such abnormal incidents altogether.

One of the miraculous stories about which he had

spoken often in private, during his first visit to the

West, was concerning the marvellous Maharishi of

Kailash, who had lived an unbelievable number of

years, in a cave, as a Christian hermit. Sundar Singh
was convinced that he had actually met and also

spoken with this hermit, on certain definite occasions.

But the conversations, which he reported afterwardsj

seem to have been derived from his own ecstatic

trances. A book of translations of these was pub-
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lished in India without his authority, which is obvi-

ously visionary in character/

That the Sadhu himself had doubts concerning
these happenings becomes clear from one fact which
has not yet been recorded. When he was in the

South of England, with Willie Hindle, he insisted

on going over to France
j
and for a whole day he

made a search up and down a poor quarter of Paris,
but failed to find what he wanted. At the end of

the day, he told his English friend that the Maha-
rishi had described to him a poor girl's home in Paris

and he wished to verify this, but had not been able

to do so.
2

One day, in London, some persons of high rank
in society were invited to meet him. But when he
found that they had gathered together merely to

hear from him about the Maharishi, he refused point-
blank to speak about him. "I came," he said sternly,
"not to speak about the Rishi, but about Christ."

When he entered the room his presence as a prophet
could be felt. There was an awed silence, and he

brought those who had come out of curiosity down
on their knees to prayer.

1

His eyes were always set upon Christ. Anything
that prevented his dear witness to his Master he

swept out of the way. Once, in Ceylon, he had
healed a child, on whom he had laid his hands. But
when he found that his fame had gone abroad as a

1 Saved to Serve, translated by Alfred Zahir.
* This vision about Paris is referred to in Saved to Serve.
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miracle-worker, and attention was being drawn to
'

himself rather than to Christ, his Master, he stopped
at once. Just when his own fame was at its height,

and the report was spreading like wildfire that a new
wonder-worker had arrived, he went away from the

place. "Pray to Christ," he said, "for healing. He
is the Healer. My message is to speak of Christ."

Those who were constantly with him, in the later

years of his life, have told me that this refusal to

speak about wonders became more and more his set-

tled mood. He would gladly speak about his own
conversion and his own repentance, but would say

nothing about the marvels which had happened to

him afterwards. He thus put into practice the great

word of the Apostle: "God forbid that I should

glory, save in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, by
whom the world is crucified unto me and I unto the

world."

Those who may wish to know what he gave out

to the world concerning these marvels may find them

in the biographies.
1

In this memoir, I would only

bring forward two simple illustrations which have

come within the range of my own experience. They

appear to me to bear the hall-mark of truth upon
them and to throw light upon the Sadhu's remarkable

personality. For this reason, I feel that they may
be here recorded.

The former of these stories is told by one who
writes that he met the Sadhu travelling on the B.B.

1 See Notes, p. 204.
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and GL Railway. A man, with magical powers,
was in the compartment and had mesmerized one
of those present who had come under his evil eye.
This led the Sadhu to interfere, and the magician

immediately began to try to mesmerize Sundar

Singh himself.

"The latter" so the one who tells the story re-

lates "hung down his head and busied himself in

offering prayer to God. The wizard tried for half

an hour to influence the Sadhu himself with his

charms and incantations, but he could not succeed.

Whereupon he suddenly cried out that the Sadhu
had a book in his pocket, and unless he parted with

it, his charms would be of no avail. The Sadhu had
a copy of St. John's Gospel which he instantaneously
took out and put on the bench. Again the wizard
tried but failed. Then he cried out that still there

was a page of the same book in the Sadhu's pocket.
This page he had picked up from the road out of

reverence for it, and he took it out, on the wish of

the wizard, and placed it beside the book. The
wizard agab tried, but with no result. Then he
asked the Sadhu to take off his cloak, and he obeyed
him. Again the wizard tried, but finally gave up,
saying that he had found a mysterious power per-
vading him. Then the Sadhu told the wizard to

accept Christ as his Guru, whose power he saw within

him and against whose power the evil spirits were

powerless."

Behind a narrative like this there was a real oc-
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currence. One could be certain that Sundar Singh,

as a Christian, would have taken exactly this atti-

tude towards any attempt to mesmerize him by some

magical process. But whether the story is correctly

reported in detail, one cannot be certain j for, even

from an eye-witness, there are not unlikely to be

minor additions.

To Sundar Singh, as I knew him, the whole scene

would have meant a "life and death" struggle be-

tween the powers of light and the powers of dark-

ness. It would remind him of the Acts of the

Apostles, how Elymas the sorcerer had sought to

defeat Barnabas and Saul by his sorcery, and to turn

Sergius Paulus from the faith.
1

The second incident happened in Bareri, near to

Kotgarh, and was told me by one of my own pupils

of St. Stephen's College, Delhi. He had also written

about it in a book.
2

"One night," he writes, "just before we went to

bed, we noticed lights moving in the valley, and the

Sadhu explained to me that men were probably in

pursuit of a leopard. . . . Long after midnight I

was aroused by a movement in the room. The Sadhu

had risen from his bed and was moving towards the

door, which opened on the wooden stairs outside the

house. The creaking of the wood made it clear that

he was going down. Knowing that the Sadhu spent

1 Acts xiii. 6-13.
2 More Yarns about India, by Shoran Singha, Edinburgh House Press,

London.
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hours of the night in prayer,' I was not surprised at

this. But when half an hour or so had passed and

he had not returned, I became uneasy: the thought
of the leopard in the valley made me feel anxious.

So I got out of bed, passed into the dressing-room,
and looked out of the window towards the forest.

A few yards from the house I saw the Sadhu sitting

looking down into the deep valley. It was a beauti-

ful night. The stars were shining brightly 5
a light

wind rustled the leaves of the trees. For a few mo-
ments I watched the silent figure of the Sadhu. Then

my eyes were attracted by something moving on his

right. An animal was coming towards him. As it

got nearer I saw that it was a leopard. Choked with

fear, I stood motionless near the window, unable

even to call. Just then the Sadhu turned his face

towards the animal and held out his hand. As

though it had been a dog, the leopard lay down and

stretched out its head to be stroked.

"It was a strange, unbelievable scene, and I can

jiever forget it. A short time afterwards the Sadhu
returned and was soon asleep, but I lay awake won-

dering what gave that man such power over wild

animals.'*

This is Shoran Singha's story of what he actually

saw that night. When I questioned him closely

about it, he told me how he was so benumbed by fear

that he could not even cry out. It all happened at

a place in Bareri, which I know so well that I can still

easily recall every detail to mind. Therefore, I have
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confidence that the incident occurred as Shoran has

described it. He goes on to relate how in the morn-

ing he had asked the Sadhu: ccWere you not fright-

ened when you saw the leopard?"

"Why should the leopard harm me?" he replied.

"I was not his enemy. Moreover, so long as I trust

in Christ, I have no cause to tremble."

On another occasion, however, Sundar himself

tells us that he was terrified. He woke up in a cave,

where he had spent the night, and found a large

leopard beside him. He confessed afterwards that

for a moment he was almost paralysed with fear
j
for

he was taken quite unawares. But, once outside the

cave, his courage returned, and he gave thanks to

God who had thus preserved his life.

Many occurrences, easily verifiable, have hap-

pened in India, where men of religion living alone in

the jungle have been unharmed by the wild beasts.

The same thing happened in medieval Europe. The
account of the magician is also in no way strange to

those who have moved about among the villages of

India. How far other stories about the Sadhu in

Tibet and Nepal and other inaccessible regions may
be relied on can hardly be discussed within the com-

pass of this book, which is a personal memoir only.

But the authentic records of mankind seemed clear-

ly to point out how in the wild places of the earth and'

under the highest tension of the human spirit, voices

are heard and sights are seen that could never be

dreamt of in ordinary life. Therefore, if we are
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wise we shall keep an open mind about them* The
closed view of the universe, that strangely prevailed
last century, has already begun to give place to a

wider horizon of scientific vision. This does not

mean that we are to go back to credulity and super-

stition, but rather that we are to go forward admit-

ting with true humility our present ignorance con-

cerning the ultimate laws of the spiritual life.

The Sadhu evidently crossed and recrossed, times

without number, the border between the dream-life

and the waking-life, until the margin itself became
blurred. He lived for hours together in an inter-

mediate state. That is what his ecstasy or trance de-

noted. But to put the matter thus does not explain
the secret of the hidden powers within the soul of

man. For the same mysterious questionings concern-

ing the soul's real life whether "in the body or out

of the body" have vexed the wisest thinkers of the

human race from earliest days. We have Plato's and
Wordsworth's conceptions of a pre-existent state.

We have Euripides with his famous couplet:

"Who knows if death be life, or life be death ?"

We have the Chinese philosopher, who could not

decide whether the dream-life was the true life of the

soul or the active life in the world. We have also

the common theory among Hindus and other re-

ligious men in the East with regard to the soul's

wandering through many stages of existence.

AJ1 this speculation on the part of the wisest of
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men should make us pause, if we are ever inclined to

reject at first sight evidence which conies to us con-

cerning the unseen world o Spirit. We may even

begin to have confidence that this mysterious uni-

verse will at last reveal to us some of her deepest

secrets, and that even in this generation we may be

on the eve of great discoveries, throwing light on

many incidents of a miraculous character recorded in

the Bible, and also on much that the Sadhu sincerely

believed to be miraculous in his own experience.
1

1 In relation to this whole chapter, the words of G. Bernard Shaw's

play, "St. Joan>" should be remembered:

JOAN: I hear voices telling me what to do. They come from God.
ROBERT: They come from your imagination.

JOAN: Of course. This is how the messages of God come to us.



CHAPTER XI: The Sadhu

THE picture which I would wish to draw from

memory of Sadhu Sundar Singh is difficult to outline

in its true proportions. For while he was funda-

mentally simple, naive and childlike, he was also

surprisingly many-sided. Some new aspect of his

character would suddenly appear which seemed to

contradict first impressions.

Thus, although he had learnt through much
suffering and self-denial a wonderful meekness and

gentleness of spirit, he would occasionally become

imperious when thwarted about some new proposal
which his own inner guidance told him to be right.
It was easy to see that, like Moses, he had learnt to

be "the meekest of men" in a hard school. At times,
when he felt he was right, he would sweep away all

opposition in a forceful manner. This led to changes
of plans when he was on a preaching tour a habit

disconcerting to the clock-like regularity of the West.
In this respect he was a prophet and needed to be
treated as a prophet. He had no conception at first

as to the amount of trouble any change of plans
caused in the West, and it was difficult to bring the
fact home to him. Time-table regularity he abhorred.
It seemed to be contrary to the freedom of the Spirit.
On one point he gave way immediately when its
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effect was pointed out to him. He had felt it a duty
on landing in England to retain his simple Sadhu

dress unchanged. His friends were anxious, on ac-

count of the damp cold of England, to modify this

in two respects. They wished him to wear shoes with

warm socks, and also an overcoat. At first he laughed
at such precautions, saying that he was used to a much
more severe climate in the Himalayas! But when it

was pointed out that if he came inside the house with

his Sadhu dress all damp from the rain, and his feet

covered with mud, it would inconvenience his host-

ess, he at once gave way so far as to wear sandals

and a cloak.

Typical incidents are told about him by one who
acted as his secretary during his tour in Switzerland.

The people in the mountains, seeing his feet only

protected by sandals as he walked through the melt-

ing snow, pitied him, saying: "Pawvre hommey il doit

avoir jroid," But his feet were so hardened that he

scarcely felt the cold. Once a Swiss mountaineer

said to him: "Do not the stones cut your feet?" He
replied with a joke: "My feet are so hard that they
cut the stones !"

He was very sensitive with regard to the staring

gaze of onlookers as he passed along the streets. On
one occasion in Switzerland, his friends urged him to

come out on the platform while the train was halting,

but he was afraid that a crowd would gather. It was

pointed out that there were only two or three people

present, but he remained where he was. Again, later,
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in the Isle of Wight, he would walk up and down on

a roof terrace of the house where Mrs. Parker was

staying, but she could not induce him to go outside.

He had been so disturbed by people staring at him
that he would not face it unless he were obliged to do
so. It is difficult for us to realize the agony of shy-
ness which he felt in the midst of people so entirely

different from those among whom he spent his life

in the villages of the Punjab and amid the Simla

Hills.

This sensitive nature made him feel acutely what
was happening around him, especially if he himself

were the unconscious cause of any pain. On one dark

night of snow and rain in a Swiss village, he found

that his hostess, in spite of her age, had come down
to the railway station to welcome his arrival. On his

way to her house he said to her: "I cannot tell you
how sorry I am that you were put to such trouble for

me. It hurts me when I make anyone suffer like

that. Once, in India, when I was standing with a

friend, and a stone, or a branch of a tree I forget
which fell on his leg, I fainted, but he did not. He
bore it better than I did."

Sundar Singh's courtesy to ladies, especially when

they were old, was a pleasure to witness. "Qv?il est

poli!" said one Swiss lady when she saw his courtesy.

"Prime cet homme!" In the hospital, when he

passed through the little children's ward, the tiny

patients whispered to the nursing sisters: C*est le

Christ!"
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On his European tours he tried patiently to ac-

commodate himself to the incessant rush and hurry
of a crowded programme, but he broke down under

it at last. After one hurried meeting, at which he

had given an address, he spoke very little. He knew
he had failed. "But the people listened very well/'

argued his host. "Yes," he replied, "but I had not

got the victory over myself. They made me go

straight from the dinner-table to the meeting. I

was rushed from one to the other. It was not pos-
sible for me to say: 'No,' but I could not bear it. God
is always quiet. He never makes a noise. His voice

is a still, small voice."

One more slight sketch may be given from this

secretary's note-book. "I have never seen," she

writes towards the end, "such a beautiful face as Sun-

dar Singh's at that time when he was praying. It

was so wonderfully peaceful. I think others saw its

beauty also, for all those who were near him could

not take their eyes off him. . . . The next morning
the Sadhu was at the breakfast-table. Mr. Steiger's

dog was near him, for all animals go to him. When
he was staying with Pastor L,, the cat jumped on his

knee. c

just see,' he said, 'what love God puts into

this little animal! How much more does he put in

us.' He spoke of a very savage dog in India which

was always quiet when it was near him."

Of all the countries he visited abroad, Switzerland

came nearest to his heart* It reminded him daily of

his own Himalayas, which rise up from the valleys
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on a still vaster scale of grandeur than the Alps. He
loved best o all the Swiss village people, who flocked

in to see him from the remote recesses of the moun-

tains; for he seemed to be far more at home with
them than with the crowds in the great cities in

Northern Europe.
While he was travelling in Malaya, China and

Japan, he showed the same deep affection for the

simple village folk. The reason for this was that he
himself was a villager, both by his birth and upbring-

ing. His active life also, in India, was spent more in

the villages than in the towns. In South India, in

Travancore, it was a peculiar happiness to him to find

the whole country-side marked by Christian churches,
where the Syrian Christians had long ago been set-

tled on the land. Frequently, in his letters, he men-
tions the Annual Convention of this ancient Church,
where more than thirty thousand assemble in one

place to hear the Word of God. These Syrian Chris-

tians, he asserts, have kept the true simplicity of the

Gospel. They take no thought either of food or

raiment, but hunger for the Bread of Life.

The whole setting of this vast Convention in South

India profoundly moved his heart by its simple long-

ing for Christ's message. It brought vividly before

him the narrative of the Gospel, where Jesus had

compassion on the multitude because they fainted and
were scattered abroad "as sheep having no shep-
herd." Yet they continued to cling to the Saviour in



THE SADHU 135

order to "hear the gracious words that proceeded out

of His mouth."

"Our Lord," he said with feeling, "loved the

country people best. He called them His own

'sheep.' He would never have called the city people

by that name. They are clever with the cleverness

of the serpent; and that leads to mischief. Jesus

once spoke of the country people as *babes and suck-

lings' because of their childlike nature. But the

people of Capernaum He called 'prudent.* God
does not like such 'prudence.* He seeks from us

trust in Himself, not trust in our own cleverness."

During the earlier years at Kotgarh and Delhi,

when I saw most of Sundar Singh, his mind often

revealed his upbringing as an Indian villager. In-

deed, in his general outlook upon things he was a

"villager" through and through, and he showed a

certain contempt for city life* It was also very strik-

ing to notice how little he seemed to care about the

great events which were taking place, both in India

owing to the National Movement and in the world

at large. He took no interest in politics: his one

supreme concern was religion.

Yet such a confined outlook did not imply any lack

of intellectual calibre, for he had a remarkable imagi-

nation and was very quick in understanding. He was

also amazingly able to describe his deepest thoughts,

in a luminous manner, by means of illustrations from

his own personal experiences, using these instead of
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abstract terms. This faculty gave colour to all he saw
in ordinary life, and made him a poet at heart.

Thus his simple, imaginative nature, keenly sensi-

tive to the things of the spirit, fashioned his whole
outward character. His deep love of solitude was
not due to a negative desire to be alone, but to the

mystical sense of an invisible companionship with his

Lord. He also had an intense belief in angelic pow-
ers surrounding him and keeping him from harm and

danger.

Once I heard the story o a moment of extreme

peril of imminent death when some Hill-men rescued

him from a flooded river in the Himalayas. He be-

lieved absolutely that angelic beings bore him up and

transported him to the farther shore. He saw them
in a vision before he lost consciousness, and when he
had come back to life they had disappeared. We are

constantly faced, in his own personal records of what

happened to him, with narratives of this kind, and I

have already written about them.1
Such a life of

continual wonder and marvel moulded his character

and made him what he was a man who lived more
in the unseen world than in the ordinary world of

everyday events.

One parallel I have in mind derived from a very
early and impressive recollection. At Cambridge,
towards the end of last century, I met John G. Paton,
the aged missionary from the New Hebrides, and at

the same time studied with absorbed interest the
1 See p, 121.
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story of his early life. He came from a sturdy

peasant Covenanting stock at Braehead, in the South

of Scotland, and at Tanna he had marvellous experi-

ences of deliverance from imminent peril not unlike

those described by Sundar Singh. He had also the

same utterly simple and childlike faith in God's pro-

tection. I remember well how his face shone as he

told us of the miracles that happened to him, and

how intensely real they were to him.

With all his love of solitude Sundar Singh was

sociable by nature. He was not of the "hermit" type
that cannot live with other people, and therefore

seeks to dwell apart. Yet even in the midst of a

merry company he would suddenly become silent.

He would thoroughly enjoy the merriment, and

would also take part in it, but his deepest thoughts
would wander away elsewhere.

When I knew him only slightly, I used to think

of this partial aloofness as due to a shy reserve, for

there was always a shyness about him. But I learnt

by degrees to understand that he had this habit of

silence, which came to him when the mood was on

him, and then left him again when the mood

changed. Everyone around him was ready to respect

it. They took it for granted.

Now and then, while we were at Kotgarh, he

would leave us and go out into the silence. He did

this so naturally and simply that no one who knew
him well took notice of it.

ccWhere's Sundar?" we would ask sometimes as
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we came down the hill from Bareri. "Oh, he has

gone out to be alone," would be the answer, and

after that no further question would be asked.

There was a cave where he would sometimes re-

main for the sake of solitude, and he would spend
there both day and night, until his mood of visionary

meditation was over. Then he would come back

once more, and we would have the joy of receiving

him again into our midst. Such solitude in the forest

had its own dangers, especially at night-time, when
wild beasts used to come up from the lower jungles.

But no wild animal ever hurt the Sadhu.

Closely akin to this love of solitude, I would place

his great passion for the supernatural world in which

alone he could find peace. This explains, as nothing
else can do, many of his actions. It would lead him,
for instance, to spend the whole night in prayer, in

some solitary place, or on some lonely mountain top.

We would see him when he returned, and there

would be a serenity about him which was visible to

us all. He would speak very little of what he had

experienced, but his face itself would tell us what he

himself did not reveal.

It was specially at times like these that the habit

of trance-like prayer grew upon him. For hours he

would remain in ecstasy, taking no food, but with

every faculty of the imaginative mind fully alert.

Yet when the trance was over it did not seem to have

exhausted him, but on the contrary to have been able

to bestow upon him new spiritual energy and inner
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refreshment. It appeared to set him free from his

nervous strain, where before it had been bearing hard

upon him.

His own devotion to Christ as the living Saviour,
with whom he had the closest communion, was in-

creasingly realized as he grew older. So close and

personal was this realization that his whole spirit be-

came one with Christ and Christ became one with

him.

There is a singularly revealing touch in one of his

talks with the Christian ministers of the Gospel in

Switzerland. He found it quite difficult, he said, as

an Indian Christian, to repeat with fervour the popu-
lar hymn, "Nearer, my God, to Thee," because it

seemed to picture God in Christ as outside and apart,
while his own thought was that of God within, to be

realized in the inward heart. Somebody replied to

him that the language was only picture-language
after all. The Sadhu answered that in India the pic-

ture-language which came home to the heart was that

which Christ gave to His Church when He said:
CCI

in them and thou in me, that they may be made per-
fect in one." He also told them how St. John's Gos-

pel, and especially the farewell chapters before the

Passion, appealed most of all to his own spirit.
1

Without this abiding union with Christ Himself,
Sundar Singh's visionary and solitary moods must

in the end have led to barrenness and weakness. But

instead of this happening, he found a joyous strength
1 See Christ in the Silence, p. S3.
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of spirit which enabled him to go through incredible

hardships. "During the fourteen years," he relates,

"that I have been living as a Sadhu, there have often

been times when stress of hunger, thirst and perse-
cution might have tempted me to give up this way
of life, had I not just then received the grace of

ecstasy. I would not exchange this gift for the whole
world."

He spoke very little concerning these things in

public unless he was challenged to do so. But if

at any time it was suggested to him that they were

merely creations of his own fancy, without any reality
behind them, he would assert that they were indeed
visions seen by his inner spirit, rather than incidents

external to the mind, but this made them in no respect
less real and effectual in the supernatural sphere.

Thus, when their value was questioned, he always
had an answer ready, and would point to their prac-
tical effect upon himself. How could they give him
just the spiritual help he needed, when his own spirit
was failing, unless there was something real about
them?

"No, no," he would say, "God uses our human
imagination just as He uses every other faculty o
men. The Presence of Christ, which the eyes of our
mind make real to us, is no mere fancy j it is the

greatest reality in the -inner world of spirit to-day,
without which human life itself would be impossible
of realization in all its fullness."

One other fact became dear to him during the long
fast he had attempted while seeking to follow in
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Christ's footsteps.
1 He had often been troubled with

doubts as to whether the extraordinary joy and peace
which accompanied his visions of Christ were due to

some hidden power within his own life, welling up
within himself, and not to that Divine Presence both

within and beyond him. He would call in question

the source of that inner power, and this often dis-

turbed his prayers.

But while, during this ordeal of the fast, his own

bodily powers both of mind and body decayed, he

could feel that the joy and peace became stronger

rather than weaker. This finally convinced him that

these were of divine origin and not self-created and

self-imposed.

Sundar had also been tempted, he tells us, to won-

der what would happen to the spirit when the body
and mind were destroyed by death. Would the spirit

survive?

When he found, during the fast, that the spirit

became even more active than before, while body and

mind were both sinking into a comatose state, he be-

came finally assured, that the spirit transcended the

mind and had its own independent existence. "The

brain," he declared, "is like an organ, and the spirit

like an organist who plays upon it. Two or three

notes may go wrong, and these may produce no

music, But that does not imply the absence of the

organist."
2

iSee Chap. IX.
2 The Message of Sadhu Sundar Singk, p. 23.



CHAPTER XII : His Later Years

THERE was no more beautiful trait in, Sadhu Sundar

Singh's character than his love for little children.

This was noticeable when he came to Europe as well

as in the East. It was in keeping with his great hu-

mility, and reminded me again and again of the words

of Christ:

"Verily I say unto you, Except ye be converted, and be-

come as little children, ye shall not enter into the kingdom
of heaven.

"Whosoever therefore shall humble himself as this little

child, the same is greatest in the kingdom of heaven.

"And whoso shall receive one such little child in my name
receiveth me."

When he was at play with children he would lose

all self-consciousness. His shyness also would dis-

appear and he would become a child himself. He
had that truly lovable quality of being humble, sim-

ple, and at the same time perfectly natural.

A story that illustrates this was told me by Willie

Hindle, who was his companion in Lancashire on his

first journey to England. He met the Sadhu at

Liverpool and took him to be the guest of his sister

before he went on to Manchester to stay with Dr.

Rendel Harris.
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In the house were twin boys, who were nearly five

years old. After Sundar Singh had arrived, Hindle

left him for a few moments in order to look after

the necessary arrangements for his comfort. On
coming down a little later, he found the Sadhu down
on his hands and knees, with the twins climbing over

him, to their huge delight. All the painful nervous-

ness of this, his first visit in a strange country, had

vanished in the presence of these two young children.

He had to leave very early the next morning with

Willie Hindle, his friend. At the breakfast table,

later, one of the twins said to his mother: "Mummy,
where has Jesus gone to?"

"Hush, darling," said the mother, "that wasn't

Jesus j that was Sadhu Sundar Singh."

"No, Mummy," said the little one, I know who
he was. That was Jesus! And 7 know where he's

gone to. He's gone to heaven and taken Uncle Willie

with him!"
This story might be repeated in various ways from

other incidents which happened during his visits to

the West. For often, when a door was opened, or

when he went into a room, someone or other would

be struck by his appearance, which seemed to bring
with it the presence of Christ, his Lord. The Master

was thus made visible through the disciple, and little

children in their innocence of heart were the first to

notice it. So they ran to his arms without any fear*

Of all the joys that his visits to the West brought

him, there was none, perhaps, that gave him greater
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happiness than this instinctive love which the chil-

dren everywhere seemed ready to give him. While

it humbled him to be thus mistaken for his Lord and

Master, it gave him a deep inner joy to know for

certain that he was able in this manner to bring
Christ's presence with him and to make it felt by
others.

Though the Sadhu had his silent moods, wherein

he seemed to be brooding over some distant prospect,

and these were often mingled with sadness, there

were other times when he was absurdly and intensely

human, full of fun and happy laughter. He was

fortunate in thus being able to let his mind entirely

relax. A bubbling spring of whimsical humour seemed

to be on the point of overflowing. It burst forth on

the most unlikely subjects. When he was in the hos-

pital with one of his eyes completely blinded by an

ulcer, which caused him exquisite pain, he said to a

friend who was deeply sympathizing with him: "At

least I can say now that my eye is single" referring

to the fact that he had only one eye left to see with.

On another occasion, when he was in the lift of the

Eiffel Tower, in Paris, and the party had reached the

third floor and were looking down at the earth below:

"Now," he said, "we can all of us say with St. Paul

that we have been caught up to the third heaven."

At other times, when impatience got the better of

him, he could be caustic as well as absurd. "Sadhu,"
asked a lady in Switzerland, "do you ever find snakes

in the railway trains in India?" "No," he replied,
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quickly raising his head, "they don't travel there

not even in the first or second class!" And then he

broke out into a peal of happy laughter in which

everyone joined, including the lady herself.

His humour would sometimes take the form of

action, especially with those who were eager to make

too much of him and treat him as a kind of superior

being. He disliked this intensely, and if ever he

sensed it in the atmosphere around him he might

suddenly leave the room and thus bring things down
to a more human level. He could not "suffer fools

gladly."
Yet he deeply regretted the hastiness of his tem-

per, which showed itself when he was tired. He
would do his utmost to overcome it at the time, and

would spend long hours of silence afterwards seeking

to regain full self-control- Thoughtless questions

used to vex him most of all. "That question," he

would answer, "is not useful,"

He grew very weary during long interpretations

of his sentences by translators, and would pull them

by their coat-tails and ask them to be short. He felt

that these long translations made the "audience rest-

less, and a restless audience troubled him greatly.

On the continent of Europe this was evidently one

of the things which caused him most exhaustion, and

at the end of his visit in 1922 he was worn out. Few
realized the strain which his sensitive mind, accus-

tomed to the ways of village India, endured while he

was longing and praying that his message omeerning
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Christ, his Master, should sink deeply into men's

hearts and bear fruit in their lives.

During his tour in the United States he happened
to see outside the hall where he was speaking his

own name posted, and underneath it the title, "Apos-
tle of India." He mentions this with horror, and

adds the words in Urdu: "When I saw it, I went into

a cold sweat." The absurdity of such a grandilo-

quent title filled him with shame. Yet he could not

always prevent it.

Even in his illustrations of sacred subjects he

sometimes allowed his keen enjoyment of an absurd

analogy to have full play. "When we see a crane,"
he writes, "standing motionless on the side of a tank,

we may suppose from his attitude that he is musing
on the glory of God, or the excellent quality of the

water. But no such thing! He stands there motion-

less for hoursj but the moment he catches sight of a

frog or a small fish, he springs upon it and gulps it

down. Just such is the attitude of many with regard
to prayer. Seated by the shore of the boundless

ocean of God's love, they are wrapped up in the one

thought of acquiring some specially required object!
"

No one without a strong sense of humour could

have drawn a picture parable like this!

While he remained simple and childlike to the

end, trusting to instinctive judgments rather than to

logical processes of reasoning, his mind showed at

times a creative power of thought of a very high
order. Some of his sentences cling to the imagination
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when once they have been heard, and will not leave

it

He pictures Christ as saying to the disciple:
c<When a man turns towards Me in true repentance,
I cleanse the temple of his heart with the whips of

love and make it a heavenly abode for the King of

kings,
"

Again he describes Christ as saying:
ccWith My

finger I wrote upon the ground the sinful state of

each of those who brought the sinful woman to Me
for condemnation. . . . With My finger, too, I

point out in secret to My servants their wounds of

sin} and when they repent, with a touch of the same

finger I heal them."

Once more he gives these words to the lips of

Christ: "The womb of Mary, where in a fleshly form

I had My abode for a few months, was not a place
so blessed as the heart of the believer, in which for

all time I have My home and make it a heaven."
*

There is a greatness of conception in such sen-

tences as these which lifts them far above the com-

monplace. There is the same note of greatness in

many of his parables and illustrations. Sometimes

they ML to impress, but more often they remain in

the mind and can be thought over again and again.

After his visits to Europe and America, when Eng-
lish had become familiar to him, he was wont to read

English books far more widely than before. When

1 These quotations are from At the Master's Feet, published by Fleming
H. Revell Co,
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I looked through the small library that he had left

behind at Sabathu, it became clear at once from those

he had selected that modern science had begun to

have a great attraction for him. He had underlined

in penal every book he read, and it was quite a reve-

lation to me to find out how widely he had studied

and what were his special interests. Books on psy-

chology and mysticism were heavily marked. Vol-

umes such as William James's Varieties of Religious

Experience, Mother Julian's Revelations of Divine

Love, Raymond Lull, Boehme, Swedenborg and
others had been studied with deep attention.

One large illustrated book, called Outline of Sci~

ence, was carefully pencilled throughout. A press
notice had been pasted on the fly-leaf, with under-

lining, which showed why he had been eager to pur-
sue this subject and how closely it had affected his

mind.

"Every thoughtful person," it runs, "deplores the

present prevalence of sensational superstitions, but

it is becoming clear that such superstitions can only
be combated by showing that alleged supernatural
marvels can for. the most $art be explained as natural

in accordance with psychological law.

"It is evident, however, that much religious ex-

perience, which has been regarded as beyond human

interpretation) will be shown, by the same means, to

be in accordance with the natural laws of mind"
In this significant quotation I have represented the

Sadhu's underlinings by italics. His evident agree-
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ment with the drift of the passage seems to indicate

an advance in his own mind with regard to the mirac-

ulous stories which he had brought forward and al-

lowed to be published in earlier years. In proportion
to his increasing knowledge of scientific thought, he

appeared to have sought more and more to interpret

what he had seen during spiritual visions and ecstasies

according to the natural laws of mind. He had a

great reverence for the intellect of man, and did not

dispute its valid judgments. At the same time he

fully believed that there were laws of the spiritual

world which had yet to be explored.

There was one small book which showed the

heaviest marking of all. It was called A Gentleman

in Prison* This volume gives a remarkable account

of the last days of a Japanese prisoner, named Ishii,

who was converted to Christianity in a very mar-

vellous manner within the prison walls. The intense

joy of his new Christian experience, after his con-

version, seemed to have impressed itself most of all

on Sundar Singh's imagination. So heavily is this

one volume marked in pencil that there are marginal
lines which cover whole chapters. To go through
the book with all its markings reveals much in the

character of the Sadhu himself. Since his own copy
of the book was only published in 1927, it must have

been among the last that he added to his library, and

1 Translated by the late Caroline Macdonald. Published by the Student

Christian Movement Press, London.
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the eager enthusiasm with which he read it is ap-

parent.

One of the marked passages, written just before

Ishii's execution, reads as follows:

"I have entered the City of God, where the soul cannot

perish! My daily joy is indescribable!

To-day I have entered the City of God!

My name is defiled,

My body dies in prison,

But my soul, purified,

To-day returns to the City of God!"

Even more deeply lined still is a chapter called

"The Gifts of the Prison House," where Ishii places

on record the "three divine favours" which he had

received from God when he became a Christian.

"I want to tell you," he writes from prison, "what

divine favours were given to me after I became a be-

liever in Christ.

"First, I received the imperishable and eternal

salvation of that most important part of man, his

souL As it is written, *Him that cometh unto me, I

will in no wise cast out.'

"It was only after I had got into prison that I came

to believe that man really has a soul, and I shall tell

you how I came to see this. In the prison yard,

chrysanthemums have been planted to please the

eyes of the inmates. When the season comes they
bear beautiful flowers, but in the winter they are

nipped by the frost and wither. Our outer eye tells
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us that the flowers are dead, but this is not the real

truth. When the season returns the buds sprout once

more and the beautiful flowers bloom again. And so

I cannot but believe that if God in His mercy does

not allow even the flowers to die, there surely is a

soul in man which He intends shall live for ever.

"I shall now speak of a second favour which I have

received from God. When I was free I travelled

about, West and East, out in the world, and saw and
heard many things, and had varied experiences* To-

day I am sitting in my prison cell with no liberty to

come and go, and yet I am far more contented than

in the days of my freedom. In prison, with only poor
coarse food to eat, I am more thankful than I ever

was out in the world when I could get whatever food

I wanted. In this prison cell, only nine feet by six

feet in size, I am happier than if I was living in the

largest house I ever saw in the outer world. What-
ever agony is in my heart I can now overcome. No
matterrrfrat discomforts I endure there is only glad-
ness in my heart. The joy of each day is very great.
These things are all due to the grace and divine

favour of Jesus Christ.
a
l wish to speak now of the greatest favour of all

the power of Christ, which cannot be measured by
any of our standards. I have been more than twenty

years in prison since I was nineteen years of age, and

during that time I have known what it meant to

endure suffering, although I have had some pleasant
times as well. I have passed through all sorts of
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experiences, and have been urged often to repent of

my sins. In spite of this, however, I did not repent,

but on the contrary became more and more hardened.

And then by the power of that one word of Christ's,

^Father, forgive them, for they know not what they

do/ my unspeakably hardened heart was changed,
and I repented of all my crimes. Such power is not

in man."

Every sentence of this long passage is heavily

marked with penal, and the book itself is almost

worn out by constant use. The Sadhu must have

returned to it many times in the last year of his life

for comfort and inspiration. In a singular manner it

seemed to have recalled to him his own deep joy in

Christ which followed his conversion.

As I went through all his books, one by one, with

his handwriting here and there in the margin, and

his pencil marks everywhere scattered over the pages,

it was a very moving experience. It seemed as if a

veil had been removed and the Sadhu had laid bare

his own soul. There was the same essentially simple,

humble and childlike mind which I had known in the

past. But all his intellectual powers had surprisingly

matured. He had set himself to understand what

was for him another hemisphere of human thought,

strangely unlike his own. Scientific knowledge
seemed to have left him on the whole sorely bewil-

dered, but he had held fast to the one fundamental

principle underlying all his actions, namely, his heart-

devotion to Christ. With him as he gazed into this
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new world, "Christ was the beginning and the end

was Christ.
53

There was one problem in my own mind concern-

ing these closing years which I had not been able to

solve. Therefore I asked many of his closest friends

about it. When I had met him last, in 1926, there

had been a deep sadness in his face which troubled me
a great deal. But I had not been able to discover

whether it had become a constant feature with him
or had only been a passing cloud. Those whom I

approached had noticed this sadness also, but I was

relieved to find how everyone felt that it had not

become habitual with him. They spoke of his inner

joy in Christ always continuing, as an abiding treas-

ure, in spite of his outward pain.

The Bishop of Lahore, Dr. Barne, had lived for

many years close to Sabathu, at Sanawar. Both he
and his wife had known the Sadhu intimately over

a long series of years. His personal knowledge made
him quite clear on that point.

"I detected," he wrote to me, "no difference from
the time when I first knew him up to the April, 1929,
when I saw him last, just before he set out on his last

journey. He came and said good-bye to me and told

me he hoped to be back in the autumn. Sundar used

to stay with us. He always joined in ordinary meals.

When he was ill and in great pain from his eye, my
wife used to say sometimes at dinner: *Sadhuji, you
look very tired: a glass of wine will do you good.'
His usual answer was: 'If you think so, I will cer-
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tainly take it: all things are good/ Surely this was

always more or less his normal attitude. His house
at Sabathu (which he shared with the. two Catechists

from the Leper Asylum) had one nicely furnished

room which contained the Sadhu's books and some

photographs.

"Bishop Durrant and I went over to see him there

once. He gave us a meal nicely served, but he did

not eat anything on that occasion himself. I rather

gathered that he had had it specially prepared for

us: that it was not the normal meal of the house,
even though it was very simple. His dress remained
more or less the same, though he sometimes wore
a saffron garment more in the nature of a cassock.

It was in 1927 or 1928, I think, that we saw a good
deal of him. He stayed in our house and I took

him to the ophthalmic specialist in Kasauli. During
that time he often abstracted himself for hours on
end to the spirit world, sitting in his room, and came
back much refreshed.

"Incidentally the room he occupied was supposed
to be haunted. Some people who slept there used to

speak of a presence of which they had been aware
if they were psychical. Since the Sadhu used that

room and 'left' the world, no one has ever referred

to the presence again. Perhaps he got into touch with

some wandering spirit and satisfied him? Who
knows?

"I should not have described Sundar's face then

as sad: it was wistful. The 'deep sadness' you refer



HIS LATER YEARS

to was not in evidence. He was suffering and that

had its effect. During that time he nearly always

spoke about our Lord. Whatever he started on he

came back to Him. Christ filled his life. 'To

me, to live is Christ/ was obviously the motto of his

life. I have never met anybody in my life of whom
this was more literally and absolutely true."

This letter carries forward the record of the

Sadhu's life right up to its close, for the Bishop saw

him just before he left Sabathu for his last journey
into Tibet.

Canon Chandu Lai, of Simla, went over the same

ground with me which the Bishop had covered in

his letter. He agreed with me that a deep sadness

had grown upon the Sadhu in his later years, which

was chiefly due to his continual ill-health
j
but he told

me also of the joy in Christ which remained radiant

with him and made him able to rise above his physi-

cal weakness. Sundar Singh, he said, had an intense

longing for death which seemed to become stronger

and stronger. All through those painful years of

suffering his deep humility and penitence were very

touching to witness. For him to live was Christ.

One other friend, the Rev. T. E. Riddle, gave me
valuable detailed information.

"I saw the Sadhu," he wrote to me, "from time

to time, and stayed with him while I was translating

his books. He persistently spoke to me of the weak-

ness of his Jungs and his frequent heart-attacks,

whereas the root of all his trouble seems to have been
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gastric. After 1924 a considerable degree of heart

discomfort followed almost all his public meetings.

On several occasions the heart-attacks were so severe

as to leave him unconscious for hours at a time. On
his attempt to go to Tibet in 1927, a very severe

hemorrhage from the stomach made his Tibetan fel-

low travellers take him back to the railway. During
his last years his letters were full of references to his

poor health, and I have seen him dazed with the

pain of an attack that was mild compared with others.

"For him the indwelling of Christ was no mere

intellectual conception. It was a reality to which

his whole experience gave increasing witness. He
put Christ in the centre of all his thinking, and <selP

receded more and more out of the picture. The
sense of harmony between his surrendered life and

the Indwelling Lord was an unending source of peace
and joy to him. In hours of specially intense spiri-

tual stress, when suffering deprivation for Christ's

sake, the joy that came to him used to wipe away all

the pain. He would explain that it was not joy in

suffering, but that the pain itself was transmuted

into joy.

"There was no pride in him. He always mar-
velled that the Lord had chosen him for world fame.

He seldom mentioned his 'visions.' There was noth-

ing abnormal about him. He delighted in human
joy and loved a joke, but he would leave the merriest

party to go to his tryst with his Lord. He was a man
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who saw the glory of God in the face of Jesus
Christ."

Whenever I look back on his whole life and re-

member what he had to go through, one feature ap-

pears to me to be outstanding. His faith and courage,

inspired by a childlike confidence in God's guidance,
enabled him to face dangers and endure hardships
from which the bravest would have recoiled. Only
one whose life was passed in the supernatural world
of prayer, inspired by a love of Christ stronger than

any earthly love, could have taken such terrible risks

alone, with absolutely no other resource except the

divine aid.

It was not with him as it is with a traveller who
has taken every possible precaution beforehand and
is thus prepared to run great risks. Rather he went

alone, time after time, as a Sadhu, carrying nothing
with him. What hunger and nakedness, what pain
and illness of body, what insult and humiliation of

spirit he suffered during his wanderings, only those

can understand who have tried this life year after

year. The wonder is, not that he appears now to

have succumbed, but that this fate had not overtaken

him many years ago.



CHAPTER XIII: Is He Dead?

A SHORT notice in The Times o London, which ap-

peared in other newspapers all over the world on

April 28th, 1933, announced as follows:

"The probate of Sadhu Sundar Singh's Will has

been granted in India as a consequence of the official

presumption of his death by the Government of In-

dia on the ground that there has been no news of him
since 1929, when he visited Tibet."

Is Sadhu Sundar Singh really dead?

When I was in India in 1933, I found out from

every side that the question was still being debated.

Two views were held almost equally strongly by his

different friends.

On the one side, it was firmly believed that he

had silently retired into the fastnesses of the Hima-

layas in order to lead a solitary life of prayer away
from the world. Thus the Bishop of Lahore wrote

to me: "I wonder, is he dead? Quite a number of

people believe he is still living. Charles Ibrahim,
who is our Indian priest at Sanawar, absolutely re-

fuses to believe that the Sadhu is not alive, and he

tells me mlny share his view."

On the other side, many who knew him best were

convinced, owing to the long period of silence which

158



IS HE DEAD? 159

has now elapsed since April, 1929, that he is already
dead.

"We should have heard something of him/' they
said to me, "if he had been still alive. For he prom-
ised to come back in the autumn."

A letter written by Mr. Watson, Superintendent
of the Leper Asylum of Sabathu, dated September
3rd, 1929, gave at the time, in a concise manner, the

main facts concerning his last journey into Tibet.

Many rumours have been current since then, and
more than once he has been reported to be alive j but

not one of these reports, on careful inquiry being

made, can be proved to have any truth at the back of

it. The silence remains unbroken.

Mr. Watson described how Sundar Singh called

in at the Leper Asylum to bid him farewell on April

13th, just before he was starting off on his journey
to Tibet. In a previous year he had left Sabathu

with the same end in view, and just at the same time

of year, in the month of April, when the mountain

passes are open. But after going on foot along the

broad road which is called the "Pilgrim Line," for a

distance of forty miles from Rishikesh, he was taken

suddenly ill with severe hemorrhage from the stom-

ach, and was brought back to the railhead by some of

his Tibetan fellow travellers, who saw him through
in safety to the train. From there he was able to

travel back to Sabathu, where he slowly recovered his

health.

In the same manner, in April, 1929 Mr. Watson
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relates he had left his home at Sabathu in order to

join the Tibetan traders, with whom he had cor-

responded beforehand about his journey. He had

intended to accompany them across the snow moun-

tains into Tibet. They were to travel for some dis-

tance along the well-trodden pilgrim route, which

leads to the sacred Hindu shrine at Badrinath. The
Tibetan caravan would then branch off from this road

before reaching Badrinath itself
j

for the mountain

track into Tibet would go more to the east through
the Niti Pass, The Sadhu had promised Mr. Wat-
son that, if God willed, he hoped to return by the

same route and reach Sabathu about the end of June.

Since he would be entirely out of reach of the post,

he asked Mr. Watson to receive his correspondence

and to reply to any letters that needed an immediate

answer. In case of illness, the Sadhu had promised
to send messengers, if possible, to Sabathu. Mean-

while, he left instructions about his will, which his

two executors were to carry out if he did not return.

Mr. Watson's letter to me from Sabathu, dated

November 20th, 1933, gives some further details,

both about the last years of the Sadhu's life and also

concerning those closing days before he started on the

journey from which he never returned.

"During the years," Mr. Watson writes, "in

which I knew the Sadhu, he did not go out on many
preaching tours, and then only for briefer periods

than in the early days of his work. At home he used

to spend a good many hours at his correspondence
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and literary work. His letters must have been many;
for after he left us, letters came to him from all over
the world. He had asked me to receive his cor-

respondence when he left for the tour to Tibet. Be-
fore he left, he more than once spoke to me as if he
felt he might never return alive. But he was quite

prepared, he told me, for whatever was God's will.

He seemed to have the premonition that he had not

long to livej but he said he did not fear death.

"I shook hands with him at the gateway to our

house, and was probably the last European to do, so

before he disappeared, Sannu Lai, our Indian

preacher for the leper work, went with him a part
of the way to Kalka station, where he intended to

take the train for Rishikesh, and thence on foot

through Garhwal along the banks of the Ganges
towards Badrinath, and thence over the Niti Pass

into Tibet itself. You will know how his friend and

executor, Rev. T. E. Riddle of Kharar, and Dr.

Taylor of Roorkee, went all the way, later on, to try
and trace him. I also spoke to the Superintendent
of Police when he was here on tour and also when
I saw him in Simla. No one, after he left Kalka,
seems to have noticed him, even though he would
Be wearing his long saffron robe and dark glare

glasses. His last letter to me was written two days
before he left, on April 18th, 1929. It was in an-

swer to a query I had received from Calcutta. He
wrote:
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" 'Thank you for your note of yesterday. Yes, please

answer the query that I shall be going on a long evangel-
istic tour on Thursday, 18th inst., and hope to visit, God

willing, Calcutta next winter. I have written to Brother

Irvine that I am leaving my correspondence in your charge,
and also to our friend Mr. Riddle. I know that he will be

very glad that you would kindly help him to arrange things

here, in case something happens to me on this difficult tour.

Acts. xx. 24. I will come and see you before I leave for

Tibet. I know that you will be helping me by your prayers,

for which I thank you heartily.
" With love in the Lord, yours in Him,

"
'SUNDAR SINGH/

"During the summer of 1925 he had gone on a

week-end tour north of Sabathu into the villages

with a missionary friend, and during that time he

got some eye trouble, which did not seem to get
cured. He didn't consider at first that it was serious.

Nevertheless, this resulted in the sight of one eye

being almost lost; and afterwards he always wore

dark glasses. Months after, he had expert advice,

but even an operation did not restore the lost vision

in that one eye. The other was all right.

"Throughout the four years I knew him at Saba-

thu, he did not leave his rooms much, and it was

only once that I persuaded him to speak at a public

meeting for Hindus and Mohammedans and all

comers. He said the people here knew him and

could visit him for talks whenever they desired. . . *

He felt that his articles for magazines in different
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countries and his books would reach a larger audi-

ence, and so he spent his time at that work.

"Personally, I feel that in the last few years he

did not have sufficient physical exercise. ... I sug-

gested to him, before he started, that for a few weeks

he should take more strenuous exercise than just a

gentle walk round the hill here for a milej but he

laughed and said he would be ready for the journey."
When the time had passed by, and no news came

through at all, Mr. Riddle, of the New Zealand

Presbyterian Mission, who was one of the two execu-

tors, determined to go out in company with Dr.

Taylor of Roorkee in search of the Sadhu, along the

way he expected to travel. They spent nearly a

month in hard travelling to within four miles of

Tibet, reaching an altitude of 18,000 feet, and often,

finding themselves in serious danger. But they could

not find any trace of the Sadhu at all. Strangely

enough, no one seemed to have heard of him along
that route. Government officials had also searched

through the pilgrim registers at the different halting-

places, but no record had been found there, and the

whole search had to be abandoned.

The hemorrhage, which had occurred on his pre-

vious journey, is referred to by different friends who
saw him on that occasion after his return. The Sadhu

himself, who had suffered from the same illness be-

fore, firmly believed that it was a symptom of

tuberculosis. But those who knew him best have as-

sured me that his fear was groundless, and that the
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hemorrhage came from the stomach* Yet it was no

less serious on that account. His whole physical

condition, in those later years of his life, was such

that no journey at all into the high altitudes of Tibet

ought ever to have been undertaken. It was court-

ing death to make such a march in feeble health. But

no power on earth could persuade the Sadhu to give

up the lifelong struggle which he felt to be divinely

appointed. Many had tried to dissuade him, but

none had succeeded.

The story of the search-party has been graphically
told by Mr. Riddle in a magazine which was widely

quoted in the Indian papers. I was unable to meet

Mr. Riddle personally, but he has most kindly given
me every help and placed his own notes at my dis-

posal. Before starting in April, 1929, the Sadhu

sent a letter to him stating that he expected either

himself to be back at Landour, or to send word there,

sometime early in July. But he never came.

Mr. Riddle relates how the Sadhu had written to

him in the same terms as he had written to Mr.

Watson, but he had added some further details. He
had said that he intended to go in company with a

Tibetan trader up the "Pilgrim Line" to a place
near Badrinath, where the road into Tibet turns off

and follows the course of the Dauli River till the

Niti Pass is reached. He was to visit some Christian

families, who were living towards the east of Lake
Manasarowar.

The account given by Mr. Riddle shows clearly
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how almost impossible the mountain track into Tibet

would have been for a sick man with his eyesight

seriously damaged to travel over, when once the

"Pilgrim Line" had been left behind. Bad slips
were encountered from the very beginning of the

journey. The pack-mule had to be unloaded again
and again in order to cross the gaps in the road- One
of the Hill-men who accompanied them went sud-

denly down with fever. When at last they were
able to move forward, they found that the bridges
ahead were all unsafe, and some had been swept
away.

"Across a span," he writes, "of fifty feet, with a
cataract roaring below, three pine logs had been

thrown, but it was a long span, and the logs were
neither supported below nor were their ends fixed.

There was about a foot between each log, and they
rolled under our feet and bobbed up and down de-

liriously as, with set teeth, we picked our steps across.

One of the Hill-men could not face it with a load,
but crawled over on his hands and knees.

"Next day we managed to hire two Bhotia ponies,
and set out on the eight miles' climb to the top of

the Hoti Pass on the border of Tibet. Beyond that

we could not go, as we had given our promise to the

Deputy Commissioner not to cross over. We started

at daylight, and soon reached a road-slip on a wet
and slippery hill where there was only a goat track

across. We climbed steadily between two walls of

rugged mountains for four miles. There we came
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across three men cowering over a fire. Their teeth

were chattering with cold and they were trembling
violently. They said they were perished with cold

as they had been out in the rain and snow all night."
The Bhotias had warned them about the fearful

blizzard which blew through the pass every day at

midday, and warned them not to remain at the head
of the pass during that interval. The altitude of

18,000 feet was terribly trying, and the glare of the

dazzling snow had given them violent headaches

which might have led on to snow-blindness. Clouds
covered the plateau of Tibet which lay below them.
So they reluctantly returned without having seen the

Forbidden Land. A Tibetan caravan passed them
as it hurried along in order to get down from ,the

pass before the icy wind began at midday. As they

accompanied it for a short distance, the leader told

them how, on the last occasion of crossing, the cara-

van had lost six men in the cold of the pass before

safety was reached.

On their return journey, they encountered once

more bridges which were down and slips in the road

where it had broken away. They found one of the

bridges, which they had crossed only a few days be-

fore, now completely washed away by a sudden spate
which had brought great blocks of mountain rock

rolling downwards from the heights. They were

obliged to make a wide detour, till they reached a

valley where the shepherds had become cut off from
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their supplies by another bridge which had been

destroyed by the swollen river.

The rest of the description I must give in Mr.
Riddle's own words.

"The shepherds told us/' he writes, "that there

was a difficult, but possible, track round. So we
crossed over to try it. The Dauli River runs through
an immense *fault,

? with sheer precipices on either

side, where each ridge in turn has been shorn in two

by some andent upheaval. As a road, it did not

look promising, but it appeared to be the only way.
"The first climb was up 2,000 feet of sheer diff,

with little to hang on to and a long way to drop.
After we had crawled up and then round the point,

we crossed a stream, and then climbed over the back

of another hill and had a thousand feet straight

down, over rock faces, before we could get round the

foot of the next cliff. Then we had to face another

2,000 foot hill, with an eighteen-inch ledge, which

led round three bluffs. Finally we had to go back

up two miles of mountain track before we could get

down the cliffs of a cross stream j
and when we got

there, tired and hungry and in the dusk, we found

that the bridge there had gone too.

"We slept under a diff with fourteen others who,
like ourselves, were held up. Next morning we
were out at daylight. On the stones in front a pine

log was lying. It was thirty-five feet long. Some

previous flood had stripped it of its branches and left

it stranded at this very crossing. We put its end in
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a gap between two rocks on the edge of the water,

and with the help of the men, rammed it over against

the far bank. Then we ran a life-line over it, and

the whole party were soon across."

Mr. Riddle ends his remarkable journal by sum-

ming up the negative report which he brought back.

No trace of the Sadhu had been found along the

mountain track into Tibet. It therefore appeared
almost certain that he did not pass that way. Fur-

thermore, he failed to reach some Christians whom
he had hoped to visit in the interior. If he had

passed that way he would surely have gone to see

them. On the "Pilgrim Line" itself there was also

no trace of him; but that was hardly to be expected,

because fifty to sixty thousand pilgrims crowd that

part of the road every year during April and May.
Mr. Riddle concludes as follows: "Then what

happened? Did death meet him on the way? His

health was not good and cholera was bad on the

Tilgrim Line' in May and June. Perhaps he went

out that way and left no trace
5
for there, bodies are

at once taken up, and without identification cast into

the waters of the Ganges in the hope that Ganga Mai

(Mother Ganges) will bear them away to eternal

bliss. We do not know. Perhaps we shall never

know. But we are making further inquiries through
the British Agent in Western Tibet, in order to see

if the Sadhu ever reached his objective there."

This striking narrative provides us with detailed

information concerning the difficulties of this road
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by way of the Niti Pass into Tibet. Sundar Singh
had already attempted it, on previous occasions, for

it was the only alternative route to the Hindustan-

Tibet Road which runs past Kotgarh. His object in

starting his journey by way of the "Pilgrim Line"

was evidently to get into touch with the Hindu pil-

grims on their march to Badrinath. Since Tibetan

caravans went along this road, he would have the

further advantage of travelling in their company.

Probably he intended to use a mule or Bhotia pony
for this journey, since walking up and down the

steep mountain tracks would have been out of the

question with the heart trouble from which he suf-

fered. Starting before the full melting of the snows,

he would not meet with the difficulties of bridges

washed away, which Mr. Riddle and Dr. Taylor
encountered. Nevertheless, as can be easily realized

from their narrative, this track by way of the Niti

Pass is difficult in the extreme.

It is indeed strange that the Sadhu was ever al-

lowed to attempt such a journey in his enfeebled

health, with both heart and stomach weakness and

one of his eyes blinded. The truth was, as I have

already related, that in all these personal matters,

he possessed an iron determination which none even

of his dearest friends could shake, however danger-
ous the course might seem that he was pursuing.

Whenever he believed that he was called upon,
under Divine guidance, to undertake anything, he

endeavoured to perform it, in spite of any illness that

might result from it to himself.



CHAPTER XIV: The Answer

THE question remains to be answered, since no posi-
tive proof of his death has ever been given "Is it

possible that the Sadhu may be still living in the vast

solitudes of the Himalaya Mountains?
5'

Among his dosest friends in India it was deeply

touching to me to find how that expectation of seeing
him again lingered on and on, in spite of the number
of years that have now passed since he set out to go
into Tibet.

There were three distinct forms which the argu-
ment for his survival took. It will be well to con-

sider them apart.

The first argument was put to me by an old pupil
of my own in Delhi, who was quite positive that die

Sadhu was alive.

"Sadhuji and I," he said to me, "had very many
talks together about this very thing. He expressed
a great desire not only to go into Tibet to preach the

Gospel, but also to spend the last days of his life in

solitary prayer and meditation. He told me a great
deal concerning the hermits he had met in the re-

cesses of the Himalayas, and explained to me how he

longed to spend all his time in silence. Since his

exhausting journeys all over the world, he had felt

more and more the call to this greater life of silent
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prayer from some mountain top, where all the world

could be brought into the mind's view and be remem-
bered before the Throne of God. His very eagerness
to get away each year into Tibet, in spite of his failing

health, had revealed his longing for a retreat where

he might be alone with God in the silence, and thus

fulfil a deeper ministry than any round of desultory

daily tasks could accomplish."
The second argument came from some of the

Sadhu's friends who had watched anxiously the later

years of his life at dose quarters, and had noticed the

distress which had come to him from those who had

doubted his veracity, and had written books and ar-

ticles about him impugning his good faith. While
his courage in facing physical dangers was incredibly

great, he was prone to brood on the things that

wounded his inner spirit. When the blow came to

him from that side, he shrank back like a stricken

thing, and the iron of it entered into his soul.

As one who had known him intimately, I could

easily appreciate the force of the argument, when one

after another of his friends told me how much he

had longed in later years to be far away from the

strife of tongues and the noise of controversy, where

he might be silently at peace with his Master. This

extreme sensitiveness was a weakness, it is true, but

it was a human frailty which made him nearer to our-

selves just where we thought he might have been

strongest.

"What could be more natural/' his friends said
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to me, "than for the Sadhu, when he was weary and

sick, in body and soul alike, to go silently apart in

order to fulfil at last his own heart's deepest desire.

He may not have started from Sabathu with that

object clearly before him, but the way may have been

opened out to him as he went on. He was a Sadhu,
who passed to and fro as the Spirit moved him, and

no one could be quite certain what might be the next

step he would take,"

A touching record came into my hands while I was

thinking over this very question, which shows how

very deeply this controversy concerning his veracity

had affected his inner life. In a personal letter to

Mrs. Parker, which she has allowed me to quote, he

tells in Urdu a remarkable dream.

"I was sitting," he writes, "in a valley, and saw

the mists rising until they formed a cloud so thick

that the sky was blotted out by it. Then I saw very

heavy rain descend and the sky became clear again

and even brighter than before. After a short time

an elder came to me and said:
C
I will show you the

meaning of what you have seen: this valley is the

world, and the mists are the evil and hostile thoughts
which rise up against the Lord's servants and form

a cloud blotting out the Lord Himself and the sky.

But do not be downcast, because just as the mists

that rise from the earth descend in fruitful rain, so

these evil and hostile thoughts will fall to the

ground, and the servants of the Lord will see the sky

far, far brighter than before.
3
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"After he had said this my eyes were opened,

and immediately I wrote down what I had seen.

And now, my dearest mother, if men speak ill of me,

do not be troubled, but rejoice."

We are told by those who have studied the laws

of the mind that dreams often denote that which is

very deeply hidden in the subconscious part of our

being. Sundar Singh brooded far too much over

the attacks which had been made upon him. He
tried hard inwardly to conquer this weakness, but

the strain to his hypersensitive nature was very great

indeed.

The third argument which was put before me in

favour of his being still living and leading a solitary

life of retirement, ran in some such way as this:

There are certain instincts which are very deep-

rooted in India among religious people, and one of

them is the intense desire for retirement into solitude

which comes upon men and women as youth is left

behind and old age advances.

The Sadhu, though still comparatively young in

years, had grown old very rapidly in his inner nature

after his exhausting journeys both in Tibet and in

the West. The life which he had been leading be-

fore he went to Europe had made solitude a neces-

sity for him, and there had also grown up in him a

deep longing for the remoteness of the high moun-

tains, where he might be alone with the Divine

Source of all created life. This had become like a

home-sickness to him.
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Far more deeply than in the West, such a longing
for retirement is regarded in India as both natural
in itself and also in keeping with the deep needs of

man's inner spirit. With these innate instincts so

strong in him from childhood, there would be noth-

ing strange if the Sadhu, by some sudden act of his

own, had cut himself off from his fellow-men. Even
though he might have set out on his journey to Tibet
with the full intention of returning, this overwhelm-

ing impulse urging him to solitude might have come
over him with such force that he could not refuse to

carry it out to the end.

While I have wandered up and down India and
visited the pilgrims' centres, I have constantly seen
at retired spots, such as Brindaban, Hardwar, and

elsewhere, men and women who have entirely left

their own domestic circles in order to end their lives

in meditation and prayer without any interruption
from the outer world. I have been often told also

that in the remote mountains of India there are

others who follow a similar course. When I spoke
with one such devotee at Brindaban, he told me that

for nearly twenty years he had been thus living the

life of solitude on the banks of the River Jumna, and
that all thought of returning to active life had long
ago been abandoned.

In all that I have written down above, my aim has
been to give force to the arguments which have been

brought forward to me by those who are still certain

that the Sadhu is living in retirement. Each of them
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appears to me to possess some force, and it would be

impossible to rule them out altogether in the light of

the long silence that has been unbroken since the

Sadhu left Sabathu in April, 1929. But while these

considerations gain for a moment an air of credibility
when thus stated, their likelihood becomes less when
further tests are applied.
For all three arguments are clearly based on the

supposition that Sundar Singh definitely changed his

mind at some point on his journey into Tibet. Yet
all the facts at our disposal appear to go directly

against this.

The simplest fact of all is surely his own declared

intention to return after a few months' absence, if

God spared his life. He had gone into Tibet many
times before at the same season of the year, and had
returned later, before the hard frosts began which
would make a return journey impossible. He had
tried to accomplish this same journey into Tibet as

late as the year 1927, and had only failed through
serious illness on the way. He was taking the same
route in 1929. Furthermore, he had decided, by
going through the Niti valley, to visit a small group
of isolated Christians who badly needed his aid* He
would not be likely to omit such a positive duty to

his Christian converts if he had been able to reach

them on his march.

In addition to all these things, the Sadhu had left

a precise message with Mr. Watson concerning his

correspondence, and he had promised to send a mes-
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senger if he was taken ill on the road. He had also

written a letter to Mrs. Parker saying that he would
return at the end of the summer. No one was held

by the Sadhu in greater reverence and affection than
Mrs. Parker, whom he always called his "mother."

Lately I have been looking through bundles of let-

ters from him, which Mrs. Parker had carefully kept.
In every one of them his deep love for her is mani-

fest, and also his concern to save her from the slight-
est anxiety on his account. He had written to her on

previous occasions before starting for Tibet, and each

time he had definitely faced the prospect of death on
such a journey. More than once in later years, be-

fore starting out, he had quoted the passage from the

Acts of the Apostles, where St. Paul bade farewell to

the elders of the Church at Ephesus. The passage

may be quoted in full at this place, since it reveals to

us the Sadhu's own mind.

"Behold, I go bound in the spirit into Jerusalem, not

knowing the things that shall befall me there:

"Save that the Holy Ghost witnesseth in every city, saying
that bonds and afflictions abide me.

'But none of these things move me, neither count I my
life dear unto myself, so that I might finish my course with

joy, and the ministry, which I have received of the Lord

Jesus, to testify the gospel of the grace of God.
"And now, behold, I know that ye all, among whom I

have gone preaching the kingdom of God, shall see my face

no more."

*Acte xx* 22-5.
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These elaborate preparations appear to me to be

much too carefully planned, after earnest prayer and

seeking divine guidance, for any cancellation merely

owing to a different mood coming over him, which

he had not sufficient inward strength to resist. He
was not so easily swayed as that.

No! The root of the difficulty lies further back.

The problem surely is this, that he should have de-

cided, when his general health was so bad and his

heart was so weak, to take this impossible journey at

all. An answer has first to be given here before other

questions are asked.

We have already seen how desperately he tried to

struggle on and accomplish the journey in 1927, until

haemorrhage drove him back. While he appeared to

be a little stronger in the spring of 1928, and took

active part in the Bareilly Christian Convention, he

was in very weak health all the rest of the year, and

those who met him at Kotgarh in the autumn were

alarmed by his increasing weakness.

Chand Mai, the son of Professor Khub Ram, was

staying during that autumn with his father near to

Kotgarh. They both used to meet Sundar Singh,

who was living a retired life at the house of Padre

Philip. Both Chand Mai and his father have told

me how very weak the Sadhu was. He could not

venture to climb any steep ascent because of heart

trouble. Indeed, he had to pause and take breath

after walking a short distance. How could he think

of undertaking, only a few months later, a journey
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which he must have dreaded because of the hardships
which he had already encountered on it a journey
which led up to an altitude of 18,000 feet, and could

only be accomplished by a mountaineer in vigorous
health? To face that journey was clearly to risk life

itself. And yet he took that risk.

During that autumn of 1928 he had a talk with
Lala Khub Ram, who was one of his oldest friends.

The boys of the school had been acting a play in
which the hero, King Ramchandra, praises the mar-
ried life. After the play was over, Khub Ram got
one of the actors to recite the speech of Rama con-

cerning marriage, and then said with great earnest-

ness: "Sadhuji, you ought to get married for the sake
of your own health and comfort. In that way you
^ill get some rest."

Sundar Singh answered with equal earnestness:

"My only rest, Lalaji, is in the grave."
This story was told me by Chand Mai, who heard

it There is no doubt in my mind that Sundar Singh
meant just what he said. He was clearly looking
forward to an early death.

We know how martyrdom and death for the sake
of religion is in the blood of the Sikhs as a religious

people. We know also how Sundar Singh carried
over this ideal, along with his eagerness to practice

it, into his new life as a Christian. He had set his

whole mind upon a literal following of our Lord,
and was disappointed when his own life lingered on

.
in a somewhat aimless manner after he had passed
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the age when Christ Himself suffered on the Cross.

We have seen, further, how his mind dwelt con-

stantly upon the triumphs and sufferings of the mar-

tyrs in every age of the Church.

When, therefore, his own health became so im-

paired that it seemed no longer possible to accom-

plish his previous journeys into Tibet, he seems to

have felt the urgent call within to go out at any cost

and look death in the face, whether it should come
on the road, or in the Forbidden Land itself. His

own life had often been threatened. It might be

that one more venture. of faith would bring to him

the martyrdom he so long desired.

Therefore so it appears when he set out from

Sabathu on that journey in April, 1929, he had al-

ready counted the cost. He would seek to share the

baptism wherewith Christ had been baptized, and to

drink the cup which He had drunk. Deep down in

his heart was the thought almost the hope that

he would meet his death on this last journey*

Such a premonition would account for his exact

instructions about the fulfilment of the simple pro-

visions of his will, wherein he left everything for the

encouragement of the Christian education of young

children, and for the furtherance of mission work in

Tibet. Just as he had expected death on his previous

journey in 1927, and had quoted to his friends the

verses from the Acts of the Apostles,
1
so he looked

forward to death again in 1929. He felt sure that

i Acts xx. 24-5.
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afflictions awaited him, and anticipated that those

who loved him should "see his face no more." He
went "bound in the spirit" unto that "Jerusalem"
which he was seeking with such earnestness in Tibet.

There is a letter written by the Rev. T. E. Riddle
to Mr. Popley, dated May 23rd, 1930, which con-

tains these words: "People imagine that the Sadhu
wanted to be in solitude. He never wanted that:

and the 'hermit' idea never appealed to him. Sa-
bathu gave him all the solitude he needed."

Though this very brief statement hardly takes full

account of his longing for a far deeper quiet and re-

tirement than his home at Sabathu could afford, Mr.
Riddle is undoubtedly right in saying that the "her-
mit" idea never appealed to Sundar Singh. He
sought to suffer for Christ's sake rather than to spend
the rest of his life as a hermit.

Somewhere on the road into Tibet he seems to

have met his end. To those who have travelled up
and down these mountain tracks of the Himalayas,
with all their loneliness far away from any human
habitation it is possible to picture what may have

happened. There are mountain slopes where the
track runs, like a narrow ledge, with a precipitous
descent of thousands of feet beneath, and high rocks

overhead. Even to look down often makes the head

dizzy, the distance below is so great. To Sundar

Singh, with his eyesight already greatly impaired, a

sudden giddiness may have come, due to heart fail-

ure, and his sure foot may have faltered. Those who
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were in the caravan may have been far ahead, know-

ing nothing of what was happening behind. In the

state of his chronic heart trouble, such a journey, if

unaccompanied by any friend and helper, had every
chance of being fatal. The slip of a foot, when no

one was near, and a fall down the mountain-side

might have occurred. If, when darkness came on,

no trace of him was to be found, very little search

would be made. The caravan would pass on.

Even, as Mr. Riddle suggests, this later stage of

the road may not have been reached. Heart-failure

or haemorrhage may have come to him lower down
on the Pilgrim Road, or an attack of cholera which

proves fatal in a few hours. If he were in the midst

of the crowd at that time, no record would have been

left of his death, and his dead body would be thrown

into the sacred River Ganges. While, therefore, it

seems to us strange that not a single word about him
has ever reached us from any source all these years,

it is not altogether unaccountable* Others have van-

ished out of sight, in a crowded country like India,

by a similar fate.

If, on the other hand, we turn again to the second

alternative for a moment and regard him as still liv-

ing in retirement, then it is hard to think, with one

so considerate as Sundar Singh, that he would not

have sent long ago some message to his friends. He
had promised Mr. Watson that he would do so if

he were ill. He wrote in the same strain to Mrs.

Parker, whom he loved with deep filial affection.
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He would surely have fulfilled his promise if he had
been alive, for he would have realized that thousands

were mourning his death. He was not the type of

person to be indifferent to human sorrow. He loved

his friends too well.

No! The conclusion seems very nearly certain

that he gave up his life in the service of his Master,
sometime in the year 1929, probably in the month
of May or June, while seeking to reach Tibet.

"Through much tribulation" he had entered at last

into the Kingdom. While no one among the

thousands of his friends was at his side when death

came, the Lord stood by him. The Good Shepherd
led him through the valley. His rod and staff com-
forted him.



CHAPTER XV: His Living Message

WHAT a wonderful life the Sadhu lived! More than

anything else, perhaps, the true greatness of his per-

sonality may be judged by the unquenchable belief

held by so many people, both in India and Europe,
that he has not even yet met his death. For this

conviction still lingers on, year after year, in the

hearts of those who loved and revered him. They
have not been able, even after more than five years

have passed by, to think of him as dead. Though I

cannot now share their belief, I can well understand

the sentiment that lies behind it.

When the time comes at last to estimate, at its full

value, all that Sundar Singh has accomplished, both

in his own country and in the West, the highest place

is likely to be given to his singular influence in bring-

ing those who met him, or heard him speak, back to

the living Christ as their personal Lord and Master.

Wherever I have gone, in distant lands across the

sea, there have been earnest men and women who
have told me, with heart-felt conviction, that the

Sadhu had brought into their lives a new devotion to

their Saviour and a new assurance of moral victory

through His grace. Their former experience of con-

stant inner defeat had been changed to a joyous sense

of freedom, and they have been able to utter, along
183
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with the apostle, the song of triumph: "In all these

things we are more than conquerers through him who
loved us." For they have learnt, through the Sad-

hu's example, to realize afresh that love of Christ,

as a burning passion, constraining them to sacrifice

and service. Since then, they have been able to live

as Christians, on an altogether different plane.

One of these earnest and devoted souls, Mary
Simpson, a nurse of St. Catherine's Hospital, Cawn-

pore, from 1921-1927, has given me permission to

quote freely from her home letters wherever Sundar

Singh is mentioned. Her simple story, told to her

sister without any thought of publication, gives a

remarkably vivid picture of the exceeding beauty of

that devotion to his Lord and Saviour, which the

Sadhu was able to bring home to the hearts of others,

Fire kindles fire; and in these letters we can feel the

glow of Christ's love, which burnt with a bright

flame within his own heart, as he lived and moved

among men.

"He has the same calm and happy face," she writes

to her sister. "It is calm, and yet so intensely full

of life. As he spoke about Christ revealing God's

love to sinful men, his voice softened, his face

changed, his eyes glowed and his whole counte-

nance was lighted up with brightness. It was not

so much his sermon nothing could have been

simpler than thatj 'it was rather the Sadhu himself

who attracted us as he brought Christ's living pres-,

ence with him. Whenever I look at him, as he speaks
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from the pulpit, I never have the least difficulty in

knowing that he has seen Christ, My difficulty is to

believe all the time, that it is not Christ Himself
who is speaking to us. What the Psalm says, 'When
I wake up after Thy likeness/ is literally true of him.
"The Church was packed to the doors: people were

sitting on the floor and on the pulpit steps: every bit

of the floor space was occupied. After the service

was over, they all crowded round him and I was able

to look on. They love him so much, because he is

one of themselves, an Indian, and also because of his

greatness and goodness.
"He is so absolutely courteous to everyone, young

and old alike, dirty and ragged and poor. Everyone
is the same to him. One very old man, with a stick

under his arm, went up to him and fell at his feet I

could not hear all that they said, but the Sadhu was

so tender to him and lifted him up. The old man's

tears were streaming down his face. I think that he

wanted to give the Sadhu his stick, but I did not

know the reason why.
"It was the Sadhu's tenderness and gentleness that

struck me most of all. I hardly know how to tell

you all about him. It sounds so ordinary and com-

monplace, and yet it was extraordinary in every way.
I could not follow all his sermon in Urdu, because he

speaks so quickly and every now and then turns away
his head while he is speaking. But I got the drift of

it all, which was the Love of Christ/5

On another occasion, Miss Simpson met him at
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Kotgarh, where again he preached about Christ and
His constraining love. The Christians came from

long distances to hear him, and there were those who
were not Christians also present. He took as his

text the words "Hitherto ye have asked nothing in

My name. Ask and ye shall receive, that your joy

may be full." His message seemed to come straight
from Christ Himself and to give to her just what she

needed most. He made those present realize that

everything was possible through prayer, and added
one of his own striking illustrations. Just as there

must first be fire, if the smoke is to ascend heaven-

wards, even so the fire of the Holy Spirit must burn

in our hearts, if our prayers are to rise like the smoke
out of the fire. For prevailing prayer ascends right

up to the heart of God. Then he spoke about the

visions that Christ gives to His own followers inner

visions that are'so bright and glorious that no amount
of persecution can take away the joy and peace which

comes when Christ is thus present in the inmost

heart.

"The whole force of his preaching/' she writes,

"seems to rest in the one strong conviction of Christ's

love, which is the burden of his message. He is one

who knows: one who sees Christ face to face. That

quiet little church at Kotgarh, in the middle of the

mountains, had no grandeur about it. It was all so

poverty-stricken} and yet I felt truly that Christ was

present there in 'the midst. I did not wish to speak
to the Sadhu afterwards. Like every true prophet,
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the virtue goes out of him when he is giving a

message. And I had received the message that was
all I needed. Now, after seeing and hearing him, I

know that everything is possible. To-day I have seen

what man can becqtoe like, if he truly lives in Christ.

For the Sadhu is very like Christ even his face

shows it} and his presence sheds it round about him,
wherever he goes. It has indeed been wonderful to

have met him."

These last words have been uppermost in my own
mind while I have been writing. For it has, indeed,
been "wonderful to have met him," and the inner life

has been enriched thereby. The constant remem-
brance of him, during all these intervening years, has

brought me nearer to Christ. When I was with him
in the Himalayas and at Delhi, as this memoir will

shoWj he strengthened my own faith and helped me
to keep the pure flame of Christ's* love burning

bright. Therefore it has been my one great longing
that the reading of this book may be the means of

passing on to others that same devotion to Christ.

Especially, I have longed that this may happen
among those who are still young in the faith and per-

plexed by the difficulties of the modern world. To
them it must bring a wonderful assurance to know,

through his example, that the power of Christ's love

can be manifested to-day, in circumstances so different

and in lands so remote, with the same victory over

human sin and weakness. How can they possibly
doubt the power of that transcendent love, when they
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see it in Sadhu Sundar Singh? Surely a love that can

achieve, in the strangest surroundings, such mirades

of grace, can overcome their own weakness and make
them strong in their turn. Let my own testimony
of a lifetime, be added to theirs* For Sundar's per-
sonal friendship has made me strong, when otherwise

I might have been weak in the faith.

Not only does the Sadhu's life carry with it a per-
sonal message to meet our own individual needs, thus

encouraging and cheering us on; it has also a message
for the whole Church, both in the West and in the

East.

Here in the West, where this memoir is being

written, his life seems to tell us to get rid of our nar-

row divisions and our false racial pride; to break

down the hard barriers between one race and an-

other, so that we may all become one Man in Christ

Jesus. And to the East, the Sadhu brings the mes-

sage that Christ belongs to them no less than to the

West; that it is their function to express Him truly

as belonging to the East. It is theirs to offer to the

West a new vision of Christ as He walks the Eastern

road and dwells among the Eastern village folk in

lowly poverty, simplicity and self-denial. Above all,

it is theirs to renew in the whole of Christendom that

"first love" of Christ, with all its ardour of personal

devotion, which shall uplift and transform mankind.
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The Franciscans in Tibet [p. 7]

IT is difficult for us to realize the amazing courage of those

early Franciscans and the vast, imminent threat to Chris-

tian civilization in the West by the Mongols which was

partly averted by their daring action. In a book called The

Challenge of Central Asia? the following passage occurs:

"In the year 1238, Europe was suddenly awakened to

the Mongol danger. Panic seized the minds of men as they

heard of these savage hordes who had 'brought terrible

devastation to the eastern parts (of Europe), laying them

waste with carnage.' A curious little incident which has

been preserved shows how widespread was the fear inspired

by the Mongol invasion. In the year 1240, the people of

Gothland and Friesland did not dare to go to Yarmouth for

the herring fishery as usual, in consequence of which it is

recorded that
e
the herrings were so cheap that forty or fifty

sold for a piece of silver/

"It was at this time, when Mistress and darkness and the

gloom of anguish
5

were brooding over Europe, that the

Christian Church rose up declaring that in one way only

could civilization be saved from doom: by winning the bar-

barians for Christ, and through Christianity to civilization.

"Inspired by these motives the first Franciscan mission-

aries set out on their adventurous journey to Asia. Three

names stand out among those who embarked on this cou-

rageous campaign: Friar John de Piano Carpini, Friar

William of Rubruck, and somewhat later, Friar Odoric.

* World Dominion Press, London.
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"Carpini set out from Lyons on Easter Day, 1245, on

the first important journey made by a European into the

vast Mongol Empire. The expedition occupied two years,

and involved great hardships. Carpini and his companions
often slept on the bare snow, and they suffered much from

hunger. Carpini brought back a letter from Kuyuk Khan

(grandson of Genghiz Khan) to the Pope, which ends by

asking the Pope to come to the East and do homage to the

Mongol rulers: 'And if you do not observe the order of

God , * , then we will know you as our enemy/ Carpini

did not live long after his return to Europe. Worn out by
the hardships he had endured, he died in 1252.

"William of Rubruck left Europe for the East the year
after Carpinfs death. He was sent by King Louis IX of

France, who gave him a little money for his journey, letters

to the Mongol Khan and a Bible. The story of his journey
is vivid and accurate and a valuable record of travel. Ru-

bruck returned to Europe in 1255. The results of his mis-

sion were somewhat doubtful, as the Mongol Khan had no

real desire to receive the Christian message. Rubruck's

references to the 'Christians' he met in Central Asia are

interesting; he was often shocked by their ignorance and

disgusted by their paganism; of one group he says: 'They
were ignorant of all things regarding the Christian religion,

excepting only the name of Christ'

"Friar Odoric set out for the East about 1318. After a

long and hazardous journey by way of India he returned

overland through Tibet, Persia, and the land of the famous

Assassins. He died in Italy in 1331. Soon after his death

his fame both as saint and traveller spread far and wide."
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Christ?s Universal Gospl [p. 37]

IN THE Gospel story we find an ever-deepening sympathy,
both in word and deed, with the devout and humble men
and women' of other faiths, who were born outside the

Jewish Community. This was developed still further in

the story of the Acts of the Apostles, which follows directly

after the Gospels. It comes to its complete expression in

the great words of St. Paul: "In him there can be neither

Jew nor Greek, Barbarian, Scythian, bond nor free, but all

are one Man in Christ Jesus."

The narrowness of the religious patriotism of the Hebrew

Church, which regarded itself alone as the Chosen People
of God, and crudely marked oil everyone who was not a

Jew by the name of Gentile, was continually challenged by
our Lord both in word and action. Coming as He did

from the narrow surroundings of an obscure Jewish country

town in Galilee, He at once put on one side the conventional

barriers which separated one man from another. Quite

early in His ministry He proclaimed among His own towns-

men in Nazareth a larger and ampler faith in God's fatherly

love for all mankind. By commending Naaman the Syrian

and the Gentile widow of Sarepta as more acceptable to

God than the chosen people of the Jewish race, He so in-

curred their wrath that they "rose up and thrust him out

of the city, and led him unto the brow of the hill, whereon

their city was built, that they might cast him down head-

long^
Thus from the very first Jesus freely proclaimed His

Gospel of God's love, at whatever cost to His own life.' In

a similar manner, He commended in glowing words the
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faith of the Roman Centurion and of the Syro-Phcenician

woman. In the old Jewish Scriptures the Hebrew word

"neighbour" was constantly used merely of a Hebrew com-

patriot. Indeed, in the Law of Moses, that was its common

significance. But when the Scribe asked Jesus the question:

"Who, then, is my neighbour?" He enlarged the meaning
of the word out of all recognition and gave it a universal

moral value. He set forward the Samaritan, whom the

Jews hated, as the true neighbour, because he fulfilled God's

great commandment of love. The Jewish priest and Levite,

who passed by on the other side, were condemned by Jesus
because they had not fulfilled this commandment. Such

teaching as this was revolutionary both in Judea and in

Galilee. It is only because we have got used to the new

significance of the word "neighbour," which Jesus gave it,

that we do not realize what a revolution it implies.

The disciples, who showed to the full the class prejudices
and narrow patriotisms of their age, wished to call down
fire from heaven ("even as Elias did") and destroy a

Samaritan village, which did not receive Jesus. But He
rebuked them strongly, saying: "Ye know not what man-
ner of spirit ye are of. For the Son of Man is come, not to

destroy men's lives, but to save them."

This whole attitude of Jesus to man as man was funda-

mental with Him, because His life was built up on one great
central principle. He declared that in every condition of

human existence God is "Our Father." The Heavenly
Father loves each one of His children with an individual and

personal love. The farther away the child has wandered,
the more passionately the Father's heart goes out in love for

him. He eagerly follows with His forgiveness even the

prodigal son who has almost forgotten Him, As the prodi-
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gal comes home, the Father runs to meet him and lavishes

His forgiveness upon him from the depth of His loving
heart.

Such a Heavenly Father, loving even His enemies, could

obviously have no favorites. All His children were equally
dear to Him. His love was like the sunshine and the gra-
cious rain. It descended on all sides. This universality of

God's love made it perfect; and we ourselves were to love

in the same perfect manner. "Be ye perfect," said Jesus,

"even as your Heavenly Father is perfect/'

As the unique Son of that Heavenly Father, Jesus came
to reveal perfectly on earth His character. The love of

Jesus was of the same quality as the Father's love. He
would not "break a bruised reed" or "quench a smoking

flax," but would rather "bind up the broken-hearted and set

at liberty them that were bruised." All the .strivings of

humanity, age after age, to find God however broken and

imperfect they might be He would take into His own

healing hands and bless. He came among men to seek and

to save that which was lost.

Sundar Singh himself, as a Christian, never wavered for

a moment in his conviction that the religious background of

his early life, as a Sikh, which he had inherited from his

father and mother, was essentially good and not evil. It

needed the transforming touch of Christ to complete it, and

the power of His risen life to endow it with new strength.

But it must not be cast aside and rejected.

He believed, that is to say, that the long search for God
down all the ages, and especially in his own country, had

been a noble search with the blessing of God behind it. He
was proud of all those saintly men and women who had

maintained and carried on this unending search never
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shrinking back from the cost, however great it might be, if

only they might find the Truth.

Yoga and Prayer [p. 39]

CERTAIN appropriate methods of controlling the body and

mind, in order to create an atmosphere of stillness, have

been practiced by deeply religious men and women in India

from earliest times. These are called "Yoga," or Union,
and one who practices them is called "Yogi." It is quite

possible that the Indian temperament is peculiarly adapted
for these special methods, and therefore they have been con-

tinued for countless generations. They are undertaken as a

preparation towards the inner communion between the

spirit of man and the Divine Spirit, and the words of the

Psalm: "Be still and know that I am God," are in very
close keeping with Indian religious thought.

One who had practiced Yoga for nearly a whole lifetime

with this intention in view, described to me the aim which

he had before him. "The body and mind," he said, "have

to be brought into perfect harmony and repose, so that they

may receive, without any interruption, the inflow of that

Divine Life which pervades the universe."

There are w^U-known dangers which have to be avoided

if anyone for religious purposes seriously engages in Yoga.
Self-hypnotism may result instead of God-realization. Or
again, mere quietism may lead on to selfish aloofness from
the stern hardships of life, which have to be bravely faced if

man's will is to be made strong. Men of religion in India

have been fully alive to dangers of this kind, and yet they
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have never discountenanced on this account the practice of

Yoga.
In the Indian Church hitherto, there has been an instinc-

tive and natural reaction against the use of Yoga in Chris-

tian circles. Missionaries from the very beginning have

often spoken against it, and there are clearly good reasons

why they should do so when dealing with an infant com-

munity. But in recent years there have been a few sincere

and earnest adventurers in Christian living who have sought

through their own spiritual experience to relate this age-

long Indian practice of Yoga to the transforming touch of

Christ. In this connection they uphold the principle which

Christ Himself declared when He said: "Think not that I

am come to destroy the law or the prophets: I am not come

to destroy, but to fulfil." (Matt. v. 17.)

Those who are seeking to recover its practice in the

Indian Church, feel that Yoga may be a help towards over-

coming the difficulties by which East and West alike are

now confronted, owing to the strain and stress of modern

life. They seek Christ's living presence through an at-

mosphere of rest and repose. And they remember, while

practicing Yoga, the words of the Saviour: "Come unto me,

all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest." (Matt. xi. 28.) One writer has pointed out a some-

what doubtful etymology between the word "Yoga" and

the English word "yoke."

Sadhu Sundar Singh had already learnt certain forms

of Yoga from a devout Hindu Sannyasin. Although he

found these practices unsatisfying when he became a Chris-

tian, he did not abandon them altogether, but rather sought

to transform them and use them in Christ's service. He

kept long hours of silent waiting for the Divine Spirit to
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flow into his own life and quicken his inner being. His

whole conception of prayer was influenced by this thought
of stillness in order to receive the divine message.

Perhaps the best method of explaining briefly what cer-

tain leading Indian Christians have been seeking, by reviving

Yoga in a Christian form, is to quote somewhat fully from

the pamphlet published by Mr. A. S. Appasamy in Madras,
which deals with this difficult subject.

1

"Communion with God," he writes, "is not a matter of

reading or knowledge, but rather of practice. It is not so

much a science as an art. It was not possible for me to

come in contact with Western mystics who were practicing

that art. But I found that there were sages in India who,

according to their lights, were practicing Yoga, or union

with God, and who had indeed attained a high degree of

proficiency in it. I did not hesitate to learn from them,

when I found I could not learn the practice of communion

with God from any Christian mystic that I knew in India."

The writer describes, with some detail, two special modes

of Yoga practiced in ancient India, and explains how in his

own Christian life he has been able to make use of them

with great benefit He has found out by practical experi-

ence that they have strengthened and confirmed his faith in

Christ, and made prayer more real and effectual.

"All medical authorities," he adds, "are agreed in regard-

ing worry, care and anxiety as factors that sap the energy
and destroy life. Now, in our contemplation (Le. through

Yoga), we are wonderfully delivered from these life-

destroying agencies. Peace, joy and quiet reign in our souls,

* Y0<* and Prayer, by Dewaa Bahadur A. S. Appaaamy. Published

by Christian Literature Society of India, Madras, 1926.
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and these build up body and soul, just as their opposites

destroy them."

"Reason," he writes again, "is a God-given gift and
should be fully exercised. When difficult problems arise,

we should endeavour to reason and come to a conclusion*

. * . But when we reach the point where we find our-

selves helpless, then we may resort to the prayer of con-

templation. In contemplation (i.e. Yoga) reason ceases to

function, but problems solve themselves naturally; the de-

cision we are unable to reach, in the normal human way, by

processes of thought becomes quite clear to us."

Again he writes: "The practice of ineffable communion
with Christ in contemplative prayer (Yoga) tends to reduce

to its minimum the element of petition in prayer. We are

inclined to ask for less and less as we grow in the life of

contemplation. . . . The different parts of the personality

are completely brought under the sway of God and we begin

to love Him wholly. All the different elements in our being

are summoned, and devoted in worship and reverence and

love to the living Christ."

What I have witnessed in India has gone far to confirm

the impression, received long ago, that the East in these

matters has much to teach the West in return for the things

that the West has taught the East. Above all, it has be-

come clear to me that the "shattered nerves" of the West,

including my own, need healing; and while it is unfortu-

nately true that the fever of modern life has already widely

penetrated the East, yet it is also true that there are those

who have been spiritually strong enough to resist this back-

ward, eddying current of the age in which we life. These

victorious spirits can tell us if only we are wise and humble
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enough to listen how we, too, many overcome our weak-

ness and receive from Christ that inner peace which He is

waiting to give us.

The essence of Yoga, as we have seen, is spiritual com-

munion with the Unseen. Its method is that of self-surren-

der in quietude of spirit, relaxing the human effort whfle

allowing the divine grace to inflow.

The writer I have quoted explains cogently that the ful-

filment of the first commandment of love to God, "with all

the heart, and with all the soul, and with all the mind, and

with all the strength," cannot be fully accomplished unless

these several parts of the one human personality are inte-

grated and united. They must all act in unison together.

He holds that one integrating factor, which may be used in

effecting this desired end, is Yoga.
It is active, and yet passive. It demands human effort,

and yet is entirely dependent on the divine will. Actively,

the human will, with all its wayward impulses and baser

passions, is surrendered. Passively, it waits for the divine

inflow of new light and love.

In his own case as he describes it in his pamphlet the

moment of change was reached when he saw with his inner

mind a vision of Christ Himself. This vision remained with

him, silently filling his whole being with inward peace, and

it has now become with him a constant experience repeating

itself in those moments when the mind is absolutely stfll.

But he is very careful to add that this inner vision, which

has come to himself, is only one mode of realization and

perhaps not the most important. For God fulfils Himself

in many ways to each humble man of heart, who makes the

complete surrender of love to Him in the silence.
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"There are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit.

"And there are differences of administration, but the .same

Lord.

"And there are diversities of operation, but it is the same God
who worketh all in all."

1

* 1 Cor. xii. 4-7.
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